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I CHOSE FREEDOM



CHAPTER I
FLIGHT IN THE NIGHT

Station that Saturday night seemed loaded with danger and with

destiny. The very streets and darkened buildings seemed frowning

and hostile. In my seven months in the capital I had traveled that
route dozens of times, light-heartedly, scarcely noticing my surroundings.
But this time everything was different—&#4is time I was running cway.

The American family with whom I lived in Washington had been
friendly and generous to the stranger under their roof. When I fell ill they
had watched over me with an easy unaffected solicitude. What had begun
as a mere financial arrangement had grown into a warm human relationship
to which the barrier of language added a fillip of excitement. I sensed that
in being kind to one homesick Russian these good Americans were ex-
pressing their gratitude to all Russians—to the brave allies who were then
rolling back the tide of German conquest on a thousand-mile front. They
gave me full personal credit for every Soviet victory.

My rent was paid for a week ahead. Yet I left the house that night
without a word of final farewell. I merely said that if my trip should keep
me out of town beyond Tuesday, they had my permission to let the room.
I wanted my hosts to be honestly ignorant of my whereabouts and of my
intention not to return, should there be any inquiries from the Soviet Pur-
chasing Commission.

For several days, at the Commission offices, I had simulated headaches
and general indisposition. Casually I had remarked that morning to a few
colleagues that I had better ‘‘remain home for a rest”; that I might
not come in on Monday. I was playing hard for an extra day of grace
before my absence would be discovered.

After collecting my March salary I insisted on straightenipg out my
expense vouchers for the last trip to Lancaster, Pennsylvania, and the trip
to Chicago before that. It appeared that about thirty dollars were still due
to me. The idea was to erase the slightest excuse for any charges of financial
irregularity to explain my flight. I also made sure that all my papers were
in perfect order, so that others could take up the work where I had left off.

Later, when the news of my getaway was on the front pages of the
Washington and New York papers, some of the men and women at the
Commission must have recalled a peculiar warmth in my talks with them
that Saturday, a special pressure in my handclasp when I said “So long.”
They must have realized that I was bidding them a final and wordless fare-
well. Never again, not even here in free America, would any of them dare
to meet me. In the months of working together some of these people had
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EVERY MINUTE of the taxi ride between my rented room and Union
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come close to me; without saying much we had understood one another.
Had I been able to part with them openly, emotionally, Russianly, some
of the weight that pressed on my spirits would assuredly have been
lifted.

It was a chill, starless night. The railroad station seemed to swarm with
threats, What if I ran into some colleague and he sounded the alarm? Cer-
tainly the two suitcases and the unauthorized journey would instantly
arouse his suspicions. What if Comrade Serov or General Rudenko already
had discovered my plans? As if in answer to these fears, I suddenly caught
sight of a Red Army uniform. I went cold with dread. Pulling my hat lower
over my eyes, drawing my head more deeply into the raised collar of my
overcoat, I slunk along the wall, keeping my back turned to my country-
man.
Because Soviet officials always travel in Pullman style, I took a seat in
a plebeian coach. That reduced the risk of meeting anyone who knew me.
In the dimmed-out, crowded, somnolent car I was alone with my thoughts.

For a long time I had known that this decisive hour was inevitable., For
months I had planned the flight. I had looked forward to it as a release
from the maze of hypocrisies, resentments and confusions of spirit in which
I had wandered for so many years. It was to be my expiation for horrors
about which, as a member of the ruling class in my country, I felt a sense
of guilt.

But now that it was actually happening, there was in it no exhilaration,
no lift of new freedom. There was a painful void in which fears and self-
reproach echoed so loud that even the sleepy soldiers and sailors in the
smoke-filled car must hear them.

I am cutting my life at its roots, I thought to myself. Irrevocably.
Perhaps forever. This night I am turning myself into a man without
country, without family, without friends. Never again shall I see the faces
or press the hands or hear the voices of relatives and friends who are bone
of my bone and flesh of my flesh. It is as if they were dead and therefore
something precious within me is dead. Forever and ever there will be this
emptiness in my life, this dreadful void and aching deadness.

So far as the land of my birth is concerned, I shall be an official outcast
and pariah. Automatically the political regime into which I poured a life-
time of toil and faith will pronounce a sentence of death upon me. Always
its secret agents will haunt my life. They will trace my steps and keep
vigil under my windows and, if ordered by their masters, will strike me
down. And these Americans among whom I hope to anchor my new life—
how can they ever understand what it means for a Russian Communist
to break with the Soviet dictatorship? They are so blessedly innocent,
these Americans.

In my home land, those who worked with me and befriended me, let
alone those who loved me, will be forever tainted and suspect. To survive
they will have to live down my memory. To save themselves, they must
deny me and disown me, as in my time I pretended to deny and disown
others who incurred the vengeance of the Soviet state,

Did I have a moral right to endanger these innocent hostages in Russia
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in order to indulge my own conscience and pay my own debt to truth as I
saw it? That was the cruelest problem of all. What would my pious grand-
father, Fyodor Panteleyevich, that upright servant of God and Tsar, have
thought of my action if he were still alive? What will my father, that
fanatical Russian revolutionist, say if he has survived two years under
the brutal German occupation?

There was consolation, at least, in that train of thought. Grandfather
never understood why his son Andrei, my father, opposed the Tsar and the
tradition of the ages. But because Andrei believed deeply and was willing
to go to prison for his strange new faith, grandfather always ended his
reproofs with a blessing. As for my father, though he loved his wife and
his children, he had not scrupled to expose us to hunger and tears to serve
his cause. He would understand and approve; of that I had no doubt.

There was bitter consolation also in the thought that my brother Con-
stantine, who had always been close to me, was dead—killed in defending
our fatherland against the Nazi invaders as an officer on the Caucasian
front. Would official vengeance be visited on a lonely and helpless
old woman, just liberated from a German concentration camp, because she
is my mother? Or on the woman who for three years was my wife, though
she knew nothing of my political doubts and my escape?

These thoughts were still pounding in my mind, a painful tom-tom
that has grown fainter but has never ceased, when the train pulled into
New York at three that Sunday morning. On the platform I saw the
Russian officer again, carrying a suitcase and quite oblivious to my
existence. But T hung back to put more distance between us.

T registered under an Italian name at a dingy uptown hotel—the kind
of hotel where you pay in advance for your room. It was a room made to
order for suicide; narrow, musty, depressing. I locked the door. In the half-
light of the one electric bulb I began to write out a statement, parts of
which were to appear in the American press two days later.

Had anyone observed my furtive behavior in these tense days, my
sleepless nights, my stealthy escape from Washington, my concealment in
New York, he might suppose I had committed some fearful crime and
was evading the police. But I had neither robbed nor killed. I had merely
decided to give up my job as an economjc emissary of my government!

No American, assuredly, could comprehend that for the subject of a
totalitarian regime there is no “crime” more terrifying in its implications
and its consequences. It was the supreme act of apostasy towards an
earthly god. Not only did it make the culprit officially an outcast, living
on borrowed time, he could not even exchange letters with his loved ones
in his native land. The mark of Cain was on his forehead. For a Soviet
citizen to meet him or to show him kindness would be political suicide,
perhaps physical suicide.

Mine was not a step any Soviet Russian, especially a Communist of
long standing and fairly advanced in the ranks of the bureaucracy, took
frivolously, on sudden impulse. It was an act that had its beginnings
somewhere far down, in the substratum of his mind; that grew slowly
and could not be smothered. The reasons for the kind of thing T had done
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are never on the surface. They must be sought for deep inside, at the core
of a man’s whole existence.

On Monday, April 3, 1944, I talked to several reporters. Late that
night the news was displayed on the first page of the New York Times.
The timing was important. It may, indeed, have saved my life. Had my
Soviet guardians learned about my flight before it became public knowl-
edge, the Washington Embassy would unquestionably have denounced me
to the State Department, as a German agent perhaps, and demanded my
instant apprehension for deportation to the U.S.S.R. But with the Ameri-
can people apprised of the facts and watching the drama, the Soviet
Embassy was checkmated, at least for the moment.

“Soviet Official Here Resigns,” the Times headline announced. The
dispatch itself began:

Accusing the Soviet Government of a “double-faced” foreign policy with
respect to its professed desire for collaboration with the United States and
Great Britain and denouncing the Stalin regime for failure to grant political
and civil liberties to the Russian people, Victor A. Kravchenko, an official of the
Soviet Purchasing Commission in Washington, announced his resignation yester-
day and placed himself “under the protection of American public opinion.”

Mr. Kravchenko, whose passport bears the title “Representative of the
Soviet Government” . . . is a captain in the Red Army, and before coming to
the United States last August he was director of a group of large industrial
plants in Moscow. Prior to that he served as chief of the munitions section
attached to the Soviet of People’s Commissars of the Russian Socialist Federated
Soviet Republic, the largest of the affiliated Soviet republics. He has been a
member of the Russian Communist Party since 1929 and has held many im-
portant economic posts under the Soviet regime.

Mr. Kravchenko declined for patriotic reasons to discuss matters bearing
upon the military conduct of the war by Soviet Russia or to reveal any details
bearing upon economic questions, particularly as they affect the functioning of
lend-lease as handled by the Soviet Purchasing Commission and in Russia.

Then followed parts of the long statement on which I had toiled all
Sunday. It was written with my heart’s blood, but little of its color showed
through the cold printer’s ink. The citizens of a free country have nothing
in their personal experience to make my feelings and my behavior credible.
The utterly tragic must seem to them merely eccentric.

In the statement I tried to explain to the American people, to my
comrades at home and my friends in the Washington Commission,
why I had taken the dread step. But the more I wrote and crossed out
and rewrote, the more hopeless the task seemed. There were no words, in
any language, to sum up a whole life.

My decision to break with the Soviet regime—amounting to a personal
declaration of war against that and all police-states—was not accidental.
It was implicit in all I had been and thought and experienced. In that
sense it was not so much a decision, not so much an act of volition, as the
logical and inescapable climax of a process.

To explain it I must reach back to the zeal for justice which pervaded
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my childhood on the banks of the Dnieper; to the passion for freedom
that throbbed in a boy’s heart as revolution and civil wars swept the
Ukrainian cities and steppes; to the enthusiasms of a Communist Youth,
then of a full-fledged Communist Party member; to the doubts and
frustrations and the desperate attempts, year after year, to bolster a
battered and crumbling faith with stout illusions.

To explain it I must rehearse my whole life and the life of Russia as
it touched mine.



CHAPTER 11

A RUSSIAN CHILDHOOD

was the second, younger than Constantine and older than Eugene—

the revolution of 1gos had a deeper reality than mere personal

experience. It glowed with the color of romance and even the defeat
was high-pitched and radiant. It held, as if in a museum case, perfect
samples of heroism, horror, idealism and sacrifice by which such values
must be measured in later life.

True, it was a rather circumscribed revolution, limited not only to the
city of Yekaterinoslav but to the meetings and battles and man-hunts in
which my father was involved. Great names destined to a place in history
first streaked across the skies of Russia in 19o5. But mere history could
never compete with our inner knowledge that the real leader and hero of
the uprising was our intense and handsome father, lean and strong, his
dark hair curling and his blue eyes flashing.

And indeed there were a few grains of truth in our fond fantasy. The
revolt had been ushered in by a general strike, and the strike of the rail-
waymen had been the beginning, and remained the heart, of the larger
strike. My father, who was employed in the railroad workshops of
Yekaterinoslav, was on the strike committee, remained in the thick of the
lfaoi?eless struggle and paid heavily for his enthusiasm in the aftermath of

ajlure.

We heard the details so often in our young years that they seemed
woven into our own lives. Not only the things that happened but why they
happened. I did not have to be taught hatred for autocracy and love of
freedom, justice, equality. I accepted them as simply, as naturally, as
my playmates accepted reverence for uniforms and authority.

The revolutionary events of 19oj, recounted by my father and his
friends, deepened by my own contact with similar events in later years,
are so deeply imprinted on my mind that even now I can feel the thunder-
ing hoofs of Cossack horsemen trampling the workmen and women of our
city. No other childhood sounds are as distinct in my memory as the awful
swish of sabers and magaikas. I am behind the barricades of overturned
carts, piled-up furniture, cobble-stones, railroad ties; comrades fall, groan-
ing, all around me; then waves of Cossack fury spill over us. I am in the
mesh of streets and alleys of the workers’ district, pursued by Circassian
horsemen and gendarmes far into the wintry night. Then all is still as
death. Corpses sprawl grotesquely and pools of red spread slowly on the
snow like inkspots on rough paper on my school desk. . . .

6

To THE three sons of Andrei Fyodorovich Kravchenko—of whom I
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Had my father been caught that October night, he would have been
hanged as a rebel along with some of the other members of the strike
committee. Before he escaped he could not resist the temptation of a last
look at his wife and Constantine and babuskhka, my mother’s mother, who
always lived with us. In the middle of the night he made his way through
side-streets, pressing into the deeper shadows from house to house, until
he reached No. 8 Kanatnai Street off Pushkin. Prospekt which was
our home.

His heart sank. All the lights in the house were burning and he
could hear sounds of activity inside. There seemed to be no doubt of it:
the police were searching the place. Yet he could not retreat, whatever the
risk, without one last glimpse of the home and the family he might never
see again. He crawled to the window, lifted himself cautiously and peeped
inside.

Then he realized he was mistaken. Grandmother opened the door to his
gentle knock and signaled him to be quiet. He started to go into the bed-
room but she stopped him. “Tanya is sleeping,” she said. Then, smiling,
“Yes, another boy.” She went into the bedroom herself and soon returned
with a little bundle which she placed in my father’s arms.

That was the night of my birth—a night of death behind barricades,
rifle shots, bloody sabers and cries of anguish in the web of shabby streets.

Suddenly I began to yell so lustily that my mother awoke. ‘“Listen to
him—The Rebel!” my father said softly. Always thereafter, in moments
of affection, he would call me The Rebel; sometimes, when I was a grown
man and busy with the affairs of a triumphant revolution, he would utter
the nickname with an ironic inflection that bit deeper than he suspected.

I nestled between them in those first hours of my life, as my father
tenderly bid his wife farewell. Nobody can convince me by mere logic that
I didn’t hear his words of endearment, that I didn’t see him cover her
hands with kisses, that I didn’t see with my father’s eyes the pale love-
liness of a young mother’s face against the snow-white heap of cushions.

2

In the first nine years of my life, father was a glamorous stranger.
His intervals of freedom were never long enough to make him familiar
and ordinary as other fathers were to their children on our street. Most
exciting were his visits during escapes. I looked forward to them as if they
were part of the cycle of existence, like colored Easter eggs and Christmas
trees.

I built up an image of him from random hints and pieces. From affec-
tionate words by mother and babuskke; from sudden alarms for his
safety; from scraps of whispered talk by his revolutionary comrades.
Often hunted men hid in our house; students in uniform with ascetic faces;
shabby, bearded men from that mysterious and monstrous world called
Siberia. These flitting visitors and their stories of prison breaks, bribed
officials, passwords and disguises also became part of my romantic image
of father.
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Constantine, who was about eighteen months older than I, brought me
every crumb of information.

“We must remember, Vitya,” he would say importantly, “that papa
is not a robber or murderer. He’s a ‘political.’ ”

“Yes, Kotya,” I would agree without understanding.

One Christmas night—my third Christmas on earth—remains fixed
in my memory to the last detail. A page in an album to which I turn often
with a delicious kind of sorrow.

Babushka wakes us out of a deep holiday sleep. I can see our new toys
scattered on the bare bedroom floor.

“Come, little doves, and say good-bye to your poor father,” she says,
sobbing.

In our long nightgowns, sleepy-eyed and bewildered, each of us grip-
ping one of grandmother’s hands, we are led into the parlor. I blink at
the lights and the crowd. One is a friend of the family, others are
strangers in uniforms.

The candles are still burning on the Christmas tree, but now mama
is crying soundlessly as she packs a suitcase. Babuskka leads us to the
holy lamp in the icon corner where we kneel with her while she murmurs
a prayer and touches her forehead to the floor. A man whom I know to
be father lifts me up, presses me tight and kisses me many times. But this
night he is strange—his face seems to me naked, with the familiar beard
and mustache removed. He takes Kotya into his arms and kisses him.
Then grandmother leads us out of the room.

At the door—and somehow that remains with me more sharply than
any other item in the picture—an enormous bearded gendarme, with a
lot of braid on his uniform, is crying shamelessly; big tears roll into his
billowing mustaches.

Later T knew that father, who had been in hiding, had decided to
visit his family on Christmas Eve. The police, aware from experience that
fugitives sometimes risked arrest to be with their loved ones on important
feast days, swooped down on our house. While they searched the premises,
they gave the rebel an hour to pack his things before leading him away.

I turn often also to another page in that private album of my
childhood:

A tall, good-looking student arrives one evening while we are at the
supper table. Mother draws a glass of tea from the gleaming samovar
for him and I can tell by the way her hand trembles and the glass rattles
that the young man’s words are important.

Everything is ready for the jail-break that night, he says. If there are
no complications, Andrei Fyodorovich should be home before midnight.
But he will remain only a few minutes. Mother must prepare certain things
for his journey. A hiding place in Yekaterinoslav is waiting for him as
well as excellent identification papers.

Alas, we were bundled off to bed before we could find out how the
thrilling story would end.

The following day mother and babuskka wept repeatedly, consoled one
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another and only wept some more. The tall student, his face drawn and
filled with grief, came several times with news.

The plot for a mass escape from the Yekaterinoslav penitentiary had
failed miserably. Evidently there had been a provocateur somewhere.
Several guards and many prisoners were killed in the fighting. Though a
few knives and revolvers had been smuggled in during the long weeks
of planning, the mutineers were easily overpowered. The massacre and
beating of political prisoners that night became celebrated in Russian
revolutionary history.

Father, it appeared, had been flogged within an inch of his life. He
carried the scars, proudly, through all his years. He was in the prison
hospital and if he remained alive would probably be tried with several
other ringleaders. It might be katorga—hard labor in Siberia—or even
hanging this time. . . .

Some months later the student arrives once more. This time a slender
and very beautiful girl is with him. In great agitation mother bundles
us into our overcoats. “If you're quiet and do as you’re told, you'll see
papa,” she says.

Outside our door there are two carriages. The student and the girl
get into one, the rest of us into the other. Theirs goes first and ours follows
at a discreet distance, down the broad Pushkin Prospekt. Soon we are
in sight of the gloomy old prison in the heart of the city. In front of one
of its towers the advance carriage stops for a minute—that is the signal—
then drives on. When our carriage reaches the same spot the coachman
steps down and fusses with the harness.

Mother’s eyes burn with excitement. ‘“There, there, it’s your father,”
she whispers, pointing to a window in the tower. I try hard to see but
can only make out a shadowy figure behind one of the barred windows,
waving a handkerchief. The man’s head is shaved and glistens as he nods
to us. Tears stream down my mother’s cheeks and Kotya cries “Papal
papa!” Then the coachman climbs back and whips his horse to a trot.
Mother looks back and waves as long as the tower is in view.

The student and the girl are waiting for us at an agreed spot in the
park. He kisses mother’s hand, he takes us in his strong arms, and he
stuffs our pockets with candy. The beautiful girl, too, is very tender with
us. All in all it is a memorable day, sad, important and tense. Often when
I am alone and afraid I think of that day and somehow feel reassured.

It was a miracle that father was not hanged or sent to Siberia,
babushka often said, glancing at the icon lamp and crossing herself.
Prisoners awaiting the death sentence were kept in that particular tower
and they were not permitted to receive visitors. But somehow his punish-
ment had been reduced to an ordinary prison term.

I was too young to wonder how the Kravchenko brood managed to
live with its breadwinner behind bars. By that time Eugene had been
born. Father’s comrades in the cause helped a little. A few men from the
railway workshops brought presents. Sometimes chickens, ducks, fruit
and vegetables came from Alexandrovsk, where my paternal grandparents
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lived. I saw nothing strange in the fact that mother was always sewing
clothes for other people, even when our vwn clothes needed repairing,.

One night—I was going on six at the time—I could not sleep. I tiptoed
guiltily to the door, opened it cautiously and looked out. I saw my mother,
her head bent over her sewing, in the circle of light of a kerosene lamp.
When I think of her today, across the years, I sometimes see my mother as
I saw her that night, framed in light, her face sad and her hair gleaming.

“Why don’t you go to bed, mamockka?” 1 asked.

“I’'m not tired,” she smiled. “But why aren’t you asleep? Never mind;
come over here, son. I want to talk to you.”

She bit off the thread, laid the work aside and took me on her lap.

“You’re a good boy and a clever onme,” she said. “I'm sure you will
understand . . . if not now then later, when you grow up. It’s not easy
to feed so many mouths, no matter how late I work. And there are
packages to be sent to your father.

“It will be a little easier, Vitya, when you go to live with Grandpa
Fyodor Panteleyevich in Alexandrovsk. He and your other dabuskka and
Aunt Shura love you dearly. You will go to school and we will come to
see you often. Aunt Shura will be here to fetch you tomorrow. Now go
to sleep.”

She put me off her lap brusquely, but I knew she was crying.

3

Alexandrovsk—renamed Zaparozhe after the revolution—was a clean,
peaceful provincial town. Its life flowed serenely and, it seemed, eter-
nally between the wide and placid Dnieper and the thickly forested
outskirts. Although there were some brick and tile works, a few scattered
metal plants and some other industrial beginnings, the life of the town
was still closely connected with the Ukrainian soil. Most of its households
had truck gardens and many cultivated orchards. Nearly every yard, like
the one which now became the center of my new life, was cluttered with
chickens, ducks, geese, pigs.

For a lively boy of six, after urban Yekaterinoslav, the place was
endlessly exciting. The seed shops breathed spicy odors any one of which,
for the rest of my life, would touch off nostalgia. I watched the sparks fly
at blacksmiths’ shops, or observed the labors of men and women around
steaming brick kilns.

On market days the main street filled up with peasant carts, the men
in padded coats or sheepskins, the women in voluminous skirts like our
tea-cosy doll at home. Barefoot peasant children looked shyly at us city
lads. On the edge of Alexandrovsk were the big vegetable farms of the
Bulgarians and beyond that, in the groves, the Gypsies deployed their
gaudy wagons, pitched their tents and lit campfires in the long nights.

Although there were a few families of beggars at one extreme and a few
wealthy families like the Shtchekatihins in their red-tiled mansion at the
other, people were neither very rich.nor very poor in Alexandrovsk. The
town boasted two cinema theaters; older peasants, viewing the cavorting
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figures on the screen for the first time, crossed themselves by way of
precaution against such deviltry, Several times, in the five years I lived
there, a theatrical troupe from Kiev or Odessa arrived for a week of
performances. But tumblers and acrobats, jugglers, and foreign-looking
men with performing bears frequently drew crowds in the park.

The Kravchenkos—grandfather Fyodor Panteleyevich, grandmother
Natalia Maximovna and Shura, the daughter of their old age—lived
simply but amply on a modest pension, supplemented by the rent from two
of their three small houses. They also earned a few rubles monthly on their
water supply. For the privilege of drawing water in our back yard, neigh-
bors dropped a small coin now and then through the slit in an iron box.

Grandfather held the key to the box, but Aunt Shura, through lifelong
practice, was expert in extracting kopeks to meet unbudgeted expenses
beyond the spartan notions of her father. Her little nephew from Yeka-
terinoslav soon shared her secret and felt guilty for her sake, but not
guilty enough to refuse a share of the booty. Helping her in the weekly
floor scrubbing rated three kopeks—enough for a cinema show and a
candy stick—and keeping out of the way when her suitor called added
to my weekly income,

Our garden and the compact orchard provided fresh and dried vege-
tables, fruits and melons for the whole year, not to mention a fascinating
array of jams in which babuskke took a justified pride. The season of
jam-making is indelible in my memory—the copper basins overflowing
with juicy fruits, the redolence of simmering sugar, the wonderful evenings
of pitting cherries until one’s hands were dyed a deep red.

Fyodor Panteleyevich was about eighty at the time I came to live with
him. He was a man of medium height, sturdy, broad-shouldered and self-
important, with an immaculate white beard and a respectable paunch.
He had fought in the Russo-Turkish war in 1878 under General
Skobeliev and after many years of service had retired as-a noncommis-
sioned officer. Natalia Maximovna, about twelve years younger than her
husband, was a neat, gentle old lady, with a twinkle in her clear eyes and
a sense of humor that left grandfather baffled. She treated all of us, her
husband included, as if we were children to be humored and placated.

In the long winter evenings, with logs crackling in the huge white-
washed oven, with the flames through the open door making strange pat-
terns on the floor, Fyodor Panteleyevich liked to tell tales of the Turks
and Kurds, of battles and surprise attacks. Especially if some old
cronies were present, he could tell of feats of daring which the Little
Father himself, in far-off St. Petersburg, had deigned to notice. The feats
grew more remarkable with every telling.

“How wonderful,” bubushkka would say disparagingly, “to ride horses,
twirl mustaches and shoot a lot of Turks. As if that took any brains!”

On Sundays and holidays, Fyodor Panteleyevich would put on his
dress uniform, a resplendent affair in blue, with glittering brass buttons
and white piping down the edges of the capacious cavalry breeches stuck
into high boots. He would polish those boots until they shone like mirrors,
arrange the medals and crosses on his chest and spread his beard above
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them like a banner. Thus arrayed, he would take my tiny hand into his
big calloused palm and start out for church. There was no prouder boy
in all of Alexandrovsk, and it seemed to me only proper that humbler
townsmen should lift their hats deferentially and ask after babuskka’s
health.,

Grandfather was no less proud of his grandson, though his spartan code
forbade any sentimentalities. “Andrei’s boy,” he would say, with studied
casualness. It was no secret that grandfather’s first-born, Andrei, was an
arrestant, a jailbird, but neighbors never mentioned it in his hearing.
Just one of those misfortunes that the Lord might visit on any of his
pious servants. Fyodor Panteleyevich loved Andrei and even admired him,
but he simply could not square my father’s good head and “good blood”
with his blasphemies against the Tsar. He blamed it, in a vague fashion,
on book learning and the sad decline of the martial spirit in Russia.

“All my life I have been a good soldier,” he liked to proclaim, “and
that’s how I will end my days. I work and worship God and have no
complaints. But what does Andrei want? I'll be damned if I know!”

Grandmother and Shura, knowing that such talk hurt me, would try
to silence him. Andrei is an educated man, he understands the world, not
only Turks and Kurds, they would declare.

“Maybe so, maybe so,” Fyodor Panteleyvich conceded gloomily, adding
for my sake: “Andrei sits in prison, that’s true, but not for stealing or
killing. Only for politics. That makes it different.”

When I received letters from mother, which Aunt Shura read aloud
before I learned to read, there was always a bit of news about father. At
such times Fyodor Panteleyevich sometimes forgot himself and uttered
bitter words about his headstrong son. On one such occasion I became so
enraged that I screamed and in blind fury bit grandfather’s hand. Instead
of whipping me as I expected, he tried to soothe me, took me tenderly
in his arms and said he was pleased that I defended my father. “That’s
my blood in your veins,” he said. “We Kravchenkos are loyal.”

Now and then I spent a week-end with a friend of my father’s, a metal
worker whom I called Uncle Mitya. It was almost like being home with
father, plus the excitement of three pretty and mischievous little girls in
the household. All three were to grow up into attractive women who would
be as close to me as blood relations in later life.

Uncle Mitya talked about liberty and justice and a better world in
birth, just like father, and often he read to us slowly from dog-eared
books by Herzen and Gorki and Tolstoy. There was piety in his voice,
like grandpa reading from Scriptures. But what I liked best were the
mornings when Uncle Mitya roused me before dawn to go hunting. After
a strenuous day in the woods, I would return with his gun over my
shoulder and a bagful of hares and wild fowl, as proud as if I had shot them
myself.

Grandfather preferred fishing. The Dnieper was his second home. As
our rowboat floated on the smooth surface of the river and we waited for
bites, he would tell me again my favorite stories in which Turks died by
the thousand and Russians, especially Ukrainians and Cossacks, always
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dashed off with booty and honors. Without his wife’s restraining humor
to curb his imagination, his tales were more thrilling.

When the sun climbed higher we would tie up the boat in a clump of
trees on the bank, take off our clothes and swim about, splashing and
kicking up the water in sheer exuberance, scarcely remembering that
three-quarters of a century separated us. Tired but tingling with vitality
and so hungry that it hurt, we would return home lugging the day’s catch,
and Grandma Natalia Maximovna would fry some fish in the yard. There
was usually enough not only for ourselves but for favorite friends, and
for one of those fish chowders, next day, which only grandmother could
cook,

We Kravchenkos at Alexandrovsk lived under a semi-military regime
tempered by babuskka’s civilian softness. For her husband work was not
merely a necessity but a duty, like going to mass and keeping the lamp lit
under the icons and giving bread to beggars. We went to bed early and
rose with the sun for work in the garden, in the orchard and with the
animals. Even on schooldays I was expected to do my stint, as a matter
of discipline, before breakfast; lessons, no matter how hard I labored
at them, did not rate as real work in grandfather’s code. He taught me to
wash and bathe in the open air in all weather, in ice-cold water, “like a
man and a soldier.” He taught me to accept pain without whimpering and
hardened me early to heat and cold alike.

The only time grandfather punished me was when, at the age of seven
or eight, I went to a barber on my own to have my curls cut. Shura’s
kopeks made that premature assertion of manhood possible. When I
reached home, in a cloud of strong smelling pomade, grandfather took
one look and exploded. The punishment fitted the crime. He brought out
a large pair of lamb-shears and, in full view of neighbors and playmates,
proceeded to undo the barber’s work, after which he applied soap and
water to the ragged landscape of my scalp to wash out the sissy smells.

In the public school I made friendships many of which, amazingly,
lasted into maturity. School hours were long and always there were tasks
to be done at home. Corporal punishment for slackness and inattention was
a matter of course and regarded as an essential ingredient in a boy’s
education,

Luckily I was quick in learning. Only religious instruction, conducted
by old Father Maxim, mumbling through his beard, gave me trouble. We
were expected to recite long meaningless prayers in Old Slavonic by heart
and if we failed, which nearly all of us did, a ritual of retribution was in
order. It was then that Father Maxim’s favorite pupil, the pock-marked
Kuzya, prepared a rod; the culprits kneeled in a row and Kuzya methodi-
cally applied the rod to the line-up of posteriors while the priest counted.
No doubt it was good for our souls even if it did not improve our Old
Slavonic. After school, of course, we regularly waylaid Kuzya and gave
him better than we received—that, too, was part of the ritual.

Another target of our boyish cruelties was young Shtchekatihin, son
and heir of the richest man in town. Unlike the rest of us, who walked
long distances to the schoolhouse, Nick arrived in a handsome carriage
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under escort, and he wore velvet jackets, starched collars and shoes with
shiny- buttons. Moreover, he liked to jingle coins in his pocket. Clearly
such crimes could not go unpunished. Sometimes he managed to buy us
off with coins and candy, but often, I must confess, we accepted the bribe
and then beat him up for good measure.

Despite the rigorous regime in school, we played hooky and indulged in
childish mischief. There was the time—I remember it more clearly than
real tragedies in later years—when a classmate and I decided to raid a
vegetable farm on the town’s outskirts. We had stuffed our pockets with
young cucumbers and tasted the luscious new melons when the big Bul-
garian was upon us. He didn’t beat us—instead he delivered a lecture on
the evil of theft, and ordered us to remove our trousers. Then he gave us
each a handful of cucumbers and sent us trouserless on our way.

We waited hours for nightfall. In the dark, by roundabout paths to
avoid meeting anyone, we made our ignominious way home. The shame of
it lingered for a long time and the laughter that the episode evoked in town
stung more painfully than any rod or leather strap.

I shudder now to think how miserable we made life for the more pom-
pous teachers. But the starved looking, bespectacled Averichev who was
our Russian language teacher was exempt from our petty persecutions. He
was almost the prototype of the Russian intelligentsia—intense, poetic, full
of words and a little helpless. His eyes were deep and fanatic and he made
the lessons in Russian literature exciting even for the younger boys. Years
later, during a business visit to Zaparozhe, I learned that this Averichev
had been killed during the revolution.

Little boys of respectable families were forbidden to mix with the
Gypsies, but I went often notwithstanding. Having made friends with a
Gypsy lad named Saideman, I became almost a member of the clan. Once,
when we were skating on the frozen Dnieper, the ice suddenly gave way
under me. Saideman plunged into the icy water and pulled me out. This
cemented our friendship.

Many times I managed, on one pretext or another, to leave the house
and race to the Gypsy camp. I would sit by their fires and listen to their
folk songs and watch in fascination the strange ways of these friendly and
always cheerful people. In return for a kopek or two, the Gypsy women
would tell my fortune. Invariably they assured me that I would grow up
to be rich, handsome and famous; my life would be a stretch of heaven
studded with precious stones in which rivers of honey flowed, and I would
share it with a beauteous damsel, sometimes blonde, sometimes brunette.

An important wedding was to take place in the Gypsy camp, and great
preparations were being made for weeks ahead. Saideman insisted that I
attend and, of all things in the world, that was what I wanted most to do.
But how would I get out of the house on that particular night? In despair
I took grandfather into my confidence. At first he was angry but when I
told him how Saideman had saved my life, martial gallantry got the better
of race superiority. Not only could I go, but he would escort me.

Grandfather donned his uniform for the occasion, combed his beard
wider than ever, and brought a few little gifts with him, with the result
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that he became an honored guest at the ceremony. My stock with the
Gypsies soared sky-high. Young and old had brought out their most color-
ful finery and jingliest jewelry for the wedding; violins and guitars made
gay and soulful music deep into the night. All in all it was an experience
that set off fireworks in a boy’s mind and heart and made him sorry, for-
ever after, for people who didn’t have the feel of Gypsy life.

4

I was going on nine when the first World War started. Life was sud-
denly brimful of excitement and emotion. Soldiers, speeches, tears, glory.
I felt as if existence had been turned into a continuous feast day. Our
teachers forgot the lessons and declaimed patriotism instead; all of them,
that is, except Averichev. Father Maxim led us in impassioned prayers for
victory. Women wept and wrung their hands as sons and husbands
marched off.

Babuskka, too, wept in sympathy. But grandfather seemed a new man,
more erect, more soldierly in giving orders to his family. He now wore his
blue-and-white uniform almost daily, and a week without a war demonstra-
tion seemed to him a week wasted. “Akh! if only General Skobeliev were
alive, he’d teach the Germans a lesson. Why, even the Turks couldn’t stand
up to him!”

One day in August, 1914, when grandfather and I had returned from a
fishing excursion, there was a knock at the door. Babuskka went to open
it and we heard her cry out in excitement, tears in her voice. “Andrushal
Look who's here, children, Andrusha himself!”

It was, indeed, my father. He was neatly dressed and when he took
off his black hat I saw that his hair was brushed straight back in the new
style. His beard was trimmed, like a doctor’s rather than a workingman'’s,
and was a few shades lighter than his hair. He seemed to me shorter, less
radiant than my memory of him, but also more approachable, more like a
father, and I was pleased. After kissing his parents and his sister, he came
to me. First he held me off at arm’s length and appraised me sternly.
Apparently I passed the test, for he lifted me and hugged me and bade all
the world to note how strong and good-looking his son was growing up.
The others looked on in evident pleasure, as if I were their own handiwork,

The Tsar had declared an amnesty for some types of political prisoners
which, happily, released my father, and here he was to see his parents and
his son. Fyodor Panteleyevich was flattered and flustered by the visit. His
happiness was genuine, But by the time we sat down to supper his old
resentments against the son who made trouble were well to the fore.

Grandfather drank a glass of cold water, crossed himself, then-began
to eat. That was the signal for all of us to reach our spoons into our plates
of fish chowder. For a little while grandfather restrained himself and
listened to the exchange of family news. But finally he spoke his mind:

“Well, tell me, Andrei, what’s all the nonsense about? Why do you sit
in prisons like a criminal? What do you want? Have you no sense of duty
to your wife and children?”
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Father listened patiently. His face clouded, but his eyes kindled. His
words went deep into my memory and even more the earnestness that was
under his words.

“I’ll tell you what I want, papa,” he said. “I hope you'll understand,
because I value your good opinion. I want people to be free and happy.
T want all men to live like human beings. I want to put an end to political
despotism and economic slavery. Believe me, I am sad that my loved ones
must suffer. But because of the sacrifices of one generation, many genera-
tions to come will be happier and more civilized.

“You should understand me, papa, because you are a believing man
and light candles to your favorite saints and martyrs. Did they let their
wives and children influence them in preferring good above evil, virtue
above vice? Our beloved Russia is a dark land, where people are exploited
and so many are ignorant. But it can and will be a bright land in which
there will be neither masters nor slaves.”

Although he was talking to his father, I sensed that his words were
directed to me. They made me tingle, like the voice of the priest at high
mass.

“As for my children,” father concluded, now looking into my eyes,
“for the blood we’ve shed I want that not only they, but all children, shall
be happy.”

Grandfather thought for a long minute. “There’s nothing wrong in what
you say,” he replied, “but much in it that leaves me perplexed. I have
always served the Tsar, like my father before me and his father before him.
But you're different, Andrei. You see things from a different angle, from
the underside, so to speak. May God forgive you, son, if you’re wrong.
But since you honestly believe in your cause, you must act on your beliefs,
and I will do the best I can to help your children as long as I live.”

For a long time, before I fell asleep that night, my father’s words made
patterns in my mind.

Next morning we went to a patriotic demonstration. The people
paraded, bands played, priests in flowing robes blessed the crowds, and
street vendors sold ice cream, sweet-flavored water and meat patties. But
soon father led me to a park bench, where we ate ice cream and talked.

“And so, my son, we meet again,” he said. “Do you remember when
you came with mama and Constantine to prison and I waved to you from
the death tower?”

He told me about life in the prison which, as he described it, seemed
somehow splendid, the suffering transfigured by comradeship and dedica-
tion to a great cause.

“I want you to remember these things all your life. Never forget who
you are. Always remain true to the fight for freedom. There is no life with-
out liberty. Whatever happens to me, you must go on studying, working,
fighting with all means for what is ideal. We are either swine or we are
men, and if we are men we cannot submit to be slaves. If my comrades and
I fall, our children will take up our work.”

That night he left for Yekaterinoslav, after buying me presents and
promising that I would be allowed to go home for Christmas.
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In the following months time seemed to drag, I was so eager to see my
parents and brothers again. Mother wrote cheerful letters. Now that papa
was working again, she no longer took in sewing, she wrote, and every-
thing was so pleasant that I would scarcely recognize our home.

As the holidays approached, the excitement of the looming visit
mounted. Grandmother toiled over her jams and cakes. The big sow that
had been fattened especially for this occasion was slaughtered and for
weeks everyone was busy boiling pork, smoking hams, grinding meats and
vegetables and stuffing them into fat sausages. Finally the great day
arrived, and a sledful of bundled-up Kravchenkos, wooden suitcases and
miscellaneous bundles drove to the railroad station. Aunt Shura and I
boarded the train; the others waved from the platform in tearful emotion
as if we were departing for America.

At the Yekaterinoslav end, my whole family was waiting. Kisses, tears,
exclamations. By the time we reached our house, the ice of strangeness was
broken between my brothers and me, so that we all talked at once and
about everything. Mother never took her eyes off me. “How well you look,
Vitya! A real little man! So healthy and blooming!” she kept repeat-
ing.
The Christmas dinner that evening, too, has turned into a page in my
private album of childhood scenes. The Christmas tree touched the ceiling
and sparkled like a green and gold church steeple. The table was loaded
with food and drink. The children joined in the toasts, drinking sweet wine
from tiny colored glasses.

My maternal babushka, as the eldest, offered the first toast.

“Thank God we are all alive and healthy and together,” she said. “I
wish you all, my dear children, what you would most wish for yourselves!”

Then father rose, handsome and serious as always, raised his glass and
said: “I propose that we drink to all those who tonight sit behind prison
walls. May their faith and mine in a better life come true!”

Bebushka whispered, “Andrei, not in front of the children!” but she
drank with the others.

For hours, around the Christmas tree, we sang Russian and Ukrainian
folk songs, as well as revolutionary songs like You Fell as Victims and the
Marseillaise. A gramophone with an immense horn was one of the proofs
of the family’s new prosperity, and the children danced to squeaky songs.
Between the wine and the excitement, Eugene dozed off while papa was
reciting a poem about sacrifice and glory and even as I was laughing at
his seven-year-old frailty from my nine-year apex, I too fell asleep.

I returned to Alexandrovsk and lived there another eighteen months,
until the end of the school year in 1916 which wound up my elementary
course.

Graduation was truly memorable fer me, though the ceremony and the
speeches were stuffy and dull. The great day began with my first author-
ized haircut. My curly mop of dark hair stirred the artist in the barber.
I emerged with a coiffure—its elegance punctuated with a dashing cowlick
over my left eye—that advertised my new manhood. Then grandfather
presented me formally with a student’s uniform with long pants. A cher-

B
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ished dream come true! It was good to be going on eleven and the center
of attention.

Fyodor Panteleyevich in his own uniform, all the medals gleaming,
drew more eyes at the graduation that afternoon than papa Shtchekatihin
himself. Grandma was arrayed in her one black silk gown and moved in
an aura of lavender and camphor. Aunt Shura was there, of course, as well
as Uncle Mitya.

Another thrill awaited me at home that evening. Father’s younger
brother, my Uncle Peter, unexpectedly arrived from the front on leave.
He was a complete contrast to my father—carefree, life-loving, full of
jokes and pranks., Between Peter and his father there were none of the
tensions which marred the relations between Fyodor Panteleyevich and his
son Andrei. I felt vaguely, with a slight twinge of jealousy, that Peter was
the favorite here.

Told about the fine marks I had received in my final examinations,
Uncle Peter implored me, laughing yet half in earnest, to model myself
after him rather than my crusading father.

“Damn it, let others save the world, Vitya,” he roared. “It’s enough of
a job saving yourself. You only live once and might as well enjoy it, I say.”

The night before I was to leave for home I was permitted to go to the
Gypsy encampment to say good-bye to my many friends. I carried a few
presents: a packet of tobacco for Saideman’s father, a pipe for Saideman
himself and bright ribbons for his sisters. That, too, was like parting from
my own family.

Next morning I returned to my native city and a few months later
entered the gymmnasium or higher school. Our family was united for the
first time. Eugene was attending the elementary school and Constantine
was in his second year at the gymnasium. With father earning from eighty
to a hundred and twenty rubles a month, a very handsome income for a
workingman, and his two sons well on the road to an education, life
seemed at last normal and orderly.

Mother was happier, and more beautiful, than I had ever seen her
before. But father, by nature somewhat on the morose side, was uneasy
under the calm surface. He was more conscious than the rest of us of the
storm clouds in the Russian skies.
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ism. Like clammy fog, the feeling of approaching disaster soaked
throuzh the routines of our existence.

The war was going very badly and grumbling became more
open, more insistent. It was no secret that soldiers were deserting the
fronts in droves, that discipline was cracking. Even in Yekaterinoslav dark
rumors rumbled everywhere, about a sinister monk named Rasputin, about
graft in high places, food riots, pro-Germans around the Tsarina. Our
teachers made scarcely any effort to curb the revolutionary talk of the
older boys, and father’s friends talked in low, tense voices about the stir-
ring of “the masses.”

After a long day in the factory, father rarely had time to wash, eat and
relax. There were meetings, discussions, reports by emissaries from Petro-
grad or Kiev. More often than ever, our home now served as a way station
for fugitives from Siberia and the exile regions of the Far North. Again and
again we children were shut out of the parlor where grim-faced factory
workers and local intellectuals argued for hours behind the locked doors.

One afternoon my parents, having gone to meet their friend Paramonov,
just escaped from prison, returned greatly disturbed. Mother was crying
and father’s teeth were clenched. As one of the sailors on the Cruiser
Potemkin whose insurrection touched off the uprisings of 1gogs, this Para-
monov was a heroic figure in our eyes. He was my younger brother’s god-
father. In the following days I pieced together the story, which has
remained in my mind as a symbol of sacrifice.

A bench on a secluded path in the city park had been agreed upon as
the rendezvous and a few of his comrades met the sailor there, They had
been together only a few minutes when several strangers strolled by, self-
consciously casual. Suspecting that they were police officers in plain clothes,
Paramonov said farewell hastily and cut through the bushes, hoping to
scale a fence and get away. Soon his friends heard pistol shots. The fugitive
was killed.

Despite the demands on his time, father managed to spend many
evenings and an occasional Sunday with his three sons. Together we read
out of books by Herzen, Tolstoy and others; father would take some
passage as text to enlarge on his views of Russian emancipation and
human freedom. His ardent and perhaps unreal idealism stirred me deeply.
It was on a plane of religious sentiment.

At this time, too, I developed a strong friendship with a schoolmate
19

THE WINTER of 1916 rolled ominously toward the collapse of Tsar-
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named Spiridonov, the son of a gymnasium teacher, and spent much time
at his home. Here, for the first time, I came to know an intellectual house-
hold, where literature, music and the theater seemed as real and vastly
more important than bread and work. The elder Spiridonov steered our
avid reading into broader channels, not only among the Russian classics
but among the works of Shakespeare, Goethe, Anatole France, Knut Ham-
sun, Hugo, Flaubert, Zola, Dickens.

Looking back, I am amazed by the extent and variety of my reading
during that springtime of mental discovery. Somehow the beauty and the
pathos of books, along with the exalted hopes of my father, became part
of the revolution as it swept over an eleven-year-old boy. It seemed as if
in a few weeks the distance between literature and reality, between words
and deeds, was being bridged.

The storm clouds burst in the last week of February, 1917 (early
March in the Western calendar). Even those who had been most certain
of its advent were surprised and bewildered. Revolution, which had been
an intimate and half-illicit word, was suddenly in the open, a wonderful
and terrifying reality. What had seemed a simple solution of all problems
had exploded into a million new problems, some of them ridiculously
petty, like finding food and clothes.

The seams of accustomed life came apart. Schools, factories, public
institutions lost their old meanings. The people of our city crowded into
the snow-covered streets. It was as if homes and offices and workshops had
been turned inside out, dumping their human contents into the squares and
parks. Demonstrations, banners, cheering, flaring angers, occasional shoot-
ing—and above it all, enveloping it, almost smothering it all, there was
talk, talk, talk. Words pent up for centuries broke through in passionate
oratory; foolish and inspired, high-pitched and vengeful oratory.

Slogans filled the air and seemed to have a proliferating life of their
own. Down with the war! War to a victorious end! Land and freedom!
Tke factories to the workers! On to the Constituent Assembly! All power
to the Soviets! New words and new names burst and sputtered in our
minds like fireworks. Bolsheviks, Mensheviks, Kadets, Social Revolution-
aries, Anarchists. . . . Kerensky, Miliukov, Lenin, Trotsky. ... Red
Guards, Whites, Partisans. . . .

Platforms grew on the main squares. Speakers followed one another in
a loud procession. Men and women who had never spoken above a timid
whisper now felt the urge to scream, preach, scold and declaim. Educated
men with well-tended beards made way for soldiers and workmen. “Right!
Right!” the crowds thundered or “Doloi/ Von!—Down with him! Out
with him!”

Once, on a day of demonstrations under a forest of homemade banners,
my father spoke from a platform. Everyone seemed to know his name.

“Friends and brothers! Workers, peasants, intellectuals and soldiers!”
he began.

It was the first time I had heard him speak in public and I could
scarcely contain my excitement. His voice was resonant and he seemed
transfigured, so that I had to reassure myself that it was, indeed, my own
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father. Words and ideas that had been intimately our own, almost a family
secret, were miraculously public, so that everyone became part of the
family. He told about prison and exile, about the heroic life of Comrade
Paramonov, about the beautiful future. He pleaded for order and self-
control and warned against those who would drown the revolution in blood.
He spoke with marvelous simplicity and sincerity, as if these were his
three sons multiplied to hundreds.

When he stepped from the platform and a band played the Marseil-
{aise, T rushed toward him, elbowed a way through his admiring friends,
and shouted “Hurrah, papa!” Father laughed with a full voice.

“You see, Vityenka,” he said, “now people will be free. It was worth
fighting for this!”

I knew then, or perhaps I only understood later, that he was justifying
himself, explaining the years of penury and worry he had visited on his
family.

The honeymoon of the revolution, however, soon trailed off into dis-
sensions, accusations, suffering. Enthusiasm gave way to anger and bitter-
ness. Stones, fists, revolver shots were increasingly mixed with the words
and arguments. At the same time food became scarcer; wood, coal and
kerosene seemed to disappear; some factories worked only intermittently,
others closed down altogether. ‘“There’s your revolution! You asked for
it!” people, especially the well-dressed people, now muttered.

My father grew more depressed, more silent, with every passing day.
He became more irritable than I had ever seen him in the years of danger
and sacrifice. When I pressed him for an explanation of the many parties
and programs he seemed embarrassed.

“It’s too complex,” he would say. “You’re not old enough to under-
stand. This is a struggle for power. No matter what any party stands for,
it will be bad if one party wins. That will only mean new masters for the
oid—rule by force, not by the free will of the people. It is not for this that
the revolutionists gave their lives.”

Another time, after we had listened to Mensheviks, Bolsheviks, Kadets
and others in the Mining Institute, now the headquarters of the Yekater-
inoslav Soviet, he shook his head sadly and said:

“Y have been fighting to overthrow Tsarism. For freedom, for plenty,
not for violence and vengeance. We should have free elections and many
parties. If one party dominates, it’s the end.”

“But what are you, papa? A Menshevik, Bolshevik, a Social Revo-
lutionary or what?”

“None of these, Vitya. Always remember this: that no slogan, no
matter how attractive, is any indication of the real policy of any political
party once it comes to power.”

Father went to the Rumanian front, one of a group of worker-agitators.
He was still there in November when the Bolsheviks in Petrograd, headed
by Lenin and Trotsky, seized control of the government and the revolu-
tion. He returned with news that the war was over, that the soldiers were
simply throwing away their guns and going home. But we knew this
already. Kotya and I, and our friends from the gymnasium, spent hours
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at the railroad station. Every train from the south and the west was
jammed with soldiers. They crowded the roofs of cars, hung on to windows,
clung to the rods under cars and overflowed onto the locomotives. They
sang songs, swore, quarreled, shouted. slogans. We youngsters could make
little sense out of the chaos and our elders seemed as confused as we were.

The only certainties, closing in on us like the shrinking walls in a horror
novel, were golod and kkolod, hunger and cold. Money lost its value and
the shelves in shops grew emptier and dustier. A thousand simple things
that had been taken for granted—street cleaners, telephone service, the
water supply, transport—suddenly became difficult, precious, sometimes
unattainable. Typhus spread and the funerals every day made an almost
continuous procession.

As long as I remembered, babuskke had saved crusts and remnants of
bread. These she had toasted at intervals and presented to her favorite
monastery and orphanages. Now we were grateful for her frugal habit. Now
we treasured every crust for ourselves. The gay, warm lamplight seemed a
thing of the past; a “smoker”—a wick dipped in a saucer of oil—provided
the only light on long winter nights.

By the flickering dimness of a “smoker” I used to read aloud to
babushka. She loved Nekrasov, Tolstoy and Turgeniev. Now and . then
she would repeat a luscious phrase after me, missing the sentences that
followed.

One night, while I was reading a sketch by Turgeniev, I felt her hand
reaching out for mine. I continued reading. When her grip relaxed, I
assumed she had fallen asleep and I was about to tiptoe out of the room
so as not to awaken her. But this time, when I looked up, I saw that her
eyes were open and that she was strangely quiet. A smile was frozen on
her lips.

“Babuskka! Babushka!” I shrieked and others came running,

The death of my maternal grandmother, too, remains with me as part
of the pattern of revolution. She had been a vigorous woman until caught
between the upper and nether stones of golod and kkolod. Spiridonov and
I searched the city for hours until we found a few fresh flowers for her
coffin. To carry her to her rest without flowers seemed to us indecent.

Up north, in part of Russia proper, the Soviet regime was consolidated
in a few months. In the rest of the country, and especially in our Ukraine,
civil war, brutal, bloody, senseless in its confusion and often obscene,
lasted for several years. Control of Yekaterinoslav passed from one group
to another and back again almost every month, sometimes several times in
a single week. We ceased trying to remember who represented authority.
Reds, Whites, Greens, Petliurists, the forces of Hetman Skoropadsky, of
Batko Makhno, of Grigoriev. For a few months the Germans were in
occupation. Then they withdrew and the tides of competing armies, most
of them in rags and all of them disdainful of their own lives and the lives
of others, washed back and forth over the emaciated body of our city.

Pictures remain in my mind, like pages torn out of a book:

Two soldiers in Tsarist uniforms on horseback dashing along Pushkin
Prospekt near our house, pursued by two Chinese riders, one flourishing a
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sword, the other a rifle. The horseman with the rifle pulls up sharp, aims
his gun and shoots. One of the White soldiers topples over and his horse
stops. The other soldier pauses for a moment to look and the pause enables
the second Chinese to reach him. He slashes wildly with an unearthly
shout, and a shapeless mass of bloody flesh falls to the cobblestones. Two
corpses remain grotesquely peaceful in the sudden silence.

In the course of a walk during which we argue heatedly about a book
we've been reading together, Kotya and I come to the Goryainov station
at the other end of town. The previous night had been crowded with the
sounds of shooting, though no one knew who was firing on whom. Now the
station is littered with corpses. A train filled with German troops is on the
tracks. Many Germans, warmly dressed, laughing, pick their way among
the bodies. Near one heap of corpses, several soldiers are eating sandwiches
and drinking coffee, each resting a foot on the bodies for comfort.

Late one night I hear noises outside our house. I rush out curiously.
The snow glitters in the moonlight and somewhere a dog is barking. Sud-
denly a huge man runs past me, shouting obscenities as if drunk, and a few
seconds later many other men rush by, flourishing knives, sticks, rifles. I
remain for a while, listening to shots in the distance, and screams that rend
the night. The following morning everyone talks about the chase and how
the bandit leader called Byeloshapka—Whitecap—had been pursued on
foot through the town, cornered in a side street and shot by Red Guards.

There was scarcely a day without its gruesome stories of pogroms in
the Jewish quarters, bandit raids on banks, train hold-ups. Every new gov-
ernment called its predecessors “bandits” and soon was in turn being
denounced as “bandits.” For a week, maybe longer, everyone was excited
about the Makhno or Anarchist government which was now entrenched in
Yekaterinoslav; then the Reds were back again and it was as if Makhno
had never been.

It is not easy to recapture that period as it impinged on a boy’s mind.
The memory has been edited by later knowledge and understanding. But
the amazing fact, in retrospect, is that under the turbulence of civil war,
disorder and dangers, the processes of ordinary living somehow went on.
We worked, studied, ate, slept, read and laughed, We made new friend-
ships and even planned for the future. The turbulence became a familiar
and natura] thing, almost a way of life; it was a new element within
which the routines of everyday existence were conducted.

Life, the will to survive and the habit of survival, were stronger than
all the violences.

2

The telegram from Alexandrovsk was signed by Aunt Shura. Was
Uncle Peter, by any chance, with us? Father immediately wired that he
was not. A few days later we received a letter: Peter had been found: dead,
murdered. If we could come to the funeral it might help the old folks
weather the tragedy.

Father started out without delay, although he had small hope of getting
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to Alexandrovsk before the funeral. After a consultation with my mother,
he decided to take Kotya and me along—the sight of their sturdy little
grandsons might be good for the bereaved parents.

Peter had taken no part in the revolutionary turmoils. The whole busi-
ness bored him. It seemed to him an annoying interruption of a life which
might be pleasant enough, for all its brevity, if only folks stopped fussing
with it, reforming it. After his return from the front he discarded his uni-
form and obtained the post of director of a small Alexandrovsk bank. We
wondered, as we boarded the train, how he had met his death.

The train was crowded to suffocation. Millions of people at this time,
or so it seemed, were traveling—running from one fire into another, search-
ing for safety in the midst of a national conflagration, keeping a few steps
ahead of vengeance or rushing blindly to meet it head-on. Passengers and
bundles jammed every inch of space. People sat on the upper sleeping
shelves, their muddy boots and rag-bound feet dangling among the faces
below. The air was heavy and fetid.

At the Slavgorod station I went to the lavatory to fetch some water.
When I returned, a man with a drawn Mauser stood at the entrance to
our car. Frightened, I cried out “Papa!” “The devil take your papa! Get
in there and shut up or I'll shoot your brains out!” the man snarled.

The train began to move as I made my way to father’s side. All the
passengers had their hands raised over their heads. Children whimpered in
fright. At both ends of the car armed men were stationed and several
others were gathering up money and valuables, systematically, compart-
ment after comparfment. Now they reached ours.

“What have you got? Hand it over!” one of the bandits growled at
my father.

“What have I got?” he answered calmly, smiling, “a watch, a few
rubles and my two boys.”

When the robbery was completed, the train slowed down again and the
brigands jumped off. There were shots from some of the cars. I saw one of
the robbers stop in his tracks, as if surprised, then topple over slowly.
Another was shot dead by a passenger before he had time to get off. His
body was still on the train when we reached our destination. Clearly the
holdup had been staged by men who were new to the trade.

I hardly recognized Alexandrovsk. Its enchantment had run out in
these two years; its ancient neatness seemed mussed up, scrawled over by
mischievous history. The station was deserted. Street lamps were smashed.
Even the snows seemed grimy. When father asked someone “who was in
power,” the stranger shrugged in disgust and muttered, “The devil knows!”

The house in which I had spent the happiest years of my child-
hood seemed to have shrunk and grown pathetically old overnight. We had
arrived too late for the funeral; Shura’s letter had not reached us in time.
She was sewing something in a corner, her eyes red, her cheeks streaked
with weeping. Grandma Natalia Maximovna embraced us and tried to
smile as of old, but the twinkle in her eyes was gone forever, She restrained
herself only for a few moments, then broke into singsong lamentations,
gazing at the icon lamp and crossing herself continually.
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“Your good Uncle Petya is no more, Vitya! My little son Petya is
gone, gone! They killed him, dear God, and our Petya is no more!”

Fyodor Panteleyevich sat at the table and took no notice of us. I could
scarcely believed that this was my strong, dignified grandfather. It was as
if something had melted inside his frame, leaving him limp, and incredibly
old. After a while he looked at us, nodded a greeting and rose slowly.

“Weil, Andrei,” he said bitterly, “what you’ve waited for has come.
There’s your precious revolution! People kill each other, shoot, rob, torture
our folk with hunger and cold! It’s murder, crime, not revolution.”

His voice rose in grief and anger. “The sons-of-bitches, why did they
kill Peter? Why?” he shouted, seizing my father by his shoulders and
shaking him. “The Germans didn’t kill us like our own Russian brothers
are doing. Thank you, thank you, Andrei, for your dear revolution.”

Father remained silent, his head bowed. He saw the futility of words
and explanations. For the first time his family saw Fyodor Panteleyevich
weep. Tears clotted his white beard. Slowly he walked to the icon corner
—the martial erectness was gone—and sank to his knees.

“Help, O Lord, Thy straying lambs. Let not brother kill brother and
son kill father. Restore Thy people to their senses, Holy Virgin, and let
them not perish.”

He arose, quieted, and wiped the tears from his cheeks.

“Well, Andrei, may God forgive you, even as your father forgives you,”
and turning to his wife: ‘“Natasha, feed the children and put them to
sleep.”

Then Shura, sobbing, told us about her brother’s end. One evening he
failed to return from the bank. Supposing that he might have decided, for
some reason, to visit us in Yekaterinoslav, Shura sent that telegram. Four
days after his disappearance, a peasant found Peter’s body near the tracks
far outside town. A handkerchief was stuffed in his mouth; his hands were
tied behind his back; there were several bullet holes in his head. The keys
to the bank which he normally carried with him were gone.

“His heart was silent but his watch was still ticking . . . the five-day
watch of which Petya was so proud,” Shura broke anew into wailing.

Apparently would-be bank robbers, having seized the keys, had decided
to kill Peter to destroy a witness; possibly they were people whom he
recognized. Then, it may be, they lost courage and abandoned the robbery
project.

We returned home with heavy hearts. Grandfather never recovered
from the blow of his younger son’s murder. A few months later he died and
his wife followed him soon after.

3

The Ilyin estate, near Korbino, on the Dnieper was one of the richest
and most attractive in its region. It embraced thousands of acres of fertile
wheat and grazing land, forests, fruit orchards, spacious stables and dairy
houses. Wide gravel roads marched elegantly between shade trees to the
great mansion where the landlords once lived in splendor. The river at this

B‘
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point sheds some of its stately languor and pushes its way roughly below
steep and craggy cliffs; nature had outdone herself to give this corner of the
country variety and an almost theatrical beauty.

After the revolution most of the land was parceled out among the
peasants who had worked it. But the core of the estate—some five hundred
acres of plow land, the orchards, a big fish pond, the Ilyin mansion and
other structures—was turned into an agricultural cooperative or “com-
mune” for city workers early in 1919. The settlers, about a hundred
families from Yekaterinoslav, called it Nabdat, the Tocsin.

The Kravchenkos were among these families and for nearly four years,
until I was more than seventeen, the commune was our new home. My
father, in fact, was one of the initiators of the project and drew many of
the mechanics from his factory into it. The Regional Soviet approved the
idea, allocated the land, and provided some supplies and livestock to sup-
plement what was still on the old estate.

In the city, production had been almost entirely stalled, for lack of raw
materials, and food shortages were reaching a level of near-hunger. Escape
to the soil offered a hope of survival. The gnawing of spiritual hungers,
too, entered into the undertaking. Within the limits of one cooperative farm
some of these men yearned to put into practice a few, at least, of the
dreams that had filled their years of revolutionary ardor. The Tocsin, they
hoped, would sound an alarm and a reminder of ideals of brotherhood
which seemed forgotten in the tumult of fratricidal struggle, in this time
when Communists, through their Cheka, were making wholesale arrests
and shooting people on the slightest pretext.

My father had been repeatedly invited to join the Communist Party.
He refused. He had no stomach for dictatorship and terror, he said
brusquely, even under a red flag. He saw workers and intellectuals who
had held aloof from the struggle under the Tsar entering the Party now
that it seemed headed for permanent power; some of them invented
romantic revolutionary biographies for themselves. This only hardened his
resolve to remain a “freelance” in the fight for a better world.

The city workers brought to their farm tasks an enthusiasm that had
in it an element of desperation. They wanted to make good so that their
families would eat, of course, but also to justify their past sacrifices for
their cause. The local peasants on and near the Ilyn estate mocked the city
slickers turned farmers. “Now we'll see how ‘communists’ farm our land,”
they would say with a broad wink.

Their jibes were good-natured, disguising a simple friendliness. Many
of them went out of their way to advise us and to help us at every turn.
Far from resenting the experiment, the local peasantry took it under a kind
of unofficial good-neighbor patronage. Frequently they pitched in when
work was heaviest and helped to make that first year a success. Although
the famous Erastovka Agricultural School was not near the commune,
some of its expert agronomists, too, came to our aid.

For the young people, life on the commune was full of excitement. 1
relished the work, the country life, the sense of doing things together with
comrades. Our parents worried about the neglect of our education and
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tried to make up for it with improvised schooling, but not one of us shared
their alarms on this subject. Swimming, fishing, boating, games, the explor-
ation of the neighborhood filled the intervals of an existence that was
mostly hard work. A love of horses that T seem to have been born with
now found exuberant expression. Grachev, the stableman, had in me an
eager helper. The life of the peasants, too, drew me. I made friends among
them and spent many an evening in their houses, with boys and girls of
my own age.

The civil war, of course, was never far away. Again and again it dis-
turbed our lives and on several occasions threatened to blot out the com-
mune. Constantine and I were proud to be old enough now to take part
in the armed self-defense units formed by father and other leaders and
even my little brother Eugene learned to shoot. Now the Reds, now the
Whites, then again some unidentified freebooting gang, invaded our lands,
demanding foad, blankets or even horses. A show of strength, plus a readi-
ness to share what supplies we could spare, saved the commune from major
maraudings.

One incident remains indelibly stamped on my mind. I was grazing
some horses that morning on a rise in the land, which gave me as clear a
view as if it were all taking place on a cinema screen. About three hundred
cavalrymen, mostly Cossacks and other Whites, suddenly galloped from
the main road across our wheat fields, in the direction of the river. Behind
them, in hot pursuit, came a far greater number of Reds. Hopelessly cor-
nered, the Whites dashed straight over the cliff into the river, where they
tried to swim across. But the pursuers, their machine guns planted on the
edge of the cliff, mowed them down almost to the last man.

Less than a month later the incident was repeated, almost in every
detail, except that now the Reds were driven over the cliff and picked off,
one by one, as they sought to reach the opposite shore. We became so
accustomed to finding bodies washed up on or near the commune that we
no longer mentioned such incidents.

Toward twilight on an autumn day, after our first harvest, Grachev
and I were in one of the stables when a long peasant wagon drawn by two
horses came into view. Four men and a woman were in it. Riders and
horses alike were crusted with dust and running sweat. A machine gun was
mounted toward the back of the vehicle. The woman, who was about thirty
and good-looking, wore the insignia of a nurse; one of the men was in
civilian clothes, two others in the uniforms of the Cheka, the new and
already dreaded Soviet secret police; the fourth, a large, gross looking
fellow, wore a sailor’s uniform.

The civilian introduced himself as Lihomanov—the same Lihomanov
who later, as president of the Yekaterinoslav Provincial Committee, was to
become a power in our region. He said that a detachment of Whites was on
their trail and that they must have fresh horses to get away. No, there
was no time to consult anyone but if we wanted our horses back we could
come along as far as Kamenskoye.

We agreed to these arrangements and soon the seven of us were in the
wagoh, lashing our animals and eating up road. We drove so fast that I
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could barely make out the debris on the road as sprawling corpses. Liho-
manov told us that these were mostly Red Guards, that there had been a
big battle here in the last few days.

“We'll get even with the bastards!” the sailor shrieked every now and
then. “We'll cut their gizzards out, the sons-of-bitches!”

There were no untoward incidents until we had passed through the
town of Auly and I even began to wonder whether the danger we were
escaping was not largely imaginary. Beyond Auly we turned into a road
that skirted the river. We had been riding ten or fifteen minutes when we
heard the drumbeats of galloping horsemen far behind us and realized that
about a dozen men were after us. We could make out shouts and knew,
without hearing the words, that we were being ordered to halt. Qur sailor,
with a 1usty oath, sprang to the machine gun and began to spit fire. We saw
some of the pursuers topple from their horses. The survivors seemingly
deécided to call off the hunt.

We reached Kamenskoye that night and put up in a small house where
Lihomanov evidently was known. “You’ll sleep in the same room with the
nurse,” he told me. “You're only a kid.” Grachev and the sailor, who were
to take turns in guarding the wagon and the horses, were assigned to a
room next to ours. I stepped out to give the nurse a chance to go to bed,
then undressed in turn in the dark and was soon fast asleep.

It must have been some hours later that I was aroused by noise and
excited voices. As I shook off sleep I heard the nurse crying in choked
hysterical tones, “Let me alone, you beast, or I'll wake the whole house!
Get away, I tell you!” Enough moonlight seeped into the room to enable
me to see that our sailor, half dressed, his features distorted by passion,
was attempting to force himself on the woman. She was struggling with
all her might, her hair disordered, her breasts exposed where he had ripped
her blouse.

When the sailor saw me sit up in bed, he released her and ran out,
cursing and slamming the door., “Dirty bourgeois!” I heard him mutter.
The nurse was weeping.

“Such people. such terrible people!” she sobbed, “And that’s the
material with which we must make a revolution.”

Nearly as upset as she was, I offered to call Lihomanov and the
others.

“No, we'd better not worry Lihomanov,” she said. “He has enough
to worry about without this. He's one of the real ones, a true idealist.”

Neither of us fell asleep again. We were still talking—more exactly,
she was talking, I was listening—when dawn came. She was the daughter
of a high Tsarist official, she told me, adding:

“When the revolution occurred, I met it with my whole heart. All my
life T have loved the plain people and wanted to help them. It was for
them that I broke with my family and took courses in the medical school
in Kharkov. Now I'm in the Cheka. I don’t like many of the things they
are doing, but my work is healing, not shooting.

“We mustn’t lose faith or renounce the struggles of thousands of honest
men, men like Lihomanov, because of dark and bestial creatures like the
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man who attacked me tonight. For one such dirty episode there are a
hundred heroic ones.”

Her attacker was not even a real sailor, she told me in confidence. He
had picked up the uniform somewhere and wore it because it gave him a
certain revolutionary prestige.

As Grachev and I rode back to the commune that morning I told him
what had happened during the night. He was a simple workman and
understood little of what was going on in our country. But what he said
that morning I had reason to recall in subsequent years.

“Yes, Vitya, that nurse was right. There’s good and there’s bad, in
revolution as in everything. The question is: who will come out on top
when the revolution settles down, the honest people or the beasts, the
Lihomanovs or the fake sailors.”

Now that we were taking our time, we could observe the corpses we
had passed the previous evening. At some points there were mounds of
freshly turned soil, where local peasants had already buried some of the
bodies. Many of the corpses were naked and only a few had their boots on
—the dead were being stripped to clothe the living.

4

At the end of the commune’s second harvest, in the autumn of 1920,
both Constantine and I were enrolled in the Erastovka Agricultural School
at Komissarovka.

The institution had been founded and generously endowed a generation
earlier by Erastus Brodsky, a big landowner of the district. He carved it
out of his own estate, erecting handsome buildings on a hill overlocking a
lovely lake. The architecture in some of the halls was adapted from tradi-
tional Ukrainian mansions; there were murals by celebrated painters, fine
mosaics on folk themes, and of course the latest in imported farm
machinery.

The school had suffered greatly at the hands of vandals. Several of its
structures and dormitories were wrecked beyond use: furniture and even
wall and ceiling beams had been carried off as fuel; the machinery was in
pitiful disrepair. Most of the famous Erastovka livestock—medals won at
continental shows in Vienna and Prague were still on display—had been
scattered.

But many of the old teachers remained at their posts and new ones had
joined the school, so that about six hundred students from all parts of
Russia were again studying and practising modern farming here despite
the pervasive food shortages and the lack of materials. Products raised on
the school grounds helped to keep them alive and common hardships
seemed to bring teachers and pupils closer together. The school was under
Soviet control but there was little of politics in the studies. It was taken
for granted that in preparing ourselves to make the Russian soil yield more
and better food for the Russian people we were doing all that “the revo-
lution” expected from us,

My brother and I and a third student named Fyodor, from Tuapse.
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lived together in the cottage of a local peasant. The winter passed quickly
and with the spring classroom lessons were replaced by practical work on
the school acres. Later I came to appreciate that I learned far more than
I then suspected; the smattering of scientific farming was to stand me in
good stead in the period of collectivization.

It was becoming harder every day to obtain food. Money had lost all
value and what trade still went on was on a primitive barter level. We
could look for little help from the commune, where the idyllic vision of a
cooperative enterprise was petering out in bickering and bitterness. More
and more of the settlers were deserting. The bread reserves were running so
low that the strictest rationing had to be enforced. Poverty, it appeared,
was a lost inappropriate godmother to a new world, even on the tiny
scale of the Tocsin.

But boys in their early teens were not to be intimidated by trouble.
We were used to doing with little and to foraging for the next meal. That
spring trainloads of Red Army troops were passing through Komissaroyka
towards the front, where war with the Poles was under way. Our problem
was simply to separate the soldiers from some of their food supplies, and
this the three roommates of Erastovka solved in the grand style.

On free days, and sometimes on schooldays when we could steal a few
hours, we set up in business at the railroad station as a “Student Mobile
Barber Shop.” That was the inscription on a large placard in Kotya’s most
artistic hand lettering. Under it was the sales message: “Shaves and hair-
cuts. . . . Good and conscientious service. . . . Pay in kind.” Finally
came the signature, with a touch of unsubtle humor: “Useless Labor
Artel.” Fyodor, who had picked up the art somewhere in his travels, did the
shaving. The Kravchenko brothers did the haircutting. “Don’t worry,”
Fyodor instructed us, “it’s like mowing a hayfield—long easy strokes, then
even up the stubble.”

The soldiers crowded around the youthful amateur barbers, poked fun
at them—and paid for the butchery with the generosity of simple people.
Often we brought back enough bread, pork, vegetables and other produce
to entertain our friends. Some Sundays the open-air Student Mobile Barber
Shop raised its standard in the town bazaar and did a thriving business.
The peasants paid in eggs, potatoes, occasionally evem a chicken.

Too soon, however, this bonanza ran dry. No one had any more food
to exchange for barbering. The great drought of 1921 was in the making,
and the peasants, recognizing the signs, grew frugal and morose. There
being nothing to eat in the school, we returned to the commune, to find
that the early enthusiasm had burned out in cinders of quiet despair. Only
a few of the original settlers remained and these, for the most part, had
taken employment in nearby plants.

I was now sixteen, At Korbino, a few miles from the Tocsin, there was
a small iron foundry. There I found a job as apprentice to a locksmith.
It was the first time I had done hard physical labor on a paid basis. It
gave me a feeling of being “really grown-up” at last to return home in my
oil-stained clothes, dirty and aching with fatigue.

Civil strife was almost over and the Soviets were in undisputed control.
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Party agitators sometimes came to the plant and harangued us at lunch-
time meetings or after work. The older workers for the most part ignored
them, but the younger men and women listened intently. For us it offered
hope in a time of general distress and pessimism. There was also a factory
club, decorated with lithographs of Lenin, Trotsky, Marx and Engels and
slogans in crude white letters on strips of red bunting.

I listened eagerly to lecturers from the centers and even worked up the
courage to ask questions. The promised future was more magnetic against
the background of immediate hardships. I was caught between the skepti-
cism at home and my own thirst for a faith. I understood my father’s objec-
tions to the harsh Communist methods, but as time went on it seemed to
my young mind that he was too rigid in his virtue; that his idealism was
somehow ‘‘old-fashioned.”

“Why don’t you come to the club and hear the lectures?” I would
ask him, I was eager to draw him with me into the new life.

“What can they tell me?” he would reply sadly. “I’ve forgotten more
than they know. No, thank you, the egg doesn’t teach the hen.”

In the summer of 1921 the famine was in full tide, and with it the
brother of famine—epidemic typhus. They were to take many millions of
lives before running their gruesome course. After the long years of war
and civil strife, we faced hunger in its most elementary and cruel forms.
The drought was centered in the Volga regions but its skeleton fingers
reached out grimly beyond the Dnieper. The area of most intense famine
coincided in a general way with the area of most intense civil war; it was
as if the soil were revolting against its long diet of blood.

There are no words to describe the suffering and horror. Men eyed
every living thing—horses, dogs, cats, house pets—with greedy despair.
The cattle that were not slaughtered died of starvation and were consumed
despite official warnings against pestilence. Trees were stripped of their
bark which was brewed for “tea” or “soup.” Untanned leather was chewed
for sustenance. Fields were picked bare of every last stalk of straw and
blade of grass. Stories of peasants eating their own dead became more
frequent; and unhappily they were often true—I knew of such cases in
Romankovo, Auly, Pankovka and other neighboring villages.

Death—bloated, cadaverous, ugly death—was the commonplace fact
in our lives. All of us were too deeply concerned with our own survival to
notice or, at bottom, to care about the others. Good people who normally
could not bear to see others suffer now buried their food to prolong their
own lives by a few weeks or months, without a thought of neighbors who
swelled and died of hunger all around them.

I was strong and healthy and needed little to keep me alive. With
another lad in the commune, Senya, I went by train up north to the prov-
ince of Poltava in search of food. We took along everything that might be
converted into edibles: old clothes, silver spoons, oddments of jewelry,
brushes and other household articles. Money now meant nothing, but goods
might be bartered if one were fortunate.

In a few days we reached Priluki and decided to try our luck there.
Hundreds of others had come on the same mission and the competition was
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fierce. We stood all day in the market places, our poor stock spread on the
ground and begged peasants to examine these treasures. In the evening
we went to the villages, from house to house. The fact that we were both
young helped; so did the fact that I was able to talk to the peasants in
their own Ukrainian language.

Every day we disposed of a few things and saw our sacks fill up with
groats, flour, peas, beans. Nights we had no trouble finding shelter in
peasant homes, especially if we made our approach through girls of our
own age. In return for rings and cheap brooches, the girls managed to dig
up salt, sugar, sunflower-seed oil, salt pork and other luxuries:

Senya and I were happier than any financiers who had concluded a ten-
million-dollar deal. We were bringing back months of life to our families.

The train was crowded with men, women and children, all returning
to the famine regions with their precious sacks and bundles. We dared not
close our eyes for fear that we might be robbed. Late at night, at the
station of Znamenka, soldiers and conductors ordered us all to get out.
We were herded into a waiting room already packed with unfortunate
people. No one had any idea why the train had been emptied. Everyone
waited, with a bovine patience born of long suffering and dulled senses,
for another train; when it arrived, only the stronger and more agile would
succeed in boarding it. Senya and 1 remained behind.

Oil wicks provided the onlytlight in the filthy station room. The crowd
was so thick that people stepped over each other to get to the toilets.
Here and there children cried; infants sucked at empty breasts. In one
corner a couple lay in a passionate embrace, oblivious to the rough jokes
of those around them.

But the center of attention, for those who still had a flicker of curiosity,
was a young woman who was groaning like a stricken animal. Other women
cleared a space around her, men brought pails of water, people forgot their
own fight against hunger in the excitement of a new life being born. The
thin wail of a new infant announced that the miracle was completed and
people sank back into their own troubles.

In the morning I saw the mother on the filthy station floor, her face
white and bloodless against the dirty sack under her head. The new-born
child, swathed in rags, was at her breast. My throat swelled with pity.
Leaving Senya to watch our belongings, I rushed into the village. T had
three silver Tsarist rubles in my pocket and in half an hour of foraging
succeeded in exchanging them for a small bottle of hot milk and a small
wooden dishful of porridge. When I brought these gifts as well as a clean
towel of my own to the young woman, she stared in unbelieving grati-
tude.

“Thank you, young man,” she said in Ukrainian. Her eyes were beau-
tiful in a tortured face. “What’s your name?”

“Victor Andreyevich,” T said.

*May God guard you and bring you joy,” she said weakly, smiling for
the first time. “I shall call my daughter Victorina, so she may remember
your good deed all her life.”

I was returning to Senya on the other side of the room when a young
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ruffian, who had watched the scene, shouted obscenely, “And look, com-
rades, the baby’s papa is here!”

He was a head taller than I, broad-boned and tough looking. But fury
knows no arithmetic. I struck out at him and, to my own amazement, sent
him sprawling. Observing that the crowd was volubly on my side, he
picked himself up quietly, wiped the blood from under his nose and retired
to his own bundles.

No conquering hero was ever received more warmly than young Victor
staggering under a sack of food. In the following months I made several
other journeys, by train and on horseback. Babushka’s gold cross was the
last family treasure to go; we had held on to it as long as there was any
hope of keeping alive without bartering it. Later help came from America,
through the Quakers, Hoover’s American Relief Administration and other
groups, but it went mostly to the Volga area. As to the Ukraine, a new
harvest was in the offing and life slowly resumed its normal course.

I returned to my locksmith’s bench at the Korbino plant.



CHAPTER IV

YOUTH IN THE RED

HE NEW crops came up tall and fat in the summer of 1922 and

with it a welling of hope and a zest for living. The dead, millions

of them, were buried and by a kind of unspoken agreement no one

referred to the catastrophe. The nightmare was consigned to the
night.

Our orchard on the Tocsin was heavy with fruit, the berries grew big
and juicy, the pond swarmed with fish, breezes from the Dnieper rumpled
the golden hair of our wheat fields. Ukrainian girls again sang haunting
melodies in chorus as they harvested the grain. It was good to be nearly
seventeen, to sprout a mustache and to be suddenly abashed in the presence
of girls whom one had ignored only yesterday.

My decision to become a miner was somehow related to this season of
burgeoning new life. I was impatient to dig into the entrails of mother
earth, to build, to expand. No doubt the words of the lecturer at the Kor-
bino club were commonplace enough: prescribed formulas from the Com-
munist Party instructions to agét-prop workers. But to me they were so
many trumpet blasts challenging to action.

“Comrades,” the speaker said that night in early autumn, “our country
needs coal, metal, oil. Those are the sinews of the future. All of you to
whom the revolution is dear must go into the factories and the mines. Our
Soviet Republic needs strong working hands. Thousands of men are needed,
for instance, in the collieries of the Donetz Basin.”

Senya and I looked at one another and knew without speaking that
the same resolution was in both our minds.

When I announced at home that I was going off to the Donetz coal
mines, father looked sad. Mother wept softly and reminded me that I was
only a boy and that I would have plenty of time to work later. But they
did not attempt to stop me. For days mother prepared my clothes and
packed them tenderly.

We were sent to a mine in the Alchevsk district, near Algoverovka. One
of the oldest coal areas in the Donetz Basin, it was now being greatly
enlarged. We spent the first night in a long, gloomy barracks where several
hundred men slept on the bare boards of upper and lower bunks. The
stench of crowded bodies and stale food and bad tobacco was almost
unbearable. Several grimy miners were playing with greasy cards and
cursing lustily in the half-light of “smokers.”

But the two boys from the Dnieper, weary from the long ride in an
overcrowded train, slept sweetly. We awoke in the morning to find that
our suitcases had been stolen. We possessed nothing but the soiled clothes
in which we had traveled and slept. A walk through the miners’ settlement

34
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scarcely raised our spirits. It was a long, dingy lane flanked by time-worn
shacks and raw-new barracks. A pall of coal dust enveloped everything.
The romance of ‘‘building socialism” with our own hands ebbed rapidly,
and itd took many weeks to restore some of the zest with which we had
started.

Senya was assigned to one of the pits, deep in an oak forest. But my
fate was an anticlimax. Because of a lack of literate men, the trade-union
functionary insisted that I work in one of the administration offices. The
vision of myself swinging a pick, a miner’s lamp on my forehead, resolved
into the reality in which I swung pens and an abacus.

In the first months we lived in one of the huge, filthy barracks where
the newcomers were concentrated. Later we obtained a room in one of the
small dwellings occupied by the old or permanent miners. Once I had
become accustomed to the coal dust and primitive living conditions, the
new existence took on color and even excitement. I found myself in the
midst of what was almost a cross-section and sampling of the races and
the social groups composing the Soviet empire.

Russians and Ukrainians, of course, were in the majority, but there
were also Tartars, Armenians, Chinese; hill people from the Caucasus,
Kazaks from the Asiatic steppe. A few had come, like Senya and myself,
to immerse themselves in the tasks of industrialization, in a mood of
patriotic earnestness. The mass of recruits came because, by their village
standards, the wages were good. Thousands of them remained only long
enough to save the price of a cow, a horse or the building of a new house;
the fantastically high turnover of labor was the biggest single headache of
the administration.

There was not much love lost among the different races. They tended
not merely to live by themselves but to work by themselves; the Orientals
in the deepest and toughest pits, the Russians and Ukrainians on the
lighter jobs. But the chasms that divided class from class were even wider
than those that separated race from race. The remnants of “former”
people—sons of merchants, landlords and priests, ex-officers and ex-offi-
cials of the old regime, former students—felt themselves outsiders, barely
tolerated and openly despised.

Life in the barracks was crude and often ugly. Men drank vodka from
the bottle and worked it off in quarrels and fist fights. Some of them
gambled and argued at the top of their voices on absurd subjects. I saw
miners lose not only their wages but their last pair of boots and their one
blanket in card games. The workers’ clubs, the literacy classes and the
library drew off a minority of the serious-minded workers.

I found it interesting to watch the rapid transformation of peasant lads,
awkward and wide-eyed, arriving for their first contact with the big world
outside their villages. In bast shoes, baggy homespun trousers, long peasant
blouses, they gaped at the “proletariat” and at the outlandish peoples
from distant parts of Russia.

But how quickly they became different, if not better, men! Many of
them would return from town in store clothes, shaved and perfumed, with
new shoes that had an elegant squeak; they would have themselves photo-
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graphed in their new finery for the amazement of the folks back home;
they would swagger through the settlement in rowdy groups, to the tune
of accordions, in high spirits. But there were others who were attracted,
just as naturally, to the club and classes and were soon deploring the
“backwardness” and lack of “culture” of their friends, and arguing politics
as if they had been born to it.

My own life, of course, centered around the club. My passion for read-
ing, interrupted by civil war and famine, was now fully revived. Besides
the books available in the library, we borrowed from one another. Nearly
every evening and on free days I took courses in chemistry, mathematics,
physics or listened to technical discourses on coal mining. Senya and I
made friends with boys and girls as eager as we were to learn, and my
advantages of early training gave me a certain influence among the more
serious young workers and workers’ children.

The newspapers were shrill with the call to a better life for the country.
Poor and backward Russia was at last on the highroad to progress—it
only remained for everyone to dig more coal, raise more grain, acquire
more culture. I read the invocations as if they were addressed personally
to me. Occasionally one of the great new leaders—Petrovsky, Rakovsky or
even Lunacharsky—passed through our district. Listening to them, I felt
myself part of something new, big, exciting. In the Moscow Kremlin sat
men whom we called simply Comrade—Lenin, Trotsky, Dzherzhinsky—
but I knew them to be of the stature of gods.

Looking back to my private history as a Communist, I am inclined to
date my conversion to the arrival of Comrade Lazarev, who gave a series
of lectures on the problems of socialism. He was a man of about thirty, on
the staff of the University of Sverdlovsk, tall, slim, neatly dressed. He
talked simply in his own words, not in quotations from Marx or Lenin.
What impressed me especially was that he wore a necktie, thereby bringing
powerful reinforcement to those of us who argued that one could be a good
Soviet citizen yet indulge in such bourgeois accessories.

One day I was in the library, engrossed in a book, when someone
behind me said:

“What are you reading? I'm curious.”

I turned around. It was Comrade Lazarev.

“The Disquisitions of Father Jerome Cougniard by Anatole France,”
I replied, smiling in embarrassment.

“So? Anatole France,” he said. “Why not the Russian classics, or some
contemporary Soviet writer?”

“T find a lot in Anatole France that I don’t find in the Soviet writers,”
I said. “He’s subtle and very honest. I do read Russian classics, but the
new authors—they write only politically and seem to avoid the real life
around us.”

“Very interesting, let’s discuss it some night. Come to my room and
we’ll get acquainted.”

I met him again a few days later at a subbotnik: a work session, when
hundreds of volunteers pitched in to do some urgent job without pay. On
this occasion it was the removal of a mountainous heap of coal to clear a
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road. Comrade Lazarev was in work clothes, covered with soot and plying
a shovel with great diligence. He greeted me like an old friend and I was
pleased.

That evening he saw me again in the library. And what was I reading
now, he wanted to know. What to Do? by Chernishevsky, I told him.

“An important work,” he nodded approvingly.

“Yes, and his question, what to do, is one that bothers me now,”
I said.

“It’s a question that has already been answered for millions by Lenin,
and before him by Marx. Have you read Lenin and Marx?”

“A little of Lenin, here and there,” I replied, ‘‘but not Marx. I’ve read
the Party literature, of course, but I'm not sure that it quite answers the
question what to do.”

“Come over to my room, we’ll have a glass of tea and some refresh-
ments and we'll talk without disturbing anyone,” Comrade Lazarev
smiled.

It was a spotlessly clean, bright room. The divan was covered with a
gay rug; books neatly ranged on the desk between book-ends; a few
flowers in a colored pitcher. On one wall hung several family pictures, one
of them of Lazarev himself as a boy, in gymnasium uniform, a dog at his
feet; another of a pretty sister, also in student garb. On another wall were
framed photographs of Lenin and Marx and between them—this was the
touch that warmed me and won me over, though I did not know exactly
why—the familiar picture of Leo Tolstoy in old age, in the long peasant
tunic, his thumbs stuck into the woven belt.

Tkis isn’t an obscene saslor attacking e nurse at night, I thought to
myself. I could follow this kind of Communist.

“Since I have to live here for several months,” Lazarev explained,
“I've tried to make the place homelike.”

We talked for hours that night, about books, the Party, the future of
Russia. My place was with the Communist minority who must show the
way, Lazarev said, and I ought to join the Comsomols and later the Party.
Of course, he conceded, the Party wasn’t perfect and perhaps its program
wasn’t perfect, but men are more important than programs.

“If bright, idealistic young people like you stand aloof, what chance
will there be?” he said. “Why not come closer to us and work for the
common cause? You can help others by serving as an example of devotion
to the country. Just look around you in the barracks—gambling, dirt,
drunkenness, greed where there ought to be cleanliness, books, spiritual
light. You must understand that there’s a terrific task ahead of us, Augean
stables to be cleaned. We must outroot the stale, filthy, unsocial past that’s
still everywhere, and for that we need good men. The heart of the question
Vitya, is not only formal socialism but decency, education and a brighter
life for the masses.”

I had been “pressured” by Communists before this. But now, for the
first time, I was hearing echoes of the spirit that had suffused my child-
hood. I argued with Comrade Lazarev; I said I would think it over, but
in fact I agreed with him and had already made up my mind.
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When Comrade Lazarev departed for Moscow some weeks later, I was
in the large group—ordinary miners and office workers as well as the top
officials of the administration—gathered at the station to see him off.

“There you are, Vitya,” he singled me out. “I heard by accident that
you’ve joined the Comsomols. Good for you! Congratulations! But why
didn’t you tell me? I would have recommended you.”

“T know, and I’'m grateful, but I wanted to do it on my own . ..
without patronage.”

“Maybe you’re right,” he smiled, “and here’s a little present I saved
for you especially.”

1t was a book. Marx or Lenin, I supposed. On the way home I looked
at the title: Three Plays of Shakespeare. Lazarev, a fervid Communist
and an effective leader, combined the humanism of Tolstoy, the love of
beauty epitomized by Shakespeare, with his Lenin-Marxist faith. Would
the amalgam survive? Would the Lazarevs triumph?

2

Now life had for me an urgency, a purpose, a new and thrilling dimen-
sion of dedication to a cause. I was one of the élite, chosen by History to
lead my country and the whole world out of darkness into the socialist
light. This sounds pretentious, I know, yet that is how we talked and felt.
There might be cynicism and self-seeking among some of the grown-up
Communists, but not in our circle of ardent novitiates.

My privileges, as one of the elect, were to work harder, to disdain
money and foreswear personal ambitions. I must never forget that I am a
Comsomol first, a person second. The fact that I had joined up in a mining
region, in an area of “industrial upsurge,” seemed to me to add a sort of
mystic significance to the event. I suppose that a young nobleman admitted
to court life under the Tsar had that same feeling of ‘‘belonging.”

There was no longer much margin of time for petty amusements. Life
was filled with duties—lectures, theatricals for the miners, Party “theses”
to be studied and discussed. We were aware always that from our midst
must come the Lenins and Bukharins of tomorrow. We were perfecting
ourselves for the vocation of leadership; we were the acolytes of a sort of
materialist religion.

Having discovered that I could write and speak on my feet with some
natural eloquence, I was soon an “activist.” I served on all kinds of com-
mittees, did missionary work among the non-Party infidels, played a role
in the frequent celebrations. There were endless occasions to celebrate,
over and above the regular revolutionary holidays. The installation of new
machinery, the opening of new pits, the completion of production schedules
were marked by demonstrations, music, speeches. Elsewhere in the world
coal may be just coal—with us it was “fuel for the locomotives of
revolution.”

Through the intercession of Comrade Lazarev I had been transferred
to work in the pits. I no longer needed to envy Senya on that score. The
two of us and several other young miners formed an “artel,” a cooperative
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group doing jobs and being paid as a unit. The artel system was at this
time encouraged as a means of raising output. Members of efficient artels
usually earned more than individual miners. This, however, was the least
of our concerns. We bid for the most difficult and dangerous assignments,
eager to prove our zeal by deeds. We even had a slogan which we solemnly
communicated to the officials: “If it’s necessary, it can be done.”

The members of our artel lived together in a clean and comfortable
house stocked with good books. We took turns at scrubbing the floors and
other household chores. The Soviet leaders and classic Russian writers
deployed on our walls looked down approvingly, I was sure, on this
example of “culture” in the midst of backwardness. Among themr was
Sergo Ordzhonikidze, one of the men close to Lenin and later to become
Commissar of Heavy Industry. I liked his rough-hewn Georgian face, with
its huge eagle beak and shaggy drooping mustaches. Perhaps I had a vague
premonition that this man would one day be the patron, and in a sense the
inspiration, of my busiest years as a Communist.

On occasion, of course, we allowed ourselves an evening of light-hearted
sociability. Friends and comrades liked to gather in our house—it was so
“civilized” and the talk so “elevated.” One of our crowd played the guitar
superbly; we would sing and dance and dispute far into the night. A num-
ber of the more attractive girls in the community would join us on these
occasions. If we had too good a time we all felt a bit guilty and did
Comsomol penance by more intensive work, study and political discussion
in the days that followed.

In the late fall the boastful slogan of our artel was put to a critical
test. One of the mines had been flooded. It was propped with wooden
beams for fear of a collapse, but work went on without interruption. It
was this mine that we offered to operate, in order to set an example to
the regular miners there, mostly Tartars and Chinese.

I was in the pit, working intently though I was almost knee-deep in icy
water. Suddenly the whole world seemed to shudder, creak and groan. I
heard someone shriek in terror—probably it was my own voice in my ears.
Part of our shaft had caved in. When I opened my eyes again I was in a
Jarge whitewashed room, in one of a row of hospital beds. A doctor in a
white gown was feeling my pulse and a handsome middle-aged nurse stood
by with pad and pencil in hand. She smiled in greeting when she saw I
bad regained consciousness.

“You'll be all right, Comrade Kravchenko, don’t worry,” she said, and
the doctor nodded in confirmation.

They told me I had been in the water inside the caved-in mine for two
or three hours. The Chinese worker next to me had been killed. Little hope
had been held out for me—if I had not been finished off by the collapsing
walls, I must have been drowned in the ice water. But here I was, with
bruised legs and a high fever, but otherwise in good shape. The fever later
developed into pneumonia.

The two months in the hospital of Algoverovka, curiously, remain with
me as one of the pleasantest interludes of my youth. The story of my artel
and its climax in the cave-in was embroidered, in the telling, into a saga
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of socialist heroism in which I was one of the heroes. Important trade-
union and Party officials came to my bedside; the boys and girls of my
Comsomol unit visited me regularly and never failed to bring little gifts.
I was still in the hospital on my eighteenth birthday. Members of the artel
and its friends arrived in a body in a heart-warming show of fellowship.

The handsome nurse treated me as if I were her own son. Indeed, in
the cosy languor of convalescence I had the sense of having been adopted
by all of Russia—its workers, its Comsomols, its officialdom—as the favor-
ite son of a vast and wonderful family.

The doctors forbade me to return to the mines, at least for a year, and
no pleading on my part could upset their injunction, conveyed to the
administration. I had no wish to go back to an office job and therefore
prepared to return to the Tocsin commune and Yekaterinoslav.

In the midst of these preparations came the news that Lenin had died,
on January 24, 1924. The shock and the sorrow were real and deep in this
corner of the Donetz valley. The reaction had little to do with politics. To
the plain people in the collieries—even to the gamblers and brawlers in
the barracks, the swaggerers with shoes that creaked, let alone to the
Communist Youths—he had become a symbol of hope. We needed to
believe that the sufferings of these bloody years were an investment in a
bright future. Each of us had a feeling of personal loss.

I marched three miles, with thousands of others, to the memorial meet-
ing outside the mine office, called “Paris Commune.” It was a bitterly cold,
snowy afternoon; the winds cut like sharp knives. The rostrum in the
open air was draped in red and black bunting, though a pall of snow soon
covered everything. One after another the orators shouted above the howl-
ing wind, declaiming formulas of official sorrow.

“Comrade miners!” a pompous delegate from Kharkov shrieked,
“Lenin is dead, but the work of Lenin goes forward. The leader of pro-
letarian revolution . . . leader of the working class of the world . . . best
disciple of Marx and Engels. . . .”

The formal words left me depressed. Why don’t they talk simply, from
the heart rather than from Prevda and Izvestia editorials? Trudging home
through the snowstorm I was pleased to discover that Senya and others
had the same let-down feeling. The orators had failed to express how we
felt about Lenin, because what we felt had less relation to the dead leader
than to our own living hopes.

Several days later we read in the local newspapers Joseph Stalin’s oath
at Lenin’s bier on Red Square in Moscow. It was a short, almost liturgical
promise to follow in the path indicated by the dead leader and it moved
me as the oratory at our memorial gathering had not done. Stalin was a
member of the all-powerful Political Bureau, Secretary General of the
Party, and had been an important figure in the new regime from the
beginning. Yet this was the first time that I had become acutely aware of
his existence. Strange, I thought, that his portrait was not even on our
walls.

From that day forward the name Stalin grew so big, so inescapable,
that it was difficult to recall a time when it had not overshadowed our lives.
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3

T had been in the mining district only over a year. Yet it was hard to
wrench myself loose from its life. Had anyone told me, on that melancholy
morning of my arrival, that I would come to cherish that bleak place, its
crude humanity, its grueling work, I would have thought him mad. Despite
myself, I had begun to feel like a mine worker—I saw his faults and frus-
trations from the inside sympathetically, and no longer from the outside
critically,

There was a deep pathos in the desolation, the drabness, the dangers
of existence in the collieries that brought them close to me. It is not true
that we love only what is cheerful and beautiful. The tragic and the ugly,
too, can grip the imagination and senses. We love that which stirs our
hearts. We are bound to people and places by the emotions they arouse
in us, even by the unpleasant emations. I have never forgotten my sojourn
in the coal fields. I have always felt close to the diggers of coal, the deni-
zens of the black underworld.

In my compartment, on the train out of the Donetz Basin, there were
six passengers. In the way of all Russians, we were soon in an argument.
Though I was the youngest in the group, I felt responsible for the trend
of the talk. As a Comsomol, I must never lose a chance to preach the happy
life to come, to explain away immediate troubles.

“You keep on talking about life getting better, comrade,” the intellec-
tual complained, “but all the same, there’s no bread, no kerosene, no
shoes. My wife and I, we freeze and shiver and half the time go without
eating. It’s not life, it’s an ordeal. . . .”

He was a lanky, middle-aged man, with thin features and he wore
thick spectacles in gold rims. He had on an unseasonable spring overcoat,
a woman’s woolen shawl around his neck; white socks showed through
cracks in his shoes.

“But excuse me, what do you do?” another passenger asked him.

“I'm a composer,” the intellectual replied, aggressively, “I write notes,
music.”

“Oh, you write notes,” the other sneered. “Who needs your notes? Who
wants some rosy-sunshine waltz in a time like this? Go to the factory, do
some real work and you’ll have less reason to complain.”

“So everyone must work in factories!” the composer exclaimed with
great heat. “Don’t the new builders of socialism need music? Shall we all
turn into machines without souls?”

“You're right, we don’t need any damned notes and melodies. We need
to produce more goods.”

“Souls have been liquidated,” a third man interjected sourly.

“In that case there’s no use talking to you,” the composer now
shouted. “You're vulgar and I won’t waste breath on you.”

At that point my Comsomol conscience intervened to save the situation.

“Allow me to talk to all of you,” T said gravely. “You argue with too
much warmth and not enough understanding, if you’ll permit me to say so.
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It’s quite true that we still lack a great many things, but we are exerting
ourselves to make up those lacks. In time we will have everything—and
that includes music.

“Maybe this citizen is no Tchaikowsky, but if he writes good music,
he, too, is helping to build socialism. I've just come from the coal mines
and I know how much we need coal. But believe me, we need music no less
than coal. We must keep our spirits warm as well as our bodies.”

They were obviously impressed with my words. I didn’t have to tell
them that I was one of the elect; there was authority in my voice. A dozen
subjects were thrashed out before the train reached Dniepropetrovsk—as
Yekaterinoslav was now called—and on all of them I was the final arbiter.
Perhaps those who disagreed with me preferred discretion to valor—why
argue with a Comsomol?

I reached the commune toward evening. My dog, Reker, met me
down the road and went wild with excitement. I looked through the
window of our cottage and saw my mother, reading in the light of a
kerosene lamp. She had grown a little older, a little thinner, a little grayer.
1 opened the door softly and in a disguised voice said:

“Does Citizeness Kravchenko live here?”

“Vitya darling, dear one!” she cried and burst into joyful tears.

In the course of the evening I caught up with the local news. The
commune was dead. Only three or four families still worked on the land.
A few others still lived here but had industrial jobs in nearby towns. My
father and brothers were back in Dniepropetrovsk, earning good wages.
By spring they hoped to find an apartment of two or three rooms so that
the family could be reunited.

The commune grounds were neglected and gloomy. Everywhere ceilings
gaped and doors were off their hinges. Wooden beams had been torn out
of walls and roofs and carried off as fuel. The peasants of the neighbor-
hood said: “You see, commumsts can’t work the land. They can only make
arrests and collect taxes.” A few of them, learning that I had returned,
came to call. They treated me with the deference due to. a grown-up who
had been out in the world and plied me with questions about the inten-
tions of “the new power” in relation to the peasants and their land.

At the Korbino plant, too, I was surrounded by workers and subjected
to questions. I improvised the kind of answers which, it seemed to me, a
faithful Comsomol ought to provide. A few days later I gave a talk at the
factory club on the life of the Donetz miners. Without concealing the
difficulties and shortcomings, I must have made existence there sound
sufficiently attractive. Four of the younger Korbino workers announced
their intention of going to work in the mines and I gave them the names
and addresses of the appropriate trade-union officials.

After cutting a huge pile of wood and repairing the barn door—we
still had one cow—I left the commune for the city. Father and my younger
brother Eugene were working at the Petrovsky-Lenin metallurgical fac-
tory, and I was soon working there also, in the mechanical laboratory.
Constantine had a job in another plant in Dniepropetrovsk (the Soviet
name for Yekaterinoslav still sounded strange). I remained there for about
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three years, until T was called to join the Red Army in my twenty-first
year, in accordance with the military-service regulations.

Our metallurgical plant consisted of a number of structures covering
several acres on the fringes of Dniepropetrovsk. It employed some 24,000
men and women and was one of the largest industrial enterprises in
southern Russia. Before the revolution its workers had figured in strikes
and insurrections, so that an aura of historical importance attached to
the plant. Here Comrade Petrovsky, president of the Soviet Republic of
Ukraine, had worked as a young man; other important Communist leaders
had their proletarian roots here.

The Communist Party organization, including our Comsomol sections,
numbered about two thousand, and propaganda activities were always in
full blast. Petrovsky, Rakovsky, Kaganovich and other top-shelf leaders
often came to address the factory meetings. I became more and more
active in Comsomol work, enrolled in technical courses that occupied
most of my evenings, and took a prominent part in the political and
literary debates staged in the various plant clubs.

The passing years had not reconciled my father to the Communists.
He was willing to acknowledge that many of them were honest and
earnest, but the reality of revolution still had too little resemblance to
the dream of his youth. He never interfered with my Comsomol activities
and at bottom was pleased that I was carving a place for myself in the
new environment. But he could not refrain from bitter comment, now
and then, on the contrast between the ample life of the officials and top
engineers and the misery of the plain workers.

“We talk about unity, son,” he would say, “and equality. But look
how Comrade N . . . lives, with his big apartment and motor cars and
good clothes; then look at the barracks where the new workers from
the village are packed like sardines. A clean room and decent food in the
administration restaurant, but anything is good enough for the workers’
restaurant. . . .”

“Give us time, Papa,” I would plead. “So many problems to be
solved at once.”

“T know about the problems. But I also know that the distance between
the upper and lower classes is growing bigger, not smaller. Power is a
dangerous thing, Vitya.”

From the mechanical laboratory I was soon promoted to the pipe-
rolling mill and in less than a year I became a control foreman, in a wage
category that swelled the family exchequer. With four of us earning
money, we lived well despite high prices. NEP, the New Economic Policy,
under which private trade was again legal, had brought with it hundreds
of new shops, restaurants, cafes. With money you could now obtain
almost anything.

My contacts in the factory were increasingly on the upper levels of
shop superintendents, management officials, Party and trade-union func-
tionaries. Despite myself and despite my father’s injunctions not to lose
touch with the masses, I tended to see Soviet life more and more from
the vantage point of “the leadership.” Neither Gene nor Kotya had de-
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veloped much political enthusiasm. They worked well and hard, attended
no more demonstrations and conferences than they absolutely had to,
and like most of the rank-and-file workers accepted the official propaganda
with handfuls of the salt of skepticism.

“You've got the makings of a real Communist bureaucrat, big brother,”
Gene would gibe me, “if only you don’t let our dad’s romantic humani-
tarian streak lead you astray.”

The spring of 1927 probably was no different in kind than the springs
that preceded and followed. But for me it will be forever touched with
flame, its colors higher, its shadows more tender. Her name was Anna,
she was seventeen, blue-eyed and golden-haired. We met at a party at
the home of a shop superintendent, and from the moment we shook hands
the party and the other guests faded out.

Anna’s father was the chief engineer on an important railroad. Al-
though he came from a working-class family, and in his student days had
joined secret socialist circles, he was pretty far from the new Soviet society.
Her mother had carried over the mannerisms and the disdain for “common
folk” of her pre-revolutionary background. Even in the fervor of this my
first authentic love affair, the consciousness that Anna was not “my kind”
was always under the surface of my emotions. She pretended to be in-
terested in my Comsomol activities, but I knew well enough that they
bored her. As for her mother, she made no attempt to disguise contempt
for Communists, for Soviet slogans and for my own humble status as a
factory foreman.

“If your Comsomol were at least an engineer,” I overheard her saying
peevishly one night to Anna.

Anna herself was torn between the influence of her Soviet school and
the “bourgeois” surroundings at home. We managed to spend a month
together at a Rest Home belonging to my factory, on the shores of the
Dnieper. She countered my attempts to propagandize her with kisses and
embraces, which T found unanswerable arguments.

But both of us realized, without putting it into words, that marriage
was out of the question—that we were ‘“‘ideologically” incompatible. Only
one who has lived in a time and a place surcharged with politics can
understand this. After our return to Dniepropetrovsk Anna and I drifted
apart. When I left for military service, late in 1927, we both knew in
our hearts that it was the end. T was to meét her again fourteen years
later—in an air-raid shelter in Moscow.

4

The fifteen hundred miles of frontier where the immense sun-baked
empire of Soviet Central Asia meets Persia, Afghanistan and Kashmir in
India had long been the scene of a struggle with the dasmatcki. Repeatedly
they were “wiped out” in the military dispatches, only to show up again,
sinister as ever, in new raids and new atrocities.

For years the press had been filled with blood-curdling tales of
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basmatchi terror and venality. They were depicted as ferocious bandits
fighting for loot under the prod of Moslem priests; as hirelings of the
deposed Emirs and tools of British imperialism. The cruelty of these
enemies seemed bottomless. They tortured Soviet prisoners. A favorite
procedure was to bury captives up to their necks, leaving them to die by
degrees from heat and thirst; to be devoured alive by insects and vultures.

There were some contradictions in this journalistic picture. Banditry
and loot could not quite explain the persistence and daring with which
small basmatchi groups pitted themselves against organized and well-
armed Red Army forces. Robbery did not entirely jibe with the religious
implications. of mullgk influences and the political implications of the
British and Emir involvements.

Later, when I had a more mature grasp of the problem, I realized
that the Soviet version was in large part a fizment of propaganda. The
basmatchi were, in effect, local guerilla patriots fighting against what
they looked upon as suppression of their national independence by foreign
invaders. They were risking their lives to head off what seemed to them
a pollution of their ancient ways of life and. their faith. In principle, if
not in detail, they were not unlike the Indian patriots fighting against
the British on the other side of the border.

The Tsarist overlérds had exacted tribute from Central Asia but left
the local princes and mullaks in control. They did not offend the estab-
lished order. The new overlords, in the name of strange gods called Lenin
and Marx, had driven out the Emirs and were ridiculing the Moslem
religion; they were importing “infidel” machines and ideas to waken the
nomad populations from a millennial slumber: they were corrupting the
youth with Western ideas and even prevailing on the women to burn
their veils and abandon their harems.

It was against these threats that the basmatchi, entrenched in the
frontier hills of Persia, in the towns of the Afghan plains and in Turk-
menistan proper, were struggling with heroic zeal. There is no doubt,
moreover, that at least in these earlier years they had the sympathy of
the mass of Central Asians. It was no accident that troops from Russia
proper, rather than local contingents, had to be used in the intermittent war,

But the Soviet version had elements of truth in it, too. The accounts of
basmatchsi fury and cruelty, for instance, were not overdrawn. I was to
hear many horrifying details from eye witnesses and rare survivors. It
was also a fact that loot and profitable contraband trade were mixed up
with the political and religious fervor of the guerillas, so that in some
cases it was hard to judge where patriotism ended and business began.

In any case, the whole thing was remote from young workmen and
peasants in southern Ukraine. We knew of it, if at all, as an exotic blood-
and-thunder drama in a far-off and only half-credible world. Now, over-
night, we were part of that drama, keyed up by the looming adventure
and a little uneasy, under the brash surface, in the thought of its dangers.

The twenty-four of us in the freight car, all fresh recruits from the
Dniepropetrovsk district, were being carried to the basmaichi country.
We sang, told stories and were honestly proud to have been selected for
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the picked cavalry divisions stationed in the Soviet Republic of the
Turkmens. But at night, in the dark car, we recalled harrowing episodes
of basmatchi barbarism of which we had heard or read.

In a homesick mood we also talked of the girls we had left behind.
As it happened, Kostya, a first cousin of my Anna, was also in this batch
of recruits. That, and the prospect of a long separation, stirred the embers
of my love.

The thrill of a few days in Baku, the city of “black gold,” drove every-
thing else from our minds. The great oil center was a curious amalgam of
modern industrialism and Eastern ways. It had a motley population of
Russians and Mongols, most of them in Western clothes but a2 good many
in the multicolored flowing robes of the Near East, the tight-waisted knee-
length jackets and peaked fur hats of the Kazakstan steppes. In the
narrow, odoriferous Moslem streets I saw for the first time women in
paranjas: head-to-toe shrouds, with a wedge of horsehair veil over the
face, that turned them into shapeless and ageless walking sacks.

Baku would be forever associated in my mind, too, with my first
glimpse of a great sea; the sight of water stretching beyond the curve
of the planet is always a memorable one to inland folk. The smell of oil
pervaded the vhole city and seemed to have soaked into the faces and
hands of all inhabitants.

In Baku we were joined by hundreds of recruits from other parts of
the country. The small freighter Kollontai carried us across the Caspian
to the port of Krasnovodsk. Before boarding a freight train for Askhabad,
we loitered on the water front. Chardjui melons were stacked on the wharf
in yellow mounds, like cannon balls. Big swarthy Turkmens, many of
them bearded, all of them stripped to the waist, colored kerchiefs bound
turban fashion on their heads, were tossing the melons to comrades on a
ship, rhythmically, singing a plangent tune.

Askhabad—later to be called Stalinabad—was Eastern enough to
satisfy a youthful appetite for the picturesque. Unpaved narrow streets
wound between blank windowless walls; flowed into noisy, tangled squares,
some of them roofed over. The bazaars echoed to the hammering of
cobblers, coppersmiths, and other artisans working cross-legged in the open
air. The shapeless moving pillars of Moslem womanhood were everywhere.
Now and then one of them flipped open an edge of her horsehair veil in
a coquettish gesture to the gawking Russians.

Our train had been met with music and a demonstration. Workers
from the local cotton mills stood by expressionless as officials made
grandiloquent speeches hailing the brave comrades come to guard the
frontiers against the basmatchi rascals. At the time I had no reason to
doubt their words, but later I wondered why frontier guards could not be
recruited from their own people; still later I understood that the Red
Army, for all the pretensions of comradeship, was an army of occupation
in an alien territory.

From Askhabad we drove in trucks to the huge camp on the Persian
border which was to be my home for the next seven or eight months. We
were housed in the same long bleak barracks where the Tsar’s soldiers
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had been stationed before us. The country we had come through was for
the most part desert—yellow arid stretches alternating with sagebrush—
but the immediate frontier region was more varied in landscape, with lots
of lush green. Here we were in the foothills of the mountain chain guard-
ing the northern rim of Persia.

Our military training began with a steam bath, the disinfection of all
our clothes, a haircut that left our scalps as smooth as our faces, and a
political lecture. As between basmatchi and Red soldiers, we were given
to understand, it was kill or be killed. We would be called on to patrol
dangerous stretches, alone or in pairs, day and night and had need for
alertness, good horsemanship and good marksmanship. Even the least
ambitious among us trained with sufficient energy in the following weeks.

Almost from the start I joined the editorial staff of the camp paper,
Red Frontier Guard. We Comsomols were in a minority among the
troops and took our responsibility very seriously. There was a large
measure of democracy in the military set-up, combined with strict
discipline. We did not hesitate to criticize conditions and officers, often
by name, in the camp paper.

There was a Commander Galushka whose gruff ways did not go too
well with the rank and file. Precisely because I wanted to be free to
criticize him in my capacity as editor, I obeyed him without a murmur. I
wished to make it clear that I obeyed him as an officer even though I
felt it necessary to dress him down in print.

For a while he pretended to disregard little articles in which I took him
to task for shouting at soldiers, using obscene language and acting the
tyrant. But soon he capitulated.

“Comrade Kravchenko, I should like to talk to you,” he said one day.

As we walked from the barracks to the stables, he wanted to know
why in hell T was persecuting him. Was it right for a Comsomol to under-
mine the authority of a Red Commander?

“Comrade Galushka,” I explained, in the self-importance of my
twenty-two years, “my purpose is to increase your authority rather than
to diminish it. If you continue to treat your men like so much dirt, they
will despise you and will obey only sullenly. If you treat them like human
beings and Soviet comrades, they will obey you gladly and with a good
spirit. In time of action that may make the difference between success
and failure in the field.”

We entered into an agreement—the officer and the private. He prom-
ised to mend his manners and I promised to lay off him in the Red
Frontier Guard. The strange part of the story is that Commander
Galushka not only kept his word but to his own surprise soon became
one of the most popular officers in the outfit. When Galushka led, his
men were eager to follow. On risky expeditions we were impressed
with his personal courage under fire.

After training was completed we were sent on night hunts for smug-
glers and basmatchi. There was never any dearth of “hot tips” from paid
informers on both sides of the frontiers. In Persian and Afghan cafes men
picked up scraps of information about goods to be received or delivered,
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raids on Soviet villages being planned. Through intermediaries the scraps
reached the Red Army command.

Several times the expeditions, after much searching, failed to make
contact with the quarry. Sometimes a few shots were exchanged But at
least once in my own experience, a curious battle was fought in which
both sides suffered casualties—curious because it was fought in a pitch-
black, rainy night against an unseen foe.

A bearded Turkmen in a towering black fur hat led our forces that
night to the area where, according to his information, a caravan of
smugglers could be intercepted. For nearly an hour we rode slowly
through the chilly rain, pausing now and then to pick up sounds. Finally
the trail was found. Red rockets were sent up to illumine the landscape
briefly and Tarasov, head of the G.P.U. detachment in command of this
expedition, ordered us to deploy and attack.

I had been shooting blindly at noises for some time when suddenly,
so close to me that I could see his eyes in the dark, I was almost on top
of a Turkmen. He was aiming his rifle at me but I succeeded in shooting
first. He fell, but apparently was only wounded, for he made another
attempt to shoot. I jumped from my horse and wrenched the rifle from
his hands.

“Stand up!” I ordered.

Before me stood an old man, with a broad beard, his hands raised
over his head. Blood trickled down one cheek. He was saying something
in his native tongue and weeping; no doubt he was pleading for his life.
I removed his dagger from its scabbard and turned the man over to an
officer.

Before the sun rose, the engagement was ended. No doubt many of the
smugglers escaped. But a large number of them, along with a number
of heavily loaded camels, were brought into camp. And before that sun
set again every one of the captured Turkmens had been shot by a firing
squad on orders of the commanders.

Soon thereafter I was assigned to an outpost some miles away, along
with Kostya and others. The men stationed there were overjoyed at our
arrival, which meant that they would be relieved. One of them was a
countryman from Kiev. His only regret was having to leave his horse, a
handsome, high-spirited animal whom he called Lord Curzon, for reasons
that were never quite clear to me. Having exacted solemn promises that
I would be kind to Lord Curzon, he turned him over to me. “Treat him
right, and Curzon will be a brother to you,” he assured me. “He has more
sense than most people.”

Our post was near the outlet from a narrow pass through the hills. I
had reason in the following weeks to be grateful to my countryman for
making me heir to Lord Curzon. The horse was sensitive not only to my
slightest touch but, it seemed, to my very thoughts. It was comforting to
feel him under me when I was on guard duty alone at night far from my
comrades. Every noise, the fall of a pebble, a rustling sound in the trees,
the howl of a hungry jackal, put hoth Curzon and his rider on the alert.

Any soldier who captured a smuggler was entitled to one-third of the
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value of contraband goods seized. No such good fortune came my way,
but many a man in the frontier patrols returned to his home village, on
completion of his service, a rich man, as such things were reckoned in
the Soviet land.

I shall never forget the thin, dark Jewish youngster Zyama. By what
trick of bureaucratic logic Zyama was put into the cavalry and sent to
the Persian border neither he nor anyone else knew. He began his cavalry
career with only one handicap—a deadly fear of horses. Some of the
men made sport of the poor fellow, but most of us were sorry for him.
We tried to teach him how to mount a horse, how to hold the reins;
sometimes we thought he would faint or die of sheer terror. But amazingly,
having overcome his fear, Zyama in short order became a splendid horse-
man with a taste for daredevil stunts. He followed the scent of contraband
night after night and once, with a sure instinct, he managed to capture a
heavily laden smuggler, thus winning a neat fortune in prizes.

Lord Curzon, whose sure-footedness had saved me many times, was
also responsible for the wind-up of my military career. I was on patrol
late that night with another soldier in a wooded area far from the post.
In the distance we heard noises. I shouted an order to the unseen to halt
and the two of us dashed forward. Curzon stumbled and pitched me
forward over his head.

That’s all T knew until afterwards. My companion, some distance away,
called to me but got no answer. He found my horse, but no trace of me.
After a fruitless search he returned to camp. A few hours later a searching
party found me in a puddle of water, terribly bruised and unconscious.

For many weeks I lay in a military hospital near Askhabad, racked
with pain. Although I felt as if no single bone in my body was whole or
in its proper place, it developed that my injuries were all external. The
kindness of two elderly nurses endeared them to me and to all the other
patients. It was no secret that they were aristocrats exiled from Petrograd;
one of them, Lydia Pavlovna, admitted to me that she had been born
a princess.

When I was well enough to travel, I was sent to Kiev and remained
in a hospital there for about a month; after two additional months in a
Kiev sanitarium, I was demobilized, and returned to my job as foreman
in the Petrovsky-Lenin factory at Dniepropetrovsk. This was in the
summer of 1928, and I was going on twenty-three,
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BREAK WITH THE PAST

of its greatness. They are too deep inside the action to see its large

contours. I was among these actors at the beginning of 1929—one

of the young enthusiasts, thrilled by the lofty ideas and plans of
this period. It was a time when my country began to move into a new
and in some ways more profound revolution; a time when Stalin and his
close associates were engaged in a sharp struggle with opponents in the
Politburo and to some extent in the whole Party. They were intent upon
rooting out remnants of capitalist economy and capitalist mentality, in
order to lead Russia into industrialization and into collectivization of
farming.

It became, therefore, a period when everything wavering, hesitant,
non-conformist that still clung to the revolution began to be sloughed off.
The Party Line—that is to say, duty towards a specific set of objectives—
became more important than any personal interests. The modern machine,
as symbol and substance of industrialization, loomed large in our lives,
intensifying every day of existence. The machine became a jealous god
to be appeased. It acquired an almost mystic power in the everyday life
of the country. The distress of “humanitarians” seemed merely a leftover
from a strange past.

Millions of people—some voluntarily, some by force—were drawn into
the process, wrenched from their accustomed existence and driven along
new paths. They were for the most part underfed, insufficiently clothed,
without the solace of illusions. I knew the individual events of this process,
of course; the bad as well as the good. But I looked on them with the eyes
of a twenty-three-year-old youngster, brought up politically by the
Comsomol and the Red Army, who believed that a better future was on
its way for Russia. I was among the more alert and socially conscious of
the workers in our plant, thrilled by the creative drive of my everyday
tasks.

There were many defects, extensive suffering. But there was also the
lift of terrific excitement, and inflamed hopes. There was the deep hope
in the future of the country, so that it was no accident that I chose pre-
cisely this period to join the Party. I belonged to the minority that was
stirred by the ideas behind the great effort. We were caught up in a
fervor of work at times touched with delirium. Others might suffer the new
revolution in sullen discontent, just as they had suffered the great famine.
They might accept it as a sort of natural calamity. But to people like
myself, possessed by the idea and the faith, today’s pain seemed only a
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necessary payment for the glorious future awaiting the country and its
people. Industrialization at any cost, to lift the nation out of backwardness,
seemed to us the noblest conceivable aim.

That is why I must resist the temptation to judge the events of those
years in the light of my feelings today. My life was brimful of work, strain
and privation; the nagging of the “outmoded liberals,” who only criticized
while themselves remaining outside the effort, seemed to me merely
annoying.

I was deeply absorbed in my work as technical foreman in the rolling
mills, in new friendships among officials and influential Communists, in
my pressing duties as one of the editors of the factory paper. I had a great
relish for work. It never occurred to me that after an intense day in the
hot, noisy workshop or laboratory I might be too tired for meetings,
technical courses, social-work projects, writing chores. Fatigue seemed a
bourgeois prejudice.

The press and radio were shrill with the slogans of the new period.
Overtake and Ouldistance the Capitalist Countries! Forward to Indus-
trialization of Our Country! Liquidation of the Kulaks as a Class! It was
like living permanently in a boiler factory; you ate and slept and worked
amidst the prodigious thunder of battle, Workers’ meetings, study and
more study, scolding speeches against foreign and internal enemies,
inundated our lives. .

To question decisions announced in lightning words from the heavens
of the Kremlin seemed about as reasonable as arguing with an earthquake.
We accepted them often at their face value. Of course, they were ex-
plained and justified to us in the course of our continuous political edu-
cation. What we were told did not necessarily coincide with what was in
the minds of the Kremlin leaders—but that is belated wisdom.

The shadows of the G.P.U., the state political police, did not touch
me; besides, it seemed to me quite natural that at such a critical, strained
moment in the life of the country everyone should be carefully checked
and controlled. Only old men with long memories, like my father, were
offended, but their squeamishness seemed as out of place as pacifism on
a battlefield.

Early in 1929 one of the foremost Old Bolsheviks, Christian Rakovsky,
came to our factory and addressed a mass meeting. It was almost the last
time that an enemy of Stalin would be permitted to talk to the people. A
few days later my father brought up this meeting in conversation. He
had been morose—now I understood why.

“Rakovsky criticized the Party leadership,” he said. “I’'m not sure
that I agreed with him or that many of the workers did. But we gathered
that there was a struggle for authority and that Stalin was winning. Some
in the audience seemed sympathetic to Rakovsky; they asked questions
and applauded. Then Rakovsky left. The very next morning, son, the
workers who had shown a friendly attitude towards him were summoned
by the GP.U. .. .”

Some weeks later I ran into Kozlov, Secretary of the Raikom (Re-
gional Committee) of the Party. He greeted me warmly. I was about to
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apply formally for admission to the Party, as he knew, and he regarded me
as a valuable recruit. I had become increasingly active in factory and city
affairs. My name and portrait were appearing more frequently in the
industrial, trade-union and local city publications.

“Ekh, Comrade Kravchenko, you sure have an eccentric father,”
Kozlov laughed.

“What’s happened?’” 1 asked, a little worried.

“Nothing much. A few of us from the Raikom went into the mechanical
department. There are still some rotten echoes of Rakovsky’s visit and
we wanted to talk to a few of the workers. Just to get the feel of the
situation. Well, we questioned one here, one there, and finally came to
your old man.

“‘How are things?’ I asked him in the kindliest way. What do you
suppose he answered? He looked me up and down and said, ‘Don’t inter-
fere with my work. This is a factory, not a club. If you want to know
what the workers think, ask your G.P.U. They should know.’

“What a father you have, Victor Andreyevich! Senya Volgin was with
me; you know, from the Comsomol Committee. So he also made a try
at winning over your father. ‘You’re an old and respected proletarian,
Citizen Kravchenko, he says. ‘You fought against the Tsar. We know all
that. That’s why we want your opinion.” Then your old man lost his
temper. ‘Listen, youngster,’ he says, ‘politically you’re a spring chicken.
There’s nothing serious I could possibly discuss with you.” ”

Then Kozlov magnanimously brushed the whole episode aside—just
the vagaries of a soured and aging man out of tune with the brave new
world—and said:

“Well, when are you making your application for membership?”

“Soon, I think,” I replied.

“Good! I will be at the meeting to give you a hand. We need you,
Kravchenko. We've got a lot of tough work ahead. We can’t count on the
old generation, not even the best of them.”

From time to time leading Communists had thus been urging me to
enter the Party. I was working with them anyhow, they pointed out; I
was supporting their great fight for a new life; why should I stand aside
organizationally? I agreed with them. In my heart, in my hopes, I was al-
ready committed to their side. I would enter the Party honestly, without
misgivings, without doubts. T would be one of the unsentimental army of
buillders of a new industrialized world and ultimately a new socialist
world!

2

Within the limits of the Party Line, we enjoyed considerable freedom
of speech in the factory paper. Only two of us on the editorial board, a
certain Bleskov and myself, were not yet Party members. The paper was
issued at first weekly, later daily. Its circulation was around 35,000. It
was read, of course, by practically everyone employed in the Petrovsky-
Lenin plant. Even more important, it was read by economic and Party
officials in our whole province and even in Moscow.



BREAK WITH THE PAST 53

The contents of the paper, it is true, passed a censorship. Nothing
that might throw a shadow of doubt on industrialization, on the policy
of the Party, could see type. No one would ever think of writing such
things, unless he were out of his mind. Attacks on the factory administra-
tion, trade-union functionaries and Party officials, exposés of specific
faults in production or management, were allowed and this created the
illusion that the paper expressed public opinion.

Samokritika, self-criticism, was one of the important slogans of the
time. Everyone was stimulated to “tell all” about defects, errors, methods
for improving thitgs—in the general press, in factory and farm papers,
on the bulletin-board sheets known as wallpapers. Self-criticism was a
device to raise the quality of work, but sometimes it was also a whip
brandished by big bureaucrats over the heads of little bureaucrats.

Factories at that time were still administered by a “triangle” consisting
of representatives of the management, the Party and the trade union.
Among this multitude of officials, who watched each other’s activities,
self-criticism sometimes became an underhanded method of struggle for
place and for power.

I threw myself into the job of self-criticism with a crusading zeal
that alarmed some of the leaders in our factory. I struck out honestly and
vigorously at shortcomings, regardless whom it hurt. Afterwards I began
to understand why some important people in the plant suddenly wished
to befriend me. No doubt they considered it good insurance to win over
a young man who had a sharp pen which he was sticking into complacent
posteriors.

My articles appeared not only in the factory paper but in Kharkov
and Dniepropetrovsk publications for which I acted as correspondent in
the great plant. The city organs of the Party commented on my work and
held me up as an example of “activist youth.”

What did I write about? Unconscionable waste and spoilage of goods.
Mechanics who showed no proper respect for their tools and machines.
The high cost of unit production in our plant, as compared to similar
plants in Sweden or America. The unpardonable attitude of Comrade
So-and-So towards the workers. Bad quality in the current output. How a
certain process could be “rationalized” to save thousands of man-
hours.

More disturbing to the even tenor of factory life, however, were my
broadsides against the insufferable housing conditions of those of the
workers who lived in barracks. Wages were ostensibly higher, I pointed
out, but they did not keep pace with the new prices of products in the
factory dining rooms and stores. And when would those new apartments
about which there was so much talk be finished? Why were certain offi-
cials living in excellent conditions while the elementary needs of so many
factory hands were being neglected?

I won myself a good many powerful enemies in these journalistic out-
bursts. Their hatreds in some instances pursued me for years. But I also
made close friends. In particular I found strong suppoit for my repeated
complaints that there were too many officials in the factory in proportion
to its output. In some technical journals I had dug up statistics to show
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that Swedish metallurgical plants had only one administrative official
where we had two or three. They stepped over each other, I wrote,
slowing up work and raising costs of production.

The period of self-criticism was the last expression of power from
below in the Soviet Union. It was a species of public opinion. It succeeded
in curbing the local shifts of officialdom, even if it had no influence on
over-all policies and decisions at the center of authority in Moscow.

For reasons that I could scarcely explain to myself—reasons that had
their roots in the underground of my mind, where memories of childhood
ideals lived a life of their own—I felt embarrassed when I announced to
my father that I intended to join the Party.

“I knew you would join up sooner or later,” he said. “I’ve watched
you becoming more and more involved in political activities. You write,
you study politics. But I won’t say that I’'m overjoyed. You know your-
self how much injustice there is around us—how the distance between
the rulers and the masses is growing. . . . I'd like to know how you look
on things, what'’s in your mind.”

“I'm pleased you ask, papa. I want to speak frankly. I’m grateful
to you and I owe you a lot. I respect your honesty and honor your
revolutionary past. But please try to understand me. I am almost twenty-
four. I've grown up and worked with modern people in an environment
devoted to the new ideas and to vast plans for the future of our country.
I did not come to.the Party in one jump. My faith in it has been built
slowly, brick by brick. In time I came to feel like a Party man.

“I know that there are plenty of shortcomings, careerism, swinishness
and hardship in practical everyday life. I don’t like those things any
more than you do. But I look on them as phases which will pass. The job
of turning a primitive country into a modern industrialized socialist state
is gigantic. It can’t be done without mistakes and even injustices. But I
don’t want to stand aside and criticize. I want to work honestly inside
the Party, fighting against evil and sustaining what is good.

“I thought long before I took the step. Whether the Party is on the
right road, only experience and time can show. But I believe in its pur-
poses and want to give all I have to make them come true. After all,
you're not against industrialization. You’re not against displacing the
worn-out horses by tractors. You're not against letting the peasants
voluntarily join collectivized farms.”

He looked at me severely, not angrily.

“Of course I’m not against these things, Vitya. And I know how you
feel. In fact, I recognize myself in you. That was how I behaved in my
day. I followed my conscience, sparing neither myself, my wife, nor my
children. Better some faith than none. You remember Luk in Gorki’s
Lower Depths: ‘If you believe, there’s a God; if you don’t there isn’t.
You have found a faith. I wish you luck and success—from the bottom
of my heart.

“But remain close to the people, Vitya. Judge your usefulness not by
the posts you will get but by how these people will live, whether they
will be better off, happier and freer. If you really come close to them,
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understand them, help them, I shall be forever grateful to you. Don’t live
by slogans—judge politicians by their actions, not their fine words. They
are great masters of theory in the Kremlin. Let’s see how it will work
out in practice. May you never have cause to lose your faith!”

He paused, then continued.

“Who knows,” he conceded, “maybe you, our children, will succeed
in bringing true freedom ard a better life for the masses.”

“I'm sure we shall, papa.”

The conversation remained fresh in my memory in the years that
followed, as I labored in the Party and for the Party. It was as if my
father were watching and judging—looking at the facts and deeds behind
the slogans.

In the middle of 1929 I was admitted to the Party. It seemed to me
the greatest event in my life. It made me one of the élite of the new
Russia. I was no longer an individual with a free choice of friends, in-
terests, views. I was dedicated forever to an idea and a cause. I was a
soldier in a highly disciplined army in which obedience to the center was
the first and almost sole virtue. To meet the wrong people, to listen to
the wrong words, thereafter would be inadmissible.

One day, after I had joined the Party, the manager of my shop and
I were summoned to the factory director’s office. The quality of our
materials being supplied to the Druzhkovsky plant in the Donbass was
deteriorating, he told us. We must go there immediately, investigatc
exactly what was wrong with our materials for their purposes, and report
back to him.

After a week’s trip, I returned with a full report. I thought I had
put my finger on our difficulties and made a series of suggestions for
eliminating them. The director was pleased. He would recommend that I
be given a substantial cash reward for my good service. Was that satis-
factory? _

“I don’t need money,” I said. “But I do need an apartment. One
of my brothers and my father work in this plant, as you know. But for
several years we have been without a real family life because of the hous-
ing trouble. At the moment we are not even living together, and my mother
has to remain in the country.”

“T’ll see what can be done,” the director promised. A few days later
the Kravchenkos were living together in a comfortable and quite modetn
apartment belonging to the factory. My mother was able at last to aban-
don our house on the former Tocsin commune,

3

The socalled Shakhty affair, in 1928, filled the press at home and was
even reported in the press abroad. A group of leading engineers in the
coal industry were put on trial in Moscow, in the presence of foreign and
Soviet correspondents, with newsreel cameras grinding and radio micro-
phones carrying the proceedings to the whole country.

“Here,” the Kremlin was saying in effect to the population, “is why we
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have so many serious shortcomings. Agents of capitalism, remnants of the
old regime, are deliberately causing accidents, undermining output.”

It was the first of the melodramatic exhibition trials, later to become
standard, in which men calmly confessed to crimes against the State.
In the Shakhty trial some of the accused still denied the charges and
fought for their lives. Such eccentricity would be avoided in future trials.

Two years later there was another, much bigger and more melodramatic
trial against engineers. It was the demonstration trial of the alleged
leaders of an alleged Industrial Party dedicated to overthrowing the
Soviets, restoring capitalism and taking all power into their own hands.
Though the picture was full of absurdities, I believed it, as the majority
of the country did. At that time Party men of the new generation ac-
cepted uncritically the assumption that many of the engineers and
technicians educated before the revolution would as a matter of course
be partisans of the old order—potentially if not actually enemies of the
industrialization effort.

To replace the engineering forces inherited from the past, it was
obviously necessary to create and train a new crop, without memory of
that past, thoroughly loyal to the Soviet ideas and the plans of the Party.
They had to be drawn chiefly from the young workers and employes
as well as responsible workers belonging to the Party, or at least close to
it in their thinking. Therefore a decision was reached in high places for
the creation of Party and trade-union “thousands” to study in old and
new universities and technical institutes. It was a plan that originated
in the all-powerful Politburo itself.

In 1930 a group of representing the Central Control Commission of
the Party arrived to investigate the activities and personnel at our plant.
I was summoned to the director’s office. Behind the vast mahogany desk
and its forest of telephones, in the director’s chair, now sat a stranger
whom I recognized from pictures as Arkady Rosengoltz, one of the most
important Moscow leaders and a prominent member of the Central
Committee.

“How do you do, Comrade Kravchenko,” he smiled and shook hands.
“T called you because I have been informed of your work. You are in-
terested in rationalization of production. That’s fine. You speak out
boldly in our press. That is also to the good. Is there anything you need?”

“No, thank you, Comrade Rosengoltz.”

“Well, tell me about yourself.”

I gave him a brief sketch of my life. My childhood in a revolutionary
family. The work on the commune. The period in the coal mines and
how I joined the Comsomols. My service in the Red Army. My job in this
plant and how I entered the Party. How many times I would have to tell
that story! This unreeling of one’s private biography is almost a ritual
in Soviet society, to be performed verbally and in questonnaires on the
slightest provocation.

Rosengoltz listened, studying me carefully. Then apparently he
reached a decision.

“You're a young man, not yet twenty-five,” he said. “The Party needs
industrial engineers. Would you like to study? We’ll send you to a tech-
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nical institute for a few years. You will repay the Party by giving it your
best efforts. The Party needs its own technical intelligentsia, to carry on
the task of industrialization in loyal conformity with its policy.”

“Thank you, I'd be happy to do all I can for our country.”

The following day Sergo Ordzbonikidze himself came to the plant.
Unexpectedly he strode into our department, followed by a retinue of
plant and Regional officials. Only the presence of Stalin himself could
have excited me more. Ordzhonikidze, intimate of Stalin, Commissar of
Workers and Peasants Inspection, head of the Central Control Commission
of the Party. The first thing I thought was: “Just like the photograph
on the wall of our artel in the Donetz Basin!”

He was wearing the same tall gray caracul hat, the same blue tunic
with its gray collar. His baggy trousers were tucked into soft knee-high
boots. His eagle nose curved even more grandly than in the picture, the
mustaches swept from under the cliff even more expansively. I felt as if
I had known him all my life. Something about his homeliness and his
smile abolished the distance that separates a god descended from the
Kremlin Olympus from mere humans below.

The director introduced me.

“Yes, I've heard about you,” Ordzhonikidze boomed, extending his
hand. “How’s work going here?”

“Good,” T said, then added, “though it could be better.”

“Interesting! And what can we do to make it better?”

“That’s hard to say in a few words,” I replied.

“Don’t be ashamed, talk out,” Ordzhonikidze laughed.

“Well, it's like this, Comrade Commissar,” I said. “There’s too much
apparatus, too many people checking on each other. I've looked into the
record of pre-revolutionary years in this very plant and I find that our
administrative staff have gone up almost 35 per cent. That seems to me
wrong. People are in each other’s way. Everybody is responsible for results,
which means that nobody is responsible. We work badly and spend too
much. Why is it that capitalists made profits in this plant, and we show
only losses? After all, the workers work as well as in the past, so the
trouble must be in ourselves.”

Even in the heat of my outburst I noticed that the factory officials were
becoming more and more uneasy. The director coughed. The Party and
trade-union representatives fidgeted. Work ceased in the department and
from somewhere a voice exclaimed:

“Right, Victor Andreyevich, right!”

“Yes,” I went on, carried away by my own words, “often there’s more
noise than results. Discipline is weak because so many people are enforcing
it. What we need, Comrade Ordzhonikidze, is a single direction and a
single responsibility, without interference from so many places.”

“Interesting!” he said again. “And on the whole you’re right. The
Vozhd (Leader) too is thinking along these lines. You must go and study,
Comrade Kravchenko.”

He shook hands and walked off, followed by the half-frightened retinue.
But after a few steps he turned back to me and said:

c*
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“If you're ever in trouble or need something urgently, write me! I'll
help!”

In difficult years to come I would accept that invitation. Already I felt
as if Ordzhonikidze had “adopted” me. I had a patron in the seats of the
almighty. Until he died early in 1937 I had a feeling of sanctuary. In my
worst moments, the knowledge that I could turn to Stalin’s fellow-Geor-
gian of the hawk face for help gave me a boldness that others could not
muster. ‘

My “lecture” to an exalted friend of Stalin was the talk of the factory
for weeks. Workers slapped me on the back, pleased by my candor.

But the next day I was called to the Party Committee office. The Party
Secretary, Constantine Okorokov, was there, as well as the director, Com-
rade Ivanchenko.

“What’s come over you, Kravchenko?” the Secretary shouted as I
entered. “Have you gone crazy? Do you know that Sergo kicked up a
terrible scandal and almost threw inkwells at us? He was so mild and
happy until you got him started. Then he bawled us out as lazy and
inefficient bastards.”

I held my ground. I had only spoken the truth, I said. Hadn’t Lenin
himself declared that the industrial process calls for a single and respon-
sible leadership? With Lenin and Ordzhonikidze on my side, even the Party
Secretary was powerless in his fury. Ivanchenko, who in his heart agreed
with me and was annoyed by the prying and interference of the Party
and trade-union officials, could not repress a smile of satisfaction.

Besides, I was only finishing up some work in my shop, after which I
would be once more a student. I suspected that a few of the plant adminis-
tration people were pleased to see me go.

My parents and brothers were joyful at the turn of events. Mother, in
particular, had never reconciled herself to my remaining a foreman
like her husband. In her heart she worried because the revolution had
interrupted my education. Now, though belatedly, I was to prepare myself
for a career as engineer and she was thrilled by the idea. Even my father
seemed thoroughly happy. He listened with approval to my description of
Comrade Ordzhonikidze.

“My son will be an engineer,” I heard him say to cronies one evening
around the family samovar. There was pride in his tone.

I devoted several months to cramming for the entrance examination.
Special pre-Institute courses were made available to the fortunate young
men selected for the “thousands,” those chosen to be the new Soviet

intelligentsia. Then, early in 1931, I matriculated in the Technological
Institute in Kharkov,



CHAPTER VI

A STUDENT IN KHARKOV

ERE I was, a student again at the age of twenty-five, and a ward
of the state. A monthly stipend, paid out of the Petrovsky-Lenin
plant budget, gave me enough to sustain life, with a margin for
clothes and amusement. But Golod and kkolod, hunger and cold,

the twins with whom I had become so familiar in the civil war period, were
again my companions. They were no longer as ruthless and insistent as in
the past; now and then they gave me a bright respite; yet they were
always gnawing and nagging, like a chronic toothache.

The Technological Institute in Kharkov was housed in massive old
structures set on the edge of a fine park on Kaplunovsky Street. In normal
times, no doubt, it had been a typical university campus. I could readily
imagine young men in trim uniforms, drawn mostly from well-to-do
families, mixing work with the frivolities of student life; the spirit of
youth must have pulsed within the atmosphere of study. But now it was
noisy, overcrowded, as intense as a great foundry in full blast. The urgency,
the slogans, the bustle of the Five Year Plan were as much in evidence here
as on a construction job.

Probably never before or since has such a bizarre assortment of men
and women, boys and girls, been herded into a single educational institu-
tion. Most of the students were over twenty-three and a good many were
in their thirties. Men with background and culture shared classes with
young workers to whom study was a sort of miracle and also a species of
torture. From factories, blast furnaces, mines and offices, from state farms
and army camps we.had been mobilized for this mass production of a
brand-new technical intelligentsia. Along with local students who lived
with their families, there were solemn-faced Central Asians who had never
before seen a western city. There were war veterans, former partisans—
guerilla fighters—from Siberia, as well as Communist functionaries wise in
the ways of the new politics.

Probably, too, no more serious-minded body of students ever tackled
a tough curriculum. We went about it like men hacking a path through
dangerous jungles, like men conquering a hostile army. The process had
nothing in common with the scholarly repose of ordinary schools in
ordinary times.

Along with thousands of other students from various Kharkov insti-
tutes, I lived in the vast beehive of a dormitory on Pushkin Avenue called
Gigant, Giant. Here we were packed four, five or more in a room, numb
with cold in winter and grilled by the summer heat.

Often, in that winter of 1930-31, the Gigant was so cold that the water
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in our washbasin was frozen. We picked up stray pieces of wood, fence
slats, broken furniture, old newspapers to feed the tiny iron stove in our
room, with its crazy, many-jointed chimney stuck out of a window.
Thus we lived, studied, argued and dreamed of our country’s industrialized
future while fighting frost and hunger here and now.

The women lived in their own wing, although we mixed freely in the
social halls and dining rooms and had no inhibitions about studying
together in one another’s rooms. Naturally, many liaisons were formed
among the students. Of puritanism there was no trace in the Gigant. But
in general moral standards were remarkably high. The temper of the
students was too grim, their everyday hardships were too big, their mu-
tual respect too real, for light-hearted affairs.

I shared a room with four others—Alexei Karnaukhov, George Vigura,
Vanya Avdashchenko and Pavel Pakholkin—all of us belonging to the
mobilized “thousands,” all of us Party people.

Alexei, in fact, was a man of some consequence, being a member of the
Central Committee of the Comsomol organization. Compactly built, with
straw-blond hair and earnest brown eyes, he was as pleasant in character
as in looks. He was honest, outspoken and of a critical mind rare among
Communist officials. He neither put on airs because of his position nor
avoided frank discussion of school and public affairs.

Alexei and I became close friends instantly. We loved our Party. We
believed in it. And for that very reason we did not hesitate to talk about
it candidly. Why was there such a horrible chasm between slogans and
accomplishments, between official claims and obvious facts? This problem
we explored in tender concern for the Party, not in anger. Together we
found it easier to rationalize the unfolding terror, to discover noble motives
for seemingly ignoble behavior, and in general to fortify our common faith
in a distressing period.

George Vigura was a Communist of quite different mold. To him the
very idea of discussing Party instructions and decisions seemed blas-
phemous. What was there to discuss? Wasn’t everything perfectly clear?
George had no opinions—only quotations from Stalin, Izvestia, Pravda
and other authority. Subjects on which there was no formal pronouncement
simply didn’t exist for him. He was quite sure that Alexei and I, with all
that infidel probing and worrying and loose talk, would end badly.

Pakholkin, as rigidly faithful to the Party as George, was a colorless,
plodding, long-suffering fellow. He was deferential to all his room-mates
and gave me the uneasy feeling that he was grateful for being allowed to
live. He stood equally in awe of Vigura’s unquestioning Party piety and my
own daring questions. I'm afraid that we took advantage of poor Pak-
holkin, loading more chores on his meek shoulders than rightly belonged
there.

But the real problem child of our room was Vanya Avdashchenko.
Vanya was the oldest of us, probably over thirty. He was big, lusty, good-
natured and incredibly lazy. A partisan fighter in the civil war years, he
lived in the fading glories of those exploits. They exempted him, he
seemed to believe, from the need for serious exertion forever after.
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He was not stupid, our Vanya, and might have absorbed his lessons if
he could have brought himself to make the effort. We lectured him on the
subject and exacted solemn promises that he would apply himself to the
job for which he had been drawn into the “thousands.” Our efforts came
to nothing. Stretched out on his cot, he would pretend to be memorizing
chemical formulas when, in fact, he was reading a cheap novel.

His deficiencies as a student, however, were more than balanced by
Vanya’s talent for political contacts. He knew everybody and everybody
knew him. As a matter of course he was put on important committees
where, just as naturally, he did exactly nothing, and therefore made no
tangible mistakes. He had friends in the Gigant kitchens, in the best
cooperative groceries and other places where extra rations might be
rustled. We shared the dividends of his political genius even while chiding
him for his laziness.

Before the term was over, Vanya was expelled from the Institute. How-
ever, I was not at all astonished to learn, when I ran into him in Moscow
many years later, that he had become the head of an important trust. In
his climb up the bureaucratic ladder our Vanya was not impeded by excess
baggage of knowledge, understanding or sensibility.

Political education rated even higher in our curriculum than technical
subjects. What the government was after was not simply engineers but
Soviet-minded engineers. Qur Leninism Faculty, with the Red Professor
Fillipov at its head, made us toe the mark. Those who could not digest
Marx’s Das Kapital, the dialectics of Engels, the works of Lenin and above
all, the dissertations of Stalin, were thrown out of the Institute more
quickly than those who merely had trouble with calculus or blueprints.

We five room-mates were in the Airplane Construction Institute, though
only Vigura had any practical experience in building planes. There was a
symbolic quality to the very subject of aviation, as the most modern item
in Russia’s scheme for modernization, that did our hearts good.

In the morning we did calisthenics in our narrow room to take the edge
off the frost. Then we would eat in the Gigant dining room. The standard
breakfast was a small bowl of porridge, a piece of black bread and tea
without sugar or lemon. Hiking to the Institute, chilled to the bone and
still hungry, however, we were by no means a sorrowful lot. We were full
of talk and plans—about the Institute, the Gigant, the Party and ourselves.

Despite the differences in our views, and clashes of personality, a certain
group loyalty did develop among us. When any one of the five had an
important date with a girl, the others contributed ties, a clean blouse, that
good pair of pants, even a few rubles to equip him for the occasion.

The Institute, like every other Soviet institution, had its own news-
paper. I was soon serving as an assistant editor. Grumbling against the
Gigant administration was widespread and found many echoes in our
columns. The short rations, the bad cooking, the lack of laundering facili-
ties, the dirt and disorganization came in for plenty of criticism.

It all came to a head in a student mass meeting, organized by our
Party and Comsomol cells. There were many speeches and suggestions. By
prearrangement with the steering committee, I proposed that the students
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themselves assume some of the responsibilities of administration. Alexei
thereupon suggested that I be designated, there and then, to take the job
in hand. At this point an attractive girl whom I had not before noticed
asked for the floor.

“T arise to support the election of Comrade Kravchenko,” she said. “I
have known him for eight years and I can testify that he is a devoted
comrade.”

She was a decidedly pretty girl, on the plump side, neatly dressed, and
she spoke out boldly, with an air of self-reliance. Through the rest of the
proceedings I wondered who she was and how she knew me. I was chosen
head of the “Gigant commune.” After the meeting I overtook the girl in
the lobby.

“How are you, Victor Andreyevich?” she laughed, a bit mischievously.
“I'm sure you don’t remember me, but it’s enough that I remember you.”

“Well, take me into the secret,” I countered.

“I’m Pasha. Does that help?”

“Pasha? No, I’'m afraid not.”

“Well, here’s one more clue: I pushed a coal wagon in the mine pits at
Algoverovka, . . .”

And suddenly I remembered. “My God! Can this be the same Pasha!”
I exclaimed. We both laughed and I hugged her in real joy.

“Alyosha!” I shouted as Alexei came to join us. “Meet Pasha. Last
time I saw her she was black as coal, in peasant rags. .

“And illiterate,” she helped me.

“Yes, and look at her now! A student and as cultured as you please,
besides those good looks hidden under the coal dust,” I continued. “Now
that’s a triumph for the revolution!”

And in fact the metamorphosis was extraordinary. In this girl it was
almost impossible to detect a trace of the backward, sullen young peasant,
with rags around- her feet and long braids down her back, whom I had
known in the mines. I recalled that she had been like a trapped wild
creature, resentful of our attempts to civilize her.

Somewhere in the depths of my consciousness I chalked up the evolu-
tion of Pasha on the credit side of the revolution, to help balance accounts.

The acquaintance of Alexei and Pasha prospered. I felt myself the
patron and guardian of their friendship.

With the help of the Kharkov city Soviet and the local Party organs
we succeeded in improving living conditions in the dormitory. Our food
rations were raised. The fuel allotment was increased. Several community
laundries were equipped in the basement. Volunteer clean-up squads swept
the corridors more often and—greatest achievement of all—a combination
barber shop and beauty parlor was installed in the building. As director of
this effort, my stock with the student body went up High.

But with all the improvements, existence remained on a spartan level.
Besides our own difficulties, most of us were uncomfortably aware of the
rapid deterioration of conditions in the city generally, and even more so
in the countryside. Despite the hush-hush attitude, despite the actual
danger of open discussion, everyone knew some, if not all the facts.
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Rumors of incredible cruelty in the villages in connection with the
liquidation of the kulaks were passed from mouth to mouth. We saw long
trains of cattle cars filled with peasants passing through Kharkov, pre-
sumably on their way to the tundras of the North, as part of their “liqui-
dation.” Communist officials were béing murdered in villages and recalci-
trant peasants were being executed en masse. Rumors also circulated about
the slaughter of livestock by peasants in their “scorched earth” resistance
to forced collectivization. A Moscow decree making the unauthorized kill-
ing of livestock a capital crime confirmed the worst of these reports.

The railroad stations of the city were jammed with ragged, hun-
gry peasants fleeing their homes. Bezprizorni, homeless children, who had
been so much in evidence in the civil war and famine years were again
everywhere. Beggars, mostly country people but also some city people,
again appeared on the streets.

The press told glorious tales of accomplishment. The Turkestan-
Siberian railway completed. New industrial combinats opened in the Urals,
in Siberia, everywhere. Collectivization 100 per cent completed in one
province after another. Open letters of “thanks to Stalin” for new factories,
new housing projects. Delegations from foreign lands—from as far away
as America and Australia—came to stare at the marvels of the Piatiletke
and in interviews hailed the Soviet triumphs in almost hysterical enthusi-
asm. How these visitors overlooked the other side of the picture was a
mystery we Russians never solved.

Which was the reality, which the illusion? The hunger and terror in the
villages, the homeless children—or the statistics of achievement? Or
were both, perhaps, part of the same complex truth? Such questions were
neither asked nor answered publicly. But in private we talked of them,
Alexei and I, and millions of others.

2

Another dimension of confusion was added to our life in the Institute
soon after I entered by an order that all instruction and examinations be
conducted in the Ukrainian language, not in Russian. The order applied to
all schools and institutions. It was Moscow’s supreme concession to the
nationalist yearnings of the largest non-Russian Soviet Republic.

In theory we Ukrainians in the student body should have been pleased.
In practice we were as distressed by the innovation as the non-Ukrainian
minority. Even those who, like myself, had spoken Ukrainian from child-
hood, were not accustomed to its use as a medium of study. Several of our
best professors were utterly demoralized by the linguistic switch-over,
Worst of all, our local tongue simply had not caught up with modern
knowledge; its vocabulary was unsuited to the purposes of electrotechnics,
chemistry, aerodynamics, physics and most other sciences.

Poor Vanya, lost in the forest of education in any language, was
reduced to pitiful helplessness by the storm of Ukrainization. Hundreds of
other students were in no better case. George Vigura, of course, translated
all his holy texts from the Party authorities into Ukrainian and remained
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perfectly adjusted. The rest of us suffered the new burden, referred to
Russian textbooks on the sly and in private made fun of the opera boufle
nationalism.

What should have been a free right was converted, in its application,
into an oppressive duty. The use of our own language was not merely
allowed, it was made obligatory. Hundreds of men and women who could
not master it were dismissed from government posts. It became almost
counter-revolutionary to speak anything but Ukrainian in public. Children
from Russianized homes were tortured and set back in their studies by
what was for them a foreign language.

Ultimately, of course, all these excesses would be denounced. The
Ukrainian patriotism which they engendered, as distinct from Soviet
patriotism, would be punished by exile or death. The old Bolshevik Skrip-
nik, Commissar of Education for Ukraine, would be made the scapegoat
of the reversal and driven—for this and other ideological “crimes”—to a
demonstrative suicide.

But while it lasted the tragi-comedy allowed for no criticism. One
eveping the five room-mates of the Gigant returned home from an address
by Comrade Skripnik on the blessing of Ukrainization. We were all im-
pressed by the man’s honesty and intelligence, even where we were in
doubt about the wisdom of the language policy.

“Maybe he’s right,” Vanya said. “But, damn it, I simply can’t learn
anything in Ukrainian. It’s tough enough in Russian.”

“You have no right to talk like that,” Vigura shook his head sadly.
“The Party considers it necessary and our job is to follow its orders.”

“Such a formal approach makes no sense,” Alexei declared. “You don’t
do the Party any good, George, by refusing to think. This extreme Ukrain-
ization program is hurting our cause, not helping it. After all we can see
the results more clearly than the Politburo in the Kremlin can.”

“Alexei is right!” I said. “The whole business is stupid. People should
use any language they please.”

“Now you're attacking the Kremlin!” Vigura shouted. “The question
has been settled and I refuse to discuss it further.”

When we continued to analyze the situation and expressed hopes that
it would be changed, Vigura angrily left the room. The next day Alexei
and T were summoned by the secretary of the Party Committee. He began
by talking about other things but soon edged over to the Ukrainization
program. He gathered that we were critical, he said, and were spreading
doubts.

Obviously Vigura had reported us. That evening, when he returned
from dinner, the four of us were waiting for him. Vanya took the lead.

“George,” he said, “you can help us settle an argument. You know the
Bible, don’t your”

‘lI do'"

“Then tell us how many sons did Noah have and what were their
names.”

“Three sons,” the literal-minded Vigura answered. “Shem, Ham and
Japhet.”
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“Neo, you're wrong!” Vanya said, with heavy irony. “There were three
all right, but their names were Shem, Ham—and Judas! I hope you
understand.”

Vigura turned red. For once his self-righteous.piety was shaken. “I
always do my duty,” he stammered and left the room. It took many weeks
to clear the air of this incident. After Skripnik’s suicide, when the Party
itself took a view closer to that of Alexei and myself, Vigura saw nothing
inconsistent in his own behavior. Every period has “its own truth,” he said.

The right to use its own language is, in the final analysis, the only
“autonomy” which non-Russian constituent Soviet Republics or Regions
possess. To write or think in that language anything that is not strictly
in accord with the Party Line is treason. Linguistic freedom, which should
be the beginning of national self-reliance, in practice is its end. “Nation-
alist in form, socialist in content” is the slogan that covers what is in effect
a completely centralized police control.

“There’s our whole national autonomy!” a cynical friend once whis-
pered in my ear. He was pointing to a public toilet where the words ‘“Men”
and “Women” were inscribed in two languages—Ukrainian and Russian.

The myth that the various Soviet Republics enjoy some measure of
independence, and even the right to secede, has for some reason taken root
abroad. No one in the ‘Soviet Union, of course, believes this. Any ciltural
emphasis among a minority people which in the slightest contradicts the
Communist dogmas is suppressed without mercy. Hundreds of Ukrainians
have been executed, tens of thousands have been imprisoned and exiled, for
“nationalist deviations’’ and alleged separatist sentiment.

3

My stay in Kharkov was cut short without warning by a decision on
which I was not even consulted. Suddenly I was transferred from the avia-
tion quota to the metallurgy quota and ordered to enter a Metallurgical
Institute, first in Leningrad, then in my native city. But brief as it was,
the Kharkov sojourn -bulks large in my memory, it was so crowded with
Party work, editorial activities, the tasks of administering the Gigant.

And in that memory, well in the foreground, are two women. Both of
them were beautiful and both of them, by a coincidence, unhappily
married.

Dr. Samarin, our professor of chemistry, was a hunchback. His long
arms were grotesquely out of proportion to his stunted stature and his head
was shaped like a melon. But his eyes were so tender and wise, his mind
so keen, his sympathy for people so real, that the students quickly forgot
his deformities. I looked forward to his lectures with relish.

One day T invited him to dine with us at the Gigant. I led him through
the rooms and social halls and he was delighted with the order and clean-
liness. After dinner he said, “Vitya, you must return this visit soon. Come
to my house. My wife plays the piano beautifully, and T know you like
music.”

The Samarins occupied a tastefully furnished apartment, in which a
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grand piano took most of the living room space. There were pictures of
Russian classic writers on the wall. A bronze bust of Beethoven stood on
a pedestal in one cormer.

I saw Clavdia that first night not only through my own eyes and
senses but through those of her husband. His love for this slender brunette
was almost a tangible thing in the room. It was as if her beauty canceled
out his deformities and made him whole. Because I was so strongly drawn
by her charm and by an indefinable sadness that enveloped her, a feeling
akin to guilt spoiled my joy in the music and the conversation. I invented
an excuse for leaving early.

A few days later, as I was walking through a soft snowfall, I found
myse:f face to face with Clavdia.

“You ran away the other night,” she said at once, without greeting.
“By way of punishment, you must come to visit me tonight. That’s a
promise. I'll expect you.”

I was quite sure in my mind that I would not go there. Yet several
hours later I was ringing her doorbell. The table in the dining room was
set for two.

“But where is Dr. Samarin?” I asked, suddenly embarrassed and feel-
ing myself trapped—not by Clavdia but by my own emotions.

“QOh, he's visiting his brother, who lives in the country not far from
here. He won’t be back for a few days.”

Our conversation at supper was strained, despite the aid of a bottle of
Caucasian wine. After supper I suggested a walk through the park—snow
in the moonlight.

“No, my dear prisoner,” she laughed, “if you must have lunar effects,
here’s the Moonlight Sonata,” and she played it on the piano.

Then she played and sang Gypsy songs, many of which I remembered
from my childhood in Alexandrovsk. I told her about the Gypsy camps
and my friendship with Saideman. All the time I sat, tensely, in the big
armchair where her husband had sat the other night. It seemed to me a
citadel of self-defense. Suddenly, almost in the middle of a sentence, I
announced that I must leave.

She looked at me with a sad smile.

“Running away again,” she said. “But this time I won't let you.”

“I'm sorry ... but lessons ... I promised Alyosha I'd join
him. . . .”
“You're lying, Vitya dear, and I know it. Come, let's talk it over
frankly. Why shouldn’t I have the right to spend an evening with someone
—well, someone more like myself?”

Her voice was by now full of suppressed tears. I sat down again. She
told me some of the story of her life and as she talked the strain between
us disappeared. She seemed to me just an unhappy girl pouring out her
heart.

Clavdia was nine years old when the revolution came. She was the
child of a wealthy family, and had been brought up by private tutors and
governesses. In the first months of the upheaval, both her parents were
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arrested and some time later were killed in a general slaughter of “bour-
geois” hostages. Clavdia went to live with an old aunt, in a dark garret
room of what had been their own family mansion. Theirs was the bitter,
half-illicit existence of “former” people, the declassed and outlawed. Young
Clavdia had neither the right to school nor the right to work. They sus-
tained themselves by selling hidden remnants of their old possessions.

“I know that young Communists like you have never looked at the
picture from our side,” she said. “You can have no idea what it means to
be despised, outlawed, to feel yourself unwanted. Especially when you’re
young. Poverty is hard enough for anybody. It's worse for those who have
known comfort and plenty.”

When she was about seventeen, Clavdia fell in love with a poet twice
ber age and went to live with him. The few months with him, she said,
were the nearest she had come to real happiness. But suddenly he dis-
appeared and to this day she had no idea what had happened to him. He
had been opposed to the new regime and, she supposed, was in some con-
centration camp if he was still alive.

“I was pretty and many young men courted me. But they were all boys
of my own kind, children of the past. I was so tired and had suffered so
much that I yearned for security. My Prince Charming, if he ever arrived,
would have to carry a Party card. . . . Then one day I met Dr. Samarin.
I was repelled physically, but I was flattered that a Communist, a young
man who had a name, who belonged, was interested in me. He loved me
timidly and tenderly and at a distance. I was at once alarmed and fas-
cinated by his animal-like devotion.

“Above all, I was grateful for his goodness. My aunt and I agreed that
he had a beautiful soul, even if he was a hunchback and a Communist.
I’'m afraid that to my poor aunt both items seemed deformities of the same
order. For more than a year he visited us, brought us food and clothes, and
gave me lessons, without a single word about his feelings for me. He even
managed somehow to obtain a piano for me.

“Then one day, while I was playing his favorite pieces from Tchaikow-
ski, I said to him: ‘I know you love me. I don’t lIove you. But I admire you
and I need your protection and companionship. Why don’t we get mar-
ried?’ He sat there like a man who had been struck by lightning—happy,
unbelieving and also ashamed. I suppose he knew the truth, even if he
pushed it out of his mind—the truth that a has-been, an outlaw, a child of
the past, was accepting a physical monster out of despair.

“So there you see, Vitya, how little you clever Communists really know
about life,” she concluded. “You don’t know how many thousands of
Russian women who were pushed aside and avoided because of their
origins have sought sanctuary by marrying the new aristocrats, the Com-
munists and proletarians. Some of them have also found happiness. I'm
not one of these, alas. I can’t forget or forgive those who've destroyed the
people and the things I cared for most.

“People like me are lonely. That’s the worst of it, I think. The loneli-
ness. We pretend to belong. We live a secret life in our thoughts. I've tried
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to be active. Once I offered to teach music in the schools. The authorities
seemed interested—until I filled out the questionnaire and revealed that 1
was a ‘former person.’ ”

It was past midnight before I left.

“Let’s part friends, Vitya,” she said at the door. “Don’t think ill of me.
I’'m miserable and see nothing ahead of me but endless loneliness. Please
drop in to see us—when Dr. Samarin is home. He’s a good teacher and I
know how much you admire him.”

I had too much respect for Samarin, as a professor and as a man, to
intrude again on his family life.

4

1 used to call occasionally at the home of Comrade F., a Ukrainian
official who occupied an important place in the Commissariat of Workers-
Peasant Inspection. He was an old Party member, in his late fifties, well
educated and had known most of the great revolutionary figures person-
ally. He referred to Lenin, Trotsky, Lunacharsky, Zinoviev and the others
by their first names. His wife, a gray-haired and benign-looking woman,
always reminded me of Krupskaya, Lenin’s widow.

When the three of us were alone, Comrade F. could not resist political
talk. We might start with the theatre, a new book, my studies, but soon he
would be discussing the agrarian troubles, the terror against his old com-
rades, the tempo of industrialization. Ideas which elsewhere would hawt
shocked me, somehow seemed natural and credible coming from him
Reports which I had dismissed as “counter-revolutionary rumors” h
would mention casually as commonplace facts. Because of his work in the
‘Commissariat he was in a position to know and speak of atrocities in the
village, of peasant resistance, of mass arrests as if these were matters of
general knowledge.

In any case, Comrade F. unwittingly was responsible for my meeting
Julia. He presented me with a pass for two in a loge in the Opera Theatre
for a performance of Chio Chio San. I took Alexei Karnaukhov with me.
In an adjoining loge sat two well-dressed and extremely handsome women,
One of them I recognized immediately as a patient in the Kiev sanatorium
where I had convalesced after my mishap on the Persian frontier.

“That’s Julia Mikhailovna, the wife of R—,” I whispered to my
comparion.

“R—1!"" he exclaimed.

There was ample reason for his exclamation. R— was one of the
most important officials in the Ukrainian government, a man of immense
power and reputed to be close to Stalin himself. I recalled that he had
sent his wife flowers by airplane from Kharkov regularly while she was
in Kiev.

Julia evidently recognized me and gestured an invitation to join her
between acts. ‘‘How beautiful she is!” I thought. “Why had I not noticed
it three years ago in Kiev? What a young dolt I was!” For the rest of the
act we exchanged glances, and she smiled at me with a candid pleasure
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over the encounter that made me blush. I made no effort to conceal my
admiration.

The opera was a deadly bore. It had been doctored to make it ideo-
logically suitable and was full of the bombast of revolutionary cliches.
But for the rest of my life any of its arias would be enough to revive the
memory of my love for Julia. She was a woman of medium height, a little
older than I, something fruit-like in her luscious beauty. Her golden hair
was plaited in thick braids which were twined on her head in a coronet,
making a frame of burnished gold for her lovely features.

When the curtain came down we went to her loge. I introduced Alexei
and she introduced her friend, Mary. We talked the commonplaces of a new
and as yet awkward acquaintance, but the meeting was pervaded by an
excitement; there was about it a peculiar tension, which had no relation
to what was being said.

We remained in their loge for the second act. Before it was over Julia
whispered: “Why stay to the bitter end? Let’s go home and have a bite of
supper.” We agreed readily.

Outside the theatre, Julia dismissed the big motor car that was waiting
for her. It would be more fun, she said, to drive home in sleighs. We
selected two of the cleanest looking from the line-up; Alexei and Mary
took one, Julia and I the other.

That ride has remained etched on my mind in amazing detail and
clarity. The coid, clear, tinsely night wrapped in shining snow. The showers
of snow-dust kicked up by the galloping horses as we slid along noiselessly.
The clouds of exhaled breath. The feel of Julia’s hand in mine under the
fur rug on our knees.

I told her about the Institute, about my career in the factory and in the
Party. I told her about Alexei and my other room-mates. And in the midst
of the aimless talk, I interrupted myself to exclaim: “How wonderful
everything is tonight!” Our lips met in a long kiss.

Soon we turned into a side street and stopped in front of a small, two-
story house set back behind a high fence—the kind of private dwelling
which might have belonged to a rich merchant in the old days. A militia-
man stood guard at its gate. Mary and Alexei, sensing that we wanted to
be alone, insisted on going to a restaurant. Julia, using a latchkey, opened
the door and invited me in.

When she turned on the lights I found myself in the most elegant home
I had ever seen. Oriental rugs on the floors, tapestries and paintings on the
walls, crystal chandeliers, soft divans and gleaming mahogany tables.
Everything was rich and colorful, yet there was tasteful restraint in its
arrangement.

I stood in the midst of the grandeur, dazzled and frankly bewildered.

Julia laughed. “It’s real, darling, it’s not 2 movie set,” she said as she
threw off her sealskin wrap.

“But I didn’t imagine that anything like this still existed, outside
museums,” T said.

“Never mind, Vitya, there are lots of things you don’t imagine in our
country. Come into the kitchen and help me fix a snack. I'm starved.
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The servants are out tonight—and he’s in Moscow for some conference
or other.”

The kitchen only deepened my sense of the unreality of the whole
scene. There was an atmosphere of overflowing abundance. Fine china and
arrays of crystal glassware, some of it bearing Tsarist coats-of-arms, filled
the cupboards; a big-bellied silver samovar gleamed on a side-table. When
she opened the huge icebox I glimpsed the kind of plenty that took my
mind to grandmother’s ice cellar in Alexandrovsk. It all seemed another
world, far from the penury and privations which had become the ac-
customed setting of our Soviet existence.

When I returned to my room at the Gigant in the morning T had barely
time enough to wash and shave before running to the Inmstitute. And
throughout the day the lecturers had a sleepy, inattentive and rather moon-
struck student in me. My thoughts were with Julia. So there was such a
thing as “love at first sight” after all, I said to myself in amazement. But
why must it be a married woman—a woman married, moreover, to one of
the leaders of my Party and my country!

I resolved solemnly not to see Julia again, at the same time wondering
how I could survive the few days before the meeting we had agreed upon.

“Comrade Kravchenko,” I said to myself sternly in the aerodynamics
class, “you’re behaving like a character in a cheap French novel. Snap
out of it! What'’s all the melodrama about?”

I took Alexei into my confidence that night. He realized that I was in
no mood for ribbing and we talked seriously. From Mary he had learned
that Julia had long been unhappy. She was not in love with her famous
husband. Worse than that, she objected to his ruthlessness, his luxurious
way of life, his indifference to the sufferings of the masses.

“T know it sounds like something out of Ibsen’s Doll’s House,” Mary
had told him, “but Julia feels herself caught and imprisoned. She says
being the wife of R— is like being the wife of a grandduke and she thinks
it makes a mockery of the sufferings of the Russian people.”

I met Julia frequently in the following weeks. One night I asked her
about her husband.

“Not tonight, darling,” she pleaded, bursting into tears. “We'll have
lots of time to talk. I don’t want to spoil our first evenings together.”

We were walking arm in arm in the spacious walled-in garden behind
her house. The paths had been cleared of snow and strewn with fresh sand.

“No, the sooner we talk it out the better,” I insisted. “R— is not
only your husband. He’s one of the leaders of my Party.”

“I’'m not a member of the Party,” she said, “but from the beginning I
have felt close to it, or at least close to the revolution. My father was a
scholar and a great liberal. We’ve forgotten the word liberal, Vitya. We
dismiss it with a laugh. But with every year I hold it in higher regard—at
least in the sense that my father used it. To him it meant love of the
common people, justice for everybody and above all respect for every
man and woman. He placed a high value on life. We may have forgotten
about it, but I think that’s what the revolution was about.”

“Strange,” I said, “your father was a scholar and mine is a simple
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factory worker. One called himself a liberal, the other a revolutionist. But
when you tell me what your father believed, I can almost hear my own
father talking. . . .”

“It’s not strange at all. My husbhand today preaches socialism to the
toilers and appeals to them to bring it about in the future. Meanwhile he
lives now, not in the future. So far as he’s concerned, I'm afraid, the
socialism of today is good enough. Why should he have all this comfort”—
she made a sweeping gesture that included the garden, the luxurious home,
her fur coat—‘‘while millions are undernourished and the prison camps
are growing bigger and uglier? You may not believe me, but I am op-
posed to all this gluttony of the leaders. Do you happen to know what’s
going on in the villages now?”

“I’m afraid I know, Julia, more than I care to admit to myself.”

“Don’t be surprised that I talk like this. My feelings are no secret to
R—. I have often told him how it all looks to me, but he only laughs,
and calls me a sentimental little fool. It harms no one, he says; the leaders
work hard and deserve a good life. But he's wrong. Of that I'm sure.
Leaders who lack nothing themselves soon forget what it means to suffer.
Their talk of sacrifice turns into sheer hypocrisy.

“Darling, I feel that we’re living under masks, in the midst of a great
deception. Sometimes I think that the exploitation and barbarism of the
past was more honest. At least it didn’t pretend to be idealistic. Nobody
passed it off as socialism. Honest young Communists like you are really
lucky.  You still have faith and you don’t know about the intrigues
and the duels for power among the top leadership,

“Do you know what disgusting battles are waged for the possession of
some country home in the Silver Woods outside Moscow? Or a winter home
that once belonged to a merchant prince in the Caucasus? There are too
many lies and pretenses. I'm so close to them where I happen to be situ-
ated that sometimes they seem to choke me.

Extravagant as it all sounded to me, I could not doubt her sincerity.

“If you were deeply in love with your husband, you wouldn’t be so
aware of this,” I ventured. “I hope you won’t misunderstand me, but your
political dissatisfaction may be only an echo of your personal dissatis-
factions.”

Julia thought for a long while. '

“No, I think that isn’t so,” she findlly said. “Even in the first years of
my marriage I resented the way R— and his important friends lived,
the way they talked, their contempt for the very people whose toil they
exploited. From the first I felt that I was a serf on a powerful man’s
estate.”

“All right, then why don’t you leave your husband, get a job and live
for your ideals? I love you and I think you love me. What’s to stop us?”

“No, Vitya, it’s not as simple as that. I know a lot that you don’t. It’s
not easy for a woman in my situation. I can’t simply part from my hus-
band and sink into the anonymous crowd. I’ve been too close to the men
in power and they won’t have it that way. I beg you not to ask me to
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explain more than that. If you love me you won’t refuse me. It's my only
request of you.”

The whole world of unlimited power and unlimited intrigue to which
she referred was mysterious and incomprehensible to me. No doubt a
simple Russian falling in love with a member of the Imperial family must
have felt a little as I did.

After her husband’s return from Moscow, I met Julia frequently at
her friend Mary’s house. It was obvious to me that her husband was aware
that she was living a life of her own but closed his eyes to the fact. We
talked about some day living together openly as man and wife, but neither
of us really believed it. The name of R— was in the newspapers
frequently. Now he was making a speech; now he was signing some decree.
His name was also cropping up constantly in conversation. “R— said
this, R— did that. . . .” His prominence, his power, his ubiquity seemed
so many walls separating me from Julia, even in those moments when
she was in my arms.

Then events took a sudden turn. I was summoned to the Central
Committee of the Party. The Assistant Chief of the Personnel Division,
a Comrade Shulkin, received me.

“Comrade Kravchenko,” he informed me, “there is a Party resolution
instructing us to bring the preparation of engineers more closely in line
with their previous experience. You were working in a metallurgical fac-
tory before entering the Institute, weren’t you?”

“Yes, the Petrovsky-Lenin plant.”

“Well, there you are. What’s the sense of training you for airplane
construction when you have such a good start in metals?”

“But I prefer aviation,” I said weakly.

“Maybe, but you'll admit that’s merely a personal preference.” Then,
turning to a secretary, he added, “Will you see to it that Comrade Krav-
chenko is transferred to the Metallurgy Institute in Dniepropetrovsk?”

For hours I wandered through Sumskaya park, oblivious to the slush
of late spring. How could the Party know that it was not airships versus
metallurgy, but Julia versus a life without her? Not until much later did
it occur to me that perhaps the Party, or at least some people in the Party,
did know. All the same, the Party decision seemed to me essentially just.

I telephoned Julia and broke the news to her. We met several times
more before my departure. They were stormy, tearful meetings. I urged
her to come with me, whatever the consequences. At times it seemed to
me that she was weakening and might actually follow me. But whatever
the pressures on her they were too strong to break.

“Don’t ask me, don’t be cruel, Vitya. I can’t do it, though living with-
out you will be a living death. Don’t ask me. It hurts too much as it is.”

On the night before my departure I walked for hours through the
Kharkov streets with my friend Alexei. He promised that he would keep
me informed about Julia. I was determined that she should join me, if not
soon, then after I was through with the Institute and could afford to marry.

Julia, Mary, my room-mates and other friends saw me off at the rail-
road station next morning. Tears were rolling down Julia’s cheeks and
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everyone pretended not to notice. It did not remotely occur to me that I
would never see her again.

I wrote to her repeatedly from Dniepropetrovsk but received no
replies. Alexei, at my insistence, went to the R— residence. He rang the
bell and the door was opened by a maid. When he asked for Madame
R—, the maid began to sob. She’s no loager here,” she cried, but could
give no other information. Mary said that Julia had parted from her
husband soon after 1 returned to Dniepropetrovsk and left town. Either
she did not know any more or she was under rigid instructions not
to disclose any more.

The painful wound of the separation healed slowly. But the dull ache
of the mystery and the uncertainty remained with me always. Once, in the
passing years, T heard a vague report that Julia Mikhailovna, under a new
name, was teaching school in a far-off province, but 1 was powerless to
check the truth of it. By that time, moreover, it might have been cruel to
dig up the past from under the debris of time.



CHAPTER VII
TRIUMPH OF THE MACHINE

Y PARENTS and brothers were overjoyed to see me back in
Dniepropetrovsk. Not wishing to spoil their happiness, I acted
up to it. This took considerable effort, for the ache of separation
from Julia saturated my life. Work seemed the only antidote.

I threw myself fiercely into study, Party chores, factory projects, leaving

no margins of time for moping or self-pity. To add a little to my student

;tipend, I also taught several classes in political economy in the Tekhni-
um.

“You'’re working yourself to death, Vityenka,” my mother constantly
compﬁined. She suspected, I have no doubt, that my zeal was not entirely
normal.

Living at home, I avoided the hardships of residence in the dormitory
buildings which were, if anything, more disordered and uncomfortable
than the Gigant in Kharkov. My relations with the factory, as its official
ward, were now real and close. I resumed old friendships among engineers
and administrators and made new friendships deep down in the ranks of
foremen and labor. The Petrovsky-Lenin combine by this time employed
some 35,000 men. It played a big role in the drama of the Five Year Plan.

The new plant director, N. Golubenko, turned out to be honest and
intelligent. Aware of my long connection with his factory and my special
interest in rationalizing and modernizing production processes, he invited
me often to sit in on business conferences and entrusted me occasionally
with special studies on new plant problems.

Living under the same roof with my father and mixing with other
simple factory laborers, I could no longer escape the tormenting knowledge
of the tragedy in the farming areas. We Communists, among ourselves,
steered around the subject; or we dealt with it in the high-flown euphe-
misms of Party lingo. We spoke of the “peasant front” and “kulak
menace,” “village socialism” and “class resistance.” In order to live with
ourselves we had to smear the reahty out of recognition with verbal
camouflage.

But ordinary workers were under no such compulsions. Many of them
were ex-peasants, nearly all of them still had relatives on the land. They
could not take a detached “scientific” view of the collectivization. They
talked freely of violence, cruelty, hunger and death—not as generalizations
but as intimate episodes affecting Ivan or Stepan in a specific village. Now
and then I heard them tell tales of cannibalism in our own province which
I dismissed as exaggeratlons, but which struck terror to my heart all the
same.

In the Institute, too, the awareness of horror just outside the door
74
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could not be exorcised. Warnings were issued against the purveyors of
“anti-Party rumors” spread by ‘“Right deviationists, Trotskyites and kulak
agents.” But the rumors persisted. Indeed, they thrived on threats and
suppressions. They gave furtive, muted overtones to the life of the two
thousand students. Active members were frequently sent to the villages on
special missions. Though they returned under instructions not to -discuss
their experiences, their silence and evasiveness were eloquent enough.
Besides, many of them did tell, under pledge of secrecy, things that horri-
fied me utterly.

“You look as if you’ve seen ghosts,” I said to a classmate whom I had
come to know at Party nuclei meetings. He had just come back from the
Poltava area.

“I have,” he said and dropped his eyes.

I did not pursue the matter further. I sensed that he was aching to
open his heart to someone and I ran away, in moral panic, from what it
might do to me.

Now and then “rumormongers” among the students were arrested.
Surveillance of the political morals of the student body absorbed even more
energy than the technical studies themselves.

There was at the Institute, as in every Soviet industrial undertaking
or government bureau, a Special Department connected with the G.P.U.
It was headed by a Comrade Lebed. No one could enter its office, except
in a state of terror when summoned for questioning. Few of us knew what
went on behind the grated little window in the steel dodr. At the same time
few of us were so naive that we did not realize that every student had his
own dossier in the Special Department, where his every word and act,
where the very accent of his behavior were recorded.

The files on “Personal Cases” contained information about the student’s
or teacher’s private life, his relatives, his political past. It contained, above
all, the reports and denunciations by secret agents deployed through every
class and dormitory and by volunteer informers currying favor with official-
dom or moved by grudges and rancor.

To protect the informers and strengthen the network of -everyday
espionage, not even the Institute director or the secretary of its Party
Committee was given access to the dossiers. The Special Department had
its secret agents in every branch of the Institute and even in the Party
nuclei. But the Party Committee had its own informers in the nuclei,
whose identity was not known tg the Special Department. Thus there were
s;f)i;:s upon the spies in an intricate pattern that spread a tangible pall
of fear.

But that was not all. Besides the Special Department, the G.P.U. had
agents in the Institute who reported directly to its regional headquarters,
as a double-check on Lebed and his staff. The City Committee of the
Party deployed agents through the nuclei, and the Regional Committee
received secret reports from its special people in the City Committee. This
interlocking pyramid of surveillance extended to the very top, to the Cen-
tral Committee of the Party in Moscow and finally to the Politburo
headed by Stalin.
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Multiple webs of espionage by the Party and of the Party, by the
G.P.U. and of the G.P.U., pooling information at some points, competing
at other points, covered Soviet life from top to bottom and back again.
We lived in a world swarming with invisible eyes and ears. The average
man, to be sure, was not aware of the extent and intricacy of the system;
even in this brief sketch I am drawing on discoveries that I made later,
in the course of years. He was aware only that “walls had ears” and that
candor was the shortest road to ruin.

Illicit knowledge spread notwithstanding. That is sufficient indication
of the emotional tensions of the period. It is an indication, too, of the
peculiarly Russian hunger for talk, for sympathy, for baring one’s soul.
With solemn promises of secrecy we risked discussion of plaguing doubts,
tortured by the fear that every word would somehow find its way into our
personal case history. How often, in the purge years that lay ahead, I would
be confronted with casual remarks made in privacy to trusted friends! How
often I would be asked why I had not reported remarks made in my hear-
ing by others! Failure to denounce “anti-Party” or ‘“anti-Soviet” senti-
ments was construed as agreement and complicity.

The Special Department was not squeamish in its pursuit of “enemies.”
Some of us knew, for instance, the strategy it devised to keep a close
check on the aged and erudite Academician, Professor Dinnik, who taught
us construction mechanics. More important than his teaching was his
laboratory work on vital industrial construction plans involving vast ex-
penditures. A non-Party man, a pre-revolutionary intellectual, a specialist
seemingly disinterested in politics, he was naturally an object of intense
suspicion. But how could his activity be checked, when it was so highly
technical that sabotage might be hard to detect?

The answer was found through the professor’s wife, who also served as
his chief laboratory assistant. She was a tall, angular blonde, not unhand-
some, in her middle thirties and therefore about thirty years younger than
her husband. Since she obviously respected his work and learning, she was
not considered sufficiently reliable to serve as an agent for the G.P.U.
Instead an irresistible lover was deliberately planted in her life. The engi-
neer and Party stalwart Pavlenko, virile, broad-shouldered, with a bulldog
face, swept the young wife off her feet. Professor Dinnik was one of the
few people in the Institute who did not know that his wife had a lover; and
his wife was one of the few people who did not suspect that her lover
was merely doing a chore for the Special Department. His sacrifice
proved useless—not a trace of sabotage was ever discovered in the pro-
fessor’s laboratory.

Though rarely referred to, except in sinister hints and in symbolic
“political anecdotes”—that is to say, jokes with political significance—the
complex spying was as real and as all-pervading as the,air we breathed.
It enclosed and penetrated the factory no less than the Institute, the local
newspapers to which I contributed no less than the Party organizations in
which I was increasingly active, being at the time a member of the Political
Bureau of our Party Committee at the Institute.

Floods of personal data and denunciation, some of it self-righteous,
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some of it vengeful and cynical. Tons of dossiers. Millions of spies. All of
it sorted and studied, filed and cross-indexed. Copies to the Prosecutor, to
the disciplinary officials of the Party, to the secret tribunals of the G.P.U.
when immediate action was warranted. Deadly ammunition against back-
sliders or doubters for future use. Tens of thousands of filing cabinets, each
of them an arsenal of intimacies, indiscretions, lies, flatteries, errors.

Within our ruling Party this whole thoroughly secret process of
surveillance and exposure in which old-fashioned privacy was forever
liquidated had a name. It was called “Party democracy.”

2

In June, 1931 Comrade Stalin made a speech at a conference of eco-
nomic functionaries which churned Soviet industry to its depths and
changed the color of life for all industrial workers and officials. The speech
included his famous “six points” for raising efficiency, the most important
of which were strict cost accounting, more centralized direction of enter-
prises, more rigid responsibility for failure and waste, and a far-reaching
differentiation in incomes.

“Rationalization of industry,” Stalin complained, “has long gone out
of style. Our enterprises have long ceased to count, to calculate, to make
up actual balance sheets of income and expenditures. . . . Nobody seems
accountable for anything. . . . Leaders hold their tongues. Why? From
all evidence because they are afraid of the truth.”

I was pleased by some parts of this swing in official thought. They
seemed to me almost a personal victory, because I had long written and
argued for just that kind of rationalization. But other parts disturbed me.
To people like my father they seemed confirmation of their most pessi-
mistic forecasts.

Equality of income, which had been a Soviet ideal, was suddenly turned
into a crime. Uravnilovka, equalization, was denounced as unworthy of a
socialist society. The “Party maximum,” under which Party members had
been kept to an income not far above the average, was now removed,
releasing torrents of greed and self-seeking in officialdom. Piecework was
introduced throughout Soviet economy, even in types of work where such
a system of payment was palpably silly if not impossible. With that strange
Soviet genius for extremes, the evil of too many bosses was now replaced
by the evil of the single and arbitrary boss, in which the last pretense of
“workers’ control” from below was thrown overboard.

Of course, it was one thing to order reforms, quite another to enforce
them. Stalin was right in his charge that the leaders feared the truth. They
feared it because truth was an almost counter-revolutionary and always
dangerous luxury. An honest error of judgment or an unwise technical
experiment might be punished by exile or prison as sabotage. To discipline
a subordinate for mistakes might prove inhuman, since the police-minded
authorities were likely to charge him with wilful treason. The flight from
responsibility tied the gigantic economic effort into crazy knots. As Golu-
benko said to me at the time:
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“They want us to rationalize and modernize and cut costs. That’s all
very fine, Comrade Kravchenko. But as soon as we do something bold or
unusual we are risking our lives, aren’t we? The safest way is to do
nothing.”

In late fall of that year I was called to the Regional Party Committee,
along with the director of our Institute, Comrade Tsiplyakov, and another
student, Beretzkoi. The secretary closed the office door and announced that
he wished us to undertake an investigation at Nikopol, a town a few dozen
miles away.

“Despite the ‘six points’ of Comrade Stalin,” he said, “work is going
badly. Lots of noise and meetings but the plans are way behind schedule.
Discipline is lax and discontent is rife. Nikopol is a case in point. As you
know, we're building a big metallurgical combinat over there. It will cost
us several hundred million rubles. But for some reason the construction
job isn’t moving and the labor turnover is fantastic.

“We want you three to go there. Stay as long as you have to—a week,
two weeks. Then report on what's wrong and what can be done. Your
report will be studied here and if found worth while will be placed before
Comrade Ordzhonikidze.”

Arriving at Nikopol, we found that the construction had been under-
taken about three years before, in an empty steppe six miles from town
and several miles from the railroad. This added to the discomforts of the
workers. Nobody seemed to know why the inconvenient site had been
selected. Had the construction been placed closer to the city, the problem of
housing would have been eased to some extent.

The director of the plant, Peter Brachko, was new to the post. He was
under no constraints, therefore, in revealing the multitude of mistakes and
stupidities under which the work was bogging dowm.

“I found the place so deep in confusion and filth,” he sighed, “that
digging out is in itself a major enterprise. Besides, there is no balance in
the various parts of the undertaking. You know well enough, comrades,
that every metallurgical plant depends on other plants. To build one with-
out reference to the others is foolish. It may look fine in the total statistics,
but it won’t look so fine when actual production gets going.”

Scattered over the immense area occupied by the planned array of
factories, foundries, administration buildings and housing projects we were
appalled to find expensive imported machinery, mostly German, rusting in
the open air. Everywhere we saw abandoned structures, some half finished,
others not far beyond the foundation stage.

“But this is awful, Comrade Brachko,” I said as we picked our way in
the muddy wilderness of brick and metal.

“I know, but what can I do? No sooner do we get well started on one
building, than an order comes through from the center that everything
must stop and all effort must be thrown into some other place. Plans have
changed! Meanwhile the workers fall way below the quotas theoretically
set for them. Sickness and ahsenteeism are fearful, The workers are bored,
they live under harsh conditions and, between ourselves, they haven't
enough to eat for this kind of work.”
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Then he added, with a touch of satisfaction, “Of course, I'm new here.
This is all an inheritance from the preceding administration.”

Poor Brachko! How was he to guess that in a few years he would pay
with his freedom for the mess in Nikopol? For that matter, how was I to
guess that one day I would myself be designated to take a leading part in
directing this very metallurgical “giant”’? In blessed ignorance of our
various destinies we strode through the incredible confusion.

The visiting commission questioned engineers, foremen, individual
workers. It became clear to us that work was proceeding spasmodically,
that money and effort were being squandered. The main reasons for this,
it seemed to me, fell into two groups.

The first was major interference and pin-pricking from outside. The
undertaking, immense though it was, fitted into an over-all scheme so huge
as to be almost beyond the grasp of the human mind. A small variation in
the central plan, even when justified, often meant an upheaval in its distant
segments. Far-off officials could not always foresee the shattering effects of
their casual orders on this or that undertaking. Local officials could only
obey and hope for the best. The interference, moreover, was also of a police
character, with endless arrests, interrogations and threats generating an
atmosphere of fear and uncertainty.

The second group of causes can all be summed up as disregard of the
human factor in the process of production. Although tens of millions of
rubles were being thrown away recklessly in unused machines and aban-
doned construction, wages were kept pitifully low when measured in what
the ruble could buy just then. Workers’ homes existed in blueprints, but
the flesh-and-blood workers were packed into hastily constructed wooden
barracks, with leaking roofs, moist walls and floors, lacking even the most
primitive hygienic comforts. The emphasis was on output, in utter con-
tempt of the men who did the work.

During our second evening in Nikopol, I decided to visit the barracks,
with the construction chief, the local Party secretary and the housing
officer. Trudging through ankle-deep mud, we came to the rows of bleak
dwellings. Though there was electric power in the administration buildings,
it had not been extended to the workers’ quarters. Kerosene lamps, rein-
forced here and there by a wick in a saucer of oil, shed a funereal half-light
over scenes of filth.

One of the barracks seemed almost totally dark from the outside. I
knocked, and an elderly bearded man opened the door.

“Good evening, comrade, may we come in?”

“Who are you?”

“I’'m the Party secretary and here”—indicating me—“is a commission
from the center.”

“That’s fine!” the worker said, in crude irony. *Welcome to our palace!
Will you have some rats, or do you prefer bedbugs? Never mind the odor.”

The barrack was nearly dark. On a few cots, younger men were reading
by the light of “smokers.” Others were playing cards on an upper bunk.
Most of the fifty or sixty men ignored us. Others crowded around us, eager
to complain and curse. A rat scampered under our feet.
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“Call this stuff bedding?”’ one of the workers said. “Are these pillows?
No, it's all dirty rags!”

“How often are the sheets changed?’’ I asked.

“Every month if you're lucky, otherwise two months, three months,
never.”

“There’'s no relief from vermin and mice,” another man shouted.
“Come here, let me show you.”

He lifted one end of an iron cot and banged it several times on the
floor. The bedbugs, disturbed in their nests, blackened the floor. Involun-
tarily I stepped back in alarm,

“Why shouldn’t there be vermin?” another worker took up the story.
“We work in shiits. One gang goes out and the other comes in before the
beds are cold. And the floors aren’t washed more than once a month. This
isn’t life, it’s torture. When it rains it’s a Noah’s ark and when it’s cold it’s
the North Pole.”

“Why do you keep quiet? Why don’t you complain?” I asked.

“Complain!” he sneered. “A lot of good it does. Commissions come,
just like yours, and then we hear no more. We want to work; we under-
stand it’s important. But we’re made of flesh, not stone. Besides, over in
another barrack the men did decide to do something about the terrible
conditions. They decided not to go to work until things were improved,
Well, you should know what happened.”

“What happened?”’

There was a general silence.

“Don’t be afraid, tell me. I'm from Dniepropetrovsk and really don’t
know.”

“Why, the ringleaders were called out,” one man volunteered.

“Called out where?”

“Not to church or the beer saloon, you may be sure—to the G.P.U. of
course. And what’s more, they never came back.”

“They needed a vacation in Siberia, maybe,” the bearded worker inter-
jected with a bitter laugh.

I reported to my colleagues of the commission. They had also inspected
houses and the finished factory buildings. None of us had any optimistic
findings to contribute. F tossed in bed all night. The dirt and the suffering
and the bitterness weighed on me. The stupor of those who had seemed too
tired and indifferent to complain oppressed me even more than the irony
and hatred of the men who had talked up. And somehow the episode of
the ringleaders who had been “called out” made the whole picture more
dismal, more hopeless.

The following day a meeting of all the responsible leaders of the
Nikopol plant was called in the City Committee of the Party. I spared no
words in describing what I had seen. Director Brachko declared that if
some order were not brought out of the chaos in the barracks within five
days, the plant officials would be held to an accounting by “the highest
instances” of the Soviet power. Comrade Tsiplyakov announced that the
commission was not going home. It would remain here to check up at the
end of the five days.
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Those were weird days. Hundreds of men scrubbed, washed and re-
paired. By dint of desperate telephoning to Kharkov and in one case even
to Moscow, crates of new sheets and pillow cases arrived. Work was begun
on drawing electric lines into the barracks. The very officials who had per-
mitted the horrors to accumulate now seemed eager and even pleased to
improve conditions.

“It isn't that we approve the evils,” one of them told me, “but that we
haven’t the power to remedy them. It’s easier to let things drift than to
act. No one wants to take the responsibility on himself. Take this clean-up
—it’s possible only because you men represent the Regional Committee.
There’s no money in the budget for clean sheets or essential repairs, and
who would dare to monkey with the budget? It’s a vicious circle.”

The night before our departure I had supper with one of the chief
engineers. He was an elderly man, non-Party.

“I’'m not one of you,” he said, “but just an old Russian intellectual.
I don’t interfere in your internal affairs. But I'm an engineer and I don’t
want my work to go to waste. I love my country and I want it to prosper.
Please believe me.

“Everything we propose to the center is criticized. It's studied not
from an engineering but from a ‘political’ standpoint. And whatever the
decision, we must obey, even if it makes no sense. When the center makes
mistakes, we suffer but keep our mouths shut. In fact, we must thank
our stars if we’re not blamed for their blunders.”

“What about the local Party people? Don’t they help?”

“Ekh, my dear Comrade Kravchenko, there are plenty of offices for
watching us, but not many for helping. The plant committee of the Party
investigates, the city committee investigates, the G.P.U. investigates, now
you're here to investigate. They investigate us and each other. You'd
think that once intelligent people have been entrusted with millions of
rubles, they’d be allowed enough leeway to spend it properly. As it is, we
use up more time worrying about what this one.or that one will think than
in actual engineering and construction. I'm an old man, so I dare to
speak up.

I left Nikopol with a heavy heart. The amazing part of it, looking
back at the visit, is that somehow, miraculously, a large part of the big
metallurgical combine was built. More slowly, more expensively than
l1:lali1ned, at an almost incalculable cost in life and suffering, but it was

uilt.

We made a detailed report to the Party, which in turn made recom-
mendations to Moscow. My own account omitted nothing unpleasant, not
even the bedbugs and the G.P.U. arrests of complaining workers. Whether
the last item ever reached Moscow I could not know.

The experience strengthened a plan that had been taking shape in my
mind for months. I would go to Moscow and attempt to see Comrade
Ordzhonikidze. I would talk to him, as man to man, about the short-
comings and evils I saw all around me. Since the plan fitted in with the
needs of the Petrovsky-Lenin factory, I received director Golubenko's
consent and he agreed to pay the expenses of the trip.

D
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3

Directly from the station, I headed for the Commissariat of Heavy
Industry.

This was my third visit to Moscow. On the previous visits, however,
I had not been so conscious of the contrast between the capital and the
rest of the country. It was a contrast due in part to improvement in the
appearance of the capital, but even more so to the rapid deterioration of
the provincial cities.

After Dniepropetrovsk, or even Kharkov, Moscow seemed a haven
of plenty. The lines outside shops were not so long, the shelves inside
shops not so bare. There was an almost audible rhythm of activity, a
note of optimism. The streets were cleanly swept and the main avenues
newly asphalted. The new modernistic buildings impressed an outsider
tremendously. The droskky took me through Theatre Square, bounded by
theatres, hotels, the big opera house, many fine shops. The people crowd-
ing the sidewalks seemed better dressed and, what pleased me most, they
were not wandering aimlessly; about their very gait there was a briskness
almost alien to Russia as a whole.

Having identified myself and obtained a propusk, a pass, I presented
myself to Commissar Ordzhonikidze’s secretary, Comrade Semushkin.
Fortunately I had met him before and he smoothed my way. I showed
him my letters from Golubenko and others and he undertook to tell the
Commissar of my arrival.

I counted sixteen people in the waiting room. They were all well fed,
well dressed; a few of them, it was evident, were wearing foreign clothes.
Nearly all of them carried briefcases. As a whole their appearance bespoke
comfort and self-importance. Obviously these were heads of big trusts,
administrators of great industrial projects—from the uppermost layer
of the economic leadership. As the youngest man in the room, my clothes
distinctly on the threadbare side, I felt a little like an intruder, a poor
relation. The others looked me over a bit distrustfully, as if to say,
“What’s this specimen doing in our important company?”

From behind the big doors leading into the Commissar’s office we
suddenly heard noises and shouting. I recognized the Georgian accents of
Ordzhonikidze. We all watched the doors with interest and some alarm.
If the Commissar was in a bad temper, it boded ill for all our various
purposes. Then the door opened violently. A fat, perspiring and obviously
frightened man came out precipitately, dragging an open suitcase. From
the suitcase a batch of tableware spilled to the floor: spoons, knives, forks.
The poor fellow, impeded by his weight, stooped to gather the things,
threw them nervously into his suitcase, locked it with trembling fingers
and rushed out without looking at any of us.

A minute or two later Ordzhonikidze emerged, smiling and friendly,
with scarcely a trace of the violent scene in his demeanor. We all stood up
as a sign of respect.

“I gave that scoundrel a tongue-lashing,” he explained to the
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room in general, laughing, “and he deserved it. Samples of tableware for
mass production he’d brought me! Why, those things weren’t fit for savages
—as crude and ugly as a lot of spades. We’ll just have to get over the
idea, comrades, that anything is good enough for the Soviet people. We
want quality as well as quantity. Well, now let me see what brought you
all here.”

With Semushkin at his elbow, the Commissar went from one caller to
the other. Having heard the man’s mission, he either turned him over to
an assistant or asked him to return at a specific time. In the years since I
had met him, Ordzhonikidze had grown stouter. There was more gray in
his bushy hair and sweeping mustache. But the humorous and unaffected
quality of his oversized features still inspired confidence.

When he reached me, I handed him my letters. He glanced through
one of them quickly, then looked up with a twinkle in his eyes.

“How are you, old friend?” he said. ‘“Ves, I remember you very well,
Comrade Kravchenko. I hope you're making progress in your studies, and
T'll be pleased to confer with you. Let’s say tonight at ten. Comrade
Semushkin, take care of this comrade. See that he’s comfortable.”

When the Commissar had retired to his office, Semushkin came over
and pressed my arm by way of congratulation. Evidently Ordzhonikidze
was friendly towards me and his secretary acted up to the hint. The others
now looked at me with a certain envy—such 2 young man and already
the almighty smile upon him. . . .

I was driven to the Metropole Hotel in a big Lincoln. Upon presenta-
tion of a note from the Commissariat, I was immediately assigned a
large room on an upper floor. I felt the inner lift of my propinquity to
power, the tingle of reflected influence.

Towards evening I went to the hotel restaurant, a huge room, high-
ceilinged and decorated with enormous potted tropical plants. It was
crowded and a big jazz band was playing syncopated music. There was
a kind of fish-pond in the center of the room, and crowded on its polished
shores, so thick-packed that it seemed one undulating mass, were couples
dancing to the jazz rhythms.

It took me some minutes to adjust myself to the novelty of this
scene. Could this really be part of our Soviet Union? Had I blundered by
accident into a cinema set? From behind one of the potted palm trees I
watched the diners and dancers. Here and there I saw men in Russian
blouses, but the rest were in European clothes, wearing neckties. Some
of the women were in low-cut gowns such as I had never seen outside
of book covers. There were many foreigners; one group was in dinner
jackets and stiff white shirts. Through an archway at one end of the
restaurant I caught a glimpse of a bar, several attractive girls serving
drinks to foreign-looking men on hlgh stools.

The thought of the barracks in Nikopol intruded on my mspect10n
of the place. “Welcome to our palace, comrades. What will you have,
rats or bedbugs?” But I pushed the thought aside. This was Moscow.
Soon I would be “conferring” with one of the half dozen most powerful
leaders in our land.
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Long before the appointed hour I was in the reception room at the
Commissariat again, A little before ten, Semushkin approached me.

“You may have to wait a while. Comrade Bukharin is with the
Commissar.”

Comrade Bukharin! My heart skipped a beat. It was almost like meet-
ing Lenin. Among the great names in the Revolution, Bukharin’s ranked
only behind Lenin and Trotsky. In preparation for joining the Comsomols
I had studied his ABC of Communism. In the last few years, it is true,
Nikolai Bukharin had been damned as a “Right deviationist” and had been
deprived of his official posts. His books were banned. But there was
still magic about the name and the consciousness that he was right there,
on the other side of the door, thrilled me despite myseli.

In a little while Semushkin motioned me to come in. “Bukharin is
still in there,” he whispered. “The Commissar asked him to remain and
meet you.”

Soon I was shaking hands with Ordzhonikidze and with Bukharin. The
Commissar sat behind a vast desk littered with papers, books, half a
dozen telephones and an array of push buttons. Bukharin and I sat
facing him on the other side. It was an enormous room, on the walls of
which hung big portraits of Marx, Lenin and Stalin. Another photograph
of Stalin stood on the desk, with a personal inscription, “To Sergo,”
scrawled at the bottom.

“All right, Comrade Kravchenko,” the Commissar said, obviously try-
ing to put me at ease, “tell us briefly and clearly what you know about
the Nikopol project.”

“First, Comrade Commissar, I should like to talk about the
Dniepropetrovsk plant. I have my own views of its work which I should
like to lay before you.”

“Go ahead.”

Having formulated the problem in advance in my mind, I was able
to present it clearly. Certain departments of the plant needed moderniza-
tion and expansion. In the eagerness to build new factories, I argued,
some of the old ones are being neglected. In actual figures I tried to
show that by investing a few million rubles to improve the existing plant
we would get more prbduction than by investing ten times as much in
new plants.

Bukharin smiled broadly and shook his head in agreement. As was
generally known, he was opposed to the “extreme tempo” in new con-
struction. Before he had been silenced he had denounced some aspects of
the Five Year Plan as “sheer adventurism.”

“In general I agree with you, Comrade Kravchenko,” said Ordzhoni-
kidze, “although the specific problems of the Petrovsky-Lenin com-
binat will have to be studied.” He made some notes on a pad. “Tell
Director Golubenko that his requests will receive careful analysis. Now
go on——"

I then proceeded to describe my impression at Nikopol. At first I stuck
to the formal, technical phrases I had shaped up in my mind in advance.
But as I talked, the memory of the barracks, of the discontents and the
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dirt, overwhelmed my discretion. A note of indignation crept into my voice
as I detailed the waste, the confusion and especially the intolerable living
conditions of the ordinary workers.

“Comrade Commissar, by putting some millions into better living con-
ditions for the workers, I'm sure we would save enormous sums on the
project. The neglect of the human element reduces the whole plan in a
place like Nikopol to a tragedy of waste.”

“Bravo!” Bukharin interjected and Ordzhonikidze tried unsuccessfully
to suppress a smile.

“The central problem,” I went on, carried away by my own elogquence,
“is the wage system, for everyone from the top engineers to the lowest
workers. And second is the problem of consumption goods, so that the
money earned can buy the things the workers need—food, clothes, house-
hold goods. When I first met you, Comrade Commissar, I complained about
interference in the administration of an enterprise. Single direction and
responsibility are all to the good. But now we’ve gone to the other extreme
and the workers have nothing to say. They're even called out by the
G.P.U. if they venture to protest against terrible conditions. But I suppose
I'm talking too much. Forgive me but I feel this deeply.”

“No, no, go on, comrade,” Ordzhonikidze exclaimed. ‘“It’s refreshing to
hear someone talk with his whole mouth and not with a part of it. Every-
thing you say is true. Don'’t think that we don’t know it. I assure you that
Comrade Stalin is very much concerned with the wage problem, for in-
stance. But it is easier to diagnose the disease than to cure it.”

The conference lasted nearly an hour. At one point the Commissar
asked me whether I had ever been abroad.

“No, I haven’t,” I replied, “but I have read technical journals from
Sweden, Germany and America. We have a lot to learn.”

“When you finish your Institute, maybe we’ll send you to America and
to Germany. Now let’s forget business for a moment. Have you been to
our theatres here? And the museums?”

“Not yet, but I hope to take in as much as possible.”

“Well, I am granting you five days of vacation in Moscow. Wait in the
reception room for Semushkin. And now good-bye until we meet again.”

I was a little dazed when I left them. It was the closest I had ever been
to Power and the feel of it was heady. The people sitting around the recep-
tion room regarded me with unconcealed curiosity. Anyone who had
monopolized an hour of the Commissar's time must be “important.”
Semushkin soon joined me.

“Well, comrade, I congratulate you. Your stock has certainly gone up!”
he said. “Here are tickets for the Bolshoi Theatre and for the Moscow Art
Theatre. Your expenses in the hotel will be taken care of. And here’s a
thousand rubles for pocket money. A gift from Comrade Ordzhonikidze.
Have a good time and if you need anything, just ring me.”

Again I was conveyed to the hotel in a big motorcar. A Gypsy chorus
of some twenty people was singing familiar folk songs when I went into
the Metropole restaurant for supper. Somehow the strangeness of the scene
had worn off. The fact that I had just been closeted with Ordzhonikidze
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and Bukharin made me feel at home here, almost like one of the elect.
How easy it was to yield to the fleshpots of power and luxury! How long
would the sufferings of some anonymous verminous workers in places like
Nikopol weigh on my conscience if I, too, were to live in Moscow, with
plenty of money in my pockets, an automobile at my disposal and jazz
bands to drown out self-reproof?

In the next five days I took in a ballet performance, several operas, a
Moscow Art show, an evening at the Vakhtangov Theatre. I spent long
hours at the Tretyakov Art Gallery, the Museum of the Revolution, the
Lenin Library and other “must” institutions. What a wealth of beauty and
knowledge there was in the world!

Recalling that Comrade Lazarev, the lecturer who had drawn me close
to the Party and its ideals so many years ago in the Donetz coal mines, was
in Moscow, I decided to look him up. He remembered me and was most
cordial in his reception. He was living in a small apartment in one of the
new housing units on the other side of the Moscow River. For reasons that
I would have found it hard to put into words, I was pleased to see that the
picture of Tolstoy was still on his wall. . . .

He introduced me to his wife, an attractive young woman and, like
himself, an active Party worker. Over steaming glasses of tea, I gave them
a brief account of my life since our meeting in the mining region. The
account, of course, was climaxed by a detailed and enthusiastic account of
my meeting with Ordzhonikidze and Bukharin, Lazarev listened to me in
silence. I sensed that my ecstasy irritated him.

“A thousand rubles, theatre tickets, Lincolns, the Metropole,” he said,
a little sadly. “Yes, that’s how the granddukes of the old regime treated
their favorite retainers. Only the names have changed.”

“You're not being quite fair, Comrade Lazarev,” I retorted with some
heat. “What impressed me is that the Commissar was willing to listen. I'm
sure he understands the plight of our common people and sympathizes with
them. And if he does, I must assume that Stalin does too. That’s why I
feel encouraged.”

Lazarev now occupied an important post in the Moscow University.
He served on powerful committees of the Party. Yet, as we talked that
afternoon, our roles seemed strangely reversed. His bubbling hope and
ardor had ebbed. Now it was I who apologized for the Party.

“Have you been to the villages recently?” he asked me suddenly.

“No, but I know a good deal about what’s happening.”

“Knowing is one thing, seeing is another. You see, I’ve just returned
from the Ukraine, near Odessa. My job was to put through the collectivisa-
tion in one region. I'm afraid, my friend, that I cannot talk about it as
calmly as you talk about the Commissar’s generosity. . . .”

Lazarev had gone to Odessa, he told me, as onk of a committee of
trusted Party people from Moscow after many of the local leaders had
been dismissed for failure to accomplish the tasks set for the area.
Peasant resistance there was especially embittered, often suicidal, and the
“firm measures” for dealing with it seemed beyond the capacity of the
Odessa officials. The situation was considered so serious that Molotov him-
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self came down, in behalf of the Politburo, to stiffen the government’s
ruthlessness.

“Comrade Molotov called the activists together,” Lazarev said, “and
he talked plainly, sharply. The job must be done, no matter how many
lives it cost, he told us. As long as there were millions of small landowners
in the country, he said, the revolution was in danger. There would always
be the chance that in case of war they might side with the enemy in order
to defend their property. There was no room for softness or regrets.
We did not misunderstand him. After such a warning, Victor Andreyevich,
there could be no limit to horror.”

Lazarev covered his face with both hands, as if to shut out the grue-
some memory.

Before leaving the capital I visited several other acquaintances. There
were some among them who mouthed the Party slogans and the press
editorials. They were the contented ones, living in a paradise of propa-
ganda, in an insulated Moscow world little related to the country as a
whole. And there were the others, like Lazarev, outwardly conforming to
the artificial optimism of the capital, but inwardly bleeding and disturbed.
They spoiled the high-pitched mood induced by my visit to the Commissar
and gave new direction to my thoughts.

There was no ecstasy in my recital of my experiences, at home and in
my report to Golubenko. Through some dim feeling of guilt, too vague to
identify, I said nothing about the thousand rubles, the motorcars and the
theatre tickets.

Nikopol, Moscow and other interruptions of my studies had to be com-
pensated by extra hours of cramming. Luckily I found technical studies
easy to absorb and quickly caught up with the classes.

4

A few months after my return from Moscow, little Katya came into the
life of my family. One evening, returning home from classes, I was about
to go into the bathroom to wash up for supper. My mother stopped me. The
little girl was in there taking a bath, she whispered.

“What little girl?”

“Shsh . . . I'll tell you later. Terrible things are going on in the
villages.”

I went into my room and mother soon followed. In a few words she
told me the story. My cousin Natasha, a Party member who wus directing
a factory college, was on the train returning from some business trip. A
dirt-crusted, ragged little girl of ten or eleven, one of the new crop of
“wild children,” came into the car, begging for bread in a tremulous,
hardly audible voice. The sight was familiar enough, yet something about
the child’s pitiful eyes and shriveled features touched Natasha to the
quick. She brought the waif to our house.

“I suppose it was the temperature,” Natasha had apologized to mother.
“I couldn’t bear the thought of the barefoot, half-naked bit of humanity
out in the cold on a night like this.”
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Mother at once decided to let the child remain. One more mouth won’t
matter, there are so many of us, she smiled. I took her into my arms and
hugged her.

“You’re a real mother,” I said. “I’'m happy you’ve decided that way.”

We went into the dining room. Little Katya was sitting on the floor
near the radiator pipes. She was pale and frightened, all hunched in a ball,
as if to make herself small and invisible. She was lost in the folds of one
of mother’s dresses. Her wet black hair was parted in the middle and
braided. The little face was oval, gray with exhaustion and prematurely
old, but the features were good, even handsome. She sat there deadly still,
only her large blue eyes darting in every direction.

“Why are you on the floor, Katya? Corme, sit on this chair. This is my
son, Victor Andreyevich. Shake hands with him.”

The child did what she was told.

“Hello, Katya,” I said, squatting to face her. “Why are you so silent?
Don’t be afraid. We all love you. Has anyone hurt you?”

“No,” she said in a faint whisper.

At the supper table Katya was shy and quiet. She held her spoon
clumsily. But then hunger won over her embarrassment and she began to
wolf the food. We tried to talk indifferently about many things, but the
pathos of this child had us all depressed. My father said scarcely a word.

After supper, when mother went to wash the dishes, Katya said,
“Auntie, may I help you?” Carrying the dishes from the table to the
kitchen, she seemed for the first time a normal little girl, a touch of mas-
querade in ber dragging grown-up gown. Qur neighbor, Olga Ivanovna,
came in. She was an active employe of the Regional Party Committee. She
not only approved our taking in the child but offered to share the cost of
clothes for her. Suddenly we heard the girl weeping in the kitchen.

“Let her cry it out,” mother said.

But the weeping grew louder until it became hysterical sobbing. In the
primordial singsong wail of the peasant she kept repeating, in Ukrainian,
“Where's my mama? Where’s my papa? Oh, where’s my big brother
Valya?” We went into the kitchen. The girl sat hunched over in a chair,
wringing her bony little hands, tears streaming down her sunken cheeks.

“Please quiet down, Katya darling,” mother pleaded. “No one will do
you any harm. You will live with us, we’ll get you shoes and clothes, we’ll
teach you to read and write. Believe me, I'll be a good mother to you.”

The child would not be comforted. She began to tell about herself.

“Don’t, little dove, don’t. You'll tell us some other time,” mother
urged.

“I can’t,” Katya sobbed. “I must tell now. I can’t stand not talking.
I’ve been a whole year without my folks. A whole year! We lived in
Pokrovnaya. My father didn’t want to join the kolkkoz. All kinds of people
argued with him and took him away and beat him but still he wouldn't
go in. They shouted he was a kulak agent.”

“Was your father a kulak?” I asked. “Do you know what a ‘kulak
agent’ means?”’

“No, uncle, I don’t know what these words mean. Our teacher
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didn’t teach them to us. We had a horse, a cow, a heifer, five sheep, some
pigs and a barn. That was all. Every night the constable would come and
take papa to the village Soviet. They asked him for grain and didn’t believe
that he had no more. But it was the truth, I swear it.”—She crossed her-
self solemnly.—*“For a whole week they wouldn’t let father sleep and they
beat him with sticks and revolvers till he was black and blue and swollen
all over.”

When the last pood of grain had been squeezed out of him, Katya
recounted, her father slayghtered a pig. He left a little meat for his family
and sold the rest in the city to buy bread. Then he slaughtered the calf.
Again “they” began to drag him out every night. They told him that
killing livestock without permission was a crime.

“Then one morning about a year ago,” Katya went on, *strangers came
to the house. One of them was from the G.P.U. and the chairman of our
Soviet was with him too. Another man wrote in a book everything that
was in the house, even the furniture and our clothes and pots and pans.
Then wagons arrived and all our things were taken away and the remain-
ing animals were driven to the kolkkoz.

“Mamochke, my dear little mother, she cried and prayed and fell on
her knees and even father and big brother Valya cried and sister Shura.
But it did no good. We were told to get dressed and take along some bread
and salt pork, onions and potatoes, because we were going on a long
journey.”

The memory was too much for Katya. She again burst into wild sob-
bing. But she insisted on going on with the story:

“They put us all in the old church. There were many other parents and
children from our village, all with bundles and all weeping. There we spent
the whole night, in the dark, praying and crying, praying and crying. In
the morning about thirty families were marched down the road surrounded
by militiamen. People on the road made the sign of the cross when they
saw us and also started crying.

“At the station there were many other people like us, from other vil-
lages. It seemed like thousands. We were all crushed into a stone barn but
they wouldn’t let my dog, Volchok, come in though he’d followed us all the
way down the road. I heard him howling when I was inside in the dark.

“After a while we were let out and driven into cattle cars, long rows
of them, but I didn’t see Volchok anywhere and the guard kicked me when
I asked. As soon as our car was filled up so that there was no room for
more, even standing up, it was locked from the outside. We all shrieked
and prayed to the Holy Virgin. Then the train started. No one knew where
we were going. Some said Siberia but others said no, the Far North or
even the hot deserts.

“Near Kharkov my sister Shura and I were allowed out to get some
water. Mama gave us some money and a bottle and said to try and buy
some milk for our baby brother who was very sick. We begged the guard
so long that he let us go out which he said was against his rules. Not far
away were some peasant huts so we ran there as fast as our feet would
carry us.

D*
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“When we told these people who we were they began to cry. They gave
us something to eat right away, then filled the bottle with milk and
wouldn't take the money. Then we ran back to the station. But we were
too late and the train had gone away without us.”

Katya interrupted herself again to wail for her mother, father, brothers
and sister. Now most of us in the kitchen were weeping with the child.
The harder mother tried to soothe Katya, the louder she wept herself. My
father looked grim and said nothing. I could see the muscles of his face
working convulsively.

Katya and her sister, new recruits to the vast army of homeless chil-
dren, wandered together from village to village. They learned to beg, to
forage for food, to “ride the rails” on trains. They became expert in the
special jargon of the wild waifs. Then they were separated in a city market-
place, while being chased by a militiaman, and Katya remained alone in
the world—until Natasha led her to our home.

We learned to love Katya and she came to feel at home with us, But
from time to time, at night, we could hear her smothered sobs and that
ancient dirge-like complaint, “Where are you, little mother? Where are
you, papochka?”’



CHAPTER VIII

HORROR IN THE VILLAGE

view by half-closing your eyes—and your mind. You make panicky

excuses and shrug off knowledge with words like exaggeration and

hysteria. Then something happens that startles you into opening
wide both your mind and eyes. For the first time you look without
blinking.

It was thus with me in the weeks after little Katya entered our house-
hold. Unconsciously I had protected my faith against corroding facts. I
had edged away from opportunities to go into the nearby collectivization
areas. Then the ordeal of one innocent child shocked me into facing the
ordeal of all peasant Russia. I was determined to accept the first chance
to go deep into the collectivization regions.

The chance came sooner than I had hoped. Through the Party office
at the Institute I was instructed to report at the Regional Committee. The
purpose: mobilization of Party brigades for work in the villages.

About eighty of us were in the conference hall, mostly younger men.
A few of them I knew from association in Party activities in. the last few
years. All of us were tense, some of us could not conceal our worry. We
were being sent into the farm districts to help collect grain and speed up
the final phase of the harvest. But we felt and behaved as if we were about
to plunge into the thick of a bloody war.

Comrade Hatayevich, a member of the Central Committee of the Party,
made a speech. It only increased our nervousness. We had half expected
to hear a technical discourse on agriculture and village economy. Instead
we listened to a fiery summons to go forth and do battle in a do-or-die
spirit.

“Comrades,” he said, “you are going into the country for a month or
six weeks. The Dniepropetrovsk Region has fallen behind. The Party and
Comrade Stalin ordered us to complete collectivization by spring, and here
we are at the end of summer with the task unfinished. The local village
authorities need an injection of Bolshevik iron. That’s why we are send-
ing you.

“You must assume your duties with a feeling of the strictest Party
responsibility, ‘without whimpering, without any rotten liberalism. Throw
your bourgeois humanitarianism out of the window and act like Bolsheviks
worthy of Comrade Stalin. Beat down the kulak agent wherever he raises
his head. It’s war—it’s them or us! The last decayed remnant of capitalist
farming must be wiped out at any cost!

“Secondly, comrades, it is absolutely necessary to fulfill the govern-

oI

To sPARE yourself mental agony, you veil unpleasant truths from



02 I CHOSE FREEDOM

ment’s plan for grain delivery. The kulaks, and even some middle and ‘poor’
peasants, are not giving up their grain. They are sabotaging the Party
policy. And the local authorities sometimes waver and show weakness.
Your job is to get the grain at any price. Pump it out of them, wherever
it’s hidden, in ovens, under beds, in cellars or buried away in back yards.

“Through you, the Party brigades, the villages must learn the meaning
of Bolshevik firmness. You must find the grain and you will find it. It's a
challenge to the last shred of your initiative. Don’t be afraid of taking
cxtreme measures. ‘'The Party stands four-square behind you. Comrade
Stalin expects it of you. It’s a life-and-death struggle;better to do too much
than not enough.

“Your third important task is to complete the threshing of the grain,
to repair the tools, plows, tractors, reapers and other equipment.

“The class struggle in the village has taken the sharpest forms. This
is no time for squeamishness or sentimentality. Kulak agents are
masking themselves and getting into the collective farms where they
sabotage the work and kill the livestock. What’s required from you is
Bolshevik alertness, intransigence and courage. I am sure you will carry
out the instructions of the Party and the directives of our beloved Leader.”

The final words, conveying a threat, were drowned in obedient
applause.

“Are there any questions? Is everything clear?”

There were no questions.

“Then wait right here. You will soon be called separately to see Com-
rade Brodsky.”

I asked myself: Can this be all the “instructions” we will receive? Is it
possible that a lot of students and industrial officials are expected to solve
the tremendous economic and political problems of the agrarian villages
just by applying more and more “Bolshevik firmness”? How can a group
like this, youngsters and most of us ignorant of farm problems, be entrusted
to decide the fate of hundreds of thousands of peasants?

As if he had eavesdropped on my thoughts, a young man sitting at my
right said in a low voice:

“Comrade Kravchenko, I suppose we'll receive further instructions. I
mean along practical lines.”

“I don’t know,” I said. I recognized him as a student at the Institute,
but that was all T knew about him. I had no intention of beginning the
exercise of “Bolshevik firmness” by being inveigled into “dangerous” dis-
cussion with a stranger.

“You see, comrade,” he continued, “I’ve never lived in a village. I know
nothing about life in the country and I haven’t the faintest idea how to go
about those big tasks the Secretary outlined. Vet it’s clear, isn't it, that
we will pay with our Party cards and maybe with our heads if we fail?”

I was irritated. Either the fellow is incredibly naive, I thought, or he
is trying to provoke me into unguarded speech.

“I'm sorry,” I said, not bothering to hide my annoyance, “but you had
your chance to ask questions.”

“That’s true. Only everyone applauded and I couldn’t get up the nerve
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to say that nothing was clear to me. But I know you from the Institute,
Comrade Kravchenko, and trust you. If only I could get assigned to the
same brigade with you, I'd feel better.”

I looked him straight in the eyes and suddenly felt ashamed of my
misgivings. His distress seemed genuine. Though he was only a few years
younger than I, he had a sheltered, small-boy look about him.

“It’s all right with me if you can arrange it,” I said, “though I suppose
assignments have already been made.”

“I'll try,” he smiled, new courage in his voice. “My name is Tsvetkov,
Sergei Alexeyevich Tsvetkov.”

He went off. In a few minutes I was summoned to the office of Com-
rade Brodsky. A powerfully built man with a big mop of black hair was
sitting behind a big desk.

“Comrade Kravchenko,” he said at once, “do you know anything about
the village?”

“I lived in an agrarian commune for some years during the civil war.
Besides, in 1920—21 I had a few courses at an agricultural school.”

“Excellent! So few of these brigadiers know the difference between
wheat and stinkweed.”

He pressed a bell and two other men were led into the office. One of
them, smiling shyly in token of his success, was the student Tsvetkov. The
other was a man of about forty whom I did not know.

“Shake hands all around,” Comrade Brodsky said. “You three will
work together. You're to go to the village of Podgorodnoye. You, Comrade
Kravchenko, will be in charge of completing the threshing. You will also
be responsible for putting all the tools and machinery in order. You,
Comrade Tsvetkov, together with Comrade Arshinov, will wind up the
collectivization and grain collection. And both of you will operate under
Comrade Arshinov here. He’s in charge of the brigade of three. He’s not
only an old Party worker but has had experience in the Prosecutor’s office.

“That’s all. Go across the hall and get your mandates and money.”

Arshinov was a thickset man of short stature, his head and face
smoothly shaven and mottled like old marble. There was no line of demar-
cation between his forehead and scalp. His face was flat and a little out
of focus, as if seen through defective glass, and his eyes were mere slits in
the flatness. The whole effect was decidedly unpleasant.

In the outer office Arshinov instructed us to bring along warm clothes,
any food we could manage to buy, “and of course,” he added, “a revolver.”
After we had agreed to meet at the station waiting room the followmg day,
Arshinov went one way, Tsvetkov and I the other way.

Tsvetkov apparently was not one to keep impressions to himself.

“Victor Andreyevich,” he said, “to tell you the truth I don’t quite warm
up to our chief. I hope I'm wrong but I have the feeling we’ll have a hard
time with him.” ,

“Don’t talk nonsense, Comrade Tsvetkov. Why must you start with a
prejudice against a comrade who's a total stranger? He may turn out to be
a decent fellow. Evidently the Party trusts him and the least we can do is
to trust him too. The main thing is not to begin in a defeatist temper.”
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Even as I spoke I realized that I was reassuring myself rather than my
companion.

“And why do we need revolvers?” he persisted. “I don’t expect to take
away grain by force. Why, Lenin said that the collective farm is a volun-
tary association and Stalin has said the same thing many times. Only the
other day I read——"

“Look here, Tsvetkov. Don’t be hurt if I speak frankly. But you do
talk strangely, I have every right to think that you’re an extraordinarily
naive person—or that you've been planted on me.”

“My God! What a terrible idea!” he exclaimed in a horrified voice that
made me regret my candor. “I'm sure you'll realize you’re mistaken about
me. Even about the naive part of it. I do understand the seriousness of the
tasks ahead of us. That’s why I am amazed we were not given more
explicit and practical information. I am a Russian and the son of a Russian.
I have never been a provocateur and couldn’t be one if my life were at
stake. How awful that people must suspect one another of spying and
provocation. . . .”

Then, as if an inspired thought had come to him, he added:

“Come over and meet my family. My home is only a few blocks from
here.”

His inspiration was a sensible one. The meeting with his parents, the
atmosphere of his modest home, removed my last doubts as to his integ-
rity, although it strengthened my impression of his weakness and inexperi-
ence. His father was an oldish man in spectacles, with a tiny pointed beard.
His mother was a frail little lady, gray and kindly.

Both of them were like characters out of a pre-revolutionary book,
curiously unspoiled by the violence of these crowded years. They
seemed to live in a private world which external evils could not easily
breach. It seemed to me almost incredible that the elder Tsvetkov should
be a Party member of the pre-1917 vintage. It was also heart-warming
that a Russian who was so thoroughly “good,” in the old-fashioned and
almost forgotten sense of the word, should have survived in the Party.

“But Seryozha,” Mrs. Tsvetkov complained, “why didn’t you tell me
you were going to the village? I hear the most terrible things. . . .”

“No, no, my dear,” her husband protested, “all this talk of the horrors
of collectivization is overdrawn. Things can’t be as bad as they’re painted.
I myself am an old Party member and I agree that collectivization is the
one hope for solving our agrarian problem. A lot depends on the kind of
men who carry out the orders. I hope that neither you, Sergei, nor Comrade
Kravchenko will sink to committing outrages, The Party, I'm sure, doesn’t
want that.”

Reaching home, I told my family about my mission to the peasant
region. Still under the influence of Katya’s story, everyone was both excited
and worried by what awaited me. I was already in bed that night when I
heard a knock at my door. My mother came in.

“Forgive me for intruding, Vitya,” she said, sitting on the edge of my
bed, “but I may not get a chance in the rush of your going off tomorrow.

“I know that the peasant troubles have been weighing on your mind,
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and you're not the only one. Please be calm and steel yourself for whatever
you may find. Also remember that one district is no indication. I should
hate to see your whole life as a Communist wrecked by one sad experience.
And T know that you'll make the lot of the unfortunate peasants as easy
as you can.”

“Thanks, mother, and don’t worry about me. I'll be all right. I know
revolution is no picnic.”

Conversation among the three members of the brigade, on the train
headed for Podgorodnoye, was far from amiable. Arshinov's Mauser, dang-
ling showily from a strap on his shoulder, set us on edge. Arshinov, for his
part, made no effort to hide his contempt for the blond, good-looking young
man Tsvetkov., We avoided mention of our common assignment.

“Victor Andreyevich, my old folks send you their regards,” Tsvetkov
said.
“Thank you, Seryozha. By the way, where does your father work?”

“In a railroad office. He’s an engineer, you know. He’s been there for a
long time and he was in the Party even before 1917.”

Arshinov seemed startled on hearing this. Evidently he had discounted
Tsvetkov as the son of some white-collar intellectual without influence.
As the son of an Old Bolshevik, the youngster might prove harder to
handle.

“Your father a Party member!” Arshinov exclaimed with evident
annoyance.

“Yes, of course, why do you ask?”

“Oh nothing. T just asked.”

We reached our destination toward sundown. It was drizzling and the
road to the village was muddy. The peasants we met regarded us with no
special interest. Only Arshinov’s pistol, slapping his fat thigh as he walked,
drew attention.

“Look here, Comrade Arshinov,” I whispered, “would you mind putting
your Mauser under your coat? There's no sense in scaring people.”

“That’s my own business!”

“No, comrade, it isn’t. We're in this together. Tt concerns us and what’s
more, it concerns the Party. I insist on your doing as I ask, or I just won't
go into the village with you.”

“Comrade Kravchenko is right,” Tsvetkov said. “Why frighten the
horses for nothing? I have a revolver, too, but I carry it under my coat.”

Reluctantly Arshinov gave in, but he didn’t talk to us for the rest of
the walk to the village Soviet, which proved to be a large wooden house,
ugly and in disrepair. Inside, a kerosene lamp glowed dimly under a paper
chimney. The room was filled with smoke and the floor was strewn with
cigarette tubes. About twenty peasants were squatting on the floor, silent
and obviously in a bad mood.

“Where’s the chairman of the Soviet?” Arshinov asked in a loud voice,
intended to announce his authority.
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“There, in his office,” the peasants pointed.

“And what are you people doing here? Have you nothing better to do
than sit on your haunches?”

“There’s plenty to do,” one of the peasants spoke up. “We've been
called here. They're demanding bread of me but I'm begging bread
myself.”

yArshinov sneered at him. “I see I'll have my hands full in this stink-
hole.”

We followed him into the office. A thin-faced, tired young man with a
beaten look was sitting behind a table, talking to an old peasant.

“We’re the Party brigade, and we’re here on business,” Arshinov
declaimed.

“Glad to see you, how do you do?” the chairman rose and shook hands.
His face belied his words; he was by no means overjoyed by our arrival.
“T’ll get the plan right away and we’ll get down to business.”

“And what are all those people waiting for out there?” Arshinov asked.

“I asked them to come. It’s hard with these peasants. They insist
there’s no grain and that’s that. The harvest in these parts has been bad
and everyone’s alarmed about the coming winter. It’s not easy to pull the
grain out of them, comrades. And they won’t join the collective. Kill them,
but they won’t join.”

“We'll see about that,” Arshinov said, making a grimace. “Well, since
you've called them you’d better finish with them and we’ll get going
tomorrow morning.”

The chairman summoned one of his assistants and gave him some whis-
pered instructions. This man took the three of us into the village. A de-
pressing quiet pervaded the main street, broken only by the occasional
barking of a dog. Here and there we saw a flicker of light in a window,
smoke rising from a chimney. When we came to a large house, distinctly
better- than its neighbors, our guide stopped.

“This is where you will be billeted, Comrade Arshinov,” he said; “I
hope you’ll like it.”

Then he led us farther down the street, to a substantial looking house
with outbuildings, a small garden and a well with a draw bucket.

“You'll like it here,” he said. “The Stupenkos have just joined the
collective farm. Their house is clean and there are no small children.
Elderly people and”"—with a wink in Tsvetkov’s direction—“a pretty
daughter.”

At the door we were met by a tall man of perhaps sixty, clean-shaven
except for long drooping mustaches in the old-fashioned Ukrainian style.
He greeted us with reserve and a natural dignity that pleased me, and led
us to a small but neat and comfortable room.

“When you’ve washed up,” he said, “come in and join us. You’re wel-
come to whatever God has sent us, which is not much.”

We found the entire family at table. The daughter of the house, about
eighteen, was indeed pretty. The kindly old woman, a colored kerchief
drawn tight under her chin, had the gnarled work-worn hands of the
peasant wife. There was also a boy of eight. We introduced ourselves and
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joined them. A steaming Ukrainian borskcke, without meat, was poured
into our bowls. The second course consisted of baked potatoes and dill
pickles. The bread was cut into thin slices which everyone ate as carefully
as if they were holy wafers.

Knowing peasant life and the fact that normally bread in generous
chunks is the staple of their diet, it was clear to me that the family was
in hard circumstances. Seryozha and I excused ourselves, went back to our
room and returned with the food bundles we had brought along. The
Stupenkos stared as we unpacked sausage, several kinds of fish and even
cold chicken. We urged them to join us and the frosty atmosphere immedi-
ately thawed out.

“Thank you, thank you,” the old woman kept repeating, “you surely
bring joy to our humble home.”

“T don’t know when we've seen sausage and candy,” her husband
added. “We're better off than most of the folks here, but it’s hard enough.
What we have won’t last until the new harvest. Oh, comrades, comrades,
what a pass we’ve come to in our Ukraine! If one does have a piece of
bread he eats it so that his neighbors won’t see him.”

“What’s your little son’s name?” I asked. I had watched the boy, who
was unnaturally silent and melancholy. Even the candy, which he munched
without enthusiasm, failed to stir his interest.

“Vasya,” the boy answered my question, and suddenly left the room.

“He’s no son of ours,” the host explained. “He is—how shall I put it?
—an orphan of collectivization?”

“What do you mean by that?”

“He’s an orphan, that’s all. But don’t ask the boy anything. He’s still
stunned by the blow. Every evening he goes back to his house and wan-
ders around the yard for hours. We try to tell him, ‘What’s the sense of
tormenting yourself?’ but he keeps going back.”

“What happened? Tell us.”

“T don’t know whether I should. You’re new people, and besides you’re
from the government.”

“Come on, we didn’t come here to harm anybody. We love the
peasants and want to help them.”

“Well, I'll take a chance on you. Both of you look decent. Besides,
I’'m too old to be afraid. Only it would be a pity if anything happened to
my daughter.”

He told us the story:

“About ten houses away from here lived the Vorvans—man, wife and
one child, the very Vasya you saw here. They were a happy family. They
worked hard. They were good people. Not kulaks—only a couple of
horses, a2 cow, a pig, a few chickens, like everybody else. No matter how
much ‘they’ argued with him, he wouldn’t join the collective.

“All his remaining grain was taken away. Again they argued and
threatened. But he wouldn’t budge. ‘It’s my land,” he kept saying, ‘my
animals, my house and I won’t give them up to the government.’ Then
people came from the city—the people in charge of exiling honest folks
from their homes. They made a record of his property and took everything
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away, down to the last pot and towel, while the implements and livestock
were turned over to the collective.

“Vorvan was declared a kulak and a kulak agent and in the evening
they came to arrest him. His wife and boy began to weep and yell and the
man wouldn't go. So they beat him until he bled all over and dragged him
out of the house, through the mire, all the way down the street to the
village Soviet. His woman ran after them yelling, wailing and calling on
people and on God to help her. We all ran out but no one could do any-
thing against armed guards, though we knew Vorvan was no kulak and
we all liked him.

“The unfortunate woman kept shouting, ‘Who’s going to take care of
us, Piotr? Where are they taking you, the beasts, the infidelsi’ One of the
G.P.U. men pushed her so hard she sprawled in the mud, while they
dragged Vorvan off to the cattle cars. Where he is now, only God knows.
We took the woman back to her house and tried to comfort her. Finally
she fell asleep and we all left.”

The two women at the table had begun to cry as he told the story. Our
host took a deep pull on his home-made, evil-smelling cigaret and con-
tinued:

“In the morning a neighbor came to see the poor Vorvan woman but
couldn’t find her. She called her name and got no answer. So she went into
the empty barn and there met a sight that caused her to shriek like mad
and many peasants came running, myself among them. The woman was
hanging from a rope tied to a rafter and she was quite dead. I'll never
forget the scene if I live to be a hundred. All of this happened no more
than a month ago..

“My old woman and I decided to take Vasya into our home, as we have
no small children of our own. He’s been silent or crying for a month now
and every evening, as I said, he haunts the deserted house; then he comes
home and goes to sleep on the oven without a word.

“After what happened to the Vorvans, my woman and I talked it over
and decided to join the kolkkoz . . . voluntarily.”

We sat there silent for a long time. The fate of the Vorvans, like the
experience of little Katya, touched me in a way that statistics of deporta-
tions and deaths could not,

“Thank you, for your trust in us,” Tsvetkov finally said. “You
may be sure I will not betray it. Please believe me that not all Communists
are the same, Some of us are as opposed to such things as you are, and the
Party itself is opposed.”

He seemed to be apologizing for himself, for me, for the Party.

“Yes, thank you for your hospitality and your trust in us,” I supported
my companion. “We will live with you for a month. We want to be as
little burden as possible. Here’s all our money. We insist on paying. Buy
what you need and don’t go out of the way for us.”

“I've been instructed not to accept any money.”

“Just ignore it. That’s what the Regicnal Committee gave us the
money for. I do hope you will help us. We want to do what'’s right and you
know your village; we don’t.”
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I could not fall asleep for a long time, but I lay still for fear of waking
Tsvetkov. I was greatly pleased that he had turned out to be a decent
human being, not a formal and pious Communist.

“Are you asleep, Victor?” I heard him say.

“No, Seryozha, I can’t sleep. Things keep going round and round in
my head.”

“Do you know, I'm ashamed to look these good peasant people in the
eyes. Somehow I feel personally to blame for what those scoundrels did.
And to think that they did it in the name of our beloved Party!”

1 had decided to avoid saying too much to Tsvetkov. He was clearly
not a strong man, There was always the danger that under pressure he
might break down and unwillingly repeat my words. The less he knew, the
better both for him and for me.

“Better go to sleep,” I urged. “We must be up early.”

When we reached the Soviet in the morning, Arshinov was already
there and in a sizzling temper. He was furious because he had been put into
a home where there was not enough to eat and where his hosts, though
correct, were not too friendly. All morning we went over records and the
chairman brought us up to date on conditions. We divided the village into
sections and decided which people, among the collectivized peasants, would
be responsible for plan fulfillments in each segment.

Then the Soviet chairman, Arshinov and Seryozha went into the village
to get acquainted with the local situation, while the president of the collec-
tive and I went to the collective farm.

In the large court of a former estate, now half in ruins, stood ricks of
newly harvested grain. I was pleased that the grain had at least been
carted from the fields. If everyone worked with a will, the threshing might
be completed in ten or twelve days. But that was the only satisfactory item.
Everything else was in an appalling state of neglect and confusion.

Large quantities of implements and machinery, which had once been
cared for like so many jewels by their private owners, now lay scattered
under the open skies, dirty, rusting and out of repair. Emaciated cows and
horses, crusted with manure, wandered through the yard. Chickens, geese
and ducks were digging in flocks in the unthreshed grain. We went into
the stable; horses were standing knee-deep in dirt, “reading newspapers,”
as the peasant phrase has it when cattle stand without feed in the stalls,
The cows in the barn were in no better condition.

I was shocked by the picture. It was a state of affairs so alien to the
nature of our Ukrainian peasant,

“Get the members of the kolkkoz board together immediately,” I
ordered the president indignantly.

In half an hour the men and women theoretically in charge of the
collective were in the yard. The look on their faces was .not encouraging.
It seemed to say: “Here’s another meddler . . . what can we do but
listen?”

“Well, how are you getting along, collective farmers?” I began, eager
to be friendly.

“So-so. . . . Still alive, as you see,” one of them said in a surly voice.
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“No rich, no poor, nothing but paupers,” another added.

I pretended that the irony was over my head.

“I've come from the Regional Committee of the Party to help you with
the threshing, with the repair of machinery and in putting things in order
generally. Tell me, collective farmers, who elected the president of this
kolkhoz?”

“All of us,” the board members answered.

“All right, then why do you get him into trouble? Don’t you see that
he will be held responsible for all this confusion? Just look around. As
peasants, doesn’t it make you ashamed? Dirty cattle. Unprotected grain
ricks. Valuable tools rotting all around. It would be no trouble putting
your president in jail for this, and the board members as well.

“But that’s not what I'm here for. Jails don’t raise bread. Whom are
you harming by this awful neglect—me or yourself? I've lived in the
country. Some of my folks were peasants. But I've never seen anything as
shameful as these stables, these barns, this yard. I know how some of
you feel. But why should the cows and horses be punished? I'm ashamed
of you. I know that you’re still good farmers and I want to appeal to your
pride as farmers.”

“Right! This comrade makes sense,” someone exclaimed.

“Then let’s get down to business. Comrade president, open the meet-
ing. Elect people so that each one knows exactly what’s expected of him.
We'll write down names and dates and what each one must do.”

We talked and planned for hours. Many of the peasants refused
responsibility, but in the end each board member agreed to a specific duty
—to organize the threshing, to clean up the animal houses, to inventory the
implements and so on. The meeting ended on a friendly note.

At supper time, my host told me that he had seen some of the board
members after the meeting. “They say you started things right. They’re
pleased with you, especially because you don’t swear or holler and
threaten.”

“Tell me, did I do right in demanding that they put things in order
at the collective farm immediately?”

“Absolutely right. The peasants themselves know that things are not
going as they should. Only in their hearts they’re bitter about having lost
their land and cattle and machines. All the same, things have to be put
in order. Life must go on.”

After the meal, I saw Seryozha alone. He looked unhappy.

“Well, how are things with you?r”

“Not so good, Victor Andreyevich. I'm doing things according to
Arshinov’s plans. But I don’t get many results. I called delinquents on the
grain collection one after another. It was always the same story. The
peasant takes off his hat and sits down respectfully.

“ “You haven'’t delivered your grain so far,’ I begin.

“ ‘Maybe I have, maybe I haven't.’

“ ‘You still owe the state twelve poods,’ I say.

“ ‘Where will I get so much grain?’ he shrugs his shoulders, ‘I haven't
got it.’
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“ ‘How much can you deliver today?’

“‘Maybe two poods, maybe three.’

“So we argue back and forth, The government needs the grain, I insist,
and the peasant says, ‘The government needs it, and how about my wife
and children? They don’'t need it, I suppose. You know yourself the
harvest was bad. Who'’s going to feed us all year after you’ve robbed us
of our grain?’

“T collected fifty-two poods today but that isn’t a fraction of what
Arshinov expected me to do. I can’t do any better. These people are tired,
sullen and frightened to death. Maybe some of them have more grain than
they admit, but they won’t give it up, they don’t dare give it up, with the
long winter coming on and so many mouths to feed.”

“Don’t worry too much, Seryozha,” I tried to calm him. “Do the best
you can. Worry doesn’t help.”

The following morning I went to the collective farm with my host. I
was delighted to see that work was in full swing. Tools were being cleaned
and oiled. Manure was being carted out of the barns and stables. Prepara-
tions were under way for threshing. Work went on for several days, until
the place began to look almost normal. What is more, the collectivized
farmers themselves were in better spirits. The women and girls were even
singing Ukrainian work songs as of old. These simple people, at bottom,
loved their work. The weather was good and they understood even better
than I did the value of every rainless day.

More than a week passed. The repair jobs were slowed up by lack of
nails, wire, iron, lumber and other essentials. But peasant ingenuity made
up for these lacks. Our accounting system, however, could not be straight-
ened out because we had no paper. It was therefore decided to send
Seryozha to Dniepropetrovsk for a day to make purchases,

When I came home that night I found Seryozha with a string in hand,
measuring little Vasya, making knots in the string. I pretended not to
notice.

The next day, with Seryozha away, I called on Arshinov. He was aware
that my work was proceeding well and seemed jealous of my success. He
worked off his irritation in a tirade against Tsvetkov, whom he abused as
a softie, yellow-livered and worst of all, a rotten liberal humanitarian.

“Yesterday I searched some houses,” he said. “People whom our softie
let off easy. In every case I found grain hidden away. I confiscated every
bit of it without nonsense. Lying to the Soviet power, the dirty bastard
kulaks! I'll teach them a lesson they’ll never forget! I was at the District
Committee today and they’re behind me. On Tuesday things will
happen.”

“What will happen?”

“That’s my business.”

Threshing went on all day Sunday. I did not have to persuade the
peasants. Even the most religious ones understood that time was short.
Towards sundown Seryozha returned carrying a large suitcase and several
bags. There were gifts for the whole family—books for the daughter, sew-
ing thread for the mother, tobacco for old Stupenko. The grand climax of
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the happy occasion was when Seryozha pulled out of his fat suitcase a
pair of long pants, a coat, shoes and underwear for Vasya.

The boy was immediately dressed in his new finery and roundly
admired. A couple of neighbors came in to view the miracle of orphaned
Vasya in elegant new attire. The boy himself smiled for the first time since
we met him. “Thanks, Uncle Seryozha,” he said. Tears came to his eyes
when Seryozha the magnificent also presented him with a notebook, crayons
and a box of hard colored candy.

It was past midnight when the family retired. When we were alone in
our room, I asked Tsvetkov how he was getting along with Arshinov.

“He’s a son of a bitch and a sadist, Victor Andreyevich. I hesitated to
tell you about it but I can’t keep quiet any longer. The beast drags the
peasants from their homes in the dead of night, swears at them, threatens
them with his Mauser. I’ve been told he even beats them up brutally.”

“Why in hell didn’t you tell me sooner? Get dressed, let’s go!”

Through the wooden shutters I could see lights in the Soviet building.
We found peasants squatting on the floor. There was an armed sentry at
the door and a village constable with a revolver was sitting inside, smok-
ing. As I entered I heard the cries of a peasant and the swearing of
Arshinov behind the closed office door.

“Why are all these people here at this hour?” I asked the constable,
my voice shrill with anger.

He jumped to his feet. “As usual,” he said, “Comrade Arshinov is
pumping grain and having a little talk with those who won’t join the
collective farm.”

Suddenly Arshinov’s voice rose to a hysterical pitch, a heavy object
crashed to the floor, and we could hear the peasant groaning: “Why are
you beating me? You have no right to beat me. . . .” Then Arshinov
yelled, “Constable, throw this trash into the cooler. I'll teach you, you
kulak rat]”

The constable rushed toward the adjoining room. I caught him by the
arm. “Stay here,” I said, “I’ll go in myself.”

I swung open the door. Arshinov was startled. He bit his lips, fidgeted
in his chair and made a motion to remove his pistol from the table. The
peasant sprawled on the floor was an old man, in ragged clothes, his face
streaked with blood. I motioned him to leave.

I walked up to Arshinov. I could scarcely restrain myself from using
my fists on him.

“Let the peasants go!” I shouted. “And immediately, do you hear?”

“I’'m in charge here, Comrade Kravchenko. I’ll thank you to take your
nose out of my business.”

“No, this is Party business. As a Communist I won’t have you dishonor
the Soviet power by acting like a sadist and barbarian. Comrade Tsvet-
kov,” T called into the outer room, “please take down the name of the old
man who’s just been beaten up, also the constable’s name.”

Arshinov put up a bold front but was obviously disconcerted by my
anger. “What in thunder are you up to?” he said. “What is this—provoca-
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tion? Are you trying to discredit an emissary of the Regional Committee
in the eyes of the masses?”

“Stop that hypocrisy! It’s people like you who discredit the Party and
the country. Constable! Let everyone go! Comrade peasants, if anyone is
beaten up again make sure to tell me. It’s against the law.”

Tsvetkov came into the office. He was pale as a ghost. His hands
trembled. I ordered him to go home and wait for me. Then I turned to
Arshinov:

“Look here, Arshinov, do you realize what you're doing? Is this col-
lectivization or is it banditry with the help of a Mauser? You have a right
to demand grain and to search premises if necessary. But you have no
right to use violence and to carry on nocturnal inquisitions. If you don’t
want to get into trouble with the Regional Committee, you will stop this
sort of thing. Otherwise I shall expose you, whatever the cost. Do you
understand?”

I turned and left. Seryozha was not yet home. I was worried about him.
But in about half an hour he arrived.

“I’ve been at the hut of the peasant who was beaten up,” he told me.
“He has a sick wife, five children and not a crumb of bread in the house.
His house reeks of poverty and despair. And that’s what we call a kulak!
The kids are in rags and tatters. They all look like ghosts. I saw the pot
on the oven—a few potatoes in water. That was their supper tonight.

“Here, Victor”—he showed me a dirty scrap of paper—‘‘the old man
has given me a declaration of his willingness to enter the kolkkoz. I begged
him to stop being bull-headed, to take pity on his family. Finally he
agreed.” v

“Go to sleep, Seryozha. Don’t worry, We'll think of something to do.”
And forestalling his questions, I added: “I'll tell you tomorrow about my
talk with Arshinov. You keep on working with him as if nothing has
happened. And, oh yes, I want to thank you for Vasya’s suit.”

I kissed him on both cheeks.

“Thank you, Victor. When I got home I told my folks the whole story.
Father went out and somehow dug up the pair of shoes among his friends.
Mother rummaged in the garret and found an old suit of mine, when I was
a schoolboy. She worked all day, fitting it to Vasya’s measurements.”

“Yes, the Party has people like your father—and people like Arshinov,”
I said.

3

At the collective farm things were going well, better even than I had
hoped. Threshing was in full swing, the cattle and horses were being cared
for, the farm implements were almost in order.

The Board, at my suggestion, decided to give a dinner in honor of the
completed threshing. Wednesday was to be the big day and on Tuesday
everyone agreed to work until the following dawn to justify the celebra-
tion. Pigs were slaughtered. Long tables were improvised in the kolkhos
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yard. The smell of cooking and the excitement of a party gave the village
a kind of holiday air.

On Tuesday afternoon I went into the fields where the women were
husking the corn and stacking it in wagons. I joined in the work~—and the
songs—for a few hours, enjoying the physical exertion. Though I had taken
a bold attitude, I felt none too sure that I could curb Arshinov. The prob-
lem gnawed ceaselessly at my mind. Here inr the fields I could forget. The
women pretended to be amused by my amateur work in husking, but they
were clearly flattered that “the government” had come down to their
humble level.

Evening was falling when I drove into the village, with several com-
panions. Immediately we realized that something was happening. Agitated
groups stood around. Women were weeping. I hurried to the Soviet
building.

“What's happening?” I asked the constable.

“Another round-up of kulaks,” he replied. “Seems the dirty business
will never end. The G.P.U. and District Committee people came this
morning.” ‘

A large crowd was gathered outside the building. Policemen tried to
scatter them, but they came back. Some were cursing. A number of women
and children were weeping hysterically and calling the names of their
husbands and fathers. It was all like a scene out of a nightmare.

Inside the Soviet building, Arshinov was talking to a G.P.U. official.
Both of them were smiling, apparently exchanging pleasantries of some
sort. In the back yard, guarded by G.P.U. soldiers with drawn revolvers,
stood about twenty peasants, young and old, with bundles on their backs.
A few of them were weeping. The others stood there sullen, resigned,
hopeless.

So this was “liquidation of the kulaks as a class”! A lot of simple
peasants being torn from their native soil, stripped of all their worldly
goods, and shipped to some distant lumber camps or irrigation works.
For some reason, on this occasion, most of the families were being left
behind. Their outcries filled the air. As I came out of the Soviet house
again, I saw two militiamen leading a middle-aged peasant. It was obvious
that he had been manhandled—his face was black and blue and his gait
was painful; his clothes were ripped in a way indicating a struggle.

As T stood there, distressed, ashamed, helpless, I heard a woman
shouting in an unearthly voice. Everyone looked in the direction of her cry
and a couple of G.P.U. men started running towards her. The woman, her
hair streaming, held a flaming sheaf of grain in her hands. Before anyone
could reach her, she had tossed the burning sheaf onto the thatched roof
of the house, which burst into flame instantaneously.

“Infidels! murderers!” the distraught woman was shrieking. “We
worked all our lives for our house. You won’t have it. The flames will have
it!” Her cries turned suddenly into crazy laughter.

Peasants rushed into the burning house and began to drag out furni-
ture. There was something macabre, unreal, about the whole scene—the
fire, the wailing, the demented woman, the peasants being dragged through
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the mud and herded together for deportation. The most unearthly touch
of all, for me, was the sight of Arshinov and the G.P.U. officer looking on
calmly, as if this were all routine, as if the burning hut were a bonfire for
their amusement.

I stood in the midst of it, trembling, bewildered, scarcely in control of
my senses. I had an impulse to shoot—someone, anyone, to relieve the un-
bearable tension of my emotions. Never before or since have I been so
close to losing my mind. I reached under my coat for my revolver. Just
then a strong hand gripped my arm. It was my host, Stupenko. Perhaps
he had guessed my thoughts.

“You must not torment yourself, Victor Andreyevich,” he said. “If you
do anything foolish, you'll only hurt yourself without helping us. Believe
me, I'm an old man and I know. Take a hold of yourself. You'll do more
good if you avoid trouble, since this is beyond your control. Come, let’s
go home. You're as white as a sheet. As for me, I'm used to it. This is
nothing. The big round-ups last year were worse.”

At home I paced my narrow room in mounting agitation and despair.
I bad planned to protest against Arshinov to the District Committee of
the Party. But here were representatives of the Committee, along with
the G.P.U., indulging in the same kind of brutality. What hope was there
that I would get any more satisfaction from the Regional Committee?

The suspicion that the horrors were not accidental, but planned and
sanctioned by the highest authorities, had been sprouting in my mind.
This night it flowered into a certainty that left me, for the moment,
emptied of hope. The shame of it had been easier to bear as long as I
could blame Arshinov and other individuals.

I fell asleep, in sheer fatigue, without taking off my clothes. When I
opened my eyes, some hours later, I was alarmed by the fact that Seryozha
was not in his bed. I rushed into the yard, then into the garden.

“Who’s there?” I heard Seryozha’s voice and caught the gleam of a
revolver. He was sitting on a bench under the cherry tree.

I was near him in one leap and wrenched the revolver from his hand.
Seryozha buried his face in his palms. He shook with sobs.

“You're a fool,” T said, “and a weakling. I'm not at all proud of you.
Whom will you help by shooting yourself? That’s stupidity. It's not the
answer, Seryozha. We must keep alive and do what we can to lighten the
burden of our Russian people. If we destroy ourselves, only the Arshinovs
will remain.”

He calmed down a little and looked into my eyes.

“Victor Andreyevich, I have seen everything and I understand every-
thing. Politically, I am a head taller than I was. There’s no point in fool-
ing ourselves. The Party itself is guilty of inhumanity, violence, murder.
The fine phrases in our speeches are just camouflage for the awful realities.
Was this what my good-hearted father labored for all his life? Was this
what I myself believed in ever since I joined the Party?”

I induced him to go to bed. But neither of us fell asleep. We talked
about what we had seen. It fitted so well into what we had been hearing
that we could no longer doubt the truth of the “anti-Party rumors.” We
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were glad when the old man knocked on our door and said: “Time to get
up, comrades.”

The celebration dinner took place that day as planned, but the joy
had been drained out of it. The memory of the “kulak” round-up weighed
on all of us.

My relations with Arshinov remained strictly official. I drafted a long,
detailed report on his behavior and sent it to the Regional Committee.
After the mass arrests, the few remaining diehards ‘“voluntarily” joined
the collective. And every pood of grain in the village was handed over—
again “voluntarily.” These people had apparently decided to face starva-
tion at home rather than banishment to the unknown. In many cases
peasants pleaded for permission to sell their remaining livestock, even
their furniture, to buy grain in the cities to meet the government's
demands.

The local church had been turned into a granary and as it filled up,
Arshinov was triumphant. He boasted of his “successes” and he lost no
chance to needle Tsvetkov. “Watch how I do it and learn,” he said. “The
trouble is you don’t know the meaning of Bolshevik firmness.”

The day for our departure approached. Arshinov informed us that he
would remain for five days longer for a final check-up. I had little doubt
that he was staying behind to gather “evidence” against Tsvetkov and
myself. I spent the last day on the collective farm, preparing the data for
my final report.

“Now that the harvest is all gathered in, I suppose you can figure
what you’ll receive for your labor?” I said to the board members.

“Yes, we've figured and figured,” the president said, shaking his head
sadly. “It comes out about 1200 grams [about 214 pounds] of grain for
each day worked by each collective farmer. We worked only part of
the year and this payment must last for the farmer and his family for a
whole year. How to stretch 1200 grams to feed a family until the next
harvest is something only God—and maybe your Party—can figure out.”

“T suppose we’ll all die of hunger,” another added bitterly.

Probably he did not mean this literally. How was he to guess that
nearly the whole population in this village of Podgorodnoye would be
wiped out by famine in the year to come? How was he to guess that the
authorities would take away even some of the grain to which they were
entitled for their work?

We parted from the villagers as friends. They showed a real affection
for both Tsvetkov and me. Our hosts, too, were genuinely sorry to see us go.
During the farewell supper, old Stupenko brought a large bottle of cherry
brandy into the dining room, dug up from the back yard and still covered
with earth.

“I have been saving this, the Lord help me, for some important holi-
day,” he announced. “I thought to myself, when I marry off my daughter
or after I die, let people drink a glass of brandy and say a good word
about me. But I've decided that your going away deserves the best I've
got. So here, let’s drink to your health and to the salvation of our poor
tortured country.”
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After dinner we sang old Ukrainian songs and Stupenko’s wife, em-
boldened by a sip of the strong brandy, told nostalgic tales of legendary
heroes, in the very words she had heard from her grandmother.

Back in Dniepropetrovsk, the Regional Committee seemed satisfied
with my work. But I could stir nobody into active interest in my report
on Arshinov. “Well, he has his faults,” I was told, “haven’t we all? But
I'll say this for him—he gets results!” I wrote a letter to the Moscow
Pravda about a case of brutality which was discrediting the Party in the
village. The letter remained unanswered and unpublished.

Because of the time I had spent in the village, I was seriously behind
in my studies. To catch up, I worked harder than ever. The more deeply
I buried myself in technical books, the less time I had for anguished
thoughts and doubts. Work became a soporific of which I took long
draughts,

4

In war, there is a palpable difference between those who have been in
the front lines and the people at home. It is a difference that cannot be
bridged by fuller information and a lively sympathy. It is a difference that
resides in the nerves, not in the mind.

Those of the Communists who had been directly immersed in the
horrors of collectivization were thereafter marked men. We carried the
scars. We had seen ghosts. We could almost be identified by our taci-
turnity, by the way we shrank from discussion of the “peasant front.” We
might consider the subject among ourselves, as Seryozha and I did after
our return, but to talk of it to the uninitiated seemed futile. With them we
had no common vocabulary of experience.

I do not refer, of course, to the Arshinovs. Under any political system,
they are the gendarmes and executioners. I refer to Communists whose
feelings had not been wholly blunted by cynicism. Try as we would, the
arithmetic of atrocities—a thousand victims today to insure the happiness
of unborn thousands tomorrow—made no sense. We found it hard to
justify the agrarian terror.

At the January, 1933, session of the Party’s Central Committee,
Stalin told our country that the collectivization of farming had been
victoriously finished. “The collective farm regime has destroyed pauperism
and poverty in the village,” he said. “Tens of millions of poor peasants
bave risen to a state of security. . . . Under the old regime the peasants
were working for the benefit of the landlords, kulaks and speculators .
working and leading a life of hunger and making others rich. Under the
new collective farm regime, the peasants are working for themselves and
for their collective farms.”

The session, according to the press account, broke into stormy applause.
The delegates shouted, “Hurrah for the great and wise Father and Teacher,
Comrade Stalin!”

Reading of the proceedings, I thought of Podgorodnoye and its terror-
ized population . . . of Arshinov beating the peasants . .. of the de-
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mented woman setting her house on fire . . . of the ragged creatures
being herded into the back yard for banishment. Like everyone else in the
Ukraine, I was aware that a famine as catastrophic as the one I had lived
through more than a decade ago was already sweeping the land of total
collectivization and the “happy life.”

No, we could not be soothed by Stalin’s words. To restore our faith,
or at least to keep from sinking into despair, we had to avert our eyes
from the village and contemplate other parts of the picture. The industrial
achievements, for instance, and “the rising tide of revolution in capitalist
countries.”

“You know, Victor Andreyevich,” Seryozha said, “I’ve read Comrade
Stalin’s speech at the January Plenum of the Central Committee many
times. What he said about the villages gives me the creeps. Now the
peasants are ‘free’ . . . ‘poverty banished from the village’ . . . After
what you and I have seen!”

“But the industrial side, Seryozha, that’s another story. How many
new factories, mines, foundries, dams, power stations! It’s wonderful to
feel that we're striding forward in seven-league boots. We will no longer be
a backward, colonial nation. Even in America qualified engineers are
selling shoelaces and apples on the streets, while here you and I are study-
ing hard because our country needs more engineers. Over there—unem-
ployment; over here—not enough hands to do the work.”

“All the same, Victor Andreyevich, I can’t forget the horrors of Pod-
gorodnoye. . . .”

“Neither can I, Seryozha.”

Stalin’s speech was being hammered home by Party lecturers at nuclei
and district meetings. The cost was high, they said, but look at the new
enterprises growing like toadstools. Magnitostroi. Dnieprostroi. The Stalin-
grad tractor plant. The Nikopol metallurgical combinat. Dozens of others.
While the outside capitalist world was bogged down in crisis after crisis, the
Soviet socialist world was marching forward. Our crises were those of
growth, not of dissolution.

The breakdown of world capitalism, the end of its “temporary stabiliza-
tion,” was the great consolation in Russia’s travail. Qur shrinking food
supplies were being rigidly rationed. In the villages, famine held sway.
Prisons, isolators and concentration camps were filling up with “enemies
of the people.” Thousands of our intelligentsia—engineers, officials, even
well-known Communists—had to be liquidated as saboteurs and “agents of
foreign governments.” But the international working class was about to
revolt! As Stalin put it, “The successes of the Five Year Plan are mobiliz-
ing the revolutionary strength of the working class in all countries.”

Then, exactly twenty-three days after Stalin's speech, Hitler came to
power in Germany! The bubble of our great consolation burst in our
faces.

All Soviet propaganda for years had earmarked Germany as the first
great capitalist country which would follow the Soviet example. Day and
night the morale of our Party masses had been sustained by the vision.
The German Social Democrats, those “lackeys of the bourgeoisie,” were
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bankrupt, whereas the Communist Party was rolling up millions of votes.

Little wonder, therefore, that we were stunned. For several days nobody
knew what to think. Then the machinery of propaganda went into high
gear. The official explanation, having been decided upon in the highest
Moscow quarters, was pumped through the mass of the Party. Top officials
addressed Regional meetings, smaller officials relayed the message to dis-
trict meetings, journeymen agitators carried it to the smallest Party
nuclei.

In substance we were told that the triumph of Fascism in Germany
was really a disguised victory for the world revolution. It represented the
last stand of capitalism, its death agony. The grimacing of the parlia-

mentary barlequins of fake democracy was over. Even with the help of
socialist and liberal lackeys, the capitalists could no longer control the
discontented masses and had to resort to unadulterated terror through
Fascism.

“German Fascism is the spearhead of world capitalism,” a speaker at
the Institute explained. “Capitalism finally has thrown off its mask. The
workers of the world now face a clear choice between Fascism and Com-
munism. Can we doubt which they will choose? The Soviet Union stands
alone as the bulwark against Fascism, and the proletariat of all countries
is with us. Mussolini in Italy, Hitler in Germany, comrades, are the pre-
cursors of our revolution. By revealing the true face of modern capitalism-
fascism, they push the masses to an understanding of the truth. There is
force in our slogan: The worse the better!”

And thus the defeat in Germany was twisted into a species of victory
for the Five Year Plan. In intimate groups, in our own rooms, however, we
were. far from certain. After all, Social Democrats and liberals, even re-
actionary trade unionists, were being liquidated along with Communists
in Germany. Wasn’t there a flaw somewhere in the Party thesis? Had it
really been necessary to waste all our strength fighting the socialists and
democrats when together we might have held off the Nazis? Is it truly
inevitable that the capitalist countries, especially England, will join
Hitlerite Germany against Russia in the coming war?

To answer such questions we could draw only on the limited and con-
tradictory information doled out by the government. Foreign newspapers
and magazines were forbidden to us. The Party men, it is true, through
special bulletins, were allowed to know mere than the general population,
but our mental fare was selected and “processed.” Only an idiot could
doubt that even our superior confidential news was strictly rationed and
in large part synthetic.

The authorized version of the Hitler blow did not sit well with most
Communists. Coming at a critical moment in Soviet life, it deepened the
gloom that was spreading through the ranks of the faithful. The inner
Party press talked ominously about “defeatist moods” which must be
rooted out. The groundwork was being laid for a great ‘“purge” of the
Party, to winnow out the doubters, the squeamish ones, those surfeited
with blood and suffering.



CHAPTER IX
HARVEST IN HELL

OR ACTIVE Communists, world events and events at home were not

impersonal matters apart from their immediate lives. The boundary

between private and public affairs hardly existed for us. Our day-to-

day life was integrated with political developments. The triumph of
Hitler, the figures on collectivization, the latest Pravda editorial were items
in my personal biography.

It may sound incredible to an outsider, yet it is a fact that in my
memory of that period such political facts loom larger and clearer than my
brief marriage to Zina.

I met Zina a couple of months before my mission to the village. Hers
was a soft, flower-like beauty with nothing of the lusty, passionate quality
that had drawn me to Julia. She was fragile: thin, soft-voiced, sentimental;
but the fragility covered a hard core of selfishness. Our Soviet girls, for
the most part, lived outside themselves. They were plain, robust and as we
put it in our Party lingo, socially conscious. But Zina’s interests were all
centered in herself.

For Zina nothing existed except in relation to her private emotions
and preferences. She was a “bourgeois type,” my friends warned me; and
from the outset, indeed, my infatuation was touched with an uneasy sense
of guilt. Even before we registered our marriage she was irritated by my
crowded Party schedule. “And how about me? You never seem to have
time for me,” she would complain. She was no less irritated by my modest
financial situation and by the fact that we had to live with my family. Her
own relatives made no secret of their disappointment that she had not
made a ‘‘good match.”

The order that sent me to the collectivization area therefore came as a
relief to both of us. It provided a welcome interruption, and the few
weeks’ separation was enough to wreck the marriage. When I returned
from the village, sick at heart and disturbed in mind, Zina’s lack of
interest in my experience offended me. At first I did not notice that she was
wearing new finery—a silk dress, even jewels.

Divorce at that time was still a simple, one-sided act. You registered
the liquidation of your marriage and your spouse was notified of the fact
by post-card. After I broke off the marriage 1 learned that during my
absence Zina had made “‘interesting new friends.” Her innate selfishness
had led her in the right direction. Among these friends was a man with a
good position and connections in the upper brackets of power and influence,
who could afford to indulge her “bourgeois tastes.” She married him soon
after our divorce.

I10
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Zina’s beauty had proved too much of a luxury for an impoverished
student—even more of a luxury for an earnest Communist. For years
I kept running into her at the theatre, at concerts. She was always
well dressed, aloof from the mob, one of the successful in our new society.
I could hardly credit the memory that I had once been married to her.

2

The first dividends of collectivization were death. Although not a
word about the tragedy appeared in the newspapers, the famine that raged
throughout southern Russia and Central Asia was a matter of common
knowledge. We denounced as “anti-Soviet rumors’ what we knew as tower-
ing fact.

Despite harsh police measures to keep the victims at home, Dnieprope-
trovsk was overrun with starving peasants. Many of them lay listless, too
weak even to beg, around railroad stations. Their children were little more
than skeletons with swollen bellies. In the past, friends and relatives in the
country sent food packages to the urban districts. Now the process was
reversed. But our own rations were so small and uncertain that few dared
to part with their provisions.

Because the famine coincided with the triumphant finish of the first
Piatiletka in four years, the press was hysterical with boasts of “our
achievements.” Yet the deafening propaganda could not quite drown out
the groans of the dying. To some of us the shouting about the new “happy
life” seemed ghoulish, more terrifying even than the famine itself.

Everything depended on the new harvest. Would the starving peasantry
have the strength and the will to reap and to thresh in the midst of million-
fold death? To make sure that the crops would be harvested, to prevent
the desperate collective farmers from eating the green shoots, to save the
Eolkhozes from breaking down under mismanagement, to fight against
enemies of collectivization, special Political Departments were set up in
the villages, manned by trusted Communists—military men, officials, pro-
fessionals, N.K.V.D. men, students. An army of more than a hundred
thousand stalwarts, selected by the Central Committee of the Party, was
thus deployed through the collectivized areas, charged with the duty of
safeguarding the new harvest. I was among those mobilized.

Three hundred of us from various city organizations gathered at the
Regional Committee headquarters. The secretary of the committee and
one of the foremost Communists of the Ukraine, Comrade Hatayevich,
made the principal speech. He did not conceal the difficulties we would
face in the villages. Again and again he referred to the “purge” of the
Party scheduled for later in the year. The hint was too clear to be missed.
Upon our success or failure in the famine regions would depend our politi-
cal survival,

“Your loyalty to the Party and to Comrade Stalin will be tested and
measured by your work in the villages,” he declared ominously. “There
is no room for weakness. This is no job for the squeamish., You'll need
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strong stomachs and an iron will. The Party will accept no excuses for
failure.”

Armed with a2 mandate from the Regional Committee, I set out for the
Piatikhatsky district in the company of a schoolmate who was also my
friend, Yuri. The local officials of that district, we found, were unnerved
by what they had lived through. We questioned them about the new crops,
but they could talk only of the mass hunger, the typhus epidemics, the
reports of cannibalism.

Yes, they agreed, we must prepare to reap and to thresh the new grain;
but how to get started seemed beyond their paralyzed wills. The police
stations and jails were jammed with peasants from surrounding villages,
arrested for unauthorized reaping of grain—*sabotage” and “theft of state
property’’ were the official charges.

We arrived at the large village of Petrovo towards evening. An unearthly
silence prevailed. “All the dogs have been eaten, that’s why it’s so quiet,”
the peasant who led us to the Political Department said. “People don't
do much walking, they haven’t the strength,” he added. Having met the
chief of the Political Department, we were conducted to a peasant hut for
the night.

A feeble “smoker” provided the only light in the house. Qur hostess was
a young peasant woman. All feeling, even sadness and fear, seemed to have
been drained from her starved features. They were a mask of living death.
In a corner, on a narrow bed, two children lay so quietly they seemed
lifeless. Only their eyes were alive. I winced when they met mine.

“We're sorry to intrude,” Yuri said. “We’ll be no trouble to you and in
the morning we’ll leave.” He spoke in an unnatural subdued voice, as if he
were in a sick-room or a cemetery.

“You're welcome,” the young woman said, “and I'm only sorry I can-
not offer you anything, We haven’t had a crust of bread in this house
for many weeks. I still have a few potatoes but we daren’t eat them too
fast.” She wept quietly. “Will there ever be an end or must my children
and I die like the others?”

“Where is your husband?” I asked.

“I don’t know. He was arrested and probably banished. My father and
brother were also banished. We have surely been left here to die of hunger.”

Yuri said he wanted to smoke and left the house precipitately. I knew
that he was afraid of breaking down and crying before this stranger,

“Don’t give way to despair, my dear,” I said to the woman. “I know
it's hard, but if you love your children you will not give up the struggle.
Bring them to the table. My comrade and I have some food from the city,
and you will all dine with us.”

Yuri returned. We put all our provisions on the table and ate sparingly
ourselves so that there would be more for the others. The children looked
at the slab of bacon, the dried fish, the tea and sugar with startled eyes.
They ate quickly, greedily, as if afraid that it would all vanish as miracu-
lously as it had appeared. After she had put the children to sleep, our
hostess began to talk.
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I will not tell you about the dead,” she said. “I'm sure you know.
The half-dead, the nearly-dead are even worse. There are hundreds of
people in Petrovo bloated with hunger. I don’t know how many die every
day. Many are so weak that they no longer come out of their houses. A
wagon goes around now and then to pick up the corpses. We've eaten
everything we could lay our hands on—cats, dogs, field mice, birds. When
it’s light tomorrow you will see the trees have been stripped of their bark,
for that too has been eaten. And the horse manure has been eaten.”

I must have looked startled and unbelieving.

“Yes, the horse manure. We fight over it. Sometimes there are whole
grains in it.”

It was Yuri’s first visit to the village. Afraid that the initial impact
of the horror might unnerve him, I interrupted the woman’s story and
insisted that we all retire for the night.

Arriving at the Political Department shortly after sunrise, we found
only the agriculturist of the State Farm there. He turned out to be an old
acquaintance, a student from the Erastovka Agricultural School, and em-
braced me warmly. I asked him about his associate, Yasha Gromov, who
had worked with me in the factory some years ago.

“He’ll be here soorn. Will you stay in Petrovo or are you going on?”

“We'’re going a bit farther,” I replied. “We just stopped here for the
night and to get acquainted. But I want to ask a favor of you, Comrade
Bashmakov. Can you spare some provisions?”

“You mean for yourself?”

“All right, let’s say for myself. I'll pay you of course.”

“Pay me! As if money were the problem. Come to my house—I’m not
far from here—and I’ll see what we can spare.”

As we walked to his house he said:

“I know, of course, that you want the food for some poor wretches
and I don’t blame you. But Comrade Kravchenko, you won’t be any good
if you let pity get the whip-hand. You must learn to feed yourself even
if others are dying of hunger. Otherwise there will be nobody to bring
home the harvest. Whenever your feelings get the better of your judgment,
just think to yourself: ‘The only way to end the famine is to make sure
of the new harvest.” Don’t think I've found it easy to adjust myself. I'm
not a beast.”

All the same, he gave me some bacon, a bottle of oil, a bit of flour and
a small bag of some cereal. I thanked him and took the parcel to the house
where we had spent the night. The young woman was too overwhelmed to
thank us. I escaped from her gratitude as if it were a cruel rebuke.

Then Yuri and I walked through the village. Again we were oppressed
by the unnatural silence. Soon we came to an open space which, no doubt,
was once the market place. Suddenly Yuri gripped my arm until it hurt:
for sprawled on the ground were dead men, women and children, thinly
covered with dingy straw. I counted seventeen. As we watched, a wagon
drove up and two men loaded the corpses on the wagon like cordwood.

While Yuri went to the State Farm to arrange for transportation, I

E
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returned to the Political Department for a talk with Gromov. He was ex-
citedly happy to see me—any visitor from the strange world beyond this
famine zone seemed a welcome reminder that somewhere life was still
normal. He took me to the State Farm. This was a type of enterprise
owned and operated outright by the government, its farmers working for
wages, as distinct from the kolkhoz or collective farms, run in common by
the peasants.

“Yasha,” T said, as we walked through the fields of half-ripe wheat and
barley, “I was in the market-place this morning, and ”

“Yes, I know, Vitya. How many were there this morning? Only seven-
teen? Some days there are more. What can we do but collect the bodies
and bury them? You see, the government pumped all the grain out of
them last fall. What little they got for their work or managed to hide
they’ve used up long ago. It’s all sad and horrible. Come to my house and
we'll talk. I’ve been alone with my thoughts too long.”

Death by starvation is a monotonous subject. Monotonous and repe-
titious. There is something macabre about using commonplace words to
describe infernal facts. What Yasha told me was, after all, only what the
peasant woman had told me the night before; what I had seen with my
own eyes in the village square. Already I was becoming accustomed to this
climate of horror; I was developing an inner resistance against realities
which only yesterday had left me limp.

We talked for a long time. Gromov described the men with whom I
would have to work in the villages assigned to me and promised to help
me in every way possible. He waved farewell to us as Yuri and I drove off
in a tachanka, a two-wheeler, put at our disposal by the State Farm.

The sun was going down and the sky seemed bloodshot. The old man
who was driving the wagon talked to his horses. “Ekh, my little falcons!
Let’s get on, my darlings!” I offered him a cigarette. His spirits apparently
lifted by the good tobacco, he rummaged under his seat, drew out a reed
flute and began to play sad Ukrainian folk melodies,

“You seem to be leading a gay life, Yuri said.

“QOh, yes, we live like grandees hereabouts, with one pair of pants for
two men and everyone alive until he’s dead. No poor, no rich, all beggars.
Now take that hill, my little falcons! Show the city folks, my little ones!”

“And who are you, I asked.

“Everybody here knows me. When I had my own farm and plenty
to eat, people called me Kuzma Ivanovich. Now that I'm a coachman they
call me just Kuzka. There’s nothing left but this pipe, so I play it.

“My old woman died of starvation last winter. My daughter got mar-
ried and works in the mines. Two of my sons and their families have been
sent to Siberia hy the comrades . . . kulak agents. But seeing that I'm an
old man and harmless, they gave me the job of coachman on the State
Farm. For a long time they wouldn't take me, thinking I’d do damage to
the farm. But why should I do damage to anything? I've got one foot
in the grave anyway.

“I do anything they tell me and my only joy in life is these horses.
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I take good care of them. True, they belong to the government, but I
pretend they belong to me. They’re the only family I have left. I feed
them and scrub them and talk to them. They understand me—every word.
With my horses I'm still Kuzma Ivanovich, not simply Kuzka. Now all I
want is to be buried next to my old woman when my turn comes. I have
asked good people to remember that and they have promised. So you see,
I have nothing to worry about.”

He resumed his playing.

It was night by the time he stopped at the Political Department of
the village which was our destination. The Political Department was
located in a fine house at the end of a gravel road flanked by poplars.
Inside, several officials had been expecting us. They met us in a friendly
fashion. After mutual introductions, we went with them to the hut occu-
pied by the Assistant Chief. The place was clean and the supper, though
plain, was good and ample.

In the cheerful light of the kerosene lamp, around the well-stocked
table, it was hard to imagine that in all the surrounding houses hunger
and death were in full command. I studied these men with whom I would
have to work and it was obvious that they were sizing me up in their
turn,

The Chief of the Political Department, Somanov, was a military man,
a lieutenant-colonel of attillery. He was short, stocky, about forty, with a
calm and sympathetic face. I liked him immediately. His assistant, our
host, was the manager of a metal factory in the Donetz Basin. He was
well-dressed, noisy, a glib talker and brimming over with funny stories.
The second assistant was a young G.P.U. officer, a dark, handsome chap
who said little but listened attentively. The fourth member of the P.D.
was a newspaper editor from a town in my province.

Each of us took the measure of the others. I managed to mention,
casually, the names of my important friends and even insinuated a refer-
ence to my personal acquaintance with Commissar Ordzhonikidze. When
I threw out the names of acquaintances in the G.P.U. of my home town,
the young G.P.U. officer unconsciously straightened up to attention. What-
ever lay ahead of me. I needed every ounce of political prestige I could
muster to see me through it.

After supper we held a formal conference. Yuri and I were initiated
into the plans and tipped off about the character of various locnl officials
in the collectives for which we would be responsible. Fortunately the crops
in this area seemed to be coming up well. Our task was to conserve it,
oversee its harvesting and make sure that the government got its full
share. September first was the deadline set for the harvesting. Although
each of us had a special sector in his care, the common responsibility drew
us close together.

The following morning Comrade Somanov asked me into his private
office.

“You have had more experience in farming than most of the Author-
ized Representatives, which is a good thing,” he told me, I want to warn
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you. You will see a lot of suffering and you're entirely on your own. I
won't presume to tell you how to handle the situation. Only this: don’t go
to pieces, or you'll be useless to yourself and to the job. Do what you think
necessary and slap down interference. If you carry out the plan in your
section, everything else will be forgiven. If not . . . well, we all know
the consequences. I'll help you all I can. The presidents of the collective
farms and the chairman of the village Soviet are expecting your arrival.
Best of luck!”

Soon Yuri and I were again on the road. His villages were about eight
miles from mine. When we reached Logina, which would be my head-
quarters. I jumped off at the local Soviet building and Yuri drove on alone.

The Soviet headquarters was small but clean. I found a conference in
progress. Having introduced myself and shown the mandate designating
me Authorized Representative of the Political Department and the Re-
gional Committee, I urged that they proceed with their meeting. The chair-
man of the Soviet, I learned, was named Belousov and he evidently stood
in awe of the local Party secretary, Comrade Kobzar. The manager of the
machine-tractor station, Karas, was also present.

“Comrade Kravchenko, you're in charge here now. Take over the con-
ference,” Kobzar said.

“No, no, go right ahead, and I'll just listen in if you don’t mind. From
now on, comrades, there should be no ‘us’ and no ‘you.’ We must work
together. You know the problems here better than I do, and I shall depend
on you. At the same time, I'm being held responsible and must make the
final decisions. I should like to have my own first conference tomorrow,
and I trust you'll all come prepared with the necessary data. I want every
one of your kolkkoz presidents, especially, to bring his work plans. Mean-
while, go right on with whatever you were discussing.”

They resumed their meeting. The presidents of the collectives each
spoke in turn. They insisted that unless their farmers had something to
eat they would not be strong enough to harvest the grain.

“My people are starving,” one of them said. “Those who are bloated
lie around in their houses. We must count them out as work-hands, Many
more will be eliminated or will die before the harvest gets under way.
What are we going to do about it?”

Belousov and Kobzar replied in generalities, quoted the Party direc-
tives and left me with the impression that they were confused, blunder-
ing and at bottom disinterested. I said to myself: “I’ll have to depend on
the peasants themselves, rather than on these officials, from the looks of
it.”’ It was clear to me that the Soviet and Party functionaries had become
too accustomed to the famine and that their apathy must be overcome if
the harvest was to be gathered.

“You come to my house and sleep,” Belousov suggested, when the
meeting ended. “You must be tired from the journey. I think I can scare
up a drop or two to give you new strength.”

“I would be pleased if you came with me,” one of the collective presi-
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dents interjected. “My name is Chadai. My family is small and we can
spatre a separate room for you.”

I decided at once to accept Chadai’s invitation. The closer I came to
the collectives, I felt, the better off T would be. I shook hands all around and
left with Chadai—a simple, intelligent man of middle age, clean shaven
and pleasant in appearance. Another kolkhos president, Demchenko, ac-
companied us.

“Well, friends,” T smiled when we reached the house, “let's go to the
stables first. That’s"how I was taught. Before going to bed, my old grand-
father in Alexandrovsk used to say, see that the horses and cattle are taken
care of.”

“So you're of peasant origin?”’

“Not exactly, Comrade Demchenko, but I've lived a lot on the land.”

By the light of a lantern I saw that the horses were in the stalls, but
without hay. Besides, the stable was not too clean.

“The son of a bitch!” Chadai self-consciously exclaimed. “Neglected
the stable again! I'll give him hell tomorrow.”

“I don’t know who’s supposed to be on duty,” I said. “But in my
opinion you better give that hell to yourself. You're the president and if
things go wrong, the fault is yours. That’s what leadership means.”

“T guess you’re right,” Chadai conceded meekly. “Yet it’s not so simple.
When people are hungry they won’t work. They can’t keep their minds
on work.”

“Yes,” Demchenko agreed, “it’s not at all simple. Well, good night to
both of you, until tomorrow.”

Inside the house, I met Chadai’s wife and children. Although all of
them were thin and haggard, it was evident that here conditions were not
as bad as in most peasant homes.

“Comrade Chadai, tell me as man to man, not officially, how the people
here are getting on,” I said. “What are your plans for harvesting? What'’s
the condition of the machinery? Don’t hide things from me. On the con-
trary, be honest with me because after all we’re both interested in the
same thing.”

“I don’t know where to begin, Comrade Kravchenko. The crop is not
bad. The machines are in order, though some parts are missing. Without
those parts we’re stuck.”

“Make me a list of what’s needed and I'll put it up to the Political De-
partment at Petrovo.”

“Thank you, that will be a great help. Another thing that’s bad is the
situation with the horses. We have no fodder. If only we could get some
oats. . . . Of course, we could mow down some from the new crop, but
that’s strictly against orders.”

“Orders or no orders, we’ll do it if you think there’s no other way,” 1
said. “I’ll take the full responsibility. That’s one of our first tasks to-
morrow. Without horses, what can we accomplish? And without oats we’ll
soon have no horses.”

“I'm afraid Belousov and Kobzar won't stand for it,” Chadai warned.

“Let me handle them.”
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“Finally and most important, Comrade Kravchenko, there's the situ-
ation of the people themselves. They’re dying like flies. Or they’re too weak
and -blown-up to move. Who’s going to harvest the grain? I begged the
Soviet to loan us some grain. Finally they sent me thirteen poods. But I'm
not Moses or Jesus. I can’t feed thousands of people with thirteen poods.
T tell you, comrade, I saw blood and death when I was in the army
but nothmg as terrible as what’s heen going on right here in my
village.

'%hen he looked me straight in the eyes. A brooding hopefulness broke
through his sadness.

“Comrade Authorized Representative, if you want to harvest the crop
you'll first have to save these people from starvation. Besides, I can no
longer tear to look at the misery. I just can’t stand it any morel”

“I can’t promise you anything, Comrade Chadai—except to try. To-
morrow we'll get up early and go from house to house. I want to see for
myself before I make up my mind to act.”

3

‘What I saw that morning, making the rounds of houses with Chadai,
was inexpressibly horrible. On a battlefield men die quickly, they fight
back, they are sustained by fellowship and a sense of duty. Here I saw
people dying in solitude by slow degrees, dying hideously, without the
excuse of sacrifice for a cause. They had been trapped and left to starve,
each in his home, by a political decision made in a far-off capital around
conference and banquet tables, There was not even the consolation of
inevitability to relieve the horror.

The most terrifying sights were the little children with skeleton limbs
dangling from balloon-like abdomens. Starvation had wiped every trace of
youth from their faces, turning them into tortured gargoyles; only in their
eyes still lingered the reminder of childhood. Everywhere we found men
and women lying prone, their faces and bellies bloated, their eyes utterly
expressionless.

We knocked at a door and received no reply. We knocked again. Fear-
fully T pushed the door open and we entered through a narrow vestibule
into the one-room hut. First my eyes went to an icon light above a broad
bed, then to the body of a middle-aged woman stretched on the bed, her
arms crossed on her breast over a clean embroidered Ukrainian blouse.
At the foot of the bed stood an old woman and nearby were two chlldren,
a boy of about eleven and a girl of about ten. The children were weeping
quxetly and repeating in a plaintive peasant chant, “Mama, dear little
mama.” I looked around and my eyes rested on the swollen, inert body of
a man lying on the shelf of the oven.

The nightmarishness of the scene was not in the corpse on the bed, but
in the condition of the living witnesses. The old woman's legs were blown
up to incredible size, the man and the children were clearly in the last
stages of starvation. I retreated quickly, ashamed of my haste.

In the adjoining house we found a man of about forty sitting on a
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bench, repairing a shoe. His face was swollen. A tidy looking little boy,
reduced to little more than a skeleton, was reading a book, and a gaunt
woman was busy at the stove.

“What are you cooking, Natalka?” Chadai asked her.

“You know what I'm cooking,” she answered, and in her voice there
was a murderous fury.

Chadai pulled me by the sleeve and we went out.

“Why did she get so angry?” I asked.

“Because—well, I'm ashamed to tell you, Victor Andreyevich. . . .
She’s cooking horse manure and weeds.”

My first impulse was to return to the house and stop her, but Chadai
held me back. “Don’t do it, I beg of you. You don’t know how starving
geople fgel. She might kill you in despair if you take away the contents of

er pot.

After we had been in a dozen homes, I yielded to Chadai's urging that
:e stgg the inspection. “It’s the same everywhere, Now you know enough,”

e said.

My course seemed to me clear. The situation was too desperate for
half-measures. Whatever the consequences to myself, I would ignore laws
and orders. Unless I restored the strength of these peasants, everything
would be lost. Returning to Chadai’s home, I wrote a letter to Comrade
Somanov, chief of our Political Department, and dispatched it by messen-
ger. Toward evening the messenger returned with an answer:

“T am well aware of the conditions. I urge you to think the matter over
again and to weigh all considerations. What you propose is a serious
breach of our definite orders. If you see no other way out, however, you
may do what you deem necessary. I shall try to find you some grain, but
frankly I have very little hope of succeeding.”

The answer satisfied me, At least he did not say No. What I proposed
was to reap some oats to feed the horses and to mow a little barley at the
sides of the fields for the population. Such premature reaping was being
denounced, in the Izvestia spread before me, as “theft of state property”
and “kulak sabotage.” Peasants were being arrested and deported for such
“crimes.”

At the second collective farm conditions wers essentially the same.
Some of the peasants still had cows, but they were delivering all the milk
to the State butter plant. Even the people who were still moving around
were weak, listless and in deep despair.

I asked Chadai and Demchenko to summon the two village school-
teachers, the woman doctor and a few of the more intelligent and enter-
prising women of the kolkkozes. At the same time I sent for Belousov,
Kobzar and Karas. When they had all gathered, they sat around ex-
pectantly, wondering what kind of rabbit I would pull out of my Party
hat. Some of them, Kobzar especially, could not hide their skepticism.

“I have asked you to come here, comrades, especially the women,” I
began, “because I need your advice. I'm glad that the Soviet chairman,
the Party secretary and the manager of the machine-tractor station are
here too. I’'ve been going from house to house and I know the picture. I'm
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especially alarmed by the condition of the children. How can people be
expected to work when their children are starving to death at home?

“This is my plan. Chadai tells me there are some empty houses in the
village. I want you women to clean them up, whitewash them, make them
fit for human beings. Let’s begin with the children. They will 11ve in these
bouses until the harvest is over. Round them up, give them haircuts, bathe
them, inoculate them against typhus. I know, doctor, that ycu have the
necessary medicines. Prepare some tables in the gardens of these houses
and get large kettles for cooking food. Are you willing to help?”

“Certainly we're willing,” one woman spoke up. “But what will you
use for food?”

“That Il tell you later. In the meantime I want to know whom you
consider most reliable to take charge of the children on your behalf.”

“Kononenko,” several voices cried. “Ivan Petrovich . . . the teacher.”

“Ivan Petrovich,” I turned to the old man when he was pointed out to
me, “since the people trust you, so will I. You’re in full charge of the
project with the children. Get others to assist and you can count on me to
the full. If anyone tries to interfere, let me know.”

“I'm perfectly willing,” the teacher said, “and why shouldn’t T be?
These are my own people. If you'll only give us food, I'll guarantee the
rest.” There were tears in his voice.

“Thank you, Ivan Petrovich. Get started on the assumption that there
will be food. Take my solemn word for it.”

I dismissed everyone but the officials. Leading them into another room,
I closed the door.

“Comrades, let's get down to business,” I said. “Don’t be shocked by
what I'm about to tell you. I know the orders as well as you do, maybe
better. All the same, I'm giving the collective farmers permission to reap
oats and feed the horses. In the second place, I am giving immediate per-
mission to reap the barley on the sides and in spots where it is already ripe.

“Start threshing it right away, and get it ready, enough to issue a
kilogram of groats per family per day. And keep increasing the amount
slowly so that by the time reaping starts people will be strong enough to
work. Provide Ivan Petrovich with enough of the new cereal to take care
of the children. You are also authorized to kill as many collectivized pigs
as necessary to provide a little meat and fat to go with the barley groats
for the children.”

As T talked, an expression of doubt that quickly changed to horrgr
spread over the faces of the local officials. Their eyes said more distinctly
than words: Has this man gone crazy? Does he want to get us all shot,
including himself?

“But Comrade Kravchenko,” Kobzar began.

““There are no ‘buts’ about it. Do as I tell you. The responsibility is
entirely my own.”

“It’s my duty to inform the Political Department—" Belousov ex-
claimed, rising excitedly.

“No, Comrade Belousov,” the manager of the machine-tractor station
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came to my aid, “you’re wrong. If the Authorized Representative of the
Regional Committee orders it, then he knows what he’s doing and the rest
of us should shut up.”

“T don’t forbid you to inform anyone you please,” I said. “That’s within
your rights. But if you don’t carry out my instructions, I'll hold you
accountable. As for you, Comrade Kobzar, you'll pay with your Party card
if you don’t see to it that my plans are carried out without delay. That’s
all, comrades.”

As we filed out, I felt a hand grip mine in a pressure of gratitude. It
was Chadai. Then Demchenko came to me.

“T’ll help you if it costs my life,” he whispered hoarsely. “Now that
you've taken the plunge, how about getting after the cooperative store?
Come along, I’ll introduce you to Makarenko, the manager.”

The store was dirty and neglected. Except for plaster busts of Stalin
and piles of lithograph portraits of other leaders, the shelves were empty.
Makarenko was a servile little man, sly and ingratiating. I told him briefly
about my decision to feed the children of the villages and asked him to help.

“I know you have some foodstuffs hidden away. You must give them
up. As soon as the harvest is in, you'll be paid off in grain and nobody
will be hurt.”

The little man was alarmed. He was torn between his orders from head-
quarters and his fear of offending me as the Party Representative.

“Yes, comrade, I have some salt, candy, about ten poods of groats,
some smoked fish and a little soap. If the Zolkkozes will sign a promise to
pay in grain and hay, I'll agree. But first I must obtain permission of
the district office. I'll give you my answer tomorrow. But I also want to
give you a little advice. Why not tap the butter station?”

“What do you mean?”

“He means the place where we deliver all our milk,” Demchenko
explained. “It’s processed into butter for export.”

“For export!”

“Yes, Comrade Kravchenko—abroad. It’s packed in paper with out-
landish foreign words on it. You see, starvation is one thing and foreign
exchange is another.”

“All right, take me to the place,” 1 said.

The butter plant was some distance outside the village. The manager
was a Party man, affable and deeply unhappy. He took me through the
establishment. In one of the rooms, butter was being sliced in bars and
wrapped in paper which bore the imprint, in English, USSR BUTTER
EXPORT.

“T know that the peasants are starving,” the manager said. “The idea
of this butter going to stuff well-fed foreigners cuts me like a knife. But
what am I to do? I have my orders. I'm far behind my plan and no doubt
will be punished. The peasants steal the milk; they’re hungry. And the
cows don’t produce because there's not enough fodder.”

“All the same,” I said, “I must have your help. The children must be
fed. Surely there are by-products of the butter making that we can use.”

E*
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“That’s easy for you to say. But like Makarenko, I not only have to
fulfill plans from the center but I have to feed local officials. All of them,
Kobzar, Belousov and their various assistants take my butter and milk.”

“Well, from today all buttermilk must be turned over to the new chil-
dren’s project,” I declared.

“That’s all right with me, provided I obtain the approval of my
superiors.” Then he paused a moment, as if gathering his last reserves of
courage. “No, I'll not do any asking. Tell your people to come for the
buttermilk tomorrow. I, too, have children.”

Anger lashed my mind as I drove back to the village. Butter being sent
abroad in the midst of the famine! In London, Berlin, Paris I could see
with my mind’s eye people eating butter stamped with a Soviet trade-mark.
“They must be rich to be able to send out butter,” I could hear them
saying. “Here, friends, is the proof of socialism in action.” Driving through
the fields, I did not hear the lovely Ukrainian songs so dear to my heart.
These people had forgotten how to sing. I could hear only the groans of
the dying, and the lip-smacking of fat foreigners enjoying our butter. . . .

As I reached our kolkkoz fields, I saw that oats and barley were being
reaped. In the villages, several hundred children were gathered in the
gardens for a great wash-up and clean-up. Old Ivan Petrovich generalled
the work, about a score of men and women were assisting. Chadai’s wife,
my hostess, was among the women busy whitewashing the houses. My
angry thoughts melted in affection for these simple people. I had seen them
sullen under whips and guns. I was seeing them eager, selfless, in a common
task that carried no threats.

When we were at supper that evening, a stableman came to see Chadai.
A horse had just died. Chadai instructed him to skin the animal, take the
carcass far outside the village, pour kerosene over it and cover it with
quicklime. Otherwise hungry villagers would eat the diseased flesh, he
explained to me. Later the teacher and the woman doctor arrived. They
reported good progress. The new barley was being oven-dried and by
tomorrow the children of the collectives would have their first good break-
fast. A number of pigs had been slaughtered.

“We know about the buttermilk,” Ivan Petrovich said, ‘“but it’s not
enough. Some of the children are too far gone. We must have some milk.”

I thought a moment. I was already so deeply involved in rule-breaking
and “kulak sabotage” that I might as well go further,

“Chadai,” I said, “I authorize you officially, in front of these witnesses,
to deliver no more milk to the individual officials who’ve been getting it
and to retain one-third of the whole output for the use of the children’s
home. You're to tell Demchenko that the same applies to his kolkkoz.”

In bed that night I thought of the new privileged class in the village—
the Party and Soviet functionaries who were receiving milk and butter and
supplies from the cooperative shop while everyone else around them
starved. Slavishly they obeyed orders from the center, indifferent to the
suffering of the common people. The corruption of character by privilege
was fearsome to behold; these men who only a few years ago were them-
selves poor peasants had already lost the last trace of identification with
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their neighbors. They were a caste apart, living in an intimate clique, sup-
porting each other, banded together against the community.

The following morning I was inspecting the harvesters, threshers and
winnowing machines. The spare parts I had asked for had arrived and men
were working on repairs. A kolkkoz board member was telling me about
his troubles when one of the peasants came over and whispered something
in his ear.

“Speak up, let the Authorized Representative hear you!” the board
member said.

“Well, it's like this, Comrade Authorized Representative, Last night a
horse died. The hide was taken off and the carcass was soaked in kerosene
and quicklime. But this morning, when they got ready to bury it, there was
no sign of the carcass. All of the diseased and spoiled meat has been carried
off overnight. God, what we've come to, comrade!”

4

The time for starting the harvest was approaching. A new mood had
spread through the village. Most families had one or more children in
Ivan Petrovich’s kindergarten and some barley was distributed to all
members of the collectives. One morning I addressed a mass meeting
of kolkhoz farmers. After the meeting I remained to chat with the people.
Someone brought out a balalaika and one peasant played an accordion. I
heard our Ukrainian songs again and my heart was warmed.

A young man came up to me. The message he was carrying seemed too
much for his tongue, but at length he stammered it out.

“Comrade Authorized Representative! You’re wanted at the Soviet!
Somebody to see you. From . . . from . . . the G.P.U.1”

Those close enough to hear him stopped singing. The three dread letters
fell like blows. The news that I was being called by the secret police spread
through the whole gathering. Silence descended. As I knew from the
kolkhoz presidents, it was generally expected in the village that I would
be punished for feeding its people.

At the Soviet building I found the handsome young G.P.U. officer whom
I had already met at the Political Department. Kobzar and Belousov were
with him. 1 addressed Kobzar:

“Why weren’t you at the collective meeting today? I asked you to be
there.”

“I'm sorry but I had other work,” he mumbled. His manner was surly.

“T’d like to talk to you privately, Comrade Kravchenko,” the G.P.U.
officer said.

“All right. Come with me to my office at the kolkhoz.”

He accompanied me. On the way and after we were seated in the office,
we talked in general terms about the affairs of the village, the chances of a
good harvest and the like.

“Comrade Skopin,” I finally said, “let’s get down to brass tacks, What
really brought you here?”

“You see, we've received several statements and official declarations
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about your conduct here,” he said. “They all amount to this: that you’re
breaking the law, ignoring Party orders and riding roughshod over local
authorities.”

“Whom do you mean when you say ‘we’ have received? Are you refer-
ring to the Chief of the Political Department? Are you here at his
request?”

“That’s beside the point.”

“No, it’s the main point. Have you been authorized to examine me?”

“I’m just here for a private friendly talk. It isn’t an examination.”

“Comrade Skopin, I am doing what I think right and I can’t discuss
my conduct with you, Only the head of the Political Department can
question me. I am the Authorized Representative of the Regional Com-
mittee and am responsible to them for my conduct. Local authorities are
obliged to help me. Instead of that, the local officials do nothing, stuff their
guts with good food while the people die of hunger. I have lists of every
official and what he has taken from the collective farms and the village
store for his private use. I know well enough who’s been writing denuncia-
tions of me. But I also know that they indulge in drunken orgies. I've
learned a lot.”

“To tell you the truth, Comrade Kravchenko, I'm here entirely on my
own. The Chief knows nothing about it. I decided to have a little talk with
you before putting the documents before him. I was told you took provi-
sions from the butter plant and the cooperative stores, that you’re diverting
milk deliveries belonging to the State and reaping grain ahead of time.
These are serious matters.”

“Please make your report to the Political Department. Tell them I shall
stand by all my acts. I shall be there tomorrow morning to report per-
sonally. Now, would you like to see the village, Comrade Skopin?”

“No, I baven’t the time. Well, good-bye. I'm only doing my duty as
I see it.”

“Good-bye, comrade. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

Next day I reported to Comrade Somanov.

“You were perfectly right in refusing to talk to Skopin without my
congent,” he told me. “Those loafers in your villages write denunciations,
just as insurance . . . in case you get into hot water. I know you've been
working hard. T know the chances you're taking, and of course I, too, will
be held responsible. If we carry out the harvest and deliveries to the State
by the time set, everything is saved. If not, it’s off with both our
heads.”

“I’ve been entirely frank with you, Comrade Somanov. I've kept you
informed of my action. But I want to carry the load myself. Here’s the
note you sent me in which you more or less told me to do what I pleased.
Take it back!”

He took it, put it in his pocket and shouted ‘“Comrade Skopin!” The
G.P.U. officer came in. “Please bring me the whole file of declarations and
material referring to Comrade Kravchenko.” Skopin brought in a thick
folder, which Somanov in turn handed to me, and left. He waited while I
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read them, I made a note of the names of the G.P.U. informers who had
been reporting on me and the officials who bad denounced me. Somanov
then promised to destroy the file, meanwhile putting it in his own safe.

“I’ll be in Logina to see you tomorrow. Have the local officials on hand.
I'll give them the kind of hell they deserve.”

Returning to the village, I checked the names of the informers against
the official list of citizens. I discovered that they were all carefully dis-
tributed through the whole district. One worked in the cooperative, another
in the butter plant, a third in the kolkhoz adminfstration, a fourth was a
driver at the machine-tractor station. The G.P.U. had its eyes and ears
carefully deployed so they would see and hear everything. Behind the backs
of the formal authorities and the economic managers, I realized, there was
a metwork of spies—spies of the secret police system and others of the
Party, unknown to one another. Behind the ostensible government was a
real government.

Later that day I ran into Ivan Petrovich. He was fairly glowing with
the thrill of his work.

“Tt's wonderful to watch the kids,” he said as we walked together,
“to see their childhood return. We all are aware of the chances you're
taking. To be perfectly candid, the whole village is worried about the
G.P.U. call.”?

“No reason for worry,” I smiled, “the gods are on my side. So far, at
any rate. But I'm glad the peasants are conscious of the situation. Now
it’s their turn to repay me—and incidentally themselves. The harvest is
about to begin. I want you to pass the word around, in case there are some
loafers anywhere, that I don’t want any thanks. I want work, hard work,
day and night.

“Tell them this: ‘Collective farmers, do you want to save Comrade
Kravchenko’s head? Then reap, thresh and deliver the grain according to
plan.’ I can’t very well appeal for myself, but you can do it.”

“You may be sure I'll do as you ask. You have friends here. Believe
me, anyone who slacks on the job had better run off to hell, we’ll make
things so hot for him,”

Somanov had already arrived when I reached the Soviet headquarters
the next day. I could hear his booming voice even before I entered. Vir-
tually all the local official family was gathered there, including even the
store manager,

“Comrade Kravchenko is boss here,” the Chief of the Political Depart-
ment was laying down the law. “His instructions are law. Time is pressing
and we have no energy to spare for your nonsense. Get down to work and
help him. Go into the fields yourselves. It will be good for your health.
And here’s the Authorized Representative in person!”

He greeted me warmly, as if he had not seen me for years. It was a
demonstration of friendliness to impress my enemies. We left the meeting
together and walked to the kolkhoz administration house.

“Victor Andreyevich,” he said, “I’'m of peasant origin myself and the
sufferings of my people hurt me deeply. Tears, blood, death, exile. And
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why? The land is fertile, the people are hard-working. Why must we let
them starve and die and perish? The more I think of it the more confused
I get. But I'll send you some more flour in a day or two. Also some more
parts for the threshers.

“Only that’s not what I really wanted to tell you. I wanted to tell you
how much I appreciate what you've done, especially for the children.”
He stopped suddenly in his tracks. “Victor Andreyevich, you and I are
Communists, but we also are human beings. I shall stand up for you as if
it were myself.”

Two days later everything was ready. At dawn I drove into the fields.
The collective members, men and women, were there ahead of me. Already
they were mowing the grain, binding it into sheafs. Soon the local officials
arrived and offered to help—the lecture had evidently done its work. There
was a feeling of eager activity. Just as the driver of an automobile can
recognize by the hum of the engine that it will work well, I sensed by the
mood of this first morning that all was well.

The preceding night, food supplies and water had been carted to the
fields. Tents had been set up for the small children. These peasants, now
as of yore, would live in the open, away from their homes, until the harvest
was completed. With my permission, a bull and some pigs had been
slaughtered. Though there were few among the hundreds of men and
women who had eaten their fill, few who were not weakened or actually
sick, they sang and joked and worked from sunup to sundown.

“It's all right,” Ivan Petrovich whispered in my ear, “they’re all
anxious to save your head.” We laughed.

The next day I spent at the collective farm of which Demchenko was
president. Here, too, the harvest was well started and the spirit was excel-
lent, In a few days, even while the reaping was under way, other brigades
began the threshing. Grain began to flow to the elevators in heaping
cartfuls.

One day, at the peak of the harvest, I rode out to Demchenko’s fields.
Observing that one of the harvesters was standing idle, I galloped over to
see why. I found that its operator had lost consciousness from sheer
fatigue. Several women were around him, trying to revive him. I ordered
them to take the man into the village and myself mounted the harvester.
Not since my days on the Tocsin commune had T managed the machine
and it was exhilarating to be working, hour after hour.

Towards twilight, when I was relieved by another driver, I discovered
a horrible loss. My wallet was gone. The loss of all the money I possessed
in the world didn’t bother me. But my mandate was gone and, more dis-
turbing, my Party card. That evening and the following day we searched
the fields but found no trace of the wallet. I reported the loss to the
Political Department and to the Regional Committee. The accident would
plague me for years.

Another instalment of unpleasantness came in the form of an order
through the P.D.:

“In accordance with instructions of the Regional Executive Committee,
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the church in your village is to be put in order as a storehouse for govern-
ment grain. This task must be carried out within 48 hours and its accom-
plishment reported.”

The directive disturbed me, for I had no doubt what the emotions of
the peasants would be. It was a stupid act; a monkey-wrench thrown into
the machinery of a crucial harvest. But Kobzar, Belousov and the others
undertook the job with a relish. Slowly, imperceptibly, they had become
antagonists of the population, enjoying most of the things which other
villagers disliked—precisely because they disliked them. The local Comso-
mols did the actual work of stripping the church of its hangings, icons
and valuables.

The news spread like wildfire through the fields. Scores of peasants
dropped their implements and rushed to the village. They cursed and
pleaded and wept as they saw their sacred objects removed. The sacrilege
was only part of what hurt them—in the whole business they sensed a
direct insult to their dignity as human beings.

“They’ve taken everything from us,” I heard one elderly peasant say.
“They’ve left us nothing. Now they are removing our last comfort. Where
shall we christen our children and bury our dead? Where shall we turn for
comfort in our sorrows? The scoundrels! The infidels!”

I was helpless. It took all of my own and Ivan Petrovich’s efforts and
eloquence to restore the rhythm of labor. Just when we thought we had
succeeded, a new incident upset everything again. It was on the following
Sunday. The secretary of the local Comsomol, a stupid, pimply-faced youth
named Chizh, suddenly appeared on the street, playing a balalaika, his
girl friend by his side, and singing popular anti-religious songs. That was a
familiar enough scene. What caused the trouble was their attire. Both
Chizh and the girl were wearing bright-red silk shirts, caught at the waist
with gold ropes and silk tassels. The villagers immediately recognized their
church hangings. Quickly their indignation flared into a lynching mood.
Only the fact that they outran the older peasants and took refuge in the
cooperative shop saved the two Comsomols from harm at the hands of an
infuriated mob.

When I heard of the episode, I sent for Chizh.

“Why did you steal the church hangings?” I shouted.

“I didn’t steal. I took the things openly. Other comrades have done
the same.”

“Well, you and your comrades immediately restore everything you’ve
taken. Do you hear me? If not, I'll turn you over to the police, along with
any scoundrel who stands up for you. And another thing, as long as I'm
in town we’ll have no more of the anti-religious antics in public. That’s an
order!”

A few days later the kolkhkoz killed a huge bull. The meat was salted
and put away in an ice cellar for future use. In the evening Chadai in-
formed me that part of the meat had been stolen. I summoned Comrade
Karas from the machine-tractor station. He consented to help me. We
waited until nearly midnight. Chadai and Karas carried hunting guns. I
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had my Browning revolver. We all had a few shrewd guesses about the
likely thieves and were determined to check up without delay.

“Let’s stop on the way and pick up Secretary Kobzar,” I said. “He
ought to know what’s happening in his bailiwick.”

His house was dark. Chadai knocked. Receiving no reply, he opened
the door. Suddenly we heard voices. I walked in and turned on my flash-
light. A woman cried out. I turned the light in the direction of her voice.
A totally naked young girl was trying to pull a dress over her head. Shriek-
ing with fright, she ran out of the house into the night.

- 1 lit the lamp on the table. It disclosed a bottle of vodka, two tumblers,
a big platter of fried meat. Kobzar, half naked, was sitting on the bed,
disheveled and bewildered. In a wooden bowl, on a chair, I saw a big bull’s
heart.

“Where did you get this meat?” I asked.

“I bought it . .. at the cooperative shop . . . you can check up
on me.”

“You bet your life I will. Come on, comrades, let’s leave him to finish
his meal, including that bull’s heart.”

With Chadai leading, we then went up the hill toward a house on the
outskirts of the village. This was reputed to be the scene of the “orgies”
about which peasants talked so bitterly. Moving carefully, silently, we
approached the house. Through a broken slat in the shutter of one window,
I looked into a large room. A table was loaded with bottles, meats, bread
and vegetables. Disposed in intimate groups were three men—the ware-
house manager, the assistant manager of the cooperative store and the
miller—and three women in various degrees of undress.

Karas posted himself at the front door, Chadai at the rear door. I
rapped on the window.

“Who’s there?” a frightened voice cried.

“The Authorized Representative. Open at once or I’ll shoot.”

The door was opened. The scene of amusement had changed into one
of confusion and panic. The women were weeping. “I only came because
I was hungry,” one of them wailed. “They forced me to come here,”
another cried. I told the women to dress and leave, then I asked my two
companions to search the house. They found a pood of meat, a lot of fats,
groats, honey and several sacks of flour.

“While your neighbors are dying of hunger, you good-for-nothings steal
the food from their mouths!” I shouted in a rage. “And you call yourself
Communists! Take these provisions on your back! Now march to the
Soviet house!”

I walked behind the three men until we reached the village Soviet. In
the morning the militiamen arrived and the three thieves were taken to-
the district center, Piatikhatky, for trial. When the story got around town
the peasants were indignant.

“You shouldn’t have sent them off for trial,” many of them told me.
“We’d know what to do with them better than the court.”

When the first of the new grain was being delivered to the granary near
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the railroad station, I made a discovery which left me tremulous with
horror. Stacked in the brick structure were thousands of poods of the pre-
vious year’s grain collections! These were the State reserves for the district
ordered by the government, their very existence hidden from the starving
population by officialdom. Hundreds of men, women and children had
died of undernourishment in these villages, though grain was hoarded
almost outside their doors!

The peasants who were with me when we found the ‘“State reserves”
stared with unbelieving eyes and cursed in anger. I didn’t blame them, of
course, but I exacted their pledges to say nothing about the matter, for
fear that the news would undermine harvesting morale. Subsequently I
came to know that in many other parts of the country the government
hoarded huge reserves while peasants in those very regions died of hunger.
Why this was done, only Stalin’s Politburo could tell—and it didn't.

5

The harvest was virtually completed. In the twilight of a balmy day I
was driving into the fields in a two-wheeler. From a distance I heard a
harvest song, the voices of men and women beautifully blended. After all
the death and the suffering, they were singing once more! The blessed
simplicity and the bottomless goodness of these people of our Ukrainian
earth!

Soon I noticed that the singers were marching toward me, as in a pro-
cession, with the teacher Ivan Petrovich leading. It was a heart-warming
sight, the men in their best clothes, the women in embroidered holiday
‘blouses, with wreaths of field flowers on their heads, real joy mirrored in
their faces. I stopped the horse and alighted. The procession came close
and stopped; there were perhaps two hundred peasant men and women.

“Victor Andreyevich,” the teacher said in a loud voice so that all might
hear, “we have done what we promised. The harvest is in—ten days before
the scheduled time. You saw how we worked. Knowing what you do—that
most of us were hungry and weak from a tetrible winter and spring—this is
real heroism.”

“Thank you, Ivan Petrovich,” I responded, “and thank you all, com-
rades.”

The procession broke up. Accordions let loose and the younger people
danced. Chadai and Demchenko joined me. In the year sinte the previous
harvest, almost half the population of the village had died of hunger and
the diseases that flourish on hunger. Now those who remained had started
life again. The State would take most of the new grain, but the harvest
was good and what remained would be almost sufficient to sustain life for
another year.

An open-air feast was spread on Demchenko’s fields and though I had
urgent letters to write I could not refuse his invitation. Hundreds of peas-
ants were crowded around tables. The scene was illuminated with lanterns
and huge bonfires. After hours of handshaking, mutual congratulations
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and speeches, the dinner dissolved in music and dancing. Here, too, the
hope of a new life seemed to have been revived.

In my room that night I wrote my final report to the Political Depart-
ment, announcing completion of my assignment ten days before the dead-
line. I also reported the arrest of the thieves, and recommended the removal
of Kobzar, Chizh and several other functionaries.

A few days later, while I was inspecting one of the fields, I suddenly
heard the honk of an automobile. I was astounded to see several big, hand-
some cars coming down the road. Clearly these must be important visitors.
Urging on my horse, I galloped towards the machines. They stopped and
half a dozen men stepped out. One came towards me. I recognized Com-
rade Hatayevich. I dismounted and walked towards him.

We shook hands. Then, in a stern voice, he asked:

“Comrade Kravchenko, when did you finish harvesting?”

“Three days ago, which is ten days ahead of schedule for this district.”

“So I hear. But I hear other things. For instance, who gave you per-
mission to cut the oats and barley and to divert government milk supplies?
Why did you forbid anti-religious work? Are you a disciplined Party
member or are you some kind of anarchist?”

“Comrade Hatayevich,” I answered calmly, “I could not do otherwise,
Children were dying. Horses were dying. The collective farmers hadn’t the
strength to do any harvesting. The State has received its grain in good
order and ahead of schedule. True, this has cost me several hundred poods
of grain. But by investing these few hundreds I saved many thousands of
poods. If that’s a crime I'm ready to answer for it.”

Hatayevich took my arm. He pressed it in a friendly way that belied
his harsh tones. Apparently he was making a scene “for the record.” He
began to stroll out of earshot of his associates and guards.

“You’re a future engineer, I'm told, and a good Party man. But I'm
not sure that you understand what has been happening. A ruthless struggle
is going on between the peasantry and our regime. It’s a struggle to the
death. This year was a test of our strength and their endurance. It took
a famine to show them who is master here, It has cost millions of lives,
but the collective farm system is here to stay. We’ve won the war.

“I'm afraid your heart is stronger than your mind, Comrade Krav-
chenko. If everyone were as soft as you, we might not have won this war.
Mind you, I’'m not scolding you. In fact, I see you’ve done a first-rate job
here. Personally, and between ourselves, my heart also bleeds for the poor
peasants. But I want you to remember my criticism—and if there’s any
question, don't forget that I did try to discipline you.”

Even the mighty Hatayevich, it seemed, was worried about his record

. and the coming “purge.”

In a few minutes he was again surrounded by his assistants and armed
guards. The motorcars drove towards the next village, in billowing clouds
of dust. I rode back home, wondering who had denounced me to Hataye-
vich. T was certain that Somanov was not guilty of such a breach of
friendship. It must have been Skopin Qutwardly under Somanov’s orders,
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actually Skopin’s only allegiance was to the G.P.U., the real power in our
land. No doubt he had made copies of the denunciations. That my deduc-
tions were correct would become clear in the future, when my own turn
to be “purged” came.

I was preparing to leave. The excitement of the successful harvesting
had died down. Already the peasants were grumbling about the smallness
of their share of the crop. After paying the State for the use of its ma-
chines, after making up the seed fund and delivering the fixed percentages
of the total crop to the government, little enough remained. A bit over four
and a half pounds of grain per work-day per person was the average. The
amount was shockingly small, far from enough to feed a family, let alone
enable it to buy clothes and other essentials for a year.

True, they received in addition some sunflower seeds, corn and vege-
tables. But what could they buy for the product of their labor? The
cheapest kind of peasant shoes at that time cost 8o rubles, the simplest
cotton dress, 1oo rubles. At the official prices which the State paid for
grain, the collective farmers were receiving so little for their work that a
dress and a pair of shoes represented almost a year’s work! Since the same
regime was buying the grain and selling the shoes, and in both instances
fixing the prices to suit its own convenience, it was in truth a system of
multiple exploitation, with the secret police and the Party bureaucrats to
enforce the economic heartlessness.

Some of the peasants might not be able to write, but all of them
understood the injustice only too well. “Socialism,” they sneered. “Rob-
bery is a better name for it.”

Several times in these months I had met Yuri. On one occasion I had
‘interceded in his behalf with the Political Department. He was disheart-
ened by his experiencé and depressed because his harvesting was lagging
far behind mine. I felt very close to him. How was I to surmise that in
years to come he would be among those who denounced me when I was in
political trouble? I would have no doubt that he did it under irresistible
pressures.

Nearly the whole village turned out to bid me farewell. Tears ran down
the cheeks of kindly old Ivan Petrovich. Chadai and his family made me
promise to write them. I waved to them all as the coachman whipped up
his horses.



CHAPTER X
MY FIRST PURGE

DJUSTING MYSELF to the commonplaces of normal life after return-
ing from the famine regions was not easy. The Institute classes,
factory conferences, nuclei meetings, even the routines of life at
home seemed trivial in the light of my memories. I was “jumpy”

and impatient. After a few futile attempts to get a coherent story out of
me, my father gave up. Communists in time develop a sort of immunity to
the political cant of newspapers, radio and meetings; but now it exas-
perated me to the point of physical pain.

I am inclined to believe, looking back, that inwardly, in the secret
recesses of my being, I must have begun to break with the Party at this
time. The village horrors left psychological lesions which never healed. For
that very reason, however, my conscious mind reached out desperately for
alibis, for compromises with conscience. How could it be otherwise, when
to survive at all one had to come to terms with a reality from which there
was no escaper

After all, one could not simply “leave’ the Party. One could not even
slacken his activities or betray symptoms of fading faith. Having joined
the Party, a man was forever caught. He might be expelled, which would
be a disaster for him, but he could not secede. Had I indicated my real
cmotions, it would have meant removal from the school, disgrace and
persecution, possibly with concentration camp or worse as the inevitable
end.

It was imperative to squelch those emotions, to drive them into the
underground of my mind. I labored to repair my loyalties. With the purge
in the offing, this urgency was even greater.

Hundreds of Purge Commissions were being selected. Soon they would
begin their public sessions in factories, offices, institutions, schools. Every
Communist in the land would fun the gantlet of public confession and
inquisition. More than ever we were aware of those invisible but ubiquitous
eyes and ears; of the fat files where our private lives and thoughts were
registered; of the personal enemies who might use the chance to expose
our real or imaginary sins.

Will I come safely through the ordeal? This was the question uppermost
in my mind, as in the mind of every Communist. It echoed through all our
activities; it was implicit in all our talk. We ceased to plan for the future—
there would be no future unless that hurdle were safely taken.

On every floor of the Metallurgical Institute a special box was installed
to receive signed or anonymous ‘‘statements” about Communists. The
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Special Department, behind its steel door, worked day and night, arrang-
ing, sorting, comparing. Purge time was open season for hunting out people
against whom you harbored a grudge. It was a Roman holiday for the
envious, the embittered and the sycophant.

A Purge Commission usually consisted of two or three members and
a chairman: Party men of unblemished loyalty. It constituted a kind of
court, acting at once as prosecutor and as judge. A certain Comrade
Galembo, later high in the People’s Commissariat of Iron Metallurgy, was
chairman of the Commission at the Institute.

Those found wanting would be deprived of their Party cards. They
would become ex-Party people, which is quite different from being non-
Party people. The ex-Party citizen is one who has been rejected. Forever
after he must be distrusted, barred from promotion, rounded up as a
“potential enemy of the people” in time of crisis. Expulsion was the worst
fate that could befall a Party member. It made him a political leper, to be
shunned by former friends and disowned by meek relatives. To meet him
would be to run the risk of political contamination.

There was ample reason, therefore, for the fear that pulsed through the
Institute as the purge came near, towards the end of 1933. It was a fear
touched with hysteria. The press published lists of who was to be purged
and where. Anyone wishing to smear a purgee could send a denunciation
to the Commission, adding to the materials already in Party files and
G.P.U. dossiers. The all-too-human relish for tearing down more prominent
or more successful neighbors was artfully inflamed.

The first condition for retaining membership, of course, was unwaver-
ing allegiance to the General Line of the Party; above all, spotless loyalty
to Stalin. Even the hint of “deviation” thrice removed was fatal. But the
purgee’s most intimate life and his thoughts on all subjects were also fair
targets for public attack. The proceedings combined the worst features of
confession, third-degree interrogation and bear-baiting, with the Communist
in the role of bear. For the victim it was a fearsome time of distress, for
the audience it was too often a circus. Attendance throughout the weeks
of purge was obligatory for all Party people, and the “non-Party masses”
were encouraged to be present,

No Communist was ever informed in advance of the charges that would
be brought against him. Uncertainty was the most upsetting element in
the drama. You groped in the dark and prepared yourself for surprises.
You reviewed your past, over and over again, wondering whence the
danger might come.

Didn’t you talk too much one night three years ago under the influence
of good fellowship? Perhaps one of the good fellows reported your un-
guarded remarks. . . . One of your uncles had been an officer under the
Tsars. True, you had never met him. But what if someone has dug up that
ghost and you're accused of “hiding” him from the Party? A woman who
was your lover was later arrested as a Right deviationist. What if this
relationship with a class enemy were suddenly thrown up to you? Pavloy
is likely to be expelled—how shall I disassociate myself from him before
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he drags me with him to ruin? Save your own skin—somehow, anyhow—
for the stakes are life itself.

The purge at our Institute opened formally with a long-winded and
painfully dull speech by Chairman Galembo. He told us that our beloved
Party was honeycombed with “alien elements,” with double-faced enemies;
opportunists, masked deviationists and actual class foes. Our job was to
ferret them out, to rip off their masks and expose their chicanery. The
country had just carried through full collectivization and liquidation of
the kulaks as a class. Triumphantly it has completed the first Five Year
Plan and launched a second. Those who doubt that we are on the highroad
to full socialism and the happy life are scoundrels and enemy agents. They
must be rooted out for the health of the Party and its great Leader and
Father, our Beloved Comrade Stalin!

Thundering applause, stretched for many self-conscious minutes,
greeted every mention of the Leader’s name.

Finally the purge got under way. Here was ihe procedure: The Com-
mission members sat behind a red-draped table on a platform Gecorated
with portraits of Politburo members and slcgans; a bust of Stalin, banked
with flowers, held the most prominent position. The Communist to be
examined was called to the platform. He handed over his Party card to
the chairman and began a recital of his life history. It was a political
and spiritual strip act—an outline of his origins, his career, his interests,
with confession of sins, near-sins and mistakes as the chief purpose. It
was always better to bring up errors yourself, if you suspected that they
were known to the Commission; ‘“concealing” anything from the Party
compounded the gravity of the crime concealed.

After the confessional, the purgee was questioned by members of the
Commission and by people in the audience. He was reminded of omissions
and tricked into contradictions. Comrades spoke up in his favor or against
him. - If the Commission seemed friendly to the victim, the process was
normally brief and often purely routine. But once the audience sensed that
the purgee was in disfavor, or actually “on the skids,” it jumped on him
and trampled him without pity; especially his frightened friends and asso-
ciates hastened to join in the verbal lynching to protect themselves. The
ordeal might last a half hour or an entire evening. The purgee might fight
back, argue, plead, offer proofs of innocence, wedp—or he might be crushed
into confusion and wretched silence.

Those who passed the purge were handed their Party cards. Friends
congratulated them, relieved for their own sakes. In some cases the Com-
mission postponed decision to investigate further. The rejected were ignored
and avoided. They stood alone. They could only look around in bewilder-
ment on a shattered world and slink out of the hall, feeling themselves
outlaws and pariahs, Suicide among expelled members was no rare
thing.

Everywhere in the vast Soviet land, in the provinces and the big cities,
similar purge gatherings were under way. Press and radio carried excerpts
from these multitudinous exhibitions. All of it was ballyhooed as “Party
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democracy.” Sitting in the Institute auditorium I was strangely aware of
the immediate scene as just a tiny segment of a super-drama, with mil-
lions of men and women as the actors, one-sixth of the earth’s land surface
as the stage.

I waited uneasily, in mounting nervousness, for my turn on the stage.

2

“Comrade Sanm, please,” chairman Galembo announces.

A blond man in his middle thirties steps briskly to the rostrum and
hands over his card. He is thin, gangling, pleasant looking and wears
glasses. We all know him and like him—a lecturer in mathematics,
popular because he is a little ineffectual and not too strict. He tells his life
story. The son of a peasant, he began his Communist career by joining
the Comsomols. His professional life he started as a lathe hand in a fac-
tory; then he attended the Institute, did research work and finally became
a teacher.

It sounds like an exemplary career. The crowd is bored. But suddenly
his blameless biography is interrupted by a member of the Commission.

“Comrade Sanin,” he says quietly, “did you ever sign a Trotskyist
program document jointly with other students when you were taking your
studies?”

There is a stir in the audience. People whisper and exchange glances.

“Yes, I did, but I renounced it long ago and everyone knows that I
have.”

“So you did sign it?”’ the Commission member persists. “You don’t
deny it.”

“Of course not. T never made a secret of it. All my colleagues and the
Party know that I made the mistake and confessed it subsequently.”

“Maybe, Comrade Sanin. Still, I wonder if everything is known. I
wonder if it’s known that you still hold some of the views condemned by
the Party and the Soviet people?”

The excitement in the hall rises perceptibly. The crowd smells blood.
Sanin’s comrades of a few minutes ago are beginning to worry. One after
another they throw questions at him, with the obvious intention of “catch-
ing” him and saving their own necks. The closer their association with
him, the more eager they seem to incriminate him, to display their own
righteous disapproval of his heinous “crimes.” They know his fo.bles, his
weaknesses and play on them. Sanin gets mixed up, he does not always say
what he really intended to say.

“Comrades of the Commission,” he pleads, “I have condemned my own
error long ago. I never seriously supported the Trotskyists. I never joined
their organization. Only once in a weak moment I was induced to sign a
document, which I quickly denounced. These people who are accusing me
know all this well. I cannot understand why they’re speaking the opposite
of the truth. . . .”

But the chairman interrupts him. His voice is an audible sneer.
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“Never mind, never mind,” he says, “we know perfectly how you
Trotskyists, you enemies of the Party, change color. We have data showing
that you have not changed internally and it’s not for nothing that your
closest comrades are raising doubts.” Turning to the audience he added,
“Who wants to speak?”

There is little doubt that Sanin’s fate is sealed. His friends rush to kick
him now that he is down, to push him over the precipice into the abyss.
They rise to say that Sanin is a deceiver, outwardly loyal to the Party but
rotten with deviation inside. No one gives any specific information, con-
demning in ritual phrases. Suddenly the unexpected happens. The audience
is electrified. An engineer, known and respected by the whole Institute,
asks for the floor.

“I have been listening attentively to all the remarks here,” he begins,
“but I have heard nothing that’s really to the point. Comrades, we are
deciding the destiny of a Party member, whether he is to live or die
politically. Where are the concrete charges? There aren’t any!”

His defense only adds fuel to the fire. Passions are aroused. Encour-
aged by the Commission, which no doubt has made up its mind in ad-
vance, Sanijn’s associates continue to denounce him, to heap abuse on him.
He is expelled from the Party.

Soon we are listening to the life story of a student, a dark fellow with
lots of hair and Semitic features. He is young and his career is short.
Quickly enough he is in the inquisitional stage of the process.

“Tell me, Comrade Shulman, what was the social status of your parents
before the revolution?”

“My father was a tailor, my mother an ordinary housewife.”

“Shulman is lying!” someone in the audience shouts.

There is a flurry of excitement. This will turn out to be an interesting
session after all. Shulman is a morose, bookish fellow who has few friends.

“How can you prove that this Party member is deceiving the Commis-
sion and the Party?” Galembo addresses the man who shouted. Evidently
the interruption is no surprise to the Commission.

“Y can prove it all right. Shulman and I both came from the city of
Cherkassy. I bave just entered the Institute and this is the first time I have
seen Shulman. But I know his family. I know that his father had a tailor
shop—and employed several workers. He was an exploiter of labor. The
shop was on Alexandrovsky Street. I know what I'm talking about. As the
son of an exploiter Shulman should be driven from our beloved Party.”

The purgee has blanched. He is cracking his fingers in nervousness.
The turn of events is unexpected and he can hardly organize his words.

“Are you from Cherkassy?” the chairman asks sternly, after rapping
for order.

“Yes, of course. . . . I said so before.”

“Did your father have a tailor shop at the address mentioned?”

“Yes, of course. But he was not an exploiter. The other tailors were
members of an artel. He was just head man. It was a kind of cooperative,
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I swear it, comrades. Besides, I had nothing to do with it. Personally I
worked in a factory, in another city.”

“Wasn’t he your father?”

“Sure, sure, he was my father.”

“Then you hid from the Party the fact that you come from a family
of exploiters?”

“I’'m not hiding anything. It was an artel, a cooperative. I worked in a
factory and my record as a Party man and as a student is good.”

His manner is against him. The more excited he gets, the thicker his
Jewish accent becomes. Laughter ripples through the hall. “Throw him
out!” someone cries. “Out with him, he deceived the Party!” Shulman
stumbles as he leaves the platform; he’s blinded by tears. Everyone
realizes that he will now be kicked out of the Institute, that his career
is ended.

The next few purgees are fairly routine. They receive their cards from
Galembo in short order. Then Comrade Tsarev is in the limelight. Al-
though close to forty, he is a student. His forehead and cheeks are deeply
furrowed. There is a brisk, military emphasis about his bearing, and his
confession soon reveals that he has been in the Army for many years, has
won citations during the civil war. Subsequently he became a factory
official and two years ago matriculated at the Institute. He is married and
has two children.

“Now tell us, Comrade Tsarev,” the chairman asks, “what did you
think of collectivization? What was your real attitude?”

“I worked in the villages, comrade, and helped to liquidate the kulaks
as a class. I admit I found certain measures rather embarrassing and
unpleasant but in principle I was in agreement.”

“You don’t seem to understand my question, Comrade Tsarev, or
maybe you prefer -not to understand it. You are not the only one who
found this great undertaking unpleasant. I want to know your political
reactions.”

“I have never opposed the Party.”

“Unfortunately that’s not true.” The Commission member gestures with
a few mysterious sheets of paper in his hand. “We have data here to show
that in the period of liquidation of kulaks you referred with approval to
Bukharin’s statement criticizing the policy of Comrade Stalin. Corades
Kasarik and Somov, please come forward and confirm your declarations
to the Commission.”

Many of us know the two students: the kind who study little and talk
a lot. They step to the front of the auditorium and rehearse their deposi-
tions to the effect that while they were in the country with Tsarev he had
spoken critically of the whole collectivization policy. They quote his sup-
posed words in detail. Tsarev’s attempts to interrupt come to nothing. It
is obvious that his case is hopeless.

I break out in a cold sweat. Tsarev’s behavior in the villages, his very
words, seem reminiscent of my own.
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“Now, Tsarev,” the chairman turns to him, “do you still deny your
disagreement with the Party?”

“I do. They exaggerate. Besides, criticism is not necessarily disagree-
ment. I am only human, There was so much suffering around me.”

Galembo shouts him down, fearful he may say too much.

“Loyal Party members trust their Central Committee, and our beloved
Leader, Comrade Stalin.” Applause from the audience. “There is no room
in the Party for such as you, who have the impertinence to deny their
errors.” More applause. “Expelled.”

“I will appeal to the Central Committee,”’ Tsarev cries out. “My war
record speaks for itself and my assignment in the villages was successful.
I have shcd my blood for the revolution. You have no right to ruin mel!”

But the Commission members are not listening. Already they are draw-
ing out the files of the next man. Tsarev has been one of the most popular
men in the Institute, but now everyone shrinks from him as he leaves the
platform, He can hardly credit what has happened—to him of all people!

The fellow now on the rostrum is Dukhovtsev. He has been working
with his hands since he was eight years old, became a foreman and was
selected among the “thousands” to become an engineer. He makes a first-
rate impression, His answers to political questions and trick questions
about Party history are flawless.

“Comrade Dukhovtsev, are you married?” Galembo inquires, almost
casually.

“Yes, I am,”

“When were you married and who is your wife?”

“I was married last year. My wife is the daughter of a bookkeeper and
is now a nurse in a hospital.”

“Tell me, did you register your marriage or not? In other words, how
was your marriage consecrated?”

Dukhovtsev turns red. He fidgets in embarrassment. Suddenly he
recognizes the import of this line of inquiry. The audience becomes tense,
expectant. There is not a sound in the hall. Finally the purgee, in a low
voice, admits the awful truth:

“I was married in church,” he says dejectedly.

The tension is broken. The audience rocks with laughter.

“I know, comrades, that it sounds funny,” Dukhovtsev raises his voice
above the laughter. “It’s ridiculous and I admit it. A church ceremony
means nothing to me, believe me. But I was in love with my wife and her
parents just wouldn’t let her marry me unless I agreed to a church comedy.
They’re backward people. My wife doesn’t follow superstitions any more
than I do but she is an only daughter and didn’t want to hurt her old
people.

“T argued with her and begged her and warned her it would lead to no
good. But she wouldn’t budge, and on the other hand I couldn’t live with-
out her. So in the end we married secretly in a distant village church. On
the way back I hid the veil and flowers in my brief-case.”

The crowd cannot control its merriment. The chairman raps for order
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but to no avail. Dukhovtsev, now having lost control, shouts still louder:

“We are not believers, I can assure you. My wife is working, I am
studying, we have a child. I beg you, comrades, to forgive my mistake. I
confess that I'm guilty for having hidden this crime from the Party.”

Although several people come to his defense, he is expelled. Not only
the church marriage itself, but especially the fact that he failed to report
such a serious transgression to his superiors, are his real crimes.

Thus the purge continues, day after day. The sessions begin immedi-
ately after the lectures, which is to say about five in the afternoon, and
continue far into the night. At the end of the first week, when the business
has become a dreary grind, droning on with its accompaniment of tears,
laughter and absurdity, we are suddenly aroused. A gifted teacher and
research specialist, Comrade Peter Yolkin, is called. We know that his
father is a former priest, which makes his position precarious. Of course,
his father had renounced the church and even joined the Godless Society,
to wipe the stain from his children’s record.

Without that renunciation Peter would never have been accepted into
the Party, despite his brilliance as a scientist. The man’s devotion to his
research has been utterly selfless. He has worked long hours, as consultant
to several factories, in the laboratories, in classrooms. It is as if, by bound-
less zeal, he has sought to live down his “shameful” family background.

I happened to run into him in the corridor the morning before his
scheduled purge.

“Well, Peter, how do you feel?”’ I asked.

“Not too good, Vitya. ‘And will I fall, pierced by the arrow, or will it
fly past me?’ "

“Oho! If you’re driven to quote from Eugene Onegin then you’re really
worried,” T laughed.

Now, standing before an unusually large gathering, he is telling his
personal story. Perhaps because of his ecclesiastical background, he shows
a talent for confession. He has never hidden the shame of his life, he
declares, and besides, his father broke with religion, publicly, through the
newspapers. It has not been easy to eradicate the old and make room for
the new; it has been a long and earnest labor to wipe out every last trace
of childhood superstition. But he has done it, comrades, and now he gives
all his thought to research. In that way, he feels, he can best serve the
Party and Stalin.

“Tell me, Comrade Yolkin,” chairman Galembo says, “have you known
Sanin long?”’

“Yes, for quite a while. We were classmates, graduated from the Insti-
tute at the same time and now we are both teaching here.”

“Did you know that Sanin signed a Trotskyist document?”

“Yes, just as so many others here knew about it.”

“I'm not asking about the others but about yourself.”

“Yes, T knew about Sanin and I don’t deny it,” Yolkin concedes.

“In that case,” Galembo raises his voice angrily, “why didn’t you
inform the Purge Commission that you knew about it?”
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“I saw no reason for making such a declaration. The fact was so gener-
ally known that it didn't occur to me. Sanin himself had renounced his
error publicly and the whole thing happened long ago.”

“Look here, Yolkin, you don’t deny you were on close terms with
Sanin. You are an informed Party member. You ought to know how the
enemies of the Party, both Left and Right, hide their true face. Did you
show any signs of Bolshevik vigilance? Did you report the kind of things
we know Sanin was saying?”

‘“He never said anything like that in my presence. I have nothing to
add.”

“All right, and did you know Ponomerev?” It is another member of the
Commission taking the offensive now.

“Yes, I knew him. He also signed the Trotskyist platform.”

“And did you inform the Purge Commission about him?"”

“No, and for the same causes as in the Sanin case.”

“In other words, you not only had Trotskyist friends but hid their
dirty work from the Party.”

“In the first place, these teachers are not personal friends but profes-
sional associates, neither more nor less than a lot of other staff members.
In the second place, neither of them made any secret of his past.”

“Apparently, Comrade Yolkin, you are not aware that the Party is
struggling against deviationists. You take the whole struggle rather lightly,
don’t you? What if your friends are masked Trotskyists? It doesn’t con-
cern you. How can we trust you?”

“I don’t see the nature of my guilt,” Yolkin says in a firm voice.

“So much the worse for you,” Galembo declares.

The interrogation is taking a bad turn for Peter. Several people, sens-
ing the direction of the tide, arise to push the scientist’s head under the
water. One of them, suddenly overcome by his own dishonesty, stops in
the middle of a sentence, stammers, then blurts out:

“But I'm talking nonsense. Comrade Yolkin is a wonderful comrade
and great man.” v

The hall is suddenly silent, as if paralyzed by the shock of this bold
act. It takes another five minutes of rhetoric for the members of the Com-
mission to whip themselves into a proper state of anger. Yolkin is deprived
of his card, to the surprise of nearly everyone.

I learned later that his family was crushed by the expulsion. To make
things worse, his sister, a student at another Institute, was expelled merely
because her brother was in disgrace. Thus their father’s sacrifice of his
religion came to nothing and two useful careers were wrecked. However,
after months of appeals in which many prominent comrades, impressed
by Yolkin’s genius, interceded for him, he was restored to membership.
Automatically his sister, too, was rehabilitated.

Now the meeting continues. Four or five comrades pass the purge with~
out trouble. Then a young woman student whom we all know and admire
for her intelligence and devotion is summoned to the rostrum. She is a
brunette with flashing eyes and a ringing voice: one of those women who
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are attractive without being in the least pretty. She declares that she is
the daughter of an artisan, a carpenter; that she went to work in a factory
in her early 'teens; that she studied in the evenings and was finally selected
to enter an Institute for engineering courses.

“Comrade Granik,” the chairman asks, ‘‘are you married?”

“Yes.”

“How long?”

“Five years.”

“And who is your husband?”

“He is a former worker. I met him on the job. Later he was foreman in
an iron-smelting plant.”

“Is he a Party member?”

“No, not now. But he used to be.”

The audience suddenly smells blood again. Those who were leaving for
a smoke in the corridor return to their seats. Heads strain forward.

“Why did he leave the Party? Or was he perhaps expelled?”

“My husband was expelled,” Granik says in a calm voice, “for taking
part in the Workers’ Opposition movement.”

“And did you divorce him then?”

“NO.”

“Where is this husband of yours now?”

“He was arrested. He’s in a G.P.U. prison.”

The crowd is now tense. This is real drama: the Party wife with a
deviationist husband is a stock situation in Soviet plays, where, with the
author’s help, she always chooses the Party above love.

“Is this your husband’s first arrest?”

“No, the second.”

“And still you did not divorce him!”

“NO."

“Have you visited him in prison?”

“Yes, I visit him every week.”

“Why?”

“Why? I bring him food packages, laundry, cigarets.”

“Isn’t there anyone else who could do that?”

“Well, I suppose so—he has a mother and a sister.”

“Then tell us why you visit him in prison. You are a Party member,
aren’t you? Yet you have no qualms about helping a man who is an
enemy of the Party.”

“He is my husband.”

“Oh! He's your husband! Isn’t the safety of the Party more important,
perhaps, than narrow personal considerations?”

“I do not agree with him politically. I try to argue with him and show
pim”he’s wrong. Every time we meet we argue to the point of quarrel-
ing.

“Oh, you merely go to prison to agitate?”
Galembo’s irony snaps the tension. Here and there people laugh. There
are exclamations of “Enough! Expel her!”
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“Excuse me, Comrade Chairman,” the girl raises her voice. “Is this a
Party purge or is it a2 circus? I ask you to state your political charges
against me and not to turn my personal life into a laughingstock for this
audience.”

“Very well then, why don’t you answer to the point and tell us exactly
why you make weekly visits to a class enemy and a Party deviationist.”

“T told you. Not only is he my husband, but he’s a human being. It
would be disloyal and cowardly to divorce him when he’s in trouble. I con-
demn his views. But we worked together, we studied together, we have
!ivclsd tcl)g,ether. We have definite emotions for one another. In fact—we're
in love!’

Loud laughter greets this admission. An alleged Communist in love
with a G.P.U. prisoner!

“In short,” Galembo sums up, “as a Party member you do not even
admit your error in associating with an enemy of the people. I think the
issue is clear. Citizeness Granik does not deserve to remain in the ranks
of the Party. She will no longer be allowed to trifle with the interests of
our country.”

There is applause. There are shouts of “Right! Out with her!” Yet a
wave of sympathy sweeps the crowd as the girl, her head held high, her
lips tremulous, walks off the platform, down the middle aisle and out of
the hall. A student sitting near me whispers in my ear: “I’m not for
Granik. But after all, this is a personal matter and shouldn’t have been
handled this way.” I remain silent. How can I know whether my neighbor
is honestly disturbed or has some ulterior motive, perhaps to provoke me
to some dangerous comment?

3

When Seryozha Tsvetkov’s name is called, my heart begins to pound.
His testimony will certainly touch on his village experience. It may involve
me. I know that he is emotional and fear for his safety and my own.

On the stage, with all eyes focussed on him, he seems too young and
helpless. His youthfulness seems almost an affront in this grim setting. He
is obviously nervous. Yet he tells his story connectedly. He keeps looking
toward the far corner of the hall; I follow his eye and see his father smiling
encouragement. Once Seryozha’s eyes meet mine; I smile and also make a
sign of encouragement. As he begins to tell of his work in the village, the
chairman interrupts him.

“Comrade Tsvetkov, is your father a Party member?”

“Yes, and he has already passed the purge successfully.”

“Tell us, how did you feel during the collectivization in the village?”

I can see that Seryozha had turned pale. He looks in my direction and
says: “I carried out the task assigned to me by the Regional Committee
but I admit that my reaction to certain occurrences in the village were
negative.”

“We have evidence,” Galembo continues, ‘‘that you were not suffi-
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clently firm and on many occasions showed wavering and inadequate
decisiveness. What is your answer?”

I feel that Tsvetkov will sink unless he gets some support. It is abso-
lutely necessary to give him a chance to collect his senses. Impulsively I
rise and ask for permission to speak.

“What is your question?” the chairman says.

“I would urge that you announce the name of the person who made the
hostile declaration about this comrade.”

“He’s from the Prosecutor’s office.”

“All the same, comrade, his name is important. I was in the village
with Comrade Tsvetkov and I know the facts.”

“Well,” the chairman agrees, “his name is Arshinov.”

“I thought so,” I say with a note of triumph which gives Seryozha his
cue. The interlude has helped him to calm down. The very mention of
Arshinov’s name seems to revive his anger and restore his self-confidence.

“Arshinov!” he says. “I can tell you that this man’s declaration is
incorrect and worthless. It’s motivated by personal considerations. He is so
afraid that I will tell what I know about him that he insures himself by
denouncing me. This was my first time in the village. Naturally I had no
experience and may have fumbled in the work. On the other hand, Arshinov
used methods that were shameful—the kind of methods that have since
been disowned and attacked by the Party. On my return I reported his
behavior to the Regional Committee. It is not I who am guilty but this
very Arshinov.”

“But isn’t it true that Arshinov made a superb record in grain deliv-
eries, sometimes after you failed?”

“Yes, that was true on several occasions. But it does not follow that
I should violate Party instructions and behave like he didl”

“Very well, who wishes to speak?”

I stood up and the chairman signalled me to go ahead.

“I worked with Comrade Tsvetkov and Comrade Arshinov in Pod-
gorodnoye. I shall tell the details when my turn comes. But now I want
to say that I found Comrade Tsvetkov an honest, cooperative, and con-
scientious Communist. He’s a decent fellow generally even though he
has not much experience. We should not make him the victim of this
Arshinov’s methods—if he were here I'd make mincemeat of him. If you
allow me, I'll tell you something of Arshinov’s ‘achievements.’ ”

“Let’s hear! Go ahead!” voices cry, but the chairman clearly is
alarmed. He does not want a recital of village horrors.

“Comrades, we're checking the record of Tsvetkov, not Arshinov. The
comrade on the floor can tell his story privately to the Commission.”

I walk to the platform, and in a low tone recount some of Arshinov’s
brutalities. The Commission members make notes. Whether they go
through the scene for the audience’s sake or aré actually ignorant of the
facts I shall never know. I had reported the facts in detail, but it was
always possible that Arshinov had friends powerful enough to keep my
reports out of the hands of the Purge Commissions.

My championship of Seryozha encourages others. Three men and two
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women made speeches in his behalf. His card is handed back to him. From
the stage he comes straight to where I am sitting. He presses my hand
gratefully, tears in his eyes. Then he joins his father, who embraces him,

I am hoping to be called for my ordeal immediately after Tsvetkov. I
might benefit from the favorable impression he seems to have made. But
the name called is that of Comrade Grinchenko, lecturer on Marxism and
Leninism in the Institute and therefore, in a sense, a minor “spiritual”
and ideological preceptor of the Institute. If there is anyone on the Insti-
tute lists who is, ipso facto, above criticism it should be this tall, plain-
looking lecturer. We think him rather on the dull side as a teacher, but
entirely admirable as a human being.

Grinchenko lectures in Ukrainian, which'is his natural tongue, despite
the fact that the old language excesses had not merely been dropped but
condemned as a “nationalist deviation.” He is a fanatic Communist of
whom the students say, “Grinchenko—why he goes to bed with Marx
every night.” Because we know little about kis history, we listen to his
confession with exceptional attention.

He is the son of a poor peasant family, he says, and until the revolu-
tion worked as stableboy on a wealthy estate. He was nineteen when the
Tsar fell and he joined the Bolsheviks at once. He attained the rank of
Company Commander in the Red Army and was wounded several times
in battle. After the civil wars he attended a special Institute for Communist
theory and here he is, lecturing on Leninism. It is, indeed, a blameless
Soviet career.

“However, I must confess to the Commission and to the assembled
comrades,” he concludes, “my errors in the matter of the nationalist devia-
tions. I followed the lead of Skripnik and others who distorted the General
Line on the subject. That is part of my bitter past, which I regret and
which is all forgotten.”

“So everything is forgotten?” the chairman interjects in his most
ominous manner. Again everyone is on the alert. “But do you still see
certain people—let me say—"' and he mentions three or four names.

“Yes, I might have run into them now and then. One can hardly help
that. They were Ukrainian nationalists and I am not on good terms with
them.”

“Did you ever correspond with them?”

“NO-"

“After the Party generously forgave your sin, did you meet these men?”

“No. Though if I recall right I did once meet a common acquaintance
of these people. We didn’t talk politics.”

“Do you know where these nationalists are now?”

“I have heard the report that some of them were arrested. I don't
know which.”

“Who brought you the report?”

“The mutual acquaintance whom I met by accident.”

“You just said you didn’t discuss politics with him. How does it happea
be gave a report of the arrests?”
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“Well, maybe I used the wrong word. Not a report—just a remark in
passing.”

“You are naive, Comrade Grinchenko, if you think you can pull the
wool over our eyes. We know, for instance, that when you heard of their
arrests you were indignant.”

“I’'m sorry but someone must have lied against me.”

“On the contrary. We have confirmation from many sources that you
are still a Ukrainian first, a Leninist second. We have depositions from two
of your closest comrades—"" and again he mentions names.

Grinchenko seems stunned. It is obvious to us that the men named are
no longer among the free,

“I cannot understand why they should say such things about me,”
Grinchenko murmurs. “Yes, they were my best friends.”

“And T suppose, Grinchenko,” a Commission member adds, “that you
did not speak against collectivization.”

““No. Maybe T spoke against certain excesses, but never, never against
the Party decisions.”

“That’s enough. Let’s hear from the comrades in the auditorium.”

One after another the lecturers on Marxism and Leninism now rise to
strike at their colleague. They make speeches about the incompatibility of
nationalism and Communism. They search in their minds, in a panic, for
accusations against the man on the platform; and in fact they dig up half-
remembered scraps of his conversation. They give no dates, so that even
Grinchenko’s nationalist enthusiasms at the time when they were obliga-
tory, before the change of the General Line on the matter, serve as nails
for his political coffin,

And so Grinchenko, too, the fanatic Leninist with the fine Ukrainian
head, is among the rejected and disgraced. His career is ended.

I am still wondering what will happen to him when I hear my name
called and hurry to the stage. I tell the story of my life—in the farm com-
mune, the Donetz mines, the factory, on the Persian frontier, back in the
factory, and finally in the Institute. I feel, as I talk, that it is an impressive
biography. My “origins” are decently proletarian, my activities have been
consistently Communist. As if in passing, I mention my inspection of
Nikopol and my long visit to Ordzhonikidze. . . . Finally I plunge into a
summary of my two assignments in the agrarian districts. Knowing that
others have reported on me, I do not conceal the fact that I made some
daring decisions but argue that the emergency required them.

“Under what circumstances did you lose your Party card? Are you
aware that it is a serious breach of Party regulations?”

“I know and I am sorry, comrades. It was during the heat of the har-
vest. I replaced a collective farmer who had suddenly fainted and in the
excitement lost my wallet. Here is a certification of the fact from the local
Political Department.”

The Commission inspects the document, adds it to my dosster and
proceeds with the questioning.

“We have evidence that you were opposed to the energetlc measures

F
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applied in the grain collection and that you discredited an Authorized
Representative of the Party.”

“On the contrary, comrades. It was he who discredited the Party. I
assume you refer to Arshinov. I have already told you about his methods.”

“All right, let’s say it’s Arshinov.”

“In that case, comrade chairman, here's a copy of my report to the
Regional Committee and to Pravda about him. You will see that he was a
disgrace to.the name of Communist. I did everything possible to guard
the good name of the Party against his actions and that’s why he seeks to
undermine my standing. He used physical methods.”

“What kind of ‘physical methods’?”’ someone in the audience asks.

“The Commission is fully aware of the facts now,” the chairman says
quickly. He is eager to change the subject. “You had better tell us some-
thing of your own methods—during the harvest at Logina.”

This is my biggest hurdle. I had organized my version in my mind,
For days now I have known exactly what I would say. But somehow the
prepared sentences have meited into a ball. I can’t untangle them. I confess
to having reaped oats and barley in order to save the harvest, to having
organized a collective kindergarten and used ‘“firm methods” to feed the
children, save people and save the situation.

“Comrade Hatayevich thanked me personally for the harvest, which
was ten days ahead of schedule, and here’s a formal testimonial to my good
work from the Political Department.” I hand over the paper. “What else
can I say?”

The chairman is embarrassed. I have come well documented. If he has
planned to push the case against me, he now wavers. I may still be saved.
He takes another tack and I breathe more easily.

“What is your father’s accupation?”’

“He works in the Petrovsky-Lenin plant along with my yourger
brother, and my older brother is an accountant in a chemical factory.”

“Is your father a Party member?”

“NO.”

“Your brothers?”

“NO-"

“Why was your father in prison before the revolution?”

""For revolutionary activities—in the 1go§ insurrection and afterwards
too.

“To what party did he belong?”

“He never belonged to any party.”

“Are you sure?”

“Quite sure, Comrade Galembo.”

“Well, does anyone care to say anything?"

Three comrades rise to attack me. Several others, among them Ser-
yozha, praise me. But these are no fireworks. People stroll out to smoke
and chat. A dull case. . . . I receive my card.

Before leaving the platform I ask the Commission members to tell me
who denounced me on the Logina period. They consult the files. Evidently
the man did not ask to have his identity shielded.
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“It's a Party member, a Comrade Skopin,” I'm told.

“Just as I thought,” I smile. So the G.P.U. member of the Political
Department had not forgiven my refusal to talk to him!

Friends surround me, pump my hand. Life is an open road ahead of
us—we are still Party men in good standing.

Early in 1934 Comrade Lazar Kaganovich in Moscow announced that
182,500 members had been driven out of the Party. The final figures
would be even larger, because in some districts the purge was not yet
finished. Over 200,000 Party careers were thus ended. This, however, did
not prove, as Kaganovich claimed, that the Party had been “cleansed,”
and that it was now truly “monolithic.”

The proof to the contrary was in myself. Though I had passed the test,
I was without doubt more skeptical, more deeply disturbed, than thousands
of the men and women thrown on the political scrap heap. The same was
true of tens of thousands of others. The leaders might tell themselves that
the “last remnants of deviation and disagreement have been liquidated.”
The rank and file of the membership knew better,
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dents, disappeared from the Institute after the purge. Those who

remained, however, worked with freer minds and greater energy

now that the fingers of fear were no longer at their throats. It was
my last year of study. Already, as part of my curriculum, I was giving
most of my time to practical engineering problems at the plant. After
graduation I could look forward to a responsible post in the expanding
metallurgical industry.

It was soon after the end of the purge that I met Eliena, The
drama of her personal sufferings became an integral part of my own
experience: it belongs in my private story. Indeed, few things that
happened to me directly have left such strong marks on my attitude to
the Soviet power as the things that happened to Eliena.

I have often marveled at the role of sheer accident in the fulfilment of
man’s destiny. On moving to Dniepropetrovsk, Eliena obtained an apart-
ment in my neighborhood. She went to work mornings at about the same
time that I went to the Institute. The result was that we sometimes took
the same streetcar. I noticed her for the first time as we waited in a driving
snowstorm, together with a dozen other huddled men and women, on the
cement trolley platform.

That was accident. The second and third such meetings in the follow-
ing weeks were also accidental. After that I began to look for the tall
brunette and finally I began to wait for her. I let many cars pass and was
illogically annoyed because she was Jate. I suspected—quite correctly, it
turned out—that she was quite conscious of my interest and not
indifferent to it. Later we often laughed at this wordless courtship
on a streetcar curb,

When I was finally introduced to her—again an accident—we felt as if
we had known one another a long time. It was late in the evening. I was
returning from a long session at the Regional Committee. The hall had
been filled with smoke and the discussion had been boring. It was good to
be out in the open, inhaling the crisp air and tingling under the bite of the
frost. Suddenly, as 1 was striding along, I heard my name called. T had
scarcely noticed the two women whom I had just passed.

I turned around and recognized a woman physician who had treated
me when I was in the hospital after my service on the Persian border. And
with her was the beautiful stranger.

“Victor Andreyevich,” the physician greeted me heartily, “how have
you been? I'm truly glad to see you.I've been reading your articles in the
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g GREAT MANY familiar faces, in the faculty and among the stu-
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papers and I've heard about your fine progress through mutual friends.
But excuse me, I want to introduce my young friend Eliena Petrovna.”

She was rather startled by the eagerness with which Eliena and I
shook hands and the embarrassment in our manner. Her astonishment was
further deepened, no doubt, when we found an excuse for seeing her to a
streetcar and walking off together. Living, as we did, in the same
district, the excuse was easily fabricated.

The main ingredients of Eliena’s unique beauty were grace and ele-
gance. She had a pretty face. But it would net occur to a painter merely
to put her face on a canvas. He would quite naturally wish to paint her
whole figure, On this night of our first formal meeting she was wearing a
black fur coat, tight-waisted and with a faring skirt in the Caucasian style.
A brimless hat of some white fur, accentuated her slim height. A few
snowflakes sparkled like jewels on her eyebrows.

We walked for nearly an hour, arm in arm, talking about ourselves, the
world, and again ourselves. She, too, had just come from a stuffy meeting
and found the intense cold and the crystalline air stimulating. It was her
first visit to Dniepropetrovsk, she said, but she was working as an architect
ma government planning bureau and would most hkely be settled here for
a long time. She had graduated from the Art Institute in Kharkov, where
she had specialized. in architecture, about four years ago.

“How happy I am to have met you,” I said, at one pomt. “Y have a
feeling that the meeting will flourish into real frlendshlp

“So do 1,” she said, smiling, “but frankly, for your sake, I hope it
doesn’t. If you had any sense, Victor Andreyevich, you would make this
first meeting the last.”

Though she laughed, her remark disturbed me. 1 suspected at once that
it was more serious than her demeanor indicated; that it hinted at some
personal tragedy. There was no trace of joy in her smile, and in her eyes
there lurked a curious melancholy that at once clashed with her beauty and
enhanced its effect.

“I’ll take my chances on you,” I said.

“Remember that I warned you.”

“All right, I'll remember. But in retum you ought to tell me more
about yourself. For instance——"

“Don’t ask me,” she interrupted. “Yes, I am married. My husband is a
good man, but an unfortunate one. We live under the same roof and I care
for him like a sister. But beyond that we are husband and wife in name
only. I do not love him . . . in that way. . I'm glad I've met you. 1
have been lonely.”

“Lonely? You? With a home, a career, your beauty. . . .

“Qh, I know many people; perhaps too many. Yet I envy you because
you have a real home, a mother. My father is dead and my mother lives
in Kiev. In a way I'm glad—these days there are thmgs one can’t tell even
to one’s mother. I envy you also your illusions, since you're obviously a
devoted Communist.” ,

“One can be devoted even after shedding some illusions,” I said. “But
let’s postpone politics. Tell me more about your husband. . . .”

”
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“Please don’t ask me that. If vou really want to see me again, I make
only one condition: that you act as if he did not exist. In the deeper sense
he doesn’t. But I must repeat my warning. You are full of hope and faith.
I have neither. I'm one of the least of the camp followers, while you're
at the head of the procession. You’ll march better if you walk alone.”

“T refuse to accept your warning. Whatever the price I intend to see
you often.” I adopted a light-hearted manner. “I shall never regret know-
ing you even if all the plagues of hell befall me.”

“Did you say ‘plagues of hell'?” she smiled sadly. “I know nothing
about the plagues of hell, but I know plenty about the plagues of our
present lives. They are worse, much worse, because they befall people in
life, not after death.”

When I left her at her door, we agreed to meet again in the park the
following Saturday evening. I bought tickets for a gala concert that night
at which the celebrated artists of the Moscow Ballet, Victorina Krieger and
Golubin, were to perform. Waiting for Saturday was a torment, yet I
avoided meeting her on tke streetcar platform. I was pleased by the
approach of bedtime because it brought the day of our rendezvous
nearer.

When we met, I was happy to sense in the pressure of her hand and the
flush of her cheeks that Eliena, too, had been impatient for this reunion.
We walked, talked, then went to the Opera Theatre. She seemed as thrilled
as a child on a holiday.

“When I'm with you I forget all my troubles,” she whispered in the
midst of Golubin’s performance of the Corsair,

Krieger, though no longer young, still danced divinely and was adored
throughout Russia. This night she did scenes from her famous role in
Swan Lake and drew stormy applause. Then a singer began the aria: “Give
me, oh, give me my freedom. I shall know how to vindicate my shame. I
shall save my honor and my fame. . . .” I felt Eliena pressing my hand
until it hurt.

“Listen, Victor Andreyevich, these words have a deep meaning for me,
and for so many many others,” she said in a low, tense voice.

Then a stout woman sang Lisa’s aria from The Queen of Spades. I felt
that Eliena’s joy in the concert was gone. She fidgeted and sighed. The
singer came to the passage: “The little cloud came, brought the thunder
along, and broke up happiness and hope. . . .” Eliena suddenly arose and
drew me with her.

“Please let’s go, Victor Andreyevich,” she said; “please! I cannot listen
to any more.”

Out in the frosty air she calmed down. I did not ask any questions.
Whatever the melancholy mystery shadowing her life, T had decided not
to probe it.

‘“Let’s go to some restaurant,” I said. “Let’s hear some gay music.”

“All right—but only one condition: I pay for myself. You're a student;
I'm working. There’s no reason why you should pay.”

_We met at least once a week, usually oftener, in the following months.
Winter turned to spring. I introduced Eliena to my mother—it was love at
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first sight between the two women. Thereafter she and mother met fre-
quently even when I was not around.

“She’s a sweet woman,” my mother told me, “and she is. very much in
love with you. I know how you feel about her. But there’s something in
her life that weighs heavily on her spirits.”

“I know, mother, and I have no clue to her unhappiness. I've discovered
that probing only hurts her and I ask no more questions.”

“You're right, Vitya. She’s a good person and you should trust her.
Whatever it is that troubles Eliena, it cannot be to her discredit. She is the
sort who couldn’t hurt anyone—except herself.”

One night, after dining with my family, Eliena remained for the eve-
ning. We read together and listened to the radio. Both of us knew, without
putting it into words, that she would not go home.

“This is our marriage night, Victor. I.love you with all my heart and
soul,” Eliena said. “Please believe me that you are the first and only man
in my life since I ceased to love my husband.”

2

Months passed. Eliena came often to our house and became, to all
intents and purposes, a member of the family. My parents, my brothers,
all adored her. There was an aura of glamor around her that imparted its
brightness to our whole household. Yet I was rarely without the gnawing
awareness that an important part of her life was closed to me. Sometimes
I felt that she lived in a permanent state of alarm, as if her existence were
a house poised dangerously on the edge of an abyss.

Then came the day when my worry found a focus. Though I explained
my suspicions as concern for her well-being, they were in large part the
product of ordinary male jealousy.

After lectures, one afternoon, a few classmates and I went to a football
game at the city Stadium. Between the halves we rushed to the refresh-
ments buffet for beer. As usual, there was a long queue at the counter, and
we took our places. As I stood there, looking aimlessly through the door
into the adjoining restaurant, I caught sight of Eliena, elegantly dressed,
in the company of two men who were unmistakably foreigners. The three
of them were drinking wine, chatting gaily, and the men, it seemed to me,
were looking at Eliena boldly, hungrily.

Though I sat through the rest of the game, I did not see it. What was
Eliena doing in the company of foreigners? After the game I saw her
depart with her escorts. They drove off in a big foreign motorcar. I was
in a daze for the rest of the day and did not sleep that night.

Next day Eliena came to supper at my home, as previously agreed. I
kept watching her throughout the meal, but she showed no sign of change.
Could this contact with foreigners—a dangerous matter in our country—
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be so routine. that it left her unaffected? When we were alone, she men-
tioned casually that she had been at a football game the previous day.

“The head of my bureau asked me to go with a couple of visitors,” she
said. “They certainly were a bore.”

1 said nothing about having seen her there. When she left my room to
go to the kitchen, I noticed that her handbag was open and caught a
glimpse of papers in it. Still consumed with doubts and jealousy, I hur-
riedly glanced at the papers. One sheet was in German. Though I did not
know the language I recognized that its contents were technical, with refer-
ences to measurements and machines. The other sheet was in Russian, It
began: “Enclosing the material on the attached report T wish to state. . .."”
At this point I heard Eliena’s footsteps and quickly replaced the papers.

I had no doubt that these papers were somehow related to the two
foreigners and that the whole episode, in turn, held the key to the mystery
of her life. When we parted late that night, I asked when we would meet
again,

“Friday evening,” she said.

“Unfortunately I am lecturing again this Friday. Let’s make it Thurs-
day.” ‘

“I’m sorry, darling, but Thursday I expect to be busy with some
urgent business.”

Made sensitive by my suspicions, I suddenly realized what had escaped
me until then: that for several months Eliena had usually been too busy to
see me on Thursday. I made up my mind to follow her that Thursday, if
possible, to learn what I could.

It turned out to be a dark, rainy night, which made my amateur sleuth-
ing easier. Having seen her board a streetcar, I jumped on the back plat-
form. When she got off, near the center of town, I also alighted and
followed her at a distance on the other side of the street. I saw her approach
what looked like a large private dwelling. She rang the bell. A uniformed
gla.n opened the door, let her in, looked around cautiously, then closed the
door.

From a doorway which gave me a clear view of the house, I watched it
for nearly two hours. I saw people come and go. There was enough light
from the windows of surrounding houses and from the door when it was
opened to enable me to see their faces. Each time he opened the door, the
uniformed man scanned the street, as if to make certain there were no
observers. Most of the callers were women. A few of them I recognized.
One was a woman famous throughout our city for her good looks and her
charm as a hostess; she was the wife of a leading physician, a professor of
gynecology. Another was a well-known singer in our local opera. There
was a prominent engineer whom I saw often at technical conferences. Some
of the callers, as they stood waiting for the door to open, I identified as
women I had often seen at the theatre and at sports events—the Dniepro-
petrovsk equivalent of ladies of fashion.

Finally Eliena emerged, accompanied by two men in civilian raincoats.
As one of them opened his coat to take out a cigaret from an ineide
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pocket, I saw that he was in uniform. It was unmistakably a G.P.U. uni-
form. I knew all that I cared to know. Eliena, it was now clear to me,
belonged to the legion of spies operating in all crevices of our Soviet
society!

My mind was in a panicky turmoil. Tossing in bed that night I tried
to organize my thoughts. Theoretically, as a Communist, I could hardly
condemn the pervasive G.P.U. espionage. It was no news to me that thou-
sands of persons seemingly engaged in other activities actually were
devoted to spying. Yet the discovery that the woman I loved was appar-
ently a G.P.U. agent shocked me deeply. Some atavistic instinct against
spying sent chills down my spine.

Though we banished such knowledge to remote regions of our minds,
some of us Communists knew well enough that hordes of innocent men and
women were being herded into prisons and forced labor camps. We ex-
plained it to ourselves as “preventive” action—or we evaded the moral
problem altogether by refusing to look at it with undimmed eyes. Could it
be that Eliena, so close and dear to me, was responsible for bringing pain
and death to innocents? The more I wrestled with the terrifying discovery,
the more hopeless my situation seemed, torn as I was between love and a
sense of horror.

In the morning I sent a note to Eliena. I told her that T had to leave
town for about a week. For fear that she might come to look for me at
home, or that I might run into her in our neighborhood, I moved to the
home of a friend. The following Thursday night again found me observing
the mysterious private house from my hiding place across the street. Again
I saw Eliena and some others, mostly women, arriving. The pattern
seemed clear to me. All of them, including the wives of well-known officials,
were making reports on their week's work and presumably receiving
instructions. A private house made the business easier and safer than
calling at G.P.U. headquarters.

That night I returned home. I wrote Eliena that for reasons which I
was unable to reveal, I could no longer see her. All contact between us, I
said, was ended and I should be thankful if she accepted my decision in
this matter and did not attempt to reopen a relationship which had become
impossible.

I was so broken up by the decision that I could neither work nor think
clearly. I stayed away from the Institute and paced the streets of the city
for hours, in a futile attempt to escape a consuming pain. Under it all,
mixed with my burning desire to see Eliena again, was the tormenting doubt
whether 1 was treating her justly.

A few days later, when I returned from the Institute, my mother
handed me a letter.

“Eliena left it for you,” she said. “She seems to be in great dis-
tress. Her eyes were swollen with crying. I don’t want to intrude on your
personal affairs, Vitya, but I hope you know what you’re doing. Wounds
inflicted by persons we love are the most painful of all.”

Eliena’s letter was brief:

F'
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“Vitya darling: I beg of you to do me the last favor. Meet me tomorrow
at six in the evening at the railroad station. I plead with you to do this
last thing for me before we part forever.”

I was waiting for her when she arrived. She was carrying a small suit-
case. The sufferlng evident on her lovely face went to my heart like a knife.

“We're going to the Samara River,” she informed me, “and we’ll eat
and talk in the open air. I have the rallroad tickets a.lready

In the train we talked of trivialities: about my preparations for the
final Institute examinations, about a building project on which she had
been working. Arriving at g small station, we walked along a country road
until we reached the shore of the river. For a time we both avoided serious
conversation, as if deliberately postponing the very moment which had
brought as here. The evening was close and there was a rumble of distant
thunder.

“Let’s have a swim before the clouds burst,” I suggested.

We threw off our clothes and plunged into the river. After the refresh-
ing swim, we dressed and she spread the food on a tablecloth. She had also
brought along a bottle of Napareuli wine.

“Once, long ago, we drank to our meeting. Now let’s drink to our part-
ing,” Eliena said. Her eyes were brimming with tears. “Remember that I
told you then it would be better if we did not meet again. I am going to
lose you. I shall be alone again.”

Neither of us touched the food, but we drank the wine.

“Now Vitya, tell me what has suddenly happened? Why have you
ceased to love me?”

“T love you as much as ever. That’s why I'm here. I have come here
counting on your honesty, Eliena. Can you tell me your secret? I will not
continue to be led by the nose like some brainless boy.”

“What do you want to know? Is it about my husband?”

“No, it’s about you. I know why you go out with foreigners. I know
about your Thursday evening meetings at the house on Y- Street.
What else do you want me to say?”

“O my God! My God!” she began to sob. “What shall I do? What
shall T do?”

There was a flash of lightning. The first big drops of rain fell. We took
gshelter in an abandoned fishetmen’s hut nearby. In the deepening dark,
sitting on a pile of fresh aromatic hay, Eliena told me her story.

“I love you too much to give you up,” she said. “Darling, try to hear
me with an open amind. I shall tell you what I have told no other living
soul, not even my mother, certainly not my poor husband. After you’ve
heard me to the end, you'll decide your course.”

This, in her own words as I remember them, is the story of Eliena’s life:

3

We lived in Kiev. My mother was a former schoolteacher. My father
was a well-known professor of engineering. He worked in a local trust and
earned good money. I was their only daughter and I had a happy child-
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hood. I wanted for nothing. I was taught music, languages and grew up
without a care in the world. What I liked best was drawing.

Our neighbors had a son, Sergei, who was attending the Technological
Institute at Kharkov. He would come home for the summer. We were
friends. Then, as I grew older, the friendship ripened into love. I was only
a little over seventeen when he proposed to me. I accepted him and we
moved to Kharkov. There I was able to follow my ambition by entering
the Art Institute, from which I graduated in 193o0.

You remember, of course, that it was the year when many engineers
and specialists were being accused of wrecking. I happened to be visiting
my folks in Kiev when the G.P.U. officers arrived to arrest my father.
They made a search of the house, even cutting icons, sofas and mattresses
open, but of course found nothing. The whole idea of my mild and scholarly
father going in for sabotage was fantastic. It was so absurd that mother
and 1 consoled ourselves he would soon be released.

Naturally, I remained in Kiev to help see her through the ordeal. Our
happy life was ended. We had no inkling of what they had against papa
and were not allowed to visit him. Every evening, week after week, then
month after month, I would go to the prison gate to deliver food packages.
For hours I would stand in queues, in rain or snow, with many hundreds
of other miserable women. I also haunted the outer offices of the G.P.U.
in the forlorn hope of helping my father.

Once, when 1 went to the G.P.U., I was asked to go into the office of
the chief. I wondered why he had sent for me. I found a middle-aged man,
courte(cl)us and impressive. He listened as I pleaded for my father. Then
he said:

“Now you listen to me, Eliena Petrovna. You are a handsome woman,
in fact you are beautiful. What’s more, you have culture and carry yourself
well. These are gifts that can be most useful to our country—not to men-
tion yourself and your father. We can help you, provided you help us. I
don’t have to tell you much more, because I can see you're intelligent as
well as personable. Now don’t make a wry face and draw back. What I
propose is not as filthy as life itself. I'm not asking you to go to bed with
anyone. We have such women, too, and some of them are highly respected
ladies in our city.

“You'll be more useful to us as a pure, unattainable woman. We'll see
that you meet the right people, where you can hear a lot that our govern-
ment needs to know. Naturally, we’ll pay you well, and will protect not
only you but those dear to you.”

He offered me a cigaret, which I declined. Then he drew a box of bon-
bons from a drawer and motioned me to help myself. I looked at him
incredulously. ‘

“In other words,” I finally said, “all you want me to do is to deliver
a few human lives to you, maybe friends and acquaintances of my father,
to help you concoct a few more sensitional cases? If I do that, you'll
release my father. Did I understand you right? Just that, with some bon-
bons thrown in for good measure?”

He laughed. “That’s oversimplifying the picture.”
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“Well, I'm sorry I can’t oblige.”

“Don’t be hasty in your decision, Eliena Petrovna. We have lots of
time. Think it over and come back here. Meanwhile, if you give anyone a
hint of this interview, we shall put the little bird in a cage for a long, long
time. Please sign thls paper.”

It was a form in which the signer agreed not to tell anyone of the con-
versation and listing dire punishments for any breach of the undertaking.

Time passed in deep sorrow, Vitya. Having been given the chance to
buy my father’s liberty by becoming an agent, I almost felt guilty for his
continued incarceration. Fortunately I knew that he would be the last
person in the world to blame me if he had known. I was tired in mind and
body. Then I was again invited to the G.P.U. chief’s office. This time his
courtesy was gone. There were no offers of candy or cigarets.

He busied himself with papers as I entered and pretended not to
notice me. As I stood there awkwardly, I heard horrible shrieks some-
where down the corridor. Involuntarily I cried out in fright, He looked up.

“QOh, you’re here again,” he said. “Are you annoyed by the unpleasant
noise out there? You're right, it’s someone being encouraged to remember.

. Yes, ours is a difficult task. It calls for nerves of steel. Well, will you
accept my proposition?” _

“No. I don’t accept it—I can’t accept it.”

“Is that final?”

“Yes, it's final.”

“In that case I'm awfully sorry for you—and your father. I still think
you'll change your mind. Now good-day.”

He again busied himself with those papers. T left.

That night, when my turn came to hand in a parcel for my father at
the cage near the prison gate, the Chekist in charge repeated my father’s
name after me:

“Ladynin? No, I can’t accept the parcel.”

I stood there frozen with fear.

“What’s happened?” I cried. “It’s my father. Is he dead? Has he been
sent away?"”

“I don’t know anything. Move on. Next!”

“But he’s an old man. He’s innocent. I must know what’s happened
to him.”

“Get away or I'll have you removed by force. You're holding up the
queue.”

I went over to another window, marked “Information.” I told the guard
I wanted to find out about my father and gave him the name. He closed
the window and I saw him telephoning. I strained to hear what he was say-
ing, but I caught only one word—#kospital. He opened the window again
and announced: “No information. Sorry.,”

Scarcely able to move my feet, I turned to go home. In order not to
alarm mother, I gave the parcel of food to a beggar. The following day I
tried to find a doctor who served in the prison hospital, in the vague hope
of some news about my father. I began with several doctors who were
friends of our family. One sent me to another. After hours of this search,
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someone gave me the name of a physician who, he thought, was connected
with the Kiev prison.

1 went there. The doctor let me in, thinking I was a patient. But just
as soon as his office door was closed, I sank to my knees before him and in
tears told him what I was after. He was a kind man, but my story scared
him out of his wits. He begged me to leave him. His work in the prison
hospital was secret, he said, and he could tell me nothing.

‘“Please remember, my dear,” he said, “that I have a wife and children.
1 can take no chances. I'm truly sorry but I can do nothing, nothing.
Please leave and for the love of your own family, don't get mine into
trouble.”

But I refused to leave. I cried and talked until I wore him down. He
agreed to locate my father, if he were indeed in the prison hospital. I was
to call him in three days from a public telephone booth.

My mother continued to make food parcels which I regularly turned
over to beggars. I waited for the appointed day. At last I had the doctor
on the telephone.

“Get hold of yourself,” he warned me. “I have unpleasant news. Your
father is in the hospital. His condition, I fear, is hopeless. He has inflamma-
tion of the lungs. . .. Besides”—he hesitated—"he is rather badly
bruised. Now good-bye. I'm very sorry.”

Reluctantly I went to G.P.U. headquarters and sent in my name to
the chief. I was admitted almost immediately. He met me at the door of
his office, smiling expansively.

“Well, what’s new? Have you finally decided?”

“No,” I said. “Before I decide I must see my father.”

“That will be hard to arrange. I don’t want to upset you but your
father is in the hospital—and he’s not exactly in a presentable condition.”

“Please, please let me visit him. After all, you’re a human being »

“There are no human beings here, Eliena Petrovna, only humble
guardians of the revolution. There’s no room for sentiment here. Our tools
against enemies of the State are pain and death. The sooner you realize it
the better. I’ll let you see your father, but only because I need your help.:
Go to the prison. By the time you get there I'll have word through. And
while on your way, think again of my offer. Don’t be an idiot.”

I was taken to a ward. My father, in preparation for my visit, had been
moved to a separate room. He lay on an iron cot, as still as death. He had
grown a gray beard in the months since I had last seen him. He was all
skin and bones. There were ugly blue welts on his forehead ard his hol-
lowed cheeks. His fingers and arms were bandaged. I went to his bed. He
was too exhausted to smile in greeting. When he began to talk I saw, with
a shock of horror, that his front teeth had been knocked out.

“Don’t cry, Yolochka,” he said in a weak voice. That was his pet name
for me since childhood. '

I had been cautioned to talk only of family affairs and to avoid politics.
But the Chekist guard was moved by the scene. He turned his back, as a
hint that he was not listening. My father motioned me to bend down, and
he whispered in my ear.
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“You see what I look like, Yolochka. They’ve beaten me, day after day.
Torture is their business. Hundreds in the cellars of this prison are being
whipped with wet towels, kept awake for weeks, or kept in ice-cold rooms.
They’'ve beaten me without mercy to make me tell them the names of my
‘fellow conspirators.’

“How could I tell them, when there wasn’t any conspiracy? Nothing
but their own inflamed imaginations. They see ghosts. Sometimes I wished
I had something to confess. I remembered ordinary mistakes and confessed
them as acts of sabotage. I invented examples of wrecking. But they only
beat me more, because the falsehoods were too naive to stand up. But why
tell you more? I had heard about the G.P.U. and its methads, but the worst
I had foreseen was nothing compared with the actuality. These are not
men but monsters. Oh, Yolochka, my child, what these people have come
to. . .."”

“You'll get well, father, and I'll get you out of this hell. I promise. . ..”

“No, it’s hopeless, my child. The doctors have been frank with me.
The wounds of torture might have healed. But the ‘cold treatment’ gave
me pneumonia. In my condition and at my age I cannot recuperate. I’ll be
dead in a few days. Try to forget this and go on working as if nothing has
happened. Be good to mother and Sergei.”

“Citizeness, the five minutes are up. You must leave.”

A few days later my father died. I returned to my husband in Kharkov.

4

I interrupted Eliena’s story.

“Never mind, darling, I don’t want to know any more. I'm so sorry for
you and so ashamed of myself. Forgive me for my stupid behavior.”

“No, no, now that I've begun you must hear me to the bitter end,” she
said. “I want you to know and to understand. This is only the beginning
of the horror.” And she went on with the macabre account:

The year 1931 passed and most of 1932. My husband by this time had
graduated and was working in a big plant. Like other technical men at this
time, he was in constant dread of arrest. He had nothing on his conscience,
yet there was this senseless and unending fear, as he saw one after another
of his associates dragged off. .

All the same, when he was actually arrested, I could not believe it.
I knew all his friends, all his thoughts, all his actions. He was perfectly
innocent of even a hostile thought. Again I was standing on the dismal
queues, in rain, in snow, with thousands of other women, to deliver parcels
to the prisoner.

I was dismissed from my job on some silly pretext. It was obvious that
my superiors did not want the wife of an arrested engineer near them.
Gradually I sold everything I possessed, piece by piece, to buy food for
myself and my imprisoned husband. I gave music lessons. A few friends
helped me with money, but always on the promise that I would not reveal
they had seen me, or shown me kindness. As the wife of an “enemy of the
State” I had myself become an outcast, an untouchable.
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A few months after Sergei’s arrest, his parcel was rejected at the prison
gate. It was like an old horror film being run off again. I went to another
window and asked to see the chief. After about two hours of waiting, I was
conducted to the office of Comrade T., one of the assistants to the head
of the Kharkov G.P.U. He was a tall, handsome, well-fed blond man. He
radiated charm. .

“Ah, I rather thought I might expect a visit,” he said as he shook hands
and gallantly helped me to a chair. “I relish visits from beautiful women.
Besides, I've had a full report on you from our Kiev headquarters. What
a pity that we meet under such—shall I say official—circumstances. All
the same, I’'m grateful for the opportunity.”

“You mean you made the opportunity by refusing to accept a package
for my husband,” I said. _

“Really, they wouldn’t take the parcel? What blundering doltst I'll
see about it immediately.”

He ‘pushed a button and a trim officer came in. He gave instructions
that parcels were to be received for my husband. The officer left.

“Please believe me, Eliena Petrovna, that I regret the suffering you
have undergone. But after all, it’s your own choice. The suggestion made
in Kiev two years ago still stands, you know. We Chekists keep our word.”

“Why do you hold my husband?” I replied. “You know as well as I do
that he’s innocent. If you ever had a mother or a sister, you’d take pity on
me. I can’t become your spy. It’s not in my character. I'd rather die. But
T’ll do anything else to save my husband. I simply can't bear the thought
of his sufferings.”

I talked on and on, repeating myself, begging and accusing in turn.
He listened patiently. When I had exhausted myself he came over, patted
me on the shoulder in an almost paternal gesture.

“Life is cruel, Eliena Petrovna,” he said, “therefore one must be prac-
tical. You should think of yourself first. Why are you being stubborn?
Why don’t you come with us?”

“F’1l tell you why. The murder of my innocent father is one reason, and
the murder of thousands of others like him are thousands of other reasons.
Even for my husband I will not take the tears and blood of other wives and
mothers on my conscience. That’s why.”

“I understand your squeamishness about tears and blood,” he said.
“But be sensible, if you can. We won’t give you the kind of assignments
that will mean blood and tears. We need you to work among foreigners.
Our country is surrounded by capitalist hyenas howling for the blood of
the revolution. I won’t press you now. But any time you change your mind,
I'm at your disposal, Your father is dead. That can’t be undone. But you
can still save your husband. It’s not up to me but to you.”

However, he promised that Sergei would receive my packages-—until
he was formally sentenced and exiled. A few weeks later I was informed
that he had been sentenced to ten years of hard labor and sent to a con-
centration camp in the Urals,

For a long time I fought with the temptation to go to work for the
G.P.U. I yearned for Sergei. I was weary of the struggle. In a time of so
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much falsehood and injustice, why should I behave like a Don Quixote?
Many times I made up my mind to take the fatal step. But each time, at
the last moment something inside me, something too deep-rooted for me
to explain sensibly, said “No! You shall not!” The idea of spying, of pre-
tending to be a friend while leading someone to the slaughter, revolted me.
It made me physically ill.

For nearly a year I kept writing petitions to various government depart-
ments, pleading for a review of my husband’s case. Nothing came of it,
of course. Then something happened. I was visiting an exhibition of
Ukrainian painting with a friend from art-school days. Suddenly, in the
crowd, I saw Comrade T. He was accompanied by a strikingly beautiful
woman. His manner towards her made it obvious that he was in her
power, rather than the other way around. I watched them carefully. She
was capricious and he was as attentive and obedient as a lovelorn
schoolboy.

The ruthless Chekist official, who held the fate of tens of thousands in
the palm of his hand, behaving like a mooncalf with a radiant woman! The
paradox of the picture, I suppose, put an idea into my head. Fantastic
though it seemed at first blush, I was determined to try it.

It was not too hard to find out the identity of Comrade T.’s friend.
Then I traced her address. I watched for her at the entrance to the new
apartment house where she lived. I followed her up the stairs. As she was
fumbling with a key at the door of her apartment, I went up to her boldly
and began to talk.

“For the love of God, Madam, I beg you to let me speak to you for just
a few minutes,” I said.

At first she was frightened. But then, looking me over, she apparently
decided that I meant no harm.

“T don’t understand. What is it you want? But come inside. We can’t
stand here in the corridor.”

We went into her drawing room, which was furnished in excellent taste.
A large grand piano stood in one corner. I must have looked tired and
miserable after my hours of waiting in the streets.

“Take your coat off, child, and sit down,” the woman said. “I’ll make
some coffee. You look more dead than alive,”

I grasped her hand, and made her listen to my troubles. I told about
my father’s death, my mother’s suffering, the banishment of my husband,
I needed her help. Through her Chekist friend she could obtain for me
the right to visit my husband. It was the one thing I could still do for him.
My anguish was so deep that it infected the woman, and she began to
cry herself.

She asked me many questions. Then she walked up and down the large
carpeted room, thinking. In her distraction she even sat down at the piano
and played some chords.

“Eliena Petrovna,” she said at last, “I am sorry that I cannot make
any promises, except the promise to try. You realize of course that under
no circumstances must you ever mention this visit, not even on the tele-
phone when speaking to me.”
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She kissed me with a tenderness that surprised me. I guessed that she
was not as happy, and perhaps not as worldly, as she seemed. That evening
I went to church and prayed for a long time. I am not a believer, Vitya,
but in moments of crisis I go back to the habits of childhood. Anyhow, I
prayed as devoutly as any believer. Then I telephoned T.’s mistress and
Jearned that my prayers had been heeded. She asked me to come to see
her at once.

When I arrived, I wept with joy and kissed her hands. She instructed
me to write another formal petition for an interview with my husband and
assured me that this time it would be granted. About herself she gave me
no more than a hint.

“Life is life, Eliena Petrovna. There was a time when I did not live as
comfortably as this, but I was far happier then. It will give me at least
one moment of joy to know that I could bring a little relief from misery to
you and your husband. It’s refreshing to do a decent thing for a change.
Please forget we ever met. You must never phone me again or recognize
me if you see me.”

And so, within a few weeks, I was on a train bound for the Urals. I
carried big bundles. I had spent every kopek I had for provisions, warm
underwear, boots, tobacco. I visualized our meeting, Sergei’s joy, his bright
face, a few moments of happiness. Beyond Sverdlovsk, I left the train at
one of the small stations. An autumnal rain was falling and I seemed to
have landed in a world of drabness and deep mud. The concentration
camp was miles from the station, and I had a hard time inducing a
peasant to drive me there. We rode for a long time. Around us were thick
forests and wild cliffs. Finally we came to a kind of plateau, a huge open
space surrounded by tall barbed-wire fences.

Beyond the fence I could see the long rows of barracks, with their tiny
barred windows. I could see guards walking around, some of them with
vicious-looking dogs at their heels. As I stood at the gate in the rain await-
ing. admission, a detachment of about three hundred prisoners, walking
four abreast, returned from the forests to the camp. Never in my life had
I seen human beings so degraded and ravaged. These were not men but
the obscene shadows of men, repulsive-looking caricatures of human beings
in rags and tatters. They were all bearded, with wasted bodies, dragging
their feet through the mud in the last stages of deadly fatigue. Vitya, 1
simply haven’t the words to make you feel the misery of the sight.

In the guardhouse I presented my documents. A Chekist came in,
asked many questions, then had a woman agent search me. She searched
not only my clothes but my body. Pencils and paper were taken away, even
a small manicure scissors in my handbag was removed. Then they said I
couldn’t take in packages, allowing me to keep only the loose tobacco,
cigarets and soap.

“This.is no summer resort or rest cure, citizeness,” the Chekist barked
at me. “What we give them to eat and wear is enough. These are enemies
of the State.”

I sat down in the dirty little room to wait for Sergei. On the walls
were fly-specked portraits of Stalin, Dzherzhinsky and Yagoda. There was
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also a crude strip of bunting with the words “Regeneration Through
Labor” on it. I kept looking out of the window. Soon I saw a haggard old
man approach, followed by a Chekist with drawn revolver. The man's
ragged beard was gray, his hair was white; he was emaciated and horrible
to look on. A dirty rag was bound around one of his eyes and in general
he looked as if he had emerged from some purgatory. Moved to sympathy
by the dismal creature, I turned to the official.

“Look here, comrade,” I said, “do you see that old man over there?
Please give him this package of cigarets.”

It was the only thing I could do to show my sympathy.

The officer burst into laughter and slapped his thigh in high spirits.
“T'll be damned! Are you kidding me or have you really failed to recog-
nize your own husband?”

I was petrified with horror. The door opened and the old man walked
in. When he came close I realized that it was, indeed, Sergei—but broken,
aged, scarcely human. It was all incredible. I went to him and took him
in my arms and whispered, ‘“Seryozha, darling, poor Seryozha.”

He looked at me in confusion, his tortured face aquiver with emotion.
Suddenly he fell on his knees, began to sob and kiss my dress, my knees,
my hands. I calmed him and made him sit beside me on the bench. I had
been granted only ten minutes with him after the journey across half of
Russia, and we had been warned to speak only of personal things. Almost
before we had settled down to talk, we heard the announcement:

“Your time is up. One minute for good-bye.”

“Eliena, dear,” poor Sergei whispered, “save me if you possibly can.
Life here is more terrible than anyone in the outside world can imagine,
worse than I ever dreamed it could be. We're treated like animals, not like
people. Prisoners die every day like flies. We’re beaten and starved. Eliena,
Eliena, save me. I won’t survive another year in this hell.”

“Shut your mouth, you scoundrell” the Chekist yelled at him.

I promised Sergei to do what I could. With the agonized vision of the
wreck who used to be my husband before me I returned to Kharkov. All
hesitations were erased. I could not let him remain there just to save my
own pride and moral purity. I went to Comrade T. and we struck the bar:
gain—I would accept the G.P.U. bondage in return for Sergei’s freedom.

“I assure you, on my personal word of honor, Eliena Petrovna, that
you will never receive an assignment that might involve ‘blood and tears’
as you once put it. On the other hand, you will pay with your head if you
ever reveal the slightest hint of your connection with us.”

“Always bear in mind,” I replied, “that I am not going to save my
husband in order to send some other woman’s husband or father or brother
to a similar fate. You know perfectly well that Sergei is innocent and that
most of the others in that hellish hole are innocent. I will let you kill me
before I'll be a party to any such injustice.

“Also, I must retain the right to leave the service. I must have that
in writing.” '

“I understand and you already have my word on it, though I can’t
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give you anything in writing. You must trust me. You will have the privi-
lege of withdrawing. Now let’s seal the bargain. Fill out this application
blank.”

It was a questionnaire covering ten pages. Nothing about my life and
views, about the life and views of my relatives and friends, was overlooked
by the queries. I labored over it for a long time and finally signed it. The
G.P.U. Assistant Chief Comrade T. looked it over, made some marginal
notations and locked it up in his safe. Then he put on a civilian overcoat
and cap and we left his headquarters together.

An automobile took us to within a few blocks of the Intourist Hotel.
There we stepped out.

“] shall go ahead alone,” he said, “and you follow me in exactly three
minutes. Go to the fifth floor of the hotel.” He mentioned the room num-
ber. “I'll be waiting for you. And don’t look so shocked. Just now I'm a
Chekist, not a man, so you needn’t be alarmed.”

A few minutes later we were together in the room. When a waiter
knocked, bringing some food and wine, I hid in an adjoining room.

“Clever girl,” my chief congratulated me when the waiter had left.
“But here discretion is not so important. Everyone in the tourist hotels,
from the manager to the scrubwomen, works for the G.P.U.”

As we dined he gave me my first instructions and a sort of speed-up
course in G.P.U. methods.

“T regret to say that for the time being you will not work with me,”
he explained. “But some day, upon your return to Kharkov, you and I
together will do wonders.”

“Where will T have to go first?”

“You will remain in Kharkov a few months. You have many things to
learn. Then we have you lined up for Dniepropetrovsk. It’s a nice town.
Because of the big dam, plant construction and other work in progress, a
lot of foreigners are concentrated there—engineers from America, German
specialists and so on. There’s lots of work to be done.

“What you should understand is that I have recommended you person-
ally, which means that I'm responsible for you. If you pull any tricks,
it will be blamed on me. You may think that I have you in my power,
but it’s the other way around, my dear. I am in your power. If you ever
make honest mistakes, you’ll be forgiven. But Allah help you if you attempt
to deceive us or to work ‘to the left’ as the saying goes. Yes, I'm in your
power, and that’s why I thought it a good idea to have this heart-to-heart
talk right away.”

“I’'m listening,” 1 said.

“My first piece of advice, Eliena Petrovna, is to train your memory,
especially your visual memory. Never write anything down. Grasp it with
your mind and hold it. It’s a knack that comes with practice. Papers and
notations are dangerous. Memorize what you need—names, addresses,
telephone numbers, facts. Memory is your main tool.

“Practice your foreign languages. Those are also valuable tools. And
the same goes for your beauty. You're one of the most attractive women
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in our service and part of your job is to keep yourself attractive. Don’t be
stingy with clothes and cosmetics—that’s justified expense account.

“You will meet other of our workers from time to time. Never confide
in any of them. Never refer to the nature of your assignment, no matter
how casually. If you have to work on some job with several other G.P.U.
people, follow only the instructions that apply to you, even if they seem
absurd. That’s your only responsibility.

“Another important piece of advice, my dear. Never accept a drink
unless it was poured in your presence and unless your host drinks it first.
And never become friendly with any man in our service without explicit
approval from your chief, and report every new acquaintance, however
trivial and casual it may seem to you. You will have access to our special
shops and coupons that will give you clothes and food beyond ordinary
citizens. The guardians of the country’s safety must want for nothing, and
now you’re one of us.”

N “Just one more question,” I interrupted. “When will my husband be
ome?"”

“Don’t worry. We keep our word. He will have a good job in Dniepro-
petrovsk and you will work as an architect.”

Sergei did return in about two months. He is a sensible man and a kind
one. He knew that I felt for him only pity and that intimate love, in the
old sense, was out of the question. That part of our relationship had been
killed by the Soviet regime. He never asked me how I managed to get him
out—perhaps his suspicions are even more horrible than the gruesome
truth,

It was a fearful decision that T had to make, But Vitya, if you had seen
the concentration camp, and the horrifying transformation of Sergei, you
would understand why, after years of resistance, I finally had to yield. I
am only one of an army of thousands who are thus forced to do the bid-
ding of the G.P.U. We are kept apart. In the house where you saw me, no
caller ever sees the others. Each one is led to a separate room and we never
confront one another even by accident. Yet I’ve met some of these people
in the course of assignments. They include the wives of high officials and
of prominent men generally.

Sometimes they are caught in some indiscretion and blackmailed into
accepting service. Sometimes G.P.U. agents deliberately lure some woman
into an affair, then force her to work for them under threat of denouncing
her to her husband. Often, I believe, women are accused of crimes they did
not commit; they are framed so convincingly that no husband would
believe them innocent. And so they, too, sometimes yield. There are hun-
dreds, thousands, of dirty tricks for building up the army of spies, Vitya.
Not many do it just for the money and the power. Usually it’s under some
sort of irresistible pressure. It’s all so brutal and nauseating.

“So that’s why you came to Dniepropetrovsk, Eliena?”

“Yes, Vitya. And that’s how I met you, about a month after I moved
from Kharkov. I reported our acquaintance—I had no way out. But
nothing else, Vitya darling.”

“Did your chiefs tell you anything about me?”
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“Of course. But there was nothing compromising. It seems your record,
so far as the G.P.U. is concerned, is clean. Are you still astonished and
horrified that I am an agent?”

“To tell the truth, I am. It will take time to absorb the shock.”

“And yet, Vitya, you are a Communist. As a Communist it is your
duty to report everything that could be harmful to the Party, whether you
like it or not. Is there, after all, such a great distance between these mil-
lions of willing informers and those who are forced to inform? Aren’t we
both caught in the same filthy net?”

“There’s some truth in what you say, even if the comparison is—what
shall I say?—primitive. Willingly or unwillingly, we in fact both defend
the regime.”

“Now, my dear, that I've taken the fatal step of telling you, my life is
in your hands. As a good Communist you are obliged to betray me. Yet I
know perfectly well that you won’t. I'd go to the end of the world to escape
the clutches of the G.P.U. but its reach is long. There is no escape but
death. I think of suicide often as the only way out.

“Vitya, darling, do be careful. We live in a2 country where everyone
around us wears a mask. Trust no one, no one, with your thoughts. I'm
not talking of janitors and keyhole spies, but of the most respectable people
in town. The only safety is in assuming that everyone, without exception,
is reporting, reporting, reporting, . . . Oh, Vitya, I’m so tired and despair-
ing. I shall love you tenderly even if you cast me off.”

“Eliena, don’t talk nonsense,” I said with a rush of affection for the
trapped girl. “I am miserable only because I cannot help you. It’s infuriat-
ing for a man to be so powerless to help the woman he loves.”

“Let’s go swimming,” Eliena proposed. “Just recalling what I've gone
through makes me feel sticky.”

The water was warm. We swam in the dark, in the rain, amidst the
flashes of lightning and rumble of thunder. It was foolish and heedless but
somehow it seemed to wash away the horror of her story. I carried her out
of the water into the fishermen’s shed, and I dried her as if she were a
child. Then I tucked her to bed in the sweet-smelling hay. Exhausted by
the emotions of this strange day, she was asleep almost instantly.

In the morning we took the train back to town.

“You know, Vitya,” she whispered to me, “I feel ever so much better,
cleaner, now that the awful secret is no longer between us. If only you
continue to love me, T shall he happy as never before.”

Some weeks later Eliena went to Kiev to visit her mother and I }omed
her there. One sunny day we went to the cemetery. I pulled the weeds off
her father’s grave and decorated it with cut flowers. I had brought along
a can of paint and painted the gratings around the grave and the iron
cross at its head. Eliena didn’t cry. But as I worked she told me about
her father and her happy childhood.

“If the G.P.U. knew that you had decorated the grave, they'd arrest
you, Vitya,” she said on the way back to town. “Even in death it is dan-
gerous to be good to my poor innecent father. But your little human act
has endeared you to me.”
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“In that case it’s worth the risk,” I said.

“And it doesn’t disturb you as a good Communist?”’

“No, not a bit. Maybe I'm not a good Communist in that sense.”

We went to the Kiev park. An orchestra was playing in what was
formerly called the Tsar’s garden. The song, then popular, was a silly tune
celebrating the “happy and joyous life” of Soviet citizens. Eliena and I
looked into each other’s eyes, We needed no words to share our thoughts.



CHAPTER XII
ENGINEER AT NIKOPOL

its final examination. An individual engineering project approved

by a government commission was a condition for receiving the

- diploma, and I toiled over mine anxiously. In addition we were

spending a lot of time at various metallurgical plants, in a kind of interne-

ship. What we needed most was some mental peace, a holiday from politics.

But fate would not have this—precisely those last months became hectic
with political drama.

At best there was little enough academic calm in the Institute. Outside
assignments and purges seriously sapped our energies. Sometimes it
seemed as if study were merely a sideline activity. Now even the marginal
calm was shattered: a revolver shot in far-off Leningrad, on December 1,
1034, hit our lives in Dniepropetrovsk with the force of an earthquake.

The shot was fired in the vestibule of the former Smolny Institute, now
Party headquarters in Leningrad, by a young Communist named Nicolayev.
Sergei Kirov, a member of the Politburo and virtual dictator of North
Russia, fell dead at Nicolayev’s feet. The echoes of that shot would rever-
berate for many years. Hundreds of thousands of lives would be wrecked
or snuffed out altogether before they subsided. I would myself pay with
years of suffering for that act of terror by an unknown young man. '

Stalin and Voroshilov rushed to Leningrad. According to stories circu-
lated in Party circles, Stalin personally supervised the intensive cross-
examination of Nicolayev. No outsider, of course, could know what he
learned, but from his subsequent behavior it can be surmised that Stalin
was alarmed to the point of panic.

Hundreds of suspects in Leningrad were rounded up and shot sum-
marily, without trial. Hundreds of others, dragged from prison cells where
they had been confined for years, were executed in a gesture of official
vengeance against the Party’s enemies. Local prisons were filled to suffo-
cation. Freight trains hauled additional thousands of “politically alien
elements” out of the city to distant exile places. Then the new terror spread
to Moscow, Kiev, Kharkov and ultimately to the whole country.

The first accounts of Kirov’s death said that the assassin had acted as
a tool of dastardly foreigners—Esthonian, Polish, German and finally
British. Then came a series of official reports vaguely linking Nicolayev
with present and past followers of Trotsky, Zinoviev, Kamenev, and other
dissident Old Bolsheviks. Almost hourly the circle of those supposedly
implicated, directly or “morally,” was widened until it embraced anyone
and everyone-who had ever raised a doubt about any Stalinist policy.

167

THE GRADUATING form at our Institute was preparing excitedly for
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Propaganda machinery was thrown into high gear. Forgetting that only
yesterday they had been boasting about the unexampled unity of their
“monolithic” Party, the leaders and their press now shrieked hysterically
that the Party contained traitors, deviators, double-faced deceivers and
saboteurs. There were dark hints of plots and conspiracies in connivance
with a capitalist world that was preparing to make war on the Socialist
Fatherland. Those of us with the least sense of political weather knew that
blood-letting on a Genghis Khan scale was about to begin. And we were
right; the next few years were to bring the most horrifying official terror in
all Russian history.

A rumor spread through Party circles that Nicolayev’s act had not been
political at all—that he had shot in a jealous rage because Kirov had
seduced his pretty wife. Such illicit whispers and planned propaganda
combined to wrap the assassination in mystery and conjecture which have
not been resolved to this day. In time an official “closed letter” was issued
by the Central Committee and read, under pledges of secrecy, at special
meetings of the most active Party members throughout the country. This
presented the murder of Kirov as an expression of a far-reaching struggle
against the Party’s policies and leaders by enemies of the revolution.

But whatever the immediate cause or the deeper motivations of Nico-
layev’s shot, to thinking Communists it seemed a symbol of the despera-
tions under the policed surface of their country’s life. Each of us knew the
bitternéss and despair in his own heart. Sometimes we dared to share our
doubts in twos and threes. It took the murder of one of Stalin’s closest as-
sociates to make us conscious that our private griefs were part of the great
subterranean river of discontent flowing through the heart of a vast nation.

Outwardly everything was tranquil. Critics from the Left and the Right
had been crushed and Stalin, Our Sun, shone benignly over a united Party.
The peasants had been whipped into surly submission by firing squads and
famine. No murmur of protest was any longer heard about the killing
tempo of industrialization, the food shortage, the hardships, the many
arrests. But inwardly many in the Party and the nation seethed with resent-
ment. Under the stupor of indifference, under the crust of silent despair,
there was the hot lava of primitive angers.

This should be made clear to the world in ordinary justice to the Rus-
sian people. They were impotent in their suffering; weakened by twenty
years of war, revolution, undernourishment and systematic persecutions;
dizzied by slogans and bewildered by lies; cut off completely from the out-
side world. Yet they never approved the brutality of their rulers. The bitter-
ness was deepest in the Party itself, because it was mixed with a feeling of
guilt and churned by galling helplessness as against the rulers and their
might.

It was no accident that Nicolayev and those accused of direct complicity
in his crime were all young people, products of the Soviet epoch, mostly
students, Traditionally the higher schools of Russia have been the breeding
ground of revolutionary idealism. Now such idealism was called counter-
revolutionary but it was still in the same tradition.

Although not a word about it ever reached the press, it was common



ENGINEER AT NIKOPOL 169

knowledge among Communists that thousands of students had been arrested
and hundreds of them condemned to death after the Kirov affair. It was
enough for a group of students to get together in someone’s home for an
evening of dancing and amusement to inflame the suspicions of the G.P.U.

The sudden disappearance of students at our Institute was not an un-
common occurrence. We asked no questions. We pretended not to notice.
But our sympathies were always with the arrested students, never with the
police. We decided in our secret minds to keep a better guard on our
tongues, for to speak candidly was to speak in an “anti-Comrhunist vein.”

My personal disillusionment was already deeper than I dared to admit
to myself, let alone to others. For that very reason I avoided involvernent
in political arguments. But being human, and Russian to boot, I found
myself saying too much now and then among friends whom I trusted—and
spent miserable weeks thereafter worrying whether one of them had in-
formed on me.

The assassination in Leningrad sent a thrill of romantic hope through
the student body. Could this act of terror be the expression of a truly popu-
lar movement? Was it possible that the G.P.U., for all its prowess, had
failed to root out underground opposition? We were, after all, part of a
nation reared on memories of secret revolutionary circles, political plots
and bomb-throwing for freedom.

It also sent a chill of fear down our spines. New purges were inevitable.
The first sign of the Politburo’s intentions, in fact, came quickly in an
announcement that all Party cards would be checked and renewed. With-
out calling it openly a chistka or purge, we would in effect be investigated
once more, less than a year after the nationwide political house-cleaning.

My classmate M. was one of the few Communists with whom I some-
times ‘allowed myself frank remarks about political affairs. We sensed a
certain community of mood which made us bold when we were together.
Soon after Kirov’s death, M. invited me to meet a few friends at the home
of Andrei S., a student whom I did not know too intimately. “We’ll drink
tea and chew the rag,” he told me. I hesitated about going—there was a
false note in the casualness of the invitation. But in the end curiosity and
my disturbed state of mind drew me to the rendezvous.

Andrei was a tall, pale man of about thirty, with open features and deep-
set blue eyes. He was well read and could wax eloquent even on such unin-
spiring subjects as processes of steel making. He was universally liked and
respected.

In his small room that night I found M. and two other students, both
of them from other Institutes. We sat around the glowing samovar by the
dim light of a single bulb and talked at random, skirting around the subject
that was on everyone’s mind, as if taking one another’s measure. I noted the
curious fact that the men addressed each other by false names. That in
itself gave the gathering a conspirative edge, at once frightening and some-
how intriguing. Playing with fire is for many Russians a fascinating
exercise,

T was a newcomer to this risky business of political talk, but the others
seemed to be continuing a familiar game. After a while discretion was for-
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gotten. As we warmed to a discussion of Kirov’s assassination, voices
became more intense and eyes blazed. Inflamed by our own words, we were
soon talking of ‘“‘the tyrant in the Kremlin” and commiserating with the
“oppressed Russian people.” Somehow it was as if I were reliving a child-
hood memory: my father and his revolutionary friends in a heated political
discussion of Tsarist oppression in our parlor off Pushkin Prospekt. . . .

“Nicolayev’s shot,” Andrei said, “we hold to be the act of a provoce-
teur.” That “we” sounded ominous; I had not the remotest idea whom he
had in mind. “Yes, the act of a provocatenr! It was unnecessary and harm-
ful. Stalin must find a point of vantage from which he can launch a pogrom
of extermination against the dissenting sector of the Party-—now he has it
ready-made. The question is no longer Nicolayev. He and his friends are
doomed. The point is that the Kremlin gang now has the perfect back-
ground for liquidating its critics and opponents to the last man.

“Remember my words, comrades. Many thousands, maybe millions,
will pay for Nicolayev’s shot. If until now we could dream of freedom and
democracy in the Party, the dream is ended—ended, I tell you. The last
hope is gone! Russia will soon be bleeding to death!”

He paced the room in rising excitement. His passion and his gloom
infected us all. We felt like people caught in a sinking ship, with the swirl-
ing waters already close to our nostrils. Andrei paused, swayed as if he were
drunk, and went on:

“Stalin and Voroshilov were present when Nicolayev was tortured. I
happen to know, comrades. They wanted names, names and more names
. . . fodder for their firing squads. But it doesn’t matter what the Chekists
squeezed out of Nicolayev. They will write the kind of confession that
Stalin needs and then the blood-letting will go forward smoothly, theoreti-
cally justified.”

The youngest member of our group was a small, anemic-looking stu-
dent. He seemed strangely beautiful in his frailness as he arose suddenly
and began reciting the Credo of the Decembrist poet Ryleyev:

I know that death awaits

The one who first arises

’Gainst the tyrant of the people.
Already doom awaits me. . . .
I'll die for my beloved land,

I feel it and I knowiit. . . .

His pinched face seemed transfigured as he spoke the words. He seemed
a character out of the great revolutionary scenes in Dostoievsky and
Gorki come to life. Though it was inspiringly beautiful, I felt deeply sorry
that I had allowed myself to be drawn into the meeting. It was all so alarm-
ingly naive, impractical, senseless. The very purpose of the gathering re-
mained incomprehensible to me. A forbidden mimeographed pamphlet by
a leading Oppositionist—Slepkov—was read, in which the Kremlin dic-
tator and his clique were sharply assailed; this was the only interesting
information I learned at the strange session. How Andrei had obtained
this dangerous document I could have no idea. In any case, the mere read-
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ing of such a pamphlet would have been enough to land me in Siberian
exile had the G.P.U. become aware of it.

It was almost dawn when we broke up. Only when I was out in the pale
morning, trudging through the snow, did I awake to the enormity of what
I had done. I had been involved in a conspirative meeting of the sort for
which thousands of other students throughout Russia were paying with
their freedom and their, lives. If the authorities got wind of it, I was
through. All the same, at the Institute that morning I kept looking around
for Andrei. I was drawn to him, not despite the danger but because of it.
I was eager to know about the ‘“we’” who figured in his talk all night.

At one o’clock I was summoned to the Party office. I found others there,
including my friend M. The Party Secretary looked solemn as he closed
the door and faced us. I expected the worst.

“Comrades,” he said, “I have sad news for you. I thought it better that
you should know right away. One of our best comrades committed suicide
this morning, in his room. Probably a love affair, or some other personal
tragedy.”

“Who is it?” I asked.

“Andrei S. He was a good student and good comrade. A pity. . . .”

As we filed out, M. found my hand and squeezed it. Tears were rolling
down his cheeks. So poor Andrei’s impassioned gloom had not been a pose:
“The last hope is gone! Russia will soon be bleeding to death!” His
words echoed in my mind for months. Fortunately for the rest of us that
nocturnal session when we heard the Credo recited remained a secret
throughout the purge years that followed.

Though no one knew precisely why Andrei had killed himself, the
Institute buzzed with feverish conjecture. Everyone sensed that in some
mysterious way his death was related to the assassination in Leningrad and
to the panic of fear which already was sweeping through the whole Party
and the whole Soviet bureaucracy.

The check-up of Party cards was not public, as the purge had been.
Instead it had the character of a police investigation. We were called and
questioned one by one. When my turn came, I entered the office in a state
of alarm which made me clammy with perspiration. What if the meeting
in Andrei’s room a few hours before he shot himself had been discovered?
The question was illogical—had the G.P.U. kndwn about it I would have
been arrested long ago. But great fear, like great love, knows no logic.

“Have a seat, Comrade Kravchenko,” the man behind the desk said.
“Let me have your Party card.”

I knew him as one of the active Commiunists of Dniepropetrovsk. Two
other men were present. One was a stranger to me, but I realized that the
second, though he was in civilian clothes, was an official of the G.P.U. The
others did the questioning, but it was obvious that this time the police
official was the real judge. He had a file, presumably my personal dossier,
in front of him, consulted it occasxonally, and now and then handed some
document to the man at the desk.

It was the familiar line of examination—the ritual recital of my biog-
raphy, friends, blood relations and Party work. The very dullness of the
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repetition, however, was reassuring. In particular they wanted to know
about my sponsors when I joined the Party. I gave the names.

“Are they still Party members?”

“Yes, as far as I know,” I said.

“Was any of them ever in any kind of opposition movement?”

“If he was I am not aware of the fact.”

“Comrade Kravchenko, isn't it strange that you alone in your family
are a member of the Party? Why are your brothers and your father out-
side our ranks?”

“Why strange? In the final analysis there are more non-Party than
Party people in our country.”

“His father,” the G.P.U. man interjected, “had been active politically
before the revolution but apparently the Bolsheviks are not to his taste.”

“I’'m sorry, comrades,” I said, “but it is not fair to make such assump-
tions just because people don’t join the Party.”

“QOh, I don’t mean to attack your father. I was just pointing out the
facts,” the police official said with an ironic smile.

The examination continued for perhaps an hour. As it went on I
regained my composure. Obviously my record was still clean, I was safe
again. My Party card was restored to me at the end of the interview. But
the proceedings left a bitter taste in my mouth. Theoretically we Com-
munists were the rulers of the country, the “best of the best” among the
builders of a new world. In practice we were helpless pawns in a game
played by a police regime according to rules of its own making.

Thousands of Communists in our city were expelled from the Party.
The same was true in every other city in the nation. And this time expul-
sion often meant immediate arrest.

2

My diploma project—the description and design of a new pipe-rolling
machine of my own invention—was not only graded excellent but honored
with a government patent. Though the machine was never produced, it
put me, theoretically at least, in the category of technical innovators.

The written tests completed I went through the final oral examination
before a State Qualifying Board A graduation banquet marked the end of
my life as a student. We stuffed ourselves and drank and sang and piled
up the cliches of Soviet patriotism. One after another the orators rubbed
in the fact that we had been educated at public expense and must now
begin to pay back a hundredfold in service to the Five Year Plans for the
glory of the Party.

And so, at long last, I was a graduate engineer. Four years earlier the
goal had seemed haloed with glory. Somehow the glory had departed. It
had been dimmed by the village terror and the great famine, by the Party
purge and the tides of cynicism all around me. The last sorry remnants of
lustre had been erased for me by Eliena’s story and Andrei’s suicide and
the mood of desperation and futility from which they stemmed.

To a proletarian family like mine a full-fledged engineer was cause for
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pride. I simulated a joy that I didn’t feel. My mother no doubt saw through
my pretense but played up to it in her turn. Father knew well enough that
a Soviet engineer’'s path was pockmarked with political pitfalls; he was
reserved and even worried. To my brothers Eugene and Constantine, who
were indifferent to politics, my diploma meant simply a chance for improve-
ment in my economic status.

Eliena’s pride was lined with melancholy. Her affection and sympathy
helped to quiet my own disturbed mind. She was expecting to be trans-
ferred to Kharkov, and now it seemed likely that I would be assigned to
some distant metallurgical center. Neither of us was a free person. Our
relationship, swinging wildly between ecstasy and sorrow, was fated to
pass through a series of trials. Try as hard as I would to exorcise it, the
knowledge that she was a secret police agent was ever a ghost at the ban-
quet of our affections.

I sent a copy of my graduation project to Commissar Ordzhonikidze
and received a warm response. I had kept up my contacts with him during
the school years. Imperceptibly, indeed, the official connection had mel-
lowed into a personal friendship.

Once, in 1933, I hatched the idea of a permanent Soviet Industrial
Exposition, not unlike the expositions in Germany. I made the proposal in
articles the newspapers featured, along with my picture and editorial
praise of such “Bolshevik initiative.” I then worked out an elaborate plan
in support of the idea, complete with blueprints, and put it into Ordzhoni-
kidze’s hands. Nothing ever came of the proposal but my Kremlin patron
was pleased and in his warm-hearted Caucasian fashion made me aware
of his pleasure. I followed that with a similar proposal for an Agricultural
Exposition which had a kindlier fate; some time later it was actually func-
tioning, although my initiative was nowhere mentioned.

I might have applied directly to Ordzhonikidze, as the number one
man in Soviet industry, for a post, but I preferred not to exploit his friend-
ship. Instead I was placed at the disposal of Trubostal, the metallurgical
trust charged with the manufacture of all steel pipe and certain other steel
products for the whole country. It was headed by Jacob Ivanchenko, who
had been for a time director of the Petrovsky-Lenin factory and therefore
knew me well. At a conference in his Kharkov office it was decided that I
be assigned to the new metallurgical combinat in Nikopol, which was
scheduled to start operations in April.

I had not forgotten the filth, confusion and bitterness which I had seen
at Nikopol as a Party investigator, and the memory was sufficiently de-
pressing. It seemed incredible that the plant was about to begin production,
despite all the waste and human suffering. Nikopol, I thought, was sym-
bolic of the whole industrialization effort—prodigal in spending life and
substance, barbarous in its inefficiency, yet somehow moving forward.

My mother and Eliena waved to me from the pier until the boat taking
me to Nikopol turned the bend in the Dnieper. I was deeply conscious that
a new phase in my life was beginning. I was now twenty-nine years old,
an advanced age for the launching of an engineering career, but I was
starting near the top—as one of the chiefs in a great industrial enterprise.
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I was now, overnight, transformed into one of the élite of the Soviet so-

ciety, one of the million or so top Party officials, industrial managers and

%olice functionaries who were, taken together, the new aristocracy of
ussia.

Nikopol is an ancient Dnieper town redolent of the river and sur-
rounded by lush forest and wheat lands. It is in an area famous throughout
the world as one of the richest sources of manganese, a metal essential in
the production of steel. There are also important iron deposits nearby,
making it a natural center for metallurgy. The streets and houses of
Nikopol stirred nostalgic echoes of my childhood years with grandfather
Fyodor Panteleyevich in neighboring Alexandrovsk, now known as Zapa-
rozhe.

Unhappily the plant itself was far from town, in a dismal emptiness.
Its five thousand workers were still for the most part packed into crude
barracks, better than those that had shocked me during my first visit, but
still more fit for animals than for human beings. The ordinary workers
ate in a huge, unsanitary, evil-smelling cafeteria; a cleaner and better
supplied restaurant served the top foremen and engineers; a third and
quite modern restaurant was at the disposal of a handful of the most
important officials who, in addition, were supplied with ample food in their
homes from produce raised on the factory grounds, These steep class dis-
tinctions were so traditional in Russia that only foreigners thought them
paradoxical in, a “proletarian” country.

Personally I was installed in a commodious five-room house about a mile
from the factory. It was one of eight such houses for the use of the upper-
most officials. Mine was set among tall trees and had a pleasant, well-tended
flower garden as well as a small orchard in the back. It was equipped with
a bathtub, radio, and even a substantial icebox. There was a car in the
garage and a couple of fine horses were at my disposal—factory property,
of course, but as exclusively mine while I held the job as if I had owned
them. A chauffeur and stableman, as well as a husky peasant woman who
did the housework and cooking, came with the house; I paid the woman,
the others were on the factory payroll.

My income ranged between 1500 and 1800 rubles a month, though
often, with bonuses, it came to 2000 and more. What this meant under
Soviet conditions may be judged from the fact that foremen and skilled
workers under me rarely earned more than 400 rubles, while unskilled men
and women earned only from 120 to 175. The proletarians in whose name
the Soviet society was run, of course, enjoyed none of the privileges
reserved for me, and for perhaps ten others in the entire combinat.

1 worked intensely, always under terrific pressure. The day when I
spent less than twelve hours at the plant seemed almost a holiday, and
there were times when I remained on the job for forty-eight or even
seventy-two hours, snatching a few hours of sleep on the couch in my
office. Yet sometimes, alone in my fine house, with the buxom, ruddy-faced
Pasha preparing a good meal for me in the kitchen, with a state gardener
watering my garden, with the icebox full of fresh vegetables, melons,
caviar and sour cream, I felt guilty.
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I thought of the men in the barracks, of their children, of their bleak
existence. How could I blame them if, as I guessed, they resented me, even
hated me, as one of their novi bar#, their new masters? How was I to convey
to them that this contrast between their misery and my comfort was not of
my choosing; that I, too, was just a helpless cog in an enormous machine;
that my prosperity was a gift of the State and could be withdrawn arbi-
trarily, without so much as a warning?

I wanted sincerely to establish friendly, open relations with the
workers. I understood them; their needs and hopes were close to me. But
for an engineer in my position to mix with ordinary workers might offend
their pride; it smacked of patronage. Besides, officialdom would frown
on such fraternization as harmful to discipline. In theory we represented
“the workers’ power,” but in practice we were a class apart. A deep gulf
gaped between the world of slogans and the world of reality.

The same Comrade Brachko who had been in charge of the construc-
tion of the factory was now its director. Time had rubbed some of the
brashness from his character and made him a much pleasanter associate.
Only Brachko and tbe chief engineer, Vishnev, outranked me in the tech-
nical administration. At the political end the key people were Alexei Koz-
lov, head of the factory Party Committee, and Comrade Starostin, the
trade-union chairman,

Kozlov was an elderly man, quite human, honestly concerned with the
well-being of the workers. But Starostin was a careerist of the purest
water, and stupid besides. He looked as gross and oily as he was in fact.
Fortunately, as the trade-union official, he had more title than power. Since
the trade-union functionaries could not open their mouths, let alone make
decisions, without permission from the Party, they were generally men of
no importance.

The whole institution of labor organjizations under a dictatorship
seemed a curious remnant of the distant past. It was not even a hoax, since
no one was fooled by the rigmarole of meetings and decisions, least of all
the workers. Only the union dues, paid out of their miserly wages, were
real to the members. Starostin’s influence was so negligible that any high
official could ignore him, but Kozlov’s every word was law.

We leaders were naturally thrown together a great deal. We became
uncomfortably aware of one another’s weaknesses and peculiarities. The
Secretary of the Nikopol City Committee of the Party, Brodsky, a big
burly man whom I had known in Dniepropetrovsk, also kept an eager eye
on our plants. As for the head of the Nikopol secret police, Dorogan, he
kept hundreds of eyes on us—through the Special Department, the Secret
Department in my plant, legions of professional, volunteer and coerced
informers in every shop, office and department.

Dorogan was a rude, quick-tempered man with the face of a bulldog;
a man carved from granite by his Creator to be a police official under any
regime. I remembered his kind in the years when my father was being
hunted by Tsarist secret police.

The G.P.U. had recently been renamed. It was no longer a State
Political Department (G.P.U. or O.G.P.U.) but a Commissariat of Internal
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Affairs, abbreviated N.K.V.D. Originally Cheka, then G.P.U., now
N.K.V.D,, the changes in name had altered neither the methods nor the
awesome reputation of this “naked sword of the revolution.” People con-
nected with the dread organization were still referred to as Chekists,
derived from the original name, and for years after it became the N.K.V.D,,
Russians continued to talk of the G.P.U.

Our contacts with the local N.K.V.D. organization were less with
the chief, Dorogan, than with his energetic assistant, Gershgorn, who was
in charge of the Economic Division of the NNK.V.D. for the city of
Nikopol and its environs. This Gershgorn holds a special niche in my
private hall of infamy. An obese man, with shifty little eyes embedded in
a fleshy, clean-shaven face, his shaved skull rising to a point like a moun-
tain peak, he was by turns ingratiating and insulting, depending on whom
he was addressing. If he had a spark of human decency in his make-up,
I saw no evidences of it in the years of our unpleasant acquaintance.

My first month was devoted largely to assembling machinery and other
preliminaries in the organization of production. There were two pipe-rolling
sub-plants, each employing about fifteen hundred then and women, and
after a while I was in full charge of one of these. By late June production
was under way. I liked the responsibility, for all its risks, and left myself
barely enough time for sleep in my anxiety to keep the work moving on
a three-shift basis.

Now and then, as I walked through the plant and sensed that every-
thing was humming smoothly, I felt inexpressibly happy. At such moments
I knew in the marrow of my bones what one meant by ‘“the joy of work.”
If only there were fewer spies, less suspicion, an end to the blight of fear
which paralyzed men’s minds and pressed so heavily on their spirits!

I knew quite well that my every step was watched and recorded, not
only in the conduct of the plant but in my private life. I took it for granted
that my private secretary, a middle-aged woman named Tuvina, sour and
efficient, was reporting on me; likewise my chauffeur, my maid, at least
one and perhaps more of my assistants. I pushed that knowledge to the
back of my mind, but it was always there, like an itch, intruding on my
work and thought.

Repeatedly I discovered that every word uttered in some routine pro-
duction conference which I had called was known to Hantovich, the head
of the Special Department, and through him, of course, to the shifty-eyed
Gershgorn. There was nothing secret or remarkable about these confer-
ences; I would gladly have filed minutes for all to see. It was the technique
of espionage that made me feel sticky with distaste. Precisely because I
never thought of myself as a potential “wrecker,” this espionage seemed to
me offensive to the point of being insulting.

No industrial process ever functions with absolute perfection. Machines
break down, mistakes are made, tired men grow careless, production plans
go awry. This is especially the case in a brand-new factory, using foreign-
made machinery and staffed in large part by inexperienced men and
workers fresh from the villages. Yet every untoward incident brought the
N.K.V.D. men running on the double, sniffing excitedly for the scent of
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“sabotage” and “wrecking.” There would be open interrogations in the
offices of the Secret Department, often secret nocturnal questioning and
browbeating at N.K.V.D. headquarters in town.

In case of an accident, however trivial, my orders were that I be sum-
moned, even if it meant waking me in the middle of the night. But no
matter how fast I rushed to the scene, the N.K.V.D. minions were always
there ahead of me, grimly suspicious, ironically accusing.

Such was the atmgsphere in which we worked from the start. The older
engineers and administrative officials regarded it as the natural climate of
Soviet industry and had private jokes about the ubiquitous “writers” on
the premises. I never could become completely acclimated to it. And this
condition was destined to become worse with every passing month, as the
Great Purge growing out of Kirov’s death gathered force. Within a year
Nikopol seemed not so much an industrial establishment as a hunting
ground for the police and their secret informers.

3

My mother arrived for a visit. She was impressed with the elegant
house, its fine furniture, its multitude of modern comforts, and especially
the fact I had five rooms all to myself. Her second son had certainly “made
his way in the world”! The kitchen, with its roomy icebox and ample
supplies, drew her like a magnet. When I invited some colleagues for sup-
per and a party in her honor, she insisted on doing the cooking herself.
Pasha looked on admiringly as her employer’s mother made special dishes
he had loved since childhood.

After the supper a few other guests dropped in, among them a foreman
and several workers from the plant. Everyone treated my mother most
gallantly. At one point she whispered in my ear:

“You’re popular with your people, Vitya. I can see by the way they
behave. That’s good, very good!”

The following morning, kissing mother good-bye, I asked her not to be
too bored; I’d be home very late. Little did I suspect that she had plans
of her own for the day. The first inkling of her activity came to me that
afternoon. One of the enginieers said he had seen my mother in the cafe-
teria, talking to the cooks and waitresses. Apparently someone had given
her a pass, I thought, and feminine curiosity had led her straipht to the
kitchen.

That night I returned so late that mother was already in bed. The
following day I was again tipped off that she was on the factory grounds—
“prowling with notebook in hand,” as my informant put it. I heard that
she had been through the barracks, the cooperative stores, the children’s
creches. I had a most trying day in the office, without mental leisure to
worry over my mother’s “prowling.”

When I reached home in the evening I found her sitting at my desk,
steel-rimmed glasses low on her tiny nose, writing on a pad in very busi-
nesslike style I asked no questions, waiting a bit uneasily for her to make

G
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the first move. After the meal, when Pasha had cleared off the table,
mother announced:

“And now, Vitya, I want to talk to you—seriously.”

“All right. What’s worrying you, mother?”

In the manner of an executive reporting to his board, she informed me
that she had made a thorough inspection of the factory: its housing,
creches, clubs, bathing and hygienic facilities. Her voice was filled with
reproach.

“I'm shocked by what I saw,” she summed up. “Do you realize the
kind of treatment your workers get here? Where you directors and officials
are concerned, there's enough of everything, but when it’s a question of
ordinary workers, there’s only dirt and neglect. The kitchen is foul. The
menu is deadly monotonous. As for the barracks—tell me, do you really
think them fit for Soviet workerse”

“Why take it out on me? I do all I can. The responsibility is hardly
mine.”

“You’re one of the leaders here, Vitya, and you should feel responsible.
Look how you live—doesn’t the contrast ever bother your conscience?”

“I'm afraid you don’t understand, mother. We officials are not bosses
in the old sense. Orders come from the center and we're bound hand and
foot. I've had the cafeteria whitewashed. I insist on having it scrubbed
three times a day, after every shift. Beyond such little things I’m helpless.
It's a matter of wage scales, housing projects, budgets, prices fixed for
clothing and footwear—things decided in Moscow. I've got my hands full
making pipe.”

At least you ought to know the facts! I've made notes and here they
are. Did you know that the women have to ride or walk to town, four
miles and more, to do their shopping? Why isn’t there a market right here
to which kolkkhoz farmers can bring their produce? I see you have a lovely
white bath all for yourself. But the workers, thousands of them, have only
a vile hole that doesn’t deserve the name of bath—and even that’s not
working. In a project like this, costing tens of millions, why not decent
bathhouses, both for men and women? And here’s another sample, Vitya:
the creches. Not enough linen, not enough medicines, not enough any-
thing.”

“You're painting the picture blacker than it is,” I said weakly. I had
no doubt that my mother was right.

“I'm not blaming you, son, but maybe if you knew and if the other
directors knew, something would be done about it.”

By this time mother’s businesslike manner had collapsed. It was a pose
she could not maintain too long. Her eyes brimmed over with tears. She
had been hurt by what she had seen—hurt even by the contrast of her
son’s comfort.

A few days after she had left for Dniepropetrovsk, Comrade Kozlov
called a conference of technical, Party and trade-union officials. The Party
office was overcrowded by the time I arrived. There was only one question
on the agenda, Kozlov was saying, namely the living conditions of our
workers. 1 was thrilled. Here, sooner than I had hoped, was the oppor-
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tunity to lay before the administration the facts my mother had marshalled
for me! What a lucky coincidence, I thought.

Many people spoke, in the generalities called for by the subject. Of
course conditions were abominable, but what could one do? When my
turn came, I was able to get down to cases. My mother’s lecture fresh in
mind, I proceeded in effect to repeat her findings.

I found myself echoing not only her facts but her anger, her sorrow,
her reproaches. Evidently most of my listeners were as moved as I had
been some nights earlier. There was so much we. could do, T said, even
with the means at our disposal if we were not so busy with “our own
affairs.”’” Let’s begin to regard the everyday problems of the workers, too,
as “our own affairs,” T urged.

“Where does Kravchenko get so much information?” someone asked.

“Oh, it's that mother of his,” Starostin, the union head, spoke up;
there was a note of mockery in his voice. “Didn’t you know? She’s a self-
appointed snooping brigade, inspecting and smelling everything like a
barina on her estate. . . . The ‘grand lady’ thinks she owns Nikopol
because her son’s one of the bosses. We understand such nosiness. . . .
Making political capital for her son!”

There was a general uproar. Everyone spoke at once. The blood rose
to my head and I was tongue-tied with sheer rage. Kozlov pressed my arm
to restrain me.

“Comrades, quiet!” he banged his desk. “Comrade Starostin talks like
an idiot. Kravchenko’s mother is no barine and he knows it. She’s the
wife of an old worker, a veteran of 19o5 with a revolutionary prison
record. You ought to be ashamed to attack her. Can it be that you’re
covering up your own laziness and indifference to the conditions of the
workers?”

There was a roar of laughter. The trade-union chairman was so widely
despised that a chance to ridicule him with the Party Secretary’s blessings
was too good to be missed.

“I happen to know that the old woman tried to see you, Comrade
Starostin, but you wouldn’t receive her,” Kozlov continued. “No doubt
you didn’t care to be bothered about such nonsense as bedbugs in barracks
and dirty diapers in the creches. But I did talk to her—she showed the
kind of Soviet initiative that goes a long way.”

So my mother had not only examined everything but had gone to the
top people with her findings! That part of it she had not disclosed to me.
And this conference was not a coincidence but a direct result of her “nosi-
ness.” The goodness and the courage of the woman! Despite the embar-
rassment to which she had exposed me, my heart overflowed with affection
for her.

In the following months my mother’s naive intercession bore some
fruit. A kolkhoz market was fixed up near the plant. The children’s homes
were cleaned up and provided with more linen. Plans for a new bathhouse
were announced. A few other minor improvements were made. The story
of Mrs. Kravchenko’s campaign in their behalf spread among the workers,
and her son shared in the modest “glory.”
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4

In town one night I caught sight of my old-maidish secretary, Com-
rade Tuvina, coming out of the Nikopol N.K.V.D. building. I never
doubted that she was reporting on me; spying on the boss is the main job
of Soviet secretaries. But knowing it was one thing, stumbling on the proof
was another. The very next day I instructed our Personnel Department to
remove this woman from my office and to recommend someone else, pref-
erably a man.

In a few days a man of about thirty-two came to me with a note from
the Personnel chief. His appearance was remarkable. The first word
that cam2 to my mind as I looked up was “scareerow.” He seemed a skele-
ton hung with rags. His shoes were torn, his trousers patched, his jacket
a crudely tailored thing made of sacking. Even under our Soviet conditions
he was an extreme specimen of squalor. But his starved features were
cleanly cut and even attractive, under reddish hair gray at the temples.

“I know what I look like, Comrade Kravchenko,” he said, “but I beg
you not to hold it against me. You see, I’ve just come from a prison camp,
after finishing a four-year term. The Personnel Department knows this.
If you give me a chance, I know youw’ll find my work satisfactory.”

He spoke like an educated man. My initial revulsion turned to pity.
The poor fellow had evidently passed through some fearful ordeal. I rang
for tea and sandwiches. He tried to restrain himself, eating slowly and
casually, but it was evident that he was famished. As we talked, my phone
rang. It was Romanov, an important and likable official from another
department. Though he was not a Party man, Romanov enjoyed the con-
fidence of the administration, from Kozlov down.

“Victor Andreyevich,” he said, “I would considet it a personal favor
if you hired Citizen Groman, who’s in your office now. Despite his mis-
fortune, he’s a reliable fellow.”

“Have you known him long?”

“No, but I'm in a position to vouch for him.”

“Thanks, it’s kind of you to let me know.”

While Groman waited in the reception room, I telephoned the N.K.V.D.
and was connected with Gershgorn. It was my duty to inform him, since
my secretary would handle important official documents. When I told him
the story, he asked me to wait a minute. After a brief interval, he returned
to the phone and assured me that he had no objection if I found the man
otherwise acceptable,

When I told the dilapidated ex-prisoner that he could show up to work
in a day or two, he smiled for the first time. He was embarrassingly grate-
ful. T gave him enough money in advance and instructed the plant store
to give him essential clothes. I also helped him, through my assistant, to
find a livable room in one of the factory apartments.

Groman proved himself quickly to be both intelligent and efficient. He
took many details off my shoulders. Better dressed, his bones slowly taking
on flesh, his eyes coming alive, he seemed a man reborn. He came to my
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house often for work, and occasionally I drove him home after work. Our
relations were on an easy human basis. I thanked Romanov for his recom-
mendation of a first-rate secretary.

Many weeks passed. One morning Groman failed to appear for work.
I assumed that he was ill. When he didn’t show up next day, I became
worried and decided to send someone to his house at the end of the work
day to see what was wrong. He had no telephone. As I was going through
some papers stacked'in my desk, I came to a batch of sheets, hand-written
and clipped together. I recognized Groman’s handwriting. Instinctively I
avoided touching the sheets as I read the opening words:

“Dear Victor Andreyevich, when you read these words I shall no longer
be in Nikopol. I am trying to escape this land of horror. Even death will
be better than life as a slave. . . .”

T broke out in cold sweat. Nervously I locked my door. Then I put on
gloves and picked up the letter. It was an extraordinary document. Though
I do not remember all the words, the substance remains engraved on my
mind:

“Thank you from the bottom of a true Russian heart for all you have
done for me. Your kindness has awakened in me feelings of humanity
which I thought were dead beyond recall. That, in fact, is one of the
reasons why I decided to run away. If God is with me, I shall cross the
frontier. If 'm caught, I'll be shot, of course.

“T hate the Soviet regime and its police with a deadly hate. Though I
have committed no crime—unless loving freedom is a crime—I have been
through their torture chambers dand prison isolators. When I was released,
I realized that my freedom would be short-lived and that I could not even
find work unless I put myself at the service of my torturers.

“The evening before you met me I had just arrived in Nikopol from
concentration camp, as I had been ordered. I went to the N.K.V.D. and
was taken to Gershgorn. That’s how I came to you. All that happened—
including the recommendation by Romanov—was part of an ugly comedy
of which you were the victim.

“I did not mind working as a spy. Hating all Communists, it seemed
to me a chance to revenge myself by getting a few of them into trouble,
the deeper the better. I looked on you as my first victim. But very soon
I came to respect you and loathed myself for what I had planned to do
to you.

“I want you to know that after a while I became the main informer
so far as you are concerned. Once a man has been through the purgatory
of the N.K.V.D. he is trusted. Those devils know that fear will keep their
human tools loyal. Every day the other agents who fill your plant and
offices reported to me. About once a week I assembled their information
into a comprehensive report about your work, your words, your friends,
even the expression on your face, along with defects in the work of your
plant.

“Though the spies did not know one another, I knew them all. The
least I can do, in gratitude for your sympathy, is to reveal them to you.”

A Iist followed. It included Romanov, the genial Romanov whom we
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all liked and trusted for his soft, paternal ways. It included several of my
closest colleagues in the plant, foremen, plain workmen, clerks in the
commissary. The network of informers was spread through every shop
and office in the factory, covering all stages of the technological process.

“Beware of these people, Victor Andreyevich! They have no respect
for truth. Their careers depend on uncovering plots, and their temptation
is to invent plots to uncover. You should know that men who have been
physically broken and psychologically demoralized by the Chekists will
do any‘thmg, confess anything, accuse anybody. There are several such
around you—again he gave me names—“for I was not the only one.

“I assume you will suspect this letter to be a trap. I cannot blame you.
1 can only swear by God and my sainted mother that I am telling the
truth, that I am trying to expiate the weeks of spying on a man who was
kind to me and considerate of the human spark in me. Whether you will
believe me I leave to your instincts.

“If you turn this letter over to Gershgorn, he will say I’m a liar and
will immediately reshuffie the network of informers. But if you can bring
yourself to trust me, destroy the letter, pretend to be indignant over my
mysterious desertion, and they will never suspect that I have betrayed
them,

“Whatever you decide, I beg by all that’s sacred to you to give me at
least one day’s leeway before reporting my absence. The extra day may be
the difference between life and death. I implore you on my knees, dear
Victor Andreyevich.

“Thank you for all you have done for me. Thank you for having helped
to revive the decent. human being whom the torturers had nearly wiped
out. If T remain alive I shall pray for you always.”

Some inner feeling prompted me to trust the fugitive. Perhaps I had
come to trust the kind of mind he had unveiled to me in our random talks
during the past weeks. Despite this inner assurance, I felt as if I were
gambling with my very life as I copied out the names he had given me.
Then I burned the letter, carefully removing every trace of ash.

Toward the end of the day I sent a messenger to Groman’s residence.
He reported the following morning that the family with whom Groman
lived said he had not been home for two days. I thereupon called the Per-
sonnel Department and in simulated anger asked why they couldn’t find me
a more dependable secretary. This was the third day he had abscnted him-
self, without so much as an explanation, I complained.

Within the hour, Gershgorn himself, accompanied by a uniformed man,
arrived in great excitement. They asked me questions, ransacked Groman’s
desk, and departed. Whether the fugitive escaped I could not ever know.
The chances of stealing across a Soviet frontier are very slight, yet hun-
dreds have accomplished the feat.

The information about the spies around me was helpful It enabled me
to safeguard myself and sometimes to protect others. If I wanted something
to reach the ears of the police without delay, I needed merely to mention
it casually within earshot of the informer at the furnaces, the one in the
tool department, the head of the finishing department, the engineer
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Makarov, the foreman Yudavin, the trade-union official Ivanov, who was
Starostin’s assistant. Social contact with Romanov became a painful chore,
yet I could not drop him without arousing suspicion.

Groman’s successor was a young, pretty and hard-working Comsomol.
No doubt she picked up the espionage threads where the unhappy Groman
had dropped them.

My chauffeur’s name had been on Groman’s list, which hardly surprised
me. He reported directly to the Informational Division of the N.K.V.D.
rather than to Gershgorn’s Economic Division. But my maid Pasha’s name
was not on list. In time, however, I learned that this was an oversight or
that Groman simply did not know about her.

One day, when Pasha had been in my home for nearly a year, I returned
from a vis’t to Moscow. She helped me unpack two suitcases. I had bought
her a few presents—a garishly printed shawl, several pairs of cotton stock-
ings, a pair of house slippers. She accepted these, it seemed to me, with
strange reserve.

“Don’t you like them, Pasha?™ 1 asked.

“Oh yes, I do, and I am most thankful, Victor Andreyevich.”

But that same evening, after serving my supper, Pasha came into the
dining room carrying the gifts. She was crying noisily in peasant fashion.
I looked up in questioning alarm.

“I can't accept these things, Victor Andreyevich,” she sobbed. “Please,
please take them back.”

“All right, but tell me why. What’s the mystery?”

“God forgive me,” she crossed herself, “but I can't tell you. Only don’t
make me take these gifts.”

After some urging and a pledge of secrecy, however, she did tell me.
It added up to this: that she could not take gifts from a good man while
acting as informer against him.

“Yes, ever since I came here I've been reportimg once a week to the
N.K.V.D,” she said. “I came from the village and got the job. But no
sooner was I settled in your home than I was ordered to come to the
N.K.V.D. and told what to do. I refused and cried and said that it was
against my religion but the uniformed man only said: ‘Pasha, don’t be an
idiot. You want your father to come back from his banishment, don’t you?
Well, if you serve us right and loyally, we’ll see about it.’

“Once a week I go to a private house in Nikopol and tell all I know,
especially who comes here and what they say. ‘And did they curse the
government?’ they ask me, and always I cross myself and say, ‘No, on the
contrary.’ They laugh when I make the sign of the cross, the infidels!”

I assured poor Pasha that she had my forgiveness. I would never men-
tion what she had told me, provided she, too, held her tongue. I even
convinced her that it was proper to accept my gifts, now that she had
taken me into her confidcnce.

For the rest of my stay in that house Pasha continued to report on me,
We never referred to her tearful confessior . But several times she asked
me questions intended, I was sure, to ascertain whether it was desirable
that she report certain incidents. I made it clear that I had nothing to hide
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and that, in any case, what she overlooked would be communicated by
others.

5

There were usually a few foreign engineers at Nikopol, Americans and
Germans, to install imported machinery and raise its efficiency. To the
Russians, high and low, they were at once objects of fascination and of
fear. To associate with them—to make “contacts with class enemies”’—was
dangerous but the aura of danger itself gave foreigners a dimension of
thrill. Well dressed, uninhibited in their speech and behavior, they seemed
creatures from another planet. The utter fearlessness in which they worked
and talked and even criticized to a certain extent—as if there were no
N.K.V.D., no Gershgorn, no informers—seemed the most remarkable fact
about them.

When Comrade Brachko suggested that I take two Americans into my
home, I was frankly alarmed. The men in question hailed from a place
called Youngstown. Their work would keep them in Nikopol for several
months. The local hotel was squalid. As a bachelor with a large house to
myself, I could not refuse to take them in. But I feared the complications
of this enforced “contact with alien class elements.”

Larry and Joe were tall, blond, good-natured men, bewildered by their
drab surroundings and evidently homesick. In the months when they were
my guests we became friendly despite language difficulties. Not once did
either of them touch on political questions. To a Soviet citizen, for whom
politics and life are almost the same thing, this indifference seemed not
only incredible but unnatural. The minds of these Americans were focussed
on their jobs. When shop talk gave out, they told stories, played cards and
looked for “parties.” Gregarious and utterly frank in their relations with
other people, they could never understand why they were left so strictly
alone, why they were so rarely invited, by the men with whom they worked
in the plant.

Larry and Joe had been with me a number of weeks when Gershgorn
phoned me early one morning.

“Your Americans are going hunting today,” he informed me.

“So I see. What about it?”

“I want you to telephone me as soon as they leave. Tell your servant
to take the day off and not to return before five.”

After breakfast the Americans, in high spirits, set off for the hills,
They slapped me on the back in their exuberant fashion and promised to
bring me anything they might bag. I had no alterpative but to ring the
N.K.V.D. At about eleven, Gershgorn arrived, accompanied by another
man. They entered my home as if it belonged to them and moved around
it as if familiar with every detail of its geography. A disturbing thought
crossed my mind: Probably they've searched the place often enough in
my absence!

In the room occupied by my guests the agents made a painstaking
search. They examined the insides of pockets, trouser belts, shirt cuffs,
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coat lapels, the soles of shoes, anything which might conceivably serve as
a hiding place. All books, magazines, notebooks, letters were thoroughly
scrutinized. Some things were photographed; every local name or phone
number was carefully copied. Gershgorn seemed particularly intrigued by
the American shaving sets. He squeezed and shook the razor handles,
studied the brushes and felt the cream tubes, perhaps convinced that these
were the most likely repositories of American secrets. Gershgorn’s com-
panion was not a local agent; apparently he knew English well.

By four o’clock the search was completed. The police agents had found
nothing, for there was no joy of discovery in their faces.

“You understand, of course, Comrade Kravchenko, that not a word of
this must ever be known,"” Gershgorn said. “If there’s a leak, the N.K.V.D.
will hold you directly responsible. Sign this pledge.”

It was a form with which anyone who had dealings with the secret
police was familiar: a “voluntary” pledge to keep your mouth shut. When
the men left I wandered through the house, depressed, a stranger in my
own home. I was ashamed to face the Americans when they returned, and
found an excuse for staying away that evening.

Neither of them, I am sure, had the slightest suspicion that his belong-
ings had been examined; or, for that matter, that every minute of his
sojourn in Russia was watched and recorded. In an expansive moment,
long after the two men had left Nikopol, Gershgorn permitted me a glimpse
of their dosséer. It contained, among other things, photographs showing the
foreigners in compromising circumstances with some women in a Mos-
cow hotel. Little did they dream, in that hotel room, that concealed
cameramen were recording their transient romances. Gershgorn smacked
his thick lips appreciatively as he showed one off-color picture after
another.

“But why do you need these?” I asked. “The men are back in America
by this time.”

“Yes, they’re back in America. But you can be damned sure they won’t
write any scurrilous attacks on our Socialist Fatherland the way some
American bastards do after taking our good gold and eating our best
food.”

Another foreign engineer whose misadventures in Nikopol remain in my
memory was named Lentz. He was a German, heavy-set, with a bull neck
that fell in three distinct folds. He had been sent to install an imported
set of machines. Though he was provided with two interpreters, I preferred
to deal with him through one of my men in the plant, Yurev, who spoke
some German.

One of Lentz’s interpreters was a Dniepropetrovsk agent brought to
Nikopol for the occasion. In her early thirties, lively and not unhandsome,
she had no difficulty filling her assignment. It was soon an open secret that
Alexandra was living with Lentz. She was sporting silk stockings, imported
handbags and other telltale gifts, The N.K.V.D., however, must have
decided that one woman was not enough and added young Natasha to
the staff.

Natasha was the daughter of a priest who had been exiled years before

[
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and was therefore well known in town. Not quite twenty, she was pretty
in a tender, childlike style. Through Yurev I knew that she had been
forced into becoming Lentz’s interpreter by threats against her father and
promises to permit him to correspond with her.

One balmy Sunday the German, his two interpreters and a supposed
friend of theirs, a “motorist,” went for a boat ride on the Dnieper. They
had lots of food, wine, and vodka in the motorboat, and, by way of
romantic flavoring, a gramophone with both Russian and German records.
After picnicking in a cool and charming spot on the river's edge, and listen-
ing to music, the “motorist’’ went for a stroll with the older woman. Lentz,
now glowing gently with wine, women and German song, remained in the
company of the toothsome Natasha.

As expected, he grew amorous. The girl, half provoking, half shy,
resisted his advances. Engineer Lentz grew more insistent. Precisely at the
point where he ripped the girl’s blouse exposing her young breasts, the
German thought he heard a noise in the nearby bushes. He dropped his
prey and was in the bushes in one bound, just as the “motorist” was snap-
ping another photograph of the scene.

Lentz, remarkably sobered, grabbed the camera, broke it in pieces and
hurled it into the river. He cursed out the N.K.V.D. “motorist” and
returned home. When he complained to the administration next day,
threatening to report the episode to the German Embassy, he was assured
that this was just a holiday prank without political significance. But Lentz
was no fool.

“I'm a better photographer than your police,” he boasted, now roaring
with laughter. “Look at this batch.”

And he exhibited pictures of himself and Alexandra in an array of
erotic postures.

“If your government wanted pictures of me with pretty Natasha, I
would have gladly obliged,” he said. “You didn’t have to invest in a motor-
boat and a picnic. You see, I'm something of a camera fan myself.”

Lentz was soon asked to leave Russia. His agreement not to complain
to the German Embassy, I suspect, was well paid for in German marks.
Alexandra went back to Dniepropetrovsk, where she had ample scope for
her talents among the numerous foreign technicians working in that city.
Whether Natasha ever was paid off with the privilege of writing to her
father I do not know. Yurev, when he was arrested a year later, was
accused, among other things, of “associating with German Fascists.” The
ia:scusation rested entirely on his occasional services as interpreter for

ntz.



CHAPTER X111
FASTER, FASTER!

I

N SEPTEMBER, 1935, a ‘“miracle” occurred in the Donetz Basin coal

region. A worker named Stakhanov mined 102 tons of coal in one

shift-—fourteen times the normal output per miner! Few events in all

modern history have been greeted with such sustained, hysterical and
histrionic acclaim. It was, to be sure, a quite mundane miracle and a bit
shabby at the edges. To a practical engineer the elements of deceit in it
were fairly transparent. It was obvious that special conditions and special
tools and assistance had been provided to enable Stakhanov to achieve the
record. It was a miracle made to order for the Kremlin in launching a new
religion—the religion of speed-up.

What Stakhanov had done, all miners could do! What miners could do,
all other industries could do! There you have a summary of the new reli-
gion. Doubters were damned and would not have to wait for the next life
for their share of inferno. Technicians who raised practical objections were
defeatists, enemies of Stakhanovism! Workers who could not toe the mark
set by the Donetz miner were slackers!

Moscow screamed the new Stakhanovite slogans. Telegraphic orders
began to pour into Nikopol from Kharkov and Moscow headquarters.
Every order was a blunt threat. We must instantly create Stakhanovite
brigades, as pace-setters for the slowpokes. Engineers or superintendents
who raised objections would be treated as saboteurs.

Our plants had been operating less than six months. They worked on
three shifts under many handicaps. Neither the amount nor the quality
of the steel and other raw stuffs was adequate. The workers were mostly
green, the staff mostly inexperienced. Because of undernourishment and
bad living conditions, the physical vitality of the personnel was low. What
we needed most was smoother integration of the productive process. This
seemed the worst possible moment for overloading either the men or the
machines. Rhythmic teamwork, rather than spurts of record-breaking, was
the key to steady output. More than fifteen hundred workers engaged on
a common task, in which every operation meshed into the next, couldn’t
speed up arbitrarily without throwing the whole effort into chaotic im-
balance.

But orders were orders. Party leader Kozlov and Director Brachko
summoned the engineers and department heads. Comrade Brodsky was on
hand for the City Committee. Both Brodsky and Kozlov, as laymen, may
have had some illusions about applying Stakhanovism in our plants.
Brachko was a practical industrialist and saw its absurdity as clearly as
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I did. Yet none of us had any alternative but to institute speed-up Stak-
hanovite brigades, at any cost in order and efficiency.

“Will Comrade Brachko permit a question?” one of the engineers
asked.

“Go ahead, Lazar Petrovich.”

“T am the head of a section employing 180 men. If some of them work
faster than the rest, the whole section will be tied into knots. Will you
please tell me, concretely, what I can do to develop Stakhanovism?”

Brachko, of course, couldn’t tell him. He could only repeat the slogans
being drummed out from Moscow and tangle himself in futile political
verbiage. I felt sorty for him. He was as much a victim of long-range super-
planning as the rest of us.

In the end, in my own sub-plant, I was obliged to resort to artificial
speed-up which, in my heart, I considered a crime against the machines
and the workers alike. On direct orders from the Party Committee, I
regrouped my labor, putting the best workers, foremen and engineers into
one shift. Then we selected the best tools and materials, setting them aside
for the special shift. Having thus stacked the cards, we gave the signal for
the specious game to start.

At eleven o’clock one evening, with reporters and photographers pres-
ent, the “Stakhanovite” shift got under way. As expected, it “overfulfilled”
the normal quota by 8 per cent. There were flaming headlines. Congratu-
lations arrived from officials in the capitals. Everyone breathed more freely
—we had diverted the lightning. As the responsible technical leader I was
given,a lot of the credit.

But this “victory” on the industrial front merely left me heartsick. It
was, at bottom, fraudulent and must boomerang. The other two shifts,
deprived of their best personnel and their best tools, lost more than the
favored group had won. By contrast they seemed ineffective if not actually
“lazy.” They naturally resented being made the scapegoats. They cursed
the lucky ones and the officials.

Throughout the Soviet land the speed-up drive turned into a furious
campaign unfolded in the familiar atmosphere of fright and repressions.
Thousands of administrators were dismissed, many of them were arrested,
for sabotage of the new “socialist production” and for “failure to provide
the proper Stakhanovite conditions.” Every lag in output was blamed upon
the engineers and technicians. The picture created in the public mind was
that of workers eager to step up production but intentionally “held back”
by scheming managers.

A wedge was thus driven between workers and technical staffs.

Even to the simplest-minded factory hand or miner it was apparent that
the new records set by forced speed-up would soon be set up as “norms”
for everybody.

When the drive was at its height, in November, a national convention
of leading Stakhanovites was called in Moscow. It was addressed by Stalin,
who loaded them with flattery, contrasting their zeal with the backwardness
of other workers. In effect, from that time forward, the Stakhanovites
became an élite of labor, earning a lot more than their fellows and
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enjoying all sorts of privileges—especially in the matter of food and clothes
—not available to labor as a whole,

And thus the Kremlin drove a wedge also between various categories
of workers. The ancient technique of dividing to rule was being applied
to a whole nation under the banner of “building socialism.”

It was not long before the worst misgivings of the workers came true.
Peremptory orders arrived to revise the “norms” of production, on which
wages were based, upward by 10 to 20 per cent. It was nothing more than
a roundabout order to exact 10 to 20 per cent more work for the same
wage. In my plant, of fifteen hundred men, perhaps two hundred qualified
as Stakhanovites or speed-kings. For the others the revision of norm meant
simply a serious cut in earning power. The general resentment was silent,
sullen, unmistakable.

To add insult to injury, the new norms had to be presented and
accepted by the workers “themselves,” not only “voluntarily” but enthusi-
astically. The farce was played out in a series of meetings. First there was
an all-factory gathering of Party, technical and trade-union leaders and
“activists” from the rank and file. Theirs was the responsibility of educat-
ing the mass of workers to an “understanding” and acceptance of the new
quotas.

Everything had been prepared and rehearsed in advance. Stalin’s speech
in praise of Stakhanovites was read. Starostin for the union, Kozlov for
the Party, others for the technical personnel, explained with straight faces
that the low norms then in force were an insult to the socialist zeal and
productive genius of our Party and factory. Ambitious Communists seeking
recognition and advancement used the opportunity to demonstrate their
worship of Stalin in harangues echoing the press and radio.

In the end a resolution proposing steep increases in quotas was read
and approved “unanimously.”

Then separate meetings were called of the various sub-plants, where all
workers were present. Technical and political leaders, assisted by “acti-
vists,” proclaimed the rehearsed slogans and proposals. At the meeting of
my sub-plant, the workers sat glumly, silently, scarcely interested. Auto-
matically they applauded every mention of Stalin’s name. The perspiring
Party cheer leaders scattered through the hall could not pump up the
desired temperature of enthusiasm. Most of the men and women had just
finished eight hours of hard labor. They were tired, bored, eager only to
have the comedy over with and go home. A report on the glorious achieve-
ments of Stakhanovites was read; newly proposed quotas were announced.
Then some rank-and-file trade-union members, previously prepared for this
role, took the floor and urged the adoption of the new quotas. Voting
began. . . .

“Comrades, I propose that the resolution be adopted unanimously,”
the trade-union chairman shouted, as he had been instructed to do.

Who is in favor? A forest of listless hands. Who is opposed? Silence.
Suddenly a woman’s voice exclaimed:

“Comrade chairman, Kiryushkin here didn’t vote.”

For the first time the meeting came to life. A rebel in our midst! A lion
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among the rabbits! Some obscure Kiryushkin, whoever he might be, had
dared not to raise his hand and his crime against socialism had instantly
been uncovered! Rebellion at one end, vigilance at the other, the country
saved in the nick of time. . . .

“Comrade Kiryushkin, aren't you voting?” the chairman asked, in a
peeved voice.

A thin, meek-looking man stood up. His face, stained with oil, was
calm and he spoke with dignity.

“Why should I vote?” he shrugged his shoulders in a pathetic way.
“One way or- the other the norms will be passed. It’s my job to work and
I work. What else do you want? I should show my hand? All right, here’s
my hand.” He raised a calloused hand over his head. “My wife and chil-
dren expect me to make some more money and this means that I'll make
even less. . . .”

Some people laughed, but on the whole the audience was silent, touched
by the map’s words and manner.

“Comrades, Kiryushkin is compromising the meeting and throwing
mud on the great Stakhanovite movement!” someone yelled. ‘“He’s not
class-conscious.”

“Class-conscious?” Kiryushkin, still on his feet, again shrugged his
shoulders. “I don’t know what you mean. Yes, I'm conscious that I make
only 140 rubles a month and have three children and a wife to feed.”

“Enough of this comedy! Let’s accept the resolution!” the chairman
interrupted. But the meek workman seemed overcome by his own daring.
He was feeling his oats.

“What do you mean comedy?” he raised his voice unexpectedly. “Look
at me: This one working suit is the only one I have. Soon it will fall
off altogether. With my 140 rubles a month my family goes hungry. If this
is a comedy, then what’s a tragedy?”

He sat down. There was very little laughter.

It was my appointed job to explain to the meeting, from an engineering
angle, that the new norm was both possible and fair. I had no alternative.
As T talked I almost convinced myself, if not my audience, that a new
and richer life awaited all of us once we all learned to work well and to
produce efficiently. We had centuries of sloth and backwardness to make
up in one short generation, I said. I was sorry for myself and for these
harassed men and women who were my people. Right or wron<t, we were
the generation earmarked by history for sacrifice and suffering.

At the back of my mind, as I warmed to the subject, there was a per-
sistent thought: I must help Kéryushkin. . . .

The mass meeting came to an end with desultory applause. The people
dispersed. Next day the Nikopol papers and radio described the gathering
in the hypocritical language of political hyperbole: “Amidst thunderous
enthusiasm the proletarians of the Nikopol Metallurgical Combinat de-
manded yesterday that the outmoded norms be revised. Unanimously they
acclaimed . . .” Not a line about Kiryushkin.

T sent word to Kiryushkin to come to my office at the end of the work-
day. When his shift ended, I heard a commotion in my reception room.
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“Where are you going? Comrade Kravchenko is too busy!” my secre-
tary was saying.

“Believe me, I have no wish to see him. He sent for me.”

“What’s your business with him?”

“What business can I have with the boss? He calls, I come.”

I buzzed for my secretary and told her to let the comrade come in.
Kiryushkin entered, hat in hand.

““Please sit down,” I said.

“Thanks, I can stand.”

“But why stand? Do sit down.”

He took a seat on the other side of my desk. I asked him how work
was going. C

“As it goes with everyone,” he replied. “I work as long as my strength
holds out.”

He had come to the factory two years ago, I learned, from the village,
after his farm had been collectivized. Before that he had served in the Red
Army. He had brought a few belongings with him but had sold them,
being in need.

“My wife washes floors in the apartments of some of the officials, which
helps, and she does some laundry too. But there are the three small chil-
dren. It isn’t easy. But why complain? Not many workers are any better
off than I am.”

He spoke slowly, weighing his words, and looked straight at me. There
was neither arrogance nor fear in his behavior—just a bottomless, fatal-
istic sorrow.

“Yes, Victor Andreyevich, what is there to talk about? You—you're
one of the bosses. You live well. You live in your world, I live in mine. You
will never understand the Iot of folk like me.”

“Don’t be too sure, Comrade Kiryushkin, Maybe I understand better
than you suppose. But tell me, would you like to go to work on the cutting
machine? You’ll be making 220 rubles or more and you’ll be entitled to
special clothes—shoes, a suit.”

“Willingly. One must live, you know.”

I gave orders that he be transferred to the new job. He thanked me and
left. I was pleased, deep inside, that he had remained dignified through-
out, without a suggestion of fawning. I called Starostin and arranged
that some money be advanced to him from the Mutual Assistance Fund.
In addition, I ordered that a set of working clothes and shoes should be
issued to him.

2

The social distance between a Kiryushkin and a Stakhanovite “aristo-
crat” was felt more acutely than the distance between the workers and
management, if only because the Kiryushkins and the Stakhanovites were
in continuous daily contact. Official policy seemed intent upon widening
these gulfs and setting up other tensions of antagonism and suspicion
wherever possible.



192 I CHOSE FREEDOM

Engineers and administrators as a class were being denounced, day
after day, for supposed “conservatism,” for “holding back” the pace-set-
ters. Party functionaries, to evade blame themselves, joined this game of
specialist-baiting. Our authority kept falling. Sensing that they had the
upper hand, some engineers, foremen and even lathe hands would make
arbitrary decisions to increase their own piecework earnings, often with
disastrous results for production as a whole.

Politics, flying the banners of efficiency, had the right of way. Com-
munist and police officials often had the final word as against the engineer
and manager, even on purely technical problems. We were in the midst
of an era of anarchy and civil strife in industry. I was caught between
instructions from Moscow and suspicion from below, between tougher tasks
and declining discipline. Nervousness and strain became almost my normal
condition.

One night I was awakened by the telephone. One of the machines had
suddenly broken down, leaving half my sub-plant idle. “More headaches!”
I murmured and began to dress. By the time I reached the factory, it was
swarming with officials. The Nikopol N.K.V.D. chief himself, Dorogan,
was there, along with Gershgorn and other assistants. Kozlov, Starostin,
various engineers ran around in circles, while in my office police specialists
questioned suspects and took notes.

What had happened was instantly clear to me. Several Stakhanovite
enthusiasts and an engineer had decided arbitrarily to increase the rotating
speed of a roller. As the pipe had not been imbued with Stalinist faith, a
large segment of it burst on the main belt and one of the machines was
put out of commission. The matter was serious enough; the machine, being
of German manufacture, could not be repaired or replaced for a long time.

The police-minded swarm of officials, however, was less concerned with
restoring operations than with finding culprits. The investigators buzzed
through the plant. Private interrogations went on at N.K.V.D. headquar-
ters to the tune of threats and curses. Several times I was called out and
questioned; after a night of it I was hardly much good at the factory.
Simple and obvious explanations made no appeal to Gershgorn’s devious
and incompetent mind. He shouted, fumed and demanded “evidence”
against this or that person. Each titne he mentioned a name, out came a
dossier. . . . Not only officials but simple factory workers were under
surveillance.

“Kravchenko, you're not cooperating with us,”” Gershgorn screamed.
“You may pay for this, believe me! For your own sake you should help
find the saboteurs.”

In the midst of those days of excitement, the skilled mechanic Dubin-
sky came to see me, accompanied by his assistant, Shpachinsky. While
others were exploding and investigating, these two veteran mechanics had
been testing metals, making thermal experiments and sketching plans. They
thought they might be able to build duplicates of the broken parts, but
wished to be assured that, in case of failure, the loss of time and materials
would not be held against them.

After studying their plans and figures, I decided that the experiment
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was worth a trial. To shield these men and to protect myself, I apprised
Brachko, Kozlov and Brodsky of my decision. I also dictated a full report
to Trubostal in Kharkov. Then I assigned the necessary men and materials
and gave the signal for work to start.

Despite all my political precautions, I was deeply worried. I happened
to know, from the trend of questions at the N.K.V.D., that this Dubinsky,
of all people, was under a cloud of official suspicion. He was a quiet, dig-
nified, very competent old man whom everyone admired. Self-educated
and well read, he was typical of the pre-revolutionary intellectual—a type
which just then was regarded as peculiarly prone to political heresy.
Dubinsky had been a member of the Menshevik wing of the Social Demo-
crats under the Tsar; eighteen years of devoted labor under the Soviets
had not wiped out that terrible stain on his record.

All in all, he seemed a perfect object of persecution for the police-
minded, the panicky, the climbers and witch-hunters. There was sharp
irony in the fact that Dubinsky was the only one who had come forwa-d
with a practical idea for restoring production. Should his experiment fail,
I feared that it would provide just the chance Gershgorn and his gang had
been waiting for. They could then accuse the ex-Menshevik of intentional
obstruction.

1 remained in the plant, with Dubinsky and Shpachinsky, for nearly
four days. The N.K.V.D. informers watched from the sidelines, ready to
denounce us if things should go awry. Finally, with real emotion, we
tested the machine with the newly made parts. It worked! Production was
rolling again.

Nevertheless, the investigation continued for weeks longer. Having
failed to find a scapegoat for the breakdown, the police remained surly
and frustrated, as if cheated of their legitimate prey. My relations with
them were scarcely sweetened by the episode. I had made little secret of
my view that the whole thing was a minor accident unworthy of such
police attention.

Neither were my relations with the trade-union and Party “‘activists”
improved by time. There was rarely a week when their political zeal and
my production common sense did not clash. From dozens of incidents I
choose a few at random in my memary.

There was the morning when T found my sub-plant curiously disturbed.
Tempers were short. The atmosphere seemed charged with electricity. I
soon confronted the explanation. In one corner, within easy view of every-
one in the shop, a lot of pipe had been stacked artistically, and over it was
a huge placard reading:

“The workers and engineers of this section should know who impedes
the Stakhanovite movement:”

There followed a long list of names. It appeared that a batch of defec-
tive pipe had been discovered and the group responsible was thus being
publicly humiliated. I knew the men listed as average and loyal workers.
The defects were probably due to impurities in the steel and could not be
blamed off-hand on these men.

I ordered the “‘exhibit” and the placard removed. Starostin was furious.
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He chided me for interfering with his work of “political education” of
union members and hinted darkly at denunciations to the ‘“proper in-
stances.” .

Not long thereafter I noticed that the elderly gray-haired Makayev, a
turner whose work I valued, was crying silently as he worked. When 1
asked him what was amiss, he pointed to the opposite wall. A caricature
of this worker had been posted and under it was the inscription: “Spoiler
of Stakhanovism.”

“Victor Andreyevich, free me from this disgrace,” he pleaded. “I admit
that I may have made a mistake. The truth is that my wife is sick and I
haven’t slept a wink for several days. I'm only human and so perhaps 1
made a mistake. Isn’t it enough that I'm being docked for the spoilage?
Must T be exposed to ridicule in addition?”

T called the foreman.

“Who put up this placard?” I asked.

“The trade-union chairman of our section.”

“Tear it down right away and send it to my office.”

“But I can’t, Comrade Kravchenko. I'd get into hot water.”

“Tell him I ordered it and will take full responsibility.”

The insulting placard was removed. In a few minutes a bevy of trade-
union functionaries and Party zealots swooped down on me. They all
talked at once. I was impeding “political education” and encouraging back-
wardness, I was “undermining the authority of the trade union and the
Party.” They would complain against me to Kharkov, even to Moscow.

“Very well, comrades,” I said. “Complain to your heart’s content. As
far as I'm concerned, it’s you who are doing the impeding by insulting my
personnel and undermining work morale. I'm the chief here, and it’s your
duty to cooperate with me instead of going over my head. And some of
you, incidentally, should be working now instead of arguing here.”

Later that day Kozlov sent for me. The complaints on the “great”
Makayev affair had reached him. I presented my view and was delighted
to find that he agreed with me; he would support me should the silly busi-
ness draw fire from higher up. The news that I was taking the side of the
workers against the zealots created a sensation and raised my popularity
among the workers but it offended any number of officials and influential
Party people.

Many weeks of my time and energy were also sapped by the case of a
broken German machine. When the main bearing snapped, replacement
proved difficult and one of my shops was tied up for three or four days.
Once more our section was overrun by police agents and grim-visaged
“authorities.”

My own analysis quickly showed me the true picture. The accident had
occurred at night. The light in the shop was bad and someone had acci-
dentally picked up the wrong piece of steel. The machine was set for steel
of low carbon content. When steel containing 18 to 20 per cent chromium
and 2 per cent nickel was put into the works, the bearing broke. The mys-
tery was no deeper than that.

Dissatisfied with my explanation, still on the scent of the elusive
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sabotage dear to its heart, the Economic Division made its own analyses
of the steel, questioned dozens of workers, called in specialists from out
of town and obtained reports by a professor of metallurgy in the Dniepro-
petrovsk Institute. The very unanimity of the reports seemed “strange” to
the police mind. What was the “political countenance” of the professor
who agreed with Kravichenko? Were we perhaps acquainted? Again I
spent long nights in argument, aware that any unguarded word, any slip
of the tongue, might spell ruin for some worker or engineer, let alone
myself. This time, as before, Gershgorn tried desperately to narrow down
his accusations to Dubinsky. I defended the mechanic at every turn.

An emergency order for rustless pipe reached me over the signature of
Ordzhonikidze. Our factory was not equipped for this particular order;
we had no experience in this type of work and undertook it only after
warning the authorities not to expect too much. To help us, a special
brigade came down from Moscow, composed of men experienced with the
special type of pipe and with the chemical industry for which it was being
made. In the brigade was a metallurgical specialist named Timoshenko—a
lean young man, spectacled, already graying and, it seemed to me, per-
manently scared. I was told that he was the son of a famous Professor
Timoshenko, then living and teaching in the United States.

As was to be expected, work was slow in starting. Only 10 per cent
of the first pipes produced were usable and there were days when the
entire output was defective." Experts came from various trusts to give us
advice. We held long conferences on temperature, processing speeds, types
of steel, amalgams. Every one of us was eager to fulfill the order and
distressed by delays; whatever our secret political attitudes, we felt that
Stalins come and go, but Russia remains forever, and it was the industrial
future of Russia that was at stake. But so far as the teeming informers
were concerned, the difficulties spelled only one thing—possible sabo-
tage.

Ultimately we solved the technical problems. The rustless pipe was
manufactured and duly accepted by the Kemerovo Chemical Combinat.
Handsome bonuses were distributed all around. But Gershgorn and his
associates thought they had their teeth in something and would not let go.
The something, of course, was young Timoshenko, along with some en-
gineers sent by the trust in Kharkov. In a volcanic midnight session
Gershgorn spurted lava over my weary head. Why was I “protecting”
this son of a foul émigré? Didn’t I know that Timoshenko was in touch
with his father, who had “sold out to the capitalists”?

“All T can tell you is that the young man is able, worked hard and did
his full duty,” I insisted. “We had plenty of trouble, but I assure you none
of it was his fault.” _

“You're playing with fire, Kravchenko! Remember, this concerns the
chemical industry. It’s a matter of national defense! Yet you don't lift a
finger to help us root out the wreckers!”

Only when I threatened, in sheer despair, to telephone Ordzhonikidze
and expose this police interference with my work did Gershgorn subside.
The fact that I had a powerful patron was my one advantage in a situation
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where an engineer without influence would long since have found himself
in some prison or forced-labor camp.

Early in 1936 Comrade Ordzhonikidze summoned me to Moscow. It
seemed to me the act of my protecting angels. I had reached an impasse in
my relations with the N.K.V.D. My refusal to incriminate innocent men
or to connive in support of police obsessions was making my life af Nikopol
intolerable. I had been getting up the courage to put the facts before the
Commissar, and this was my chance.

After cordial greetings, Ordzhonikidze told me why he had sent for me.
There was a most urgent need for special pipes for the Baku oil thdustry.
The whole oil plan depended on the speed with which we could turn out
a certain quantity of pipe.

“I’'m turning to you, my friend,” be said, “because I feel I can depend
on you. You'll get all the instruments, the materials and the extra men you
need. If you succeed, there’s an automobile and a decoration for you as a
reward and bonuses for all your associates.”

“I shall, of course, do all I can and I'm pleased that you realize we
lack certa.m instruments. But Grigory Constantinovich, I want you to
know that I’'m working under conditions of N K.V.D. mterference that
make life impossible. I'm in despair.”

“What do you mean?”

I plunged into a detailed account of the artistic sleuthing and the mania
of persecution and denunciations which were turning my factory—and all
the other enterprises in Nikopol—into a purgatory. I told of Dorogan’s
and Gershgorn’s efforts to conjure fancy sabotage out of plain accidents,
of the pressures to incriminate innocent people like Timoshenko and
Dubinsky.

“T don’t like to talk of these things,” I concluded, “but I can no longer
keep quiet. Is the Commissariat of Heavy Industry running metallurgy,
or is it the N.K.V.D.? How can we try anything new, how can we follow
orders that involve experiment, how can we make any progress, if every
failure and every false start will be construed as wrecking? How is a man
to work at all, when he’s being constantly ‘controlled’ by police investiga-
tors, Party commissions, trade-union brigades, Stakhanovites and a hundred
othersr

“Why can’t we end this spy scare and let people work in peace? The
old generation of engineers and specialists is mostly dead or l‘quidated.
We are Soviet people, most of us products of Party education. If we can’t
be trusted to labor honestly, what hope of progress is there for our
country? I for one, Comrade Commissar, can no longer work under such
conditions, Those rascals keep me spinning like a top. How’s one to
produce in a state of permanent vertigo?”

Ordzhonikidze looked grave. He bit his lips. He had aged rapidly in
the past year or two. He no longer smiled as readily as before, no longer
effervesced with the old confidence and the old energy. Whatever he felt,
he was scarcely in a position to bare his heart to a minor industrial man-
ager. After all, he was a member of the Politburo, one of the dozen or so
men closest to Stalin.
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“Calm down, my friend,” he said quietly. “I don’t hold it against you
that you speak as you do. There are many things you can’t see from where
you sit. I shan’t conceal the fact that you are only one of hundreds of
leading engineers, Party members, who have made the same complaint
right in this office. . . . As for your personal case, 1 promise that as
long as I live and you continue to work honestly, no one will touch you.
You have my word on that.”

Even as I sat there he put through a call to Comrade Hatayevich,
Secretary of the Dniepropetrovsk Regional Committee, whose domain
embraced Nikopol. In my presence he sternly reprimanded Hatayevich and
ordered that the Nikopol N.K.V.D. stop annoying Comrade Kravchenko,
or he would know the reason why.

“Well, are you satisfied?” he smiled as he put down the receiver.

“Many thanks. But this hardly solves the larger problem. The awful
system remains.”

From that day until Ordzhonikidze’s sudden death, I was never again
called or cross-examined by the N.K.V.D. The informers around me—
Makarov, Romanov, Yudavin, a hundred others—worked as diligently as
ever. But I remained untouchable. Whatever doubts or resentments the
secret police may have had against me were dammed for the time being by
the orders of my Moscow patron. One day they would be suddenly released
and would inundate my life in a terrifying flood.

Back in Nikopol, I called together the principal members of the factory
and technical administrations and laid before them the task that Ordzhoni-
kidze had entrusted to me. I assigned various men their duties. The mate-
rials and tools arrived as promised by the Commissar and work was quickly
under way. In the following weeks I slept in my office more often than at
home. The Baku pipes were produced ahead of schedule. Once more official
congratulations poured into the factory from Kharkov and Moscow, my
portrait was in the papers, Ivanchenko flew down from Kharkov and
thanked me personally.

There had been a genuine thrill in meeting the challenge of a difficult
industrial undertaking. The knowledge that I had licked a thousand ob-
stacles gave me, and those around me, more joy than the official recognition
and the generous cash bonuses.

While in Nikopol, Ivanchenko entertained me with a dinner. We had
known each other now for many years. I trusted him. I had been in the
factory now for more than a year. Through the Commissar’s intercession
my private lot was improved. Yet I writhed in the net of espionage. I
gave Ivanchenko one example after another of how police interference
and the sabotage panic were destroying initiative and tying up production.

“I know how you feel, Victor Andreyevich,” he commented sadly.
“Don’t think it's any better on the higher levels. Here I am, the head of
one of the biggest trusts, a member of the government, an old Communist,
a man who helped storm the Winter Palace in the October Revolution.
You'd think I'd be trusted. But no! These ants and termites have multi-
plied so fast that I'm terrified of them—I who was never afraid to risk
my life in battle. They’'ve made me so jittery with their investigations
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and suspicions that I don’t know whether I'm coming or going. What's
it all about? I suppose only The Boss knows. . . .”

3

The temporary easing of police pressure gave me a short-lived illusion
of personal independence. That, in turn, predisposed me to a hopeful view
of the newly announced Stalin Constitution. The fact that all power
remained in the hands of a single party seemed of less moment than the
explicit guarantees of civil rights and, above all, the limitations on the
forms of seizure and arrest. If the new document was an indication of
thinking in high places, then assuredly the worst of the terror was over.

To survive, man needs hope even as he needs air. Like millions of
others, I reached out for the promise of more human rights for the ordinary
Soviet citizen. We grasped at the straw of hope to save ourselves from
sinking to the lower depths of despondency. Except for the minority of
hard-bitten cynics, to whom the Constitution was just one more hoax,
Communists especially wanted to believe.

An occasional revival of hope was almost a condition for remaining
alive, We needed to succumb to extravagant faith, we needed to fool our
minds and cheat our senses. Anxiously we fought off doubts, made excuses,
excited one another with optimistic expectations which, when alone again,
we did not really credit. The ‘“most democratic Constitution in the world”
evoked mirages in our political desert.

Could it be that the death of Kirov had alarmed our masters into
loosening the screws? Europe seemed headed for war. The Italian theft of
Ethiopia had been followed by civil strife in Spain. Hitler was brandishing
his Nazi sword. Perhaps our masters had decided to unite the Russian
masses behind them by a lordly grant of a few crumbs of freedom? It was
-thus that we kindled our hopes and beat down our doubts. It was not easy
to keep faith glowing at a time when the winds of arbitrary terror were
blowing more sharply than ever. One had to shut his eyes, almost literally,
to save the last spark of hope.

The Nikopol combinat was being enlarged. Hordes of new construction
workers strained our food supplies and housing as never before. One day,
in the midst of the inflated hopes for some change for the better, I noticed
a contingent of N.K.V.D. soldiers, carrying rifles, around the new building
area. It could mean only one thing: that forced labor had been brought in.

I approached the scene. My guess was right. Four or five hundred
haggard men and women were working under armed guard. They were. as
tragic looking a group of human creatures as I had ever seen. Their
unsmiling silence was more terrible than their raggedness, filth and physical
degradation. They went about their work like people doomed, too apathetic
tg examine their surroundings or to commune with the free workers near
them.

At the end of each day the prisoners were lined up and marched off to
special prison barracks a few miles away. I made discreet inquiries and
learned that this labor had been “contracted” for by the construction offi-
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cials in formal negotiations with the N.K.V.D. A flat sum per prisoner,
about equal to the amount paid to free workers, was paid to the N.K.V.D.
Besides using millions of political prisoners directly—in mining salt or
gold, laying rails, felling forests, clearing swamps, building harbors—the
N.K.V.D. farmed out its surplus slaves to other Soviet enterprises.

One weekend, that summer, I went down the Dnieper in a motorboat
with a friend. We had plenty of food with us, as well as a bottle of wine,
and made a picnic of it in a cool wooded spot on shore. Then we took a
long walk, following a road along the river edge. Suddenly we heard noises
ahead of us. At a bend in the road we came to a flat marshy stretch where
some hundreds of men and women were working under military guard.

I felt as if I had intruded on some obscenity. My first impulse was to
withdrew, to pretend I had not seen it. But something drew us to the
scene. The ragged workers, knee-deep in mud and water, seemed scarcely
human. Clouds of swamp mosquitoes hovered over them. The guards
had built bonfires to drive off the insects, but the prisoners seemed
inured to the pest. My eyes rested on a young woman with cadaverous
features; her hands and face were black with mosquitoes but she plied her
shovel listlessly, as if unaware that she was being eaten alive.

An officer approached us.

“Why don’t you go about your business, citizens?”’ he said. “This isn't
a show.”

“I’'m a Party man and the head of a plant,” I said. ‘“This interests me,
purely technically. What are they doing?”

“We’re clearing the swamp.”

“An N.K.V.D. project?” I asked.
lab “I\,I,o, the Nikopol Soviet is doing the job, with ‘contracted’ N.K.V.D.
abor.

We returned to the motorboat in silence, and steered for home. To
continue the outing after what we had seen seemed indecent. All morning
we had talked of the Constitution and the possibility that its promises
might be real. We did not resume the discussion.

4

Between my father and myself a certain restraint had developed in the
years since I joined the Party. Somehow, in his presence, I felt impelled to
gloss over and explain away the very policies which inwardly I condemned
and loathed. In a dim way I was exasperated by his high standards, his
nagging humanitarianism, his inability to compromise. Looking back, I
know as a fact what I had then only suspected: My father had become
for me conscience incarnate. The misunderstanding was not so much with
him as with myself. When I should be reconciled with my own con-
science, I would be reconciled with him.

During my visits home, father sometimes told me about the arrests and
“disappearance” of men we had both known for many years at the
Dniepropetrovsk factory. I felt as if he were holding me personally respon-
sible, as a Party member, for every injustice. I told him nothing about
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similar arrests in Nikopol, about the forced-labor contingent, about the
espionage to which ‘I was being subjected.

This irrational impulse to conceal things from my father, of all people,
irritated me, made me angry and ashamed. It was as if I were concealing
things from myself. . .

T was not too eager for him to visit me at Nikopol. Somehow I did not
want to survey the splendor in which I was living through my father’s
earnest eyes. Yet I kept urging him to spend a few days with me and
finally he agreed to come. As he went through my large house, the flower
garden, the orchard, the garage, I became increasingly fidgety and
embarrassed.

“You do live like a pomesckik, like a squire,” was all father said.

When he asked me for passes to the factory, the same unreasonable
embarrassment came over me. I was reluctant to have conditions there
appraised by my father’s harsh righteousness. Yet I dutifully signed a
series of passes. In the next few days I saw little of him. He made friends
everywhere in the plant. This graceful aging man, his handsome features
50 lean and cleanly cut, his youthful eyes so stern, was completely at ease
among working people anywhere. They accepted him automatically as one
of their own. For months after his visit, the men and women at the plant
inquired about my father in simple, warm-hearted solicitude.

“Comrade Kravchenko, your father is a fine man, a fine man,” old
Dubinsky said to me the day he met him. “He makes one proud of being
a manual worker. And let me tell you, he understands machinery better
than most of our engineers,”

“Oh, yes,” I agreed, a bit awkwardly, “he was my first teacher in
industry.”

At the end of that day I was in the office going over a blueprint with
several colleagues when I heard a noise in the reception room. My secre-
tary raised her voice.

“I'm asking you, citizen, why you must see Comrade Kravchenko?”

“Is that your business?” my father’s voice rose above hers. “Is he a
bureaucrat or a comrade, that one must plead for permission? Nothing
but passes and permissions!”

“Then I won'’t allow you to come in, citizen. Rules are rules.”

“This for your rules!” he exclaimed and tore open the door to my
office.

He was abashed to find other people with me but could not arrest the
impetus of his anger.

“What sort of rules are these, Vitya? Why, even in the time of the
Romanoffs a man could see his boss. . . . But I beg your pardon, I
thought you were alone.”

I introduced father to the other men, then dismissed them. Father was
apologetic.

“T was a bit rude. Do forgive me. But all this red tape, all this distance
between ordinary folk and the officials, gets on my nerves.”

When I had reassured him, he asked for a favor. Would I let him see
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the work records for my sub-plant? Having observed the operations for
several days, he wanted to know how much locksmiths, turners, rollers,
electricians and other types of workers were earning. He also wanted to
know how many had been to the government rest homes and had enjoyed
other benefits in the past year. Since none of this information was secret,
I rang for the chief bookkeeper and instructed him to make it available to
my father,

I remained at the plant several hours longer. When I reached home,
father was already there. At supper he seemed preoccupied. We talked at
random about commonplaces. I understood that he was saving his ammuni-
tion for a “serious” talk later. When he suggested that I give Pasha the
evening off, I was certain of it. “No need for strange ears,” father said.

I settled on the divan in my study, lit a cigaret and prepared myself
to listen.

“All right, father, what’s on your mind?”

“For a long time, son, I've wanted to talk to you openly and frankly.
You're dear to me, not only as a son but as a human being whom I've
watched unfold these thirty years. Yet as time passes it becomes harder for
us to be frank with one another. This is sad. It’s a symptom of the fears
by which we live these days.”

“I’m sorry, father. But I do wonder whether you’ve kept up with his-
tory. I mean, whether you’re not living in the climate of a past era.”

“T admit, Vitya, that you know a lot more than I do about current
palitics. You’re an active Party person and an important official. You have
fifteen hundred men under you and produce to the tune of tens of millions
of rubles. All the same, I think I know more about the life of ordinary
people, workers and peasants, than you do. One drifts away. One begins to
see the masses from the wrong end of the telescope. You have lots of
money, comforts, cars, servants. . . .”

“Father, I don’t think I deserve these reproaches, I haven’t stolen any-
thing, have I? The regime gives me these things and in return I work
harder than any peasant.”

“I don’t mean to reproach you. Please try not to misunderstand me.
I simply can’t help worrying whether you've lost all fellow-feeling for the
ordinary people; whether, to put it brutally, you’re as content as the rest
of the bureaucrats to be one of the bosses over the miserable Russian
people.”

“I don’t quite see what you want me to do. I'm merely a small cog in
a big machine. The truth, father, is that I work so hard I haven’t the time
or the strength to worry about first principles. I'm buried in my job.”

“In short, you'’re becoming an ostrich. You hide your head in the sand
and all problems disappear. You say ‘The fault is not mine, I'm not my
brother’s keeper’ and that’s that. Yes, there were people like that in the
old days too. The suffering of your country no longer touches your heart.”

“Listen, father, donlt get the idea that I don’t know what’s happening
or that I have knuckled under to the system. After all, you don’t know
what’s going on inside my mind—and the minds of a million other Com-
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munists. But what can I do? Shall I go into the street and shout ‘Help!
Murder!’? Besides, there are some positive elements too. New factories,
new mines, railroads. . . .”

“Of course, Victor, of course. But revolutions are not made for fac-
tories and railroads. They’re made for people. The essence of the matter
is in personal rights and liberties. Without these, without human dignity,
men are slaves no matter how industrialized their prison may be. When you
Communists boast of new factories, the implication is that people live
better lives. Well, now, do they in our country?”

“As compared with their miserable existence under the Tsars, I sup-
pose they do.”

“Vitya, why must you fool yourself? Do you recall your life at grand-
father’s, and at home when you were a boy? We were not wealthy, but
we never lacked for bread and milk and ordinary clothes. You and your
brothers even had a nurse. We lived decently. Looking back, our existence
seems almost luxurious by contrast with the life of a working-class family
today. How many workers nowadays have the kind of homes we lived in
at that time? Only a very small minority in the past lived the kind of
starved and hopeless lives now lived by the majority.

“I had a reason today in asking for figures on your plant. I happen
to remember very well the corresponding figures before the revolution.
Locksmiths in Nikopol now get between 145 and 200 rubles a month.
Before 1917 they got only 35 to 50 rubles. A skilled roller then earned
between 45 and 85 rubles. Today he earns 200 to 350. Taking into con-
sideration also turners, smelters, electric crane operators, wages today
average 240 rubles, where they would have averaged about 55 rubles in
the old days.

“That sounds good. But what kind of ruble was it then and what kind
is it now? Before the revolution a kilo of bread cost 5 kopeks. What does
it cost now? Between a ruble and 20 kopeks and 2 rubles. A kilo of meat
used to cost 15 or 20 kopeks, now if you can get it at all, you have to pay
about twelve rubles—which is sixty times as much! What did you pay for
the suit you’re wearing?”’

“Eight hundred rubles.”

“Eight hundred rubles—from three to four months’ wages for a skilled
smelter! Do you know what it would have cost in the old days? About
15 rubles, 20 at most. So there you see the picture: Money wages have
risen three to five times and this is hailed as great economic progress. But
the cost of living has risen not fivefold but fifteen times, forty times, fifty
times higher. The locksmith who made 50 rubles a month used to be a
prosperous workman. Today he earns 200 rubles and he's a miserable
pauper.”

“But you forget all the privileges he reccives nowadays—free vacations,
medical care, children’s creches. . . .”

“All right, let’s look at these benefits. You call them ‘free’ but you
know that a big chunk is taken out of wages to cover these privileges.
Including union dues, forced loans and the rest, from 20 to 25 percent of
2 man’s earnings is withheld. For 20 to 25 percent of his wages a worker
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in the past could have bought himself all the medical help and vacations
he needed, without being beholden to the government.

“Why do we need creches? Because so few wives can afford to stay
home and take care of their children. On 50 rubles a month a man used to
be able to raise a family decently. Now, on 200 rubles, he must send his
wife and his grown children to work to make both ends meet. As to the
kind of medical service they’re getting, the less said the better. When
you're sick, Vitya, do you go to the State clinic?”

“No, I send for Dr. Gorkin privately.”

“Of course. So does anyone who can afford it. You know as well as I
do that the only way to get decent treatment is to pay for it. The medical
care, like everything else, is rotten with bureaucracy and apathy. But how
about those vacations in rest homes the Communist press is always boast-
ing about? In your plant, Vitya, you have 1500 workers. Do you happen
to know how many of them went to rest homes in the past year?”

“No. A few hundred I suppose.”

“You're wrong. I checked the figures today. Only 57 in the whole plant.
All 1500 paid for the privilege—only 57 collected. The rest homes were
full all the time, of course—full of directors, Party officials, top Stakhano-
vites and other favorites of the State. Sure, I'm for social insurance,
medical care and the rest, provided it’s given to the people from the
profits which the State, as the owner and operator of factories, makes on
them—the profits that formerly were made by the capitalists—and not
from the earnings of the workers themselves. In that was the gist of the
revolution.

“But where are your profits? Your industry and your whole economy
work at a loss. And we, the citizens, are forced to cover those losses.
What hurts, son, is that you give trifles and boast as if they were
mountains. The economic progress, I'm sorry to say, is small when meas-
ured against the investments and the sacrifices.

“Only innocent foreigners and young people without any memory of
the past believe the fairy tales. To me physical facts are not as important
as the political and spiritual facts. But all the emphasis in your propaganda
is on material achievement. I’m measuring with your own yardsticks.”

“Well, if everything was so lovely, father, why did you go to prison
and make a revolution?”

“Don’t talk nonsense! You know that I regret nothing and would do
it over again. We fought against evils. We risked our lives to overthrow
political tyranny and economic oppression. That doesn’t mean that we
should be proud of the same evils under different names. This business of
justifying present injustice by reference to past evils is a low demagogic
trick.”

“But now everything belongs to the people. There are no capitalists,
no exploiters.”

As the discussion progressed I became more annoyed, precisely because
in my heart I agreed with my father on so many things.

“Don’t play the fool, Vitya. The worker who’s underfed despite the
fact that he and often others in his family are employed doesn’t much care
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who exploits him, a private owner or the State. When he’s dragged off to
prison or exiled, it’s small consolation to him that it’s being done in his
own name. After all, when the capitalist boss didn’t pay me enough or
failed to give me decent working conditions, I could change my job. I
could propagandize my fellow-workers, call protest meetings, pull strikes,
join political parties, publish opposition literature. Try any of it today
and you’ll end up in prison camp, or worse. Believe me, we had more
chance dealing with a hundred thousand capitalist employers than we
have now with one employer, the State. Why? Because the State has an
army and secret police and unlimited power. All my life I have fought
against capitalism, and I'm still its enemy, but that doesn’t mean I must
shout hurrah for police-socialism.”

I was silent. I could only frown.

“At least we could think what we pleased. There were many political
parties, factions, opinions. Harsh as the absolutism was, it now seems
liberal by contrast. Sure, the Tsar’s police used to beat and sometimes
shot strikers and often shot or exiled revolutionaries. But the whole scale
was different. We counted our political prisoners by the thousand, not, as
now, by the million. And every injustice evoked protests, demonstrations,
mass meetings. Today we have only the silence of a cemetery.

“Take our so-called trade unions. What are they but another instrument
for enforcing the government’s decisions and pressing more, work out of
us? There was a time when labor organizations were really spokesmen for
the workers. They were political schools in which we learned to demand
our rights and to fight for them. Who dares protest against anything today?
The press, which poses as a mouthpiece of public opinion, is now the
property of the Party and the State. It reflects only their opinions.

“Another thing, son. You know that I've never been a believer. But I
always valued the right of people to worship God if they wished. How
little of that right has remained! What chance would you have of retain-
ing your job and your career if you happened to be a church-goer? None
at all!

“Even in the worst Romanoff days, people could leave the country. Now
we're all locked in and those who try to cross the border are shot down
like dogs. Not only they but their families are punished. Leave the coun-
try? Why, you tie workers to their machines and peasants to their land
like so many serfs.”

“Why do you keep saying ‘you,’ as if it were all my personal doing?”

“Forgive me, Vitya, but as a Communist you canndt shirk your share
of the responsibility.”

“Am I the N.K.V.D. or the Politburo? You're a realist on everything
else, father, but you don’t seem to grasp the fact that even responsible
Communists, not only ordinary ones, are as powerless as the rest of the
population. Maybe more so.”

“I don’t want to be unfair, Vitya. I do know how little any man can
do. I don’t want you to shout ‘Help! Murder!’ But at least I'd like to feel
that my upbringing of you has not been a total failure—that you're at
least aware of the truth.”
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“Yes, I’'m aware of it. More so than you suspect. On that score you
can set your mind at ease. But I still cling to shreds of hope. I prefer not
to be cynical. About the new Constitution, for instance. Perhaps we shall
have more freedom after all. . . .”

“I wish I could share your faith. But of what value are words on paper
as long as the secret police run things as they please, as long as only one
party can exist with its own press, its own god—Stalin—its own courts,
and all dissident opinion is treated as a crime? I'm too old to live op
illusions. If T see any sign of relaxation of the terror—of the dawn of
real freedom—I'll be the first to hail it with real joy. So far I see no such
sign. When I read your boasts and your new Constitution, Victor, I cannot
help thinking of Voltaire’s lines:

No other kand so bountiful and kind
In giving men soap bubbles will you find.

“Don’t imagine I find it easy to talk like this. I am not happy that a
son of mine is among the new exploiters, even if he is not himself to blame
for it. . . . Perhaps the time will come when we shall understand each
other better. . . .”

The time did come, sooner than either of us suspected.



CHAPTER X1IV
SUPER-PURGE

home with a close friend in the factory administration. He had

returned that very morning from Moscow, where he was well

connected, and could be expected to have some news. The arrest
and impending trial of Zinoviev, Kamenev and other Old Bolsheviks hav-
ing been announced, I was on the alért, like everyone else, for any scrap
of information. Members of Lenin’s “General Staff of the Revolution”
in prison, threatened with execution! The idea was monstrous, in-
credible.

The population at large—I judged by the workers of Nikopol—were
pretty indifferent to what seemed to them a family quarrel among their
new masters. The tragic fate of Lenin’s old associates stirred no particular
sympathy.

But the Party members, non-Party officials, members of the ruling
élite generally, were disturbed to their depths. Until then the Leninist Old
Guard bad been considered sacrosanct. They might be denounced, ban-
ished, smeared with ugly charges, but their lives were held inviolate. Even
Leon Trotsky, after his eclipse, had merely been exiled to Alma Ata in
Central Asia, then deported to Turkey. But now Gregory Zinoviev, once
head of the Communist International, the man whose letter (and possibly
forged at that) had been enough to swing an election in England, would be
tried publicly on a capital charge! This assuredly was no local storm, but
the beginning of a cyclone that would sweep through the entire Party, the
entire bureaucracy, the entire country, cutting a savage swath of death
and devastation.

“Victor,” my companion said in a low voice, conscious of the chauffeur
up front, “is your neck pretty strong?”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean that soon a lot of heads will be disconnected from their
bodies.”

“But what could happen to my head? I am no Oppositionist and never
have been. I stick to my job and don’t meddle with politics.”

“Blessed is he who has faith. Live and learn.”

His words were bantering, but his tone was deadly earnest.

“Let’s walk the rest of the way. It’s such a nice moonlit evening,” I
suggested, nudging him with an elbow. We dismissed the car. In a land
where too many walls have dictaphonic ears and most chauffeurs work also
for the secret police, conversation is safest while walking.

“What'’s up? Speak plainly,” I urged.

206

g PTER A MEETING of the City Committee of the Party, I was driving
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“Moscow is topsy-turvy, and Leningrad, they say, is no better. Arrests
by the thousand. There’s no longer any concealment. Communists and
non-Party folk alike are taken right out of their offices, in plain sight of
everyone. Half a dozen of the key Party people whom I usually look up
in Moscow were mysteriously missing. The N.K.V.D. is reaching right up
to the top, pulling down big men, commissars, heads of trusts, people
inside the Kremlin itself.

“Everyone’s gloomy and scared stiff, everyone’s paralyzed. Some com-
rades are convinced that Zinoviev and Kamenev will be killed and that
others, lots of others, will follow. It’s hard to believe. It makes no sense.
But there it is! We’'ll be treated like kulaks and Whites.”

“Who will be next?”

“Your guess is as good as mine. But none of us is likely to be spared.
I mean obscurity will not in itself save you and me. Two of our engineers”
—he mentioned their names—‘‘were picked up last night. Supposed to be
a great secret. Director Brachko was ordered to send them to Moscow on
a specific train. At the Zaparozlie station they were removed by N.K.V.D.
men and whisked off in a closed motorcar. A friend of mine happened
to be at the station and saw it all. Things will move fast now. Just
watch!”

They did move fast. No sooner did I reach the plant next morning than
one of my assistants confided to me the news of the arrest of the two
engineers. Like so many Soviet “secrets,” it had spread through the factory.
In the course of the morning I received a call from Lensky, second Secre-
tary of the factory Party Committee. He asked me to come over immedi-
ately. Though Lensky was mild, soft-spoken and looked like a village
schoolteacher, he had a reputation for ruthlessness.

“Comrade Kravchenko, I want to consult you on a very delicate
matter,” he began. “It’s about Arkady Limansky. You've watched his
work. He’s been to your home, you've been to his. Did he ever talk politics
to you? About his political past in Leningrad, for instance?”

“No, we rarely talked anything but shop. His plant and mine have to
coordinate work a good deal and that brings us in contact. But I don’t
recall any political talk.”

This was essentially true. Under Soviet conditions few men who work
together reach the stage of intimacy where they share opinions on ‘deli-
cate” matters. Certainly Limansky and T had not reached that stage.
Lensky was disappointed and made a mental note, I have no doubt, that
I was “shielding” a suspect. There would be a Party Bureau meeting in
the evening, he informed me, on the “Limansky case.” Meanwhile I must
not reveal that T had been consulted on the subject.

Limansky came to the meeting that evening in excellent spirits. He had
not the faintest suspicion that the urgent business concerned him. He was
a portly fellow of about thirty-five with a flair for good clothes. Having
been abroad once, in Germany, on an official purchasing mission, he rather
fancied himself a cosmopolite, a bit disdainful of Nikopol provincialism.

The meeting hall was blue with smoke. Lensky presided. Near him sat
a stranger—an overfed fellow with a close-shaved bullet head and a scowl-
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ing mien. Though in civilian attire, he had the brisk, efficient mari-
ner that betrayed the seasoned Chekist. From the way he gripped the
brief case in his lap, one felt that its contents boded no good for some
people.

“Comrades, the meeting of the Party Bureau is called to order,”
Lensky said. “On the agenda tonight we have only one question: the
sub-plant chief and Communist member Arkady Vassilievich Limansky.”

“Me?” Limansky exclaimed, springing to his feet. There was a fatuous
smile on his face. The blow was so sudden it didn’t register at once.

“Yes, you! Sit down until you’re called on.”

Limansky lowered himself slowly in his chair. Every drop of blood
seemed suddenly drained from his face. He mopped his forehead with a
handkerchief.

“Comrades, has any one of you any comment to make on the subject
of inquiry?”’

No one replled

“Very well, in that case stand up, Limansky, and tell us briefly about
your activities, especially in Leningrad.”

Poor Limansky by this time was trembling as if in violent fever. Nor-
mally glib and self-assured, he suddenly found it hard to follow a sequence
of events. Stammeringly he zigzagged through his biography, went back-
to the beginning, and in his confusion brought in irrelevant matters, includ-
ing a reference to his marriage. The stranger grew impatient.

“We aren’t interested in your private life,” he said. “We want to hear
about your political past.”

“Well, comrades, it’s no secret. . . . I've explained it a hundred times.

. . I mean about Leningrad. I was then a bit uncertain. . . . I wavered
and got mixed up with some Trotskyists. It’s no secret and the Party
generously forgave me. Yes, it trusted me and I have made a good record.
Ask anyone here. Besides, comrades, it was all so long ago. . . .”

“Long ago!” Lensky sneered “The dirty work of Zinoviev and Trotsky
and other wild dogs was also long ago. That alibi will no longer save the
enemies of the people. Tell me, Limansky, did you ever speak against the
Central Committee and our Beloved Leader, Comrade Stalin?”

“No, of course not.”

Lensky motioned to the Chekist who now thundered:

“Citizen Limansky, you’re deceiving the Party to its face! Didn’t you
shoot your mouth off at an activists’ meeting in the N District in
August. , . .?”

The change from “comrade” to “citizen” was ominous.

“Yes, now I begin to remember,” Limansky muttered. He held on to
a chair to steady himself.

“Better remember some more. Whom did you know in Leningrad who
also ‘wavered,” who was also ‘a bit uncertain’?”

“It’s hard to recall . . . after so many years. But let me see—" He
mentioned half a dozen names.

“And where are these worthies now?”

“I have no idea . . . working, I suppose.”
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“Well, I can tell you. Every one of them is under arrest! By the way,
have you signed any Oppositionist document with them?”

“Oh no. . . . I mean I don’t think so.”

“Then let me refresh your memory. Here’s a photostat. Come over and
look at it. Do you perhaps recognize this? Vour signature?”

Limansky looked at the paper, then returned to his place, stumbling
like a blind man.

“But you didn't remember, eh? Too busy remembering your wedding
day and your trip to Berlin, eh?”

“It was a private paper, in no way political, and so many years

ago. . . .
The cross-examination continued for perhaps half an hour. Limansky,
now wholly demoralized, unnecessarily denied unimportant facts and then,
confronted with proofs, made admissions. Not one of the items was in itself
vital, but taken together, and intoned portentously by the Chekist, then
by Lensky, they added up. Some strained discussion frem the floor followed.
A few people pleaded for the man; a lot more condemned him. Finally the
meeting unanimously expelled him from the Party and asked the City
Committee to confirm the decision. As we left the room, no one spoke. We
avoided looking at each other.

On my way home a little later I saw a light in the window of Liman-
sky’s office and, on impulse, went in without knocking. I found him behind
his desk, his head buried in his hands, his broad shoulders shaking with
stifled tears. Only an hour ago he had been a strong, confident official, not
without a touch of bureaucratic arrogance; suddenly he was a pitiful,
quaking wreck.

“Victor Andreyevich!” he looked up in astonishment. “Thanks for
coming in. This is the end! Expulsion, then arrest, then what? My wife.
. . - Oh, God! Maybe I'd better shoot myself.”

He would not be consoled, and he was right about it. The City Com-
mittee quickly confirmed the expulsion. Limansky was transferred to a
minor job in the trust in Kharkov and soon thereafter was arrested. After
that no one in Nikopol knew what had become of him.

A week or two later I had some business to take up with Brachko’s
assistant, a Party man named Alexei Sukhin. I walked briskly into his
reception room and was about to go into his office. But his secretary
stopped me.

“Please wait, Comrade Kravchenko. Comrade Sukhin is very busy.”

“So am I,” T replied, annoyed, and barged into the office.

I stopped short on the threshold. Sukhin was at his desk and by his
side sat the fat, perspiring Gershgorn, his loose lips twisted into a charac-
teristic sneer. Along the iwalls, right and left, sat ten or twelve engi-
neers, a few of them Party members. In sheer embarrassment I greeted
everyone loudly. Only Sukhin responded. Then I noticed that four uni-
formed N.K.V.D. men stood guard over the engineers.

I withdrew in confusion and headed for Brachko’s office.

“What’s wrong, Piotr Petrovich?” I asked.

“I don’t understand anything any more. Twelve men in one day! Eight

H
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yesterday! If it keeps up. . . . But my head’s reeling, Vietar Andreye-
vich.”

Brachko seemed to have become an old man overnight. His eyes were
unnaturally enlarged, sleep-drunk.

From his office I went to the bookkeeping department, to look for some
figures 1 needed. I remained there about ten minutes. Suddenly one of the
clerks, sitting near a window, called out excitedly, “My God! Look at
that!” We all rushed to the windows. In front of the building stood one
of the grim windowless N.K.V.D. trucks whiech people called Black Ravens.
The engineers and technicians who had been assembled in Sukhin's office
were now filing out of the door. One after the other they were being
hustled into the wagon by Chekists with drawn revolvers,

As we watched we were at this point startled by a woman’s hysterical
shriek—then there was silence again. The wife of one of the arrested men,
also working in our plant, had gone unsuspectingly to a window, just in
time to see her husband thrcwn into the Black Raven. She had shrieked
and fainted away.

When all the engineers were packed in, the truck was locked with a
loud bang and drove off. Gershgorn and his colleagues piled into an elegant
touring car, which followed the truck. Dozens of people were at the office
windows, gazing in a sort of fascination at the tracks in the snow left
by the motor vehicles.

Among the workers in my plant was a German Jew, a Communist
who had sought refuge in Russia after Hitler came to power, a small man
with a lean, sallow face. His name was Zelinan. For some reason his Party
card had been taken away from him by the Moscow office of the Com-
munist International—foreign Communists were rarely trusted in the home
land of Communism; their fidelity to Stalin was always in doubt. He was
quiet and self-effacing, as if permanently frightened, this Zelman. He had
married a Soviet girl and seemed content with his lot in Nikopol. An
exceptionally able foreman, I relied on him a good deal to teach new
workers.

One day Zelman was called out by the N.K.V.D. When he returned,
several hours later, he was deathly pale and trembling. His habitual
timidity was turned into abject terror. In his broken Russian he told me
that he had been ordered to leave the country immediately—back to
Germany!

“Help me, Comrade Kravchenko. To Germany! Do you realize what
it means? I'm not only a Jew but a Communist, not only a Communist
but a Jew. Let them send me to Siberia or prison, but not to Germany,
not to Germany!”

After that day Zelman did not return to work. I made discrete in-
quiries. No one knew anything for sure, except that the refugee and his
wife had been sent out of Nikopol.

My memory staggers under its burden as I recall those last months of
1936, before we had become inured to the cyclone of repressions. These
are only a few episodes drawn at random from the chaos: bits of wreckage
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in a world that had lost its equilibrium and seemed to be dissolving as we
looked on in stark horror.

For some reason the memory of the engineer Stetsevich is sharp on my
mind. And I can’t think of him without recalling the woman who
was his mother. They were of Polish extraction, as was Stetsevich's
pretty wife. Being a non-Party specialist, further handicapped by the
fact of his Polish extraction, this engineer avoided politics, worked well
and hard, and mixed little with his colleagues.

I became aware that Stetsevich was in trouble when one of Gersh-
gorn's men- arrived to interrogate me about his work. In all honesty I
could report only favorable facts—another black mark against my record
in the N.K.V.D. archives; my refusal to ‘“cooperate” in the campaign
against “scboteurs” was to be, at bottom, the main count against me.
Soon thereafter the Pole was arrested; his wife and mother were evicted
from their apartment.

One evening I was driving to Nikopol in my car. Ahead of us on the
road, about three kilometers from town, I noticed a bowed old woman,
trudging slowly, a bundle in her hand. As we came abreast I realized
that it was Stetsevich’s mother. I stopped the car and asked her to step
in. I knew how dangerous it was to show kindness to an outlaw, the
mother of a “liquidated” man who, moreover, was accused of espionage
for Poland, but at the moment I didn’t care. I would have picked her up
if it had meant certain death.

“Thank you, thank you, Victor Andreyevich,” she said. “May God
grant that your own mother may not have to suffer as I'm suffering; that
you won’t have to endure what my poor boy is enduring. I'm going to
the N.K.V.D. I'll stand there and wait. Maybe they'll let me send him this
parcel. The other women say he’ll be in the contingent being shipped to
Dniepropetrovsk today.”

When we reached the city, she insisted on getting out, to avoid in-
volving me in trouble. My chauffeur turned around.

“Comrade Director,” he said, “I may be a son of a bitch who must
report everything he sees and hears. Believe me or not, but I swear by
my own mother that I will not report this time. My own mother is just
a plain woman, not a fine lady like this one. But I love her and, anyhow,
thank you, Victor Andreyevich, as one Russian to another.”

In my years of ordeal this incident was never brought up, though many
less serious ‘“crimes” were thrown up to me. The chauffeur had kept
his word.

2

The atmosphere at the Nikopol combinat became more oppressive with
every day. Kozlov, the Party Secretary, was “transferred” to the city
of Krivoi Rog and soon we heard that he was under arrest. One adminis-
trative official after another failed to show up for work and their alleged
“illness” proved permanent.
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The rank-and-file workers at first took the view that these strange
doings were no business of theirs. But now men and women close to them,
comrades in their shops, workers like themselves, began to disappear. That
was a different matter. The alarm became so pervasive that it cut deeply
into production totals. The morale of the plant was badly shattered.

When a special session of Nikopol activists was called, we went there
with sinking hearts. At the door our credentials were carefully examined,
though we knew one another intimately. The old sense of fellowship at
such gatherings was mo more. A few months earlier there would have
been loud greetings. “Hello, Comrade Kravchenko!” “Hey- there, you
old son of a gun!” There would have been a comradely exchange of
gossip; anecdotes, shop talk, Party politics. Now there was only a
fidgety solemnity. We moved apart, as if afraid of some dread contagion.
Save yourself, save yourself! Avoid your neighbors! One could almost
hear the unspoken words.

Comrade Brodsky, Secretary of the City Committee, usually so de-
cisive and -energetic, now looked as if he had not slept for a long time.
His eyes were puffy and his hands shook. His voice sounded hollow, as
if he were talking through a megaphone. Few of us suspected that this
was his last public appearance; that the powerful, ebullient Brodsky
would soon be in some N.K.V.D. cellar along with most of the others
now with him on the rostrum of authority.

We had been called together, Brodsky announced, to hear a confi-
dential letter from the Central Committee in Moscow. He read it, slowly,
passionately, anxious to attest his full approval, his abject approval. This
was a few days before the sentencing and execution of Zinoviev, Kamenev
and the rest. The Moscow communication was apparently intended to
prepare the Party for the shock and to put fear into any skeptical
heart.

Now that it “has been proven,” the letter said, that the Trotskyist-
Zinovievist monsters had united in their struggle against the Soviet power
with foreign spies, provocateurs, kulaks, diversionists, Whites, wreckers,
capitalist agents, all Party men must understand the need for extreme
vigilance. . . . The proof of a true Bolshevik, it said, will henceforth be
his ability to recognize and mercilessly to expose the enemies of the peaple
hiding behind Party cards. . . . There is no room for “rotten liberalism”
and “bourgeois sentimentality.”

The import of the message was sufficiently clear. A shudder went
through the audience. Just as in the past we looked for “enemies” in the
general population, we must now look for them especially in our own
ranks! Merit hereafter would be gauged by the number of your de-
nunciations of close comrades.

The weaklings, the squeamish ones, who put private friendship above
the interests of the Party would suffer the consequences of their “double-
dealing.”

Brodsky spoke at great length about the importance of the confidential
orders. As if his very life depended on the number and extravagance of
his adjectives, he eulogized Stalin the Genius, the Sun of our Socialist
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Fatherland, the Wise and Infallible Leader. I dug my nails into the palms
of my hands until I drew blood.

Others asked for the floor to abuse themselves and the Nikopol Party
for “lack of vigilance,” for “complacency in the face of danger.” There
was a stampede of comrades anxious to declare themselves, to debase
themselves, to save themselves. In the midst of the muddy flow of obscene
oratory, there was a commotion at the door. We all turned around.

Comrade Hatayevich, Secretary of the Regional Committee, member
of the All-Union Central Committee, had arrived. He was marching up
the aisle to the platform, surrounded by Chekist guards. This was a new
touch, perhaps the most terrifying of all: guards and revolvers at a
gathering of active Communists! Protecting the leaders against the nation’s
“best of the best”!

Hatayevich looked weary. His face was pasty and deeply lined and
his voice seemed to come from somewhere far away. His speech followed
the main lines of the Moscow letter. But he could not conceal his misery.
Listening to him, I recalled the scene in the wheat fields during the col-
lectivization drive, when this same Hatayevich had thanked me for
fulfilling the plan ahead of schedule—and urged me to understand the
need for the “strong” policies; our meetings in the Regional Committee.
He had then been so robust, so self-assured.

From this time forward 1t became a matter of “honor” to denounce
and expose “‘disguised enemies” in the Party. You hesitated to talk to your
closest comrades. You disassociated yourself from friends and relatives
and colleagues. What if they were infected, germ-bearers of the political
epidemic sweeping the land? You forgot that once upon a time there
had been such things as integrity, fidelity, friendship.

The fall of any leader or official meant that all his appointees and
cronies would be purged. After the arrest of Brodsky, the Black Ravens
and the closed N.K.V.D. motorcars picked up his assistants, his friends,
the men and women whom he had put into jobs anywhere in Nikopol.
The Commandant of the Nikopol Garrison went into the hunters’ bag,
then the local Prosecutor and all his legal staff; finally the chairman of
the Nikopol Soviet himself. The local bank, the newspaper, all com-
mercial institutions were ‘‘cleaned.” Everywhere new people assumed
authority, and often within a week or a month these were, in turn,
picked off.

In whispers people told of the arrest of the chairman of the Soviet,
the highest civil official in the city. He was a former miner, with a
proud civil war record. He was awakened in the middle of the mght His
wife and children wept so loud they woke the nelghbors

“I am the representative of the Soviet power in Nikopol,” the chair-
man shouted at the uniformed men. “You have no right to arrest me!
Show me your warrant!”

“Step along, you dirty dog! We’'ll show you who has what rights,” the
arresting officer growled and shoved him out of the door.

After the chairman’s liquidation, most of the high officials of the city
government were rounded up, among them the manager of the Communal
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Administration, the chief of the Fire Brigade, the head of the Savings
Institution, even the chief of Sanitation; some were taken at their homes
during the night, others openly in their offices.

A new man, a stranger to our factory, came to take Kozlov's post.
His name was Los. He was a dull-witted, fanatic fellow, as strong and raw
as home-brewed vodka. The last drops of comradely feeling evaporated
in the heat of Los’s zealous hunt for culprits. Meeting on the grounds
or in corridors, we technical and Party officials looked at one another
in surprise. “What! Are you still among the living?” our looks said.

The headquarters of the N.K.V.D. on one of the main streets blazed
with lights all night, every night now. That organization was working
twenty-four hours a day. Its business was booming. Dorogan, Gershgorn
and their associates were in fine fettle; tired but elated—generals in a
battle that was going brilliantly. The arrested people were not held long.
Nikopol was, after all, only a minor branch office of the business. They
were packed off to Dniepropetrovsk, from Dniepropetrovsk to Kharkov,
to other centers, to make room for more and still more.

And Nikopol was only one tiny segment in the widening swath being
cut by the super-purge. Instructions from our trust, Trubostal, and from
the Commissariat in Moscow, were increasingly signed with unfamiliar
names, so many of the old officials had been cut down. Hatayevich and a
bevy of his colleagues in the Regional Committee were arrested; Hataye-
vich was important enough to rate a half column of abuse in our local
press. Everywhere it was the same story. One could not keep up with the
flood of sensations, tragedies, sinister surprises. The most imaginative
rumors fell far short of the reality.

The outside world watched the several blood-purge trials staged in
the former Hall of Nobles in Moscow. It failed to understand, it does
not understand to this day, that the Moscow trials were just a formal
facade, a show window, behind which the real horrors were being piled
mountain high. The public trials involved a few dozen carefully selected
and rehearsed victims. The purge involved hundreds of thousands, ulti-
mately around ten millions who were sorted and disposed of rapidly:
these to prison, these into exile, these for the forced labor battalions,
these to die.

Crowds of women and children swarmed around the N.K.V.D. build-
ing in Nikopol at all hours despite the bitter cold. The N.K.V.D. men
would disperse them, but soon they were back again, weeping, screaming,
calling the names of fathers, husbands, brothers. Many of these un-
fortunates were local inhabitants but a lot of others had come from
nearby villages, where the pogrom was striking down village Soviet
chairmen, Party secretaries, Comsomol leaders, presidents of collective
farms. This scene outside the N.K.V.D. I shall never be able to expunge
from my memory. A great theatrical genius, hoping to convey mass
despair, macabre and boundless sorrow, could not have invented anything
more terrifying.

And in the midst of the storm, through the howling of the stricken
and the grimacing of the suffering, press and radio announced the formal
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adoption of “the world’s most democratic Constitution” in November,
1936.

The hysteria reached a point where jittery Party men went to bed
in their clothes, “just in case.” Like nearly everyone else, I had a small
suitcase packed with the things a man could use in prison: extra under-
wear, socks, handkerchiefs, a blanket.

“Are you going somewhere?” Pasha inquired innocently when she
found the suitcase under my bed.

“Who knows, Pasha, who knows?” I sighed.

Comrade Brachko, having visited Dniepropetrovsk on business, re-
turned laden with dreadful news. In my native city the havoc was, if
anything, worse than in Nikopol. At my old factory, he was told, the
arrests already exceeded five hundred—and the Black Ravens were still
hungry. Many of my Institute classmates—Beretzkoi, Katz, Richter; the
list seemed endless—had been snatched from their engineering posts.
Every day cattle-cars locked and sealed from the outside hauled their
human freight out of Dniepropetrovsk. Four years ago the tragic freight
had consisted of peasants; now the quality was better: Communists, gov-
ermment leaders, Army men, technicians, non-Party officials. “What can
Stalin and the Politburo have in mind? The whole thing seems unrelieved
madness,”’ Brachko said, then regretted having said it, as I could see from
his alarmed look.

What can Stalin and the Politburo have in mind? Tt was precisely the
question hammering at my brain. I did a foolish and futile thing. Since
I knew one member of the DPolitburo personally, I decided to ask him
what was the meaning of it all. Long into the night, several nights
running, I labored over a letter to Commissar Ordzhonikidze.

As calmly as possible—as if I were composing a technical report—I
recounted what was happening in Nikopol, Dniepropetrovsk, Krivoi Rog
and other places in our province. I named names. T defended the loyalty
of the people who had been snatched from their jobs. If such things
continued, I warned, there would soon be no one left competent to run
industry in our Region. Already production was disorganized, no one dared
initiate work, no one dared make decisions.

I sent the letter through private channels and know definitely that it
was put into the hands of the Commissar. But I never received a reply.
When my own purge began, I was never questioned about this letter and
thus I knew, gratefully, that Ordzhonikidze had not turned it over to
the police. Any paragraph in my screed would have been enough to
guarantee my speedy execution.

3

My turn came in November, 1936.

It came as suddenly as did Limansky’s, but I had the psychological
advantage of having expected the blow and of having sat through many
rehearsals with other comrades in the leading roles. The chief thing, I
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told myself, was not to lose control of my senses. Through interminable
sleepless nights I had tried to imagine what could be charged against me.
What would be my “crimes”? Would it be something I had said or done
a year ago, five years ago? Would it have reference to the work in my
plant?

Other than the doubts in my mind and the heavy sorrow in my heart
I was conscious of no crimes against the Soviet state. When the accusations
against me were at last unveiled, they had no resemblance to my advance

uesses. .

& We were having a Party meeting in the playhouse of the factory
club. It was a brutal, sleety night. The floor was muddy and slippery with
the drippings of our boots., Blue clouds of cigaret smoke hung in the air.
The hall, the night, the filth will remain with me forever. They became
part of a recurrent nightmare. They set the mood for what followed, even
as a Wagnerian overture sets the mood for the drama that follows.

Several members had been brought up on charges. Local Communist
sections now demonstrated their “initiative” and “Bolshevik vigilance”
by acting against their members even before the police got around to it.
They were reconnaissance patrols for the N.K.V.D. In three cases the
meeting had recommended expulsion. Now the meeting seemed nearly
ended.

But suddenly Los rose to speak. I was thinking of something far
removed from this ugly gathering when the purport of his words struck
me and went through me like an electric shock. This was the mo-
ment!

“Comrades,” Los began, “I suggest that we discuss the case of the
director of the pipe-rolling sub-plant, the Communist member Victor
Andreyevich Kravchenko. We have reports containing very serious ac-
cusations on the past and present activities of this comrade.”

“Let the accusers spe