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Pyotr Bograd is a tall, smart, slender, blue-eyed man.

One can tell he has a military bearing. He is very friendly,
hospitable, and a remarkable story-teller.

He gets agitated, when talking about the war period or the
death of his dear ones.

He lives in a spacious three- bedroom apartment in the
northern part of Moscow. 

His home is clean and cozy. He has a study where he writes
his memoirs. He has many books on the history of war.
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Childhood memories

I was born in the Jewish colony [EKO] 1 of Dobroye on 9th August 1920. The colony was located in
the south of Ukraine about 45 to 50 kilometers north of Nikolaev [420 km south of Kiev].

Our Jewish colony was formed in the early 19th century. [Editor's note: the interviewee must have
confused the dates: the EKO was formed in 1891 and couldn't possibly have been involved in the
formation of the Dobroye Jewish colony in the early 19th century, but this may have been so in the
late 19th century and perhaps that was what Pyotr meant.]

The first residents, which comprised ten families, settled down there in 1802. I think they came
from the vicinity of Vitebsk, Mogilyov, Poland and Lithuania, since the residents of our village spoke
Yiddish with a Polish and Lithuanian accent.

The colonies appeared even before the Jewish Pale of Settlement 2 was established. [The town of
Nikolaev was founded in 1789 and Jews settled there from its earliest days, engaging in commerce
and crafts. Many of them moved there from Galicia, Poland. Later on, many Jewish families moved
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to the villages and estates in the vicinity of Nikolaev, mostly because of political reasons.]

There was sufficient resentment towards Jews among people and Jews requested the tsar to give
them permission to settle down in the south and live their own way of life. [Editor's note: regarding
the tsar's permit issued to Jews to settle down in the southern areas, this may have been a sort of a
fable told in colonies in the early 19th century, since there are no existing documents or facts
known to confirm this]. They were granted such permission and then the relocation began. Most of
them settled down in Kherson province.

In spring 1801, eight Jewish colonies were established in this area containing 19 families amounting
to about 1,000 people. Their material situation was quite miserable. They lived in poor stuffed huts,
suffered from diseases and had no sufficient plain tools or medication.

The tsarist bureaucrats cheated the Jews and misappropriated a portion of the funds that the
government allocated for the settlers until finally an honest and smart Russian investigation
inspector arrived from Petersburg [St. Petersburg, Russia]. He discovered that the inspectors from
the trustee agency transferred to Jews significantly lower quantities of wagons, ploughs, and
harrows, than they had indicated in the report, and the oxen they had purchased for the settlers
were too old and didn't work properly.

Gradually, after many years of starvation and suffering, the situation with the Jewish settlers began
to improve. The instances of diseases and death rates began to decline; the settlers learned
different crafts and raised their children, who were used to hard work. By the middle of the 19th
century the colonies began to prosper. By this time, there were over 20 Jewish colonies in the south
of Ukraine: Odessa and Kherson regions. They were mainly engaged in agriculture.

I remember our colony well. This was a big settlement occupying an area of over eight square
kilometers. Its population was over 8,000 people. There was a seven-year Jewish school and two
four-year schools: Jewish and German. There were a number of German colonists 3 in Dobroye
living in one street. I don't know when they came to the village.

The street they lived in was called the Soviet Street [the street's former name is unknown]. They
were rather wealthy and worked in a kolkhoz 4. Everything merged so tightly that it was hard to
say who was or who wasn't a Jew. The German language almost merged with Yiddish.

There were four synagogues in Dobroye. The biggest synagogue for about 600-700 attendants was
located across the street from our house. Artificial ponds sort of divided the village into three parts.
They bred fish in those public ponds: sazan, carp and crucian fish.

The villagers were allowed to fish in the ponds. They also did farming and cattle breeding. Many
were engaged in wine-growing. The vineyards were in the fields around the village where all
villagers had plots of land [they worked in the kolkhoz, but also had their own plots of land where
they could grow whatever they needed].

I remember how neatly they were arranged: there was a tent where farmers could take a rest
hiding from the heat or from the rain to have a snack. There was one well for 10-15 plots. The
water was worth the weight of gold in our area. There was always lack of potable water in the Black
Sea vicinity.
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Arele Speliarskiy, a short, unshaven man, was a janitor in the vineyards. He had a number of
whistles of different tunes hanging on him. Nobody knew when he took a nap or a snack. He
whistled at night and during the day, which meant that he was there on guard. The grape crops
were always high.

When it was hot and you asked for a glass of water, they would offer you a copper mug of grape
wine. The climate in our area was also favorable to grow grain crops. The mowing started in early
March and the harvest ended in August. There was one threshing machine and one steamer in the
colony. When the crops were particularly plentiful, the threshing was done sequentially in groups,
or otherwise each family used primitive methods of threshing in their own yards.

At first, they used a special stone hauled by a pair of horses, and then they used a special board
and a pair of horses. In the 1920s, the meeting of all colonists decided to build a grain storage
facility to store dozens of thousands of grain. This was an impressive structure that one could see
from the distance of many kilometers.

Most colonists were wealthy, but there were also poor families that needed support, which was
given to them as needed. There were three butteries and a steam mill, a big milk farm producing
high quality butter and cheese supplied to Odessa 5 and Nikolaev, in the colony.

In 1926, the village received a Joint 6 procured wheel tractor. All villagers rushed to gaze at it,
when it arrived. It was a big event for the village and it was like a miracle. The electric power
supplies started in 1938. Before its establishment, the houses were lit with kerosene lamps and
candles. We bought a radio in 1933, when I finished the seventh grade.

Family background

There was a Bograd clan in our village. My great-grandfather, Leib Bograd, was a blacksmith. There
was also Mark Bograd, and I guess he was Leib's cousin brother. Mark had a daughter named
Rosalia Bograd. She graduated from Medical College, I don't know where or when, and then she
married Plekhanov 7 in Switzerland. She had a cousin brother named Yakov Bograd.

He graduated from a university in Switzerland and became a revolutionary [see Russian Revolution
of 1917] 8, he was exiled to Siberia where he engaged himself in the establishment of the Soviet
power in Siberia.

He was executed in 1919. I've read Rosalia Bograd's memoirs, which she wrote in Paris. Her family
brought us her archives in the 1990s, when they visited us in Moscow. She was born in the Dobroye
Jewish colony in 1856.

Rosalia lived with Plekhanov in Petersburg and lived there after he died. I don't know what she did
for a living, but before the war she moved to Paris where her daughters lived. She died at the age
of 93 in Paris in 1949.

My paternal grandfather, Yitzhak Bograd, was born in Dobroye in 1869. He and his brothers, Velvl
and Aizik Bograd, finished cheder and became blacksmiths. My grandmother, Zipora Bograd, was
born in 1875, and she worked in the fields all her life.
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My grandfather and Aizik worked in one forge, and Velvl worked in the Jewish colony in a
neighboring village. My grandfather horseshoed horses, and fixed iron wires on wagons, caravans
and carts. My grandfather's sister, Minka, and her husband, Boruch Reznik, lived near the
synagogue, which was converted into a club in 1931, during the collectivization [in the USSR] 9 and
struggle against religion 10. They were my favorites. Boruch made wooden wheels and spokes.

My grandfather also had a sister called Genia. She got married young and left the colony. This is all
I know about her. My grandfather's brother, Leib Bograd, moved to the USA before the revolution of
1917. He died there. He had five children. I only know about his daughter, Leya, born in the USA in
1920.

We met in the 1990s. Though I knew about her before, we couldn't communicate since this wasn't
allowed in the former USSR [it was dangerous to keep in touch with relatives abroad] 11 and was
punishable. We met, when I visited the USA, and she visited me in Moscow.

I remember my grandfather's big and beautiful shell rock house and the synagogue across the
street. His family was wealthy. There was a forge near the house. I can also remember a picture of
my grandfather, Yitzhak, wearing a linen shirt with coal burnt spots on it, fixing a horseshoe. There
was his forge with the flames in the furnace behind him and flashes of flames on his plain tools,
iron pieces and iron sheets. He could read and write [the majority of the rural population of this
time was illiterate], and was a very kind and warm person. He worked hard all his life. I think my
grandfather had his position in the community.

In 1904, my uncle Iosif, my father's older brother, was recruited to the army, and a sergeant major
said to my uncle, 'Look at you, zhidovskaya mug!' ['zhidovskaya' means 'Jewish' pejoratively in
Ukrainian]. My uncle was a very short-tempered and brusque man. He drew back his arm and hit
the sergeant major so hard that he knocked out his teeth. He was sentenced to six years in prison
in Nikolaev. My grandfather went to Nikolaev and brought Iosif back home. He must have had
contacts and influence, I guess.

My great-grandfather, Lev Bograd, wasn't a poor man. He left my grandfather a forge. My
grandmother, grandfather, my father and our family lived in the house. My grandfather gave one
small room and an ante-room to my father's family in his house.

There was a big kitchen and an annex where two of my uncles and their families lived. There was a
stable and a cow shed in the yard. There were also pantries where the family stored cattle food, a
food cellar behind the forge, and a basement with a wine storage.

There were few wells in the village. The water was filtered, but it still had a salty taste. We
collected rain water in a basin in the yard. There was about a ten-meter deep well with very salty
water in the yard. My grandfather needed this well to provide water to the horses that he shoed.

My grandfather had two to three horses and two to three cows that my grandmother took care of.
My grandmother was a housewife, which was common with Jewish women. There was a big table
for 12-15 people in the dining room. We always had poor people visiting us on holidays and my
grandmother gave them food to take home.

She was a very kind person. Her daughters-in-law, my mother and Aunt Sonia helped her in the
house. My grandmother didn't cover her head at home. She had black hair which she wore in a long
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plait. She wore plain clothes. She usually had her housecoat on.

My grandfather and his brothers wore coats with their collars lined with beaver's fur. My
grandfather wore a yarmulka at meals and to the synagogue, and a cap at work. My grandparents
were religious. My grandmother observed all traditions strictly. She made sure everyone followed
the traditions. My grandfather, being a laborer, might have breached the rules, when my
grandmother wasn't watching. I remember seeing him smoking rather odorous tobacco.

It was Saturday, and he waved his hand to me to stay silent, and enjoyed the smoke-break. He told
me not to mention this to my grandmother. [Smoking is forbidden on Sabbath by most of the
interpretations of halakhah.] My grandfather closed his forge on Friday evening. My grandmother
cooked for the holiday.

I have bright memories about Pesach. My grandfather heated a huge iron bowl to bake casseroles.
All plates, pots, knives and forks were washed in a big basin in the yard. The house was
whitewashed and painted. Everything was to be clean. My grandmother was very tidy. She had
separate crockery for Pesach.

Each corner in the house was swept to remove any bit of crumbs. Grandmother made matzah. A
wealthy Jew who lived across the street from us had a bakery and a special unit for making matzah.
When collectivization began, this poor baker was persecuted, and from then on my grandmother
made matzah at home.

A few housewives got together in my grandmother's kitchen on the eve of Pesach, they rolled the
dough as much as the length of the table allowed. We, kids, made holes in it with forks. The dough
was then rolled on sticks and baked in the Russian stove 12. All children and grandchildren, my
uncles from Kiev and from Kharkov [420 km west of Kiev], about 20 of us, got together at Pesach.

This was a big, common, working family. My grandfather hid away a piece of matzah and the
youngest in the family, which was me, was to find it. My grandparents went to the synagogue.

My grandfather went to the synagogue at dawn before and after work. My grandmother always
went to the synagogue on holidays. She covered her head with a black lace shawl and she and I
went to the upper tier. She pointed out to me my grandfather who sat on the ground tier.

When I went to cheder, I started going to the synagogue with my grandfather. He used to sit in the
first row and I sat beside him. There was a mezuzah on the door of each house. On Sabbath and
holidays we lit candles. I remember the hard times, when there were no candles available, my
grandmother removed the inside of a potato, poured some oil inside and installed a piece of cotton
wool.

My grandparents perished in 1941, when the Germans executed all villagers.

My grandparents had eleven children: Two of them died in infancy. Six boys and three girls
survived. All I know about them is what my father told me, but I wasn't interested at the time and I
didn't go into details about my relatives. Only my father's older brother, Iosif, followed into my
grandfather's footsteps and became a blacksmith. My father became a butter and cheese maker,
and my uncle, Yefim, graduated from a higher Party School 13. He joined the Communist Party in
1917 and was rector of Kiev University.
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Uncle Boris was engaged in the state trade. He was an expert in fabric. My father's older sister,
Dina, married Victor Kogan, a Jew and a very nice person. He dealt in agriculture in the neighboring
village that was also a Jewish colony. He died from tuberculosis in 1930. While working in the field
he drank some cold water. Tuberculosis was incurable in those days. Uncle Yefim helped Dina to
get a job at the radio plant in Kharkov. Later, she became a party organization supervisor in a shop
of the plant.

Uncle Abram served in the army. He moved to the town of Slaviansk [about 500 km south-west of
Kiev], where he went to work at a plant and was promoted to deputy director. Uncle Nisan Bograd
dealt in agriculture. He got married in 1928 and died in 1929. His son was born shortly after he
died.

He was named Nisan after his father. He lived somewhere in Ukraine, but we didn't have contact
with him. Uncle Nisan had a prearranged marriage. At first, there was a negotiation meeting and
then there came a matchmaker [shadkhan]. My uncle Nisan's fiancee came from the neighboring
village. I attended all important family events. I was about eight years old. I was a cute child with
long black curly hair. My uncle and I went to make an acquaintance with his fiancee.

The girl was a real beauty. Her name was Katia. My grandfather's brother lived in the same village.
We spent the night at his house. Katia gave her consent to visit our family and meet my
grandparents. Everybody liked her: she was so beautiful. But then what happened was that Katia
all of a sudden fell in love with my uncle's cousin brother, Benia, who lived next to our house.

Benia also liked Katia a lot, but he had a fiancee, so everything went wrong. My uncle was very
upset. I even think this unfortunate incident affected his health and he died young. He married
Hasia Tsypliarskaya. She came from a wealthy family who lived in our colony. I remember the
chuppah and my uncle Nisan under it. He was given a sip of vodka according to tradition. We went
around throwing confetti on the bride and bridegroom.

Aunt Liya Bograd was single. She studied the profession of Indian- rubber expertise at a technical
school. Later, she graduated from the Moscow Agricultural Academy in the early 1940s and after
that she worked in the scientific field at the India-rubber testing facility in Kursk, Russia.

Aunt Revekka Sadikova [nee Bograd], graduated from a Teachers' Training College in Nikolaev in
the 1930s and worked as a teacher at a secondary school. She was married to Abram Sadikov from
Nikolaev. He perished at the front in 1942. Their son Yakov was born in 1934. Aunt Riva [Revekka]
and he evacuated to the Ural during the Great Patriotic War 14 and lived there. I had no contact
with them.

My father, Lev Bograd whose Jewish name was Leib, was born in 1896. He graduated from a four-
year Jewish elementary school. He could read and write well in Russian. He worked as a cattle
drover for cattle dealers and later he finished a course in cheese making and became one of the
best cheese makers in the region. He had his own business in our village. Later, he moved to
Nikolaev where he worked at the cheese factory where he was employed as a shop superintendent.
My father was a kind person. He took after his father.

My mother, Sonia [short for Sophia], was born in 1897. Her maiden name was Naydina. I was
named after her father, Peisach Naydin, whom I didn't know as he had died before I was born. He
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was a grain quality assurance expert. He came to our colony from Smela. My mother was born in
Smela [Cherkasy region, Ukraine, about 170 km from Kiev].

Her older sister, Tsylia, was born in 1892. My mother also had two brothers. One was called Alter,
though he had a second name of Isaac. It's customary with Jews to give their children two names.
He was a successful trader during the NEP 15 and lived in Bryansk, Russia. When the NEP was
abandoned in the early 1920s, somebody set his store on fire. He and his family managed to
escape. They moved in with us and lived in our house. Later he went to work in the trade section of
the kolkhoz.

My mother's younger brother, Shula, was a loader. He was my favorite uncle. He also worked in the
kolkhoz. He often stayed with us. His only asset was a hornless cow. Only he was allowed to milk it.
Before the milking my uncle tied her legs. I don't know why he had bought the cow or why he
needed it, but we all knew that it was Uncle Shula's cow and we could always have its milk.

Later he married aunt Tsylia's husband's sister. She was an accountant and they lived a happy life.
My uncle and his younger daughter died during the epidemic of typhus and hunger in evacuation
during the Great Patriotic War. His son lives in Israel now.

My mother had a very strict morale. She raised my brother and me to observe her strict rules. Boys
used to play around without wearing pants in the village, but my mother never allowed us to go out
like that. We always wore clean white shirts. When she washed us, she rubbed us so that we
screamed, 'Oh, my God!' She was very tidy. On the day of her death she got up, took a shower, and
died. This happened in 1981.

My mother graduated from a four-year Jewish elementary school, and could read and write in
Yiddish and Russian. My mother was a dressmaker, when she was young. Families commonly
invited a dressmaker to their house where she stayed and had meals with them and meanwhile
made clothes for all members of the family.

The majority of her clients were the German families. Her grandfather, Ruve, was a wealthy man. I
don't know whether he was her paternal or maternal grandfather, but he raised her, educated her
and taught her to work and earn money. My parents got married in 1919. I don't know any details
of their acquaintance, but they met each other without matchmakers.

They had a chuppah, klezmer musicians and a huge wedding party which half of the village
attended.

Growing up

My parents had two sons. I was born in 1920, and then my brother, Ruvim Bograd. My brother was
short and had blonde curly hair. My mother was also a blonde. I remember the day when he was
born.

This happened on 21st January 1924. My mother was lying in her bed tied to the legs of the bed.
My mother's younger brother wrapped me in a shawl and took me away. Then I remember my
younger brother lying in his bed playing with the golden ring on a thread that my grandmother was
holding.
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He grew up and went to school. He studied well. He transferred to the fifth grade after finishing the
third grade. He was a clever child. Ruvim went to school in 1931. He didn't go to cheder. In 1938,
he finished the seventh grade and entered the Jewish Machine Building Technical School in Odessa.
I took him to Odessa and rented a room for him. In 1942, Ruvim was mobilized to the army. He
perished near Stalingrad.

My grandmother insisted that I go to cheder in 1926. I didn't feel like taking any learning
responsibilities, but grandma said, 'No, it's going to be the cheder and that's that.' I went to cheder
with our neighbor's boys. Our teacher was Iosif Lamdn. I learned to read and write in Yiddish at the
cheder. I can still remember reading the letters, alef, beit, gimel and then a candy falling onto my
desk.

The rabbi was standing by my desk. He said, 'This is what God has sent you.' I thanked the rabbi
and thought how God could have sent me the candy. I looked up but there was no hole or slit in the
ceiling. Then I looked at what God was going to send Borka Minkov and noticed that the rabbi
dropped a candy onto his desk from his palm. I said, 'Rabbi, but you've dropped this!', and he
replied, 'You, mamzer!' and hit me on my hands with his ruler. Mamzer means 'bastard', it's a curse
word [Hebrew]. However strange it is I've stopped believing in God since then. Then I went to the
seven-year Jewish school where all the subjects were taught in Yiddish.

In the early 1920s, our young people organized the agricultural commune 'Novy byt' ['New way of
life', Ukrainian], actually it was a prototype of the kibbutz in Israel, but unfortunately, there was a
direction to establish kolkhozes. Two kolkhozes were formed. One was formed on the basis of the
agricultural commune, 'Novy byt', and the second one was 'Vperyod' ['Forward', Ukrainian]. In the
middle of the 1930s the third kolkhoz was formed.

It was named 'Krasny Luch' ['red ray', Ukrainian]. The famine [in Ukraine] 16 in the 1930s affected
these kolkhozes very badly, but the kolkhoz management had stored some corn before, which
supported the kolkhoz members during this period of time, and there were no starved people in our
village.

There was a special agricultural farm established five kilometers from the colony for the children of
the kolkhoz members to receive a secondary agricultural education. I had a wonderful childhood
and enjoyed doing any work. I worked in the field, in the vineyard, on the threshing floor,
harvesting corns and sunflowers.

In 1936, after completing school, I entered the Poltava Railroad Technical College [Ukraine]. It
trained railroad employees, locomotive operators and engineers. Of course, it was difficult for me
to study in this technical school after just finishing the seven-year school in the village.

I had to fill up the gaps in my education, but I still had excellent marks. I lived a merry and careless
student's life and took part in public activities. I joined the Komsomol 17, and became a member of
the Komsomol committee [Komsomol units existed at all educational and industrial enterprises.
They were headed by Komsomol committees involved in organizational activities]. I was full of
energy when I was young.

In spring I was given the task to inspect the track between the Romodan and Kremenchug stations
[about 1000 km south of Moscow]. There was another student and two trackmen who covered this
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road inspecting the track, beams, plates, bolts, spikes and switches. We walked 200 kilometers and
a daily Poltava newspaper published reports of our work.

We detected a number of problem areas and the railroad track maintenance superintendent issued
an order of appreciation for our work. This was a serious assessment. When we returned to the
school after a short vacation I was invited to a meeting of the Komsomol committee. When I saw
my comrades, I felt uncomfortable at once. My close friends were looking at me with condemnation
and even defiance, as if I was a stranger.

The secretary of the Komsomol committee was sitting at the head of the table. He and I studied
and took part in public activities together. The Party secretary was sitting beside him, and my co-
villager, Grishka Kosoy. I was asked, 'Bograd, where is your uncle?' I replied, 'Which one? I have a
few.' I was told, 'Your uncle from Kiev who is rector of Kiev State Agricultural College.'

There was a pause and then there came a question, as if an explosion over my head: 'Do you know
that he is an enemy of the people 18?' I replied from my heart rather than upon consideration, 'This
cannot be!' Then it all started.

This was the period of arrests [during the Great Terror] 19, of course, we believed everything that
the newspapers published, but this hadn't affected our family before. My schoolfellows continued to
torment and interrogate me: 'Aha, this cannot be! He is the same! He's been in prison for three
months, but you haven't mentioned it. You are silent and pretend you take an active part in work!
You, double-dealer, the son of wealthy parents, you've got into this leadership unit and you are
hiding away your criminal soul!'

My uncle Yefim Bograd, who was declared an enemy of the people so suddenly, was a communist
since 1917 and made it a long way in the party hierarchy. It was impossible to believe this! In the
early 1930s he was a secretary of the Kobeliaki district party committee of Kharkov region, and
then he became rector of the Communist College named after Kossior 20 in Kiev. In March 1937,
my uncle was elected secretary of the Communist Party committee of the Bolsheviks 21 of the
College.

At dawn of the following day he was arrested. After many interrogations and other hardships my
uncle was sent to the vicinity of Magadan [Russia] where he perished in 1945.

My friend, Grishka Kosoy, was the only one who kept quiet at the Komsomol committee meeting.
He had known about the arrest of Yefim Bograd for quite a while before the meeting. He must have
believed that I also knew about it since the other villagers and my relatives from Dobroye also
knew about it, but told me nothing as they felt sorry for me.

Other Komsomol members continued condemning me, 'Everything that you've done at this school
has been your special tactic. You've acted under your uncle's command, and he is an enemy of the
people. He's instructed you and taught you to do sabotage on the railroad'. They also reminded me
about the time when I received those so-called 'instructions.'

In 1936, I visited my uncle in Kiev, when I was on my way to school after having practical training
on sites. I believed Grishka Kosoy was my friend since childhood, but he reported that my uncle
was an enemy of the people. He submitted a reporting note to the Komsomol committee. It was his
report that 'started' the machine. I was expelled from the Komsomol, and that evening I was
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actually dragged to the meeting of the Poltava town Komsomol committee where they knew me
well. It was a sensation of the town committee meeting: Bograd - a double dealer; an activist and a
henchman of an enemy of the people!

They made me tell my life story, a detailed resume. I told them that my father was a servant before
the revolution working for a cattle dealer. They replied, 'No, you are the son of a cattle dealer!
That's why you have this ideology!' Anything I said was interpreted vice versa. I was spellbound. A
storm of accusations hit me repeating the popular current newspaper headlines! The verdict was
unanimous: 'approve expulsion from the Komsomol.'

On the following day, I resigned from the Komsomol committee and left for the practical training at
the Poltava track maintenance service. On the outside nothing seemed to have changed. No,
something had changed: my former friends avoided me and there was an empty space around me.

Besides, when I was resigning, the Komsomol committee discovered a shortage of 50 rubles, which
happened quite 'on time.' The secretary of the Komsomol committee was guilty, but the incident
gave grounds for my conviction. Fortunately, the investigation process found no guilt in my
conduct. I expected an arrest every instant.

On 1st September I went to school at seven o'clock in the morning, when I saw the notice issued by
the director of the school on the information board: 'Expel student Bograd from school for his
relations with an enemy of the people'. I stood still. I thought, 'What am I to do? Where do I go?
What's awaiting me in the future? No, that's all. My life is over!' I was standing there.

My co-students were passing by without even looking at me. That was it! The evil fate had
captured its victim. But no, it turned out there were real men in this atmosphere of overall fear. All
of a sudden I heard a familiar hoarse voice whispering, 'Go to the personnel training department in
Kharkov immediately. You'll take decisions there'. [Editor's note: this man wanted to help Pyotr by
giving him good advice regarding leaving those people who treated him so unfairly. He advised him
to move to a bigger town where nobody knew him and where he might expect to find fair attitude.]
This was Pyotr Kihtenko, chief of the study department of my technical school, our favorite teacher!

I was homeless and jobless for the next two days; I didn't sleep or eat. In the afternoon, I tried to
make an appointment with the director of the school or managers of the Poltava railroad, but I
failed. The railway station was closed at night and it was cold in the park. I lied down on a bench
and then had to run around to get warm, when all of a sudden I bumped into the janitor of our
school, an old railroad man and a communist.

He offered to rescue me and took me to his home, and gave me food. I slept at his home and went
to Kharkov in the morning. When I arrived, I went to the Railroad department. I didn't get an
appointment at the personnel department, but they told me to write a report and take it the next
day.

My father's older sister, Dina Kogan, worked at the radio plant in Kharkov. I stayed with her. She
wasn't affected by the tragedy of her brother Yefim. I told her my story and she helped me write a
letter to the chief of the personnel training department. The chief was very polite to me. We had a
face-to-face discussion, and though my uncle's name wasn't mentioned, I understood that he knew
him well and didn't believe he was guilty. At the end of our meeting he told me to go back to my
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parents and wait there. He said, 'You cannot stay in Kharkov or Poltava.' In the evening, Aunt Dina
said he was arrested on that very same day. He happened to have known my uncle from the party
activities.

At about four o'clock in the morning, we woke up from the sound of someone knocking on the front
door. Somebody opened the door, then it was quiet, knocking on the door of our neighbor, quiet
again. Aunt Dina went to the kitchen. She returned and said that there was a search at her
neighbor's house and so I had to get dressed quickly and get out of the building. I managed to
escape unnoticed.

I went past a black car that people called 'Black raven' [this derived from 'Varon', 'raven' in
Russian, bringing trouble], and went away quickly without looking back. In the evening I asked the
conductor to allow me to board the train 'Kharkov-Odessa'.

Once at my parents' house my despair and worry burst out of me in tears. At first, I couldn't even
explain what had happened. However, the young thirst for life took over and I hid the memory of
what had happened deep inside and started looking for something else. I avoided any
conversations about the past or reasons of my resignation from school.

My father was a foreman at the buttery and I went to work there as an accounting clerk. It was a
dull and boring job.

All of a sudden the director of the plant offered me the position of a secretary and cashier at the
plant. The memory of my recent past and the fear that it might come back gave no way for me to
enjoy life and work to the utmost. Since my childhood I'd been taught to tell the truth, and this
forced silence or lies caused such pains of conscience that I felt undermined and defective.

Then January 1938 came. Stalin's words, 'A son is not responsible for his father', echoed all over
the country. [Editor's note: the strategy, which one might call 'two steps forward, one step back,'
allowed Stalin to put the blame for the 'excesses' on low-ranking officials and to portray himself as
a savior after the completion of large-scale systematic deportations of entire families.] It meant
that a father could be bad or good, but the ideal of a son was Pavlik Morozov 22; and family
relations were taken up by the priority ties 'an individual- a state.' However, I focused on the
formula and in late January I wrote Stalin a letter with the description of what had happened to me.

Time passed, but there was no response and I was losing hope to ever get any, when all of a
sudden I received a letter from Stalin's reception! 'The Poltava regional party committee is
authorized to review your case.' In early August, I was invited to a sitting of the bureau of the
regional party committee. On the evening after the meeting, I was already at the hostel of the
technical school that had recently ousted me and got my Komsomol membership card returned to
me. One year of my student's life was lost, and my co-students had already graduated, but I felt
like having my wings back. I was consoled by having a letter from the reception of Stalin!

However, on 1st September, the director of the school refused to give me permission to attend
classes or talk to me. And again I got salutary advice, a school teacher advised me to address the
People's Commissar of Transportation Lines called Kaganovich 23 directly. I sent him a telegram
where I informed him on the cancellation of the false conviction in cooperation with the 'enemy of
the people,' resumption of my Komsomol membership and non-responsiveness of the director of
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the school. My family was terribly worried for a few days.

We didn't know what was going to happen and what we were to do, until I got a telegram from
Poltava, 'Arrive urgently. Your school admission has been restored.' So it seemed everything was
going to be fine. The Soviet society continued to be filled with suspicions and prejudices. Some
students watched me openly and never missed a chance to humiliate me and remind me of what
had happened before. Nobody showed any sign of sympathy, but I managed to graduate from my
school successfully.

In August 1939, after graduating from the Poltava Railroad Technical School, I worked as a foreman
of a mobile excavator column on the construction of the Magnitogorsk-Karaganda [1,400-2,400 km
east of Moscow] railroad. I requested employment on railroad construction sites involving the use
of new equipment i.e. excavators, trailer graders, dump trucks, tracklayers, etc. I was responsible
for the operation of a 1.5 square-meter excavator with an electric engine. We lived in field tents,
had a field kitchen trailer and made benches and tables on our accommodation sites. There was
also a tent store. We wore what we had. Tarpaulin boots with rubber soles were common at that
time. When the weather was nasty, we used sacks and the key personnel had tarpaulin coats with
hoods.

One month later I went to serve in the army. Since October 1939 I served in a railroad unit in the
Far East near Murmansk [about 2,000 km from Moscow]. Later, I relocated to an infantry school of
the Ural Military Regiment. At the age of 20 I was a cadet and a company first sergeant. My squad
of cadets took part in a contest where we were to march 25 kilometers, cross a water obstacle
using whatever we could find at hand, shoot a target, hand-to-hand fight and clear obstacles
without smoke or other breaks.

It was a challenge to the will and endurance, and readiness to help your comrade especially with
the heat, mosquitoes and midges, pungent sweat and our shirts sticking to the hot skin. I brought
up the rear and was also carrying our junior sergeant's rifle besides my ammunition. He had quit
the game. All of a sudden a horse rider knocked me; I fell and accidentally cut my right arm with
the bayonet. It was a shock, sudden pain, and this caused confusion in the squad. The squad
commanding officer yelled the order, 'First sergeant! Stand up! Help yourself! Get going!' It never
occurred to me to do otherwise.

Overcoming the pain I kept running. We swam across the river, cleared up the obstacles, won the
bayonet fight on elastic bayonets. I won a sufficient number of points. The squad became a winner,
and for me it was a victory over myself, a test of my self-control and will. This was how the military
character was developed in the Soviet army. This was the way of moral and physical training of
Soviet officers for the forthcoming war. The professional forces managed to delay German troops
on the first days of the war, but they closed the road for the Germans with their own bodies.

On the following day after the competition I turned twenty. I was arranging a full profile trench and
finished the work before dawn. My hand hurt of course, but I was extremely proud that my spirit
was stronger than my flesh. Everything looked beautiful: the youth, everything was possible and it
was impossible to believe that we were on the threshold of a horrific war.

During the war
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The war happened to be a turning point in the life of my colony. All men fit for military service went
to the front at the beginning of the war. Some villagers moved to the east of Ukraine, but many
others stayed in the village. My grandparents tried to leave the colony on a wagon later, but the
Germans captured them and they were forced to move back.

Fascist troops invaded the village without a single shot in late August 1941. On 2nd September
they shot old people, children and ill people, 257 in total. My grandparents, Aunt Haya, Sura, Iosif's
wife, Uncle Velvl, and my 15-year-old cousin sister Basia, all perished. They were killed in the
German cemetery near a ravine.

My grandmother couldn't walk and was taken there on a wagon. Basia managed to escape and
hide in a haystack, but the German soldiers found and killed her. What makes me particularly
angry is that the shooting was done by local German residents. I only got to know that my dear
ones had perished after the war, though I knew that the Germans were killing Jews during the war.
My parents lived in Nikolaev before the war. My father was a production engineer at the buttery.

When the war began, I sent my parents a telegram from Pskov [Russia] telling them that I would
soon go to the front and sent them my certificate. They received allowances by this certificate
through the wartime. In early August German troops approached Nikolaev. My father and mother
crossed the Dnieper and took a train to Saratov [Russia], where my mother's brother and his family
lived. My uncle was soon recruited to the army. Later my parents moved to the village of Orlovka in
Saratov region where my father worked at the elevator.

In 1970 I visited my home colony. It wasn't our colony any longer. Everything that had been
created was destroyed and the vineyards were removed. There was only the school, overgrown
ponds and a poor monument on the common grave left in the village. When I saw the church on
the site of the former synagogue, I felt sick. After the war Western Ukrainians moved into the
village. Everything built with such care before was in ruins. I don't feel like going there again.

I took part in the Great Patriotic War from the very beginning. I was in the town of Plunge
[Lithuania] on the Lithuanian-German border where I was relocated to continue my mandatory
service. I arrived there in the late evening of 21st June 1941. I was head of the group of graduate
lieutenants of the Kamyshlov infantry school assigned to the 204th mount rifle regiment. A dismal
artillery barrage occurred at dawn on 22nd June. Nobody but the duty officer was aware of our
arrival at the regiment. We didn't have weapons or understanding of the actual situation on the
border.

The regiment started combat action while we didn't know what we were to do. In the afternoon we
'bumped into' a battalion commander of the 204th regiment and he assigned us to his battalion as
unarmed privates. The sudden attack created an overall mess on the border and each officer or
soldier was acting at his own discretion and understanding. There were no clear orders or
knowledge of the situation. When we were retreating, planes with black crosses on them were
constantly hanging over our heads.

I saw our first little plane near Riga [Latvia]. We were retreating, when we saw a plane and started
shooting at it thinking it was a German plane. It started waving its wings: 'It's ours, ours!' This must
have been a communication plane. We left with a commander of an armored train on 23rd June,
when the situation became a bit clearer.
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The motorcycle rode along forest roads looking for the chief of the army staff. We avoided
highways due to continuous air force attacks where the German planes ruled in the skies
completely. Some 40-50 kilometers west of the town of Siauliai, we bumped into a group of
communications military under the command of a captain. They were installing cable. Such was the
start of my service in the army during the Great Patriotic War.

At first I fought on the Western border, Plunge, and then our corps was divided into two parts: one
part headed to Tallinn [Estonia], and the other one, including me, headed to Pskov [Russia, about
600 km west of Moscow]. A regiment was formed from the remaining western units. I was a
company commanding officer. I was wounded and taken to a hospital in Leningrad and relocated to
Vologda. From Vologda I was supposed to return to Leningrad, but the city was already cut off [see
Blockade of Leningrad] 24. I was sent to Moscow for the shooting training course 'Vystrel' ['shot' in
Russian].

On 16th October 1941, when panic started in Moscow, Stalin ordered the formation of an officer
battalion and sent it to Klin [about 75 km from Moscow]. [Editor's note: The German Moscow
offensive called Operation Taifun started on 2nd October 1941.] There were minor collisions. Later I
was ordered to move to Tihvin where I took part in combat action. Then I moved to Lodeynoye
Field [about 600 km north of Moscow].

I was a battalion commanding officer there. We took our defense, and then I fought south of Lake
Ladoga. When the 'Road of Life' 25 was constructed, we patrolled it on skis. Then we relocated to
the Transpolar area [Zapoliariye]. We fought near Kandalaksha [1,400 km north of Moscow], took
part in the defeat of a German grouping in this area.

Then we were assigned to the second Ukrainian Front near Bucharest [Romania]. Then we
relocated to the vicinity of Budapest [Hungary] to the third Ukrainian Front. Then we were near
Pecs [South- Western Hungary, near to the then Yugoslav border], when Germans struck a blow
there. At the end of the war I was on the border of Austria and [former] Yugoslavia in the direction
of Zagreb [today Croatia].

The hardest combat actions were between 1941 and 1942. When we were retreating, I can't
remember what we ate or where we slept. We were depressed. This was the hardest period. When
the war began, I felt like being a baby again, when my mother would hold and comfort me. Later I
got used to blood, to the deceased and the wounded, to non-stop bombings, to the edge of death. I
wasn't running away, but it was dark in my heart. It's hard to find words to describe what I felt.

It was the first month of the war. After the defeat near Riga, the major portion of the tenth rifle
corps was retreating to Tallinn, and the defeated units were gathering in the vicinity of Pskov. On
the night of 1st July, the 202nd mount infantry regiment was formed near Pskov. I was appointed
commanding officer of the fourth mount infantry company. By 6th July the company took defense
in the north of the village of Dymovo [Russia].

The front line was on the former border between the USSR and Latvia [see Occupation of the Baltic
Republics] 26. In the morning of 6th July, I went to check on the guards about 800 meters from the
front line near some abandoned buildings in a coppice. I was accompanied by a young private. We
found no guards there. I started moving around hoping to find my subordinates, when the Germans
discovered me.
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They yelled in Russian and German: 'Russ', surrender!' I pretended I didn't understand Russian or
German and crawled back to my company positions. They started shooting and I ordered my
accompanying private to shoot back. I raised my right hand with a gun, when a bullet hit me. I took
my gun with my left hand and started shooting back. We managed to get to the coppice where we
were encircled. I thought 'that's it, it's my last day.'

Our political officer 27 hearing the shooting sent a rifle squad to help us. I was rescued from being
captured. I had my hand bandaged and went to the medical company of the regiment. Later we
found out that the Germans had captured our guards when they were asleep. Of course, this was
my negligence, but it could be explained. The company was formed in a hurry from the retreating
soldiers and sergeants and I didn't have time to know more about them. I took a course of training
of commanding officers of machine gun companies and took part in combat actions near Moscow
with other cadets of the course.

In January 1942, I was an assistant commanding officer of the first battalion of the 94th infantry
regiment. After hard combat actions on the Swir' River near the Lodeynoye Field the battalion took
defense in the north of the Yandeba River. There was no continuous front line, and there were mine
fields separating the defense areas. I had an extremely heavy Finnish machine gun. It was a trophy
gun - the Finns allied with the Germans at that time.

The commanding officer of the battalion ordered me to go to the left flank company. I was to walk
about 800 meters. There was a path in the deep snow and I had my camouflage robe on. After
about 500 meters I heard somebody speaking Finnish. I saw four Finns moving in our direction on
skis. When they had approached to about 30 meters I decided to shoot.

When I pulled the trigger, there came only the sound of a click. The Finns heard the sound and
turned back rushing to escape. I don't know whether this Finnish gun rescued me or not but I had
to throw it away. However, I never walked alone again and always had a hand gun besides a
submachine gun with me. I kept it in my bosom since its lubricant froze and it was impossible to
shoot it.

After the snowy and frosty winter the commander of the seventh army gave an order to prepare an
offensive. Winter 1942 was frosty and hard. All roads were covered with snow and there were
minimum supplies delivered to the army. Soldiers had to carry bread, pea soup packages and
cooked millet from the army storages for about ten kilometers from the front line.

We cut frozen bread with our digging tools and heated it over the fire. We ate killed horses. We
lacked food and weapons. We had to save. However, we had sufficient clothing. We had valenki
[warm Russian felt boots], cotton wool trousers and jackets. I didn't wear my padded jacket since
we had two pairs of warm underwear. In summer we wore boots.

We had field caps with red stars on our heads. There was also a warm head liner. I wore my jacket
till July as summers are also cool in this area. At times we were given vodka. Each battalion had a
barrel. Each of us was given 100 grams. Many of my fellow comrades grew very thin during the
winter. There were many suffering from dystrophy.

There was deep snow and even during the combat action we had to move on our skis. According to
the plan of the offensive, my battalion was to develop success for the first battalion of the infantry
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regiment ahead of us. The initial position of the battalion was in the north of Vanomozero village,
and we were to move to the town of Podporozhiye via the village.

The offense progressed very slowly and the Finns managed to repel it. The first echelon's offense
choked in its attack. I led my second infantry company. It successfully attacked the flank of the
enemy and advanced 600-700 meters where we were delayed by a well- organized defense of the
enemy. Our company enabled the first echelon of our regiment to resume their offense and they
advanced one kilometer into the rear of the enemy. However, the combat action stopped at this
point.

This unsuccessful experience encountered a number of shortcomings. The infantry units failed to
progress in the deep snow, in marshy-wooded areas, the lack of weapons, particularly, artillery
ammunition, which made firing support rather symbolic than real. In such a situation even a minor
detail became a serious obstacle. For example, ski bindings were rather primitive: ropes and sticks,
restraining the pace and the skis slid away. In other words, the units were poorly equipped.

The headquarters had poor knowledge of the front and defense lines of the enemy, and many
weapons, or artillery emplacements, were unidentified and the combat tasks had no clear
definition. Besides, the staff was starved. The only accomplishment of this failure of the offense
was that the front line moved 300-400 meters closer to the enemy and enabled better
arrangement of the defense. This was at the end of April 1942.

The first battalion under my command replaced the units of the infantry regiment and took
defense. There was an impassable swamp on our right and a hill four kilometers away on our right
flank. The skies and the earth were gazing at us with a hostile squint.

There was still winter at its reign: frozen soil, cold wind, lack of natural or made shelters. The
trenches and other combat positions were arranged in the snow. We weren't allowed to make a
fire, and the cold and dampness threatened to eliminate the battalion without a single shot.
Breaching the order, we made a fire to warm up and dry our valenki and foot wraps on hill slopes
on the opposite side of the enemy.

My observation post was on a tree by the hill marking the right flank of the battalion defense area.
It was hard to climb the tree and climb back down. However, it made an excellent observation site.

Once my subordinate Rodimov, commander of the machine gun company climbed the tree with
me. It was an early morning, transparent and filled with colorful frost sparkles. The enemy was
waking up on the opposite side. We had a good vision of a locomotive dragging few carriages to
the front line of the enemy.

It stopped and soldiers with buckets and pots came closer to it. This was the first time that we saw
how a locomotive delivered food to combat positions. Rodimov did some thinking and then
pronounced, 'Let's disturb them and shoot at them from closed weapon emplacements.' This was
an interesting suggestion.

On another morning, I was on my observation post with my stereo telescope. The Finns were as
punctual as the Germans. The locomotive approached and I gave an order to start volley shooting
of 250 bullets in each cartridge belt. A few soldiers fell on the snow and the others crawled away.
We did it again in the morning and afternoon.
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The Finns shot a few hundred shells, but with no results since they were shooting at random. It was
hard to identify weapon emplacements from that other side. Besides, who could have guessed that
our machine guns were shooting at random and at the direction of the battalion commanding
officer sitting on a tree! Like Rodimov said we did 'disturb' the enemy. The locomotive never
arrived during daytime, and there were no more regular supplies delivered.

I promoted awards to be given to the company commanding officer and gun layers and this
experience of shooting from closed weapon emplacements promptly spread all over the division.
Every day I patrolled the front line of the battalion. On the morning of 20th April I went to the
observation post of Maslov, the commanding officer of the second infantry company.

The sun was hurrying the late spring; there was still snow in the shadow and lower areas. It was
damp and wet. All of a sudden a bullet struck beside me. I fell onto the slush mixed with snow. It
didn't occur to me immediately that my padded jacket, khaki trousers and my boots made me a
visible target. The shots came one after the other. The enemy was drawing a bead on me. I tried to
dig into the cold disgusting mess of the snow and soil.

The snow in the Finnish Transpolar area is different, sizzling cold and blinding bright. It was furious
and hostile to us, but soft and saving for those who were born and lived here. I finally identified
two-three second intervals between the shots. I threw my body to the side. The bullets precisely hit
the spot where I had just been. I jumped onto my feet and instantly moved to the 'dead zone' on
the slope of a hill. Later, recalling this incident, I felt like being thrown onto a hot pan with the fire
underneath. The Finnish sniper was shooting from the neutral zone and was well camouflaged.
Lance corporal Yefimov, from Omsk, hunted him down and managed to kill him. I was his last
target on which he mastered his skills in cold blood. That's the way it happens at war.

The battalion followed the red line only visible on our staff maps, and there was no alternative to
the order. We either had to capture a piece of the enemy's land or die. Breaching an order crossed
a soldier out of the lists of the living. Before a battle everything plunged into mysterious silence,
each sound strained every nerve, the eyes searched for hidden threat and the beauty of nature
went past perception. Soldiers of Russia had always had fighting skills, but the Finns were also
good at it, fighting on their own land, on their snow.

There were heroes on both sides of the front. That Finnish soldier was a hero. He chose his
weapons emplacement and from the military standpoint his choice was impeccable, he stood up
directly against the read arrow of the offense. That soldier was a talented fighter. According to his
estimation, however intuitive, the Soviet battalion had to fail to complete its combat mission and
lie down on the hot sparkling snow.

Straining our muscles and will, we were advancing in the snow, step by step pushing the front line
farther to the west, when all of a sudden there were long bursts of machine gun firing from nobody
knew where. One machine gunner could stop a whole company in its flight, if this machine gunner
managed to make the right choice for his weapon emplacement and knew his weapon well.

We were 'lucky' the one we bumped into was the right one. The advancement of my battalion was
jeopardized. I was looking around the field hopelessly trying to take the right decision. The soldiers
were digging deeper into the snow knowing that it was impossible to move forward, and they
weren't allowed to move back. The number of the deceased and wounded was growing.
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I finally identified his location on the second floor of an abandoned yellow building, one of the
facilities we were to capture. It was impossible to get the gunner with a rifle. I tried to imagine him:
his age, clothes, mood, and thoughts. I had an ambiguous attitude to him at that moment. 'You
skunk, bastard, how do we get you. Let me think and then I will...' And instantly I thought, 'Smart
guy, excellent position, one fighting against a battalion and he is no coward. He must have enough
bullets and wants to bury us in his land.' We found a passage and completed our mission, but this
episode had its continuation.

In the middle of October 1980, the chief of the general Staff of the Armed Forces of the Soviet
Union Marshall of the Soviet Union, Ogarkov, authorized me to meet and accompany a Finnish
delegation headed by the chief of the Military Academy of Finland, General Settele.

[Editor's note: as after transforming from Cyrillic version the spelling of this surname can be
various (i.e. Sattala, Setele), we have no information about this general.] The General was a
sociable person. The Finns wanted to get familiarized with the teaching experiences of our military
higher educational institutions. They visited a number of institutions and we were to visit the higher
academic course 'Vystrel' in Solnechnogorsk, the one that I finished in 1941.

My interpreter was late and I decided to drive in the car with General Settele with no other
company. I could speak a little English. He told me about his life. He graduated from the Military
Academy in London and was a private during World War II. I told him about myself and we had a
nice conversation, when he asked me, 'How come you, General, know Finland so well?' I replied
that I had been fighting against the Finns from late 1941 till middle 1942. He looked surprised and
said that he also fought in this area against the Russian troops.

Naturally, I asked him in which area exactly and he said, 'Between the Ladoga and Onezhiye, on
the Swir' River.' I was surprised to hear this as this was where I was, near the power plant Swir'-3
and the village Lodeynoye Field. He told me the stunning truth: 'I was a machine gunner.' I told him
how one machine gunner disturbed us with the bursts of fire from the second floor of a two-storied
bright yellow building.

And General Settele told me this was where his position was set. This second meeting with the
Finnish military had negative consequences for me. I wasn't supposed to talk to a foreign general
without an interpreter or other witnesses. Our driver didn't know English and my direct
management grew suspicions about my political position and I got into trouble with certain
authorities.

In early March 1942, my infantry battalion was shielding the 'Road of Life' on the bank of Ladoga
Lake. I got an order from the regiment commissar to leave the defense site and relocate to the
vicinity of the town of Lodeynoye Pole. Before morning, the battalion reached the forest south-west
of Lodeynoye Pole.

At dusk we started on our ski march. In the evening I ordered the battalion to line up when I
noticed that most soldiers and officers walked as if they were blind. I started talking with them. My
battalion assistant doctor told me that lack of vitamins caused the so-called night blindness. I
thought it over and decided to line them up in columns of twos.
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I was at the head on the right and the senior political officer was to march on my left. The Chief of
the battalion staff was to rig up the rear. The battalion was to follow us in two chain lines with their
ski sticks connected to one another.

We covered 100 kilometers in three nights. The division commander and the commissar were
startled to see this unusual march. For a week we were given chicken liver and everything else
until the disease had disappeared and the battalion continued its march through the war.

In spring, scurvy affected the battalion. This happened after an unsuccessful offense. We stopped.
There were pine woods around. We boiled pine branches and drank this herb. My teeth were
actually decomposing. I was taken to a hospital where I had to stay for ten days. I had beetroot
syrup applied on my gums. We had a lice epidemic in winter 1942.

My shirt was actually 'breathing,' when I took it off. This was terrible. We tried to shake our
underwear out in the frost, but it didn't work. Sanitary disinfection units arrived at my battalion in
early April. They deployed a sauna, which soldiers called a 'lice killer.' They destroyed our clothes
and we received new ones.

We didn't have lice ever again during the war. We often arranged sort of 'saunas' in tents. We
heated water over the fire and then jumped into a lake. We had sufficient laundry soap, but we
didn't have sufficient tobacco. Soldiers brought herbs from haystacks in the neutral zone and we
smoked it, but some desperate guys smoked tea leaves. This was a drug. Many of those, who
smoked it died young.

The years 1941 and 1942 were the hardest. The situation improved in 1943, particularly when
American food supplies became available: tinned meat, marinated tongues. It helped us a lot and
also, our suppliers learned their lessons and arranged better deliveries.

My part was hard: I was responsible for the people's lives. Things happened. Being chief of the
staff, I was responsible for surveys. My guys and I brought prisoners in broad daylight with no
losses. I had about 18 reconnaissance men. It was July, the grass was knee-high. Our
reconnaissance guys were taking training, when finally they invited me to watch their skills.

I sat on a hill and was to try to identify them. Half an hour passed and I noticed no one, when all of
a sudden Seryozha Chimbarov, a reconnaissance guy, grabbed me on my shoulder. So, they
crawled as far as the hill I was on and I didn't discover them.

Two days later they went to seize a prisoner for interrogation. They crawled to the territory of the
enemy, crawled under the barbed wire, cut it and got into a trench. We knew that the Germans
changed their shift watch every two hours. They captured a huge tall and strong Swede, 1.9 meters
tall. The Swedes, born in Finland, served in the German army. He was disassembling his watch,
when he was on guard. Our guys gagged him and dragged him onto our territory. This Swede
provided good information to us.

In 1944, I was fighting in the vicinity of Kandalaksha. My frost-bitten feet often remind me of this
period where the endless snow of 1.5 meters or more covered the plains, hills, lakes, woods, roads
and mountains. One disappeared in the snow, when stepping off one's skis. There were boulder
stones on the ground making holes in the valenki boots. The snow got inside and froze one's feet.
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In February 1944 the 21st Perm infantry division, relocated by railroad from Volkhov station to the
vicinity of Kandalaksha station where the 19th army of the Karelian Front was taking defense. The
Transpolar area was extremely inhospitable at this time. There was deep snow; the daylight lasted
five hours, impassable areas, etc.

At this area and at this period of time someone on top who probably thought he was a strategic
genius, decided to conduct an offensive operation in the direction of Kandalaksha where infantry
corps of the German Laplander Army were deployed.

After scouting the area I left a walk reconnaissance squad under the command of a junior
lieutenant, Ian Kaizer, in the intended initial position for the attack of our regiment. We returned to
the location of our first battalion late at night, delayed by the enemy's artillery barrage and
darkness.

The scout group couldn't move fast on skis. Besides, a few people were wounded with shell
splinters. The following afternoon I received an order from the chief of the division headquarters to
instantly move the battalion to support the front line units: two battalions, of the division fighting in
the encirclement.

My mission was to break through the encirclement, deliver ammunition to the units and straighten
up the front line. It should be noted here that Captain Bazilev, our division commander, never lost
his heart, he was always cheerful, young and very handsome. Besides, he had an expressed
military talent. It's nice to have such a partner and you wouldn't mind beating even two armies
having him beside you.

We joined his battalion and headed to our destination on skis. We were to cover a few kilometers
on skis. We approached the 'Veno tunturi' where the front line unit was fighting, when it got dark.
[Editor's note: 'tunturi' means 'hill' in Finnish, but we can only transliterate its name from how the
interviewee pronounced it in Russian. There is no hill under this name in Finland.] The
reconnaissance guys reported that there were Germans in snow trenches on the slopes of the
Mountain.

I had no connection with the division headquarters and no artillery coverage, accordingly. Having
assessed the situation I decided to attack in the dark. Bazilev and I lined the battalion. It rushed to
the attack at the signal flare firing from our machine and automatic guns. It came unexpected for
the enemy and it was dispirited.

We captured about 20 prisoners and the rest of them scattered around to the flanks. This was a
complete and bloodless victory for us. We delivered the ammunition, dried bread and tinned meat
to our unit. We fulfilled our mission. A reconnaissance guy and I took some rest in a cavity on the
slope of the mountain.

About an hour later a messenger of the commanding officer of the front line units found me. The
commanding officer wanted to discuss further steps with me. I left our shelter for about one and a
half hours, but when I returned the soldier was no longer there and the shelter hole turned into a
shell pit. The shell hit this spot 15 minutes after I left it... I was put forward for an award along with
the battalion commandment and the distinguished soldiers and sergeants. I received my first
order: an Order of the Combat Red Banner 28.
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Spring came surprisingly early in the area of the Drava River in the south of Hungary in 1945. It
was just the beginning of March, but the ground was dry and there was green grass growing. The
war was nearing its end and we were thinking about the peaceful life.

The situation was hard, however, with the third Ukrainian Front that our battalion was assigned to.
The German commandment wanted to gather all forces to keep Soviet troops from breaking
through to Vienna. The Germans suddenly struck a blow on the flank of the division where I was
chief of the headquarters.

The divisions adjusted our combat mission. On the morning of 9th March, after a 40-kilometer
march, the division headquarters and I arrived at Gordisa settlement. The division units went to the
battlefield right away since the Germans were rather successful on the Drava River on the border
between Hungary and [former] Yugoslavia where the Yugoslavian and Bulgarian forces were in
defense.

On the afternoon of 9th March, the chief of the headquarters of one of the Yugoslavian armies
accompanied by a colonel from the headquarters of the third Ukrainian Front arrived at the
command post of the division. They requested one infantry regiment for closing a gap in the
defense near the town of Beremend.

I agreed since the combat situation demanded to do this. However, I had to contact the division
commanding officer. I decided to report this situation to the corps commandant who gave his
consent. The 420th Red Banner infantry regiment, which had just arrived, was sent to the vicinity
of Beremend. The regiment and a Yugoslavian partisan brigade threw the enemy back to the Drava
River.

However, the Germans managed to established strong defense and attacks of our infantry
regiment who had no success. On 10th March another regiment arrived and joined us. By the
morning of 11th March, both regiments were ordered to throw the enemy onto the opposite bank
of the river.

I was ordered to coordinate the actions of both regiments. At this time I had a battalion under my
command and the acting chief of staff of the division since its chief had perished. I was responsible
for the division strategy, its movement and actions. I reported to the headquarters of the regiment.
Early in the morning, I surveyed the area from my observation point and I knew that it was going to
be hard to fulfill this mission.

I had to run one-and-a-half kilometers from one shelter to another to get to the observation post.
The ground was soft, as if covered with a feather mattress. Upon agreeing on coordination issues
we received the battalion commander's approval of the attack.

After a short artillery preparation the battalions moved forward. In less than an hour our left flank
battalion broke into the town, but had to suspend its advance. The right flank battalion was lying
down on the road. We decided to move the observation post closer to the front line. I remember
asking Danilov, 'Have you got something prepared?' He replied smiling coolly, 'Hey, we shall think
of something!'

We moved on crawling and running across ditches and high dry grass. It would have been
astonishing, if the enemy hadn't discovered us. Having covered about 500 meters, Danilov and I
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happened to come to an open field under the machine gun firing. We took our digging spades
hoping to make some sort of cells to shoot back.

There were about ten of us in the group. We had no place to hide. We couldn't move back either
since the battalions might misinterpret their commanding officers' maneuver and follow their
example. Even a small trench needed time to make. The enemy wasn't going to wait till we dug
trenches. Its artillery shells were exploding closer and closer.

Danilov was about three meters from where I was in hiding. He raised his head, gave me his calm
and charming smile, stood up abruptly and yelled, 'Go a few meters ahead where our
communication guys have dug a hide-out!' This was a decision of a real regiment commander. At
that moment a shell exploded beside us. It was destined for us. My conscience grew dark and I was
thrown onto Danilov.

When I came to my senses, I saw that his leg was smashed above his knee and bones and flesh
were burnt into some horrible mix. His face had turned as white as a cast mask from the shock and
loss of blood. There wasn't a scratch on me. The German artillery firing never stopped. The
regiment political officer and I dragged Danilov to the hide-out of our communication guys and
applied a tourniquet.

Later the communication guys moved the commander to the medical units. He survived, though he
became an invalid. He returned to Moscow and got married. We were very good friends after the
war. Regretfully, he died in the late 1970s.

I took command over the regiment. In the evening we reunited with the units of the second
regiment. My division commander ordered me to return to the division observation post. Our 122nd
infantry division and the rest of the front in the north of Yugoslavia were fighting in the vicinity of
the Mura River in the direction of Maribor [today Slovenia, then Yugoslavia] and further to Zagreb
[Capital of Croatia, then Yugoslavia].

The 12th of April 1945 started as usual. There wasn't any sign of trouble. The day was warm and
nice. The division fought successfully on the left flank of the 3rd Ukrainian Front between the Drava
and Mura Rivers. At night I ordered the arrangement of a new observation post for the division
commander one kilometer from the front line, on a hill, from where the whole disposition could be
viewed.

By the afternoon the observation post was already operational. The division artillery commanding
officer, the corps artillery commander and other division officers were there. Lunch was provided at
the bottom of the hill and the division commander ordered Ogarkov and me to go and get lunch.
We were having lunch, and it was approaching 4pm and the sun was setting in the west. On our
way back to the observation post we bumped into the artillery regiment commanding officer and
talked shop with him. Then we moved on and I was following Ogarkov. The moment he stepped
into the trench leading to the observation post, the artillery firing began.

I heard Nikolay Vassilievich Ogarkov speaking with pain in his voice, 'Ouch! My legs! I can't feel
them!' I bent over and saw his boots full of blood. I carried him on my shoulders down the hill
where there was a hut. Our division commanding officer was there with his side blood- stained, the
corps artillery commander with his left leg wounded, a telephone operator with her right hand hit
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by a splinter and the division artillery commander with his face blood-stained. I left Ogarkov with
the nurses and it occurred to me that there was nobody left on the observation post, the division
was out of command! I rushed to the observation post to take command of the battle. The moment
I stepped into the trench, it wasn't a fatal spot. A fiery 'tulip' grew two steps away from me. I fell
and touched myself. Everything was all right. Later I realized that I had fallen at the moment when
the shell splinters were still flying.

In Romania I met with the Jews who had lived during the German rule. I also met with Jews in
Hungary. They requested me to provide trucks to transport the Jews from concentration camps. I
met with former prisoners of concentration camps. My division commander stayed in a Jewish
house in Pecs. His subordinate brought me his message to go and talk to those people. I spoke
Yiddish to them and they told me about the hardships they had gone through.

I was at the southern border of Austria at the time, when the war ended. On 12th April, Urgen [a
town in Tyrol], was captured by the Americans. We felt the situation was changing, and the victory
was close. Since our regiment commander was wounded I was appointed commanding officer of
the regiment.

The regiment was under my command from 20th April till 7th May, when a new commanding
officer was appointed. On 8th May we were preparing for relocation, but our corps commander
ordered everyone to switch on their radios. The regiments were on their way, when the radio
announced that the war was over. The corps commander ordered the regiments to stop and
prepare for a parade.

This was the first time in my life that I witnessed the rear guys providing full dress uniforms to the
division within six hours. We had the Victory parade on the border of [former] Yugoslavia and
Austria. Later we relocated to the vicinity of Baden [near Vienna].

Our units were engaged in the construction of training camps, guarded a palace in the Alps, hunted
for German deserters in the mountains and we also hunted for our bastards involved in raids. Many
things happened. I shall not dwell on black pages of the good story. On 23rd May I got an invitation
to the Austrian city of Graz, to the university; my friend Ogarkov was also invited, and so was
Colonel-General Sharokhin, regiment commander [General Officer commanding the 57th Army in
1944- 45].

Then we met with the commander of the 1st Bulgarian army. [In April 1941 Bulgaria entered World
War II in alliance with Germany. On 8th September 1944 Bulgaria declared war on Germany, now
as a Soviet ally.] He awarded us Bulgarian orders. In June the famous walking tour home began.

We rested during daytime and walked barefoot across Europe at night. All railroads were
overloaded with trophies: cattle, factory equipment, everything that could be removed from Austria
and Hungary, and the army units had to walk back home. Our division walked from near Vienna to
Zhmerinka [Ukraine].

I left the division after we crossed the Austro-Hungarian division. I was ordered to go to the
commission of admission to a military higher educational institution. I was very concerned about
my possible failure due to my nationality, when my uncle Yefim helped me unintentionally.
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The chairman of the admission commission happened to know my uncle from their former joint
party activities, but he didn't know that my uncle had been declared an enemy of the people later.
He instantly admitted me to the academy named after Frunze 29 [MV Frunze Military Academy].

Post-war

I went to study in Moscow. There were five parallel courses with 200 cadets on each of them and
that admission was called Stalin's admission. Among its students there were 83 Heroes of the
Soviet Union, lieutenant colonels, colonels, majors and rarely captains. They were veterans of the
war. I finished the war in the rank of lieutenant colonel; I was promoted to this rank at the age of
23, in early 1944. Our academy took part in six parades during my studies. Its students had various
levels of education: from secondary to higher.

The admission criterion was what one contributed to the victory during the war. I was head student
in my group. There was a major, a Hero of the Soviet Union 30 in my group. He just had elementary
education. We studied foreign languages and he studied Russian. I studied English. I enjoyed
studying it. Upon obtaining approval of the director of the academy students could obtain diplomas
in a foreign language.

There were seven Jews in the academy. Frankly speaking, we didn't face any prejudiced attitude.
There was postwar fraternity. However, later I faced anti-Semitism. I was to finish the Academy
with a gold medal. During my graduation exam on the history of the Communist Party I forgot what
issues were discussed at the 5th Congress of the Party. I had excellent marks in all subjects, but I
was almost on the edge of getting a 'three' in this subject, but my examiners felt sorry for me and
gave me a 'four'. [The marks go from 1 being the worst to 5 being the best.]

I graduated from the academy in 1948. I wanted to continue my studies in the Military Diplomatic
Academy, but I failed to enter it, and I understood that this happened due to my Jewish identity.
The Academy graduates became military attaches, reconnaissance officers and embassy
employees. I was also affected by my Jewish identity, when the struggle against cosmopolitism
[Campaign against 'cosmopolitans'] 31 began, when my Jewish friends were sent away from
Moscow, to military units in remote areas and were demoted.

Due to my Jewish identity I wasn't promoted from my rank of lieutenant colonel for eleven years.
Only in 1955, when I was commander of a mechanized regiment I was promoted to the rank of
colonel. I was promoted to my current rank of general major after a long delay. It was extremely
hard for a Jew to be promoted to the rank of general in our country.

In the course of my long-term service in the army I received the following awards: an Order of the
Red Banner 32, two orders of the Patriotic War 33, 1st and 2nd Class, three Orders of the Red Star
34, an Order for Service to the Motherland Grade III 35, a Bulgarian order 'For courage' and 25
medals.

In the late 1940s the life of my family grew harder. My parents stayed in the village in Saratov
region. My father lost his job. My parents couldn't go back to Dobroye. Our neighbors wrote that
our house was ruined. I went to visit the chief of the militia of Moscow. He received me well and I
told him about my brother who perished near Stalingrad, that I was at the front, studied in the
Military Academy, and that I was lieutenant colonel. I told him that my parents' relatives were shot
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by Germans and that my parents' house was ruined.

He signed off my request to issue my parents a residence permit 36 for Moscow. My wife's
grandmother, Bertha Elkonina, lived in Moscow at this time. She lived in a shared apartment [see
communal apartment] 37 in a 7.8 square meter room.

My parents were granted a residential registration to reside in this room. Then the government's
resolution forbidding the cancellation of residential permits of the parents whose children had
perished during the Great Patriotic War was published and my parents lived in Moscow.

My father worked as a cheese taster in the Central Governmental refrigeration factory and my
mother was a housewife. They had a good life in Moscow. They habitually followed some Jewish
traditions, celebrated Sabbath, and occasionally went to the synagogue on holidays keeping it a
secret from their neighbors and colleagues. Following the kashrut was out of the question, and
besides, they weren't very religious. I didn't live in Moscow at that time and we didn't see each
other often.

In 1954 my father died. My mother received a new lodging after the house where she and my
father had lived was demolished. She died in 1981. My parents were buried in the Vostriakovskoye
town cemetery without any rituals.

Upon graduation from the academy I was appointed to my initial position, even lower. During the
war I was deputy chief of the division headquarters, regiment commander, but upon graduation
from the academy I was appointed chief of the regiment headquarters. However, when I arrived at
the headquarters of the regiment, and they heard that I had an extensive experience of working in
the headquarters, they appointed me as the deputy chief of the corps operative headquarters in
Saratov. My wife and her family lived in Saratov.

Marriage and later life

I got married on 12th August 1945, at the age of 25. I was on my way to visit my parents in Saratov
and met her in the train on 27th July. We didn't have a Jewish wedding. We had a civil ceremony in
the registry office in Saratov and had a small party. My parents who lived near Saratov, a few
friends and my wife's relatives came to the wedding. We'll soon celebrate our 59th anniversary of
living together.

My wife's name is Serafima [in Russian], Sarrah Elkonina, she's a Jew. She was born in the town of
Balashov in Saratov region in 1924. She graduated from the Medical College in Saratov. She is a
therapist. Sima [short for Serafima] came from a family of medics. Her grandfather, Moisey Elkonin,
was an assistant doctor in a Ukrainian village, her father, Mikhail Elkonin, was chief of the
pharmacy department in Saratov, and her mother, Ida Elkonina, was a pharmacist. Her brother,
Alexandr Elkin, who lived from 1937 to 1986, was a psychiatrist and lived in Saratov. My wife's
parents weren't religious, when I met them, but they observed some Jewish traditions, celebrated
holidays and occasionally went to the synagogue. Neither my wife's brother nor my wife was
religious.

Serafima could continue her medical education or go to work in the leading clinics in Saratov, but
she preferred to follow me in my wanderings across the country. To become the wife of an officer
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in Russia meant becoming a traveler, leaving behind many habitual comforts and careers.
However, she worked as a physician, in district hospitals, and military hospitals, basically, wherever
she could get a job. She worked as a therapist for over 45 years. She always diagnosed diseases
accurately and rescued many people. Her patients and relatives were so grateful to her!

In 1953, when the governmental authorities fabricated the so-called Doctors' Plot' 38, my wife was
very upset. We never believed the newspapers published the truth. Her teachers were wonderful
and honest people convicted unfairly. My wife was working in Saratov during this period. The wave
of arrests took longer to get to Saratov and she wasn't affected. Stalin died in March 1953 and
everything stopped. Like for the majority of the people Stalin's death was like a personal loss for
us. Defiance came much later, in the 1980s, when we became aware of his multiple crimes, but at
that time we believed in the chief of 'all times and people.'

Serafima raised our two children and now she takes care of our grandchildren. I've always had her
support, particularly during the hard times, when I had a regiment and then a division under my
command. We shared success and misfortunes, and inevitable emergencies always had a hard
impact on her. She has been my consolation and given me confidence. We have two children: a
daughter, Irina Shelukhanova, born in 1947, and a son, Leonid Bograd, born in 1954. They were
nice children and caused no trouble. They studied well and we were always proud of their success.
Our daughter graduated from the Moscow Electric Engineering College. She is an engineer. Her
husband, Anatoliy Shelukhanov, is Russian. Their son, Konstantin Shelukhanov, was born in 1971.
He graduated from the Soil Science Faculty of the Moscow State University, but he works as a
literary.

My son, Leonid, followed into my wife's footsteps. He graduated from the Moscow Medical College.
He worked as a surgeon in an infectious hospital in Moscow and defended a doctor's thesis [see
Soviet/Russian doctorate degrees] 39. Now he works in Bonn in Germany where he moved in early
1991. His wife, Inna Bograd [nee Beshrebetnaya] is Ukrainian. She was born in Germany in 1955.
Her father, a professional military, was on military service in the Soviet army in Germany. Leonid's
daughter, Olga, was born in 1985, and studies in a gymnasium. My children and grandchildren
haven't been raised to be religious, and they don't observe any Jewish traditions, but they identify
themselves as Jews.

After the war I had a mechanized regiment under my command. It was formed in 1953 from former
camp prisoners and this was a challenge for me. Every day someone ran away. They reported to
me that somebody had gone and I asked, 'How could this happen? Where were you?' The reply
was, 'He escaped through the flue.' There was a stove in each guardroom. Two days later we went
to the room and the man was back. He came back through the flue. Most of these people were the
criminals prosecuted in the past. They couldn't learn to be disciplined and were committed to gain
freedom for whatever price. However, there was nowhere for them to escape considering the vast
areas and snow-covered flat lands. The nearest settlement was hundreds of kilometers away. So
they wandered around for two or three days before they returned. They had no documents or
money and here they had at least food.

I moved around a lot: Tobolsk, Shihany, Tozkiy, Chernorechiye. I went to Tozk after the nuclear
testing. The radiation was exceeding and I developed intestine cancer. I had a surgery in 1986, and
recovered. My work was hard, but interesting, particularly when we received nuclear weapons. I
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was trained in the use of nuclear weapons and reactive agents. In 1955 my regiment was fully
formed and equipped and we had training on the training field in Saratov. Later, I was chief of the
division headquarters, then another division, and another. I think we trained people well.

There were emergencies, of course. There were tens of thousands of people, different characters
and different officers. Some were rude and the others were nice and kind. I was pitiless about
drinking. There was no drinking in the army. I fired them mercifully. I fired sergeants and reported
on officers. There were no crimes or cruel attitudes in the army that occur nowadays. In 1953,
when former prisoners joined my unit after an amnesty, there were incidents. I didn't sleep at
night, making the rounds of the barracks and watching them. But there was no unfair attitude. In
1965 I was appointed deputy commander of the Privolzhskiy regiment for educational institutions
and off-army training. In 1977 I relocated to Moscow and by an order from the Minister of Defense I
was appointed chief of the educational department for military educational institutions of Russia.
Since then we've lived in Moscow. I received this apartment at that same time.

At first I was enthusiastic about perestroika 40. I built up great expectations about perestroika. This
seemed to be something fresh. I watched TV, Duma meetings [State Duma, Russian Parliament's
lower house], speeches made by various politicians. There was hope for improvement. However,
we must have made a big mistake at some stage because we started admitting students, who had
been poor students at school, to military educational institutions. There were higher educational
colleges, engineering or command schools of high level. They required well-educated students.
Besides, another negative impact was that after the breakup of the USSR in 1991 the attitude
towards the army changed. The government stopped focusing on the army, not providing money.
Officers were starving. Now it's terrible, we feed terrorists. I blame the government of the country,
the power structures and the army commandment for everything. Well, they've fired the Chief
Commander, for example. And they've fired the Chief of General Staff. Has anything changed? A
military career should start from a soldier. You want to command, learn to take down dictation.

I think our stupidity is to blame for the Chechen War 41. Couldn't they reach an agreement and
grant Chechnia the same rights as they've granted Bashkiria or Tatarstan? They should have
avoided the current situation. Then one met his match. Of course, bandits should be eliminated, I
agree. However, the power structures have failed to do anything in five years. They say each time
that everything has been arranged, when there are terrorist attacks in one place or another. I'm
convinced that if our power structures had been smarter, we would have resolved this problem
long before.

When Israel was established in 1948, it was like a big holiday for my relatives. I had to keep my
feelings to myself. I was happy for the Jews; I knew these Palestinians were bastards and rascals.
They don't work. They don't create anything. I visited Israel for the first time in 1994 and I fell in
love with this country. In 1990 we established the Association of Jewish Veterans of the War [see
Moscow Council of the Jewish War Veterans] 42 to demonstrate that Jews were at the front, but not
in Tashkent, as many people say. [Editor's note: Tashkent is a town in Middle Asia; it was the town
where many people were evacuated during the Great Patriotic War, including many Jewish families.
Many people had the idea that the entire Jewish population was in evacuation rather than at the
front and anti-Semites spoke about it in mocking tones.] Since then I've been a member of the
presidium of this association. In 1995 my comrades offered me to head a group of interface with
veterans of Israel. Before taking this office I went to Israel at the invitation of the Union of Veterans
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of World War II in May 1994. There were 25,000 veterans of the Great Patriotic War, our
compatriots.

On 9th May 1995, Victory Day became a state holiday in Israel. [The defeat of Nazi Germany and
the end of World War II is commemorated in many countries on 9th May.] On 9th May, current year
members of our group and I were invited to Israel. We attended a Knesset meeting; the President,
Prime Minister, and deputies spoke at the meeting. I also visited the International Congress of
Veterans of the War, former prisoners of concentration camps and ghettos held in Israel from 15-20
December 2003. I made two speeches: one in Russian and one in Yiddish. My speeches were very
successful. The following day I received a present from one participant of this congress, a
millionaire. He sent me big silver menorah. Nowadays I write memories and have them published in
a Jewish newspaper. I also have books published.

Our family is close. We've always tried to spend as much time as possible with our children. We
went to the seashore in summer. In winter we went skiing. We went to the cinema and theater.
Though our children live with their own families, we feel their love and support. My son and his
family visited us recently and we celebrated my wife's birthday jubilee. On 15th December my son
will turn 50. My wife and I are going for his birthday. We always celebrate birthdays of all members
of our family. My wife and I have built a small house near Moscow where we stay in summer. Our
grandchildren stay there with us and my daughter and her husband visit us on weekends. We enjoy
growing flowers, vegetables and fruit. Our friends often visit us. Lately my wife and I have returned
to Jewish traditions. We occasionally go to the synagogue and always on Yom Kippur. We
celebrated my birthday in the Moscow Jewish community center. My wife and I receive a pension. I
get a bigger pension than my wife. We have everything we need.

Glossary

1  EKO
Short for 'Yevreyeiskoye Kolonizatsionnoye Obshchestvo', the Jewish Colonization Association,
founded in London in September 1891. At first its aim was to help in the colonization of Argentina
by Jews from the European East. In 1893 EKO opened its branch in St. Petersburg, Russia (Central
Committee). At the beginning of the 1890s an EKO committee was established in Kishinev. Starting
in 1898, unlike in the first years, when the main aim of the EKO activities was to move Jews out of
Russia, the association began to work among the Jewish population inside Russia. The Central
Committee of EKO in Russia tried to stimulate agricultural work, to develop professional education,
to secure loans and to help Jews to emigrate from Russia.

2  Jewish Pale of Settlement
Certain provinces in the Russian Empire were designated for permanent Jewish residence and the
Jewish population was only allowed to live in these areas. The Pale was first established by a
decree by Catherine II in 1791. The regulation was in force until the Russian Revolution of 1917,
although the limits of the Pale were modified several times. The Pale stretched from the Baltic Sea
to the Black Sea, and 94% of the total Jewish population of Russia, almost 5 million people, lived
there. The overwhelming majority of the Jews lived in the towns and shtetls of the Pale. Certain
privileged groups of Jews, such as certain merchants, university graduates and craftsmen working
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in certain branches, were granted to live outside the borders of the Pale of Settlement
permanently.

3  German colonists/colony
Ancestors of German peasants, who were invited by Empress Catherine II in the 18th century to
settle in Russia.

4  Kolkhoz
In the Soviet Union the policy of gradual and voluntary collectivization of agriculture was adopted
in 1927 to encourage food production while freeing labor and capital for industrial development. In
1929, with only 4% of farms in kolkhozes, Stalin ordered the confiscation of peasants' land, tools,
and animals; the kolkhoz replaced the family farm.

5  Odessa
The Jewish community of Odessa was the second biggest Jewish community in Russia. According to
the census of 1897 there were 138,935 Jews in Odessa, which was 34,41% of the local population.
There were 7 big synagogues and 49 prayer houses in Odessa. There were heders in 19 prayer
houses.

6  Joint (American Jewish Joint Distribution Committee)
The Joint was formed in 1914 with the fusion of three American Jewish committees of assistance,
which were alarmed by the suffering of Jews during World War I. In late 1944, the Joint entered
Europe's liberated areas and organized a massive relief operation. It provided food for Jewish
survivors all over Europe, it supplied clothing, books and school supplies for children. It supported
cultural amenities and brought religious supplies for the Jewish communities. The Joint also
operated DP camps, in which it organized retraining programs to help people learn trades that
would enable them to earn a living, while its cultural and religious activities helped re-establish
Jewish life. The Joint was also closely involved in helping Jews to emigrate from Europe and from
Muslim countries. The Joint was expelled from East Central Europe for decades during the Cold War
and it has only come back to many of these countries after the fall of communism. Today the Joint
provides social welfare programs for elderly Holocaust survivors and encourages Jewish renewal
and communal development.

7  Plekhanov, Georgy (1856-1918)
Russian revolutionary and social philosopher. He was a leader in introducing Marxist theory to
Russia and is often called the 'Father of Russian Marxism'. He left Russia in 1880 as a political
refugee and spent most of his exile in Geneva, Switzerland. Plekhanov took the view that
conditions in Russia would not be ripe for socialism until capitalism and industrialization had
progressed sufficiently. This opinion was the basis of Menshevik thought after the split in 1903 of
the Social Democratic Labor Party into the Bolshevik and Menshevik factions. After the outbreak of
the Revolution of 1917, he returned from exile. Following the triumph of Lenin he retired from
public life.
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8  Russian Revolution of 1917
Revolution in which the tsarist regime was overthrown in the Russian Empire and, under Lenin, was
replaced by the Bolshevik rule. The two phases of the Revolution were: February Revolution, which
came about due to food and fuel shortages during World War I, and during which the tsar abdicated
and a provisional government took over. The second phase took place in the form of a coup led by
Lenin in October/November (October Revolution) and saw the seizure of power by the Bolsheviks.

9  Collectivization in the USSR
In the late 1920s - early 1930s private farms were liquidated and collective farms established by
force on a mass scale in the USSR. Many peasants were arrested during this process. As a result of
the collectivization, the number of farmers and the amount of agricultural production was greatly
reduced and famine struck in the Ukraine, the Northern Caucasus, the Volga and other regions in
1932-33.

10  Struggle against religion
The 1930s was a time of anti-religion struggle in the USSR. In those years it was not safe to go to
synagogue or to church. Places of worship, statues of saints, etc. were removed; rabbis, Orthodox
and Roman Catholic priests disappeared behind KGB walls.

11  Keep in touch with relatives abroad
The authorities could arrest an individual corresponding with his/her relatives abroad and charge
him/her with espionage, send them to concentration camp or even sentence them to death.

12  Russian stove
Big stone stove stoked with wood. They were usually built in a corner of the kitchen and served to
heat the house and cook food. It had a bench that made a comfortable bed for children and adults
in wintertime.

13  Party Schools
They were established after the Revolution of 1917, in different levels, with the purpose of training
communist cadres and activists. Subjects such as 'scientific socialism' (Marxist-Leninist Philosophy)
and 'political economics' besides various other political disciplines were taught there.

14  Great Patriotic War
On 22nd June 1941 at 5 o'clock in the morning Nazi Germany attacked the Soviet Union without
declaring war. This was the beginning of the so-called Great Patriotic War. The German blitzkrieg,
known as Operation Barbarossa, nearly succeeded in breaking the Soviet Union in the months that
followed. Caught unprepared, the Soviet forces lost whole armies and vast quantities of equipment
to the German onslaught in the first weeks of the war. By November 1941 the German army had
seized the Ukrainian Republic, besieged Leningrad, the Soviet Union's second largest city, and
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threatened Moscow itself. The war ended for the Soviet Union on 9th May 1945.

15  NEP
The so-called New Economic Policy of the Soviet authorities was launched by Lenin in 1921. It
meant that private business was allowed on a small scale in order to save the country ruined by
the Revolution of 1917 and the Russian Civil War. They allowed priority development of private
capital and entrepreneurship. The NEP was gradually abandoned in the 1920s with the introduction
of the planned economy.

16  Famine in Ukraine
In 1920 a deliberate famine was introduced in the Ukraine causing the death of millions of people.
It was arranged in order to suppress those protesting peasants who did not want to join the
collective farms. There was another dreadful deliberate famine in 1930-1934 in the Ukraine. The
authorities took away the last food products from the peasants. People were dying in the streets,
whole villages became deserted. The authorities arranged this specifically to suppress the
rebellious peasants who did not want to accept Soviet power and join collective farms.

17  Komsomol
Communist youth political organization created in 1918. The task of the Komsomol was to spread
of the ideas of communism and involve the worker and peasant youth in building the Soviet Union.
The Komsomol also aimed at giving a communist upbringing by involving the worker youth in the
political struggle, supplemented by theoretical education. The Komsomol was more popular than
the Communist Party because with its aim of education people could accept uninitiated young
proletarians, whereas party members had to have at least a minimal political qualification

18  Enemy of the people
Soviet official term; euphemism used for real or assumed political opposition.

19  Great Terror (1934-1938)
During the Great Terror, or Great Purges, which included the notorious show trials of Stalin's former
Bolshevik opponents in 1936-1938 and reached its peak in 1937 and 1938, millions of innocent
Soviet citizens were sent off to labor camps or killed in prison. The major targets of the Great
Terror were communists. Over half of the people who were arrested were members of the party at
the time of their arrest. The armed forces, the Communist Party, and the government in general
were purged of all allegedly dissident persons; the victims were generally sentenced to death or to
long terms of hard labor. Much of the purge was carried out in secret, and only a few cases were
tried in public 'show trials'. By the time the terror subsided in 1939, Stalin had managed to bring
both the Party and the public to a state of complete submission to his rule. Soviet society was so
atomized and the people so fearful of reprisals that mass arrests were no longer necessary. Stalin
ruled as absolute dictator of the Soviet Union until his death in March 1953.

20  Kossior, Stanislav (1889-1938)
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One of the founders of the Communist Party in Ukraine and General Secretary of the Communist
Party from 1928-1938. He was arrested in the course of The Great Purges of 1936-38, known
popularly as the Yezhovshchina (after NKVD chief Nikolai Yezhov who conducted them), and
executed.

21  Bolsheviks
Members of the movement led by Lenin. The name 'Bolshevik' was coined in 1903 and denoted the
group that emerged in elections to the key bodies in the Social Democratic Party (SDPRR)
considering itself in the majority (Rus. bolshynstvo) within the party. It dubbed its opponents the
minority (Rus. menshynstvo, the Mensheviks). Until 1906 the two groups formed one party. The
Bolsheviks first gained popularity and support in society during the 1905-07 Revolution. During the
February Revolution in 1917 the Bolsheviks were initially in the opposition to the Menshevik and SR
('Sotsialrevolyutsionyery', Socialist Revolutionaries) delegates who controlled the Soviets
(councils). When Lenin returned from emigration (16 April) they proclaimed his program of action
(the April theses) and under the slogan 'All power to the Soviets' began to Bolshevize the Soviets
and prepare for a proletariat revolution. Agitation proceeded on a vast scale, especially in the
army. The Bolsheviks set about creating their own armed forces, the Red Guard. Having
overthrown the Provisional Government, they created a government with the support of the II
Congress of Soviets (the October Revolution), to which they admitted some left-wing SRs in order
to gain the support of the peasantry. In 1952 the Bolshevik party was renamed the Communist
Party of the Soviet Union.

22  Morozov, Pavlik (1918-1932)
Pioneer, organizer and leader of the first pioneer unit in Gerasimovka village. His father, who was a
wealthy peasant, hid some grain crop for his family during collectivization. Pavlik betrayed his
father to the representatives of the emergency committee and he was executed. Local farmers
then killed Pavlik in revenge for the betrayal of his father. The Soviets made Pavlik a hero, saying
that he had done a heroic deed. He was used as an example to pioneers, as their love of Soviet
power had to be stronger than their love for their parents. Pavlik Morozov became a common name
for children who betrayed their parents.

23  Kaganovich, Lazar (1893-1991)
Soviet Communist leader. A Jewish shoemaker and labor organizer, he joined the Communist Party
in 1911. He rose quickly through the party ranks and by 1930 he had become Moscow party
secretary-general and a member of the Politburo. He was an influential proponent of forced
collectivization and played a role in the purges of 1936-38. He was known for his ruthless and
merciless personality. He became commissar for transportation (1935) and after the purges was
responsible for heavy industrial policy in the Soviet Union. In 1957, he joined in an unsuccessful
attempt to oust Khrushchev and was stripped of all his posts.

24  Blockade of Leningrad
On September 8, 1941 the Germans fully encircled Leningrad and its siege began. It lasted until
January 27, 1944. The blockade meant incredible hardships and privations for the population of the
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town. Hundreds of thousands died from hunger, cold and diseases during the almost 900 days of
the blockade.

25  Road of Life
It was a passage across Lake Ladoga in winter during the Blockade of Leningrad. It was due to the
Road of Life that Leningrad survived in the terrible winter of 1941-42.

26  Occupation of the Baltic Republics (Estonia, Latvia and Lithuania)
Although the Molotov-Ribbentrop Pact regarded only Latvia and Estonia as parts of the Soviet
sphere of influence in Eastern Europe, according to a supplementary protocol (signed in 28th
September 1939) most of Lithuania was also transferred under the Soviets. The three states were
forced to sign the 'Pact of Defense and Mutual Assistance' with the USSR allowing it to station
troops in their territories. In June 1940 Moscow issued an ultimatum demanding the change of
governments and the occupation of the Baltic Republics. The three states were incorporated into
the Soviet Union as the Estonian, Latvian and Lithuanian Soviet Socialist Republics.

27  Political officer
These "commissars," as they were first called, exercised specific official and unofficial control
functions over their military command counterparts. The political officers also served to further
Party interests with the masses of drafted soldiery of the USSR by indoctrination in Marxist-
Leninism. The 'zampolit', or political officer, appeared at the regimental level in the army, as well
as in the navy and air force, and at higher and lower levels, they had similar duties and functions.
The chaste (regiment) of the Soviet Army numbered 2000-3000 personnel, and was the lowest
level of military command that doctrinally combined all arms (infantry, armour, artillery, and
supporting services) and was capable of independent military missions. The regiment was
commanded by a colonel, or lieutenant colonel, with a lieutenant or major as his zampolit, officially
titled "deputy commander for political affairs."

28  Order of the Combat Red Banner
Established in 1924, it was awarded for bravery and courage in the defense of the Homeland.

29  Frunze, Mikhail (1885-1925)
Soviet political and military leader.

30  Hero of the Soviet Union
Honorary title established 16 April 1934 with the Gold Star medal instituted 1 August 1939, by
Decree of the Presidium of the USSR Supreme Soviet. Awarded to both military and civilian
personnel for personal or collective deeds of heroism rendered to the USSR or socialist society

31  Campaign against 'cosmopolitans'
The campaign against 'cosmopolitans', i.e. Jews, was initiated in articles in the central organs of the
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Communist Party in 1949. The campaign was directed primarily at the Jewish intelligentsia and it
was the first public attack on Soviet Jews as Jews. 'Cosmopolitans' writers were accused of hating
the Russian people, of supporting Zionism, etc. Many Yiddish writers as well as the leaders of the
Jewish Anti-Fascist Committee were arrested in November 1948 on charges that they maintained
ties with Zionism and with American 'imperialism'. They were executed secretly in 1952. The anti-
Semitic Doctors' Plot was launched in January 1953. A wave of anti-Semitism spread through the
USSR. Jews were removed from their positions, and rumors of an imminent mass deportation of
Jews to the eastern part of the USSR began to spread. Stalin's death in March 1953 put an end to
the campaign against 'cosmopolitans'.

32  Order of the Red Banner
The Order of the Red Banner originally appeared in 1918, as the Order of the Red Banner of the
Russian Federation. The award was offered to citizens of the Republic for exceptional military
service. The one used in World War II was established 1 August 1924. This was the first Soviet
order. Awarded to military personnel of the Soviet Army and Navy who display exceptional
courage, self-denial, and valor during combat.

33  Order of the Patriotic War
1st Class: Established 20 May 1942. Awarded to officers and enlisted men of the armed forces and
security troops and to partisans, irrespective of rank, for skillful command of their units in action.
2nd Class: Established 20 May 1942. Awarded to officers and enlisted men of the armed forces and
security troops and to partisans, irrespective of rank, for lesser personal valor in action.

34  Order of the Red Star
Established in 1930, it was awarded for achievements in the defense of the motherland, the
promotion of military science and the development of military equipments, and for courage in
battle. The Order of the Red Star has been awarded over 4,000,000 times.

35  Order for Service to the Motherland
established 28th October 1974, awarded to servicemen of the Soviet Army and Navy, and of the
border and internal security troops for achievements in combat training and political education,
maintenance of a high degree of combat readiness, and mastery of new combat equipment; for
high efficiency in execution of duties; for fulfilment of special assignments, for valor and
selflessness in the performance of military duty and other services to the Motherland during
service in the armed forces.

36  Residence permit
The Soviet authorities restricted freedom of travel within the USSR through the residence permit
and kept everybody's whereabouts under control. Every individual in the USSR needed residential
registration; this was a stamp in the passport giving the permanent address of the individual. It
was impossible to find a job, or even to travel within the country, without such a stamp. In order to
register at somebody else's apartment one had to be a close relative and if each resident of the
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apartment had at least 8 square meters to themselves.

37  Communal apartment
The Soviet power wanted to improve housing conditions by requisitioning 'excess' living space of
wealthy families after the Revolution of 1917. Apartments were shared by several families with
each family occupying one room and sharing the kitchen, toilet and bathroom with other tenants.
Because of the chronic shortage of dwelling space in towns communal or shared apartments
continued to exist for decades. Despite state programs for the construction of more houses and the
liquidation of communal apartments, which began in the 1960s, shared apartments still exist
today.

38  Doctors' Plot
The Doctors' Plot was an alleged conspiracy of a group of Moscow doctors to murder leading
government and party officials. In January 1953, the Soviet press reported that nine doctors, six of
whom were Jewish, had been arrested and confessed their guilt. As Stalin died in March 1953, the
trial never took place. The official paper of the Party, the Pravda, later announced that the charges
against the doctors were false and their confessions obtained by torture. This case was one of the
worst anti-Semitic incidents during Stalin's reign. In his secret speech at the Twentieth Party
Congress in 1956 Khrushchev stated that Stalin wanted to use the Plot to purge the top Soviet.

39  Soviet/Russian doctorate degrees
Graduate school in the Soviet Union (aspirantura, or ordinatura for medical students), which usually
took about 3 years and resulted in a dissertation. Students who passed were awarded a 'kandidat
nauk' (lit. candidate of sciences) degree. If a person wanted to proceed with his or her research,
the next step would be to apply for a doctorate degree (doktarontura). To be awarded a doctorate
degree, the person had to be involved in the academia, publish consistently, and write an original
dissertation. In the end he/she would be awarded a 'doctor nauk' (lit. doctor of sciences) degree.

40  Perestroika (Russian for restructuring)
Soviet economic and social policy of the late 1980s, associated with the name of Soviet politician
Mikhail Gorbachev. The term designated the attempts to transform the stagnant, inefficient
command economy of the Soviet Union into a decentralized, market-oriented economy. Industrial
managers and local government and party officials were granted greater autonomy, and open
elections were introduced in an attempt to democratize the Communist Party organization. By
1991, perestroika was declining and was soon eclipsed by the dissolution of the USSR.

41  Chechen War
After the communist Soviet Union disintegrated in 1991 Armenia, Azerbaijan and Georgia declared
their independence. The autonomous territories immediately north of these new nations remained
part of the new Russian State, though their populations largely were not Russian. Several of these
ethnic groups began agitating for more autonomy from Moscow or for outright independence. The
conflict in Russia's South Caucasus region (Chechnya, Dagestan, Ossetia, Ingushetia) began
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quickly. After the first Chechen War (1994-96) Chechens claimed victory and independence, and
the Russian government claimed victory and the retention of Chechnya as a part of Russia. Clashes
along the border continued as several Chechen rebel leaders and groups continued to harass the
Russians in nearby areas. One such area is Dagestan, another, largely Muslim, region of southern
Russia. During the Dagestan Campaign, Russia suffered several terrorist attacks in cities
throughout the nation. Using this as an excuse to continue the Dagestan Campaign into Chechnya
proved quite popular with Russian voters. After Yeltsin's retirement, Acting President Vladimir Putin
won the March 2000 election largely on the strength of his continuing war against the Chechens
and Islamic 'terrorists.'

42  Moscow Council of the Jewish War Veterans
founded in 1988 by the Moscow municipal Jewish community. The main purpose of the organization
is mutual assistance as well as unification of front-line Jews, collection and publishing of
recollections about the war, and arranging meetings with the public and youth.
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