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In 1932 I moved to the village of Lisohirka in Horodok raion with my husband. Starving children came to the house, begging for something to eat. But I didn’t see any swollen people. Everyone was extremely exhausted, though. In early summer 1933 I wanted to visit my mother in my native village of Bubnivka. I took my two children—my six-month-old infant and five-year-old—and set out with them. I arrived at my house. I am standing in the yard with my little children and my mother comes up to me. Behind her is a man pushing a wheelbarrow. He drags it five or six meters and then lies on the ground. My mother says: “Don’t look at him, daughter, because you have no idea what he’s carrying. He is hauling his ten-year-old boy, who starved to death. He kept his body for two weeks, because he would get a cup of lentils for him and eat it himself. When the little boy’s body began to decompose, the neighbours told him to bring him to the cemetery. He put him in a sack and here he is, pushing the wheelbarrow and falling down from hunger.” I began to cry. I knew this man: his name was Pavlo Rudenko. He died a week later.

Before this, a brigade went around the village from house to house, taking everything away. They came to Kyrylo Osadchy’s house: give us your grain, they told him. I don’t have any, he said. They began to search and found some five kilos of beans. Kyrylo grabbed the bag of beans and emptied it into a barrel of water. They forced him to pick out the beans and took them away. Carrying iron prods, they went into the garden and found a sack of rye buried in the ground. They took it away. Then he and his entire family swelled up and died. A seven-year-old girl came to our house, but she looked like an old woman. She said: “Give me a little beet.” I gave her some potatoes and a beet, and she says: “I won’t be able to carry it back,” and she began crying. That is what the people ended up experiencing. They walked around all swollen, their legs dripping and stinking with a foul odor.

There was a technical school in Ladyzhyn. One of the students brought a biscuit made from stripped corn cobs and weeds. But it was so [dry] that it was crumbling in his pocket. So he began gathering it up with a spoon and eating it. Another boy says: “Give me some.” He gave him some, and the boy raised that ersatz food to Stalin’s portrait and says: “See what we are eating? May you eat something like this.” There was a third boy, who went off and denounced that boy, who instantly disappeared. He was never seen again.
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