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Eyewitness Testimony of Leontii Mykytovych Cherepukha

(b. 1909; resides in the town of Letychiv, Khmelnytsky oblast; war veteran)

[Originally published in Holod 33: Narodna knyha-memorial (Famine 33: National Memorial Book), comp. Lidiia Kovalenko and Volodymyr Maniak, Kyiv: Radianskyi pysmennyk, 1991, p. 73].
From the fall of 1931 to the fall of 1933 I served in the Red Army in the town of Haisyn, in Vinnytsia oblast. I completed junior officers’ school and obtained the rank of Senior Sergeant; I was the commander of a unit. I served in the 9th Crimean Cavalry Division.


We, Red Army soldiers, were well fed in the army, and we only heard talk about the famine. But in the spring of 1933 I was summoned by the commissar of the artillery battery (I was already a candidate for party membership) who ordered me to go get a dry ration. I was supposed to travel to Odesa oblast to requisition grain from the kulaks. I got my dry ration (hard biscuits, sugar, tins of food), weapons—a carbine with cartridges—and together with another Red Army soldier I went to Odesa. Both of us were sent to the village of Yasynuvata. In the village the collective farm leadership had formed a commission to requisition grain. We, two soldiers with carbines, and four or five village activists, went around to the farms with a probing rod. We would stick it deep into the ground and look at the extractor at the end of the rod to see if there was any grain there. We would dig up the located grain and take it to the collective farm. But we found it very rarely because this was not the first requisition. The farms were very poor, not at all kulak farms. If we were lucky, we took away the only grain that people had left, even though it was considered “surplus.” This lasted for two weeks. Then we traveled several times to the raion, from where the seeds were transported by wagons to the collective farm. We guarded these wagons with our carbines.

Often we saw corpses being transported throughout the village, sometimes entire families at a time—five or six people. We saw a dead horse being buried at a cattle burial ground. All at once hungry people dug it up, chopped it up, and carried [the flesh] to their homes.


After twenty days we returned to our unit. Then we were sent to a village to help with the sowing on a Soviet state farm near Haisyn, where there were not enough laborers. We brought a mobile kitchen with us. The gate of the Soviet state farm was barricaded, and whenever we ate lunch there was always a hungry mob of people standing behind the gate. The kitchen prepared soup and meat with noodles for us. The food could be smelled far away. Somehow a man roughly 30 or 40 years old got through the barrier and asked us for some food. We got a bowl from the cook and poured some of our soup and salo (fatback—Trans.) and gave it to the man. After lunch we saw him lying dead next to a haystack.
Translated from the Ukrainian by Marta D. Olynyk
