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Young memory is not the same as old memory: I remember everything from my youth. Before collectivization our village had up to 800 homesteads. The first people to join the collective farm were the poor peasants (bidniaky) and some peasants of average means (seredniaky). Onykii Hryha was named the first head of the collective farm. People didn’t know whether to join or not. They organized a “mutiny” in the village, bells were rung. A tractor arrived and the old women didn’t let it plough: they lay down beneath its wheels. After the “mutiny” they took away three families that were deported to Siberia (the homesteads of Pavlo Okolita, Tanasii Strilchuk, and Vasyl Hulevsky vanished). A poster appeared at the village soviet: “We will destroy the kulak class.” I engraved it on my memory because every day you walk past it and read it. A Komsomol member is standing there, turning a winnowing machine, and kulaks, Orthodox priests, Roman Catholic priests, and all sorts of profiteers fall into the basket. Down below, a Komsomol member drives out on a tractor. Three men were sent to help our village: M. Postovy, Pavlo Mykytenko, and Mykhailo Khyzhniak. They appointed M. Kukhtytsky as the new head of the collective farm; Yakiv Tkhir, as the new head of the village soviet; Ivan Volodymyrovych Tkhir, as the new secretary of the village soviet; and Todosii Markovych Plaksiienko, as the new secretary of the party center. Little by little the peasants surrendered their grain to the state. A long column of vehicles was formed, and the grain was transported to the station with a flag and the slogan, “Surrender surplus grain to the state.” People already had nothing more to give. Then the village leadership created a “towline brigade” [i.e., a confiscation brigade—Trans.] headed by Plaksiienko. The members of this brigade went around to those people who were not surrendering grain and searched with the aid of ramrods. They proclaimed the farmers kulaks and seized everything they owned: grain, cattle, and rags. Everything was sold on the spot by public auction, to whomever could pay more. People cried and shouted, but the brigade members paid no attention. With my very own eyes I saw how the brigade “brought order” to the homestead of Yakiv Yaremenko. It was freezing outside, and Yaremenko wrapped his two-month-old child in a sheepskin jacket. Plaksiienko, the head of the confiscation brigade, threw the infant on the bed and instantly sold the sheepskin jacket. He was a brutal man. This action was followed by a second round of expulsions from the raion, which affected eight families.

Wherever the confiscation brigade passed, everything was destroyed, including buildings. People began dying; there was nothing to eat. They ate cats, dogs, crabs, and broth made with the leavings of sugar beet production. By springtime people were dying en masse. Then they [the authorities—Trans.] created a funeral brigade consisting of “indusy” [people who never joined a collective farm—Trans.], who covered themselves with mint leaves and then went around picking up corpses with rakes, loaded them onto a bullock cart, and transported them to the cemetery. I was swollen and survived, but my father died. I had my fill of seeing people dying of starvation: the stomach would immediately swell up, then the legs. The skin is shiny; then the legs burst. Death by starvation is terrible, there is nothing like it. A starving person is an apathetic beast. A starving person doesn’t react to anything, is afraid of nothing, and has no pity for anything. A starving person wants to eat. According to the testimony of the former secretary of our village soviet, 1,015 people starved to death, leaving 97 abandoned houses. Entire streets were left without residents.
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