Letter from Yavhida Balatska on behalf of Oleksandra Hryshchenko to Volodymyr Maniak, ca 17 December 1988.

Regarding events in Onyshky, Orzhytsia raion, Poltava oblast

Oleksandra Hryshchenko (née Moroz), originally from the village of Velyka Rybytsia, Krasnopillia raion, Sumy oblast, provides details of her family’s experience in 1933 in an account sent in and rewritten in a clearer cursive script by Yadviha Balatska from the raion centre of Kozova in Ternopil oblast.
****

Esteemed Volodymyr Antonovych!
I send you the memoirs of Moroz, Oleksandra Fedorivna, of the tragedy of 1933, written in her own hand (the pages are not entirely tidy, but they are a document), and my annotations to them. 

Respectfully,
Balatska, Yadviha Mykolaivna
283120 Ternopil oblast,
Kozova

Chaikovskyi St., Apartment 3

25 June 1989
My grandchildren ask me, “Was there a famine?” There was a famine, a terrible famine in 1933. I was 10 years old. We lived in the Sumy region, in the village of V.—Rybytsja. We had bread, although we had a large family, six children and our parents. But our grain was taken away – to the last seed. And there was buckwheat kasha cooked in the oven, and this kasha was also taken. After that, we ate various things to survive — we would grind corn cobs in the mortar, then mix it with linden leaves and horse sorrel.
All of our neighbours died – they were all adults. We children walked 60 km beyond the Sudzha River [a tributary of the Psjol River, formerly in the Kharkiv Gubernia, then forming a natural border between the Sumy Oblast of the Ukrainian SSR and the Kursk Oblast of the RSFSR] into Russia. Mother would trade all manner of our clothing while we went begging, “Give us a small piece of bread, for Christ’s sake.” Some would give it to us, some would chase us away, but we did get some bread to eat, only that our youngest [siblings] died – Virochka [Vira] and Mytia [Dmytro].
A very large number of people died of hunger, and then carts would come to gather the dead, buried them in the cemetery in a mass pit – such was their funeral. There were also people such as the man who was taken to prison. He ate his own little son, and killed Petrus [little Peter], a neighbour’s son, and threw him into an oven to bake him. People searched for Petrus. It was said that this man had led him away. They went to his place, found Petrus’s clothing lying there, but no child. They began to search for the boy, but he was in the oven, baking. Then this man was taken away, put in jail. People said that he’d gone out of his mind.
If we had not gone to the city, I do not know if any of us would have been left alive. In the city, some rations of bread were given to workers, so Dad was issued 500 grams of bread for the entire family. We gathered rotten potatoes in the fields, bought potato peelings at the bazaar, and so the rest of us, so to speak, lived through this.

I cannot write more, and one should not disturb one’s wounds with recollections.

Moroz, née Hryshchenko, Oleksandra Fedorivna

283120 Ternopil oblast

Kozova

15 March 1989
