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Eyewitness Testimony of Ivan Lukianovych Marchenko
(Spent his childhood in the former village of Yahidne in Huliai-Pole raion, Zaporizhia oblast)

[Originally published in Holod 33: Narodna knyha-memorial (Famine 33: National Memorial Book), comp. Lidiia Kovalenko and Volodymyr Maniak. Kyiv: Radianskyi pysmennyk, 1991, p. 177].

There were nine children in our family: three older ones and six children between the ages of six and under. In the fall of 1933 my father said that we would not survive the winter; we had to save ourselves. He took three of us children who were older than ten, and we went begging with sacks from village to village, so as not to deprive Mama and the smaller children of food. But maybe we shouldn’t have left. We encountered one village more destitute than the other. We were given almost nothing. We saw many empty, ruined houses. There were no buses and roads at that time; a radio was a rarity, and we didn’t know anything about what was happening in the country and when our sufferings would end. Father led us in such a way as not to encounter any passers-by on the roads because they could rob us (a handful of bran or half a beet was considered loot) strip us, and exchange our rags for food. People were in despair; they were no longer humans. Sometimes parents killed their small children and, hiding themselves, ate them and then secretly buried their bones. In one village we met an insane woman, who was dashing from one house to the other, shoving people and yelling a name over and over: “Vania! Vania! Vania!” She had chopped up her two-year-old boy with an axe and cooked him in order to feed her other children, and she had gone mad. I remember another incident that is engraved in my memory: somewhere close to Melitopil a mountain of corpses was being transported on a wagon to the cemetery—a whole family. The husband and wife had suffocated themselves and all their children with smoke: they heated the house and closed the stove vent. I was constantly close to fainting. I remember this journey of ours, during which we lost a brother (he died from a high fever) as total darkness. We’re walking and walking, barely dragging our feet from window to window: “For the love of Christ, give us something.” But there was nothing to give.
Translated from the Ukrainian by Marta D. Olynyk
