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It began in the year 1932. A brigade was going around to all the homesteads and confiscating grain. It took everything away, even food standing in pots. They would also remove buried seed potatoes. The famine began. Already by the winter of 1932-33 people were dying. My neighbor Vasyl Krasnoholovy’s two sons and two daughters, Tania and Vera, died. All of Pavlo Krasnoholovy’s children died: his daughter Vera and two sons, Ivan and Petro. People came from the village soviet; they put them on a cart, dug a pit, and tossed them in.


The members of the Committee of Poor Peasants confiscated all the grain, but later they, too, starved to death. An activist named Zina was placed inside the pit above the corpses and told: sit here and carry out the state grain deliveries. 

My cousin Dunka was very poor. In 1933 she gave birth to a child. She went out to work because they were issuing 200-300 grams of flour. She would put her eighteen-month-old baby outside in the yard all day, and it would graze there, eating knotgrass. 


Nine or ten people died every day.


At the time my husband Lukian was working on road construction with a horse. Every day he was issued two loaves of bread and bran. He told me to come to him, because he could not stop himself from eating up all the bread; there were our children at home. On top it, strangers would come lamenting and begging for help, and we had to share with them.


Harvest time came. People pressed out the ears and hide the grain in their shirts or bodices so that it wouldn’t be taken away from them. At home we quickly ground it in a hand-mill and boiled up a cauldron of soup. The children would eat it up, but they were weak from hunger and wanted more. They would scratch at the bottom of the cauldron.

People ripped apart dead horses. They took sackcloth and carried the horsemeat home and eat it. Vegetable leaves and grass were used as food. Vasyl, the son of Stepan Krasnoholovy, went to the heaps at Vesela for some bran. He was beaten there and he died as a result. He was a fine young fellow. His sister also starved to death.


Kharyton and his wife died in our corner of the village. They left behind two children, a girl and a boy. The boy died. By the time people arrived, she had eaten him.

Vasyl Bondaruk married a woman from Cherniatyn. She recounted how she had killed her own child: “I put the child in a small basin, and he asks: ‘What are you going to do, Mummy?’ I replied: ‘Nothing, nothing.’” Through the window a male neighbour saw her frying something. When some people arrived, she was panting and eating. They sentenced her to three years. When she told her husband what she had done, he wanted nothing more to do with her.
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