Letter from Oleksandr Vdovychenko to Volodymyr Maniak, 26 June 1989.

Regarding events in Prylymanske (earlier Tatarka), Ovidiopol raion, Odesa oblast
****
Famine
The village of Tatarka, Odesa’s Prymiske raion (renamed Prylymanske of the Ovdiopil district after the war).
 In 1932, I was 8 years old. I recall separate moments of the famine.

Early spring. Mother took out a new coat, shook it out a few times (to get rid of the smell), and took it to the bazaar in Odesa.

So many things had been sold, but still there was not enough to eat. [Mother] would sell [something], bring some food, and we would eat it all immediately. And again I felt the need to eat so much that I had pains in my stomach.

It seems that the same day when Mother took her coat to the Pryvoz Market [in Odessa], my brother and I found some ground foxtail millet (something akin to flour), and ate our fill. Nothing happened to my brother, but Mother had to give me an enema the next day.
In exchange for her coat, Mother brought home the pressings of feed for animals (so that it would last longer) and two pounds of cornmeal. The pressings were tasty, but I found it difficult to bite through. So Mother would break off a piece for me, and I would take it into my mouth and suck it.
It seems to me that if today if there were some of those pressings at a store, I would by some and eat my fill...

When there was nothing left to sell, Mother went to relatives to ask for help. Sometimes, they would give her some. Once, they gave us potato peelings. My mother cooked them, but none of us were able to eat it. It was somehow repulsive...

At that time, starving, exhausted horses that had been handed over to the SOZ [or TSOZ, Association for the Joint Cultivation of Land] by farmers, but which nobody had been able to feed, would walk through the village. (Why was there neither hay, nor straw? If grain was taken from the peasantry for the workers, then they would do so with hay. So why was there no hay?)
Our sod hut stood next to the school and the church. One time my brother and I saw that along the road leading to the church a horse had fallen into the ditch and died. Hungry dogs had immediately fallen upon it. We ran home and told Mom. She took an axe and a bowl and we all went to the horse. [By the time we got there] our neighbours had almost finished butchering it. The dogs had torn out its intestines and were fighting over them horribly. Mom chopped off a large piece of meat and we went home. After putting the meat through a grinder, Mom made something akin to cutlets out of it and seared them on a skillet (because we had no fats to fry them with). The cutlets stuck to the pan and their smell was very appetizing.
My brother and I ate them with satisfaction, but Mom tore some of them from us and took them outside. I would have liked to eat more of those cutlets, but Mom threw everything to the dogs...

My brother killed a sparrow with a slingshot, and we cooked it...

When work began in the fields, we were taken to a kindergarten. I remember a long table with two benches alongside. We were given sweet oats. Oh, how tasty it was! They gave us so little it barely covered the bottom of a plate. We did not just eat these oats, we licked them down lovingly. It seemed to us that this filled us up more. The teacher just watched us sadly and did not forbid us from licking our plates.
There, at that kindergarten, I first saw swollen children. They had a kind of bluish, swollen body: if you pressed it with a finger it left a dimple.

After eating our oats, my brother and I would go to the kitchen window, out of which bones would sometimes be thrown to the dogs (but I can’t remember a single time that we were given meat). If we managed to catch a bone before the dogs did (and there were many), then we would gnaw and suck at it for a long time (a very long time), and only then would we give it over to the dogs.
If there were no bones, then we’d lie in the goosefoot, tear their leaves, put them in a box and eat them as if they were gingerbread. But the fact that we would call goosefoot gingerbread did not make it taste any better, and I never managed to eat even a single box full...

Mom said that if we lived to see the sorrel come up, we’d survive. And so it turned out. When the sorrel sprouted, it was mixed in with horse sorrel and one could eat one’s fill of green borshch, although without potatoes, but still as much as we wanted.
I also want to express my thoughts concerning the memoirs about the famine published in LU [Literaturna Ukraina].
That there might even been instances of cannibalism during the famine, I will not contradict. But, in reading these memoirs about the eating of humans in LU, I got the impression that Ukrainians are a nation of cannibals. In Leningrad during the war, there was a famine no less intense, and cannibalism could not be avoided there either, but this is not overemphasized.

In our village, people swelled up from hunger, but nobody ate anyone else. Please take this into account and show the famine objectively. Individual facts should not be raised to the rank of the typical.
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