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The troubles began already in 1930. Collective farms were being created, and the raion authorities were breaking the farmers. I thought about it for a long time and then bought a horse (I had given mine to the collective farm); then I built a wheelbarrow and drove around with it, placing earth around bridges. My wife pushed a wheelbarrow, carting rocks from a crusher. My family did not starve because I would get mixed fodder for the horse, and that’s how we survived. But my neighbors, the Kravchuks, all died. There were seven or eight of them, and the entire family died, every last man and woman. Davyd Shvachka’s entire family died too.

The following incident occurred in 1933. The head of our village section [100 houses—Trans.] summoned me. He says, “Go pick up some furniture at the factory.” I would not have gone if I had known what I was supposed to be picking up. I would have hidden or something. What furniture was there? There were three boys and one girl, all dead, and I had been sent as the corpse collector. So, I’m transporting them. I arrived at the cemetery, where a pit had already been dug; people are waiting. The dead bodies fell into the pit: one, face down, another on his side, but the girl fell into a sitting position. She used to be an activist, going around the village confiscating anything and everything from people. She would take the last bits of food. There would be families with seven people, and they [the activists] would arrive and shake everything out to the very last gram. So this dead girl was already in the pit. All of a sudden, the wife of Myt, who had been taken away and had died somewhere, comes up to the edge of the pit and starts bashing her on the head with a shovel, over and over, saying: “Here are some groats for you, here’s some fatback for you!” This was the evil that had been sown among the people; they hardly resembled people anymore.

Our father has died; I am making a coffin for him. That same day his son-in-law’s father died. I managed to bury my father in a box, but I had to place his in-law propped up against a wall.


Most people died in the summer of 1933, right before the new harvest. Most of Palazhka Makar’s family died; only she and one son were left. Her four children and husband all died. Hustyn’s entire family died. Look at Vasyl Krasnoholovy: he was such a fine fellow, hardworking—the best farmer in the whole village. He and I used to harness a horse apiece and haul sheaves; we were friends. But all of a sudden, these requisitions, famine, calamity; men are beaten over the head. They were farmers, they grew grain, but they all starved to death like animals.
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