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Preface to the English 
Trans lation 

To those readers who have found the moral strength to over
come the darkness and suffering of the first two volumes, the third 
volume will disclose a space of freedom and struggle. The secret 
of this struggle is kept by the Soviet regime even more zealously 
than that of the torments and annihilation it inflicted upon mil
lions of its victims. More than anything else, the Communist . 
regime fears the revelation of the fight which is conducted against 
it with a spiritual force unheard of and unknown to many coun
tries in many periods of their history. The fighters' spiritual 
strength rises to the greatest height and to a supreme degree of 
tension when their situation is most helpless and the state system 
most ruthlessly destructive. 

The Communist regime has not been overthrown in sixty years, 
not because there has not been any struggle against it from inside, 
not because people docilely surrendered to it, but because it is 
inhumanly strong, in a way as yet unimaginable to the Wesl. 

In the world of concentration camps, corrupt as everything 
within the Soviet system, the struggle began (alas, it could not 
begin otherwise) by terrorist actions. Terrorism is a condemnable 
tool, but in this case it was generated by forty years of unprece
dented Soviet state terrorism, and this is a striking instance of evil 
generating evil. It shows that when evil assumes inhuman dimen
sions, it ends up by forcing people to use evil ways even to escape 
it. However, the concentration camp terrorism of the fifties, out 
of which heroic uprisings were born later on, was essentially differ
ent from the "left-wing" revolutionary terrorism which is shaking 
the Western world in our days, in that young Western terrorists, 

xi 
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saturated with boundless freedom, play with innocent people's 
lives and kill innocent people for the sake of their unclear purposes 
or in order to gain material advantages. Soviet camp terrorists in 
the fifties killed proved traitors and informers in defense of their . 
right to breathe. 

However, there is no kind of terrorism that can be considered 
a pride of the twentieth century. On the contrary, terrorism has 
made it into one of the most shameful centuries of human history. 
And there is no guarantee that the darkest abyss of terrorism 
already lies behind us. 
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PART V 

Katorga 

• 
''We shall turn the Siberia of katorga. Siberia in shackles. 

into a Soviet, socialist Siberia." 

STALIN 



THE DESTRUCTIVE·LABOR CAMPS 





Labor Railroads 
camps ~ built by convicts nmm Canals 

o 300 800 900km 
t t t t 





0""'0 



Chapter 1 

• 
TheDoomed 

Revolution is often rash in its generosity. It is in such a hurry 
to disown so much. Take the word katorga, • for instance. Now, 
katorga is a good word, a word with some weight in it, nothing 
like the runtish abortion DOPR or the pipsqueak ITL.· Katorga 
descends from the judicial bench ,,!ike the blade of a guillotine, 
stops short of beheading the prisoner but breaks his spine, shatters 
all hope there and 'then in the courtroom. The word katorzhane 
holds such terror that other prisoners think to themselves: "These 
must be the realcutthroatsl .. (It is a cowardly but comfortable 
human failing to see yourself as not the worst of men, nor in the 
worst position. Katorzhane wear numbers! They are obviously 
beyond redemption! Nobody would pin a number on you or me! 
... They will, though-you'll seel) 

. Stalin was very fond of old words; he never forgot that they can 
cement a state together for centuries. It was not to meet some 
proletarian need that he grafted on again words too hastily lopped 
off: "officer," "general," "director," .. supreme ... • And twenty-six 
years after the February Revolution had abolished· "katorga, .. 
Stalin reintroduced it. This was in April, 1943, when he began to 
feel that he was no longer sliding downhill. For the home front 
the first fruits of the people's victory at Stalingrad were the decree 
on the militarization of the railroads (providing for trial of women 
and little boys by court-martial) and, on the following day (April 
17), the decree introducing the katorga and the gallows. (The 
gallows is another fine old institution, mueh superior to a short 

OSee Notes, paae 530. 
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8 I THE GULAG ARCHIPELAGO 

sharp pistol shot: it makes death a leisurely process, which can be 
exhibited in detail to a large crowd of people.) Each sub~equent 
victory drove fresh contingents of the doomed into katorga or to 
the gallows-first from the Kuban and the Don, then from the 
left-bank Ukraine and the Kursk, Orel, and Smolensk regions. On 
the heels of the army came the tribunals, publicly hanging some 
people on the spot, dispatching others to the newly created 
katorga forced-labor camps. 

The first of them, of course, was Mine No. 17 at Vorkuta (those 
at Norilsk and Dzhezkazgan ·came soon after). Little attempt was 
made to conceal their purpose: the katorzhane were to be done to 
death. These were, undisguisedly, mUrder camps: but in the Gulag 
tradition murder was protracted, so that the doomed would suffer 
longer and put a little work in before they die'd. 

They were housed in "tents," seven meters by twenty, of the 
kind common in the north. Surrounded with boards and sprinkled 
with sawdust, the tent became a sort oftlim$y hut. It was meant' 
to hold eighty people, if they were on bunk beds, or one hundred 
on sleeping platforms. But katorzhane were put into them two 
hundred at a time. 

Yet there was no reduction of average living space-just a 
rational utilization of accommodation. The katorzhane were put 
on a twelve-hour working day with two shifts, and no rest days, 
so that there were always one hundred at work and one hundred 
in the hut. 

At work they were cordoned off by guards with dogs, beaten 
whenever anybody felt like it, urged on to greater efforts by 
Tommy guns. On their way back to the living area their ranks 
might be raked with Tommy-gun fire for no good reason, and the 
soldiers would not have to answer for the casualties. Even at a 
distance a column of exhausted katorzhane was easily identified 
-no ordinary prisoners dragged themselves so hopelessly, so 
painfully along. 

Their twelve working hours were measured out in full to the last 
tedious minute. 

ThosequarryiDg stone for roadmaking in the polar blizzards of 
Norilsk were allowed ten minutes for a warm-up once in the 
course of a twelve-hour shift. And then their twelve-hour rest was 
wasted in the silliest way imaginable. Part of these twelve hours 
went into moving them from one camp area to another, parading 
them, searching them. Once in the living area, they were inunedi-
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ately taken into a "tent" which was never ventilated-a window
less hut-and locked in. In .winter a foul sour stench hung so 
heavy in the damp air that no one unused to it could endure it for 
two minutes. The living area was even less accessible to the kator
zhane than the camp work area. They were never allowed to go 
to the latrine, nor to the mess hut, nor to the Medical Section. All 
their needs were served by the latrine bucket and the f~ng 
hatch. Such was Stalin's katorga as it took shape in 1943-1944: 
a combination of all that was worst in the camps with all that was 
worst in the prisons. I 

Their twelve hours of rest also included inspections, morn
ing and evening-no mere counting of heads, as with ordinary 
zeks,· but a full and formal roll call at which each of a hun
dred katorzhane twice in every twenty-four hours had to reel 
off smartly his number, his abhorrent surname, forename, and 
patronymic, where and in what year he was born, under which 
article of the Criminal Code he was convicted and by whom, 
the length of his sentence and when it would expire: while the 
other ninety-nine, twice daily, listened to all this and suffered 
torments. Then again, food was distributed twice in the .course 
of these twelve hours: mess tins- were passed through the feed
ing hatch, and through the feeding hatch they were collected 
again. No katorzhanin was permitted to work in the kitchens, 

.-. nor to take around the food pails. All the serving was done by 
the thieves-and the more brazenly, the more ruthlessly they 
cheated the accursed katorzhane. the better they lived them
selves and the more the camp bosses liked it; as always when 
the 58's (politica1s) were footing the bill, the interests of the 
NKVD and of the thieves coincided. 

According to the camp records, which were not meant to pre-
. serve for history the fact that political prisoners were also starved 
to death, they were entitled to supplementary "miner's rations" 
and "bonus dishes," which were miserable enough even before 
three l~ts of thieves got at them. This was another lengthy proce
dure conducted through the feeding hatch-names were called 

1. We have Chekhov's word for it that the Tsarist iuztorga was much less inventive. The 
iuztonluI1le in the jail at Aleksandrovskaya (Sakhalin) could not only go out into the yard 
or to the latrine at aU hours of the day and nisht (latrlne buckets were not in use there 
at aU). but at any time during the day could go into the town! Stalin, then, was the Ibat 
to understand the word iuzto"" in its origina1 senso-a galley in which the rowers III'I! 
shackled to their ann. 
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out one by one, and dishes exchanged for coupons. And when at 
last you were about to collapse onto the sleeping platform and fall 
asleep, the hatch would drop again, once again names were called, 
and they would start reissuing the ~e coupons for use the next 
day. (Ordinary zeks had none of this bother with coupons-the 
foreman took charge of them and handed them in to the kitchen.) 

So that out of twelve leisure hours in the cell, barely four 
remained for undisturbed sleep. 

Then again, katorzhane were (If course paid no money, nor had 
they any right to receive parcels or letters (the memory of their 
former freedom must fade in their muddled, dully aching heads, 
till there was nothing left in the inscrutable polar night but work 
and barracks). 

The katorzhane responded nicely to this treatment and quickly 
died. 

The first alphabet at Vorkuta-twenty-eight letters, • with num
bers from 1 to 1000 attached to each of them-the first 28,000 
prisoners in Vorkuta all passed under the earth within a year. 

We can only be surprised that it was not in a single month.' 
A train was sent to Cobalt Mine No. 25 at Norilsk to pick up 

ore, and some katorzhane lay down in front of the locomotive to 
end it all quickly. A couple of dozen prisoners fled into the tundra 
in desperation. They were located by planes, shot, and their bodies 
stacked where the men lined up for work assignment would see 
them. 

At No.2 Mine, Vorkuta, there was a Women's Camp Division. 
The women wore numbers on their backs and on their head 
scarves. They were employed on all underground jobs, and-yes 
-they even overfulfilled the plan! . . .3 

But I can already hear angry cries from my compatriots and 
contemporaries. Stop! Who are these people of whom you dare to 
speak? Yest They were there to be destroyed-and rightly so! 
Why, these were traitors, Polizei,· burgomasters! They got what 
they asked for! Surely you are not sorry for them? (If you are, of 

2. When Chekhov was there, the whole convict population of Sakhalin was-how many 
would you think?-S,90S. Six letters of the alphabet would have been enough for all of 
them. Ekibastuz as we knew it was roughly as big, and Spassk very much bigger. The name 
Sakhalin strikes terror, yet it was really just one Camp Divisionl In Steplag alone there were 
twelve complexes as big as that of Sakha\in, and there were ten camps like Step1ag. You 
can calculate how many Sakhalins we had. 

3. On Sakhalin there was no hard labor for women (Chekhov). 
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course, further criticism is outside the competence of literature, 
and must be left to the Organs.·) And the women there were 
G~rman bedstraw, I hear women ~ voices crying. (Am I exaggerat
ing? It was our women who called other women "German bed
straw," wasn't it?) 

I could most easily answer in what is now the conventional 
fashion-by denouncing the cult. I could talk about a few untypi
~ cases of people sent to katorga. (The three Komsomol girl 
volunteers, for instance, who went up in a fighter bomber but were 
afraid to drop their bombs on the target, jettisoned them in open 
cOuntry, returned to base safely and reported that they had carried 
out their mission. Later on, her Komsomol conscience began 
troubling one of them, and she told the Komsomol organizer of 
her air squadron, also ~ girl, who of course went straight to the 
S~ial Section. The three girls collected twenty years of katorga 
each.) I could cry shame: to think that honest Soviet people like 
these were punished like criminals at the despot Stalin's whiml 
And I could wax indignant not so much at Stalin's high-handed
ness as about the fateful errors in the treatment ofKomsomols and 
cbmmunists, now happily corrected. 

• It would, however, be improper not to examine the question in 
depth. 

First, a few words about our women, who, as everybody knows, 
at,'e now emancipated Not from working twice as hard, it's true, 
but from religious marriage, from the yoke of social contempt, and 
from cruel mothers-in-law. Just think, thouglr-have we not 
wished upon them something worse than Kahanikha· if women 
who behave as though their bodies and their personal feelings are 

\ indeed their own are to be condemned as criminals and traitors? 
Did not the whole of world literature (before Stalin) rapturously 
proclaim that love could not be contained by national boundaries? 
By the will of generals and diplomats? But once again we have 
a~opted Stalin's yardstick: except as decreed by the Supreme S0-
viet, thou shalt not matel Your body is, first and foremost, the 
property of the Fatherland. 

Before we go any further, how old were these women when they 
closed with the enemy in bed instead of in battle? Certainly under 
thirty, and often no more than twenty-five. Which means that 
from their first childhood impression onward they had been edu
cated after the October Revolution, been brought up in Soviet 
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schools and on Soviet ideologyl So that our anger was for the work 
of our own hands? Some of these girls bad taken to heart what we 
bad tirelessly dinned into them for fifteen years on end-that there 
is no such thing as one's own country, that the Fatherland is a 
reactionary fiction. Others bad grown a little bored with our 
puritanical Lenten fare of meetings, conferences, and demonstra
tions, of films without kisses and dancing at arm's length. Yet 
others were won by politeness, by gallantry, by male attention to 
the niceties of dress and appearance and to the ritual of courtship, 
in which no one bad trained the young men of our Five-Year Plan 
epoch, or the officers of Frunze's army. Others again were simply 
hungry-yes, hungry in the most primitive.sense: they bad noth
ing to put in their bellies. And perhaps there was a fifth group, 
who saw no other way of saving themselves and their relatives, of 
avoiding separation from their families. 

In the town of Starodub, in Bryansk Province, where I arrived 
hot on the heels of the retreating enemy, I was told that a Hun
garian garrison bad been stationed there for a long time, to protect 
the town from partisan raids. Orders came transferring them else
where, and dozens of local women, abandoning aU shame, went 
to the station and wept as they said goodbye to the occupying 
troops-wept more loudly, added a sarcastic shoemaker, than 
"when they bad seen their own husbands off to the war." 

The military tribunal reached Starodub some days later. It 
would hardly fail to act on information received. It doubtless sent 
some of the weeping women ofStarodub to Mine No.2 at Vor-
kuta. . 

But who is really to blame for aU this? Who? I ask you. Those 
women? Or-fellow countrymen, contemporaries-we ourselves, 
aU of us? What was it in us that made the occupying troops much 
more attractive to our women? Was this not one of the innumera
ble penalties which we are continually paying, and will be paying 
for a long time yet, for the path we so hastily chose and have so 
stumblingly followed, with never. a look back at our losses, never 
a cautious look ahead? 

Perhaps aU these women and girls deserved moral censure 
(though they, too, should have been given a hearing), perhaps they 
deserved searing ridicule--but to be sent to katorga'l to the polar 
death house? 

"Well, it was Stalin who sent them there! And BeriaI" 
I'm sorry, but it wasn't! Those who sent them there, kept them 
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therb, did them to death, now sit with other pensioners on social 
service councils, looking out for any lowering of moral standards. 
And the rest of us? We hear the words "German bedstraw" and 
nodi in agreement. The fact that to this day we consider all these 
wOr\ten guilty is much more dangerous for us than that they were 
once inside. 

"All right, then, but the men at least were in for good reasons? 
They were traitors to their country, and to their clasS." 

Here, too, we could prevaricate. We might. recall (it would be 
quite true) that the worst criminals did not of course sit still and 
wai~ for our trlbuitals and·the gallows. They made for the West 
as fast as they could, and many of them got away. While our 
pu~itive organs reached their target figures by including people 
innocent as lambs (denunciations by neighbors were a great help 
here). So-and-so had Germans billeted in his apartment-what 
made them take a liking to him? Somebody else carried hay for 
the I Germans on his sledge-a straightforward case of collabora
tio~ with the enemy.' 

We could then play the thing down, put all the blame on the 
Stalin cult again: there. were excesses, now they have been cor
rec~. All quite normal. 

But since we have begun, let us go on. 
)Vitat about the schoolteachers? Those whom our army in its 

patucky recoil abandoned with their schools, and pupils, for a 
yeJr. For two years, or even for three. The quartermasters had 
~ stupid, the generals no good-so what must the teachers do 
noM Teach their children or not teach them? And what were the 
ki4s to do-not kids of fifteen, who could earn a wage, or join the 
pahisans, but the little kids? Learn their lessons, or live like sheep 
fo~ two or three years to atone for the Supreme Commander's 
mi~takes? IT daddy doesn't give you a cap you let your ears freeze 
-is that it? 

..-or some reason no such question ever arose either in Denmark 
or in Norway or in Belgium or in France. In those countries it was 
no~ felt that a people placed under German rule by its own foolish 
gorernment or by force of overwhelming circumstances must 
th~eupon stop living altogether. In those countries schools went 
o~ working, as did railways and local government . 

•. To be fair, we should not forget that from 1946 snch people were sometimes regnuIed 
ancf their twenty years of /cQ/o'1lQ commuted to ten years of corrective labor. 
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Somebody's brains (theirs, pf course!) are 180 degrees out of 
true. Because in our country teachers received anonymous letters 
from the partisans: "Don't dare teachl You will be made to pay 
for it!" Working on the railways also became co11aborationwith 
the enemy. As for participation in local administration-that Was 
treason, unprecedented in its enormity. 

Everybody knows that a child who once drops out of school 
may never return to it. Just because the greatest strategic genius 
of aU times and aU nations had made a blooper, was the grass to 
wither till he righted it or could it keep gr:owing? Should children 
be taught in the meantime, or shouldn't they? 

Of course, a price would have to be paid. Pictures of the big 
mustache would have to be taken out of school, and_ pictures of 
the little mustache perhaps brought in. The children would gather 
round the tree at Christmas instead of New Year's, and at this 
ceremony (as also on some imperial anniversary substituted for 
that of the October Revolution) the headmaster would have to 
deliver a speech in praise of the splendid new life, however bad 
things really were. But similar speeches had been made in the past 
-and life had been just as bad then. 

Or rather, you had to be more of a hypocrite before, had to tell 
the children many more Ii~use the lies had had time to 
mature, and to permeate the syllabus in versions painstakingly 
elaborated by experts on teaching technique and by school inspec
tors. In every lesson, whether it was pertinent or not, whether you 
were studying the anatomy of worms or the use of conjunctions 
in complex sentences, you were required to take a kick at God 
(even if you yourself believed in Him); you could not omit singing 
the praises of our boundless freedom (even if you had lain awake 
expecting a knock in the night); whether you were reading Tur
genev to the class or tracing the course of the Dnieper with your 
ruler, you had to anathematize the poverty-stricken past and 
hymn our present plenty (though long before the war you and the 
children had watched whole villages dying of bunger, and in the 
towns a child's ration had been 300 grams). 

None of this was considered a sin against the truth, against the 
soul of the child, or against the Holy Ghost .. 

Whereas now, under the temporary and still unsettled occupa
tion regime, far fewer lies had to be told~ut they stood the old 
ones on their heads, that was the troublelSo it was that the voice 
of the Fatherland, and the pencil of the underground Party Com-
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mittee, forbade you to teach children their native language, geog
raphy, arithmetic, and science. Twenty years of katorga for work 
of that sortl 

Fellow countrymen, nod your heads in agreementl There they 
go,' guards with dogs alongside, marching to the barracks with 
their night pails. Stone them-they taught your children. 

But my fellow countrymen (particularly former members of 
specially privileged government departments, retired on pension 
at forty-five) advance on me with raised fists: Who is it that I am 
de(ending? Those who served the Germans as burgo~ters? As 
~ge headmen? As Polizei? As interpreters? All kinds of filth 
and scum? 

Well, let us go a little deeper. We have done far too much 
dalnage by looking at people as entries in a table. Whether we like 
it or not, the future will force us to refleet on the reasons for their 
be~vior. . 

When they started playing and singing "Let Noble Rage"
what spine did not tingle? Our natural patriotism, long banned, 
howled down, under fire, anathematized, was suddenly permitted, 
en~uraged, praised as sacred-what Russian heart did not leap 
uPr swell with grateful longing for unity. How could we, with our 
natural magnanimity, help forgiving in spite of everything the 
native butchers as the foreign butchers drew near? Later, the need 
todrQwn half-conscious misgivings about our impulsive generos
ity made us all the more unanimous and violent in cursing the 
mutors-people plainly worse than ourselves, people incapable of 
ti I • orgtveness. 

~ussia has stood for eleven centuries, known many foes, waged 
many wars. But-have there been many traitors in Russia? Did 
traitors ever leave the country in crowds? I think not. I do not 
think that even their foes ever accused the Russians of being 
mrltors, turncoats, renegades, though they lived under-·a regime 
inimical to ordinary working people. 

iThen came the most righteous war in our history, to a country 
with a supremely just social order-and tens and hundreds of 
thousands of our people stood revealed as traitors. 

Where did they all come from? And why? 
:Perhaps the unextinguished embers of the Civil War had flared 

up again? Perhaps these were Whites who had not escaped exter
mlnation? Nol I have mentioned before that many White emigres 
(including the thrice-accursed Denikin) took sides with the Soviet 
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Union and against Hitler. They had freedom of choi<»-and that 
is what they chose.' 

These tens and hundreds of thousands-Polizei and execution
ers. headmen and interpreters-were all ordinary SOviet citizens. 
And there were many young people among them, who had grown 
up since tlte Revolution. 

What made them do it? ... What sort of people were they? 
For the most part, people who had fallen, themselves and their 

families, under the caterpillar tracks of the twenties and thirties. 
People who had lost parents, relatives, loved ones in the turbid 
streams of our sewage system. Or who themselves had time and 
again sunk and struggled to the surface in camps and places of 
banishment. People who knew well enough what it was to stand 
with feet numb and frostbitten in the queue at the parcels window. 
People who in those cruel decades had found themselves severed, 
brutally cut off from the most precious thing on earth, the land 
itself-though it had been proInised to them. incidentally, by the 
great Decree of 1917, and though they had been called upon to 
shed their blood for it in the Civil War. (Quite another matter are 
the country residences bought and bequeathed by Soviet officers, 
the fenced-in manorial domains outside Moscow: that's ours, so 
it's all right.) Then some people had been seized for snipping ears 
of wheat or rye. And some deprived of the right to live where they 
wished. Or the right to follow a long-practiced and well-loved 
trade (no one now remembers how fanatically we persecuted 
craftsmen). 

All such people are spoken of nowadays (especially by profes
sional agitators and the proletarian vigilantes of Oktyabr*) with 
a contemptuous compression of the lips: "people with a grudge 
against the SOviet state," "formerly repressed persons," "sons of 
the former kulak c1ass," "people secretly harboring black resent
ment of the SOviet power." 

One says it-and another nods his head. As though it explained 
anything. As though the people's state had the right to offend its 
citizens. As though this were the essential defect, the root of the 
evil: "people with a grudge," "secretly resentful" ... 

And no one cries out: How can youl Damn your insolence! Do 

S. They bad not sipped with us the bitter cup of the thirties, and from a distance, from 
Europe, it was easy for them to be entlua1led by the great patriotic feat of the Russian 
people, and overlook the twelve yean of intemal seoocide. 
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you. or do you not hold that being determines consciousness? Or 
only when it suits you? And when it doesn't suit you does it cease 
to ~ true? 

Then again, some of us are very good at saying-anda shadow 
flits over our faces-"WeII, yes, certain errors were committed," 
Always the same disingenuously innocent, impersonal form: 
"were committed"-only nobody knows by whom, You might 
alm()St think that it was by ordinary workers, by men who shift 
hea~ loads, by collective farmers. Nobody has the courage to say: 
"The Party committed theml Our irremovable and irresponsible 
leaders committed theml" Yet by whom, except those who had 
power, could such errors-be "committed''? Lump all the blame on 
Stalin? Have you no sense of humor? HStalin committed all these 
errors-where were you at the time, you ruling millions? 

Ip any case, even these mistakes have faded in our eyes to a dim, 
shapeless blur, and they are no longer regarded as the result of 
stupidity, fanaticism, and malice; they are all subsumed in the only 
mistake acknowledged-that Communists jailed Communists. IT 
IS to 17 million peasants were ruined, sent off for destruction, 
scattered about the country without the right to remember their 
parents or mention them by name-that was apparently no mis
takr And all the tributary streams of the sewage system surveyed 
at the beginning of this book were also, it seems, no mistake. That 
they were utterly unprepared for war with Hitler, emptily vain
glonous, that they retreated shamefully, changing their slogans as 
they ran, that only Ivan fighting for Holy Russia halted the Ger
mans on the Volga--all this turns out to be not a silly blunder, 
but possibly Stalin's greatest achievement. 

In the space of two months we abandoned very nearly one-third 
of our population to the enemy-including all those incompletely 
destroyed families; including camps with several thousand in
mates, who scattered as soon as their guards ran for it; iJ:Icluding 
prisons in the Ukraine and the Baltic States, where smoke still 
hung in the air after the mass shooting of political prisoners. 

As long as we were strong, we smothered these unfortunates, 
hounded them, denied them work, drove them from their homes, 
hurried them into their graves. When our weakness was revealed, 
wejimmediately demanded that they should-forget all the harm 
done them, forget the parents and children who had died of hun
ger in the tundra, forget the executions, forget how we ruined 
them, forget our jngratitude to them, forget interrogation and 
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torture at the hands of the NKVD, forget the starvation camps
and immediately join the partisans, go underground to defend the 
Homeland, with no thought for their lives. (There was no need for 
us to changel And no one held out the hope that when we came 
back we should treat them any differently, no longer hounding, 
harassing, jailing, and shooting them.) 

Given this state of affairs, should we be surprised that too many 
people welcomed the arrival of the Germans? Or surprised that 
there were so few who did? (The Germans could sometimes be the 
instrument of justice: remember what happened to people who 
had served in Soviet times as informers, the shooting of the deacon 
at the Naberezhno-Niko1skaya Church in Kiev, for instance-and 
there were scores of similar cases.) 

And the believers? For twenty years on end, religious belief was 
persecuted and churches closed down. The Germans came-and 
churches began to open their doors. (Our masters lacked the nerve 
to shut them again immediately after the German withdrawal.) In 
Rostov-on-the-Don, for instance, the ceremonial opening of the 
churches was an occasion for mass rejoicing and great crowds 
gathered. Were they nonetheless supposed to curse the Germans 
for this? 

In Rostov again, in the first days of the war, Aleksandr Pe
trovich M--, an engineer, was arrested and died in a cell under 
interrogation. For several anxious months his wife expected to be 
arrested herself. Only when the Germans came could she go to bed 
with a quiet mit).d "Now at least I can get some sleep!" Should 
she instead have prayed for the return of her tormentors? 

In May, 1943, while the Germans were in Vinnitsa, men digging 
in an orchard on Podlesnaya Street (which the city soviet had 
surrounded with a high fence early in 1939 and declared a "re
stricted area under the People's Commissariat of Defense") found 
themselves uncovering graves which had previously escaped no
tice because they were overgrown with luxuriant grass. They 
found thirty-nine mass graves, 3.5 meters deep, 3 meters wide, 4 
meters long. In each grave they found first a layer of outer gar
ments belonging to the deceased. then bodies laid alternately head 
first or feet first. The hands of all of them were tied with rope, and 
they had all been shot by small-bore pistols in the back ofthe head. 
They had evidently been executed in prison and carted out for 
burial by night. Documents which had not decayed made it possi
ble to identify people who had been sentenced to "20 years without 
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the right to correspond" in 1938. Plate No. I is one picture of the 
. excavation site: inhabitants of Vinnitsa have come to view the 
bodies or identify their relatives. There was more to come. IIi June 
they began digging near the Orthodox cemetery, outside the Piro
gJv Hospital, and discovered another forty-two graves. Next the 
Gprky Park of Culture and Rest-where, under the swings and 
carrousel, the "funhouse," the games area, and the dance floor, 
fourteen more mass graves were found. Altogether, 9,439 corpses 
in: ninety-five graves. This was in Vinnitsa alone, and the discover
ieS were accidental. How many lie successfully hidden in other 
toWns'! After viewing these corpses, were the population supposed 
to rush off and join the partisans? 

. Perhaps in fairness we shoUld at least admit that if you and I 
suffer when we and all we hold dear are trodden underfoot, those 
we tread on feel no less pain. Perhaps in fairness we should at last 
admit that those whom we seek to destroy have a right to hate us. 
O~ have they no such right? AIe they supposed to die gratefully? 

: We attribute deep-seated if not indeed congenital malice to 
these Polizei, these burgomasters-but we ourselves planted their 
malice in them, they were "waste products" of our making. How 
does Krylenko's dictum go? "In our eyes every crime is the prod
u~t of a particUlar social system!'" In this case---of your system, 
cdmrades! Don't forget your own doctrine! 

Let us not forget either that among those of our fellow country
men who took up the sword against us or attacked us in words, 
some were completely disinterested. No property had been taken 
frpm them (they had had none to begin with), they had never been 
imprisoned in the camps (nor yet had any of their kin), but they 
had long ago been sickened by our whole system: its contempt for 
the fate of the iridividual; the persecution of ~ple for their be
liefs; that cynical song ''There's no land where men can breathe 
sO freely"; the kowtowing of the devout to the Leader; the nervous 
tWitching of pencils as everyone hurries to sign up for the state 
loan; the obligatory applause rising to an ovation! Cannot we 
realize that these perfectly nOrmal people could not bfeathe our 
fetid air'! (Father Fyodor Floiya's accusers asked him how he had 
dared talk about Stalin's foUl deeds when the Rumanians were on 
the spot. "How coUld I say anything different about you'!" he 
8lJswered. "I only told them what I knew. I only told them what 

! 
6. KryJenko, Z4 Pyat Let (1918-1922), p. 337. 
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had happened." What we ask is something different: lie, go against 
your conscience, perish-just so long as it helps us! But this, unless 
I'm mistaken, is hardly materialism.) 

In September, 1941, before I went into the army, my wife and 
I, young schoolteachers who had just started work in the settle
ment of Morozovsk (captured by the Germans in the following 
year), happened to rent lodgings on the same little yard as a 
childless couple, the Bronevitskys. Nikolai Gerasimovich Brone
vitsky, a' sixty-year-old engineer, was an intellectual of Chek- . 
hovian appearance, very likable, quiet, and clever. When I try now 
to recall his long face _ I imagine him with pince-nez, though he 
may not have worn them at all. His wife was even quieter and 
gentler than he was-a faded woman with flaxen hair close to her 
head, twenty-five years younger than her husband. but not at all 
young in her behavior. We were fond of them, and they probably 
liked us, particularly in contrast to our grasping landlord and his 
greedy family. , 

In the evenings the four of us would sit on the steps of the por"h. 
They were quiet, warm, moonlit evenings, not as yet rent by the 
rumble of planes and by exploding bombs, but anxiety about the 
German advance was stealing over us like the invisible clouds 
stealing over the milky sky to smother the small and defenseless 
moon. Every day new trainloads of refugees stopped at the station, 
on their way to StaIingrad. Refugees filled the marketplace of the 
settlement with rumors, terrors, IOO-ruble notes that seemed to 
burn holes in their poCkets. then they continued their journey. 
They named towns which had surrendered. about which the Infor
mation Bureau, afraid to tell people the truth, would keep silent 
for a long time to come. (Bronevitsky spoke of these towns not as 
having "surrendered" but as having been "taken.") 

We were sitting on the steps and talking. We younger people 
were full of ourselves. of anxiety for the future. but we really had 
nothing more intelligent to say about it than what was written in 
the newspapers. We were at ease with the Bronevitskys: we said 
whatever we thought without noticing the discrepancies between 
our way of looking at things and theirs. ' 

For their part. they probably saw in us two surprising examples 
of naively enthusiastic youth. We had just lived through the thir
ties-and we might as well not have been alive in that decade at 
all. They asked what we rem(.mbered best about 1938 and 1939. 
What do you think we said? The university library, examinations, 
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the fun we had on sporting trips, dances, amateur concerts, and 
of course love aWairs-we were at the age for love. But hadn't any 
of our professors been put away at that time? Yes, we supposed 
that two or three of them had been. Their plac;es were taken by 
senior lecturers. What about students-had any of them gone 
inside? We remembered that some senior students had indeed been 
jailed. And what did you make of it? Nothing; we carried on 
dancing. And no one near to you w~-touched? No; no one. 

It is a terrible thing, and I want to recall it with absolute 
precision. It is all the more terrible because I was not one of the 
young sporting and dancing set, nor one of those obsessive people 
buried in books and formulae. I was keenly interested.in politics 
from the age of ten; even as a callow adolescent I did not believe 
Vyshinsky and was staggered by the fraudulence of the famous 
tJia)s.::..but nothing led me to draw the line co~ecting those min
ute Moscow trials (which seemed so tremendous at the time) with 
the huge crushing wheel rolling through the land (the 1lumber of 
its victims somehow escape4 notice). I had spent my childhood in 
queues-for bn:a4, for milk, for ineal (mCl!t was a thing unknown 
at that time}-but I could not make the connection between the 
lack of bread and the ruin of the countryside, or miderstand why 
it had happened. We were provided with another formula: ''tem
porary difticulties." Every night, in the large town where we lived. 
hour after hour after hour people were being hauled off to jail
but I did not walk the streets at night. And in the daytime the 
families of those arrested hung out no blAck flags, -nor did my 
classmates say a word about their fathers being taken away. 

According to the newspapers there wasn't a cloud in the sky. 
And. young men are so ~ to believe that all is well. 
I Wlderstand now how dangerous it was for the Bronevitskys. 

to tell us anything. But he gave us just a peep into his past, this 
old engineer who had got in the way of one-of the OGPU's· 
cruelest blows. He had lost his health in prison, been pulled in a 
time or two, got to know quite a few camps, -but be talked with 
blazing passion only about Dzhezkazgan in its early days-about 
the water poisoned by copper; about the poisoned air; about the 
murders; about the futility of complaints to Moscow. The very 
word Dzbez.kaz.gan macJe your . flesh creep-like steel wool 
rubbed on the skin, Or like the tales of its pitiless wa~ (~ yet 
... did this D~ezkazgan have the slightest effect on our way of 
looking at the world? Of course not. It was not very near. It was' 
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not happening to us. You have to experience it for yourself. It is 
better not to think about it. Better to forget.) 

There in Dzhezkazgan, when Bronevitsky was allowed outside 
the guarded area, his present wife, then a mere girl, had come to 
him, and they had been married with the barbed wire for witness. 
When war broke out they were, by some miracle, at liberty in 
Morozovsk, with black marks in their passports, of course. He was 
working in some wretched construction agency, and she was a 
bookkeeper. 

I went off to the army, and my wife left Morozovsk. The settle
ment came under German occupation. Then it was liberated. And 
one day my wife wrote to me at the front: "Can you imagine it 
-they say that Bronevitsky acted as burgomaster for the Ger
mans while they were in Morozovsk. How disgusting!" I was just 
as shocked. "Filthy thing to dol" I thought. 

But a few more years went by. Lying on the sleeping platform 
in some dark jail and turning things over in my mind, I remem
bered Bronevitsky. And I was no longer so schoolboyishly self
righteous. They had unjustly taken his job from him, given him 
work that was beneath him, locked him up, tortured him, beaten 
him, starved him, spat in his face--what was he supposed to do? 
He was supposed to believe that all this was the price of progress, 
and that· his own life, physical and spiritual, the lives of those dear 
to him, the anguished lives of our whole people, were of no signifi
cance. 

Through the smoke screen of the personality cult, thin and 
ineffectual as it is, through the intervening layers of time in which 
we have changed, each of which has its own sharp angle of refrac
tion, we see neither ourselves nor the thirties in true perspective 
and true shape. Idolization of Stalin, boundless and unquestioning 
faith, were not characteristic of the whole people, but only of the 
Party and the KOmsOmol; of urban youth in schools and universi
ties; of ersatz intellectuals (a surrogate for those who had been 
destroyed or dispersed); and to some extent of the urban petty 
bourgeoisie (the working class)'-their loudspeakers were never 
switched off from the morning chimes of the Spassky belfry to the 
playing of the Internationale at midnight, and for them the voice 
of the radio announcer Levitan· became the voice of conscience. 

7. It was in the thirties that the working class merged comp1eteJy with the petty bourgeoi
sie, and became its main constituent part. 
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(I say "to some extent" because labor legislation like the "twenty 
minutes late" decree and the tying of the workers to their factories 
enlisted no supporters.) AIl the same, there was an urban minor
ity, and not such a small one, numbering at the least several 
millions. who pulled out the radio plug in disgust whenever they 
dared. On every page of every newspaper they saw merely a 
spreading stain of lies, and polling day for these millions was a day 
of suft'ering and humiliation. For this minority the dictatorship 
existing in our country was neither proletarian nor national in 
character, nor yet (for those who recaIled the original sense of the 
word) Soviet, but the dictatorship of another minority, a usurping 
minority, which was very far from being a spiritual elite. 

Mankind is almost incapable of dispassionate, unemotional 
thinking. In something which he- has recognized as evil man can 
seldom force himself to see also what is good. Not everything in 
our lives was foul, not every word in the papers was false, but the 
minority, downtrodden, bullied, beset by stool pigeons. saw life in 
our country as an abomination from top to bottom, saw every page 
in the newspapers as one long lie. Let us recaIl that in those days 
there were no Western broadcasts in Russian (and the number of 
private radio sets was inconsiderable), so that a citizen could 
obtain information only from our newspapers and the official 
radio, in which Bronevitsky and his like expectectfrom experience 
to find only cowardly suppression of facts or a vexatious tangle of 
lies. Everything that was written about other countries, about the 
inevitable collapse of the West in 1930, about the treachery of 
Western socialists, about the passionate hostility of au Spain to 
Franco (or in 1942 about Nehru's treasonable aspiration to free
dom in India-which of course weakened our ally the British 
Empire), all this proved to be nothing but lies. The maddeningly 
monotonous, hate-filled propaganda conducted on the principle 
that ''he who is not for us is against us" had never drawn distinc- . 
tions between the attitudes of Mariya Spiridonova and Nicholas 
II, those of Leon Blum and Hitler, those of the British Parliament 
and the German Reichstag. So when Bronevitsky read apparently 
fantastic stories about bonfires of books in German squares, and 
the resurrection of some sort of ancient Teutonic savagery (we 
must not forget that Tsarist propaganda during the First World 
War had also told a few fibs about Teuton savagery), how could 
he be expected to distinguish them from all the rest, single them 
out as true, recognize in German Nazism (reviled in almost the 
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same-inordinate--terms as Poincare, PiIsudski, and the British 
conservatives earlier) a quadruped as dangerous as that which in 
reality and in the flesh had for a quarter of a century past been 
squeezing the life out of him, poisoning his existence, clawing him 
till he bled, and with him the whole Archipelago, the Russian 
town, the Russian village? Then the newspapers were forever 
changing· their Ininds about the Hitlerites: at first it was friendly 
encounters between nice sentries in nasty Poland, and the newspa
pers were awash with sympathy for the valiant warriors standing 
up to French and English bankers, and Hitler's speeches, verba
tim, filled a page of Pravda at a time; then one morning (the 
second morning of the war) an explosion of headlines-all Europe 
was piteously groaning under the Nazi heel. This only confirmed 
that newspaper lies changed as the wind shifted, and could do 
nothing to persuade Bronevitsky that other butchers on this earth 
were a match for ours, about whom he knew the truth. Ifsomeone 
had tried to convince him by putting BBC bulletins before him 
daily, he might at most have been made to believe that Hitler was 
a secondary danger to Russia but certainly not, while Stalin lived, 
the greatest. As it was, the BBC provided no bulletins; the Soviet 
Information Bureau from the day it was born commanded no 
more credit than Tass; the rumors carried by evacuees were not 
firsthand information (from Germany or from the occupied areas 
no living witness had yet appeared). What he did know at first 
hand was the camp at Dzhezkazgan, and 1937, aRd the faInine of 
1932, and "dekulakization," and the destruction of the churches. 
So that as the German army approached, Bronevitsky (and tens 
of thousands oflonely individuals like him) felt that their hour was 
drawing near-the hour which they had ceased to hope for twenty 
years ago, which is given to a man only once, then lost forever, 
since our lives are so short measured against the slow pace of 
historical change-the hour in which he can repudiate what has 
befallen, what has been visited upon, flogged, and trampled into 
his people, serv.e in some way still obscure his agonized country, 
help to revive some sort of public life in Russia. Yes, Bronevitsky 
had remembered everything and forgiven nothing. He could never 
accept as his own a regime which had thrashed Russia unmerci
fully, brought it to collectivized beggary, to moral degeneracy, and 
now to a stunning military defeat. He choked with anger as he 
looked at naive creatures like me, like us, for it was beyond his 
power to convert us. He was waiting for someone, anyone, to take 
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power in place of Stalinl (The well-known psychological pho
nomenon of reaction to extremes: anything rather than the 
nauseous reality we knowl Can we .imagine, anywhere 'in the 
world, anyone worse than our rulers? Incidentally, this was in 
the Don region-where half the popu1ation were just as ea
gerly awaiting the Germans.) So then Bronevitsky. who had . 
been an apolitical being all his life, resolved in his seventh dec
ade to make a political move. 

He consented to head the Morozovsk municipal authority .... 
There, I think, he must quickly have seen what a silly situation 

he had landed himself in. seen that for the new arrivals Russia was 
even more insignificant and detestable than for those who had 
gone away-that the vampire needed only Russia's vital ftuids, 
and that the body could wither and perish. The new burgomaster's 
task was to be in charge not of public-spirited Russians, but of 
auxiliaries to the German police. But he was fastened to the axle 
and now, like it or not, he could only spin. Having freed himself 
from one lot of butchers, he must help another. The patriotic idea, 
which he had thought of as diametricaUy opposed to the Soviet 
idea, he suddenly saw fused with it: in some incomprehensible 
fashion patriotism had slipped away like water through a sieve 
from the minority who had preserved it, and passed to the major
ity; it was forgotten how people had been shot for patriotism, how 
it had been ridiculed, and now it was the main stem of someone 
else's tree. 

He, and others like him, must have felt trapped and terrified: 
the crack had narrowed and the only way out led to death or to 
katorga. 

Of course, they were not all Bronevitskys. Of course. many 
birds of prey greedy for power and blood had ftocked to that brief 
feast in time of plague. But their like will ftock wherever there are 
pickings. They were very much at home in the NKVD. too. Such 
a one was Mamulov, or Antonov at Dudinsk, or Poisui-Shapka
can anyone imagine fouler butchers? (See Volume IL) Yet they 
lorded it for decades and bled the people dry a hundred times over. 
We shall shortly meet Warder Tkach-one of those who managed 
to fit into both contexts. 

We have been talking about the towns. but we should not forget 
the countryside. Liberals nowadays commonly reproach the vil
lage with its political obtuseness and conservatism. But before the 
war the village to a man, or overwhelmingly, was sober. much 
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more sober than the town: it took no part at all in the deification 
of Daddy Stalin (and needless to say had no time for world revolu
tion either). The village was, quite simply, sane and remembered 
clearly how it had been promised land, then robbed of it; how it 
had lived, eaten, and dressed before and after collectivization; how 
calves, ewes, and even hens had been taken away from the peas
ant's yard; how churches had been desecrated and defiled. Even 
in 1941 the radio's nasal bray was not yet heard in peasant huts, 
and not every village had even one person able to read the newspa
pers, so that to the Russian countryside all those Chang Tso-lins, 
MacDonalds, and Hitlers were indistinguishably strange and 
meaningless lay figures. 

In a village in Ryazan Province on July 3, 1941, peasants gath
ered near the smithy were listening to Stalin's speech relayed by 
a loudspeaker. The man ofiron, hitherto unmoved by the tears of 
Russian peasants, was now a bewildered old gaffer almost in tears 
himself, and as soon as he blurted out his humbugging "Brothers 
and.8isters," one of the peasants answered the black paper mouth
piece. "This is what you want, you bastard," and he made in the 
direction of the loudspeaker a rude gesture much favored by Rus
sians: one hand grips the opposite elbow, and the forearm rises and 
falls in a pumping motion. 

The peasants all roared with laughter. 
If we questioned eyewitnesses in every village, we should learn 

of ten thousand such incidents, some still more pungent. 
Such was the mpod of the Russian village at the beginning of 

the war-the mood, then, of the reservists drinking the last half
liter and dancing in the dust with their kinsmen while they waited 
at some wayside halt for a train. On top of all this came a defeat 
without precedent in Russian memories, as vast rural areas 
stretching to the outskirts of both capitals and to the Volga, as 
many millions of peasants, slipped from under.kolkhoz rule, and 
-why go on lying and prettifying history?-it turned out that the 
republics only wanted independence, the village only wanted free
dom from the kolkhoz! The workers freedom from feudal decrees! 
If the newcomers had not beCm so hopelessly arrogant and stupid, 
if they had not preserved the bureaucratic kolkhoz administration 
for Great Germany's convenience, if they had not conceived the 
obscene idea of turning Russia into a colony,.the patriotic cause 
would not have devolved on those who had always tried to 
smother it, and we should hardly have been called upon to cele-
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brate the twenty-fifth anniversary of Russian Communism. 
(Somebody, someday, will have to tell us how the peasants in 
occupied areas never joined the partisan movement of their own 
free will, and how to begin with they took up arms against the 
partisans rather than hand over their grain and cattle.) 

Do you remember the great exodus from the Northern Cauca
sus in January, 1943-and can you think of any analogy in world 
history? A civilian population, and a peasant population at that, 
leaving with a defeated e,nemy, with an alien army, rather than 
stay behind with the victors, their fellow countrymen-the" wagon 
trains rolling as far as the eye could see through the fierce, icy 
January windsl 

Here, too, lie the social roots of those hundreds of thousands 
of volunteers who, monster though Hitler was, were desperate 
enough to don enemy uniform. The time has come for us to give 
our views on the V1asov movement· once again. In the first part 
of this bOok the reader was not yet prepared for the whole truth 
(nor am I in possession of the whole truth; special studies will be 
written on the subject, which is for me of secondary importance). 
There at the beginning, before the reader had traveled the high
roads and byroads of the camp world with me, he was merely 
alerted, invited to think. Now, after aU those prison transports, 
transit jails, lumber gangs, and camp middens, perhaps the reader 
will be a little more open to persuasion. In Part I, I spoke of those 
Vlasovites who took up arms in desperation, because they were 
starving in camps, because their position seemed hopeless. (Yet 
even here there is room for reflection: the Germans began by using 
Russian prisoners of war only for nonmilitary tasks in the rear, in 
support of their own troops, and this, you might think,6was the 
best solution for those who only wanted to save their skins-so 
why did they take up arms and confront the RedArmy head on?) 
But now, since further postponement is impossible, should I not 
also talk about those who even before 1941 had only one dream 
-to take up arms and blaze away at those Red commissars, 
Chekists, * and collectivizers? Remember Lenin's words: "An op
pressed class which did not aspire to possess arms and learn how 
to handle them would deserve only to be treated as slaves" 
(Fourth Edition, Volume 23-, page 85). There is, then, reason to 
be proud if the Soviet-German war showed that we are not such 
slaves as aU those studies by liberal histoPians contemptuoUsly 
make us out to be. There was nothing slavish about those who 

I/~ 
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reached for their sabers to cut ofl'Daddy Stalin's head (nor about 
those on the other side, who straightened their backs for the first 
time when they put on Red Army greatcoats-in a strange brief 
interval of freedom which no student of society could have fore
seen). . 

These people, who had experienced on their own hides twenty
four years of Communist happiness, knew by 1941 what as yet no 
one else in the world knew: that nowhere on the planet, nowhere 
in history, was there a regime more vicious, more bloodthirsty, 
and at the same time more cunning and ingenious than the Bol
shevik, the self-styled Soviet regime. That no other regime on 
earth could compare with it either in the number of those it had 
done to death, in hardiness, in the range of its ambitions, in its 
thoroughgoing and unmitigated totalitarianism-no, not even the 
regime of its pupil Hitler, which at that time blinded Western eyes 
to all else. Came the time when weapons were put in the hands 
of these people, should they have curbed their passions, allowed 
Bolshevism to outlive itself, steeled themselves to cruel oppression 
again-and only then begun the struggle with it (a struggle which 
has still hardly started anywhere in the world)? No, the natural 
thing was to copy the methods of Bolshevism itself: it had eaten 
into the body of a Russia sapped by the First World War, and it 
must be defeated at a similar moment in the Second. 

Our unwillingness to fight had already shown itself in the Sovi
et-Finnish war of 1939. V. G. Bazhanov, formerly Secretary of the 
Politburo and Orgburo of the CPSU(b)* and Stalin's close assist
ant, tried to exploit this mood: to tum captured Red Army men 
against the Soviet lines under the command of Russian emigre 
officers-not to fight their compatriots but to convc:rt them. The 
attempt was abruptly terminated by the sudden capitulation of 
Finland. 

When the Soviet-German war began, ten years after the slaugh
terous collectivization, eight years after the great Ukrainian fam
ine (six million dead, unnoticed by neighboring Europe), four 
years after the devil's dance of the NK.VD, one year after the 
workers were shackled to the new labor laws-and all this when 
there were IS million in camps about the country, and while the 
older generation all clearly remembered what life was like before 
the Revolution-the natural impulse of the people was to take a 
deep breath and liberate itself, its natural feeling one of loathing 
for its rulers. "Caught us unawares"; "numerical superiority in 



The Doomed I 29 

aircraft and tanks" fm fact, all-round numerical superiority was 
enjoyed by the Red Army)-it was not this that enabled the enemy 
to close so easily those disastrous salients, taking 300,000 armed 
men at a time (Bialystok, Smolensk), or 650,000 (Bryansk, Kiev); 
not this that caused whole fronts to cave in, and rolled our armies 
back farther and faster than anything Russia had seen in all its one 
thousand years, or, probably, any other country in any other war 
-not this, but the instant paralysis of a paltry regime whose 
subjects recoiled from it as from a hanging corpse. (The raikoms 
and gorkoms* were blown away in five minutes, and Stalin was 
gasping for breath.) In 1941 this upheaval might have run its full 
course (by Decem~, 60 million Soviet people out of a population 
of 150 millions were no longer in Stalin's power). The alarmist 
note in Stalin's Order No. 0019, July 16, 1941, was justified. "00 
all [I] fronts there are numerous [I) elements who even run to meet 
the enemy [I), and throw down theh- arms at the first contact with 
him." (In the Bialystok salient in July, 1941, among 340,000 
prisoners there were 20,000 deserters.) Stalin thought the situation 
so desperate that in October, 1941, he sent a telegram to Churchill 
suggesting that twenty-five to thirty British divisions be landed on 
Soviet territory. What Communist has ever suffered a more com~ 
plete moral collapsel This was the mood of the time: on August 
22, 1941, the commanding officer of the 436th Light Infantry 
Regiment, Major Kononov, told his regiment to their faces that 
he was going over to the Germans, to join the "Liberation Army" 
for the overthrow of Stalin, and invited all who wished to go with 
him. Not only did he meet with no opposition-the whole regiment 
followed himl Only three weeks later Kononov had created a 
regiment of Cossack volunteers behind the enemy lines (he was a 
Don Cossack himselt). When he artived at the prisoner-of-war 
camp near Mogilev to enlist volunteers, 4,000 of the 5,000 prison
ers there declared their readiness to join him, but he could not take 
them all. In the same year, half the Soviet prisoners of war in the 
camp near Tilsit-12,000 men-signed a declaration that the time 
had come to convert the war into a civil war. We have not forgot
ten how the whole population of Lokot-Bryansky, before the ar
rival of the Germans and independently of them, joined in the 
creation of an autonomous Russian local administration over a 
large and flourishing province, with eight districts, and more than 
a million inhabitants. The demands of the Lokot-Bryansky CQID

munity were quite precise: a Russian national government to be 
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established, Russians to administer themselves in all the occupied 
provinces, Russia to be declared independent within its 1938 fron
tiers, a "Liberation Army" to be formed under Russian command. 
Or again, a group of young people in Leningrad numbering more 
than 1,000 (led by the student Rutchenko) went out in the woods 
near Gatchina to await the Germans and fight against the Stalin 
regime. (The Germans, however, sent them behind the lines to 
work as drivers and kitchen orderlies.) The Germans were met 
with bread and salt in the villages on the Don. The pre-1941 
population of the Soviet Union naturally imagined that the com
ing of a foreign army meant the overthrow of the Communist 
regime-otherwise it could have no meaning for us at all. People 
expected a political program which would liberate them from 
Bolshevism. 

From wh~re we were, separated from them by the wilderness 
of Soviet propaganda, by the dense mass of Hitler's army-how 
could we readily believe that the Western allies had entered this 
war not for the sake of freedom in general, but for their own 
Western European freedom, only against Nazism, intending to 
take full advantage of the Soviet armies and leave it at that? Was 
it not more natural for us to believe that our allies were true to 
the very principle of freedOJ;ll and that they would not abandon us 
to a worse tyranny? ... True, these were the same allies for whom 
Russians had died in the First World War, and who then, too, had 
abandoned our army in the moment of collapse, hastening back 
to their comforts. But this was a lesson too cruel for the heart to 
learn. 

Having rightly taught ourselves to disbelieve Soviet propa
ganda, whatever it said, we naturally did not believe tall stories 
about the Nazis' wishing to make Russia a colony and ourselves 
German slaves; who would expect to find such foolishness in 
twentieth-century heads, unless he had experienced its effects for 
himself? Even in 1942 the Russian formation in Osintorf attracted 
more volunteers than a unit still not fully deployed could absorb, 
while in the Smolensk region and Byelorussia, a volunteer "pe0-
ple's militia" 100,000 strong was formed for purposes of self
defense against the partisans directed from Moscow (the Germans 
took fright and banned it). Ali late as spring, 1943, on his two 

. propaganda tours in the Smolensk and Pskov regions, Vlasov was 
greeted with enthusiasm wherever he went. Even then, the popula
tion was still waiting and wondering when we should have our 
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own independent government and our own army. I have testi
mony from the Pozherevitsky district of the Pskov obIast about 
the friendly attitude of the peasant population to the V1asov unit 
there-which refrained from looting and brawling, wore the old 
Russian uniform, helped with the harvest, and was regarded as a 
Russian -organ of authority opposed to kolkbozes. Volunteers 
from among the civilian population came to sign on (just as they 
did in Lokot-Bryansky with Voskoboinikov's unit)-and we are 
bound to wonder what made them do so. It was not as though they 
were getting out of a POW camp. In fact, the Germans several 
times forbade V1asovites to take in reinforcements (let them sign 
on with the Polizei). As late as March, 1943, prisoners of war in 
a camp near Kharkov read leaflets about the V1asov movement (so 
called) and 730 officers signed an application to join the ''Russian 
Liberation Army"; they bad the experience of two years of war 
behind them, many were heroes of the battle for Stalingrad, their 
number included divisional commanders and regimental commis
sars-moreover, the camp was very well fed, and it was not the 
desperation of hunger that induced them to sign. (The Germans, 
however, behaved with typical stupidity; of the 730 who signed, 
722 had still not been released. from the camp and given Q chance . 
to act when the war ended.) Even in 1943 tens of thousands of 
refugees from the Soviet provinces trailed along behind the re
treating German army-anything was better than ranaining 
under Communism. 

I will go so far as to say that our folk would have been worth 
nothing at all, a nation of abject slaves, if it bad gone through that 
war without brandishing a rifle at Stalin's government even from 
afar, if it had missed its chance to shake its fist and fling a ripe oath 
at the Father of the Peoples. The Germans bad their generals' plot 
-but what did we have? Our generals were (and remain to this 
day) nonentities, corrupted by Party ideology and greed, and have 
not preserved in their own persons the spirit of the nation, as 
happens in other countries. So that those who raised their hands 
and struck were almost to a man from the lowest levels of society 
-the number of former gentry emigres, former members of the 
wealthier strata, and intellectuals taking part was microscopically 
small. If this movement had been allowed to develop unhindered, 
to flow with the same force as in the first weeks ofthe war, it would 
have been like a second Pugachev rising*- resemblibg the first in 
the numbers and social level of those swept in its train, in the 
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weight of popular support. in the part played by the Cossacks, in 
spirit (its determination to settle accounts with evildoers in high 
places), in the contrast between its elemental force and the weak
ness of its leadership. However this may be, it was '!ery m~ more 
a movement of the people, the common people, than the whole 
''liberation movement" of the intelligentsia from the beginning of 
the twentieth century right up to February, 1917, with its pseudo.. 
popular aims and its harvest in October. It was not, however, 
destined to nin its course, but to perish ignominiously, stigmatized 
as "treason to our holy Motherland'" 

We have lost the.tast(l for social aDflysis of events-because 
such explanations are juggled around to suit the need of the mo
ment. But what -of our friendship pact with Ribbentrop and Hit
ler? The braggadocio of Molotov and Voroshilov before the war? 
And then, the staggering incompetence, the uripreparedness, the . 
fumbling (and the craven flight of the government ftoin Moscow), 
the armies abandoned, half a million at a time, in the salients-.:... 
was this not betrayal of the Motherland? With more serious conse
quences? Why do we cherish' these traitors so tenderly in their 
apartments on Granovsky Street? 

Oh, the length of it! The . length of the prisoners' bench with 
seats for all those who tormented and betrayed our people, if we 
could bring them all, from first to last, to account. 

Awkward questions get no answers in our country. They are 
passed over in silence. Instead, this is the sort of thing they yell 
at us: 

"It's the principle! The very principle of the thing' Does any 
Russian, to achieve his own political ends, however just they 
appear to him, have the right to lean on the strong right arm of 
German imperialism?' ... And that at the moment of war to the 
death?" . . 

True enough, this is the crucial question: Ought you, for what 
seem to you noble ends, to avail yourself of the support of German 
imperialists at war with Russia? 

Today, everyone will join in a unanimous cry of "No'" 
What, then, of the sealed German carriage from Switzerland to 

Sweden, calling on the way (as we have now learned) at Berlin? 
The whole Russian press, from the Mensheviks to the Cadets,. 
also cried "No'" but the Bolsheviks explained that it was permissi
ble, that it was indeed ridiculous to reproach them with-it. But this 
is not the only train journey worth mentioning. How many rail-
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road cars did the Bolsheviks rush out of Russia in summer, 1918, 
some carrying foodstuff's, others gold-all of them into Wilhelm's 
capacious mawr Convert the war into a civil war! This was Lenin's 
proposal before the Vlasovi,tes thought of it. 

-Yes, but his aims! Remember what his aims werel 
Well, what were they? And what has become of them, those 

aims? 
-Yes, but really-that was Wilhelm! The Kaiser! The little 

Emperor! A bit different from Hitler! And anyway, was there 
really any government'in Russia at the time? The Provisional 
Government doesn't count. .... 

Well, there was a time when, inflamed with martial ardor, we 
never mentioned the Kaiser in print without the words "fero
cious" or "bloodthirsty," and ineautiously accused the Kaiser's 
soldiers of smashing the heads of babes against stones. But let's 
agree-the Kaiser was different from Hitler. The Provisional Gov
ernment, though, was alSo different: it had no Cheka. shot no one 
in the back of the head, imprisoned no one in camps, herded no 
one into collective farms, poisoned no one~s life: the Provisional 
Government was not Stalin's government. 

We must keep things in proportion . 

• 
. It was not that someone took fright as katorga killed off one 
"alphabet" after another, but simply that with the war drawing 
to an end there was no need for such a savage deterrent: no new 
Polizei units could be formed, working hands were needed, and 
in katorga people were dying off uselessly. So as early as 1945 huts 
in katorga ceased to be prison cells, doors were. opened to let in 
the daylight, slop buckets were carried out to the latrines, prison
ers were allowed to make their own way to the Medical Section 
and were trotted to the mess hall at the double to keep their spirits 
up. The thieves who used to filch other prisoners' rations were 
removed, and mess orderlies appointed from among the politicals 
themselves. Later on, prisonetll were allowed to receive letters. 
two a year. 

The line between katorga and the ordinary camps ~e 
blurred in the years 1946-1947. Unfastidious managing engineers 
did not let political distinctions stand in the way of plan fulfillment 
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and began (in Vorkuta at least) to transfer political offenders with 
good qualifications to ordinary Camp Divisions, where nothing 
but the numbers on their backs reminded them of kDtorga, while 
rank-and-file manual laborers from Corrective Labor Camps were 
shoved into kDtorga to fill the gaps. 

In this way the thoughtless managers might have thwarted . 
Stalin's great idea of resurrecting kDtorga-except that in 1948 a 
new idea came to him just in time, that of dividing the natives of . 
Gulag into distinct groups, separating the socially acceptable 
thieves and delinquents from the socially irredeemable 58's. 

All this was part of a still greater concept, the Reinforcement 
of the Home Front (it is obvious from the choice of words that 
Stalin was preparing for war in the'near future). Special CampsB 
were set up with a special regime, slightly milder than that of the 
kDtorga earlier on, but harsher than that of the ordinary camps. 

To distinguish them from other camps, fantastic poetical titles 
were invented for them instead of ordinary geographical names. 
Such new creations included Gorlag· at Norilsk, Berlag on the 
Kolyma, Minlag on the Inta, Rechlag on the Pechora, Dubrovlag 
at Potlna, Ozerlag at Taishet, Steplag, Peschanlag, and Lug/ag in 
Kazakhstan, Kamyshlag in Kemerovo Province. 

Dark rumors crept around the Corrective Labor Camps, that 
58's would be sent to Special Extermination Camps. (It did not, 
of course, enter the heads either of those carrying out the orders 
or of the victims that any formal additional sentences might be 
necessary.) 

The Registration and Distribution and the Security Opera- ~ . 
tions sections worked furiously. Secret lists were made and 
driven away somewhere for approval. Long red prisoner-tran
sport trains were moved in, companies of brisk red-tabbed 
guards. marched up with Tommy guns, dogs, and hammers, 
and the enemies of the people, as their names were called, 
meekly obeyed the inexorable summons to leave their cozy 
huts and begin the long transit. 

But not all 58's were summoned. It was only later, comparing 
notes on their acquaintances, that the prisoners realized which of 
them had been left behind on Corrective Labor islands with the 
minor offenders. Among them were those convicted under Article 
58, Section 10, with no further charges. This covered simple Apti-

8. cr. the Special Purpose Camps set up in 1921. 
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Soviet Agitation, which meant that it was a gratuitous act, .without 
accomplices, and not aimed at anyone in particular. (Though it 
may seem almost impossible to imagine such agitators, millions of 
them were on the books, and were left behind on the older islands 
of Gulag.) Agitators who had formed duets or trios, shown any 
inclfuation to listen to each other, to exchange views, or to grum
ble in chorus, had been burdened with an additional charge under 
Article 58, Section 11 (on hostile groups) and, as the leaven of 
anti-Soviet organizations, now went off to Special Camps. So, 
needless to say, did traitors to the Motherland (58-1a and Ib), 
bourgeois nationalists and separatists (58-2), ag~ts of the interna
tional bourgeoisie (584), spies (58-6), subversives (58-7), terror
ists (58-8),'wreckers (58-9), and economic saboteurs (58-14). This 
was also the most convenient place to put those prisoners of war, 
German (in Minlag) or Japanese (in Ozerlag), whom it was in
tended to detain beyond 1948. 

On the other hand, noninformers (58-12) and abettors of the 
enemy (58-3) in Corrective Labor Camps remained where they 
were. Whereas prisoners in katorga sentenced specifically for aid
ing and abetting the enemy now went to the Special Camps with 
all the rest. 

The wisdom of the separators was even harder to fathom than 
appears from this description. Criteria still unexplained left in the 
Corrective Labor category female traitors serving twenty-five 
years (Unzhlag) and here and there whole Camp Divisions inclUd
ing nothing but 58's, Vlasovites and ex-Polizei among them. These 
were not Special Camps, the prisoners wore no numbers, but the 
regime was severe (Krasnaya Glinka, on the Samara bend of the 
Volga, the Tuim camp, in the Shirin district of Khakassiya, and 
the Southern Sakhalin camp were examples). These camps were 
so harsh that prisoners would have been no worse off in the Special 
Camps. 

So that the Archipelago, once the Great Partition had been 
carried out, should never again lapse into confusion, it was pro
vided from 1949 onward that every newly naturalized immigrant 
from the world outside should have written in his prison book, 
apart from his sentence, a ruling (of the State Security authorities 
and the Prosecutor's Office in the oblast).as to the type of cage in 
which this particular bird should always be kept. 
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Thus. .like the seed that dies to produce a plant, Stalin's katorga 
grew into the Special Camp. 

The red prisoner-transport trains traveled the length and 
breadth of the Motherland and the Archipelago carrying the new 
in~e . 

At Inta they had the sense simply to drive the herd out of one 
gate and in through another. 

E:hekhov complained that we had no "legal definipon of 
katorga, or of its purpose." 

But that was in the enlightened nineteenthcenturyl In the mid
dle of the twentieth, the cave man's century, we didn't even feel 
the need to understand and define Old MaD Stalin had decided 
that it would be so-and that was aU the definition necessary. 

We just nodded our heads in understanding. 



Chapter 2 

• 
The First Whiff of Revolution 

Diamayed:by the hopeless length of my sentence, stunned by my 
first acquaintance with the world of Gulag. I could never have 
believed at the beginning of my time there that my spirit would 
recover by degrees from its dejection: that as the years went by. 
I should ascend, so gradually that I was hardly aware ofit myself, 
to an invisible peak of the ArchipeJago,lUI though it were Mauna 
Loa on Hawaii, and from there gaze serenely over distant islands 
and even feel the lure of the treacherous shimmering sea between. 

The middle part of mysentence I served on a golden isle, where 
prisoners were given enough to eat 1Uld drink and kept warmand 
clean. In return for all this not much was required of ~; ~ 
twelve hours a day sittiDg at a desk and making myself ~. 
to the bosses. 

But clinging to these good things suddenly became c:IistastefuI. 
I was groping for some new way to make sense of prison life. 
Looking around me, I realized now how contemptible was the 
advice of the special-assignment prisoner from Krasnaya Presnya: 
"At all costs steer clear of general duties ... • The price we were 
paying seemed disproportionately high. 

Prison released in me the ability to write, and I now gave all my 
time to this passion, biizenly neglecting my boring office work. 
There was something I had come to value more than· the butter 
and sugar they gave m~ding on my own feet again. 

Well, they jerked a few of us to our feet-en route to a Special_ 
Camp. 

They took a long time getting us there-three months. (It could 
be done more quickly with horses in the nineteenth century.) So 

37 
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long that this journey became, as it were, a distinct period in my 
life, and it even seems to me that my character and outlook 
changed in tile course of it. 

The journey was bracing, cheerful, full of good omens. 
A freshening breeze buffeted our faces-tile wind of kotorga 

and of freedom. People and incidents pressed in on every hand to 
assure us tIIat justice was on our sidel on our side! on our side! not 
witll our judges and jailers. 

The Butyrki, our old home, greeted us witll a heartrending 
female shriek from a window-probably that of a solitary-confine
ment cell. "Helpl Save mel They're killing mel They're killing me!" 
Then tile cries were choked in a warder's hands. 

At tile Butyrki "station" we were mixed up witll raw recruits 
of tile 1949 intake. They aU had funny sentences-not tile usual 
tennen. but quarters. Wheb at each of the numerous roll calls tIIey 
had to give dates of release, it sounded like a cruel joke: "October, 
19741" "February, 19751" 

No one, surely, could sit out such a sentence. A man must get 
hold of some pliers and cut tile wire. 

These twenty-five-year sentences were enough to transform tile 
prisoners' world. The holders of power had bombarded us with aU 
tIIey had. Now it was tile prisoners' turn to speak-to speak freely, 
uninhibitedly,. undeterred by tlIreats, tile words we had never 
heard in our lives and which alone could enlighten and unite us. 

We were sitting in a Stolypin car* at tile Kazan station when 
we heard from tile station loudspeaker that war had broken out 
in Korea. After penetrating a firm Soutll Korean defense line to 
a deptll of ten kilometers on tile very first day, tile NortlI Koreans 
insisted that tIIey had been attacked. Any imbecile who had been 
at tile front understood that tile aggressors were tIIose who had 
advanced on tile first day. 

This war in Korea excited us even more. In our rebellious mood 
we longed for tile storm. The storm must break, it must, it'must, 
or else we were doomed to a lingering deathl . . . 

Somewhere past Ryazan tile red rays of the rising sun struck 
witll such force tlIrough tile mole's-eye windows of the prison car 
that tile young guard in the corridor near our grating screwed up 
his eyes. Our guards might have been worse: they had crammed 
us into compartments fifteen or so at a time, they fed us on 
herring, but, to be fair, they also brought us water and let us out 
morning and evening to relieve ourselveS, so that we should have 
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had no quarrel with them if this lad hadn't unthinkingly, not 
maliciously, tossed the words "enemies of the people" at us. 

That started itl Our compartment and the next pitched into 
him. 

"All right,we're enemies of the people-but why is there no 
grub on the kolkhoz?" 

"You're a country boy yourself by the look of you, but I bet 
you'll sign on again-I bet you'd sooner be a dog on a chain than 
go back to the plow." 

"If we're enemies of the people, why paint the prison .vans 
different coiors1 Who are you hiding us from?" 

"Listen, kid! I had two like you who never came back from the 
war-and you call me an enemy of the people?" 

It was a very long time since words like this had flown through 
the barS of our cagesl We shouted only the plainest oUacts, too 
self-evident to be refuted. 

A sergeant serving extra time came to the aid of the flustered 
youngster, but instead of hauling anyone off to the cooler,· or 
taking names, he tried to help his subordinate to fight back. 

Here, too, we saw a faint hint that times were changing-no, 
this was 1950, too soon to speak of better times; what we saw were 
signs of the new relationship between prisoners and jailers created 
by the new long sentences and the new political camps. 

Our argument began to take on the character of a genuine 
debate. The young men took a good look at us, and cOuld no 
longer bring themselves to call us, or those in the nexf compart
ment, enemies of the people. They tried trotting out bits from 
newspapers and from their elementary politics course, but their 
ears told them before their minds could that these set phrases rang 
false . 

. "Look for yourselves, ladsl Look out the window," was the 
answer they got from us. "Look what you've brought Russia down 
tol" 

Beyond the windows stretched a beggarly land of rotted thatch 
and rickety huts and ragged folk (we were on the Ruzayev line, 
by which foreigners never travel). If the Golden Horde had seen 
it so befouled, they would not have bothered to conquer it. 

On the quiet station at Torbeyevo an old man walk~ along the 
platform in bast shoes. An old peasant woman stopped opposite 
the lowered window of our car and stood .rooted to the spot for 
a long time, staring through the outer and inner,bars at us prison-
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ers tightly packed together on the top bed shelf. She stared at us 
with that look on her face which our people have kept for "'unfor
tunates" throughout the ages. A few tears trickled down her 
cheeks. She stood there, work-coarsened and shabby, and she 
looked at us as though a son of hers Jay among us. "OY ou mustn't 
look in there, mamma," the guard told her, but not roughly. She 
didn't even turn her head. At her side stood a little girl often with 
white nDbons in her plaits. She looked at us very seriously, with 
a sadness strange in one of her years, her little eyes wide and 
unblinking. She looked at us So hard that she must have imprinted 
us on her memory forever. As the train eased forward, the old 
woman raised her blackened fingers and devoutly; unhurriedly 
made the sign of the cross over us. 

Then at another station some girl in a spotted frock, anything 
but shy or timid, came right up to our window and started boldly 
asking us what we were in for and for how long. ""Get away," 
bellowed the guard who was pacing the pJatform. "'Why, what will • 
you do? I'm the same as them! Here's a pack of cigarettes-give 
it to the Iads," and she produced them from her handbag. (We had 
already realized that the girl had done _. So many of them, now 
roaming around free, had received their training on the Ar
chipelago!) The deputy guard commander jumped out of the train. 
""Get awayl rn put you insidel" She stared scornfully at the old 
sweat's ugly mug. "<You go and -- yourse1f, you --'! 
"Give it to 'em, Iads," she said to encourage us. And made a 
dignjfied departure. 

So we rode on, and I don't think the guards felt that they were 
protecting the people from its enemies. On we went, more and 
more' inflamed with the conviction that we were right, that all 
Russia was with us, that the time was at hand to abolish this 
institution. 

At the Kuibyshev Transit Prison, where we sunbathed (i.e., 
loafed) for more than a month, more workers came our way. The 
air was s~yrent by the sickening, hysterical yells of thieves 
(they even whine in a loathsome shrill way). '"Helpl Get us out of 
here! The Fascists are beating us! FascistsI" 

Here was something new! "'Fascists" beating thieves? It always 
used to be the other way around. 

But shortly after, there was a 'teshufBe of prisoners, and we 
found that no miracles had happened yet. It was oniy the first 
swallow-Pavel Boronyuk. His chest was a millstone; his gnarled 
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hands were ever ready for a friendly clasp or a blow; he was dark 
in complexion, aquiline. more like a Georgian than a Ukrainian. 
He had been an officer at the front, had prevailed in a machine-gun 
duel with three "Messersc~tts," had been recommended forthe 
order of Hero of the Soviet Union and turned down by the Special 
Seqtion, had been sent to a punitive battalion and returned with 
aO dC:coration; and now he had a tenner, which as times now were, 
was hardly a "man's sentence." 

He had sized up the 'thieves while he was still on his way from 
the jail at Novograd-Volynsk and had fought with them before. 
Now he was sitting in the next cell on the upper bed platfOJ;1D., 
quietly playing chess. The whole cell were 58's, but the.adminis
tration had slipped two thieves in among them. On his way to clear 
his rightful sleeping space by the window, a Belomor cigarette 
dangling carelessly from his lip, Fiksaty said jokingly, ''Might 
have known they'd put me with gangsters againr' The naive Ve
Iiev, who didn't know much about thieves, hastened to reassure 
him: ''No, we're aU 58's here. What about you?" "I'm an embez
zler, I'm an educated manI" The thieves chased two men away, 
slung their own sacks onto their "reserved" places, and walked 
through the cell examining other people's sacks and looldag. for 
trouble. The 58's-no, they hadn't changed yet; they put up no_ 
resistance. Sixty grown men waited tamely for their turn to be 
robbed. There is something hypnotically disarming about the im
pudence of thieves, who never for a moment expect to meet resist
ance. (Besides, they can alwayS count on the support of authoritj.) 
Boronyuk went on pretending to move his chessmen, but by now 
he was rolling his eyes in fury and wondering how best to take care 
of them. When one of the thieves stopped in front of him, he 
swung his dangling foot and booted him in his ugly face. then 
jumped down, grabbed the stout wooden lid of the sanitary 
bucket, and brought it down in a stunning blow on the other thiefs 
head. Then he began hitting them alternately with the lid until it 
fell to pieces, leaving its base, two solid bars joined crosswise. in 
his hands. The thieves cIianged their tune to a pathetic whine. but 
it must be admitted that there was a certain humor in their moans, 
that they seemed to see the funny side of it. "What do you think 
.you're doing-hitting people with a crossl" "Just because you're 
strong you shouldn't bully others!" Boronyuk kept on hitting 
them till one of the thieves rushed to the window shouting, "Help! 
The Fascists are beating us!" 
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The thieves never forgot it, and threatened Boronyuk many 
times afterward. "You smell like a dead man already! We'll take 
you with us!" But they never attacked him ~gain. 

Soon afterward our cell also clashed with the bitches. • We were 
out in the yard to stretohour legs, and relieve ourselves while we 
were at it, when a woman prison officer sent a trusty to chase some 
of us out of the latrine. His arrogance (to the "politicals") out
raged Volodya Gershuni, a high-strung youngish man, recently 
sentenced. Volodya pulled the trusty up short, and the trusty 
felled the lad with a blow. Previously the 58's would simply have 
swallowed this, but now Maxim the Azerbaijani (who had killed 
the chairman of his kolkhoz) threw a stone at the trusty, while 
Boronyuk laid one on his jaw. He slashed Boronyuk with his knife 
(the warders' assistants went around with knives; there was noth
ing unusual in this), and ran to the warders for protection, with 
Boronyuk chasing him. They quickly herded us all into the cell, 
and senior prison officers arrived to discover who was to blame 
and threaten us with additional sentences for gang fighting (the 
MVD man's heart always bleeds for his nearest and dearest, his 
trusties). Boronyuk's blood was up, and he stepped forward of his 
own accord. "I beat those bastards, and I'll go on beating them 
as long as I live!" The "godfather"· warned us that we Counter
Revolutionaries couldn't afford to put on airs and that it would 
be safer for us to hold our tongues. At this up jumped Volodya 
Gershuni. He waS hardly more than a boy, a first-year university 
stud~t when he was arrested, and not just a namesake but the 
nephew of that Gershuni who once commanded the SR· terrorist 
squad. He screamed at the godfather, as shrill as a fighting cock. 
"Don't dare call us Counter-Revolutionariesl That's all in the 
past. We're re-vo-lu-tion-aries again now! Against the Soviet state 
this time!" 

How we enjoyed ourselves! This was the day we'd lived fori And 
the godfather just frowned and scowled and swallowed it all. 
Nobody was taken off to the lockup, and the prison officers beat 
an inglorious retreat. Was this how life in prison would be' from 
now on? Could we then fight? Tum on our tormentors? Say out 
loud just what we thought? All that time we had endured it all like 
idiots! It's fun beating people who weep easily. We wept-so they 
beat us. 

Now, in the legendary new camps to which they were taking us, 
where men wore number patches as in the Nazi camps, but where 
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there would at last be only political prisoners, cleansed of the 
slimy criminal scum, perhaps the new life would begin. Volodya 
Gershuni, with his dark eyes and his peaked, dead-white face, said 
hopefully: "Once we get to the camp we shall soon know with 
whom we belongl" Silly lad! Did he seriously expect to find there 
a vigorous political life, with .parties of many diJrerent shades 
feverishly contending, discussions, programs, underground meet
ings? "With whom we belongl" As though the choice had been left 
to us! As though those who drew up the target figures for arrests 
in each republic, and the bills of lading for camp-transport trams, 
had not decided it for us. 

In our very long cell-once a stable, with two lines of two-tier 
bed platforms where the two rows of mangers used to stand, with 
pillars made of crooked tree trunks along the aisle propping up a 
decrepit roof, with typical stable windows in the long wall, -shaped 
so that the hay could be forked straight into the mangers (and 
made narrower by "muzzles"·}-in our cell there were 120 men, 
of all sorts and conditious. More than half of them were from the 
Baltic States, uneducated people, simple peasants: the second 
purge was under way in that area, and all who would not voluntar
ily join collective farms, or who were suspected in advance of 
reluctance to join, were being imprisoned or deported. Then there 
were quite a few Western Ukrainians-members of the OUN,. 
together with anyone who had once given them a night's rest or 
a meal. Then there were prisoners from the Russian Soviet Federa
tion-with fewer new boys among them, most of them "repeat
ers.~' And, of course, a certain number of foreigners. 

We were all being taken to the same camp complex (we found 
out from the records clerk that it was the Steplag group). I looked 
carefully at those with whom fate had brought me together, and 
tried to see into their minds. 

I founQ the Estonians and Lithuanians particularly cOngenial. 
Although I was no better off than they were, they made me feel 
ashamed, as though I were the one who had put them inside. 
Uuspoiled, hard-working, true to their word, unassuming-what 
had they done to be ground in the same mill as ourselves? They 
had hanned no one, lived a quiet, orderly life, and a more moral 
life than ours-and now they were to blame because we were 

1. Organization of Ukrainian Nationalists. 
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hungry, because they lived cheek by jowl with us and stood in our 
path to the sea. . 

"I am ashamed to. be Russianr' cried Herzen when we were 
choking the life out of Poland. I felt doubly ashamed in the pres
ence of these inoffensive and defenseless people. 

My attitude to the Latvians was more complicated. There was 
a fatality in their plight. They had sown the seed themselves.· 

And the Ukrainians? We have long ago stopped saying 
"Ukrainian nationalists"; we speak only of "Banderists," and this 
has become such a dirty word that no one thinks of inquiring into 
the reality. (We also call them "bandits," following our estab
lished rule that anyone, anywhere, who kills fo,. us is a "partisan," 
whereas those who kill us are always "bandits," beginning with 
the Tambov peasants· in 1921.) . . 

The reality· is that although long ago in the Kiev period we and 
the Ukrainians constituted a single people, we have since then 
been tom asunder and our lives, our customs, our languages for 
centuries past have taken. widely different paths. The-BO-Called 
"re-union"was a very awkward though perhaps in some minds a 
sincere attempt to restore our former brotherhood. But we have 
not made good use of the three centuries since. No statesman in 
Russia ever gave much thought to the problem of binding the 
Ukrainians and Russians together in kinship, of smoothing out the 
lumpy seam. (Had the join been neater, the first Ukrainian Com
mittees would not have been formed in spring, 1917, nor the Rada 
later on.) , 

The Bolsheviks before they came to power found the prob
lem. uncomplicated. In PrawJo for June 7, 1917, Lenin wrote 
as follows: '-We regard the Ukraine and other regions not in
habited by Great Russians as territories annexed by the Tsar 
and the capitalists." He Wrote this when the Central Rada was 
already in existence. Then on November 2. 1917, the "Declara
tion of the Rights of the Peoples of Russia" was adopted. Was 
it just meant as a joke? Was it just a trick when dtey declared 
that the peoples of Russia did indeed have the right of self
determination. up to and includingsec:ession? Six months later 
the Soviet government .requested the· good offices of the Kai
ser's Germany in helping Soviet Russia to conclude peace and 
define its boundaries with the Ukraine, and Lenin signed a 
treaty to this effect with Hetman Skorop8dsky on June 14, 
1918. By doing so he showed himself fully reconciled to the 
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detachment of the Ukrain~ven if it became a monarchy as a 
result! 

But strangely enough, as soon as the Germans were defeated by 
the Entente (which could not affect in the least the principles 
governing our relations with the Ukraine), as soon as the Hetman 
had fallen, together with his patrons, as soon as we proved 
stronger than Petlyura (there's another word of abuse, "Petlyuro
vite": but these were merely Ukrainian townsfolk and peasants, 
who wanted to order their lives without our interference), we 
immediately crossed the border which we had recognized and 
imposed our rule on our blood brothers. True, for fifteen to twenty 
years afterward we made great play with the Ukrainian language, 
pushed it perhaps too hard, and impressed it on our brothers that 
they were completely independent and could break away when
ever they pleased. Yet when they tried to do so at the end of the 
war we denounced them as "Banderists," and started hunting 
them down, torturing them, executing them, or dispatching them 
to the camps. (But "Banderists," like "Petlyurovites," are just 
Ukrainians who do not want to be ruled by others; once they 
discovered that Hitler would not bring them the freedom they had 
been promised, they fought against the Germans, as well as our
selves, throughout the war, but we kept quiet about this, since like 
the Warsaw rising of 1944 it shows us in an unfavorable light.) 

Why are we so exasperated by Ukrainian nationalism, by the 
desire of our brothers to speak. educate their children, and write 
their shop signs in their own language? Even Mikhail Bulgakov 
(in The White Guard) let himself be misled on this subject. Given 
that we have not succeeded in fusing completely; that we ~ still 
different in some respects (and it is sufficient that thq. the smaller 
nation, feel the difference); that however sad it may be, we have 
missed chance after chance, especially in the thirties and forties; 
that the problem became most acute not under the Tsar, but after 
the Tsar-why does their desire to secede annoy us so much? 
Can't we part with the Odessa beaches? Or the fruit of Circassia? 

For me this is a painful subject. Russia and the Ukraine are 
united in my blood, my heart, my thoughts. But from friendly 
contact with Ukrainians in the camps over a long period I have 
learned how sore they feel. Our generation cannot avoid paying 
for the mistakes of generations before it. 

Nothing is easier than stamping your foot and shouting: ''That's 
minel" It is immeasurably harder to proclaim: "You may live as 



46 I THE GULAG ARCHIPELAGO 

you please." We cannot, in the latter end of the twentieth century. 
live in the imaginary world in which our last, not very bright 
Emperor came to grief. Surprising though it may be, the prophecy 
of our Vanguard Doctrine· that nationaIism would fade has not 
come true. In the age of the atom and of cybernetics, it has for 
some reason blossomed afresh. Like it or not, the time is at hand 
when we must payout on Iill our promissory notes guaranteeing 
self-determination and independenc~pay up of our own accord. 
and not wait to be burned at the stake, drowned in rivers, or 
beheaded. We must prove our greatness as a nation not by the 
vastness of our territory. not by the number of peoples under our 
tutelage, but by the grandeur of our actions. And by the depth of 
our tilth in the lands that remain when those who do not wish to 
live with us are gone. 

The Ukraine will be an extremely painful problem. But we must 
realize thatthe feelings of the whole people are now at white heat. 
Since the two peoples have not succeeded over the centuries in 
living harmoniously, it is up to us to show sense. We must leave 
the decision to the. Ukrainians themselves-let federalists and 
separatists try their persuasions. Not to give way would be fool
hardy and cruel. And the gentler, the more tolerant, the more 
careful to explain ourselves we are now, the more hope there will 
be of restoring unity in the future. 

Let them live their own lives, let them see how it works. They 
will soon find that not Iill problems are solved by secession.2 

For some reason the cell in the converted stables was our home 
for a long time, and it looked as though they would never send us 
on to Steplag. Not that we were in any hurry; we enjoyed life 
where we were, and the next place could only be worse. 

We were not left without news-they brought us daily a sort of 
half-sized newspaper. I sometimes had the task of reading it aloud 
to the whole cell. and I read it with expression. for there ·were 
things there which demanded it. . 

The tenth anniversary of the "liberation" of Estonia, Latvia, 

2. The fact that the ratio between those who consider themselves Russian and those who 
consider themselves Ukrainian wries from province to provmce of the Ukraine will cause 
many complications. A plebiscite in each province, and afterward 8 helpful and considerate 
attitude to those who wish to move, may be necessary. Not all of the Ukraine in its" present 
official Soviet borders is really Ukrainian. Some of the left·bank provinces undoubtedly feel 
drawn to Russia. 
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and Lithuania came around just at this time. Some of those who 
understood R.ussian translated for the rest (I paused for them to 
do so), and what can only be called a howl went up from the bed 
platforms as they. heard abput the freedom and prosperity intro
duced into their countries for the first time in history. Each of 
these Balts (and a good third of all those in the transit prison, were 
Balts) had left behind a ruined home, and was lucky if his family 
was still there and not on its way to Siberia with another batch 
of prisonen. 

But what of course most excited the transit prison. were the 
reports from Korea. Stalin's bHtzkrieg had miscarriecL The United 
Nations volunteers had by now been assembIecl. We saw in Korea 
the precursor,the Spain, of the Third World War. (And Stalin 
probably intended it as a rehearsal) Those U.N. soldiers were a 
special inspiIation to us. What a ftag to fight under! Whom would 
it not unite? Here was a prototype of the united mankind of the 
future! 

We were wretched, and we could not rise above our wretched
ness. Should this have been our dream-to perish so that those 
who looked unmoved on our destiuction might survive? We could 
not accept it. No, we longed for the storm! 

Some will be surprised. -What a desperate, what a cynical 
state of mind. Had you no thought for the hardships war would 
bring to those outside? -Well, the free never spared us a thought! 
-You mean, then, that you were capable of wishing for a world 
war? -When all those people were given sentences in 1950 lasting 
till the mid-l97Os, what hope were they left with except that of 
world war? 

. I am appalled myself when I remember now the false and 
baneful hopes we cherished at the time. General nuclear destruc
tion was no way out for anyone. And leaving aside the nuclear 
danger, a state of war only serves as an excuse for domestic 
tyranny and reinforces it. But my story will be distorted if I do 
not tell the truth about our feelings that summer. 

Romain Rolland's generation in their youth were ~ by 
the constant expectation of war, but our generation of prisoners 
was depressed by its absenc:e-and not to say so would be to tell 
less than the truth about the spirit of the Special PoHtica1 Camps. 
This was what they had driven us to. World war might bring us 
either a speedier death (they might open fire from the watchtow
ers, poison our bread, or infect us with germs, ~ fashion), 
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or it just might bring' freedom. In either case. deliverance would 
be much nearer than the end of a twenty-fIve-year sentence. 

This was what Pety& P--v counted on. Among those in our 
cell Pelya P--v was the last living soul to arrive from Europe. 
Immediately after the war. cells eveiywbere were packed with 
these Russkies returning from Europe. But the first arrivals were 
long ago in camps orin the ground, and the rest bad vowed to stay 

, away. Wbere, then, bad Pelya sprung from? He ba4 come home 
ofhis own free will in November, 1949, when normal people were 
no longer returning. 

The war bad overtaken him just outside Kbarkov, where he 
, attended an industrial school in which he bad been compulsorily 
enrolled. lust as unceremoniously the Germans carried these 
young ladS oft'to Germany. There he remained as an .. Ost
Arbeiter" to the ~ of the war, and there his philosophy of life 
was formed: a man must find an easy way of living, not work as 
he bad been made to' work from infancy. In the West, taking 
advantage of European credulity and lax frontier controls, he bad 
smuggled -French vehicles into Italy and Italian vehicles into 
France and sold them off' cheaply. The French. however, bad 
tracked him down and arrested him. He then wrote to the Soviet 
Embassy, saying that he wanted to return to his beloved Father
land. P-v's reasoning was that in France be might get ten 
years, but would have to serve his sentence in full, whereas in the 
Soviet Union be would get twenty-five as a traitor-but then, the 
first drops of the COIning storm, the Third World War, were 
already falling; the Union, he thought, wouldn't last even three 
years, so it would pay him to go to a Soviet prison. Instant friends 
arriyed from the embassy and clasped Pelya P--v to their b0s
oms. The French authorities were glad to band over a thief. J Some 
thirty others just like Pety& were assembled in the embassy. They 
were given a comfortable sea passage to Murmansk, let loose to 
wander freely about the town. and picked up again one by one in 
the course of the next twenty-four hoUlS. 

For his ce1ImatesPetya now took the place of Western 
newspapers (be bad followed the Kravchenko trial in detail), 
Western theatre (be skillfully performed Western tunes with 

3. French ataIi8Iica are aaid to show,that between the Fim aad Secoad World Wars the 
crime rate was lower 8IIlOII8 RUIIIian -.. than 8IIlOII8 any other edmic IJIOIIP. After 
the Secaad. World War the OJIIIOIite was the cue: of all the edmic srou ... the Russians 
--8ovie& c:itizcaa who bad fetched up in France-bad the bIahest crime IIIIe. 
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his cheeks and lips), and Western films (he told us the stories 
and mimed the action). 

How free and easy things were in the Kuibyshev Transit Prisonl 
The inmates of different cells occasionally met in the common 
yard. From under the muzzles we could exchange remarks with 
other transports as they were driven across the yard. On our way 
to the latrine we could approach the open windows (which were 
barred but unscreened) of the family barracks, where women with 
several children were held. (l'hey, too,. were on their way into exile 
from the Baltic States and the Western Ukraine.) And between the 
two converted stables there was a crack, known as the "tele
phone," where interested persons lay on either side of the wall 
discussing the news from morning to night. 

All these freedoms excited us still more; we felt the ground 
firmer under our own feet and imagined that it was becoming 
uncomfortably warm under the feet of our jailers. When we 
walked about the yard we raised our faces to the sun-bleached July 
sky •. We should not have been surprised, and not at all alarmed, 
if a V formation of foreign bombers had emerged from nowhere. 
Life as it was meant nothing to us. 

, Prisoners traveling in the ·other direction from the Karabas 
Transit Prison brought rumors of notices stuck on walls: "We 

. won't take any morel" We worked ourselves up to white heat, and 
one sultry night in Omsk when we were being crammed and 
screwed into a prison van, like lumps of sweating, steaming meat 
through a mincer, w~ yelled out of the depths at our warders: 
"Just wait, you verminl Truman will see you oftlThey'll drop the 
atom bomb on your headsl" And the cowards said nothing. They 
were uneasily aware that our resistance was growing stronger and 
--50 we sensed-that justice was more and more clearly on our 
side. We were so sick with longing for justice that we should not 
have minded if we and our tormentors were incinerated by the 
same bomb. We were in that final stage at which there is'nothing 
to lose. 

If this is not brought into the open, the full story of the Ar
chipelago in the fifties will not have been told. 

The prison at Omsk, which had known Dostoyevsky, was not 
like any -old Gulag transit prison, hastily knocked together from 
matchwood. It was a formidable jail from the time of Catherine 
n, and its dungeons were particularly terrible. You could never 
imagine a better film set than one of its underground cells. The 
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small square window is at the top of an oblique shaft up to ground 
level. The depth of this opening-three meters-telJs you what the 
walls are like. The cell has no ceiling, but massive, menacing 
vaultS converge overhead. One wall is wet-water seeps through 
from the soil and leaks onto the floor. In the morning and in the 
evening it is dark, on the brightest afternoon half-dark. There are 
no rats, but you fancy that you can smell them. Although the 
vaulted roof dips so low that you can touch it in places, the jailers 
have contrived to erect two-tier bed platforms even here, with the 
lower level barely raised above the floor, ankle high. 

You might think that this jail would stifle the vague mutinous 
anticipations which-had grown in us in the slack K.uibyshev Tran
sit Prison. But nolln the evening, by the light of a IS-watt bulb, 
no brighter than a candle, Drozdov, the bald, sharp-featured 
churchwarden of the cathedral church at Odessa, takes his stand 
near the mouth of the window shaft, and in a voice that is weak 
yet full of feeling, the voice of a man whose life is ending, sings 
an old revolutionary song. 

Black as the CODSCience of tyrant or traitor, 
The shades of the autumn night faIl. 
Blacker than night, looming out of the darkness, 
Ghostlike--the grim prison waIl. 

He sings only for us, but in this place if you shouted aloud no 
one would 'hear. As he sings, his prominent Adam's apple runs up 
and down under the withered brown skin ofhis neck. He sings and 
shudders, he remembers,lets decades of Russian life flow through 
him, and we shudder in sympathy. 

Though all's silent within, it's a jail, not a graveyard
Sentry, ah, sentry, beware! 

A song like that in a prison like that!' Not a false note, not a 
false word! Every note, every word in tune with what awaited our 
generation of prisoners. 

Then we settle down to sleep in the yellow gloom, the cold, the 
damp. Right, who's going to tell us a story? 

A voice is heard-that of Ivan Alekseyevich Spassky, a sort of 
composite voice of all Dostoyevsky's heroes. A voice that falters, 

4. It is a great pity that Shostakovich did not hear this song in tIuu p~ Either he 
wouldn't have touched it or he would have expnoISed its modem instead of its dead 
signiftcance. 
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chokes, is never calm, seems about to break at any moment into 
weeping or a cry of pain. The most primitive tale by Breshko
Breshkovsky, "The Red Madonna," for instance, retold in such a 
voice, charged with faith, with suffering, with hatred, sounds like 
the Chanson de Roland. Whether it is true or pure fiction, the 
story of Victor Voronin, of how he raced ISO kilometers on foot 
to Toledo, and how the siege of Alcazar was raised, etches itself 
on our memories like an epic. 

Spassky's own life would make a better novel than many. In his 
youth he took part in the Campaign on the Ice.· He fought 
throughout the Civil War. He emigrated to Italy. He graduated 
from a Russian ballet school abroad (Karsavina's, I think), and 
also learnC:cl cabinetmaking in the household of some Russian 
countess. (Later on, in the camps, he amazed us by making himself 
some miniature tools and fashioning for the bosses furniture of 
such exquisite workmanship, with such elegandy curving lines, 
that they were left speechless. True, it took him a month to make 
a litde table.) He toured Europe with the ballet. He was a news 
cameraman for an Italian company during the Spanish Civil War. 
Under the slighdy disguised name of Giovanni Paschi, he became 
a major commanding a battalion in the Italian army and in sum
mer, 1942, arrived back on the Don. His battalion was prompdy 
surrounded though the Russians were still retreating almost 
everywhere. Left to himself, Spassky would have fought to the 
death, but the Italians, ·mere boys, started weeping-tbey wanted 
to live! After some hesitation Major Paschi hung out the white 

. flag. He could have committed suicide, but by now he was itching 
to take a look at some Soviet Russians. He might have gone 
through an ordinary prisoner-of-war camp and been back in Italy 
within four years, but his Russian soul was impatient of restraint 
and he got into conversation with the officers who had captured 
him. A fatal mistake! H you are unlucky enough to be Russian, 
conceal the fact like a shameful disease, or it will go hard with youl 
First they kept him for a year in the Lubyanka. Then for three 
years in the International Camp at Kharkov. (There was such a 
p1ace-full ofSpaqiards, Italians, Japanese.) Then without taking 
into account theJour years he had already served, they doled out 
another twenty-five. Twenty-fiv~what a hopei He was doomed 
to a speedy end in katorga. 

The jails at Omsk, and then at Pavlodar, took us in beca~ 
and this Was a serious oversightl-there was no specialized transit 
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prison in either city. Indeed, in Pavlodar-what a disgracel-tbere 
wasn't even a prison van and they marched us briskly from the 
station to the jail, many blocks away, without worrying about the 
local population-just like before the Revolution, or in the first 
decade after. In the parts of town we went through there were still 
neithel' pavements nor piped water, and the little one-story houses 
were sinking into the gray sand. The city proper began with the 
two-story white stone jail. . 

But by twentietb-century standards this was a jail to soothe 
rather than horrify, to inspire laughter rather than terror. A spa
cious, peacefu1 yard, with wretched grass growing here and there, 
divided by reassuringly low fences into little squares for exercise. 
There were widely spaced bars across the cdI windows on the 
second floor, and no muzzles, so that you could stand on the 
window si1l and examine the neighborhood. Directly below, under 
your feet, between the waIl of the building and the outer prison 
waIl, an enormous dog would run across the yard dragging his 
chain when something disturbed him, and give a couple of gruff 
barks. But he, too, was not a bit like a prison dog-not a terrifying 
German shepherd trained to attack people, but a shaggy yellow
white mongrel (they breed dogs like that in Kazakhstan), and 
already pretty old by the look of him. He was like one of those 
good-natured elderly wardens transferred to the camps from the 
army, who thought prison service a dog's life, and did not care 
who knew it 

Beyond the prison waIl we could see a street, a beer stall, and 
people Ylalking or standing there-people who had come to hand 
in parcels for the prisoners and were waiting to get their boxes and 
wrapping paper back. Farther on there were blocks and blocks of 
one-story houses, the great bend of the Irtysh and open country 
vanishing beyond the river into the distance. 

A lively girl, who had just got back from the guardhouse with 
her empty basket, looked up and saw us waving to her froin the 
window, but pretended not to notice. She waJk~ unhurriedly, 
demurely past the beer stall, until she could not be seen from the 
guardhouse, and there her whole manner changed abruptly: she 
dropped the basket, frantica1ly waved both arms in the air, and 
smiled at us. Then she signaled with nimble fingers: ''Write notes'" 
then (an elliptical sweep of the arm): "Throw them to me, throw 
them to mel" then (pointing in the direction of the town): "I'll take 
them and pass them on for you." Then she opened both arms wide: 
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''What else do you need? What can I do for you? I'm ! friendI" 
Her behavior was 80 natural and straightforward, so unlike that 

of the harassed and hag-ridden ''free population," our bullied and 
baftled free citizens. What could it mean? Were times changing? 
Or was this just Kazakhstan? Where half the population, remem
ber, were exiles ... 

Sweet, fearless girll How quickly and accurately you had 
learned the prison-gate skillsl How happy it made me (and I felt 
a tear in my eye) to know that there are still people like youl 
Accept our homage, whoever you are! If our people had all been 
like you there would have been not a hope in heD of imprisoning 
them. 

The infamous machine would have jammed! 
We had, of course, bits of pencil lead in our jackets. And scraps 

of paper. And it would have been easy to pick offa lump of plaster, 
tie a note to it with thre8d, and throw it clear of the wall. But there 
was absolutely nothing we could ask her to do for us in Pavlodarl 
So we simply bowed to her and waved our greetings. 

We were driven into the desert. Even the unprepossessing over
grown village ofPavlodar we should soon remember as a glittering 
metropolis. 

We were now taken over by an escort party from StepJag (but 
not, fortunately, from the Dzhezkazgan Camp Division: through
out the journey we had kept our fingers crossed that-we would not 
end up in the copper mines). The trucks sent to coHeet us had 
built-up sides and griUes were attached to the rear of their cabs, 
to protect the Tommy-gunners from us as though we were wild 
animals. They packed us in tightly, facing backward, with our legs 
twisted under us, and in this position jogged and jolted Us over the 
potholes for eight hours on end The Tommy-gunners sat on the 
roof of the cab, with the muzzles of their guns trained on our backs 
throughout the journey. 

Up front rode lieutenants and sergeants, and in the cab of our 
truck there was an officer's wife with a little girl of six. When we 
stopped the little girl would jump down and run through the grass 
picking flowers and calling in a clear voice to her mother. She was 
not in the least put out by the Tommy guns, the dogs, the ugly 
shaven heads of the prisoners sticking up over the sides of the 
lorries; our strange world cast no shadow on the meadow and the 
flowers, and she didn't even spare us a curious glance. . . . I 
remembered the son of a sergeant major at the Special Prison in 
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Zagorsk. His favorite game was making two other little boys, the 
SODS ofneighbors, clasp their hands behind their backs (sometimes 
he tied their hands) and. walk along the road while he walked 
a10Dgside with a stick, escorting them. 

As the fathers live, so the children play. 
We crossed the Irtysh. We rode for a long time thrOugh water 

meadows, then over dead flat steppe. The breath of the Irtysh, the 
freshness of evening on the steppe, the scent of wormwood, en
veloped us whenever we stopped for a few minutes and the swirl
ing clouds of light-giay dust raised by the wheels sank to the 
ground. Thickly powdered with this dust, we looked at the road 
behind Us (we were not allowed to tum our heads), kept silent (we 
were not allowed to talk), and thought about our destiny, the 
camp with the strange, diflicuJ.t, un-Russian name. We had read 
the name on our case files, hanging upside down from the top shelf 
in the Stolypin-EXDIASTUz. But nobody could imagine where it 
was on the map, and only Lieutenant Colonel Oleg Ivanov remem
bered that it was a coal-mining area. We even supposed that it 
might be somewhere quite close to the Chinese border (and this 
made some ofus happy, since they had yet to learn that·China was 
even worse than our own country). Captain Second Class Bur
kovsky (a new boy and a lS-er, he still looked askance at us, 
because he was a Communist imprisoned in error, while all around 
were enemies of the people: he acknowledged me only because I 
was a former Soviet officer and had not been a prisoner of war) 
reminded me of something I had learned at the· university and 
forgotten: ifwe traced a meridian line on the ground at the autum
nal equinox and subtracted the meridional altitude ofthe·sun on 
September 23 from 90, we should find our latitude. This was 
reassuring-although there waS no way of discovering our longi
tude. 

On and on they drove. Darkness fell. The stars were big in the 
black sky and we saw· clearly now that we were being carried 
south-southwest. 

Dust danced in the beams of headlights behind us. Patches of 
the dust cloud whipped up over the whole road, but were visible 
only where the headlights picked them out. A strange mirage rose 
before me: the world was a heaving sea of blackness, except for 
those . whirling luminous particles forming sinister pictures of 
things to come. 

To what far comer of the earth, what godforsaken hole, were 
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they taking us? Where were we fated to make our revolution? 
Our legs, doubled under us, became so numb that they might 

not have been ours. It was very near midnight when we reached 
a camp surrounded by a high wooden fence and-out in the dark 
steppe, beside a dark sleeping settlement-brightwith electric 
light,.in the guardhouse and around the boundaiy fence. 

After another roll call with full particulars-"March, nineteen 
hundred and seventy-fivet"-they led us through the towering 
double gatc:s for what was left of our quarter-century. 

The camp was asleep, but aU the windows of all the buts· were 
brightly lit, as though the tide of life was running high. Lights on 
at night-that meant prison rules. The doors of the huts were 
fastened from outside by heavy padlocks. Bars stood out black 
against the brightly lit rectangles of the windows. 

The orderly who came out to meet us had number P4tches stuck 
aU over him. 

You've read in the newspapers that in Nazi camps people bad 
numbers sewn on their clo~ haven't you? 
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Chains, Ch,ains . .• 

Our . eager hopes, our leaping expectations, were soon 
crushed. The wind of change was blowing only in drafty corri
dors---in the transit prisons. Here, behind the tall fences of the 
Special Camps, its breath did not reach us. And although 
there were only political prisoners in these camps, no mutinous 
leaflets hung on posts. 

They say that at Minlag the blacksmiths refused to forge bars 
for hut windows. All gIory to those as yet nameless heroesl They 
were real people. They were put in the camp jail, and th~ bars for 
Minlag were forged at Kotlas. No one supported the smiths. 

The Special Camps began with that uncomplaining, indeed 
eager submission to which prisoners bad been trained by three 
generations of Corrective Labor Camps. 

Prisoners brought in from the Polar North had no cause to be 
grateful for the Kazakh sunshine. At Novorudnoye station they 
jumped down from the red boxcars onto ground no less red. This 
was the famous Dzhezkazgan copper, and the lungs of those who 
mined it never held out more than four months. There and then 
the warders joyfully demonstrated their new weapon on the first 
prisoners to step out of line: handcuft's, which had not been used 
in the Corrective Labor Camps, gleaming nickel handcuft's, which 
went into mass production in the Soviet Union to mark the thirti
eth anniversary of the October Revolution. (Somewhere there was 
a factory in which workers with graying mustaches, the model 
proletarians of Soviet literature, were making them-unless ,we 
suppose that Stalin and Beria did it themselves?) These handcuft's 
were remarkable in that they could be clamped on very tight. 

56 
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Serrated metal plates were let into them, so that when a camp 
guard banged a man's handcuffed Wrists against his knee, more of 
the teeth would slip into the lock, causing the prisoner greater 
pain. In this way the handcuft's became an instrument of torture 
instead of a mere device to inhibit activity: they crushed the wrists, 
causing constant acute pain, and prisoners were kept like that for 
hours, always with their hands behind their backs, pa1ms outward. 
)'he warders also perfected the practice of trapping four fingers in 
the handcuffs, which caused acute pain in the finger joints. 

In Berlag the handcuffs were used religiously: for every trifle, 
even for failure to take off your cap to a warder, they put on the 
handcuffs (hands behind the back) and stood you by the guard
house. The hands became swollen ·and numb, and grown men 
wept: "I won't do it again, sir! Please take the cu1fs om" (Won
drous were the ways of Berlag: not only did prisoners enter the 
mess hall on command, they lined up at the tables on command, 
sat down on command, lowered their spoons into the gruel on 
command, rose and left the room on command.) 

It was easy enough for someone to scribble the order: "Es
tablish Special Camps! Submit draft regulations by such and 
such a date!" But somewhere hard-working penologists (and 
psychologists, and connoisseurs of camp . life) had to think out 
the details: How could screws aIn:8dy galling be made yet 
tighter? How could burdens already backbreaking be made yet 
heavier? How could the lives of Gulag's denizens, already far 
from easy, be made harder yet? Transferred from Corrective 
Labor Camps to Special Camps, these animals must be aware 
at once of their strictness and harshness-but obviously some
one must first devise a detailed programl 

Naturally, the security measures were strengthened. In all Spe
cial Camps the perimeter was reinforced, additional strands of 
barbed wire were strung up, and coils of barbed wire were scat
tered about the camp's fringe area. On the path by which prisoners 
went to work, machine gnns were set up in readiness at all main 
crossroads and turnings, and gunners crouched behind them. 

Every Camp Division had its stone jailhouse-its Disciplinary 
Barracks (BUR).' Anyone put in the Disciplinary Barracks invari-

1. I shaJI conlinue to call it by this IIIII11e, wbich prisoners J'CIIICIIIbaed from the 
Corrective Labor Camps and went on Using out ofhabit, although it is not quite accurate 
in this context: it waS the camp jail, neither IIIORI narless. 
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ably had his padded jacket taken from him: torture by cold was 
an important feature of the BUR. But every hut was just as much 
a jail, since all windows were barred, and latrine buckets were 
brought in for the night so that all doors could be locked. More
over, there were one or two Disciplinary Barracks in each camp 
area, with intensified security, each a separate camplet within the 
camp; these were locked as soon as the prisoners got in from work 
-on the model of the earlier katorga. (They were BUR's really, 
but we Caned them. "rezhimki. ") 

Then again, they quite blatantly borrowed from the Nazis a 
practice which had proved valuable to them-the substitution of 
a number for the prisoner's name, his "I," his human individual
ity, so that the difference between one man and another was a digit 
more or less in an otherwise identical row of figures. This measure, 
too, could be a great hardship, provided it was implemented con
sistently and fully. This they tried to do. Every new recruit, when . 

. he "played the piano" in the Special Section (i.e., had his finger-
prints taken, as was the practice in ordinary prisons, but not in 
Corrective Labor Camps), had to hang around his neck a board 
suspended from a rope. His number-Shch 262 will do as an 
example-was set up on the board (in Ozerlag by now there were 
even numbers beginning with yery:. the alphabet was too shortt) 
and in this guise he had his picture taken by the Special Section's 
photographer. (All those photographs are still preserved some
where! One of these days we shall see them!) 

They took the board from around the prisoner's neck (he wasn't 
a dog, after all) and gave him instead four (or in some camps three) 
white patches measuring 8 centimeters by 15. These he had to sew 
onto his clothes, usually on the back, the breast, above the peak 

- of his cap, and on one leg or arm (plate No. 2}-but the regula
tions varied slightly from camp to camp. -Quilted clothing was 
deliberately damaged in stipulated places before the patches were. 
sewn on: in the camp workshops a separate team of tailors was 
detailed to damage new clothing: squares of fabric were cut out 
to expose the wadding underneath. This was done so that prison
ers trying to escape could not unpick their number ·patches and 
pass as free workmen. In some other camps it was simpler still: 
the number was burned into the garments with bleaching fluid. 

Warders were ordered to address prisoners by their numbers 
only, and to ignore and forget their names. It would have been 
pretty unpleasant if they had kept it up-but they couldn't. Rus-
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sians aren't Germans. Even in the first year warders occasionally 
slipped up and called people by their names, and as time went by 
they did it more often. To make things easier for the warders, a 
plywood shingle was nailed onto each bunk, at every level, with 
the occupant's number on it. Thus the warder could call out the 
sleeper's number even when he could not see it on his garments, 
and if a man was missing the warder would know at once who was 
breaking the ruleS. Another useful field of activity opened up for 
warders: they could quietly tum the key in the lock and tiptoe into 
the hut before getting-up time, to take the numbers of those who 
had risen too soon, or they could burst into the hut exactly on time 
and take the numbers of those who were not yet up. In both cases 
you could be summarily awarded a spell in the hole, but in the 
Special Camp it was usually thought better to demand a written 
explanation-although pens and ink were forbidden and no paper 
was supplied. This tedious, long-winded, offensive. procedure was 
rather a clever invention, especially as the camp administration 
had plenty of salaried idlers with leisure to scrutinize the explana
tions. Instead of simply punishing you out of hand, they required 
you to explain in writing why your bed was untidy, why the 
number· plate at your bunk was askew and why you had done 
nothing about it. why a number patch on your jacket was soiled 
and why you had not put that right; why a cigarette had been 
found on you in the hut; why you had not taken your cap off to 
a warder.2 Questions so profound that writing answers to them 
was even more of a torment to the literate than to the illiterate. 
But refusal to write meant that yOUf'puuishment would be more 
severe! The note was written, with the neatness and precision 
which respect for the disciplinary staff demanded, delivered to the 
warder in charge of the hut. then examined by the assistant disci
plinary officer or the disciplinary officer, who in tum wrote on it 
his decision about punishment. 

In work rolls, too, it was the rule to write numbers before 
names. Why before and not instead of names? They were afraid 
to give up names altogether! However you look at it. a name is a 
reliable handle, a man is pegged to his name forever, whereas a 
number is blown away at a pd. If only the numbers were branded 
or picked out on the man himself, that would be something! But 

2. Doroshevich was surprised to find prisansers taking their caps oft" to the prison 
governor on Sakhalin. But we bad to uncover whenever we met an ordlaary warder. 
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they never got around to it. Though they might easily have done 
SO; they came close enough. 

The oppressive number system tended to break down for yet 
another reason-because we were not in soli~ confinement, 
because we heard each other's voices -and not just those of the 
warders. Tbeprisoners themselves not only did not use each 
other's n~bers, they did no~ even notice them. (How, you may 
wonder, could anyone fail to notice those glaring white patches on 
Ii black background? When a lot of us were assembled-on work 
line-up, or fot inspection-tbe bewildering wy of figures gave 
you spots before your eyes. It was like staring at a logarithm table 
-but only while it was new to you.) So little did you notice them 
that you did not even know the numbers of your closest friends 
and teammates; your oWn was the only one you remembered. 
(Some dandified trusties carefully saw to it that their numbers 
were neatly, even jauntily, sewn on, with the edges tucked in, with 
minute stitching, to make them really pretty. Lackeys born and 
bred! My friends and I, on the contrary, took care that our num
bers should look as ugly-as possible.) 

The Special Camp regime assumed a total lack of publicity, 
assumed that no one would ever complain, no one would ever be 
released, no one would ever break out. -(Neither Auschwitz nor 
Katyn had taught our bosses anything.) And so the first Special 
Camps were Special Camps with truncheons. It was, as a rule, not 
the warders who carried them (they had the handcuft'sl), but 
trusted_ prisoners-hut orderlies and foremen; they, however, 
could beat us to their hearts' content, with the full approval of 
authority. At DzhezkaZg&n before work line-up the work assign
ers stood by the doors of the huts with clubs and shouted: "Out 
you come-and no last man"" (The reader will have understood 
that if there should be a last man, it was immediately as though 
he had never been.), For the same reason, the authorities were not 
greatly upset if, for instance, a winter transport from Karbas to 
Sp8ssk-two hundred men-froze on the way, if all the wards and 
corridors of the Medical-Section were packed with the survivors, 
rotting alive with a sickening stench, and Dr. Kolesnikovam
putated dozens of arms, legs, and noses.' The wall of silence was 

3. In Spassk ill 1949 something .-ppecI. The foremen were called to the 8Ialf' hut, 
ordered to put away -their clubs, aDd IIdviaecI to do without them ill fUture 

4. This Dr. ICoIesIUkov was cme of the "esperI8" who had shortly before IIi&ned the 
mendacious ftndin&s of the JCatyu commission (to the eII'ect that it was DOt we who had 
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so reliable that the celebrated disciplinary officer at Spassk, Cap
tain Vorobyov, and his underlings first "punished" an imprisoned 
Hungarian ballerina by putting her in the black hole, then hand
cuffed her, then, while she was handcuffed, raped her. 

The disciplinary regime envisaged patient attention to every 
detail. Thus prisoners were not allowed to keep photographs
either of themselves (which might help escapers!) or of their rela
tives. Should any be found they were confiscated and destroyed.
A barracks representative in the women's division at Spassk, an 
elderly schoolteacher, put a small picture of Tchaikovsky on a 
table. The warder removed it and gave her three days in the black 
hole. "But it's a picture of Tchaikovskyl" "I don't care whose 
picture it is; in this camp women aren't allowed to luive pictures 
of men." In Kengir prisoners were allowed to receive meal in their 
fo.» parcels (why not?), but there was a rigorous prohibition 
against boiling it, and if a prisoner managed to make a fire between 
a couple of bricks the warder would kick over the pot and make 
the culprit smother the flames with his hands. (Later on. it is true, 
they built a little shed for cooking, but two months later the stove 
was demolished and the place was used to accommodate some pigs 
belonging to the officers, and security officer Belyaev's horse.) 

While they were introducing various disciplinary novelties, our 
masters did not forget what was best in the practice of the Correc
tive Labor Camps. In Ozerlag Captain Mishin, head of a Camp 
Division, tied recalcitrants behind a sleigh and towed them to 
work. 

-By and large, the regime proved so satisfactory that prisoners 
from the former political camps (katorga) were now kept in the 
Special CaDi.ps on the same footing as the rest and in the same 
quarters, distinguished only by the serial letters on their number 
patches. (Though if there was a shortage of huts, as at Spassk, it 
was they who would be put to live in barns and stables.) 

-So that the Special Camp, though not officially called katorga, 
was its legitimate successor and merged with it. 

For a prison regime to have a satisfactory efl'ect on the prison
ers, it must be grounded also on sound rules about work and diet. 

The work chosen for the Special Camps was always the hardest 

murdered the Polish ollk:era). For this a just Pro\Iidence bad put him in this camp. But 
why did the powers of this world want him there? 80 that he would not talk too much. 
"'Othello's occupation's gone." 
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in the locality. As Cbekhov has truly remarked: "The established 
view of society, and with some qualifications of literature, is that 
no harder and more degrading form of hard labor can be found 
than that in the mines. If in Nekrasov's Russian Women the hero's 
job had been to catch fish for the jail or to fell trees, many readers 
would have felt unsatisfied." (Why speak so disparagingly of tree 
felling, Anton Pavlovich? Lumbering is not so bad; it will do the 
trick.) The first divisions of Steplag, those it began with, were all 
engaged in copper mining (the First and Second Divisions at 
Rudnik, the Third at Kengir, and the Fourth at Dzhezkazgan). 
They drilled dry, and the dust from the waste rock quickly 
brought on silicosis and tuberculosis.> Sick prisoners were sent to 
die in the celebrated Spassk camp (near Karaganda}-the "All
Union convalescent home" of the Special Camps. 

Spassk deserves a special mention here .. 
It was to Spassk that they sent terminal cases for whom other 

camps could no longer find any use. But what a surprisel No 
soonc;r did the sick cross the salubrious boundary lines of Spassk 
than they turned into able-bodied workers. For Colonel Cbechev, 
commandant of the whole Steplag complex, the Spassk Camp 
Division was one ofhis special favorites. This thick-set thug would 
8y in from Karaganda, have his boots cleaned in the guardhouse, 
and walk through the camp trying to spot prisoners not working. 
He liked to say: "I've only got one invalid in the whole Spassk 
camp-he's short of both legs. And even he's on light duties-he 
runs errands." All one-legged men were employed on sedentary 
work: breaking stones for road surfacing, or grading firewood. 
Neither crutches nor even a missing arm was any obstacle to work 
in Spassk. One of Cbechev's ideas: putting four one-armed men to 
carry a stretcher (two of them left-armed, two of them right
armed). An idea thought up for Cbechev: driving the machines in 
the engineering shop by hand when there was no electric power. 
Something Chechev liked: having his "own professor." So he 
allowed the biophysicist Chizhevsky to set up a laboratory at 
Spassk (with empty benches). But when Cbizhevsky, using worth
less waste materials, devised an antisilicosis maSk for the Dzhez
kazgan workers-Chechev would not put it into production. 
They've always worked without masks; why complicate things? 

5. Under a law of 1886, DO form of work which might be injurious to health was 
permitted even if it was the prisoner's own choice. 
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After alI, there must be a regular turnover, to make room for the 
new intake. 

At the end of 1948 there were about 15,000 prisoners, male and 
female, in Spassk. It was a huge camp area; the posts of the 
boundary fence went uphill in some places, and the comer watch
towers were out of sight of-each other. The work of self-segrega
tion gradually proceeded: the prisoners built inner walls to sepa
rate women, workers, complete invalids (this would hinder 
communications within the camp and make thingS easier for the 
bosses). Six thousand men building a dike had to walk 12 kilome
ters to work. Since they were sick men, it took them more than 
two hours each way. To this must be added an eleven-hour work
ing day. (It was rare for anyone to last two months on that job.) 
The job next in importance was in the stone quarries-which were 
inside the camp itself, both in the men's and in the women's 
section (the island had its own minera1sl). In the men's section the 
quarry was on a hillside. The stone was blasted loose with am
monal after the day's work was over, 8.Qd next day the sick men 
broke the lumps up with hammers. In the women's zone they 
didn't use ammonaI-instead, the women dug down to the rock 
layers with picks, then smashed the stone with sledge hammers. 
The hammer heads, of course, came away from the handles, and 
new ones sometimes broke. To replace a head, a hammer had to 
be sent t~ a different camp zone. Nonetheless, every woman had 
an output norm of 0.9 cubic meters a day, and since they could 
not meet it there was a long period during which they were put 
on short rations (400 grams}-until the men taught them to pinch 
stone from old piles before the daily accounting. Remember that 
all this work was done not only by sick people, not only without 
any mechanical aids at all, but in the harsh winter of the steppes 
(at temperatures as low as 30 to 3S degrees below freezing, and 
with a wind blowing), and what is more, in summer clothing, since 
there was no provision for the issue of warm 'clothing to nonwork
ers, i.e., to the unfit. P--r recalls how she wielded a huge 
hammer, practically naked, in frosts as severe as this. The value 
of this work to the Fatherland becomes very clear when we add 
that for some reason the stone from the women's quarry proved 
unsuitable as building material. and on a certain day a certain high 
official gave instructions that the women should dump all the 
stone they had quarried in a year back where it came from. cover 
it with soil, and layout a park (they never, of course, got quite 
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that far). In the men's zone the s.e was good. The procedure for 
delivering it to the construction site was as follows: after inspec
tion, the whole work force (around eight tbousandmen .. .,.·alI-those 
who were alive on that particular day) was marched up the hill, 
and no one-was allowed down again Uilless he was carrying stone. 
On holidays patients took their constitutional twice daily-morn
ing and evening. 

Then came such jobs as self-enclosure, building quarters for the 
camp administration and the guards (dwelling houses, a club, a 
bathhouse, a school), and work in the fields and gardens. 

The produce from these gardens also went to theIree personnel, 
while the prisoners got only beet tops: this stuft' was brought in by 
the truckload and dumped near the kitchen, where it rotted until 
the cooks pitchforked it into their cauldrons. (A bit like feeding 
cattle, would yousay1) The eternal broth was made from. these 
beet tops, with the daily addition of one ladleful of mush. Here is 
a horticultural idyll from Spasak: about ISO prisoners made a 
concerted rush atone of-the garden plots, lay on the ground, and 
gnawed vegetables pulled from. the beds. 'l'he guards swarmed 
around, beating them with sticks, but they just lay there munch
ing. 

Nonworking invalids were given SSO grams of bread, working 
invalids6SO. Medicines were as yet unknown in Spasak (where 
would you find enough. for a mob like that! and .they were ·tilere 
to peg out anyway), and so were proper beds. In some huts bunks 
were moved up together, and four men instead of two squeezed 
onto a double bed platform. . 

Oh, yes-there is one job l'1aven't yet mentionedl Every day 
110 to 120 men went olit to dig graves. Two Studebakers carried 

_ _ the corpses in slatted boxes, with theirlegs and arms sticking out. 
Even in the halcyon summer months of 1949, sixty or seventy 
people died every ~y, and in winter it was one hundred (the 
Estonians who worked in the morgue kept the count). 

(In other Special Camps mortality was not so high; prisoners 
were better fed, but their work was harder, too, since they were 
not unfit: the reader can: make the necessary adjustment himself.) 

All this was in 1949 (the year one thousand nine hundred and 
forty-nine), the thirty-secolid year after the October Revolution, 
four years after the war, with its harsh imperatives, .had ended, 
three years after the conclusion of the Nuremberg Trials, where 
mankind at Iarge had learned about the horrors of the Nazi camps 
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and said with a sigh of relief: "It can never happen again."6 
Add to all this that on transfer to a Special Camp your links 

with the outside world, with the wife who waited for you and for 
your letters, with the children for whom you were becoming a 
mythical figure, were as good as severed. (Two letters a year-but 
even these were not posted, after you had put into them thoughts 
saved up for months. Who would venture to check the work of the 
women censors on the MOB statrl They often made their task 
lighter by burning some of the letters they were supposed to 
censor. IT your letter did not get through, the post office could 
always be blamed. In Spassk some prisoners were once called in 
to repair a stove in the censors' office, and they found there hun
dreds of unposted letters which the censors had forgotten to burn. 
Conditions in the Special Camps were such that the stove menders 
were afraid to tell their friends-the State Security boys might 
make short work of them .... These women censors in the Minis
try of State Security who burned the souls of prisoners to save 
themselves a little trouble-were they any more humane than the 
SS women who collected the skin and hair of murdered people?) 
As for family visits, they were unthinkable---the address of every 
Special Camp was classified and no outSider was allowed to go 
there. . 

Let us also add that the Hemingwayesque question to haW! or 
to haW! not hardly arose in the Special Camps, since it had been 
firmly resolved from the day of their creation in favor of not 
ha'Ping. Not having money and receiving no wages (in Corrective 
Labor Camps it was still possible to earn a pittance, but here not 
a single kopeck). Not having a change of shoes or clothing, nor 
anything to put on underneath, to keep yourself warm or dry. 
Underwear (and what underwear-HeMingway's pauper would 
hardly have deigned to put it on) was changed twice a month; 
other clothes, and shoes, twice a year; it was all laid down with 
a crysta1line clarity worthy of Arakcheyev. (Not in the first days 
of the camp, but later on, they fitted out a permanent storeroom, 

6. Let me hasten to put the reader'. mind at rest by assuring him that aD these Cbecbevs, 
Mishins, and Vorobyovs, and also Warder Novgorodov, are ftourishiDg: Cbechev in Kara· 
gsnda, retired with the rank of general. Not one of them bas been brought to trial, 01' ever 
will be. And what could they be tried for? They were simply amybrg OIIIOrders. They are 
not to be eompated with those Nazis who were simply carryins out orden. If they in any 
way went beyond their orden, it was of course because of their ideological purity. with 
the sincerest intentions, out of simple unawareness that Beria, "Great Stalin'. faithful 
comrade in anns," was also an agent of international imperialism. 
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where clothes were kept until the day of "release," and not hand
ing in any article of wear among your personal belongings was 
COnsidered a serious offense: it counted as preparation to escape, 
and meant the black hole and interrogation.) Not to keep food in 
your locker (you queued in the evening to hand it in at the food 
store, and in the morning to draw jtout again-which effectively 
occupied those half hours in the morning and evening when you 
might have had time to think). Not to have anything in manu
script, not to have ink, indelible pencils, or colored pencils, not to 
have unused paper in excess of one school notebook. And finally, 
not to have books. (In Spassk they took away books belonging to 
a prisoner on admission. In our camp we were allowed to keep one 
or two at first, but one day a wise decree was issued: all books 
belonging to prisoners must be registered with the Culture and 
Education Section, where the words "Steplag, Camp Division No. 
--" would be stamped on the title page. Henceforward all 
unstamped books would be confiscated as illegal, while stamped 
books would be considered the property of the library, not that of 
their former owners.) 

Let us further remind ourselves that in Special Camps searches 
were more frequent and intensive than in Corrective Labor 
Camps. (Prisoners were carefully searched each day as they left 
for and returned from work (plate No.3]; huts were searched 
regularly-floors raised, fire bars levered out of stoves, boards 
pried up in porches; then there were prison-type personal 
searches, in which prisoners were stripped and probed, linings 
ripped away from clothes and soles from shoes.) That after a while 
they started weeding out every last blade of grass in the camp area 
''in case somebody hides a weapon there." That free days were 
taken up by chores about the camp. 

If you remember all this, it may not surprise you to hear that 
making him wear numbers was not the most hurtful and effective 
way of damaging a. prisoner's self-respect: when Ivan Denisovich 
says, ''They weigh nothing, the numbers," it does not mean that 
he has lost all self-respect-as some haughty critics, who never 
themselves wore numbers or went hungry, have disapprovingly 
said-it is just common sense. The numbers were vexatious not 
because of their psychological or moral effects, as the bosses in
tended, but for a purely practical reason-that on pain of a spell 
in the hole we had to waste our leisure hours sewing up hems that 
had come unstitched, getting the figures touched up by the "art-
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ists," or searching for fresh rags to replace patches tom at work. 
The people for whom the numbers were indeed the most 

diabolical of the camp's devices were the devout women members 
of certain religious sects. There were some of these in the Women's 
Camp Division near the Suslovo station (Kamyshlag)-about a 
third of the women there were imprisoned for their religion. Now, 
it is plainly foretold in the Book of Revelation (Chapter 13, Verse 
16) that "it· causes all ... to be marked on the right hand or-the 
forehead. " 

These women refused, therefore, to wear numbers--,-the mark 
of Satan! Nor would they give signed receipts (to Satan, of course) 
in return for regulation dress. The camp authorities (Chief of 
Administration General Grigoryev, head of Separate Camp Site 
Major Bogush) showed laudable firmness! They gave orders that 
the women should be stripped to their shifts, and have their shoes 
taken from them (the job went to wardresses who were members 
of the Komsomol), thus enlisting winter's help in forcing these 
senseless fanatics to accept regulation dress and sew on their 
numbers. But even with the temperature below freezing, the 
women walked about the-camp in their shifts and barefoot, refus
ing to surrender their souls to Satan! 

Faced with this spirit (the spirit of reaction, needless to say; 
enlightened people like ourselves would never protest so strongly 
about such a thing!), the administration capitulated and gav.e their 
clothing back to the sectarians, who put it on without numbers! 
(Ye1ena Ivanovna Usova wore hers for the whole ten years; her 
outer garments and underwear rotted and feU to pieces on her 
body, but the accounts office could not authorize the issue of any 
government property without a receipt from her!) 

Another annoying thing about the numbers was their size, 
which enabled the guards to read them from a long way oft'. They 
only ever saw us -from a distance at which they would have time 
to bring their guns to the ready and fire, they knew none of us, 
of course, by name, and since we were dressed identically would 
have been unable to distinguish one from another but for our 
numbers. But now, if the guards noticed anybody talking on the 
march, or changing ranks, or not keeping his hands behind his 
back, or picking something uP from the ground, the guard com
mander only had to report it to the camp and the culprit could 
expect the black hole. 

The guards were yet another force which could crush a prisoner 
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like a sparrow caught in a pulping machine. These "red tabs," 
regular soldiers, these little lads with Tommy guns, were a dark, 
unreasoning force, knowing nothing of us,never accepting expla
nations. Nothing could get through from us to them, and from 
them to us came only angry shouts, the barking of dogs, the 
grating of ~reechblocks, bullets. And they, not we, were always 
right. 

In Ekibastuz, where they were adding gravel to a railroad bed, 
working without a boundary fence but cordoned by guards, a 
prisoner took a few steps, inside the permitted area, to get some 
bread from his coat, which he had thrown down-and one of the 
guards went for him and killed him. The guard. of course, was in 
the right. He would receive nothing but thanks. I'm sure he has 
no regrets to this day. Nor did we express our indignation. Need
less to say, we wrote no letters about it (and if we had, our 
complaints would not have gone any further). 

On JanUary 19, 1951, our column of five hundred men had 
reached work site ARM. On one side of us was the boundary 
fence, with no soldiers between us and it. They were about to let 
us in through the gates. Suddenly a prisoner called Maloy ("Lit
tle. Of who was in fact a tall, broad-shouldered young man) broke 
ranks for no obvious reason and absent-mindedly walked toward 
the guard commander. We got the impression that he was not 
himself, that he did not know what he was doing. He did not raise 
his hand. ,he made no threatening gesture, he simply walked on, 
lost in thought. The officer in charge, a nasty-looking, foppish 
little fellow. took fright and started hastily backing away from 
Maloy, shouting shrilly, and try as he would, unable to draw his 
pistol. A sergeant Tommy-gunner advanced briskly on Maloy and 
when he was within a few paces gave him a short burst in the chest 
and the belly, slowly backing away in his turn. Maloy slowly 
advanced another two paces before he feU, and tufts of wadding 
sprang into sight in the back of his jacket, marking the path of the 

. invisible bullets. Although Maloy was down, and the rest of the 
column had not stirred, the guard commander was so terrified that 
he rapped out an order to the soldiers and there was a rattle of 
Tommy guns on aU sides, raking the air just above our heads; a 
machine gun, set up beforehand. began chattering, and many 
voices vying with each other in hysterical shrillness screamed: 
"Lie down! Lie down! Lie down!" While the bullets came lower 
and lower, to the level of the boundary wires. There were half a 
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thousand of us, but we did not hurl ourselves on the men with the 
guns and trample on them; we prostrated ourselves and lay with 
our faces buried in the snow, in a humiliating and helpless posi
tion, lay like sheep for more than a quarter of an hour on that 
Epiphany morning. They could easily have shot every last one of 
us without having to answer for it: why, this was attempted mu
tinyl 

This was what we were like in the first and second years of the 
Special Camps-pathetic, crushed slaves-but enough has been 
said about this period in Ivan Denisovieh. 

How did it come about? Why did so many thousands of these 
misused creatures, the S8's-damn it all, they were political 
offenders, and now that they were separated, segregated, concen
trated, surely they would behave like po/itieals-why, then, did 
they behave so cOntemptibly, so submissively? 

These camps could not have begun differently. Both the op
pressed and their oppressors had come from Corrective Labor 
Camps, and both sides had decades of a master-snd-slave tradition 
behind them. Their old way oflife was transferred with them, they 
kept the old way of thinking alive and warm in each other's minds, 
because they traveled a hundred or so at a time from the same 
Camp Division. They brought with them to their new place the 
firm belief inculcated in all of them that men are rats~ that man 
eats man, and that it em be no other way. Bach of them brought 
with him a concern for his own fate alone, and a total indifference 
to the fate of others. He came prepared to give no quarter in the 
struggle for a foreman's job or a trusty's cozy spot in a warm 
kitchen, in the bread-cutting room; in the stores, in the accountS
office, or in the Culture and Education Section. 

When a man is being moved to a new place all by himself, he 
can base his hopes of gening fixed up there only on luck and his 
own unscrupulousness. But when men are transported together 
over great distances in the same boxcar for two or three or four 
weeks, are kept stewing in the same transit prisons, are marched 

_ along in the same columns, they have plenty of time to put their 
Ileads together,.to judge which of them has a foreman's fist, which 
knows how to crawl to the bosses, to play dirty tricks, to feather 
his nest at the expense of thll working prisoners-and a close-knit 
family of trusties naturally does not indulge in dreams of freedom 
but joins forces to uphold the cause of slavery, clubs together to 
seize the key posts in the new camp and keep out trusties from 
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elsewhere. While the benighted workers, completely reconciled to 
their harsh and hopeless lot, get together to form good work teams 
and find themselves a decent foreman in the new place. 

All these people had forgotten beyond recall not only that each 
of them was a man, that he carried the divine spark within him, 
that he was capable of higher thingS; they had forgotten, too, that 
they need not forever bend their backs, that freedom is as much 
man's right as air, that they were aU so-called politicals, and that 
there were now no strangers in their midst. 

True, there were still a very few thieves among them. The 
authorities had despaired of deterring their favorites from fre
quent attempts tp break out (under Article 82 of the Criminal 
Code the penalty was not more than two years, and the thieves had 
already collected decades and centuries of extra time, so why 
should they not run away if there was no one to dissuade them?) 
and decided to pin charges under Article 58, Section 14 (economic 
sabotage), on would-be escapers. 

Altogether not very many thieves went into Special Camps, just 
a handful in each transport, but in their code there were enough 
of them to bully and insult people, to act as hut wardens and walk 
around with sticks (like the two Azerbaijanis in Spassk who were 
subsequently· hacked to death), and to help the trusties plant on 
these new islands of the Archipelago the flag (shit-colored, 
trimmed with black) of the foul and slavish Destructive-Labor 
Camps. 

The camp at Ekibastuz had been set up a year before our arrival 
-in 1949-and everything had settled down in the old pattern 
brought there in the minds of prisoners and masters. Every hut 
had a warden, a· deputy warden, and senior prisoners, some of 
whom relied on their fists and others on talebearing to keep their 
subjects down. There was a separate hut for the trusties, where 
they took tea reclining on their bunks and amicably settled the fate 
of whole work sites and whole work teams. Thanks to the peculiar 
design of the Finnish huts,· there were in each of them separate 
cabins occupied ex officio by one or two privileged prisoners. 
Work assigners rabbit-punched you, foremen smacked you in the 
kisser, warders laid on with the lash. The cooks were a mean and 
surly lot. All storerooms were taken over by freedom-loving 
Caucasians. Work-assignment duties were monopolized by a 
clique of scoundrels who were aU supposed to be engineers. Stool 
pigeons carried their tales to the Security Section punctually and 
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with impunity. The camp, which had started a year ago in tents, 
now had a stone jailhouse-which, however, was only half-built 
and so always badly overcrowded: prisoners sentenced to the hole 
had to wait in line for a month or even two. Law and order had 
broken down, no doubt about itl Queuing for the holel (I was 
sentenced to the hole, and my turn never came.) 

True, the thieves (or bitches, to be more precise, since they 
were not too grand to take posts in the camp) had lost a little 
of their shine in the course of the year. They felt themselves 
somehow cramped-they had no rising generation behind 
them, no reinforcements in sight, no one eagerly tiptoeing after 
them. Things somehow weren't working out for them. Hut 
warden Mageran, when the disc?iplinary officer introduced him 
to the lined-up prisoners, did his best to glower at them de
fiantly, but self-doubt soon took possession of him and his star 
sank ingloriously. 

We, like every party of new arrivals, were put under pressure 
while we were still taking our bath on admission. The bathhouse 
attendants, barbers, and storemen were on edge and ganged up to 
attack anyone who tried to make the most diffident complaint 
about tom underwear or cold water or the heat-sterilization proce
dure. They were just waiting for such complaints. Several of them 
at once flew at the offender, like a pack of dogs, yelling in unnatu
rally loud voices-"You aren't in the Kuibyshev Transit Prison 
now" -and shoving their hamlike fists under his nose. (This was 
good psychology. A naked man is ten times more vulnerable than 
one in clothes. And if newly arrived prisoners are given a bit of 
a fright before they emerge from the inaugural bath, they will 
begin camp life with their wings clipped.) 

That same Volodya Gershuni, the student who had imagined 
himself taking a good look around in the camp and deciding 
''whom to join," was detailed on his very first day to strengthen 
the camp-by digging a hole for one of the poles to which lights 
were strung. He was too weak to complete his stint. Orderly 
Baturin, one of the bitches, who was beginning to sing smaller but 
still had a bit of bluster in him, called him a pirate, and struck him 
in the face. Gershuni threw down his crowbar and walked right 
away from the hole. He went to the commandant's office, and 
made a declaration: "You can put me in the black hole if you like, 
but I won't go to work as long as your pirates hit people." (The 
word "pirate" had particUlarly upset him, because it was strange 
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to him.) His request was not refused, and he spent two consecutive 
spells in the black hole, eighteen days in all. (This is how it's done: 
a prisoner is given five or ten days for a start,. then when his time 
is up, instead ofletting him out they wait for him to start protest
ing and cursing-whereupon they cali legitimately stick him with 
a second spelL) After the black hole, they awarded him a further 
two months·of Disciplinary BarrackS-which meant that he 
stayed on in the jailhouse but would go out to work at the lime
kilns and get hot food and rations according to his output. Realiz
ing that he was sinking deepei- and deeper into the mire, Gershuni 
sought salvation thrOugh the Medical Section-he hadn't yet 
taken the measure of"Madame"Dubinskaya, who was in charge 
ofit. He assumed that he could just present his &at feet for inspec
tion and be excused from the long walk to and from the limeki1ns. 
But they wouldn't even take him to the Medical Section-the 
EIa'bastuz Disciplinary Barracks had no use for thO out patients' 
clinic. Gershuni was determined to get there, and he had heard a • 
lot about methods of protest, so one morning when the prisoners 
were being. lined up for work, he stayed on the bed platform, 
wearing only his underpants. Two warders, "Polundra" (a crack
brained ex-lailor) and Konentsov, dragged him otfthe bed.plat
form. by his feet and hauled him just as he was, in his underpants, 
to the line-up.-As they dragged him he clutched at ~es lying on 
the ground, ready fot the builders, and tried to hang on to them. 
By now he was wiUiJJg to go to the limekilD&-"Just let me get my 
trousers on" he yelled-but they dragged him alongjuat theame. 
At the guardhouse, while four thousand men were kept waiting . 
for their work assignments, this puny boy struggled as they tried 
to handcuff him, shoutiDg, "Gestapol FascistsI" Polundra and 
Konentsov, however, forced his head to the ground, put the hand
cu8's on, and prodded him forward. For some reason, it was not 
they who were embarrassed, nor the disciplinary officer, Lieuten
ant Machekhovsky, but Gershuni himself. How could he w.aIk 
through the whole settlement in his underpants? He refused to do 
it! A snub-nosed dog handler was standing nearby. Volodya 
remembered how he muttered: "Stop making such a fuss...-faU in 
with the others. You can sit by the ~you needn't work." And 
he held tightly onto his dog, which was struggling to break loose 
and get at.Volodya's throat, because it could see that this lad was 
defying men with blue shoulder tabs! Volodya was removed from 
the work-assignment area and taken back to the Disciplinary 
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Barracks. The handcuffs cut more and more painfully into his 
wrists behind his back, and another warder, a Cossack, gripped 
him by the throat and winded him with his knee. Then they threw 
him on the floor, somebody said in a businesslike, professional 
voice, "Thrash him till he _._- himseJf," and they started kick
ing him with their jackboots about the temples and elsewhere, 
until he lost consciousness. The next day he was summoned to the 
Chief Security Officer, and they tried to pin a charge of terrorist 
intentions on him-when they were dragging him along he had 
clutched at stones! Why? 

On another occasion Tverdokhleb tried refusing to report for 
work assignm!;llt. He also went on a hunger strike-he was not 
going to work'for Satan! Treating his declarations with contempt, 
they forcibly dragged him out. This took pll1ce in an ordinary hut, 
so that he waS able to reach the wUidowpanes and break them. The 
jangle of breaking glass could be heard by the whole line-up, a 
dismal accompaniment to the voices of work assigners and ward
ers counting. 

To the droning monotony of our days, weeks, months, years. 
And there was no ray of hope in sight. Rays of hope were not 

budgeted for in the MVD plan when these camps were set up. 
Twenty-five of us newcomers, mostly Western. Ukrainians, 

banded together in a work team. and persuaded the work assigners 
to let us choose a fOleman from our own number-Pavel Born
nyuk, whom I have mentioned before. We made it well-behaved 
and hard-working team.. (The Western UkrainiaiIs, farm workers 
only yesterday and not in collectives, needed no urging on-at 
times they had to be reined in!) For some. days we were regarded 
as general laborers, but then some of us turned out to be skilled 
bricklayers, others started learning from them, and so we became 

. a building brigade. Our bricklaying went well. The bosses noticed 
it, took us oft'the housing project (building homes for free person
nel), and kept us in the camp area. They showed our foreman the 
pile of stones by the Disciplinary Barrack&-the same stones 
which Gershuni had tried to hang on to--and promised uninter
rupted deliveries from the quarry. They explained that the Disci
plinary Barracks as we saw it was only half a Disciplinary Bar
racks, that the other half must now be built onto it, and that this 
would be done by our team. 

So, to our shame, we started building a prison for ourselves. 
It was a long, dry autumn, not a drop of rain fell throughout 
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September and the first half of October. In the mornings it was 
calm, then the wind would rise, grow stro~ger by the middle of 
the day, and die away again toward evening. Sometimes this wind 
blew continuously, a thin, nagging wind which made you more 
painfully aware than ever of the heartbreaking flatness of the 
steppe, visible to us even from the scaffolding around the Discipli
nary Barracks: neither the settlement with the first factOrybuild
ings. nor the hamlet where the guards lived. still less the wire 
fences around the camp, could conceal from us the endlessness, 
the boundlessness, the perfect flatness, and the hopelessness of 
that steppe, broken only by the first line of roughly barked tele
graph poles running northeast to Pavlodar. Sometimes the wind 
freshened, and within an hour it would bring in cold weather from 
Siberia, forcing us to put on our padded jackets and whipping our 
faces unmercifully with the coarse sand and small stones which it 
swept along over the steppe. There is nothing for it; it will be 
simpler if I repeat the poem that I wrote at this time while I was 
helping to build the Disciplinary Barracks. 

THE MASON 
Like him, of whom the poet sings, a mason, I 
Tame the wild stones to make a jail. No city jail-
Here naught but fences, huts, and guard towers meets the eye, 
And in the limpid sky the watchful buzzards sail. 
None but the wind moves on the steppo-none to inquire 
For whom I raise these walls ... why dogs, machine guns, wire 
Are still not jail enough. TrC)we1 in hand, I too 
Work thoughtlessly until-"The wall is out of truel 
You'll be the first insidel" The major's easy jest 
Adds naught to my fears. Informers have played their role. 
My record is pocked like a face marked by black pest; 
Neat brackets tie me to others bound for the hole. 
Breaking, trimming, hammer to merry hammer calls. 
Wall after gloomy wall springs up~ walls within walls. 
While we mix mortar we smoke, and await With delight
Extra bread, extra slops in our basins tonight. 
Back on our perch, we peer into cells walled with stones
Black pits whose depths will muJDe tortured comrades' groans. 
Our jailers, like us, have no link with the world of men 
But the endless road and the humming wires overhead .... 
Oh, God, how lost we are, how impotent! 
Was ever slave more abject, hope more dead! 
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Slaves! Not SO much because, frightened by Major Mak
simenko's threats, we took care to lay the stones crisscross, with 
an honest layer of mortar between them, so that future prisoners 
would not easily be able to pull that wall down. But because. even 
though we somewhat underfulfilled our norm, our team of prison 
builders was issued with supplementary rations, and instead of 
tlinging them in the major's face we ate them. Our comrade Volo
dya Gershuni was sitting at that very time in the completed wing 
of the Disciplinary Barracks. And Ivan Spassky, for no known 
offense, but because of some mysterious black mark on his record, 
was already in the punishment cells. And for many ofus the future 
held a spell in that same Disciplinary Barracks, in the very cells 
which we were building with such precision and efficiency. During 
working hours, when we were nimbly handling stones and mortar, 
shots suddenly rang out over the steppe. Shortly after, a prison van 
drove up to the guardhouse, where we were (it was assigned to the 
guard unit, a genuine prison van such as you see in towns-but 
they hadn't painted "Drink Soviet Champagne" on its sides for 
the benefit of the gophers).· Four men were bundled out of the 
van, all of them battered and covered with blood. Two of them 
stumbled, one was pulled out; only the first out, Ivan Vorobyov, 
walked proudly and angrily. 

They led the runaways past us, nght under our feet, under the 
catwalks we stood on, and turned with them into the already 
completed right wing of the Disciplinary Barracks. . .. 

While we ... went on laying our stones. 
Escape! What desperate courage it took! Without civilian 

clothes, without food, with empty hands, to cross the fence under 
fire and run into the bare, waterless, endless open steppe! It wasn't 
a rational idea-it was an act of defiance, a proud means of sui
cide. A form of resistance of which only the strongest and boldest 
among us were capable! 

But we . . . went on laying our stones. 
And talking it over. This was the second escape attempt in a 

month. The first had also failed-but that had been rather a silly 
one. Vasily Bryukhin (nicknamed "Blyuker"), Mutyanov the en
gineer, and another fornier Polish officer had dug a hole, one cubic 
meter in capacity, under the room in which they worked in the 
engineering shop, settled down in it with a stock of food, and 
covered themselves over. They naively expected that in the eve
ning the guard would be taken off the working area as usual, and 
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that they would then be able to climb out and leave. But when at 
knocking-off time three men were missed. with no breaks in the 
wire to account for it, guards were left on duty round the clock 
for days. During this time people walked about over their heads, 
and dogs were brought in-but the men ,in hiding held petrol
soaked wadding by a crack in the floor to throw the dogs off the 
scent. Three days and nights they sat there without talking or 
stirring, with their, legs and arms contorted and entwined, three 
of them in a space of one cubic meter, until at last they could stand 
it no longer and came out. 

Other teams came back into the camp area and told us how 
Vorobyov's group had tried to escape: they had burst through the 
fences in a lorry. 

Another week. We were still laying stones. The layout of the 
second wing of the Disciplinary Barracks was now clearly discern
ible-here would be the cozy little punishment cells, here the 
solitary-confinement cells, here the "box rooms." We had by now 
erected a huge quantity of stone in a little space, and they kept 
bringing more and more of it from the quarries: the stone cost 
nothing, labor in the quarries or on the site coSt nothing; only the 
cement was an expense to the' state. 

The week went by, time enough for the four thousand ofEkibas
tuz to reflect that trying to escape was insanity, that it led no
where. And--on another equally sunny day-shotsrang out again 
on the steppe. An escapeIlI It was like an epidemic: again the guard 
troops' van sped into the camp, bringing tw~ of them (the third 
had been killed on the spot). These two-Batanov and another, a 
small, quite young man-were led past us, all bloody, to the 
completed wing, there to be beaten, stripped, tossed onto the bare 
floor, and left without food or drink. What are your feelings, slave, 
as you look upon them, mangled and proud? Surely not a mean 
satisfaction that it is not you who have been caught, not you who 
have been beaten up, not you. who have been doomeP. 

"Get on with it-we've got to finish the left wing soon'" yells 
Maksimenko, our potbellied major. 

And we ... lay our stones. We shall get extra kasha in the 
evening. 

Captain Second Class Burkovsky carries the mortar. Whatever 
is built, he thinks, is for the good of the Motherland. 

In the evening we were told that Batanov, too, had tried to 
break out in a lorry. It had been stopped by gunfire. ' 
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Surely you have understood by now, you slaves, that running 
away is suicide, that no one will ever succeed in running farther 
than one kilometer, that your lot is to work and to die. 

Less than five days later, no shots were heard-but it was as 
though the sky were of metal and someone was banging on it with . 
a huge iron bar when the news came. An escape! Another escapelll 
And this time a successful one. 

The escape on Sunday, September 17, was executed so neatly 
that the evening inspection went off without troub~ far as the 
screws could see, the numbers tallied. It was only on the morning 
of the eighteenth that their sums wouldn't work out right-and 
work line-up was canceled for a general recount. There were 
several inspections on the central tract, then inspections by huts, 
inspections by work teams, then a roll call from filing cards-the 
dogs couldn't count anything except the money in the till. They 
arrived at a different answer every time! They still didn't know 
how many had run away, who exactly, when, where to, and 
whether on foot or with a vehicle. 

By now it was Monday evening, but they gave us no dinner (the 
cooks, too, had been turned out onto the central tract to help .with 
the counting!), but we didn't mind. We were only too happy! Every 
successful escape is a great joy to other prisoners! However bru
tally the guards behave afterward, however harsh discipline 
becomes, we don't mind a bit, we're only too happy! What d'you 
think of that, you dogs! Some of us have escaped! (We look our 
masters in the eye, aJl1he time secretly thinking: Let them not be 
caught! Let them no«;. ~ caught!) 

What is more, they didQ't lead us out to work, and Monday 
went by like a second day off. (A good thing the lads hadn't legged 
it on Saturday! They'd taken eare not to spoil our Sunday fOFus!) 

But who were they? Who were they? 
On Monday evening the news went round: Georgi Tenno and 

Kolya Zhdanok. 
We built the prison higher. We had already made the straight 

arches over the doors, built above the little window spaces, and 
we were now leavittg sockets for the beams. 

Three days since they had esca~ Seven. Ten. Fifteen. 
Still no news! 
They had got away!! 



Chapter 4 

• 
Why Did We Stand For It? 

Among my readers there is a certain educated Manist Histo
rian. Sitting ~ his soft armchair, and leafing through this book to 
the passage about how we built the Disciplinary Barracks, he takes 
off his glasses, taps the page with something flat, a ruler perhaps, 
and nods his head repeatedly.' 

"Yes, yes ... This bit I can believe. But all that stuff about the 
-er-whiff of revolution. 'I'll be damned if I dol You could not 
have a revolution, because revolutions take place in accordance 
with the laws of history. In your case all that had happened was 
that a-'few thousand so-called "politicals" were picked up-and 
did what? Deprived of human appearance, of dignity, family, 
freedom, clothing, food-what did you do? Why didn't you re
volt?" 

"We were earning our rations. I told you-building a prison." 
"That's fine. Just what you should have been doingl It was 

for the good of the people. It was the only correct solution. 
But don't call yourselves revolutionaries, my friends! To make 
a revolution you must be linked with the one and only pro
gressive class. . . ." 

"Yes, but weren't we all workers by then?" 
"That is neither here nor there. That is a philistine quibble. 

'Have you any idea what historical necessity means?" 
I rather think I have. I honestly have. I have an idea that when 

camps with millions of prisoners exist for forty years-that's 
where we can see historical necessity at work. So many millions, 
for so many years, cannot be explained by Stalin's vagaries or 
,Beria's perfidy, by the naive trustfulness of the ruling party, o'er 

78 
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which the light of the Vanguard Doctrine never ceased to shine. 
But I won't cast this example of historical necessity in my oppo
nent's teeth. He would only smile sweetly and tell me that that was 
not the subject under discussion, that I was straying from the 
point. 

He sees that I am at a loss, that I have no clear conception of 
historical necessity, and explains: 

"Those were revolutionaries, who rose up and swept Tsarism 
away with their broom. Very simple. If Tsar Nicky had so much 
as tried to squeeze his revolutionaries so hard! If he had just tried 
to pin numbers on them! If he had even tried . . ." 

"You are right. He didn't try. He didn't try, and that's the only 
reason why they survived to try it when he had gone." 

"But he couldn't try it! He couldn't!" 
, Probably also correct. Not that he might not have liked to-but 

that he couldn't. 

In, the conventional Cadet Oet alone socialist) interpretation, 
the whole of Russian history is a succession of tyrannies. The 
Tatar tyranny. The tyranny of the Moscow princes. Five centuries 
of indigenous tyranny on the Oriental model, and of a social order 
firmly and frankly rooted in slavery. (Forget about the Assemblies 
of the Land,· the village commune, the free Cossacks, the free 
peasantry of the North.) Whether it is Ivan the Terrible, Alexis 
the Gentle, heavy-handed Peter, or velvety Catherine, aU the 
Tsars right up to the Crimean War knew one thing only-how to 
crush. To crush their subjects like beetles or caterpillars. If a man 
was sentenced to hard labor and deportation, they pricked on his 
body the letters "8K"· and chained him to his wheelbarrow. The 
state bore hard on its subjects; it was unftinchingly firm. Mutinies 
and uprisings were invariably crushed. 

Only ... only ... Crushed, yes, but the word needs qualification. 
Not crushed in our modern technical sense. After the war with 
Napoleon, when our army came back from Europe, the first 
breath offreedom passed over Russian society. Faint as it was. the 
Tsar had to reckon with it. The common soldiers, for instance, 
who took part in the Decembrist rising·-was a single one of them 
strung up? Was a single one shot? And in our day would a single 
one of them have been left alive? Neither Pushkin nor Lermontov 
could be simply put inside for a tenner-roundabout ways of 
dealing with them had to be found. "Where would you have been 
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in Petersburg on December 14?" Nicholas I asked Pushkin. Push
kin answered honestly, "On the Senate Square."· And by way of 
punishment ... he was told to gohomel Whereas all of us who 
have felt on our own hides the workings of a mechanized judicial 
system, and of course all our friends in public prosecutors' offices, 
know the proper price for Pushkin's answer: Article 58, Section 
2 (armed insurrection), or-the mildest possible treatment-Arti
cle 19 (criminal intent)-and if not shooting, certainly nothing 
short of a tenner. Our Pushkins had heavy sentences slapped on 
them, went to the camps, and died. (Gumilyev never even got as 
far as a camp; they settled accounts with him in a cellar.) 

Of all her wars, the Crimea was Russia's luckiestllt brought the 
emancipation of the peasants and Alexander's reforms, and what 
is more, the greatest of social forces-public opini~ppeared 
simultaneously in Russia. 

On the face of it the Siberian katorga went on festering, and 
even spread: more transit prisons were brought into operation, 
prisoners were still transported in droves, courts were always in 
session. But what is this? The courts were in session but Vera 
Zasulich, who shot at the chief of police in the capital (I), was 
acquitted?!? 

Seven attempts were made on the life of Alexander II himself 
(KarakOZOv'S;1 Solovyov'S; one near Aleksandrovsk; one outside 
Kursk; Khalturin's explosion; Teterka's mine; Grinevitsky). Alex
ander II went around Petersburg with fear in his eyes (but, inci
dentaIiy, without a bodyguard), "like a hunted animal" (accord
ing to Tolstoi, who, met the Tsar on the staircase of a private 
house).2'What did he do about it? Ruin and banish half Peters
burg, as happened after Kirov's murder? You know very well that 
such a thing could never enter his head. Did he apply the methods 
of prophylactic mass terror? Tol!ll terror, as in 1918? Take hos
tages? The concept didn't exist. Imprison dubious persons? It 
simply wasn't possible. . . . Execute thousands? They executed 
... five. Fewer than three hundred were convicted by the courts 

, in this period. (If just one such attempt had heeD made on Stalin, 

1. Karakozov, iDcidental1y, bad a brother. Brother of the man who tried to shoot the 
Tsar! Measure that by our yardstick. What was his pllDisbment? "He was ordeR:d to 
change his oame to VhIdimirov." He suft'ered neither loss of property rights IIOl" restrictions 
as to his plaee of residence. 

2. Ler ToIstoi, Jl'ospomlllQll/Qlch Stwremenlliluw (Ler Tolstoi Remembered by His CoIl
tempol'Gria), Vol. I, 1955, P. 180. 
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how many million lives would it have cost us?) 
The Bolshevik Olminsky·writes that in 1891 he was the only 

political prisoner in the whole Kresty Prison. Transferred to Mos
cow, he was the only one in the Taganka. It was only in the 
Butyrki, awaiting deportation, that a small party of them was 
assembled. 

With every year of education and literary freedom the invisible 
but terrible power of public opinion grew, until the Tsars lost their 
grip on both reins and mane, and Nicholas n -could only clutch 
at crupper ~ tail. It is true that the inertial undertow of dynastic 
tradition prevented him from understanding the demands of his 
age, and that he lacked the courage to act. In the age of airplanes 
and electricity he still lacked all social awareness, and thought of 
Russia as his own rich and richly variegated estate, in which to 
levy tribute, breed stallions, and raise armies for a bit of a war now 
and again with his imperial brother of the house of Hohenzollem. 
But neither he, nor any of those who governed for him, any longer 
had the will to fight for their power. They no longer crushed their 
enemies; they merely squeezed them gently and let them go. They 
were forever looking over their shoulders and straining their ears: 
what would "public opinion say? They persecuted revolutionaries 
just sufficiently to broaden their circle of acquaintance in prisons, 
toughen them, and ring their heads with haloes. We now have an 
accurate yardstick to establish the scale of these phenomena-and 
we can safely say thai the Tsarist government did not persecute 
revolutionaries but tenderly nurtured them, for its own destruc
tion. The uncertainty, half-heartedness, and feebleness of the Tsar- /_ 
ist government are obvious to all who have experienced an infalli
ble judicial system. 

Let us examine, for instance, some generally known biographi
cal facts about Lenin. In spring, 1887, his,brother was executed 
for an attempt on the life of Alexander m.' Like Karakozov's 
brother, Lenin was the brother of a would-be regicide. And what 

3. It was iDcidenllllly established in the _ of invesliplion that AnIIa Ulyauoya had 
received a coded telegram from ViIDa: '"Sisler dangerously w," which meant ''Weapons 
on the way." AnIIa was DOt surprised, aJthoush she had DO sister in VlIna, and for some 
reason passed it on 10 AIebandr; she was obviously his accomplice, and in our day she 
could bave been sure of a t_ But AnIIa was DOt even asked 10 account for it! Io the 
same case it was established that another AnIIa (Serdyukova), a schoolteacher at 
Yekaterinodar, had diRct kDowledp of the planned _pt on the Tsar, and kept silent. 
What would bave bappened 10 her in our time? She would bave been shot. And wbat did 
they aive her? Two yean ••• 
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happened to him? In the autumn of that very year Vladimir Ulya
nov was admitted to the Imperial Uiliversity at Kazan, and what 
is more, to the Law Faculty! Surprising, isn't it? 

True, Vladimir Ulyanov W!lS expelled from the university in the 
same academic year. But this was for organizing a student demon
stration against the government. The younger brother of a would
be regicide inciting students to insubordination? What would he 
have got for that in our day? He would certainly have been shotl 
(And of the rest, some would have got twenty-five and others ten 
years.) Whereas he was merely expelled. Such crueltyl Yes, but he 
was also banished .... To Sakhalin?, No, to the family estate of 
Kokushkino, where he intended. to spend the summer anyway. He 
wanted to work~ they gave him an opportunity .... To fell 
trees in the frozen north? No, to practice law in Samara, where 
he was simultaneously active in illegal political circles. After this 
he was allowed to take his examinations at St. Petersburg Univer
sity as an external student. (With his curriculum vitae? What was 
the· Special Section thinking 0(1) 

Then a few years later this same young revolutionary was ar
rested for founding in the capital a "League of Struggle for the 
Liberation of the Working Class"-no lessl He had repeatedly 
made "seditious" speeches to workers, had written political leaf
lets. Was he tortured, starved? No, they created for him conditions 
conducive to intellectwll work. In the Petersburg investigation 
prison, where he was held for a year, and where he was allowed 
to receive the dozens of books he needed, he wrote the greater part 
of The Development o/Capitalism in Russia, and, moreover, for
warded-legally, through the Prosecutor's Office-his Economic 
Essays to the Marxist journal Novoye Slovo. While in prison,. he 
followed a prescribed diet, could have dinners sent in at his own 
expense, buy milk, buy mineral water from a chemist's shop, and 
receive parcels from home three times a week. (Trotsky, too, was 
able to put the first draft of his theory of permanent revolution on 
paper in the Peter and Paul Fortress.) 

But then, of course, he was condemned by a three-man tribunal 
and shot? No, he wasn't even jailed, only banished. To Yakutya, 
then, for life? No, to a land of plenty, Minusinsk, and for three 
years. He was taken there in handcuffs? In a prison train? Not at 

4. There were. incidentally, political prisoners on Sakhalin. But, as it baj,pened, not a 
single notable Bolshevik (or for that matter Menshevik) was ever there. 
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alll He traveled like a free man, went around 'Petersburg for three 
days without interference, then did the same in Moscow-he had 
to leave instructions for clandestine correspondence, establish 
connections, hold a conference ofrevolutionaries still at large. He 
was even allowed to go into exile at his own expense-that is, to 
travel with free passengers. Lenin never sampled a single convict 
train or a single transit prison on his way out to Siberia or, of 
course, on the return journey. Then, in Krasnoyarsk, two more 
months' work in the library saw The Development of Capitalism 
finished; and this book, written .by a political exile, appeared in 
print without obstruction fro.m the censorship. (Measure that by 
our yardstick!) But what would he live on in that remote village, 
where he would obviously find no work? He asked for an allow
ance from the state. and they paid him more than he needed. It 
would have been Impossible to create bette( conditions than Lenin 
enjoyed in his one and only period of banishment. A healthy diet, 
at extremely low prices, plenty of meat (a sheep every week), milk, 
vegetables; he could hunt to his heart's content (when he was 
dissatisfied with hiS dog, friends seriously considered sending him 
one from Petersburg; when mosquitoes bit him while he was ()ut 
hunting, he ordered kid gloves); he was,cured of his gastric disor
ders and the other illnesses of his youth, and rapidly put on 
weight. He had no obligations, no work to do; no duties, nor did 
his womenfolk exert themselves; for two and a half rubles a 
month, a fifteen-year-old peasant girl did all the rough work about 
the house. Lenin had no need to write for money, turned down 
offers of Paid work from Petersburg, and wrote only things which 
could bring him literary fame. 
. He served his term of banishment (he could have "escaped" 

without difliculty, but was too circumspect for that). Was his 
sentence .automatically extended?' Converted to deportation for 
life? How could it be.,--that would have been illegal. He was given 
permission to reside in Pskov, on condition that he did not visit 
the capital. He did visit Riga and Smolensk.He was not under 
surveillance. Then he and his friend (Martov)took a basket of 
forbidden literature to the capital. traveling via Tsarskoye Selo, 
where there were particularly strict controls (they had been too 
clever by half). He was pil;ked up in Petersburg. True, he no longer 
had the basket, but he did have a letter to Plekhanov in invisible 
ink with the whole plan for launching Iskra. * The police, though, 
could not put themselves to all that trouble; he was under arrest 
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and in a cell for three weeks, the letter was in their hands-and 
it remained undeciphered. 

What was the result of this unauthorized absence from Pskov? 
Twenty yean' hard labor, as it would have been in our time? No, 
just those three weeks·under arrest! After which he was freed 
completely, to travel around Russia setting up distribution centers 
for Iskra. .then abroad, to arrange publication ("the police see' no 
objection" to granting him a passport for foreign travel!). 

But this was the least of itl As an emigre he would send home 
to Russia an article on ~ for the' Granat Encyclopedia/ And 
it would be printed.' Nor was it the only one! 

F'ma1ly, he carried on subversive activity from a little town in 
Austrian Poland, near the Russian frontier, but no one sent under~ 
cover thugs to abduCt him and bring him back alive. Though it 
would have been the easiest thing in the world. 

Tsardom was always weak and irresolute in pursuit of its ene
mies-you can trace the same pattern in the story of any impor
tant Social Democrat (Stalin in particular-though here suspicion 
of other contributory factors insinuates itself). Thus, in 1904 
Kamenev's room in Moscow was searched and "compromising 
correspondence", was seized. Under interrogatiOn he refused all 
explanation. And that was that. He was banished-to his parents' 
place of residence. 

The SR's, it is true, w~ persecuted more severely. But how 
severely? Would you say that (1ershuni (arrested in 1903) had no 
serious crimes to answer for? Or Savinkov (arrested in 1906)? 
They organized the assassination of Some of the highest-placed 
people in the empire. Yet they were not executed. Then Mariya 
Spiridonova was allowed to escape. She. shot General Lu
zhenovsky, who put down the peasant rising in Tambov, shot him 
point-blank, and once again they could not bring themselves to 
execute a terrorist, and only sent her to forced labor. 6 Just imagine 
what would have happened if Ii seventeen-year-old schoolgirl had 
shot the suppressor of the 1921 Peaaant rising (alao in Tambov!) 
-how many thousands of high school pupils and intellectuals 

5. Just imqiae the BoI8Ittlya BIt~ ~ an ~ articte 011 Berdyayev. 
6. She was released 110m forced labor by the February llevoIutioa. But thea in I918 She 

was amsted 011 a Dumber of CICCIIIIioDB by the Cheb. LiJre otUrlllCilJjata,·1Ihe waslhDllled, 
redealt, and IInaIly discarded in the Gn:at ~ of PaIience. She spent IIOiDe time in aile 
in Samarkand, Tubkcat, and Ufa. Afterward' ber tniI Is Iaat in ODe of the po1iIica1 
''isoJators." Somewhere or other she was shot. 
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would have been summarily shot without trial in the wave of 
"retaliatory" red terror? 

Were people shot for the naval mutiny at Sveaborg? No, just 
exiled. 

Ivanov-Razumnik recalls how students were punished (for the 
great demonstration in Petersburg in 1901). The scene in the 
Petersburg prison was like a student picnic-roars of laughter, 
community singing, students walking around freely from cell to 
cell. Ivanov-Razumnikeven had the .impertinence to ask the 
prison governor to let him attend a performance by the touring 
company of the Moscow Art Theatre, so as not to waste his ticketl 
Later he was sentenced to banishment-to Simferopoi. which was 
his own choice, and he hiked all over the Crimea with a rucksack. 

Ariadna Tyrkova writes aboutthis period as follows: "We stuck 
to our principles, and the prison regime was not strict." Gendarme 
officers oirered them meals from the best restaurani, Dodon's. 
According to the indefatigably curious Burtsev, ''The Petersburg 
prisons were much more humane than those of Western Europe." 

For caUing on the Moscow workers to rise up in arms (I) and 
overthrow (I) the autocracy, Leonid Andreyev was •.• kept in a 
ce11 for fifteen whole days. (He himself thought it was rather little, 
and added three weeks in his own account.) Here are some entries 
in his diary at the time:7 "Solitary confinement! Never mind, it's 
not so bad. I make my bed, pull up my stool and my lamp; put 
some cigarettes and a pear nearby .••• I read, eat my pear-;just 
like home. I feel merry. That's the word, merry." "Sir! Excuse me, 
sirI" The warder calls to him through the feeding hatch. Several 
books have arrived. And notes from neighboring cells. 

Summing it up, Andreyev acknowledged that as far as board 
and lodging were concerned, he lived better in his ce11 than he had 
as a student. 

At this very time Gorky was writing Children 0/ the Sun in the 
Trubetskoi Bastion. 

The Bolshevik elite published a pretty shameless piece of self
advertisement in the shape of Volume 41 of the Granat Encyclope
diD: "Prominent Personalities of the U.S.S.R. and the October 
Revolution-Autobiographies and Biographies." Read whichever 
of them you like; you will be astounded to find how lightly by our 
standards they got away with their revolutionary activity. And, in 

7. Quoted &om V. L Andreyey. DetnwJ (Childhood). 
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particular, what favorable conditions they enjoyed in prison. Take 
Krasin. for instance: "he always remembered imprisonment in the 
Taganka with great pleasure. After the initial interrogations the 
gendarmes left him in peace" (why?), "and he devoted his involun
tary leisure to unremitting toil: he learned German. read almost 
all the works of Schjller and Goethe in the original. acquainted 
himself with Schopenhauer.and Kant, thoroughly studied Mill's 
Logic and Bundt's psychology," and so on. For his place of exile 
Krasin chose Irkutsk, the capital of Siberia and its most civilized 
town. 

This is Radek. in prison in Warsaw in 1906. He ''was in for half 
a year, of which he madesp1endid use, learning Russian, reading 
Lenin, Plekhanov, and Marx. While in prtson, he wrote his first 
article [on the trade union movement] ... and was terribly proud 
when he received [injail] the issue of Kautsky'sjournal containing 
his contribution." 

At the other extreme, Semashko's "imprisonment [Moscow. 
1895] was unusually harsh": after three months in jail he was 
exiled for three years •.. to his native town, Yeletsl 

The reputation of the "temble Russian Bastille" was created in 
the West by people demoralized by imp~ent, like Parvus. 
who wrote his highly colored, bombastic-sentimental reminis
cences to avenge himself -on Tsarism. 

The same pattern can be traced in the experience of lesser 
personalities, in thousands of individual life stories. 

I have on hand an encyclopedia, not the most obviously rele
vant, since it is the Literary Encyclopedia, and an old edition at 
that (1932). complete with "errors." Before someone eradicates 
these "errors" I will take the letter "K" at random. 

Karpenko-Kary. While secretary to the city police (I) in YeIiza
vetgrad. provided passports for revolutionaries. (Trans1ating as we 
go into our own language: an official in the passport section sup
plied an underground organization with passports!) Was he ... 
hanged for it? No, banished for ... 5 (five) years-tO his own farml 
In other words, to his country home. He became a writer. 

Kirillov, V. T. Took part in the revolutionary movement of the 
Black Sea sailors. Shot? Hard labor for life? No; three years' 
banishment to Ust-Sysolsk. Became a writer. 

Kasatkin, I. M. While in prison wrote stories which were pub
lished in newspapersl (In our time even ex-prisoners cannot get 
published.) 



Why Did We Stand For It? I 87 

Karpov; YevtiJcllLAfter two (I) periods of banishment, was put 
in charge oftl1:e Imperial Ateksandrinsky Theatre and the Suvorin 
Theatre. (In our time he would never have obtained permission to 

. reside in the capital; and in any casethe Special Section would not 
have taken him on as a prompter.) 

Krzhizhanovsky returned from banishment when the "Stolypin 
reaction"· was at its wildest and (while remaining a member of 
~ undergroundllolshevik Central Committee) took up his pro
feSsion as an engineer without hindrance. (In our time he would 
have 1*11 lucky to lfud a job as mechanic in a Machine and 
Tractor Station!} 

Although KtjIento hasn't got into the Literary Encyclopedia, 
it seems only right to mention him among the "K" 's. In all his 
years as a revolutionary hothead he three times "successfully 
avoided arrest"8 and was six times arrested, but spent in all only 
fourteen months in prison. In 1907 (that year of reaction again) 
he was accused of agitation among the troops and participation in 
a military organization-and acquitted by the Military District 
Court (I). In 1915, for "evading military service" (he was an 
officer, and there was a war on), this future conimander in chief 
(and murderer of his predec:psor in that post) was punished by 
being ... sent to a front-~lb'ut not a punitive) unit. (This was 
how the Tsar's gov~t' proposed to damp down. the fires of 
revolution while simultaneously defeating the Gemians. •.• ) And 
for fifteen yeats it was under the shadow of his unclipped 
procuratorial wing that the endless lines of those condemned in 
countless trials shu{lled through the courts to receive their bullet 
in the back of the h_::-

During the S~.reaction again, V. A. Staroselsky, governor 
ofKutaisi, who unh~tatingly supplied revolutionaries with pass
ports and arms, and betrayed the plans of the police and the 
government forces to them, got away with something like two 
weeks'imprisonment.9 

Translate that into our language, if you have imagination 
enough! 

During this same "reactionary" phase the Bolshevik philosoph
icaland political journal Mysl was legally published. And the 

8. This and what follows Is taken from his autObiography in the Gtrl1/Qt Encyclopedltl, 
Vol. 41, pp. 231-245. • 

9. "Tovarisheh Gubemator" ("Comrade Governor"), Nory Mfr. 1966, No. 2. 
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"reactionary" Vekhi openly wrote about the "obsolete autoc
racy," "the eVils of despotism and slavery"-fine, keep it up; we 
don't mind a bitl 

The severity of those times was beyond human endurance. V. 
K. Yanovsky, an art photographer in Yalta, made a sketch show
ing the shooting of the C;>Chakov sailors and exhibited it in ~ 
shopwindow (much as if someone nowadays had exhibited epi
sodes from the punitive operation at Novocherkassk* in a window 
on Kuznetsky Most). And what did the Yalta police chief do? 
Because Livadia* was so near he behaved with particular cruelty. 
He began by shouting at Yanovsky. And he went on to destroy 
... not Yanovsky's studio-oh, dear, no-not the sketch of the 
shooting, but ... a'copy of the sketch. (Some will explain this by 
Yanovsky's sleight ofhand. But let us note that the governor did. 
not order the window to be broken in his presence.) Thirdly;.a very 
heavy penalty was infticted on Yanovsky himself: as long as he 
continued to reside in Yalta he must not appear in the street 
... while the imperial family was passing through. 

Burtsev, in an emigre journal, went so far as to cast aspersions 
on the private life of the Tsar. When he returned to the Mother
land (on the flood tide of patriotism in 1914)-was he shot? He 
spent less than a year in prison, with permission to receive books 
and to carry on his literary pursuits. 

No one stayed the axman's hand. And in the end the tree would 
fall. 

When Tukhachevsky was "repressed." as they call it, not only 
was his immediate family broken up and imprisoned (it hardly 
needs to be said that his daughter was expelled from her institute), 
but his two brothers and their wives, his four sisters and their 
h~ds, were all arrested, while all his nephews and nieces were 
scattered about various orphanages anet their surnames changed 
to Tomashevich, Rostov, etc. His wife was shot in a camp in 
Kazakhstan, his mother begged for alms on the streets of Astra
khan and died there.10 Similar stories can be told about the rela
tives of hundreds of other eminent victims. That is real persecu
tion! 

The most important special feature of persecution (if you can 

10. I Cite Ibis example in sympathy for his innocent relatives. 1'ukhachevsky bimse1f is 
becoming the object or a new cult, to which I do not inlelld to subscn1le. What he reaped, 
he had sown when he directed the SUpprasiOll or the Kronstadt rising and or the peasant 
rising in Tambov. 
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call it that) in Tsarist times was perhaps just this: that the revolu
tionary's relatives never suffered in the least. Natalya Sedova 
(Trotsky's wife) returned to Russia without hindrance in 1907, 
when Trotsky was a condemned criminal. Any member of the 
Ulyanov family (though nearly all of them were llI'RSted at one 
time or another) could readily obtain permission to go abroad at 
any moment. When Lenin was on the "wanted" list for his exhor
tations to armed uprising, his sister Alma legally and regularly 
transferred money to his account with the Credit Lyonnais in 
Paris. Both Lenin's mother and Krupskaya's mother as long as 
they lived received state pensions for their deceased husbands
one a high-ranking civil servant, the other an army officer-and 
it would have been unthinkable to make life hard for them; 

Such were the circumstances in which TolStoi came to believe 
that only moral self-improvement W8$ necessary, not political 
freedom. 

Of course, no one is in need of freedom if he.already has it. We 
can agree with him that political freedom is not what matters in 
the end. The goal of human evolution is not freedom for the sake 
of freedom. Nor is it the building, of an ideal polity. What matter, 
of course, are the moral foundations of society. But that is in the 
long run: what about the beginning? What about the first step? 
Yasnaya Polyana in those days was an open club ~or thinkers. But 
if it had been blockaded as Akhmatova's apartment was when 
every visitor was asked for his passport, ifTolstoi had been pressed 
as hard as we all were in Stalin's time, when three men feared to 
come together under one roof, even" he would have demanded 
political freedom. 

At the most dreadful moment of the Stolypin terror the liberal 
newspaper Rus was allowed to report, in bold type on its front 
page: "Five executionsl" "Twenty executed at Khersonl" Tolstoi 
broke down and wept, said that he couldn't go on living, that it 
was impossible to imagine anything more horrible. 11 

Then there is the previously mentioned list in Byloye: 950 exe
cutions in six months. 12 

~ us take this issue of Byloye. Note that it appeared well 
within the eight-month period of Stolypin's "military justice" 
(August, 1906-April, 1907), and that the list was compiled from 

II. ToIsloy. J'OIpOmituuJlllkII &PmrIeIUfikDv. Vol. 11,1955, p. 232. 
12. By/Dye, No. 2114, February, 1907. 
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. data published by Russian news agencies. Much as though the 
Moscow papers in 1937 had givenIists of those shot, which were 
then collated and republished, with the NKVD tamely turning a 
blind eye. 

Secondly, this eight-month period of martial justice, which had 
no precedent and was not repeated in Tsarist Russia, could not be 
prolonged because the "impotent" and "docile" State Duma 
would not ratify such measures (indeed, Stolypindid not venture 
to submit them to the Duma for discussion). 

Thirdly, the events during the previous six months invoked in 
justification of "military law" included the "murder ·of innumera
ble police officers for political motives," "many attacks on offi
cials,"13 and the explosion on Aptekarsky Island. If, it was argued. 
"the state does not put a stop to these terrorist acts then it· will 
forfeit its right to exist." So Stolypih's ministry, impatient and 
angry with the jury courts and their leisurely inconsequences, 
their powerful and uninhibited bar (not a bit like our oblast courts 
or district tribunals, obedient to a telephone call), snatched at a 
chance to curb the revolutionaries (and also straightforward ban
dits, who shot at the windows ofpassenger trains and killed ordi
nary citizens for a few rubles) by means of the laconic court
martial. (Even so there were restrictions: a court-martial could be 
set up only in placeS in which martial law or a state of emergency 
had been declared; it convened only when the evidence of crime 
was fresh, not more than twenty-four hours after the event, and 
when a crime had manifestly been t,:OJilmitted.) . 

If contemporaries were stunned and shocked,· it was obviously 
because this was something new to Russial 

In the 1906-1907 situation we see that the revolutionaries must 
take their share of the blame for the "Stolypin terror," as well as 
the government. A hundred years after the birth of revolutionary 
terror, we can say without hesitation that the terrorist idea and 
terrorist actions were a hideous mistake on the part of the revolu
tionaries and a disaster for Russia, bringing her nothing but confu
sion; grief, and inordinate human losses. 

Let us turn over a few more pages in the same number of By
loye. 14 Here is one of the earliest proclamations, dating from 1862, 
which were the start of it aU. 

13. The article in Byloye cited above does not deny these facts. 
14. By/oye. 2/14. p. 82. 
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"What is it that we want? The good, the happiness of Russia. 
Achieving a new life, a better life, without casualties is impossible, 
because we cannot afford delay-we need speedy, immediatere
forml" 

What a false pathl They, the zealots, could not afford to wait, 
and so they sanctioned human sacrifice (of others, not themselves) 
to bring universal happiness nearer! They could not dord to wait, 
and so we, their great-grandsons. are not at the same point as they 
were (when the peasants were freed), but much farther behind. 

Let us admit that the terrorists were worthy partners of Stoly
pin's courts-martial. 

What for us makes comparison between the Stolypin and the 
Stalin periods impossible is that in our time the barbarity was all 
on one side: heads were cut oft' for a sigh or for less than a sigh. 15 

"Nothing more homolCl" exclaimed Tolstoi. It is, however, 
very easy to imagine things more homole. It is more horrible 
when executions take place not from time to time, and in one 
particular citY of which everybody knows, but everywhere and 
every day; and· not twenty but two hundred at a time, with the 
newspapers saying nothing about it in print big or small, but 
saying instead that "life has become better, life has become more 
cheerful." 

They bash your face in, and say it was always ugly. 
No, things weren't the same! Not at all the same, although the 

Russian state even then was considered the most oppressive in 
Europe .. 

The twenties and thirties of our century have deepened man's 
understanding of the posslole degrees of compression. The terres
trial dust, the earth which seemed to our ancestors as compact as 
may be, is now seen by physicists as a sieve full of holes. An 
isolated speck in a hundred meters of emptiness-that is a model 
of the atom. They have discovered the nightmarish possibility of 
"atom packing" -forcing all the tiny nuclear specks from all those 
hundred-meter vacuums together. A thimbleful of such packing 
weighs as much as a normal locomotive. But even this packing is 
too much like Buff: the protons prevent you from compressing the 
nuclei as tight as you could wish. If you could compress neutrons 

IS. I state with conIIdence that our aae bas also smpassed that of the Tsars in the scale 
and teclmicaJ level of its summary punitive operations. (Suppression of peasant revolt in 
1918-1919; Tambov rising, 1921; Kuban and Kazakhstan, 1930.) 
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alone. a postage stamp made of such "neutron packing" would 
weigh five million tons! 

And that is how tightly they squeezed us, without any help from 
pioneering physicists! 

Through Stalin's lips our country was bidden henceforth to 
renounce complacency. But under the word used for complacency 
Dal· gives "kindness of heart, a loving-state of mind, charity, a 
concern for the general good." That was what we were called upon 
to renounce, and we did so in a hurry-renounced aU concern for 
the general goodl Henceforth our own feeding trough was enough 
for usl 

Russian public opinion by the beginning of the century con
stituted a marvelous force, was creating a climate offreedom. The 
defeat of Tsarism came not when Kolchak was routed, not when 
the February Revolution was raging,' but much earlier! It was 
overthrown without hope of restoration once Russian literature 
adopted the convention that anyone who depicted a gendarme or 
policeman with any hint of sympathy was a lickspittle and a 
reactionary thug; when you didn't have to shake a policeman's 
hand, cultivate his acquaintance. nod to him in the' street, but 
merely brush sleeves with him in passing to consider yourself 
disgraced. 

Whereas we have butchers who-because they are now redun
dant and because their qualifications are right-8re.in charge of 
literature and culture. They order us to extol them as legendary 
heroes. And to do so is for some reason called . . . patriotism. 

Public opinion! I don't know how sociologists define it, but it 
seems obvious to me that it can only consist of interacting -individ
ual opinions, freely expressed and independent of government or 
party opinion. 

So long as there is no independent public opinion in our coun
try, there is no guarantee that the extermiD.ation of millions and 
millions for no good reason will not happen again, that it will not 
begin any night-perhaps this very night. -

The Vanguard Doctrine. as we have seen. gave Us no protection 
against this plague. 

But I can see my opponent pulling faces, winking at me. wag
ging his head. In the first place. the enemy may overhear me. And 
secondly, why such a broad treatment of the subject? The question 
was posed much more narrowly. It was,not why were we jailed? 
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Nor why did those who remained free tolerate this lawlessness? 
Everyone knows that they didn't realize what was going on, that 
they simply believed (the party)16 that if whole peoples. are ban
ished in the space of twenty-four hours, those peoples must be 
guilty. The question is a different one: Why did we in the camps, 
where we didreaIize what was going on, suffer hunger, bend our 
backs, put up with it all, instead of fighting back? The others, who 
had never marched under escort, who had the free use of their 
arms and legs, could be Jorgiven for not fighting-.they couldn't, 
after all, sacrifiCe their families, their positions, their wages, their 
authors' fees. They're making up for it now by publishing critical 
reflections in which they reproach us for clinging to our rations 
instead of fighting, when we had nothing to lose, 

But I have all. along been leading up to my answer to this 
question. The reason why we put up with it all in the camps is that 
there was no public opinion outside. 

What conceivable ways has the prisoner of resisting the regime 
to which he is subjected? Obviously,.they are! 

L Protest. 
2. Hunger strike. 
3. Escape. 
4. Mutiny. 

So, then, it is obvious to anybody,as the Great Deceased liked 
to say (and if it isn't, we'll ram it iBto him), that if the first two 
have some force (and if the jailers fear them), it is only because 
of public opinion! Without that behind·us we can protest and fast 
as much as we like and they will laugh in our faces! 

It is;lverydramatic way of obtaining your demands-standing 
before the prison authorities and tearing open your shirt, as 
Dzerzhinsky did. But only where public opinion exists. Without 
it-you'll be gagged with the tatters and pay (or a government-
issue shirt into the bargain! , 

Let me remind you of a celebrated event which took place 
in the Kara hard-labor prison at the end of the last century. 
Political prisoners were informed that in future they would be 
liable to corporal punishment. Nadezhda Sigida was due to be 
thrashed first (she had slapped the commandant's faCe . . . to 
force. him to resign!). She took poison and died rather than 

16. v. Yenni!ov's 8JISWeI' 10 I. Ehrenburg. 
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submit to the birch. Three other women then poisoned them
selves-and also died! In the men's barracks fourteen prisoners 
volunteered to commit. suicide. though not all .of them suc
ceeded.17 As a result, corporal punishment was abolished out
right and forever! The prisoners li8d counted on frightening 
the prison authorities. For news of the tragedy at Kara would 
reach Russia, and the whole world. 

But if we measure this case against our own experience, we shall 
shed only tears of scorn. Smack the commandant's face? For an 
injury inflicted On someone else? And what is so terrible about a 
few thwacks across the backside? You'll go on living! And why did 
her women friends take poison, too? And why fourteen men be
sides? We are only given one life! We must make the best of it I As 
long as we get food and 'drink, why part with life? Besides. maybe 
there will be an amnesty, maybe they'll start giving us good con
duct marks. 

You see from what a lofty plane prison behavior has declined. 
And how low we have fallen. And how by the same token our 
jailers have risen in the worldl No. these are not the bumpkins of 
Karat Even if we had plucked up our courage and risen above 
ourselves-four women and fourteen men-we should all have 
been shot before we got at any poison. (Where, in any case, would 
it come from in a Soviet prison?). If you did manage to poison 
yourself, you would only make the task of the authorities easier. 
And the rest would be treated to a dose of the birch for not 
denouncing you. And needless to say, no word of the occurrence 
would ever leak through the boundary wires. 

This is the point, -this is where their power lies: no news 
could leak out If some muftled rumor did, with no confirma
tion from newspapers, with informers busily nosing it out, it 
would not get far enough to matter: there would be no out
burst of public indignation. So what is there to fear? So why 

17. We may note here some sipificant deIaiIs from E. N. KowIskaya, ZhenskDya 
KaIoIgrI (W"""," PoIitiad Prismten), Gosizdat. 1920, pp. 8-9: and O. F. Osmolovsky, 
Karlislcaya TnzgeditJ ~]ragedy at Kam), Moscow, 1920. Sigida struck and spat on an 
oIIIcer for absolutely no. reason, because of the "neurOtic atmosph .... " among poUticaJ 
prisonen. After this the geudarme oflk:er (Masyukov) asked a political prisolll!' (Os
molovsky) to illterrogate him. The governor of the prison (Bobrovsky) died repelltoll4 and 
woUld not· even acc:ept consolation from the priest. (If only we had had jailers with 
consciences 6ke th<SeQ Sigida was beaten with her clothes on, and Kovalskaya's dress was 
changed by other women, and not, as rumor had it, in the presence of men. 
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should they lend an ear to our protestS? H you want to poison 
yourselves-get on with it. 

The hopelessness of our hunger strikes has been sufficiently 
shown in Part I. 

Escape, then? History has preserved for us accounts of some 
major escapes from Tsarist prisons. All of them, let us note, were 
engineered and directed from outside-by other revolutionaries, 
Party comrades of the escapers, with incidental help from many 
sympathizers. Many people were involved in the escape itself, in 
concealing the escaperS afterward, and in slipping them across the 
frontier. ("Ahal" My Marxist Historian has caught me out here. 
''That was because the population sided with the revolutionaries, 
and because the future belonged to theml" "Perhaps also," I bum
bly reply, "because it wasall a jolly game, and a legal one?'Flutter
ing your handkerchief from a window, letting a runaway share 
your bedroom, helping him with his disguise? These were not 
indictable offenses. When Pyotr Lavrov ran away from his place 
of banishment, the governor of Vologda [Khominsky] gave his 
civil-law wife permission to leave and catch up with her man . 
. . . Even for forging passports you could just be rusticated to your 
own farm, as we saw. People were not afraid-do you know, from 
your own experience, what that means? While I think of it, how 
is it that you were never inside?" "Well, you know, it was all a 
lottery. . . . '') 

There is, however, evidence of another kind. We were all made 
to read Gorky's Mother at school, and some of you may remember 
the account of conditions in the Nizhni Novgorod jail: the warders 
had rusty pistols with which they would knock nails into the walls, 
and there was no difficulty at all in placing a ladder against the 
prison wall and calmly discharging yourself. The high police offi
cial Ratayev writes as follows: "Banishment existed only on paper. 
Prison didn't exist at all. Prison conditions at that time were such 
that a revolutionary who landed in prison could continue his 
former activities without hindrance .... The Kiev revolutionary 
committee were all in jail together, and while there directed a 
strike in the city and issued appeals."tB 

18. Letter from L. A. Ratayev to P. N. Zuyev in Byioye. No. 2/24, 1917. Ratayev goes 
on to speak of the general situation in Russia, outside. "SeQret agents and free-lance 
detectives didn't exist anywhere [except in the two capitaJs.-:-A,$.Jt ~ was car
ried out if absolutely necessary by noncommissioned Setldamte o~ in ~ who 
sometimes forsot to remove their spurs when they put on c:iviIi8n <'tittJ\e!l. ••• In these 
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I have at present no access to information about security at the 
principal locations of the Tsarist kDtorga; but if escape from them 
was ever as desperately difficult as it was from their Soviet coun
terparts, wiPt one chance in 100,000 of success, I have never heard 
it. There was obviously no reason for prisoners to take great risks: 
they were not threatened with premature death from exhaustion 
by hard lalKn', nor with extensions of sentence which they had 
done nothing to deserve: the second half of their term they served 
not in prison but in places of banishment, and they usually put off 
escapes till then. 

Laziness would seeni to be the only reason for not escaping from 
Tsarist places of banishment. Evidently, exiles reported to the 
police infrequently, surveillance was poor, there were no secret 
police posts along the ~ you were not tied to your work day 
in and day out by police supervision; you had money (or it could 
be sent to.you), and places of banishment were not remote from 
the great rivers and roads; again, no threat hung over anyone who 
helped a runaway, nor indeed was the runaway himself in danger 
of being shot by his pursuer, or savagely beaten, or sentenced to 
twenty-five years' hard labor, as in our day. A recaptured prisoner 
was usually reinstalled inms previous place, to complete his previ
ous sentence. And that was all. You couldn't lose. Fastenko's 
departure abroad (part I, Chapter S) is typical of such ventures. 
But perhaps the Anarchist A. P. Ulanovsky's escape from the 
Turukhan region is even more so. In the course ofhis escape it was 
enough for him to look in at a student reading room and ask for 
Mikhailovsky's Whot Is Progress? and the students gave him a 
meal, a bed, and bis fare. He escaped abroad by simply walking 
up the gangway of a foreign ship---no MVD patrol there, of 
coursel-and finding a warm spot in the stokehold. More wonder
ful yet, during the 1914 war he voluntarily returned to Russia and 
to his place of banishment in Turukhan. Obviously a foreign spyl 
Shoot himl Come OD,.you reptile, tell us whose pay you're inl Well, 

cin:nmsta_ a revolutionary only bad to tnmsfer his activities outside the capitals 
.•• aDd they wonId remain an impeadr8ble _ for the department or police. In this 
way real nests or revolution aDd hoIbeds or JII'OP83IIIIda aDd agitation were crated. ... ~ 

Our readers wiD radiIy grasp the cIilI"erence between this aDd the Soviet period. Igor 
Sazonav, waitina his c:baDce to IdIl Minister PIehve, disguised himself as a cabby 8Dd, with 
abombbiddeninhisdrosbky,stoodoulsidethemain enl1rlnce o/Ihe police depanIMnl (II) 
for a whole clay_d DO ODe took any notice or him or asked him what he was doinS' 
Kalyaev, stiD ineIperienc:ed, spent a whole clay on tenterhooks near Plehve's house on the 
FClIIlanka, fnIly expeeda8 to be am:sted-and DO one touched· him! . . . Golden days! 
... In such conditions revoIntion was easy. 
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no. For three years' absence abroad the magistrate ordered him 
to pay a fine of three rubles, or spend one day in the cellsl Three 
rubles was a lot of money, and Ulanovsky preferred one day in 
detention. 

Beginning with attempts to escape from Solovki by sea in some 
flimsy little boat, or in a hold among the timber, and ending with 
the insane, hopeless, suicidal breakouts from the camps in the late 
Stalin period (some later chapters are devoted to them), escape in 
our time has always been an enterprise for giants among men,but 
for doomed giants. Such daring, such ingenuity, such will power 
never went into prerevolutionary escape attempts-yet they were 
very often successful, and ours hardly ever. 

"Because your attempts to escape were essentially reactionary 
in their class character! . . ." 

Can a man's urge to stop being a slave and an animal ever be 
reactionary? 

The reason for their failure was that success depends in the later 
stages of the attempt on the attitude of the population. And our 
population was afraid to help escapers, or even beti-ayedthelp. for 
mercenary or ideological reasons. 

"So much for public opinion I . . ." 
As for prison: mutinies, involving as many as three, five, or eight 

thousand men-the history of our three revolutions knew nothing 
of them. 

Yet we did. 
But the same curse was upon them, lUld very great efforts, very 

great sacrifices, produced the most trivial results.· 
Because society was not ready. Because without a response from 

public opinion,· a mutiny even in a huge camp has no scope for 
development. 

So that when we are asked: "Why did you put up with it?" it 
is time to answer: "But we didn'tI" Read on and'you Will see that 
we didn't put up with 1t at all. 

In the Special Camps we raised the banner of the politicala
and politicalswe became. 



Chapter -5 

• 
Poetry Undera Tombstone, 
Truth Under a Stone· 

At the beginning ofmy camp_career I was very anxious to avoid 
general duties, but did not know _. When I arrived at Ekibastuz 
in the sixth year of my imprisonmentJ W changed completely, 
and iet out at once to cleanse my mind of the camp prejudices, 
intrigUes, and schemes, which leave itno time for deeper QUltters. 
So that iDstead of resigning myself to the. grueling existence of a 
general.1aborer _until I was lucky enough to become a trusty, as 
educated people usually have to, I resolved to acquire a skill, there 
and then, in kIltorga. When we joined Boronyuk's team (Oleg 
Ivanov and I), asuitable trade (that ofbricklayer) came our way. 
Later my fortulles took a dift'erent ~ .a.n4·1 was for some dille 
a smelter. 

I was anxious and unSure ofm~to b4':ain with. Could 1··~ 
it up? We were unhandy cerebral creatures. and the SIUIle qJOUnt 
of work was harder for us than.for our teammates. ~ .• tle day 
when I deliberately-let myself sink to the bottom and (elt it firm 
under my feet-the hard, rocky bottom which is the SBQle for all 
-was the hegiDJring of the most Unportant years in my life, the 
years which put the finishing touches to my cbaracter. From then 
onward there seem to have been no upheavals in my life, and I 
have been faithful to the views and habits acquired at that time. 

I needed an unmuddled mind because I had been trying to write 
a poem for two years past. This was very rewarding, in that it 
helped me not to notice what was being done with my body. 
Sometimes in a sullen work party with Tommy;,.gunners barking 

98 
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about me, lines and images crowded in so urgently that I felt 
myself borne through the air, overleaping the column in my hurry 
to reach the work site and find a comer to write. At such moments 
I was both free and happy. I 

But how could I write in a Special Camp'l Korolenko tells us 
that he wrote in jail-but how different his conditions werel He 
wrote in pencil (why didn't they -feel the seams of his clothes and 
take it away from him'll, which he had carried in among his curls 
(and why wasn't his hair cropped'll, wrote among all the noise (he 
ought to have been thankful that there was room to sit down and 
stretch his legs!). Indeed, he was so privileged that he could keep 
manuscripts or send them out (and that is hardest of all for our 
contemporaries to understand\). 

You can't write like that nowadays, even in the campsl (Even 
saving names for a future novel was dangerous-the membership 
list of some organization, perhaps'l I used to jot down only the 
etymologiCal root, in the form of a common noun or an adjectival 
derivative.) Memory was the only hidey-hole in which you could 
keep what you had written and carry it through all the searches 
and journeys under escort. In the early days I had little confidence 
in the powers of memory and decided therefore. to write in verse. 
It was of course an abuse of the genre. I discovered later that 
prose, too, can be quite satisfactorily tamped down into the deep 
hidden layers of what we carry in our head. No longer burdened 
with frivolous and superfluous knowledge, a prisoner's memory is 
astonishingly capacious, and can expand indefinitely. We have too 
little faith in memory! 

.But before you commit something'to memory you feel a need 
to write it down and improve it on paper. In the camps you are 
allowed to have a pencil and clean paper but may not keep any
thiD& in writing (unless it is a poem about Stalin). Z And unless you 
geta trusty's job in the Medical Section or sponge on the Culture 
and EduC$tion Section, you have togo through the morning and 

1. Everything@-,tdaIivd We.read ofVasily Kuroc:hkin that the nine years ofltis life after 
hkra was closed dOwn were ''years of real apy": he was left withoot a press organ of 
his own! We who daiI! .!lC!teven dream of an organ of oor own find him iDcomprebensible: 
he bad a room,~. a desk, ink, ~,there were 00 body searches. and nobody 
coolIscated what ,he bad written-wby. ~ the asonY? 

2. Dyakov lIescribeS ooe instance of slIch"artistic activity." Dmitrievsky and Cbet
verikov oolliDed a projected novel to the aothorities and obtaiDed their approval. The 
secority officer saw to it that III!;)' were not put .00 geoeral dotiesl Later 00 they were 
secretly taken OIIt of tbe camp "area ("in case the Banderists"tore them to pieces'') to 
continue their work: More poetry onder the ~ But where is the novel? 
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evening searches at the guardhouse. I decided to write snatches of 
twelve to twenty lines at a time, polish them, learn them by heart. 
and bum them. I made it a firm rule not to content myself with 
tearing up the paper. 

In prisons the composition and polishing of verses had to be 
done in my head. Then I started breaking matches into little pieces 
and arranging them on my cigarette case in two rows (often each, 
one representing units and the other tens). As I recited the verses 
to myself, I displaced one bit of broken match from the units row 
for every line. When I had shifted ten units I displaced one of the 
''tens.'' (Even this work had to be done circumspectly: such inno
cent match games, accompanied by whispering movements of the 
lips or an unusual facial expression, would have aroused the suspi
cion of stool pigeons. I tried to look as if I was switching the 
matches around quite absent-mindedly.) Every fiftieth and every 
hundredth line I memorized with special care, to help me keep 
count. Once a month I recited all that I had written. If the wrong 
line came out in place of one of the hundreds or fifties, I went over 
it all again and again until I caught the slippery fugitives. 

In the Kuibyshev Transit Prison I saw Catholics (Lithuanians) 
busy making themselves rosaries for prison use. They made them 
by soaking bread, kneading beads from it, coloring them (black 
ones with burnt rubber, white ones with tooth powder, red ones 
with red germicide), stringing them while still moist on several 
strands of thread twisted together and thoroughly soaped. and 
letting them dry on the window ledge. I joined them and said that 
I, too, wanted to say my prayers with a rosary but that in my 
particular religion I needed one hundred beads in a ring (later, 
when I realized that twenty would suffice, and indeed be more 
convenient, I made them myself from cork), that every tenth bead 
must be cubic, not spherical. and that the fiftieth and the hun
dredth beads must be distinguishable at a touch. The Lithuanians 
were amazed by my religious zeal (the most devout among them 
had no more than forty beads), but with true brotherly love helped 
me to put together a rosary such as I had described, maJcing the 
hundredth bead in the form of a dark red heart. I never afterward 
parted with this marvelous present of theirs; I fingered and 
counted my beads inside my wide mittens-at work line-up, on 
the march to and from work, at all waiting times; I could do it 
standing up, and freezing cold was no hindrance. I carried it safely 
through the search points, in the padding of my mittens, where 
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it could not be felt. The warders found it on various occasions, but 
supposed that it was for praying and let me keep it. Until the end 
of my sentence (by which time I had accumulated 12,000 lines) 
and after that in my place of banishment, this necklace helped me 
to write and remember. 

Even so, things were not so simple. The more you have written, 
the more days in each month are consumed by recitation. And the 
particularly h8nnfuI thing about these recitals is that you cease to 
see clearly what you have written, cease to notice the strong and 
weak points. The first draft, which in any case you approve in a 
hurry, so that you can burn it, remains the only one. You cannot 
allow yourself the luxury of putting it aside for years, forgetting 
it and then looking at it with a fresh critical eye. For this reason, 
you can never write really well. 

Nor can you hang on to unburned scraps of paper for long. 
Three times I was caught, and was saved only becauSe I never 
wrote -the most dangerous names in full, but put dashes in their 
place. Once I was lying on the grass away from everyone else, too 
near the boundary wire (it was quieter there), and writing, con
cealing my scrap of paper in a book. Senior Warder Tatarincrept 
up behind me very quietly and saw that I was not reading, but 
writing. 

"Right, let's have itl" I -rose, in a cold ~weat, and handed it over; 
These lines were written on it: 

All we have lost will be made good
None of our claims will be denied us. 
The Osterode-Brodnitsy route 
Was five weary days and nights on foot 
With an [escort] of K[azakbs] and T[atars] beside us. ••• 

If the words "escort" and "Tatars" had been written in full, 
Tatarin would have hauled me before the security officer and they 
would have found me out. But the blanks told him nothing. 

With an -- of K- and T- beside us. •.• 

Our minds were running on dift'erent lines. I was afraid for the 
poem, and he had thought that I was making a sketch of the camp 
area and plotting escape. Still, even what he did find he read with 
a frown. Certain words seemed to him suggestive. But what reaDy 
set his brain working furiously was the phrase "five weary days." 
I had overlooked its posstble associations! "FIVe days" was a set 
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formula in the camp, when prisoners were consigned to the hole. 
"Who gets five days? Who's this all about?" he asked, looking 

black 
I barely managed to convince him (by pointing to the names 

Osterode imd Brodnitsy) that I was trying to remember an army 
song someone had written; but couldn't recall all the words .. 
. "Why do you want 10 do that? You aren't here to remember 

thingsI" was his surly warning. "If I catch you lying here again, 
you're in for itt" 

When I talk about this incident now, it sounds trivial. But at 
the time, for a wretched slave like myself, it was an enormous 
event: I could never again lie on the grass away from all the noise, 
and if Tatarin caught me with any more verses, they might easily 
open a new rue on me and put me under close surveillance. 

But I could not stop writing nowl 
On another occasion I broke my usual rule. At the work site I 

wrote down sixty lines of a play3 at one go, andfailed to conceal 
this piece of paper at the camp entrance. True, I had again l~ a 
number of discreet blanks. The warder, a simple. fiat-nosed young 
fellow, examined his catch with some surprise. 

"A 1etter1" he asked. 
. (A letter taken to the work site had a whift" of the black hole 
about it. But it would seem a mighty strange letter if they passed 
it on to the security officer!) 

"It's for a concert," I said, brazening it out. ''I'm trying to write 
down a sketch from memory. Come"and see it when we put it on." 

The young man stared and stared at the paper, and at me, then 
said: 

"You're a bigger fool than you look!" 
And he ripped my page into two, four, eight pieces. I was 

terrified that he would throw the scraps, which were still large. on 
the ground there in front of the guardhoUse, where they might 
catch the eye of a more vigilant staff member. Chief Disciplinary 
Officer Machekhovsky himself was only a few steps away,looking 
on while we were searched. But they evidently had orders not to 
leave litter by the guardhouse, or they would have to tidy it up 
themselVes, and the warder put the tom-up pieces into my hand 
as though it were a refuse bin. I went through the gates and made 
haste to throw them into the stove. 

3. Pi, Pobedltelel (Feost of the Victors). 
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On a third occasion, while I still had a sizable piece of a poem 
unburned, I was working on the Disciplinary Barracks and the 
temptation to put "The Mason" on paper was too strong for me. 
At that time we never left the camp area, so that we did not 
undergo daily personal searches. Wheri "The Mason" was three 
days old, I went out in the dark, before evening inspection, to go 
over it for the last time and then burn it at once. I was looking 
for a quiet, lonely spot, which meant· somewhere toward the 
boundary fence, and I forgot entirely that I was near the place 
where Tenno had recently gone under the wire. A warder who had 
evidently been lying in ambush grabbed me immediately by the 
seruft' of my neck 1lIld marched me through the darkness to the 
black hole. I took· advantage .of the darkness to crumple ''The 
Mason" surreptitiously and toss it at random behind me. A breeze 
was beginning to blow and the· warder did not hear the paper 
crackling and rustling. 

I had quite forgotten that I still had another fragment of a poem 
on me. They found it when they searched me in the Disciplinary 
Barracks; fortunately it contained almost nothing that could 
incriminate me (it was a descriptive section. from Prussian 
Nights). 

The duty officer, a perfectly literate senior sergeant, read it 
through. . 

"What's this?" 
"Tvardovsky," I answered unhesitatingly. Vasily Tyorkin. * 
(This was where Tvardovsky's path and mine first crossed!) 

. "Tvardo-ovskyl" said: the sergeant, nodding his head respect
fully. "And what do you want:it for?" 

"Well, there aren't any books. I write down what lean remem
ber and read it sometimes." 

They took my weapon-half a razor blade-,.from me, but re
turned the poem, and they would have. let me go {I wanted to run 
and find "The Mason"). But by then·evening inspection was over 
and no one was allowed to Iilove about the camp. The warder took 
me back to the hut· and locked me in . himself. 

I slept badly that night. A gale-for:ce wind had sprung up out
side. Where would it carry the little ball of paper with ''The 
Mason" on it? In spite of all the blanks, the sense of the poem 
remained obvious. And it was clearJrom the text that its author 
was in the team building the Disciplinary Barracks. Among all 
those Western Ukrainians it wouldn't be hard to find me. 
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So that the work of many years-that already done, and that 
I was planning--:.was a scrap of crumpled paper blown helplessly 
about the camp or over the steppe. I could only pray. When things 
are bad, we are not asbameD of our God. We are only ashamed 
of Him when things go well.. 

At five in the morning, as soon as we rose, I went to the spot, 
gasping for breath in the wind. It:was so ~ that it swept up 
small stones and hurled them in your face. It was a waste of time 
even looking! From where· I was. the wind was blowing in the 
direction of the staff' barracks, then the punishment cells (this 
place, too, was infested with warders, and there was a lot of 
tangled barbed wire), then beyond the camp limits, on to the street 
of the settlement. I prowled around, bent double, for an hour 
before dawn, and found nothing. By now I was in despair. Then 
when it got light , .. I saw something white three steps from the 
place where I had thrown it! The wind had rolled the ball of paper 
to one Side and it had lodged among a pile of boards. 

I still consider it a miracle. 
So I went on writing. In Winter in the warming-up shack, in 

spring and summer on the scdolding at the building site: in the 
interval between two barrowloads of mortar I would put my bit 
of paper on the bricks and (without letting my neighbors see what 
I was doing) write down with a pencil stub the verses which had 

• rushed into my head while I was slapping on the last hodful. I 
. lived in a dream, sat in the mess hall over the ritual gruel some
times not even noticing its taste, deaf to those around me--feeling 
my way about my verses and irlmming them to fit like bricks in·' 
a wall. I was searched, and counted, and herded over the steppe 
-and all the time I saw the sets for my play, the color of the 
curtains, the placing of the furniture, the spotlights, every move
ment of the actors across the s~ 

Some of the lads broke through the wire in a lorry, others 
crawled under it, others walked up a snowdrift and over it-but 
for me the wire might not Jaave existed; all this time I was making 
my own long and distant escape journey, and this was something 
the warders could not discover when they counted heads . 

. I realized that I was not the only one, that I was party to a great 
secret, a secret maturingin other lonely breasts like mine on the 
scattered islands of the Archipelago, to reveal itself in years to 
come, perhaps when we were dead, and to merge into the Russian 
literature of the future. 
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(In 1956 I read the first small collection of Varlam Shala
mov's poems in samizdat, which existed even then, and trem
bled as though I had met a long-lost brother. Here he declares 
his willingness to die like Archimedes during the siege of Syra
cuse: 

I know, none better, this is not a game-
Or else a deadly game. But like the sage 
I'll welcome death rather than drop my pen, 
Rather than crumple my half-written page. 

He, too, wrote in a camp. Keeping his secret from all around, 
like me expecting no answer to his lonely cry in the dark: 

A long, long row of lonely graves 
Are aU I remember now. 
And I should have laid myself there, 
Laid my bare body down there, 
Had I not taken a vow: 
To sing and to weep to the very end 
And never to heed the pain, 
AI!. though in the heart of a dead man 
Life yet could begin again. 

How many. of us were there? Many more, I think, than have 
come to the surface in the intervening years. Not all of them were 
to survive. Some buried manuscripts in bottles, without telling 
anyone where. Some put their work iJi careless 011, on the contrary, 
in excessively cautious hands for safekeeping. Some could not 
write their work down in time. 

Even on the isle of Ekibastuz, could we really get to lQlow each 
other? encourage each other? support each other? Like wolves, we 
hid from everyone, and that meant from each other, too. Yet even 
so I was to discover a few others in Ekibastuz. 

Meeth1g the religious poet Anatoly Vasilyevich Silin was a sur
prise which lowed to the Baptists. He was thep. over forty. There 
was nothing at all remarkable about his face. A reddish fuzz had 
grown in place of his cropped hair and beard, and his eyebrows 
were a1so reddish. Day in and day out he was meek and gentle 
with everyone, but reserved. Only when we began talking to each 
other freely, and strolling about the camp for hours at a stretch 
on our Sundays oir, while he recited his very long religious poems 
to me (like me, he had written them right there in the camp), I 
was startled not for the first time or the last to realize what far 
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from ordinary souls are concealed within deceptively ordinary 
exteriors. 

A homeless child, brought. up an atheist in a children's 
home, he had come across some religious books in a German 
prisoner-of-war camp, and had been carried away by them. . 
From then on he was not only a believer, but a philosopher 
and theologianl ''From then on" he had also been in prison or 
in camps without a break, and so had spent his whole theolog
ical career in isolation, rediscovering for himself things already 
discovered by others, perhaps going astray, since he had never 
had either books or advisers. Now he was working as a man
ual laborer and ditchdigger, struggling to fulfill an impossible 
norm, returning from work with bent knees and trembling 
hands-but night and day the poems, which he composed 
from end to end without writing a word down, in iambic tet
rameters with an irregular rhyme scheme, went round and 
round in his head. He must have known some twenty thou
sand lines by that time. He, too, had a utilitarian attitude to 
them: they were a way of remembering and of transmitting 
thoughts. 

His sensitive response to the riches of nature lent warmth and 
beauty to his view of the world. Bending over one of the rare 
blades of grass which grew illegally in our barren camp, he ex
claimed: 

"How beautiful are the grasses of the earth! But even these the 
Creator has given to nlari for a carpet under his feet. How much 
more beautiful, then, must we be than theyl" 

''But what about 'Love not this world and the things that 
are of this -world'?" (A saYing which the seCtarians often re-
peated.) . 

He smiled apologetically. He could disarm anyone with that 
smile . 

''Why, even earthly, carnal love is a manifestation of a lofty 
aspiration to Unionl" 

His theodicy, that is to say his justification of the existence of 
evil in the world, he formulated -like this: 

Does God, who is Perfect Love, allow 
This imperfection in our lives? 
The soul must suff'er first, to know 
The perfect bliss of paradise. ••• 
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Harsh is the law, but to obey 
Is for weak men the only way 
To win eternal peace. 

Christ's sufferings in the flesh he daringly explained not only by 
the need to atone for human sins, but also by God's desire to ,eel 
earthly suffering to the full. 

"God always knew these sufferings, but never before had he 
felt them," Silin bOldly asserted. Even of the Antichrist, who 
had 

Corrupted man's Free Wi11-perverted 
His yearning toward the One True. Light 

Silin found something fresh and humane to say: 

The bliss that, God had given him 
That angel haughtily rejected: 
He nothing knew of human pain; 

. He loved not with the love of men
By grief alone is love perfected. 

Thinking so freely himself, Silin found a warm pJ8ce in his 
generous heart for aU shades of Christian ~Hef. 

This is the crux: 
That thollgh Christ's teaching is its theme 
Genius must ever speak with its own voice. 

The atheist's impatient refusal to beHeve that spirit could beget 
matter only made Silin smile. 

"Why don't they ask themselves how crude matter could beget 
spirit? That way round, it would surely be a miracle. Yes, a still 
greater miraclel" 

My brain was full of my own verses, and these fragments are 
aU that I have succeeded in preserving of the poems I heard from 
Silin-fearing perhaps that he himself would preserve nothing. In 
one of his poems, his fav()rite hero, whose ancient Greek name I 
have forgotten, delivered an imaginary speech at the General 
Assembly of the United Nations-a spiritual program for aU man
kind. A doomed and exhausted slave, with four number patches 
on his clothes, this poet had more in his heart to say to Hving 
human beings than the whole tribe of hacks-firmly estabHshed in 
journals, in publishing houses, in radio-arid of no use to anyone 
except themselves. 
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Before the war Anatoly Vasilyevich had graduated from a 
teachers' college, where he had specialized in literature. Like 
me, he now had about three years left before his "release" to a 
place of banishment. His only training was as a teacher of lit
erature in schools. It seemed rather improbable that ex-prison
ers like us would be allowed into schools. But if we were
what then? 

"I won't put lies into children's heads! I shall tell the children 
the truth about God and the life of the Spirit." 

"But they'll take you away after the first lesson." 
Silin lowered his head and answered quietly: "Let them." 
And it was obvious that he would not falter. He would not play 

the hypocrite just to go on handling a class register rather than 
a pickax. 

I looked with pity and admiration at this unprepossessing 
man with ginger hair, who had known neither parents nor 
spiritual directors, for whom life was no harder in Ekibastuz, 
turning over the stony soil with a spade, than it always had 
been elsewhere. 

Silili uefrom the same pot as the Baptists, shared his bread and 
warm victuals with them. Of course, he needed appreciative listen
ers, people with whom he could join in reading and interpreting 
the Gospel, and in concealing the little book itself. But Orthodox 
Christians he either did not seek out (suspecting that they would 
reject him as a heretic), or did not find: there were few of them 
in our camp except for the Western Ukrainians, or else they were 
no more consistent in their conduct than others, and so inconspic
uous. The Baptists, however, seemed to respect Silin,listened to 
him; they even considered him one of their own: but they, too, 
disliked all that was heretical in him, and hoped in time to bend 
him to their ways. Silin was subdued when he talked to me in their 
presence, and blossonJed out when they were not ~t was 
difficult for him to force himself into their mold, though their faith 
was firm, pure, and ardent, helping them to endure kIltorga with
out wavering, and without spiritual collapse. They were all honest, 
free from anger, hard-working, quick to help others, devoted to 
Christ. 

That is why they are being rooted out with such determination. 
~ the years 1948-1950 several hundred of them were sentenced 
to twenty-five years' imprisonment and dispatChed to Special 
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Camps for no other reason than that they belonged to Baptist 
communes (a commune is of course an organization).4 

• 
The camp is dift'erent from the Great Outside. Outside, everyone 
uninhibitedly tries to express and emphasize his personality in his 
outward behavior. In prison, on the contrary, all are depersonal
ized-identical haircuts, identical fuzz on their cheeks, identical 
caps, identical padded jackets. The face presents an image of the 
soul distorted by wind and sun and dirt and heavy toil. Discerning 
the light of the soul beileath this depersonalized and degraded 
exterior is an acquired skill. 

But the sparks of the spirit cannot be kept from spreading, 
breaking through to each other. Like recognizes and is gathered 
to like in a manner none can explain. 

You can understand a man better and more quickly if you 
know at least a fragment of his biography. Here are some 
trench diggers working side by side. Thick, soft snow -has 
begun to fall Perhaps because it is time for a break, the whole 
team goes into the dugout for shelter. But one man remains 
standing outside. At the edge of the trench, he leans on his 
spade and stands quite motionless, as though he found it com
fortable, or as though he were a statue. 

The snowfiakes gathering on his head, shoulders, and arms 
niake him still more like a statue. Doesn't he care? Does he even 
like it? He stares through the flurry of snowftakes-at the camp, 
at the white steppe. He has broad bones, broad shoulders, a broad 
face, with a growth of stiff blond bristles. lie is always deliberate, 
slow-moving, very calm. He remains standing there-:-l.ooking at 
the world and thinking. He is elsewhere. 

I do not know him, but his friend Redkin tells me his story. This 
man is a Tolstoyan. He grew up with the antiquated notion that 
a man may not kill (even in the name of the Vanguard Doctrinel) 
and must not, therefore, take up arms. In 1941 he was called up. 
Near Kushka,to which he had been posted, he threw his gun away 
and crossed the Afghan border. There were no Germans around 
Kushka and none were expected, sp that he could have had a quiet 

4. The persecution became leas severe in the Khrushchev period only in that shorter 
sentences were given: otherwise it was just 85· bad. (See Part VII.) 
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war, never shooting at a living thing, but even lugging that piece 
of iron around on his back went against his convictions. He sup
posed that the Afghans would respect his right ·not to kill people 
and let him go through to India, where there was religious toler
ance. But the Afghan government turned out to be as cynically 
self-interested as governments always are. Fearing the wrath of its 
all-powerful neighbor, it put the runaway in the stocks. And kept 
him in prison, with his legs cramped in the stocks, unable to move, 
for three years, waiting to-see which side would win. The Soviets 
did-and the Afghans obligingly returned the deserter to them. 
His present sentence was reckoned only from that date. 

Now he stood motionless out in the snow, like part of the 
landscape. Had he been brought into the world by the state? Why, 
th~, had the state usurped the right to decide how this man 
should live? 

We don't mind having a fellow countryman Called Lev Tolstoi. 
It's a good trademark. (Even makes a good postage stamp.) Fo
reigners can be taken on trips to Yasnaya Polyana. We are always 
ready to drool over his opposition to Tsarism and hls excommuni
cation (the announcer's voice will tremble at this point). But, my 
dear countrymen, if someone takes Tolstoi seriously, if a real live 
Tolstoyan springs up among U$-hey, look out therel Mind you 
don't fall under our caterpillar tracksl . 

. . . Perhaps on the building site you run and ask the foreman, 
a prisoner, for his folding ruler, to measure how much wall you've 
laid. He sets great store by this ruler, and doesn't know you by 
sight-there are so many teams on the job-but for some reason 
he hands you his treasure without demur. (sheer stupidity, to the 
camp-trained mind). And when you actually return the ruler to 
him, he will thank you very warmly. How can such a weird 
character be a foreman in a camp? He has an accent. Ah, yes-
he turns out to be a Pole, his name is Jerzy Wegierski. You will 
hear more of him. 

. . . Perhaps you are marching along in the column, and you 
ought to be telling your beads inside your mitten, or thinking 
about your next stanzas-but you find yourself very much inter
ested by your neighbor in the ranks, a new face. (They have just 
sent a new brigade to your work site.) An elderly, likable Jewish 
intellectual with a mocking, intelligent expression. His name is 
Masamed, and he is a university graduate. From ... ? Bucharest, 
Faculty of Biology and Psychology. He is, among other things, a 
physiognomist and graphologist. Moreover, he is a yogi, and will 
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start you on a course in Hatha Yoga tomorrow. (That's the pity 
of it: our terin in this university is so short! I can never get my 
breathl There's no time to take it all in.) 

Later on I took a good look at him in the work zone and the 
living area. His fellow countrymen had offered to fix him up with 
an office job, but he wouldn't take it: it was important to him to 
show that Jews, too, make excellent general laborers. So at the age 
of fifty he fearlessly wields his pickax. Like a true yogi, he really 
is master ofhis own body: at minus 10 degrees Centigrade he strips 
and asks his workmates to hose him down from the fire hydrant. 
Unlike the rest of us, who shovel that wretched gruel into our 
mouths as fast as we can, he eats slowly, with concentration, 
looking away from his plate, swallowing a little at a time from a 
tiny spoon of his own.' 

It does happen, and not so very rarely, that you make an in
teresting new acquaintance on the way to or from work. But 
you can't always get going in the column: with the guards 
shouting, and your neighbors hissing (''because of you . . . us 
as well . . . "), on the way to work you're too sluggish, and on 
the way back in too much of a hurry, and very likely there's a 
wind to shut your gob. Yet suddenly . . . well, of course these 
are untypical cases, as the socialist realists say. Quite excep
tional cases. 

In the outermost line walks a little man with a thick black beard 
(because he had it when he was last arrested, and was photo-. 
graphed with it, it has not been shaved off in the camp). He walks 
briskly, very much on his dignity, carrying a carefully tied roll of 
draftsman's paper under his arm. This is a "rationalization pro
posal" or invention of his, some new thing of which he is proud 
He drew it at work, brought it to show to somebody in the camp, 
and is now taking it with him back to work. Suddenly a mischie
vous wind plucks the roll from under his arm and bowls it along 
away from the column. Arnold Rappoport (the reader already 
knows him) instinctively takes a step in pursuit of it, a second, a 
third ... but the roll drifts on farther, between two guards, beyond 
the escort! This is where Rappoport should stop-"One step to 
right or left," remember, "and you get it without warning." But 
that's mine, my drawing, it's over there! And Arnold trots after 
it, bending forward. arms extended-an evil fate is carrying offhis 
ideal Arnold reaches out eagerly, his hands rake the air. Barbar-

S. Nonetheless, be was to die soon, like an ordinary mortal, of an ordinary beart attack. 
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ian! Don't touch my blueprints! The column sees him, stumbles 
to a halt of its own accord.. Guns are pointed, bolts click back! 
. . . Everything so far was typical. but now came something 
untypical: no one 1ICted like a fooD No one firedI The barbarians 
realized that thiS was not an escape! Even to their befuddled brains 
this was an immediately comprehensible scene: the author pursu
ing his fleeing creation! Rappoport ran on another fifteen paces or 
so beyond the escort guards, caught his roll, straightened up, and 
returned to the ranks very pleased with himself. Returned ..• from 
the next world. 

Although Rappoport bad landed more than the average camp 
stint (after a kid~s sentence and a tenner bad come banishment, 
and now he was doing another tenner), he was full of life, agile, 
bright-eyed-and those eyes of his, although they were always 
merry, were made. for suft'ering, were very expressive eyes. It was 
a matter of pride to him that years of prison bad not aged and 
broken him. As an engineer, he had, however, always worJced.as 
a trusty on some production job, so that ii was easy for bini to keep 
his spirits up. He took a lively interest in his work, but over and 
beyond it he created for his soul's 'sake. 

He was one of those versal:ile characters eager to embrace every
thing. At one time he was thinking of writing a book like this of 
mine, all about the camps, but he never got around to it. Another 
of his works made us, his friends, laugh: Arnold had for some 
years been patiendy compiling a universal technical reference 
book, which would cover all the ramifications of modern science 
and technology (everything from types of radio valves to the 
average weight of elephants), and which was to be •.. pocket-size. 
The wiser for this laughter, Arnold showed me another of his 
favorite works in secret. Finding Stendhal's treatise On Love com
pletely unsatisfactory, he bad written a new one, in a glossy black 
exercise book. It consisted of unpolished, and for the present 
disconnected, remarks. For a man who bad spent half his life in 
the camps, how chaste it all was! Here are some brief extracts.' 

To possess a woman without love is the unhappy lot of the poor in 
body and spirit. Yet men boast of it as a "COD~" 

Possession, without the preliminary organic development of feeling, 
brings not joy but shame and revulsion. The men of our age, who devote 
all their energy to making money, to their jobs, to the exercise of power, 

6. This was aU maD,. years sao. Rappoport later abandoned his treatise, and I have his 
permission 10 quote it. 
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have lost the gene of higher love. On the other hand, woman's unerring 
instinct tells her that possession is only the first stage toward genuine 
intimacy. Only after it does a woman acknowl~ge a man as near and 
dear, and show it in her way ofspesking to him. Even a woman who gives 
herself. unintentionally feels an access of grateful tenderness. 

Jealousy is injured self-esteem. Real love, unrequited, is not jealous but 
dies, ossifies. 

Love, as much as science, art, and religion, is a mode of cogili.tion. 

Combining as he did such very different interests, Arnold Lvo
vich naturally knew the most various people. He introduced me 
to a man whom I should have passed by without noticing: at first 
sigbt he was just another of the waIking dead, doomed to die of 
malnutrition, with collarbones sticking out from his unbuttoned 
camp jacket like those of a corpse. His lankiness made him even 
more astonishingly thin. He was naturally swarthy, and his shaven 
head bad become still darker in the Kazakh sun. He still dragged 
himself out of the camp to work, still clung to his barrow to stay 
on his feet. He was a Greek and, once more, a poet! Yet another! 
A volume of his verse in modern Greek had been published in 
Athens. But since he was not an Athenian but a Soviet prisoner 
(and a Soviet citizen), our newspapers shed no tears for him. 

He was only middle-aged, although so close to death. I made 
pitifully clumsy attempts to wave these thoughts away. He 
laughed wisely, and expIainedto me in imperfect Russian that not 
death itself, but only the moral preparation for it, holds terrors. 
He had finished with fear and grief and regret, shed all his tears, 
a1ready lived through his inevitable death and was quite ready. It 
only remained for his body to finish dying. 

So many people turn out to be poets! It's almost unbelievable. 
(Sometimes I was ata loss to understand it.) While the Greek 

. waits to die, here are two young men waiting only for the end of 
their sentence and for future literary fame. They are poets
openly, withOUt" concealment. What they have in common is a 
certain radiant purity. Both are students who never graduated. 
Kolya Borovikov, an admirer of Pisarev (and therefore an enemy 
of Pushkin), works as a clinical orderly in the Medical Section. 
Yurochka Kireyev, from Tver, who admires Blok, and himself 
writes in the manner ofBlok, goes out of camp to work in the office 
of the engineering shop. His friends (and what strange friends they 
are for him-twenty years older and fathers of families) tease him 
about the time in a Corrective Labor Camp up north when some 
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generally available Rumanian woman offered herself to him, but 
he didn't understand and wrote sonnets to her. Hyou look at his 
innocent face you can very easily believe it. Now his virginity is 
a curse and a burden to be carried aU through the camps! 

. . . Sometimes people catch your eye, sometimes you catch 
theirs. In the big chaotic barracks where four hundred men live, 
moving restlessly around or lying on their bunks, I read after 
supper and during the tedious inspections the second volume of 
Dal's dictionary-the only book which I had brought as far as 
Ekibastuz, where I was forced to see it defaced with a stamp 
saying "Steplag, Culture and Education Section." I never flipped 
through the pages, because in the fag end of the evening I could 
hardly read through half a page. So I sat, or shuftled along for the 
inspection, engrossed in one particular passage. I was used to 
newcomers' asking what that fat book was, and wondering why 
the devil I wanted to read it. I used to answer with a joke. "It's 
the safest thing to read. No danger of catching a new sentence. ;'7 

But that book brought me a lot of interesting acquaintances, 
too. For instance, a small man like a bantam cock, with a fierce 
nose and .a sharp mocking look, comes up to me and says in a 
singsong northern accent: 

"May I inquire what book you have there?" 
We exchange a few words and then as Sunday follows Sunday, 

as month follows month, in this one man a microcosm in which 
half a century of my country's history is densely packed opens out 
before me. Vasily Grigoryevich Vlasov (the one who was in the 
Kady trial,· and has now got through fourteen long years of his 
twenty) thinks of himself as an economist and politician, and has 
no idea that he is an artist in words-in the spoken word. Whether 
he tells me about haymaking or merchants' shops (he had worked 
in one as a boy), a Red Army unit or an old country house, an 
executioner from the Provincial Deserter Interception Organiza
tion or an insatiable woman in some small town, I see it aU in the 

7. But what is it not dangerous 10 read in a Special Camp? AIeksandr Slotik. an 
economist in the Dzhezkazgan Camp Division, used 10 read an adaptation of The Gadfly 
in the evening on the quleL In spite of his secrecy he was denounced. The camp commander 
himself, and a pack of officers. came 10 join in the search. "Waiting for the Americans?" 
They made him read aloud in English. "How much longer are you in for now?" "Two 
years." "Make it twentyt" They also found some verses. "Interested in love, are you? 
. . • Make him so uncomfortable that not only his EngJish but even his .Russian will 
evaporatel" (What's more, the slavish trusties hissed at Slotik: "You'll land us in it, tool 
They'll drive us all back 10 work again.") . 
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round and absorb it as thoroughly as if it had been part of my own 
experience. I wanted to write it aU down at once-but it couldn't 
be done. I wish I could remember it word for word ten years later, 
but it is impossible. 

I noticed that one man often stole glances at me and my book, 
but hesitated to start a conversation-a thin, fine-drawn, long
nosed young man whose politeness, diffidence even, seemed 
strange in those surroundings. I got to know him, too. He spoke 
in a quiet, shy voice, groping for words in Russjan, and making 
hi1arious mistakes, which he immediately redeemed with a smile. 
It emerged that he was Hungarian, and his name was Janos Roz
sas. He nodded when I showed him Dal's dictionary, with my eyes 
on his shriveled, camp-worn face. ''Yes, yes," he said, "a man 
must distract his attention to other things, not think about food 
aU the time." He was only twenty-five, but there was no youthful 
flush in his cheeks; the dry, papery skin, made transparent by the 
winds, seemed to be stretched over the long, narrow bones of his 
skull .with no flesh between. His joints ached-he had caught 
rheumatic fever, felling trees in the north. 

There were two or three of his compatriots in the camp, but aU 
day and every day they were obsessed with one thought only
how to survive-lUld how to eat their fill. Whereas Janos ate what
ever the foreman obtained for him, and even though he remained 
hungry, he made it a rule not to look for more. He was aU eyes 
and ears; he wanted to understand. Understand what, you ask? 
. . . Us. He wanted to understand us Russians! 

"My personal fate became very uninteresting when I got to 
know people here. I am most extremely surprised. They loved 
their own people, and for that they get katorga. But I think
this is wartime muddle, yes?" (He asks this in 19511 If it was 
still a wartime muddle then, maybe it dated from the First 
World War!! .•. ) 

In 1944, when our troops captured him in Hungary, he was 
eighteen (and not in the army). "I had still had no time to do 
people either good or evil," he said, with a smile. "People had seen 
neither profit nor harm from me." Janos's interrogation went like 
this: the interrogator didn't understand a word of Hungarian, nor 
Janos a word of Russian. OccasionaUy some very bad interpreters 
came along, Carpathian Ukrainians. Janos signed a sixteen-page 
statement, with no idea what was in it. Nor, when an unknown 
officer read him something from a piece of paper, did he realize 
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that this was the Special Board's sentence. 8 They sent him to the 
North, to fell trees, and there he went under and landed in the 
hospital. 

Till then Russia had shown him only one side of herself (the 
part used for sitting on), but now she turned the other. In the 
camp hospital at the Symsk. Separate Camp Site near Soli
kamsk there was a forty-five-year-old nurse called Dusya. She 
was a nonpolitical offender, not a part of the professional un
derworld, was in for five years, and had a pass. Her job as she 
saw it was not just to grab all she coUld and get through her 
sentence (a very common assumption in the camps, though 
Janos with his rosy view of things did not know it), but to 
look after these useless, dying people. What the hospital gave 
was not enough to save them. So Dusya used to exchange her 
morning ration of 300 grams for half a liter of milk in the vil
lage, and with this milk she nursed Janos back to life (as she 
had nursed others before him).9 For this motherly woman's 
sake Janos came to love Russia and all Russians. He started 
diligently learning, there in the camp, the language of his 
warders and convoy guards, the great, the mighty Russian lan
guage. He spent nine years in our camps, and saw nothing of 
Russia except from prison trains, on little picture postcards, 
and in the camp. Yet he loved it. 

Janos belonged to a breed which is steadily becoming rarer in 
our time: those whose only passion in childhood is reading. He 
kept this inclination as an adult, and even in the camps. In the 
north, and in the Ekibastuz Special Camp, he missed no opportu
nity to obtain and read new books. By the time I met him he 
already knew and loved Pushkin, Nekrasov, and Gogol. I ex
plained Griboyedov to him. But more than anyone else, more 
perhaps than even Perofi and Arany, he came to love Lermontov, 
whom he had first read in captivity, not long before.IO Janos iden
tified himself particularly with Mtsyri*-like himself a prisoner, 

8. It is said that when Janos was rehabilitated after Stalin's death, curiosity prompted 
him to ask for a copy of the sentence in HUDprian, so thai he could lind out just why he 
had spent nine years in prison. But he was aftaid to do so. "They may wcmder what I want 
to do with it. And anyway, I doo·t reaDy aeed it all thai much. .•• " He had unclcrstood 
our way of thinking: why, indeed, did he aeed to know now? ••. 

9. Can someone explain to me what ideology this tiehaYior filS into? (Compare the 
Communist medical orderly in DyakOv: "Toothache, eh, you pig-faced Ukrainian banclill") 

10. I have been told more than once by foreigners that LermonIOV is clearer to them than 
any other Russian poet. After aU, theY point oul, PushIdn did write "To Russia's Slander
ers." Whereas Lermoutov uever did Tsarism the smaIIesI service. 
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young and doomed. He had much of it by heart. and for years on 
end, as he dragged himself along with his hands behind his back, 
in a column offoreigners through an alien land, he would murmur 
to himself in the strangers' tongue: 

I knew then in my troubled mind 
My eager foot would no more find 
The native land I'd left behind. 

Friendly, affectionate, with vulnerable pale-blue eyes-that was 
Ianos Rozsas in our heartless camp. He would perch on my bunk, 
lightly, on the very edge, as though my sack ohawdust could be 
made any dirtier, or would lose its shape under his weight, and 
say in a low voice full of genuine feeling: 

"With -whom should I share my secret dreams?" 
He never complained about anything. 11 

You move among'the camp population as you would through 
a minefield, photographing each of them with the rays of intuition 
for fear ofblowing yourself up. Yet in spite of this general rule of 
caution, how often I discovered a poetic personality under a zet's 
shaven skull and black jacket. 

How many others kept their secret to themselves? 
How many more---6Urely a thousand times as many-did not 

come my way at all? 

11. AU the HIIIJ8IIrians were aIJowed to so home after Stalin·s death, 80 Janos escaped 
the fate of Mtsyri, for which he wss fu1Iy prepanod 

Twelve yean have passed. 1956 amcmg than. Janos is a bookkeeper in the -Httle town 
of NII8Y ICanizsa, where nobody knows Russian or reads Russian boob. AmI what does 
he DOW write to me? 

"After aD that bas bappeoed. I can sincerely ssy that I would not give back my past. 
llesmed in a bush school wbat others can DeVer know ••.. When I wss freed I promised 
the COJIII'IIdes who atayed behind that I would never forget the Russian people, not for their 
suft"erlnp but for their good hearts. Why do I foDow newspaper reports about my former 
"motherland" with such interest? The works of the Russian classics ue a wbole shelf in 
my Ubrary, I have forty-one volumes in Russian and four in Ukrainian (Sbevcbenko), 
•.• Other peop1e read the Russians as they read the 1lDg1isb or the Germaus, but I read 
them dift"erentty. To me Tolstoi is closer than Thomas Mann, and Lermontov mucb closer 
than Goethe. 

"You cannot suess bow mncb I miss Russia without taIIdas about iL Sometimes peop1e 
ask me what kind of crank I am, what good did the plaI:e ever do me, why do I feel drawn 
to Russians? How can I explain that aD my yontb went by there, and that life is an etemaJ 
f'ateweII from the awift\y passins dsys. ••• How couJd I turn my back 1ike a sulky cbild 
-for nine years my fate coincided with yours. How can I explain why my heart misses 
a beat when I hear a Russian folk soag on the radio? I start singing to myself under my 
breath. 'See the RCkIesa troika speeding ..• ' But it is too painfoI for me to SO on. My 
cbildraa ask me to tencb them Russian. Walt awhUe, chiIdreo; for whom do you think I 
coIIec& Russian books?" 
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And how many, in those decades, did you smother, infamous 
Leviathan? _ 

• 
Ekibastuz also had an official, though very dangerous, center for 
cultural interco~e Culture and Education Section, where 
they stamped black words on books and freshened up our num
bers. 

An important and very colorful figure in our CBS was Vladimir 
Rudchuk. now an artist, but formerly an archdeacon, and possibly 
even personal secretary to the Patriarch. There is somewhere in 
the camp rules an unexpunged proviso that persons in holy orders 
shall not be shorn. Of course, this rule is never made public, and 
priests who do not know of it are shorn. But Rudchuk knew his 
rights, and he was left with wavy auburn locks, unusually long for 
a man; He took great care of them, and of his appearance gener
ally. He was tall, well-made, attractive, with a pleasant bass voice, 
and it was easy to imagine him conducting a solemn service in a 
huge cathedral. Drozdov, the churchwarden who arrived at Eki
bastuz with me, recognized the Archdeacon at once: he had for
m~ly served in the cathedral church at Odessa. 

Here in the camp he neither looked nor lived like a man of 
our convict world. He was one of those dubious personages 
who had insinuated themselves, or been insinuated, into the 
Orthodox Church as soon as they were no longer in official 
disfavor: They did much to bring the Church into disrepute. 
The story of how Rudchuk came to be in jail was also rather 
mysterious: for some reason he kept exhibiting a photograph 
(inexplicably left in his possession) of himself with Anastasi, 
the Metropolitan of the Russian Orthodox Church in Exile, on 
a New York street. He had a cabin to himself in the camp. 
When he got back from work line-up, where he disdainfully 
painted the numbers on our caps, jackets, and trousers, he 
would. spend the day in idleness, occasionally making crude· 
copies of tasteless pictures. He was allowed to keep a volume 
of reproductions from the Tretyakov Gallery, and it was be
cause of these that I found my way to him: I wanted to take 
another look, perhaps my last. He had the Bulletin oj the Mos
cow Patriarchate sent to him in the camp, and sometimes.dis
coursed pompously on the great martyrs, or on details of the 
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liturgy, but it was all affectation, all insincere. He also bad a 
guitar, and the only thing he ever did sincerely was to sing, in 
a pleasant voice, to his own accompaniment. Even then his 
writhing was intended to suggest that he was haloed with a 
convict's crown of sorrow. 

The better a man lives in the camp, the more exquisite his _ 
, suffering. . . . 

I was cautious to the nth degree in those days. I never called 
on Rudchuk again, I told him nothing about myself, and as a 
harmless insignificant worm escaped his sharp eye. Rudchuk's eye 
was the eye of the MGB. 

Anyway, every old hand in the camps knew that any CBS was 
riddled with informers, and the least suitable place imaginable to 
seek new acquaintances and l:OII1pany. In mixed Corrective Labor 
Camps the CBS attracted prisoners as a meeting place for men and 
women. But in katorga, what reason could there be for going 
there? 
- It turned out that even a CBS in katorga (full of informers 

though it was) could serve the cause of freedom. I learned this 
from Georgi Tenno, Pyotr Kishkin, and Zhenya Nikishin. 

It was in the CBS that I met Tenno, and that single brief 
meeting stayed clearly in my mind because Tenno himself was so 
memorable. He was a tall, slender man of athletic build. For some 
reason, they still hadn't stripped him of his naval tunic and 
breeches (some prisoners were wearing their own clothes for one 
last month). And although instead of the shoulder tabs of a cap
tain second class he wore in various places the number SKb 520, 
he was every inch the naval officer, ready to step aboard at any 
moment. When his movements bared his arms above the wrists 
you saw little reddish hairs and tattoo marks: on one arm the word 
"Liberty" around an anchor, on the other ''Do or die" [in En
glish]. Tenno simply could not lower his lids or squint, to hide the 
sharpness of his eyes and the pride in them. And another thing he 
could not hide was his· big, bright smile. (I did not yet know it, 
but that smile meant: My plan of escape is drawn up!) 

That's the camp for you-a minefield! Tenno and I were both 
there, yet elsewhere: I was on the roads of East Prussia,· he on 
the route of his next escape. Each of us was charged with secret 
thoughts, but as we shook hands and exchanged casual words, not 
the smallest spark could leap from palm to palm or eye to eye! We 
said something Unimportant, I buried myself in my newspaper, 
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and he began discussing amateur performances with Tumarenko, 
a political in for fifteen years, but nonetheless in charge of the 
CBS, a complicated man of many layers: I thought I knew the 
answer to him, but bad no means of verifYing it. 

Ridiculous as it may seem, in katorga there was also a concert 
group attached to the CBS, or rather in process of formation! 
Membership conferred none of the privileges of such groups in 
Corrective Labor Camps, exempted a man from nothing, so that 
only incurable enthusiasts would ever want to join. Among them, 
it appeared, was Tenno, though from his looks you would have 
thought better of him. Besides, he bad been in the punishment 
cells ever since his arrival in Ekibastuz-it was from there that he 
bad volunteered for the CBS! The authorities interpreted this as 
an earnest of amendment and permitted him to attend ... 

Petya Kishkin was no CBS activist but the most famous man 
in the camp. All Ekibastuz knew of him. Any work site was proud 
to have him-with Kishkin around, no one could be bored He 
appeared to be crazy, and was anything but. Though he acted the 
fool, everybody said, "He's cleverer than the lot of us." He was 
the same sort of fool as the "simple" youngest brother in a fairy 
tale! The Kishkins are a phenomenon of great antiquity in Russia: 
they loudly teU the truth to the wicked and powerful, they make 
the people see themselves as they are, and all this by foolery which 
involves no risk to themselves. 

One of his favorite turns was dressing like a clown in a 
funny green waistcoat and coUecting the dirty bowls from the 
tables. This in itself was a demonstration: the most popular 
man in the camp gathering dirty dishes so as not to die of 
hunger. A second reason for doing it was that while he was 
jigging and clowning around the tables, always the center of 
attention, he rubbed shoulders with the working convicts. and 
sowed mutinous thoughts. 

He would suddenly snatch a bowl from the table with the mush 
yet untouched-the prisoner was still only sipping his broth. The 
startled prisoner would grab at the bowl and Kishkin would dis
solve in smiles (he bad a moon face, but with a certain hardness 
in it): ''Till somebody touches your mush, you never grasp any
thing." 

. And he dances lighdy away with his mountain of dishes. 
Before the day is out, Kishkin's latest joke will be going the 

rounds in other work teams, too. 
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Another time he leans out across the table, and the leSt all look 
up at him from their plates. Rolling his eyes like a toy cat, with 
a buffoonish look on his face, Kishkin says: 

"Listen,ladsl If the father's a fool arul the mother a whore, will 
the children be fed or go hungry?" 

Without waiting for the obvious aaswer, he points at the litter 
of fish bones on the table, and says: 

"Divide seven to eight billion poods per aonum by two hundred 
million!" 

And ofrhe goes. It was so simpl~y had none ofus thought 
of it before? It had been reported long 1180 that we were harvesting 
eight billion poods of grain a year, which meant two kilograms of 
bread a day for everyone, including babes in arms. Right, we're 
grown men, making holes in the ground the whole day long
where's our share? 

Kishkin varied his material. Sometimes he would put the same 
thought the other way around-with a lecture on anything and. 
everything. When the column was waiting before the guardhouse, 
at the camp or the work site, and talking was allowed, he made 
use of the time to harangue us. One of his regular slogans was 
"Educate your facesl" ''I walk around the camp and I look at you: 
you all have such uneducated faces. Can't think of anything except 
their barley cake." 

Or he would suddenly, for no obvious reasbn. shout at a 
crowd of zeks: "Dardanelle! Tommyrot!" It seemed to make no 
sense. But after one or two shouts everybody clearly understood 
who "Dardanelle" was, arul it seemed so apt and so funny that 
you 81most saw the meuacing mustache on his face. "Dar
danelle!" 

One of the bosses barks at Kishkin outside the guardhouse, 
trying to get a rise out of him for a change. "How come you're 
baldhciaded, Kishkin, you so-and-so? Got dry rot, have your 
Without a minute's hesitation, Kishkin answered so that all the 
crowd could hear: "Is that what made Vladimir Dyich bald, 
then?" 

Or he might go around the mess hut announcing that after the 
dishes had been colleCted he would teach the goners. to do the 
Charleston. 

Suddenly-a great surprise. A fUm had arrived. It was 
shown in the evening, in the same old mess hut, without a 
screen, on the whitewashed wall. The hut was filled to over-
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flowing-there were people sitting on benches, on tables, be
tween benches, on top of each other. But before it had run far, 
the film was stopped. A blank white beam played on the wall, 
and we saw that several warders had come in and were look
ing for the most comfortable places. They selected a bertt:h and 
ordered the prisoners to vacate it. The prisoners decided to 
stay where they were-it was years since they'd seen a film! 
The warders~ voices grew more threatening, and somebody 
said, "Right, take their numbers!" That was that; they had to 
give way. Then suddenly a familiar mocking voice, like the 
screech of a cat, was heard through the darkened hall: 

"Now, lads, really, you know the warders can't see a film any
where else-let's move." 

They exploded in laughter. What a force is laughter! All the 
power belonged to the warders, but they beat an inglorious retreat, 
without taking numbers. 

"Where's Kishkin?" they shouted. 
Not another sound out of Kishkini Kishkin was missing. 
The warders went away, and the film cOntinued. 
Next day Kishkin was called before the disciplinary officer. 

He'd get five days, for surel No, he came back smiling. He had 
given a written explanation as follows: "During the argument 
between warders and prisoners about seats for the film show, I 
called upon the prisoners to give up their seats, as they are sup
posed to,and to move away." What had he done to be put in the 
hole? 

The prisoner's irrational passion for shows, his ability to forget 
himself •. his grief, and his humiliation for a scrap of nonsense, on 
film or live, insultingly showing that all's right with the world, was 
another subject for Kishkin's ski11fu1 ~tire. Before a film show or 
concert, would-be spectatOrs flock together like sheep. Time goes 
by and still the door stays shut, while they wait for the head 
warder to bring his lists and admit the best work teams. They wait 
half an hour, slavisJlly pressed together, crushing each other's ribs. 
Kishkin, at the back of the crowd, 'slips off his shoes, vaults with 
a hand from his neighbors onto the shoulders of those in front, and 
passes quickly, nimbly from shoulder to shoulder over the whole 
crowd-right up to the gate of paradise! He knocks, his short body 
writhes from head to foot in a pantomime of impatience to enter. 
Then he runs back just as quickly over all those shoulders, and 
hops down. At first the crowd just laughs. But then they feel 
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deeply asbamed. Standing here like sheep! Right, let's give it a 
miss. 

They disperse. When the warder comes with the lists. nobody 
is trying to break the door down; in fact, there's hardly anyone to 
let in. If -he wants an audience he'D have to round them up. 

Another time a concert was just beginniDg in the spacious mess . 
ball. They were all in their seats. ICishkin wouldn't think of boy
cotting a c;oncert. There he was in his peen waistcoat, fetching 
and carrying chairs, helping to draw back the curtain. Each of his 
appearances drew applause and tiiendly shouts from the ball. 
Suddenly he runs across the front of the staae as though someone 
were pursuing him and, waving a waraiDg band, shouts, ''Dar
danelle! Tommyroti" Roars oflaugbter. Then there was some sort 
of hitch." The curtain was up, but the staae was deserted. Kishkin 
dashed onto the stage. The audience started laughing, but immedi
ately fell silent: he looked now no longer comic but insane, there 
was a wild glare in his eyes, he was terrifying. He declaimed a 
poem. trembling, gazing around 1IIIIM!eingly. 

I look and, ab, the sight I see: 
The police rain blows, the blood flows rr- . 
Streets littered with the dead and dying. 
Son beside father murdered 1yiDg •• '.' 

This was for the Ukrainians, who were half of the audience. 
They had only lately been brought from seething provinces, and 
it was like s&lt on a fresh wound.. They howled. A warder was 
rushing at the stage and Kisbldn But Kisbkin's tragic face relaxed 
in a clown's grin. He shouted, in Russian this time, "When I was 
in fourth grade we learned that poem for the N'mth of January'''· 

And he left the stage, hobbling absurdly. 
Zhenya Nildshin was a nice, simple, socDb1e lad, with an open 

freckled face. (There were many like him in the- countryside. 
before its destruction. Nowadays you see mainly hostile expres
sions there.) Zhenya had a small voice, and liked singing for his 
friends, in the. hut or from the stage. 

One day "Wife of Mine, Little W'Jfe" was announced. "Music 
by Mokrousov, words"by Isakovsky. Performed by Zhenya Niki
shin. with guitar accompaniment." 

A sad, simple melody trickled from the guitar. And Zhenya 
faced that large ball and sang to each ofus, showing us how much 
warmth and tenderness there still was in our hearts. 
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Wife, 011. little wife, 
Dearer far than lifO:-
You and you aIoue live in my heart! 

You and you a10nd The long platitudinous slogan about output 
plans up above the stage grew dim. In the blue-gray half-light of 
the hall, the long years of camp Iife---years already lived through, 
years still remaining-facied. You and you alone! Not the crimes 
we were alleged to bave committed, nor our reckoning with au
thority. Not our wolfish preoccupations .... You and you alone! 

Noue could be more dear, 
None could be so near, 
Whether we're together or apart. 

It was a song about endless waiting for news tbat never comes. 
About loneliness and despair. How appropriate it was. Yet prison 
was never directly mentioned. It could all equally well refer to a 
lengthy war._ 

Though I was an underground poet, my instinct failed me: I did 
not realize at the time tbat the verses ringing from the stage were 
those of another underground poet (how many of them are 
there?I), but a more flexible one than I, better equipped to reach 
his public. 

What could they do to him? Send for the music sheet, check 
whether it really was Isakovsky 8nd Mokrousov? He had probably 
said tbat he could do it from memory. 

In the blue-gray dimness sat or stood some two thousand men. 
They were so quiet and stiIItbat they might not bave been there 
at all. Men calloused, brutalized, turned to stone-but now 
touched to the heart. Tears, it appe8red, could still break through, 
still find away. 

Wue, 011. little wife, 
Dearer far than life---
You and you alone live in my heartl 



Chapter 6 

• 
The Committed Escaper 

When Georgi Pavlovich Tenno talks nowadays about past es
capes-his own, those of comrades, and those of which he knows 
only by repute-his words of praise for the most uncompromising 
and persistent heroes-Ivan Vorobyov, Mikhail Khaidarov, Grig
ory Kudla, Hafiz Hafizov-are these: 

''There was a committed escaper!" 
A committed escaperl One who never for a minute doubts that 

a man cannot live behind bars-not even as the most comfortable 
of trusties, in the accounts office, in the Culture and Education 
Section, or in charge of the bread ration. One who once he lands 
in prison spends every waking hour thinking about escape and 
dreams of escape at night. One who has vowed never to resign 
himself, and subprdinates every action to his need to escape. One 
for whom a day in prison can never be just another day; there are 
only days of preparation for escape, days on the run, and days in 
the punishment ceUsafter recapture and a beating. 

A committed escaper! This means one who knows what he is 
undertaking. One who has seen the bullet-riddled bodies of other 
escapers on display along the· central tract. He has also seen 
those brought back aliV~like the man who was taken from hut 
to hut, black and blue and coughing blood, and made to shout: 
"Prisoners! Look what happened to mel It can happen to you, 
tool" He knows that a runaway's body is usually too heavy to be 
delivered to the camp. And that therefore the head alone is 
brought back in a duffel bag, sometimes (this is more reliable 
proof, according to the rulebook) tojether with the right arm, 
chopped oft" at the elboW, so that the Special Section can check 
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the fingerprints and write the man off. 
A committed escaper! It is for his benefit that window bars are 

set in cement, that the camp area is encircled with dozens of 
strands of barbed wire,' towers, fences, reinforced barriers, that 
ambushes and booby traps are set, that red meat is fed to gray 
dogs. 

The committed escaper is also one who refuses to be under
mined by the reproaches of the average prisoner: You escapers 
make it worse for the restl Discipline will be stiffer! Ten inspec
tions a day! Thinner gruel! He ignores the whispered suggestions 
of other prisoners--not only those who urge resignation ("Life's 
not so bad even in a camp, especially if you get parcels"), but thOse 
who want him to join in protests or hunger strikes, because all that 
is not struggle but self-deception. Of all possible means of struggle, 
he has eyes only for one, believes only in one, devotes himself only 
to one-escape! . 

He cannot do otherwise! Thilt is how he is made. A bird cannot 
renounce seasoual migration, and a committed escaper cannot 
help running away. 

In the intervals between unsuccessful attempts, peaceful prison
ers wouid·ask Tenno: "Why can't you just sit still? Why do you 
keep running? What do you' expect to find on the Outside--espe
cially now?" Tenno was amazed. "What d'you mean-what do I 
expect to find? Freedom, of course! A whole day in the taiga 
without chains-that's what I call freedoml" 

Gulag and the Organs had known no prisoners like him or 
Vorobyov in their middle period-the age of the chicken-hearted. 
Such prisoners came along only in the very early days or after the 
war. 

That was Tenno for you. In each new camp (he was transferred 
frequently) he was depressed and miserable until his next escape 
plan matured. Once he had a plan, Tenno was radiant, and a smile 
of triumph never left his lips. 

In fact, he reca1ls that when the general review of sentences and 
the rehabilitations began, he was dismayed: he felt the hope of 
rehabilitation sapping his will to escape . 

• 
There is no room in this book for his complicated life story. But 
the urge to escape had been with him from birth. As a small boy 
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he had run away from boarding school in Bryansk to "America" 
-down the Desna in a rowboat. He had climbed the iron gates 
of the Pyatigotsk orphanage in his underwear in midwinter, and 
run away to his grandmother. He. was a very unusual amalgam of 
sailor and circus performer. He had gone through a school for 
seamen, served before the mast on an icebreaker, as boatswain on 
a trawler, as navigation officer in the merchant navy. He had 
graduated from the army's Institute of Foreign Languages, spent 
the war with the Northern Fleet, sailed to Iceland and England 
as liaison officer with British convoys (plate No.4). But he had 
also, from his childhood on, practiced acrobatiCS; he had appeared 
in circuses during the NEP* period, and later in the intervals 
between voyages; had trained gymnasts on the beam, performed 
as a memory man (memorizing masses of words and figures) and 
as a mind reader. The circus, and living in seaports, had led to 
some slight contact with the criminal world: he had picked up 
something of their language, their adventurousness, their quick
wittedness, their daredeviltry. Later on, serving time with thieves 
in numerous Disciplinary Barracks, he had absorbed more and 
more from them. This, too, would come in handy for the commit
ted escaper. 

A man is the product of his whole experience-tbat is how we 
come to be what we are. 

In 1948 he was suddenly demobilized. This was a signal from 
the other world (be knew languages, had sailed on an English 
vessel, and was, moreover, an Estonian, though it is true a Peters
burg Estonian), but if we are to live we must hope against hope. 
On Christmas Eve that year in Riga, where Christmas still feels 
like Christmas, like a holiday, he was arrested and taken to a cellar· 
on Amatu Street, next door to the conservatory. As he entered his 
first cell he couldn't resist the temptation to tell the apathetically 
silent warder, "My wife and I bad tickets for The Count of Monte 
Cristo and should be watching it right now. He fought for free
dom, and I shall never accept defeat." 

But it was too early yet to start fighting. We are always at the 
mercy of our assumption that a mistake bas been made. Prison? 
For what? It's impossible! They'll soon get it sorted out. Indeed, 
before his transfer to Moscow they deliberately reassured him 
(this is done as a safety measure when prisoners are in transit). 
Colonel Morshcbinin, chief of counterespionage, even came to the 
station to see him off and shook hands with him. ''Have a good 
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jOutneyl" There Weill four of them, Tenno and his special escort, 
and they traveled in a separate first-class compartment. When the 
DUVor and the first lieutenant had finished talking about aU the fun 
they would have in Moscow on New Year's Eve (perhaps special 
escort duties are merely an excuse for such trips?), they lay down 
on the upper bunks and appeared to be sleeping. On the other 
lower bunk lay a chief petty officer. He stirred whenever the 
prisoner opened his eyes. There was dim light from a blue bulb 
overhead. Under Tenno's pillow was his first, and last, hastily 
made parcel from his wife--a lock of her hair and a bar of choco
late. He lay and thought. The rhythm of the carriage wheels was 
soothing. We can fill their rattle with any meaning, any prophecy 

. we please. It filled Tenno with hope that they would "get it sorted 
out." And so he had no serious intention of running away. He was 
only sizing up the best way to do it. (Later on he would often 
remember that night and cluck with annoyance. Never again 
would it be so easy to run, never again would freedom be so near!) 

Twice in the course of the night Tenno went out along the 
deserted corridor. and the petty officer went with him. He had his 
pistol slung low, as sailors always do. He even squeezed into the 
lavatory together with the prisoner. For a master of judo and 
wrestling it would have been child's play to pin him there and then 
take his gun from him, order him to keep quiet, and calmly leave 
the train when it stopped. ' 

The second time the petty officer was afraid to go into that 
narrow place, and waited outside the door. But the door was shut, 
and Tenno could have stayed there as long as he liked. He could 
have broken the window and jumped out onto the tracks. It was 
night! The train was not moving quickly-this was 1948-and it 
made frequent stops. True, it was winter, and Tenno had no 
overcoat and only five rubles on him, but his watch had not yet 
been taken away. 

The luxury of a special escort came to an end at the station in 
Moscow. They waited for aU the passengers to leave the train, and 
then the sergeant major with light-blue shoulder tabs who had 
brought the prison van came in and said, "Where is he?" 

The admission routine, sleepless nights, solitary confinement, 
more solitary confinement. A naive request to be called for inter
rogation soon. The warder yawned. "Don't be in such a hurry; 
you'll get more than you want shortly." 

At last, the interrogator. ''Right, tell me about your criminal 
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activities." "I'm absolutely innocentl" "Only Pope Pius is abso
lutely innocent." 

In his cell he was tete-a-tete with a stool pigeon. Trying to box 
him in. Come on, tell me what really happened. A few interroga
tions and it was all quite clear: they'd never straighten it out, never 
let him go. So he must escape! 

The world fame of the Lefortovo Prison did not daunt Tenno. 
Perhaps he was like a soldier new to the front who has experienced 
nothing and therefore fears nothing? It was the interrogator, 
Anatoly Levshin, who inspired Tenno's escape plan. By turning 
mean and arousing his hatred. 

People and peoples have different criteria. So many millions had 
endured beatings within those walls, without even calling it tor
ture. But for Tenno the realization that he ~uld be beaten with 
impunity was intolerable. It was an outrage, and he would sooner 
die than sutTer it. So when Levshin, after verbal threa~, first 
advanced on him and raised his fist, Tenno jumped up and an
swered with trembling fury: "Look, mylife's worth nothing any
wayl But I can gouge one or both of your eyes out right nowl That 
much I can dol" 

The interrogator retreated. One rotten prisoner's life in ex
change for a good eye was not much of a bargain. Next he tried 
to wear Tenno down in the punishment cells, to sap his strength. 
Then he put on a show, pretending that a woman screaming with 
pain in the next office was Tenno's wife, and that if he did not 
confess she would undergo still worse tortures. 

Again he had misjudged his manl If a blow from a fist was hard 
for Tenno to bear, the idea that his wife was being interrogated 
was noless so. It became increasingly obvious to the prisoner that 
the interrogator must be killed. This and his escape were com
bined in a single plan. Major Levshin, too, wore naval uniform, 
was tall and fair-haired. As far as the sentry on the interrogation 
block was concernecl. Tenno could very easily pass for Levshin. 
True, Levshin's face was round and sleek whereas Tenno had 
grown thin. (It wasn't easy for a prisoner to get a look at himself 
in a mirror. Even if you asked to go to the lavatory when you were 
under interrogation, the mirror there was draped with a black 
curtaiO. Once he saw his chance, made one quick movement and 
twitched the curtain aside. God, how pale and worn out he looked! 
How sorry for himself he felt!) 

In the meantime they had removed the useless stoolie from the 
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cell. His bed was left there and Tenno examined it. A metal 
crosspiece was rusted through at the point where it was fixed to 
one of the legs. It was about 70 centimeters long. How could he 
break it off! 

First he must ... perfect his skill in counting seconds precisely. 
Then calculate for each warder the interval between two peeps 
through the spy hole. (You had to put yourself in the place of 
whichever warder was on duty, as he strolled at his own pace 
along the corridor.) The interval varied between 45 and 65 sec-
onds. . 

During one such interval he tried his strength, and the metal bar 
cracked oft' at the rusted end. Breaking. the other, soUd end was 
harder. He would have to stand on it with both feet-but then it 
would crash onto the floor. So in the interval between two visits 
he must make time to put a pillow on the cement floor, stand on 
the bed frame, break it, replace the pillow, and hide the bar for 
the time being; say, in his bed. And all the time he must be 
counting seconds. 

It broke. The trick was done! 
But the problem was only ~solved: if they came in and found 

it, he would be rotting in the punishment cells. Twenty days of 
that and he would lose the strength he needed to escape, or even 
to defend himself against the interrogator. Yes, that was it: he 
would tear the mattress with his fingernails. Extract a little of the 
flock. Wrap flock around the ends of the bar, and put it back where 
it had been. Counting the secondsl Right-it was therel 

But this was still good only for a short time. Once every ten days 
you went to the bathhouse, and while you were away your cell was 
searched. They might discover the breakage. So he must act 
quickly. How was he to take the bar from the cell to the interroga
tion room? When they let you out of the cellblock there was no 
search. They only slapped your clothing when you came back 
from interrogation, and then only your sides and chest, where 
there were pockets. They were looking for a blade, to prevent 
suicide. 

Under his naval jacket Tenno wore the traditional sailor's 
striped jersey-it warms body and soul alike. ''The sailor leaves 
his troubles ashore." He asked a warder for a needle (they will give 
you one at certain fixed times), as if to sew on buttons made of 
bread. He undid his jacket, undid his tro~ pulled out the edge 
of his jersey, and turned it up and stitched it so that it formed a 
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little pocket (for the lower end of the rod). He had previously 
snapped oft" a bit of tape from his underpants. Now he pretended 
to be sewing a button on his jacket and stitched this tape to the 
inside of his jersey at chest level, so that it formed a loop to hold 
the rod steady. 

Next he put the jersey on back to front, and began practicing 
day after day. The rod was set in position down his back and under 
his jersey: it was pushed through the loop at the top until it rested 
in the pocket down below. The upper end of the rod came up to 
his neck, under his tunic collar. His training routine went like this: 
In the short time between two inspections he would have to fling 
his hand to the back of his neck, seize the end of the rod while 
bending his trunk backward, then with a reverse movement 
straighten like a released bowstring while simultaneously drawing 
the rod-and strike the investigating officer a smart blow on the 
head. Then he would put~verything back in place. An eyeJ at the 
spy hole. The prisoner would be leafing through a book. 

The movement became quicker and quicker, until the rod fairly 
whistled through the air. Hthe blow was not fatal, the investigat
ing officer would certainly be knocked out. H they had arrested his 
wife, too, he would show none of them mercyl 

He also provided himself with two wadsoftlock, from the same 
mattress. These he could insert between his gums and his cheeks 

- to make his face fuller. 
He must also, of course, be clean-shaven on the day-andthey 

scraped you with blunt razors only once a week. So that the day 
must be chosen carefully. 

How was he to put some cOlor into his cheeks? He would rub 
just a little blood on them. That fellow's blood. 

An escaper cannot use his eyes and ears idly as other people 
do. He must look and listen for his own special purpose. He 
must let no tritle pass him by without comment. Wherever he is 
taken-to interrogation, to the exercise yard, to the lavatory
his feet count their steps. count stairs (not aU of this will be 
useful, but they count anyway); his body notes the turns; he 
~eeps his eyes on the ground as ordered. and they examine the 
tloor (what is it made of! is the surface unbroken?), they search 
his surroundings as far as he can see, inspecting aU doors (dou
ble or single? what sort of handles? what sort of locks? do they 
open inward or outward?); his mind assesses the function of 
every door; his ears listen and make comparisons (that's a sound 
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I've heard before from my cell; now I know what it means). 
The famous K-shaped block of the Lefortovo Prison has one 

main stairway to all floors, met8I ga1Ieries, a controller who. sticks 
little flags on a chart. You cross into the interrogation block. The 
interrogators change rooms according to a roster. So much the 
better-you can study the layout of all the corridors and the 
position of the doors in the interrogation block. How do the 
interrogators get into the building? Through that door with the 
square window. The main document check is of course carried out 
not here but in the guardhouse outside, but here, too, they sign 
themselves in or are scrutinized. Listen. One man goes downstairs 
and shouts to somebody up above: "Right, I'm off to the minis
try'" Splendid; that sentence could be-:usefuI to an escaper. 

As to the rest of the route from here to the guardhouse, he 
would have to make a good guess and take the right way without 
hesitation. But no doubt a path had been worn in the snow. Or 
the asphalt would.be darker and dirtier. How did they get past the 
guard? By showing an identifiCation card? Or did they leave their 
cards on entry -and give their names to reclaim them? Or perhaps 
they were all known by sight, and it would be a mistake to give 
a name instead of just holding your hand out? 

You could find the answer to many things if you observed the 
interrogator closely, instead of attending to his silly questions. To 
sharpen his pencil he takes a razor blade from inside a little book, 
perhaps a personal document, which he keeps in his breast pocket. 
Questions immediately as)( themselves. 

"That's not his pass. Is his pass in the guardhouse?" 
"That little book looks very much like a driver's license. So he 

comes by car? He must have his car key, then. Does he park 
outside the prison gates? I shall have to read the license number 
in his logbook before I leave the office or I may make for the wrong 
one." 

They have no cloakroom. He hangs his overcoat and cap here 
in··the office. So much the better. 

Mustn't forget anything important, and must pack it all into 
four or five minutes. When he's lying there, knocked out, I must: 

1. Slip ofI"my jacket and put on his newer one with shoulder 
tabs. 

2. Remove his shoelaces and lace my own floppy shoes up
that will take time. 
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3. Tuck his razor blade into a apeciaIly prepared place in the 
~ heel of my shoe (if they catch me and sling me into the nearat 

cell I can cut my veins). 
4;R'Iamiae all his ~ and take what I need. 
~S.Memorize thelic:enae plate number and find the ignition 

key. 
6. ShoVe my own dossier into his bulky briefcase and take it 

with me. 
7. Remove his watch. 
8. Redden my cheeks with blood. 
9. Drag his body behind the desk or screen; so that anybody 

coming in will think he's left and not raise a hue and cry •. 
10. Roll the Bock into little balls and put them. in my cheeks. 
11. Put on his coat and cap. 
12; Disconnect the· wires to the light switch. If anybody 

comes soon afterward. finds it dark. and tries the switch. hewill 
be sure to think that the bulb has bumer1 out and thats·Why:the 
interrogator has acme to another oJIice.. Even If they . .screw 
another bulb in. they won't immediately realize what has hap
pened. 

That makes twelve things to be done, and the escape itseIfwilf' 
be number thirteen ..•• AD this must be done during the night 
session. It won't be so good if the little book is not a driver's 
Jicenae. That will mean- that he comes and goes by a special bus 
for interrogatom (there must be special tnmsport in the middle of 
the night). and the others will think it strange that Levahin 
couldn't wait till four or Bve o'clock bnt went off on foot in the 
middle of the night. . 

Something else to remember: when I go through the door with 
the square window I must raise my handkerchief to my face as 
though blowing my nose. and simultaneously tum.my head to 
look • my watch. And to set the sentry's mind at rest rn call 
upstain, ''Perovl"(fhat's JUs friend.) "rm off to the ministryl 
We'll have a talk tomorrowl" 

Of course, the odds were against him. For the moment, he gave 
himseJf a 3 to S percent chance of success: the outer guardroom 
was completely unknown and he had no real hope of getting past 
it. But he couldD't die'there like a slave! Couldn't feebly -submit 
to kicks! At least he would have the razOr blade in the heel of his 
shoe! 
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So Tenno turned Up, freshly shaVen, for one nocturnal interro
gation, with the iron bar behind his back. The interrogator ques
tioned, abused, threatened, and all the time Tenno looked at him 
in surprise: couldn't he sense that his hours were numberedl 

It was eleven o'clock. Tenno's plan was to sjt tight till two in 
the morning. Interrogators sometimes wangled themselves a short 
night and began leaving about that time. 

Now he must seize the right moment: either wait for the interro
gator to bring some pages over for signature, as he always did, 
sud~y pretend to feel faint, let the pagel slide to the floor, cause 
him to bend his head for a minute, and ... Or else, without waiting 
for the papers, stand up, swaying, plead illness, ask for water. 
When he brought the enamel mug (the glass was reserved for his 
own use), Tenno would drain it, drop it, simultaneously raising his 
right hand to the back ofhis neck, which would seem quite natural 
since he was supposed to be dizzy; the interrogator would be 
bound to look down at the mug on the ground, and ... 

Tenno's heart thumped. A day of rejoicing was at hand. Or 
perhaps his last day. 

- Things turned out quite di1ferently. Around Inidnight another 
interrogator hurried into the room and began whispering in Lev
shin's ear. This had never happened before. Levshin made hurried 
preparations to leave, pressed the button for the warder to come 
and remove the prisoner. 

That was that. Tennowent back to his cell and replaced the iron 
bar. 

Another time the inte(rogator sent for. him when he was un
shaven, and there was no point in taking the bar with him. 

Then came a daytime interrogation. And it took a strange turn: 
the interrogator refrained from yelling, and weakened his resolve 
by predicting that he would get five to seven years, so that there 
was no need to be downhearted. Somehow Tenno no longer felt 
angry enough to split his head open. Tenno's wrath was not the 
sort that lasted. 

The mood of high excitement had passed. It seemed to him now 
that the odds were too great, that it was too much of a gamble. 

The escaper's moods are perhaps even more capricious than 
those of the artist. 

All his lengthy preparations had gone for nothing. . . . 
But the escaper must Be ready for this, too. He had brandished 

his bar in the air a hundred times, killed a hundred interrogators. 
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A dozen times he had lived through every minute of his escape In 
detail-in the office, past the square window, along to the guard
room, beyond the guardroom. He had worn himself Qut with an 
escape which he would after all not be making. 

Soon afterward they changed his interrogator and transferred 
him to the Lubyanka. There Tenno did not actively prepare to 
escape (his heart was not in it now that his interrogation seemed 
to have taken a more hopeful turn), but he was tirelessly observ
ant, and he devised a training routine. 

Escape from the Lubyanka? Is it even possible? If you think 
about it; it is perhaps easier than-escaping from Lefortovo. You 
soon begin to know your way around those long, long corridors 
through which you are taken to interrogation. In the corridor you 
sometimes come across arrows on the wall: "To main entrance 
No.2," ''To main entrance No.3." (You are sorry that you were 
so thoughtless when you were free-that you didn't walk around 
the outside of the Lubyanka to see where each of the entrances 
was.) It's easier here precisely because this is not just the territory 
of a prison but a ministry, where there are large numbers of 
interrogators and other officials whom the guards cannot know by 
sight. So that entry and exit is by pass, and the interrogator has 
his pass in his pocket. Again, if an interrogator is not known by 
sight; it· is not 80 important to look exactly like him; a rough 
resemblance is good enough. The new interrogator wears khaki, 
. not naval dress. So that it will be necessary to change into his 
uniform. No iron bar this time-but if the will is· there you can 
manage. There are all sorts of suitable objects in his offico-a 
marble paperweight; for instance. Anyhow, you needn't necessar
ily kill him-just stun him for ten minutes and you're awayl 

But vague hopes of clemency and reasonableness clouded 
Tenno's resolution. Onlyjn the Butyrki Prison was he relieved of 
this bm:den: his sentence, read out from a piece of paper with a 
Special Board stamp, was confinement in camps for twenty~five 
years. He signed his name and felt relieved, found himself smiJing, 
felt his legs carrying him easily to the cell for twenty-five-year 
prisoners. That sentence released him from humiliation, from the 
temptation to compromise, from humble sublnission, from truck
ling, from promises of five to seven years bestowed1ike alms on 
a beggar. Twenty-five is it, you bastards? Right; if that's all we can 
expect from you-we escapell 

Or die. But death was surely no worse than a quarter of a 
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century of slavery. Even the shaving of his head after his trial
just an ordinary convict crop, never upset anybody-outraged 
Tenno, as though they had spat in his faCe. 

Now he must seek allies. And study the history of other escapes. 
Tenno was a novice in this world Someone must have tried to 
escape before him. 

How often we had all followed the warder through those iron 
bulkheads which divide the corridors of the Butyrki into sections 
-yet how many ofus have noticed what Tenno saw at once: each 
door had two locks, but swung open when the warder undid only 
one of them. This meant that the second lock was for the moment 
not in use: it consisted of three prongs which could emerge from 
the wall and slide into the iron door. 

Other people in the cell might talk about what they liked, but 
Tenno wanted stories about escape attempts and those who took 
part in them. There was even one prisoner-Manuel Garcia-who 
had been in a riot and seen the three prongs used. It had happened ' 
a few months earlier. The prisoners in one of the ceI1s had been 
let out to relieve themselves, had seized the warder (although it 
was against the rules that he was alone-there had been no trouble 
for years, and they were used to submissivenessl), stripped him, 
tied him up,. and left him in the latrine, while one of the prisoners 
put on his·uniform. The lads took the keys and ran around open
ing all the doors on the corridor (they couldn't have chosen a 
better pJace...;...,wne of the prisoners on that corridor were under 
sentence of death!). They started shouting, whooping with joy, 
caUing to each other to go and liberate other corridors and take 
over the whole prison. They were oblivious. of the need for caution. 
They should have stayed in their cells quietly preparing for flight, 
allowing only the prisoner disguised as a warder to walk the 
corridor, but instead they poured out in a noisy crowd. Hearing 
all the noise, a warder from the next corridor looked through the 
two-way spy hole in the iron door and pressed the alarm button. 
When the alarm is given the second lock in each of the corridor 
doors is turned from a central control point, and there is no key 
to it on warders' key rings. The mutinous corridor was cut off'. A 
large body of prison guards was called out. They stood in facing 
ranks, let the mutineers through one by one and beat them up, 
identified the ringleaders and led them away. These men already 
had a quarter each. Was the sentence doubled? Or were they shot? 

In transit to the camp. The "watchman's cabin," so well known 
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to prisoners, at the Kazan station-at a certain distance, of course, 
from busy public places. Here prisoners are brought in plain vans 
and the prison cars are loaded before they are coupled to the 
trains. Tense escort troops line the tracks on both sides. Dogs 
strain to be at someone's throat. The order is given: "Escort-at 
the readyl" and there is a deadly rattle of breechblocks. These 
people really mean it. The dogs go with them when they lead the 
prisoners along the tracks. Make a break for it? If you do a dog 
will catch you. 

(But for the committed escaper, who is continually shunted 
from camp to camp, from jail to jail because of his attempts to 
escape, the future holds many such stations, many marches under 
escort along the tracks. And sometimes he will be marched along 
without dogs, Pretend to be lame and sick, scarcely able to drag 
your duffel bag and jacket behind you, and the escort will be more 
at ease. If there are several trains standing on the tracks-you 
might be able to get lost among them. That's it: drop your things, 
bend down, and hurl yourself under a railroad car. But as soon 
as you bend over you will see the boots of an extra guard striding 
along on the other side of the train .... Every contingency has 
been foreseen. All you can do is to pretend that weakness has 
caused you to fall and drop your things. Unless you are lucky 
enough to find a through train passing swiftly a10ngsidel Run 
across the tracks right in front of the engin~o guard will run 
after you! You can risk your life for freedom, but why should he 
risk his? By th~ time the train ftashes by you have- gone! But for 
this you need two strokes of luck: the train must come just at the 
right time, and you must get past its wheels in one piece.) 

From the Kw"byshev Transit Prison they were taking prisoners 
to the station in open trucks-making up a long train of red prison 
cars. In the transit prison Tenno obtained from a local sneak thief 
who "respected escapers" two local addresses to which he might 
go for initial support. He shared these addresses with two other 
would-be runaways and they concerted a plan; all three would try 
to sit in the back row and when the truck slowed down at a turning 
(Tenno had made the inward journey in a dark van and although 
his eyes would not recognize the turning, his sides had taken note 
of it) they would jump, all three of them at once-right, left, and 
rear-past the guards, knocking them over if necessary. The 
guards would open fire, but they would not hit all three. They 
might not shoot at all-there would be people in the streets. 
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Would they give chase? No, they couldn't abandon the other 
prisoners in the truck. So they would just shout and fire into the 
air. If the runaways were stopped, it would be by ordinary people, 
our Soviet people, passers-by. To frighten them off, the runaways 
must pretend to be holding knivesl (They had no knives.) 

The three of them maneuvered at the search point and hung 
back so that they would get onto the last truck and not leave 
before dusk. The last truck arrived, but ... it was not a shallow 
three-tonner, like its predecessors, but a Studebaker with high 
sides. When he sat down even Ter,no found that the top of his head 
was below the rim. The Studebaker moved quickly. Here was the 
turn! Tenno looked around at his comrades in arms. There was 
terror on their faces. No, they wouldn't jump. No, they were not 
committed escapers. ("But can you be sure of yourselfl" he won
dered.) 

In the dark, with lanterns to light their way, to a confused 
accompaniment of barking, yelling, cursing, clanking, they were 
installed in cattle cars. Here Tenno let himself down-he was too 
slow to inspect the outside of the car (and your committed escaper 
must see everything while the seeing is good; he is not allowed to 
miss anything at all!). 

At stops the guards anxiously sounded the cars with mallets. 
They sounded every single plank. They were afraid of something, 
then-but of what? Afraid that a plank might be sawn through. 
So that was the thing to dol 

A small piece broken off a hacksaw and sharpened was pro
duced (by the thieves). They decided to cut through a solid plank 
under the bottom bed shelf. 'then when the train slowed down, to 
lower themselves through the gap, drop onto the line, and lie still· 
until the cars had passed over them. True, the experts said that 
at the end of a cattle train carrying prisoners there was usually a 
drag-a metal scraper, with teeth which passed close to the ties, 
caught the body of anyone trying to escape, and dragged him over 
the ties to his death. 

All night long they took turns slipping under the bed shelf and 
sawing away at a plank in the wall, gripping the blade, which was 
only a few centimeters long, with a piece of rag. It was hard going. 
Nonetheless, the first breach was made. The plank began to give 
a little. Loosening it, they saw in what was now the morning light 
white, unplaned boards outside their car. Why white? The reason 
was that an additional footboard for guards had been built onto 
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their car. Right there, by the breach they had made, stood a 
sentry. It was imposstble to go on sawing till the board came away. 

Prison escapes, like all forms of human activity, have their own 
history, and their own theory. It's as well to know about them 
before you try your own band. 

The histOry is that of previous escapes. The security branch 
publishes no popular pamphlets on escape technology-it stores 
experience only for its own use. Yon can learn the history from 
others who once escaped and were recaptured. Their experience 
has been dearly bought-with blood, with suJrering, almost at the 
cost of their lives. But to inquire in detail, step by step, about the 
attempts of one escaper, then a third, then a fifth, is no laughing 
matter; it can be very dangerous. It is not much less dangerous 
than asking whether anyone knows whom you should see about 
joining an underground organization. Stoolies may listen in to 
your long conversations. And worst of all, the narrators them
selves, under torture after an attempted ftight, forced to choose 
between life and death, may have lost their nerve and gone over 
to the other side, so that now they are live bait rather than fellow 
spirits. One of the godfathers' main tasks is to determine in good 
time who sympathizes with escape attempts or takes an interest 
in them-to forestall the lurking would-be escaper, make an entry 
in his dossier; from then on he'll be in a disciplinary squad and 
escape will be much more difficult. 

Still, as he moved from prison to prison, camp to camp, Tenno 
eagerly interrogated escapers. He carried out escapes himself, he 
was caught, he had other escapers for cellmates in the camp jails 
-and that was his chance to question them. (Sometimes he made 
mistakes. The heroic escaper Stepan --sold him to the Ken
sir security officer Belyaev, who repeated to Tenno all the ques
tions he had asked.) 

As for the theory of escape-it is very simple. You do it any way 
you can. If you get away-that shows you know your theory. If 
you're caught-you haven't yet mastered it. The elementary prin
ciples are as follows. Yon can escape from a work site or you can 
escape from the living area. It is easier from work sites: there are 
many of them, the security measures are less rigid, and the escaper 
has tools to hand. You can run away alone-it is more difficult, 
but no one will betray you. Or you can run away in a group, which 
is easier, but then everything depends on whether you are a well-
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IIl8tched team. Theory further pre&en"bes that you should know 
the geography as well as if you had. an illllminated map in front 
of you. But you will never catch sight of a map in the camp. (l'he 
thieves, incidentally, are completely ignorant of geography: they 
take as north the transit prison where they felt cold last time 
through.) A further precept: you must know ~ people through 
whose region your escape route lies. Then there is the following 
general advice as to method: you must constantly prepare toes
cape according to plan, but be ready at any minute to do it quite 
diff'erently, to seize a chance. 

Here is an example of opportunism. At Kengir once, all the 
prisoners in the Disciplinary Barracks were marched out·to make 
mud bricks. Suddenly they were hit by one of those dust storms 
which are so frequent in Kazakhstan: it grows darker and darker, 
the sun is hidden, handfuls of dust and small stones lash your face 
SQpainfully that you cannot keep your eyes open. Nobody was 
ready to run at such Short notice, but Nikolai Krykov rushed to 
the boundary fence, :8ung his jerkin onto the barbed wire, scram
bled across. scratching himself all over, and hid just outside the 
camp area. The storm passed. The jerkin on the wire told them. 
that he had escaped. They sent out a mounted search party; the 
riders had dogs on leashes. But thecold storm had swept scent and 
tracks clean away. Krykov sat out the search ina pile of rubbish. 
Next day, however. he had to move on!.And the motor vehicles 
sent to-scour the steppe picked him up.' 

Tenno's first camp was Novorudnoye, near Dzhezbqan. 
Now you're in the very place where they have doomed you to· 
die. This is the place of all places from which lou must es
capel All around there is .desert-salt :Oats and' dunes, or firmer 
ground held together by tufted grass or prickly camel weed. In 
some parts of the plain Kazakhs roam with their herds, in oth
ers there is not a soul. There are no rivers, and you are very 
unlikely to come upon a well The best time for flight is April 
or May, while melting mow still1ingers here and there in pud
dles. But the camp guards are very well aware of this. At this 
time of year the search of prisoners going out to work becomes 
stricter, and they are not allowed to take with them. a single 
bite or a single rag more than is necessary. 

That autumn, in 1949, three runaways, Slobodyanyuk. Bazi
chenko, and Kozhin, risked a dash to the south: their idea was to 
walk along the river Sary Su to Kyzyl Onta. But the river had 
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dried up completely. When they were caught they were nearly 
dead of thirst. 

Taught by this experience, Tenno decided that he would not 
make his escape in autumn. He went along to the Culture and 
Education Section regularly-to show that he was no runaway, no 
rebel, but one of those rational prisoners who hope to mend their 
ways by the time their twenty-five-year sentence is up. He helped 
. in every way he could, promised to perform his acrobatic stunts 
and his memory-man turn at camp concerts, and in the meantime 
went, through every bit of paper in the Culture and Education 
Center until he found a rather poor map of Kazakhstan which the 
godfather had carelessly left around. Right. There was an old 
caravan route to Dzhusaly, 350 kilometers away, and there would 
quite probably be a well along the way. Then he could go north
ward 400 kilometers, toward Ishim; here there would perhaps be 
water meadows. Whereas in the direction of Lake Balkhash lay 
the Betpak-Dala-500 kilometers of unrelieved desert. But pur
suit was· unlikely in that direction. 

Those were the distances. That was the choice. 
The strangest ideas force their way into the mind of the inquisi

tive escaper. A sewage truck sometimes c8ned at the camp-a 
tank with a suction pipe. The mouth of the pipe was wide. Tenno 
could easily crawl through it, stand up inside the tank, with his 
head bent, and then the driver could take in the liquid sewage as 
long as he didn't fill up to the top. You would be covered with,ruth, 
you inight choke, drown, suffocate on the way-but this seemed 
less revolting to Tenno than slavishly serving out his sentence. He 
examined himself. Was he game? He was. What about the driver, 
though? He was a minor offender, serving a short sentence, and 
with an exit permit. Tenno had a smoke with him and looked him 
over. No, he was not the right man. He wouldn't risk his pass to 
help someone else. He had the mentality of the Corrective Labor 
Camp: only fools help other people. 

In the course of that winter Tenno devised a plan and also 
picked himself four comrades. But one day while the plan was still 
being patiently worked out, as theory requires, he was unexpect
edly marched out to a newly opened work site-a stone quarry. 
It was in a hilly spot, and invisible from the camp. As yet there 
were no watchtowers and no security fence: just stakes knocked 
. into the ground and a few strands of wire. At one point there was 
a gap in the wire-which served as a gate. Six guards stood outside 
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the wire, with nothing to raise them above ground level. 
Beyond them was the April steppe, its grass still fresh and 

green, and a blaze of tulips as far as the eye could see! Those tulips, 
that April air, were more than the heart of an escaper could bearI. 
Perhaps this was his chance? • •• While you're still not suspected, 
not yet in the Disciplinary Barracks--now's the time to run! 

During his time there Tenno had got to know a lot of people 
in the camp and he now quickly assembled a team of four: Misha 
Khaidarov (he had been with the marines in North Korea,· had 
crossed the 38th parallel to avoid a court-martial; not wishing to 
spoil the good relations firmly established in Korea, the Ameri
cans had handed him back and he had got a quarter); Jazdik, a 
Polish driver from. the Anders army (he vividly summarized his 
life story with the help of his IInmatc~jDg bOo~"one from Hit
ler, one from. Stalin"); and. lastly, Sergei, a railwayman from. 
Kuibyshev. 

Then a lorry arrived with real posts and rolls ofbarbed wire for 
a boundary fence-just as the dinner break was beginning. 
Tenno's team, loving forced labor as they did, especially when it 
was to ~ their prison more secure, volunteered to unload the 
lorry in the rest period. They scrambled onto the back. But since 
it was, after all. dinnertime, they took their time while they 
thought things over. The driver had moved away from his vehicle. 
The prisoners were lying all over the place, basking in the sun. 

Should they run for it or not? They had nothing ready-no 
knife, no equipment, no food, no plan. But Tenno knew from. his 
little map that if they were driving they must make a dash for 
Dzhezdy and then to Ulutau. The lads were eager to try it~ this 
was their chancel Their lucky chancel 

From where they were to the sentry at the "gate," the way was 
downhill. Just beyond the gate the road rounded a hill. If they 
drove out fast they'd soon be safe from. marksmen. And the sen
tries could not leave their posts! 

They finished unloading before the break was over. Jazdik was 
to drive. He jumped ott and puttered about the lorry while the 
other three lazily lay down in the rear, out of sight-hoping that 
some of the sentries ~'t seen where they had got to. Jazdik 
.brought the driver over. We haven't kept you waiting-so let's 
have a smoke. They lit up. Right, wind her upl The driver got into 
the cab, but the engine obstinately refused to start. (The three in 
the back of the lorry didn't know Jazdik's plan and thought their 
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attempt bad misfired) Jazdik began turning the crank. Still·the 
engine would not start. Jazdik was tired and he suggested to the 
drivtr that they change places. Now Jazdik was in the cab. And 
the engine inunediately let out a roarl The lorry rolled down the 
slope toward the sentry at the gate. (Jazdik told them 18tei- that 
he bad tampered with the throttle while the driver was at the 
wheel, and quickly turned it on again before he himself took over.) 
The driver was in no hurry to jump in; he thought that Jazdik 
would stop the lorry. Instead it passed through the "gate" at 
speed. 

Two shouts of '1faltl" The lorry went on. Sentries opened fire 
-shooting into the air at first, because it looked very much like 
a mistake. Perhaps some shots were aimed at the lorry-tbe runa
ways couldn't tell; they were lying flat. Around a bend. Once 
behind the hill they were safe from bullets. The three in the back 
kept their heads down. It was bumpy, they were traveling fast. 
Then-suddenly-tbey came to a stop and Jazdik cried out in 
despair: he bad taken the wrong turn and they were pulled up 
short by the gates of a mine, with its own camp area and its own 
watchtowers. 

More shooting. Guards ran toward them. The escapers tumbled 
out onto the ground face downward and covered their heads with 
their hands. Convoy guards kick, aiming particularly at the head, 
the ears, the temples, and, from above, at the spine. 

The wholesome universal rule "Don't kick a man when he's 
down" did not apply in Stalin's kotorga! If a man was down, that's 
just what they did-kicked him. And if he was on his feet, they 
shot him. 

But the inquiry revealed that there had been no breakout! Yesl 
The lads said in unison that they'd been dozing in the back when 
the lorry started moving, then there was shooting and it was too 
late for them to jump off in case they were shot. And Jazdik'l He 
was inexperienced, couldn't handle the lorry. But he'd steered for 
the mine next door, not for the steppe. 

So they got off with a beating. I , 
I. Miaha Khaidarov was to make many other attempts to escape. Even in the easiest 

yean of the IChruahcbev period, when habitual escapen were lying low 8Dd waiting to be 
re1eaaed lqaJJy, he 8Dd his pals who bad no hope of pardon would try to escape from the 
All-Union spcciaI prison Andzyoba·307: accomplices would throw homemade grenades 
under the watchtowera to disIracI the attenlion of the guards while the escapers tried to 
hack through the wire of the inner camp area with axes. Bnt they would be kepi back by 
macJdne.gu:n Ibe. 
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Preparations for planned escape take their own course. To make 
a compass: take a plastic container and mark the points on it. 
Break a bit oft' a spoke, magnetize it, and mount it on a wooden 
float. Then pour in water. And that's your compass .... Drinking 
water can conveniently be poured into an inner tube, which the 
escaper will carry like a greatcoat roll. All these things (together 
with food and clothing) are carried gradually to the woodworking 
plant, from which the escape is to be made, and hidden in a hole 
near the band saw. A free driver sells them an inner tube. Filled 
with water, this too now lies in the hole. Sometimes trains .arrive 
by night and the loaders are left at the work site to deal with them. 
That's when they must run for it. One of the free employees, in 
return for a sheet brought out from the camp area (best prices 
paidl), has already cut the two lower strands of wire near the band 
saw, and the night for unloading timber is getting closer and 
closer! But one prisoner, a Kazakh, tracks them to the hole they 
uSe as a hiding place and denounces them. 

Arrest, beatings, interrogations. In Tenno's case there were too 
many "coincidences" which looked like preparations to escape. 
They were sent oft'to the Kengir jail, and Tenno was standing face 
to the wall, hands behind his back, when the captain in charge of 
the Culture and Education Section went by, stopped near him, and 
exclaimed: 

"Who'd have thought it of youl And you a member of the 
concert party!" 

What most amazed him was that a peddler of prison-camp 
culture should want to escape. On concert days he was allowed an 
extra portion of mush-and yet he had tried to run away! Some 
people are never satisfiedl! 

On May 9,1950, the fifth anniversary of victory in the Father
land War, naval veteran Georgi Tenno entered a cell in the cele
brated Kengir Prison. The cell was almost dark, with only one 
little window high up, and there was no air, but ther.e were plenty 
of bugs-the walls were covered with splotches of bug blood. That 
summer a heat wave was raging, with temperatures between 40 
and SO degrees centigrade, and everyone lay around naked. It was 
a little cooler under the sleeping platform, but one night two 
prisoners shot out from there with a yell: poisonous spiders had 
perched on them. 

It was a select company in the Kengir jail, brought together 
from varioUs camps. In every cell there were experienced escapers, 
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hand-picked champions. Tenno had found his committed.esCapers 
at JastI 

Among the prisoners was Captain Ivan Vorobyov, Hero of the 
Soviet Union. During the war he had been with the partisans in 
the Pskov oblast. He was a resolute man of indomitable courage. 
He had already made unsuccessful attempts to escape, and would 
make others. Unfortunately, he could not take on the jailbird 
coloring, the half-caste look which is so helpful to a runaway. He 
bad preserved his soldier's ~traightforwardness; he had a.chief of . 
stafI' and they sat on· the bed platform dra\\iog a map of the 
locality and openly. discussing plans. He could not adjust to the 
sly, furtive ways of the camps, and was invariably betrayed by 
stool pigeons. 

A plan fermented in their heads: to overpower the warder· su
pervising the issue'ofthe evening meal ifhe came alone. Then open 
all the cells with his keys. Rush to the jailhouse exit and take 
control of it. Then open the jailhouse door and mob the camp 
guardroom. Take the guards along as prisoners and break out of 
the camp area as soon as darkness fell. Later they were taken out 
to work on a housing site, and a plan for escaping through the 
sewage system was born. 

Bnt these plans were never implemented. Before the summer 
was out this whole select company was manacled and tranSpOrted 
for some reason to Spassk. There they were pnt into· a hut With 
a separate security system. On the fourth night the cODlIDitted 
escapers removed the bars from a window, got out into the service 
yard; noiselessly Idlled a dog, and tried to cross a roof to the huge 
main camp area. But the iron roof bent under their feet, and the 
noise in the quiet of night was like thunder. The warderS gave the 
alarm. But when they arrived inside the hut, everyone was peace
fully sleeping and the bars were. back in place. The warders had 
simply imagined it all. 

They were destined never, never to remain long in one place! 
The committed escapers, like Flying Dutchmen, were driven ever 
onWard by their troubled destiny. If they didn't· run away, they 
were transferred. This whole band of men in a hurry was switched, 
in handcuffs, to Ekibastuz camp jail. There the camp's own unsuc
cessful runaways---Bryukhin and Mutyanov-were added. to their 
strength. 

As part of their special punitive regime they were taken out to 
work at the limekilns; They unloaded quicklime from lorries with 
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a wind blowing, and the lime was slaked in their eyes, mouths, 
windpipes. When they raked out the furnaces, their sweaty naked 
bodies were coated with slaked lime. This daily poisoning, in
tended to reform them, only forced them to hurry up with their 
escape. 

The plan dictated itself. The lim~ was brought by lorries-they 
must make their break in a lorry. Break through the boundary 
fence, which still consisted of barbed wire in this place. Take a 
lorry with plenty of petrol in the tank. The ace driver among the 
escapers was Kolya Zhdanok, Tenno's partner in the unsuccessful 
breakout from the sawmill. It was agreed that he would drive the 
lorry. But agreement or no agreement, v~~::;v was too strong
willed. too much the man of action, to put' If in anyone else's 
hands. So that when they pinched the lorry (armed with knives, 
they climbed into the- cab one on each side, and the white-faced 
driver could only sit there between them, an involuntary accom
plice) it was Vorobyov who took over the steering wheel. 

Every minute counted! They must all jump-onto the lorry and 
break through the barrier. "Ivan, move overl" Tenno begged him. 
But that was something Ivan Vorobyov could not dol Having no 
faith in his skill as a driver, Tenno and Zhdanok stayed behind. 
There were now only three escapers: Vorobyov, Salopayev, and 
Martirosov. Suddenly, from nowhere, Redkin ran up-an intellec
tual, a mathematician, an eccentric, with no record at all as an 
escaper: he was in the Disciplinary Barracks for something quite 
different. But on this occasion he had been standing near, realized 
what was happening, and hopped onto the lorry, holding for some 
reason a lump not of bread but of soap. 

"Freedom bound? I'm coming with you." 
(Like somebody boarding a bus: "Is this right for Razgulyai?") 
The lorry swung around and moved forward at low speed. so 

as to break through the strands gradually-the first of them with 
its bumpers, then it would be the turn of the engine, then of the 
cab. In the outer security zone the lorry could pass between the 
posts, but in the main boundary area it had to knock posts down, 
because they were staggered. In first gear, the lorry started push
ing a post over. 

The guards on the towers were taken aback: there had been an 
incident at another site a few days earlier, when a drunken driver 
had smashed a post in the maximum-security zone. Perhaps this 
was another drunk? The thought was with them for fifteen sec-
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onds. But by then the post was down, and the lorry had changed 
into second gear anet driven over the barbed wire witho~t a punc
ture. Shoot nowl But there was nothing to shoot at: to protect the 
guards from the winds of Kazakhstan, their towers had been 
boarded up on three sides. They could only shoot into the enclosed 
area ahead of them .... By now the lorry was invisible to them, 
speeding over the steppe and raising dust. The watchtowers fired 
impotently into the air. . 

The roads were all free, the steppe was smooth. and in five 
minutes Vorobyov's lorry could have been on the horizon-but 
purely by chance, a prisoner-transport van belonging to the camp 
guards division drove up, on its way to the transport base for 
repairs. It quickly took Some of the sentric:s aboard and gave chase 
tQ Vorobyov. 

The breakout was over ... within twenty minutes. The battered 
runaway~, with.Redkin the mathematician among them, his 
bloodied mouth full of the warm, salty taste of freedom, staggered 
their way to the camp jail. ~ 

All the same, word went around the camp: the break had been 
a beautifuljobl and they had been stopped only by accident! So ten 
days later the former air cadet Batanov and two of his friends 
repeated the maneuver: they broke through the barbed-wire barri
ers at another work site and raced om Only in their baste they had 
taken the wrong road, and came under fire from a watchtower at 
the limekilns. A tit:e was punctured and the lorry came to a stop. 
Tommy-gunners surrounded it. "Out you comel" Should they get 
out? Or should they wait to be dragged out by the scruft' of the 
neck? One of the three, Pasecbnik, obeyed the order, got out of 
the lorry, and was .immediately riddled with a furious burst of 
bullets. 

In something like a month there had been three attempts to 
escape from Ekibastuz-and stillTenno was not on the runl He 
was pining away. A jealous longing to outdo them gnawed at him. 
From the sidelines, you see all the mistakes more clearly and 
always think that you could do better. H, for instance, Zhdanok 

1. In November, 19SI, Vorobyov apIo escaped f'rom a worlt site, on a dump truck with 
five others. They were causht within a few days. Rumor bas it that in 19S3 Vorobyov was 
one of the mutinous "center" in the Norilsk rising, and was aIbirwanI in the Aleksandrovak 
Central Prison. A biopaphy of this remarkable man, beginning with his early years before 
the war and his wartime career as a parti8aJi, would probably help \IS to understand our 
age much better than we do. . 
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had been at the wheel instead of Vorobyov, they could. or so 
Tenno thought, have got away from the prison van. The minute 
Vorobyov's lorry was stopped, Tenno and Zhdanok sat down to 
discuss how they would make their own break. 

Zhdanok was small, swarthy, very agile, and a .. half-caste ... • 
He was now twenty-six. He had been taken from his native Byelo
russia to Germany and worked for the Germans as a driver. He, 
too, was serving a quarter. When he caught fire he was very' 
energetic, he put everything he had into his work, into an impulse, 
a fight, an escape. Of course, he lacked discipline, but Tenno had 
plenty of that. 

Everything pointed to the limekilns as the best place for their 
escape. If they couldn't make their break in a lorry, they must 
seize one outside the restricted area. But before the guards or the 
security officer could interfere with their plans, Tenno was called 
aside by the foreman of the punitive work ~g, Lyoshka the 
Gypsy (Lyoshka Navruzov), a ''bitch,'' and a puny creature who 
nonetheless struck terror into everybody, because in his time in the 
camps he had murdered dozens of people (he thought nothing of 
killing a man for a parcel or even a pack of cigarettes). 

"I'm ail escaper myself and I love escapers. Look at all these 
bullet scars; that's from when I ran away in the taiga. I know you 
meant to rim away with Vorobyov. Just don't do it from the work 
site: I'm responsible there, and I'll get another stretch." 

In other words, he loved escapers but loved himself more. 
Lyoshka the Gypsy. was content with a ''bitch's'' life and wouldn't 
let anybody ruin it. That's how much your professional crimina1 
"loves freedom." 

But perhaps escape attempts at Ekibastuz really were becoming 
hackneyed? Everybody tried to escape from a work site, nobody 
from the living area. Dare he risk it? The living area also was at 
present surrounded only by wire; there was no solid fence. 

One day at the limekilns they damaged the electric cable of a 
cement mixer. An electrician was called in from outside. While 
Tenno helped him with his repairs, Zhdanok stole some wire 
cutters from his pocket. The electrician missed them. Should he 
inform the guards? He couldn't-he would be punished himself 
for his carelessness. He begged the professional crimina1s to give 
him back his cutters, but they denied taking them. 

While they were at the limekilns the would-be escapers 
made themselves two knives: they chiseled strips of metal from 
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shovels, sharpened them at the blacksmith's shop, tempered 
them, and cast tin bandies for them in clay molds. Tenno's 
was a "Turkish" knife;· it would be a bandy weapon to lISe, 
. and what was' more important, the ftashing curve of its blade 
Was terrifjing. Their intAmtion was to frighten people; not kill 
them. Wire cutters and kliives they carried to the living area 
held to their ankles by the legs of their underpants; and 
stowed them away in the foundations of the hut. 

Once.again their escape plan hinged on the Culture and Educa
tion Section. While the weapons were being made and transferred, 
Tenno chose a suitable moment to announce that he and Zhdanok 
would like to take part in a camp cOncert. (This would be the first 
ever at Ekibastuz, and the camp command could not wait to get 
it rol1ing: they needed an extra item in their list of measures to take 
prisoners' minds off plotting, and besides, it would be fun to see 
them posturing on a stage after eleven hours of hard labor.) Sure 
enough, Tenno and Zhdanok were given permission to leave the 
pumshment wing after it was locked fOr the night, and while the 
camp area as!! whOle was still alive and in motion for another two 
hours. They roamed the still unknown camp, noting how and 
when the guard was changedon.the watchtowers, and which'were 
the most convenient spots to crawlllDderthe boundaryfence. In 
theCWture and Education Section itse1fTenno carefully read the 
Paviodar provincla1 newspaper, trying to memorize the names of 
districts, state farms, Collective farms, farm chairmen, Party secre
taries, shOck workers- of all kinds. NeXt he announced that be 
wonld put on a sketcll, for which he must get hold of his ordiDary 
clothes·from thec10thing store and borrow a briefcase. (A runa
way with a briefcase-that was something out of the oidinaryl It 
would help him to look important.) Permission was given. Tenno 
was still wearing his naval jacket, and now he took out his Ichlan
die gear, a souvenir ofaNorthern convoy. Zhdanok took from his 
pal's suitcase a gray Belgian suit, which looked incongruously 
elegant in camp surroundings. A Latvian prisoner ~ a briefcase 
among his belongings. This, too, was taken.·Also real caps instead 
of the camp issue. 

o The sketch required so much rehearsing that the time left till 
lights out in the main camp area was too short. So there was one 
night, and later on another, when Tenno and Zhdanokdid not 
return to the punishment wing at all,. but spent the night in the 

. hut which housed the Culture and Education Section, to accustom 
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their own warders to their absence. (Escapers must have at least 
one night's head start!) 

What would be the most propitious moment for escape? Eve
ning roll call. When the lines formed outside the Jtuts, the warders 
were aU busy checking in prisoners, while the prisoners had eyes 
only for the doors. longing to get to their beds; no one was watch
ing the rest of the camp area. The days were getting shorter, and 
they must hit on one when roll call would come after· sundown, 
in the twilight, but before the dogs were stationed around the 
boundary fence. They must not let sliptbose five or ten uniquely 
precious minutes, because there would be no crawling out once the 
dogs were there. They chose Sunday, September 17. It would help 
that Sunday was a nonworking day, so that they could recruit 
their strength by evening. and take time over the final prepara
tions. 

The last night before escapel You can't expect much sleep. You 
think and think .... ShaU I be alive this time tomorrow? Possibly 
not. And if I stay here in the camp? To die the lingering death of 
a goner by a cesspit? ... No, you mustn't even begin to accept the 
idea that you are a prisoner. 

The question is this: Are you prepared to die? You are? Then 
you are also prepared to escape. 

A sunny Sunday .. To rehearse their sketch, both of them were 
let out of the punishment wing for the whole day. To Tenno's 
surprise, there was a letter from his mother in the CBS. On that 
day of aU days. Prisoners can call to mind so many coincidences 
of this kind .... It was a sad letter; but perhaps it helped to steel 
his resolve: his wife was still in prison; she had not yet gone on 
to a camp. And his sister-in-law was demanding that his brother 
should break off relations with the traitor. 

The runaways were very short of food: in the punishment wing 
they were on short rations, and hoarding bread would excite 
suspicion. They banked on seizing a lorry in the settlement and 
traveling quickly. However, that Sunday there was also a parcel 
from hom~his mother's blessing on his escape. Glucose tablets, 
macaroni, oatmeal-these they could carry in the briefcase. The 
cigarettes they would exchange for makhorka.· Except for one 
packet, which they would give to the orderly in the sick bay-and 
Zhdanok would be on the list of those excused from duty for the 
day. The purpose of this was as follows: Tenno could go to the 
CBS and say, "My Zhdanok is sick; we shan't be coming to 
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rehearse this evening." While in the punishment barracks he 
would tell the warder and Lyoshka the Gypsy: "We shan't come 
back to the hut this evening; we're rehearsing." So no one could 
be expecting them in either place. They must also get hold of a 
"katyusha" -an improvised lighter consisting of a wick in a tube 
-and a steel and ftint to light it. This was better than matches for 
a man on the run. Then they must pay their last visit to Hafiz in 
his hut. The old Tatar, an experienced escaper, was to have made 
the break with them. But then he had decided that' he was too old 
and would only be a hindrance to their flight. Now he was the only 
man in the camp who knew about their plans. He was sitting on 
his stool with his legs tucked under him. He spoke in a whisper. 
"God give you good fortune! I shall pray for you'" He whispered 
a few more words in Tatar, running his hands over his face. 

Also in BkibastUz was Tenno's old cellmate in the Lubyanka, 
Ivan Koverchenko. He did not know about the escape plan, but 
he was a good comrade. He was a trusty, and lived in a cabin of 
his own: it was there that the runaways kept all the things for the 
sketch. It was the obvious place for them to boil the oatmeal which 
had arrived in the meager parcel from Tenno's mother. Some 
strong black tea was brewed at the same time. They were enjoying 
their miniature banquet. the guests overcome by the thought of 
what was before them. their host by the pleasure of a fine Sunday, 
when they suddenly saw through the window a coffin of rough 
boards being carried across the camp from the guardhouse to the 
morgue. 

It was for Pasechnik, who had been shot a few days before. 
"Yes," sighed Koverchetlko. ''It's useless trying to escape." 
(If only he knew, •. ) 
Some devil prompted Koverchenko to rise, pick up their bulg

ing briefcase, stride self-importantly about the cabin, and sternly 
declare: 

"The investigatingoflicer knows all about it! You are planning 
to escapel" 

He was joking. He had taken it into his head to play the part 
/ of an interrogator .... 

Some joke. 
(Or perhaps it was a delicate hint? I can guess what you're up 

to, boys. But I advise against it!) 
When Koverchenko went out. the runaways put on their suits 

under the clothes they were wearing and unpicked all their num-
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ber patches, leaving them attached by the merest threads so that 
they would tear offwith one pull. The caps without numbers went 
into the briefcase. 

Sunday was coming to an end. A golden sun was setting. Tenno, 
tall and leisurely, and Zhdanok, small and vivacious, now draped 
padded jackets around their shoulders, took the briefcase (by now 
everyone in the camp was used to their eccentric appearance), and 
went to the prearranged departure point-on the grass between 
some huts, not far from the boundary fence and directly opposite 
a watchtower. The huts screened them from two other watchtow
ers. There was only this one sentry facing them. They opened out 
their padded jackets, lay down on them, and played chess, so that 
the sentry would get used to them. 

The sky turned gray. There was the signal for roll call. The 
prisoners flocked to their huts. In the half-light, the sentry on his 
watchtower should not be able to make out that two men were still 
lying on the grass. His watch was nearly over, and he was less alert 
than he had been. A stale sentry always makes escape easier. 

They intended to cut the wire, not in the open, but directly 
under the tower. The sentry certainly spent more time watching 
the boundary fence farther away than the ground under his feet. 

Their heads were down near the grass. and besides, it was dusk, 
so they could not see the spot at which they would shortly crawl 
under. But it had been thoroughly inspected in advance. Immedi
ately beyond the boundary fence a hole had been dug for a post, 
and it would be possible to hide there a minute. A little farther 
on there were mounds of slag: and a road running from the guards' 
hamlet to the settlement. 

The plan was to take a lorry as soon as they reached the settle
ment. Stop one and say' to the driver, "Do you want to earn 
something? We have to bring two cases of vodka up here from old 
Elrlbastuz." What driver would refuse drink? They would bargain 
with him. "Half a liter all right? A liter? Right, step on it, but not 
a word to anybody." Then on the highway, sitting with the driver 
in his cab, they would overpower him, drive him out into the 
steppe, and leave him there tied up. While they tore off to reach 
the Irtysh in a single night, abandon the lorry, cross the river in 
a little boat, and move on toward Omsk. 

It got a little darker still. 'Up in the towers searchlights were 
switched on. Their beams lit up the boundary fence, but the runa
ways for the time being were in a shadowy patch. The very time! 
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Soon the watch would be changed aDd the dogs would be 
brought along and posted for the night. 

Now lights were switched on in the huts, aDd they could see the 
prisoners going in arter roll call. Was it nice inside? It would be 
warm, comfortable. .•. Whereas here you could be riddled with 
Tottuny-gun bullets, and it would be all the more humiliating 
because you were lying stretched on the ground. 

Just SO long as they didn't cough or sneeze under the tower. 
Guard away, ,/ou guard dogs! yOur job is to keep us here, ours 

is to run away! ; , . . 
But now let Tenno himself take up the story. 



Chapter 7 

• 
The White Kitten 
(Georgi Tef!,no's Tale) 

I am the senior partner, so I must go first. Sheath knife at my 
belt, wire cutters in my hands. "Catch up with me when I c~t the 
boundary wire'" -

I crawl ftat on my belly. Trying to press myself into the ground. 
Shall I look toward the sentry or not? IT I do, I shaU see what 
danger I'm in, and perhaps even draw his gaze upon me. How I'm 
tempted to look! But I won't. 

Nearer to the watchtower. Nearer to death. I expect a burst of 
machine-gun fire to hit me. Any minute now I shaU hear its 
chatter. Perhaps he can see me perfectly well, and is standing there 
laughing at me, letting me scrabble a bit further? . . . 

Here's the boundary wire. I turn around and lie parallel 
with it. I cut the first strand. The severed wire twangs as it 
loses its tautness. Now for the machine-gun burst? . . . No. 
Perhaps no one else could hear that sound. Though it was very 
loud. I cut the second strand. And the third. I swing one leg 
over, then the other. My trousers catch on the barb of a trail
ing strand. I free myself. 

I crawl over several meters of plowed land. There is a rustling 
behind me. It's Kolya-but why is he niaking so much noise? Of 
course, it's the. briefcase dragging along the ground. Here are the 
abutments to the main fence. The wires are crisscrossed. 

I cut a few of them. Now there is a spiral entanglement. I cut 
it twice and clear a way. Now I cut some strands of the main-fence. 
Are we breathing at all? Probably not. 

154 
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Still he doesn't shoot. Is he dreaming ofhome? Or thinking of 
the dance tonight? 

I heave my body over the outer fence. There is yet another 
barbed-wire entanglement. I get caught in it. I cut my way out. 
I mustn't forget and mustn't get stuck: there must still be the outer 
sloping barriers ahead Here they are. I cut them. 

Now I am crawling toward the hole. Here it is, just where it 
should be. I lower myself into it. Kolya follows. We pause to get 
our breath. But we must hurry onl Any minute now the guard will 
be relieved and the dogs will be here. . 

We hoist ourselves out of the hole and crawl toward the slag 
heaps. We still can't bring ourselves to look around. In his eager
ness to be out of the place, Kolya rises onto all fours. I push him 
down again. 

We negotiate the first slag heap in a leopard crawl. I put the wire 
cutters under a stone. 

Here's the road. A little way from it, we get to our feet. 
No one opens fire. 
We saunter along, without hurrying the time has come to make 

ourselves look like inmates of the "open prison"nearby. We tear 
the numbers from our chests and knees. and sud!1enly two men 
come toward us out of the darkness. They.are on their way from 
the garrison to the settlement. They are soldiers. And we still have 
numbers on our backs! 

"Vanyal" I say loudly. ''Maybe we can_manage half a liter?" 
We walk slowly, still not on the road itself, but toward it. We 

walk slowly. to let them go by first. b1lt straight toward them, and 
without hiding our faces. They pass within two meters of us. To 
avoid turning our backs on them, we almost come to a standstill. 
They go by, talking about their own affairs. and we tear the 
numbers off each other's backs! 

Have we escaped notice? ... Are we free? Now to the settlement 
to find a lorry. 

But what's that? A flare roars up over the campi Another onel 
A third! 

They have found us out! The pursuit will start right awayl We 
must runll 

No more looking around, no more stopping to think, no more 
careful calculation-our magnificent plan is in ruins. We rush into 
the steppe, to get as far from the camp as we canl We gasp for 
breath, ~ble over bumps in the ground, jump up again-while 
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rocket after rocket shoots up into the skyl Remembering previous 
escape attempts, we iinagine them shortly sending out mounted 
search parties with dogs on leashes. over the steppe in every 
direction. So we sprinkle all our precious makhorka in our tracks, 
and take big jumps;1 

Now we shall have to make a wide detour around the settle
ment; and keep to the steppe. It takes a lot of time and trouble. 
Kolya begins to doubt whether I am leading him the right way. 
I am olfended. 

But here is the embankment of the Pavlodar railway. We are 
very glad to see it. From the embankm~t we are astounded by 
the widely scattered lights of Ekibastuz-it looks bigger than we 
have ever seen it. 

We choose ourselves a stick. Holding on to it, we walk along, 
one on each rail. Once a train goes by. the dogs will be unable to 
pick up the scent from the rails. . 

We go on like that for about 300 meters, then take a few jumps 
-and into the steppe. 

At last we can breathe ~y1 We want to sing· and shout! We 
hug one another. We really are freel How we admire ourselves for 
resolving to escape. suCceeding in doing so. and eluding the dogs. 

Although the test of our will power is only just beginning. we 
feel as though the weirSt of it were atready over. 

The sky is clear. Dark and full of stars-you never see it like 
that from the camp because of all the lights. Guided by the pole
star. we travel Jiorth.northeast. Later on we shall veer right and 
reach the Irtysh. 

We must try to get as far away as possible this first Dight. In 
that way we shall increase by the power of tWo the.area which our 
pursuers must keep undeI- observation. All the brave cheerful 

1. Pure clwIceI Like the prison VIID wbich those other escapers melt AulJllfonseeable 
aecldentlCbance eventS, favorable or hostile, lie in wait for us at every step. But.it is only 
a runaway, on the razor edge of cIaDger, who cIiscovers how heavily they weigh in the 
balance. Quite accidelitally, theUghlins in the camp area fBiIed a few minotes after Tenno 
and Zhdanok crawJecl out_d it was for this reason only that tIarea, of wllicli there were 
still a peat many in Ekibastaz, were 80 lavishly let ott tr the runaways bad crawJecl out 
live minuleS later, the -mea, by then on the a1ert, mi8ht have noticed, and &bot them. 
tr the runaways bad kept their selr·posscsaIon under the briDiandy lit sky, coolly. observed 
the camp area and seen that the lamps and the bonndary searcbJiahts were out, they could 
have ca1mIy made their way to some motor vebicIe, and their escape wou1d have taken an 
entirely diIr_t coone. But in their positlon-with 8ans ewer the camp just after they 
had crawled out-tbey could have DO doubt that the bunt was on, and they most nm for 
theirUves. 

A brief failure of the Ughlinl ays\eIII-aIId their whole escape plan was upset. 
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songs we can remember, in vanous languages, we sing as we go 
along, covering eight kilometers an hour. But because we have 
been confined for many months to our cel1s, we find that our legs 
have forgotten how to walk and are soon tired. (We bad foreseen 
'this, but bad expected to be riding!) We start lying down to rest 
with our legs together in the air like the poles of a wigwam. Then 
on again. Then another lie-down. 

Behind us the glow of Ekibastuz is a surprisingly long time 
fading. We have been walking for several hours, and still the glow 
is in the sky. 

But now the night is ending, and the. east grows pale. By 
day we cannot walk over the bare open steppe, nor indeed will 
it be easy for us to bide there: ihere are neither bushes ~r 
long grass, and we know that they will be looking for us from 
the air, too. 

So we dig ourselves a foxhole with our knives (the ground is 
bard and strong and digging is difIicuIt), half a meter wide' and 
thirty centimeters deep, and we lie. there head to toe, covering 
ourselves with dry, prickly yellow steppe gorse. Now is the time 
to sleep and recover our strengtbl But sleep is impossible.Tbis 
helpless lying around in the daytime, for more than twelve hours 
at a time, is much harder to bear than the nighttime walking. You 
cannot stop thinking. ... The September sun is baking hot, there 
is nothing to drink, and there will be nothing. We have brokeD the 
rule for escapers in Kazakbstan-,-you must run away in the 
spring, not in the autumn .... But of course we had expected to 
be riding. ..• We suffer this misery from live in the monting Until 
eight in the evening. Our bodies are painfully numb but we m~ 
not change position; if we raise ourselves or disturb the gorse, a 
man on horseback may see us from a distance. Wearing two suits 
each, we are dying from the heat. Grin and bear it! ' 

Until at last the darkness comes---,the only time for escapers. 
We rise. Our legs hurt, and standing is diOicuit. We walk slowly, 

trying to ease our cramped limbs. There is little s~in us. 
lhcept for chewing bits of dry macaroni and' gulping down our 
glucose tablets, we have had notbjng all day. We are thinty. 

Even in the dark we must bew8re of ambush tonight: they have 
of C01.U'Se broadcast the news far and wide, dispatched motor 
vehicles in all directioni, and especially in the direction of Oinsk. 
We wonder how and when they found our jerkins and the chess
men on the ground. They would realize at once from the numbers 
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that we were the runaways-no need to consult the card index and 
call the roll.2 

We move at not more than four kilometers an hour. Our 
legs ache. We often lie down to rest. Water, water! We cover 
no more than twenty kilometers that night. Then we have to 
look again for somewhere to hide, and lie down for our day
time torment. 

We think we see buildings. We start crawling cautiously toward 
them. Unexpectedly, out there on the steppe, they turn out to be 
huge rocks. 

Perhaps there will be water in their cavities? No ... but there 
is a niche under one of the rocks. Scratched out by jackals, per
haps. Squeezing into it is difficult. And what if the rock topples 
over? It could flatten you like a pancake---and you might not die 
immediately. It is already rather cold. Morning finds us still 
awake. Nor can we sleep in the daytime. We take our knives and 
begin honing them on a stone: they lost their edge when we dug 
our foxhole at the last stopping place. 

In the middle of the day we heard the rumble of wheels nearby. 
That was bad-we were·near a road. A Kazakh rode right by us. 
Muttering to himself. Should we jump out and run after him? He 
might have water. But how could we tackle him without inspect
ing the area first? Perhaps we could be seen. 

Might not the search party pass down this very road? We slid 
cautiously out of our hole and looked around from ground level. 
A hundred meters or so away there was a dilapidated structure. 
We crawled over. There was no one there. A well!! No; it was 
choked with rubbish. 

There was some trampled straw in a comer. Should we lie down 
here for a bit? We lay down. Sleep would not come. Lord, how 
the fleas did bite! F1eas1! Such big ones, and so many of them! 
Kolya's light-gray Belgian jacket was black with fleas. We shook 

2. What happened was Ibis. In the moming some workiDg prisonen found the padded 
jackds, 80 ooId that they had obviously been out all niaht. They tole ofr the numbers and 
pinched them: a padded jacket is something worth having. The warden simply didn't see 
the thinp. Nor did they spot the cnt wiJes till late on Monday afternoon. They had in fact 
to spend a whole day checking apinat the card index to discover who had escaped. The 
runaways could stiJ1 have gone on W1IIIdng or riding without conceaImeot in the morninst 
You can see what a dift"erence was made by their failure to investigate the 8ares. 

Back in the camp, the picture of the escape on Sunday evening gradually became clear; 
people remembered that the lights had gone out, and escIaimed in admiraIIon: "Aren't they 
craftyI Aren't they clever! However did they manage to put the lights out?" For a long time 
everybody thought that the light flIiIure had been a help to them. 
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ourselves, cleaned ourselves. We crawled back again to the jackal's 
hole. Time was running out, our strength was running out, and 
we were not moving. 

At dusk we got up. We were very weak. We were tortured by 
thirst. We decided to bear still more sbal'ply to the right, so as to 
reach the Irtysh sooner. A clear night, a black sky with stars. The 
constellations of pegssus and l'erseus fuse as I look at them to 
form the outHne of a bull, head down. pressing forward urging us 
on. And on we go. 

Suddenly, rockets shoot into the sky before us! They"re ahead 
of us now! We freeze in our tracks. We see an embankment. A 

'railway line. No more rockets, but the beam of a searchlight 
travels along the rails, swinging from side to side. A handcar is 
recorinoitering the steppe. Any moment now they will spot. us
and it will be all oVer .•.. We feel stupid and helpless: lying in 
range of the beam, waiting to be spotted. 

It passed over us, and we were not seen. We jump up. We 
cannot run, but hurry as best we can away from the embankment. 
But the sky quickly clouds over and with our dashing from right 
to left we have lost our sense of direction; Now we are moving 
almost by guesswork. We cover only a few kilometers, and even 
these may be pointless zigmgging. 

A wasted ilightl ..• It's getting lightagain. Once more we pluck 
steppe. gorse. We must dig a hole, but Ino longei- have my curved 
Turkish knife. I lost it either when I was lying doWn or in my 
headlong dash away from the embankment. A disaster! How can 
an escaper manage without a knife? We dig our hole with Kolya's. 

There's one good thing about it. A fortunetelIer had told me 
that I should meet my end"at the age of thirty~ght. Sailors can't ' 
help being superstitious. But the day now dawning is September 
2O-my birthday~ I am thirty-nine today. The prophecy no longer 
aft'ects me. I shall live! 

Once more We lie in a hole motionless, without water .. If only 
we could fall asleep-but we cannot. If only it would rain! Time 
drags by. Things are bad. We've been on the run for very nearly 
three days now, and still haven't had a single drop of water. We 
are swallowing five glucose tablets a day. And we haven't made 
much progress-perhaps a third of the way to the Irtysh. And our 
friends in the camp are feeling glad that we are enjoying freedom 
in the realm of the "green prosecutOr."· 

Twilight. Stars. Co~north by east. We struggle on. Sud-
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. denly we hear a shout in the distance: "Va-va-va-val" What's this? 
We remember Kudla, an old hand at escaping: according to binI, 
this is how the Kazakhs frighten wolves away from their sheep. 

A sheepl Give us a sheep and we are savedl As free men we 
would never have dreamed of drinking blood. But here. and now 
-just let us get at it. 

We approach stealthily. Crawling. Buildings. We cannot see a 
well. Going into the house is too dangerous-if we meet people 
we shall leave a trail. We creep up to the adobe sheepfold. Yes, 
it was a Kazakh woman shouting, to scare off wolves. We heave 
ourselves over a low part of the wall into the enclosure. I have my 
knife between my teeth. We creeP along the ground, sheep-hunt
ing. I hear one of them breathing near me. But they shy away from 
us, again and againl Once more, we creep up on them from differ
ent directions. Can I somehow grab one by the leg? They run 
awayl (Later on, my mistake will be explained to me. Because we 
are crawling, the sheep take us for wild animals. We should have 
approached them erect, as though we were their masters, and they 
would have submitted tamely.) 

The Kazakh woman senses that something is wrong, comes 
close, and peers into the darkness. She has no light, but she picks 
up lumps of earth, starts throwing them, and hits Kolya. She's 
walking straight toward me; any minute now she will step on mel 
She either sees us or senses our presence, and screeches: ."Shaitanl 
Shaitanl" She rushes away from us and we from her-over the 
wall, where we lie still. Men's voices. Calm voices. Probably say
ing, "Silly woman's seeing things." 

A defeat. All right, let's wander on. 
The silhouette of a horse. Ab, the beauty! Just what we need. 

We go up to it. It stands still. We pat its neck, slip a belt around 
it. I give Zhdanok a leg up, but cannot scramble on mY$eIf; I'm 
too weak. I cling on with my hands, press my belly against it, but 
1:aJJIlot cock my leg over. The horse fidgets. Suddenly it breaks 
loose, bolts with Zhdanok and throws binI. Luckily the belt re
mains in his hand; we've left no ~ and they can blame it all 
on Shaitan. 

We have worn ourselves out with the horse. Walking is harder 
than ever. And now there is plowed land to cross. Our feet catch 
in the furrows and we have to drag them along. But this is not 
altogether a bad thing: where there are plowed fields, there are 
people, and where there are people, there is water. ,; 
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We walk on, struggle on. Drag ourselves along. More sil
houettes. Again we lie Bat and crawl. Haystacks! Meadows? Fine! 
Are we near the Irtysh? (Alas,we are still a long, long way from 
it.) With -one last effort we scramble onto the hay and burrow into 
it. 

And this time -we slept the whole day through. Counting the 
sleepless night before our escape; we had now missed five nights' 
sleeP· 

We wake at the end of the day and hear a tractor. Cautiously 
we part the straw, and poke our heads out an inch. Two tractors 
have arrived. There is a hut. Evening is drawing on. 

A bright jdea! There will be water in the tractors' cooling sys-
teml When the drivers go to bed we can drink it. ' 

Darkness falls. We have reached the end of our fourth day on 
the run. We crawl up to the tractors. 

Luckily there is no dog. Quietly, we make our way to the 
drainage cap and take a swig. No good-there is kerOsene in the 
water. It's undrinkable. We spit it out. 

These people have everything-'-they have food and they· 'have 
water. Whydon't we just knock on the door like beggars: "Broth~ 
ersl Good people! Help usl We are convicts, escaped prisonersl" 
Just like it used to be in'the nineteenth century-when people put 
pots of porridge, clothing, Copper coins by the paths through the 
taiga. 

I had bread from the wives of the village 
And the lads saw me' right for makhorka. 

Like hell we willi Times have changed. Nowadays they turn you 
in. Either to salve their consciences, or to save their skins. Because 
for aiding and abetting you can have a quarter slapped-on you. 
The nineteenth century failed to realize that a gift of bread and 
water could be a political crime. 

So we drag ourselves farther. Drag ourselves on all through the 
night. We can't wait to reach the Irtyshj we look eagerly for signs 
of the rivers proximity. There are none. We-driveoursclves merci
lessly on and on. Toward morning we come across another hay
stack. With even more difticulty than yesterday,we climb into it. 
We fall asleep. Something to be thankful for. When we wake up 
it is nearly evening. 

How much can It man endure? Five days now we have been on 
the run. Not far away we see a yurt with an open shed near it. 
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Quietly we creep up to it. Coarse millet haeJ been strewn on the 
ground. We stuff the briefcase with it, try to munch some, but we 
cannot swa1low~Ur mouths are too dry. Suddenly we catch sight 
of a huge samovar near the yurt, big enough to hold several 
gallons. We crawl up to it. We turn the tap--the bloody thing is 
empty. When we tip it we get a couple of mouthfuls. , 

We stagger on again. Staggering and falling. Lying down, you 
breathe more easily. We can no longer get up off our backs. First 
we have to roD over onto our bellies. Then raise ourselves onto aU 
fours. Then, swaying, onto our feet. Even this leaves us out of 
breath. We have grown so thin that our bellies seem stuck to our 
backbones. As dawn approaches we cover· some 200 meters, no 
more. And lie down. 

That morning no haystack came our way. There was some kind 
of burrow in a hill, dug by an animal. We lay in it through the 
day, but could not get to sleep. That day it got colder, and we felt 
a chill from the ground. Or perhaps our blood was no longer 
warming us? We tried to chew some macaroni. 

Suddenly I see a line of soldiers advancing! With red shoulder 
tabsl They're surrounding usl Zhdanok gives me a shake: You're 
imagining things, it's a herd of horses. 

Yes, it was a mirage. We lay down again. The day was endless. 
Suddenly a jackal arrived, coming home to his hole. We put some 
macaroni down for him and crawled away, hoping to lure him 
after us, stab him and eat him. But he wouldn't touch it. He went 
away. 

To one side ofus there was a slope, downhill a little the salt Bats 
of a dried-up lake, and, on the other bank, a yurt and smoke ' 
drifting in the air. 

Six days have gone by. We have reached the limit: we see red 
tabs in our hallucinations, our tongues are stuck to the roofs of 
our mouths. IT we pass water at aU there is blood in it. It's no good! 
Tonight we must get food and water at any price. We'D go over 
there, to the yurt. IT they refuse us, we'D take it by force. I 
remember, the old fugitive Grigory Kudla and his war cry: Makh
madera! (Meaning: "Stop asking-and grabr') Kolya and I come 
to an understanding: at the right moment I will say "Makhmad
eral" 

In the darkness we crept quietly toward the yurt. There was a 
weD. But no bucket. Not far away a saddled horse stood at a 
hitching post. We glanced through the narrow opening. By the 
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light of ail oilIamp we saw a Kazakh couple and some children. 
We knocked and went in. I said. "Salaaml" And all the time there 
were big spots in front of my eyes and I was afraid offalling. Inside 
there was a low, round table (even lower than our modernist 
designei'S make them) for the beshbarmak.· Round the yurt were 
benches covered with felt. There was a big metal-bound chest. 

The Kazakh muttered something in reply, and looked sullen
he Was nota bit pleased to see us. To make myseiflook importBnt 
(and anyway, I needed to conserve my strength), I sat down and 
put the briefcase on the table. "I'm in charge of a geological survey 
team, and this is my driver. We've left our transport back in the 
steppe with the others, five or maybe seven kilometers from here: 
the radiatOrleaks and the water's all run ou:t. We ourselves haven't 
had anything to eat for three days; we're starving. Give us some
thing to eat and drink, aksakaI.· And tell lis what you think we 
should do." 

But the KazakIi screws up his eyes and offers no food and drink. 
"What you··ilame, bOss?" he asks. . 

I had it all ready once, but my head is buzziJ.lg; and I've forgot
ten. 

. "Ivanov," I answer. (Stupid. of course.) ''Come on then, sell us 
some groceries, aksakaIl" "No. Go to my neighbor." "Is it fad" 
"Two kilometers." 

I sit thereon my dignity, but Kolya can't hold out any longer, 
seizes a griddle cake and tries to chew it, though it is obviously 
hard work for min. Suddenly the Kazakh picks up a whip, with _ 
a short -handle and a long leather-lash, and threatens Zhdanok 
with it. I get to my feet. "So that's the sort of people you are! 
That's your famous hospitalityl" Now the Kazakh is prodding 
Zhd8nok in the back with the whip handle, trying to drive him out 
of the yurt. I give the command. "Makhmaderal" I take out my 
knife and tell the Kazakh, "In thecomerl Lie downl" The Kazakh 
diveS through a curtain. I am right behind him: he may have a gun 
there, may shoot us at any moment. But he flops on the bed, 
shouting, '7ake it alii I won't say anythingl" Oh, you miserable 
cur, youl What dol want with your "aU''? Why Couldn't you give 
me the little bit I asked for in. the first place? 

To Kolya I say, "Keep your eyes peeledl" I stand by the door 
with my knife. The Kazakhwoman is' screaming, the children 
start crying. "tell your wife we won't hUrt any of you. We just 
want to eat. Is there any meat?" He spread his hands. "Yokr*But 
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Kolya pokes about in the yurt and produces dried mutton out of 
a meat safe. "Why did you lie?" Kolya also grabs a .basin with 
baursaki in it-lumps of dough, deep fried. I suddenly realize that 
there is kumiss in the jugs on the table. Kolya and I drink. With 
every swig life comes back to usl What a drinkl My head begins 
to spin, but intoxication seems to help me, I feel stronger all the 
time. Kolya is beginning to enjoy himself. He passes some money 
to me. There turn out to be 28 rubles. There's probably more 
tucked away somewhere. 

We drop the dried mutton into a sack, and scoop baursaki, 
griddlecakes, and sweets of some sort-dirty "satin cushions"
into another. Kolya also pinches a dish of roasted mutton scraps. 
A knife! That's something we really need. We try not to forget 
anything-wooden spoons, salt. ... I carry the sack out. I come 
back and take a bucket of water. I take a blanket, a spare bridle, 
the whip. (He mutters to himself-he doesn't like this: how is he 
going to catch us?) 

"Right, then," I tell the Kazakh. "Let that be a lesson to you, 
and mind you don't forget it. You should be more friendly to your 
guests! We would have gone on our knees to you for a bucket of 
water and a dozen baursaki. We do no harm to decent people. 
Here are your final instructions: lie where you are without stirringl 
We have friends outside." 

I leave Kolya outside the door while I lug the rest of the loot 
over to the horse. I suppose we should be hurrying, but my mind 
works calmly. I take the horse to the well and let it drink its fill. 
It, too, has quite a job ahead of it; it will have to carry its excessive 
load all through the night. I drink from the well myself. So does 
Kolya. Just then some geese come up to us, Kolya has a weakness 
for.poultry. "Shall we grab the geese?" he says. "Shall we wring 
their necks?" "It'll make too much noise. Don't waste time." 

I let down the stirrups and tighten the girths. Zhdanok puts the 
blanket behind the saddle, and climbs onto it from the well wall. 
He takes the bucket of water in his hands. We have tied the two 
sacks together and slung them over the horse's back. I get into the 
saddle. And so by the light of the stars we ride oft" eastward, to 
throw our pursuers oft" the trail. 

The horse objected to having two riders, strangers at that, and 
kept tossing its head, trying to tum back toward home. We mas
tered it somehow. It set oft" briskly. There were lights nearby. We 
made a detour. Kolya sang quietly in my ear. 
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Out on the 13Ilge, where the wind blows free, 
A cowboy's fife is the life for me, 
With a horse I can trust beneath me. 

"I saw his passport, too," said Kolya. "Why didn't you tak:e it? 
A passport always comes in handy. You can give them a peep at 
the cover-not too close." 

On the road, we took frequent drinks of water and snacks 
without dismounting. Our mood was entirely different nowl Ail 
we wanted now was to gallop as far away as we could before 
daylightl 

We heard the crj.es of birds. A lake. It would be a long way 
around it, and we grudged the time. Kolya dismounted and led 
the horse along a slippery causeway. We got across. But we sud~ 
denly noticed-no blanket. It bad slipped off. We had left a traiL 

This was very bad. From the Kazakb's place many paths led in 
all directions. but if they found the blanket and drew a line fTom 
the yurt to that point, our route would be clear. Should we go back 
and look for it? There was no time. In any case, they must know 
we were going'noitb. 

We called a halt. I held the horse by a rein. We ate and drank, 
ate and drank, endlessly. The water was nearly down to the bot
tom of the bucket-we could hardly believe it. 

Courso-due north. The horse wouldn't break into a trot, 
i but walked quickly, at 8 to 10 kilometers an hour. In six 

nights we bad notched only 1 SO kilometers, but that night we 
did another 70. If webadn't zigzagged about, we should be on 
the Irtysh by now. 

Dawn. But nowhere to bide. We rode on. It was getting danger
ous. Then we saw a deep hollow. almost a hole. We took the horse 
down into it, and ate and drank again. Suddenly, a motorcycle 
stuttered nearby. That was bad-tbere was a road. We mUst find 
a safer biding place. We climbed out and looked around. Not too 
far off there was a dead and deserted Kazakb village.' We made 
our way there. We shed our load between the three walls of a 
ruined bouse, then hobbled the horse and turned it out to graze. 

But there was no sleep that day: with the Kazakb and the 
blanket, we had left a traiL 

3. The years 1930-1933 left many such ruined villages dotted about Kazakhstan. F"u:st 
Budenny passed through with his cavalry (to this day then: is not a single kolkhoz called 
after him, not a single pictore of him anywhere in Kazakhstan). theD I'amine. 
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Evening. Seven days now. The horse was grazing some way oft'. 
We went after it--end it shied away, evaded us. Kolya grabbed 
it by the mane, but it dragged him along and he fell. It had freed 
its front legs--end now there was no holding it. We hunted it for 
three hours, wearing ourselves out, drove it in among the ruins, 

-tried to slip a noose made from our belts around its neck, but still 
it wouldn't give in. We bit our lips, but we bad to abandon it. All 
we bad left was the bridle and the whip. 

We ate, and drank our last water. We shouldered the sacks with 
the food, and the empty bucket. And oft' we went. Today we had 
the strength for it. 

The following morning caught us in an awkward spot and we 
bad to hide in some bushes not far from a road. Not the best of 
places-we could be spotted. A cart rattled by. We didn't sleep 
that day either. 

As the eighth day ended we set oft' again. When we had gone 
a little way we suddenly felt soft earth underfoot: the plow bad 
been here. We went on and saw headlights along the roads. Care
ful nowl 

There was a young moon up among the clouds. Yet another 
dead and ruined Kazakh hamlet. Farther on, the lights of a village, 
and the words of a song reached our ears: 

"Hey, lads, unharness the horses .... " 
We put the sacks down among the ruins, and made for the 

village with the briefcase and bucket. We bad our knives in our 
pockets. Here's the first house--witha grunting piglet. If only 
we'd met him out on the steppe. A lad rode toward us on a bike. 
"Hey, pal, we've got a truck over there; we're moving grain. 
Where can we get some water for the radiator?" The boy got off, 
went ahead of us, and pointed. There was a tank on the edge of 
the village; probably the cattle drank from it. We dipped the 
bucket in and carried it away full, without taking a drink. We 
parted with the lad, then sat down and drank and drank. We 
half-emptied the bucket at one go (we were thirstier than ever 
today, because we bad eaten our fill). 

There seemed to be a slight chill in the air. And there was real 
grass under our feet. There must be a river near! We must look 
for it. We walk and walk. The grass is higher, there are bushes. 
A willow-where they are there is always water. Reeds! Waterlll 
No doubt a backwater of the Irtysh. Now we can splash around 
and wash ourselves. Reeds two meters bight Ducks start up from 
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under our feet. We can breathe freely here! We shan't come to grief 
here! . . . 

And this was when for the first time in eight days the stomach 
discovered that it was still working. After eight days out of action, 
what torment it was! Birth ·painsare probably no worse. 

Then back we went to the abandoned village. There we lit a fire 
between the walls and boiled some dried mutton. We should have 
used the night to move on, but all we wanted was to eat and eat 
insatiably. We stuffed ourselves until we could hardly move. Then, 
feeling pleased with life, we set off to look for the Irtysh. At a fork 
in the road something happened for the first time in eight days
we quarreled. I said, ''Right,'' Zhdanok said, "Left." I felt sure 
that it should be right, but he wouldn't listen. Another of the 
dangers that lie in wait for escapers-falling out with one another. 
When you are on the run, one of your number must be allowed 
to have the last word, otherwise you are in trouble. Determined 
to have my way, I went off to the right. I walked a hundred meters, 
and still heard no footsteps behind me. My heart ached. We 
couldn't just part like that. I sat down by a haystack and looked 
back. ... Kolya was coming! I hugged him. We walked on side 
by side as though nothing had happened. 

There are more bushes now and the air is chillier.-We walk to 
the edge ora sharp drop. Down below, the Irtysh splashes and 
babbles and playfully breathes on us. We are overjoyed. 
. We find a haystack and burrow into it. What about it, traCker 

. dogs, still think you can find us? You haven't a hope! We fall into 
a heavy sleep. 

We were awakened by a shot! And dogs barking quite near! ... 
Was this it, then? Was our freedom to end so soon? We climg 

together and stopped breathing. A man went by. With a dog. A 
hunterl ... We fell into an even deeper sleep ... and slept the day 
through. This was how we spent our ninth- day. 

When it got dark we set off along the river. Three days had gone 
by since we left a trail. The dog handlers would only be lOokiiig 
for Us along the Irtysh by now. They would realize that we were 
making for the water. If we went along the bank we might easily 
stumble into an ambush. Besides, it was hard work-we had to go 
around bends, creeks, reed beds. We needed a boat! 

A light, a little house on the riverbank. The splash of oars,theil 
silence. We lay low and waited for some time. They put the light 
out. We went quietly down to· the water. There was the boat. And 
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a pair of oars. Splendid! (Their owner might have taken them with 
him.) "The sailor leaves his troubles ashore." My native element! 
Quietly, to begin with, without splashing. Once out in midstream, 
I rowed hard. 

We move on down thelrtysh, and from around a bend a 
brightly lit steamer comes toward us. So many lightsl The win
dows are all ablaze, the whole ship rings with dance music. Pass
engers, free and happy, stroll on the deck and sit in the restaurant, 
not realizing how happy they are, not even aware of their freedom. 
And how cozy it is in their cabinsl . . . 

In this way we traveled more than twenty kilometers down
stream. Our provisions were running out. The sensible thing 
would be to stock up again while it was still night. We heard cocks 
crowing, put in to shore, and quietly climbed toward the sound. 
A little house. No dog. A cattle shed. A cow with a calf. Hens. 
Zhdanok is fond of pOultry, but I say we'll take the calf. We untie 
it. Zhdanok leads it to the boat while I, in the most literal sense, • 

. wipe out our tracks, otherwise it .will be obvious to the tracker 
dogs that we are traveling by boat. 
. The calf came quietly as far as the bank, but stubbornly refused 

to step into. the boat. It was as much as the two of us could do 
to get him in and make him lie down. Zhdanok sat on him, to hold 
him down, while I rowed-once in the clear we would kill him. 
But that was our mistake-trying to carry him alive! The calf 
started getting to his feet, threw Zhdanok off, and heaved his 
forelegs into the water. 

All bands on deck! Zhdanok hangs on to the calfs hindquarters, 
I bang on to Zhdanok, we all lean too far to one side, and water 
pours in on us. We are as near as need be to drowning in the Irtyshl 
Still, we drag the calfback in! But the boat is very low in the water 
and must be bailed out. Even that must wait, though, till we kill 
the calf. I take the knife and trY to sever the tendon at the back 
of his neck-I know the place is there somewhere. But either I 
can't find it or the knife is too blunt; it won't go through. The calf 
trembles, struggles, gets more and plore agitated,and -I am agi
tated, too. I try to cut his throat-but this is no good either. He 
bellows, kicks, looks as if to jump clean out of the boat or sink us. 
He wants to live-but we have to live, tool 

I saw away, but cannot cut deep enough. He rocks the boat, 
kicks its sides-the silly idiot will sink us any minute nowl Because 
he is so nasty and so stubborn, a red hatred for him sweeps over 
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me, as though he were my worst enemy, and lstart savagely, 
randonily pricking and jabbing him with the knife.' His blood 
spurts forth and sprays us. He bellows loudly and kicks out des
perately. Zhdanok clamps his hands around the caIrs muzzle, the 
boat rocks, and I stab and stab again. To think that at one time 
I couldn't hurt a mouse or a fly! But this is no time for pity: it's 
him or us! 

At last he lay still. We started hurriedly scooping out water with 
a bail and some tin cans, each of us using both hands. Then we 
rowed on. 

The current drew us into a side channel. Ahead lay an is
land. This would be a good place to hide; it would soon be 
morning. We wedged the boat well into the reeds. We dragged 
the calf and all our goods onto the bank, and to make the boat 
still safer, strewed reeds over it. It wasn't easy to haul the calf 
by its legs up the steep overhang. But once there, there was 
grass waist. high; and trees. Like a fairy tale! We had spent 
several years in the desert by now. We had forgotten what for
ests and grass and rivers were like. . . . 

It was getting light. The calf looked aggrieved, we thought. But 
thanks to this little friend of ours we could now live for a while 
on the island. We sharpened the knife on a fragment of file made 
from our "katyusha. .. I 'had never before skinned a beast, but now 
I was learning. I slit the belly, pulled back the skin, and removed 
the entrails. In the depths of the wood we lit a fire and started 
stewing veal with oats. A whole bucketful of it. 

A feast! And best of all, we feel at ease. At ease because we are 
On an island. The island segregates us from mean people. There 
are good people, too, but somehow runaways don't often come 
across them-only mean ones. 

It is a hot, sunny day. No need for painful contortions to hide 
in a jackal's hole. The grass is thick and lush. Those who trample 
it every day don't know how precious it is, don't know what it 
means to plunge into it breast high, to bury your face in it. 

We roam about the island It is overrun by dog roses, and the 
hips are already ripe.' We eat them endlessly. We eat more soup. 
And stew some more veal. We make kasha with kidneys. 

We feel light-hearted. We look back at our difficult journey and 
find plenty to laugh at. We think of them wai~g back there for 

4. Is Ibis Dot like the hatred our oppressors feel for us as they ~, \lS1", 
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our sketch. Cursing us, explaining themse1ves to the administra
tion. We make a play of it. We roar with .laughterl 

We tear bark from a thick trunk and bum in the following 
inscription with red-hot wire: "Here on their way to freedom in 
October, 1950, two innocent people sentenced to hard labor for 
life took refuge. " Let this sign of our presence remain. Out in the 
wilds here it will not help our pursuers, and someday people will 
read it. 

We decide not to hurry on. All that we ran away for we have: 
our freedom! (It can hardly be more complete when we reach 
Omsk or Moscow.) We also have warm, sunny days, clean air, 
green grass, leisure. And meat in plenty. Only we have no bread, 
and miss it greatly. 

We lived on the island for nearly a week: from our tenth to the 
beginning of our sixteenth day. 10 the thickest part of the wood 
we built ourselves a shelter of dry boughs. It was cold at night even 
there, but we made up for lost sleep in the daytime. The sun shone 
on us aU this time. We drank a lot, trying to store water as camels 
do. We sat serenely, looking for hours through the branches at life 
over yonder, on shore. Over there vehicles went by. The grass was 
being mown again, the second crop this summer. No one dropped 
in on us. 

One afternoon while we were dozing in the grass, enjoying the 
last rays of the SUD, we suddenly heard the sound of an ax at work 
on the island. Cautiously raising ourselves, we saw, not far away, 
a man lopping branches and moving gradually toward us. 

10 a fortnight, with no means of shaving, I had grown a beard. 
a terrible reddish bristling bush, and was now a typical escaped 
convict. But Zhdanok had no growth at aU; he was like a smooth
faced boy. So I pretended to be asleep and sent-him. to head the 
man ott ask for a smoke, teD him that we were tourists from 
Omsk, and find out where he came from himself. If needs be, I was 
ready to act. 

Kolya went over and had a chat with him. They lit up. He 
turned out to be a Kazakh from a nearby kolkhoz. Afterward we 
saw him walk along the bank, get into his boat, and row off 
without the branches he had cut. 

What did this mean? Was he in a hurry to report us? (Or 
perhaps it was the other way round: perhaps he was afraid that 
we might inform on him; you can do time for wood-steaUng, too. 
That was what our lives had come to-everybody feared every
body e1se.) "What did you say we were?" "Climbers." I didn't 
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know whether to laugh or to cry-Zhdanok always made a mud
dle of things. "I told you to say hikers! What would climbers be 
doing on the flat steppe?!" 

No, we couldn't stay there. Our life of bliss was over. We 
dragged everything back to the boat and cast oft'. Although it was 
daytime, we had to leave quickly. Kolya lay on the bottom, out 
of sight, so that from a little way oft'it would look as if there was 
just one man in the boat. I rowed, keeping to the middle of- the 
Irtysh. 

One problem was where to buy bread. Another was that we 
were now coming to inhabited places, and I could no longer go 
unshaven. We planned to sell one of our suits in Omsk, buy tickets 
several stations down the line, and get away by train. 

Toward evening we reached a buoy keeper's hut and went up 
there. We found a woman, alone. She was frightened, and began 
rushing around. "I'll call my husband at once!" And oft'she went. 
With me following to keep an eye on her. Suddenly Zhdanok 
called out from the house in alarm: "Zhoral" Damn you and your 
big mouth! We had agreed that I would call myself Viktor Alek
sandrovich. I went back. Two men, one with a hunting rifle. "Who 
are you?" "Tourists, from Omsk. We want to buy some grocer
ies." And, to lull their suspicions: "Let's go into the house-why 
are you so inhospitable?" It worked, and they relaxed. ''We've got 
nothing here. Maybe at the sovkhoz.· Two kilometers farther 
down." 

We went to the boat and traveled another twenty kilometers 
downstream. It was a moonlit night. We climbed the steep bank: 
a little house. No light burning. We knocked. A Kazakh came out. 
And this first man we saw sold us half a loaf and a quarter of a 
sack of potatoes. We also bought a needle and thread (probably 
rather rash of us). We asked for a razor, too, but he was beardless 
and had no use for one. Still, he was the first kind person we had 
met. We got ambitious and asked whether there was any fish. His 
wife rose and brought us two little fishes and said, "Besh denga." 
"No money." This was more than we had hoped for---she was 
giving them to us freel These really were kind peoplel I started 
stowing the fish in my sack, but she pulled them back again. "Besh 
denga-five rubles, to the man of the house explained.' Ah, so that's 

s. The narrator misunderstands the Kazakh words "besh denga" ("five rubles") as 
R.ussian "bez clenes" ("without money"). 
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it! No, we won't take them; too dear. We rowed on for the rest 
. of the night. Next day, our seventeenth OJithe I'1IIl. we hid the boat 
in the bushes and slept in some hay. We spent the eighteenth and 
nineteenth in the same way, trying not to. meet people. We had aU 
we needed: water, fire, meat, potatoes, salt, a bucket. On the 
precipitous right bank there were leafy woods, on the left bank 
meadows, and a lot of hay. In the daytime we lit a fire among the 
bushes, made a stew, and slept. 

But Omsk was not far off, and we should be compelled to mix 
with people, which meant that I must have a razor. I felt com
pletely helpless: with neither razor nor scissors, I couldn't imagine 

. how I was going to rid myself of aU that hair. Pluck it out a hair 
at a time? 

On a moonlit night we saw a mound high over the IrtySh. 
Was it, we wondered, a lookout post? From the times of Yer
mak? We climbed up to look. In the moonlight we saw a mys
terious dead township of adobe houses. Probably also from the 
early thirties . . . What would burn they had burned, the mud
brick walls they had knocked ·down, . some of the people they 
had tied to the tails of their horses. Here was a place the tou
rists .never visited. . . . 

It had not rained once in those two weeks. But the nights were 
already very cold. To speed things up, I did most of the rowing, 
while Zhdanok sat at the tiller, freezing. And sure enough, on the 
twentieth night he started asking for a fire, and hot water to warm 
himself. I put him at the oars, but he shivered feverishly and could 
think of nothing but a fire. 

His comrade in flight could not deny him a fire-Kolya should 
have known that and denied himself. But that was the way with 
Zhdanok-he COUld never control his desires: remember how he 
had snatched the griddlecake from the table, and what a tempta
tion the poultry was to him. 

He kept shivering and begging for a fire. But· they would be 
keeping their eyes skinned for us aU .aIong the lrtysh. It was 
surprising that no search party had crossed our path so far. That 
we had not been spotted on a moonlit night in the middle of the 
Irtysh and stopped. 

Then we saw a light on the higher bank. Kolya stopped begging 
for a fire and wanted to go inside for a warm-up. That would be 
even more dangerous. I should never have agreed. We had gone 
through so much, suffered so many hardships-and for what? But 
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bow could I refuse him-perhaps he was seriously ill. And he 
could refuse bimse1f nothing. 

In the light of an oil lamp two Kazakhs, a man and a woman, 
were s1eepjng on the floor. They jumped up in fright~ "I have a 
sick man bere, .. I explained. "Let him get warm. We are on official 
business from the Grain Procurement Agency. They ferried us 
over from the other side." "Lie dowo," the Kazakh said. Kolya 
lay down on a heap of felt, and I thought it would look better if 
I lay down a bit, too. It was the first roof we had had over our 
beads since our escape, but I was on bot bricks. I couldn't even 
lie still, let alone go to sleep. I felt as though we had betrayed 
ourselves, stepped into a trap with our eyes open. 

The old man went out, wearing nothing but his underwear 
(otherwise I would have gone after him), and was away a long 
time. I beard whiSpering in Kazakh J?ehind the curtain. Young 
men. ''Who are you?" I asked. "Buoy keepers?" "No, we're from 
the Abai State Livestock Farm, number one in the republic." We 
couldn't have chosen a worse place. Where there was a state farm 
there wasofticialdom and police. And tbe best farm in the repub
lic, at thatl They must berea1ly keen. •.• 

I pressed Kol~'s hand. "rm off to the boat--come after me. 
With the briefcase." Out loud I said, "We shouldn't have left the 
provisions on the bank." I went through to the entranceway and 
tried the outer door; it WliSlocked. That's it, then. I went back in, 
alerted Kolya by pulling his sleeve,.and returned to the door. The 
carpenters had made a botched job of it, and one of the- lower 
planks was shorter than the rest. I shoved my hand through, 
stretched my arm as far as I could and felt around •••• Ah, there 
we were-it was held by a peg outside. I dislodged it. 

I went out. Hurried down to the bank. The boat was where it 
had been. I stood waiting in broad moonUght. But there was no 
sign of Kolya. This was dreadfulIEvidently he couldn't make 
himself get up. He was enjoying an extra minute in the warmth. 
Or ~ they had seized him. I should have to go and rescue him. 

I climbed the clift" again. Four people were coming toward me 
from the bouse, Zhdanok among them. ''Zhoral'' he shouted. 
(''Zhora'' again!) "Come here! They want to see our papers." He 
wasn't carrying the briefcase, as I had told him to. 

I go up to them. A new arrival with a Kazakh ~t; Sltys, 
"Your papersI"r behave as calmly as I can. "Who are you, then?" 
,arm the comm;lDdant." ""All right, then." I say ~ringly. 
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"Let~s go. You can check our papers anytime. There's more light 
in the house there." We go into the house. 

I slowly lifted the briefcase from the floor, and went over to the 
lamp, looking for an opportunity to side-step them and dash out 
of the house, and talking all the time to distract them: "Welcome 
to see our papers anytime. of course. Papers must always be 
checked in such circumstances. You can't be too careful. We had 
a case once in the Procurement Agency ... " My hand was on the 
lock now, ready to undo the briefcase. They crowded around me. 
Then ... I butted the commandant with my shoulder, he bumped 
into the old man, and they both fell. I gave the young man on my 
right a straight punch on the jaw. They yelled, they howled. 
"Makhmadera," I shouted, and bounded with the briefcase 
through the inner then the outer door. Then Kolya shouted after 
me from the entrance way: "Zhoral They've got mel" He was 
clinging to the doorpost, while they tried to pull him back inside. 
I tugged at his arm, but couldn't free him. Then.. I braced myself 
against the doorpost with my foot and gave such a heave that 
Kolya 8ew over my head as I fell to the ground. Two of them 8ung 
themselves on top of me. I don't know how I wriggled out from 
under them. Our precious briefcase was left behind. I ran to the 
clift', and bounded down it! Behind me I hear someone say in 
Russian: '"Use the ax on him! The .axl" Probably trying to scare 
us-otherwise they would be speaking Kazakh. I can almost feel 
their outstretched hands on me. I stumble. and almost falll Kolya 
is in the boat already. "Good thing they didn't have a gun," I 
shout. I pushed the boat out and was up to my knees in water 
before I jumped into it. The Kazakhs were reluctant to get wet. 
They ran along the bank, yelling, "Oir-gir-girl" I shouted back at 
them: "Thought you had uS, didn't you, you bastards?" 

Yes, it was lucky they had no gun. I made the boat race with 
the current. They bayed after us, running along the bank, until a 
creek barred their way. I took off my two pairs of trouSers-naval 
and civilian-and wrung them out. My teeth were chattering. 
"Well, Kolya," I said, "we got warmed up, all right." He was 
silent. 

It was obviously time to say goodbye to the Irtysh. At daybreak 
we must go ashore and thumb rides the rest of the way to Omsk. 
It wasn't so very far now. . 

The "katyusha" and the salt had been left behind in the 
briefcase. And where could we get a razor? It wasn't worth 
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asking myself how we could dry our clothes. Look~n the 
bank there: a boat and a hut. Obviously a buoy keeper. We 
went a.shore and knocked. No light came on. A deep male 
voice: "Who is it?" "Let us in for a warm-upl Our bo~t cap
sized and we nearly drowned." There was a lot of fumbling, 
then the .door opened. In the dimly . lit entrance a sturdy old 
man, Russian, stood to one side of the door, arms raised, 
threatening us with an ax. He could bring it down on one ·of 
us, and there would be no stopping him. I tried to reassure 
him. "Don't be afraid. We're from Omsk. We've been on busi
ness to the Abai State Farm. We intended to go by boat to the 
district center downstream, but there were nets in the shallows 
a bit higher up; we fouled them and turned over." He still 
looked suspicious and didn't lower his ax. Where had I seen 

. him before, in what picture? An old man out of a folk tale, 
with his gray mane, his gray beard. At last he decided to an
swer: "You were going to Zhelezyanka, you mean?"Fine, now 
we know where we are~ ''That's right, Zhelezyanka. The worst 
of it is my briefcase sank and there's a hundred and fifty ru
bles in it. We bought some meat at the state farm, but we have 
no use for it now. Perhaps you'll buy it from us?" Zhdanok 
went to get the· meat The old man let me into the inner room, 
where there was a kerosene lamp, and a sporting gun on the 
wall. "Now we'll check your papers." I tried to speak as confi
dently as I could. "I always keep my documents on me; it's 
lucky they were in my top pocket or they would be soaked. 
I'm Stolyarov; Viktor Aleksandrovich, representing the Provin
cial Livestock Administration." Now I must quickly seize the 
initiative. "What about you?" "I'm a buoy keeper." "Name 
and patronymic?" Just then Kolya arrived and the old man 
didn't mention papers again. He said that he couldn't afford to 
buy meat but that he could give us a drink of tea. 

We sat with him about an hour. He warmed up some tea 
for us on a fire of wood chips, gave us bread, and even cut off 
a piece of fat bacon. We talked about the navigation channels 
of the Irtysb, how much we had paid for our boat, where to 
sell it. He did mcist of the talking. He looked at us with com
passion in his wise old eyes, and it seemed to me that he knew 
all about us, that he was a real human being. l ~en felt like 
confiding in him. ~tit wouldn't have helped us: he obviously 
had no razor-he was as shaggy as everything else in the for-
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est. Besides, it was less dangerous for him not to know: other
wise it would be ''Y 011 knew and didn't tell." 

We left him our veal, and he gave us some matches. He came 
out to see us off, and explained which side we should keep to at 
which points. We pushed off and rowed quickly to get as far away 
as possible in our last night. They would be looking for us on the 
right bank, so now we hugged the left most of the tinIe. The moon 
was hidden by our bank but the sky was clear, and we saw a boat 
following the steep wooded right bank, going downstream like 
ourselves, but not as fast. 

Could it be an MVD operations group? ... We werefollowing 
parallel courses. I decided to brazen it out. rowed strongly, and 
came closer to them. "Hey, pall Where are you headed?" ''Omsk.'' 
"And where are you from?" "Pavlodar." ''Why so far?" "We're 
moving for good." His voice, with its ~t "0" 's, was too 
uneducated for an operations officer, he answered unhesitatingly, 
and ... he even seemed glad to see us. His wife was sleeping in 
the boat. while he spent the night at the oars. I looked in: it was 
more like an ox wagon, crammed with goods and chattels, heaped 
higlI with packages. 

I did a bit of quick thinking. A meeting like this-on our last 
night. in our last hours on the river! If he's pulling up his roots 
they must be carrying provisions, and money, and passports, and 
clothing, and even a razor. And no one, anywhere, will wonder 
where they are. He's alone and there are two of us-his wife 
doesn't count. rll u.vel on his passport. Kolya can dress up like 
a woman: he's small, has a smooth face, we'll mold him a figure. 
They must surely have a suitcase, to help us look like genuine 
travelers. Any driver we meet will drop us in Omsk this very 
morning. 

Who ever heard of a Russian river without pirates? Fate is cruel, 
but what else can we do? Now that we have left a trail on the river, 
this is our last, our only chance. It's a pity to rob a workingman 
of his belongings-but who ever took pity on us? And who ever 
would? 

All this flashed through my mind, and through Zhdanok's, too, 
in a moment. I only had to ask quietly, ''Uh-huhT' And he quietly 
replied, "Makhmadera." 

I get steadily nearer and am now forcing their boat toward the 
steep bank, toward the dark forest. I must be quick to prevent 
them from reaching the next bend in the river, in case the forest 
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ends there. I change my voice to one of authority and give my 
orders. 

"Attentionl We are an MVD operations group. Put in to shore. 
I want to inspect your papersl" 

The rower threw down his oars: bad he lost his head. or was 
he perhaps overjoyed to find that we were. policemen and not 
robbers? . 

"Of course," he said. "You can inspect them here, or on the 
river." 

"I said put in to the shore, and that's what you'D do. And be 
quick about it." 

We got close to them. Our sides were almost touching. We 
jumped across, he SC1'8Ibbled with dit&culty over his bundles, and 
we saw that he bad a limp. His wife woke up. "Is it far now?" The 
young man handed over his passport. ''What about your draft 
card?" "I was invalided out, wounded; I'm exempt. Here's the 
certificate." I saw a gleam of metal in the prow of their boat-an 
ax. I signaled to Kolya to remove it. He rushed too abruptly and 
seized the ax. The woman felt that something was wrong and set 
up a howl. ''What's aU that noise?" I said Sternly. "Cut it ou,t. 
We're .looking for runaways. Criminals. And an ax is as good a 
weapon as any." She calmed down a little. 

I give Kolya his orders. 
"Lieutenant! Slip down to the observation post. Captain Voro

byov should be there." . 
(The name and rank came to me automaticaUy~I'D teD· you 

why: we bad left a pal of ours, Captain Vorobyov, behind in 
Ekibastuz, confined to the ceUs for trying to escape.) Kolya under
stood: he was to see whether there was anyone around up top, or 
whether we could act. Up he ran. In the meantime I carried on 
questioning and inspecting. My suspect obligingly struck matches 
for me. I ran through their passports and certificates. His age was 
just right, too-the veteran was under forty. He bad worked as a 
buoy keepet. Now they bad sold their home and their cow. (He 
would have aU ihe money with him, of course.) They were going 
to seek their fortune. They couldn't get there in a day, so they had 
set oft' by night. 

A rare. chance, an extraordinary chance, above aU because no 
one would miss them. But what did we need from them? Did we 
need their lives? No, I had never murdered, and I didn't want to 
now. An interrogator, or an operations officer, when he was tor-
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menting me-yes; but I couldn't raise my hand against ordinary 
working people. Shoul~ I take their money? All right, but just a 
liUle. How little, though? Enough for two tickets to Moscow, and 
some food. And some of their gear. That wouldn't ruin them. 
What if we left them their papers and the boat, and made a deal 
with them not to report us? It wouldn't be easy to trust them. And 
how could we manage without papers? 

H we took their papers, they would have no choice but to report 
us. To prevent their doing so we must tie them up here and now. 
Tie them up well and truly so that we should have two or three 
days' head start. -

But in that case wouldn't it be better simply to . . . ? 
Kolya came back and signaled that everything was all right up 

above. He was waiting for me to say "Makhmaderal" What was 
I to do? 

The slave camp of Ekibastuz rose before my eyes. Could I go 
back to that? Surely we had _the right .. -. 

And suddenly--5uddenly something very light touched my 
legs. I looked down: something small and white. I bent over; it was 
a white kitten. It had jumped out of the boat, and with its tail stiff 
as a stalk in the air, it purred and rubbed itself against my legs. 

It didn't know what I was thinking. I felt as though the touch 
of this kitten had sapped my will power. Stretched taut for twenty 
days, ever since I had slipped under the wire, it suddenly seemed 
to snap. I felt that, whatever Kolya might say to mcnow, I could 
never take their lives nor even the money they had earned in the 
sweat of their brows. 

Still keeping a stern face, I said, "Right, wait here; we'll soon 
see what's what." 

We climbed the clift'. I had the papers in my hand. I told Kolya 
what I was thinking. 

He said nothing. He disagreed, but he said nothing. 
That's how the world is arranged: theycC8D take anyone's free

dom from him, without a qualm. H we want to take back the 
freedom which is our birthright-tbey make us pay with our lives 
and the lives of all whom we meet on the way. 

They can do anything, but we cannot. That's why they are 
stronger than we. Without coming to an agreement, we went down 
again. Only the lame man was by the boat. "Wbere's your wife?" 

"She was frightened; she ran oft' into the forest." 
"Here are your papers. YOll can go on your way." 
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He thanks me, and shouts into the forest: 
"Ma-rial Come back! They're honest people'" 
We push off. I row quickly. The ordinary workingman, the man 

with the bad leg, suddenly remembers and shouts after me: 
"Comrade officerl We saw two chaps yesterday-looked just 

like bandits. If we'd known, we'd have held the rottersl" 
"Still feel sorry for him?" asks Kolya. 
I say nothing . 

• 
From tIuit night-from the moment we went indoors for a warm
up, or perhaps when we met the white kitten--our escape began 
to go wrong. We had lost something: our confidence? our tenacity? 
our ability to think straight? the instinctive understanding be
tween us? Now that we were nearly in Omsk we started making 
mistakes, pulling different ways. When runaways behave like that, 
they do not run much farther. 

Toward morning we abandoned the boat. We slept through the 
day in a haystack, but uneasily. Darkness fell. We were hungry. 
It was time to stew some meat, but we had lost our bucket in the 
retreat. I decided to fry it. We found a tractor seat-,that would 
do for a frying pan; the potatoes we could bake. 

Nearby stood a tall hut, left behind by haYJP&kers. In the mental 
blackout which had come upon me that day, I thought it a good 
idea to light my fire inside the hut: it would be invisible from all 
sides. Kolya didn't want any supper at aJL "Let's move onl" Once 
again we couldn't see eye· to eye. 

I did light a fire in the hut, but I put too much wood on. The 
whole hut went. up in flames, and I barely managed to crawl out. 
Then the fire jumped to the stack-the one in which we had spent 
the day~d it blazed up. Suddenly I felt sorry for that hay-so 
sweet-scented, and so kind to us. I started scattering it, and rolling 
on the ground in an attempt to put it out, to prevent the fire from 
spreading. Kolya sat aloof, sulked, and offered no help. 

What a trail I'd left nowl What a conflagration it was; the glow 
could be seen many kilometers away. What's more, this was an act 
of sabotage. For running away they would only give us the same 
quarter we already had. But for malicious destruction of kolkhoz 
hay they could "put us under" if they wished. 
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The worst of it is that each mistake increases the likelihood 
of further mistakes; you lose your self-confidence, your feel for 
the situation. 

The huthad burned down, but the potatoes were baked. The 
cinders took the place of salt. We ate some of them. 

We walked on in the night. Skirted a big village. Found a shovel. 
Picked it up in case it might be useful. We moved in closer to the 
Irtysh. And were brought to -a halt by a creek. Should we make 
another detour? It was a nuisance. We looked around a bit and 
found a boat without oars. Never mind; the shovel would do for 
an oar. We crossed the creek. Then I strapped the shovel to my 
back, so that the handle would stick up like the barrel of a gun. 
In the dafk we might pass for hunters. 

Soon afterward someone came toward us and we stepped aside: 
"Petrol" he said. "You've got the wrong man; I'm not Petro." 

We walked all night. Slept in a haystack again. We were awak
ened by a stejlmer whistle. We stuck our heads out, and saw a 
wharf quite near. Lorries were carrying melons onto it. Omsk is 
near, Omsk is near, Omsk is near. Time to shave and get hold of 
some money. 

Kolya keeps on nagging me. "We shan't make it now. What was 
the good of running away in the first place if you're going to feel 
sorry for people? Our fate was in the balance, and you had to feel 
sorry for them. We shan't make it now." 

He was right. It seemed so senseless now: we had neither razor 
nor money; both had been in our hands and we didn't take them. 
To think that after all those years longing to escape, after showing 
so much cunning, after crawling under the wire, expecting a bullet 
in the back any moment, after six ~ys without water, after two 
weeks crossing the desert-we had not taken what was ours for 
the takingl How could I-go into Omsk unshaven? How were we 
going to pay for the journey on from Omsk? 

We lay through the day in a haystack. Couldn't sleep, of course. 
About five o'clock Zhdapok says, "Let's go right now and take a 
look around while it's light." "Certainly not," I say. He says, "It's 
nearly a month nowl You're overdoing the cautionll'm getting out 
of this and going by myself!' I threaten him:- "Watch you don't 
get a knife in you." But of course I would never stab him. 

He quieted down and lay still. Then suddenly he rolled out of 
the stack and walked off. What should I do? Let him go, juSt like 
that? I jumped down, too, and went after him. We walked on in 
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broad daylight, following the road along the Irtysh. We sat behind 
a haystack to talk things over: if we met anyone now we couldntt 
let him go in caSe he reported us before it was datk. Kolya care
lessly ran out to see whether the road was clear, and a young 
fellow immediately spotted him. We bad to call him over. "Come 
on over here, pal, and let's watch our troubles go up in smoke." 
"What troubles have you got?" "Me and my brother-in-law are 
on holiday, taking a trip on the river. I'm from Omsk and be's a 
fitter in the ship-repair yards at Pavlodar, and, well, our boat 
slipped its moorings in the night and got away, aU we've got left 
is what was on the bank. Who are you, then?" "I'm a· buoy 
keeper." "Haven't seen our boat anyWhere, have you? In the reeds, 
maybe?" "No." "Where's your post?" "Over there"-be pointed 
to a little house. "So let's go to your place, and we'll stew some 
meat. And have a shave." 

Oft" we go. But the house we'd seen turned out to be that of his 
neighbor, another buoy keeper, and our man's house was 300 
meters farther on. More company-no sooner bad we entered the 
house than the neighbor cycled over to see us, with his sporting 
gun. He eyed my stubble and questioned me about life in Omsk. 
Some good, asking a jailbird like me about life outside. I babbled 
something vague, the gist of which was that the housing situation 
was bad, the food situation was· bad, and the consumer-goods 
situation·was bad-couldn't go far wrong there, I thought. He 
looked sour and contradicted me-it appeared that he was a Party 
member. Kolya made soup---we must eat our fill While we could; 
we might not have another chance till Omsk. 

It was a wearisome wait for darkness. We couldn't let either of 
them leave us. And what if a third came along? At last they both 
got ready to go and attend to their Hgbts. We offered our help. The 
Party man refused. "I shall just set two lights and then I have to 
go to the viI1age. I'm taking my family a load of brushwood. I'll 
look in again later." I signal to Kolya not to take his eyes off the 
Party man and at the slightest hint of anything wrong to dive into 
the bushes; I show him where to meet me. I go with our man. 
From his boat I inspect the lie of the land and question him about 
distances. We return at the same time as the neighbor. That sets 
my mind at rest: he hasn't bad time to turn us in yet. Shortly 
afterward he drives up, as he bad said he would, with a load of 
brushwood on his cart. But instead of driving on, he sits down to 
sample Kolya's soup. He won'i go away.~t are we to do? Tie 
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the pair of them up? Shut one in the cellar, tie the other to a bed? 
... They both have papers, and'the neighbor has a bicycle and 
a gun. That's what life on the run does to you-simple hospitality 
isn't enough; you have .to take more: by force. . .. 

Suddenly-tlJ.e creak of rowlocks. I look through the window: 
three men in a boat, which makes it five to two now. My host goes 
out, and immediately returns for jerry cans. "Foreman's brought 
kerosene," he says. "Funny he's come himself; it's Sunday today." 

Sunday! We had stopped reckoning by the day of the week
it wasn't the name that made one of our days different from 
another. It had been Sunday evening when we escaped. So that we 
had been on the run exactly three weeks! What was going on in 
the camp? The dog pack· would have despaired of catching us by 
now. In three weeks, if we had tom off in a lorry, we could long 
ago have fixed ourselves up somewhere in Karelia or Byelorussia, 
got passports and jobs. Or, with a bit of luck, even farther west 
.•. How galling it would be to have to give in now, after three 
weeks! . 

"Right, Kolya-now we're stOked up, what do you say to a 
hearty crap?" We go,out into the bushes and watch what is going 
on: our host is taking kerosene from the newly arrived boat, and 
the neighbor with the Party card has also joined them. They are 
talking about something, but we can't hear what. 

They've gone. I send Kolya back to the house on the double. 
I don't want to leave the buoy keepers alone to talk about us. I 
myself go quietly to our host's boat. So as not to rattle the chain, 
I make an effort and pull up the post to which it is attached. I 
calculate how much time we hav.e: if the foreman buoy keeper has 
gone to report us, he is seven kilometers, which means about forty 
minutes, from the village. If there are "red tabs" in the village, it 
will take them another fifteen minutes or so to get ready and drive 
over here. 

I go into the house. The neighbor is still not ready to leave. He's 
entertaining them with his conversation. Very strange. So we shall 
have to take both of them at once. "What about it, Kolya-shall 
we go and have a wash before bedtime?" (We must agree on a 
plan.) The moment we go out we hear the tramp of boots in the 
darkness. Stooping, we can see against the pale sky (the moon 
hasn't risen yet) men running in line past the bushes to surround 
the house. 

"To the boat," I whisper to Kolya. I run toward the river, slide 
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down the steep bank, fall. and reach the boat. Every second may 
mean the dift'erence between Hfe and death. But Kolya is missing! 
Where, oh, where can he have sot to? I can't desert him. ~ 

At last he comes running along the bank in the darkness, 
straight toward me. "That you, Kolya?" .A ftashI A shot, point
b1ankl I do a swan dive-arms outstretched into th~ boat. Bursts 
of submachine-gun ftre from the steep bank. Shouts: "We sot one 
of them. .. They bend over me. ,"Wounded?" I groan. They'drag 
me out and lead me off". I limp (if I'm injured they will beat me 
less). In the 4arkness I S1JI1'ePlitiously throw the two knives into 
the grass. 

Up top, the red tabs ask. my name. ''Stolyarov.'' (Maybe I Can 
still wriggle out of it somehow. I am reluctant to give my DaJDe 

-if I do, that's the end of my freedom.) They hit me in the face. 
''NameI'' ''Stolyarov.'' They drag me into the hut, strip me to the 
waist, tie my hands tightly behind my back with wire that cuts into 
me. They press the points of their bayonets against my belly. A 
trickle of blood runs from under one of them. The militiaman who 
captured me, Senior Lieutenant SabotazIuiikov, jabs his revolver 
in my face and I can see that it is cocked. "Namel" Resistance is 
useless. I tell them. "Where's the other one?" He wags his re
volver, the bayonets bite deeper. "Where's the other?" I feel happy 
for Kolya. "We were together," I tell them. "Most liJcely he was 
killecl." 

A security officer with bright blue facings arrived, a Kazakh. He 
shoved me onto the bed with my hands tied and as I half-sat, 
half-lay there, began rhythmically striking me in the face-left, 
right, left, right, as though he were swimming. With every blow 
my head banged against the wall. "Where's your weapon?" "What 
weapon?" "You were seen in the night with a gun." So the night 
hunter we had seen had also betrayed us. ''That was a shovel, not 
a rifle." He didn't believe me and went on hitting me. Suddenly 
there was no more pain-I had lost consciousness. When I came 
around someone was saying: "Don't forget, if anyone of us is 
wounded, we'D finish you off" on the spotI" -

(They must somehow have sensed it: Kolya reaDy did have a 
gun. It all became clear t,o me later: when I said "To the boat," 
Kolya had run the other way, into the bushes; His explanation was 

, that he hadn't understood ... but there was more to it: he had 
been itching to go his own way all day, and now he did so. Besides, 
he had remembered the bicycle. Taking his direction from the 
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shots, he rushed away from the river and crawled back the way 
he had come. By now it was really dark, and while the whole pack 
of them were crowding around me, he rose to his feet and ran. Ran 
and wept as he went, thinking they'd killed me. He ran as far as 
the second little house. the neighbor's. He kicked in a window and 
started searching for the gun. He fumbled around until he found 
it on the wall, and with it a pouch of cartridges. He loaded it. What 
he was thinking of, so he said, was whether he should avenge me. 
"Shall I go and take a few shots at them for Zhora?" But he 
thought better of it. He found the bicycle, and he found an ax. He 
chopped the door down from inside, put salt into a bag-I don't 
know whether this seemed the most important thing to him or 
whether he simply had no time to think-and rode off, first by a 
dirt lane, then through the village, straight past the soldiers. They 
thought nothing of it.) 

Meanwhile I was put in a cart, still tied up, with two soldiers 
sitting on top of me, and taken to a state farm two kilometers 
away. It had a telephone, and it was from there that the forest 
ranger (he had been in the boat with the foreman buoy keeper) had 
summoned the red tabs. That's why they had arrived so quickly 
-because they had been phoned. I hadn't allowed for that. 

A scene was enacted by myself and this forester which may 
seem unpleasant to relate but is typical. of what a recaptured 
prisoner can expect. I wanted to relieve myself-standing up
and someone had to help me, in the most intimate way, since my 
hands were twisted behind my back. The Tommy-gunners felt that 
this was beneath them and ordered the forester to go outside with 
me. In the darkness we walked a little way from where the soldiers 
stood and as he was assisting me he asked my forgiveness for 
betraying me. "It's my job. I had no choice." 

I didn't answer. How can anybody pass judgment? We had 
been betrayed by people with duties and people without. Ev
erybody we met had betrayed us, except that old, old man 
with the gray mane. 

I sit in a hut by the highroad, stripped to the waist and bound. 
I am very thirsty but they give me nothing-to drink. The red tabs 
glare at me like wild beasts, and every one of them looks for an 
excuse to prod me with the butt of his gun. But here they can't 
very well kill me: they can kill you when there are only a few of 
them. and no witnesses. (Their rage is understandable. For so 
many ttays now they have been wading among the reeds. with no 
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pause for rest, and eating from cans, with never a hot meal.) 
The whole family is in the cottage. The little children look at 

me curiously but are afraid to come nearer; they even tremble with 
fear. The militia lieutenant sits drinking vodka with his host, well 
pleased with his success and the reward it will bring. "Know who 
he is?" he says boastfully to his host. "He's a colonel, a famous 
American spy, a major criminal. He was running away to the 
American Embassy. They've murdered people and eaten them on 
their way here." 

He may even believe it himself. The MVD. will have dis
seminated rumors of this sort to catch us more easily, to make 
everyone denounce us. They're not satisfied with the advantages 
of power, weapons, speed of movement-they need the help of 
slander as well. 

(Meanwhile Kolya rides his bicycle along the road past the 
cottage, with the rifle slung over his shoulder, as though he hadn't 
a care in the world. He sees a brilliantly lighted cottage, soldiers 
smoking and noisily ta1king on the veranda, and through the 
window, me, half-naked. And he pedals hard for Omsk. Soldiers 
will lie in wait all night around· the bushes where 1 was caught, 
and coDib them in the morning. Nobody knows yet that the neigh
boring buoy keeper's bicycle and gun have disappeared-he, too, 
has probably sloped oft' to brag over a few drinks.) 

When he has reveled long enough in his success-an unheard-of 
success by local standards-the militia lieutenant gives orders for 
me to be delivered to the village. Once again they throw me on 
the cart, and take me to the lockup. (There's always one ha,ndyl 
EverY village soviet has one.) Two Tommy-gunners stand guard 
in the corridor. two more outside the window! An American 
espionage colonel! They untie my hands but order me to lie on the 
floor in the middle of the room and not edge toward any of the 
walls. That is how 1 spend an October night: lying on the floor, 
the upper half of my body bare. 

In the morning a captain arrives, and bores through me with his 
. eyes. He tosses me my tunic (they'd already sold the rest of my 

things for drink). Quietly, and with one eye on the door, he asks 
me a strange question. 

"How do you come to know me?" 
"I don't know you." 
''Then how did you know that the officer in charge of the search 
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was Captain Vorobyov? Do you know what sort of position you've 
put me in, you swiJie?" 

His name was Vorobyovl And he was a captainlln the night, 
when we were posbig as security troops, I had mentioned Captain 
Vorobyov, and the workingman whose life I had spared had re
ported it aU carefully. And now the captain was having trouble! 
If the commander of the pursuit has connections with an esCaped 
prisoner, it's not surprising that three weeks go by and still they 
can't catch him! ... 

Another pack of officers arrive, shout at me, and among 
other things ask about Vorobyov. I say that it's a coincidence. 

They tied my bands with wire again, removed my shoelaces, . 
and led me through the village in broad daylight. There must 
have been twenty Tommy-gunners in the escort party. The 
whole village poured out, women shook their heads, kids ran 
after me, shouting: "The bandit! They're taking him off to 
shoot liinil" 

The wire was cutting into my arms, my shoes fell off at every 
step, but I held my head high and looked openly and proudly at 
the villagers: letting them see that I was an honest man. 

They were taking me this way as an object lesson, something for 
these women and children to remember (legendary tales would be 
told of it twenty years from now). On the edge of the village they 
bundled me into the back of a truck, bare and seatless, with 
splintering old boards. Five Tommy-gunners sat with their backs 
to the cab, so as not to take their eyes off me. 

Now I must rewind aU those kilometerS in which we so rejoiced, 
aU those kilometerS which took us farther from the camp. By the 
round8bout motor road it came to half a thousand. They put 
handcuffs on my wrists, tightened them to the limit. My hands 
were behind my back, and I had no means of protecting my face. 
I lay there more like a block of wood than a man. But this is how 
they punish our kind. 

And then the road became very bad. It rained and rained, and 
the lorry bumped over the potholes. At every bump the bottom 
of the lorry scraped my head and face, scratched me, drove splin
ters into me. Not only could my hands not protect my face, but 
they themselves were cut more severely than ever over the bumps, 

. and it felt as though the handcuffs were sawing through my wrists. 
I tried to crawl to the side arid sit there with my back propped 
against it. No-goodl There was nothing to hold on to, and at the 
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firsi big bump I was hurled across the floor, and found myself 
sprawling helplessly. Sometimes I was tossed and hit the boards 
so violently that I thought my insides would jump out. I couldn't 
'stay on my back: it would tear my hands off at the wrist. I turn 
onto my side-no good. I roll over on my belly-no good. I fry 
arching my neck so as to raise my head and save it from these 
blows. But my neck gets tired, my head droops, and my face 
strikes the boards. 

The five guards watch my torment, unconcerned. 
This trip will form part of their psychological training. 
Lieutenant Yakovlev, who is riding in the cab, looks into the 

back at every stop and says with a grin: "Haven't escaped, 
then?" I ask permission to relieve myself, and he guffaws. "00 
on, do it in your trousers; we don't mindl" I ask him to take 
off the handcuffs,' and he laughs. "Lucky you weren't caught 
by the lad who was on duty when you went under the' wire. 
You wouldn't be alive now." 

The day before I had been glad that the beatings so far were 
"less than I had earned." But why damage your fists, when the 
back· of a lorry will do it all for you? Every inch of my body was 
bruised and lacerated. My hands were being sawn off. My head 
was . splitting with pain. My face was battered, full of splinters 
from the boards; my skin. was in ribbons.' 

We traveled the whole day and almost all night. 
'When I stopped struggling with the lorry, and ceased to feel my 

head banging against the boards, one of the sentries couldn't stand 
it any more, put a sack under my head, eased the handcuffs while 
no one was looking, and bending'over me, whispered, '"It's all 
right, hold on, we'll soon be there." (What prompted the lad to 
do it? Who was responsible for his upbringing? Not Maxim. 
Gorky, and not his company political officer, that's for sure.) 

Ekibastuz. A cordon. "Get outl" I couldn't stand up. (And if 
I had, they would have made me run the gauntlet to celebrate.) 
They let down the side, and yanked me out onto the ground. The 
camp guards, too, came out to have a look and a laugh at me: 

- "Ooh, you aggressor. youl" somebody yelled. 
They dragged me through the guardhouse and into the Discipli

nary Barracks. They didn't shove me in solitary but straight into 

6. Moreover, Tamo bad hemophilia. He sbrank from none of the rib of escapina, but 
a sInsJe seratch could have <:OSt him his life. 
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. the common cell so that anyone who fancied a bid for freedom 
could take a look at me. 

In the cell I was lifted by gentle hands and placed on the upper 
bed platform. But they had no food to give me until the morning 
rations came. 

That same night. Kolya was riding on toward Omsk. He 
avoided the traffic, and whenever he saw headlights, rode into the 
steppe and lay down. Then in some lonely homestead he squeezed 
into a henhouse, and gratified the urge which had haunted him all 
the time he was on the run-by wringing the necks of three hens 
and tucking them in his sack. The others started squawking, so he 
hurried away. 

The irresolution which had made us so unsteady after our first 
mistakes tightened its hold on Kolya now that I was captured. 
Easily swayed and impressionable, he was fleeing now in despera
tion, unable to think clearly what to do next. He was incapable 
of realizing the most obvious of facts: that the disappearance of 
the bicycle and the gun would of course have been discovered by 
now, so that they no longer camouflaged him, and he ought to 
throw them away first thing in the morning as too conspicuous; 
and also that he should not approach Omsk from that side and by 
the highway, but after a wide detour, by wasteland and back ways. 
The gun and the bicycle should be sold quickly, and he would have 
the money he needed. But--J(e sat for half a day in the bushes near 
the Irtysh, then yet again lost patience before nightfall and set off 
by footpaths along the river. Very probably his description had 
already been broadcast by the local radio station-they have fewer 
inhibitions about this in Siberia than in the European part of the 
country. 

He rode up to a little house and went in. Inside were an old 
woman and her thirty-year-old daughter. There was also a radio. 
By an extraordinary coincidence, a voice was singing: 

From Sakhalin a convict fleeing 
By narrow tracks and hidden trails .•. 

Kolya went to pieces and began shedding tears. ''What are you 
SO unhappy about?" the woman asked. Their sympathy caused 
Kolya to weep unashamedly. They began comforting him. "I'm 
all alone, abandoned by everybody," he explained. "Get married, 
then," the old woman said, whether injest or in earnest. "My girl's 
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single, too." Kolya, more maudlin than ever, started taking peeps 
at the would-be bride. She gave the matter a businesslike twist: 
"Got any money for vodka?" Kolya dug out his last few rubles, 
but there wasn't enough. "Never mind, I'll give you more later'" 
She went off. "Oh, yes," Kolya remembered, "I've shot some 
partridges. Cook the marriage feast, mother-in-law." The old 
woman took them. "Hey, these are hensl" "So it was dark when 
I shot them; couldn't tell the difference. " "Yes, but why have their 
necks been wrung?" 

Kolya asked for a smoke, and the pld woman asked her daugh
let's suitor for money in return for some makhorka. Kolya took 
his cap off, and the old· woman became agitated. "You're a con
vict, aren't you, with your head shaven like that? Go away while 
you're safe. Or else when my daughter comes back we'll turn you 
inl" 

All the time the thought was going round and round in Kolya's 
head: Why did we. take pity on free people there on the Irtysh, 
when free people have no pity for us? He took a Moscow jacket 
down from the wall (it was getting cold out of doors, and he was 
wearing only a suit) and put it on: just his size. The old woman 
yelled, "I'll hand you over to the militial" But Kolya looked 
through the window and saw the daughter approaching with 

. someone on a bicycle. She had already informed on him! 
Only OJle thing for it-''Makhmaderal'' He seized the; gun. 

"Into the corner! Lie downr' he said to the old woman. He 
stOod against the wall, let the other two come through the 
door, and ordered them to lie down. To the -man he said: 
"And you give me your shoes, for a wedding present! Take 
them off one at a timel" With the gun trained on him, the 
man took them off and Kolya put them on, throwing away his 
womout camp does, and threatened that he would wing any
one who followed him out. 

Off he rode. But the other man dashed after him on his own 
bicycle. Kolya dismounted, and put the gun to his shoulder. 
"Stopl Leave the bike therel Get away from it!" He drove the man 
away, went over to the bike, broke its spokes, slit a tire with his 
knife, and rode on. 

Soon he came out onto the highway. Omsk was ~ So he 
just rode straight on. There was a bus stop. Women were digging 
potatoes in their gardens. A motorcycle carrying three workmen 
in jerkins tagged behind him. It drove on steadily for some time, 
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then suddenly went straight for Kolya so that the sidecar struck 
him and knocked him olf. They all jumped olf, piled on top of 
Zhdanok, and. hit him on the head with a pistol. 

The women in the vegetable garden shrieked: "What are you 
doing that for? What's he done to you?" 

What, indeed, had he done to them'! ••• 
But who has done, and ,vill yet do, what to whom is beyond the 

understanding of the common people. Under their jerkins at} three 
turned out to be wearing uniforms (the operations group had been 
on duty round the clock day after day at the entrance to the city). 
The women got their answer: "He's a murderer." That was the 
simplest thing to say. And the women, trusting the Law, went 
back to digging potatoes. 

The first thing the operations group did was to ask the penniless 
runaway if he had any money. Kolya said quite honestly that he 
hadn't. They started searching him, and in one pocket of his new 
Moscow jacket found fifty rubles. They confiscated it, drove to an 
eating house, and spent the lot on food and drink. They did, 
however, feed Kolya, too. 

So we came to anchor in jail for a long time. We were not tried 
until July of the following year. For nine months we festered in 
the Disciplinary Barracks, except when we were dragged out occa
sionally for interrogation. This was conducted by Chief Prison 
Officer Machekhovsky and Security Lieutenant Weinstein. What 
the interrogators wanted to know was which prisoners had helped 
us. Who among the civilian personnel had "conspired with us" to 
switch olfthe lights at the moment of our escape? (We didn't, of 
course, explain that our plan had been quite dilferent, and that the 
lights' going out had only been a hindrance to 08.) Where was our 
rendezvous in Omsk? Which frontier were we intending to cross 
eventually? (They found it incredible that people might want to 
stay in their native land.) "We were running away to Moscow to 
the Central Committee, to tell them about illegal arrests, and 
that's all there is to itl" They didn't believe us. 

Having failed to get anything "interesting" out of us, they 
pinned on us the usual escaper's posy: Article 58-14 (Counter
Revolutionary sabotage); Article 59-3 (banditry); the "Four
sixths" decree, Article "One-two" (robbery carried out by a gang); 
the same decree, Article "Two-two" (armed robbery with violence 
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endangering life); Article 182 (making and carrying an offensive 
weapon other than a fitearm). 

But this daunting array of charges threatened us with chains no 
heavier than those we wore. The penal practice of the courts ,had 
long exceeded all reasonable boUilds and, on these charges, prom
ised nothing worse than the twenty-five years which a Baptist 
could be given for saying his prayers, and which we were serving 
before we tried to escape. The only dift'erence now was that when 
the roll was called we should have to say "end ofsenten~197S" 
instead of "1973." 

Hardly a palpable dift'erence for us in 19511 
dnIy once did the interrogation take a menacing turn-when 

they promised to try us as economic disrupters. This innocent 
word was more dangerous than the hackneyed "saboteur,'! "ban- . 
dit," "robber," "thief." This word opened up the possibility of 
capital punishment, which had been introduced about a year be
fore. 

We were "disrupters" because we had brought disorder into the 
economy of the people's state. As the interrogators explained it, 
102,000 rubles had been spent on our recapture: some work sites 
had been at a standstill for several days (the prisoners were not 
marched out to work because their guards had been called off to 
join in the hunt); twenty-three vehicles had carried soldiers day 
and night about the steppe, and had spent their annual allotment 
of petrol in three weeks; operations groups had been dispatched 
to all neighboring towns and settlements; a nationwide search had 
been ordered, and four hundred pictures of myself and four hun
dred of Kolya distributed throughout the country. 

We listened to this inventory with pride. . . . 

Well, they sentenced us to twenty-five each. 
When the reader picks up this book our sentences will probably 

still not be at an end.7 

7. Before the reader could pick up this book, Georgi Pavlovich Tenno, athJete and 
theorist of athIetic:s into the batgaiD. died OIl October 22; 1967, of a cancer which ran ita" 
course wry quicIdy. Abeady becIriddaI, he Jiwd bardy Icmg euouab to read tbrough these 
cbapters and amend th!!dl with fiDgeIs which were beginniDg to lose their feetiDg. This was 
DOt the way he bad promised himself and his friendIr to cIieI Once it bad been his plan of 
escape that ftred his passion; later it was the thOught of death in battle. He used to say that 
he was determined to take with him a dozen murderers, IIrst among them Vyachlk Karzuby 
(i.e., MoJofDY), and, at all costs, Khvat (investigator in the VaviJov case). This wonJd not 
be murder, but jndicial execution, given that the law of the state protected murdaas. 
"W'tth your IIrst shots you have already justiIled your ezistence, " said Tcnno, "and you 
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Another ccmsequence ofTenno's escape attempt was that the 
concert party at the CBS Was disbanded for a year (on account of 
the ill-starred sketcb). 

Becausecu1ture is a good thin.g. But culture must serve oppres
sicm.not~ 



Chapter 8 

• 
Escapes-Morale 
and Mechanics 

Escapes from Corrective Labor Camps, provided they were not 
to sOmewhere like VieDlUl or across the Bering Strait, were appar
endy viewed by Gulag's rulerS and by Gulag's regulations with 
resignation. They saw them as Only natural, a maDifestation of the 
waste which is unavoidable in any overextended economic enter
prise-a phenomenon of the same sort as cattle losses from disease 
or starvation, the logs that sink instead of floating, the gap in a 
wall where a half-brick was used instead of a whole one. 

It was clift"erent in the Special, Camps. In accordance with the 
particular wish of the Father of the Peoples, these camps were 
equipped with greatly reinforced defeilses and with greatly rein
forced 81'11iiment, at the modem motorized infantry level (these 
are the UDits which will never lay down their arniS even nnder the 
most 8eneral clisarmament agreement). In ~ camps they did 
not keep any "clasS ally'" type of prisoners.. whose escape conld 
Io:aUSe no great damage. . Here it was no Ionser possible to plead 
that the mennnderlll'lllS were too few or their weapOns too old. 
At the moment of their foundation it Was laid down in the instruc
tions for Special Camps that there could be no escape from them. 
because if one of these prisoners escaped it was just as though a 
majOr W.Jlacl crossed the frontier~ and a blot on the political 
iecord of •. camp administration and of the officers commanding 
the COIlVOJ' IiroQps. 

But ftom'thift very moment S8"s to a man startecl getting, not 
tennen as' before, but qruuten-i.e." the limit allowed by the 
Criminal Code. This senseless. acroSs-the-board increase in sever
ity carried With it one disadvantage: just as mmderers were un-

193 
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deterred from fresh murders (each time their tenner was merely 
slightly updated), so now political prisoners were no longer de
terred by the Criminal Code from trying to escape. 

Besides, the people herded into these camps were not the sort 
who try to rationalize and justify the arbitrary behavior of camp 
authorities in the light of the One and Only True Theory, but 
sturdy, healthy ladS who had crawled on their bellies all through 
the war, whose fingers were still cramped from clutching hand 
grenades. Georgi Tenno, Ivan Vorobyov, Vasily Bryukhln, their 
comrades, and many like them in other camps even without arms 
proved a match for the motorized infantry equipment of the new 
regular army guard. 

And although there were fewer escapes from the Special Camps 
than from the Corrective Labor Camps (and anyway, the Special 
Camps did not exist for so many years), they were rougher, grim
mer, more ruthless, more desperate, and therefore more glorious. 

Stories told about them can help us to make up our minds 
whether our people really was so long-suft"ering, really was so 
humbly submissive in thoae years. 

Here are just a few of them. 
One attempt was made a year before that of Tenno, and served 

as the model for it. In September, 1949, two convicts escaped from 
the First Division of Steplag (Rudnik, Dzhezkazgan)-Grigory 
Kudla, a tough, steady, level-headed old man, a Ukrainian (but 
when his dander was up he had the temper of a Zaporozhian 
CossaCk, and even the hardened criminals were afraid of him), and 
Ivan Dushechkin, a quiet Byelorussian some thirty-five years old. 
In .the pit where they worked they found a prospecting shaft in an 
old workings, with a grating at its upper end. When they were on 
night shift they gradually loosened this grating, and at the same 
time they took into the shaft dried crusts, knives, and a hot-water 
bottle stolen from the Medical Section. On the night of their 
escape attempt, once down the pit each of them separately in
formed the foreman that he felt unwell, couldn't work, and would 
lie down a bit. At night there were no warders underground; the 
foreman was the sole representative of authority and he had to 
bully discreetly or else he might be found with his head smashed 
in. The escapers filled the hot-water bottle, took their provisions, 
and went into the prospecting shaft. They forced the grating and . 
crawled out. The exit turned out to be near the watchtowers but 
outside the camp boundary. They walked off' unnoticed. 
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From Dzhezkazgan they bore northwest through the desert. 
They lay down in the daytime and walked at night. Not once did 
they come across water, and after a week Dushechkin no longer 
felt like standing up. Kudla got him on his feet with the hope that . 
there might·be water in the hills ahead. They dragged themselves 
that far, but the hollows held no water, only mud. Then Dushech
kin said; "I can't go on anyway. Cut my throat and drink my 
blood:" 

You moralists! What was the right thing to do? Kudla, too, 
Could no longer see straight. Dushechkin was going to die-why 
should Kudla perish, too? But if he found water soon afterward, 
how could he live with the thought of Dushechkin for the rest of 
his days? I'll go on a bit, Kudla decided, and if in the morning 1 
come back without water I'll put him out ofhis misery, and we 
needn't both perish. Kudla staggered to a hillock, saw a cleft in 
it and-just as in the most improbable of novels-in the cleft there 
was water! Kudla slithered to it, feU flat on his face, and drailk and 
drank. (Only in the morning had he eyes for the tadpoles and 
waterweed in it.) He went back to Dushechkin with the hot-water 
bottle full. "I've brought you some water-yes, water." Dushech
kin couldn't believe it, drank, and still didn't believe it (for hours 
he had been imagining that he was drinking). They dragged them
selves as far as the cleft and stayed there drinking. 

When they had drunk, hunger set in. But the following night 
they climbed over a ridge and went down into a valley like the 
promised land: with a river, grass, bushes, horses, life. When it got 
dark Kudla crept up to the horses and killed one of them. They 
drank its blood straight from the wounds. '(partisans of peace! 
That very year you were loudly in session in Vienna or Stockholm, 
and sipping cocktails through straws. Did it occur to you that 
compatriots of the versifier Tikhonov and the joumaIist Ebren
burg were'sucking the blood of dead horses? Did they explain to 
you in their speeches that that was the meaning of peace, Soviet 
style?) 

They roasted the horse's flesh on fires, ate lengthily, and walked 
on. They by-passed Amangeldy on the Turgai, but on the high
road Kazakhs in a lorry going their way asked to see their papers 
and threatened to hand them over to the ·militia. 

Farther on they frequently came across streams and pools. 
Kudla aIso caught and killed a ram. By now they had been a 
month on the runl October was nearing its end; it was getting cold. 



196 I THP. GULAG ARCHIPP.LAGO 

In the first wood they reached they found a dugout and set up 
house in it. They couldn't bring themselves to leave this land of 
plenty. That they settled in such surroundings, that their native 
places did not call to them or promise them a more peaceful life, 
meant that their escape lacked a goal and was doomed to fail. 

At night they would raid the village nearby, filch a pot or break 
into a pantry for flour, salt. an ax, some crockery. (Inevitably the 
escaper, like the partisan, soon becomes a thief, preying on the 
peaceful folk all around him.) Another time they took a cow from 
the village and slaughtered it in the forest. But then the first sn~w 

came, and to avoid leaving tracks they had to sit tight in their 
dugout. Kudla went out just once for brushwood and the forester 
immediately opened fire on him. "So you're the thieves, are.youl 
You're the ones who stole the cow." Sure enough, traces of blood 
were found around the dugout. They were taken to the village and 
locked up. The people shouted that they should be shot out of 
hand and no mercy shown to them. But an investigating officer 
arrived from the district center with the picture sent around to 
assist the nationwide search, and addressed the villagers. ''Well 
donel" he said. "These aren't thieves you've caught, but dangerous 
political criminals." 

Suddenly there was a compfete change of attitude. The owner 
of the cow, a Chechen as it turned out. brought the prisoners 
bread, mutton, and even some money, collected by the Chechens. 
"What a pity," he said. '·'You should have come and told me who 
you were and I'd have given you everything you wantedl" (There 
is no reason .to doubt it; that's how the Chechens are.) Kudla burst 
into tears. After so many years of savagery, he couldn't stand 
sympathy. 

The prisoners were removed to Kustanai and put in the railroad 
jail, where their captors not Qnly took away the Chechen's offering 
(and pocketed it), but gave them no food at all. (Didn't Korney
chuk tell you about it at the Peace Congress?) Before they were 
put on the train out of Kustanai, they were made to kneel on the 
station platform with their hands handcuffed behind their backs. 
They were kept like that for some time, for the whole world to see. 

If it had been on a station platform in Moscow, Leningrad, or 
Kiev, or any other flourishing city, everybody would have passed 
by the gray-headed old man, kneeling and manacled, like a figure 
in a Repin picture, without noticing him or turning around to look 
---':publishing executives, progressive film producers, lecturers on 
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humanism,. army officers, not to mention trade union and Party 
officials. And all ordinary, undistinguished citizens occupying no 
position worth mentioning would also have tried to go by without 
noticing, in case the guard asked their names and made a note of 
them-because if you have a residence permit for Moscow, where 
the shops are so good, you must not take risks .... (Easy enough 
to understand in 1949-but would it have been any different in 
1965? Would our educated youngsters have stopped to intercede 
with his escort for the gray-haired old man in handcuffs and on 
his knees?) 

The people of Kustanai, however, had little to lose. They were 
all either "sworn enemies," or persons with black marks against 
them, or simply exiles. They started crowding around the prison
ers, and tossing them makhorka, cigarettes, bread. Kudla's wrists 
were shackled behind his back, so he bent over to pick up a piece 
of bread with his teeth-but the guard kicked1t out of his mouth. 
Kudla rolled over, and again groveled to pick it up-and the 
guard kicked the bread farther away. (You progressive film mak
ers, when you are taking shots of inoffensive "senior citizens!'
perhaps you will remember this scene and this old man?) The 
people began presSing forward and making a noise. "Let them got 
Let them go\" A militia squad appeared. The policemen had the 
advantage and dispersed the people. 

The train pulled in, and the prisoners were loaded for transport 
to the Kengir jail. 

Escape attempts in Kazakhstan are as monotonous as the 
steppe itself-but perhaps this monotony makes it easier to under
stand the most important thing? 

There was another escape from a mine, also in Dzhezkazgan, 
but in 1951 this time: three men climbed an old shaft to the 
surface at night and walked for three nights. Thirst made them 
desperate, and when they saw some yurts two of them suggested 
that they should go over and get a'drink from the Kazakhs. But 
Stepan -- refused and watched them from a hill. He saw his 
comrades enter a yurt, and come out running, pursued by a ' 
number of Kazakhs, who quickly caught them. Stepan, a puny 
little man, went away, keeping to the low places, and continued 
his flight alone, with. a knife as his ~Ie possession. He tried to 
make for the northwest, but was continually changing course to 
avoid people-he preferred wild animals. He cut himself a stick 
to hunt gophers and jerboas: he would fling it at them from 
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some distance while they were sitting up on their hind legs by 
their burrows and squeaking, and he killed some of them in this 
way. He sucked their blood as best he could and roasted their 
flesh on a fire of dry steppe gorse. 

It was a fire that gave him away. One day Stepan saw a Kazakh 
horseman in a big ~·brown fur hat galloping toward him, and 
he barely had time to hide his shashIik under some gorse so that 
the Kazakh would not see what choice food .he was eating. The 
Kazakh rode up and asked who he was and where from. Stepan 
explained that he worked in the manganese mine at Dzhezdy (free 
men as well as convicts were employed there), and was.OD his way 
to a·state farm 150 kilometers away to see.his wife. The ~ 
asked the name of the farm. Stepan chose· the most plausible
"The Stalin State Farm."· 

Son of the steppes! Why couldn't you gallop on your wayl What 
harm had the poor wretch done you? But nol The Kazakh said 
menacingly: "You sit prison! You go with mel" Stepan cursed him 
and walked on. The Kazakh rode alongside, ordering him to come 
quietly. Theil he galloped off a Iittle way, waving his arm and 
calIing to his fellows. But the steppe was deserted. Son of the 
steppes! Why, oh, why could you not just leave him? You could 
see that he had hundreds of versts of steppe to cross, with nothing 
but a bare stick in his hands and without food, so that he would 
perish anyway. Did you need a kilogram of tea so badly? 

In the course of that week, Iiving on equal terms with the wild 
animals, Stepan had grown used to the rustling and hissing sounds 
of the desert: suddenly his ear caught a new whistling sound in the 
air, and he was not mentally aware ofhis danger but like an animal 
sensed it in the pit of his stomach, and leaped to one side. This 
saved himl The KaZakh, he realized, had tried to lasso him, but 
he had dodgecJ the noose. 

Hunting bipeds! A man's Iife for a kilogram of teal The Ka· 
zalch swore and hauled in his lasso, and Stepan went on, war· 
ily taking care not to let his enemy .out of his sight. The other 
rode up closer, coiled his rope, and flung it again. As soon as 
he had made his throw, Stepan rushed at him, struck him on 
the head with the stick, and b,oclced .him off his horse. (He 
had barely strength enough for it, but he was fighting for his 
Iife.) "Here's yout reward, friend!" Relentlessly, with aU the 
savagery of one beast goring another, Stepan began beating 
him. But when he saw blood he stopped. He took both lasso 
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and whip from the Kazakh and scrambled onto the horse. 
There was a saddlebag with provisions. 

Stepan was on the run for quite a while longer-another two 
weeks or so-but everywhere he went he religiously avoided his 
worst enemies: people, his fellow countrymen. He parted with the 
horse, ~ed to swim some river or other (although he" couldn't 
swim!), tried making· a raft of rushes (and of course couldn't do 
that either); he hunted, and got away from some large animal, 
perhaps a bear, in the dark. Then one day, tormented beyond 
endurance by hunger, thirst, and fatigue, and the longing for hot 
food, he made up his mind to enter a lonely yurt and beg s0me

thing. There was a smail enclosure in front of the yurt, with an 
adobe wa1I, and when he was already c10se to it Stepan belatedly 
saw two saddled horses standing there, and a young Kazakh, in 
a bemedaled tunic and breeches, coming toward him. He had 
missed his chance to run and thought he was done for. The Ka
zakh had stepped outside for a breather. He was very drunk, was 
delighted to see Stepan, and seemed not to notice his tattered and 
scarcely human appearance. "Come in, come in, be our guestl" 
Inside the yurt sat an identical young Kazakh with medals, 8nd 
an old man: the two brothers, who had seen service at the front, 
were now both impartant people in Alma-At&, and had borrowed 
horses from a kelltIoz to gallop over and pay their respects to 
their father in his yurt. These two young fellows had tasted war, 
and it had made human beings of them. Besides, they were drunk 

. and bursting with drunken good uature (that good nature which, 
though he made it his business to do 80, the Great Stalin never 
fully succeeded in eradicating). They were happy that another 
guest had joined the feast, though he was only a simple mine
worker on his way to Orsk, where his wife was expecting a baby 
at any moment. They did not ask to see his papers, but gave him 
food and drink and a place to sleep. That sort oftbing sometimes 
happens, too. . . . (Is drink always man's enemy? Does it not 
sometimes bring out the best in him?) 

Step8n woke up before his hosts, and fearing a trap in spite 
of everything, he went out. No, both horses were just where 
they had been, and he could have galloped off on one of them 
immediately. But he was· not the man to harm kind people
and he left on foot. 

After a few more days' walking, he started meeting cars and 
lorries. He was always quick enough to get out of their way. At 
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last he reached a railway line and followed it until that same night 
he found himself near Orsk station. All he had to do was board 
a train! He had won! He had performed a miracle--crossed a vast 
expanse of desert all alone, with nothing but a homemade knife 
and a stick-and now he had reached his goal. 

Suddenly by the light of the station lamps he saw soldiers pacing 
along the tracks. So he continued on foot along a cart track 
parallel with the railway line. He no longer troubled to hide, even 
when morning came: because he was in Russia now, his native 
land! A cloud of dust came toward him and for the first time 
Stepan did not run away from a car. Out of this first real Russian 
car jumped a real Russian militiaman. "Who are you? Show me 
your papers." Stepan explained that he was a tractor driver, look
ing for work. As it happened, a kolkhoz chairman was with the 
militiaman. "Let him bel I desperately need tractor drivers! How 
many people have papers down on the farm?" 

They traveled all day, haggling as they went, stopping for drinks 
and snacks, but just before nightfall Stepan couldn'.t stand any 
more and ran for the woods, which were some 200 meters away. 
The militiaman rose-to the occasion and fired! 

Fired again! Stepan had to stop. They tied him up. 
It may well be that his trail was cold, that they had given 

him up for dead, that the soldiers at Orsk had been lying in 
wait for somebody else, because the militiaman was for releas
ing him, and' at the district MVD station they made a great 
fuss over him to begin with-gave him tea and sandwiches and 
Kazbek cigarettes, and· the commandant questioned him in 
person, addressing him politely (you never know with these 
spies-he'll be taken to Moscow tomorrow, and might easily 
lodge a complaint). ''Where's your transmitter? Been dropped 
here to make a map or two, have you-which service are.you 
with?" Stepan was puzzled. "I've never worked in the geologi
cal service; I'm more of a miner." 

This escape ended with something worse than sandwiches or 
even physical_~pture. When he got back to the camp he was 
beaten lengthily~and unmercifully. Worn out and broken by all 
his sufferings, Stepan fell lower than ever before: he signed on . 
with the Kengir security officer Belyaev to help him flush out 
would-be escapers. He became a sort of decoy duck. He gave 
one or two cellmates in the Kengir jail a detailed account of 
his escape, and watched their reactions. If there was any re-
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sponse, any obvious hankering to repeat the attempt, Stepan 
-- reported it to the godfather. 

The incidental cruelties which mark any difficult escape attempt 
were seen vividlyen1arged in a bloody and confused breakout, also 
from Dzhezkazgan and also in summer, 1951. 

Six prisoners escaping by night from a pit began by killing a 
seventh, whom they believed to be a stool pigeon. Then they 
climbed an old prospecting shaft out onto the steppe. The six 

, prisoners included people ofvery dift'erent stripe and they immedi- . 
ately'decided to separate. This would have been the right thing ~o 
do, if only they had had a sensible plan. 

But one of them went straight to the settlement where the free 
workers lived, right next to the camp, and knocked on the window 
ofms woman friend. His intention was not to hide, to wait awhile 
under the tloorboards or in the attic (that would have been very 
sensible), but simply to have a good time with her while it laSted 
(we recognize at once the characteristics of the professional crimi
nal). He whooped it up for a day and a night, and then the 
following eVening put on her former husband's suit and took her 
to a film show in the club. Some of the jailers from the camp were 
there, recognized him, and collared him immediately. 

Two of the others, Georgians, thoughtlessly sure of themselves, 
walked to the station and got on the train to Karaganda. But from 
Dzhezkazgan, apart from cattle trails and escapers' trails, there is 
no other way through to the outside world except this on~ 
toward Karaganda and by train. Along the tine there are camps, 
and at every station there is a security post, so that they were both 
collared before they reached Karaganda. 

The other three took the most difficult road-to the southwest. 
There were no people, but there was no water either. The elderly 
Ukrainian, Prokopenko, who had seen active service, had a map 
and persuaded them to choose this route, te1Hng them' that he 
would find them water. His companions were a Crimean Tatar 
turned into a criminal by the camps, and a foul, ''bitchil!g'' thief. 
They went on for four days and nights without food or water. 
When they could stand it no longer, the Tatar and the thief told 
Prokopenko: ''We've decided to finish with you." He didn't under
stand. "What do you mean, pals? Do you want to go your own 
way?" "No, to finish you. We can't all get through." Prokopenko 
started pleading with them. He sHt the Hning of his cap and took 
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out a photograph ofhis wife and children, hoping to stir their pity. 
"BrothCrsl Brothers! I thought we were aU on our way to freedom 
togetherll'll get you through! There should be a well soon! There's 
bound to be water! Hang on a bit! Have some mercy!" 

But they stabbed him to death, hoping to quench their thirst 
with his blood. They cut his veins, but the blood wouldn't f1ow
it had curdled immediately! .•. 
Ano~er striking scene: two men bending over another on the 

steppe, wondering why he wouldn't bleed .... 
Eyeing each other like wolves, because now one of them must 

die, they went on in the direction which the "old boy" had pointed 
out to them, and two hours Ioter found a we1ll 

The very next day they were sighted from a plane and captured. 
They admitted it aU under interrogation, the camp got to know 

about it-and decided to avenge Prokopenko by knocking oJ/the 
pair of them. But they were kept in a separate cell and taken 
elsewhere for trial. 

You may believe, if you wish, that everything depends on the 
stars under which an escape begins. Your plans have been laid oh, 
so carefully, so very long in advance, but then at the crucial 
moment the lights go out in the compound and your chance of 
seizing a lorry goes up in smoke. Whereas sometimes when an 
attempt is made on the spur of the moment, circUmstances fall 
into place as though made to order. 

In summer, 1948, in Dzhezkazgan again, Fust Division (not yet 
a Special Camp), a dump truck was detailed one morning to take 
on a load of sand at a quarry some distance away and deliver it 
to the cement mixers. The sandpit was not a work site, which 
meant that it was not guarded and that the loaders-three long
sentence prisoners, one serving a tenner. the other two fJUIlrters
had to be taken on the lorry. Their escort consisted of a lance 
corporal and two soldiers, and the driver was a nonpolitical 
offender, a trusty. Here was a chancel But chances must be seized 
as quickly as they arrive. A decision had to be taken and a plan 
concerted-all in sight and hearing of the guards, who stood by 
while the sand was loaded. The biographies of aU three were 
identical-and like those of millions at that time: first the front, 
then German prisoner-of-war camps, escape, recapture, punitive 
concentration camps, liberation when the war ended, and by way 
of thanks for it aU-imprisonment by their own side. They hadn't 
been afraid to flee across Germany; what could stop them from 
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trying it at home? They finished loading. The Corporal took his 
seat in the cab. The two soldiers sat to the front of the lorry, backs 
to the cab, with their Tommy guns trained on the convicts, who 
sat on the sand to the rear. As soon as they drove out ofthe quarry 
the prisoners exchanged signals, threw sand .in the eyes of the 
guards, and piled on top of them. They took away their Tommy 
guns, and stunned the corporal with a blow from a gun butt 
through the cab window. The lorry stopped; the driver was almost 
dead with fright. "Don't be afraid," they told him. "We won't hurt 
you-you aren't one of those dogsl Dump your loadl" The engine 
nlced and the sand, that precious sand, worth more than its weight 
in gold because it had brought them freedom. poured ontO the 
ground. 

Here, too, as in almost all escapes-let history not forget it! 
-the slaves showed themselves more generous than their 
guards: didn't kill them, didn't beat them up, merely ordered 
them to remove their clothes and their boots, and released 
them in their underwear. "What about you, driver, are you 
with us or with them?" "You, of co~what do you think?" 
the driver decided. 

To confuse the barefooted guards (this was the price of their 
clemency), they drove first to the west (on the ftat steppe you can 
drive where you like), then one of them changed into the corpo
ral's clothes and the other two into those of the soldiers, and they 
sped northward; they were all armed. The driver -had a pass; no 
one could suspect them. All the same, whenever their path crossed 
a telegraph route they broke the wires to disrupt communications 
(they tied a stone to a rope, slung it over the wires to weigh them 
down, then tugged at them with a hook). This took time, but 
gained them more in the end. They tore on at full speed all day 
long until the odometer had clocked up 300 kilometers and the 
petrol gauge registered zero. They began sizing up passing cars. 
A Pobeda came along. They stopped it. "Sorry, comrade, we're 
only doing our duty. Please let me see your papers." VIP's, they 
turned out to be. District Party bosses visiting their koikhozes, to 
inspect, inspire, or maybe just to eat beshbarmak. "Right, out you 
get! Stripr' Don't shoot us, the big boys implored. The escapers 
led them out on the steppe, tied them up, took_their documents, 
and rolled oft' in the Pobeda. It was not tiD evening that the 
soldiers whom they had stripped earlier in the day reached the 
nearest pit, only to hear from the watchtower: "Don't come any 
nearerl" "We're soldiers like you." "Oh, no you aren't-not while 
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you're walking around in your underpantsl" 
As it happened, the Pobeda's tank wasn't full. When they had 

driven about 200 kilometers, the petrol ran out and there was 
nothing in the jerry can either. It was getting dark by then. They 
saw some horses grazing, managed to catch them although they 
had no bridles, and galloped bareback. The driver feU from his 
horse and hurt his leg. They suggested that he get up behind 
another rider. He refused. "Don't be afraid, lads, I won't rat on 
youl" They gave him some money, and the papers from the 
Pobeda, and galloped away. After the driver, no one ever saw 
them again. They were never taken back to their camp. And so 
the lads had left their quarters and their "ten-no-change" behind 
in the security officer's safe. The "green prosecutor" favors the 
boldl 

The driver kept his word and did not give them away. He fixed 
himself up in a kolkhoz near Petropavlovsk and lived in peace for 
four years. Love of art was his undoing. A good accordionist, he 
performed in the kolkhoz club, then competed at amateur festi
vals, first in the district center, then in the provincial capital. He 
himself had practically forgotten his former life, but one of the 
Dzhezkazgan jailers was in the audience and recognized him. He 
was arrested as soon as he left the Sta8e-and this time they 
slapped twenty-five years on him under Article SS. He was sent 
back to Dzhezkazgan . 

• 
In a category of their own we must put those escapes which 
originate not in a despairing impulse but in technical calculations 
and the love of fine workmanship. 

A celebrated scheme for escaping by rail was conceived in 
Kengir. Freight trains carrying cement or asbestos were regularly 
pulled in at one of the work sites for unloading. They were un
loaded within the restricted area, and left empty. And five convicts 
planned their escape as follows. They made a false end wall for a 
heavy boxcar, and what is more, hinged it like a folding screen, 
so that when they dragged it up to the car it looked like nothing 
more than s-wide ramp, convenient for wheelbarrows. The plan 
was this: while the boxcar was being unloaded, the convicts were 
in charge of it; they would haul their contraption inside and open 
it out; clamp it to the solid side of the boxcar; stand, all five of 
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them, with their backs to the wall and raise the false waIl into 
position with ropes. The boxcar was completely covered with 
asbestos dust, and so was the board. A casual eye would not see 
the dift'erence in the boxcar's depth. But the timing was tricky. 
They had to finish unloading the train ready for its departure 
while the convicts were still on the work site, but they couldn~t 
board it too soon: they must be sure that they would be moved 
immediately. They were making·their last-minute rush, complete 
with knives and provisions--end suddenly one of the ~ 
caught his foot in a switch and broke a leg. This held them up, 
and they didn't have time to complete the installation before the 
guards checked the train. So they were discovered. A full-dress 
investiption and trial followed.' 

The same idea was adopted by trainee-pilot Batanov, in a single
handed attempt. Doorftames were made at the Ekibastuz wood
works for delivery to building sites. Work.t the plant went on all 
around the clock and the guards never left the towers. But at the 
buildiDg sites a guard was mounted only in the daytime. Wrth the 
help offriends, Batanov was boarded up with a frame, loaded onto 
a lorry, and unloaded at a building site. His friends back at the 
woodworks muddled the count when the next shift came on, so 
that he was DOt missed that evening; at the building site, he 
!eleased himself from his box and walked away. However, he was 
seized that same Dight on the road to Pavlodar. (fhis was a year 
after his. other attempt, when they punctured a tire as he was 
escaping in a car.) 

Escapes successful and escapes frustrated at the start; events 
which were already making the ground hot underfoot;2 the 
deeply-thought-out disciplinary decisions of prison officers; sit
down strikes and other forms of defiance-these were the rea
sons why the ranks of the Disciplinary Brigade at Ekibastuz 
swelled steadily. The two stone wings of the prison and the 
Disciplinary Barracks (hut No. 2, near the stair building) could 
no longer hold them. Another Disciplinary Barracks was es
tablished (hnt No.8), specially for the Banderists. 

After every fresh escape and every fresh disturbance, the regime 

1. However. my wardmate in the Tasbkalt _ cIiDlc, an Uzbek camp prd, lOkI 
metbat thls~whichhespob withreluclantadmiratioD--had in factsuccealed. 

2. See 0aipIer 10. 
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in all three Special Sections became more and more severe. (For 
the historian of the criminal world we may note that the ''bitches'' 
in the Ekibastuz camp jail grumbled about it. "Bastards! Timeyou 
gave up this escaping. Because you keep trying to escape, they 
woo't let us breathe any more. You can get your mug bashed in 
for this sort of thing in an ordinary camp." In other words, they 
said what the bosses wanted them to say.) 

In summer, 1951, Disciplinary Barracks No.8 took it into their 
heads to escape all together. Tbey were about thirty meters from 
the camp boundary and made up their minds to tunnel. But too 
many tongues wagged and the Ukrainian lads discussed it almost 
openly among themselves, never thinking that any member of the 
Bandera army could be an informer-but some of them were. 
Tbeir tunnel was only a few meters long when they were sold 

The leaders of Disciplinary Barracks No. 2 were greatly vexed 
by this noisy stunt-not because they feared reprisals, as the 
''bitches'' did, but because they, too, were only thirty meters from 
the fence, and bad planned and made a start 00 a high-class tunnel 
before hut No.8. Now they were afraid that if the same thought 
bad occurred to both Disciplinary Barracks, the dog pack would 
realize it and check. But the Ekibastuz bosses were more afraid 
of escapes in vehicles, and made it their chief concern to dig 
trenches a meter deep around all the work sites and the living area, 
so that any vehicle trying to leave would plunge into them. As in 
the Middle Ages, waIls were not enough, and moats, too, were 
needed. An excavator neatly and accurately scooped out trenches 
of this kind, one after another, around all the sites. 

Disciplinary Barracks No.2 was a small compound, hemmed 
in with barbed wire, inside the big Ekibastuz compound. Its gate 
was always locked. Apart from the time spent at the limekilns, the 
disciplinary regime prisoners were allowed outside only for twenty 
minutes' exercise in their little yard. For the rest of the time they 
were locked up in their barracks, and crossed the main compound 
only to and from work line-up. Tbey were not allowed into the 
general mess ball at all; the cooks brought food to them in mess 
tins. 

As far as they were concerned, the limekilns were a chance to 
enjoy the sun and rest a bit, and they took care not to overstrain 
themselves shoveling noxious lime. When on top of this a murder 
took place at the end of August, 1951 (the criminal Aspanov killed 
the escaper Anikin with a crowbar: Anikin bad crossed the wire 
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with the help of a snowdrift during a blizzard, but had been 
recaptured a day later, which was'why he was in the Disciplinary 
Barracks [see also Part III, Chapter 14]), the Mining Trust refused 
to have any more to do with such "workers," and throughout 
September the disciplinary,regime prisoners were not marched out 
at all, but lived as if in a regular prison. 

There were many "committed escapers" among them, and in 
summer twelve well-matched men had gradually come together in 
a safe escape team. (Mohammed GadzhieV,leader of the Moslems 
in' Ekib8stuz; Vasily KuStarnikov;, Vasily Bryukhin; Valentin 
Ryzhkov; MutyaDoV; a Polish officer who made a hobby of tunne1-
ing; and' others.) They were equals, but Stepan Konovalov, a 
Cossack from the Kuban, was nonetheless the leading spirit. They 
sealed their compact with an oath: if anyone of them blabbed to 
a living soul, his number was up--either he would finish himself 
off' or the others would stick their knives in him. 

By then the Ekibastuz compound was aiready surrounded by a 
solid board fence four meters high. A belt of plowed land four 
meters Wide followt:d the fence. and outSide it a fifteen~meter 
forbidden area had been marked off, ending in a trench one meter 
deep. They resolved to dig a tunnel Uilder this whole defense zone, 
so carefully concealed that it could not possibly be discovered 
before'their escape. I~, 

A preliminary inspection showed that the barracks had shallow 
foundations,' and that with so little space under the floorboards 
there would be nowhere to put the excavated soil. The problem 
seemed insurmountable. Should they give up the idea ofescaping? 
••• Then someone remarked that there was plenty of~ in the 
10ft, and suigested hoisting the soil up into itl At first'thOught it 
wasn't worth ~dering. Raise dozens and dozeni of cubic me
ters of earth into the rafters, without attracting attention, through 
the living space of the barracks, which was constantly under 0b
servation, regularly inspected-raise it daily, hourly, and of 
course without spilling the merest pinCh for fear of giving them-
selvesaway? . 

, But when they thought of ,a way to do it, they were overjoyed, 
and their decision to escape was fuial. What helped them to decide 
was their choice of a "section," meaning a room. TheU- F'1IIIIisb. 
hut, originally intended for free workers, had been ereQtjd iathe 
compound by mistake ~ there wasn't another like it ~ 
in the camp: it had small rooms with three bunk beds wedged,-
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each of them (not seven, as everywhere else), so that each held 
twelve men. They selected a section in which some of their number 
were already Hving. By various means.-voluntary exchanges, 
forcing out unwanted roommates, teasing and ridiculing them 
(''you snore too loud, and you-toomuch")-they shunted 
outsiders to other sections and brought their own team together. 

The more strictly the DiscipliDary Barracks prisoners were 
segregated from the camp at large, the more severely they were 
punished and bullied, the higher their moral standing in the camps 
became. Any request from the prisoners in the DiscipliDary Bar
racks held the force of law for all in the camps. They now started 
ordering whatever technical aids they needed, and these were 
made on one or another of the work sites, carried, at some risk, 
past the "frisking" points, and passed with further risk on to the 
DiscipliDary Barracks-in the dishwash soup, in a loaf of bread, 
or with the medicines. . 

The tint things ordered and deHvered were knives and whet
stones. Then nails, screws, putty. cement, whiteDing, electric wire, 
casters. They neatly sawed through the grooved ends of three 
800rb0ards with their knives, removed the skirting board which 
held them down, drew the nails from the butt ends of these boards 
near the wall, and the nails which fastened them tQ a joist in the 
middle of the room. The three loosened planks they fastened 
widthwise to a lath underneath them, so that they formed a single 
slab. The main nail was driven into this lath from above. Its broad 
head was smeared with putty the same color as the ftoor, and 
dusted over. The slab fitted snugly into the 800r, and there was 
no way of getting a hold on it, bnt they never once pried it up by 
inserting an ax between the cracks. The way to raise the slab was 
to remove the skirting board, sHp a piece of wire into the Httle gap 
around the broad head of the ~ pull. Every time the 
tunnelers changed shifts, the skirting board was replaced and 
taken out all over again. Every day they ''washed the ftoor"
soaking the 8oorboards to make them swell and close up chinks 
or cracks. This entrGnce problem was one of the most important. 
The tunneling room was always kept particularly clean and in 
exemplary order. NobOdy lay on a bunk with his shoes on, nobody 
smoked, objects were not scattered arowid, there were no crumbs 
ia the lockers. Nowhere was there less reason for an inspectiq 
o8icer to finger. "Very civi1izec)." And on he went. 

The second problem was that of the lift-from the ground to 
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the loft. The tunneling section, like all the others, had a stove. A 
narrow space into which a man couldjust about squeeze had been 
left between stove and wall: the idea they had was to block up this 
space-tnmsfer it from the living area to the tumJeling area. In an 
unoccupied section they dismantled comp1etely ODe of the bunks. 
They used these p1auks to board up the gap. immediately covered 
them with lath and plaster, which they then whitewashed to 
match the stove. Could the warders remember in which of twenty 
little rooms in the barracks the stove was ftush with the wall, and 
in which it stood out a little? In fact. they didn't even spot the 
disappearance of the bunk bed. The ODe thins the jailers might 
have noticed in the first day or two was the wet plaster, but to do 
so they would have had to go around the stove and crouch over 
a bunk-and there was no point in this, because the section was 
in exemplary condition! Even if they had been caught out in this, 
it need not have meant that the tunneling operation had failed: this 
was merely work they had done to beautify .that section: the gap 
was always so dusty, and spoiled its appearanceI 

Only when the plaster and whitewash had dried out were the 
floor and ceiling of the DOW enclosed niche sawn through with 
knives, and a stepladder knocked together from the same canni
balized bunk bed pIaced the.re--so that the sballow space under 
the floor was connected with the spacious bower in the roof. It was 
a mine shaft, cut oft" from the gaze of their jailers, and the only 
mine for years in which these strons young men had felt like 
working themselves into a lather! 

Can any work in a prison camp merp with your~, absorb 
your whole soul, rob you of sleep? It can.,..-but only the work you 
do to escape! 

The next problem was that of digins. They must dig with 
knives, and keep them ~ much was obvious--b'llt this still 
left many other problems. For one thing, the ''mine SIIIWJIOI'~ 
coJcullltions" (Engineer Mutyanov): you must go down deep 
enough for safety, but no farther than was necessary, must take 
the shortest route, must determine the optimum CI'CIIIS section for 
the tunnel, must always know where you are, and fix the right 
point of exit. Then again. the organization 0/ shifts: you must dig 
aa many hours as poI8ib1e in every twenty-four, but without too 
many changes of shift, and taking cafe to be all present and 
impeccably correct at morning and evening inspections. Then 
there were worldng clothes to be thought of, and washing arranp-

---_._---_. 
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ments-you couldn't come up to the surface bedaubed with clay! 
Then the question of lighting-.how could you drive a tum. -I sixty 
meters long in the dark? They ran a wire under the floor and along 
the tunnel (atld still had to find a way to connect it up inconspicu
ously!). Then there must be a signal system: how did you recall th~ 
man digging at the far end of the tunnel and out of hearing, if 
someone entered the barracks unexpectedly? And how could the 
tunnelers safely signal that they must come out immediately? 

The strictness of the Disciplinary Barracks routine was also its 
weakness. The jailers could not creep up on the barracks and 
descend unexpectedly-tbey always had to follow the same path 
between the barbed-wire entanglements to the gate, undo the lock, 
then walk to the barracks and undo another lock, rattle the bolt. 
All their movements could easily be observed-not, it is true, from 
the window of the tunneling room, but from that of the empty 
"cabin," by the entrance-all they had to do was to keep an 
observer there. Signals to the working force were given by lamps: 
two blinks meant Caution, prepare to evacuate; repeated blinks 
meant Danger! Red alert! Hop out quickly! 

Before they went under the floor they stripped naked, putting 
all their clothes under pillows or under a mattress as they took 
them off. Once past the trap door, they slipped through a narrow 
aperture beyond which no one would have supposed that there 
could be a wider chamber, where a light bulb burned continually 
and working jackets and trousers were laid out. Four others, 
naked and dirty (the retiring shift), scrambled up above and 
washed themselves thoroughly (the clay hardened in little balls on 
their body hair, and had to be soaked off or pulled away with the 
hair). 

All this work was already in progress when the careless tunnel
ing operation from Disciplinary Barracks No. 8 was discovered. 
You can easily understand the annoyance, or rather the outrage, 
of the artists whose ingenious conception had been so insulted. But 
nothing disastrous happened. 

At the beginning of September, after nearly a year in prison, 
Tenno and Zhdanok were transferTed (returned) to this Discipli
nary Barracks. As soon as he got his breath back, Tenno became 
restless-he ,must plan his escape! But however he reproached 
them with letting the best season for escape slip by, with sitting 
around and doing nothing, no one in the Disciplinary Barracks, 
not even the most committed and desperate escapers, reacted. 



Escopes-Momk and Mec,",nks I 211 

(The tunnelers had three four-man shifts, and a thirteenth man, 
whoever he might be, was of no use to them.) Then Tenno, with
out beating about the bush, suggested tunneliDg-and they replied 
that they had already thought of it, but that the foundations were 
too shallow. (This was heartless, of course: looking into the eager 
face of a proven escaper and apathetically sbakittg your head is 
like forbidding a clever hunting dog to soift" out game.) But Tenno 
knew these lads too well to believe in dIia epidemiC of indift'erence. 
They couldn't all have gone rotteD at cmeeI 

So he and Zhdanok kept them under keen and expert observa
tion-something of which the warders were incapable. Tenno 
noticed that the lads often went for a smoke to the same "cabin" 
near the entrance, always one at a time" never in company. That 
the door of their section was alWllJll OR the hook in the daytime, 
that if you knocked they didn't open jmmediately, and that some 
of them would be sound asleep, as though the nights weren't long 
enough. Or else Vaska Bryukhin would come out all wet from the 
room where the close-stool was kept. "What are you up to?" "Just 
thought rd have awash." 

They were digging, no doubt about itl But where? Why 
wouldn't they tell him? Tenno went first to one, then to another, 
and tried bid. "Yon ought to be mcm: careful about it, Iadsl It 
doesn't matter if I spot you digging, but what if an informer does?" 

In the end. they had a confab and apeed to take in Tenno and 
three suitable companions. They inYited him to inspect the room 
and see if he could find any traces. Tamo felt and sniffed every 
inch of wall and floorboard. and found nothingl-to his delight 
and the delight of all the lads. Tremblini with joy, he slid under 
the floor to work for himself. 

The shift underground was deployed as follows: One man, lying 
down, picked away at the face; another, crouching behind him, 
stu1fed the loose earth into small canvas bags specia1ly made for 
the purpose; a third, on all fours, dragged the bags backward along 
the tunnel, by means of straps over his shoulders, then went 1lIlder 
the floor to the shaft and attached them one by one to a hook 
lowered from the loft. The fourth man was up there. He threw 
down the empty bags, hauled up the full ones, carried them, 
treading lightly, to dift'erent parts of the attic, scattered their 
contents in a thin layer over the whole area, and at the end of the 
shift covered this soil with cinders, of which there were a lot in 
the loft. The team might change jobs in the course of the shift, but 
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did not always do so, because not everyone could perform the 
heaviest, utterly exhausting jobs: digging and dragging the soil 
away. . 

To begin with they dmgged two bags at a time, but then they 
made it four. For this purpose they finagled a wooden tray from 
the cooks, which they towed along with the sacks on it. The strap 
went around the neck from behind, then passed under the armpits. 
Necks were rubbed raw, shoulders ached, knees were bruised; 
after a single trip a man was in a lather, and after a whole shift, 
you could pour him into a jug. 

The digging had to be done in a very uncomfortable position. 
There was a short-handled shovel, which they sharpened every 
time. With this they had to cut vertical grooves to the depth of 
a bayonet thrust; then, semi-recumbent, with their backs against 
the fresh-dug earth, they had to gouge lumps of earth and throw 
them over their shoulders. The soil was sometimes stony, some
times stiff clay. They had to go around the biggest stones, making 
a bend in the tunnel. An eight-to-ten-hour shift added not more 
than two meters lengthwise, and sometimes less than a meter. 

The worst of it was the lack of air in the tunnel: your head 
swam, you fainted, you felt sick. So yet another problem had to 
be -solved-that of ventilation. Air holes could be bored only 
upward-into that most dangerous area near the boupdary fence, 
which was under constant surveillance. But without them breath
ing was impossible. They ordered a steel "propeller" blade, fixed 
a stick to. it crosswise, so that they had something like a carpen
ter's brace, and bored their first hole to the wide world outside. 
A draft was created, and breathing was easier. (When the tunnel 
went beyond the fence and outside the camp, they made another 
hole.) 

They were forever sharing their experience, advising each 
other how best to do things. And reckoning up how far they had 
gone. 

The escape hole, or tunnel, plunged under the foundation wall, 
and from then on diverged from the straight only to avoid stones 
or because of inaccurate digging. It was half a meter wide and 
ninety ceiltimeters high. and it had a vaulted roof. Its top, accord
ing to their calculations, was aboui 1.3 or 1.4 meters from the 
surface. The sides of the tunnel were reinforced with planks, and 
as they advanced the electric cable was extended and more and 
more electric bulbs were hung up. 
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If you looked along it, it was like an un~erground railway, a 
Gulag metrol 

. By now the tunnel had gone some dozens of meters, and they 
were digging beyond the boundary fence. Overhead the tramp of 
guards .on their rounds, and the barking and. whining of dogs, 
could be clearly heard. 

When suddenly .•. one day suddenly, after moming inspection, 
before the day shift had gone below and (aCcording to the team's 
strict rules) while nothing incriminating was visible, they saw a 
pack of jailers walking toward the barracks,. with the short and 
short-tempered chief prison officer Lieutenant Machelmovsky at 
their head. The escapers' hearts sank. Had they been detected? 
Had they been sold? Or was it just a random check? 

An order rang out: "Collect your petsona1 belongings! Out, out 
of the barracks, every last manl" 

The order was obeyed. All the prisoners were driven out and 
squatted on their .haunches in the little exercise yard. From .inside 
dull thuds were heard-they were stripping the planks ti:om the 
bunks. "Get your tools in hereI" Machekhovsky yelled. And the 
jailers dragged in their crowbars and axes. They could hear boards 
creaking and groaning as they were ripped up; 

Such is the fate of the escaper! Not only would all their clever
ness, their work, their hopes, their excitement go for nothing, but 
it would mean the punishment cells again, beatings, interroga
ti~ fresh sentences. ... 

However ... neither Machekhovsky nor any of the jailers. ran 
out waving their arms in savage glee. They came out perspiring, 
brushing oft'dirt and dust, panting, IlOt a bit pleased to have done 
all that donkey work in vain. A half-hearted order: "Step up one 
at a time." A search of personal belongings began. The prisoners 
retun;led to the barracks. What a shambles! 'Ibe. floor had been 
taken up in several places (where the boards had been badly nailed 
down or there were obvious cracks). In the sections everything 
had been tossed around, and even the bunks had been ~y 
tipped over. Oniy in the ci)lillzed section had·nothing been dis
turbed. 

Prisoners IlOt in on the secret were outraged: "Why can't they 
sit still, the dogs?1 What do they think they're looking for'l" 

The escapers realized now how clever they had been not to stack 
piles of soil under the floor: they would have been spotted at once 
through the gaps in the boards. Whereas no one had climbed into 
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the loft-you could only escape from the loft with wings/In any 
case, everything up there was carefully covered with cinders. 

The dogs hadn'l nosed out Ihe gamel What joy! If you work 
stubbornly, and keep a close watch on yourself, you are bound to 
reap your reward. Now we know we shall finish the job! There 
were six or eight meters to go to the circular trench. (The last few 
meters had to be dug with special precision, so that the tunnel 
would come out at the bottom of the trench-neither higher nor 
lower.) 

What then? Konovalov, Mutyanov, Gadzhiev, and Tenno had 
by now worked out a plan, to which the other twelve agreed. The 
escape would be in the evening at about ten O'clock, when the 
evening inspection had been carried out throughout the camp, the 
jailers had dispersed to their homes or gone off to the staff hut, the 
sentries had been relieved on the watchtowers, and the changing 
of the guard was over. 

They would go down into the underground passage one by one. 
The last man would watch the camp grounds from the cabin till 
the others were down; then he and the last but one would nail the 
removable part of the skirting board firmly to the boards of the 
trap door so that when they let it fall behind them the skirting 
board also would fit into place. The broad-headed nail would be 
drawn downward till it would go no farther, and in addition to all 
this, bolts would be ready under the floor to fasten the trap door, 
so that it would not budge even if anyone tried to wrench it 
upward. 

Another thing4efore escaping they would remove the grating 
from one of the corridor windows. The warders, finding sixteen 
men missing at morning inspection, would not immediately con
clude that they had tunneled their way out, but would rush to 
search the compound, thiIlking that the Disciplinary Barracks 
prisoners had gone to settle accoUnts with informers. They would 
also look in the other camp area, in case the missing men had 
climbed over the wall into it. It was a beautiful job! They'd never 
fintl tile- tunnel, there were no tracks under the window, and 
sixteen men had gone--carried by angels up to heaven! 

They would crawl out into the peripheral trench, then creep 
along the bottom away from the watchtower (the exit from the 
tunnel was too close to it); they would go out to the road one by 
one; they would leave intervals between groups of four, to avoid 
arousing suspicion and to give themselves time to look around (the 
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last man would take another precaution: he would close the escape 
hole from outside with a wooden manhole cover smeared with 
clay, pressing it home with the weight of his body, and then 
covering it with earth; so that in the morning it would be impossi
ble to discover any trace of a tunnel from the trench either. 

They would go through the settlement in groups, making loud 
carefree jokes. If there should be any attempt to stop them, they 
would all join in resisting it, with knives if need be. 

The general assembly point was a railway crossing much used 
by motor vehicles. There was a hump in the road where it crossed 
the traCks, and they would all lie on the ground nearby without 
being seen. The crossing was rough (they had seen it and walked 
over it on their way to work), the boards had been laid any old 
way, and lorries, whether carrying coal or empty, struggled across 
it slowly. Two men would raise their hands to stop a lorry as it 
was leaving the crossing, and approach the driver's cab from both 
sides. They would ask for a lift. At night drivers were more often 
than not alone. If this one was, they would immediately draw their 
knives, overpower him, and make him sit in the middle, while 
Valka Ryzhkov took the wheel, all the others hopped into the 
back, and-full speed ahead to Pavlodarl They could certainly put 
130 or 140 kilometers behind them in a few hours. They would 
tum otrupstream before they reached the terry (their eyes had not 
been idle when they were first brought to these parts), tie the 
driver up and leave him lying in the bushes, abandon the lorry, 
row across the Irtysh, split up into groups-andgo their different 
waysl The grain crop was being taken into storage just then, and 
all the roads were full of lorries. 

They were due to finish work on October 6. Two days earlier, 
on the fourth, two members of the g(Oup were transferred: Tenno 
and Volodya Krlvoshein, the thief. They tried reporting sick in 
order to stay behind at any price, but the operations officer prom
ised to transport them in handcutrs, whatever their condition. 
They decided that excessive resistance would arouse suspicion. 
They sacrificed themselves for their friends- and submitted. 

So Tenno did not benefit from his insistence on joining the 
tunneling party. Instead of him, the thirteenth man would be his 
recruit and protege, Zhdanok, who was by now far too unstable 
and erratic. It was a bad day for Stepan Konovalov and his friends 
when they gave in and told Tenno their secret. 

They finished digging and ended in the right place. Mutyanov 
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·had made no mistake. But there was snow on the ground. and they 
postponed their flight until it was drier. 

On October 9 they did everything preciseIy as planned. The first 
four emerged successfully-Konovalov, Ryzhkov, Mutyanov, 
and the Pole, who was his regular partner in escapes involving 
engineering. 

But the next to crawl into the trench was the hapless little·Kolya 
Zhdanok. It was no fault of his, of course, that footsteps were 
suddenly heard up above and not far away. But he should have 
been patient, lain down, made himself -inconspicuous, and crawled 
on when the footsteps had passed. Instead, in his usual smart
aleck way, he stuck his head out. He had to see who was walking 
up there. 

The quickest louse is first on the nit comb. But as well as 
himself, this stupid loUSe destroyed an escape team equally re
markable for the cogency of their plan and for their ability to work 
smoothly together-ruined fourteen long and difficult lives whose 
paths had intersected in this escape. In each of these lives this 
attempt had a special importance; without it past and future were 
meaningless. On each of them people somewhere still depended
women, children, and children still unborn. But a louse raised its 
head, and the whole thing went up in smoke.-

The passer-by proved to be the deputy guard commander. He 
saw the louse, shouted, fired. And so the guards, although the plan 
had been far too clever for them and they had no inkling of it, 
became heroes. And my reader the Marxist Historian, tapping the 
page with his ruler, asks me in his patronizing drawl: 

"ye-e-es . . . but why didn't you run away? Why didn't you 
revolt? ... n 

The escapers had levered back the grating, crawled into the 
hole, and nailed the skirting board to the trap-and now they had 
to crawl slowly, painfully back. 

Who has ever plumbed such depths of disillUSionment and de
spair? Seen such. efforts so insultingly derided? 

They went back, switched off the lights in the tunnel, fitted the 
grating in its socket. 

Very soon the whole Disciplinary Barracks was swarming with 
camp officers, division officers, escort troops, jailers. All prisoners 
were checked -against the records, and driven into the stone jail. 

But they did not find the tunnel! (How long would they have 
searched if everything had gone according to plan?) Near the place 
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where Zhdanok had broken COlIer. they found a half-filled-in hole. 
But even when they followed the tunnel under the barracks, they 
could Rot understand how the men had got down there or where 
they had put the earth. 

But the ciPilized section was four men short, and they gave the 
remaining eight a merciless going over: the easiest way for bone
heads to get at the truth. 

What point was there in further concealment? . . . 
Later on, guided tours of the tunnel were arranged for the whole 

garrison and all the jailers. Major MaJcsimenko, the big-bellied 
commandant of the Ekibastuz camp, used to boast to other area 
commandants at Gulag HQ: "You should see the tunnel at my 
place. Like the metrol aut we ... our vigilance ... " 

No; just one little louse . . . 

The hue and cry also prevented the first four out from reaching 
the railway crossing. The plan had collapsed! They climbed the 
fence of an empty work site on the other side of the road; walked 
through it, climbed the fence again, and headed out onto the 
steppe. They decided against waiting in the settlement to pick up 
a lorry because it was already full of patrols. 

Like Tenno the year before, they quickly lost speed and faith. 
They set off southwest, toward Semipalatinsk. They had neither 

provisions nor strength for a long journey on foot-in the past day 
or two they had strained themselves to the breaking point finishing 
the tunnel.· 

On the fifth day of their run they looked in at a yurt and asked 
the Kazakhs for something to eat. They, needless to say, refused 
and shot at these hungry people with a hunting rifte. (Is this 
tradition native to these shepherds of the steppe? And if not, 
where does it come from?) 

Stepan Konovalov ·attacked a Kazakh, knife against gun, and 
took the gun and some provisions from him. They went on farther. 
But the Kazakhs tracked them down on horseback, came upon 
them near the Irtysh, and summoned an operations group. 

After that they were surrounded, beaten to a bloody pulp, and 
after that ... There's no need to continue. ... 

If anyone can show me any attempt to escape by nineteenth- or 
twentieth-century Russian revolutionaries attended with such 
difficulties, such an absence of support frOm outside, such a hostile 
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attitude on the part oftbesurrounding population, su~h lawless 
reprisals against the recapt1,U'ed:....}et him do sol 

And after th(lt let him say, if he can, that we did not put 
up a fight. .. 



Chapter 9 

• 
The Kids with Tommy Guns 

The camps were guarded by men in long greatcoats with black 
cuffs. They were guarded by Red Afmy men. They were guarded 
by prisoner guards. They were guarded by elderly reservists. Last 
came the robust youngsters born during the First Five;-Year Plan, 
who had seen no war service when they took their nice new 
Tommy guns and set about guarding us. 

Twice-every day, for an hour at a time, we and they shuftled 
along, tied together in silent and deadly brotherhood: anyone 
of them was at liberty to -kill anyone of us: Every moming -we 
dawdled listlessly along, we on the road and they on the shoul
der, to a pIacC where neither they nor we wished to go. Every 
evening we stepped out briskly-we to our pen, they to theirs. 
Since neither we nor they had my real home, these pens were 
home to us. 

We walked with never a glance at their sheepskincioats and 
their Tommy guns-what were they to us? They walked watching 
our dark ranks all the time. It was there in the regulations that 
they must watch us all the time. Orders were orders. Duty was 
duty. Any Wrong movement, any false step, they must cut short 
with a bullet. 

How did they think of us, in our dark jackets, oUr gray caps of 
Stalin fur,· our grotesque felt boots that had served three sen
tences and shed four soles, our crazy quilt of number patches? 
Decent people would obviously never be treated like that. . 

Was it surprising that our appearance mspired disgust?-It was 
intended to do just that. From their narrow footpaths the free 
inhabitants of the settlement, especially the schoolchildren and 
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their women teachers, darted terrified glances at our columns as 
we were led down the broad street. They showed how much they 
dreaded that we, the devil's brood of fascism, might suddenly go 
berserk, overcome the convoy guards, and rush around looting, 
raping, burning, and killing. Obviously such bestial creatures 
could conceive no other desires. And inhabitants of the settlement 
were protected from these wild beasts by ... convoy troops. The 
noble convoy troops. A sergeant of convoy guards, inviting the 
schoolteacher to dance in the club we had built for them, could 
feel like a knigllt in shining armor. 

These kids watched us the whole time, from the cordon and 
from the watchtowers, but they were not allowed to know any
thing about us; they were allowed only the right to shoot without 
warningl 

If they had just visited us in our huts of an evening, sat on our 
bunks and heard why this old man, or the other old fellow over 
there, was inside ... those towers would have been ~ed and 
those Tommy guns would never have fired. 

But the whole cunning and strength of the system was in the 
fact that our deadly bond was forged from ignorance. Any sympa- -
thy they showed for us was punish&ble as treason; any wish to 
speak to us, as a breach of a solemn oath. And what was the point 
of talking to us when the political instructor would come at fixed 
intervals to lead a discussion an the political and moral character 
of the enemies of the people whom they were guarding. He would 
explain in detail and with much repetition how dangerous these 
scarecrows were and what a burdlm to the state. (Which made it 
all the more tempting to try them out as living targets.) He would 
bring some files under his arm and say that the Special Section had 
let .him take a few cases just for the evening. He would read out 
some typewritten pages about evil doings for which all the ovens 
of Auschwitz would not be punishment enough-attributing them 
to the electrician who was-mending the light on a poSt nearby, or 
to the carpenter from whom certain soldiers had imprudently 
thought of ordering lockers. 

The political instructor will never ·contradict himself, never 
make a slip. He will never tell· the boys that some people are 
imprisoned here simply for believing in God, or simply for desir
ingtruth, or simply for love of justice. Or indeed for nothing at 
all. 

The whole strength of the system is in the fact that one man 
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cannot speak directly to another, but only through an officer or 
a political instructor. 

The whole strength of these boys lies in their ignorance. 
The whole strength of the camps is in these boY$. The boys with 

the red shoulder tabs. The murderers from watchtowers, the hunt-
ers of fugitives. . 

Here is one such political lesson, as remembered by a former 
convoy guard (at Nyroblag). "Lieutenant Samutin was a lanky, . 
narrow-shouldered man, and his head was flat above the temples. 
He looked like a snake. He was towheaded and almost without 
eyebrows. We knew that in the past he had shot people with his 
own hands. Now he was a political instructor, reciting in a monot
onous voice: 'The enemies of the people, over whom you stand 
guard, are the- same as the Fascists, filthy scum. We embody the 
power and the punitive. sword of the Motherland and we must be 
firm. No sentimentality, no pity.' " 

That is how they mold the boys who make a point of kicking 
a runaway's head when he is down. The boY$ who can boot a pieCe 
of bread out of the mouth of a gray-haired old man in handcuft's. 
Who can look with indifference at a shackled runaway jounced on 
the splintery boards of a lorry; his face is bloodied, his head is 
battered, but they look on unmoved. For they are the Mother
land's punitive sword, and he, so they say, is an American colonel. 

After Stalin's death. then living iri eternal banishment. I was a 
patient in an ordinary free Tashkent clinic. Suddenly I· heard a 
patient. a young Uzbek, telling his neighbors about his service in 
the army. His unit had, he said, kept guard on beasts and butchers. 
The Uzbek admitted that the convoy guards were also somewhat 
underfed, and it enraged them that prisoners, like miners, got 
rations (If, of course, they fulfilled the norm by 120 percent) not 
much smaller than those of honest soldiers. It also enraged them 
that they, the convoy guards,had to freeze on top of watchtowers 
in the winter (m sheepskin coats down to their heels, it's true), 
while -the enemies of the people, once they entered the working 
area, scattered about the warming-up shacks (even from the 
watchtower he could have seen that it was not so) and. slept there 
all day (he seriously imagined- that the state's treatment of its 
enemies was philanthropic). 

Here was an interesting opportunity-to look at a Special Camp 
through the eyes of a convoy guardli began asking what kind of 
reptiles they were and whether my Uzbek friend had talked to 
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them personally. And of course he told me that he had learned all 
this from political officers, that they had even had "cases" read out 
to them in their political indoctrination sessions. And his mali
cious misconceptions about prisoners sleeping all day had of 
course been reinforced in him by the approving nods of officers. 

Woe unto you that cause these little ones to stumble. Better for 
you had you never been born! . . . . 

The Uzbek also told us that a private in the MVD troops 
received 230 rubles a month. (Twelve times more than he would 
in the armyl Why such generosity? Perhaps his service was twelve 
times more difficult?) And in the polar regions as much as 400 
rubles for a fixed period of service, and with all expenses covered._ 

He further told us of a number of incidents. Once, for instance, 
one of his comrades was marching in convoy and fancied that 
somebody was about to run out of the column. He pressed his 
trigger and killed five prisoners with a single burst. Since all the 
other guards later testified that the column had been moving 
qu:etIy along, this soldier incurred a terrible punishment: for kill
ing five people he was put in detention for ~ days (m a warm 
guardhouse, of course). 

But which of the Archipelago's .inhabitants has no stories of this 
sort to tell! ... We knew so many of them in the Corrective Labor 
Camps. On a work site which had no fence but an invisible bound
ary line, a shot rang out and a prisoner fell dead: he had stepped 
over the line, they said. He may have done nothing of the sort
the line was invisible, remember-but no one else would hurry 
over to check, for fear of lying beside him. Nor would a commis
sion come to verify where the dead man's feet were lying. Perhaps. 
though, he had overstepped the line-after all, the guards could 
keep their eyes on it, whereas the prisoners had to work. The most 
conscientious prisoner. the prisoner with thoughts for nothing but 
his work, is the one most likely to be shot in this way. At Novo
chunka station (Ozerlag), haymaking. a prisoner sees a little more 
hay two or three steps away and like a thrifty peasant decides to 
rake it in. A bullet! And the soldier gets . . . a month's leavel 

Sometimes a particular guard is angry with a particular prisoner 
(for refusing to do him a favor. or failing to make something 
ordered), and avenges himself with a bullet. Sometimes it is done 
treacherously: the guard orders the prisoner to fetch something 
from beyond the boundary-line, The prisoner goes oft'unsuspect
ingly-and the guard shoots. Or perhapS he tosses him a cigarette 
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-here, have a smoke! Even a cigarette will serve as bait for a 
prisoner, contemptible creature that he is. 

Why do they shoot? Sometimes there's no answer. In Kengir, 
for instance, in a tightly organized camp, in broad daylight when 
tJlere was not the faintest possibility of an escape, a girl called 
Lida, a Western Ukrainian, contrived to wash h~ stockings in 
working hours and put them out to dry on the sloping ground of 
the camp fringe area. The man on the tower took aim and killed 
her outright. (There was some vague rumor that he tried to com
mit suicide afterward.) 

Why? Because the man Jlas a gun! Because one man has the 
arbitrary power to kill or not to kill another.-

What's more-it pays! The bosses are always on your side. 
They'll never punish you for killing somebody. On the contrary, 
they'll commend you, reward you, and the quicker you are on the 
trigger-bring him down when he's only put half a foot wrong
the more vigilant you are seen to be, the higher your reward! A 
month's pay. A month's leave. (Put yourselfin the position ofHQ: 
what sort of division is it that can point to no display of vigilance? 
What is wrong with its officers? Or perhaps the zeks are so docile 
that the guard can be reduced? A security system once created 
needs deaths!) 

Indeed, a sort of competition springs up between sharpshooters: 
you killed somebody and. bought butter with your prize money, 
so ru kill somebody and buy butter, too. Want to pop home and 
paw your girl a bit? Just plug that gray thing over there and away 
you go for a month. 

These were all cases of a kind familiar to us in the Corrective 
Labor Camps. But in the Special Camps there were novelties: 
shooting straight into a marching column, for -instance, as the 
Uzbek's comrade did. Or as they did at the guardhouse in Ozerlag 

-. on September 8, 1952~ Or shooting from the towers into the camp 
area. 

It meant that they'd been trained to it. This was the work of the 
political officers. 

In Kengir in May, 1953, these kids with Tommy guns suddenly 
and -without provocation opened fire on a column which had 
halted outside the camp and was waiting to be searched on entry. 
Sixteen were wounded-but these were no ordinary wounds. The 
guards were USing dumdum bullets, which capitalists and sOcial
ists had long ago joined in banning. The bullets left craters in their 
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bodies, tore holes in their entrails and their jaws, mangled their 
extremities. 

Now, why should convoy guards at a Special Camp be 
armed with dumdum bullets? On whose authority? We shall 
never know .... 

All the same, they were very hurt when they read in my story 
that prisoners ca1Ied their escort troops "screws," saw the word 
repeated for all the world to hear. No, no, the prisoners should 
have loved them and ca1Ied them guardian angelsl 

One of these youngsters-ane of the better 'ones, it's true, who 
didn't take offense but wants to defend the truth as he sees it
is Vladilen Zadomy, born 1933, served in the MVD troops (Infan
try Guard Unit) at Nyroblag from the age of eighteen to the age 
of twenty. He has written me several letters. 

Boys did not join of their own wish-they were called up by the C0mmis
sariat of War. The Commissariat passed them on to the Ministry of' 
Internal Aftilirs: The boys were taught to shoot and stand go¢. The 
boys cried with the cold at night. What the hell did they want with places 
like Nyroblag and all that they contained. You mustn't blame the lads 
-they were soldiers, serving their Motherland, and although there were 
things they didn't understand about this absurd and dreadful form of 
service [How much, then, did they understand? . .. It's either all or 
nothing-A.S.], they had taken their oath. Their service was not easy. 

That is frank and honest. There is something to think about 
here. These lads were shut up inside a picket fence of words: 
Remember your oath! Serving your Motheriandl You're soldiers 
nowl 

Yes, but their underlying ~mmon humanity must have been 
weak, or altogether lacking, if it was not proof against an oath and 
a few political discussion periods. Not every generation, and not 
every people, is of the stuff from which such boys are fashioned. 

This is surely the main problem of the twentieth century: is it 
permissible merely to carry out orders and comInit one's con
science to someone else's-keeping? Can a man do without ideas of 
his own about good and evil, and merely derive them from the 
printed instructions and verbal orders of his superiors? Oaths! 
Those solemn pledges pronounced with a tremor in the voice and 
intended to defend the people against evildoers: see how easily 
they can be misdirected to the service of evildoers and against the 
people! 



The Kids with Tommy Guns I 225 

Let us remember what Vasily Vlasov meant to say to his execu
tioner back in 1937. "It is your fault! You alone are to blame that 
they kill people! My death is on your head alone. and you must 
live with that! If there were no executioners, there would be no 
executions'" . 

If there were no convoy troops, there would be no camps. 
Of course, neither our contemporaries nor history will ig

nore the hierarchy of guilt. Of course, it is obvious to all that 
their officers were more guilty; the security officers more guilty 
still; those who drew up the orders and instructions even more 
guilty, and those who ordered them to be drawn up most 
guilty of all.1 

But shots were fired, camps were guarded, Tommy guns were 
held at the ready, not by them, but by those boys! Men were kicked 
about the head as they lay on the ground-by no one else, by those 
boys! 

Vladilen writes also: 

They dinned into us, they forced us to learn by he8rt USO 43SS-the 
1943 Regulations of the Infantry Prison Guard (Top Secret)La cruel 
and frightening document. Then there was the oath. Then we had to heed 
the security officers and political officers. There was slander and denun
ciations. Cases were trumped up against some of the soldiers themselves . 
• • • Divided as they were by the stockade and the barbed wire, the men 
in the overall jackets and the men in greatcoats were equally prisoners 
-the former fOr twenty-five years, the latter for three. 

It is putting it rather strongly to say that the infantrymen were 
. also imprisoned. only not by a military tribunal, but by the Com
missariat of War. Equally prisoners they were not-because the 
people in greatcoats could freely cut down with their Tommy guns 
people in work jackets, mow down a crowd of them, indeed, as we 
shall soon see. 

Vladilen further explains that: 

1. 'I1ds docs DOt IIIC8D tbal tbcy will be brouaIJt to trial Someo1Je sbouJd ascertain 
whether tbcy l1l1I 8Idis8ed with their peasioDs and cIacbas. 

2.1 WODder, by the way, w1setherwe are fully aware of the part wbich tbissiniaterdouble 
sIblIant playa in our Uves, in ODe abbreviation after 1IIICItIJer,.besiDDiD8 with ICPSS [CPSU 
-commllllistParty of the SovidUakm-Tnms.1and JCPSS.ovtsy(Party1llflllJbels}. Here 
_lind tbal the regu1aIioDs, too, were ss [~.....wmJl-top _-Tnms.J, as 
is everythiaa exeessivcIy secret. Obviously, those who drafted these regulatioDs were COlI' 
scious of their COIIInesa, but drafted them nonetheless and at wbat a time: _ bad just 
cIriYeIl the Oenaam back 60m StaliJJaradI One _ fiuit of the people's victoIy. 
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The lads were of all sorts. There were blinkered old sweats who hated 
zeks. Incidentally, the new recruits fiom some ethnic minorities-Bash
kir, Buryat, Yakut-were very keen. Then there were those whojust 
didn't care-the majority. They perfonned their service quiedy and 
uncomplainingly. What they liked best was the tear-olf calendar and post 
time. Finally there were decent chaps who felt sorry for the zeks as 
victims of misfortune. And most of us realized that our service was 
unpopular with the people. When we went on leave we did not wear 
uniforins. 

VIadilen's own life story is his best argument in support of his 
ideas; though we must remember that there were very few like 
him. 

He was allowed into the convoy guard service by an oversight 
on the part of a lazy Special Section. His stepfather. the old trade 
union official Voinino, bad beenBlTested in 1937. and his mother 
expelled from the Party as a result. His father. who bad com
manded a Cheka squad. and bad been a Party member since 1917. 
made haste to disown both his former wife and his son (and so he 
kept his Party card, but he was nevertheless demoted).' His 
mother tried to wash away her stain as a blood donor during the 
war. (It was all right; Party members and non-Party members 
alike took her blood.) The boy "bad hated the bluecaps* from 
childhood, and now they put one on my own bead. ... The terrible 
night when people in my father's uniform roughly searched my cot 
bad left too deep a mark in my young memory." 

I was not a good convoy guard: I used to get into conversation with the 
zeks and do them favors. I would leave my rifle by the campfire while 
I went to buy things for them at the stall or post their letters. I daresay 
that there were people at the Intermediate, Mysakort, and Parma Sepa
rate Camp Sites who stilt remembered Private VolodyL A prisoner 
foreman told me: "If you look at people and hear their troubles you will 
understand .... " I ssw my grandfather, my uncle, my aunt in every one 
of the political prisoners. ••. I simply hated my oflicers; I grumbled and 
complained and told the other soldiers: "There are the real enemies of 
the peoplel" For this, for open insubordination ("sabotage"), and for 
consorting with a zeit, I was sent for interrogation. ••. Lanky Samutin 
•.• whipped me across the face, rapped my knuckles with a paperweight 
••. because I would not give him a signed confession that I had posted 

3. Although we have 10118 sao 1earned to expect anythiug, then: are stil1 a few surprises 
left: because his abandoned wife's second husband is arrested, must a man disown his 
four-year-old son? And not just 80y mao. but a squad c:onim.ncIer in the a.eta? 
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letters for zeks. I would have squelched that tapeworm-rm a silver 
medalist at boxiDg I could cross myself with an eighty-pound weight
but there were two warders banging on to me. ... Still, the interrogators 
had other thinp on their minds-the MVD in 1953 didn't know whether 
it was coming or going. They didn't put me insido-they just gave me 
a dishonorable discharge under Article 47-0: "Discharpd from the_ 
orpIIS of the MVD for extreme insubonIination and gross breaches of 
MVD regu1ations." Then they threw me out of the divisional guard
house, beaten up and frozen, to make my way home. . . . Anen, a 
foreman, released at this time, looked after me on the way. 

Let us imagine that a convoy guard ojJicer wanted to show the 
prisoners some leniency. He could, of course, only do it through 
his soldiers and in their presence. Which means that, given the 
general savagery, it would be "embarrassing" and in fact impossi
ble. Besides, someone would immediately inform on him. 

That'.s the system for you! 



'Chapter 10 

• 
Behind the Wire the Ground Is' 
Burning 

No, the surprising thing is not that mutinies and risings did not 
occur in the camps, but that in spite of everything they did. 

Like all embarrassing events in our history-which means 
tbree-quarters of what really happened-these mutinies have been 
neatly cut out, and th~ gap hidden with an invisible join. Those 
who took part in them have been destroyed, and even remote 
witnesses frightened into silence; the reports of those who sup
"pressed them have been burned or hidden in safes within safes 
within safes-so that the risings have already become a myth, 
although some of them happened only fifteen and others only ten 
years ago. (No wonder some say that there was no Christ, no 
Buddha, no Mohammed. There' you're dealing in thousands of 
years .... ) 

When it can no longer disturb any living person, historians will 
be given access to what is left of the documents, archaeologists will 
do a little digging, heat something in a laboratory, and the dates, 
locations, contours of these risings, with the names of their lead
ers, will come to light. 

We shall see the first outbreaks, like the Retyunin aft'air of 
JanuaQ>, 1942, in the Osh-Kurye Separate Camp Site neat Ust
Usy. Retyuuin is said to have been a free employee, perhaps even 
in charge of this detachment. He sounded the call to the 58's and 
the socially harmful (Article 7, Section 35) and rallied a few 
hundred volunteers. They disarmed the convoy (which consisted 
of short-sentence prisoner guards) and escaped with some horses 
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into the forest, to live as partisans. They were killed off gradually. 
In spring, 1945, people who had no connection with it at all were 
still being jailed for the Retyunin affair. 

Perhaps we (no, not we ourselves) shall learn at the same time 
about the legendary rising in 1948 at public works site No. 501, 
where the Sivaya Maska-Salekhard railway was under construc
tion. It was legendary because everybody in. the camps talked 
about it in whispers, but no one really knew anything. Legendary 
also because it broke out not in the Special Camp system, where 
the mood and the grounds for it by now existed, but in a Correc
tive Labor Camp, where people were isolated from each other by 
fear of informers and trampled under foot by thieves, where even 
their right to be "politicals" was spat upon, and where a prison 
mutiny therefore seemed inconceivable. 

According to the rumors, it was all the work of ex-soldiers 
(recent ex-soldiersl). It could not have been otherwise. Without 
them the 58's lacked stamina, spirit, and leadership. But these 
young men (hardly any of them over thirty) were officers and 
enlisted men from our fighting armies, or their fellows who had 
been prisoners of war; among these some had been with VlasOv or 
Krasnov, or in the nationalist units. There were men who had 
fought against each other, but here oppression united them. These 
young men who had served on all fronts in a world war, who were 
expert in modern infantry warfare, camouftage, and picking off 
patrols-these young men, except those who were scattered sing
ly, still retained in W48 their wartime elan and belief in them
selves, and they could· not accept the idea thilt men like them
selves, whole battalions of them, should mciekly die. Even escape 
seemed to them a contemptible half-measure, rather like deserting 
one by one instead of facing the eDClPY together. 

It was all planned and begun m ~ particUlar team. An ex
colonel called Voronin or Voronov; a one-eyed man, is said to 
have been the leader. A first lieutenai1't of armored troops, Saku
renko, is also mentioned. The team killed their convoy guards (in 
those days cionvoy guards, often unlike their charges, were not real 
soldiers, b~~); Then they went and freed a second team, 
and a thb'4. They attacked the convoy guards' hamlet, then the 
camp from outside, removed the sentries from the towers, and 
opened up the camp area. (The inevitable schism now took p~: 
though the gates were wide open, most of the zeks would not go 
through them. These included prisoners with short sentences who 
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had nothing to gain from mutiny. There were others with tennen. 
or even with fifteen years under the "Seven-eighths" and "Four
sixths" decrees, who would be worse off under Article 58. Finally, 
there were even 58's of the sort who preferred to die kneeling 
loyally rather than on their feet. Nor were all those who poured 
out through the gate necessarily on their way to help the muti
neers: some felons happily broke bounds to plunder the free settle
ments.) 

Arming themselves with weapons taken from the guards (who 
were later buried at the Kochmas cemetery), the rebels went on 
to capture the neighboring Camp Division. With their combined 
forces they decided to advance on Vorkutal It was only sixty 
kilometers away. But this was not to be. Parachute troops were 
dropped to bar their way. Then low-flying fighter planes raked 
them with machine-gun fire and dispersed them. 

They were tried, more of them were shot, and others given 
twenty-five or ten years. (At the same time, many of those who 
had not joined in the operation but remained in the camp had their 
sentences "refreshed.") 

The hopelessness of this rising as a military operation is obvi
ous. But would you say that dying quietly by inches was more 
"hopeful"? 

The Special Camps were set up soon after this, and most of the 
58's were raked out. What was the result? 

In 1949 in the Nizhni Aturyakh division of Berlag, a mutiny 
started in much the same way: they disarmed their guards, took 
six or eight Tommy guns, attacked the camp from outside, 
knocked the sentries off the towers, cut the telephone wires, and 
opened up the camp. This time there was no one in the camp who 
was not numbered. branded. doomed, beyond all hope. 

And what do you think happened? 
Most prisoners would not pass through the gates .... 
Those who had started it all and now had nothing to lose 

turned the mutiny into a breakout, and a group of them 
headed for Mylgi. At Elgena Toskana their way was barred by 
troops and light tanks. (General Semyonov was in command of 
the operation.) 

They were all killed.· 

1. I do not claim that my account of these risings is entirely accurate. I shall be grateful 
to anyone who ean correct me. 
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Riddle: What is the quickest thing in the world? Answer: 
Thought. 

It is and it isn't. It can be slow, too-oh. how slowl Only slowly 
and laboriously do men, people, society, realize what has hap
pened to them. Realize the truth about their position. 

In herding the 58's into Special Camps, Stalin was exerting his 
strength mainly for his own amusement. He already had them as 
securely CODfined as they could be, but he thought he would be 
craftier than ever and improve on his best. He thought he knew 
how to make it still more frightening. The results were quite the 
opposite. 

The whole system of oppression elaborated in his reign was 
based on keeping malcontents apart, preventing them from read
ing each other's eyes and discovering how many of them there 
were; instilling it into all of them, even into the most dissatisfied, 
that no one was dissatisfied except for a few doomed individuals, 
blindly vicious and spiritually bankrupt. 

In the Special Camps, however, there were malcOntents by the 
thousands. They knew their numerical strength. And they realized 
that they were not spiritual paupers, that they had a nobler con
ception of what life should be than their jailers, than their betray
ers, than the theorists who tried to explain why they must rot in 
camps. 

This novel aspect of the Special Camp went almost uDnoticed 
at first. On the face of it, things went on as though it was a 
continuation of the Corrective Labor Camp. Except that the 
thieves, those pillars of camp discipline and of authority, soon lost 
heart. Still, crueler warders and an enlarged Disciplinary Barracks 
seemed to compensate for this loss. 

But mark this: when the thieves lost heart, there was no more 
pilfering in the camp. You could now leave your rations in your 
locker. You could drop your shoes on the floor for the night 
instead of putting them under your pillow, and they would be 
there in the morning. You could leave your pouch on Y9W locker 
for the night, instead of lying with it in your pocket and rubbing 
the tobacco to dust. 

Trivialities, you say? No, all enormously important! Once there 
was no pilfering, people began to look at their neighbors kindly 
and without suspicion. Listen, lads, maybe we really are . . . 
politica1s? 

And if we're politicals we can speak a bit more freely, between 
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two bunks or by the fire on the work site. Better look around, of 
course, in case somebody's listening. Come to think of it, it doesn't 
matter a damn if they frame us-if you've got a quarter already, 
what else can they do to you? 

The old camp mentality-you die first, I'll wait a bit; there is 
no justice, so forget it; that's the way it was, and that's the way 
it will be-also began to disappear. 

Why forget it? Why must it always be so? 
Teammates begin quietly talking to each other, not about ra

tions, not about gruel, but about things which you never hear 
mentioned Outside-and talking more and more freely all the 
time. Until the foreman's fist suddenly ceases to throb with self
importance. Some foremen stop raising their fists altogether, oth
ers use them less often and less heavily. The foreman himself, 
instead of towering over his men, sits down to liSten and to chat. 
And his team begin to look on him as a comrade-after all, he's 
one olus. 

The foremen come to the Production Planning Section or the 
accounts office, and from discussing with them dozens of small 
questions-whose rations should be cut and whose shouldn't, . 
whom to assign to which job-the trusties, too, are affected by this 
breath offresh air, this small cloud of seriousness, responsibility, 
and purpOse. 

Not all of them at once. They had come to these camps greedily 
intent on grabbing the best jobs, and they had succeeded. They 
saw no reason why they shouldn't live as well as in the Corrective 
Labor Camps, shutting themselves up in their private rooms, 
roasting their potatoes with pork fat; live their own lives; sepa
rately from the workers. But nol It turned- out thai there was 
something more important than all this. And what might that be? 
... It became indecent to boast of being a bloodsucker, as people 
did in the Corrective Labor Camps, to boast that you lived at the 
expense of others. So trusties would make friends a,mong the 
workers, spread their nice new jerkins beside the workers' grubby 
ones, and lie on the ground happily chatting their Sundays away. 

People could no longer be divided into such crude categories as 
in the Corrective Labor Camps: trusties and workers, nonpoliti
cals and 58's. The breakdown was much more complex and inter
esting: people from the same region, religious groups, men of 
practical experience, men of learning. 

It would take the authorities a long, long time to notice or 
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undemtand. But the work asSigners no longer carried clubs, and 
didn't even bellow as loudlyas before.. They addressed the foremen 
in a friendly way: for example, -'Must be abont time to get your 
men out to work, Komov." (Not because they were overcome by 
remorse; but because there was something neW and disquieting in -
the air.) 

But all this happened slowly. These changes took months and 
moiiths and months. They did not atrect every foremanand.every 
trusty, only those in whOJn some remnants ofcouscience end ' 
fraternal-feeling still glowed under the ashes. Those who preferred 
to go on being bastards found no difticulty in doing just that.. As 
yet there was no real shift of consciousness, no heroic shift; no 
spiritual upheaval. The camp remained a camp as before, we were 
as muchoppressecl and as helpless as ever, there was still no hope 
for us but-to crawl away under the wire and run out into the 
steppe,. to be showered: with bullets and hunted down with dogs. 

A bold thought, a desperate thought; a thought to raise a man 
up: how could things be changed so that inste8d of ru running 
from them. they would run from rut 

Once the question was put; once a certain number of people had 
thought of it and put it into words, and a eertain number had 
listened to them. the age of escapes was over. The age of rebellion 

_ had begun. 

But how to begin? ~ to begin? We were shackled, we were 
wrappedabout by tentacles, we were deprived offreedom of move
ment-where could we begin? 

Far from simple in this life are the simplest things of all. Even 
in the Corrective labor Camps some. people seem to have -got 
around to the idea that stool pigeons should be killed. Even there 
accidents were sometimes ammged: a log would roll oft' a pile and 
knock a stoolie into the swollen river. So that it shouldn't have 
been difficult to figure out in the Special Camps which tentacles 
to hack off first. You would expect everybody-to ., _ that; yet 
nobody.did. . 

Suddeuly-a suicide. In the Disciplinary Barracks. hut No. 2, 
a man was found hanging. (I am .going through the !ltages of the 
process as they .occurred in Ekibastuz.. But note that ~ stages 

- werejust the same in other Special Campsl).The bosses were not 
greatly upset; they cut him down and wheeled him oft' to the 
-scrap heap. 
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A rumOr went around the work team. The man was an in
former. He hadn't hanged himself. He bad been hanged. 

As a lesson to the rest. 
There were a lot of filthy swine in the camp, but none so 

hoggish, so crude, so brazen as Timofey 8--,2 who was in charge 
of the mess hut. His bodyguards were the fat, pig-faced cooks, and 
he bad also hand-reared a retinue of thuggish orderlies. He and 
his retainers beat the zeks with fists and sticks. On one occasion, 
quite unjustly, he struck a short, swarthy prisoner whom every
body called "the kid." It was not his habit to notice whom he was 
beating. But there were no mere "kids" as things now were in the 
Special Camps, and this kid was also a Moslem. There were quite 
a few Moslems in the camp. They were not just common crimi
nals. You could see them praying at sunset at the western end of 
the camp area (in a Corrective Labor Camp, people would have 
laughed, but we did not), throwing up their arms and pressing 
their foreheads to the ground. They bad elders, and true to the 
spirit of the times, they met in council. The motion was to avenge 
themselves! 

Early one Sunday morning, the victim, together with an adult 
companion, an Iogush, slipped into the trusties' hut while they 
were still wallowing in bed, and each of them quickly stuck a knife 
into the fat hog. 

But how green we still were. They did not try to hide their faces 
or to run away. At peace with themselves, now that duty was 
done, they went with their bloody knives straight from the corpse 
to the warders' room, and gave themselves up. They would be put 
on trial. 

All these were tentative fumblings. All this could perhaps have 
happened in a Corrective Labor Camp. But civic thought made 
further strides: perhaps this was the crucial link at which the chain 
must be broken? 

"Kill the stoolie!" That was it, the vitallinkl A knife in the heart 
of thi stoolie! Make knives and cut stoolies' throats-that was it! 

Now, as I write this chapter, rows ofhumane books frown down 
at me from the walls, the tarnished gilt on their weD-worn spines 
glinting reproachfully like stars thrcugh cloud. Nothing in the 
world should be sought through violence! By taking up the sword, 
the knife, the ritle, we quickly put ourselves on the level of our 

2. I am not conc:eaIing his 8UtII8IIIe; I just don't remanbel' it. 
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tormentors and persecutors. And there will be no end to it ... 
There will be no end .... Here, at my desk, in a warm place, 

I agree completely. 
Hyou ever get twenty-five years for nothing, if you find yourself 

wearing four number patches on your clothes, holding your hands 
permanently behind your back. submitting to searches morning 
and evening, working until you are utterly exhausted, dragged 
into the cooler whenever someone denounces you, trodden deeper 
and deeper into the ground-from the hole you're in, the fine 
words of the great humanists will sound like the chatter of the 
well-fed and free. 

There will be no end of itl ... But will there be a beginning? 
Will there be a ray of hope in our lives or not? 

The oppressed at least concluded that evil cannot be cast out by 
good. 

Stoolies, you say, are human beings, too? ... Warders went 
around the barracks and to intimidate us read out an order ad
dressed to the whole Peschany camp complex. At one of the 
.women's divisions, two girls (their dates of birth were given; they 
were very young) had indulged in anti-Soviet talk. "A tribunal 
consisting of ... " " ... death by shootingl" 

Those girls, whispering together on their bunks, had ten years 
hanging around their necks already. What foul creature, with a 
burden of its own to carry, had turned them in? How can you say 
that stoolies are human beings? 

There were no misgivings. But the first blows were still not easy. 
I do not know about other places (they started killing in all the 

Special Camps, even the Spassk camp for the sick and disabled), 
but in our camp it began with the arrival of the Dubovka transport 
-mainly Western Ukrainians. OUN members. The movement 
everywhere owed a lot to these people, and indeed it was they who 
set the wheels in motion. The Dubovka transport brought·us the 
bacillus of rebellion. 

These sturdy young fellows, fresh from the guerrilla trails, 
looked around themselves in Dubovka. were horrified by the apa
thy and slavery they saw, and reached for their knives. 

Iii Dubovka it had quickly ended in mutiny, arson. and dis
bandment But the camp bosses were so blindly sure of- them
selves (for thirty years they had m~t no opposition, and had 
grown unused to it) that they did not take the trouble even to 
keep the rebels separated·· from us. They were scattered 
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throughout the camp in various work teams. This was a Cor
rective Labor Camp practice: there, dispersal muftled protest. 
But in our purer air, dispersal only helped the flames to engulf 
the whole mass more rapidly. 

The newcomers went to work with their teams, but never lifted 
a finger, or just made a show of it; instead they lay in the sun (it 
was summer), conversing quietly. At such times, to the casual eye 
they looked very much like thieves making law, especially as they, 
too, were well-nourished, broad-shouldered young men. 

A law indeed emerged, but it was a new and surprising law: 
"You whose conscience is unclean-this night you diel" 

Murders now followed one another in quicker succession than 
escapes in the best period. They were carried out confidently and 
anonymously: no one went with a bloodstained knife to give him
self up; they saved themselves and their knives for another deed. 
At their favorite time-when a single warder was unlocking huts 
one after another, and while nearly all the prisoners were still 
sleeping-the masked avengers entered a particular section, went 
up to a particular bunk, and unhesitatingly killed the traitor, who 
might be awake and howling in terror or might be still asleep. 
When they had made sure that he was dead, they walked swiftly 
away. 

They wore masks, and their numbers could not be seen-they 
were either picked off or covered. But if the victim's neighbors 
should recognize them by their general appearance, so far from 
hurrying to volunteer information, they would not now give in 
even under interrogation, even under threat from the godfathers, 
but would repeat over and over again: "No, no, I -~n't know 
anything, I didn't see anything." And this was not simply in 
recognition of a hoary truth known to all the oppressed: "What 
you don't know can't hurt you"; it was self-preservationl Because 
anyone who gave names would have been killed next S A.M., and 
the security officer's good will would have been no help to him at 
all. 

And so murder (although as yet there had been fewer than a 
dozen) became the rule, became a normal occurrence. "Anybody 
been killed today?" prisoners would ask each other when they 
went to wash or collect their morning rations. In this cruel sport -
the prisoner's ear heard the subterranean gong of justice. 

It was done in a s~ctly conspiratorial fashion. Somewhere, 
someone (of recognized authority) simply gave a name to someone 
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else: he's the one! It was not his concern who would do the killing, 
or on what date, or where the knives would come from. And the 
hit men, who were concerned with all these things, did not know 
the judge whose sentence they must carry out. 

Bearing in mind the impossibility of documentary confirmation 
that a man was an informer, we are bound to acknowledge that 
this improperly constituted, illegal, and invisible court was much 
more acute in its judgments, much less often mistaken, than any 
of the tnbunals, panels of three, courts-martial, or Special Boards 
with which we are familiar. 

The chopping. as we called it, went so smoothly that it began 
to encroach on the daytime and become almost public. A small, 
blotchy-faced "barracks elder," once a big NK.VD man in Rostov, 
and a notorious louse, was killed one Sunday afternoon in the 
''bucket room." Prisoners had become so hardened that they 
crowded in to see the corpse lying in a pool of blood. 

Next the avengers ran through the camp with knives in broad 
daylight, chasing the informer. who had betraYed a tunnel under 
the camp area from the Disciplinary Barracks, hut No.8 (the 
camp command had woken up and-herded the Dubovka ringlead
ers into it, but by now the chopping went on just as well without 
them). The informer fted from them into the st8ft' barracks, they 
followed, he rushed into the ofIice of the divisional commander, 
fat ~or Malarimenko, and they were still behind him. At that 
moment the camp barber was shaving the major in his armchair. 
The major was unarmed, in accordance with camp regulations
they are not supposed to carry firearms into the camp area. When 
he saw the murderers armed with knives, the terrified major 
jumped from under the razor and begged for mercy, thitiking that 
they were about to knife him. He was relieved to see them cut up 
the stoolie before his very eyes. (Nobody was even after the major. 
The nascent movement had issued a directive: only stoolies to be 
killed, warders and officers not to be touched.) All the same, the 
major jumped out of the window half-shaven, with a white smock 
wrapped around him, and ran for the guardhouse, shouting, in 
panic: ''You in the watchtower, shoot! Shoot, I say." But the 
watchtower did not open fire. 
. On one occasion a stoolie broke' away before they ~d 

finish the job and rushed wounded into the hospital. There he 
was operated on and bandaged up. But if the major had been 
frightened out of his wits by knives, .could the hospital save a 
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stooHe? Two or three days later they finished him oft' on a hos
pital bed. ••• 

Out of five thousand men about a dozen were killed, but with 
every stroke of the knife more and more of the clinging. twining 
tentacles fell away. A remarkable fresh·breeze was blowing! On 
the surface, we were prisoners Hving in a camp just as before, but 
in reality we had become free-free because for the very first time 
in our Uves, we had started saying opeDly and aloud all that we 
thoughtl No one who has not experienced this· tnmsition can 
imagine what it is IikeI 

And the informers ... stopped informing. 
Until then a security ofticer could make anyone he Hked stay 

behind in camp in the daytime, talk to him for hours on end
whether to collect denunciations, give new instnlctions, or eHcit 
the names of prisoners who looked out of the ordinary, who had 
done nothing so far but were capable of it, who were suspected of 
being possible nuclei of future resistance. 

When his work team came back in the evening they would 
question their mate. "Why did they send for you?" And he would 
always reply, whether it was the truth or ilnpudent bId: "They 
wanted to show me some photographs." 

True enough, many prisoners were shown photographs and 
asked to identify people whom they might have known during the 
war. But the security ofticers couldn't show them to everybody, 
and anyway it woulcl have been pointless. ·Yet everyJMxly-friends 
and traitors aIike-aIways mentioned them. Suspicion moved in 
with us, and forced us into our shells. 

But now the air was being cleansed of suspicion! Now even if 
a security officer ordered somebody to stay away from work Hoe
up-he would notl Incredible! Unheard of in all the years of the 
Cheka-GPU-MVD's existence! They summoned a inan;and in
stead of dragging himself there with his heart missing beats, in
stead of trotting in with a.servile look on his silly face, he pre
served his dignity (his teammates were watching) and refused to 
gol An invisible balance hung in the air over the work Hoe-up. In 
oile of its scales all-the familiar phantoms were heaped: interro
ga1:iGa- ofticers, punches, beatings, sleepless standing, "boxes" 
(ceDI too small to sit or He down in), cold, damp punishment 
cells, rats, bedbugs, tribunals, second and third sentences. But 
this could not all happen at once, this was a slow-grinding bone 
mill, itcou1d not devour all of us at once and process us in a 
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single day. And even when they had been through it-as every 
one of us had-men still went on existing. 

While in the other scale lay nothing but a single knife-but that 
knife was meant for you, if you gave inl It was meant for you alone, 
in the breast, and not sometime or other, but at dawn tomorrow, 
and all the forces of the Cheka-MOB could not save you from it! 
It was not a long one, but just right for neat insertion between your 
ribs. It didn't even have a proper handle, just a piece of old 
insulation tape wound around the blunt end of the blade-but this 
gave a very good grip, so that the knife would not slip out of the 
hand! 

And this bracing threat weighed heavier! It gave. the weak 
strength to tear oft" the leeches, to pass by and follow their mates. 
(It also gave them a good excuse later on: We would ~ve stayed 
behind, citizen officer, but we were .afraid of the knife .•.. You 
aren't threatened by it; you can't imagine what it's Jike.) 

This was not all. Not only did they stop answering the sum
monses of the security officers and other camp authorities; they 
were now chary of dropping an envelope or any bit of paper with 
writing on it into the mailbox, which hung in the camp area, or 
the boxes for complaints to higher authority. Before mailing a 
letter or putting in a complaint, they would ask someone to look 
at it. "00 on, read it, it isn't a denunciation. Come with me while 
I mail it." 

So that now the bosses were suddenly blind and deaf. To all 
appearances, the tubby major, his equally tubby second in com
mand, Captain Prokofiev, and all the warders walked freely Ilbout 
the camp, where nothing threatened them; moved Ilmong us, 
watched us-and yet saw nothing! Because 11 man in uniform sees 
and hears nothing without stoolies: prisoners stop talking. turn 
their ticks, hide things, move away at his IlpprOllCh .... A few 
yards oft", faithful informants are swooning with desire to sell their 
comrades-but not one of them even inakes i secret sign. 

The information machine on which alone the fllme of the om
nipotent and omniscient Organs had been based in declldes past 
had broken down. 

On the face of it, the same teIlms still went to work Ilt the same 
sites. (We had, however, agreed among ourselve$ to resist the 
convoy guards, too, not to let them rearrange the ranks of five, or 
to re-count us on the march-and we succeededl There were rio 
stoolies Ilmong us-and the Tommy-gunners also weakened!) The 
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teams worked to fill their norms satisfactorily. On their return 
they allowed the warders to search them as before. (Their knives 
were never found, though.) But in reality other forms of human 
association now bound people more closely than the work teams 
artificially put together by the administration. Most important 
were national ties. National groups-Ukrainians, United Mos
lems, Estonians, Lithuanians-which informers could not pene
trate, were born and flourished. No one elected the leadership, but 
its composition so justly satisfied the claims of seniority, wisdom, 
and suffering that no one disputed its authority over its own 
nation. A consultative and coordinating body evidently came into 
being as well-a "Council of Nationalities," as it were.3 

The teams were the same as before, and there were no more of 
them, but here was something strange: a sudden shortage of fore
men in the camp-an unheard-of phenomenon in Gulag. At first 
the wastage looked natural: one went into the hospital, another 
went to work ~ the service yard, a third was due for release. But 
the work assigners had always had crowds of candidates eager to 
buy a foreman's job with a piece of fatback or Ii sweater. Now 
instead of candidates there were some foremen who hung about 
the Production Planning Section daily, asking to be relieved of 
their jobs as soon as possible. 

As things now were, the old methods used by foremen to drive 
a worker into a wooden overcoat were hopelessly out of date, and 
not everyone had the wit to devise new ones. There was soon such 
a shortage of foremen that work assigners would come into a 
squad's quarters for a smoke and a chat, and simply beg for their 
help. "Come on, lads, you've got to have a foreman; this is a 
ridiculouS state of affairs. Come on now, choose somebody for 
yourselves and we'll promote him right away." 

3. HcRI some qualification is necessary. It was DOt all as clean and smooth as it looks 
from this description of the main trend. There were rIwllfOUpr-the "moderates" and 
the ''ultras.'' Personal pndiIections and. dislikes and the clash of ambitions amona men 
eager to be "leaders" also crept in. The ''hit men," the young buDs of the herd, were far 
from beiDa men ofbroad political visiou; some were apt to demand extra ratioDs for their 
"work" and to try to get them by threatcnina the cook in the hospitaJ ldtdIaL They 
demanded, in other words. to be fed at the expense of the sick, and if the cook rdbsed. 
they wou1d kill him without any formal court of morals: they had the knack of it, masks. 
knives in their lumds. In a word. corruption and deeay--old, invariable feature of revolu
tionary movements throughout h1s~ already burrowing into the healthy core. 

There was one case ofsimple error: a crafty Informer indueed a good-DBtured working 
prisoner to change beds with ~ the man was murdered in the IIIOJ'IIina. 

But in spite of these lapses. the movement as a whole lcept strictly on coune. We knew 
where_were soma. The required social elI'ect was achieved. 
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'This happened more and more often when foremen started 
escaping into the Disciplinary Barracks---bidi behind stone 
wallsl Not only they, but bloodsucking work assigners like Adas
kin, stoolies on the brink of exposure or, something told them, 
next on the list, suddenly took fright and ranfo' itl Only yesterday 
they had put a.brave face on it, behaving and speaking as though 
they approved of what was afoot (just try telling the zeks other
wise in their present moodI); only last night they had gone to bed 
in the common hut (whether to sleep or to lie there tense and ready 
to fight for their lives, vowing that there would be no more nights 
like this); but today they have vanished. An orderly receives in
StructiODS: carry so-and-so's things over to the Disciplinary Bar
racks. 

This was a new period, a heady and spine-tingling period in the 
life of the Special Camp. It wasn't we who had taken to our heels 
-they had, ridding us of their presenCe! A tUne such as we had 
never experienced or thought possible on this earth: when a man 
,with an unclean conscience could not go quietly to bed! Retnou
tion was at hand-not in the next world, not before the court of 
history, but retnoution live and palpable, raising a knife over you 
in the light of dawn. It was like a fairy tale: the ground is soft and 
warm under the feet of honest men, but under the feet of traitors 
it prickles and burns. If only our Great Outside were as lucky, the 
Land of the Free, which never has seen and perhaps never will see 
such a tUne. 

The grim stone jailhouse, by now enlarged and completed, with 
its tiny muzzled windows, cold, damp, and dark, surrounded with 
a fence of overlapping two-inch boards-the Disciplinary Bar
racks so lovingly prepared by the masters of the camps for recalci
trants, runaways, awkward customers, protesters, people of cour
ag~has suddenly become a rest home for retired stoolies, 
bloodsuckers, and bully boys. 

It was, surely, a witty fellow who first had the idea Of running 
to the Chekists and begging them to let their faithful servant take 
sanctuary from the people's wrath in the stone sack. ' 

They themselves had begged to be locked up more securely, 
they had run not away from but into jail; they had voluntarily 
agreed never again to breathe clean air or see sunlight. I don't 
think history records anything like it. 

The prison chiefs and security officers had pity on the first of 
them and took them under their wings; they had to look after their 
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own. The best cell in the barracks was assigned to them (the camp 
wits called it the safe deposit), mattresses were sent in, better 
heating was ordered, a one-hour exercise period was prescribed. 

But behind the first smart alecks came a long line of others less 
smart but no less eager to live. (Some tried to save their faces even 
in flight: who knows, they might someday have to go back arid live 
among zeks again. Archdeacon RUdchuk's flight to the Discipli
nary Barracks was carefully staged: warders came into the hut 
after locking-up time, executed a ruthless search, even shaking out 
the contents of his mattress, "arrested" Rudchuk, and -took him 
away. The camp, however, was soon reliably informed that the 
haughty archdeacon, amateur of th!= paintbrush and the guitar, 
was with the others in the "safe deposit.") Their numbers shortly 
topped a dozen, fifteen, twentyl ("Machekhovsky's squad," people 
started calling theIn, after the qhief disciplinary officer.) A second 
cell had to be brought into use, which further reduced the Discipli
nary Barracks' productive area. . 

But a stoolie is only wanted, only useful, so long as he can rub 
shoulders with the crowd and pass undetected. Once detected, he 
is worthless, and cannot go on serving in the same camp. He eats 
the bread of idleness in the Disciplinary Barracks, doesn't go out 
to work, isn't worth his salt. Even the MVD's philanthropy must 
have some limitsl 

So the flow of stoolies begging to be saved was stemmed. Late
Comers had to remain in their sheep's clothing and await the knife. 

An informer is like a ferryman: once he's seJNed his purpose, 
nobody wants to know him. 

The camp authorities were more concerned with countermeas
ures to stop the m~ movement and break its back. They 
clutched first at the method with which they were most familiar 
-issuing written orders. 

The masters of our bodies and souls were particularly anxious 
not to admit that our movement was political in character. In their 
menacing orders (warders went around the huts reading them out) 
the new trend was declared to be nothing but gangsterism. This 
made -it all simpler, more comprehensible, somehow cozier. It 
seemed only yesterday that they had sent us gangsters labeled 
"politicals." Well, politicals-real politicals for the first time>
had now become "gangsters." It was announced, not very confi
dently, that these gangsters would soon be discovered (so far not 
one of them had been), and still less confidently, that they would 
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be shot. The orders further appealed to the prisoner mass to 
condemn the gangsters and struggle against theml 

The priSoners listened and went away chuckling. Seeing the 
disciplinary officers afraid to call "poJitical" behavior by its name 
(although the purpose of an investigations for thirty yeanrpast bad 
~ the imputation of political motives). we were aware of their 
weakness. 

And weakness it wasl Calling the movement "gangsterism" was 
a ruse to relieve the camp administration of responsibility for 
allowing a political movement to develop in the campI This pre
tense was just as convenient, just as necessary higher up: in the 
provincial and camp administrations of the MVD, the central 
offices of Gulag, the ministry itself. A system which lives in con
stant dread of publicity loves to deceive itself. If the victims bad 
been warders or disciplinary office§, it would have been-difficult 
not to invoke Article 58-8 (on terrorism), and the camp authorities 
could have easily responded with death sentences. Under the pres
ent circumstances, however, our masters were presented with an 
irresistible opportunity to camoufJqe what was happening in the 
Special Camps as part of the "bitches' war," which was then 
shaking the Corrective Labor Camps to their foundations, and 
was of course engineered by the Gulag administration.' 

4. The ''bitches' war" deserves a chapter of iIs own in this book, but a greal deal of 
additional material would have to be fouad. Let me RIer the reader to Varlam SbaJamov's 
study 0t:hBIci l'1aIuplllllO Jrua (Bsstzp 011 tire 0imiIuIJ World), although this, too, is 
incomplete. 

BrieIIy, the "bitches' war" ftaIaI up IIOIIIeWhcre IIRI1IDd 1949 (if we discounl sporadic 
minor clashes ~ thieves and "bitches"). In 1951-1951 it was at its IIercest. The 
criminal world was subctivided into many di8'cnnt sects: apart /'rom thieves proper and 
"bitches," thae _ also the No-Limiters, the Ma1duovtsy, the Uporovtsy, the Pirova
rovtsy,the Red Ridias Hoods, the FuJi Nom, the Crowbar-BcItecI-.u:I that is Dot the end 
of them. 

By this time the Gulag administrators had lost faith in infalh"ble theories about the 
re-education of criminals and had evidently decided. to lighten their load by playing on 
these clill'erences, supporting first one group, then anotha-, and using their knives to deslroy 
others. The butchery wenl on openly and wholessle. 

. Then the professional criminals who took to murder devdoped their own technique: 
either they killed with someone else's bands, or when they themselves killed they made 
someone else take the blame. So JQUira ~ oII'enders or ex-<lOldiers or oIIIcers, under 
tbreatofmurder,tookotberpeoplo'li~J!Dthemselves,_sentencedtotwenty-five 
years under AJticle S9-3 (banditry), and.~ 8Ii1l inside. Whereas the thieves who led the 
groups came OUI clean under the "V~ IIIIlJIestj" in 19S3. (But let us DOl be too 
downhearted: they have been back iJIIIi~ ~ lime or two since then.) 

When our newspspers revived the IiIshio;n for sentimental stories aboul the remolding 
of criminals. ~uddled and menc\acious, of coutse--<lbout the butchery in the 
camps also broke through into the coJumus of the press. with the ''bitches' war," the 
"chopping" in the Special Camps, and any anexplained bloodletting deh"berarely mixed up 
(to confuse history). 
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This was their way of whitewashing themselves. But they also 
deprived themselves of the right to shoot the camp murderers, 
which was the only effective countermeasure. And they could not 
oppose the growing movement. 

The orders were of no avail. The prisoner masses did not start 
condemning and struggling on behalf of their masters. The next 
measure was to put the -whole camp on a punitive routine. This 
meant that in nonworking hours on weekdays, and all day on 
Sundays, we were under lock and key, .and had to use the latrine 
bucket, and were even fed in our huts. They started carrying the 
broth and mush around in big tubs, and the mess hall Willi de
serted. 

This was a hard regime, but it did not last long. We wer~ lazy 
at work, and the Mining Trust set up a howl. More important, the 
warders' work load was quadrupled-they were incessantly rush
ing from one end of the camp to the other,letting orderlies in with 
buckets, letting them out again. bringing the food around, escort
ing groups of prisoners to and from tlIe Medical Section. 

The object of the camp administration was to make things so 
hard for us that we would betray tlIe murderers out of exaspera
tion. But we braced ourselves to suft"er, to hang on a bit: it was 
worth it! Their other object was to keep the huts closed so tlIat 
-murderers could not come from outside, and So would be easier 

The camp theme interests the whole SeMet people, and such articles are read avidly, but 
they are no aid to understanding (wJDch is why they are written). Thus the joumaIist 
Oa1ich published in /zvestiya in July, 1959, a rather suspect "documentary" tale about a 
certain Kosykh, who is supposed to have touched the hearts of the Supreme SoYiet with 
an eighty-page typewritten letter from a camp. (1. Where did he get his typewriter? Did 
it belong to the security olIIcer7 2. Who would ever read i:ighty whole pases-those people 
yawn their heads otr after one.) This- Kosykb was in for twenty..five yesn---e second 
sentence for something he did in the camps. But what? On this point Ga1ich-and it is our 
journalists' distinctive characterislic-immediately loses the capacity for c1ear and articu
late speech. It is impossible to understand whether Kosykb had murdered a "bitch,» or 
a stoolie (which would make it "political"). But that is cbatacteristic-t historica1 retro
speet everything ii consigned to a single heap and called gangsterism. This ii the best a 
national newspaper can do by way of scientiftc expIan8tion: "Beria's stooges were then 
active in the camps.» (Then, and not earlier? Then, but not now'/) "lligorous application 
of the law was undermined by the iJlegal actions of persons who were supposed to enforce 

_ it" -(How? Did they go against generally binding instructions?). "They did aU they ctJJIld 
to /omeflt Iwnility [My italics. This much is true-A.S.] between various groups of prison
en." (The use of informen can also be covered by this formula.) "There was savage, 
ruthless, artificially fomented enmity." 

It of course proved impossible to put a stop to the killings in the Camps by means of 
twenty-five-year sentences-many of the murderers had twenty-five years already~ a 
decree of 1961 made murder (mcluding, of course, the murder ofinformen) in the camps 
punishabl~ by shooting. This Khrushchevian decree was all the Stalinist Special Camps had 
lacked. 
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to find. But another murder took place, and still no one was 
caught-just as before no one had ever seen anything or knew 
anything. Then somebody's head was smashed in at work-locked 
huts are uo safeguard against that. 

They revoked the punitive regime. Instead they had the bright 
idea of building the "Great Wall ofChina." This was a wall two 
bricks thick and four meters high, to cut across the width of the 
camp. They were preparing to divide the camp into two parts, but 
left an opening for the time being. (All Special Camps were to do 
the same. Barriers to break up large camp areas were going up in 
many other pIaces.) Since the Mining Trust could not pay for this 
work and since it had no relevance to the settlement, the whole 
burden-making the adobe bricks, shifting them around to dry, 
carrying them to the wall, laying them-feII upon us again, upon 
our Sundays and our light summer evenings after we returned 
from .vork. We greatly resented that wall-we knew that the 
bosses had some dirty trick in store-but we had no choice but 
to build it. Only a little of us was as yet free-:....our heads and our 
mouths-but we were still stuck up to our shoulders in the qUag
mire of slavery. 

All these measures-the threatening orders, the punitive re
gime, the wall-were crude, and in the best tradition· of prison 
thinking. But what was this? Without warning or explanation, 
they called teams one after another to the photography room, and 
photographed· them, but politely, without putting number plates 
on dog collars around their necks, without making them turn their 
heads to a particular angle-it was just sit comfortably, look just 
as you please. From a "careless" remark dropped by the head of 
the Culture and Education Section, the workers learned that they 
were being "photographed for documents." 

For what documents? What documents can prisoners have? 
. . . A ripple of excitement went around among the credulous: 
Perhaps they were preparing passes so that prisoners could move 
without convoy guards? Or perhaps ... ? Or perhaps . . . ? 

Then one warder returned from leave and loudly told another 
(in the presence of prisoners) that on his way he had seen train
loads of released prisoners going home, with slogans and green 
branches. 

Lord, how our hearts beatl It was high time, of coursel They 
should have started like this after th~warl Had it really begun at 
last? 
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We heard that someone had received a letter from his family 
saying that his neighbors had already been released and were at 
home! 

Suddenly one of the photographed brigades was summoned 
before a board. Go in one by one. At a table with a red cloth on 
it, under a portrait of Stalin, sat our senior camp personnel, but 
not alone: there were also two strangers, one a Kazakh, the other 
a Russian, who had never been in our camp. They were business
like but jolly as they filled in their form: surname, first names, year 
of birth, place of birth-and then, instead of the usual "article 
under which sentenced, length of sentence, end of sentence," they 
asked in detail about the man's family status; his wife, his parents, 
if he had children, how old· they were, where they all lived, to
gether or separately. And all this was taken down! (One or another 
of the board would tell the clerk to "get that down, too.") 

Strange, painfully pleasurable questions! They make the hardest 
among us feel a glow and want to weep! For years and years he 
has heard only that abrupt yapping: "Article? Sentence? Court?" 
-and suddenly he sees sitting there kindly, serious, hUDIane offi
cers, questioning him unhurriedly and sympathetically, yes, sym
pathetically, about things he has buried so deep that he is afraid 
to touch them himself, things about which he might occasionally 
say a word or two to his neighbor on the bed platform, or then 
again might not. ... And these officers (if you remember it at aI1, 
you forgive the first lieutenant there who took a photograph of 
your family away from you and tore it up last October anniver
sary)-these officers, when they hear that your wife has remarried, 
that your father is failing fast and has lost hope of seeing his son 
again-tut sadly, exchange glances, shake their heads. 

No, they're not so bad, after all; they're hUDIan, too; it's just the 
lousy service they're in. And when they've written it all down, the 
last question they ask each prisoner is this: 

"Right; now where would you like to live? . . • Where your 
parents are, or where you lived before?" 

The zek's eyes pop out. "How do you mean? I'm in No. 7 
Barracks .... " 

"Look, we know that." The officers laugh. "We're asking where 
you'd like to live. Suppose you were let out-where should your 
documents be made out for?" 

The whole world spins before the prisoner's eyes, the sunlight 
splinters into an iridescent haze. With his mind, he understands 
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that this is a dream, a fairy tale, that it cannot be true, that his 
sentence is twenty-five years or ten, that nothing has changed, that 
he is plastered aU over with clay and will be back on the job 
tomorrow-but there sit several officers, two majors among them, 
calmly, compassionately insisting: 

"Where is it to be, then? Name it." 
With his heart hammering, and warm waves of gratitude~

ins over him, like a blushing boy mentioning the name of his girl, 
he gives 'away his cherished secret-where he would like to live 
out peacefully the remainder of his days if' he were not a doomed 

-convict with four number patches. 
And they ... write it down! And ask for the next man to be 

caUed in. While the first dashes haIf<razed into the corridor and 
tells the other lads what has happened. 

The members of the team go in one by one and answer questions 
for the friendly officers. And there is only one in half a hundred 
who says with It grin: 

''Everything's just fine here in Siberia, only the climate's too 
hot. Couldn't I go to the Arctic Circle?" 

Or: "Write this down: 'In a camp I was born, in a camp rn die. 
I know no better place.' " 

They had such talks with two or three teams (there were two 
hundred of them in the camp). The camp was in a state of excite
ment for some days, here was something to argue about-though . 
half of us didn't really believe it. Those times had passed! But the 
board never convened again. The photography had cost them little 
-the cameras clicked on empty cartridges. But sitting in a huddle 
for heart-to-heart talks with those scoundrels overtaxed their pa
tience. And so nothing came of their shameless trick. 

(Let's admit it-this was a great victorylln 1949 camps with 
a ferocious regime were set up-and intended, of course, to last 
forever. Yet by 1951 their masters were reduced to this maudlin 
playacting. What further admission of our success could we ask 
for? Why did they never have to put on such an act in the C0rrec
tive Labor Camps?) 

Again and again the knives flashed. 
So our masters decided to moire Q S1UltCh. Without stoolies they 

didn't know exactly whom they wanted, but still they had ideas 
and suspicions of their own (and perhaps denunciations were 
somehow arranged on the sly). 
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Two warders Came into a hut after work, and casually told a 
man, "Get ready and come with us." "-

The prisoner looked around at the other lads and said, "rm not 
going." 

In fact, this simple everyday situation-D snatch. an arrest
which we had never resisted, which 'we were used to accepting 
fatalistically, held another possl"bility: that of saying, "rm not 
goingl" Our liberated heads understood that now. 

The warders pounced on him. "What do you mean, not going?" 
"rm just not going," the zek answered, firmly. "rm all right 

where I am." 
There were shouts from aU around: 
''Where's he supposed to go? . . . What's he got to go for? 

... We won't let you take himl ... We won't let youl ... Go awayl" 
And the wolves understood that we were not the sheep we used 

to be. That if they wanted to grab one of us now they woUld have 
to use trickery, or do it at the guardhouse. or send a whole detan 
to take one prisoner. With a c;rowd around, they would never take 
him. 

Purged of human filth, delivered from spies and eavesdroppers, 
we looked about and saw, wide-eyed, that ... we were thousandsl 
that we were .•. politicals! that we could resist! 

We had chosen well; the chain would snap if we tugged at this 
link-the stoolies; the talebearers and traitors! Our own kind had 
made our lives impossible. As on some ancient Sacrificial altar, 
their blood had been shed that we might be freed from the curse 
that hung over us. . 

The· revolution was gathering strength. The wind that seemed 
to have subsided had sprung up again in a hurricane to fill our 
eager lungs. . 



Chapter 11 

• 
Tearing at the Chains 

The middle ground bad now collapsed. the ditch which ran 
between us and our custodians wasnow a deep moat, and we stood 
on oppQSite slopes, taking the measure of the situl!tion. ' 

·'Stood" is Of course a manner of speaking. We went to work 
daily With our new foremen (some of them secretly elected and 
coaxed into serving the common cause, others not new t9 the job 
but now so sympathetic, so friendly, so solicitous as to be UIU'eCOg. 
nizable), we were never late for work line-up, we never let,each 
other down, there were no shirkers, we chalked up a good day's 
work-you might think that our masters could be pleased with us. 
And that we could be pleased with them: they bad quite forgotten 
how to yell and to threaten, they no longer hauled us into the 
Disciplinary Barracks for petty reasons; they appeared not to 

--notice that we bad stopped doffing our caps to them. Major Mak· 
simenko did not getup for work Jine.up in the morning, but he 
did like to greet the columns ~ the guardhouse oran evening, and 
to crack a joke or two while they were marking time there. He 
beamed upon us with fat complacency, like a Ukrainian'rancher 
somewhere in the Tavrida surveying his C()untless flocks as they 
come home from the steppe. They even started showing us films 
occasionally on Sundays. There was just one thing. They went on 
p1aguing us with the "Great Wall of China. " 

All the same, we and they were thinking bard about the next 
stage. Things could not remain as they were: we could not be 
satisfied with what bad happened, nor could they. Someone bad 
to strike a blow. 

But what should be our aim? We cOuld now say out loud, 

249 
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without looking nervously around, whatever we liked-all those 
things which had seethed inside us (and freedom of speech, even 
if it was only there in the camp, even though it had come so late, 
was a delight!). But could we hope to spread that freedom beyond 
the camp, or carry it out with us? Of course not. What further 
political demands could we put forward? We just couldn't think 
of any! Even if it had not been pointless and hopeless, we couldn't 
think of anyl We, from where we were, could not demand that the 
country should change completely, nor that it should give up the 
camps: they would have rained bombs on us. 

It would have been natural for us to demand that our cases be 
reviewed, and that unjust sentences, imposed without reason, be 
quashed. But even that looked hopeless. In the foul fog of terror 
that hung thickly over the land, the cases brought against most of 
us, and the sentences passed, seemed to our judges fully justified 
-and they had almost made us believe it ourselves. Besides, judi
cial review was a phantom process, which the crowd could get no 
grip on, and there could be no easier way to cheat us: they could 
make promises, spin out the proceedings, keep coming back to ask 
more questions-it could drag on for years. Suppose somebody 
was suddenly declared free and removed: how could we be sure 
that he was not on his way to be shot, or to another prison, or to 
be sentenced afresh? 

Hadn't the farce of the "Board" already shown us how easy it 
is to create illusions? The Board was for packing us offhome, even 
without judicial review .... 

Where we were all of one mind, and had no doubts at all, was 
that the most humiliating practices must be abolished: the huts 
must be left unlocked overnight, and the latrine buckets removed; 
our number patches must be taken off; our labor must not be 
completely unpaid; we must be allowed to write twelve letters a 
year. (But all this and more-indeed, the right to twenty-four 
letters a year-had been ours in the Corrective Labor Camps
and had it made life there livable?) 

As to whether we should fight for an eight-hour working day 
-there was no unanimity among us .... We were so unused to 
freedom that we seemed to have lost all appetite for it. 

Ways and means were also discussed. How should we present 
our demands? What action should we take? Clearly, we could do 
nothing with bare hands against modern arms, and therefore the 
course for us to take was not armed rebellion, but a strike. On 
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strike we could, for instance, tear off the number patches our
selves. 

But the blood in our veins was still slavish, still servile .... For 
all of us at once to remove the odious numbers from our persons 
seemed a step as daring, as audacious, as irrevocable as, say, 
taking to the streets with machine guns. And the word "strike" 
sounded so terrifying to our ears that we sought firmer ground: 
by refusing food when we refused to work it seemed to us that our 
moral right to strike would be reinforced. We felt that we had 
some sort of right to go on a hunger strike-but to strike in the· 
ordinary sense? Generation after generation in our country had 
grown up believing that the horrifyingly dangerous and, of course, 
counter-revolutionary word "strike" belonged with "Entente," 
"Denikin," "kulak sabotage,"· "Hitler." 

So tll8t by voluntarily undertaking an unnecessary hunger 
strike, we voluntarily agreed to undermine the physical strength 
which we needed for the struggle. (Fortunately, no other camp 
seems to have repeated Eki'Dastuz's mistake,) 

We went over and over the details of the proposed work stop
page-hunger strike. The general Disciplinary Code for Camps, 
reCently made applicable to us, told us that they would reply by 
locking us in our huts. How, then, should we keep in touch widt· 
each other, and pass decisions about the further conduct of the 
strike from hut to hut? Someone had to devise signals, and get the 
huts to agree from which windows they would be made, and at 
which windows they would be picked up. 

It was talked over in various places, in one group and another; 
it seemed inevitable and desirable, yet, because it was so novel, 
somehow impossible. We could not imagine ourselves suddenly 
assembling, finishing our discussions, resolving, and . .• 

But our custodians did not have to organize secretly, they had 
a clear chain of command, they were more accustomed to action, 
they were less likely to lose by acting than by failing to act-and 
they got their blow in first. 

After that, events took on a momentum of their own. 
At peace and at ease on our familiar bunks, in our familiar . 

sections, we greeted the new year, 1952. Then on Sunday, January 
6, the Orthodox Christmas Eve, when the Ukrainians were getting 
ready to observe the holiday in style-they would make kutya,· 
fast till the first star appeared, and then sing carols-the doors 
were locked after morning inspection and not opened again. 
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No one had expected this! The preparations had been secret and 
sly! Through the windows we saw them herding a hundred or 
more prisoners from the next hut through the snow to the guard
house, with all their belongings. I 

Were they being moved to another camp? 
Then it was our turn. Warders came. And officers with cards. 

They called out names from the cards. Outside with all your 
things-including mattresses, just as they are; don't empty them! 

So that was it! A regrouping! Guards were posted by the break 
in the Chinese Wall. It .would be bricked up next day. We were 
taken past the guardhouse and herded, hundreds of Us, with sacks 
and mattresses, like refugees from a burning village, around the 
boundary fence, past another guardhouse, into the other camp 
area. Passing those who were being driven in the opposite direc-
tion. . 

All minds were busily trying to work .out who had been 
moved, who had been left behind, what this reshufHe meant. 
What our masters had in mind became clear soon enough. In 
one half of the camp (Camp Division No.2) only the Ukrain
ian natioiuilists, some 2,000 of them, were left. In the half to 
which we had been driven, and which was to be Camp Divi
sion No.1, there were some 3,500 men belonging to all the 
other ethnic groups-Russians, Estonians, Lithuanians, Latvi
ans, Tatars, Caucasians, Georgians. Armenians, Jews, Poles, 
Moldavians, Germans, and a variegated sprinkling of other na
tionalities picked up from the expanses of Europe and Asia. In 
a word--our country, "one and indivisible." (Curious. this. 
The thinking of the MVD, which should have been enlight
ened by a supranational doctrine, called socialism, still fol
lowed the same old track: that of dividing nation from nation.) 

The old teams were broken up, new ones were mustered; they 
would go to new work sites, live in new huts-in short, a complete 
reshuftlel There was enough to think about here for·a week, not 
just one Sunday. Many links were snapped, people were thrown 
together in different combinations, and the strike, which had 
seemed imminent, was broken in advance. . . . Oh, they were 
clever! 

The whole hospital, the mess haIl, and the club remained in the 
Ukrainian Camp Division. We were left instead with the camp jail, 
while the Ukrainians, the Banderists, the most dangerous rebels, 
had been moved farther away from it. What did this mean? 
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We soon learned what. Reliable I'UDlOJ1l went around the camp 
(from the working prisoners who took the gruel·to the BUR) that 
the stooHes in the "safe deposit" had grown cheeky. Suspects, 
picked up here and there, two or three at a mr.e, had ~ put in 
with the stoolies, who were torturing them in their common cell, 
choking them, beating them, trying to make them "sing" and to 
name names. "WhQ~ doing the sloshing1" This made the whole 
sc~eme as clear as dayHght.They were using torture! Not the dog . 
pack themselves-they probably had no authorization for it, and 
might run into trouble, so they had entrusted the stooHes with the 
job: find your murderers yourselVes! The stooHes·were·all eager
n!lSS-Do shot in the arm needed! And this was one way for those 
parasites to e&n1 their keep. That was why the Banderists had been 
moved away from the BUR-So that they could notattackit. We 
were less of a worry: docile people, of ctifferent races, we would 
not make c:ominon cause. The rebels_were •.• in the other piace. 
And the wall was four meters high. . 

So JDliny deep historians have Written so many clever books
.and still they have not learned hOw to predict thOse mysterious 
cOnflagrations of the human spirit, to detect the mysterious 
springs of a social explosion, nor even to explain them in retr0-
spect. .. 

Sometimes you can stuff bundle after bundle of burning tow 
under the logs,.and they will not take. Yet up above, a soHtary 
Httle spark fties out of the chimney and the whole village is re
duced to ashes. 

Our three thousand had DO plans made, were quite imprep8(ed, 
but one evening 0Ii their return from work the prisoners in & hut 
next to the BUR began dismantHog their bunks, seiZed the long 
bars and crosSpieces, ran through the gloom (there was a darkish 
place to one side of the BUR) to batter down the stout fence 
around the camp jail. They had neither axes nor ~ 
because there never are any inside the camp area-unless perhaps 
they had begged a coupie from the· maintenance yard. 

There was a hammeringnoise-they worked Hke a team. of good 
carpenters, levering the planks aWay as soon as thej ·gave--and 
the grating protests of 12-centinieter nails could be heard all oVer 
the camp. It was hardly the time for catpenters to be working, but 
at least it was a.workman6ke noise, and at first neither the men 
on the towers nor the warders, nor the other prisoners,. thought 
anything of it. Life was following its usual evening routine: some 
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teams were going to supper, others straggling back from supper,'-' 
some making for the Medical Section. others for the stores, others 
for the pan:eIs office. 

All the same, the warders were worried, hustled over to the 
BUR. to the haIf-dark wall where all the activity was-and raced 
like scalded cats to the staft'" barracks. Somebody rushed after a 
warder with a stick. Then, to provide full musical accompaniment, 
somebody started breaking windows in the staft'" barracks with 
stones or a stick. The stars windowpanes shattered with a merry 
menacing crash. 

What the lads had in mind was not to raise a rebellion. nor even 
to capture the BUR (no easy matter: Plate No. S, taken many 
years later, shows the door of the Ekibastuz BUR ofI"its hinges), 
but merely to pour petrol into the stoolies' cell, and toss in some
thing buming-meaning: Watch your step, we'll show you yeti A 
dozen men did force their way through the gap knocked in the 
BUR fence. They started tearing around looking for the cell-they 
had made a guess at the window, but were not sure-then they had 
to dislodge the muzzle, give someone a leg up, pass the petrol pail 
-but machine-gun fire from the towers suddenly rattled across 
the camp, and they never did start their blaze. 

The warders and Chief Disciplinary Officer Machekhovsky had 
fled from the camp and informed Division. (Machekhovsky, too, 
had been pursued by a prisoner with a knife,-had run by way of 
the shed in the maintenance yard to a corner tower, shouting: 
"You in the tower, don't firel rm a friend," and scrambled 
through the outer fenee.)· Division (where can we now inquire the 
names of the commanders?) gave telephonic instructions for the 
corner towers to Open fire from machine guns--on three thousand 
unarmed people who knew nothing of what had happened. (Our 
team, for instance, was in the mess hall, and we were completely 
mystified when we heard all the shooting outside.) 

It was one of fate's little jokes that this took place on Janu
ary 22 (New Style), January 9 (Old Style), the anniversary of 
Bloody Sunday, which until that year was marked in the cal
endar as a day of solemn mourning. For us it proved to be 
Bloody Tuesday, and the butchers had much more elbow room 
than in Petersburg: this was not a city square, but the steppe, 

t. He was backed to pieces just the S8Dl&-llOt, however, by us but by the thieves who 
replaced us in Ekibastuz in 1954. He was harsh, but courapoUS; there's no dellying that. 
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with no witnesses, no journalists or foreigners around.2 

Firing at random in ·the darkness, the machine-gunners 
blasted away at theeamp area. True, the shooting did not last 
long, and most of the bullets probably passed overhead" but 
quite a few of them were lower-and how many does a man 
need? They piercedtheftimsy walls of the huts, and, as always 
happens, wounded not those who bad stormed the BUR, but 
others, who bad no part in it. Nonetheless, they now bad to 
conceal thei,. wounds. stay away from the Medical· Section, " 
wait Hke dogs tOt time to heal them, otherwise they might be 
identified as participants in the mutiny-somebody, after all, 
must be plucked out of the faceless mass! In hut No. 9 a 
harmless old man, nearing the end of a ten-year sentence,' was 
killed in his bed. He was due to be released in a month's time. 
His grown-up SODS were serving in the same army as those 
who blazed away at us from the towers. , 

The besiegers left the prison yard and quickly cUspersed to their 
batTacks (where they bad to put thea bUnks together again so as 
to cover their traces). Many others took the shooting as a Warning 
to stay inside their huts. Yet others, on the contrary, pourCci out 
excitedly and scurried about the camp, tryiJig to understand what 
it was all about. 

By then there were no warders left in the ciunp"area. The staff 
barracks was empty of officers, and terrible jagged bolesyaWJied 
in its windows. The towers were silent The curious. ,and the 
seekers after truth, ro&n1«:d the camp. ' 

Suddenly the gates of oUr Camp QiVision were flung wide and 
a platoon of convoy troops marched in with Tommy guns at the 
ready, firing short bursts at random. They fanned out in ~ direc
tions, and behind them came the enraged wan,ters, with lengths of 
iron pipe, clubs, or anything else they bad been able to lay their 
bands on. 

They advanced in waves on every hut, combing the whole ~p 
area. Then the Tommy-gunners were silent, and balted while the 
warders ran forward to flush out prisoners in biding, whether 
wounded or unhurt, and beat them unmercifully. 

All this became clear later, but at the time we could only hear 

2. But it is intmating 10 note that it was about this time that Soviet caIend8n stopped 
markin& Bloody Suaday-a thOUBh It Was after all a fairly onIinuy occUrreace, and DOt 
worth COIIlIIleIDOIBt. 



256 I THE GULAG ARCHIPELAGO 

heavy firing in the camp area, and could see and understand 
nothing in the half-dark. 

A lethal cnish developed at the entrance to our hut: the prison
ers were so anxious to shove their way in that no one could enter. 
(Not that the thin boards of the hut waUs gave any protection 
against bullets, but once inside, a man ceased to be a mutineer.) 
I was one of those by the steps. I remember very well my state of 
mind: a nauseated indifference to my fate; a momentary indiffer
ence whether I survived or not. Why have you fastened your 
hooks on us, curse youl Why must we go on paying you till the 
day we die for the crime of bdng born into this unhappy world? 
Why must we sit forever in your jails? The prison sickness which 
is at once nausea and peace of mind flooded my being. Even my 
constant fear for the as-yet-unrecorded poem and the play I car
ried within me was in abeyance. In full view of the death which 
was wheeling toward us in military greatcoats, I made no effort 
at all to push through the door. This was the true convict mental- • 
ity; this was what they had brought us to. 

The doorway gradually cleared and I. was among the last to 
go through. Shots rang out at this point, amplified by the hol
low building. The three bullets they fired after us lodged in a 
row in the doorjamb. A fourth ricocheted upward and left a 
little round hole haloed with hairline cracks in the glass above 
the door. 

Our pursuers did not break into the huts. They locked us in. 
They hunted down and beat those who had not been quick enough 
to run inside. A couple of dozen prisoners were wounded or badly 
beaten: some lay low and hid their wounds, others were passed to 
the Medical Section for a start, with jail and interrogation as 
participants in· a mutiny to follow. 

But all this became known only later. The doors were locked 
overnight, and on the following morning the inmates of different 
huts were not allowed to meet in the mess hall and piece the story 
together. In some huts, where no one was seen to be hurt and 
nothing was known about the killings, the deluded prisoners 
turned out to work. Our hut was one of them. 

Out we went, but no one was led through the camp gates after 
us: the midway was empty, there was no work line-upl We had 
been tricked! . 

We felt wretched in the engineering shops that day. The lads 
went from bench to bench, and sat down· to discuss what had 
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happened the day before, and how long we would go on working 
like donkeys and tamely putting up with it all. Camp veterans, 
who would never straighten their backs again, were skeptical. 
What else could we do? they asked. Did we suppose that anyone 
had ever survi~ unbroken? (This was thepbilosophy of the 1937 
"draft.") 

When we returned from work in the dark, the camp area was 
again deserted. Our scouts ran to the windows of other huts. They 
found that No.9, in which there were two dead men and three 
wounded, and the huts next to it had not gone to work. The bosses 
had told them about us, hoping that they, too, would turn out 
tomorrow. But the way things were, we should obviously not be 
going in the morning ourselves. 

Notes were tossed over the wall telling the Ukrainians what we 
had decided and' asking for ~eir support.' 

The work stoppagO-hunger strike had not been carefully pre
pared, it was not even a coherent concept, and it began impul. 
sively, with no directing center,no signal system. 

Those prisoners in other camps who took over the food stores 
and then stayed away from work of course behaved more sensibly. 
But our action, if not very clever, waS impressive: three thousand 
men simultaneously swore off both food and work. 

Next morning not a single team sent its man to the bre8d. 
cutting I'()()iIL Not a single team went to the mess hall, where broth 
and mush awaited them. The warders just could not understand 
it: twice, three times, four times they came into the huts to sum· 
mon us with brisk commands,' then to driVe us out with threats, 
then to ask us nicely-no farther than to the mess hall, to coDect 
our bread, with never a: word for the present about work 1ine-up. 

But nobody went. They all lay on their bunks, fully dressed, 
wearing their shoes, and silent. Only we, ,the foremen (I h8d 
become a foreman in that hot year), felt called upon to answer, 
since the warders kept addressing themselves to us. We lay on our 
bunks like thereat and muttered from our pillows: "It's no good, 
boss: ... " 

This unanimous quiet defiance of a power which never forgave, 
this obstinate, painfuilyprotracted insubordination, was somellow 
more frightening than running and yelling as the bulletsfty. 

In the end they stopped coaxing us and locked up the hutS. 
In the days that followed, no one left the hutsCXcept the order· 

lies-to carry the latrine buckets out and bring drinking water aM 
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coal in. Only bed cases in the Medical Section were by general 
agreement allowed not to fast. Only doctors and medical orderlies 
were allowed to work. The kitchens cOoked one meal and poured 
it away, cooked another, poured that away, and cooked no more. 
The trusties who worked there seem to have appeared before the 
camp authorities on the first day, explained that they simply 
couldn't carry on, and left the kitchens. 

The bosses could no longer see us, no longer peerinto our souls. 
A gulf had opened between the overseers and the slaves! 

None of those who took part will ever forget those three days 
in our lives. We could not see our comrades in other huts, nor the 
corpses lying there unburied. Nonetheless, the bonds which united 
us, at opposite ends of the deserted camp, were of steel. 

This was a hunger strike called not by well-fed people with 
reserves of subcutaneous fat, but by gaunt, emaciated men, who 
had felt the whip of hunger daily for years on end, who had 
achieved with difficulty some sort of physical equilibrium, and 
who suffered acute distress if they were deprived of a single 100-
gram ration. Even the goners starved with the rest, although a 
three-day fast might tip them into irreversible and fatal decline. 
The food which we had refused, and which we had always thought 
so beggarly, was a mirage of plenty in the feverish dreams of 
famished men. 

This was a hunger strike called by men schooled for decades in 
the law of the jungle: "You die first and I'll die later." Now they 
were reborn, they struggled out of their stinking swamp, they 
consented to die today, all of them together, rather than to go on 
living in the same way tomorrow. 

In the huts roommates began to treat each other with a sort of 
ceremonious affection. Whatever scraps of food anyone-:-this 
meant mainly those who received parcel&-had left were poQled, 
placed on a piece of rag spread out like a tablecloth, and then, by 
joint decision of the whole room, some eatables were shared out 
and others put aside for the next day. (Recipients of parcels might 
also have quite a bit of food in the personal provisions store, but 
for one thing no one could cross the camp to fetch it, and for 
another, 'not everyone would have been happy to bring his left
overs back with him: he might.be counting on them to build him 
up when the strike was over. For this reason the strike, like 
everything that happened in prison, was an unequal ordeal, and 
the truly brave were those who had nothing in reserve, no hope 
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of recruiting their strength after the strike.) If there was any meal, 
they boiled it at the mouth of the stove and distributed the gruel 
by the spoonfu1. To make the fire hotter they broke planks otrthe . 
bunks. The couch provided by the state is gone, but who cares 
when his Hfe may not last the night! 

What the bosses would do no one could predict. We thought 
that perhaps they would start firing on the huts again fI'om the 
towers. The last thing we expected was any c:oncession. We had 
nevet'in our Hves wrested anything fI'om them. and our strike had 
the bitter tang of hopelessness. 

But there was a sort of satisfaction in this feeling of h0peless
ness. We had taken a fatiIe, a desperate step. it could only end 
badly-and that was good. Our bellies were empty. our hearts 
were in our boots-but some higher need was being satisfied. 
During those long hungry days, evenings. nights, three thousand 
men brooded over their three thousand sentenc:es,their famiDes, 
their lack of families, all· that had befallen and would yet befall 
them. and although the hearts in thousands of breasts could not 
beat together--end there were those who felt only i'egret, only 
despair-yet most of them kept time: Things &Ie as they should 
bel We'D keep it up to spite yoUt Things &Ie bad! So much the 
better! 

This, too, is a phenomenon which has never been adequately 
studied: we do not know the law that governs sudden surges of 
mass emotion, in defiance of all reason. I felt this soaring emotion 
myself. I had only one more year of my sentence to serve. I might 

. have been expected to feel nothing but dismay and vexation that 
I was dirtying my hands on a broil fI'om which I should hardly 
escape without a new sentence. And yet I had no regrets. Damn 
and blast the lot of you, I'D serve my time all over again if you 
IikeI . 

Next day we saw fI'om our windows a group of officers making 
their way fI'om hut to hut. A detail of warders opened the door. 
went along the corridors, looked into the rooms, and called us (not 
in the old way. as though we were cattle, but gently): "Foremeni 
You're wanted at the entrancel" 

A debate began among us. It was the teams, not their foremen, 
who had to decide. Men went fI'om room to room to talk it over. 
Our position was ambiguous. StooHes had been weeded out fI'om 
our ranks, but we suspected that there were others, and there were 
certainly some-Hke the sHppery. bold-faced foreman-mechanic, 
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Mikhail GeneralOV. And anyway, knowledge of human nature 
told us that many of those on strike and starving for freedom's 
sake today would spill the beans tomorrow for the sake of a quiet 
life in chains. For this reason, those who were steering the strike 
(and there were leaders, of course) did not show themselves, but 
remained underground. They did not openly assume power, and 
the foremen had openly resigned their authority. So that the strik
ers seemed to be drifting, without a .helmsman. 

-A decision was reached at laIIt in some invisible quarter. We 
foremen, six or seven of us, went out to the entrance, where the 
officers were patiently awaiting us. (It was the entranceway of that 
very same hut, No.2, until recently a Disciplinary Barracks, from 
which the "metro" tunnel had run, and the escape hatch itself was 
a few meters away from the place wl1ere we now met.) We leaned 
back against the walls, lowered our eyes, and stood like men of 
stone. We lowered our eyes ~use not one ofus could now look 
at our bosses sycophantically, and rebellious looks would have 
been foolish. We stood like hardened hooligans called before a 
teachers' meeting-hunched, hands ill pockets, heads lowered and 
averted-incorrigible, impenetrable, hopeless.-

From both corridors, .however, a crowd of 2\Cks pressed into 
the entranceway, and hiding behind those in front, the back 
rows. could speak freely, call out our demands and our an
swers. 

Officially, the officers with blue-edged epaulets (some we knew, 
others we had never seen before) saw and addressed only -the 
foremen. Their manner was restrained. They did not try to intimi
date us, but their tone was still intended to remind us that we were 
inferior. It would, so they said, be in our own interest to end the 
strike and the hunger strike. If we did, we would receive not only 
today's rations but-something unheard of in Gulagl-yester
daY's, too. (They were so used to the idea that hungry men can 
always be bought!) Nothing was said either about punishaient 9r 
about our demands--they might not have existed. 

The warders stood at the sides, keeping their right hands in 
their pockets. 

There were shouts from the corridor: 
''Whoever's to blame for the shooting must be brought to jus-

tice!" -
"Take the locks oft' the doors!" 
"Oft' with the numbers!" 
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In other huts they also demanded a review of Special BOard 

cases in the open courts. 
While we foremen stood like schoolboy hooligans waiting for 

the headmaster to finish nagging. 
The bosses left, and the hut was locked up again. 
Although hunger had begun to get many of us down-our 

heads were heavy and our thoughts lacked clarity-in our hiU not 
a single voice was l'1lised in favor of surrender. Any "regrets ~ 
mained unspoken. 

We tried to guess how high the news of our rebellion would go. 
" They knew already, of course, in the Ministry of Internal· Mairs, 
or would learil. today-but did Whiskers? That butcher wouldn't 
stop at shooting the lot of us, all five thousand 

Toward evening we heard the drone of a plane somewhere near, 
although it was cloudy and not good Dying weather. We surmised 
thai someone even higher up had Down in. 

A seasoned son of Gulag, Nikolai Khlebunov, who was friendly 
with some of us, had landed a job somewhere in the kitchens after 
nineteen yean in prison, and as he passed through the camp that 
day he was quick enough and brave enough to slip us a half-pood 
sack of millet 80ur through the window. It was sluired out be
tween the seven teams,. and cooked at night so that the warders 
couldn't catch us at it. 

Khlebunov passed on some very bad news: Camp Division No. 
2, where the Ukrainians were, beyond the Chinese Wall, had not 
supported us. That day and the day before, the Ukrainians had 
turned out to work as though things were quite normal There " 
could be no doubt that they had received our notes; they could 
hear how quiet we had been for two days; they could see from the 
tower crane on the building site that our camp area had been 
deserted since the shooting; they must have missed meeting our 
columns outside the camp. Nevertheless, they had not supported 
usl ... (We learned afterward that the young men who were their 
leaders, and who still had no ~perience of practical politics, had 
argued that the Ukrainians had their own destiny. distinct from 
that of the Muscovites. They who had begun with such spirit had 
now fallen back and ·abandoned us.) So that there were not five 
thousand of us, but only ~ 

For the second night, the third morning," and the third day 
hunier clawed at our guts. 

But when on the third morning theChekists, in still greater 



262 I THE GULAG ARCHIPELAGO 

force, again summoned the foremen to the entrance, and once 
again welItood there--sullen, unreachable, hlmgdog-our general 
resolve was not to give way! We were carried along by inertial 
force. 

The bosses only gave us new strength. The newly arrived brass 
hat had this to say: 

"The administration of the Peschany camp requests the prison
ers to take their food. The administration will receive any com
plaints. It will examine them and eliminate the causes of conflict 
between the administration and the prisoners." 

Had our ears deceived us? They were requesting us to take food! 
And not so much as a word about work. We had stormed the 
camp jail, broken windows and lamps, chased warders with 
knives, and it now turned out that far from being a mutiny, this 
was a conflict between (I) . . . between equals • • • between the 
administration and the prisoners! 

It had taken only two days and two nights of united action
and look how our serfmasters had changed their tone! Never in 
our lives, not only as prisoners, but as free men, as members of 
trade unions, had we heard our bosses speak with such unction! 

. Nonetheless, we started silently dispersing-no one could take 
a decision there. Nor could anyone there promise a decision. The 
foremen went away without once raising their eyes or looking 
around, even when the head of the Separate Camp Site addressed 
us one after another by name. . 

That was our answer. 
The hut was locked again. 
From outside it looked to the bosses as dumb and unyield

ing as ever. But inside, the sections were the scene of stormy 
debate. The temptation was too great! Soft speech had affected 
the undemanding zeks' more than any threat would. Voices 
were heard urging surrender. What more, indeed, could we 
hope to achieve! . . . 

We were tired! We were hungry! The mysterious force which 
had fused our emotions andbome us aloft was losing height and 
with tremulous wings bringing us down to earth again. 

Yet mouths clamped tight for dec8des, mouths which had been 
silent for a lifetime, and should have stayed silent for what was 
left of it, were now opened. Among those listening to them, of 
courSe, were the surviving stoolies. These exhortations, in voices 
suddenly recovered for a few minuteS, voices with a new ring to 
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them (m our room tIpd of Dmitri Panin), would have to 1?e paid 
for by a fresh term of imprisonment, a noose around the throat 
in which the pulse of freedom had ftutterecL It was a price worth 
paJins,for the vocal cords were for the tint time put to the use 
for which they were created. 

Give way now? That would mean acc:eptiog someone's wont 
of honor. Whose word euctly? That of our jailers, the camp 
dog pack. In all the time that prisons had existed, in all the 
time the camps had been there-had they ever once kept their 
wont? . . 

The sedimfint of ancient sufterinp and wronp ~ iDsu1ts was 
stirred up anew. For the,tint time ever we had taken the riPt road 
-were we to give in so soon? For the tint time we had felt what 
it was Iike.to be human-only to give in so quickly? A keen, a 
bracina breeze of mischief blew around us. We would SO on! We 
would SO on! They'd sing a cWrereDt tune before we fInishedI They 
would . give way! (But when would we ever be able to believe 
anythiDJ they said? This was as unclear as ever. That is the fate 
of the opp11e8sed: they are forced to beline and to yield. ••• ) 

Once more the emotions of two hundred men were fused in a 
sinaIe passion; the winga of the eagle beat the air-he aailed aloft! 

We lay down to conserve our atreqth, trying to move as Httle 
as po88IoJe and not to talk unneceaaarily. Our thoughts were quite 
enough to occupy us. 

The last crumbs in the hut had been finished long ago. No one 
had anythiDJ to cook or to share. In the· general silence and 
stiIJneia the only 80UIid was the voices of young observers glued 
to the windowa: they told U8 about all the comings and psa 
outside in the camp. We admired these twenty-year-olds, their 
enthusiasm-undimmed by hunger, their determination to die on 
the threshold ofJife, with everything still before them, rather than 
surrender. We were envious of them, because the truth had en
tered our heads so late, and our spines were ~y aettina in a 
servile arc. . 

I can, , think, DOW mention by name Janek Baranovaky, Volo
dya Trofimov, and Bogdan, the metalworker. 

Suddenly, in the late afternoon of the third day, when the 
western sky was clearing and the setting SUD could be seen, our 
observers shouted in anger and disniay: . . 

"Hut nine! •.• Nine has aurrenderedI ••• Nine'8 soing to the 
mess hall!" 
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We alljumped up. Prisoners from the other Side of the corridor 
ran into our room. Through the bars, from the upper and lower 
bed platforms, some of us on all fours, some looldDg over other 
people's shoulders, we watched, transfixe<I, that sad procession. 

Two hundred and fifty pathetic little .figures, darker than ever 
against the sunset, cowed and crestfallen, were trailing sIantwise 
across the camp. On they went, each of them glimpsed brieft.y in 
the rays of the setting sun, a dawdling, endless chain, as though 
those behind regretted that the foremost had set out, and were 
loath to follow. Some, feebler than the rest, were led by the arm 
or the hand, and so uncertain were their steps that they looked like 
blind men with their guides. Many, too, held mess tins or mugs 
in their hands, and this mean prisonware, carried in expectation 

~ of a supper too copious to gulp down onto constricted stomachs, 
these tins and cups held out like begging bowls, were more degrad
ing and slavish aDd pitiable than anything else about them. 

I felt myself weeping. I glanced at my companions as I wiped 
away my tears, and saw theirs. 

Hut No.9 had spoken, and decided for us all. It was there that 
the dead had been lying around for four days, since Tuesday. 
evening. 

They went into the mess hall, and it was as though they had 
decided to forgive the murderers in return for their bread ration 
and some mush. 

No. 9 was a hungry hut. The teams in it were all general 
laborers, and very few prisoners received parcels. There were 
many goners among them. Perhaps they had surrendered for fear 
that there would be other corpses? 

We went away from the windows without a word. 
It was then that I l~ed the meaning of Polish pride, and 

understood their recklesaly brave rebellions. The Polish engineer 
Jerzy Wegierski, whom I have mentioned before, was now in our 
team. He was serving his ninth and last year. Even when he was 
a work assigner no one had ever I:.~d him raise his voice. He was 
always quiet, polite, and gentle. 

But now-his face was~rted with rage, scorn, andsuffering, 
as he tore his eyes away from that procession ofbeggars, and cried 
in an angry, steely voice: 

"Foremanl Don't wake me for supper! I shan't be goingl" 
He clambered up onto the top bunk, turned his face to the wall 

-and didn't get up again. That night we went to eat-but he 
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wouldn't get upl He never received parcels, he was quite alone, he 
was always short of food-but he wouldn't get up. In his mind's 
eye the steam from a bowl of mush could not veil the ideal of 
freedom. 

If we had all been 80 proud and so strong, what tyrant could 
have held out against us? 

• 
The following day, January 27, was a Sunday. They didn't drive 
us out to work to make up for lost time (although the bosses. of 
course, were itching to get back on schedule) but simply fed us, 
issued arrears of rations, and let us wander about the camp. We 
all went from hut to hut, telling each other how we had felt in the 
past few days, and we were all in holiday mood, as though we had 
won instead of losing. Besides, our kind masters promised yet 
again that all legitimate requests (but who knew, who was to 
define what was legitmulte?) would be satisfied. 

There was, however, one untoward little event: a certain 
Volodka Ponomarev, a "bitch" who had been with us through
out the strike, heard many rash speeches, and looked into 
many eyes, roll away to the guardhouse, which meant that he 
had run to betray us outside the camp area, where he could 
avoid the knife. _ 

For me the whole essence of the criminal world crystallized in 
Ponomarev's ftight. Their alleged nobility is just a matter of caste 
obligations. Qut when they find themselves in the whirlpool of 
revolution they inevitably behave treacherously. They can under
stand -no principles, only brute force. 

It was an easy guess that our bosses were getting ready to arrest 
the ringleaders. But they announced that, on the contrary, com
missions of inquiry had arrived from Karaganda, Alma-Ata, and 
Moscow to look into things. A table was placed on ground stiff' 
with hoarfrost in the middle of the camp, where we lined up for 
work aSsignment, and some high-ranking offiCers sat at it in sheep
skin coats and felt boots and invited us to come forward with our . 
complaints. Many prisoners went and talked to them. Notes were 
taken. 

After work on Tuesday they assembled the foremen ''to present 
complaints." In reality this conference was another low trick, a 
form of interrOgation: tJiey knew that the prisoners were boiling 
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with resentment and let them vent it so that they could be sure 
of arresting the right people. 

This was my last day as a foreman: my neglected tumor was 
growing rapidly, and for a long time now I had been putting off 
my operation until, in camp terms, it was "cOnvenient." In Janu
ary and particularly during the fatal days of the hunger strike, the 
tumor decided for me that it was now "convenient," and it seemed 
to get bigger by the hour. The moment the huts were opened I 
showed myself to the doctors and they set a date for the operation. 
But I dragged myself to this last conference. 

It was convened in the spacious anteroom to the bathhouse. 
They placed the presidium's table in front. of the barbers' chairs, 
and seated at it Were one MVD colonel, several lieutenant colo
nels, and some sIilaller fry, with our camp commanders inconspic
uous in the second row, behind them. There, too, behind the backs 
of the presidium, sat the note-takers-making hasty notes 
throughout the meeting, while the front row helped them by 
repeating the names of speakers. 

One man stood out from the rest, a certain lieutenant colonel 
from the Special Section or from the Organs-a quick, clever, 
nimble-witted villain, with a tall brow and a long face: this quick
wittedness, these narrow features, somehow made it difficult to 
believe that he belonged to that pack of obtuse police officials. 

The foremen were reluctant to come forward, and practically 
had to be dragged to their feet from the close-packed benches. As 
soon as they started saying something of their own, they were 
interrupted and invited to explain why people were being mur
dered, and what were the aims of the strikers? And if a hapless 
foreman tried to give some sort of answer to the questions--reason 
for murders, nature' of demands-the whole pack at once 8ung 
itself upon him: And how do you know that? So you're connected 
with these gangsters? Right, let's have their namesll 

This was -their idea of a fair and honorable inquiry into the 
"legitimacy" of our demands. . . . 

The lofty-browed villain of a lieutenant colonel was especially 
quick to interrupt the speakers: he had a nimble tongue, and the 
advantage of impunity. With his caustic interjections he thwarted 
each of our attempts to present our case. From the tone which the 
proceedings were beginning to take you would have thought that 
only we faced any charges and needed to defend oWJelves. 

An urge to put a stop to this swelled inside me. I took the 800r, . 
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and gave my name (which was repeated for the note-taker). I rose 
from the bench pretty certain that there was no one in that gather
ing who could trot out a rounded sentence more easily than I. The 
only difficulty was that I had no idea what to tell them. All that 
is written in these pages, aU that we had gone through, aU that we 
had brooded over in aU those years and aU those days on hunger 
strik~I might lis well try telling it to orang-utans as to them. 
They were still in some formal sense Russians, still more or less 
capable of understanding fairly simple Russian phrases, such as 
"Permission to enterl" "Permission to speak, sid" But as they sat 
there aU in a row at the long table, exhibiting their sleek, white, 
complacent, uniformly bJank physiognomies, it was plain that 
they had long ago degenerated into a distinct biological type, that 
verbal communication between us had broken down beyond re
pair, and that we eQuld exchange only ... bullets. 

Only the long-headed one had not yet turned into an orang
utan; his hearing and understanding were excellent. The moment 
I spoke he tried to interrupt me. With the whole audience paying 
close attention, a duel of lightning-swift repartee began. 
'~ere do you work?" 
(What difference could that make? [ wonder.) 
"In the engineering shopal" I rapped out over my shoulder, and 

hurried on with more important things. 
He came straight back at me. 
''Where they make the knives?" 
"No," I said, parrying his thrust. ''Where they repair -self

propelled excavatorsl" (I don't know inyselfhow my mind worked. 
so quickly and clearly.) 

Hurry. hurry, make them be quiet and listen-that's the main 
thing. 

The brute crouched behind the table and suddenly pounced to 
sink his fangs in me: 

''You are here because the bandits delegated you?" 
"No, because you invited mel" I snapped back triumphantly, 

and went on talking and talking. 
He sprang at me once or twice more, was beaten off, and sat 

completely silent. I had won. 
Won-but to what purpose? Just one more year! One more year 

to go, and the thought crushed me. I could not get out the words 
they deserved to hear. I could have delivered there and then an 
immortal speech, and been shot next day. I would have delivered 



268 I THE GULAG ARCHIPELAGO 

it just the same-if they had been broadcasting it throughout the 
world! But no, the audience was too small 

So 1 did not tell them that our camps followed· the Fascist 
model, and were a· symptom of the regime's degeneration. 1 lim
ited myself to waving a kerosene-soaked rag under their eagerly 
sniffing noses. 1 had learned that the commander of convoy troops 
was sitting there, and so 1 deplored the unworthy conduct of the 
camp guards, who had ceased to resemble Soviet fighting men, 
who joined in pilfering from work sites, and they were boors 1Uld 
bullies, and they were murderers into the bargain. Then· 1 por- . 
trayed the warders in the camps as a gang of greedy rogues who 
forced zeks to steal building materials for them. (This was quite 
true, except that it started with the officers sitting and listel1ing to 
me.) And what a countereducational effect all this had, 1 said, on 
prisoners desirous of amendment! 
. 1 didn't like my speech myself. The only good thing about it was 

that we were now setting the pace. 
In the interval of silence which 1 had won, one of the foremen, 

T., rose and spoke slowly, almost inarticulately, whether because 
that was natural to him or because he was extremely agitated. 

"I used to agree . . . when other prisoners Said . . . we live· 
. . . like 00_ .... " . 

the brute in the presidium bristled. T. kneaded the cap in his 
hands, an ugly crop-headed convict, his coarsened featurl;S con~ 
torted by his struggle to find the right words. 

"But now 1 see that 1 was wrong •••. " 
The brute's face cleared. 
"We live-much worse than dogs," T. rapped out with sudden 

emphasis, and all the foremen sat bolt upright. "A dog has only 
one number on his collar; we have four. Dogs are fed on meat; 
we're fed on fishbones. A dog doesn't get put in the cooler! A dog 
doesn't get shot at from watchtowers! Dogs don't get twenty-fivers 
pinned on them!" 

They could interrupt whenever they liked now-he had said all 
that mattered. 

ChernoBorov rose, introducing himself as a Hero of the Soviet 
Union, then another foreman, and both of them spoke boldly and 
passionately. Their names were echoed in the presidium with 
heavy significance. 

Maybe this can. only lead to our destruction, lads. . . . And 
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maybe it is only by banging our heads against it that we can bring 
this accursed wall down. . 

The meeting ended in a draw. 
All was quiet for a few days. The commission was seen no more, 

and life was so peaceful in our Camp Division that there might 
never have been any trouble. 

An escort took me off to a hospital on the Ukrainian side. I was 
the first to be taken there since the hunger strike, the first swallow. 
Yanchenko, the surgeon who was to operate on me, had called me 
in for examination, but his questions and my answers were not 
about my tumor. He was not interested in my tumor, and I was 

, glad to have such a reliable doctor. There was no end to his 
questions. His face was dark with the pain we all shared. 

The same experience, in different lives, can be seen in very 
different perspectives. This tumor, which was to all appearall.Ce8 
malignant-what a blow it would have been if I were a free man; 
how I should have suffered, how my loved ones would have wept. 
But in this place, where heads were so casually severed from 
trunks, the same tumor was just an excuse to stay in bed, and I 
didn't give it much thought. 

I was lying·in the hospital among those wounded and maimed 
on that bloody night. There were men beaten by the warders to 
a bloody pulp: they had nothing left to lie on-their flesh was in 
ribbons. One burly warder had been particularly brutal with his 
length of iron piping. (Memory! memory! I cannot now recall his 
name.) One man had already died of his wounds. 

News came in thick and fast. The punitive operation bad begun 
in the "Russian" Camp Division. Forty men had been arrested. 
For fear of a fresh mutiny, they did it this way: Until the very last 
day the bosses showed nothing but kindness, and you could only 
suppose that they were trying to decide which of their own num
ber were to blame. But on the appointed day, as the work teams 
were passing through the gates, they noticed that the escort party 
which took charge of them was twice or three times its normal 
strength. The plan was to seize the victims where prisoners could 
not help one another, nor could the walls of huts or buildings 
under construction help them. The escort marched the columns 
out of the camp, and took them by different ways into the steppe, 
but before they had brought any of them to their destination, the 
officers in 'command gave their orders. "Haltl Weapons at the 
ready! Chamber cartridges! Prisoners, sit down! I shall count to 
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three and fire if you aren't sitting downl Everybody sitl" 
Once again, as at Epiplwiy the year before, tricked and help

less, the slaves were pinned to the snow. Then, too, an officer had 
unfolded a piece of paper and read out the names and numbers of 
those who had to rise, leave the unresisting herd, and pass through 
the cordon. Next, this handful of mutineers was marched back 
under separate escort, or else a Black Maria rolled up to collect 
them. The herd, now purged of fermenting agents, was then 
brought to its feet and driven to work. 

Our educators had shown us whether we could ever believe 
anything they said. 

They also plucked out candidates for jail in the camp grounds 
while they were deserted for the day. And arrests easily ftitted over 
that four-meter wall which the strike had been unable to sUrmount 
and pecked at the Ukrainian Camp Division. The very day before 
my operation was due, Yanchenko the surgeon was arrested and 
taken olf to jail. 

Prisoners continued to be arrested or posted to other camps
it was always difficult to know which-without the precautions 
observed at the beginning. Small groups of twenty or thirty were 
sent olf"somewhere. Then suddenly on February 19 they began 
assembling an enormous transport, some seven hundred strong. 
They were under special discipline: as they left the camp they were 
handcuffed. Fate had exacted retributionl The Ukrainians, who 
had taken such good care not to help the Muscovites, were thicker 
on the ground in this transport than we were. 

True, on the point of leaving, they saluted our shattered strike. 
A new wood-processing plant, itself oddly enough built entirely of 
wood (in Kazakhstan, wher~ there is no timber and lots of stone!), 
for reasons which remained officially unexplained (but I know for 
certain that there was arson), burst into flame at several points 
simultaneously, and within two hours three million rubles had 
gone up in smoke. For those on their way to be shot It was like 
a Viking's funeral-the old Scandinavian custom of burning the 
hero's boat together with his body. 

I was lying in the recovery room. I was alone in the ward: the 
camp was in such a turmoil that no one could be admitted, the 
hospital had come to a standstill. After my room, which was at 
the butt end of the hut, came the morgue, where Dr. Kornfeld's 
body had been lying for I don't know how many days because no 
one had time to bury him. (Morning and evening, a warder near-
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ing the end of his round would stop outside and to simplify the 
count embrace my room and the morgue in one inclusive gesture: 
"Two more here." And tick us off on his clipboard.) 

Pavel Boronyuk. who had also been called to join the large 
transport, broke through all the cordons and came to embrace me 
before he left. Not just our camp but the whole of creation seemed 
to us to be shaken, reeling before the storm. We were storm-tossed 
and we could not realize that outside the camp all was as calm and 
stagnant as ever. We felt as though we were riding great waves, 
on something that might sink under our feet, and that if we ever 
saw each other again, it would be in quite a different country! 

But just in ~farewell, my friendl Farewell, all my friendsl 

• 
That year of tedium and stupidity-my last year in Ekibastuz, and 
the last Stalinist year on the Archipelago-dragged on. After they 
had been kept in jail for a while, and no evidence against them 
found, a few-but only a few-were sent back into the camp. 
While many, very many, whom we had come to know and love 
over the years were taken away: some for further investigation and 
trial, others to the isolato~ because of some in!ielible black mark 
in their dossiers (although they might long since have been more 
like angels than prisoners); others again to the Dzhezkazgan 
mines; and there was even a transPort of the "mentally defective" 
-Kishkin the joker was squeezed in with this lot, and the doctors 
also fixed up Volodya Gershuni. 

To replace those who had left, the stoolies crawled one by one 
out of the "safe deposit"; timidly and apprehensively at first, then 
more and more brazenly. One who returned to the body of the 
camp was the venal "bitch" Volodka Ponomarev, once a mere 
lathe operator, but now in charge of the parcels room. The distri
bution of the precious crumbs collected by destitute families was 
a task which the old Chekist Maksimenko naturally entrusted to 
a notorious thiefl 

The security officers again started summoning anyone and ev
eryoneto their offices as often as they pleased. It was an airless 
spring. Anyone whose horns or ears stuck out too much quickly 
learned to keep his head down. I did not go back to my foreman's 
job (there were now plenty of foremen again), but became a 
smelter's mate in the foundry. We had to work hard that year, for 
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reasons which I shall explain. The one and only concession which 
the administration made when all our hopes and demands lay in 
ruins was to make us self-financing: under this system what we 
produced did not simply vanish into the maw of Gulag, but was 
priced, and 45 percent of its value was counted as our earnings 
(the rest went to the state). Of these "earnings" the camp appro
priated 70 percent for the maintenance of guards, dogs, barbed 
wire, the camp jail, security officers, the officers responsible for 
discipline, for censorship, for education-in a word, all the things 
without which our lives would be unlivabl~ut the remaining 30 
perceDt (13 ~ percent of the whole product) was credited to the 
personal account of the prisoner, and part of this money, though 
not all of it (provided you had not misbehaved, not been late, not 
been rude, not been a disappointment to your bosses), you could 
on application once a month convert into a new camp currency 
-vouchers-and these vouchers you could spend. The system 
was so contrived that the more sweat you lost, the more blood you 
gave, the closer you came to that 30 percent, but if you didn't feel 
like breaking your back, all your labor went to the camp and you 
got zero. 

And the majority-ah, what a part the majority plays in our 
history, especially when it is carefully prepared by weeding
gratefully gulped 40wn this sop from its bosses and risked working 
itself to death to buy condensed milk, margarine, and nasty sweets 
at the food counter, or get itself a second supper in the "commer
cial" dining roonr. And since work sheets were made up for the 
teain as a whole, not for individual members, all those who didn't 
want to sacrifice their health for margarine still had to do it, so 
that their comrades could earn more. 

They also started bringing films to the camp much more fre
quently than before. As is always the case in the camps, or in 
villages, or in remote workers' settlements, no one had enough 
respect for the spectators to announce the titles in advance-a pig, 
after all, is not informed in advance what is going to be poured 
into his trough. Nonetheless, the prisoners-could they be the 
same prisoners who had kept up the hunger strike so heroically 
that winter?l-now flocked in, grabbed seats an hour before the 
windows were draped, without worrying one little bit whether the 
film was worth it. 

Bread and circusesl ... Such a cliche that it's embarrassing to 
repeat it. 
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No one could blame people (or wanting to eat their fill after so 
many years of hunger. But whill: we were there filling our bellies, 
comrades of ours-some who had taught us to fight, some who 
had shouted "No surrenderJ" to their hutmates in those January 
days, and some who had not been involved at all-were at that 
moment on trial somewhere, comrades of ours were being shot, or 
carried off to begin new sentences in isolation camps, or broken 
by interrogation after interrogation, bundled into cells where con
demned men had scratched a forest of crosses on the walls, and 
the snake of a major looked in to smile a promise: "Ah, PaninI I 
remember you~h, yes, I remember you! The wheels are turning, 
don't worryl We'll soon process you!" 

A fine word tbat-processl You can. process a man for the next 
world, process a man into the cooler for twenty-four hours, and 
a chit for a pair of secondhand trousers may also be processed. But 
the door slams shut, the snake has gone, smiling enigmatically, 
leaving you to guess, to spend a month without sleep, to beat your 
head against the stones wondering how exactly they intend to 
process you .... 

Talking about it is easy enough. 
Suddenly in Ekibastuz they got together another party of 

twenty men for transportation. Rather a strange party. They were 
gathered unhurriedly, they were not treated harshly, they were 
not isolated-it was almost as though they were being assembled 
for release. Not one of them, however, was anywhere near the end 
of his sentence. Nor were there any of those hard-boiledzeks 
among them whom the bosses try to break with spells in the cooler 
. and special punishments; no, they were all good prisoners, in good 
standing with their superiors: there, once again, was the slippery 
and self-assured foreman of the vehicle repair shop, Mikhail Mile
hailovich Generalov; the crafty simpleton Belousov, a foreman 
machinist; the engineer and technician Gultyaev; the Moscow 
designer Leonid Raikov, a grave and steapy man with the face of 
a statesman; the very amiable, universally friendly Zhenka Milyu
kov, a lathe operator with a pert pancake face; and another lathe 
operator, the Georgian Kokki Kocherava. a great lover of truth, 
hot in defense of jusiice when the crowd was looking. 

Where were they going? From the party's composition, obvi
ously not to a maximum punishment prison. "Must be a nice place 
you're going to," they were told. "They'll be taking the guards off 
you." But Dot one of them showed a glimmer of happiness, not for 
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a single moment. They wagged their heads miserably, reluctantly 
gathered their belongings, in two minds as to whether to take them 
or leave them. They looked like beaten curs. Could they really 
have grown so fond of turbulent Ekibastuz? They even said good
bye with lips that seemed numb, and unconvincing intonations. 

They were taken away. 
We were not given time to forget them. Three weeks later the 

word went around: they've been brought backl Back here? Yes. 
All of them? Yes ... only they're sitting in the statfbarracks and 
won't go to their own huts. 

This put the finishing touch to the strike of three thousand at 
Ekibastuz-the strike of the traitorsl ... So much for their reluc
tance to gol In the interrogators' offices, when they were snitching 
on our friends and signing their perfidious statements, they had 
hoped that it would aU be kept under the seal of the confessional. 
It had of course been that way for decades: a political denuncia
tion was regarded as an unchallengeable document,' and the in
former'S identity was never revealed. But something about our 
strike-the need, perhaps, to vindicate themselves in the eyes of 
their superiors?-had compelled our bosses to mount a full-dress 
trial somewhere in Karaganda. These creatures were taken off one 
day, and when they looked into each other's anxious eyes 'each of 
them realized that he and aU the others were on their way to testify 
in court. That wouldn't have bothered them, but they knew 
Gulag's postwar rule: a prisoner called away for some temporary 
purpose must be returned to his former camp. They were, how
ever, promised that, by way of exception, they would be left in 
Karaganda! An order was in fact drafted, but incorrectly, not in 
due form, and Karaganda refused to have them. 

They were three weeks on the road. Their guards herded them 
from Stolypin cars into transit camps and from transit camps into 
Stolypin cars, yelled -at them to "sit on the ground," searched 
them, took away their belongings, rushed them into the bath
house, fed them on herrings and gave them no water-they re
ceived the full treatment used to wear down ordinary uncoopera
tive prisoners. Then they were taken under guard into the 
courtroom, where they faced yet again thOse whom they had 
denounced, this time to drive the final nails into their coffins, hang· 
the locks on the doors of their solitary cells, wind back their 
sentences so that they would have long y~ to run-after which 
they were brought home via aU those transit prisons, and flung,. 

\. 
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without their masks, into their old camp; 
They were no longer needed. Informers are like f~ .••• 
But was not the camp now pacified? Had not nearly a thousand 

men been moved out? Could anybody now prevent them from 
going along to ihe godfather's office? • • . Nevertheless, they 
wQuldn't leave the staff building! They were on strike-they 
refused to enter the camp grounds! Only Kocherava made up his 
mind to brazen it out in his old role of lover of truth. He went to 
his team and said: . 

"We don't know why they took Us! They took us all over the 
place, and then brought us back. ••• " 

But his daring lasted just one night and one dawn. Next day he 
fted to the staft' room and his friends. 

So that what had happened had not gone for nothing, and our 
comrades had not fallen in vain. The atmosphere in the camp 
would never be as oppressive as before. Meanness was back on its 
throne, but very precariously. Politics were freely discussed in the 
huts. No work assigner or foreman would dare ~ck a zek or take 
a swing at him. Because everybody knew now how easy it is to 
make knives and how easily they sink home between the ribs. 

-Our little island had experienced an -earthquake-and ceased to 
belong to the Archipelago. 

This was howEkibastuz felt.·1t is doubtful whether Karagand& 
felt the same. And certain that Moscow did not. The .SpeciaI Camp -
system was bl;ginning to collapse in one place after another, but 
our Father and Teacher had DO inkling ofit-it was not. ofcourse, . 
reported to him (and in any case, incapable as he was of giving up 
anything, he ~ould only have relinquished katorgtl on the day his . 
chair burst into ftames beneath him). On the contrary, he plannecl 
a new great wave of arrests for 1953, perhaps in connection with. 
a new war, and in 1952 expaJidecl the Special Camp network 
accordingly. Thus it was decreed that the Ekibastuz camp should 
be converted from a division of Step1ag, or at times Peschanlag, 
into the -headquarters of a big new Special Camp complex in the . 
Irtysh basin (provisionally called DaIlag). So that over and above 
the numerous s1avedrivers already there, a whole new administra
tion of parasites arrived in Eldbastuz, and these as well we had to 
support by our labor. 

New prisoners, too, were expected any day • 

• 
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Meanwhile the germ of freecloJq was spreading. Where, though, 
could it go from the Archipelago? Just as the Dubovka prisoners 
had once .brought it to us, so our comrades now carried it farther. 
That spring you could see this inscription written, scratched, or 
chiseled on every lavatory wall in Kazakhstan: 

"Hail to the fighters of Ekibastuz1" 
The first culling of the "center mutineers," about forty men, and 

the 250 most "hardened cases" among the big February transport, . 
were taken all the way to Kengir. (The settlement was called 
Kengir, and the station Dzhezkazgan. This was the Third Steplag 
Camp DiviSiOn, where the Steplag Administration and the big
bellied Colonel Chechev in person were to be found.) The other 
Ekibastuz prisoners to be punished were shared between the First 
and Second Divisions of Steplag (Rudnik) . 
. To warn them oft', the eight thousand zeks 'of Kengir were 
informed that the new arrivals were bandits. They were marched 
all the way from the station to Kengir jail's new building in 
handcutfs. In this way, like a legend in chains, our movement 
entered still servile Kengir, to awaken it, too. Here, as in Ekibas
tuz a year back, the bully and the informer still reignedsup~ 

When he had kept our quarter thousand in jail till April, the 
commander of the Kengir Camp DivisiQD, Lieutenant Colonel 
Fedotov, decided that they had been sufticiendyintimidated, and 
gave instructions for them to be taken out to work. The center had 
supplied 125 pairs of brand-new nickel-plated handcuffs, latest 
Fascist design-just enough, if you handcutfed them two together, 
for 250 prisoners (which was probably how they had determined 
Kengir's allocation).' 

With one hand free, life is not/so bad! Quite a few of the lads 
in the column had experience of camp jails, and there were also 
old escapers among them (fenno, too, was included in the trans
port), who knew all the peculiarities of handcutfs and explained 
to neighbors in the column that with one hand free there was 
nothing to getting these cutfs oft'-with a pin, or even without one. 

When they got near the working area, the warders began 
removing handcutfs at several places in the column simultane
ously so as to start the day's work without delay. Whereupon 
those who. knew how hurriedly took oft'their own handcutfs and 
those of other prisoners and hid them under their coats: "Another 
warder took ours om" It never occurred to the warders to count 
the handcuffs before they let the column pass, and prisoners were 
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never searched on entering their place of work. 
So that on the very first morning, out of 125 pairs ofhandcuftS, 

our lads carried olf 23! There, in the' work zone, they started by 
smashing the cuffs with stones and hammers, but soon they had 
a brighter idea: wrapping them in greased paper, so that they 
would last better, and bricking them up in the walls and founda
tions of the bUildings on which they were working that day (resi
dential block No. 20, opposite the Kengir Palace of Culture), 
together with ideologically uninhibited covering notes: ''Descend
ants! These houses were built by Soviet slaves! Here you see the 
sort of handcuffs they wore!" 

The warders abused and cursed the bandits. and produced some 
rusty old cuffs for the return journey. They were very much on 
their guard now, but the lads still pinched another six pairs on the 
way in to camp. On each of the two following working days they 
stole a few more. And every pair cost 93 rubles. 

So the bosses of Kengir declined to march the lads about in 
handcuffs. 

A man must fight for his rights! 
At about the beginning of May they gradually started transfer

ring the Ekibastuz group from the jail to the main camp. 
The time had come for them to ,teach the locals a Httle sense. 

As a beginning, they mounted a Small demonstration: a trusty, 
barging in at the head of a queue, as was his right, was strangled, 
not quite fatally. This was enough to start people talking. Things 
are going to change around here! The new lot aren't like us. (It 
would be untrue to say that in the nest of camps around Dzhez
kazgan stooHes had never been touched, but this had not become 
a trend. In 1951, in the jail at Rudnik, prisoners once snatched a 
warder's keys, unlocked the cell they wanted, and knifed Kozlaus
kas.) 

Underground centers were now set up in Kengir, one Ukrain
ian, one "All-Russian." Knives and masks were made, ready for 
the chopping-and the whole story began all over again. 

Voinilovich "hanged himself' from the bars of his cell. Others 
killed were the foreman Belokopyt and the loyalist stooHe Lifshitz 
(a member of the Revolutionary Military Committee with the 
forces facing Dutov during the Civil War). (Lifshitz had Hved 
happily in the Rudnik Camp Division, where he was Hbrarian in 
the Culture and Education Section, but his fame had preceded 
him, and he was knifed the day after his arrival at Kengir.) A 
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H1JDg8rian maintenaJice orderly was hacked to death with axes 
near the bathhouse. The first to lee and blaze a trail to the "safe 
deposit" was Sauer, a f~er miDister in Soviet Estonia. 

But by now the camp bosses, too, knew what to do. For a 10llJ 
time past there had been walls between the four Camp Divisions 
at Kengir. The idea now was to surround each hut with a wall of 
its own-and eight thousand men started working on it in their 
spare time. They also partitioned every hut into four sections, with 
no communication between them. Bach miniature camp area and 
each section was regularly locked. Ideally, of course, they would 
have liked to divide the whole world into one-man compartments. 

The sergeant major in charge of the KeDgir jail was a profes-. 
sional boxer. He used prisoners as punching bags. In hi$ jail they 
had also invented a technique of beating prisoners with mallets 
through a layer of plywood, so as to leave no marks. (These 
p1QCtica1 MVD persOnnel knew that re-education was impossible 
without beatings and murders; and. any p1QCtical pubHc prosecu
tor would agree. But there was always the danger that some 
theorist might descend on theml It was thi$ rather improbable 
visiting theorist who made the interposed plywood necessary.) 
One Western Ukrainian, tortured beyond endurance and afraid 
that he might betray his friends, lumged himself. Others behaved 
worse. And -both centers were put out of business. . 

What is more. there were among the "fighters" some greedy 
rascals interested not in the success of the movement but in feath
ering their nests. They wanted extra food brought to them from 
the kitchen, and a share in other prisoners' food parcels.' This 
helped the authorities to discredit the movement and put a stop 
to it. 

Or so they thought. But the stooHes, too, sang smaller after thi$ 
first rehearsal. At least the atmosphere in Kengirwas cleaner. 

The seed had been sown. But the crop would be late--and a 
surprise. 

• 
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We are forever being told that individuals do not mold history, 
especially when they resist the course of progress, but for a quarter 
of a century one such individual twisted our tails as if we were 
sheep, and we did not even dare to squeal. Now they say that 
nobody understood--:-the rear didn't understand, the vanguard 
didn't understand, only the oldest of the Old Guard understood, 
and they chose to poisOn themselves in comers, shoot themselves 
in the privacy of their homes, or end their days as meek pension
ers, rather than cry out to us from a public platform. 

So the lot of the liberator feU upon us little ones. In Ekibastuz, 
by putting five thousand pairs of shoulders under those prison 
vaults, and heaving, we had at least caused a crack. Only a little 
one, perhaps unnoticeable at a distance, and perhaps we had 
overstrained ourselves-but cracks make caves collapse. 

There were other disturbances besides ours, besides those in the 
Special Camps, but the whole bloody past has been so carefully 
cleaned up and painted and polished that it is impossible for me 
now to establish even a bare list of disorders in the camps. I did 
leam by chance that in 1951, in the Vakhrushevo Corrective 
Labor Camp on Sakbalin, five hundred men were on hunger strike 
for five days, with excitement running high and selective arrests, 
after three runaways had been savagely bayoneted outside the 
guardhouse. We know of a serious disturbance in Ozerlag, on 
September 8, 1952, after a man had been killed in the ranks at the 
guardhouse. 

Evidently, the Stalinist camp system, particularly in the Special 
Camps, was nearing a crisis at the beginning of the fifties. Even 
in the Ahidghty One's lifetime the natives were beginning to tear 
at their chains. 

There is no knowing how thinp would have gone if he had 
lived. As it was-for reasons which had nothing to do with· the 
laws of economics or society-the sluggish and impure blood 
suddenly stopped flowing in the senile veins of that undersized and 
pockmarked individual 

According to the Vanguard Doctrine, no change should have· 
resulted from this; nor did the bluecaps fear any change, though 
they wept outside the camp gates on March S;* nor did the men 
in black jerkins dare to hope for change, though they strummed 
on their balalaikas (they were not let out of the camp grounds that 
day) when they discovered that funeral marches were being broad
cast, and that black-bordered flags had been hung out-yet some 



280 I THE GULAG ARCHIPELAGO 

obscure convulsion, some slippage was started underground. 
True, the amnesty at the end of March, 1953, known to the 

camps as the "Voroshilovamnesty," was utterly faithful to the 
spiritual legacy of the deceased-in its'tenderness for thieves and 
its viciousness toward politicals. To curry favor with the under
world, the authors of the amnesty released the thieves upon the 
land like a plague of rats, leaving ordinary citizens to suffer, to bar 
their windows and make jails of their homes, and leaving the· 
militia to hunt down all over again all those it had ever caught. 
Whereas 58's were released in the normal ratio: of the three thou
sand men at No.2 Camp Division in Kengir, the number set free 
was ••• three. 

An amnesty like this could convince those in katorga of one 
thing only: that Stalin's death had changed nothing. No mercy 
had ever beeJi;!ihown them, and it would not be shown now. H they 
wanted some S()rt of~ on this earth they must fight for it! 

Disturbances m the camps continued in various places in 1953 
-minor brawls like that in Karlag, Camp Division No. 12, and 
a major rebellion at Gorlag (Norilsk), about which a separate 
chapter would now follow if we had any material at all. But there 
is none. 

However, the tyrant did not die in vain. Something hidden from 
view slippCd and shifted-and suddenly, with a tinny clatter like 
an empty bucket falling, ,yet another individual came tumbling 
headlong from the very top of the ladder into the muckiest of bogs. 

And now everyone-the vanguard, the rear, even the most 
wretched natives of Gulag-realized that a new age had arrived. 

To us on the Archipelago, Beria's fall was like a thunder
clap: he was the Supreme Patron, the Viceroy of the Ar
chipelagol MID officers were perplexed, embarrassed, dis
mayed; wtien the news was announced over the radio, they 
would have liked to stuff this horror back into the loud
speaker, but had instead to lay hands on the portraits of .their 
dear, kind Protector, take them down from the walls at Ste
plag's headquarters. "It's all over now," Colonel Chechev said 
with quiveritig lips. (But he was mistaken. He thought that 
they would all be put on trial the very next day.)" The officers 

4. As IClyucheYaky notes, the very day after the emancipation of the gentry (Decree on 
JUshts of the Gentry. February 18, 1762.), the peasants were also freed (February 19, 1861) 
-but after an interval of ninety-nine years. 
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and warders suddenly showed an uncertainty, a bewilderment 
even, or which the prisoners were keenly aware. The discipli
nary OtBcer or Camp Division No. 3 at Kengir, from whom: no 
prisoner had ever received a kind look, sucfdenly came up to a 
team from the Disciplinary Bar,acks while they were"Working, 
sat down, and started offering them cigarettes. (lie wanted to 
see what sparks were flying in that turbid atmosphere, and 
what danger could be expected from them.) ''What do you say 
to that, then?" they asked him mockingly. ''Was your top boss 
Rally an enemy or'the people?" ''Yes, as it turns out," said the 
disciplinary ofIicer do1efully. "He was Stalin's right hand, 
thongh," said the maliciously grinDing prisoners. "So that 
means even Stalin slipped up, doesn't it?" ''Ye-e-es,'' said the 
amiable chatterbox. "Well, lads, it looks as though they'll be 
letting you out, if you're patient. ••• " 

Beria had fallen, and he had bequeathed the "blot" on his name 
,to his faiihfuI Organs. Until then, no prisoner and no free num. 
if he valued his life, had dared even to think or doubting the 
crystalline purity or each and every MY» ofIicer, but DOW it was 
enough to call one or these reptiles a "Beria-ite," and he was , 
defense1essl 

InRechias (Vorkuta) in June, 19S3.the great excitemeDt 
caused by Beria's removal coiucided with the arrival or the muti
neers transported from Karaganda and Taishet (most were West
ern Ukrainians). Vorkuta was still servile and downtrodden and 
the newly arrived zeks astounded the locals with their intransi
gence and their audacity. 

And the process that had taken us several long months was 
completed here in one month's time. On July 22, the cement 
works, building project TETS-2, and pitS No.7, No. 29, and No. 
6 struck. The prisoners at these work sites could see each other 
stopping work, see the wheels in the pit frames coming to a stand
still. This time'there was DO repetition of our mistake at Bkibastuz 
-no hunger strike. The warders to a DWi immediately fled from 
the camp grounds, but every day, to yells or "Hand over the 
rations, boss man!" they trundled provisions up to the fence and 
shoved them through the gates. (I suppose the fall of Beria had ' 
made them so conscientious-but for that, they would have 
starved the prisoners out.) Strike committees were set ,up in the 
Camp Divisions affected, "revolutionary order" was established; 
the mess ball staff' immediately Stopped steaIing,. and although 
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rations were not increased, the food improved noticeably. At pit 
No.7 they hung out a red flag, and at No. 29, on the side facing 
a nearby railway line, they put up ... portraits of the Politburo. 
What could they display? ... and what could they demand? They 
demanded that number patches, window bars, and locks be taken 
off, but touched none of these things thCIDSelves. They demanded 
the right to correspond, the right to receive visits, and a review of 
their cases. 

On the first day only, attempts were made to talk the strik
ers out of it. Then nobody came near for a week, but machine 
guns were set up on the watchtowers and the Camp Divisions 
on strike were cordoned off. No doubt the brass was scurrying 
back and forth between Vorkuta and Moscow-it was hard to 
know what to do in the new circumstances. At the end of that 
week General Maslennikov; the head of Rechlag, General 
Derevyanko; and the Prosecutor General, Rudenko, started 
going around the camp with a large suite of officers (as many 
as forty). Everyone was assembled on the camp parade ground 
to meet this glittering train. The prisoners sat on the ground 
while the generals showered abuse -on them for "sabotage" and 
"disgraceful behavior." At the same time, they conceded that 
"some of the demands are well founded" ("You can take off 
your number patches"; "Orders have been given" about the 
window bars). But the prisoners must return to work at once: 
"The country needs coa1I" At pit No. 7 somebody shouted 
from the back: "And what we need is freedom, you dirty ... I" 
and prisoners began to rise from the ground and disperse, leaving 
the generals with no audience.' 

At this point they tore off number patches and began levering 
out window bars. However, a schism immediately developed, and 
their spirits' feU. Perhaps we've gone far enough? We shan't get 
any more out of them. Part of the night shift reported, and the 
whole day shift. The pit wheels started turning again, and the 
various sites watched each other resume work. 

Pit 29, however, was behind ~ and could not see the others. 
It was told that aU the rest had started work-but did not believe 
it and did not go back. It would obviously have been no trouble 

s. AcconIiDs to other accounts, they actually put up this s1opn: "Freedom for 118, coal 
for our countryi" "Freedom for usH is in itself seditious, of ooune, so they hastily added 
"coal for our country" by way of apology. 
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to take delegates from pit 29 over to the other pits. But to make 
such a fuss over prisoners would have been demeaning, and any
way the generals were thirsting for blood: without blood there's 
no victory; without blood these dumb brutes would never learn. 

On August II, eleven truckloads of soldiers drove up to pit 29. 
The prisonerS were called out onto the parade ground, toward the 
gate. On the other side of the gate was a serried mass of soldiers. 
"Report for work, or we. shall take harsh measuresl" 

Never mind what measures. Just look at the Tommy guns. 
There was silence. Then the movement of human molecules in the 
crowd. Why risk your neck? 'Especially if you have a short sen
tence ... Those with a year or two to go pushed their way forward. 
But there were others, who forced a path through the ranks-to 
stand in the front row,link arms, and form a barrier against the 
strikebreakers. The crowd was undecided. An officer tried to 
break the cordon, and was struck with an iron bar. General Dere
vyanko withdrew to one side and gave the order "FireI"-on the 
crowd. 

There were three volleys-with machine-gun fire in between. 
Sixty-six men were killed. (Who were the victims? The front rows 
-that is to say the most fearless, and also those who had weak
ened first. This is a law with a wide application-you will even find
it expressed in proverbs.) The rest ran away. Guards with clubs 
and iron bars rushed after the zeks, beating them and driving them 
out of camp. . 

Arrests continued for three days (August 1-3) in all the Camp 
Divisions which had been on strike. But what could be done with 
those arrested? The Organs had. lost their cutting edge since the 
death of their breadwinner. They could not rise to a formal investi
gation. More special trains, more transfers hither and thither, to 
spread the epidemic more widely. The Archipelago was becoming 
uncomfortably small. 

For those who were left behind, there was a special punitive 
regime. 

A number of thin wooden patches appeared on the roofs of huts 
at pit No. 29, covering the bullet holes made by soldiers firing over 
the heads of the crowd. Unknown soldiers who refused to become 
murderers. 

But there were plenty of others who hit the target. 
Near the slag heap at pit 29, somebody in Khrushchev's day 
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raised across-with .. tall stem· like a telegraph poIe-on the 
communal· grave. Then it was knOcked.doWo.. And someone put 
it upapin. 

I do not know whether it is still sfJmding. 



Chapter -·12 

• 
The Forty Days of Kengir 

For the Special Camps there was another side to Beria's faR: 
by raising their hopes it confused, distracted, and disarmed the 
ktzttnzIume. Hopes of speedy change burgeoned-and the pris
oners lost their interest in hunting stoolies, and sitting in the 
hole for them, in strikes and rebellions. Their anger cooled. 
Things seemed to be improving anyway, and all they had to do 
was wait. . 

There was another aspect, too. The epaulets with blue borders 
(but without air force wings), hitherto themost respected, the least 
questionable in the armed forces at large...had suddenly become a 
stigma, not just in the eyes of prisoners or prisoners' relatives (who 
gives a damn for them?), but even perhaps in the eyes of the 
government. 

In that fateful year, 1953, MVD officers lost their second wage 
("for their stars;, which meant that henceforward they received 
only one salary, plus increments for length of service, polar allow
ances, and of course bonuses. This was a great blow to their 
pockets, but a still greater one to their expectations: did it mean 
that they were less needed'! 

The fall of Beria made it urgent for the security ministry to 
prove its devotion and its usefulness in some signal way~ But how? 

The mutinies which the security men had hitherto considered 
a menace now shone like a beacon of saivation. Let's have more 
disturbances and disorders, so that measures will have to be token. 
Then stafIiI, and salaries, will not be reduced. 

28S 
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In less than a year the guards at Kengir opened fire several times 
on innocent men. There was one incident after another: and it 
cannot have been unintentional.· 

They shot Licla, the young girl from the mortar-mixitig gang 
who hung her stockings out to dry near the boundarY fence. 

They winged the old Chinaman-nobody in Kengir remem
bered his name, and he spoke hardly any Russian, but everybody 
knew the waddling figure with a pipe between his teeth and the 
face of an elderly goblin. A guard called him to a watchtower, 
tossed a packet of makhorka near the boundarY fence, and when 
the Chinaman reached for it, shot and wounded him. 

There was a similar incident in which the guard threw some 
cartridges down from the tower, ordered a prisoner to pick them 
up, and shot him. 

Then there was the famous case of the column returning to 
camp from the ore-dressing plant and being fired on with dumdum 
bullets, which wounded sixteen men. (Another couple of dozen 
concealed light wounds to keep their names out of reports and 
avoid the risk of punishment.) 

This the zeks did not take quietly-it was the Ekibastuz story 
. over again. Kengir Camp Division No.3 did not turn out for work 

three days running (but did take food), demanding punishment of 
the culprits. 

A commission arrived and persuac:led them that the culprits 
would be prosecuted (as though the zeks would be invited to the 
trial to check! ... ). They went back to work. 

But in February, 1954, another prisoner was shot at the 
woodworking plant-''the Evangelist," as all Kengir remem
bered him (Aleksandr Sisoyev, I think his name was). This 
man had served nine years and nine months of his tenner. His 
job was fluxing arc-welding rods and he did this work in a lit
tle shed which stood near the boundarY fence. He went out to 
relieve himself near the shed-and while he was at it was shot 
from a watchtower. Guards quickly ran over from the guard
house and started dragging the dead man into the boundarY 
zone. to make it look as though he had trespassed on it. This 
was too much for the Zeks, who grabbed picks and shovels and 
drove the murderers away from the murdered man. (All this 

1. The camp authorities, of course, acted aimilarly to speed up events in other places, 
for iDstaDce in Noriisk. 
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time near the woodworking plant stood a saddled horse be
longing to Security Ofticer Belyaev-known as "the Wart" be
cause he had one on his left cheek. Captain Belyaev was an 
enterprising sadist, and engineering a murder like this was just 
his style.) 

The woodworking plant was in ap uproar. The prisoners said 
that they would carry the dead man into camp on their shoulders. 
The camp officers would not permit it. "Why did you kill him?" 
shouted the prisoners. The bosses had their explanation ready: the 
dead man himself was to blame-he had started it by throwing 
stones at the tower. (Can they have had time to read his identity 
card; did they know that he had three months more to go and was 
an Evangelical Christian? ... ) P 

The march back was grim, and there were reminders that the 
bosses meant business. Machine-gunners lay here and there in the 
snow, ready to shoot (only too ready, as the men of Kengir had 
learned). Machine-gunners were also posted on the· roofs of the 
escort troops' quarters. 

This was at the same Camp Division, No.3, which had already' 
seen sixteen men wounded at once. Although only one man was 
killed on this occasion, they felt more painfully than ever that they 
were defense1ess, doomed. Nearly a year had gone by since Stalin's 
death, but his dogs had not changed. In fact, nothing at all had 
changed. 

In the evening after supper, what they did was this. The light 
would suddenly go out in a section, and someone inVisible said 
from the doorway: "Brothers! How long shall we go on building 
and taking our wages in bullets? Nobody goes to work tomorrow'" 
The same thing happened in section after section, hut after hut. 

A note was thrown over the wall to the Second Camp Division; 
they had some experience by now, and had thought about it often 

. enough, so that they were able to call a strike there, too. In the 
Second Camp Division, which was multinational, the majority 
had tenners and many were coming to the end of their time-but 
they joined in just the same. 

In the morning the men's Camp Divisions, 2 and 3, did not 
report for work. 

This bad habit-striking without refusing the state's bread and 
slops-was becoming more and more popular with prisoners,~d 
less and less pop1ilar with their bosses. They had an idea: warders 
and escort troops went unarmed into the striking Camp Divisions, 
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where two of them at a time took hold of a single zek and tried 
shoving and jostling him out of the hut. (Far too humane a 
method: only thieves deserve to be nannied like this, not enemies 
of the people. But since Beria's execution, no general or colonel 
dared take the lead and order machine-gunners to fire into a 
camp.) This was wasted labor: the prisoners just went off to the 
latrines, or sloped about the camp ground-anything rather than 
report for work. 

They held out like this for two days. The simple idea of punish
ing the guard who had killed "the Evangelist" did not seem at aU 
simple, or just, to the bosses. Instead, a colonel from Karaganda, 
with a large retinue, went around the camp on the second night 
of the strike, confident that he was in no danger, roughly waking 
everybody up. "How long do you intend to carry on slacking?"Z 
Then, knowing nobody there, he pointed at random: "You there 
--outside! ... And you ..• And you ... Outsidel" And these 
chance people the valiant and forceful manager of men consigned 
to jail, imagining that this was the most sensible way to deal with 
slackers. The Latvian Will Rosenberg, when he saw this senseless 
high-handedness, said to the colonel: "I'll go, tool" "00 on, then," 
the colonel readily agreed. He probably did not even realize that 
this was a protest, or that there were any grounds for protest. 

That same night it was announced that the hDerai feeding policy 
was at an end and that those who did not go out to work would 
be put on short rations. Camp Division No.2 went to work in the 
morning. No.3 didn't turn out for the third morning running. The 
jostling and shoving tactics were now applied to them, but with 
heavier forces: aU the officers serving in Kengir, those who had 
come in to help, and those who were with investigating c0mmis
sions, were mobilizeci. The officers picked a hut and entered in 
strength, dazzling the prisoners with the coming and going of 
white fur hats and the brilliance of their epaulets, made their way, 
stooping, among the bunks, and with no sign of distaste sat down 
in their clean breeches on dirty pillows stull'ed with shavings. 
"Come on, move up a bit--can't you see I'm a lieutenant colone1l" 
The lieutenant colonel kept this up, shifting his seat with arms 
akimbo, until he shoved the owner of the mattress out into the 

2. "SIadciDs" _ a word much used in o8iciaIlanguage after the Balin disturbaDccs 
of JUlIe, 1953. If ordinary people somewhere in IJeIaIwn ftght for a raise, it's called "the 
riahteous IIIIF of the people, " but if simple people in our COUDtry IiIrII88le for black bread 
!bey are "BIackas." 
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passageway, where warders grabbed him by his sleeves and hus
tled him along to the work-assignment area or, ifhe was still too 
stubborn, into.jail. (The limited capacity of the two Kengir jails 
was a great nuisance to the staft": they held about five hundred 
men.) 

The strike was mastered, regardless of cost to the dignity and 
privileges. of ofIicers. This sacrifice was forced on them by the 
ambiguities of the time. They had no idea what was required of 
them, and mistakes could be dangerous! If they showed excessive 
zeal and shot down a crowdt they might end up as henchmen of 
Beria. But if they weren't zealous enough, and didn't energetically 
push the strikers out to work~y the same thing could hap
pen. J Moreover, by their massive personal participation in putting 
down the strike, the MVD officers demonstrated as never before 
the importance of their epaulets to the defense of holy order, the 
impossibility of reducing staffs, and their individual bravery. 

All previously proVed methods were also emplOyed. In March 
and April. seveial contingents of prisoilers were transferred· to 
other camps. (The plague crept- further!) - Some seventy men 
(Tenno among them) were sent to maximum security ~ with 
the classic formula: "All measures 0/ co11'eCtion exhausted, cor
rupts other prisoilers, not suitable for labor camp." Lists of those 
dispatched to maximum security jails were posted in the camp to 
deter others. And to make the self-financing system-Gulag's 
New Economic Policy, as it were--a more satisfactory Substitute 
for fteedom and justice, a wide selection of foodstuffs was deliv
ered to the previously ill-stocked sale points. They eVen-incredi .. 
blyl-started giving prisoilers advances so that they could buy 
these provisions. (Gulag giving the natives credit! Who had ever 
heard of such a thing!) 

So, for the second time in Kengir, a ripening abscess was lanced 
before it could burst. . 

But then the bosses went too far. They reached for the biggest 
stick they could use on the S8's-for the thieves! (Why,indeed, 
should they dirty their hands and sully their epaulets when they 
had the "class allies"?) 

3. Cokmel Checbev, for ODe, was defeated by this conundrum. He IdiIed after the 
Felmwyevenla IIIId we Jose tnII:k or bim-to diIcovcr him later IiviDa OIl bis )JCIIIioD in 
Kuapnda. We do DOt know how 800D the camp commander, Cokmel Yevsipeyev,1eft 
0zerIaa. "AD exceIIeat IIIIIIIIIF .•• a modest COIIIl'8de;" he becaine deputy head of the 
Brallk bydroeIectric II1Idioa. (No hint of this in Yevtusheoko's poem.). 
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The bosses now renounced the whole principle of the Special 
Camps, acknowledged that if they segregated political prisoners . 
they had no means of making themselves understood. and just 
before the May Day celebrations brought in and distributed 
throughout the mutinous No.3 Camp Division 650 men, most of 
,them thieves, some of them petty offenders (including many mi
nors). "A healthy batch is joining usI" the bosses spitefully warned 
the 58's. "Now you won't dare breathe." And they called on the 
new arrivals to "put our house in order!" 

The bosses understood well enough how the restorers of order 
would begin: by stealing, by preying on others, and so. setting every 
man against his fellows. And the bosses smiled the friendly smile 
wbich they reserve for such people when the thieves heard that 
there was a women's camp nearby and asked in their impudent 

, beggar's whine for a "look at the women, boss manI" 
But here again we see h~" unpredictable is the course ofh1JDWl 

emotions and of social movements! Injecting in K.engir No. 3 a 
mammoth . dose of tested. . ptomaine, the bOsses obtained not a 
pacified camp but the biggest mutiny in the history of the Gulag 
Arcbipelago . 

• 
Though they seem to be so scattered and so carefully sealed off. 
the islancJs of Gulag are linked by the transit prisons,.so that they 
breathe the same air and the same vital ftuids ftow in their veins. 
Thus the massacre of stoolies, the hunger strikes, . the strikes, the 
disturbances in the Special Camps, had not remained unknown to 
the thieves. By 1954, so we are told, it was noticeable in transit 
prisons that the thieves came to respect the politicals. 

IT this is so--what prevented us from gaining their respect 
earlier? All through the twenties, tbirties,and forties, we blinkered 
philistines, preoccupied as we were with ouiown importance to 
the worlct with the CODU;nts of our duffel bags; with the shoes or 
trouSers we had been allowed to retain, had conducted,ourselves 
in the eyes of the thieves like characters on the comic stage: when 
they plundered our neighbors, intellectuals of world importance 
like ourselves, we shyly looked the other way and huddled to
gether in our comers; and when the submen crossed the room to 
give us the treatment, we expected, of course, no help from neigh
bors, but obligingly surrendered all we had to these ugly custom-
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ers in case they bit our heads off. Yes, our minds were busy 
elsewhere, and our hearts were trained for other things! We had 
never expected to meet an enemy so vile and so cruel! We who 
were racked by the twists and turns of Russian history, were ready 
to die only in pUblic, beautifully, with the whole world looking on, 
and only for the final salvation of all mankind. It might have been 
better if we had been far less clever. Perhaps when we first stepped 
into the cell of a transit prison we should have been prepared, 
every man of us in the place, to take a knife between the ribs and 
slump in a wet comer on the slime around the latrine bucket, in 
a sordid brawl with those ratmen whom the boys in blue had 
thrown in to gnaw our flesh. If we had, perhaps we should have 
suffered far fewer losses, found our courage sooner, and, who 
knows, shoulder to shoulder with these very same thieves smashed 
Stalin's camps to smithereens? What reason, indeed, had the 
thieves to respect us? ... 

Well, then, when they arrived in Kengir the thieves had already 
heard a thing or two; they came expecting to find a fighting spirit 
among the politicals. And before they could get their bearings, and 
exchange doggy compliments with the camp authorities, their 
atamans were visited by some calm, broad-shouldered lads who 
sat down to talk about life and told them this: "We are representa
tives. You've heard all about the chopping in the Special Camps, 
or if you haven't we'll tell you. We can make knives as good as 
yours now. There are six hundred of you, two thousand six hun
dredofus. Think it over, and take your choice. If you try squeez
ing us we'll cut the lot of you up." 

Now, this was a i wise step, if ever there was one, and long 
overdue-rounding on the thieves with everything they had. See
ing them as the main enemy! 

Of course, nothing would have suited the boys in blue better 
. than a free-for-aII. But the thieves looked at the odds and saw that 
it wouldn't pay to take on the newly emboldened 58!s one. against 
four. Their protectors, after all, were beyond the camp limits, and 
a fat lot of use anyway! What thief had ever respected them? 
Whereas the aIliance which our lads offered was a novel and jolly 
adventure, which might also, they thought, clear a way over the 
fence into the women's camp. 

Their answer, then, was: "No, we're wiser than we used to be. 
We're with you fellows!" 

The conference has not been recorded for history and the names 
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of its participants are nQt preserved in protocols. This is a pity. 
They were clever lads. 

In their first huts while they were still in the quarantine period, 
the healthy contingent held a housewarming party-making . 
bonfires of their bunks and lockers on the cement floor, and letting 
smoke pour through the windows. They expressed their disap
proval of locks on hut doors by stufting the keyholes with wood 
chips. 

For two weeks the thieves behaved as though they were at a 
health resort: they reported for work, but all they did was sun 
themselves. The bosses, of course, would not dream of putting 
them on short rations, but for lack of funds could not pay wages 
to those of whom they had such bright hopes. Soon, however, 
vouchers turned up in the possession of the thieves, and they went 
to the stall to buy food. The bosses were heartened by this sign that 
the healthy element had begun thieviDg after all. But they were 
ill-informed, they were mistaken: a coIIection in aid of the thieves 
had been taken up among the politicals (also, DO doubt, part of the 
compact-otherwise the thieves would not have been interested) 
and this was how they had come by their vouchersl An event too 
far out of the ordinary for the bosses to guess at it! 

No doubt the novelty and unfamiliarity of the game made it 
great fun for the criminals, especially the juveniles: treating "Fas
cists" politely, not entering their sections without permission, not 
sitting down on their bunks without invitation. 

Paris in the last century took some of its criminals (it seems to 
have had plenty of them) into the militia, and called them the 
mobiles. A very apt description! They are such a mobile breed that 
they cannot rest quietly inside the shell of an ordinary humdrum 
existence, but inevitably break it They had made it a rule not to 
steal, and it was unethical to slog away for the government, but 
they had to do something! The young cubs amused themselves by 
snatching off warders' caps, prancing over the hut roofs and over 
the high wall from Camp Division No.3 to No.2 during evening 
roll call, confusing the count, whistling, hooting, scaring the tow
en at night. They would have gone further and climbed into the 
women's camp if the service yard and its sentries had not been in 
the way. 

When disciplinary officers, or eduCation officers, or security 
men, looked in for a friendly chat with thieves in their hut, the 
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juveniles hurt their feelings badly by pulling notebooks and purses 
out of their pockets, or suddenly leaning out from a top bunk and 
switching godfather's cap peak-backward. Gulag had never en
countered such conduct-but then the whole situation was un
precedented! They had always in the past regarded their foster 
fathers in Gulag as foolS, and the more earnestly those turkey 
cocks believed that they were successfully reforging the thieves, 
the more the thieves'despised them. They were ready to burst with 
scornful laughter as they stepped onto a platform or before a 
microphone to talk about beginning a new life behind a wheelbar
row. But so far there had been no point in quarreling with the 
bosses. Now, however, the compact with the politicals turned the 
newly released forces of the thieves against the bosses alone. 

Thus the Gulag authorities, because they had only the mean 
intelligence of bureaucrats, and lacked the higher intellectual pow
ers of human beings, had themselves prepared the Kengir explo
sion: to begin with, by the senseless shootings, and then by pouring 
the thieves into the camp like petrol fumes into.an overheated 
atmosphere. 

Events followed their inevitable course. It was impossible for 
the politicals not to oft"er the thieves a choice between war and 
alliance. It was impossible for the thieves to refuse an alliance. 
And it was impossible for the alliance, once concluded, to remain 
inactive-if it had, it would have fallen apart and civil war would 
have broken out. 

They had to start something, no matter what! And since those 
who start something are strung up if they are 58's, with nooses 
around their necks, whereas if they are thieves they are only 
mildly rebuked in their political discussion period, the thieves, 
made the obvious suggestion: we'll start, and you join in! 

It should be noted that the whole Kengir camp complex formed 
a single rectangle, with one common outer fence, and \\V subdi
vided across its width into separate camp areas. First caDle-Camp 
Division No. 1 (the women's camp), then the ~ yard (we 
have already talked about the industrial importance of its work
shops), then No.2, then No.3, and then the prison area, with its 
two jailhouses, an old and a new building in which not only 
inmates of the camp but free inhabitants of the settlement were 
locked up from time to time. 

The obvious first objective was to capture the service yard, in 
which all the camp's food stores were also situated. They began 
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the operation in the afternoon of a nonworking day (Sunday, May 
16, 1954). First the mobiles climbed onto the roofs of their huts 
and perched at intervals along the wall·between Camp Divisions 
2 and 3. Then at the command of their leaders, who stayed up 
aloft, they jumped down into Camp Division N9. 2 with sticks in 
their hands, formed up in a column, and marched in line along the 
central road. This ran along the axis of No. 2 right up to the inner 
gates of the service yard, which brought them to a halt 

All these quite undisguised operations took a certain time, dur
ing which the warders managed to get theIDSelves organized and 
obtain instructions. And here is something extremely interesting! 
The warders started running around to the huts of the 58's, ap
pealing to these men whom they had treated like dirt for thirty-five 
years: "Look out, lads! The thieves are on their way to break into 
the women's camp. They are going to rape your wives and daugh
ters! Come and help us. Let's stop them at itl" But a treaty is a 
treaty, and those who, not knowing about it, seemed eager to 
follow the bosses were stopped. Normally the 58's would have 
risen to this bait, but this time the warders found no helpers 
among them. 

Just how the warders would have defended the women's camp 
against their favorites, no one knows-but first they had to think 
of defending the storeroolDS around the service yard. The gates of 
the service yard were flung open and a platoon of unarmed soldiers 
came out to meet the attackers, with Belyaev the Wart leading 
them from behind-perhaps devotion to duty had kept him inside 
the camp on a Sunday out of zeal, or perhaps he was officer of the 
day. The soldiers started pushing the mobiles away, and broke 
their lines. Without resorting to their clubs, the thieves began 
retreating to their own Camp Division No.3, scaling the wall once 
again, from which the rear Suarci covered their retreat by throw
ing.stcmes and mud bricks at the soldiets. 

No-thief, of course, was arrested as a result of this. The authori
ties still saw it as nothing but high-spirited mischief, and let the 
camp Sunday quietly run its course. Dinner was handed around 
without incident, and in the evening as soon as it was dark they 
started showing a film, Rimsky-Korsakov, using a space near the 
mess hall as an open-air cinema. 

But before the gallant composer could withdraw from the 
conservatory in protest against oppression and persecution, the 
tinkle of broken glass could be heard from the lamps around the 
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boundary zone: the mobiles were shooting at them from sting
shots to put out the lights over the camp area. They swarmed all 
over Camp Division No. 2 in the darkness, and their shrill ban
dit whistles rent the air. They broke the service yard gate down 
with a beam, and from there made a breach in the wall with a 
section of railway line and were through to the women's camp. 
(There were aJ., some of the younger 58'. with-them.) 

In the light of the flares fired from the towers, our friend Cap
tainBelyaev, the security ofJicer, broke into the service yard from 
outside the camp, through the guardhouse, with a platoon of 
TOIDDlY-gunners, and for the first time in the history-of Gulag 
opened fire on the "class allies'" Some were killed and dozens 
wounded. Behind them came red tabs to bayonet the wounded. 
Behind them &gain, observing the .usual division of punitive labor, 
already adopted in Ekibastuz, in Norilsk,and in Vorkule, ran 
warders with iron crowbars, and with these they battered the 
wounded to desth. (fhat Dight the lights went up in the operating 
room of the hospital in Camp Division No. 2, and Fuster, the 
surgeOn, a Spanish prisoner, went to work.) 

The service yard was now firmly held by the punitive forces, and 
machine-gunners were posted there. But .the Second Camp Divi
sion (the mobiles had played their overture, and the poJiticalsnow 
came onto the stage) erected a barricade facins the service yard 
gate. The Second and Third Camp Divisions had been joined 
together by a hole in the wall, and there were no longer any 
warders, any MVD authority, in them. 

But what of those who had succeeded in breaking thrOugh to 
the women~s camp, and were now cut oft'there? Events ou~ 
the C81!ual contempt which the thieves feel for /emales.When 
shots rang out in the service yard, those who had broken into the 
women's camp ceased to be greedy predators and became com
rades in misfortune. The women hid them. Unarmed soldiers 
came in to catch them, then others with guns. The women got in 
the way of the searchers, and resisted attempts to move them. The 
soldiers .punched the women and struck them with their gun butts, 
dragged some of them off to jail (thanks to someone's foresight, 
there was ajailhouse in the women's camp area), and shot at some 
of the men. 

Finding its punitive force under strength, the command 
brought into the women's camp some "black tabs"-soldiers from 
a consttuction battalion stationed inKengir. But they would have 
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nothing to do with this "unsoldierly work" and had to be taken 
away. I 

Ai the same time, here in the women's camp was the best 
political excuse which the executioners could offer their superiors 
in self-defense! They were not at all stupid! Whether they had read 
something of the sort or thought of it for themselves, on Monday 
they let photographers into the women's camp, together with two 
or three of their own apes, disguised as prisoners. The impostors 
started pulling women about, while the photographers took pic
tures. Obviously it was to save defenseless women from such 
bullying that Captain Belyaev had been compelled to open fir~! 

In the morning hours on Monday, there was growing tension 
on both sides of the barricade and the broken gates to the service 
yard. The yard had not been cleared of bodies. Machine-gunners 
lay at their guns, which were trained on the gilte. In the liberated 
men's camps they were breaking bunks to arm themselves, and 
making shields out of boards and mattresses. ~ shouted 
across the barricade at the butchers, who shouted back. Some
thing had to give; the position was far too precarious. The zeks 
on the barricade were thinking of taking the offensive themselves. 
Some emaciated men took their shirts off, got up on the barricade, 
pointed to their bony chests and ribs, and shouted to the machine
gunners: "Come on, then, shoot! Strike down your fathers! Finish 
us om" 

Suddenly a soldier ran into the yard with a note for the officer. 
The officer gave orders for the bodies to be taken up and the red 
tabs left the yard with them. 

For five minutes the barricade was silent and mistrustful. Then 
the first zeks peeped cautiously into the yard. It was empty, except 
for the black prison caps lying around, dead men's Caps with 
stitched-on number patches. 

(They discovered later that the order to clear the yard had been 
given by the Minister of Internal Affairs of the ~ Republic, 
who had just flown in from Alma-Ata. The bodies carried away 
were driven out into the steppe and buried, to rule out post
mortem examination if someone later called for it.) 

Shouts of "Hurrah" went through the ranks, and they poured 
into the yard and on into the women's camp. They enlarged the 
breach. Then they freed the women in the jailhouse--and the 
whole camp was united! The whole of the main camp area was free 
-only No. 4 Division (the camp jail) was left. 
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There were lour red-tabbed sentries on every tower-no Jack of 
ears to cram with insults! Prisoners stood facing the towers and 
shouted at them (the women, naturally, louder than anyone): 
"You're worse than Fascists! .•. Bloodsucke!sl ... Murderers'" 

A priest or two were of course easily found in the camp-and 
--there in the morgue,a requiem was sung for those who had been 
killed or died later &om their wounds. 

How can we say what feelings wrung the hearts of those eight 
thousand men, who for so long and until yesterday had been slaves 
with no sense of fellowship, and now had united and freed them
selves, not fully perhaps, but at least within the rectangle of those 
walls, and under the gaze of those quadrupled guards? Even the 
bedridden fast in locked huts at EIa'bastuz was felt as a moment 
of contact with freedomI This now was the February Revolution! 
So long suppressed, the brotherhood of man had broken through 
at last! We loved the thieves And the thieves loved us! (l'here was 
no getting away &om it: they had sealed the tiiendship in blood! 
They had departed &om their code!) Still more, of course, we 
loved the women, and now we were living as human beings should, 
there were women at our side once more, and they were our sisters 
and shared our fate. 

Proclamations appeared in the mess hall:'''Arm yourselves as 
best you can, and attack the soldiers fintl" The most passionate 
among them hastily scrawled their slogans on scraps of newspaper 
(there' was no other paper) in black or colored letters: "Bash the 
Chekists, boysl" ''Death to the stoolies, the Cheka's stoop" 
Here, there, everywhere you turned there were meetings and ora
tors. Everybody had suggestions of his own. Come on, think
you're permitted to think now: Who gets your VOk? What de
mands shall we put forward? What is it we want? Put Belyaev on 
trial-that's understood! Put the murderers on trialI-gOes with- . 
out saying. What else? ••• No locking huts; take the numbers om 
But beyond that? ... Beyond that came the most frightening thing 
-the real reason why they had started it all. what they really 
wanted. We want freedom, of course, just freedom-but who can 
give it to us? The judges who condemned us in Moscow. As. long 
as our complaints are against Steplag or Karaganda, they will go 
on talking to us. But if we start comp~ against Moscow 
... we'll all be buried in this steppe. 
. Well, then-what do we want? To break holes in die walls? To 
run off into the wilderness? ••• 
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Those hours of freedom! Immense chains had fallen from our 
arms and shoulders! No; whatever happened, there could be no 
regretsl That one day made it all worthwhile! 

Late on Monday, a delegation from command HQ arrived in 
the seething camp. The delegation. was quite well disposed, they 
did not glare savagely at the prisoners, they had no Tommy- • 
gunners with them, no one would ever take them for henchmen 
of the bloody Beria. Our side learned that generals had flown in 
from Moscow-Bochkov, from Gulag HQ. and the Deputy 
Procurator General, Vavilov. (fhey had served in Beria's time, 
but why reopeIl old wounds?) They found the prisoners' demands 
fully ftutifiedl (We simply gasped: justified? We aren't rebels, 
then? No, no, they're quite justified!) "Those responsible for the 
shooting will be made to answer for itl" "But why did they beat 
up women?" "Beat up women?" The delegation was shocked. 
''That can't be true." Anya Mikhalevich brought in a succession 
of battered women for them to see. The commission was deeply 
moved: ''We'll look into it, never fearl" ~'Beasts!" Lyuba Bershad
skaya shouts at the general. There were other shouts: "No locks 
on hutsl" ''We won't lock them any more." ''Take the numbers 
om" "Certainly we'll take them oft'," comes the assurance from a 
general whom the prisoners had never laid eyes on (and would 

. never see again). "The holes in the wall between camp areas must 
remainI" They were getting bolder. ''We must be allowed to mix 
with each other." "All right, n:Ux as much as you like," the general 
agreed. "Let the holes remain." Right, brothers, what else do we 
want?, We've won, we've won! We raised hell for just one day. 
enjoyed ourselves, let oft' steam-and we won! Although some 
among us shake their heads and say, "It's a trick, it's all a trick," 
we believe itl We believe our bosses; they're not so bad, on the 
whole! We believe because that's our easiest way out of the situa-
tion .... 

All that the downtrodden can do is go on hoping. After every 
disappointment theY must find fresh reason for hope. 

So on Tuesday, May 18, all the Kengir Camp Divisions went 
out to work, reconciling themselves to thoughts of their dead. 

That morniDg the whole affair could still have ended quietly. 
But the exalted generals assembled in Kengir would have consid
ered such an outcome a defeat for themselves. They could not 
seriously admit that prisoners were in the rightl They could not 
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seriously punish soldiers of the MVDI Their mean understanding 
could draw only one moral: the walls between Camp Divisions 
were not strong enoughl They must ring them with hoops of firel 

And that day the zealous commanders harnessed for work pe0-
ple who bad lost the habit years or decades ago. OffiCers and 
warders donned aprons; those who knew how to handle them took 
up trowels; soldiers released from,the towers wheeled barrows and 
carried hods; discharged soldiers who bad stay.ed around the 
camps hauled and handed up mud bricks. And by evening the 
breaches were bricked up, the broken lamps were replaced, pro
hibited zones had been marked along inside walls and sentries 
posted at the ends with orders to fire! 

When thecol1lJDnS of prisoners returned to camp in the evening 
after giving a day's work to the state, they were hurried in to 
supper before they knew what was happening, so that they could 
be locked up quickly. On orders from the general, the jailers had 
to play for time that first evening-that evening of blatant dis
honesty after yesterday's· promises; later on the prisoners would 
get used to it and slip back into the rut; 

But before nightfall the long-drawn whistles heard on Sunday 
shrilled through the camp again-tbe second and Third Camp 
Divisions were ca1ling to each other like" hooHgans on a spree. 
(These whistles were another useful contribution from the thieves 
to the common cause.) The warders took fright, and fled from the 
camp grounds without finishing their duties. Only one officer 
slipped up. Medvedev, a first lieutenant in the quarteimaSter ser
vice, stayed. behind to finish his business and was held prisoner till 
morning. 

The _camp was in the hands of the zeks, but they were divided. 
The towers opened fire with machirie gunS on anyone who ap
proached the inside walls. They killed several and wounded sev
eral. Once again zeksbrokeall the lamps with slingshots, but the 
towers lit up the camp with flares. This was where the Second 
Camp Division found a use for the quarterinaster: they tied him, 
with one of his epaulets torn off, to a table, and pushed it up to " 
the strip near the boundary fence, with him yelling to his people: 
"Don't shoot, it's mel This is me, don't shootl" 

They battered at the barbed wire, and the new fence posts, With 
long tables, but it was impossible, under fire, either to break 
through the barrier or to climb over it.......a they bad to burrow 
under. As 8lways, there were no shovels, except those for use in 



300 I THB GULAG ARCHIPBLAGO 

case of fire, inside the camp. Kitchen knives and mess tins were 
put into service. 

That night-May 18-19-they burrowed under all the walls 
and again united all the divisions and the service yard. The towers 
had stopped shooting now, and there were plenty of tools in the 
service yard. The whole daytime work of the epauleted masons 
had gone to waste. Under cover of night they broke down the 
boundary fences, knocked holes.in the walls, and widened the 
passages, so that they would not become traps (in the next few 
days they made them twenty meters wide). 

That same night they broke through the wall around the Fourth 
Camp Division-the prison area-too. The warders guarding the 
jails tIed. some to the guardhouse, some to the towers, where 
ladders were let down for them. The prisoners wrecked the inter
rogation offices. Among those released from the jail were those 
who on the morrow would take command of the rising: former 
Red Army Colonel Kapiton Kuznetsov (a graduate ofthe Frunze 
Academy, no longer young; after the war he had commanded a 
regiment in Germany, and one of his men had run away to the 
Western part-this was why he had been imprisoned; he was in 
the camp jail for "slanderous accounts of camp life" in letters sent 
out through free workers); and former First Lieutenant Gleb Slu
chenkov (he had been a prisoner of war, and some said a Vlaso
vite). 

In the "new" jailhouse were some inhabitants of the Kengir 
settlement, minor offenders. At first they thought that nationwide 
revolution had broken out, and rejoiced in their unexpected free
dom. But they quickly discovered that the revolution was too 
localized, and the minor offenders loyally returned to their st(;ne 
sack and dutifully lived there without guards throughout the re
bellion-though they did go to eat in the mutinous zeks' mess hall. 

Mutinous zeksl Who_three times already had tried to reject this 
mutiny and this freedom. They did not know how to treat such 
gifts, and feared rather than desired them. But a force as relentless 
as the sUrf breaking on the shore had carried them helplessly into 
this rebellion. 

What else could they do? Put their faith in promises? They 
would be cheated again, as the slavemasters had shown so 
clearly the day before, and so often in the: past. Should they 
kneel in subJnission? They had spent years on their knees and 
earned no clemency. Should they give themselves up and take 
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their punishment today? Today, or after a month of freedom, 
punishment would be equally cruel at the hands of those 
whose courts functioned like clockwork: if quarters were given 
out, it would be all around, with no one left outl 

The runaway escapes to enjoy just one day of freedom! In just 
the same way, these eight thousand men had not so much raised 
a rebellion as escaped to.freedom. though not for longl Eight 
thousand men, from being slaves, had suddenly become free, and 
now was their chance to .- .. livel Faces usually grim softened into 
kind smiles. 4 Women looked at men, and men took them by the 
hand. Some who had conesponded by ingenious secret ways, 
without even seeing each other, met at last! Lithuanian girls whose 
weddings had been solemnized by priests on the other side of the 
wall now saw their lawful wedded husbands for the first time
the Lord had sent down to earth the marriages made in heaven! 
For the first time in their lives, no one tried to prevent the sectari
ans and believers from meeting for prayer. Foreigners, scattered 
about the Camp Divisions, now found each other and talked about 
this strange Asiatic revolution in their own languages. The camp's 
food Supply was in the hands of the prisoners. No one drove them 
out to work line-up and an eleven-hoUr working day. 

The morning of May 19 dawned over a feverishly sleepless 
camp which had tom off its number patches. Posts with broken 
lamps sprawled against the wire fences. Even withont their help 
the zeks moved freely from zone to zone by the trenches dug under 
the wires. Many of them took their street clothes from the store
rooms and put them on. Some of the lads crammed fur hats on 
their heads; shortly there would be embroidered shirts, and on the 
Central Asians bright-colored robes and turbans. The gray-black 
camp would be a blaze of color. 

Orderlies went around the huts summoning us to the big mess 
hall to elect a commission for negotiations with the authorities and 
for self-government, as it modestly and timidly described itself. 

For all they knew, they were electing it just for a few hours, but 
it was destiited to become the government of Kengir camp for 
forty days. 

• 
4. A boatiIe witness, Makeyev. noted tbis. 
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Had all this taken place two years earlier, if only for fear that 
He would find out, the bosses of Steplag would not have 
delayed a moment before giving the classic order "Don't spare 
the bulletsl" and shooting the whole crowd penned within 
these walls. If it had proved necessarY to knock oft' four thou
sand-or all eight thousand-they would not have felt the 
slightest tremor, because they were shockproof. . 

But the complexity of the situation in 1954 made them vacillate. 
Even Vavilov, even Bochkov, sensed that a new breeze was stirring 
in M.oscow. Quite a few prisoners had been shot in Kengir already, 
and they were still wondering how to make it look legal. So a delay 
was created, which meant time for the rebels to begin their new 
life of independence. 

In its very first hours the political line of the revolt had to be 
determined: to be or not to be? Should it follow in the wake of the 
simple-hearted messages scrawled over the columns of the robot 
press: "Bash the Chekists, boys"? 

As soon as he left the jail and began to take charge-whether 
through force of circumstances, or because of his military skill, or 
on the advice of friends, or 1l)oved by some inner urge-Kapiton 
I vanovich immediately 8dopted the Iiqe of those orthodox Soviet 
citizens who were not very numeroUs in Kengir and were usually 
pushed into the background. "Cut out all this scribbling" (of 
leaflets), "nip the .evil of counter-revolution in the bud, frustrate 
those who want to fIlke advantage of events in our campI" These 
phrases I quote from notes kept by another !Dember of the com
mission, A. F. Makeyev, of an intimate discussion in Pyotr 
Akoyev's storeroom. The orthodox citizens nodded approval of 
Kuznetsov: "Yes, if we don't stop those leaflets, we shall all get 
extra time." 

In the first hours, during the night, as he went around all the 
huts haranguing himself hoarse, again at the meeting in the mess 
hall next morning, and on many subsequent occasions, whenever 
he encountered extremist sentiments and the bitter rage of men 
whose lives were trodden so deep into the mire that they felt they 
had nothing more to lose, Kuznetsovendlessly, tirelessly repeated 
the same words: 

"Anti-Sovietism will be the death of us. If we display anti-Soviet 
slogans we shall be crushed immediately. They're only waiting for 
an excuse to crush us. If we put out leaflets like that, they will be 
fully justified in shooting. Our salvation lies in loyalty. We must 
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talk to Moscow's representatives i1l a ma1lner bejitti1lgSoviet citi
zens!" 

Then, in a louder voice: "We shall not permit such behavior on 
the part of a few provocateursl" (However. while he was making 
these speeches. people on the bunks were loudly kissing. They 
didn't take in much of what he said.) 

When a train carries you in the wrong direction and you decide 
to jump oft', you have to jump with the motion of the train, and 
not against it. The inertial force of history is just as hard to resist. 
By no means everyone wanted it that way, but the reasonableness 
of Kuznetsov's line was immediately perceived, and it prevailed. 
Very soon slogans were hung lip all over the camp. in big letters 
easily legible from the towers and the guardhouse: 

''Long live the Soviet Constitutionl" 
"Long live the Presidium of the Central Committeel" 
''Long live the Soviet regimel" 
''The Central Committee mnst send one of its members and 

review our casesI" 
"Down With the murdering Beria-iteSl" 
"Wives of Steplag officers! Aren't you ashamed to be the wives 

ofmurderers1" 
Although it was clear as could be to the majority in Kengir that 

all the millions of acts of rough justice, near and clistant, had taken 
place under the watery sun of that very constitution, and had been 
sanctioned by a Politburo consisting ~f the very same members, 
all they felt able to do was write "long live" that constitution and 
that Politburo. As they reread their slogans, the rebel prisoners 
now felt themselves on firm legal ground and began to be less 
anxious: their movement was not hopelesS. 

Over the mess hall, where the elections had just taken place, a 
~ flag was raised which the whole settlement could see. It hung there 
long afterward: white. with a black border, anifthe red hospital
ers' cross in the niiddle. In the international maritime code this 
flag means: 

''Ship in distressl Women and children on board." 
Twelve men were elected to the Commission, with Kuznetsov 

at their head. The members of the Commission assumed individ
ual responsibilities, and created the following departments: 
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Agitation and propaganda (under the Lithuanian Knopkus, 
who had been sent for puuishment from NoriIsk after the rising 
there). 

Services and maintCnanc:e. 
Food. 
Internal security (Gieb Sluchenkov). 
Military. 
Technical (perhaps the most remarkable branch of this camp 

government). . 

Forn...er Major Mikheyev was made responsible for contacts 
with the authorities. The Commission also had among its mem
bers one of the atamans of the thieves, and he, too, was in charge 
of something. There were also some women (apparently, Shakh
novskaya, an economist and Party member already gray; Suprun, 
an elderly teacher from the Carpathians; and Lyuba Bershad
skaya). 

But did the real moving spirits behind the revolt join this Com
mission? It seems that they did not. The centers. especially the 
Ukrainian Center (not more than a quarter of those in the whole 
camp were Russian), evidently kept themselves to themselves. 
Mikhail Keller, a Ukrainian partisan, who from 1941 had fought 
alternately against the Germans and the Soviet side, and had 
publicly· axed a stoolie in Kengir, appeared at meetings of the 
Commission as an observer from the other staff. 

The Commission worked openly in the offices of the Women's 
Camp Division, but the Military Department moved its command 
post (field staff) out to the ~ouse in Camp Division No.2. The 
departments set to work. The first few days were particularly 
hectic: there was so much planning and arranging to be done. 

First of all they had to fortify their position. (Mikheyev, in 
expectation of the inevitabie military action to crusll them, was 
against creating defenses of any kind, but Sluchenkov and Knop
kus insisted.) Great piles of mUd bricks had risen, where the 
breaches in the inner walls were widened and cleared. They used 
these bricks to malre barricades facing all the guard points-exits 
from within, entrances from without-which remained in the 
hands of the jailers, and anyone of which might open at any 
minute to admit the punitive force. There were plenty of coils of 
barbed wire in the service yard. With this they made entangle
ments and scattered them about the threatened approaches. Nor 
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did they omit to put out little boards saying: "Danger! Minefieldl" 
This was one of the first of the Technical Department's bright 

ideas. The department's work was surrounded by great secrecy. In 
the occupied service yard the Technical Department set aside 
secret premises, with a skull and crossbones drawn on the door, 
and the legend "High Tension-lOO,OOO volts." Only the handful 
of men who worked there were allowed in. So that even the 
prisoners did not get to know what the Technical Department's 
activities were. A rumor was very soon put about that it was 
making secret weapons of a chemical nature. Since both zeks and 
bosses knew very well what clever engineers there were in the 
camp, it was easy for a superstitious conviction to get around-th8t 
they could do anything, even invent a weapon which no one had 
yet thought of in Moscow. As for makiD.g a few miserable mines, 
using the reagents which were there in the service yard-what was 
to stop them? So the boards saying "Minefield" were taken seri
ously. 

Another weapon was devised: boxes of ground glass at the 
entrance to every hut (to throw in the eyes of the Tommy-gun
ners). 

The teams were kept just as they had been, but were now called 
platoons, while the huts were called detachments, and detachment 
commanders were named, subordiilate to the Military Depart
ment. Mikhail Keller was put in charge of all guard duties. Vul
nerable places were occupied, according to a precise roster, by 
pickets, which were reinforced for the night hours. A man will not 
run away and in general will show more courage in the presence 
of a woman: with this masculine psychological trait in mind, the 
rebels organized mixed pickets. Besides the many loud-mouthed 
women in Kengir, there proved to be many brave ones, especially 
among the Ukrainian girls, who were the majority in the women's 
camp. 

Without waiting this time for master's kind permission, they 
began taking the window bars down themselves. For the first two 
days, before the bosses thought of cutting the power supply to the 
camp, the lathes were still working in the shops and they made 
a large number of pikes from these window bars by grinding down 
and sharpening their ends. The smiths and the lathe operators 
worked without a break in those first days, making weapons: 
knives, halberds, and sabers (which were particularly popular 
with the thieves; they decorated the hilts with jingles and colored 
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leather). Others were seen with bludgeons in their hands. 
The pickets shouldered pikes as they went to take up their posts 

for the night. The women's platoon, on their way at night to rooms 
provided in the men's camp, so that they could rush out to meet 
the attackers if the alarm was raised (it was naively assumed that 
the butchers would be ashamed to hurt women), also bristled with 
pikeS. 

All this would have been impossible, would have been ruined 
by mockers or lechers, if the stern and cleansing wind of rebellion 
had notbeeri blowing through the camp. In our age these pikes, 
these sabers, were children's toys, but for these people, prison
prison behind them, and prison before them-was no game. The 
pikes were playthings, but this was what fate had sent-their first 
chance to defend their freedom. In the puritanical air of that 
rev~lutionary springtime, when the presence of women OIi the 
barricades itself became a weapon, men and women behaved with 
proper dignity, and with dignity carried their pikes, points sky
ward. 

If anyone during those days entertaitied hopes of vile orgies, it 
was the blue-epauleted bosses, on the other side of the fence. Their 
calculation was that left alone for a week, the prisoners would 
drown in their debauchery. That was the picture they painted for 
the inhabitants of the settlement-prisoners mutinying for the 
sake of sexual indulgence. (Obviously, there was no other lack 
they could feel in their comfortable existence.)' 

The main hope of the authorities was that the thieves would 
start raping women, that the politicals would intervene, and that 
there would be a massacre. But once again the MVD psychologists 
were wrong[ And we ourselves may well be surprised. All wit
nesses agree that the thieves behaved like decent people, but in our 
sense of the term, not in their own traditional sense. On their side, 
the politicals and the· women themselves emphasized by their 
btihavior that they regard!l(i the thieves as friends, and trusted 
them. What-lay below these attitudes need not concern us here. 
Perhaps the thieves kept remembering their comrades bloodily 
murdered that ~t Sunday; 

s. After the mutiny the bosses had the elfrontery to carry out a general medical examina· 
tion of all the women. When they discovered that many were still virgins they were 
flabbergasted. Eh? What were you thinking 017 All those days together! . . . In their 
judgment of events they could not rise above their own moral plane. 
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H we can speak of the strength of the Kengir revolt at aU, its 
strength was in this unity. 

Nor did the thieves touch the food stores, which, for those who 
know them, is no less surprising. Although there was enough food 
for many months in the storerooms, the Commission, after due 
consideration, decided to leave the allowances of bread and other 
foodstuftS as before. The honest citizen's fear of eating more than 
his share of public victUals; and having to answer for this waste! 
As though the state owed the prisoners· nothing for all those 
hungry yearsl. On the· other hand (as Mikheyev recalls), when 
there was a shortage outside the camp, the supply section of the 
camp administration asked the prisoners to release certain food
stuffs. There was so~e fruit, intended for those on higher norms 
(free workersl), and the zeks .released it. 

The camp bookkeepers allocated foodstuffs on the old norms, 
the kitchen took them and cooked them,. but in the new revolu
tionary atmosphere did not pilfer, nor did emissaries from the 
thieves appear with instructions to bring the stuff for the people. 
Nothing extra was ladled out for the trusties. And it was suddenly 
found that though the norms were the same, there was noticeably 
more· to eat! 

H the thieves sold things (things previously stolen in other 
places), they did not, as had been their custom, immediately come 
along to take them back again. "Things are different now," they 
said. 

The stalls belonging to the local Workers' Supply Department 
went oil trading inside the camp. The staff guaranteed the safety 
of the cashier (a free woman). She was allowed into the camp and 
went around the stalls with two girls, collecting the takings (in 
vouchers) from the salespeople. (But the vouchers, of course, soon . 
ran out, and the bosses did not let new stocks through into the 
camp.) 

The supply of three items needed in the camp remained:in the 
hands of the bosses: electricity, water, and medicines. They did 
not, of course, control the air supply. As for medicines, they gave 
the camp not a single powder nor a single drop of iodine in forty 
days. The electricity they cut oft' after two or three days •. The water 
supply they left alone. . 

The Technical Department began a fight for light. Their first 
idea was to fix hooks to fine wires and sling them fQrCibly over 
the outside cable, which ran just beyond the camp waU--ancl 
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in this way they stole current for a few days, until the tenta
cles were discovered and cut. This had given the Technical 
Departmeilt time to try out a windmill, abandon it, and begin 
installing in the service yard (in a spot concealed from prying 
eyes on the towers, or low-ftying observation planes) a hydroe
lectric station, worked by • . . a water tap. A motor which 
happened to be in the yard was converted into a generator, 
and they started supplying the camp telephone network, the 
lighting in staff headquarters, and . . . the radio transmitter! 
(The huts were lit ify wood splints.) This unique hydroelectric 
station went on working till the last day of the revolt. 

In the very early days of the mutiny, the generals would. come 
into the camp as though they owned it. True, Kuznetsov was not 
at a loss. When the first parleys took place he ordered his men to 
bring the bodies from the morgue and loudly ordered: "Caps om" 
The zeks bared their heads, and the· generals, too, had to take off 
their peaked caps in the presence of their victims. But the initiative 
remained with Gulag's General Bochkov. After approving the 
election of a commission ("You can't talk to everybody at once"), 
he demanded that the negotiators teU him first how their cases had 
been investigated (and Kuznetsov began lengthily and perhaps 
eagerly presenting his story); and further insisted that prisoners 
should stand up to speak. When somebody said, ''The prisoners 
demand . . ." Bochkov touchily retorted that ''Prisoners cannot 
demand. they can only request!" And "The prisoners request" 
became the established formula. 
Boc~ov replied to the prisoners' requests with a lecture on the 

building of socialism, the unprecedentedly rapid progress of the 
economy, and the successes of the ~hinese revolution. That com
placent irrelevancy, that driving of screws into the brain which 
always leaves us weak and numb. He had come into the camp to 
look for evidence that the use of firearms had been justified. (They 
would shortly declare that in fact there had been no shooting in 
the camp: this was jUst a lie told by the gangsters; nor had there 
been any beatings.) He was simply amazed that they should dare 
ask him to infringe the "instruction concerning the separate hous
ing of men and women prisoners." (They talk this way about their 
instructions, as though they were laws for and from all time.) 

Shortly, other, more important generals arrived in Douglas 
aircraft: Dolgikh (at that time allegedly head of Gulag) and 
Yegorov (Deputy Minister of Internal Affairs for the U.S.S.R.). 
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A meeting was called in the mess hall, and some two thousand 
prisoners assembled. Kuznetsov gave the orders: "Silence, 
please! All standi Atten-tionl" and respectfully invited the gen
erals to sit on the dais, while he, as befitted his subordinate 
rank, stood to one side! (Sluchenkov behaved differently. When 
one of the generals casually spoke of enemies present, Sluchen
kov answered in a clear voice: "How many of your sort turned 
out to be enemies? Yagoda was a public enemy, Yezhov was a 
public enemy, Abakumov was a public enemy, Beria was a 
public enemy. How do we know that Kruglov is any better?") 

Makeyev, to judge from his notes, drew up a draft agreement 
in which the authorities promised not to transfer people to other 
camps, or otherwise victimize them, and to begin a thorough 
investigation, while the zeks in return agreed to return to work 
immediately. However, when he and his supporters started going 
around the huts and asking prisoners to accept his draft, they were 
jeered at as ''bald-headed Komsomols," "procurement agents," 
and "~ofthe Cheka." They got a particularly hostile recep
tion in the women's camp, and found that the separation of the 
men's and women's divisions was by now the last thing the zeks 
would agree to. (Makeyev angrily answered his opponents: "Just 
because you've had your hand on some wench's tits, d'you think 
the Soviet regime is a thing of the past? The Soviet regime will get 
its own way, whatever happensI") 

The days ran on. They never took their eyes oft" the camp 
groun~ soldiers' eyes from the towers, and warders' eyes, too 
(the warders, knowing the zeks by sight, were supposed to identify 
them and remember who did what), and even the eyes of airmen 
(perhaps equipped with cameras)-and the generals were regret
fully forced to conclude that there were no. massacres, no p0-

groms, no .violence in there, that the camp was not disintegrating 
of its own accord, and that there was no excuse to send troops in 
to the rescue. 

The camp stood last and the negotiations changed their charac
ter. Golden-epauleted personages, in various combinations, con
tinued coming into the camp to argue and ~uade. They were 
all allowed in, but they had to pick up white flags, and between 
the outer gate of the service yard (now the main entrance) and the 
barricade, they had to undergo a body search, with some Ukrain
ian girl slapping the generals' pockets in case there was a pistol 
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or a hand grenade in them. In return, the rebel staft" guaranteed 
their personal safetyt ... 

They showed the generals around, wherever it was allowed 
(not, of course, around the secret sector of the service yard), 
let them talk to prisoners, and called big meetings in the Camp 
Divisi~ for their benefit. Their epaulets flashing, the bosses 
took their seats in the presidium as of old, as though nothing 
were amiss. 

The prisoners put up speakers. But speaking was so difficult! 
Not only because each of them, as he spoke, was writing his 
future sentence, but also because in their experience of life and 
their ideas of truth, the 8f'.YS and the blues had grown too far 
apart, and there was hardly any way of penetrating, of letting 
some light into, those plump and prosperous carcasses, those 
glossy, melon-shaped heads. They seem to have been greatly an
gered by an old Leningrad worker, a Communist who had taken 
part in the Revolution. He asked them what chance Commu
nism had when officers got fat on the output of camp workshops, 
when they had lead stolen from the separating plant and made 
into shot for their poaching trips; when prisoners had to dig 
their .kitchen gardens for them; when carpets were laid in the 
bathhouse for the' camp commander's visits, and an orchestra 
accnnqmnied his ablutions. 

To cut out some of this disorganized shouting, the discussions 
sometimes took the form of direct negotiations on the loftiest 
diplomatic model. Sometime in June a long mess table was placed 
in the women's camp, and the golden epaulets seated themselves 
on a bench to one side of it, while the Tommy-gunners allowed 
in with them as a bodyguard stood at their backs. Across the table 
sat the members of the Commission, and they,too, had a body
guard-which stood there, looking very serious, armed with sa
bers, pikes, and slingshots. In the background crowds of prisoners 
gathered to listen to the powwow and shout comments. (Refresh
ments for the guests were not forgottent Fresh cucumbers were 
brought from the hothouses in the service yard, and kvass from 
the kitchen. The golden epaulets crunched cucumbers unselfcon
sciously .... ) 

The rebels ~ agreed on their demands (or requests) in the first 
two days, and now repeated them over and over again: 
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• Punish the Evangelist's murderer. 
• Punish all those responsible for the murders on Sunday night 

in the service yard. 
• Punish those who beat up the women. 
• Bring back those comrades who had been illegally sent to 

closed prisons for· striking. 
• No more number patches, window bars, or locks on hut 

doors. 
• Inner walls between Camp Divisions not to be rebuilt. 
• An eight-hour day, as for free workers. 
• An increase in payment for work (here there was no question 

of equality with free workers). 
• Unrestricted correspondence with relatives, periodic visits. 
• Review of cases. 

Although there was nothing unconstitutional in any of these 
demands, nothing that threatened the foundations of the state 
(indeed, many of them were requests for a return to the old 
position), it was impossible for the bosses to accept even the least 
of them, because these bald skulls under· service caps and sup
ported by close-clipped fat necks had forgotten how to admit a 
mistake or a fault. Truth was unrecognizable and repulsive to 
them if it manifested itself not in secret instructions from higher 
authority but on the lips of common people. 

Still, the obduracy of the eight thousand under siege was a 
blot on the reputation of the generals, it might ruin their ca

. reers, and so they made promises. They promised that nearly 
all the demands would be satisfied-oniy, they said (to make it 
more convincing), they could hardly leave the women's camp 
open, that was against the rules (forgetting that in the Correc
tive Labor Camps it had been that way for twenty years), but 
they could consider arranging, should they say, meeting days. 
To the demand that the Commission of Inquiry (into the cir
cumstances of the shooting) should start its work inside the 
camp, the generals unexpectedly agreed. (But Sluchenkov 
guessed their purpose, and refused to hear of( it: while making 
their statements, the stoolies would expose everything that was 
happening in the camp.) Review of cases? Well, of course, 
cases would be re-examined, but prisoners would have to be 
patient. There was one thing that Couldn't wait at all-the 
prisoners must get back to work! to work! to work! 
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But the zeks knew that trick by _ now: dividiq them up into 
columns, forcing them_ to the ground at gunpoint. IllRStiug the 
ringleaden. 

No, they answered across the table, and from the pJatfqrm. Not 
shouted voices from the crowd. The administration of Steplag 
have behaved like provocateorsI We do not trust the. Steplag au
thorities! We don't trust the MVDI 

"Don't trust nen the MV))'l" The vice-minister was thrown 
into a sweat by this tIeasonabJe talk;- "And who can have iDspired 
in you such hatIecl for the MV6r' _ 

A ricIdle, if ever-tlaele was one. 
''Send us a member of the Central Committee Presidium! A -

member of the PresidiumI Then we'D believe you!" shouted the 
zeks. -

''Be careful, .. the generals threatened. ''Y ou'n make it worse for 
yourselvesl" 

At this KUznetsov got up. He spoke caImly·and precisely, and 
he held himself proudly. 

"If you enter the camp with weapons," he warned them, "4on't 
forget that half of those here had a hand in the capture of Berlin. 
They can cope even with your weapons!" 

Kapiton .Kuznetsovl Some tuture historian of the ICengir 
mutiny must help us to uncIelstand the man better. What were 
his thoughts, how did he feet about his imprisonment? What 
stale did he imagine his appeal to have reached? How long 
was it since he had asked for a review, if the order of Nlease 
(with rehabilitation, I believe) arrived from Moscow during the 
rebellion? His pride in keeping the mutinous camp in such 
good order-was it ODlyJheprofessioual pride of a military 
man? Had he put himself at the head of the~ement because 
it captured his imagination? (I reject that explanation.) Or, 
knowing his powers of leadeIShip, had he taken over to re
stIain the movement. tame the ftood, and channel it. to lay his 
chastened comrades at their .masters' feet? (That is my view.) 
In meetings and discussions, and through people of lesser im
portance, he had opportunities to tell those in charge of the 
punitive operation anything he liked, and to hear things from 
them. On one occasion in June, for iDstance, the artful dodger 
Markosyan was sent out of camp on an errand for the Com
mission. Did Kuznetsov exploit such opportunities? Perhaps 
not. His position may have been a Pl'9ud and independent one. 
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Two bodyguards-two enormous Ukrainian lads-accom
panied Kuznetsov the whole time with knives in their belts. 

To defend him? To settle scores? 
(Makeyev claims that during the rebellion Kuznetsov alsO had 

a temporary wife-another Ukrainian nationalist.) 
GlebSluchenk.ov was about thirty. Which meaDS that he must 

have been captured by the Germans when he was nineteen or so. 
Like Kuznetsov, he now went around in his old uniform, which 
had been kept in storage, acting or overacting the old soldier. He 
had a slight limp, but the speed of his movements made it unim
portant. 

In· the negotiations he was precise to the point of curtness. The 
authorities had the idea of calling all "former juvenile offenders" 
out of the camp (youngsters jailed before they were eighteen, some 
of them now twenty or twenty-one) and releasing them. This may 
not have been a trick-at about this time they were releasing such 
prisoners or reducing their sentences all over the country. Slu
chenkov's answer was: 

"Have you asked the minors whether they want to move from 
one camp to another, and leave their comrades in the lurch?" (In 
the Commission, too, he insisted that "These kids carry out our 
guard duties-we can't hand them over!" This, indeed; was the 
unspoken reason why the generals wanted to release these young
sters while Kengir was in revolt:. and for all we know, they would 
have shoved them in cells outside the camp.) The law-abiding 
Makeyev nonetheless began rounding up former juveniles for the 
"discharge tnDunaI," and he testifies that out of.409 persons with 
a claim to be released, he only succeeded in collecting thirteen who 
were willing to leave. Ifwe bear in mind Makeyev's sympathy with 
the authorities, and his hostility to the rising, his testimony is 
amazing: four hundred youngsters in the bloom of youth, and in . 
their great ougority not politically minded, renounced not merely 
freedom butsaivationl And stayed with the doomed revolt ... 

Sluchenkov's reply to threats that troops would be used to put 
down the revolt was "Send them in! Send as many Tommy-gun
ners as you like! We'll throw ground glass in their eyes and take 
their guns from them! We'll trounce your Kengir troops. Your 
bowlegged officers we'll chase all the way to Karaganda-we'll 
ride into Karaganda on your backs! And once there, we're among 
friends!" -

There is other evidence about him which seems reliable. "Any. 
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body who runs away. will get this in the chestl"-ftourishing a 
hunting knife in the air. "Anybody who doesn't turn out to defend 
the camp will get the knife," he announced in one hut. The inevita
ble logic of any military authority and any war situation. 

The newborn camp-government, like all governments through 
the ages, was incapable of existing without a security service, and 
Sluchenkov headed this (occupying the security officer's room in 
the women's camp). Since there could be no victory over the 
outside forces, Sluchenkov realized that this post meant certain 
execution. In the course of the revolt he told people in the camp 
that the bosses had secretly urged him to provoke a racial blood
bath (the golden epaulets were banking heavily on this) and so 
provide a plausible excuse for troops to enter the camp. In return 
the bosses promised Sluchenkov his life. He rejected their pro
posal. (What approaches Were made to others? They haven't told 
us.) Moreover, when a rumor went around the camp that a Jewish 
pogrom was imminent, Sluchenkov gave warning that the rumor
mongers would be publicly flogged. The rumor died down. 

A clash between Sluchenkov and the loyalists seemed inevita
ble. And it happened. It should be said that aU these years, in aU 
the Special Camps, orthodox Soviet citizens, without even con
sulting each other, unanimously condemned the massacre of the 
stoolies, or any attempt by prisoners to fight for their rights. We 
need not put this down to sordid motives (though quite a few of 
the orthodox were compromised by their work for the godfather) 
since we can fully explain it by their theoretical views. They 
accepted aU forms of repression and extermination, even whole
sale, provided they came from above-as a manifestation of the 
dictatorship of the proletariat. Even impulsive and uncoordinated 
actions of the same kind but·from below were regarded as ban
ditry, and what is more, in its "Banderist" form (among the 
loyalists you would never get one to admit the right of the Ukraine 
to secede, because to do so was bourgeois nationalism). The refusal 
of the katorzhane to be slave laborers, their indignation about 
window bars and shootings, depressed and frightened the docile 
camp Communists. 

In Kengir as elsewhere, there was a nest of loyalists. (Genkin, 
Apfelzweig, Talalayevsky, and evidently Akoyev. We have no 
more names.) There was also a malingerer who spent years in the 
hospital pretending that "his leg kept going around." Intellectual 
methods of struggle such as this were deemed permissible. In the 
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Commission itself Makeyev was an obvious example. All of them 
were reproachful from the beginning: "You shouldn't have started 
it"; when the passages under the walls were blocked off, they said 
that they shouldn't have tunneled; it was all a stunt thOUght Up 
by the Banderist scum, and the thing to do now was to back down 
quickly. (Anyway, the sixteen killed were not from their camp, 
and it was simply silly to shed tears over the Evangelist.) All their 
bile and bigotry is blurted out in Makeyev's notes. Everything and 
everybody in sight is bad, and there are dangers on every hand; 
it's either a new sentence from the bosses, or a knife in the back 
from the Banderists. ''They want to frighten us all with their bits 
of iron and drive us to our deaths." Makeyev angrily calls the 
Kengir revolt a "bloody game," a ''false trump," "amateur dra
matics" on the part of the Banderists, and more often than any 
of these, "the wedding party." The hopes and aims of the leaders, 
as he sees them, were fornication, evasion of work, and putting off 
the day of reckoning. (That there. was a reckoning to be paid, he 
tacitly assumes to be just.) 

This very accurately expresses the attitude of the loyalists in the 
fifties to the freedom movement in the camps. Whereas Makeyev 
was very cautious, and was indeed among the leaders of the revolt, 
Talalayevsky poured out such complaints quite openly, and Slu
chenkov's internill security service locked him in a cell in the 
Kengir jailhouse for agitation hostile to the rebels. 

Yes, this really happened. The rebels who had liberated the jail 
now set up one of~ (lWQ. The old, old ironical story. True, only 
four men were put inside {~ various reasons (usually for dea!ings 
with the bosses), and none of them was shot (instead, they were 
presented with the best of alibis for the authorities). 

This incident apart, the jailhouse-a particularly gloomy old 
place, built in the thirties-was put on display to a wide public: 
it had windowless solitary-confinement cells, with nothing but a 
tiny skylight; legless beds, mere wooden boards on the ~ent 
floor, where it was still colder and damper than elsew~ in the 
cold cell; and beside each bed, which means down on the 4QQ~ a 
rough earthenware bowl like a dog dish. . -

To this place the Agitation Department organized sightseeing 
trips for their fellow prisoners who had never been inside and 
perhaps never would be. They also took there visiting generals 
(who were not greatly impressed). They even asked that sightseers 
from among the free inhabitants of the settlement be sent along: 
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with the prisoners absent, they could in any case do nothing at the 
work sites. The generals actually sent sUch a party-not, of 
course, ordinary workingmen, but hand-picked personnel who 
found nothing to excite indignation. 

In reply, the authorities offered to arrange a prisoners' outing to 
Rudnik (Divisions 1 and 2 of Steplag), since according to camp 
rumors a revolt had broken out there, too. (Incidentally, for their 
own good reasons both slaves and slavemasters shunned the word 
"revolt," or still worse, "rising," replacing them with the bashful 
euphemism "horsep4t,y.") The delegates went, and saw for them
selves that aU was as it had been, that prisoners were going to work. 

Their hopes largely depended on strikes like their own spread
ing. Now the delegates returned with cause for despondency. 

(The authorities, in fact, had taken them there only just in time. 
Rudnik was of course worked up. Prisoners had heard from free 
workers aU sorts of facts and fantasies about the Kengir revolt. In 
the same month [June] it so happened that many appeals for 
judicial review were turned down simultaneously. Then some half
crazy lad was wounded in the prohibited area. And there, too, a 
strike started, the gates between Camp Divisions were knocked 
down, and prisoners poured out onto the central road. Mac~e 
guns appeared on the towers. Somebody hung up a placard with 
anti-Soviet-slogans on it, and the rallying cry "Freedom or death!" 
But this was taken down and replaced by one with legitimate 
demands and an undertaking to make up for losses caused by the 
stoppage once the demands were satisfied. Lorries came to fetch 
flour from the storerooms; the prisoners wouldn't let them have 
it. The strike lasted for something like a week, but we have no 
precise information about it: this is aU at third hand, and probably 
exaggerated.) 

There were weeks when the whole war became a war of propa
ganda. The outside radio was never silent: through several loud
speakers set up at intervals around the camp it interlarded appeals 
to the prisoners with information and misinformation, and wjth 
a couple of trite and boring records that frayed everybody's 
nerves. 

Through the meadow goes a maiden, 
She whose braided hair I love. 

(Still, to be thought worthy even of that not very high honor
having records played to them-they had to rebel. Even rubbish 
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like that wasn't played for men on their knees.) These records also 
served. in the spirit of the times, as ajamming ~wnins 
the broadcasts from the camps intended for the escort troops. 

On the outside radio they sometimes tried to blacken the whole 
movement. asserting that it bad, been started with the sole aim of 
rape and pluoder. (In the camp itself the zeks just laughed. but the 
_ inbabitants of the settlement also listened. willy-Dilly, to the 
loudspeakers. Of course, the slaveJll8$telS could not rise to any 
other expJanation-en admission that this rabble was capable of 
seekiogjustice was far beyODd the reach of their mind&) At other 
times they tried teUing filthy stories about members of the C0m
mission. (They even said that one of the "old ones," when he was 
beiuS traasported by barge to the Kolyma. had made a hole below 
the waterIiDe and SUlIk the boat witJlthree h1Jlldmd zeks in it. The 
emphasis was on the fact that it was poor zeks he had drowned. 
practically all of them SS's,·too, and not the escort troops; how 
he had aprvived himself was not clear.) Or else they would taunt 
K.uznetsov. telling him that his discharge ·hed arrived. but was 
now canceled Then the appeals would begin agaiD. World World 
Why should the Motherland keep you for nothiDg'1 By not going 
to work you are doing enormous damage to the state! (This was 
supposed to pierce the hearts of men doomed tQ eternal kIltorgal) 
Whole traioloads of coal are standing in the sidin& there's nobody 
to unload it! (Let them stand there.-the zekslaughed-you'H give 
way all the sooner! Yet it didn't occur even to them that the golden 
epaulets could unload it·themselves. if it troubled them so much.) 

The Technical Department.. h()\\rever, gave as good as it got. 
Two portable film projectors were found in the service yard. Their 
amplifiers were used for lQudspeakers, less powerful, of course, 
than those of the other side. They were fed from the secret hydro
electric station! (The fact that the camp haddect.ricity and radio 
greatly ~ and·troubled the bosses. They were afJaicJ. that 
the rebels might rig up a traDsmitter and start b~. new.s 
about their rising to foreign countries. Rumors to ~were 
also put around inside the camp.) 

The camp soon bad its own aDnouncers (Slava Yarimovskaya 
is one we know of). Programs included the latest news, and news 
features (there was alsO a daily wall newspaper. with cartoons). 
"Crocodile Tears" was the name of a program ridicu1ing the 
anxiety of the· MVD men about the fate of women whom they 
themselves bad previously beaten up. Then there were programs 
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for the escort troops. Apart from this, prisoners would approach 
the towers at night and shout to the soldiers through megaphones. 

But there was not enough power to put on programs for the only 
potential sympathizers to be found in Kengir-the free inhabi
tants of the settlement, many of them exiles. It was 'they whom the 
settlement authorities were trying to fool, not by radio but, in 
some place which the prisoners could not reach, with rumors that 
bloodthirsty gangsters and insatiable prostitutes (this version went 
down well with the women)' were ruling the roost inside the camp; 
that over there innocent people were being tortured and burned 
alive in furnaces. (In that case, it was hard to see why the authori
ties did not intervene! . . . ) 

How could the prisoners call out through the walls, to the 
workers one, or two, or three kilometers away: "Brothers! We 
want only justice! They were murdering us for no crime of. ours, 
they were treating us worse than dogs! Here are our demands"? 

The thoughts of the Technical Department, since they had no 
chance to outstrip modern science, moved backward instead to the 
science of past ages. Using cigarette.paper (there was everything 
you could think of in the service yard; we have talked about that 
already:' for many years it provided the Dzhezkazgan officers with 
their own Moscow tailor's shop, and a workshop for every imagin
able article. of consumer goods), they pasted together an enormous 
air balloon, following the example of the Montgolfier brothers. A 
bundle of leaflets was attached to the balloon, and slung under
neath it was a brazier containing glowing coals, which sent a 
current of warm air into the dome of the balloon through an 
opening in its base. To the huge delight of the assembled crowd 
(if prisoners ever do feel happy they are like children), the marvel
ous aeronautical structure rose and was airborne. But alas! The 
speed of the wind was greater than the speed of its ascent, and as 
it was flying over the boundary fence the brazier caught on the 
barbed wire. The balloon, denied its current of warm air, fell and 
burned to ashes, together with the leaflets. 

After this failure they started inflating balloons with smoke. 

6. When it was all over and the wOIDen's column was marched through the settlement 
on the way to work, married women, Russian WOlDen, gathered' along the roadside and 
shouted at them: "Prostitutes! Dirty whoresl Couldn't do without it, couIcI you ..• I" and 
other, sti1I stronger remarks. The same thing happened next day, but the women prisoners 
bad left the camp prepsred, and replied to these insulting creatures with a bombsrdment 
of stones. The escort troops just laughed. 

7. Part m, Chapter 22. 
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With a following wind they lew quite well, exhibiting inscriptions 
in large letters to the settlement: 

"Save the women and old men from being beatenl" 
"We demand to see a member of the Presidium." 
The guards started shooting at these balloons. 
Then some Chechen prisoners came to the Technical Depart

ment and oft"ered to make kites. (They are experts.) They sue
ceedecl in sticking some kites together and paying out the string 
until they were over thesettlement. There was a percussive device 
on the frame of each· kite. When the kite was in a convenient 
position, the device scattered a buncDe of leaflets, also attached to 
the kite. pc kite fliers sat on the roof of a hut waiting to see ~hat 
would happen next. H the leaftets fell close to the camp, warders 
ran to collect them; if they fell farther away, motorcyclists and 
. horsemen dashed after them. Whatever happened, they tried to 
prevent the free citizens from reading an independent versiori of 
the truth. (Theleaftets ended by requestingaay citizen of Kengir 
who found one to deliver it to the Central Committee.) 

The:kiteswere also shot at, but holing was less damaging to 
them than to the balloOns. The enemy soon discovered that send
ing up counter-kites to tangle strings with them was cheaper than 
keeping a -crowd of warders on the run. 

A war of kites in the second half of the twentieth centuryl And 
all to silence a word of truth . 
. . (pethaps it will help the reader to place the events at Kengir 

chronologically if we recall what was happening outside dUring 
the days of the mutiny. The Geneva Conference on Indochina was 
in session. The Stalin Peace Prize was conferred on rierre Cot. 
Another progressive French man, the writer Sartre, arrived in· 
Moscow to join in the life of our progressive society. The third 
centenary of the reunification of Russia and the Ukraine was 
loudly and lavishly celebrated.8· On May 31 there was a solemn 
parade on Red Square. The Ukrainian S.S.R. and the Russian 
S.F.S.R. wereawanted the Order of Lenin. On June 6 a monument 
to Yuri Dolgo~y was unveiled in Moscow. A Trade Union 
Congress opened on June 8 [but nothing was said there about 
Kengir). On the tenth a new state lOan was laOOched. The twen
tieth was Air Force Day, and there was a splendid parade at 
Tushino. These months of 1954 were also marked by a powerful 

8. The UkraiDiaDa at Kmair cIecIared It Il clay of IIICIUftIiog. 
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oft'ensive on the literary front. as people call it: Surkov, Kochetov, 
and Yermilov came out with very tough admonitory articles. 
Kochetov even asked: "What sort of times are we living in?" And 
nobody answered: .~ time o/prison camp risings'" MaJiy incorrect 
plays and books were abused during this period. And in 
Guatemala the imperialistic United States met with the rebutl' it 
deserved.) 

There were Chechen exiles in the settlement, but it is unlikely 
that they made the other kites. You cannot accuse the Chechens 

, of ever having served OPPression. They understood perfectly the 
meaning of the Kengir revolt, and on one occasion brought a 
bakery van up to the gates. Needless to say, the soldiers drove 
them away. 

(There is more than one side to the Chechens. People among 
whom they live-I speak from my experience in Kazakhstan
find them hard to get along with; they are rough and arrogant, and 
they do not conceal their dislike of Russians. But the men of 
Kengir only had to display independence and courage-and they 
immediately won the good will of the Chechensl When we feel that 
we are not sufficiently respected, we should ask ourselves whether 
we are living as we should.) 

In the meantime the Technical Department. was getting its 
notorious "secret" weapon ready. Let me describe it. Aluminum 
comer brackets for cattle troughs, produced in the workshops and 
awaiting dispatch, were packed with a mixture of sulfur scraped 
from matches and a little calcium carbide (every box of matches 
had been carried oft' to the room with the lOO,OOO-volt door). 
When the sulfur was lit and the brackets thrown, they hissed and 
burst into little pieces. 

But neither these star-crossed geniuses nor the field s~ in the 
bathhouse were to choose the hour, place, and form oftbe decisive 
battle. Some two weeks after the beginning of the revolt, on one 
of those dark nights without a glimmer of light anywhere. thuds 
went heard at several places around the camp wall. This time it 
was not escaping prisoners or rebels battering it down; the wall 
was being demolished by the convoy troops themselves! There was 
commotion in the camp, as prisoners· charged around with pikes 
and sabers, unable to make out what was happening and expecting 
an attack. But the troops did not take the oft'ensive. 

In the morning it turned out that the enemy without had made 
about a dozen breaches in the wall in addition to those already 
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there and the barricaded gateway. (Machine-gun posts bad been 
set up on the other side of the gaps. to prevent the zeks from 
pouring through them.)' This was of course the preliminary for an 
assault through the breaches. and the camp was a seething anthill 
as it prepared to defend itself. The rebel staff decided to pull down 
the inner walls and the mud-brick outhouses and to erect a second 
circular wall of their own, specially reinforced with stacks of brick 
where it faced the gaps, to give protection against machine-gun 
bullets. 

How things had changedl The troops were demolishing the 
boundary wall, the prisoners were rebuilding it, and the thieves 
were helping with a clear conscience, not feeling that they were 
contravening their code. 

Additional defense posts now had tQ be established opposite the 
gaPs. and every platoon assigned to a gap, which it must run to 
defend should the alarm be raised at night. Bangs on the buffer 
of a railroad car. and the usual whistles, were the agreed-upon 
alarm signals. 

The zeks quite seriously prepared to advance against machine 
guns withpikes~ Those who shied at the idea to begin with soon 
got used to it. 

There was one attack in the daytime. Tommy-gunners were 
moved up to one of the gaps, opposite the balcony of the Steplag 
Administration Building, which was packed with important per
sonages sheltering under broad army epaulets or the narrow ones 
of the Public Prosecutor's department, and holding cameras or 
even movie cameras. -The soldiers were in no hurry. They merely 
advanced just far enough into the breach for the alarm to be given, 
whereupon the rebel platoons respoDSlble for the defense of the 
breach rushed out to man the barricade-brandishing their pikes 
and holding stones and mud brickS-and then, from the balcony, 
movie cameraS whirred and pocket cameras clicked (taking care 
to keep the Tommy-gunners out of the picture). Disciplinary offi
cers, prosecutors, Party officials, and all the rest of them-Party 
members to a man, of course-laughed at the bizarre spectacle of 
the impassioned savages with pikes. Well-fed and shameless. these 

9. The prececlentis said to have been set by Norilsk; there, too. they made breaches in 
the wall, to lure out the fainthearted, who would be used to stir up the thieves; aDd so 
provide an """""" to introduce troops aDd restore order. 
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grand personages mocked their starved and cheated fellow citizens 
from the balcony, and found it all very funny. 10 

Then warders, too, stole up to the gaps and tried to slip nooses 
with hooks over the prisoners, as though they were hunting wild 
animals or the abominable snowman, hoping to drag out a talker. 

But what they mainly counted on now were deserters, rebels 
with cold feet. The radio blared away. Come to your sensesl Leave 
the camp through the gaps in the waUl At those points we shall 
not firel Those who come over will not be tried for mutinyl 

The Commission's response, over the camp radio, was this: 
Anybody who wants to run away can go right ahead, through the 
main gate if he likes; we are holding no one back! 

One who did so was . . . a member of the Commission itself, 
former Major Makeyev, who walked up to the main guardhouse 
as though he had business there. (As though, not because they 
would have detained him, nor because they had the means of 
shooting him in the back-but because it is almost impossible to 
play the traitor with your comrades looking on and howling their 
contempt!)11 For three weeks he had kept up a pretense; now at 
last he could give free rein to his defeatism, and his anger with the 
rebels for wanting the freedom which he, Makeyev, did not want. 
Now, working otrhis debts to the bosses, he broadcast an appeal 
to surrender, and reviled those who favored holding out longer. 
Here are some sentences from his own written account of this 
broadcast: "Somebody has decided that freedom can be won with 
th~ help of sabers and pikes. They want to expose to bullets people 
who won't take their bits of iron .... We have been promised a 
review of our cases. The generals are patiently negotiating with us, 
but Sluchenkov regards this as a sign of weakness on their part. 
The Commission is a screen for gangster debauchery .... Conduct 
the negotiations in a manner worthy of political prisoners, and do 
not (II) prepare for senseless resistance." 

The holes in the wall gaped for weeks; the wall had not re
mained whole so long while the revolt was on. And in all those 
weeks only about a dozen men Bed from the camp. 

10. These photographs must still exist somewhere, gummed to repOrts on the punitive 
operation. Perhaps somebody will not be swift enough to destroy them before posterity sees 
them. 

II. Even ten yean later he was 80 ashamed that in his Iitemoin, which were probably 
designed to serve as an apologia, he writes that he chanced to put his head out of the gate, 
where the other side pounced on him and tied his hands. ••• 
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Why? Surely the rest did not believe in victory. Were they not 
appalled by the thought of the punishment ahead? They were. Did 
they not want to save themselves for their families' sake? They did! 
They were torn, and thousands of them perhaps had secretly 
considered this possibility. The invitation to the former juveniles 
had a firm legal base. But the social temperature on this plot of 
land had risen so high that if souls were not transmuted. they were 
purged of dross, and the sordid laws saying that "we only live 
once," that being determines consciousness, and that every man's 
a coward when his neck is at stake, ceased to apply for that short 
time in that circumscribed place. The laws of survival and of 
reason told people that they must all surrender' together or Bee 
individually, but they did not suriender and they did not fteeI They 
rose to that spiritual plane from which executioners are told: ''The 
devil take you for hisownl Torture usl Savage usl" 

And the operation, so beautifully planned, to make the prison
ers scatter like rats through the gaps in the wall till only the most 
stubborn were left, who would then be crushed-this operation 
collapsed because its inventors had the mentality of rats them
selves. 

In the rebel wall newspaper, next to a drawing of a woman 
showing a child a pair of handcuffs in a glass case-"like the 
ones they kept your father in" -appeared a cartoon of the 
"Last Renegade" (a black cat running through one of the 
holes in the wall). 

Cartoonists can always laugh, but the people in the camp had 
little to laugh about. The second; third, fourth, fifth week went by . 
. . . Something which, according to the laws of Gulag, could not 
last an hour had lasted for an incredibly, indeed an agonizingly 
long time-half of May and almost the whole of June. At first 
people were intoxicated with the joy of victory, with freedom, 
meetings, and schemes, then they believed the rumors that Rudnik 
had risen; perhaps Churbay-Nura, Spassk-all Steplag would fol
low. In no time at all Karaganda would rise! The whole Ar
chipelago would erupt and fall in ash over the face of the land! But 
Rudnik put its hands behind its back, lowered its head, and re
ported as before for its eleven-hour shifts, contracting silicosis, 
with never a thought for Kengir, or even for itself. 

No one supported the island of Kengir. It was impossible by 
now to take off into the wilderness: the garrison was being steadily 
reinforced; troops were under canvas out on the steppe. The whole 
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camp bad been encircled with a double barbed-wire fence outside 
the walls. There was only one rosy spot on the horizon: the lord 
and master (they were expecting Malenkov) was coming to dis
pense justice. He would come, kind man, and exclaim, and throw 
up his hands: ''However could they live in such conditions? and 
why did you treat them like this? Put the murderers on trial! Shoot 
Cbechev and Belyaev\ Sack the rest. ... " But it was too tiny a spot, 
and too rosy. 

They could not hope for pardon. All they could do was live out 
their last few days of freedom, and submit to Steplag's vengeance. 

There are always hearts which cannot stand the strain. Some 
were already morally crushed, and were in an agony of susPense 
for the crushing proper to begin. Some quietly calculated that they 
were not really involved. and need not be if they went on being 
careful. Some were newly married (what is more, with a proper 
religiousceremony-a Western Ukrainian girl. for instance, will 
not marry without one, and thanks to Gulag's thoughtfulness, 
there were priests of all religions there). For these newlyweds the 
bitter and the sweet succeeded each other with a rapidity which 
ordinary people never experience in their slow lives. They ob
served each day as their last, and retribution delayed was a gift 
from heaven each morning. 

The believers ... prayed. and leaving the outcome of the Kengir 
revolt in God's hands, were as always the calmest of people. 
Services for all religions were held in the mess hall according to 
a fixed timetable. The Jehovah's Witnesses felt free to observe 
their rules strictly and refused to build fortificatious or stand 
guard. They sat for hours on end with their heads together, saying 
nothing. (They were made to wash the dishes.) A prophet, genuine 
or sham, went around the camp putting crosses on bunks and 
foretelling the end of the worleL Conveniently for him, a severe 
cold spell set in, of the sort that a shift in the wind sometimes 
brings to Kazakhstan even in summer. The old women he had 
gathered together sat, not very warmly dreSsed, on the cold 
ground shivering and stretching out their hands to heaven. Where 
else could they tum? 

Some knew that they were fatally compromised and that the few 
days before the troops arrived were all that was left of life. The 
theme of all their thoughts and actions must be how to hold out 
longer. These people were not the unhappiest. (The unhappiest 
were those who were not involved and who prayed for the eneL) 
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But when all these people gathered at meetiDgs to decide 
whether to surrender or to hold,on. they found ihemse1ves again 
in that heated climate where their penoual opinions dissolved, 
and ceaaecl to exist even for themselves. Or else they feared ridi-
cule even more than the death that awaited- them. -

"Comrades," the nuijestic Kuznetsov said confidently, as 
though he knew many secrets, and all to the advantage of the 
prisoners, ''we have defensiPe firepower. and the enemy will suff'er 
fifty percent of our own losses." 

He also said: "Even our destruction will not be in vain." 
(In this he was absolutely right. The social temperature had its 

eJf'ect on him. too.) . 
And when they voted for or against holcliq out, the nuVority 

were for. 
Then Sluchenkov gave an ominous waming. "Just remember, 

if anyone remains in our ranks now and Wants to surrender later, 
we shall settle accounts with him five minutes before he gets 
therel'" 

One day the outside radio broadcast an'''order of the day to 
Gulag": for refusal to work, for sabotage, for this, that, and the 
other, the Kengir Camp Division of Steplag was to be cfisbanded 
and all prisoners sent to Magadan. (Clearly, the planet was getting 
too small for Gulag. And those who had been seDt to Magadan 

- previously-what were they there for?) One last chance to go back 
to work ... , 

Once more their last chance ran out, and things were as before. 
All was as it had been, and the dreamlike existence of these 

eight thousand men, suspended in midair, was reIidered all the 
more startlingly improbable and strange by the regularity of the 
camp routine; fresh 1inen from the laundry; haircuts; clothes and 
shoes repaired. There were even conciliation courts for disputes. 
Bven ••. even a release' procedure! 

Yes. The outside radio sometimes summoned prisoners due for . 
release: these'were either foreigners from some country which had 
earned the right to gather in its citizens, or else people whose 
sentence was (or was said to be?) nearing its end. Perhaps this was 
the administration's WaY Of picking up "tongues" without the use 
of warders' ropes and bOoks? The Commission sat on it, but had 
no meanS of verlflc:atiQQ. _ let them all go. 

Why did it drag on 110' Ions? What can the bosses have been 
waiting for? For the food to nm out? They knew it woolcllast a 

.. ,., 
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long time. Were they considering opinion in the settlement? They 
had . no need to .. Were they carefully working out their plan of 
repression? They could have been quicker about it. (True, it was 
learned later that they had sent for a "special purposes" ....... mean
ing punitive>:-regiment from somewhere around Karaganda. It's 
a job not everyone can do. ) Were they having to seek approval for 
the operation up top? How high up? There is no knowing on what 
date and at what level the decision was taken. 

On several occasions the main gate of the service yard suddenly 
opened-perhaps to test the readiness of the defenders? The duty 
picket sounded the alarm, and the platoons poured out to meet the 
enemy. But no one entered the camp grounds. 

The only field intelligence service the defenders had were the 
observers on the hut roofs. Their anticipations were based entirely 
on what the fence permitted them t9 see from the rooftops. 

In the middle of June several tractors appeared in the settle
ment. They were working, shifting something perhaps, around the 
bdundary fence. They began working even at night. These noctur
nal tractor operations were baftling. Just in case, the prisoners 
started digging ditches opposite the gaps, as an additional defense. ' 
(They were aU photographed or sketched from an observation 
plane.) 

The unfriendly roar made the night seem blacker. 
Then suddenly the skeptics were put to shame! And the defeat

ists! And aU who had said that there would be no mercy, and that 
there was no point in begging. The orthodox alone could feel 
triumphant. On June 22 the outside- radio announced that the 
prisoners' demands had been accepted! A member of the 
Presidium of the Central Committee was on his way! 

The rosy spot turned into a rosy sun, a rosy' sky! It is, then, 
possible to get through to them! There is, then, justice in our 
country! They will give a little, and we will give a little. If it comes 
to it, we can walk about with number patches, and the bars on the 
windows needn't bother us, we aren't thinking of climbing out. 
You say they're tricking us again? Well. they aren't asking us to 
report for work beforehandl 

Just as the touch of a stick will draw oft' the charge from an 
electroscope so that the agitated gold leaf sinks gratefully to rest, 
so did the radio announcement reduce the brooding tension of that 
last week. 

Even the loathsome tractors, after working for a while on the 
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evening of June 24, stopped their noise. 
Prisoners could sleep peac:efully·on the fortieth night of the 

revolt. He would probably a.rrfve tomorrow; perhaps he had come 
already .... IZ Those short June nights are too short to have your 
sleep out, and you are fast asleep at dawn. It was like that summer 
thirteen years before.· 

In the early dawn of Friday, June 25, p8rachutes carrying flares 
opened out in·the iky, more ftares soared from the watchtowers, 
and the observers on the rooftops were picked off by snipel's' 
bullets before they could let out a squeak! Then cannon fire was 
heard! Airplanes skimmed the camp, spreading panic. Tanks, the 
famous T -34's, 'had taken up positiOn under cover of the tractor 
noise and now moved on the gaps from all sides. (one of them, 
however, fell into a ditch.) Some of the tanks dragged concatena
tions of barbed wire on trestles so that they could divide up the 
camp grounds immediately. Behind others ran helmeted assault 
troops with Tommy guns. (Both Tommy-gunners and taDk. crews 
had been given vodka first. However special the troops may be, it 
is easier to destroy unarmed and sleeping people with drink inside 
you.) OperatorS with walkie-talkies came in with the advancing 
troops. The generals went up into the towers with the snipers, and 
from there, in the dayUght shed by the flares (and the Ught from 
a tower set on fire by the zeks with their incendiary bombs), gave 
their~: ''Take hut number so-and-sol ..• That's where Kuz
netsoV isI" They did not hide in obserVation posts, as they usually 
do, because no bullets threatened them!' 

From a distance, from their building sites, free workers watched 
the operation. 

The camp woke up-frightened out of its wits. Some stayed 
where they were ip their huts, lying on the Boor as their oDe 
chance of survival, and because resistance seemed senseless. oth
ers tried to make them get up andjoin in the resistance. Yet others 
ran righi into the line of fire, either to fight or to seek a quicker 
death. . 

The Third Camp pjvision. fou~t~e division which had 

12. Perbapa he really bad come? Perbapa it was he who bad aiven the iDatructious? 
13. They onJy hid from history. Who were these war IoriIs, 80 swift and 80 sure? Why 

baa our countJy DOt IIIIIuted their aJorioua victory at ICeasIr'l Wrth some cIiIIIcuIty we can 
discover the II8IIICS DOt of the IIIOIIt important there, but ofsome by DO meaullllimportant: 
for iIIBIance, Co1oneI RyazanlleY. head of the Security 0peratI0us Secticni; Syom1!lhJdn. 
head of the Political Department of Steplas. • " • P1ease help! Add to the Jist. 
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started it all. (It consisted mainly of 58's with a large majority of 
Banderlstfi.) They hurled stones at the Tommy-gunners and ward
ers, and probably sulfur bombs at the tanks. ••• Nobody thought 
of the powdered glass. One hut counterattacked twice, with shouts 
of "Hurrah." 

The tanks crushed everyone in their way. (AlIa Presman. from 
Kiev, was run over-the tracks passed over her abdomen.) Tanks 
rode up onto the porches of huts and crushed people there (includ
ing two Estonian women, Ingrid Kivi and Makhlapa.)·4 The tanks 
grazed the sides of huts' ~d crushed those who were clinging to 
them to escape the caterpillar tracks. Semyon Rak and his girl 
threw themselves under a tank clasped in each other's arms and 
ended it that way. Tanks nosed into the thin board walls of the 
huts and even fired blank shells into them. Faina Epstein remem
bers the corner of a hut collapsing, as if in a nightmare, and a tank 
passiOg obliquely over the wreckage and over living bodies; 
women tried to jump and ftiog themselves out of the way: behind 
the tank came a lorry, and the half-naked women were tossed onto 
it. 

The capnon shots were blank, but the Tommy guns were shoot
ing live rounds, and the bayonets were cold steel. Women tried to 
shield men with their own bodies-and they, too, were bayoneted! 
SecuritY Officer Belyaev shot two dozen people with his own hand 
that morning; when the battle was over he was seen putting knives 
into the hands of corpses for the photographer to take pictures of 
dead gangsters. Suprun,' a member of tlte Commission, and a 
grandmother, died from a wound in her lung. Some prisoners hid 
in the latrines, and were riddled with bullets there.·' 

Kuznetsov was arrested in the bathhouse, his command post, 
and made to kneel. Sluchenkov was lifted high in the air with his 
bands tied behind his back and dashed to the ground (a favorite 
trick with the thieves). 

Then the sound of shooting died away. There were shouts of 
"Come out of your huts; we won't shoot." Nor did they-they 
merely beat prisoners with their gun butts. 

As groups of prisoners were taken, they were marched through 

14. In one of the tanks sat Nasibina. the camp doctor; drunk. She was there not to help 
but to walch-« was interesting. 

15. Al\enlinn, IIertntnd Russell and lean·PauI Sartre, with your War Crimes Tribunal! 
Al\enlion, phUosophers. Here'i material for you! Why not hold a session? They can't hear 
me. ... 
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the gaps onto the steppe and between files ofKengir convoy troops 
outside. They, were searched and made to lie flat on their faces 
with t&e1r imDs.· stretched straight out. As they Jay there thus 
crucifioo, MVD fliers and warders walked among them to identify 
and pull out those whom they had spotted earlier from the air or 
from the watchtowers. (So busy were they with all this that no one 
had leisure to open Pravda that day. It had a special theme--a day 
in the life of our Motherland: the successes of steelworkers; more 
and more crops harvested by machine. The historian surveying 
our country as it W8s. that day will have an easy task.) 

Curious officers could now inspect the secrets of the service yard 
-see where the electric power had come from, and what "secret 
weapons" there were. 

The victorious generals cJescended from the towers and· went oft" 
to breakfast. Without knowing any of them, I feel confident that 
their appetite that June morning left nothing to be desired and that 
they drank'deeply. An alcoholic hum would not in the least dis
turb the ideological harmony in their heads. And what they had 
for hearts was something installed with a screwdriver. 

The number of those killed or wounded waS about six hundred, 
according to the stories,· but according to figures. given by the 
Kengir Division's Production Planniilg Section, which became 
known some months -Jater, it was more than seven hundred. 16 

When they had crammed the camp hospital with wounded, they 
began taking them into town. (The free workers were infonned 
that the troops had fired only blanks, and that prisoners had been 
killing each other.) 

. It was tempting to make the survivors dig the graves, but to 
prevent the story from spreading tQo far, this was done by troops. 
They buried three hundred in a comer of the camp, and the rest 
somewhere out on the steppe. 

All day on June 25, the prisoners Jay face down on the 
steppe in· the sun (for days on end the heat had been unmerci
ful), while in the camp there was endless searching and break
ing open and shaking out. Later bread and water were brought 
out onto the steppe. The officers had lists ready. They called 
the roll, put a tick by those who were still alive, gave them 

16, On January 9, 1905, the number ldIIed was about 100. In 1912, In the famous 
III8SS8C!e on the Lena goldfields, which shocked all Russia, there were 270 ldIIed and -250 
woUDdecl. 
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their bread ration, and consulting their lists. at once divided 
the prisoners into groups. 

The members of the Commission and other suspects were 
locked up in the camp jail, which was no longer needed for sight
seers. More than a thousand people were selected for dispatch 
eithet' to closed prisons or to Kolyma (as always, these lists were 
drawn up partly by guesswork, so that many who had not been 
involved at all found their way into them). 

May this picture of the pacification bring peace to the souls of 
those on whom the last chapters have grated. Hands oft', keep 
away! No one will have to take refuge in the "safe deposit," and 
the punitive squads will never face retribution! 

On June 26, the prisoners were made to spend the whole day 
taking down the barricades and bricking in the gaps. 

On June 27, they were marched out to work. Those trains in the 
sidings would wait no longer for working hands! 

The tanks which had crushed Kengir traveled under their own 
power to Rudnik and crawled around for the ~ks to see. And 
draw their conclusions ... 

The trial of the rebel leaders took place in autumn, 1955, in. 
camera, of course, and indeed we know nothing much about it . 
. . . Kuznetsov, they say, was very sure of himself, and tried to 
prove that he had behaved inJpeccably and could have done no 
better. We do not know what sentences were passed. Sluchenkov, 
Mikhail Keller, and Knopkus were probably shot. I say probably 
because they certainly would have been shot earlier-but perhaps 
1955 softened their fate? 

Back in Kengir all was made ready for a life of honest toil. The 
bosses did not fail to create teams of shock workers from among 
yesterday's rebels. The "self-financing" system flourished. Food 
stalls were busy, rubbishy films were shown. Warders and officers 
again sneaked into the service yard to have things made privately 
-a fishing reel, a money bOx-or to get the clasp mended on a 
lady's handbag. The rebel shoemakers and tailors (Lithuanians 
and Western Ukrainians) made light, elegant boots for the bosses, 
and dresses for their wives. As of old, the zeks at the separating 
plant were ordered to strip lead from the cables and bring it back 
to the camp to be melted down for shot, so that the comrade 
officers could go hunting antelopes. 

By now disarray had spread throughout the Archipelago and 
reached Kengir. Bars were not put back at the windows, huts were 



77Ie Forty IJGy3 of Kenglr I 3-31 

no longer locked. The "two-thirds" parole system was introduced. 
and there was even a quite unprecedented re-registration of 58's 
-the half-dead were released. 

The grass on graves is usually very thick and green. 
In 1956 the camp area itself was liquidated. Local residents, 

exiles who had stayed on in Kengir, discovered where they were 
buried-and brought steppe tulips to put on their graves. 

Whenever you pass the Dolgoruky monument, remember that 
it was unveiled during the Kengir revolt-end so has come to be 
in some sense a memorial to Kengir. 

END OF PART V 
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Chapter 1 

• 
Exile in the First Years 
of Freedom 

Humanity probably invented exile first and prison later. Expul
sion from the tribe was of course exile. We were quick to realize 
how difficult it is for a man to exist, divorced from his own place, 
his familiar environment. Everything is Wfong and awkward, ev
erything is temporary and unreal, even if there -are green woods 
around, not permafrost. 

In the Russian Empire as elsewhere they. were nqt slo~ to 
discover exile. It was given legal sanction under Tsar At~ 
Mikhailovich by the Code of Laws of 1648. But even earlier. at. 
the end of the sixteenth centur:y. people were exiled without legal 
sanction: the disgraced people of Kargopol, for instance, then 
those inhabitants of Uglich who had witnessed the murder of the 
Tsarevich Dmitri. Our great spaces gave. their, blessing---8iberia 
was ours already. By 1645 the number of exiles there had reached 
one and a half thousand. Peter exiled many hundreds at a time.· 
As we have already said, Elizabeth replaced the death penalty by 
perpetual exile to Siberia. At this point the term was debased: exile 
came to mean not only free settlement but also katorga; whichlwas 
a very different matter. Alexander's Regulations on Exiles in'1822 
gave legal status to this misuse. For this reason the figures for 
exiles in the nineteenth centur:y must obviously be taken to inc.ude 
convicts sentenced to hard labor. At the beifiming of the nine
teenth centur:y. between two thousand and six thousand people 
were exiled year in ~d year out. From 1820 they also started 
exiling vagrants (the "parasites." in our ~ology). so that in 
some years they weeded out as many as ten thousand. In 1863 the 

335 



336 I THE GULAG ARCHIPELAGO 

desert island of Sakhalin, SO conveniently cut off from the main
land, found favor and was equipped as a place of exile, so that the 
resources of the system were still further enlarged. Altogether in 
the course of the nineteenth century half a million were exiled, 
and at the end of the century those in exile at anyone time 
numbered 300,000.1 

By the end of the century the ramifications of the exile sys
tem were becoming more and more diverse. Milder forms also 
appeared: ''banishment to a distance of two provinces," and 
even "banishment abroad"2 (not then considered such a ruth
less punishment as after October). Administrative banishment, 
which usefully supplemented banishment by the courts, also took 
root. However: the term ofbanishment was expressed in clear and 
precise figures, and even exile for life was not in reality a life 
sentence. Chekhov writes in Sakhalin that after ten years in exile 
(or six years, ifhis "conduct had been completely satisfactory"
a vague criterion, but according to Chekhov one widely applied), 
the exile was re-registered as a peasant and could go back to any 
part of the country he wished except his native place. 

A feature of the exile system in the Tsarist nineteenth century 
which was taken for granted and seemed natural to everyone, but 
to us now seems surprising, was that it concerned itself only with 
individuals: whether he was dealt with by the courts or adminis
tratively, each man was sentenced separately and not as a member 
of some group. 

The conditions of life in exile, the degree of harshness, changed 
from one decade to the next, and different generations of exiles 
have left us a variety of evidence. Transported prisoners traveling 
from transit prison to transit prison had a hard time of it; but we 
learn from P. F. Yakubovich and from Lev Tolstoi that politicals 
were transported in quite tolerable conditions. F. Kon adds that 
in the presence of politicals escort troops treated even common 
criminals well, and that the criminals therefore thought highly of 
poHticals. For many generations the population' of Siberia was 

I. All this information is taken from Volume XVI ("'Wcstem Siberia") of Semyonov
'l)aD-8Iumsky'a multivolume geosnphiI:aI study. RImitL Not ouIy the celebrated geosra
... hlmaeIf; but bia brothers, too. were staunch and seIllesa h"berals in tbeir public life, 
who did a arcat dcaI to spread the light of Iieedom in our land. During the Revolution 
tIIdr wIIo1e fiImI1y was destroyed. One brother was shot OD tIIdr comfortable estate on the 
riwr ltaDoY. the house was bUl"Ud and the arcat on:banI, together with the avenues of 
Iimca ami popJan. cbopped down. 

2. P. P. Yabbovicb, 11' Mire 0tierzIII!Iutyk (III the World 0/ Oult:tu#). 
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hostile to exiles: they were assigned the poorest plots ofland, they 
were left with the worst and poorest-paid jobs, and peasants would 
not let their daughters marry such people. Unprovided f~r, ill
clad, branded, and hungry, they formed gangs and lived by steal
ing-further exacerbating the local inhabitants. None of this, 
however, appHes to the poHticals, who became a significant Stream 
from the seventies. F. Kon again writes that the Yakuts received 
the poHticaIs amicably and hopefuUy,looking to them as doctors, 
teachers, and legal advisers in their struggles with authority. The 
conditions in which poHticaI exiles Hved were certainly such that 
many scholars (scholars who only began their studies in exile) 
sprang from their ranks-experts on particular regions, ethnogra
phers, philologists, J scientists, as well as pubHcists and Writers. 
Chekhov. did not see the poHticaJs on Sakhalin and has left us no 
description of them, 4 but F. Kon, for instance, when he was exiled 
to IrkutsIC, began working on the progressive newspaper Yostoch
noye Obommie (&stem Review). to which Populists, supporters 
of the People's W'ill Party, and Marxists (Krasin) all contributed. 
This was no ordinary Siberian town but a major provincial capital, 
to which, according to the lleguIations on Exiles, poHticais were 
not supposed to be sent at aII-in spite of which they were to be 
found working in banks and commercial firms, tP.8Ching, rubbing 
shoulders With the local intelligentsia at receptions. And exiles 
contrivecl to get into the Omsk newspaper Stepno; Krai articles the 
likes of which the ceusorship would never have let through any
where in Russia proper. The Omsk exiles even suppHed the Zla
toust strikers with their newspaper. Through the eft'orts of the 
exiles Krasnoyarsk, too, became a radical town. While in Minu
sinsk, exile activists grouped around the Martyanov Museum. en
joyed such respect and such freedom from administrative inter
ference that they not only created without hindrance a network 
of hideouts and transit points for fugitives (we have previously 
descn'bed how easy it was to escape Dr those days), but even 
controlled the proceedings of the "Witte" Committee- in the 

3. TIID-JIoaoraz, V. L loc11e1soa, L Y. Shtcm1Jers. 
4. In his imIoceace of'JepI matten, 01' perbapnimply in the Ipirit of'his day, Cbekbov 

did DOt obIaiD IIDY formal authorizaIioa. 01' IIDY oIIdiol iii- of' paper, COl' his joumey to 
SaIdIIIIia. NoaetIIeIa he _ allowed to make a __ of' the coa¥icts aad CVCIIl ai
_ to prisoD docameaIa. (0ImpaIe tbat with oar eapericaceI Try aoID8 to iaspect a aest 
of' camps without autIIorizdion f'nIm the NKVDI) The CIIlII reatrIcIioa _ tbat be could 
DOt meet the poIidcaIa. 
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town.' And if Chekhov exclaims that the regime for criminals in 
Sakhalin bad been simplified "in the most mean and stupid fash
ion" until it was in fact "serfdom," this cannot be said of political 
exile from early times and until the end of the Tsarist period. By 
the beginning of the twentieth century administrative exile for 
political offenders in Russia bad ceased to be a punishment and 
become a meaningless, purely formal "antiquated device which 
has proved its ineffectuality" (Guchkov). In 1906 Stolypin began 
taking steps to abolish it altogether. 

What did exile mean to Radishchev? In the Ust-Ilimsky Ostrov 
settlement he bought a two-story wooden house (for ten rubles, 
incidentally), and lived there with his young children and a sister
in-law who. took the place of his wife. Nobody even thought of 
making him work,' he spent his time in any way he saw fit and he 
was free to move about anywhere within the Ust-Ilim administra
tive region. What PUshkin's banishment to Mikhailovskoye 
meant, the very many people who have been there as sightseers 
can imagine for themselves. The life in exile of many other writers 
and public figures was similar-that of Turgenev at Spasskoye
Lutovinovo, that of Aksakov at Varvarino (his own choice). Tru
betskoi even bad his wife living with him in his cell in Nerchinsk 
Prison (where a son was born to them), and when after some years 
he was transferred to Irkutsk as an exile they bad a huge house 
of their own, their own carriage, footmen, French tutors for the 
children. (Legal thought was still immature and knew nothing of 
"enemies of the people" or "confiscation of all property.") Herzen, 
exiled to Novgorod, held a position in the gubemiya in which he 
received ~eports from the police chief. 

This mild treatment of exiles was not confined to socially -distin
guished or famous people. In the twentieth century, too, it was 
enjoyed by many revolutionaries ,and frondeurs-by the Bol
sheviks in particular, who were not thought dangerous. Stalin, 
with four escapes behind him, was exiled for a fifth time ... : all 
the way to Vologda. Vadim Podbelsky was banished for his out
spoken articles against the government ... from Tambov to Sara
tovl What crueltyl Needless to say, nobody tried to drive him out 
to forced labor when he got there.6 

S. Feliks Kon, Za Pyat'desyat Let Tom 2. Na l'oseIeniL (Fifty Yean. Vol. 2. Banish
ment) 

6. This revolutionary, after whom the Post 0fIice Street in many a Russian town was 
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Yet exile even under these conditions, lenient as it $eeIDS to us, 
exile with no danger of starving to death, was sometimeS' taken 
hard by the exile himself. Many revolutionaries iecaI1 how painful 
they found the move from. prison, where they were assured of 
bread, warmth, shelter, and leisure for their "universities" and 
their party wrangles, to a -place of exile, where you were all by 
yourself among strangers, and had to use your own ingenuity to 
find food and shelter. Where there was no need to worry about 
these things it was, so we are informed (by F. Kon, for instance), 
still worse: "the horrors of idleness ... The most dreadful thing 
of all is that people are condemned to inactivity." Indeed. some 
of them. even abandoned study for moneymaking, for trade, and 
some -simply despaired and took to drink. 

But what made this inactivity possible? The local inhabitants. 
after all, did not complain of it; they were lucky if they managed 
to straighten their backs for the evening. So that putting it more 
precisely, what the exiles dered froin was chau:ge of place, the 
disruption of their accustomed way of life, the teaiing up of roots. 
the severing of links with other living beings. 

The journalist Nikolai Nadezbdin needed only two years of 
exile to Jose his taste for h"bertariaaism and change into an honest 
servant'ofthe throne. The wild rake Menshikov, exiled to Beryo
zov in 1727, built a church there, disco~ with the local inhabi
tants on the vanity of this world, grew ab,Jg beard, went around 
in a peasali.t smock, and died within two years. What, WelDay 
wonder, did Radishcbev find so intolerable, so soul-destroyiDg in 

-his cornfortable place of exile? Yet when, back in Russia, he was 
threatened with a second term, he was so terrified that he commit
ted suicide. Pushkin, again, wrote to Zhukovsky from. the village 
of Mikhailovskoye, tha~ eatthly paradise in which a man might 
pray to live forever: "~e me [i.e., from banishment-A.8.] 
even ifit means the fortress or the monastery at Solovkil" Nor was 
this mere talk, because he wrote to the governor also, begging that 
his exile be commuted to imprisonment. 

We who have learned what Solovki is like may b.ow find it 
incomprehensible: what eccentric impulse, what combination of 
despair and naivete, could make the persecuted poet give up MiIe
hailovskoye and ask to go to the isles of Solovki? . •. -

renamed, bad eYidcDtly _ acquired the habit of Work __ much 10 that he blistered 
bla Jumds taJdoa part in the lint mbbom/k0 and •.• died &om the infection. 
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Here we see that the threat of exile--of m~ displacement, of 
being set down with your feet tied-has a som1:Jer power of its 
own, the power which even ancient potentates understood, and 
which Ovid long .ago experienced. 

Emptiness. Helplessness. A life that is no life at all. .•• 

• 
In the inventory of instruments of oppression which the glorious 
revolution was to sweep away forever, exile was also of course to 
be found, somewhere around fourth place. 

But the revolution had scarcely taken its first.steps on legs still 
infirm, it was still in its infancy, when it realized that exile was 
indispensable. Exile did not exist in Russia for a year or so, per
haps three years. But very shortly what are now called deporta
tions began-the export of undesirables. tet me quote verbatim 
the words of a national hero, later a MarshaI of the Soviet Union, 
about the year 1921 in the province of Tambov. "It was decided 
to organize large-scale deportation of ~e families of bandits [i.e., 
"partisans"-A.S.]. Extensive concentration camps were orga
nized, in which these families could be confined while waiting." 
[My emphasis-A.S.]1 

Only the fact that it was so convenient to shoot peo.,le on the 
spot rather than carry them elsewhere, guard them and feed them 
on the way, resettle them and go on· guarding them-only this 
delayed the introduction of a regular exile system until the end of 
War Communism.- Soon after that, on October 16, 1922, a per
manent Exile Commission was set up under the Commissariat of 
the Interior to deal with "socially dangerous persons and active 
members of anti-Soviet parties" -m~g all parties except the 
Bolsheviks-with a budgetary period of three years. 8 Thus even in 
the early twenties exile was a familiar and smoothly operating 
institution. 

True, exile as a punishment for criminals was not revived: the 
Corrective Labor Camps had already been invented, and swal
lowed the lot. Political exile, on the other hand, became more 

7. Tokhachewky, "Borba s Kontrrevolyutalonnymi Vostaniyami" ("The Struggle 
Against Counter-Ilevoluticmary Ilevolta"), in YO{IIIJ { ReooIyulJijNJ (War and ReW1llltiolJ), 
1926, No. 7/8, p. 10. 

S. Sobnmiye UzakDMnJi RSFSR (Collection of Decff!a of the R.s.F.s.R.), 1922, No. 65, 
p.844. 
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convenient than ever before: in the absence of opposition newspa
pers, banishment no longer received pubHcity, and for those who 
were near to the exiles or knew them closely, a three-year sentence 
of banishment passed neither in haste nor in anger looked Hke a 
sentimental educational measure after the shootings of War Com
munism. 

However, people did not return to their native places from this 
almost apologetic prophylactic banishment, or if they did, they 
were quickly picked up again. Those drawn in began circHng 
around the Archipelago, and the last broken arc invariably ended 
in a ditch. 

Because· people are so complacently gullible, the regime's inten
tions dawned on them slowly: the regime -was simply not strong 
enough yet to eradicate all the unwanted at once. So for the time 
being they were uprooted not from Hfe itself, but from the memory 
of their fellows. 

What made it all the easier to re-establiSh the exile system was 
that the old transportation roads had not become blocked, or 
fallen in, while the places of exile in Siberia, around Archangel, 
around Vologda, had not changed in the slightest and were not a 
bit surprised. (Nor would statesmanlike thought stop there: some
one's finger would sHde over a map of a sixth part of the earth's 
land surface, and spacious Kazakhstan, the moment it adhered to 
the Union ofRepubHcs, would fit neatly into the exile.system with 
its great expanses, while even in Siberia itself many suitably God
forsaken places awaited discovery.) 

There was, however, in the exile system one residual snag: 
the parasitical attitude of the exiles, who thought the state had 
an obligation to feed them. The Tsarist government did not 
dare to try compelJing the exiles to increase the national prod
uct. And professional revolutionaries considered it beneath 
them to work. In Yakutya an exile settler had the right to 15 
desyatins of land (65 times as much as a kolkhoznik now). If 
the revolutionaries did not fting themselves into the task of 
cultivation, the Yakuts were very attached to the· land and 
"bought them off," leasing the land and paying with produce 
and the use of horses. Thus the revolutionary arrived with 
empty hands and immediately became a creditor of the 
Yakuts.9 Apart from this, the Tsarist government paid its ex-

9. F. ICoa, cop. cit 
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Ued political enemy 12 rubles a month subsistence money, and 
22 rubles a year clothing money. Lepeshinsky writeslO that 
Lenin, too, received (and did not refuse) the 12 rubles a 
month, while Lepeshinsky himself got 16 rubles, because he 
was not just an exile but an exiled civil servant. F. Kon now 
assures us that this money was very much too little: but we 
know that prices in Siberia were one-half or one-third those in 
Russia, so that the state's maintenance allowance for exiles was 
in. fact overgenerous. It enabled Lenin, for. instance, to spend 
three whole years comfortably studying the theory of revolu
tion, not worrying at all about the source of his livelihood. 
Martov writes that he paid his landlord 5 rubles a month for 
accommodation with full board, and spent the rest on books or 
put it aside for his escape. The Anarchist A. P. Ulanovsky 
says that in exile (m the Turukhan region, where he was with 
Stalin} he had money. to spare for the first time in his life. He 
used to send part of it to a free girl whom he had met some
where on the way, and could dord to sample cocoa for the 
first time. Elk meat and sturgeon could be had for nothing out 
there, and a good.solid house cost 12 rubles (one month's sub
sistence money!). None of the politicals wanted for anything 
and all administrative exiles received a money allowance. And 
they were all well clad (they arrived in warm clothes). 

True, exiles settled for life (the bytoviki of Soviet times) did not 
receive a caSh allowance, but sheepskin coats, all their clothing 
and boots, came to them gratis from public funds. Chekhov estab
lished that on Sakhalin settlers received their basic needs from the 
state in kind, without payment, the men for two or three years, 
the women for the whole period of their sentence, and that this 
included 40 zolotDik& (Le., 200 grams) of meat a day, and three 
pounds {i.e., "a kilo two hundred"} of bakery bread. As much as 
the Stakhanovites* in our Vorkuta mines got for producing 50 
percent above the norm. (True, Chekhov finds that the bread is 
made from poor flour and underbaked, but it's no better in the 
camps!) They were issued with one sheepskin coat, a cloth coat, 
and several pairs of boots. Another of the Tsarist government's 
practices was to pay the exiles deliberately inflated prices for 
their wares to encourage them to produce. (Chekhov came to 
the conclusion that instead of the colony of Sakhalin bringing 

10. LepeshinskY. Na ~Iome (At the Turning Pohtt). 
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Russia any profit, Russia fed its colony.) 
Needless to say, our Soviet political exile system could not rest 

on such unsound foundations. In 1928 the Second All-Russian 
Congress of Administrative Workers recognized that the existing 
system was unsatisfactory and petitioned for the "organization of 
places of exile in the form of colonies in remote and isolated 
localities, and also the introduction of a system of unspecified [i.e., 
indefinite] sentences."11 From 1929 they started elaborating a sys
tem of exile in conjunction with forcecllabor. 12 

"He that does not work shall· not eat" -that is the socialist 
principle. And the Soviet exile system could only be constructed 
on the basis of this socialist principle. But socialists werejust the 
people who were used to receiving their food without payment in 
exile! Because the Soviet government did npt dare to break this 
tradition immediately, its treasury also began paying political ex
iles-only of course not all of them, not the KR's (Counter
Revolutionaries), but the (socialist) "polits," making some grada
tions among them: for instance, in Chimkent in 1927, SR's and 
SD's· were given 6 rubles a month, and Trotskyites 30 (they were 
still comrades, after all, still Bolsheviks). Only these were no 
longer Tsarist rubles; the rent for the smallest of rooms was 10 
rubles a month, and 20 kopecks a day bought only meager fare. 
As time went by things were harder. By 1933 they were paying 
the "polits" a grant of 6 rubles 2S a month. But in that year, as 
I myself very well remember, a kilogram of half-baked "commer
cial" rye bread (off the ration) cost 3 rubles. There was one thing 
left for the socialists-:-not language teaching, not writing theoreti
cal works, but back-breaking work. From those who did go to 
work the GPU immediately took away whatever miserable allow
ance they were still receiving. 

However, even if they were willing to work it was not so easy 
for exiles to earn a wage. The end of the twenties' is of course 
memorable as a period of high unemployment in our country. 
Getting a job was the prerogative of persons with unblemished 
records and trade union cards, and exiles could not compete by 
exhibiting their education and experience. They also !wi the local 
police headquarters hanging menacingly over them-without its 
permission no employer would ever dare take on an exile. (Even 

II. TsGAOR (Central State ArchIves orlbe October Revolution). 4042/38/8. pp. 34-35. 
12. TsGAOll, 393/84/4, p. 97 .. 
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. a former exile had little hope of a good job: the brand in his 
passport was an impediment.) In Kazan in 1934, as P .. S--va 
rem!m1bers, a group of educated exiles in desperation hired them
selves out as roadmakers. They were rebuked by police headquar
ters: what was the meaning of this demonstration? But no one 
offered to help them find other work, and Grigory B. paid the 
security officer in his own coin. "Haven't you got a nice linle triIll 
coming up? We could sign on as paid witnesses." 

They had to count every crumb twice,. This was what the Rus
sian poHtical exile system had come tol No time left for debate or 
for writing protests against the "Credo." One worry they were free . 
from was how to cope with ..........tas idleness. ... Their one 
concern now was: how to avoid dying of hunger. And how not to 
let themselves down by becoming stoolies. 

In the first Soviet years in a land freed at last from age-old 
slavery, the pride and independence of political exiles sagged like 
a punctured balloon. It turned out that the strength which the 
previous regime had uneasily acknowledged in poHtical prisoners 
was imaginary. What had created and maintained that strength 
was only public opinion in the country. Once public opinion was 
supplanted by organized opinion, the exiles with their protests and 
their rights were helplessly subjected to the tyranny of stupid, 
flustered GPU men and inhuman secret instructions. (Dzer
zhinsky Hved long enough· to set his hand to the first of these 
instructions.) A single hoarse cry, one strangled word, to reniind 
the free of your existence was now impossible: if an exiled worker 
sent a letter to his old factory, the worker who read it out (as 
Vasily Kirillovich Yegoshin did in Leningrad) was immediately 
exiled himself. Exiles now lost not only monetary allowances, the 
means of existence, but all rights whatsoever; the GPU could get 
at them to prolong their banishment, arrest them, or trarisport 
them even more easily than when they were supposed to be free, 
uninhibitedly treat them like rubber dolls rather than people. U 

Nothing was easier than to shake them up by means such as those 
once used in Chimkent: it was announced that the exile colony was 
to be wound up within twenty-four hours. In twenty-four hours 

13. Those Western socialists who waited liB 1967 10 fed "ashamed of being socialists 
side by side with the Soviet Union" could very well have come 10 that eonciusioa some 
forty or forty-Bve yean earlier. At that time R.ussian Communists were already destroying 
R.ussian socialis1ll. But nobody groaus when 8IIOther man's tooth aches.. 
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the exiles bad to: hand over any business in which they were 
engaged. pull down their houses, get rid of their household goods, 
make their preparations for the journey, and set oft"by a prescribed 
route. It was not much easier than being a transported prisonerl 
Nor was the exile's future much more certain! 

But forgetting for a moment the silence of the public and the 
heavy pressures of the GPU-wbat were the exiles themselves 
like? These Party members, so called. without parties? I am not 
thinking of the Cadets-there were no cadets left; they bad all 
been done to death-but asking what it meant by 1927 or 1930 
to be nominally an SR or a Menshevik. Nowhere in the country 
were there any active groups corresponding to these names. For 
a long time now, ever since the Revolution, in ten storm-fraught 
years their programs bad not been re-examined. and even if these 
parties bad suddenly risen from the de8d, nobody knew how they 
would interpret all that bad happened and what they would pr0-

pose. For a long time now the whole press bad mentioned them 
only in the past tense, and surviving members lived with their 
families, worked at their jobs, and thought no more about their 
parties. But names once inscribed in the tablets of the GPU are 
indelible. At a sudden noctumal signal 'these scattered rabbits 
were plucked from their burrows and transported via transit jails 
to. for instance, Bukhara. 

Thus, I. V. Stolyarov arrived there in 1930 to meet aging SR's 
and SD's gathered in from all comers of the country. Rudely 
snatched from the Jives they were used to, they had nothing better 
to do than begin arguing and assessing the current political situa
tion and speculating what course history would have taken ifonly 
.•. and if only ... 

So their enemies knocked together from them not, of course, a 
political party, but a target for sinking. 

Exiles of the twenties recall that the only live and militant party 
at that time was the Zionist Socialist Party with its vigorous youth 
organization, Hashomer, and its legal ''Hehalutz'' organization, 
which existed to establish Jewish agrarian communes in the Cri
mea. In 192fi the whole Central Committee was jailed. and in 1927 
indomitably cheerful boys and girls of fifteen, sixteen, and under 
were taken from the Crimea and exiled. They were sent to Turtkul 
and other strict places. This really was a party-close-knit, deter
mined. sure that its cause was just. Their aim, however, was not 
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one which all could share, but private and particular: to live as a 
nation, in a Palestine of their own. The Communist Party, which 
had voluntarily disowned its fatherland, could not tolerate narrow 
nationalism in others ... }4 

Mutual aid was still practiced among the exiles until the begin
ning of the thirties. Thus,SR, SD, and Anarchist·exiles in Cbim
kent, where work was easy to find, set up a secret mutual aid fund 
to help their workless "Northern" party comrades. Communal 
arrangements for the preparation of food and the care of children, 
and all the gatherings and exchanges of visits which naturally go 
with this, were still found in places. They still joined together to 
celebrate May Day, there in exile (while demonstratively refusing 
to observe the anniversary of the October Revolution). BUt as the 
thirties reached their climax, all this would disappear: everywhere 
the buzzard's eye of the secret police would fix oil exiles meeting 
in groups. Prisoners would begin to shun one another in case the 
NKVD suspected them of "organizing" and picked them up "on 
a new charge" (this fate awaited them anyhow). Thus in the pale 
of exile marked out by the state they would withdraw into a 
second, voluntary exile-into solitude. (This for the present would 
be just what Stalin -,vanted of them.) 

The exiles were further weakened by the estrangement of the 
local population: the local people were persecuted for showing 
friendship to exiles, offend~ were themselves exiled to other 
places, and youngsters expelled from the Komsomol. 

They were still further weakened by the unfriendly relations 
between parties which developed in the Soviet period and became 
particularly acute from the mid-twenties, when large numbers of 
Trotskyites, who acknowledged no one but themselves as politi
cals, suddenly appeared in exile. 

But it was of course not only socialists who were kept in exile 
in the twenties; most of the exiles, in fact (and this was truer with 
every year that passed), were not socialists at all. There was an 
influx of non-party intellectuals-those spiritually independent 

14. It might be supposed that this aatura! and noble aspiration of the Zionists to recreate 
the land of their ancestors, to c:onIlnn the faith of their ancestors, and reassemble there 
after three thousand years of diaspora would elicit the united sUpport and aid at least of 
the European peoples. Admittedly a national home in the Crimea was not the Zionist idea 
in its purest form, and perhaps it was Stalin's joke to invite this Mediterranean people to 
adopt Birobidian, on the edge of the taiga, as their Second Palestine. He was a great master 
of slow and secret scheming. and perhaps this kind invitation was a rehearsal for the exile 
which he would have in mind for them in 1953. 
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people who were making it difIicult for the new regime to establish 
itself firmly. And of former people (i.e., members of the pre
Revolutionary establishment) not destroyed in the Civil War. And 
even of young boys-"for fox-trotting."·' And spiritualists. And 
occultists. And clerics---et first with the right to conduct services 
in exile. And simply believers, simply Christians or krestyane 
(peasants) to use the word as modified by the Russians many 
centuries ago~ 

'lbey all came under the eye of the same security police sector, 
were divided from each other, and grew numb. 

Robbed of all strength by the indift'erence of the country at 
large, the exiles lost even the will to escape. For exiles in Tsarist 
times escaping was a merry sport: think of Stalin's five, or Nogin's 
six escapes. The threat haJiging over them was not a bullet, not 
IcIJto1gfl. but merely being resettled in their old place of exile after 
a diverting journey. But the MVD, as it greW more stupid and 
heavy-handed, from the mid-twenties impOsed collective responsi
bility on exiles belonging to the same party: if oile of you runs 
away all his party comrade.s will answer for bQnJ By now the aU 
was so stiffing, the pressures so overbearing, that the socialists, so 
recently proud and indomitable, accePted this responsibilityl'lbey 
themselW!S, in party resolutions, forbade themselYes to escapel 

Where, in any case, could they run? Towhom could they run? 
Was there a people to whom they might run? 

Specialists in theoretical rationalization deftly put foundations 
under the decision: This is not the right time to run away: we must 
waiL 'In fact, it was not the 'right time to fight at all;' again they 
must wait. At the beginning of the thirties, N. Y. Ma:ndelstam 
noted that socialist exiles in Cherdynsk utterly refused to resist. 
Even when they sensed that their destruction was inevitable. 'lbeir 
only practical hope was an extension of their term ofbanishment, 
so long as they were not arrested, and were allowed to sign on 
again there, on the spot-then at least their modestly comfortable 
existence would not be ruined. 'lbeir only moral aim was to pre
serve their human dignity in the face of destruction. 

It is strange for us, after IcIJtorga, where we changtid' from 
crushed and isolated individuals into a powerful whole, to learn 
that these socialists, on~ iul articulated whole, tried and proved 
in action, disintegrated and became helpless units. But in the last 

15. Si1ieria, in 1926.' Vltkovaky's testimony. 
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two decades our life as social beings has steadily expanded. filled 
out. We are inhaling. Then it was just as steadily contracting, 
shrinking under pressure: we were exhaling. 

So that it is unseemly for our age to judge that other. 

There were, moreover, many ditrerent degrees of severity in the 
treatment of exiles, and this, too, disunited and weakened them. 
The intervals at which identity cards were exchanged varied (for 
some it was monthly, and the formalities were excruciatingly 
slow). Unless you didn't care about sinking to the lowest category, 
you had to observe the rules. 

The mildest form of banishment also survived until the begin
ning of the thirties: this was not exile, but "free residence . . . 
minus. "In this case the person penalized (the minusnik) was not 
told to live in one specified place, but allowed to choose any town, 
with certain exceptions, or "minuses." Once having chosen, he 
was tied to that place for the same three-year period. The minus
nik did not have to report regularly to the GPU, but did not have 
the right to leave the area. In years of widespread unemployment, 
labor exchanges would not give a minusnik work: if he contrived 
to find himself a job, pressure was put on the management to 
dismiss him. 

The minus pinned the dangerous insect down, and it submis
sively waited its turn to be arrested properly. 

Then again, people still believed in a progressive order which 
could not and would not need to exile citizensl Believed in an 
amnesty, especially as the splendid tenth anniversary of October 
drew near! ••. 

The amnesty came; the amnesty ... struck. They started reduc
ing terms of banishment by a quarter (three-year sentences by nine 
months), and that not for everyone. But since the Great Game of 
Patience was being laid out, and the three years of exile were 
followed by three years in a political isolation prison, followed in 
turn by another three years in exile, this acceleration of the process 
by three months did nothing to make life more beautiful. 

Then it would be time for the next trial. The anarchist Dmitri 
Venediktov, toward the end of his three-year exile in Tobolsk 
(1937), was arrested, and the charge against him was categorical 
and precise: "disseminating rumors about loans" (What can they 
have meant by rumors, when the loan comes around each year as 
infallibly as the flowers in May?) "and dissatisfaction with the 
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Soviet regime" (an exile, of course, should be content with his 
loti). And what happened to him next for these obscene crimes? 
He was sentenced to be shot within seventy-two hours, with no 
right of appeaH (His surviving daughter. GaIina, has already made 
a brief appearance in the pages of this book) 

We have seen what exile meant in the first years of newly won 
frc,edom, and seeD, too, the only way of escaping completely. 

Exile was a temporary pen to hold sheep marked for slaughter. 
EDIes in the first Soviet decades were DOt meant to sett1e but to 
await the sUllllllODS---elhere.·There were clever peop»-"for
mer" peop1e, and also. some simple peasants-who a1ready teaI
ized in the twenties all that lay before them. And when they 
reached the end of their first three-year term they stayed euctIy 
where they were--in An:hangeI. for instance-just in case. S0me
times this helped them DOt to bec:aupt under the nit comb q8m.. 

This w8s what exile had become in our time, instead of the 
peIce and quiet ofShnshens1mye, or cocoa drinking in Turakhan.. 

You wiD see that we had heavier burdens than Ovid's homeiick
uess to bear. 



Chapter 2 

• 
The Peasant Plague 

This chapter will deal with a small matter. Fifteen million souls. 
Fifteen million Uves. 

They weren't educated people, of course. They couldn't play the 
vioHn. They didn't know who Meyerhold was, or how interesting 
it is to be a nuclear physicist. . 

In the First World War we lost in aU three million killed. In the 
Second we lost twenty million (so Khrushchev said; according to 
Stann it was only seven million. Was Nikita being too generous? 

. Or couldn't losif keep track of his capital?). All those odesl All 
those obelisks and eternal ftamesl Those novels and poemsl For a 
quarter of a century aU Soviet Uterature has been .drunk on that 
blood! 

But about the silent, treacherous Plague which starved fifteen 
million of our peasants to death, choosing its victims carefully and 
destroying the backbone and mainstay of the Russian peopl~ 
about'~t Plague there are no books. No bugles bid our hearts 
beat faSter for them. Not even the traditional three stones mark 
.the crossroads where they went in creaking carts to their doom. 
Our finest humanists, so sensitive to today's injustices, in those 
years only nodded approvingly: Quite right, tool Just what they 
deserve! 

It was aU kept so dark, every stain so carefully scratched out, 
every whisper so swiftly choked, that whereas I now have to refuse 
kind offers of material on the camps-UNo more, my friends, I 
have masses ofsuch stories,l don't know where to put theml"
nobody brings me a thing about the deported peasants. Who is the 
person that could tell us about them? Where is he? 

350 
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I know, all too well, that what is wanted here is not a chapter, 
nor even a book by one single man. And I cannot document even 
one chapter thoroughly. 

All the sau;te, I shall make a beginning. Set my chapter down 
as a marker, like those first stones-simply to mark the place 
where the new Temple of Christ the Saviour will someday be 
raised. 

Where did it all start? With the dogma that the peasantry is 
petit bourgeois? (And who in the eyes of these people is not petit 
bourgeois? In their wonderfully clear-cut scheme, apart from fac
tory workers [not the skilled workers, though] and big-shQ,t busi
nessmen, all the rest, the whole people-peasants, office workers, 
actors, airmen, professors, students, doctors-are nothing but the 
"petite bourgeoisie.") Or did it start with a criminal scheme in 
high places to rob some and terrorize the rest? 

From the last letters which Korolenko wrote to Gorky in 1921; 
just before the former died and the latter emigrated, we learn that 
this villainous assault on the peasantry had begun even then, and 
was taking almost the same form as in 1930. 

But as yet their strength did not equal their impudence, and 
they backed down . 

. The plan, however, remained in their heads, and all through the 
twenties they bullied and prodded and taunted: "Kulak! Kulak! 
Kulak!" The thought that it was impossible to live in the same 
world as the kulak was gradually built up in the minds of towns
people. 

The devastating peasant Plague began, as far as we can judge, 
in 1929-the compilation of murder lists, the confiscations, the 
deportations. But only at the beginning of 1930 (after rehearsals 
were complete, and necessary adjustments made) was the public 

- allowed to learn what was happening-in the decision of the 
Central Committee of the Party dated January S. (The Party is 
"justified in shifting from a policy of restricting the exploiting 
tendencies of the kulaks to a policy of liquidating the kulaks as a 
class." And the admission of kulaks to the kolkhoz was immedi- . 
ately ... prohibited. Would anyone like to attempt a coherent 
explanation?) 

The dutifully concurring Central Executive Committee of the 
Soviets and the Council of People's Commissars were not far 
behind the Central Committee, and on February 1, 1930, they 
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gave legislative form to the will of the Party. Provincial Executive 
Committees were required to ''use all necessary methods in the 
struggle with the kulaks, up to and including [in reality no other 
method was used] complete confiscation of the property of kulaks 
and their removal to points beyond the boundaries of certain 
regions and provinces." 

Only in those last words was the Butcher overcome with shame. 
He specified from which boundaries. But he did not say to which. 
If you were inattentive enough you could take it to mean thirty 
versts away, in the same neighborhood. 

In the Vanguard Doctrine, as far as I know, there was no such 
person as the henchman of kulaks. But as soon as the Party put 
its ba.nd to the mowing machine, there was obviously no doing 
without him. We have seen already what the word is worth. A 
"sack.q)llection" was announced, Young Pioneers went from hut 
toJiut collecting from the peasants on behalf of the indigent state, 
you wouldn't give up your sack because it was like parting with 
your lifeblood (there were none in the shops, of course), and there 
you were, a ''henchman of the kulaks." Ripe for deportation. 

Names like this rampaged through a Soviet Russia with the 
bloody exhalations of the Civil War still warm in its nostrils. 
Words were put into circulation, and although they meant noth
ing they were easily remembered, they simplified matters, they 
made thought completely unnecessary. The savage law of the Civil 
War (Ten for every one! A hundred for every one!) was reinforced 
-to my mind an un-Russian law: where will you find anything 
like it in Russian history? For every activist (which usually meant 
big-mouthed loafer: A. Y. Olenyev is not the only one to recall 
that thieves and drunkards were in charge of "dekulakization"}
for every actMst killed in self-defense, hundreds of the most indus
trious, eliterprising, and level-headed peasants, those who should 
keep the Russian nation on an even keel, were eliminated. 

Yells of indignationl What's that? What do you say? What 
about the bloodsuckers'! Those who squeezed their neighbors dry? 
''Take your loan-and pay me back with your hide''? 

I suppose that bloodsuckers were a small part of the whole 
number (but were all the bloodsuckers there among them?). And 
were they bloodsuckers born? we may ask. BloodsuCkers through 
and through? Or was it just that all wealth-and all power
corrupts human beings? If only the "cleansing" of mankind, or of 
a social estate, were so simple! But if they had "cleansed" the 
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peasantry of heartless bloodsuckers with their fine-toothed iron 
comb, cheerfully sacrificing fifteen millions for the purposo
whence all those vicious, fat-bellied rednecks who preside over 
collectivized villages (and District Party Committees) today? 
Those pitiless oppressors of lonely old women and all defenseless 
people? How was the root of this predatory weed missed during 
dekulakization? Surely, heaven help us, they can't have sprung 
from the activists? ; •. 

He who grew up robbing banks could not think about the 
peasantry either as·a brother or as a husbandman. He could only 
whistle like Nightingale the Robber, and millions of toiling peas
ants were dragged off to the taiga, horny-handed tillers of the soil, 
the very same who had set up the Soviet power simply to get land, 
and having obtained it, quickly tightened their grip on it ("The 
land belongs to those who work it.") 

The word "bloodsuckers" loses all resonance-the tongue that 
uses it is a clapper in a wooden bell-when we remember what a 
clean sweep they made of some villages in the Kuban, Urupin
skaya for instance: they deported every soul in it, from babes in 
arms to aged men (and resettled it with demobilized soldiers). 
Here we see clearly what the "class principle" really meant. (Let 
us remember that the Kuban gave hardly any support to the 
Whites in the Civil War, began of its own accord to wreck Deni
kin's supply lines, and sought agreement with the Reds. Then, 
suddenly, there they were-''the saboteurs 'Of the Kuban.") The 
village of Dolinka, renowned throughout the Archipelago as a 

'prosperous agricultural center-where did it come from? All its 
inhabitants were Germans, "dekulakized" and deported in 1929. 
Who had been exploiting whom is a mystery. 

The principle underlying dekulakization can also be clearly seen 
in the fate of the children. Take Shurka Dmitriyev, from the 
village of Masleno (Selishchenskie Kazarmy, near the Volkhov). 
He was thirteen when his father, Fyodor, died in 1225, and the 
only son in a family of girls. Who was to manage his father's 
holding? Shurka took it on. The girls and his mother accepted him 
as head of the-family. A working peasant and an . adult now, he 
exchanged bows with 'other adults in the street. He was a worthy 
successor to his hard-working father, and when 1929 came his bins . 
were full of grain. Obviously a kulakl The whole family was driven 
out! 
. Adamova-Sliozberghas a moving story about meeting a girl 
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called Motya, who was jailed in 1936 for leaving her place of 
banishment without permission to go to her native village, Svet
lovidovo near Tarussa, two thousand kilometers on footl Sports
men are given medals for that sort of thing. She had been exiled 
with her parents in 1929 when she was a little schoolgirl, and 
deprived of schooling forever. Her teacher's pet name for her was 
"Motya, our little Edison": the child was not only an excellent 
pupil, but had an inventive turn of mind, had rigged up a sort of 
turbine worked by a stream, and invented other things for the 
school. After seven years she felt an urge to look just once more 
at the log walls of her unattainable school-and for that "little 
Edison" went to prison and then to a camp. 

Did any child sulfer such a fate in the nineteenth century? 
Every miller.was automatically a candidate for dekulakization 

-and what were millers and blacksmiths but the Russian village's 
best technicians? Take the miller Prokop Ivanovich Laktyunkin 
from the Ryazan region. No sooner was he dekulakized than they 
ground the millstones together too hard and burned the mill 
down. After the war he was pardoned and returned to his native 
village, but he could not reconcile himself to the fact that there 
was no mill. Laktyunkin obtained permission, cast the grinders 
himself, and set up a mill on the same spot (it had to be the same 
spot!), not for his oWn profit, but for the kolkhoz, or rather because 
the neighborhood was incomplete and less beautiful without it. 

Now let us look at that other kulak, the village blacksmith. In 
fact, we'll start with his father, as Personnel Departments like to 
do. His father, Gordei Vasilyevich, served for twenty-five years in 
the Warsaw garrison, and earned enough silver to make a tin 
button: this soldier with twenty-five years' service was denied a 
plot of land. He had married a soldier's daughter while he was in 
the gaqison, and after his discharge he went to his wife's native 
place, the village ofBarsuki in the Krasnensky district. The village 
got him tipsy, and he paid off its tax arrears with half of his 
savings. With the other half he leased a mill from a landowner, 
but quickly lost the rest of his money in this venture. He spent his 
long old age as a herdsman and watchman. He had six daughters, 
aU of whom he gave in marriage to poor men, and an only son, 
Trifon (their family name was Tvardovsky). The boy was sent 
away to serve in a haberdasher's shop, but fled back to Barsuki and 
found employment with the Molchanovs, who had the forge. 
After a year as an unpaid laborer, and four years as an apprentice, 
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he became a smith himself, built a wooden house in the village of 
Zagorye, and married. Seven children were born (among them 
Aleksandr, the poet), and no one is likely to get rich from a forge . 

. The oldest son, Konstantin, helped his father. If they smelted and 
hammered from one dawn to the next they could make five exce1-
lent steel axes, but the smiths of Roslavl, with their presses and 
their hired workmen, undercut their price. In 1929 their forge was 
still wood-built, they had only one horse, sometimes they had a 
cow and a calf, sometimes neither cow nor calf, and besides all this 
they had·eight apple trees-you can see what bloodsuckers they 
were .... The Peasant Land Bank used to sell mortgaged estates 
on deferred payments. Trifon Tvardovsky had taken eleven desya
tins of wasteland, all overgrown with bushes, and the year of the 
Plague found them still sweating and straining to clear it: they had 
brought five desyatins into cultivation, and the rest they aban
doned to the bushes. The collectivizers marked them down for 
deknlakization-there were only fifteen households in the village 
and somebody had to be found. They assessed the income from 
the forge at a fantastic figure, imposed a tax beyond the family's 
means, and when it was not paid on time: Get ready to move, you 
damned kulaks, youl 

If a man had a brick house in a row of log cabins, or two stories 
in a row of one-story houses-there was your kulak: Get ready, 
you bastard, you've got sixty minutes! There aren't supposed to be 
any brick houses in the Russian village, there aren't supposed to 
be two-story housesl Back to the cave! You don't need a chimney 
for your firelthis is our great plan for transforming the country: 
history has never seen the like of it. 

But we still have not reached the innermost secret. The better 
off were sometimes left where they were, provided they joined the 
kolkhoz quickly, while the obstinate poor peasant who failed to 
apply was deported. 

This is very important, the most important thing. The point of 
it all was not to dekulakize, but to force the peasants into the 
kolkhoz. Without frightening them to death there was no way of 
taking back- the land which the Revolution had given them, and 
planting them on that same land as serfs. 

It was a second Civil War-this time against the peasants. It 
was indeed the Great Turning Point, or as the phrase had it, the 
Great Break. Only we are never told what it was that broke. 

It was the backbone of Russia. 

-- ------------- ----
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• 
No, we have been unfair to socialist realist writers: they have 
descn"bed the dekulakization, descnQed it very fluently, too, and 
with great feeling for its heroes. as though they were hunters of 
snarling wolves. 

But there are no descriptions of the long village street with . 
every house in the row boarded up. Or of how you could walk 
through a village and see on the steps of a peasant house a dead 
woman with a dead child in her lap. Or an old mim sitting under 
a fence. who asked you for bread-and when you walked back he 
had collapsed and died. 

Nor shall we read in their works scenes like this: The chairman 
of the village soviet, taking the schoolteacher as a witness, goes 
into a hut where an old man and an old woman are lying on the 
sleeping bench. (I'he oldman used to keep a teahouse--obviously 
a bloodsucker: who says wa~ are glad of hot tea?) He bran
dishes his revolver. "Get down, you Tambov wolft" The old 
woman starts howling. and the chairman fires at the ceiling. to 
intimidate them still more (a gun makes a very loud noise in a 
peasant hut). Both these old people died 011 their journey. 

Still1ess will you read aboutthis method of deJrnl.ldzation: All 
the Cossacks (we are in a village em the Don) were summoned to _ . 
a "meeting"-and there surrounded with machine guns, arrested, 
and driven away. Deporting their women later on was simplicity 
itself. 

We can find descnQed in books, or even see in films, barns and 
pits in the ground, full of grain hoarded by bloodsuckers. What 
they won't show us is the handful of belongings earned in a 
lifetime of toil: the livestock, the utensi1s--thing as close to the 
owner as her own skin-which a weeping peasant woman is or
dered to leave forever. (If some of the family survive, and are 
clever and peISistent enough to persuade Moscow to rehabilitate 
them as "middle peasants," they will not find a stick of their 
"medium" property left when they return. It will have been pil
laged by the oemisls and their women.) 

What they will, not show us are the little bundles with which 
the family are allowed onto the state's cart. We shall not learn 
that in the Tvardovsky house, when the evil moment came 
there was neither suet nor bread; their neighbor Kuzma saved 
them: he had several children and was far from rich hiinself, 
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but brought them food for the journey. 
Those who were quick enough fted from that Plague to the 

towns, sometimes with a horse-but there were no customers for 
horses in those times: that peasant horse, sure sign of a 1r.ulak, 
became as bad as the Plague itself. Its master would tie it to a 
hitching rail at the horse market, give it one last pat on the muzzle, 
and go away before anyone noticed. 

The years 1929-1930 are generally regarded as the years of the 
Plague. But its deathly stink hung 'Over the countryside long after
ward. In the Kuban in 1932, all the wheat and rye to the very Jast 
grain was taken straight from the threslrlng machine to the state 
procurement point, and when the collective farmers, who had 
been given nothing to eat except their harvesters' and threshers' 
rations, found that hot dinners ended with the threshing, and that 
·there was not a grain to come for their 1abor-how could the mobs 
of howling women be silenced? "How man, kulaks tue there left 
in this placet" Who should be deported? (Skripnikova's testimony 
enables us to judge the condition of the kulak-free countryside in 
the early days of the kolkhoz: she remembers some peasant 
women in 1930 sending parcels of dried crusts home to their native 
village from Solo,/ci/l) 

Here is the story of Ttmofey Pavlovich Ovchinnikov, born in 
1886, from the village of Kishkino in the Mildmevsko area (not 
far from Leninskiye Gorki, near the great highroad). He fought 
in the German war, he fought in the Civil War. When he had 
finished fighting, he returned to land given by the Decree, and 
married. He was clever, literate, experienced, an excellent worker. 
He had also acquired, self-taught, some skill in veterinary medi
cine, and gave a helping hand to the whole district. By tireless 
work he built himself a good house, planted an orchard, and 
reared a colt to become a fine horse. But the NBP confused him, 
and Timofey Pavlovich was rash enough to believe in it as he had 
believed in the Land Decree. In partnership with another peasant 
he started a little business making cheap sausages. (Now that the 
village has been without sausage for forty years, you may scratch. 
your head and wonder what was so bad about that.) They made 
the sausage themselves, used no hired labor, and indeed sold their 
products through a cooperative. When they had worked at it for 
just two years, 1925-1927, crippling tali: demands were made on 
them, since they allegedly earned large sums (these were dreamed 
up by tax inspectors in the line of duty, but envious drones in the 
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village, incapable of making anything of themselves except acti
vists, also bleW' into· the taxman's ear). So the partners closed 
down. In 1929 Timofey was one of the first to join the kolkhoz, 
taking with him his good horse, his cow, and all his implements. 
He worked hard in the couirDon fields, and also reared two steers 
for the kolkhoz. The kolkhoz began to collapse, and many walked 
or ran away from it, but Timofey bad five children, and was stuck. 
Since the tax inspector couldn't forget old scores, and Timofey 
was still thought to be well oft' (partly because of the veterinary 
help he had given people); even now that he was in the kolkhoz 
they pursued him with tax demands, which he could not meet. 
When he had no mon~ to pay, they started coming to his house 
and seizing bits of clothing: once his eleven-year-old son managed 
to drive their last three ewes oft' and hide them from the inventory 
takers, but on another occasion they, too, were taken. When they 
came yet again to list his belongings, the impoverished family had 
nothing else left, so the shameless tax inspectors put down the 
rubber plants and their tubs. This was more than Timofey could 
stand, and he hacked the plants to pieces before their very eyes. 
Now just consider the significance of his action. (1) He had de
stroyed property no longer belonging to him but to the state. (2) 
He had made use of an ax in a d~tration against the Soviet 
state. (3) He had sought to discredit the kolkhoz system. 

Just then die kolkhoz system, in the village of Kishkino was 
going to pieces fast. Nobody had any faith in it or wanted to work, 
half the peasants had left, and it was time to make an example of 
some\xXIy. The hardened Nepman Timofey Ovchinnikov, who 
had wormed his way into the kolkhoz to wreck it, was now ex
pelled as a kulak by decision of Shokolov, chairman of the village 
soviet. This was 1932, and mass deportation was over, so his wife 
and six children (one at the breast) were not deported, but only 
turned out of house and home. (A year later they made their way 
to Timofey in Archangel at their own expense. All the Ovchin- . 
IIitovs had lived to be eighty, but after a life Hke this Timofey 
i1Jded up at fifty-three.)1 

1. What follows is not relevant to our immediate tbale, but teI1s us a lot about our epoch. 
After·a time, TimoI'ey fOUDd ajobio ArI:baapl-iD another "cIosed"sausapd'actory
where he was apia one or two skilled men, this time with a IIIlIIIII8Cl' over them. His own 
saussge f8ctory bad beeD closed as a menace to the WOJ'IdDs classes, whereas this other was 
"closed" so that the workers would Dot know or iL They privately supplied the rulers or 
that northern c:Jime with a variety or apeDSive saUsaaes. Tunof'ey himself' was sometimes 
sent to deliver their wares to the home or the resIonal Party secretary. Comrade Austria 
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Even in 1935, drunken kolkhoz bosses went around the pover
ty-stricken village at Easter demanding money for vodka from 
those peasants who still farmed their own holdings. Give, or 
"We'll dekulakize you. We'll deport you." They could, too. If you 
farmed by yourself. This was what the Great Break was aU about. 

The journey itself, the peasant's Via Crucis, is something which 
our socialist realists do not describe at aU. Get them aboard, pack 
them off-and that's the end of the story. Episode concluded. 
Three asterisks, please. 

They were loaded onto carts ••• if they were lucky enough to 
be taken in the warm months, but it might be onto sledges in a 
cruel frost, with children of aU ages, babes in arms as well. In 
February, 1931, when hard frosts were interrupted only by bliz
zards, the strings of carts rolled endlessly through the village of 
Kochenevo (Novosibirsk oblast), flanked by convoy troops, 
emerging from the snowbound steppe and vanishing mto the 
snowbound steppe again. Even going into a peasant hut for a 
warm-up required special permission from the convoy,·which was 

. given only for a few minutes, so as not to hold up the cart train. 
. (Those GPU convoy troops-they're still alive, they're pensioners 

now! I daresay they remember it aU! Or perhaps . . . they can't 
remember.) They aU shuflled into the Narym marshes-and in 
those insatiable quagmires they. aU remained. Many of the chil
dren had already died a wretched death on the cruel journey. 

This was the nub of the plan: the peasant's seed must perish 
together with the adults. Since Herod. was no more, only the 
Vanguard Doctrine has shown us how to destroy utterly-down 
to the very babes. Hitler was a mere disciple, but he bald aU the 
luck: his murder camps have made him famous, whereas no one 
has any interest in ours at aU. 

The peasants knew what was in store for them .. And if it was 
their good fortune to be transported through inhabited places, 
when they halted they would slip small children not too small to 
climb through windows. Kind people may help youl Beg your way 
in the world! It's better than dying with us. 

(In Archangel in the famine years of 1932-1933, the destitute 
children of resettled peasants were not given free school lunches 

-a detached one-story house behind a high fence where Uebknecht Street meets Chum· 
barov-Luchinsky Street-and to the NKVD chief in the oblast, Comrade Sheiron. 
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and clothing vouchers. as were others in need) 
In that convoy of Don Cossacks, when the men arrested at the 

"meeting" were carried separately from their women, one woman 
gave birth to a child on the journey. Their rations were one gIass 
of water a day, and 300 grams of bread not every day. Was there 
a medical attendant? Need you ask? The mother had no milk, and 
the child died on the way. Where were they to bury it? Two 
soldiers climbed in for a short trip between two stations, opened 
the door while the train was moving, and threw the tiny body out. 

(This transport was driven to the great Magnitogorsk building 
operation.· Their husbands were brought to join them. Dig away, 
house yourselves! From Magnitogorsk on, our bards have done 
their duty and refkcted •.• reality?) 

The Tvardovsky family were carted only as far as Yelnya, and 
luckily it was April There they were loaded into boxcars. The 
boxcars were locked, and there were no pails, or holes in the floor, 
for them to relieve themselves. Risking punishment, perhaps even 
imprisonment, for attempted escape. Konstantin Trifonovich cut 
a hole in the floor with a kitchen knife, while the train was moving 
and there was a lot of noise. The feeding arrangements were 
simple: once every three days pails of soup were brought along at 
main stations. True, they were only traveling for ten days (to a 
station called Lyalya in the Northern Urals). It was still winter 
there, and the transport was met by hundreds of sledges, which 
carried them up the frozen river into the forest. There they found 
a hut for twenty loggers, but more than five hundred people had 
been brought, and it was evening. ~e Komsomol in charge of the 
place, a Permian called Sorokin,showed them where to knock 
pegs into the ground: there'll be a street here, there'll be houses 
there. This was how the settlement of Parcha was founded. 

It is hard to believe in such cruelty: on a winter evening out in 
the taiga they were told: You've arrivedl Can human beings really 
behave like this? Well, they're moved by day so they arrive at 
nightfall-that's all there is to it. Hundreds and hundreds of 
thousands were carried into the wilds and dumped down like this, 
old men, women, children, and aU. On the Kola Peninsula (Ap
patity) people lived through the dark polar winter in thin tents 
under the snow. But was it so very much more merciful to take 
trainloads of Volga Germans in SunImer (sunImer, 1931, not 1941 
-don't confuse the dates!) to waterless places in the Karaganda 
steppe, ration their water, and order them to make themselves 
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earth houses? There, too, winter would come soon enough (by the 
spring of 1932 the children and the old had all died of dysentery 
and malnutrition). In Karaganda itself, and in Magnitogorsk. they . 
built long, low communal buildings of earth like vegetable store
houses. On the White Sea Canal the new arrivals were housed in 
huts vacated by prisoners. Those who were sent to work on the 
Volga Canal. even just beyond Khimki. were uuloaded before _. 
there was a camp, tipped out on the ground as soon as the hydro
graphic survey was completed, and told to start swinging picks 
and wheeling barrows. (The papers reported the "delivery of ma
chinery for the canal.") There was no bread. They had to build 
their earth houses in their spare time. (Nowadays pleasure boats 
carry Moscow sightseers over this spot. There are bones on the 
bottom, bones in the ground. bones in the concrete.) 

As the Plague approached in 1929, all the churches in Archan
gel were closed: they were due to be closed anyway, but the very 
real need for somewhere to put the deku1akized hurried things 
along. Great streams of deported peasants poured through Ar
changel. and for a time the whole town became one big transit 
prison. Many-tiered sleeping platforms were put up in the 
churches. but there was no heat. Consignment after consignment 
of human cattle was uuloaded at the station, and with dogs bark
ing around them, the bast-shod went sullenly to church and a bed 
of planks. (S., then a boy, would never forget one peasant walking 
along with a shaft bow aronnd his neck: he had been hurried away 
before he could decide what would be most useful. Another man 
carried a gramophone with a hom. Cameramen-there's work for 
you in thisI ... ) In the Church of the Presentation, an eight-tiered 
bed platform which was not fastened to the wall collapsed in the 
night and several families were crushed. Their cries brought . 
troops rushing to the church. 

This was how they lived in that plague-stricken winter. They 
could not wash. Their bodies were covered with festering sores. 
Spotted fever developed. People were dying. Strict orders were 
given to the people of Archangel not to help the special resmlen 
(as the deported peasants were now called)1 Dying peasants 
roamed the town, but no one could take a single one of them into 
his home, feed him, or carry tea out to him: the militia seized local 
inhabitants who tried to do so and took away their passports. A 
starving man would stagger along the street, stumble, fall-and 
die. But even the dead could not be picked up (besides the militia, 
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plainclothesmen went around on the lookout for acts of kindness). 
At the same time market gardeners and livestock breeders from 
areas near big towns were also being expelled, whole villages at a 
time (once again-what about the theory that they were supposed 
to arrest exploiters only?), and the residents of Archangel them
selves dreaded deportation. They were afraid even to stop and look 
down at a dead body. (There was one lying near GPU headquar
ters, which no one would remove.) 

They were buried in an organized fashi~n: by the sanitation 
department. Without coffins, of course, in common graves, next 
to the old city cemetery on Vologda Street~ut in open country. 
No memorials were erected. 

And this was while the tillers were still only in transit. There 
was also a great camp for them beyond the village ofTalagi, where 
some of them were given jobs loading timber. But one man con
trived to write a letter abroad on a log (see what happens if you 
teach peasants to read and writel), and they were all taken off the 
job. Their path was still a long one-to Onega, Pmega, and up the 
riverDvina. 

We had a joke in the camp: ''They can't send you farther than 
the sun," But these peasants were sent farther, to a place where 
there would long be no shelter for a tallow dip. 

The plight of these peasants differed from that of all previous 
and subsequent Soviet exiles in that they were banished not to a 
center of population, a place made habitable, but to the haunt of 
wild beasts, into the wilderness, to man's primitive condition. No, 
worse: even in their primeval state our forebears at least chose 
places near water for their settlements. For as long as mankind has 
existed no one has ever made his home elsewhere. But for the 
special settlements the Cheka (not the peasants th~ves-they 
had no right of choice) chose places on stony hillsides (100 meters 
up above the river Pinega, where it was impossible to dig down 
to water, and no~g would grow in the soil). Three or four 
kilometers off there might be convenient water meadows-but no, 
according to instructions no one was supposed to settle there. So 
the hayfields were dozens of kilometers away from the settlement, 
and the hay had to be brought in by boat. Sometimes settlers were 
bluntly forbidden to sow grain crops. (What they should grow waS 
also determined by the Chekal) Yet another thing we town folk 
do not understand-what it means to have lived from time im
memorial with animals. A peasant's life is nothing without ani-
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mais-and here he was condemned for many years never to hear 
neighing or lowing or bleating; never to saddle, never to milk, 
never to fill a trough. 

On the river Chulym in Siberia, the special settlement of Kuban 
Cossacks was encircled with barbed wire and towers were put up, 
as though it were a prison camp. 

Everything necessary seemed to have been done to ensure that 
these odious work fiends should die off quickly and rid our coun· 
try of themselves and of bread. Indeed, many such special settle
mentsdied otfto a man. Where they once stood, chance wayfarers 
are gradually burning what is left of the huts, and kicking the 
skulls out of sight. 

No Genghis Khan ever destroyed so many peasants as our 
glorious Organs, under the leadership of the Party. 

Take, for instance, the Vasyugan tragedy. In 1930, 10,000 fami· 
lies (60,000-70,000 people, as families then went) passed through 
Tomsk and from there were driven farther, at first on foot, down 
the Tom although it was winter, then along the Ob, then upstream 
along the Vasyugan-stiU over the ice. (The inhabitants of villages 
on the route were ordered out afterward to pick up the bodies of 
adults and children.) In the upper reaches of the Vasyugan and 
the Tara they were marooned on patches of firm ground in the 
marshes. No food or tools were left for them. The roads were 
impassable, and there was no way through to the world outside, 
except for two brushwood paths, one toward Tobolsk and one 
toward the Ob.Machine-gunners maniled barriers on both paths 
and let no one through from the death camp. They started dying 
like flies. Desperate people came out to the bafrlers begging to be 
let through, and were shot on the spot. Rather late in the day, 
when the rivers unfroze, barges carrying flour and salt were sent 
from the Tomsk Integra1soyuz (Producers' and Consumers' Co
operative), but they could not get up the Vasyugan. (Stanislavov 
was the Integralsoyuz agent in charge of the shipment, and it is 
from him that we know this.) 

They died off-every one of them. 
We are told that there was at least an inquiry into this business, 

and even that one man was shot. I am not much inclined to believe 
it. But even if it is so-the ratio is an acceptable onel The ratio 
with which we are familiar from the Civil War. For one of ours 
-a thousand of yours! For sixty thousand of yours-one of ours! 

There's no other way to build the New Society. 
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• 
And yet-exiles survivedl Under their conditions it seems incred
ib1e-but live they did. 

In the settlement at Parcha the day was started by foremen 
(Komi-Zyrians) with sticks. All their lives these peasants had 
begun their day themselves,. but now they were driven out with 
sticks to fell and raft timber. By giving them no chance to get dry 
for months on end, by cutting down the 80ur ration, the masters 
exacted their stint from them-and in the evenings they could get 
on with honiemaking. Their clothes feU to pieces on their bodies, 
and they wore sacks like skirts, or else stitched trousers from 
them. 

If they had all died off, a number of towns we know today would 
not exist. 19arka, for instance. The building oflgarka, from 1929 
on, was carried out and completed by-whom? The Northern and 
Polar Timber Trust? I wonder. Or was it perhaps dekulakized 
peasants? They lived in tents at SO degrees below-but they made 
possible the Ilnt.timber exports from the area as early as 1930. 

The former kulaks lived in their special settlements like zeks in 
maximum punishment camps. Although there was no boundary 
fence, there was .usualIy a man with a rifte living in the sCttIement, 
and he alone said yea and nay, he had the right, on his own 
authority and with no beating about the bush, to shoot anyone 
~edunruly. 

The civic category to which the special settlements belonged, 
their blood ties with the Archipelago, wiD quickly become clearer 
if you remember the law governing a 8uid in interconnected recep
tacles. If a shortage of labor was felt at Vorkuta, special settlers 
were transferred (without retriall without relabeling!) from their 
settlements to the camps. And they lived behind the wire as 
meekly as you could wish, went to work behind more wire, ate 
dishwater soup, only they paid for it (and for their guards, and for 
their huts) out of their wages. And no one saw anythbig surprising 
in this. 

The specfal settlers w~ also tom from their families, and 
shifted from settlement to settlement, just as zeks were shifted 
from camp to camp. 

In one of those strange vagaries to which our legislation is 
subject, the U.S.S.R. Central Executive Committee promulgated 
a decision onluly 3,1931, permitting the restoration ofcivil rights 
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to former kulaks after five years, if-in a settlement under police 
control~ mind you!-''ifthey have engaged in socially useful work 
and shown their loyalty to the Soviet regime" (by, let us say, 
helping the rifleman, the settlement manager, or the security 
officer at his ~). But this was mere foolishness, the whim of a 
moment. And anyway, as the five years were ending, so the Ar
chipelago was hardening. 

There seemed to be never a year in which it was possible to 
make conditions easier: first there was the time after Kirov's assas
Sination; then 1937-1938; then from 1939 there was war in 
Europe; and in 1941 our own war began. So that a safer way was 
found: from 1937 on, many of these same hapless alleged kulaks 
and their sons were plucked out of the special settlements, labeled 
with a clause from Article Ss. and shoved into the camps. 

True, when during the war there was a shortage of reckless 
Russian fighting power at the front, they turned among others to 
the "kulaks": they must surely be Russians first and kulaks sec
ond! They were invited to leave the special settlements and the 
camps for the front to defend their sacred fatherland. 

And-they went. ... 
Not all of them, however. N. Kh-v, a ''kulak's'' son

whose early years I used for Tyurin,· but whose subsequent bi
ography I could not bring myself to recount-'was given the 
chance, denied to Trotskyite and Communist prisoners, how
ever much they yearri.ed to go, of defending his fatherland. 
Without a moment's hesitation, Kh-v snapped back at the 
head of the Prisoner Registration and Distribution Section: 
~'1t's your fatherland-you defend it, you dung-eatersl The pro
letariat has no fatherlandl" 

Marx's exact words, I believe, and certainly any camp dweller 
was still poorer, still lower, still less privileged than any 
proletarian-but the camp disciplinary board had not mastered 
this fact, and it sentenced Kh-v to be shot. He sat in jail two 
weeks with a topper hanging over him, hating them too much to 
appeal for clemency. It was they who made a move, and com
muted his sentence to a further tenner. 

It sometimes happened that they transported ex-"kulaks" out 
into the tundra or the taiga, let them loose, and forgot about them. 
Why keep count when you'd taken them there to die'lThey didn't 
even leave a rifleman-the place was too remote, too inaccessible. 
Now that the mysteriously wise leaders had dismissed· them-
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without horses, without plows, without fishing tackle. without 
guns-this hard-working and stubborn race of men, armed per
haps with a few axes and shovels, began the hopeless fight for life 
in conditions scarcely easier than in the Stone Age. And in de
fiance of the economic laws of socialism, some of these settlements 
not only survived, but became .rich and vigorous! 

In one such settlement, somewhere on the Ob, but on a backwa
ter, nowhere near the navigation channel, Burov had landed as a 
boy, and there he grew up. He tells the story that one day before 
the war a passing launch noticed them and stopped. The people 
in the launch turned out to be the district bosses. They interro
gated the Burovs-where had they come from and how long ago? 
The bosses were amazed at their wealth and well-being, the like 
of which they'd never seen in their collectivized region. They went 
away. A few days later plenipotentiaries arrived with NK.VD 
troops, and once again, as in the year of the Plague, they were 
ordered to abandon within an hour all that they had· earned for 
themselves, all the warmth and comfort of their settlement, and 
dispatched with nothing but a few bundles deeper into the tundra. 

Perhaps this story is enough in itself to explain the tnIe meaning 
of "kulak" and of "dekuIakization"? 

The things that could have been done with such people if they 
had been allowed to live and develop freelylll 

The Old Believers-eternally persecuted, eternal exiles-they 
are the ones who three centuries earlier divined the ruthlessness 
at the heart of Authorityl In 1950 a plane was flying over the vast 
basin of the Podkamennaya Tunguska. The training of airmen had 
improved greatly since the war, and the zealous aviator spotted 
something that no one before him had seen in twenty years: an 
unknown dwelling place in the taiga. He worked out its position. 
He reported it. It was far out in the wilds, but to the MVD all 
things are possible, and half a year later they had struggled 
through to it. What they had found were the Yaruyevo Old Believ
ers. When the great and longed-for Plague began-I mean collec
tivization-they had fled from this blessing into the depths of the 
taiga, a whole village of them. And they lived there without ever 
poking their noses out, allowing only their headman to go to 
Yaruyevo for salt, metal fishing and hunting gear, and bits of iron 
for tools. Everything else they made themselves, and in lieu of 
money the headman no doubt came provided with pelts. When he 
had completed his business he would sIink away from the market-
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p1ace like a hunted criminal. In this way the YaruyeyO Old Believ
ers had won themselves twenty years of lifel Twenty years of life 
as free human beings among the wild beasts, instead of twenty 

... years of kolkhoz misery. They were.all wearing homespun gar- . 
ments and homemade knee boots, and they were all exceptionally 
stutdy. 

Well, these despicable deserters from the kolkhoz front were 
now all arrested, and the charge pinned on them· waS .•. guess 
what? Links with the international bourgeoisie? Sabotage? No, 
Articles 58-10, on Anti-Soviet Agitation (I11?), and 5841, on hos
tile organizations. (Many of them landed later on in the Dzhez
kazgan group of Steplag, which is how I know about them.) 

In 1946 some other Old Believers were stormed in a forgotten 
monastery somewhere: in the backwoods by our vlillimt troops, 
dislodged (With the help of mortars, and the skills acquired in the 
Fatherland War), and floated on rafts dOwn the Yenisei. PrisoJiers . 
still, and still indomitable-the same under Stalin as they had been 
under Peterl-they jumped from the rafts into the waters of the 
Yenisei, where our Tommy-gunners finished them oft". 

Warriors of the Soviet Armyl Tirelessly consolicblteyour com
battraiDingl 

No, the doomed race did not all die outlln exile more children 
were born to them-and they, too, were attached by inheritance 
to the same special settlements. ("The son does not answerTor the 
father" -:-remember?) If a girl from outside married a special set
tler, she passed into the serf class, and lost her rightS as a citizen. 
If a man married one 0/ those, he became aD exile hinise1f. If a 
daughter came to visit her father, they corrected their error in 
missing her before, and added her to the list of special. settlers. 
These additions made good the deficit as settlers were tral'lSferred 
to the camps. . 

Special settlers were very conspicuous in Karaganda and round 
about. There were a lot of them there .. They were attached in 
perpetuity to the mines of Karaganda, as their ancestors had been 
to the factories of the Urals and the Altai. The "mine owner" was 
free to work them as hard and pay them as little as he liked. We 
are told that they greatly envied prisoners in agricultural Camp 
Divisions. 

Until the fifties, and in some places until the death of Stalin, 
~ settlers had no passports. oDIy with the war did the 19arka 
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exiles begin receiving the polar wage rate. 
But now that they have survived twenty years of plague and 

exile, now that they are free at last from police supervision, now 
that they hold their proud Soviet passports-who and what are 
they, in their hearts and in their behavior? Why, what else but 
Soviet citizens, guaranteed in good condition! Exactly the same as 
those reared simultaneously by the workers' settlements, trade 
union meetings, and service in the Soviet Armyl They, too, can 
muster the courage to slam down their dominoes almost boldly. 
They, too, nod agreement to evr:ry shadowy presence on the televi
sion screen. When required, they, too, will angrily stigmatize the 
Republic of South Africa, or collect their kopecks for the benefit 
of Cuba. 

So let us lower our eyes in awe before the Great Butcher, bend 
our heads and bow our shoulders in the face of the intellectual' 
puzzle he sets us: was heriabtafter all, that readerofmen's hearts, 
to stir up that frightening mixture of blood and mud, and to go 
on churning year in and year out? 

He was right, morally. No one bears him a grudge! In his day, 
so ordinary folk say, it was "better than under Khrushchev": why, 
on April Fool's Day, year in and year out, cigarettes went down 
a kopeck and fancy goods ten. Eulogies and hymns rang in his ears 
till the day of his death, and even ~y we are not allowed to 
denounce him. Not only will any censor stay your pen, but anyone 
standing in a shop or sitting in a train will hasten to check the 
blasphemy on your lips. 

We honor Great Evildoers. We venerate Great Murderers. 
And he was even more right politically. This bloody mix was 

the cement for obedient kolkhozes. No matter that within a quar
ter of a century the village would be a desert and the people 
spiritually extinct. No matter; our rockets would be flying into 
space. and the enlightened West fawning on us, cringing before 
our achievements and our might. 



Chapter 3 

• 
The Ranks of Exile Thicken 

Only the peasants were deported so ferociously, to such desolate 
places, with such frankly murderous intent: no one bad been 
exiled in tbisway before, and no one would.be in the future. Yet 
in another sense and in its own steady way: the world of exiles 
grew denser and darker from year to year: more were banished, 
they were settled more thickly, the nJles became more severe. 

We could oWer the following rough time scheme. In the twen
ties, exile was a sort of preparatory st/lge, a. way station before 
imprisonment in a camp. For very few did it all end with exile; 
nearly all were later raked into the camps. 

From the mid-thirties and especially from Beria's time, perhaps 
because the world of exile became so populous (think how many 
Leningrad alone coniributedl), it acquired a completelY indepen~ 
dent significance as a totally satisfactory form of restriction and . 
isolation. In the war and postwar years, the exile system steadily 
grew in capacity and importance together with the camps. It 
required no expenditure on the construction of huts and boundary 
fences, on guards and wardets, and there was room in its capa
cious embrace for big batches, especially those·including women 
and children. (At all major transit prisons cells were kept perma
nently available for women and children, and they were never 
empty.)· Exile made possible a speedy, reliable, and irreversible 
cleansing of any important region in the "mainland." The exile 

1. Husbands who were also being deported did not travel with their wives: there was 
a standing order that members of condemned families should be sent to dilI'erent places. 
Thus, when the Kishinev lawyer 1. K. Gomik was exiled as a Zionist to the Kraanoyarsk 
rqJiou, his fimJiIy were sent to SaIekbard. 

369 
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system established itself so firmly that from 1948 it acquired yet 
another function of importance to the state-that of rubbish dump 
or drainage pool, where the waste products of the Archipelago 
were tipped so that they would never make their way back to the 
mainland. In spring, 1948, this instruction was passed down to the 
camps: at the end of their sentences 58's. with minor exceptions. 
were to be released into exile. In other words. they were Dot to be 
thoughtlessly unleashed on a country which did not belong to 
them, but each individual was to be delivered under escort from 
the camp guardhouse to the commandant's office in an exile col
ony, from fish trap to fish trap. Since the exile system embraced 
only certain strictly defined areas, these together constituted yet 
another separate (though interlocking) country between the 
U.S.S.R. and the Archipelago-a sort of purgatory in reverse, 
from which a man could cross to the Archipelago, but not to the 
mainland. 

The years 1944-1945 brought to the exile colonies unusually 
heavy reinforcements from the "liberated" (occupied) territories, 
and 1947-1949 yet others from the Western republics. All these 
streams together, even without the exiled peasants, exceeded 
many times over the figure of 500,000 exiles which was all that 
Tsarist Russia, the prison house of nations. could muster in the 
whole course of the nineteenth century. 

For what crimes was a citizen of our country in the thirties and 
forties punishable by exile or banishment? (Bureaucrats must have 
derived some strange pleasure from this distinction, since though 
not observed, it was continually mentioned throughout those 
years. When M. I. Bordovsky, who was persecuted for his religion, 
expressed surprise that he had been exiled without trial, Lieuten
ant Colonel Ivanov graciously explained: "The reason there was 
no trial is because this is not exile but banishment. We do not 
regard you as a convicted person, and are not even depriving you 
of your electoral rights." These, of course, being the most impor
tant constituent part of civil freedom!) 

The commonest crimes can easily be indicated: 

1. Belonging to a criminal nationality (for this see the next 
chapter). 

2. A previous term of imprisonment in the camps. 
3. Residence in a criminal environment (seditious Leningrad, 
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or areas in which there was a partisan movement, such as the 
Western Ukraine or the Baltic States). 

And then many of the tributaries enumerated at the very begin
ning of this book branched out to feed the exile system as well as 
the camps, continually casting up some of their burden on the 
shores of exile. Who were these people? Above all the families of 
men condemned to the camps. But families were by no means 
always drawn in, and it was by no means only the families of 
prisoners who poured into exile. Just as it requires extensive 
knowledge of hydrodynamics to explain the currents in a fluid, 
without which you can only observe in despair the chaotically 
swirling and howling element, so here: we lack the information to 
study aU the differential impulses which in various years, for no 
apparent reason, sent various people not to camps but into exile. 
We can only observe the bewildering mixture of resettlers from 
Manchuria; individual foreign subjects (even in exile they were not 
allowed by Soviet law to intermarry with fellow exiles who were 
nonetheless Soviet subjects); certain Caucasians (no one remem
bers a single Georgian among them) and Central Asians, who for 
having been prisoners of war were sentenced not to the usual ten 
years in a camp but a mere six years of exile; and even some former 
prisoners of war. Siberians, who were sent back to their native 
districts and lived there as free men, without having to report to 
the police, but also without the right to leave the district. 

We cannot go into the different types and cases of exile, because 
all our knowledge of it derives from casual stories or letters. If A. 
M. Ar--v had not written his letter. the reader would not have 
the following story. In 1943 news came to a village around Vyatka 
that one of its kolkhoz peasants, Kozhurin. a private in the infan
try, had either been sent to a punitive unit or shot outright. His 
wife, who had six children (the oldest was ten years, the youngest 
six months old, and two sisters of hers, spinsters nearing fifty, also 
lived with her). was immediately visited by the executants (you 
already know the word, reader-it is a euphemism for "execution
ers"). They gave the family no time to sell anything (their house, 
cow, sheep, hay, wood. were all abandoned to the pilferers). threw 
all nine of them with their smaller possessions onto a sledge, and 
took them sixty kilometers in a bard frost to the town of Vyatka 
(Kirov). Why they did not freeze on the way God only knows. 
They were kept for six weeks at the Kirov Transit Prison, then 
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sent to a small pottery near Ukhta. The spinster sisters ate from 
rubbish heaps. both went mad and both died. The mother and 
children stayed alive only thanks to the help (the politically igno
rant, unpatriotic, in fact anti-Soviet help) of the local population. 
The SODS all served in the army when they grew up and are said 
to have "completed their military and political training with dis
tinction." Their mother returned to her native village in 1960-
and found not a single log, not a single brick from the stove, where 
her house had been. 

A little cameo like this can surely be threaded on the necklace 
of our Great Fatherland Victory? But nobody will touch it-it 
isn't typical. 

To what necklace will you add, to what category of exiles will 
you assign soldiers disabled in the Fatherland War, and exiled 
because of it? We know almost nothing about them; in fact, hardly 
anyone else seems to. But refresh your memory. How many such 
cripples-som.e of them still not old-were there crawling around 
market tearooms and suburban trains at the end of the war? Then 
their ranks were swiftly and discreetly thinned. This was also a 
current, a campaign. They were exiled to a certain northern island 
-exiled because they had cousented to be mutilated in war for the 
glory of the Fatherland and in order to improve the Ilealth of a 
nation, which had by now won such victories in all forms of 
athletics and ball games. These luckless war heroes are held there 
on their unknown island, naturally withont the right to corre
spond with the mainland (a very few letters break through, and 
this is how we know about it), and naturally on meager rations, 
because they cannot work hard enough to warrant generosity. 

I believe they are still living out their days there. 

The great purgatory in reverse, the land of exile that lay be
tween the U.S.S.R. and the Archipelago, included big towns, small 
towns, settlements, and completely uninhabited areas. Exiles tried 
to get permission to go to the towns, rightly considering that "it's 
easier there for the likes of 08," particularly in the Inatter of work. 
And that their lives would be more like those of ordinary people. 

Perhaps the main capital of the exile world, and certainly one 
of its pearls, was Karaganda. I saw something of it before the end 
of general exile, in 1955. (The police had allowed me, an exile, to 
go there for a short time. I was going to get married, to another 
exile.) At the entrance to what was then a hungry town, near the 
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ramshackle station building which trams could not approach too 
closely (for fear of falling through into mine workings near the 
surface), and next to the tram turntable stood a truly symbolic 
brick house, its wall buttressed by wooden beams to prevent it 
from collapsing. In the center of the new section of town the words 
"Coal is bread" (for industry) were set in stone in a stone wall. 
And indeed, black bread was on sale in the shops there every day 
-this was what made exile in town so much easier. There was 
heavy work to be had, too, and some less heavy. For the.rest, the 
food shops were pretty empty, while dizzy prices made the market 
stalls unapproachable. Two-thirds if not three-quarters of the 
town's inhabitants at that time had no passports and were required 
to report to the police. From time to time I was recognized and 
hailed in the streets by former zeks, particularly zeks from Ekibas
tuz. What sort of life did an exile have there? At work an inferior 
position and depressed wage, for not everybody after the ca~tro
phe of arrest, prison, and camp had the means of proving his 
qualifications, and any allowance for length of service waS still less 
likely. Or perhaps they were simply in the position of Negroes who 
do not get paid on the same level as whites: if you don't want the 
job you can please yourself. Then there was a great shortage of 
apartments. Exiles lived in unscreened comers of corrldJrs, in 
dark box rooms,in little sheds-and always paid through the 
nose, because it was all rented privately. Women no longer young, 
worn to a frazzle by the camps, with metal teeth, dreamed of 
having one crepe de Chine "going-out" blouse and one pair of 
"going-out" shoes. 

Then again, distances in Karag!lJlda are great and many people 
had a long way to travel to work. It took the tram a whole hour 
to grind its way from the center to the industrial outskirts. In the 
tram opposite me sat a worn-out young woman in a dirty skirt and 
broken sandals. She ~as holding a child with a very dirty diaper, 
and she kept falling asleep. As her arms relaxed, the child would 
slide to the edge of her lap and almost fall. People shouted, "You'll 
drop biml" She managed to grab him in time. but a few minutes 
later she would be falling asleep again. She was on the night shift 
at the water tower, and had spent the day riding around town 
looking for shOes-and never finding them. 

That was what exile in Karaganda was like. 
As far as I can judge, it was much easier in Dzhambul: in the 

fertile southern belt of Kazakhstan food was very cheap. But the 
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smaller the town, the harder it was to find work. 
Take the little town of Yeniseisk. When G. S. Mitrovich was 

being taken there from the Krasnoyarsk Transit Prison in 1948, 
he asked the lieutenant escorting his party whether there would 
be work. "Of course there will," the lieutenant cheerfully replied. 
"And somewhere to live?" "Of course." But having banded them 
over to the command post, the escort went off, traveling light. 
While the new arrivals bad to sleep beneath overturned boats on 
the riverbank, or under open-sided sheds in the marketplace. They 
could not buy bread: bread was sold to those with a fixed address; 
and the new arrivals could not register: to find lodgings you bad 
to put down money. Mitrovich, who was entitled to a disablement 
pension, asked for work in his own profession (he was a livestock 
specialist). The post commander did a bit of quick thinking and 
telephoned the Agricultural Department of the district soviet. 
"Listen, if you give me a bottle I'll give you a livestock specialist." 

This was a place of exile where the threat "For sabotage you'll 
get 58-14; we'll put you back in the camp" frightened nobody. 
Another piece of information about Yeniseisk dates from 1952. 
One day when they went in to report, the desperate exiles started 
asking the post commander to arrest them and send them back to 
the camp. Grown men, they could not earn their bread in that 
placel The post commander chased them away. "The MVD isn't 
an employment office, you knoW."2 

Here is 8n even more Godforsaken place--Taseyevo, in Kras
noyarsk territory, 250 kilometers from Kansk. This was used as 
a place of exile for Germans, for Chechens and Ingush, and for 
former zeks. It is not a new place, not recently invented. The 
village of. Kbandaiy, where in the old days they used to forge 
chains (kIlndaly) for convicts, is nearby. But what is new there is 
a whole town of earth houses, with earth floors. In 1949 a group 
of repeaters was brought there toward evening and unloaded at the 
school. A commission met late at night to take over the new work 
force: the commander of the district MVD post, someone from the 
Timber Cooperative, the kolkhoz chairmen. Before the commis
sion passed in slow procession people old and sick, exhausted by 
tenners in the camps, and most of them women-it was they 

2. He bad no 0\I1igaIion to know, and the prisoners were not aJJowed to know, the laws 
of the hmd of the So1liet&-Article 35 of its CrimiDal Code, for instance: "1!xlIes must be 
endowed with hmd or provided with paid wort. " 
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whom the state in its wisdom had excluded from the dangerous 
towns and -thrown into this harsh region to tame the taiga. The 
employers were reluctant to take such workers, but the MVD left 
them no choice. The most hopeless rejects among the goners were 
foisted on the salt works, whose representative was late for the 
meeting. The salt works were on the river Usolka at the village of 
Troitsk (also an ancient place of exile-Old Believers were driven 
there in the reign of Aleksei Mikhailovich). In the middle of the 
twentieth century, the technique in use was this: they drove horses 
around in circles to pump brine onto filters, and then obtained salt 
by evaporation. (The firewood was brought from the logging sec
tions-this was where they hurled the old women into action.) A 
successful and well-known naval architect had landed in this 
party: he was given a job as close as possible to his old profession 
-packing salt in boxes. 

Knyazev, a sixty-year-old worker from Kolomna, fetched up in 
Taseyevo. He was past working,. and had to beg. Sometimes people 
would take him home for the night, sometimes he slept in the 
street. There was no room for him in the old people's home, and 
the hospital wouldn't keep him for long at a time. One winter's 
day he crawled up the steps of the raikom-the local committee 
of the workers' party-and froze to death. 

Zeks transported from a camp to exile in the taiga (in twenty 
degrees of frost, in the backs of open lorries. ill clad, with only the 
clothes they were released in, in superannuated tarpaulin shoes, 
while the escort troops were wearing sheepskin coats and. felt 

'boots) could not believe their senses: was their release to mean no 
more than this? In the camp there were heated huts-and here 
they had an earth house left by loggers, and unheated since ·last 
winter. The power saws had roared in the camps, and they roared 
here. These saws were the only means in either place of earning 
a ration of half-baked bread. 

So that new exiles were apt to.make mistakes, and when in 1953 
the Deputy Director of the Timber Enterprise, Leibovich, arrived 
all clean and handsome'at Kuzeyevo, in the Sukhobuzim district, 
Yenisei, they took one look at his leather overcoat and his sleek, 
pale face and greeted him incorrectly: "Good day, citizen chiej1" 

Leibovich wagged his head reproachfully: "No, no-what's all 
this 'citizen' stuftl You must call me comrade now; you aren't 
prisoners any more." . 

The exiles were assembled in the one and only earth house, and 
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the Deputy Director baiangued them by the somber light of a 
spluttering oil lamp, like a man hammering nails into a cofIin: 

"Don't imagine that you are here temporarily. You really will 
have to live here forever. So get to work as quickly as you canllf 
you have a family, send for them; if you haven't, marry among 
yourselves without delay. Build yourselves homes. Have children. 
You will be given a grant for a house and a cow. To work, 
comrades, to work! Our country needs our timberI" 

With this their comrade rode off in his motorcar. 
It was as a special privilege that they were allowed to marry. 

In the wretchedly poor settlements on the Kolyma, near Yagod
noye, for instance, Retz recaUs that there were women who were 
not allowed to go to the mainland, yet the MVD forbade exiles to 
marry them: families would have to be given accommodations. 

But not allowing exiles to marry could also be a concession. In 
Northern Kazakhstan in 19'0-1952 some MVD posts tried to tie 
the exiles down by confronting new arrivals with this stipulation: 
Marry within two weeks or we'll send you into the interior, into 
thedesert. 

It is a curious fact that in many places of exile the camp term 
"general duties" was Used, quite straightforwardly, not as a joke. 
Because that was what they were--exactly the same as in the 
camp: the necessary, heartbreakingjobs which ruin a man's health 
and do not pay a living wage. And though the exiles, as free men. 
were now supposed to work shorter hours, two hours there (to the 
pit or the logging section) and two back brought their working day 
up to the camp nonn. 

The old worker Berezovsky, a trade union leader in the twen
ties, who had endured ten weary years of exile from 1938, only to 
be sentenced to ten years in the camps in 1949, tearfully kissed his 
camp ration in my presence and said happily that he would not 
perish in the camp, where he had a right to bread. As an exile, even 
if you go into a shop with money in your pocket and see a loaf 
on the shelf, they may look you brazenly in the eye, say "No 
bread!" and sell some to a local while you watch. It is the same 
with fuel. 

The old Petersburg worker Tsivilko (and there is nothing 
namby-pamby about any of these people) expressed very similar 
sentiments. He said (in 1951) that after exile he felt like a human 
being again in a Special Hard Labor Camp: he worked his twelve 
hours and went back to the huts, whereas in exile the merest 
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nonentity among the free- population could order him (he was a 
bookkeeper) to work unpaid overtime in the evening or on his day 
oft', or could call on him ifhe needed any sort of job done privately, 
and no exile would dare refuse, for fear of dismissal next day. 

Nor was life sweet for the ex-prisoner who j)ecame a '.'trusty" 
in exile. Mitrovich was transferred to Kok-Terek in Dzhambul 
oblast. (This is how his new life there began. He and a companion 
were quartered in a donkey stable, which had no windows and was 
full of dung. They raked the dung away from one wall, made 
themselves a bed of wormwood, and lay down to sleep.) He. was 
given a job as livestock specialist· in the District Agricultural 
Department. He tried to sene honestly-and at once fell foul of 
the free men in the district party leadership. The local petty 
officials were in the habit of taking cows newly in milk from the 
kolkhoz herd, and replacing them with heifers. They expected 
Mitrovich to register two-year-old animals as four-year-olds. 
When he began taking stock carefully, he discovered whole herds 
which did not belong to the kolkhozes, but were fed and tended 
by them. It turned out that they were the personal property of the 
first secretary of the District Party Committee, the chairman of 
the Executive Committee of the District Soviet, the head. of the 
local tax office, and the militia chief. (Kazakhstan had taken the 
comfortable road to sociaIismI} "Just don't put them on the list," 
they ordered him. But he did. With a zeal for Soviet legality quite 
bizarre in an exile and ex-prisoner, he even ventured to protest 
against the appropriation of a gray astrakhan by the chairman of 
the Executive Committee. He.was dismissed-and that was only 
the beginning of hostilities. 

Still, even a district center is not such a bad place of exile. The 
real hardships of exile began where there was no semblance of a 
free settlement, beyond the fringe of civilization. 

A. TsiviIko, again, tells us of the Zhana Turmys (New Life) 
kolkhoz in the Western Kazakhstanoblast, where he was from 
1937. Before the exiles arrived, the Political Section of the Ma
chine and Tractor Station had warned and indoctrinated the lo
cals: Trotskyites and Counter-Revolutionaries are on the way. 
The frightened natives would not lend the newcomers so much as 
a bit of salt, in case they were accused of associating with enemies 
of the people! During the war, exiles had no bread cards. Our 
informant worked in a kolkhoz smithy for eight months-and 
earned a pood of millet. ... The exiles themselves milled the grain 
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they received between grindstones made from a sawn-up Kazakh 
monument. Some went to the NKVD and asked either tobejailed 
or to be allowed to move to the district center. (Someone may ask: 
"What about the natives?" Well ... they're uSed to it. ... And 
if you have a sheep or two, a goat, a cow, a yurt, some crockery 
-it all helps.) 

In the kolkhoz. exiles are always badly off-no regulation cloth
ing, no camp ration. There is no more dreadful p1aceof exile than 
the kolkhoz. It is a kind of field test: Where is life harder, in the 
camp or in the kolkhoz? 

Here we are at a sale of new exiles, S. A. Lifshitz among them, 
at the Krasnoyarsk Transit Prison. The buyers ask for carpenters, 
and the prison authorities answer: Take a lawyer and a chemist 
(Lifshitz) as well, and we'll give you your carpenter. Some sick old 
women are added -as makeweight. Then they are all taken on open 
lorries in a mild 25-degree frosfto a village deep, deep in the wilds, 
a village of three dozen households in all. What can a lawyer do 
there, or a chemist? Here's an advance to be getting on with: a sack 
of potatoes, some onions, some floUr. (A generous advance, at 
that!) Money you'll get next year, if you earn it. Your work for 
the time being is gettmgthe hemp from under the snowdrifts. At 
first there isn't even a sack to stuff with straw and use for a 
mattress. Your tlrst impulse is to ask to be released from the 
kolkhoz! No, it can't be done: the kolkhoz has paid the Adminis
tration of Prisons 120 robles a head (this was in 1952). 

If only you could go back to the camp again! ••• 
But the reader will err if he concludes that exiles were much 

better off in state farms than in collective farms. Take the state 
farm at the village of Minderla in the Sukhobuzim district. There 
are rows of huts, without a boundary fence, it's true, so that it 
looks like an open prison camp. Although it is a state farm, money 
is unknown and there is none in circulation. Instead, they put 
down meaningless figures: nine robles (Stalin robles) per man per 
day. They also put down how much gruel the man has eaten, and 
how much should be deducted for his padded jacket and the roof 
over his head. Deduction after deduction is made until--6urprise 
-when the final account is drawn up the exile has no wage to 
come, but on the contrary is in debt to the state farm. A. Stotik 
recalls that two people at this farm hanged themselves in despera
tion. 

(Stotik himself, the visionary, had learned nothing from his 
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ill-fated attempt to study English in StepIa8.3 When he had taken 
a good look at his place ofexile, he thought he would exercise the 
CODStitutional right of a citizen of the U.S.S.R. to ... education! 
So he applied for a leave of absence, to go to Krasnoyarskand 
study/On this impudent application, the like of which the land 
of exile had probably never seen, the state farm'manager [&former 
raikom secretary] penned something more than a negative deci~ 
lion: a solemn prohibition for the future. "At no time is Stotikto 
be allowed to studyl" However, a chance came, his way. The 
Krasitoyarsk transit point was recruiting carpenters from the ex
iles in· various districts. Stotik, although he was no carpenter, 
volunteered. went to Krasnoyarsk, where he lived ina hostel with 
thieves and drunks, and set about preparing for the competitive 
entrance examination to the Medical IDsti.tute. He passed with 
high marks; He got as far as the Credentials Commission, and still 
no one had examined his documents thoroughly. "I served at the 
front," he told them, ''then came back and ... " He dried up. "And 
what?" Stotik came out with it. "And then ••. I was ... put in 
jail" The commission looked black. "But I've served my sentencel 
rm a.free man nOw/l got high marksi" Stotik insisted. hi vain. 
Yet this was the year of Beria's'faUl) 

The more remote the farm, the worse ~ were; the 
. wilder the place, the fewer the exile's rights. A. F; Makeyev, in 
~. previously mentioned notes on KeJigir, cites the story told 
by Aleksandr VJadimirovich Polyakov,' the "slave of Turgai," 
about his exile to a remote pasture in' the Turgai 'wilderness in 
the'interval between two spells in the Camp&.-The ooIy author
ity there WIll the kolkhoz chairman, a Kazakh; even the MVD 
paid -no -parental visits. Polyakov's living qUarters were in the 
same shed as the sheep, on a litter of straw. His duti~ be 
the slave of the chairman's four wives; help each of them with 
her chores and even empty their chamber pots after· them. 
What was PolyakOv to do? u.ve the grazing ground and COM
plain? Apart from the fact diat he had no' moUnt, it would 
have meant attempted escape and twenty -years of katorga. 

, There was not a. single Russian oUt there. Months went by be
fore a Russian, a tax offi.cial, turned up. ~olyakov's story 115-

tonished him and he offered to pass on a written complaint to 
the district center. This comp~t, treated as a foul libel 

'3..Part V. Chapter s. 
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against the Soviet state, earned Polyakov another stretch in the 
camps, and he was happily serving his time in Kengir 
in the fifties. To him it was almost as though he had been 
released .... 

And we cannot be sure that the "slave of Turgai" was the most 
miserable of all exiles. 

Nor can we say without qualification that exile. as compared 
with imprisonment in a camp, has the advantage of providing a 
settled existence: this is where you live and where you will live, 
with no fear of transportation. Transports or no transports, an 
inexplicable and inexorable police order transferring you else
where, or the unexpected closure of a particular center or of a 
whole district to exiles, is an ever-present threat; our infonnants 
recall such cases in various localities over the years. EspeCially 
during the war-when vigilance was the watchword. All exiles in 

. Taipak district must be ready within twelve hours! And off you go 
to Dzhembetinskl Your wretched home, your goods and chattels, 
so pathetic and to you so precious, the leaky roof you've just 
mended-leave it alll Forget it! Quick-march, you sturdy beggars! 
You'll scrape it all together again if you live long enoughl 

Although life looked so free and easy (they didn't march about 
in columns, blft went each his own way; they did not line up for 
work assignments; they did not doff their caps; they were not 
locked in for the night), exile had its own disciplinary code. It was 
more severe in some places than in others, but it made itself felt 
everywhere untill9S3, when the general relaxation began. 

In many places, for instance, exiles had no right to address 
complaints on civil matters to local government bodies except 
through the MVD command post, which alone decided whether 
to let them go forward or snuff them on the spot. 

Whenever an MVD officer summoned him, the exile had to 
leave his work undone, drop whatever he was doing, and report. 
If you know the ways of the world, you will not need telling that 
no exile would refuse to carry out a (blackmailing) personal re
quest from a post officer. 

The officers in MVD command posts enjoyed a position and 
rights scarcely inferior to those of officers in camps. Indeed, they 
had much less to worry about: no restricted area, no guard roster, 
no hunting runaways, no escoqing prisoners to work, none of the 
business of feeding and clothing a crowd of people. It was enough 
for them to tick off each name twice a month, and occasionally 
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initiate a case against those who bad broken some rule, as required 
by the Law. They were despotic, they were lazy, they were self
indulgent (a second lieutenant's pay was 2,000 rubles a month), 
and so for the most part malevolent creatures. _ 

&cape; properly so called, from Soviet places of exile was al
most unknown: the successful escaper would not gain very much 
in terms of civil freedom-the local free population, living all 
around him, bad after all much the same rights as himself. These 
were not Ts8rlst times, when Bight from exile easily passed into 
emigration. Besides, the punishment for running away was no 
light matter. Escapers were dealt with by a Special Board. Before 
1937 it handed out its maximum sentence of five years in prison 
camp. and from 1937, ten years. After the war, however, a new 
law-unpublished but nniversally known-was invariably ap-' 
plied: the inordinately cruel penalty forrunning away from a place 
of exile was now twenty yean of katorgal 

Local MVD posts introduced theii' own interpretations of what 
should or should not be considered attempted escape, drew for 
themselves the forbidden line which the exile must not cross, 
decided whether or not he could go oft'to gather firewood' or pick 
mushrooms. In Khakassiya, for instance, 'in the Ordzhonikid
zevsky mining settlement, the ruling was that "uphill" absentee
ism (mto mountain country) counted as a mere breach of disci
pline punishable with five years in a camp. while "downhill" 
absenteeism (in the direction of the railway) was attempted es
cape, punishablewitb twenty years of katorga. This unpardonable 
leniency took such a hold on the settlement that when a group of 
Armenian exiles, driven to despair by the high-handedness of the 
mine management, went to the district center to complain-natu
rally without permission from the MVD post to absent themselves 
for this purpose-they got a mere six years for their anempted 
escape. 

What were classified as attempts to escape were more often than 
not misinterpreted absences of this sort. These, and the ingenuous 
mistakes of older people who could not get the hang of our savage 
system and adapt themselves to it. 

One Greek woman, more than eighty years old, was ba,aished 
from Simferopol to the Urals toward the end of the war. When 
the war ended her son returned to Simferopol and she naturally 
went to live secretly with him. In 1949, now eighty-seven (I) 
years old, she was arrested, sentenced to twenty years' hard labor 
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(87 + 20 = 1). and transported to OzerIag. Another old woman. 
also Greek. was well known in the Dzhambul oblaSt. When the 
Greeks were deported from the Kuban she was taken. together 
with two gi'own-up daughters. while her third daughter. who was 
married toa Russian. remained behind. The old woman lived 
awhile, and awhile longer, in exile. and decided to go home to this 
daughter to die. This was an "escape," punishable with hard labor 
for twenty years! In Kak-Terek we had a physiologist called Alek
seiIvanovich Bogoslovsky. He had benefited from the "Adenauer 
amnesty"· of 1955-but not in full: the period of exile was left in 
force, although it should not have been. He started sending in 
appeals and petitions. but this was a lengthy business, and in the 
meantime his mother. in Perm. who had not seen him in fourteen 
years. since he had gone oft'to the war and a prisoner-of-war camp • 

. , was going blind and longed to see him before her eyesight failed 
altogether. Risking hard labor. Bogoslovsky decided to visit her 
and be back within a week. He invented an official trip for himself 
to grazing lands out in the wilds. and boarded a train for Novosi
birsk. No one in the .distri~ had noticed his absence, but in 
Novosibirsk a vigilant taxim8n reported him to the secret police, 
who asked to see his papers. and since he had none he had to make 
a clean breast.· He was sent back to our clay-walled prison in 
Kok-Terek. and interrogation was under way when suddenly a 
ruling arrived that he was not to be treated as an exile. As soon 
as he was released he went to his mother. But he was too late. 

We should paint a very inadequate picture of the Soviet exile 
system if we did not recall that in every district to which exiles 
were sent an Operations Department kept unsleeping watch, 
pulled in exiles for little talks. recruited informers, collected 
denunciations, and used them to pinfresh sentences on people. For 
the time. was never far oft' when the isolated individual exile would 
exchange his monotonous and static existence for the animated 
congestion of the camPs. A second extension-reinvestigation and 
a new sentence-was fol' many the natural end 0/ exile. 

IfPyotr Viksne had not deserted from the reactionary bourgeois 
Latvian army in 1922 and run away to the free Soviet Union, had 
he not been exiled in 1934 to Kazakhstan for corresponding with 
relatives still in Latvia (who came to no harm at all), yet refused 
to be downhearted, had he not worked indefatigably in exile as an 
engine driver at the Ayaguza depot and earned Stakhanovite sta
tus--on December 3. 1937. posters would not have been put up 
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at the depot saying: "Model yourselves on Comrade Viksnel" and 
on December 4 Comrade Viksne would not have been put inside 
for an "extension of sentence," from which he was never to return. 

In exile as in the camps, resentencing went on continually. to 
show them up there that the Operations Departments nevers1ept. 
There, as e1sewhere, intensm methods were used, to help. the 
prisoner understand his fate more quickly and submit more un
reservedly. (Tsivilko was put in the hole at Ura1sk in 1937 for 
thirty-two days, and had six teeth knocked out.) But there were 
also special periods, as for instance in 1948, when a close-meshed 
net was cast in all places of exile, and either all exiles without 

, exception were fished out for transportation to the camps, as at 
Vorkuta (·'Vorkuta is becoming an"industrial center and Comrade 
Stalin has given instructions to clean it up"), or else, in some other 
plaCes, all males. 

But even for those who did not land in jail for an extended 
sentenCe, the «end of exile" was a nebulous idea. Thus, on the 
Kolyma, where "release" from a camp meant no more than trans
fer from the care of the camp guardhouse to that of the special 
MVD post, there was, strictly speaking, no "end of exile" either, 
because there was no exit from the area. Those who did manage 
to break away and go to the mainland in the brief periods when 
it was permitted probably never stopped cursing their fate: on the 
mainland they were all sentenced to fresh spells in the camps. 

The sky of exile, troubled enough without it, was continually 
darkened by the shadow of the Operations Department. Under the 
eye of the secret police, at the mercy of informers, continually 
working himself to the verge of collapse in the struggle to earn 
bread for his ch1ldren-the exile Hved a very isolated nre, the nre 
of a timorous recluse. There were none of those long intimate 
conversations, those confessions of things past, usual in prisons 
and camps. 

That is why it is difficult to collect stories about nre in exile. 
The Soviet exile system has also left almost nothing in the way 

of pliotographs: the only photographs taken were meant for docu
ments--for personnel departments and Special Sections. H a 
group of exiles had their photographs taken together . . . what 
could it mean? What it would certainly mean was immediate . 
denunciation to the securitY authorities: There you are-our local 
underground anti-Soviet organization. They would use the snap
shot to arrest the lot. 
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Exile in our.day has left behind none of those ratherjoUy group 
photograpl1&-;rou know the sort: 'third from the left Ulyanov, 
second on the right 'Krzbizba.nc)vs. A1l well fed, all·neatly 
dressed; knowing neither· toil nor want, every last beard tidily 
trimmed, every single Clip of good fur. 

Those, my children, were very dark times. ••• 



Chapter 4 

• 
Nations in Exile 

/ 

Historians may correct us, but no instance from the nineteenth 
century, or the eighteenth, or the seventeenth, of forcible·resettle
ment of whole peoples has lodged in the average man's memory. 
There were colonial conquests-on the South Sea Islands, in 
Africa, in Asia, in the Caucasus, the conquerors obtained power 
over the indigenous population-but somehow it did not enter the 
immature minds of the colonizers to sever the natives from the 
land which had been theirs of old, from their ancestral homes. 
Only the export of Negroes to the American plantations gives. us 
perhaps sOme semblance, some anticipation of it, but there was no 
developed state system at work here: only individual Christian 
slave traders, in whose breasts the sildden revelation of huge g8ins 
lit a roaring fire of greed, so that they rushed tC).b.unt-ciown, to 
inveigle, to buy Negroes. singly or. by the do~, each on his. own 
account. 

Only when the twentieth century-on which all civilized man
kind had put its hopes--arrived, only when the National Question 
had reached the summit of its development thanks to the One and 
Only True Doctrine, could the supreme authority on that Ques
tion patent the wholesale extirpation of peoples by banishment 
within forty-eight hours, within twenty-four hours, or even within 
an hour and a half. 

Even to Him. of course, the answer did not become clear quite 
so suddenly. He once even committed himself to the incautious 
view that ''there never has been and never can be an instance of 
anyone in the U.S.S.R. becoming an object of persecution because 

385 
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of his national origin.'" In the twenties all those minority lan
guages were encouraged; it was endlessly dinned into the Crimea 
that it was Tatar. Tatar. and nothing but Tatar; it even had the 
Arabic alphabet, and all the signs were in Tatar. 

Then it turned out that this was ... all a mistake. 
Even when he had finished compressing the exiled peasant 

mass, the Great Helmsman did not immediately realize how con
veniently this method could be applied to nations. His sovereign 
brother Hitler's experiment in the extirpation of Jews and GypsiC;S 
came late, when the Second WOrld War had already begun. but 
Father Stalin had given thought to the problem earlier. 

After the peasant Plague, and until the banishment of peoples. 
the land of exile could not begin to compare with the camps; 
although it handled hundreds of thousands. it was not so glorious 
and populous that the highroad of history lay through it. There 
were exile settlen (sentenced by the courts) and there were ad
ministrative exiles (untried). but both these groups consisted of 
persons individually registered, each with his own name, year of 
birth, articles of indictment, photographs full face and in profile; 
and only the OrganS with their miraculous patience and their 
readiness for anything could weave a rope from these particles of 
sand, build a monolithic colony in each of their districts from the 
wreckage of so many families. 

T.he business of banishment was immeasurably improved and 
speeded up when they drove the fir$t special settlen into exile. The 
two earlier terms(~e settlQr and administrative exile) were from 
the Tsar's times, but. spetspereseleneta (speciaI settler) was S(lviet, 
our very own. Spe~ so many of our favorite, our most precious 
words begirlwith"tJlis little prefix (speciaI section. speciaI assign
ment, speciaI communications system. speciaI rati()JlS. speciaI san
atorium). In the year ·of the Great Break they designated" the 
dekulaldzed as "specijd settlers"-and this made for much greater 
8eXibility and efficiency; it left no groUnds for appeal since it was 
not oDly kulaks who were dekulakized. Call them· "special set-
tlers," and no one can wriggle free. . 

Then the Great Father gave orders that this word be applied to 
banished nations. 

Even He was slow to rea1ize the value of his discovery. His first 
experiment was very cautious. In 1937 some tens of thousands of 

I. StaliD, SocItinenIyG (Works). MasI;ow, 19SI,VoL 13, p. 258. 
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those suspicious Korean&-with Kbalkhin-Gol in mind, face to 
face with Japanese imperialism, who could trust those slant-eyed 
heathens?-from palsied old men to puling infants, with some 
portion. of their beggarly belongings,' were swiftly and quietly 
transferred from the Far East to Kazakhstan. So swiftly that they 
spent the first winter in mud-brick houses without windows 
(where would all that glass have come froml). And so quietly that 
nobody except the neighboring Kazakhs learned of this resettle
ment, no one who counted let slip a word about it, no foreign 
correspondent uttered a squeak. (Now you see why the whole 
press must be in the hands of the proletariat;) 

He liked it. He remembered it. And in 1940 the same method 
was applied on the outskirts of Leningrad, cradle of the Revolu
tion. But this time the banished were not taken at night and at 
bayonet point. Instead, it was called a "triumphal send-oft'" to the 
(newly cOnquered) Karela-Finnish Republic. At high noon, with 
red flags ftapping and brass bands braying, the Leningrad Finns 
and Estonians were dispatched to settle their new native soil. 
When they had been taken a bit farther from civilization (V.A.M. 
tells us what befell a party of some six hundred people), they were 
all relieved of their passports, put under guard, and carried for
ward, first in red prison boxcars, then by barge. At the harbor of 
their destination deep in Karelia, they were broken up into small 
groups and sent to "reinforce the collective farms." And these 
completely free citizens, fresh from their triumphal send-off 
... submitted. Only twenty-six 1'!'lbels, our narrator among them, 
refused to go, and what is more, would not surrender their pass
ports! A representative of Soviet power-in this case, the Council 
of People's Commissars of the Karela-Fmnish Republic-had 
also arrived and he warned them: ''There will be casualties." "Will 
you turn machine guns on us?" they shouted back. Silly fellows 
-why machine pns?There they were, surrounded by guards,all' 
in a bunch; a single barrel would have been enough for them (and 
nobody would have written poems about those twenty-six 
Finns!).· But a strange spinelessness, sluggishness, or reluctance 
to take responsibility prevented the carrying out of this sensible 
measure. In an attempt to separate them, they were told to report 
to the security officer singly-but all twenty-six answered the 
summons together. And their senseless obstinacy and courage 
prevailed! They were allowed to keep th~ passports and the 
cordon was removed. In this way they resisted falling to the level 
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of collective farmers or exiles. But theirs was an exceptional case, 
and the great majority handed over their passports. 

These were mere trial runs. Only in July, 1941, did the time 
come to test the method at full power: the autonomous and of 
course traitorous republic of the Volga Germans (with its twin 
capitals, Engels and Marxstadt) had to be expunged and its popu
lation hurled somewhere well to the East in a matter of days. Here 

_ for the first time the dynamic method of exiling whole peoples was 
applied in all its purity, and how much easier, how much more 
rewarding it proved to use a single criterion-that of nationality 
-rather than all those individual interrogations, and decrees each 
naming a single person. As for the Germans seized in other parts 
of Russia (and every last one was gathered in), local NK.VD 
officers had no need of higher education to determine whether a 
man was an enemy or not. H the name's German-grab him. 

The system. had been proved and perfected, and henceforward 
would fasten its pitiless talons on any nation pointed out to it, 
designated and doomed as treacherous-and more adroitly every 
time: the Cbechens; the Ingush; the Karacbai; the Balkars; the 
Kalmyks; the Kurds; the Crimean Tatars; and finally, the Cauca
sian Greeks. Wbatmade the system particularly etfective was that 
the decision taken by the Father of the Peoples was made known 
to a particular people not in the form of verbose legal proceedings, 
but by means of a military operation carried out by modern motor
ized infantry. Armed divisions enter the doomed people's locality 
by night and occupy key positions. The criminal nation wakes up 
and sees every settlement ringed with machine guns and automatic 
ritles, And they are given twelve hours (but that is a long time for 
the wheels of motorized infantry units to stop turning, and in the 
Crimea it was sOmetimes only two or even one and a half hours) 
to get ready whatever each of them can carry in his hands. Then 
each of them is made to sit cross-legged in the back of a lorry, like 
a prisoner (old women, mothers with babies at the breast: sit 
down. all of yOU; you heard the order!), and the lorries travel 
under escort to the railway station. From there prison trains take 
them to a new place. From which they may still have to make their 
way like Volga boatmen (llS the Crimean Tatars did up the river 
Unzha-what more suitable place for them than those northern 
marshes?), towing rafts on which gray-bearded old men lie mo
tionless, 150 to 200 kilometers against the current, into the wild 
forest (above Kologrivo). 
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From the air or from high up in the mountains it was probably 
a magnificent sight. The whole Crimean peninsula (newly liber
ated in April, 1944) echoed with the hum of engines and hundreds 
of motorized columns crawled snakelike, on and on along roads 
straight and crooked. The trees were just in full bloom. Tatar 
women were lugging bores of spring onions from hothouses to bed 
them out in the gardens. The tobacco planting was just beginning. 
(And that was where it ended. Tobacco vanished from the Crimea 
for many years to come.) The motorized columns did.not go right 
up to the settlements, but stayed at the road junctions while 
detachinents of special troops encircled villages. Their orders were 
to allow the inhabitants an hour and a half to get ready, but 
political officers' cut this down, sometimes to as little as forty 
minutes, to get it over with more quickly and be" on time at the 
assembly point-and so that richer pickings would be lying 
around for the detachinent of the task force to be left behind in 
the village. Hardened villages like Ozenbash, near Lake BiyiJk, 
had to be burned to the ground. The motorized columns took the 
Tatars to the stations, and there they went on waiting in their 
trains for days on end, wailing, and singing mournful songs of 
fareweU.2 

Neatness and uniformityl That is the advantage of exiling whole 
nations at once! No specW. cases! No exceptions, no individual 
protestsl They all go quietly, because ... they're all in it together. 
All ages and both sexes go, and that still leaves som,ething to be 
said. Those still in the womb go, too, and are exiled unborn, by 
the same decree. Yes, children not yet conceived go into exile, for 
it is their lot to be conceived under the high hand of the same 
decree; and from the very day of their birth, whatever ~t obsQ
lete and tiresome Article 35 of the Criminal Code may I!Y-,~ 
tence of exile cannot be passed on persons un4er 16 years Qfa.sP:~,'). 
from the momel1t they thrust their heads out iato th~ ~. they 
will be special settleJJI, exiles in perpetuity. Their co~~.ae. 
their sixteenth birthdays, will be marked only by the fiI:Jt: Of their 
regular outings to report at the MVD post. 

All that the exiles have left behind them-their houses, wide 
open and still warm, their belongings lying in disorder, the home 

2. In the 18Qls the JancIowners and the admiDistraIioo of Tavrida Province petitioocd 
the govemmeat to expel all the Crimean Tatan to l'Iuby. AIemnder U RfIIsed. In 1943 
the 0auIeiter of the Crimea made the same request. Hitler refused. 
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put together and improved by ten or even twenty generations
passes without differentiation to the agents of the punitive organs, 
then some of it to the state, some to neighbors belonging to more 
fortunate nations, and nobody will write to complain about the 
loss of a cow, a piece of furniture, or some crockery. 

One final thing made the principle of uniformity absolute, raised 
it to the height of perfection-the secret decree did not spare even 
members of the Communist Party in the ranks of these worthless 
nations. No need then to check Party cards-another relief. Be
sides, the Communists could be made to work twice as hard as the 
rest in their new place of exile, and everybody would be satisfied.3 

The only crack in the principle of uniformity was made by 
mixed marriages (not for nothing has our socialist state always 
been against them). When the Germans, and later the Greeks, 
were exiled, spouses belonging to other nationalities were not sent 
with them. But this caused a great deal of confusion, and left foci . 
of infection in places supposedly sterilized. (Like those old Greek 
women who came home to their children to die.) 

Where were the exiled nations sent? Kazakhstan was much 
favored-and there, together with the ordinary exiles, they 
formed more than half the republic's population, so that it could 
aptly be called Ka-zek-stan. But Central Asia, Siberia (where very 
many Kalmyks perished along the Yenisei), the Northern Urals, 
and the Northern European areas of the U.S.S.R. all received their 
fair share. 

Should we, or should we not, regard the expulsions from the 
Baltic States as "deportation of nations"? They do not satisfy the 
formal requirements. The Balts were not deported wholesale: as 
nations they appeared to remain iii their old homes. (It would have 
been so nice to move them all-but they were a little too close to 
Europe!) They appeared to be where they had been-but they 
were thinned out, their best people were removed. 

The purge started early: back in 1940, as soon as our troops 
marched in, and even before those overjoyed peoples had voted 

3. Of course. not even the Great Helmsman could foresee all the strange twists of history. 
In 1929 the Taw princes and other high personages were expelled from the Crimea. This 
was done less harsbly than in Russia: they were not arrested, but allowed to make their 
own way to Central Asia. There, among the loeal inhabitants, Moslems themselves, and 
kinsmen, they gradually settled down and made themselves comfortable. Then fifteen yesn 
later all the Taw toilers came under the nit comb and were sent to the same place! Old 
acquaintances met again. Only the toilers were traitolll and exiles, whereas their former 
princes had safe jobs in the local government apparatus, and many were in the Party. 
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unanimously in favor of joining the Soviet Union. Culling began 
with the officers. We must try to imagine what this first (and last) 
generation of native officers meant to these young states. They 
were not Baltic barons, not arrogant drones, but all that was most 
serious. most responsible, most energetic in these nations. While 
they were still schoolboys they bad learned in the snows ofNarva 
to shield a still infant country with their still childish frames. Now 
all this rich experience was mowed down with one sweep of the 
scythe. This was a very important part of the preparations for the 
plebiscite. The recipe was of course well tried-bad not the very 
same thing been done in the Soviet Union proper? Quietly and 
speedily destroy those who might take the lead in resistance, and 
also those who might awaken resistance with their thoughts, their 
speeches, their book&-and it will seem that the people is whole 
and in place, yet the people will be no more. Externally, a dead 
tooth looks for a while exactly like a live one. 

But for the Baltic States in 1940, it was not exile, but the camps 
--or for some people, death by shooting in stone-walled prison 
yards. In 1941, again, as the Soviet armies retreated, they seized 
as many well-to-do, influential, and prominent people as they 
could, and carried or drove them off like precious trophies, and 
then tipped them like dung onto the frostbound soil of the Ar
chipelago. (The arrests were invariably made at night, only 100 
kilogtams of baggage was allowed for a whole family, and heads 
offamilies were segregated as they boarded the train, for im~
ment and destruction.) Thereafter, the Baltic States were threat
ened (over Leningrad radio) with ruthless punishment and ven
geance throughout the war. When they returned in 1944 the 
victors carried out their threats, and imprisoned people in droves. 
But even this was not deportation of whole nations. 

The main epidemics of banishment hit the Baltic States in 1948 
(the recalcitrant Lithuanians), in 1949 (all three nations), and in 
1951 (the Lithuanians again). In these same years the Western 
Ukraine, too, was being scraped clean, and there, too, the last 
deportations took place in 1951. 

Was the Genei'alissimo preparing to exile some national group 
in 1953? The Jews, perhaps? And who else besides? Perhaps the 
whole of the Right Bank Ukraine? We shall never know what his 
great scheme was. I suspect, for instance, that Stalin suffered from 
an unquenchable longing to exile all Finland to the wilderness on 
the Chinese border-but he bad n~ luck either in 1940 or in 1947 
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(Leino's attempted COUp). He could have found just the spot for 
the Serbs-say, beyond the UraJs--.or for the Greeks of the Pelo
ponnese. 

If this Fourth Pillar of the Vanguard Doctrine had stood an
other ten years, we should not recognize the ethnic maps of 
Eurasia. There would have been a great countermigration of the 
peoples. 

For every nation exiled, an epic will someday be written-on 
its separation from its native land, and its destruction in Siberia. 
Only the nations themselves can voice their feelings about all they 
have lived through: we have no words to speak for them, and we 
must not get under their feet. 

But to help the reader recognizethat this is still the land of exile, 
which he bas visited before, the SI!lDe place of pollution adjoining 
the same Archipelago, let us look a little further into the deporta
tion of the Baltic. peoples. 

The deportation of the Balts, far from being a violation of the 
sovereign will of the people, was carried out purely and simply in 
execution of it. In eacp of the three republics, its very own Council 
of Ministers freely reached the decision (in Es!Onia it was dated 
November 25, 1948) to deport certain specified categories of its 
fellow countrymen to distant and alien Siberia-and what is more, 
in perpetuity, never to return to their native land. (In this we see 
distinctly both the independence of the Baltic governments, and 
the exasperation to which their worthless and deplorable fellow 
countrymen had brought them.) These categories were: (a) the 
families of persons previously condemned (it was not enough that 
the fathers were perishing in prison camps; their whole stock had 
to be extirpated); (b) prosperous peasants (this greatly speeded up 
the now essential process of Collectivization in the Baltic States) 
and all members of their families (students in Riga, and their 
parents on the farm, were picked up on the same night); (c) people 
who were in any way conspicuous, important in their own right, 
yet had somehow jumped over the nit comb in 1940, 1941, and 
1944; (d) families who were simply hostile to the regime, but had 
not been quick enough to escape to Scandinavia, or were person
ally disliked by local activists. 

So as not to injure the dignity of our great common Motherland, 
and gratify our Western enemies, this decree was not published in 
the newspapers, was not promulgated in the republics, was re-
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veaIed even to the exiles themselves not at the moment of deporta
tion but Only on arrival at MVD posts in Siberia. 

In the years which had passed since the deportation of the 
Koreans, or even that of the Crimean Tatars, the organization of 
such operations had improved to such a degree, the precious 
experience gained had been so widely spread and thoroughly as
similated, that they no longer counted in days or even hours,. but 
in minutes. Practice proved that twenty or thirty minutes was time 
enough between the first bang on the door at night and the last 
scrape of the householder's heel on his threshold as he walked into 
the darkness and toward the lorry. Those few minutes gave the 
awakened family time to dress, take in the news that they were 
being exiled for life, sign a document waiving all property claims, 
coUect their old women and children, get their bundles together, 
and leave their homes when the order was given. (PrQperty left 
behind was dealt with in an orderly fashion. After the escort 
troops had left, representatives of the Tax Office arrived to draw 
up a list of confiscated items, which were then sold through com
mission shops for the benefit of the state. We have no right to 
reproach them if they stuffed some things under their coats, and 
"omoaded" others, while they were about it. They had no real 
need to do so. It was only necessary to get an extra receipt from 

. the commission shop, and any representative of the people's power 
could quite legally carty home the article he had bought for a 
song.) 

How could anyone think clearly in those twenty or thirty min
utes? How could they decide what it would be most useful to take 
with them? The lieutenant who was evicting one family (a seventy
five-year-old grandmother, a fifty-year-old mother, a daughter of 
eighteen, and a SOD of twenty) advised them to "take your sewing 
machine, whatever you dol" Who would ever have thought of it! 
But later on that sewing machine fed the family-and without it 
they would have starved.' 

Sometimes, however, the speed of the operation worked to the 
advantage of the victims. A whirlwind blew up-and was gone. 
Even the best broom leaves specks behind. If some woman 
managed to hang on for three days, spent the nights away from 

4. These MVD troops-how much did they uncIentand of whal they w~ dolns. and 
whal did they think of it? Mariya Sumberg was deported by a Siberian soldier from the 
river Chulym. He was danobjtiud shortly after. wenl home, saw her Ihere, griJmed 
delightedly. and hailed ber eIII1siveIy: "Hello, there! Remember _1 ..• " 
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home. then went to the Tax Office and asked them to unseal ,her 
apartment-well, sometimes they would. All right, damn you
live there till next time. 

In small cattle cars, intended for the transport of eight horses, 
or thirty-two soldiers, or forty prisoners, they carried fifty or 
more exiled TaIinners. They were in too much of a hurry to 
equip the cattle cars, and did not give immediate permission to 
hack holes in the Boors. The old bucket in which the exiles re
lieved themselves was soon brimful, running over and splashing 
their belongings. From the first minute these two-legged mam
mals were made to forget that men and women are different. 
They were shut up for a day and a half without food and with
out water. A child died. (But of course, we read all this not so 
very long ago, didn't we? Two chapters ago, twenty years back 
-but nothing has changed .... ) They stood for a long time in 
the station at Julemiste, with people running up and down out
side. banging on the sides of the cars, asking for friends and 
relatives by name. unsuccessfully trying to pa8S provisions and 
co~orts to one or another of them. These people were chased 
away. While those locked in the boxcars went hungry. And Si
beria awaited its lightly clad guests. 

The authorities began issuing bread on the journey, and at 
certain stations soup. All the trains had a long haul before them: 
to the provinces of NovOSl'birsk, Irkutsk, Krasnoyarsk. Barabinsk 
alone was the destination of fifty-two carloads of Estonians. Exiles 
to'Achinsk were fourteen days on the way. 

What can sustain people on such a desperate journey? The hope 
which is brought not by faith but by hatred: ''Their end is nearl 
There will be war this year, and we shall go home in the autumn." 

No one who has not experienced such misfortune. either in the 
Western or in the Eastern world, can be expected to understand 
or sympathize with or perhaps even forgive the mood of those 
behind bars at that time. I have said already that we. too, had the 
same beliefs, the same yearnings, in those years, 1949:-1950. These 
were the years in which the iniquity of the system, with its twenty
five-year sentences, and its retum trips to the Archipelago, 
reached a new, explosive level, became so glaringly intolerable 
th-at its guardians could no longer defend it. (Let,us put it gener
ally: if a regime is immoral, its subjects are free from all obligations 
to it.) Only by savagely mutilating their lives could you make 
thousands of thousands in cells. in prison vans and prison trains, 
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pray for a devastating atomic war as their only way out! 
But no onewept-no one. Hatred is dry-eyed. 
Another thing the Estonians thought about on the journey was 

the reception they could expect from the people of Siberia. In 1940 
the Siberians had stripped exiled Balts bare, bullied them into 
handing over their belongings, paid half a bucket of potatoes for 
a fur coat. (We were, of course, all so ll.cJad in those days that 
the Balts really did look like bourgeois. ••• ) 

Now, in 1949, the word was put around in Siberia that those 
who were being brought were incorrigible kulaks. But thesekulaks 
were dumped out of their cattle cars in rags and near the end of 
their endurance. At medical examinations Russian nurses were 
amazed that the women were so thin and so shabby, that they 
hadn't a clean rag for tl4eir babes. The new arrivals were sent to 

. kolkhozes short of people--and. there the peasant women of col
lectivized Siberia, keeping it a secret from their bosses, brought 
them whatever they could spare: half a Hter-ef milk from one, a 
griddlecake made of sugar-beet pulp or very'bad flour from an
other· 

Now, at last, the &lonian women wept. , 
But there were also, of course, the KOmsomoI activists. They 

took the arrival of this Fascist rabble very much to heart (''They 
should 'drown the lot of youl" such people shouted); and greatly 
resented their. reluctance to work--ingrates!-,-for the country 
which had h"berated them from bourgeois slavery. These Kam
somols were given the task of supervising the· exiles and their 
work. And they were warned: at the first shot they should organize 
a roundup. 

At Achinsk station there was an amusing mix-up. The Biri
lyussi district bosses bought from the convoy ten wagonloads of 
exiles, five hundred people or SO; for their collective farms on the 
river Chulym, and· briskly shifted them 1 SO kilometers to the 
north. They had in fact been assigned to. the SaraIinsk mining 
administration, in Khakassiya (but of course did not know it). The 
mine managers were awaiting their contingent, but the contingent 
had been sprinkled about collective farms in which the year before 
peasants had received 200 grams of grain for a workday. By that 
spring there was neither grain nor potatoes, the viHqes were loud 
with the bellowing of hungry cattle, and the cows8ungtbemseJ.ves 
like mad things on half-rotted straw. So it was not out of malice 
or to keep the exiles on a tight rein that the collective farms·gave 
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these newcomers one kilogram of flour per person per week-that 
was a very respectable advance, almost equivalent to their total 
future earnings! For the Estonians it was ~ appalling change from 
their homeland. .•.. (There were, in fact, big barns full of grain 
in a nearby settlement called ,Polevoy: stocks had mounted up 
from year to year because nobody had made arrangements to 
remove them. But this was now state grain, and the kolkhoz had 
no claim to it. The people all around were dying, but no grain from 
those barns was given to them: it belonged to the state. On one 
occasion, kolkhoz chairman Pashkov took matters into his own 
hands and issued five kilograms to each kolkhoznik still living
and was sentenced to the camps as a result. The grain belonged 
to the state; the kolkhoz;s trbubles were its own affair-and this 
is not the book in which to discuss them.) . 

There on the Chulym the Estonians lived a life of desperation, 
trying to master an astounding new law: Steal 01' die. They had 
begun to think that-they were there !oreNr, when suddenly they 
were all plucked out and dri~ oft' to the Saralinsk district of 
Khakassiya (the owners had found their missing contingent). 
There were no actual Khakassians ~ be seen there; every settle
ment was a place of exile, and in every settlement there was an 
MVD post. There. were gold mines, new shafts being sunk, silicosis 
everywhere. (Indeed, these broad expanses were not so much part 
of .Khakassiya, or the Krasnoyarsk region, as the territory of 
Khakzoloto [the Khakassian Gold Mining Trust] or Yeniseistroi 
[the Yenisei Development Authority]; they belonged not to the 
District Soviets and District Party Committees but to the generals 
of MID troops; and the secretaries of District Party Committees 
truckled to the local MVD commanders.) 

But those who.were simply sent to the mines did not have the 
worst of it. Much worse oft' were those whcf were enrolled in 
"prospecting arte1s." Prospectorsl It has a romantic ring. The 
word glistens as though lightly dusted with gold. But any idea you 
like to think of can be given an ugly twist in OU1' country. Special 
settlers were forced into these arte1s because they dared.not object. 
They were sent to work mines which the state had abandoned as 
unprofitable. There were no longer any safety measures in these 
mines, and water ran in continually as though it were raining 
beavily. The yield was low, however hard you worked, and it was 
impossible to earn a decent wage; these dying people were simply 
sent in to lick out the residual traces of gold which the state was 
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too miserly to abandon. The teams came under the ''Prospecting 
Sector" of the Mining Admiuistration, which thought of nothing, 
recognized no obligation, except to hand down the plan and exact 
fulfillment. The arteIs· were ''free'' not from the state, but only 
from the benefits of its legis1ation: they were not entitled to paid 
leave, nor as a matter of course to Sundays oft' (as even zeks in the 
camps were), since any month might be declared a "Stakhanov" 
month, with never a Sunday in it. The state's rights were pre
served:a man who did not tum up for work was put on trial, Once 
every two months a people's judge arrived and condemned several 
exiles to 2S percent compulsory labor-there were always plenty 
of excuses. These "prospectors" earned 3-4 "gold" rubles (150-
200 Stalin rubles) per month. 

At certain mines near Kopyov the exiles were paid not in money 
but in 'VOUchers: what need had they, in fact, of ordinary Soviet 
currency when they could not move around anyway, and the shop 
at the mine would accept payment in coupons as well? 

Elsewhere in this book we have developed in detail the compari
son between prisoners in the camps and peasants in the days of 
serfdom. But if we relitember our Russian history we know that 
the hardest conditions were those not of the peasants, but of 
workers tied to factories. These vouchers expendable only in the 
mine shops bring memories of the gold mineS and factories of the 
Altai flooding into our minds. The miners assigned to these enter
prises in the eighteenth and nineteenth centuries deliberately com
mitted crimes in order to get into katorga, and haW! an easier life 
01 it. Even at the end of the last century workers in the: Altai 
goldfields "had no right to refuse work even on Sunday" (It they 
paid fines (cf. the compulsory labor system), and there were shops 
with poor-quality provisions, cheap drink, and short measure. 
''These shops, and not the incompetently conducted mining oper
ations, were the main source ofincome for the gold mine owners'" 
-or, in moderJo terms, the Trust. 

Strange that everything on the Archipelago should be so un
originall ••• 

In 1952, Kh. S., a fraillitt1e woman, did not go to work in a 
hard frost because she had no felt boots. For this, the head of the 
woodworking artel sent her logging for three months-still With
out felt boots. Three months before childbirth she asked to be 

5. Sanyonov-Tyan.Sbaosky. RcIrriJia (1WIkt) (1899-1914). Vol XVI. 
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given some lighter work than heaving logs, and the answer was: 
H you don't want the job, give it up. Then a benighted woman 
doctor got the date of her confinement wrong by a month. and did 
not send her on leave until two or three days before she had her 
child. Argument will get you nowhere out in the MVD's taiga. 

But even there life was not wrecked beyond repair. Total ruin 
was an experience reserved for those special settlers who were sent 
to collective farms. There are people nowadays who debate (and 
it is not a foolish argument) whether life was really any easier in 
the kolkhoz than in the camps. But what, we may answer, if 
kolkhoz and camp are combined? Well, that was the position of 
the special settler in the kolkhoz. It was a kolkhoz to the extent 
that there were no regular rations: only at sowing time did they 
issue 700 grams of grain a day, and then it was half-rotten, mixed 
with sand, earth-colored (no doubt swept up from the floor of the 
barns). It was like a prison camp in that the settlers could be put 
in detention cells: ifa foreman complained about one of the exiles 
in his gang, the kolkhoz management would telephone the MVD 
post, and the MVD would take the Q18l1 inside. There was no way 
of picking up extra earnings-you couldn't possibly make ends 
meet: for her Jirst year of work in the kolkhoz Mariya Sumberg 
got twenty grams ofgrain per workday (a little bird can find more 
hopping along the roadside) and fifteen Stalin kopecks (one and 
a half Khrushchev kopecks). With her earnings for a whole year 
she bought herself .... an aluminum bowl. 

What, you may ask, did they live on?1 Why, on parcels from the 
Baltic States. Their people had been banished-but not the whole 
people. . 

But who was there to send the K.alm.yks parcels? Or the Cri
mean Tatars? . . . 

Walk among their graves and ask them. 
Whether this, too, was part of the decision made by their own 

Baltic governments, or an example of Siberian correctness, special 
instructions concerning the Baltic exiles were observed until 19S3, 
until the Father of the Peoples was no more: no work for them 
except the heaviest! Only the pick, the shovel, and the saw! "You 
are here to become real human beings!" H a management pro
moted someone, the MVD post would intervene and remove him 
for general duties. They would not even allow special settlers to 
dig the gardens at the Mining Administration's Rest Home-for 
fear of offending the Stakhanovites who were recuperating there. 
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The MVD post commander even had M. Sumberg dismissed from 
the post of calf-herd: "You haven't been sent hereJor your sum
mer holidays-go and stack hayP' The chairman had the greatest 
difficulty in keeping her. (She had saved his calves from brucello
sis. She had become very fond of Siberian cattle, which she found 
better-natured than Estonian beasts, and cows who were unused -
to kindness licked her hands.) 

Grain suddenly had to be loaded onto barges in a hurry-and 
special ~worked without pay or reward for thirty-six hours 
on end (ChuJ.ym). In that whole period,there were two breaks of 
twenty minutes each for food and one rest period of three hours. 
"Bither you do it or we'll send you farther northl" If an old man 
fell down under the weight of a sack, the Komsomol overseers 
kicked him up again. 

Settlers had to rep()rt weekly. The MVD post is several kilome
ters away, you say? And the old woman is eighty? Get a horse and 
carry her inl Every time they rep()rted, they were reminded that 
attempted escape meant twenty years hard labor. 

The security officer's room is next door. Exiles are called in 
there, too. The bait of a better job is dangled. And they threaten 
to deport an only daughter beyond the Arctic Circle, separating 
her -from her family. 
. Is there anything they can not do? At what forbidden limit ,was 
their hand ever stayed by ~? ... 

They gave the exiles.tasksto perform. K.eepan eye onsuch-and
such. Gather the evidenbe which will imprison so-and-so. . . _ 

If the merest sergeant from the command post entered a hu~ 
all the exiles, even aged women, had to rise and remain standing 
unless permission to sit was given. 

... I hope that the reader has not misunderstood me to mean 
that.exiles were deprived of their civil rights •.. 

Oh, no, nol Their civil rights were preserved intact! Their'pass
ports were not taken from them. They: were not deprived of the 
right to participate in elections on a universal, 'equal; secret,. and 
direct ballot. That supreme, that glorious moment...:..when you 
strike out all the candidates on a list except the one of your choice 
-was jealously preserved fOr them. Nor were they forbidden'to 
subscribe to, the state loan (remember what torments the Commu
nist Dyakov suffered in the campI). Whenftee kolkJiozniki, curs
ing and grumbling, grudgingly gave SO rub~ 400 each were 
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wrung out of the Estonians. "You're all rich. If-anybody doesn't 
~gn we won't let him have his parcels. And we'U move him farther 
north." 

They would do it, too. What was to. stop them? 

The tedium of it aD! Nothing but the same thing over and over 
again. At the beginning of this Part VI we appeared to be discuss
ing something new: not the camps, but the exile system. And this 
chapter made a fresh start: our theme was no longer the adminis
trative exiles, but the special settlers. 

Yet we are back where we started. 
Must we-and if so, how often must we repeat ourselves again 

and again and again-teIl the story of other, and different, exile 
colonies? In other places? At other periods? Peopled by other 
exiled nations? 

And if so, which? .•• 

• 
Groups of exiles belonging to different nationalities, interspersed 
and clearly visible to each other, displayed their own national 
characteristics, their own ways of life, their own special tastes and 
inclinations. 

Far and away the most industrious were the Germans. They 
had hacked themselves free of their past lives more resolutely than 
any of the others (and what sort of homeland had they had on the 
Volga or the Manych?). As once they had rooted themselves in 
Catherine's fecund allotments, so now they put down roots in the 
harsh and barren-soil Stalin had given, abandoned themselves to 
this new land of exile as their final home. They began settling in, 
not temporarily, until the next amnesty, the first act of clemency 
by the Tsar, but forever. They had been exiled in 1941 with not" 
a stick or a stitch, but they were good husbandmen and indefatiga
ble, they did not faD into despondency, and even in this place set 
to work as methodically and sensibly as ever. Is there any wilder
ness on earth which Germans could not tum into a land of plenty? 
Not for nothing did Russians say in the' old days that "a German 
is like a willow tree-stick it in anywhere and it will ~." In the 
mines. in Machine and Tractor Stations, in state farms, wherever 
it might be, the bosses could not find words enough to praise the 
GeI'IIJ8I&-they had never had better workers. By the fifties the 
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Germans-in comparison with other exiles and even with the 
locals-had the stoutest, roomiest, and neatest houses, the biggest 
pigs, the best milch cows. Their daughters grew up to be much
sought-after brides, not only because their parentS were well oft', 
but-iJi the depraved world around the camps-because of their 
purity and strict morals. 

The Greeks, too, ardently embraced their work. Although they 
never stopped dreaming about the Kuban, they grudged no eft'ort 
in this new place either. Compared with the Germans, they'lived 
in rather cramped quarters, but they soon caught up with them 
in the number of their cows and the richness of their gardens. In 
the little marketplaces of Kazakhstan it Was the Greeks who had 
the best cream. cheese, the best butter, the best vegetables. 

The Koreans prospered even more in Kazakhstan:-but of 
course they had been exiled earlier, and by the fifties were already 
in large measure em8nclpated from serfdom: they were no longer 
required to report, and they traveled freely from ob1ast to oblast, 
provided they did not cross the borders of the republic. They did 
not excel as good home builders or husbandmen (their homes and 
steadings were uncomfortable and primitive until the younger 
people became Europeanized); but they responded very well to 
education, quickly filled the educational institutions of Kazakh
stan (no one put obstacles in their way during the war), and 
became the ~ent of the educated stratulD in the repub
lic. 

Other natiems, secretly cllerUlUng dreams of return, were inca
pable of such sing1e-mindedness, of living wholly in the present. 
But as a rule they submitted to diScipline, and gave the MVD little 
trouble. 

The Kalmyks could not stand up to it, and grieved themselves 
to death. ~ however, I cannot speak from observation.) 

But there was one nation which would not give in, would not 
acquire the mental habits of submission-and not just individual 
rebels among them, but the whole nation to a man. These were the 
Chechens.· . . 

We have already seen how they behaved toward runaways from 
the camps. And how they alone among the exiles at Dzbezkazgan 
tried to support the Kengir rising. 

I would say that of all the speci81 settlers, the Chechens alone 
showed themselves zeks in spirit. They had been treacherouSly 
snatched from their home, and from that day they believed in 
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nothing. They built themselves sakli-Iow, dark, miserable huts 
that looked as if you could kick them over. Their husbandry in 
exile was all of this sort-alljust for a day, a month, a year, with 
nothing put by, no reserves, no thought for the future. They ate 
and drank, and the young people even dressed up. The years went 
by-and they owned just as little as they had to begin with. The 
Chechens never sought to please, to ingratiate themselves with the 
bosses; their attitude was always haughty and indeed openly hos
tile. They treated the laws on universal education and the state 
curriculum with contempt, and to save them from corruption 
would not send their little girls to school, nor indeed all of their 
boys. 'Oley would not allow their women to work in the kolkhoz. 
Nor did they believe in slaving in the kolkhoz fields themselves. 
They tried whenever possible to find themselves jobs as drivers: 
looking after an engine was not degrading, their passion for rough 
riding found an outlet in the constant moyement of a motor vehi
cle, and their passion for thieving in the opportunities drivers 
enjoy. This last passion, however, they also gratified directly. 
"We've been robbed," "We've been cleaned out," were concepts 
which they introduced to peaceful, honest, sleepy Kazakhstan. 
They were capable of rustling cattle, robbing a house, or some
times simply taking what they wanted by force. As far as they were 
concerned, the local inhabitants, and those exiles who submitted 
so readily, belonged more or less to the same breed as the bosses. 
They respected only rebels. 

And here is an extraordinary thing-everyone was afraid of 
them. No one could stop them from living as they did. The regime 
which luld ruled the land for thirty years could not force them to 
respect its laws. 

How did this come about? Here is an episode in which the 
explanation is perhaps epitomized. One of the pupils in the Kok
Terek school when I was teaching there was the young Chechen 
Abdul Khudayev. He inspired no warm feelings and did nat try 
to do so; he seemed to be afraid of demeaning himself by making 
himself pleasant, he was always ostentatiously cold, he was very 
arrogant, and he could be cruel. But you could not help admiring 
his clear, precise mind. In mathematics and physics he never 
remained on the surface, with his schoolmates, but always went 
deeper, asked questions, tirelessly searched for the heart of the 
matter. Like all the children of settlers, he was inevitably drawn 
into the so-called "social activities" of the school-first the Young 
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Pioneers organization, then the Komsomol, the school commit
tees, wall newspapers, character training courses, political discus
sion groups-the spiritual price for education which the Chechens 
paid so unWillingly. 

Abdul lived with his old mother. None of their close relations 
had survived, except for Abdul's older brother, who had long ago 
taken to crime, had served more than one spell in the camps for 
theft and murder, but had always emerged before his time either 
under an amnesty or because he got remission for good conduct. 
One day he appeared in Kok-Terek, drank for two days without 
pausing for breath, quarreled with a local Chechen, seized a knife, 
and rushed at him. An old Chechen woman who had nothing to 
do with either of them barred his way, flinging her arms wide to 
stop him. If he had obeyed Chechen law he should have thrown 
down his knife and given up the chase. But he was by now a thief 
first and a Chechen second: he brought down his knife and fatally 
stabbed the innocent old woman. The thought of what awaited 
him according to the law of the Chechens now entered his 
drunken head. He rushed to the MVD to make a clean breast of 
the murder, and they gladly put him in jail. 

He had found a hiding place, but that left his younger brother 
Abdul, his mother, and also an old Chechen of their clan, Abdul's 
uncle. News of the murder went aroUnd the Ched1en community 
of Kok-Terek in aftash, and all three surviving members of the 
Khudayev clan gathered in their house, laid in stocks of food and 
water, blocked the window, nailed up the door, and lay low in this 
fortress. The Chechens of the murdered woman's clan now had to 
take veqgeance on some member of the Khudayev clan. Until 
Khudayev blood was spilled in payment for their blood, they 
would be unworthy to be called human beings.-
- So the siege of the Khudayev house began. Abdul did not go to 
school-all Kok-Terek and the whole school knew why. A mem
ber of one of the top classes in our school, a Komsofnol, an 
outstanding pupil, was threatened with murder by the knife at any 
moment-perhaps this very minute, as the bell rings and the 
others take their places at their desks, perhaps now while the 
literature teacher is talking about socialist humanism. Everybody 
knew; no one forgot it for a mbment. Between classes they talked 
about nothing elser-and could not bring themselves to look at 
each other. Neither the Party organization in the school, nor the 
Komsomol, nor the directors of studies, nor the headmaster, nor 
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the District Education Department-nobody went to try and save 
Khudayev, no one even appr~hed his besieged home in Chechen 
territory, which was buzzing like a hornet's nest. And it wasn't 
only they: at the first breath of bloody venge$Jlce, the District 
Party Committee, the Executive Committee of the District Soviet, 
the MVD post, and the militia behind their adobe walls, all of 
them so awesome to us until now, also froze in craven inactivity. 
A savage and ancient law had breathed on them-and all at once 
there was no Soviet power in Kok-Terek. Nor was its heavy hand 
quick to reach out from the provincial capital. Dzhambul, for 
three days went by and no plane flew in with troops, no firm 
instructions arrived, except an order to defend the jail with all 
forces to hand. 

This helped the Chechens, and us, too, to see clearly the differ
ence between real power on this earth and the mirage of power. 

The Chechen elders were the only ones to show senseI They 
went first to the MVD and asked them to hand over the elder 
Khudayev for summary punishment. The MVD nervously 
refused. They came back to the MVD a second time, asking them 
to have Khudayev tried in public aDd to shoot him while they 
watched. If this was done, they promised that the vendetta against 
the Khudayevs would be at an end. No more reasonable compro
mise could have been devised. But think of the difficulties. A trial 
in open court! An execution promised in advance and carried out 
in publicI Khudayev, after all, was not a political, he was a thief, 
a "class ally." The rights of 58's could be trampled underfoot, but 
not those of a multi-murderer. The MVD referred it to the oblast 
-and the request was turned down. "In that case," the old men 
informed them, ''the younger Khudayev will be killed within the 
houri" The bureaucrats of the MVD shrugged their shoulders: it 
was none of their business. They were not there to think about 
crimes as yet uncommitted. 

But some faint awareness of the twentieth century touched 
... not the MVD--oh, no--but those hardened old Chechen 
hearts. In spite of everything, they forbade the avengers to exact 
vengeance! They sent a telegram to Alma-Ata. Some other old 
men, those most respected by the whole people, hurried down. 
They convened a council of elders, which anathematized the older 
Khudayev and sentenced him to death, where and whenever he 
came within reach of a Chechen knife. The other Khudayevs they 
summoned and told: "Go in peace. No one will touch you." 
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So Abdul took his books and went to school. There he was met 
with hypocritical smiles by the Party organizer and the Kom
somol organizer. From the moment of his return he heard Com
munist social conscience extolled in lessons and political instruc
tion periods, with never a mention of the vexatious incident. Not 
a muscle twitched in Abdul's somber face. He had"learned all over 
again that the greatest force on earth is the law of vendetta. 

We Europeans, at home and at school, read and pronounce only 
words of lofty disdain for this savage law, this cruel apd senseless 
butchery. But the butchery is perhaps not so senseless·after all. It 
does not sap the mountain peoples, but strengthens them. Not so 
very many fall victim to the law of vendetta-but what power the 
dread of it has over all around! With this law in mind, no high
lander will casually insult another, as we insult each other in 
drink, from lack of self-control or just for the hell of it. Still less 
will any non-Chechen look for trouble with a Chechen. call hQn 
a thief or a ruftian, or accuse him of jumping the queue; For the 
answer may be given not in words, not in abuse, but with a knife 
in the ribs! And even if you grab a knife yourself (but you won't 
have one on you-you're civilized), you cannot give blow for 
blow, or your whole family will fall under the knife! The Chechens 
walk the Kazakh land with insolence in their eyes, shoul.iering 
people aside-and the ''masters of the land" and non-masters 
alike respectfully make way for them. The law of vendetta creates 
a force field of fear-and so gives strength to its small mountain 
people. 

"Strike your .neighbors, that strangers may fear youl" The 
ancestors of the highJandersin remote antiquity could have found 
no stronger hoop to gird. their people. 

Has the socialist state offered them anything better? 



Chapter. 5 

• 
End oJ Sentence 

In eight yean of prison and prison camp I had never heard 
anyone who had experienced exile say a good word about it. Bbt 
from his fInt days injail under investigation and in transit, simply 
because the six flat stone surfaces of a cell press in on him top 
closely, the dream of exile bums like a secret light in the prisoner's 
mind, a ftickeriog iridescent mirage, and the wasted breasts of 
prisonen on their dark bunks heave in sighs of longing: "If only 
they wonld sentence me to exiler' . 

I did not escape the common lot; far from it-the dream of exile 
had me more powerfully than most in its grip. At the Iyerusalim 
clay pit I listened to the cocks crowing in the village nearby, and 
dreamed of exile. From the roof of the checkpoint on the Kaluga 
ro8d I looked atthe unbroken mass of the alien capital and silently 
begged: Let me get as far from it as possible. to some out-of-the
way place of exile! I even sent a naive appeal to the Supreme 
Soviet: for commutation of my eight years in the camps to exile 
for life. in however remote and wild a place; The elephant did not 
even sneeze in reply. (I had not yet realized that. lifelong exile 
would always be waiting for me, but that it would come after, not 
instead of, the camp.) 

In 1952 a dozen prisoners were "released" from the 3,000-
strong "Russian" Camp Division at Bkibastuz. It looked very 
strange at the time: 58's, let out through the gatesl Bkibastuzhad 
been in existence for three years by then, and not a single man had 
been released, nor had anyone reached the end of his sentence. 
Evidently, for the few who had lived to see the day, the fInt 
wartime tenners had just ended. 

406 



End of Sentence I 407 

We impatiently awaited letters from them. A few came, directly 
or indirectly. And we learned that nearly all of them bad been 
taken from the camp to places of exile, although their sentences 
bad not included exile. But this surprised no one. It was clear to 
our jailen and to us that justice, length of sentence, formal docu
menta~; bad nothing to do with it; the point was that once we 
bad been declared enemies, the state would ever after assert the 
right of the stronger and trample us, crush us, squash us, until the 
day we died. And we were so used to it, it bad become so much 
part ofus, that no other state of atrairs would have seemed normal 
either to the regime or to us. 

In Stalin's last years it was not the fate of the exiles that caused 
aIatm, but that of the nomlnaUy liberated, those who to all appear
ances were now safely beyond the gates, and unguarded, those 
from whom the tutelary gray wing of the MVD bad apparently 
been withdrawn. Exile, which' the powers that be obtnsely re
garded as an additional pllnishment, was a prolongation of the 
prisoner'sirrespoDsible existence, the fat8listic routine inwhich he 
feels so secure. Exile relieved us of the need to choose a place of 
residence for ourselves, 8nd so from troublesome uncertainties 
and errors. No place would have been right, except that to which 
they bad sent us. This was the one and only place in the whole 
Soviet Union where no one could reproach us as intrUders. Only 
there bad' we an· assured and undeniable right to three· square 
arshins ofland.·And·if, like me, you were alone in the world when 
you left the camp, with no one, anywhctte, waiting for you, exile 
was perhaps the only place where you could· hope to meet a 
kindred spirit. -

Our masters are quick enough to-arrest people, but less quick 
to release them. H SOiDe democratic Greek or socialist Turk bad 
been kept in jail a single day longer than he should have ~ the 
world press would have choked with indignation. I was happy 
enough to be held only a few days too long and then ... released? 
No; after that I was in transit under guard. And they kept me on 
the road another month in what was now my own time. 

Nonetheless, as we left -the camp under guard we were still 
careful to respect the final prison superstitions: on no account 
must you look back at your last prison (or else you will return), 
and you must do the right thing with your spoon. (What was the 
right thing, though? Some said take it with you, or you would 
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return for it; others said fting it at the prison, or else the prison 
would pursue you. I had molded my spoon myself in the foundry, 
and I took it with me.) . 

The transit priSOBS flashed by again-Pavlodar, Omsk, Novosi
birsk. Although our sentences had expired, they searched us, took 
prohibited articles from US; herded us into cramped, overcrowded 
cells, prison vans, Stolypin wagons; mixed us up with the crimi
nals; the guard dogs growled at us as of old, the lads with the 
automatic rifles yelled "eyes front," all just as before. 

Then at the Omsk Transit Prison a good-natured warder called 
out our names from our dossiers, and asked the five of us from 
Ekibastuz: "Which god have you got working for you?" ''Why? 
Where are we going?" We were all ears: obviously it was s0me

where nice. "Why, to the south," said the warder, marveling at it. 
- From Novosibirsk we were in fact diverted southward. We were 
going where it was warm! Where there was rice, Where there were 
grapes and apples. What could it mean? Surely somewhere in the 
Soviet Union Comrade Beria could find us a worse plaCe? Could 
exile really be like this? (I already had plans, which I kept to 
myself, to write a cycle of poems and call it "Lines on the Beauties 
of Exile.") 

At Dzhambul station we were transferred from the Stolypin car 
with the usual harsh treatment, taken through a living corridor of 
escort troops to a lorry, and made to sit on the bare floor of the 
vehicle, as though now that we had served our time we might be 
tempted to run away. It was the dead of night, and only the 
waning moon dimly illuminated the dark avenue along which we 
were being carried, but there was light enough for us to see that 
it really was an avenue---of Lombardy poplars! So this was exilel 
We might almost be in the Crimea. It was- the end of February, 
and on the Irtysh, where we had come froID, it was cruelly cold, 
but here a spring breeze caressed us. 

They took us to the jail-and the jail admitted us without the 
usual body search and bath. The accursed walls were losing some 
of their harshness! In the morning the block superintendent un
locked the door and said almost in a whisper, "Come out and 
bring all your belongings." 

The devil was unclenching his claws. . . . 
We stepped out into the arms of a red spring morning. The 

dawn light was warming the brick walls of the jail. A lorry was 
waiting for us in the Iniddle of the yard, with two zeks who were 
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joining our party already sitting in the back. This was the time to 
breathe deeply, to look around, to steep ourselves in the unique
ness of thatmoment-but we simply could not waste the chance 
to strike up an acquaintance. One of our new companions, a 
skinny~ gray-haired man with pide, watery eyes, was sitting on his 
crumpled belongingsas upright, as majestic as a Tsar aboutto give 
audience to ambassadors. You might have thought· that he was 
deaf or a foreigner, with no hope that we should find a common 
language. As soon as I was up on the lorry I decided to get into 
conversation with.him-and he introduced himself in pure'Rus
sian, in a voice with no hint of a quaver in it: "I'm Vladimir 
Aleksandrovich Vasilyev." 

And a spark of sympathy jumped between us. The heart senses 
who is a friend and who is no friend. This was a friend. In pDson 
you must find out about people quickly-for all yOU know, you 
will be separated in a minute's time. No, of course we were no 
longer in prison, but still . . . Shouting above the noise of the 
engine, I interviewed him, and did not notice that the lorry had 
moved from the asphalted prison yard onto the cobbled street, 
forgot that I must not look back at my last jail (how many last 
jails would there yet be), did not even spare a glance for the bit 
of the outside world through which we were traveling--end soon 

. we were back in the broad inner yard of a provincial MVD post, 
and once again we were forbidden to leave it for the town. 

For the first minute you might ~ve taken Vladimir A1eksan
drovich for a man of ninety-his eyes that looked beyOnd time, 
his gaunt features, his lock of white hair, all told the same story. 
He was in faCt seventy-three. He turned out to be one of the ol~t 
surviving Russian engineers, one of our outstanding hydrotechni
clans and hydrographers in the ''Union of Russian Engineers." 
(What was that? I had never heard of it before. It was a high
powered public body created by the technical intelligentsia, one of 
those hundred~year leaps into the future, perhaps, of which Russia 
made several in the first two decades of the century, but all of 
which miscarrier:L) Vasilyev had been a prop1ineat IDQIlber, and 
he still recalled with solid satisfaction how ''we refiJse.d tp pretend 
that dates can be JP"Own on dry sticks." 

Which of course waS why they were disbanded. 
Half a century back, he had covered on foot or on horseback 

every inch ofth~ Semirechye ~inwhich we had now arrived. 
Long ago, before the First World War, he had drawn up plans for 
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flooding the Chuisk Valley, for the Naryn cascade, and for boring 
a tunnel through the Chu-lli mountains, and, still before the First 
World War, had begun carrying them out himself. He had sent 
abroad for six "electric excavators" and put them to work in this 
part of the world as early as 1912. (All six survived the Revolution 
and were passed off as a new Soviet invention at Chirchikstroi in 
the thirties.) After serving a sentence of fifteen years for "sabo
tage" (the last three in the Verkhne-Uralsk isolator), he had ob
tained a special act of indulgence: permission to spend his exile 
and die right there in Semirechye, where he had begun his career. 
(Even this favor would never have been granted if Beria had not 
remembered him from the twenties, when engineer Vasilyev had 
divided the waters of the Caucasus between its three republics.) 

And that was why he was now sitting, sphinx-like, absorbed in 
his thoughts, on a sack in the back of a lorry. For him it was not 
just his first day of freedom, but his homecoming to the land of 
his youth, the-land of his inspiration. No, human life is not so 
short as all that if you leave memorials along the way. 

Not so long ago V.A.'s daughter had stopped at a newspa~ 
window on the Arbat in Moscow to look at Trud. A devil-may
care correspondent was lavishing well-paid words on a rou§b!.g 
account of his journey through the Chuisk Valley, which had ~ 
irrigated and brought to life by creative Bolsheviks, with desCrip
tions of the Naryn cascade, the ingenious hydrotechnical installa
tions, the happy collective farmers. And suddenly-who can have 
whispered in his ear'1-he ended with this: "But very few people 
know ~t all these transformations are the realization of the 
dream of the talented Russian engineer Vasilyev, who found no 
support in old bureaucratic Russia.1 How sad that the young 
enthusiast did not live to see the triumph of his noble ideasl" The 
precious lines in the newspaper blurred. swam, Vasilyev's daugh
ter tore the newspaper out of its case, pressed it to her breast, and 
carried it off, with a militiaman blowing his whistle after her. 

While this was going on. the "young enthusiast" was sitting 
in a damp cell in the Verkhne-Uralsk isolator. Rheumatism, or 
some sort of bone disease, had bent the old man double, and 
he could no longer straighten his spine. Luckily, he was not 
alone in the cell, but shared it with some Swede or other who 

1. At the end of 1917 Vasi\yev was for all practical purposes the head of the Department 
of Land Improvemeot. 
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bad cured his spinal trouble by massage. 
Swedes are not very often found in Soviet jails. I remem

bered that I, too, had been in with one of them. His name was 
Erik ... 

''Erik Arvid Andersen?"· V.A. eagerly interrupted. (He was 
very quick in his speech and movements.) 

Of course, it bad to bel It was Arvid who bad massaged him 
back to health! A reminder from the Archipelago, by way of 
farewell, that it's a small world after all. So that was where they 
bad taken Arvid three years ago-to the UraIsk isolation prison. 
And somehow or other neither NATO nor his multimillionaire 
papa bad made much of an dort to save the dear lad.2 

Meanwhile, they bad started calling us into the oblast command 
post, which was right there on the MVD yard, and consisted of 
a colonel, a major, and several lieutenants who were in charge of 
all exiles in Dzhambul oblast. We, however, had no access to the 
colonel, while the major only scanned our faces as though they 
were newspaper headlines, and it was the lieutenants who exer
cised their beautiful penmanship on the task of processing us. 

My.camp experience gave me a sharp nudge in the ribs. 
Look out! In these few short minutes your· whole future is 
being decided! Don't waste any time! Demand, insist, protest! 
Rack your brains, turn yourself inside out, invent some reason, 
any reasOn, why you must at all costs remain in the oblast 
capital, or be sent to the nearest and most convenient district. 
(There was, in fact, a good reason, although I did not know it: 
secondary growths bad been developing in me for two years 

2. Pavel Veselov (Stockholm), who is now studying other cases OfSwediah citizens seized 
by the Soviet authorities, puts forward the folloWing hypothesis after analyzing Eo A. 
Andersen's stories about bimseIf: Both his appearance and the fonn of the name which he 
gaVe make it more probable that Eo A. Andersen was a Norwqian, but for reasons of his 
oWn pn:ferrecl to p8III bimseIf 011' as a Swede. It was much commoner for Norwegians to 
escape ftom their country after 1940 and serve in the British army, though a ~ few 
Swedes may have done so. Eo A. might have been related to SOme RoberI8ons in Britain, 
but invented a relationship with General Robertson to make himself more valoIBble in the 
eyes of the MOB. It is not ;,npossible that he bad served in West Berlin after the war in 
AI1ied military inIe1Iigence, which was what made him interesting to the MOB. He bad 
probably visited Moscow as a member ofa British or Norwegian, not a Swedish, cIeIegation 
(there was, I believe, no such Swedish visit at the time), but was prnbabIy a person ofminor 
importaDce in it. Perhaps the MOB invited him to become a double agent, and perhaps 
it was for refllsinS this oII'er that he sot his twenty yean. Erik's father may have been a 
businessman, but not on such a large scale as he claimed. However, Erik often exaggerated 
-emonS other things his father's acquaintance with Gromyko (which was why the MOB 
showed him to Gromyko), to intereat the MOB in the idea of demanding ransom, and so 
letting the West koow of his plight. 
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now since my incomplete operation in the camp.) 
No-o-o ... I was not the man I had been. No longer the man 

I had been when I started serving my sentence. A sort of inspired 
immobility came over me, and I pleasurably abandoned myself to 
it. I enjoyed not making use of my importunate camp experience. 
I lOathed the thought of improvising some wretched poverty
stricken excuse. No human being can know the future. The great
est of disasters may overtake a man in the best of places, and the 
greatest happiness may seek him out in the worst. Anyway, I had 
not even had time to ask questions and find out which were the 
good and which the bad districts in the oblast, because I had been 
preoccupied with the fate of the old engineer. 

There was some sort of saving clause in his papers, because they 
. allowed him to go into the town on his own two feet, walk to the 
oblast irrigation construction office and ask for work. For the rest 
of us there was only one destination: the Kok-Terek district, This 
is a patch of desert in the north of the oblast, the beginning of the 
lifeless Bet-Pak-Dala, which occupies the whole center ofKazakh
stan. So much for the grapes we had dreamed oft . . . 

A form printed on coarse brown paper was put before each of 
. us for signature, after his name had been entered in a flowing hand 

and the date stamp applied. 
Where had I met something similar? Of course-when they 

informed me of the Special Board's decision. Then, too, nothing 
had been asked of me but to take the pen and sign. Only then it 
was smooth Moscow paper. The pen and ink, though, were just 
as cheap and nasty. 

Of what, then, had I been "this day informed"? That I, the 
person herein mentioned, was exiled in perpetuity to such and 
such a district, under the open surveiIlance (that old Tsarist ter
minology!) of the district MOB, and that in case of unauthorized 
departure beyond the borders of the district I should be charged 
under a Decree of the Presidium of the Supreme Soviet providing 
for a penalty of 20 (twenty) years of imprisonment with hard 
labor. 

What was there to say? It was all perfectly legal. There were no 
surprises for us here. We signed with alacrity! 

3. Years later I would get hold of the CrimiDaI Code of the a.8.P.8.a. and read with 
great satisfaction UDder Article 35 that scnlellce of exile was passed for terms from tlmoe 
to ten years, or by way of supplementary puniabment after imprisoumeot for up to five 
years. This is a source of pride to Sovid jurisIs: that with the 1922 Criminal Code, loss 
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It also says in Article 3S that no one is exiled except by special 
order of the court. Or of a Special Board, at least? But it was not 
even a Special Board; it was merely the lieutenant on duty who 
prescn"bed perpetual exile for us. 

An epigram gradually took shape in my mind-rather a lengthy 
one; I must admit: 

Mere paper-with a hammer's speed 
It shatters frail hopes of a kinder fate. 
"Exiled etemaIly," I read, 
"With the MOB to keep watch on the gate. .. 

Yet I sign with a flourish, my heart is Jiaht. 
Like the Alps, the basalts, or the firmament, 
Like the stars (no. not those on your shoulders so 1niPtJr
Ok, enviable lot, I am permanent! 
But can it, I wonder, be every word true? 
Can the MOB really be permanent, too? 

When Vladimir A1eksandrovich got back from town, I read him 
my epigram, and we laughed, 1aughed like children. like prisoneIs, 
like innocents. V.A. had a very :happy Jaugh-Jike that of K.L 
Strakhovich. There was, in fact, a profound similarity between 
them: they were people who had withdrawn so deeply into the life 
of the mind that no bodily suft'ering could upset their spiritual 
equih"brium. 

Not that he had much to laugh about even now. They had made 
one of the mistakes expected of them, and exiled him, of course, 
to the wrong place. Only Fl"UIlie could assign him to the Chuisk 
Valley, to the sites of his earlier work. Here the Hydraulic Engi
neering Authority was concerned only with irrigation chaniteJs. 
Its head. a smug, semiliterate Kazakh, graciously permitted the 
creator of the Chuisk irrigation .system to stand in the doorway 
of his office. telephoned regional Party headquarters, and con
sented to take V.A. on as ajunior hydraulic engineer, as though 
he were a little girl fresh from technical school. But to Frunze he 
could not go: it was in a different republic. 

Shall we sum up the whole history of Russia in a single phrase? 
It is the land of smothered opportunities. 

of cMI risblS, aDd all other pena1ties, for an iruIe6Dite term, cased to exist in SoYiet law 
-acept for the most terrICyiDg penalty of an-:.eq.uJsion forever from the territory of the 
u.s.s.R. There is here "an important dilI'erence of principle between SoYiet aDd bourgeois 
law" <see the co1Iectioo of artic1es Ftom tile 1'risIotu ••• ). This is as may be, but to save 
the MVD labor. the simplest thiDg is to write out a perpeIUtII __ there is tbeo DO 
1Ieedtowatehoutfor __ eqRry aDd wOrry your bead 1oo1dusfora way toreuew . 

them. 
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Still, the gray old man rubs his hands: his name is known to 
scientists; perhaps they will get him transferred. He, too, signs the 
document stating that he is exiled in perpetuity, and that if he 
absconds he will be sentenced to hard labor until he is ninety
three. I carry his things as far as the gate-the boundary line 
which I am forbidden to cross. Now he will look for someone kind 
enough to rent him one comer of a room, and he threatens to send 
for his old woman from Moscow. His children? ... His children 

. wouldn't come. They say that they cannot give up their Moscow 
apartments. Any other relatives? He has a brother. But his 
brother's lot has been a profoundly unhappy one: he is a historian 
who misunderstood the October Revolution, abandoned his 
homeland, and now, poor wretch; has the chair of Byzantine 
Studies at Columbia University. We laugh again, feel sorry for his 
brother, and embrace as we say goodbye. Yet another remarkable 
man has flashed by me and vanished forever. 

The rest of us were for some reason kept for days in a tiny room, 
sleeping close-packed on a rough cracked floor, with scarcely 
room to stretch our legs out. It reminded me of the lockup in 
which I had begun my sentence eight years before. Discharged 
prisoners now, we were locked in for the night, and told to take 
the latrine pail inside if we wanted it, It differed from jail only in 
that for those few days we were no longer fed free of charge, but 
had to pay for food to be brought from the market. 

On the third day a regular escort party with carbines arrived, 
made us sign for our travel money and rations, promptly took the 
travel money from Us again (allegedly to buy tickets, but in reality 
they bullied the train conductors into letting us travel for nothing, 
and kept the money, considering that they had earned it), lined us 
up two by two with our belongings, and led us once more between 
the rows of poplars to the station. Birds were singing, the hum of 
spring was in the air-and it was only March 21 We felt hot in our 
padded clothes but we were glad to be in the south. Others may 
have different viewS, but for prisoners and exiles the greatest of 
hardships is severe cold. 

For a whole day we were carried slowly back in the direction 
from which we had come, then, from the station at Chu, we were 
hurried along on foot for ten kilometers. Our sacks and cases made 
us sweat profusely, weighed us down, caused us to stumble, but 
still we dragged them along: our miserable carcasses Inight yet be 
grateful for every last rag carried out through the camp guard-
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house. I was wearing two padded vests (one I had pinched during 
stocktaking), plus my long-suffering army greatcoat, worn thread
bare by the earth of the trenches and that of the camp-how could 
I throw the faded, grimy old thing away now? 

Day was ending, and we had not reached our destination. This 
meant spending yet another night in jail, at Novotroitsk. We had 
been free for such a long tim&-and still we went from jail to jail. 
The cell, the bare ftoor, the peephole. use the bucket, hands behind 
your backs, here's your hot water; the only thing they leave out 
is our rations, because we are free men now. 

In the morning they sent up a.Jorry, and the same escort, after 
a night out of barracks, came to fetch us. Sixty kilometers farther 
into the steppe. We got stuck in muddy hollows, and jumped down 
from the lorry (something we could not have done as zeks) to 
heave and push it out of the mire, to get the eventful journey over 
and arrive in perpetual exile more quickly. The escort troops stood 
in a half-circle and kept guard over us. 

The steppe sped by, kilometer after kilometer. To right and to· 
left, as far as the eye could see, there was nothing but harsh gray 
inedible grass, and only very occasionally a wretched Kazakh 
village framed with trees. At length the tops of a few poplars 
(Kok-Terek means "green poplar") appeared ahead of us, over the 
curve of the steppe. 

We had arrived! The lorry sped between Chechen andKazakh 
adobe huts, raising a cloud of dust and drawing a pack of indig
nant dogs in pursuit. Amiable donkeys with little carts made way 
for us, and from one yard a camel turned slowly and contemptu
ously to look at us. There were people. too, but we had eyes only 
for the women--those unfamiliar, forgotten creatures: look at that 
pretty dark girl in the doorway, shading her eyes with her hand 
to watch our lorry pass; look at those three walking together in 
ftowery red dresses. Not one of them Russian;· "This is all right 
-we shall find wives for ourselves yeti" This cheerful shout in my 
ear came from V. I. Vasilenko, a forty-year-old sea captain who 
had lived an untroubled life in Ekibastuz in chatge of the laundry, 
and was now on his way to freedom, to spread his cramped wings 
and look for a ship. 

Past the district stores, the tearoom, the clinic, the soviet offices, 
the district Party headquarters with its slated roof, the House of 
Culture under its reed thatch. Our lorry stopped near the MVD
MOB buildiilg. Covered. with dust, we jumped down, went into . 
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its front yard, and, unembarrassed by passers-by in the main 
street, washed ourselves down to the waist. 

Directly across the street from the MOB stood an amazing 
building, one story, yet quite high; four Doric columns solemnly 
upheld a false portico, at the foot of the columns were two steps 
faced with smooth stone, and over alhhis-there was a blackened 
. straw roof. My heart could not help beating faster. It was a schooll 
A ten-year school. Stop pounding, be quiet, you nuisance. That 
building is nothing to you. 

Crossing the main street to the magic gate goes a girl with 
waved hair, neatly dressed in it little wasp-waisted jacket. Surely 
she is walking on air? She is a teacher! She is too young to have 
graduated from an institute; she must have attended a seven-year 
school and then a teachers' training college. How I envy herl What 
a gulf there is between her and a common laborer like me. We 
belong to ditfeient estates, and I would never dare to walk arm in 
arm with her. 

Meanwhile, someone was yanking the new arrivals into his 
quiet office one by ru:ae and busying himself with them. Who, 
would. you think? Why, godfather, of course, the secret police 
officer. You find him in the land of exile, too. There, too, he plays 
the leading role! 

The first encounter is very important: we shall be playing cat 
and mouse with him not just for a month but in perpetuity. Now 
I shall cross his threshold and we will discreetly look each other 
over. He is a very young Kazakh; he wears the mask of polite 
reserve, and I wear that of artlessness. We both know that our 
insignificant phrases, such as "Have a sheet of paper" and "Is 
there a pen I can use?" are the beginning of a duel. But it is 
important for· me to pretend that I haven't the slightest idea of 
this. It must be self-evident that I am always the same, unbuttoned 

. and guileless. "Come on, you brown devil,. get it firmly into your 
head: this one needs no special surveillance, he's come here for a 
quiet life; imprisonment has taught him something." 

What's this I must fill in? A questionnaire, of course. Alrd a 
curriculum vitae. This will open the new file, lying ready on 
the table. Afterward all tales told against me, all character re
ports from official persons, will be filed there. And as soon as 
the outlines of a new case can be roughed out, and the main
land gives the signal to put a few more ~inside they will 
put me (there's an ~obe jailhouse right here, in the backyard), 
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and slap another tenner on me. 
I hand over the initial documents; the secret police officer 

peruses them and files them in his loose-leaf folder. 
"Could you please tell me where the District Education Depart

ment is?" I suddenly ask him. politely and casually. 
And he politely tells me. His eyebrows do not shoot up in 

surprise. From this I deduce that I can go and ask for work, with 
no objection from the MOB. (As an old prisoner, of course, I did 
not cheapen myselfby asking him outright whether I was allowed 
to work in the school network.) 

"Can you ten me when I shall be allowed to go there without 
escort?" 

He shrugs his shoulders. 
"Just for today, while you're being ... it would be as well if you 

didn't go much beyond the gates. But you can pop out on busi
ness." 

And off I walk! I wonder whether everybody knows the mean
ing of this great free word.· I am walking along by myselfl With 
no automatic rifles threatening me, from either ftank or from the 
tear. I look behind me: no one therel If I like, I can take the 
right-hand side, past the school fence, where a big pig is rooting 
in a puddle. And if I like, I can walk on the left, where hens are 
strutting and scratching immediately in front of the District Edu
cation Department. 

I walk the two hundred meters to the Department, and my 
spine, which seemed bent for eternity, is already just a little 
straighter, my manner already a little more relaxed. In the course 
of those two hUndred meters I have graduated to the next higher 
civil estate. 

I go in, wearing an old woolen tunic from my days at the front, 
and myoid, my terribly old twill trousers. My shoes are camp 
issue, pigskin, and the obtrusive ends of my underpants are not 
entirely hidden in them. 

Two fat Kazakhs sit there-inspectors of the District Educa
tion Department, according to their nameplates. 

"I should like ajob in a schoo!," I say, with growing confidence 
and even a sort of offhandedness, as though I were asking where 
the water jug was. 

They prick up their ears. After aU, in a Kazakh vil1age out in 
the desert, new teachers looking for jobs do not atrive every half 
hour. And although the Kok-Terek district covers a bigger area 
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than Belgium, they know by sight everyone in it with seven years 
of schooling. 

"What did you study?" they ask in fairly good Russian. 
"Physics and mathematics, at the university." 
They are quite startled. They exchanse glances. They start gab

bling in rapid Kazakh. 
"And ... where have you come from?" 
As though there could be any mystery about it, 1 have to spell 

it out for them. What sort of idiot would come to tins place 
looking for a job, and in March at that? 

"I got here an hour ago; rm an exile." 
They assumed a knowing look and vanished one after the other 

into the director's office. When they had left 1 noticed that the 
typist, a Russian woman of fifty or so, was looking at me. An 
instantaneous spark of sympathy-we were ~mpatriots. She, too, 
was from the Archipelagol Where was her home, why had she 
been put away, in which year? Nadezhda Nikolayevna Grekova, 
daughter of a Cossack family in Novocherkassk, arrested in '37, 
was a simple typist, but the Organs had used their whole arsenal 
to persuade her that she was a member of some fantastic terrorist 
organization. She had done ten years, and now she was a repeater. 
exiled in perpetuity. 

Lowering her voice, and keeping one eye on the director's door, 
which was ajar, she briefed me succinctly: two ten-year schools, 
several seven-year schools, the district was gasping for math 
teachers, had not a single one with higher education, had never 
seen a physicist close enough to know what sort of animal he was. 
A ring from the inner office. In spite of her plumpness, -the typist 
sprang up and huiried In, all eagerness to serve, and on her return 
summoned me in a loud official voice. 

There was a red cloth on the table. Both inspectors were sitting 
very comfortably on a sofa. On a big armchair under a portrait of 
Stalin sat the director:. a Kazakh woman, small, lithe, attractive, 
with something feline and something serpentine in her manner. 
Stalin grinned at me malevolently from his frame. 

They made me sit over by the door, keeping me at a distance 
as though they were interrogating a prisoner, and began an ex
cruciatingly pointless conversation, which might have been much 
shorter had they not followed every few sentences to me with a 
ten-minute conference in Kazakh, while 1 _sat by like a halfwit. 
They questioned me in detail about where 1 had taught and when, 



End of Sentence I 419 

. and expressed their misgivings that I might have forgotten my 
subject or my teaching technique. Then, after endlessly ~g, 
endlessly sighing that there were no vacancies, that the schools in 
the district were chock-full of mathematicians and physicists, that 
it was difficult to squeeze out even. half an extra stipend, that 
rearing the young in our epoch was a responsible task, they got 
around to the really important point. What had-I done to land in 
jail? What crime, exactly, had I committed? The cat-snake 
screwed up her sly eyes in anticipation, as though the blood-red 
glare of my crime was already painfully beating on her Bolshevik 
face. I looked over her head at the sinister features of the Satan 
who had wrecked my whole life. With his portrait watching me, 
what could I tell them about our relationship? 

I used a prison trick to frighten these educators off: what they 
wanted me to teU them was a state secret, and I had no right to 
do so. What I wanted to know, without further waste of time, was 
whether they would take me on. 

The discussions in Kazakh went on and on. Who would be so 
bold as to employ a state criminal at his own risk? But they found 
a way out: making me write a curriculum vitae and complete a 
questionnaire in two copies. Here we go again! Paper can take 
anything. Surely it was no more than an hour ago that I had filled 
in these forms. I filled them in yet again and returned to the MOB. 

I inspected their yard, and the homemade prison inside, with 
in..terest, saw how even they had imitated the grownups by quite 
unnecessarily knocking a little window for parcels in the adobe 
wall,although it was so low that baskets could be passed over it. 
Ab, but how can you have an MOB post without a parcels win
dow? I wandered around their yard and found myself breathing· 
much more freely than in the musty District Education Depart
ment. From there, the MOB was an enigma, and the inspectors' 
blood ran cold at the thought of it. But over here, I was at home, 
with my own ministry. The three dolts of coinmandants (two of 
them officers) were quite frankly there to keep watch on us-we 
were their bread and butter. There was no mystery about it. 

They were easygoing and allowed us to spend the night not in 
a locked room but out in the yard, on hay. 

A night under the open skyl We had forgotten what it was like. 
. . . There· had always been locks, and bars, always walls and 
ceilings. I had no thought of sleep. I walked and walked and 
walked about the prison service yard, which was bathed in soft, 
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warm light. A cart left where it had been unhitched. a well, a 
drinking trough. a small hayrick. the black shadows of horses 
under an open-sided shed-it was all sO peaceful, so ancient, so. 
free from the cruel imprint of the MVD. It was only the third of 

. March, but there was not the slightest chill in the night air; it was 
still almost summery, as it had been in the daytime. Again and 
again the braying of donkeys rose over the sprawling town of 
Kok-Terek,long-drawn-out and passionate, telling the she-asses 
of their love, of the ungovernable strength flooding their bodies. 
Some of the braying was probably the she-asses answering. I found 
it difficult to distinguish one voice from another, but that powerful 
bass bellowing was perhaps the noise of camels. I felt that ifl only 
had a voice I, too, wonld start baying at the moon: I shall be able 
to breathe here! I shall be able to move around! 

Surely I should break through that paper curtain offorms! With 
that trumpCting night around me, I felt superior to all those 
timorous bureaucrats. To teach! To feel myself a man againl To 
sweep into the classroom, and run my burning eyes over childish 
faces! My finger points to a drawing-they all hold their breath! 
Given, to prove, construction, proof-they all breathe freely 
again. 

I cannot sleep! I walk and walk and walk in the moonlight. The 
donkeys sing their song. The camels sing. Every fiber in me sings: 
I am free! I am freel . 

In the end I lie down beside my comrades, on some hay under 
the open-sided shelter. Two steps away from us, horses stand at 
their mangers peacefully champing hay all night long. Surely there 
could be no sweeter, no more friendly sound on this our first night 
offreedoIIL 

Champ away, you Inild, inoffensive creatures! 

Next day we were allowed to move into private lodgings. I 
found myself a henhouse to suit my pocket, with a single bleary 
window and such a low roof that even where it was highest, in the 
Iniddle, I could not stand upright. "Give me a low-roofed cot
tage," I once wrote in prison, dreaming of exile. It was not very 
pleasant, all the same, not being able to raise my head. Still, it was 
a little house of my own! The floor was earthen. I put my padded 
camp vest on it, and there was my bed! But Aleksandr Klimen
tiyevich Zdanyukevich, an exiled engineer. who had formerly 
taught at the Bauman Institute, quickly lent me a couple of 
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wooden boxes, on which I managed to make myself comfortable. 
I had no oil lamp as yet-I had nothingll an exile must select and 
buy every single thing he needs, as though he has just landed on 
this earth-but I did not feel the want of it. All those years, in our 
cells and our huts, the state's electricity had seared our souls, and 
now darkness was bliss. Even darkness can be an element of 
freedom! In the darkness and the silence (the noise of the loud
speaker on the town square might have reached me, but this was' 
Kok-Terek, and it had been out ofaction for three days), I simply 
lay on my boxes and enjoyed it! 

What more could I desire? .•• 
But the morning of March. 6 surpassed anything that I could 

have wished forl Chadova, my elderly landlady, an exile from 
ovgorod, whispered, because she d&red not say it out loud: "00 
d listen to the radio. I'm afraid to repeat what I've just heard." 
Something told me to do as she said: I went over to the central 

, . A crowd of perhaps two hundred people--a lot for Kok-
Terek-huddled around the post under the loudspeaker and the 
sullen sky. There were many Kazakhs, most of them old men, 
among the crowd. Their bald heads were bare, and they held their 
red-brown muskrat-fur hats in their hands. They were grief
stricken. The younger people seemed less concerned. Two or three 
tractor drivers had not removed their caps. Nor, of course, would 
I. Before I'could make out what the announcer was saying (he 
spoke with a histrionic catch in his voice), understanding dawned 
on me. 

This was the moment my friends and I had looked forward to 
even in our student days. The moment for which every zek in 
Gulag (except the orthodox Communists) had prayed! He's dead, 
the Asiatic dictator is dead! The villain has curled up and died! 
What unconcealed rejoicing there would be back home in the 
Special Campi But where I was, Russian girls, schoolteachers, 
stood sobbing their hesrts out. "What is to become of us now?" 
They had lost a beloved parent: ... I wanted to yell at them across 
the square: "Nothing will become of you nowl Your fathers will 
not be shot! Your husbands-to-be will not be jailed! And you will 
never be stigmatized as relatives of prisonersl" 

I could have howled with joy there by the loudspeeker; I 
could even have danced a wild jig! But alas, the rivers of his
tory flow slowly. My face, trained to meet all occasions, as
sumed a frown of mournful attention. For· the present I must 



422 I THE GULAG AllCHIPELAGO 

pretend. go on pretending as before. 
All the same, my exile had begun with magnificent auguriesl 
Once again. a whole day was devoted to writing a poem: "The 

Ftfth of March." 

Ten days passed-and the rival barons. wrangling over port. 
folios and eyeing each other nervously. abolished the MOB alto
gether! So that I had been right to doubt whethet the MOB was 
there forever. 4 

Injustice, inequality. and slavery apart-is anything ''forever'' 
in this world of ours? 

4. Six months later, of coune, It was back in the form of the KGB. stafl'ed as before. 



Chapter 6 

• 
The Good Life in Exile 

1. Bicycle nails •••••••••••• ~ kilo 
2. Shoo ..•...••.•.•••..•. S 
3. Ash-pan ••••• , •••••••••• 2 
4. Gluhes •••••.•.•••.•.•• 10 
S. Fencil case. child's ~ • . • •• 1 
6; Glope ••••••••••••••••• 1 
7. Match •••••••.•••••.••• so boxes 

, 8. "Bat" lamp ....•••••.•• 2 
9. Tooth past .•.•.....•.•• 8 

10. GingeIbread •• ' •••••••••• 34 kilos 
11. Vodka ..•..•...••..•... IS6 haIf-Uters 

This was-the'Jist of aD goods in stock and due for repricing in 
the general store at the village of Aidarly.lnspCctors and stocktak
ers of the Kok-Terek District ConsuJner Cooperative (RaiPO) bad 
drawn up the list; and I was DOW turaing the handle of a calculat
ing machine and reducing the prices of some items by 7.S and of 
others by I.S percent. Prices were plungiDg alarmingly and it was , 
to be expected that both ''fencil cue" and "glope" would be sold 
before the new school year began, that the ~ would find a home 
in bicycles, and that only the gMlt gingerbread pile, probably 
prewar, was on its way doWn into the category of unsalable stocks. 
As for the vodka, even if the price went up it wouldn't outlast May 
Day. ' . 

The price reductions, which accOrding to Stalinist custom 
took place in time for April 1, and by which the toilers gained 
so· many million rubles (the full benefit was calculated and 

423 
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published in advance), hit me hard 
By then I had spent a whole month in exile, going through all 

I had earned in the "self-financing" foundry at Dzhezkazgan-a 
free man, supporting myself on Gulag money-and calling regu
larly at the District Education Department to try lUld find out 
whether they would take me on. But the snakelike director had 
stopped receiving me, the two fat inspectors could scarcely find 
time to growl at me, and toward the end of the month I was shown 
a ruling from the Oblast Education Department that all schools 
in Kok-Terek district were fully staffed with math teachers imd 
that there was no possibility of finding me work. 

Meanwhile I had been writing a play (Decembrists Without 
December), without having to go through the morning and eve
ning body searches, and with no need to destroy what I had 
written at short intervals, as I used to. I had no other occupation, 
and after the camp I liked it that way. Once a day I went to the 
"tearoom" and ate some hot broth for two rubles-the same thin 
soup they sent out ht a bUCKet for the prisoners in the local jail. 

. Coarse black bread was sold freely in the local shop. I had bought 
potatoes, and even a lump of pork fat. I myself had brought a 
donkeyload of underbrush from the thickets, so that I could light 
my cooking stove if I liked My happiness was not far from com
plete, and I thought to myself: If they won't give me a job, they 
needn't; while my money lasts I'll go on writing my play. I may 
never have so much freedom again! 

When I· was least expecting it, one of the three commandants 
crooked a finger at me in the street. He took me to the RaiPO, into 
the office of the director, a Kazakh as round as a cannonball, and 
said with solemn emphasis: "The mathematician." 

What miracle was this? No one asked me why I had been inside, 
or gave me forms and curricula vitae to fill in! There and then, his 

-secretary, an exiled Greek girl of cinematic beauty, tapped out 
with one finger an order appointing me a Planning Officer with a 
salary of 450 rubles a month. That same day two other unp1aced 
exiles were assigned to the RaiPO withjust as little formality, with 
no forms to fill in for leisurely study: Vasilenko, the oceangoing 
ship's captain, and someone I did not yet know, the very reserVed 
Grigory Samoilovich M--z. Vasilenko was already nursing a 
plan to deepen the river Chu (cows could ford it in the summer 
months) and introduce a motorboat service: he had asked the 
command post to let him go and survey the channel. Captain 



The Good Life in Exile I 425 

Mann, his classmate at navigation school and on the training brig 
TOWlrishch, was just at that time fitting out the Ob for a voyage 
to the An~tic-but Vasilenko was packed off to the RaiPO as 
a storeman. 

But we were not wanted as planners, or storemen, or ledger 
clerks--all three of us were thrown in to deal with an emergency: 
the repricing of goods. On the night of March 3 I-April 1, year in 
and year out, the RaiPO was in the throes.of despair, and there 
never were and never could be enough people. They had to make 
an inventory of aU the goodS (and expose aU the thieving salespeo
ple, though not with a view to prosecution), reprice them-and 
begin trading the very next day at the new prices, which were so 
very advantageous to the toilers. But the total length of aU rail
ways and highroads in our desert district was ... zero kilometers, 
and shops out in the wilds just never could bring these new prices, 
so advantageous to the toiler, into operation before May 1: for a 
solid month aU . shops stopped trading altogether, while the lists 
were being reckoned up and confirmed by the RaiPO, and deliv
ered by camel. But in the district center itself, trade could simply 
not be disrupted just before May Dayl 

By the time we arrived in the RaiPO, fifteen people-permanent 
staff and ·temporaries-were already working on it. Every desk 
was sheeted with inventories on rough paper, and nothing could 
be heard but the clicking of abacuses-on which the expert book
keepers were both multiplying and dividing-and businesslike 
exchanges of abuse. They sat us down to work at once. I was soon 
fed up with multiplying and dividing on paper, and I asked for a 
calculating machine. There wasn't a single one in the RaiPO, and 
anyway none of them knew how to use such a thing, but someone 
remembered seeing some sort of gadget with figures in a cupboard -... 
at the District Statistics Administration, only nobody there used 
it either. They telephoned, went over, and came back with it. I 
started whirring, and quickly jotting down rows of figures, while 
the senior bookkeepers glowered at me, wondering whether I was 
a rival. 

I just turned my handle and thought to myself: How quickly a 
zek gets cheeky--«, putting it in literary language, how quickly 
a man's requirements growl I was dissatisfied because they had 
tom me away from the play I was writing in my dark hovel; 
dissatisfied because they had not given, me a job in a school; 
dissatisfied because they had/orred me-to what? to dig in frozen 
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soil? to mix mud for bricks with my bare feet in icy water? No, 
they had forcibly put me at a clean desk to turn the handle of a 
calculating machine and enter figures in columns. At the begin
ning of my time in the camps, if they had ordered me to do this 
blissful work twelve hours a day, without pay, for as long as I was 
inside, I should have been beside myself with joyl As it was, they 
were paying me 450 rubles for it, I should be able to drink a liter 
of milk every day, and I was turning my nose up and wanting 
more. 

The RaiPO had been bogged down in the repricing exercise for 
a week (each item had to be put in the right category for the 
overall price requction, then reclassified for the rural price differ
eqtial) and still not a single shop could begin. trading. Then the 
obese chairman, who beat all the rest for idleness, assembled us 
all in his purely ceremonial office, and said: 

"Right, listen. According to the latest findings of medical sci
ence, nobody needs eight hours' sleep. Four hours are absolutely 
adequate! So these are my orders: you'll start wClrk at seven A.M., 

finish at two A.M.; one hour's break for dinner and one for sup
per." 

As far as I could tell, not one ofus was amused rather than awed 
by this stupefying outburst. We all shrank into ourselves, said 
nothing, plucked up our courage only to discuss the best time for . 
the supper break. 

This was it-the exile's lot, of which I had been warned. It was 
made up of orders like this. All those sitting there were exiles, 
trembling for their jobs: if they were dismissed, it would be a long 
time before they found anything else in Kok-Terek. And anyway, 
it was not for the -director personally, it was for the country, it had 
to be done. They even thought the latest findings of medical sci
ence quite reasonable. Oh, how I longed to get up and jeer at that 
self-satisfied hogl To relieve my feelings just for onceLBut that 
would have been "Anti-Soviet Agitation," pure and simple-incit
ing people to sabotage an operation of major importance. You go 
through life from stage to stage-schooiboy, student, citizen, sol
dier, prisoner, exile-and it is always the same: the bosses are 
always too heavy, too strong for you, and you must bow down and 
keep silent. 

If he had said until ten in the evening I would have stayed. But 
he was ordering us to face bloodless execution; ordering me, in this 
place, where I was free, to stop writing! Oh, nol To hell with you 
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and with the price reductions. My camp experience suggested a 
way out: not to answer back, but quietly to do the opposite. I 
tamely listened to the order with the rest of them, but at five 
o'clock I rose from my desk and left. And I did not return until 
nine in the morning. All my colleagues were already sitting there, 
counting. or pretending to count. They looked at me as though I 

. were crazy. M--z, who secretly approved of my behavior but 
dared not imitate me, informed me privately that the boss had 
stood over my empty desk screaming that he would drive me· a 
hundred kilometers into the desert. 

I admit. that my heart was in my boots. The MVD could of 
course do anything. They could easily chase me out there. A 
hundred kilometers-why not?-and I would have seen the last 
of the district center. But I was born lucky: I had landed on the 
Archipelago after the war, missing the most lethal period; and 
now I had arrived in exile after Stalin's death. In the past month 
something new had crept through even to our local MVDcoDi
mand 

Almost imperceptibly, a new time was beginning-the mildest 
three years in the history of the Archipelago. 

The chairman did not summon me, or come to see me. I fiDished 
the day's work still fresh, with dozing and delirious people all 
around me, and decided to leave at five in the evening Bgain. I 
didn't care how it ended, as long as it was quick. 

How often in my life have I observed that a man can safely 
sacrifice Ii great deal as long as he clings to the essential. The play 
which I had been carrying within me even in the Special Camp, 
at hard labor, I refused to sacrifice--and I triumphed. For a whole 
week they all worked nights-and they got used to my empty 
desk. Even the chairman just looked the other way when he passed 
me in the corridor. 

But it was not my destiny to bring order into the rural coopera
tives of Ka-uk-stan. A young Kazakh, head of a teaching depart
ment, suddenly appeared in the RaiPO. Until I appeared he had 
been the only university graduate in Kok-Terek, and very proud 
of it. My arrival, however, did not arouse his envy. Whether he 
wanted to reinforce his school before the first batch of pupils took 
their final exam, or to vex the snakelike director of the Education 
Department, I don't know, but he ordered me to "bring your 
diploma along q~ckly." I ran home like a schoolboy to fetch it. 
He put it in his pocket and went off to a trade union conference 
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in Dzhambul. Three days later he looked in again and laid before 
me an extract from an order made by the Oblast Education De
partment. Over the same shameless signature which had certified 
in March that the schools in the district were fully staffed, I was 
now, in April, appointed to teach both math and physics, to both 
graduating classes, and just three weeks before their final examina
tion! He was taking a chance, this director of studies. Not so much 
politically; what he had to fear was that I might have forgotten 
all my mathematics during my years in the camps. When the day 
of the written examination in geometry and trigonometry arrived, 
he did not allow me to open the envelope in the presence of my 
pupils, but took all the teachers into the headmaster's office and 
stood over me while I solved the problems. The fact thai my 
answers coincided with those in the envelope put him, and the 
other math teachers, in a festive mood. It was easy enough to pass 
for a second Descartes in that place! I had still to learn that every 
year, during the final examinations, there were periodic calls from 
the villages to the district center: We can't work it out! It wasn't 
formulated properly! The teachers themselves had only seven 
years of schooling behind them. . . . 

Shall I describe the happiness It gave me to go into the class
room and pick up the chalk? This was really the day of my release, 
the restoration of my citizenship: I stopped noticing all the other 
things which made up the life of an exile. 

When I was in Ekibastuz our column was often marched past 
the local school. I would look upon it as at some inaccessible 
paradise, at the children running about the yard, at the teachers 
in bright dresses, and the tinkle of the bell from the front steps cut 
me to the heart. I had been reduced to such desperate longing by 
my hopeless prison years, my years of general labor in the camps. 
It seemed to me the supreme, heartbreaking happiness to enter a 
classroom carrying a register as that bell rang, and start a lesson 
with the mysterious air of one about to unfold wonders. (This was, 
of course, my teacher's gift craving satisfaction, but,partly perhaps 
my hunger for self-esteem. I needed the contrast after years of 
humiliation, years of knowing that my talents were unwanted.) 

But while my gaze was fixed on the life of the Archipelago and 
the state at large, I had lost sight of something very elementary: 
that sometime during or since the war the Soviet school had died; 
it no longer existed; there remained only a bloated corpse, a bag 
of wind. In the capital and in the hamlet the schools were dead. 
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When spiritual death creeps through the land like poison gas, the 
school and its pupils are of course among the first to suffocate. 

Yet I only discovered this soine years later, when I returned 
from the land of exile to metropolitan Russia. In Kok-Terek I had 
no inkling of it: in the deadly fog of obscuration all around us, the
exile children had not yet choked, they still lived. 

Those were very special children. They were growing up in the 
consciousness of their depressed status. In school council meetings 
and other waftling sessions, they were described and sometimes 
heard themselves described as Soviet c6iIdren, growing up to live 
under Communism, whose freedom of movement was only tempo
rarily restricted-no' more than that. But they felt, every one of 
them. felt the collar arowld his neck, had felt it from early child
hood, as long as he could remember. The whole world which they 
knew from magazines and films.-so varied, so rich, bubbling with 
life-was inaccesst1Jle to them. and there was no hope of entering 
it even for the boys, through the army. There was a very faint 
chance that a very few ·would obtain permission from the MVD 
post to go to a city, to be allowed when they got there to take an 
entrance examination, to be admitted to an institute, if they 
passed, and once in, to complete their studies successfully. So that 
all the discoveries they would ever make about the vast, inexhaust
ible world must be made there, in the school, which, for many 
years, was the beginning and end of their education. Moreover,life 
in the-wilderness was so starkly simple that they were free from 
the distractions and dissipations which spoil twentieth-century 
urban youth from London to Alma-Ata. In the urban centers, 
children had lost the habit and the taste for study, studied as 
though discharging an irksome obligation, just to stay on the 
books till they were olc;l enough to leave. But for the children in 
our exile colonies, if they were well taught, there was nothing 
more important in life, nothing else mattered. Studying avidly, 
they felt that they were rising above their second-class status, 
competing on equal terms with first-class children. Only in earnest 
study could they slake their ambitions. 

(No, there were other ways: by holding elective office in school; 
in the Komsomol; and, from the age of sixteen, at the polls, in 
general elections. How they longed, poor things, for the illusion 
of equal rights, if nothing more. Many proudly joined the Kom
somol and made sincere political declarations in their five-minute 
speeches. I tried to instill into one German girl, Victoria Nuss, 
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who had won a place in a two-year teachers' training college, the 
idea that an exile should be proud of his position, not distressed 
by it. It was hopeless. She looked at me as though I had gone mad. 
Of course, there were others who did not hurry into the Kom
somol. They were hauled in forcibly. You still haven't joined, 
although you're allowed to-now why is that? In Kok-Terek some 
young girls, GermaDs, members of a clandestine religious sect, 
were compelled to join to save their parents from being driven 
farther out into the desert. Whoso shall offend one of these little 
ones ... it were better for him that a millstone were hanged about 
his neck.) 

I have been speaking all this time about the "Russian" classes 
in the Kok-Terek school (there were scarcely any Russians proper 
among them-they were Germans, Greeks, Koreans, a few Kurds 
and Chechens, some Ukrainians from families which had settled 
in the region at the beginning ofthe\century, and Kazakhs whose 
parents had "responsible posts" and wanted their children edu
cated in Russian). But most of the Kazakh children were in "Ka
zakh classes." They were in very truth still savages, and most of 
them (those who were not corrupted by the high standing of their 
families) were very straightforward, sincere, with a sound sense of 
good and evil until false or conceited teachers perverted it. In fact, 
nearly all teaching in Kazakh was merely the propagation of 
ignorance: the first generation, dragged with difficulty through 
their diploma course, half-educated and hugely self-important, 
dispersed to instruct the rising generation, while Kazakh girls left 
schools and teachers' training colleges with "satisfactory" marks 
in spite of their utter and impenetrable ignorance. So that when 
these barely civilized children caught a glimpse of real teaching, 
they drank it in not just with their eyes and ears but with open 
mouths. 

With such receptive children, I reveled in my teaching duties 
at Kok-Terek, and for three years this sufficed to keep me happy 
(and perhaps it would have done so for many years longer). There 
were not hours enough in the timetable for me to correct or make 
up for the mistakes and omissions of the past, so I prescribed 
additional evening classes, group discussions, field work, astro
nomical observations, and they turned up in greater numbers and 
higher spirits than if they had been going to the cinema. I was also 
put in charge of a class-a purely Kazakh class at that-but even 
this was almost enjoyable. 
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However, the bright side was bounded by the classroom door 
and the lesson bell. In the staff common room, the director's office, 
and the District Education Department, the atmosphere was 
smirched not just with the petty tyranny universal in our state, but 
with a more pernicious variety peculiar to the land of exile. When 
I arrived there were already some Germans, and some administra
tive exiles, among the teachers. We were all in the same oppressed 
situation: every opportunity was taken to remind us that we were 
allowed to teach on sufferance, and that this favor could always 
be withdrawn. The exiles on the staff, even more than other teach
ers (though they, too, were just as dependent), dreaded angering 
high officials in the district by failing to give their children good 
marks. They dreaded, too, angering the authorities with poor 
examination results-and deliberately marked too high, making 
their own contribution to the propagation of ignorance in Kazakh
stan at large. Apart from this, special dues and duties fell upon 
exile teachers (and also their young Kazakh colleagues): 2S rubles 
were deducted every payday, for whose benefit nobody knew. The 
headmaster, Berdenov, might suddenly announce that it was his 
little daughter's birthday, and the teachers would have to contrib
ute SO rubles each for a present. Apart from this, one or another 
of the teachers would be called to the headmaster's office or the 
Education Department and asked for a "loan" of 300 to SOO 
rubles. (These things, however, were typical of the local style or 
system. Kazakh pupils were forced to give a sheep or half a sheep 
each for the graduation ceremony; those who did were assured of 
their certificates even if they were completely ignorant. The gradu
ation party would turn into a great booze-up for the district Party 
activists.) In addition, all the district bosses were taking corre
spondence courses, and teachers in our school were forced to 
complete all their written tests for them (the orders were transmit
ted as though from feudal lords, through the directors of studies, 
and the teacher serfs were not even vouchsafed a look at their 
external students). 

I don't know whether it was firmness on my part, made possi~le 
by my ''irreplaceability,'' which became immediately obvious, or 
whether it was the milder climate of the times, or perhaps both, 
that helped me to keep my neck out of this harness. My pupils 
would be eager to learn only as long as I marked honestly, and I 
did so, with no thought for district secretaries. Nor did I pay any 
levies, or make "loans" to the bosses (the snaky head of the 
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Education Department had the impudence to askl). I thought it 
quite enough that the needy state fleeced us of a month's sa1ary 
every May (exile had restored to us the free man's privilege, denied 
us in the camps, of subscribing to the state loan). But my concern 
for principle stopped there. 

I worked side by side with the biology and chemistry teacher 
Georgi Stepanovich Mitrovich, a Serb who had done a tenner on 
the Kolyma for "counter-revolutionary Trotskyite activity," and 
who, though now old and sick, fought doggedly for justice in the 
local affairs of Kok-Terek. Dismissed from the District Health 
Department, he had nonetheless been taken on by the school, and 
had transferred his efforts there. Indeed, wherever you looked in 
Kok-Terek there was lawlessness aggravated by ignorance, bar
baric conceit, and smug clannishness. This lawlessness was a dark 
and tangled thicket, but Mitrovich fought selflessly and disinter
estedly against it (with Lenin's name on his lips, it is true), exposed 
the corrupt at teachers' meetings and district teachers' confer
ences, failed ignorant high-ranking external students and "one
sheep" graduating students, wrote compbiints to the oblast center, 
to Alma-At&, sent telegrams to Khrushchev in person (seventy 
parents' signatures were collected for appeals on his behalf, and 
such telegrams were dispatched in another district, because they 
would not have got through from ours). He demanded checkups. 
inspections, then, when inspectors arrived and turned against him, 
he would start writing again; he was analyzed at special teachers' 
meetings, accused of filling children with anti-Soviet propaganda 
(and came within a hairbreadth of arrestl), accused no less seri
ously of ill-treating the goats that browsed on the Young Pioneers' 
garden plots; he was dismiAACd and reinstated, he tried to get 
compensation for enforced absence from work, he was transferred 
to another school, refused to go, was dismissed again-he put up 
a splendid fightl If only I had joined him. what a drubbing we 
would have given them! 

Yet I gave him no help at aU. I held my peace. I always avoided 
taking part in, the final vote (so as not to be against him) by 
slipping away to a club meeting or a tutorial. In this way I did 
nothing to prevent the external students with Party cards from 
obtaining pass marks: they were the regime-let them cheat the 
regime of which they were part. I had my own concerns to keep 
secret: I was writing and writing. I was saving myself for a differ
ent struggle later on. But there is a larger question to be answered: 



The Good Life in Exile I 433 

was Mitrovich's struggle right? Was it necessary? 
His battle was utterly hopeless, and he knew it: no one could 

unrav.e1 that tangled akein. And if he had won hands down, it 
would have done nothing to improve the social order, the system. 
It would have been no more than a brief, vague gleam of hope in 
one narrow little spot, quickly swilllowed by the clouds. Nothing 
that victory mightbring could balance the risk of tearrest-which 
was the price he might pay (only the Khrushchev era saved Mi
trovich). Yes, his battle was hopeless, but it is human to be out
raged by injustice, even to the point of courting destruction! His 
struggle could end only in defeat-but no one cOuld possibly call 
it useless. If we had not aU been so sensible, not aU been forever 
whining to each other: ·'It won't help! It can't do any goodl" our 
land would have been quite different! Mitrovich was not even a 
citizen-he was only an exile-but the district authorities feared 
the flash of his spectacles. .. 

They feared him, yes, but when election time came around
the bright day on which we -elected our beloved democratic rulers 

\-'-the difference disappeared between the intrepid warrior Mi
troVich (where was his fighting spirit now?), my noncommittal 
self, and M-· -z, who was even more ~ed, and ·on· the face 
of it the most pliant of the three; we aU alike coilcealed our 
sutreririg and our disgust and took part in that festival of fools. 
Nearly aU exiles had permission to take part·in elections, they cost 
so little, and even those depri-,ed of righl8 suddenly discovered 
themselves on the list and were hurried off to vote at the double. 
We did not even have voting booths in Kok-Terek. There was one 
box, with undrawn curtains, somewhere up a corner, so ·out of the 
way that it would have ~ embarrassing to make for it; Voting 
consisted in carrying the ballot forms to an urn as quickly as you 
could and tossing them in. Even stopping to scrutinize the candi
dates' names was enough to rouse suspicion: why read them
maybe you think the Party organs don't know whom to nominate? 
When he had cast hiS vote,everyone was entitled to go boozing 
(drink his wages, or an advance which would always be given at 
election time). Dressed in their best suits, they aU (exiles included) 
exchanged solemn greetings, wishing each other a happy holi
day .•.. 

That's one good thing you can say for the camps-there were 
none of these elections! . 

Once, Kok-Terek elected a people's judge, a Kazakh~nani-
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mously, of course. As usual, they congratulated each other on the 
great day. But a few months later this judge was accused of a 
criminal offense, by the district in which he had previously dealt 
justice (unanimously elected there, too). It turned out that in 
Kok-Terek, also, he had already had time to line his pockets 
comfortably with bribes from private persons. Alas, they had to 
remove him and hold a by-election. Once more the candidate 
came from outside, a Kazakh whom nobody knew. On Sunday the 
whole town dressed in its best, voted early in the morning and 
unanimously. The same happy faces exchanged felicitations in the 
streets, without a twinkle in the eye. 

In hard-labor camp we had openly mocked at the whole farce, 
but in exile you must not be too ready to share your thoughts: the 
exile's life is like that of the free-and the first habit of free men 
he adopts is the worst: their reticence. M--z was one of the few 
with whom I could talk about sucb things. 

They had sent him there from Dzhezkazgan-and without a 
kopeck: his money had been kept back somewhere along the line. 
This did not worry the MVD in the least-they simply took him 
off the prison dole and turned him onto the streets of Kok-Terek, 
to steal or die, just as he pleased. That was when I lent ~ ten 
rubles and earned his gratitude forever, It was a long time before 
he stopped reminding me how I had saved him. One of his fixed 
characteristics was never forgetting a kindness. Nor an injury 
either. (He bore a grudge against Khudayev, for instance-the 
Chechen boy who had nearly fallen victim to a blood feud. But 
nothing stands still in this world: Khudayev, after his narrow 
escape, viciously and unjustly took out his spite on M--z's son.) 

As an exile with no professional qualifications, M--z could 
not find a decent job in Kok-Terek. The best that came his way 
was the post of assistant in the school labs, which he greatly 
prized. But hiS post required him to be at everyone's beck and call, 
never to answer back, never to have a mind of his own. He did 
keep his thoughts to himself, he was unreachable under his out
ward politeness, and no one knew the first thing about him, not 
even why at nearly fifty he had no profession. He and I somehow 
became friendly, we never clashed, and quite often helped each 
other; our reactions and our way of expressing them, acquired in 
the camps, were identical. So that although he kept quiet about 
it for a long time, I finally learned the carefully concealed story 
of his public and his private past. It is instructive. 
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Before the war he had been secretary of the District Party 
Committee at Zh--, and during the war was officer in charge 
of the cipher section of a division. He had always held high posi
tions, always been a person of consequence, never experienced the 
petty troubleS of lesser folk. Then one day in 1942 one regiment 
in the division did not receive the order to retreat in time, and the 
cipher. section was to blame. The mistake had to be corrected. but 
it also happened that all M-z's subordinates had been killed 
or disappeared somewhere, and the general sent M--z himself 
to the forward sector, into the jaws of the pincers which were 
already closing on the regiment. Order them to retreatl Save theml 
M--z went on horseback, deeply distressed and fearing for his 
life. On the way he found himSeIf in such danger that he decided 
to go no farther, and doubted whether he would survive even 
where he was. He deliberately stopped, abandoned the regiment 
to its fate, betrayed it, dismounted, threw his arms -around a tree 
(or hid behind it from bursting shells), and ... and solemnly swore 
to Jehovah that if he lived he would be zealous in the faith and 
observe the holy law punctiliously. It all ended happily: every man 
in the regiment was killed or taken prisoner, but M--z came out 
alive, was sentenced to ten years in a camp under Article 58, did 
his time--and here he was now in Kok-Terek, with me. How 
rigorously he fulfilled his vowl His Communist past had left no 
trace in his heart or his mind. Only when his wife tricked him into 
it would he eat unclean fish, fish without scales. He could not 
avoid coming to work on Saturdays, but endeavored to do nothing 
while there. At home he rigorously observed all the rituals, and 
prayed-secretly, as Soviet circumstances demand. 

Understandably, he revealed his story to very few people. 
To me, it doesn't seem so very simple. The only simple thing 

about it is something which people in our country are particularly 
reluctant to accept: that the innermost core of our being is religion 
and not Party ideology. 

How are we to judge him? Under whatever code of law you like 
-criminal law, military law, the laws of honor, the laws ofpatrio
tism, and the laws of the party-this man deserved death or 
obloquy; he had destroyed a whole regiment to save his own· life, 
not to mention his failUre at that moment to hate as he should the 
most terrible enemy the Jews had ever had. 

But M--z could have appealed to some higher code of law 
and retorted: Are not all your wars caused by the imbecility of 
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politicians? What made Hitler cut his way into Russia, if not 
imbecility-his own, and Stalin's, and Chamberlain's imbecility? 
And now you want to send me to my death? Was it yOU who 
brought me into the world? Some will object that he should have 
said this (and so then should all those in the dOOlJ1ed regiment!) 
on enlistment, when they were giving him a handsome uniform to 
wear, not out there with his arms around a tree. Logically I have 
no intention of defending him; logically I o.!Jght to have hated him, 
despised him, felt sick when I shook hands with him. 

But I hod no such feelings toward him. Because I had not 
belonged to that regiment, not felt what it was like to be in theil' 
situation? Because I suspected that a hundred other factors had 
combined to decide theil' fate?· Because I had never seen 
M---z in his pride, but only when he was vanquished? Whatever 
the reason, we shook hands warmly and sincerely every day, and 
never once did I feel that there was anything disgraceful in it. One 
man can be bent into so many shapes in a lifetime! How different 

che may become, for himself as well as for others. And one of these 
different selves we readily, eagerly stone to death, obeying an 
order, the Jaw, an impulse, or our blind misconception. 

But what if the stone slips from your hand? What if you yourself 
are deep in trouble, and begin to look at things with different eyes? 
At the crime. At the criminal. At him and at yourself. 

In this thick volume we have pronounced absolution so often. 
lhear cries of astonishment and indignation. Where do you draw 
the line? Must we forgive everyone? 

No, I have no intention of forgiving everyone. Only those who 
have fallen. While the idol towers over us on his commanding 
eminence, his brow creased imperiously, smug and insensate, 
mutilating our lives-just let me have the heaviest stone! Or let a 
dozen of us seize a battering ram and knock him off his perch. 

But once he is overthrown, once the first furrow of self-aware
ness runs over his face as he crashes to the ground-lay down your 
stonesl 

He is returning to humanity unaided. 
Do not deny him this God-given way . 

• 
After the places of exile described earlier, I have to admit that we 
in Kok-Terek, and exiles in Southern Kazakhstan and Kirghizia 
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generally, were privileged. They settled us in inhabited places, that 
is to say, where there was water arid the soil was not altogether 
barren (in the Chu Valley and the Kurdai district it was indeed 
highly fertile). Very many of us landed in towns (Dzhambul, 
Chimkent, TaIass, even Alma-Ata or Frunze), where lack of rights 
made no palpable difference between us and other townspeople 
who had rights. FOod was cheap, and work easy to find in these 
towns, and especiaUy in industrial settlements, because the local 
population lacked all enthusiasm for industry, skilled trades, and 
intellectual occupations. But even those who ended in rural areas 
were not invariably driven into the kolkhoz. There were four 
thousand people in our Kok-Terek, most of them exiles, but only 
some Kazakh sections of the town came under a kolkhoz. The rest 
all managed to find jobs at the Machine and Tractor Station, or 
took a nominal job somewhere, even at a derisory salary, and lived 
on a quarter of a hectare of irrigated garden, with a cow, some 
pigs, and some sheep. Significantly.. a group of Western Ukraini
ans living among us (m administrative exile after five years in the 
camps), and working hard building adobe houses for the local 
construction agency, found life on the clay soil of Kok-Terek 
(which burned to dust unless it was heavily irrigated, but was at 
least not kolkhoz land) so much more comfortable than life on the 
kolkhoz in their beloved and flourishing ~e that }Vhen the 
release order came they all stayed in Kok-Terek for good. 

The security officers in Kok-Terek were lazy, too-one instance 
in which the universal Kazakh laziness was beneficial. There were 
a few informers among us, but we hardly noticed and came to no 
harm from them. 

The main reason for their inactivity, however, and for the 
steady relaxation of discipline was the onset of the Khrushchev 
era. Its impact, muftled by the jolts and wobbles along the way, ' 
at last reached even us. 

There was a disappointment to begin with: the "Voroshilov 
amnesty" (as the Archipelago called it, although it was promul
gated by the Seven Boyan).· Stalin's cruel joke with the politicals 
on July 7, 1945, was a lesson which had not sunk in and was 
forgotten. Both in the camps and in exile, whispered rumors of an 
amnesty flourished. People have a remarkable capacity for pig
headed credulity. N. N. Grekova, for instance, a repeater with 
fifteen years of hell behind her, kept a picture of clear-eyed Voro
shilov on the wall of her little hut, and believed that a miracle 
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would come from him. Well, the miracle came: it was·in a decree 
signed by Voroshilov that the government eqjoyed another laugh 
at our expense, on March 27, 1953. 

Strictly speaking, it was impossible ~ invent any obvious and 
reasonable excuse for the grief-stricken rulers of a grief-stricken 
country to set criminals free just .t that moment in March, 1953 
-unless perhaps they were suddenly overwhelmed by a sense of 
the transience of all that is. Though in ancient Russia, too, so 
Kotoshikhin teIIs us, it was the custom to release criminals on the 
day of a Tsar's interment, which incidentally was the signal for an 
orgy of looting (''the Muscovites are not God-fearing by nature, 
they rob the male and the female sex alike of their garments in the 
street, and beat them to death''). I It was just the same on this 
occasion. With Stalin in his grave, his successors were anxious for 
popularity, though their explanation connected the amnesty with 
"the eradication of crime in our country." (Who, then, were all 
those people inside? If it had been true, there would have been no 
one to release!) Since, however, they were still wearing Stalinist 
blinkers. still slavishly thinkiiJg along the same old lines, they 
amnestied thieves and gangsters, but only those 58's with ''up to 
five years inclusive." The uninitiated, with the ways of decent 
governments in mind, might suppose that ''up to five years" would 
enable three-quarters of the politicals to go home. iii fact, only 1 
or 2 percent of our kind had such childish sentences. (The thieves 
were set loose upon the local inhabitants like locusts, and it was 
only some time later and with considerable strain that the militia 
reinstalled the amnestied bandits in their old reserve.) 

The amnes~ had interesting repercussions in our place of exile. 
There were some among us who had served a "kid's sentence" (up 
to five years) in their time, but then instead of being allowed to 
go home had been exiled without trial. In Kok-Terek this was true 
of certiIin very lonely old men and women from the Western 
Ukraine and Western Byelorussia-tbe meekest and unhappiest 
people in the world. They cheered up gieatly after the amnesty, 
and waited to. be sent home. But some two months later came the 
usual heartless clarification: inasmuch as they had been exiled 
(after having served their time in the camps and without trial) not 
for five years but in perpetuity, the previous five-year term of 

1. I quote fronI PIekhanov,I:ntJrlya RuakoJ 0bIhc1wstPell1Uli Mpli (,4 HI8tDry of RImitui 
Socflli TIIoug/rt). Moscow. 1919, Vol. I. Part 2, Chap. 9. 
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iinprisonmentwhich had led to their exile did DOt count, and they 
were not covered by the amnesty .... Then there was Tonya 
Kazachuk, a completely free woman who had come' from the 
Ukraine to join her exiled husband, and had been registered as an 
exile settler for the sake of tidiness. When the amnesty came she 
rushed to the MVD post. "Ah," they very re8JoDably retoned, 
"you didn't get five years like your husband; you're ~ indefi
nitely so the amnesty doesn't affect you;" 

Draco. Solon; and Justinian the lawgiverS would have burst 
with indignationl ... 

So DOone got anything out of the amnesty. But as the months 
went by, and especially after the fall of Beria:, by slow degrees, 
without fanfares, genuine relaxation began creeping into the land 
of exile. They allowed the five-year people to go home: They began 
allowing the children of exiles to attend higher-educational insti~ 
tutions in the vicinity. At work they stopped addressing exiles 
with rude familiarity. Life was easier all the timet Exiles began to 
rise in their professions. 

Vacant desks were seen in the MVD post. '"That other officer 
-where is he?" ''He doesn't work here now." The staffwas.being 
drastically reduced, ·thinned out. They started handling us more 
gently. The sacred duty to report ceased to be quite so sacred. If 
a man had not turned up by dinnertiine---"Never mind, next time 
will .dol" One national group after another had certain rights 
restored. Travel within the district was DOW unrestricted, and trips 
to other ob1asts much freer. Rumors lew thicker and faster: 
''They're going to let us go home.", Sure enough, they let the 
Turkmen go (those who were exiled for having been prisoners of 
war). Then the Kurds. Houses were put up for sale, and house 
prices tottered. 

They also released some elderly administrative exiles: people 
had pleaded their cause in Moscow, and 10 and behold, they were 
rehabilitated. Excitement rippled through the exiles, leaving them 
feverish and confused. "Shall we be on the move soon? Is it really 
possible? ...... 

Ridiculousl As though that regime could ever become any 
kinder. The camp had taught me to be consistent in my disbelief. 
And anyway, there was no special need for me to believe: here, in 
the great Russian heartland, I had neither family nor friends, 
whereas here, in exile, I was experiencing something like happi
ness. I doubt whether I had ever lived so comfortably. 
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True, during my first year of exile a deadly disease was torment
ing me, as though it was in league with my jailers. And for a whole 
year no one in Kok-Terek could even determine what it was. I 
could hardly stand on my feet in front of my class. I slept badly, 
and ate very little. AU that I had pre..viously written in the camp 
and stored in my memory, and aD that I had composed in exile 
since, I had to write down hastily and bury in the ground (I 
remember clearly that night before I left for Tashkent, the last 
night of 1953: it seemed as though for me life, and literature, was 
ending right there. I felt cheated) 

But my illness abated, and my two years of truly Beautiful Exile 
began, with only one hardship, one sacrifice to cast a shadow: I 
dared not marry, because there was no woman whom I could trust 
with the secrets of my lonely life, my writing, my hiding places. 
But aD my days were lived in a state of constant blissfully height
ened awareness, 8Jld I felt no constraint on my freedom. At school 
I could give as many lessons as I wanted, in both shifts-and every 
lesson brought a throbbing happiness, never weariness or bore
dom. And every day I had a little time left for writing-and there 
was never any need for me to attune my thoughts: as soon as I sat 
down the lines raced from under my pen. On those Sundays when 
we were not turned out to thin beet in the kolkhoz, I wrote without 
pause-the whole Sunday through! While I was there I also began 
on a novel (impounded ten years later), and I had writing enough 
for a long time ahead. As for publication-that was not to be 
expected until after I was dead. 

By now I had some money, so I bought a little clay house for 
myself, and ordered a finn table to write on, but I went on sleeping 
on the same old bare wooden boxes. I also bought a shortwave 
radio set, covered my windows at night, glued my ear to the silk 
over the speaker, and through the cascading crash of jamming 
tried to catch some of the forbidden news we longed for, and to 
reconstruct from the general sense the parts I could not hear. 

We were so worn out by decades of lyin~, we yearned 
for any scrap of truth, however tatte:red--and yet this work was 
not worth the time I wasted on it: the infantile West had no riches 
of wisdom or courage to bestow on those of us who were nurtured 
by the Archipelago. 

My little house stood on the extreme eastern edge of the settle
ment. Beyond my gate there was an irrigation channel, the steppe, 
and the sunrise each morning. Whenever there was a puff of wind 
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from the steppe, my lungs drauk it in greedily. In the dusk arul 
at night, whether it was dark or mOODlit, I strolled about alone out 
there, inhaling arul exhaling like a lunatic. There was no other 
dwelling less than a hundred meters oft', to left, to right, or to the 
rear onne. . 

I was fully resigned to living there, if not ~ perpetuity," then 
for twenty years at least (I did not believe that conditions of 
general freedom would come about sooner arul I was not far 
wrong). I seemed to have lost a11desire to go elsewhere (although 
my heart stood still when • looked at a map of Central Russia). 
I was aware of the whole world not as something beckoning to me 
from outside, but as something experienced arul assimilated, en
tirelywitbin myself, so that nothing remained for me to do but 
write about it. 

I was replete. 
When Radishchev was in exile, his friend Kutuzov wrote to him 

as follows: lilt grieves me to tell you this, my friend, but .•• your 
position has its advantages. Cut oft' from all men, remote -from all 
the objects thai dazzle us-you can all the more profitably voyage 
within yourseIt; you can gaze upon yourself dispassionately, arul 
CODSeqUentIy form tess biased judgments about things at which 
you previously looked through a veil of ambition arul worldly 
cares. Many things wiD perhaps appear to you in a completely new 
aspect" 

Precisely So. And because I cherished the purer vision it gave 
me, I was fully CODSCious that exile was a blessing to me. 

. Meanwhile, the shifts arul stirrings in the exile world were more 
arul more noticeable. The MVD officers becaine positively kindly, 
and their numberS were further minced. The nominal punishment 
for running away was now only five years-and evtD this was not 
imposed. One after another, national groups ~~ to 
the MVD, and then were granted the right to 1eM:~~ of 
joy and hope c:Iisturbed our quiet exile. Suddenly, witho1\.t hint or 
warning, yet another amnesty crept up on us-the .. Adenauer 
amnesty" of September, 1955. This was after Adenauer had visited 
Moscow and stipulated that Khrashchev should free all the Ger
mans. No sooner had Nikita ordered their release than the absurd
ity of the sitnation--releasing the Germans and holding on to 
their Russian collaborators with twenty-year sentences-"W8S real
ized. But since these were all Polizei. headmen appointed by the 
Germans, or V1asovites, no one was anxious to draw much public 
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attention to this amnesty. And anyway, there is a general law on 
the dissemination of information in our country: trivialities are 
shouted from the rooftops, important news stealthily leaked. So 
that the biggest of all political amnesties since the October Revolu
tion marked no special day, and was proclaimed on September 9 
in a single newspaper-Izvestiya-and even there on an inside 
page, with no comment whatsoever, not a single article to keep it 
company. 

How could 1 help being agitated? 1 read it: "Amnesty for per
sons who collaborated with the Germans." Where did that leave 
me? Apparently it did not apply to me: 1 had served in the Red 
Army throughout. To hell with you, then-so much the less to 
worry about. Then my friend L. Z. Kopelev wrote from Moscow: 
he had flourished this amnesty in a Moscow militia station and 
talked them into giving him a temporary residence permit. Shortly 
after, they had sent for him. "What's the idea, trying to bamboozle 
us? You weren't a collaborator, were you?" "No." "And you did 
serve in the Soviet Army?" "Yes." "Right; get the hell out of 
Moscow within twenty-four hours." He stayed where he was, of 

. course, but "after nine in the evening I'm on tenterhooks-every 
ring of the bell, 1 think they've come for mel" 

1 thought with pleasure how much better off 1 wasl Once I'd 
hidden my manuscripts (I did this every evening), 1 slept like a 
babe. 

From my clean desert 1 imagined the teeming, fretful, vainglori
ous capital-and felt no urge at all to go there. 

My Moscow friends, however, insisted. "Why have you taken 
it into your head to stay there? ... Ask for a judicial review. They 
have started reconsidering cases!" 

Why; should I? ... Where 1 was, 1 could spend a whole hour 
watchDtg-;tke ants who had bored a hole in the mud-brick founda
tions of my house without foremen, warders, or commanders of 
Camp Divisions; carrying loads of husks for their winter store. 
One morning they suddenly failed to appear, although the ground 
outside the house was strewn with husks. As it turned out, they 
had anticipated long before, they knew, that there would be rain 
that day, although the cheerful sunny sky gave no warning. After 
the rain the clouds were still heavy and black, but they crept out 
to work: they knew for sure that it would not rain again. 

There, in the silence of exile, 1 could see with perfect certainty 
the true course ofPushkin's life. His first piece of good fortune was 
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his banishment to the south, his second and greatest his banish
menlto Mikhailovskoye. There he should:have lived, and gone on 
living, instead of hankering for other places .. What fatal compul
sion drew him· to Petersburg? What fatality prompted him to 
marry? ... 

Still, it is difficult for a human heart to follow where reason 
leads. Difficult for a wood chip not to sail with the pouring stream. 

The Twentieth Congress arrived. For a long time we knew 
nothing about Khrushchev's speeCh. (They. started reading it to 
some people in Kok-Terek, but kept it secret froin the.exiles, and 
we learned about if from the BBC.) But Mikoyan"s words in an 
ordinary open newspaper were enough for me: ''This is the firSt 
Leninist CongresS" ••• since such and such a year. I knew thaf 
my enemyStaiin had faUen, which meant that I was on the way 
up. 

And so ... I applied for a review of my case. 
Then, in spring, they lifted sentences of exile from aU 58's. 
In my weakness I abandoned my crystalline exile. And went 

into the turbid outside world. 

The feelings of a former zek as he crosses the Volga from east 
to west to travel aU day in a clailking train over the wooded 
Russian plain do not form part of this chapter. 

In Moscow that summer, I phoned the Public. Prosecutor's 
Office to ask how my appeal was going. They asked me to call 
another number-and the cordial, unassuming voice of an interro
gator invited me to look in at the Lubyanka for a chat. In the 
famous office on Kuznetsky Most where passes were issued, they 
told me to wait. Suspecting that somebody's eyes were already on 
me, studying my face, in spite of my inner tension I put on a look 
of good-natured weariness and pretended to be watching a child 
who was playing, with no enjoyment at aU, in the middle of the 
waiting room. Just as I thought! My new investigating officer was 
standing there in civilian clothes, observing mel When he had 
satisfied himself that I was not a white-hot enemy, he came up and 
very amiably took me to the Big Lubyanka. While we were still 
on the way, he was full of regrets that my life had been so horribly 
messed up (by whom?), that I had been denied wife and children. 
But the stuffy, electric-lighted corridors of the Lubyanka had not 
changed since I had been taken through them with shaven skull, 
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hungry, sleepless, buttonless, hands behind my back. "What a 
brute of an investigator. you got, that yezewv. 1 remember his 
name; he's been demoted since." (He was probably sitting in the 
next room and ca1ling my man names .... ) "I was in coun~ 
pionage, the naval branch of SMERSH. We didn't have people 
like thatl" (Ryumin was one of yours. You had LevShln and 
Libin.) But 1 nodded innocently: of course you didn't. He even 
laughed at my 1944 witticisms about Stalin: "You put it very 
neatlyl" He praised the stories 1 had written at the front, which 
were on the file as incriminating evidence. "There's nothing anti
Soviet in theml Take them if you like, try and get them published." 
But 1 refused in a feeble, almost expiring. voice. "Heavens, no,l've 
given up literature long ago. If I live another few years, my dream 
is to study physics." (Seasonal camouftagel This is the game we 
shall play from now on.) 

Spare the rod and spoil the ... man. Prison was bound to teach 
us sOmething. If only how to behave in front of the Cheka-GB. • 



Chapter 7 

• 
Zek$ at Liberty 

We have had a chapter in this book ~ .. Arnst. .. Do we aeed 
one DOW caJ1ecl '"Relea8e''1 '-

Or those on·whom the thunderbolt of &mit at one time or . 
another feD (I sbaII speak only of 58's). I doubt whether a fifth, 
I should like to thiak that an eisbth lived to experience this 
"telease. .. 

And anyway. release is surely sometIring everybody under
staDds. It bas been described soofteo in world 'literature. shown 
in so manyllms: UDlock my cluageon-oat into the !lIIIISJrine-.tU . 
crowd goes wild-open-armed relatives. 

But there is a curse on those "released" ·uiJder the joyless sky 
of the ArcbipeJago. aud as they move into freedom the clouds will 
grow darker. 

Only in its Iotis-windedness. its leisureliness. its otiose flourishes 
(what aeed bas the law to hurry now?). does release. dift'er from 
the Jishtuing stroke of arrest. In all other respects. release is arrest 
all over apin.,the same sort ofpnnishini ~ from state to 
staie, shattering your breast. the structure of yOQJ' Qfe, aad your 
ideas. aud promising nothing in ieturn. ' . . . 

If &mit is like the swift touch of frost on a Iiquicl:aurface. 
release is the uncertain half-thaw between two frosts. 

Between two arrests. 
. Because in this country. whenever someone is released. somo-
where an arrest must follow. 

The space between two arrests-that is what release meant 
throughout the forty pre-1Chrushchev years. 

445 
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A life belt thrown between two islands-splash your way from 
camp to camp! ... 

The wait between the very first day and the very last-that's 
what a stretch means. The walk from one camp boundary to the 
next-that's what is meant by release. 

Your muddy green passport, which the poet so insistently bade 
all men envY, • is smirched with Article 39 of the law on passports, 
in black indelible ink. This means that you will not be given a 
residence permit in a town, even a small one, nor will you ever get 
a decent job. In the camp at least you received your rations, but 
here you do not. 

Moreover, your freedom of movement is illusory .... 
Not "released," but "deprived of exile" would be the best de

scription of these unfortunates. Denied the blessings of an exile 
decreed by fate, they cannot force themselves to go jnto the Kras
noyarsk taiga or the K.azakh desert, where there are so many of 
their own kind, so many exes, all around. No, they plunge deep 
into the tormented world of freedom. where everyone recoils from 
them, and where they are marked men, candidates for a new spell 
inside . 

. Natalya Ivanovna Stolyarova was discharged from Karlag on 
April 27, 1945. She could not go away immediately: she had to 
obtain a passport, she had no bread card, nowhere to live, the only 
work offered was splitting logs for firewood. When she had gone. 
through the few rubles collected by friends inside, Stolyarova 
returned to the camp gates, told the guards some tale about com
ing to fetch her things (the locai customs were patriarchal), and 
... went home to her hut! There never was such happiness! Her 
friends flocked around, brought her gruel from the kitchen (oh, 
how nice it tastedl), laughed and listened to her stories about how 
lost and homeless she had been outside. No, thanks-we're more 
comfortable here. Roll call. One too many! ... The duty officer 
scolded, but let her stay in camp overnight (May Day eve); as long 
as she pushed off in the morning! 

Sto1yilrova had worked hard in the camp, never eased up. 
(She had come to the Soviet Union from Paris when she was 
quite young, had been put inside shortly afterward, and had 
been longing to be freed so that she could see something of her 
Motherlandl) As a reward for her "good work" she had been 
discharged on privileged terms: she was not assigned" to any 
specified locality. Those who were sent to a particular place 
found jobs somehow: the militia could not chase them off else-
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where. But Stolyarova, with her "clean" certificate of dis
charge, was like a dog turned out of doors. Wherever she 
went, the militia refused to register her. Moscow families she 
knew well would make tea for her, but no one offered her a 
bed. She spent her nights at the stations. (It was bad enough 
that militiamen walked around aU night to prevent people 
from sleeping,· and turned them out before dawn so that the 
floors could be swept-but that was not aU: any discharged 
zek WDOse path has ever lain through a big station will remem
ber how his heart sank at the approach of a militiaman. How 
stern he looksl His nose, of course, tells. him that you are a . 
former zekI Any moment now he'll ask for your papei'Sl He 
will take away your discharge certificate-aod that's it, you're 
a zek again. For us rights, laws, even the human being himself, 
are nothing: the document is everything! Any minute now he'll 
lay hands on your certificato-and that's that. . . . These are 
our feelings. . . .) Stolyarova wanted to take a job in Lug&, 
knitting g1oves-not for toilers generally, mind you, just for 
German prisoners of war! Not only would they not take her, 
but the boss insulted her, with everyone listening. ''Trying to 
worm her way into our organizationl We know their sly tricks! 
We've read our Sheininl" (Oh, that fat Sheininl If he had any 
shame, he'd hang himseIfl) 

It's a vicious circle: no job without a residence permit, no resi
dence permit unless you have a job. And without a job you have 
no bread card either. Former zeks did not know the rule that the 
MVD is reqnired to find them work. And those who did know 
were afraid to apply in case they were put back inside. ... 

You may be free, but your troubles are only beginning. 

In my student days, there was a stl'a!lge professor at Rostov 
University called N. A. Trifonov. His head was always pulled into 
his shoulders, he was always tense and jumpy, he didn't like 
people calling to him in the corridor; We learned later that he had 
been inside-and if anybody called out his name in the corridor 
he thought perhaps the security oflicershad sent for him. 

At the Rostov Medical Institute after the war, a doctor dis
charged from a camp preferred not to wait for the second arrest 
he thought inevitable, and committed suicide. Anyone who has 
sampled the camps. who knows them, may very well make this 
choice. It is no harder. 

Really unlucky were those who were released too soon! Avenir 
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Borisov's turn came in 19%. He went not to some big town but 
to his native settlement. All his old friends, people he bad grown 
up with, tried to avoid him in the street, or to pass by .without 
speaking (and these were yesterday's fearless front-line soldiers!); 
if conversation was quite unavoidable they made a few carefully 
noncommittal remarks as they edged away. Nobody ever asked 
him how life bad treated him all those years (although most ofus 
probably know less about the Archipelago than about Central 
Africal). (Will our descendants ever realize how well trained our 
free citizens were!) However, one old friend ofhis student days did 
invite him to tea in the evening, after dark. Such friendlinessl Such 
warmth! There can be no thaw without latent heat! Avenir asked 
to see some old photographs and his friend got out the albums for 
him. The friend bad forgotten-and was surprised when Avenir 
suddenly rose and left without waiting for the samovar. llnagine 
Avenir's feelings when he saw his own face inked out in all the 
photographsP 

Later on, Avenir moved up in the world a little, and became 
superintendent of an orphanage. Those growing up under his care 
were the children of soldiers, and they shed tears of outrage when 
the children of well-off' parents called their superintendent "the 

. jailer." (There is never anyone around. to explain: their parents 
ought rather to be called the jailers, and Avenir the jailee. In the 
last century the Russian people would never have shown such 
insensitivity to its own language!) 

Although he was in under Article 58, Kartel was administra
tively discharged from a camp in 1943 with pulmonary consump
tion. He bad a black mark in his passport-he could not live in 
any town, could not get work, he could only die slowly-and 
everyone shunned him. Then ... the recruiting commission ar
rived in a hurry, looking for men to fight. Although he bad tuber
culosis in an advanced form, Kartel declared himself fit: he would 
perish among his peersl He served at the front almost till the end 
of the war. Only in the hospital did the eye of the Third Section 
detect an enemy of the people in this self-sacri6.cing .soldier! In 
1949 he was marked down for arrest as a repeater, but good people 
in the military registration department came to his help. 

I. Five yean later the friend put the blame for this on his wife: abe bad inked over the 
pbotosrapbs. Ten yean after that em 1961) the wife came to Avenir in the district trade 
union committee to ask for a pass to go to Socbi. He pve it to her, and abe reminisced 
ellbsively about their former friendship. 
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In the Stalin years the best way to be released was to go through 
the gates and stay right there. Such people were already bown 
at work and were given jobs. Even the MVD men, when they met 
them in the street, looked on them as people who had passed the 
test. 

Not always, though. When Prokhorov-Pustover was released in 
1938 he stayed on at Bamlag as a free engineer. Rosenblit, the 
head of the Security Section, told him: ''Y ou've been released, but 
remember you'll be walking a tightrope. One little slip, and you're 
a zek again. We shouldn't even have to put yOU on triaL So watch 
your step-and don't start imagining that you're a free citizen. II 

Sensible zeks of this sort, who stayed on near the camps, volun
tarily choosing prison as a variety of freedom, can still be found 
in hundreds of thousands out in the backwoods, in such places as 
the Nyrob or Narym districts. And if they have to go inside again 
-it's less trouble; it's just next door. 

On the Kolyma there was realty not much choice: they hung on 
to people. The discharged zek immediately signed a voluntary 
undertaking to go on working for Dalstroi. (permission to leave 
for the mainland was even harder to obtain than your discharge.) 
N. V. Surovtseva, for instance, was unlucky enough to reach the 
end of her sentence. Only yesterday she had worked in the chil
dren's settlement, where she was warm and well fed. but now she 
was turned out to work in the fields, becaUse there was nothing 
else. Only yesterday she was assured of her bed and her rations, 
and now she had neither rations nor a roof over her head; she 
found her way to a ruined house with rotten floors (this on the 
Kolyma!). She was thankful for her friends in the children's settle
ment: for a long time after her release they went on "slipping" her 
food. "The oppressive burden of freedomll-that is how she de
scribed her new experiences. Only gradually did she get on her 
feet, to become in the end . . . a house owner! See het proudly 
standing outside a shack which some dogs would not wish to own 
(plate No. 6). 

(In case the reader thinks that all this is true only of the un
speakable Kolyma, let us move over to Vorkuta and look at a 
typical VGS [Temporary Civil Construction] hut, of the sort in 
which comfortable members of the free population-former zeks, 
of course-are housed [plate No. 7].) 

So that release can easily mean something much worse than it 
did for M. P. Yakubovich. A prison just outside Karaganda was 
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fitted out as a home for invalids-the TlkhoDOV home-and he 
was "released" into it, under surveillance and without the right to 
leave. 

Rudkovsky, when DO one would have him ("I dered just as 
much as I had in the camps"), went to the virgin lands, near 
Kustanai ("You meet all sorts of people there") .... I. V. Shved 
lost his hearing, assembling trains at Norilsk in the fiercest bliz
zards; later he worked as a stoker twelve hours a day. But he 
lacked the necessary certificates. The social security officials 
shrugged their shoulders. "Can you produce witnesses?" Well, 
there were the walruses .... I. S. Karpunich had done twenty years 
on the Kolyma, and was worn out and sick. But at the age of sixty 
he still hadn't "twenty-five years of paid employment" behind him 
-so DO pension. The longer a man had been in the camps, the 
sicker he was, the shorter his service record, and the slimmer his 
chances of a pension. 

We have, of course, no Prisoners Aid Society, as they do in 
England. It is frightening even to think of anything so heretical.2 

People write to me that "camp was one day in the life of Ivan 
Denisovich-and being back outside was another." 

But wait a minute! Surely, since then, the sun of freedom has 
risen? Surely hands have reached out to the hapless: ''It will never 
happen again. " Surely tears have even dripped onto the platforms 
of Party Congresses? 

Zhukov (from Kovrov): "Though I'm still not on my feet, I can 
more or less kneel now." But "we are still labeled convicts, and 
when staffs are reduced we're the first to go .... " P. O. Tikhonov: 
"I'm rehabilitated and work in a research institute, but it still feels 
like Ii continuation of the camp. Blockheads just like our bosses 
in the camps" still have power over him .... O. F. Popov: "What
ever anybody says, or writes, my colleagues only have to learn that 
I've been inside, and they start 'accidentally' turning their backs 
on me." 

2. Nowadays the same sort of thinS bappeus to bytoYiki (nonpo1i1ical olI'enders). A. L 
Bur/ake went to the Aaaniev district Party headquarters: ''This is not an appointments 
bureau"; to the District Attorney's 0IIIce: "That's not our job"; and to the town soviet: 
"Y ou'U have to waiL" He was without work for five months (1964). At Novorossiisk em 
1965) they immediately made P. K. Ycsorov sign an undertaking to leave the town in 
twenty.four hours. In the City Executive Committee's olllce he showed them a camp 
commendation for "excellent work" -and they laughed. The secretary of the City Party 
Committee simply threw him out. He went away, bn'bed somebody, and stayed in Novoros
slisk. 
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Yes, the devil is strong! Our Fatherland is like this: to shove it 
a yard or two along the road to tyranny, a frown, a little cough, 
is enough. But to drag it an inch along the road to freedom you 
must harness a hundred oxen and keep after each of them with a 
cudgel: "Watch where you're pulling! Watch where you're goingl" 

What about the·formalities of rehabilitation? Ch--, an old 
woman, receives a brusque summons: "Report to the militia at 10 
A.M. tomorrow." Nothing morel Her daughter hurries there with 
the summons that evening. "I'm afraid for her; this could kill her. 
What's it all about? What should I prepare her for?" "Don't be 
afraid-it's something that will pleose her: her late husband has 
been rehabilitated." (But perhaps the news will be like wormwood 
to her? That would never occur to her benefactors.) 

If these are the forms which our mercy takes, just imagine what 
our cruelty is like! 

What an avalanche of rehabilitations there was! But even this 
could not crack the stony brow of our infallible society! For the 
avalanche fell not on the road along which you need only frown, 
but on that for which you must harness a thousand oxen. 

"Rehabilitation was just a stuntl" ~ bosses will tell you so 
frankly. ''Far too many were rehabilitated/" 

Voldemar Zarin (Rostov-on-the-Don) did fifteen years and 
meekly held his tongue for another eight. Then in 1960 he thought 
it right to tell his fellow employees how bad things were in the 
camps. He was put under investigation, ~d a KGB major told 
him: "Rehabilitation does not mean that you were innocent, only 
that your crimes were not all that serious. But there's always a bit 
left over'" 

In Riga, also in 1960, Petropavlovsky's colleagues to a man 
joined in making his life a misery for three months on end, because 
he had concealed the fact that his father had been shot ... in 19371 
. Komogor is at a loss. "Who is supposed to be. in the right 

nowadays, and who is guilty? Where do I put myself when some 
plugugly suddenly starts talking about equality and fraternity?" 

After his rehabilitation Marke10v became-of all things
chairman of an industrial insurance council, or putting it simply, 
of the trade union branch in a cooperative enterprise. The chair
man of the enterprise would not risk leaving this chosen of the 
people alone in his office for a single minute! And Bayev, secretary 
of the Party Bureau, who was simultaneously in charge o/person
nel. to be on the safe side intercepted all mail intended for Mar-
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kelov as head of the trade union committee. "There's a piece of 
paper about midterm elections to local committees-has it come 
your way'l" "Yes, there was something a month ago." ''WeD. I 
need itl" ''Here you are, then-read it. but be quick; it's nearly 
time to go hamel" "Look, it's addressed to mel I'll let you have 
it back tomorrowl" ''What are you talking about-it's an official 
document. " Put yourself in Marke!ov's shoes, with a thug like 
Bayev over yOU; imagine that your salary and residence Permit 
depend entirely on the said Bayev-and fill your lungs with the 
air of freedmnl 

Deyeva, a schoolteacher, was disnJissed for ''inuJujrality'': she 
had Iowemi the dignity of her calling by marrying . . . a dis
charged convict (a pupil of hers in the camp)1 

And this was under Khrushchev, not Stalin. 
You have nothing concrete to show for your past except the 

Certifteate. 
A small sheet of paper, 12 centimeters by 18. Declaring the 

living "rehabilitated .. and the dead "dead." The date of decease 
there is noway of checking. Death occurred at-a big capital "Z" 
(meaning ''in prisonj. Capse of death-you can leaf through a 
hundred of them and find the same "disease of the day,'" Some
times the names of (bogus) witnesses are added. 

While the real witnesses aU reinain silent. 
We ... are silent. _ 
From whom can future generations learn anything? The door 

is locked. nailed up; th~-cracks papered over .•.. 
"Even the young," Verbovsky complains, "look upon the 

rehabilitated with suspicion and contempt." 
Not aU of them. though. The majority of young people could 

not care less whether we have been ~ilitated or not. whether 
twelve million people are still inside or are inside no longer; they 
do not see that it affects them. Just ~ long as they themselves are 
at liberty, with their tape recorders and their disheveled girl 

- friends. 
A fish does not campaign against fisheries-it only tries to slip 

through the mesh. 

3. YOUDg Ch-aa asked 81) unsuspecting girl to show her aU forty carda in a batch. 
00 every one the same liver compJaiot bad '-' entered in the same baodwritlogl •.. And 
then there Was this sort or thing: "Yoor husband (AIeksaodr Petrovich Malyavko
vysotaky) died before be could be brouaht to triaJ, and caooot tbcrefoze be rehabilitated. " 



Zeks at Liberty I 453 

• 
Just as a common illness develops dift'erendy in difrerent people. 
the eft'ects of freedom upon us Varied gready, as closer inspection 
will show. 

Its physical eft'ects, to begin with ... Some bad overstrained 
themselves in the fight to end their time in the camps alive. They 
had endured it all like men of steel, consuming for ten whole years 
a fraction of what the body requires; working and slaving; break
ing stones half-naked in freezing weather-and never ~tching 
cold. But once their sentence was served, once the inhuman pres
sure from outside was lifted, the tension inside them also sW:k
enecl. Such people are destroyed by a sudden drop in pressure. The 
giant Chulpenyo'\l, who bad never caught cold in seven years as 
a lumberjack, contracted a variety of illnesses once he was freed. 
... O. A. Sorokin: "After rehabilitation my mental health, which 
had been the envy of my comrades in the camp, steadily deteri
orated. A succession of neuroses and psychoses •.• " Igor Kami
nov: "After my rele8se I weakened and went to pieces, and I seem 
to find things much harder outside." 

There used to be a saying: The hard times brace you, and the 
soft times drive you to drink. Sometimes a man's teeth would all 
fall out in a year. Sometimes he would grow·~ld overnight. An
other man's strength would give out liS soon as he got home. and 
he would die burned out. 

Yet there were others who took heart when they were released. 
For them, it was time to grow younger and spread their wings. (I, 
for one. stillioQk younger than I did in the first photograph I had 
taken in exile.) It CQIDC8 as a sudden revell,tion: life after all is so 
easy when yoiJ're.~ There, on the Archipelago, .the force of 
gravity is quite ~ your legs are as heavy as an elephant's, 
but here they. move .. idmbly as a sparrow's. All the problems 
which tease and ~ men who have always been free we solve 
with a single click of the tongue. We have our own cheerful 
standards: "Things have been worser' Things used to be worse
so now everything is quite easy. We never get tired of repeating 
it: Things have been worse! Things have been worse! 

But the pattern of a man's future may be even more firmly 
drawn by the emotiona1 crisis which he undergoes at the moment 
of release. This crisis can take very dift'erent forms. Only on the 
threshold of the guardhouse dO you begin to feel that what you 
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are leaving behind you is both your prison and your homeland. 
This was your spiritual birthplace, and a secret part of your soul 
will remain here forever-while your feet trudge on into the dumb 
and unwelcoming expanse ofJreedom. 

The camps bring out a man's character-but so does release! 
This is how Vera Alekseyevna Komeyeva, whom we have met 
before in our story, took leave of a Special Camp in 1951. "The 
five-meter gates closed behind me, and although I could hardly 
believe it myself, I was weeping as I walked out to freedom. 
Weeping for what? ... I felt as though I had tom my heart away 
from what was dearest and most precious to it, from my cOmrades 
in misfortune. The gates closed-end it was all finished. I should 
never see those people again, never· receive any news from them. 
It was as though I hod pa&red on to the next world. ••• " 

To the next world! • • • Release as a form of death. Perhaps we 
had not been released? Perhaps we had di~ to begin a completely 
new life beyond the grave? A somewhat ghostly existence, in 
which we cautiously felt the objects about us, trying to identify 
them. 

Release into the world of the living had of course been thought 
of quite differently. We had pictured it as Pushkin did: "And your 
brothelS shall return your sword to you."· But such happiness is 
the lot of very few generations of prisoners. 

It was as though our freedom was stolen, not authentic. Those 
who felt like this seized their scrap of stolen freedom and ran with 
it to some lonely place. ''While in the camp almost all my closest 
comrades thought, as I did, that if ever God allowed us to leave 
the camp alive, we would not live in towns, or even in villages, but 
somewhere in the depths of the forest. We would find work as 
foresters, rangers. or failing that, as herdsmen, and stay as far 

. away as we could from people, politics, and all the snares and 
delusions of the world." (y. V. Pospelov) For some-time after he 
was discharged Avenir Borisov shunned other people and took 
refuge in the countryside. "I felt like hugging and kissing every 
birch tree, every poplar. The rustle of fallen leaves (I was released 
in autumn) was like music to me, and tears came to my eyes. 1 
didn't give a damn that 1 only got sao gnims of bread-I could 
listen to the silence for hours on end, and read books, too. Any 
sort of work seemed easy and simple now that 1 was free, the days 
flew by like hours, my thirst for life was unquenchable. If there 
is any happiness in the world at all, it is certainly that which comes 
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to any zek in the first year of his life as a free maul" 
It is a long time before people like this want to own anything: 

they remember that property is easily lost, vanishes into thin air. 
They have an almost superstitious aversion to new things, go on 
wearing the same old clothes, sitting on the same old broken 
chairs. One friend of mine had furniture so rickety that there was 
nothing you could safely sit or lean on. They made a joke of it. 
''This is the way to live-between camps." (His wife had also been 
inside.) 

L. Kopelev came back to Moscow in 1955 and made a discov
ery: "I am ill-at-ease with suCcessful peoplel I k~ up an acquaint
ance only with those of my former friends who are in some way 
unluckY." 

But then, only those who d.ecline to scramble up the career 
ladder are interesting as human beings. Nothing is more boring 
than a man with a career. 

But people vary. And many crossed the line to freedom with 
quite different feelings (especially in the days when the Cheka
KGB seemed to be closing its eyes a little). Hurrahll'm freel One 
thing I solemnly swear: Never to land inside againl Now I'm going 
all out to make· up for what I've missed. 

Some want to make up for the appointments they should, have 
" held. some for the titles (learned or military) they might have won, 
some for the money they could have earned and salted away (it 
is considered bad taste among us to talk about salaries or savings 
accounts, but this does not mean people don't keep track). Others 
want to malce up for their unborn" children. Others, well . . . 
Valentin M. swore' to us in jail that when he got out he would 
make up for all the girls he had missed, and true enough, for some 
years on end he spent his days at work and all his evenings, even 
in midweek, with girls, different girls all the time; he slept only 
four or five hours a night, became wizened and old. Others want 
to catch up on meals, or furniture or clothes (to forget how their 
buttons were" cut off, how their best things were damaged beyond 
repair in the sterilization rooms of bathhouses). Once again buying 
becomes their favorite occupation. 

How can you blame them when they have indeed missed so 
much? When such a large slice has been cut out of their lives? 

There ar~ these two reactions to freedom and, corresponding to 
them, two attitudes to the past. 

You have lived through years of horror. You &.renot a foul 
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murderer, not a dirty swindler-so why should you try to forget 
prison and labor camp? Why need you be ashamed of them? 
Wouldn't it pay you to thlnk yourself the richer for them? 
Wouldn't it be more fitting to take pride in them? 

Yet so many (some of them neither weak nor stupid, people of 
whom you would not expect it) do their best toforgetl To forget 
as qUickly as they can! To forget utterly and finallyl To forget as 
though it had never happened! 

Y. G. VendeJstein: "As a rule you try not to remember-it's a 
defensive reflex." Pronman: "To be honest, I didn't .want to meet 
former inhabitants of the camps and be reminded of things." S. 
A. Lesovik: "When I returned from the camp I tried not to re
member the past. And you know, I very nearly succeeded" (until 
she read One Day). S. A. Bondarin (I had known for a long time 
that in 1945 he had been in the same cell in the Lubyanka before 
me; I offered to give him the names not only of ourc:eUmates, but 
of those with whom he had previously shared a cell, people I had 
never known at all-end this is the answer 1 got): "I've tried to 
forget all those who were inside with me." (After that I did not, 
of course, even trouble to answer bim.) 

I can understand the orthOdox avoiding old acquaintances from 
the"camps: they are sick of barking one against a hundred; their 
memories are too painful. In any case, what would they want with 
those unclean philistines? And how can they call themselves loyal 
Communists, unless they. forget and forgive and return to their 
former condition? After all, they had humbly petitioned for it four 
times a year: Take me backl Take me backt rve been good and I 
will be goocJl4 What did going back mean to them? Above all, 
recovering their Party cards. Their service records. Their senior
ity. Their merit awards. 

Vmdicated-and as I tIlke back my Party card 
A sun-warmed breeze caresses me. 

Camp experience is a scummy contagion of which they mUst 
quickly swab themselves clean. Sift it, sluice it as long as you like 
-you will find not the tiniest grain of precious metal inyour camp 
experience. 

Take the old Leningrad Bolshevik VasUyev. He had done two 

4. 'Ibis _ their cry when they came JICIIIria8 out in 1956: they 1nousht with them the 
stale air or the tbIrties, just as tItousb they had opened a stuft'y chesI, and'hoped to start 
just where they bad left oil when they wen: am:sted. 
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tennel'S, each with a five-year "muzzle" (deprivation of civil 
rights). He was given a special pension by the repubHc. "I am fully 
provided for. All praise to my Party and my people." (Wonderful 
words: there bas been nothing Hke this since Job glorified God: for 
his sores, the loss of_his cattle, the famine, the deaths of his 
cbildren, his humiliations--blessed be Thy name!) But he is no 
loafer, this Vasilyev, no mere passenger: ''I am a member of a 
commission for combating parasitism." In other words, he putters 
away as far as his aging powers permit, contributing to one of the 
worst legal abuses of the day. There you see it-the face of Right
eousness! ... 

It is equally understandable that stooHes have no wish to re
member, Or to meet people: they fear exposure and reproach. 

But what about the rest? Aren't they taking servility too far? Is 
it a voluntary pledge they make, for fear of landing inside again? 
Nastenka V., who landed in jail with a bullet wound, presses her 
fists to her temples and exclaims: "I want to forget it all Hke a 
hallucination, to escape from nightmarish visions of my past in 
those hellish camps." How could the classical scholar A.D., whose 
normal occupation was pondering over episodes in ancient history 
-how couldeven he command himself to ''Corget it all"? Ifhe can 
do that, will he ever understand anything in the whole history of 
mankind? 

Yevgeniya D., talking to me in 1965 about her spell in the 
Lubyanka in 1921, before her marriage, added: ''But I never said 
a thing about it to my late husband-I forgot" Forgot? Forgot to
tell the person closest to her, the person with whom she shared 
her Hfe? Perhaps we need to be jailed more often! 

Or do you think I judge too harshly? Perhaps this is just the 
normal behavior of average human beings? Proverbs, after all, are 
made up about peOple: "If there's good luck tomorrow you'll 
forget all your sorrow." "As the paunch grows, the memory 
goes. " Yes, men lose their shape-and their memoriesl 

My friend and co-defendant Nikolai V.-the puerile efforts that 
put us behind bars were as much his as mine-thought of his 
whole past as a curse, as the shameful failure of a fooHsh man. He 
plunged into scholarship, the safest of all occupations, hoping to 
mend' his fortunes. In 1959 I started talking to him about Paster
nak, who was still alive but hemmed in by his persecutors. He 
didn't want to hear about it. ''Never mind about all that rot. Just 
let me tell you about the fight Pm luning in my departmentl" (He 
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was always locking horns with somebody, looking for promotion.) 
Yet the tribunal had thought him worth ten y~ in the camps. 
Perhaps one good flogging was all he deserved? 

Then there was Grigory M--z: he was discharged, his convic
tion was declared null and void, he was I:ehabilitated, they gave 
him his Party card back. (Nobody, of course, stops to ask whether 
you have started believing in Jehovah or Mohammed in the mean
time; nobody entertains the possibility that not one particle of 
your old beliefs has survived all that time-here, take your Party 
card!) He passed through my town on his way back from Kazakh
stan to his native Zh--, and I met his train. What was he 
thinking of now? Hold on-could he be hoping to get back into 
some Secret or Special or Specialist Section? Our conversation was 
rather disjointed. He never wrote me another line. . . .. 

Or take F. Retz. Nowadays he is the head of a housing bureau, 
and also a member of a volunteer patrol for assisting the militia. 
He talks self-importantly about his present life. And although he 
hasn't forgotten his old life-who could forget t:ighteen years on 
the Kolyma?-he talks about the Kolyma with much less feeling, 
wonderingly, as though not sure thilt it all really happened. Surely 
it couldn't have happened .... He has shed his past. He is sleek 
and satisfied with the world at large. 

The thief who goes straight and the ersatz political who forgets 
are much alike. Now that they· are back in the fold, the world 
becomes comfortable again; it neither prickles nor pinches. Just as 
they used to think that everyone was inside, they now think that 
no one is inside. May Day and the anniversary of the Revolution 
regain their old, comfortable meaning-they are no longer those 
grim days on which we stood in the cold to be searched with more 
than the ordinary sadistic thoroughness, and were packed in 
greater numbers than usual into the congested cells of the camp 
jail. But never mind these grand occasions. If during his day's 
work the head of the family is praised by his bosses-it's a red
letter day, and dinner will be a feast. 

Only at home with his family does the sometime IllllftYr permit 
himself an occasional grumble. Only there does he occasionally 
remember, to make them fuss over him and appreciate him the 
more. Once through the door-he has forgotten again. 

We must, however. not be so unbending. It is of course a univer
sal human characteristic: a man returns after hurtful experiences 
to his old self, to many of his old (not necessarily adInir8ble) ways 
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and habits. This is a manifestation of the stability ofbis personal
ity, his genetic pattern; H it were not so, man would probably not 
be man. The same Taras Shevchenko whose despairing verses 
were' quoted earliers wrote joyfully ten years later that "not a 
single lineament in my inner self has changed. I thank my al
mighty Creator with all my heart and soul that He has not allowed 
my hom1>le experience to touch my beliefs with its iron claws." 

But how do they manage to forget? Where Can the art be 
learned? .. 

"Not" writes M. I. KalininiL "Nothing is forgotten, and nothing 
in my life will come right. It gives me no pleasure to be as I am. 
I may be doing weD at work, everything can be going smoothly 
in my home life-yet something endlessly gnaws at my heart, and 
I feel a boundless weariness. You will not, I hope, write that 
people . discharged from camps have forgotten it all and are 
happy?" 

Raisa Lazutina: "They teD us we shouldn't remember the bad 
things. But what if there is nothing good to remember? . . ." 
. Tamara Prytkova: "I was inside for twelve years, and although 
I've been free for eleven years since then I simp/ycannot see the 
polltt of living. I cannot see that there is any justice." 

For two centuries Europe has been prating about equality-but 
how very dift'erent we all are! How unlike are the furrows life ' 
leaves on our souls. We can forget nothing in eleven YeaJS--Or 
forget everything the day 8fter .... 

Ivan Dobryak: ''It's all behind me-but not quite all. I have 
been rehabilitated; but there's no peace for me. there are not 
many weeks when I sleep peacefu11y-I keep dreaming of the 
camp. I jump up in tears, or somebody takes fright and wakes me 
up." 

Ans Bernshtein dreams of nothing but the camp after eleven 
years. For five years I myself was always a prisoner in my dreams, 

. never a free man. L. Kopelev fell ill fourteen years after his dis
charge-and in his delirium he was back in jail immediately. 
"Cabin" and ''ward'' are words our tongues cannot pronounce at 
all-it's always "cell." . 

Shavirin: "To this day I cannot look calmly at German shep
herd dogs." 

Chulpenyov walks through a wood, but he cannot simply 

5. Part m. Cbapter 19. 
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breathe deeply and enjoy himself: "I look at the pine trees; oh, 
they're good ones, these, not too knotty, hardly any trimmings to 
burn; they'll make neat blocks .... " 

How can you forget if you settle in the village of Miltsevo, 
where nearly half the inhabitants have passed through the camps, 
most of them, it's true, for thieving. As you approach Ryazan 
station, you see that the fence is broken and three stakes are 
missing. Nobody ever repairs the hole-they seem to want it like 
that. Because the Stolypin cars stop exactly opposite this stop
they still do, they stop there to this dayl The Black Marias are 
backed up to the gap and the zeks are pushed through it. (This 
is less awkward than taking zeks across a crowded platform.) You 
are asked to give a lecture (1957) by the All-Union Society for the 
Dissemination of Ignorance, and find that the order is made out 
for Corrective Labor Colony No. 2-a women's division attached 
to the prison. You go to the guardhouse, and a familiar cap 
appears at the judas window. You walk with the education officer 
across the prison yard, and shabby, dejected women keep greeting 
you obsequiously before you can greet them. Now you are closeted 
with the head of the Political Section, and while he entertains you, 
you know that out there they are driving women out of their cells, 
rousing the sleepers, snatching saucepans from those using the 
individual kitchen: Oft'you.go, to the lecture, and look sharp about 
itt They round up enough to fill the hall. The hall is damp, the 
corridors are damp, the cells are probably damper still-and the 
unfortunate women laborers cough all through my lecture: loud, 
heavy, chronic coughing, short barking coughs, tearing gasping 
coughs. They are dressed not like women but like caricatures of 
women; the young ones are as angular and bony as old women, 
and they are all worn out and wishing my lecture would end. I feel 
ashamed. How I wish I could dissolve' in smoke and vanish. In~ 
stead of these "achievements of science and technology," I want 
to cry out to them: "Women! How long can this go on? ... " My 
eye immediately picks" out some fresh-looking, well-dressed 
women, some of them even wearing jumpers. These are the trust
ies. Ifllet my gaze rest on them and do not listen to the coughing, 
I can get through the lecture quite smoothly. They listen eagerly, 
never taking their eyes oft'me ... but I know that they are paying 
no heed to what I say, that it isn't the cosmos they are interested 
in: it's simply that they rarely see a man and so are looking me 
over carefully .... I start imagining things: any minute now my 
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pass wiD be taken away and I sbaIl have to stay here. And these 
waDs. only a few meters away from a street I know well, from a 
fiuniliar troUey-bus stop, will shut me off' from fife forever, wiD 
become, not waDs. but yean. .•. No, no, I sbaIl be leaving shortly\ 
For forty kopecks I sbaIl ride home on the trolley bus and there 
I shall eat a tasty supper. But I must not forget: they wiD all be 
staying here. They wiD go on coughing Jike that. Coughing for 
endIeas yean. 

Each year on the anniversary of my arrest I organize myself a 
"zek's day": in the morning I cut 01'650 grams of1nead, put two 
lumps of sugar in .: cup and pour hot water on them. For lunch 
I ask them to make me some broth and aJadlefal of thin mush. 
And how qnick1y I get back to my old form: by the end of the day 
I am already picking up crumbs to put in my mouth, and licking 
the bowL 'FIle old sensatioDs sIart up viYiclly. . 

I had also brought out with me, and still keep, my number 
patches. Am I the only one? In some homes they will be shown 
to you like holy relics. 

Once I was walking down Novoslobodskaya Street. The 
Butyrki Prison! "Parc:eJs Reception Room." I went in. It was full, 
mostly qf WOmen, but there were men, too. Some were handing 
over lJIlR'8Is,others staDding and talking. So th1s was where our 
parcels had come from! How interestingI With an air of complete 
innocence, I went over to read the rules. But a fat-faced sergeant 
~ marked me with his eaaJeeye and strodetowarcl me. "What 
do yon want, citiZen?" His nose told him that this was not a man 
with a parcel, but a man up to tricks. Obviously I still had a 
convict smell about mel 

Should we visit the dead.? Your own dead, lying where you, too, 
should be lying, run through with a bayonet? A. Y. Olenyev, an 
old man by then, went in 1965. With rucksack and stick, he made 
his way to the former Medical Section, and from there up the hill 
(near the settlement of Kerla1,. where the burial ground was. The 
hillside was full of skulls and bones,anclnowadays the inhabitants 
call it "Bone HilL" ~ 

In a remote northern town, where there is half a year of daylight 
and a half year of night, lives Galya V. She has nobody in all the 
world, and what she calls home is one corner of a nasty, noisy 
room. Her recn:ation is to take a book to a restaurant, order wine, 
and spend her time drinking, smoking, and "grieving for Russia." 
Her best-loved friends are care musicians and doormen. "Many 
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people who come back from you know where conceal their past 
I am proud of my life story." 

Associations of former zeks gather once a year, varying the 
place from time to time, to drink and reminisce. "And strangely 
enough," says V. P. Golitsyn, "the pictures of the past conjured 
up are by no means all dark and harrowing; we have many warm 
and pleasant memories." 

Another normal human characteristic. And not the worst. 
"My identification number in camp began with yery, V. L. 

Ginzburg rapturously informs me. "And the passport they issued 
to me was in the 'Zk' series!" 

You read it-and feel a warm glow. No, honestly-however 
many letters you receive, those from zeks stand out unmistakably. 
Such extraordinary toughness they show! Such clarity of purpose 
combined with such vigor and determination! In our day, if you 
get a letter completely free from self-pity, genuinely optimistic
it can only be from a former zek. They are used to the worst the 
world can do, and nothing can depress them. 

I am proud to belong to this mighty race! We were not a race, 
but they made us one! They forged bonds between us, which we, 
in our timid and uncertain twilight, where every maD is afraid of 
every other, could never have forged· for ourselves. The orthodox 
and the stoolies automatically removed themselves from our midst 
when we were freed. We need no explicit agreement to support 
each other. We no longer need to test each other. We meet, look 
into each other's eyes, exchange a couple of words-and what 
need for further explanation? We are ready to help each other out. 
Our kind has friends everywhere. And there are millions of us! 

Life behind bars has given us a new measure for men and for 
things. It has wiped from our eyes the gummy film of habit which 
always clogs the vision of the man who has escaped shocks. And 
we reach such unexpected conclusions! 

N. Stolyarova, who came from Paris of her own free.will in 
1934, into the trap which bit off the whole middle part of her life, 
far from torturing herself and cursing the day she came, says: ". 
was right to defy those around me, to defy the voice of reason, and 
come to Russia! Without knowing a thing about Russia, • under
stood intuitively what it would be like." 

At one time I. S. Karpunich-Sraven, then a fiery, successful, 
and impatient brigade commander in the Civil W'11', did not 
bother to examine the lists put before him by the head of the 



Zeksat LIberty I 463 

Special Section, but simply took: a blunt pencil and jotted down 
at the bottom, not the top of the page, "h m" -small letters, not 
capitals, and without periods, as though it was a triviality. 
("H.M." meant ''highest meai1J1'i of punishment .. .....;,f'or all of 
them!) After that he was promoted, and after that he spent twenty 
yean and a half on the Kolyma-end next we find him living on 
a lonely piece of land in the middle of the forest, where he waters 
his garden, feeds his hens, makes things in his carpenter's shop, 
does not petition for rehabilitation, uses foul language about Voro
shilov, filJs exercise books with endless angry 8D8WepI to every 
broadcast he hears and every newspaper article he Rads. But a few 
more years pass--and the farmyard philosopher thoughtfu1ly C0p
ies this aphorism out of a book: 

"It is not enough to love mankind-yOu must be able to stand 
people." And just before he died he wrote, in words of his own 
but words so startling· that you wonder -whether they belong per
haps to some myStic, or perhaps to the aged To1stoi: 

"I have lived and judged all things bY tbeir eft'ect on me. But 
now I am a difFerent man, and t have stopped judgiDg things in 
this ·way." . 

The remarkable V. P. Tarnovsky simply stayed on the Kolyma 
after serving·his sentence. He writes verses, but sends them to 
nobody. V erses like these:· . 

My Hfe is set in this far place 
And lived in silence, by God's wiU: 
For I haveseea Cain face to face 
And could not brins myself to kilI.' 

The only cause for regret is that we shall all die ~ one by one, 
without achieving anything worthwhile. 

• 
Freedom has something else in store for former convict&-reuIlion 
with family and friends. Reunion of fathers with SODS. Of hus
bands with wives. And it is not often that good comes out of these 
reunions. In the ten or fifteen years lived apart from. us, how could 
our SODS grow in. harmony with us: sometimes they are simply 

6. Truth demands tbat I ~ wbat bappl!Ded later: he left the 1CoJput, .• IQI!Qied 
unhappily. He Iaat biB spiritual equiIIbrimiI, sad does lICIt know how to act bis ~.Q1It 
ofthe-. . .. - . 
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strangers, sometimes they are enemies. Nor are women who wait 
faithfully for their h1U!hands often rewarded: they have lived so 
long apart, long enough 1'or a person to change completely, so that 
only his name is the same. His experience and hers are too differ
ent-and it is no longer possible for them to come together again. 

This is a subject which others can make into films' and novels, 
but there is no room for it in this book. ' 

Let me tell just one story, that of Marlya Kadatskaya. (plate 
No.8 shows Kadatskaya and her husband when they wqe young; 
Plate No.9, Kadatskaya as she is now.) , 

"In the first ten years my husband wrote me six hundred letters. 
In the next ten-;just one, and that one made me wish I was dead. 
When he got leave for the first time, after nineteen years, he went 
to stay with relatives and cmIy came to see me and my son for four 
days on his way throuSh. 1'he train by which we expected him was 
taken off that day. After a sleepless night I lay down to rest. I 
heard a ring. A strange voice said: 'I want to see MarlyaVenedik
tovna.' I opened the door. In came a stout elderly man in a 
raincoat and a hat. He walked right in without saying a word. Still 
halt asleep, I bad forgotten 1'or the moment that I was expecting 
my husband. We stood there. 'Don't you recognize me?' 'No.' I 
could only think that he was some relative of mine-I had a great 
number of them, whom I had not seen for many years. Then I 
looked at his compressed lips, remembered that I was expecting 
my husband, and fainted. My son arrived, and to make matters 
worse, he was unwell. So ~ere we stayed, the three of us, for four 
days, never once leaVing my one and only room. Father and son 
were very reserved with each other, and my husband and I hardly 
had a chance to taUc; tJae conversation was generaL He told us 
about his own • and was not a bit interested to know how we 
had got on in his absence. As he went, back to Siberia, he said 
aoodbye without looking me in the eye. I told him that my hus
band had died in the Alps (he had been in Italy, where the allies 
had h'berated him)." 

There are, however, reunions of a different and more cheerful 
kind. 

You may meet a warder or a camp commander. At the Teber
dinsk tourist center you suddenly Il=COgnize physical training in
structor Slava as a screw from Norilsk. Or Misha Bakst suddenly 
sees a famiiIar faee in the Leningrad Gastronom, and the other 
man notices him, too. Captain GUsak, commander of a Camp 
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Division, is now out ofuniform. "Wait a bit now, wait a bit. Didn't 
I see you inside somewhere? ... Oh, yes, I remember, we took your 
parcels from you for bad world" (He remembers! But all this seems 
natural to them,· as though they have been put in charge of us 
forever, and the present stage is just a short interval) 

You may (as Belsky did) meet your unit commander, Colonel 
Rudyko, who hastily agreed to your arrest to spare himself un
pleasantness. Also in civilian clothes and a neat fur cap, with an 
air of scholarly respectability. 

You may also meet your interrogator-the one who used to 
strike you or put you in to feed the bugs. Nowadays he is drawins 
a good pension, Hke Khvat for instance, who interrogated.and 
murdered the great Vavilov and now lives on Gorky Street. God 
save you from such a meeting-it is you &pin who will sutrer a 
blow to the heart, not he. 

Then again, you might meet the man who denounced you-the 
one who put you inside and is obviously Bourishing. For some 
reason heaven does not rain thundei'bolts on hiIQ. A prisoner who 
mums to his native pl8ce is bound to see those who informed on 
him. "Listen-why don't you bring a case against them?".~e 
hotheaded friend will urge him. "At least it would mean public 
exposure!" (And at most, as everybody knows ••• ) "No, I don't 
think so ••.• Let's leave things as they are," the rehabilitated 
prisoner will answer. 

Because to bring such a case you would have to begin by har-
nessing those hundred oxen. 

"Let life punish theml" says Aveair Borisov, with a shrug. 
It's all he can say. 
''That lady over there, L, a member of our union, once put me 

inside," said K. the composer to Shostakovich. "Nab a written 
. staterDent," Shostakovich angrily SUSSested. "and we'll expel her 
from the unionl" (Don't bet on it, though!) K. waved the thought 
away. "No, thank you. I've been draged around the Boor by this 
beard, and I don't want any more." 

But is it just a matter of retribution? 9. Polev complains 
that "when I came out, the dirty swine who landed me in jail 
the first time very nearly got me put away again-end would 
have pulled it oft" if I hadn't abandoned my family and left my 
home towIL." 

Now that's how it should be, that's our SoPkt way 0/ doing 
tlUngal 
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Which is the dream, which is the ignis fatuus-the past? or the 
present? ... 

In 1955 Bfroimson took Deputy Prosecutor General Salin a 
whole volume of criminal charges against Lysenko. "We are not 
competent to deal with tha4" Salin told him. "Address yourself 
to the Central Committee." 

Since when were they not competent? Or why had they not 
admitted as much thirty y~ before? 

The two false witnesses who put Chulpenyov in the Mongolian 
hole>-Lozovsky and Seryogin-=-are bothftourishing. Chulpenyev 
went to see Seryogin in the Consumer Services bureau of the 
Moscow Soviet, together with someone they had both known in his 
unit. "Let me introduce you. He was with us at Kbalkbin-Gol-do 
you remember?" "No, I don't" "A fellow by the name ofChul
penyov-do you remember him?" "No. I don't. The war scattered 
us in all directions." "So you don't know what became ofhim'l" "I 
haven't the slightest idea." "Oh, you lousy bastard, youl" 

There's no more to be said.- In the District Party Committee 
which has Seryogin on its books: "It can't be truel He's such a 
conscientious workerl" 

Conscientious worker . . . 
Nothing. and nobody, has budged. The thunder growled once 

or twiee>-and passed over with hardly a drop of rain. 
No, things are just where they werc>-so much so that Y. A. 

Kreinovich, the expert on languages of the Far North,' went back 
to work in the same institute, the same sector, with the very people 
who turned him in and who still hated him~ with these very same 
people he hangs up his overcoat and sits around· the conference 
table daily. 

It's rather as though the victims of Auschwitz and their former 
overseers set up a fancy-goods shop together. 

There are Obergruppen stoolies in the literary world, too. How 
many lives has Y. Blsberg destroyed? Or Lesyuchevsky1 ~very
body knows about them-and nobody dares touch them. Bfforts 
to have them expelled from the Writers' Union came to nothing. 
There was even less hope of getting them dismissed from their 
jobs. Or, needless to say, from the Party. 

7. It bas been aptly said of him that whereas some members of the People's W'ill Party 
achieved fame as philologists thanks to ,the Iieedom they enjoyed in exile, Kreinovich 
preserved his fame in sPite ofSts1in's camps: even on the Kolyma he did his best to study 
the Yukagir language. 
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When our Criminal Code was being drawn up (1926), it was 
calculilted that murder by slander was five times less serious and 
blameworthy than murder by the knife. (And anyway it was un
imaginable that under the dictatorship of the proletariat anyone 
would resort to such a bourgeois weapon as slander!) Under Arti
cle 95 a wittingly false denunciation or deposition aggravated by 
(a) accusation ofa serious crime, (b) motives ofpersonaJ. gain, or 
(c) the manufacture of evidence is punishable by deprivation of 
freedom for not more than. . • two years. And it can be as little 
as six months. 

The drafters of this article were either complete idiots, or only 
too farsighted. 

My guess is that they were farsighted. 
At every amnesty since then (the Stalin amnesty in 1945, the 

"Voroshilov amnesty" of 1953), they have remembered to include 
those sentenced under this little article, to look after their most 
dedicated helpers. 

Then, of course, there are statutory limitations. If you are 
falsely accused (under Article 58), there are no time limits. If 
you are the false accuser-there is a time limit, and you'll be 
protected. 

The case against Anna Chebotar-Tkach and her family was a 
patchwork of false depositions. In 1944 she, her father, and her 
two brothers were arrested for the alleged murder, allegedly for 
political reasons, of her sister-in-law. All three men were done to 
death in jail~ (They wouldn't confess.) Anna did ten years. The 
sister-in-law turned out to be unharmedl But another ten years 
went by with Anna vainly pleading for rehabilitationl As late as 
1964 the reply from the Prosecutor's Office was: ''You were con
victed by due process of law and there are no grounds for review." 
When in spite of this they did rehabilitate her, the indefatigable 
Skripnikova wrote a petition for Anna, asking that the perjurers 
be brought to trial. U.S.S.R. Public Prosecutor O. Terekhov8 an
swered: "Impossible because of the time limit. .•• " 

In the twenties they dug up. dragged in, and shot the igno
rant peasants who forty years earlier had carried out the Tsa
rist court's sentence of execution on the Narodovoltsy.· But 
those muzhiks were "not ours." Whereas these informers are 
flesh of our flesh. 

8. The same Terekhov who would conduct the case apinst OaIaDskov and GiDzburg. 
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Such is the freedom into which former zeks are reIeasecL Look 
where you wiU, is there any historical paraJlel? When did so much 
generaRy recogoized Yillainy escape judgment and pmrisbment'l 

Why·should we expect anything good to come of it? What can 
grow out of this stinkingco.nuption? 

How magnificently the wicked· scheme of the Archipelago ltas 
succ:eededl ' 

~ND OF PART VI 



PART VII 

Stalin Is No More 

• 
"Neither repented they of their murders ... It 

REVELATION 9:21 



NOTE: Passages in Part VU which were set in smaller type in the Russian 
edition have been omitted frOm the English translation at the 
author's request as being of limited interest to the non-Russian 
reader. 



.. 

Chapter 1 

• / 

Looking Back on It All 

We never, of course, lost hope. that our story would be told: 
since sooner or later the truth is told about all that has happened 
in history. But in our jmaginjng this would come in the rather 
distant future--fd'ter moat of us were dead. And in a completely 
changed situation. l.thouSht ofmyselt' as the chtonicler of the 
Archipelago, I wrote and wrote, but I, too, had little hope of 
seeing it in print in my lifetime.. . 

IIistol'y is forever springing surprises ~ on ~moat perspica
cious.Of .... We could notforesee what it would belike: how for 
DO visible c:OmpeIJiq reason the·earth would shudcfer and give, . 
how the gates of the abyss would briefly, grpdgiiagly part so that 
twO()l' three birds of truth would ftyout Wore they iiJllllmed to, 
to stay shut for a long time to come. . 

So many of my predecessors.had not been ab~ to finish writing, 
or to preserve what they had written, or to crawl or scramb~to 
safety-but lhad this good fortune: to thrust the first handful of 
truth through the openjaws of the iron gates before they slammed 
shut' again. 

Like matter eDveloped by antimatter, it explodedinstantane
ouslyl 

Its explosion touched oft'.in turn an explosion of 1etters-that 
was- to be expected. But also an explosion of newspaper artica
written with gritted t¢h. with iII-concealed hatred and resent
ment: an explosion of official praise that left a sour taste. in my 
mouth. 

When former zeks heard this fanfare from. all the newspapers 
in ~ learned that some sort of story about the camps had 

471 
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come out- and that the journalists were slavering over it. their 
unanimous conclusion was: "More lying nonsense! Nothing's safe 
from those crafty liarsI" That our newspapers, with their habitual 
immoderation, might suddenly start falling over each other to 
praise the truth was something DO one could possibly imagine! 
Some of them were reluctant to risk soiling their hands on my 
story. 

But when they started reading it. a single groan broke from all 
those thousand&-a groan of joy and of pain. Letters poured in. 

I treasure those letters. Only too rarely do our fellow country- -
men have a chance to speak their mind on matters of public 
concern-and former prisoners still more rarely. Their faith had 
proved false, their hopes had been cheated so often-yet now they 
believed that the era of truth was really beginning. that at last it 
was possible to speak and write boldly! 

And they were disappointed, of course, for the hundredth 
time. ... 

''Truth has prevailed, but too late!" they wrote. 
Even later than they thought. because it had still by no means 

prevailed. 
There were also some sober people who did notput their names 

at the end of their letters (''I must think of my health for the little 
time left to me''), or who asked point-blank,_ while the journalistic 
adulation was at white heat: "Why, I wonder, did Volkovoy· 
allow you to publish this story? Please answer; rm worried in case 
you're in the punishment cells." Or: "Why haven't you and Tvar
dovsky both been put away'l" 

Because their trap has jammed and failed to work, that's why. 
What. then, must the Volkovoys do? Take up their pens like the 
rest! Write letters themselves. Or refutations in the press. And 
indeed they proved to be remarkably literate. 

From this second stream of letters we learn their names, and 
how they descn'be themselves. We had been looking for the right 
term for so long-"camp bosses," "camp personnel"--no, no: 
"practical workers." that was it! Golden words, these! "Chekists" 
was somehow not quite right; practical workers-that's the term 
they prefer. -

And they write: 
"Ivan Denisovich is a toady." (Y. V. Oleinik, Aktyubinsk) 
"one feels for Shukhov neither compassion nor respect." (Y. 

Matveyev, Moscow) 
"Shukhov was rightly convicted .... What should a ~ be 
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doing outside anyway?" (Y. I. SiIin, Sverdlovsk) 
'"These submen with their shabby little souls were dealt with too 

leniently by tire cou1'l& I feel DO pity for people whose behavior 
during the Fatherland War was dubious." (E. A. Ignatovicb, Ki
movsk) 

Shukhov is Ha highly skilled, resoun:efuI, ruthless scavenger. 
The CODSUmmate egoist, living only fot his belly."' (Y. D. Us-
penslc.y, Mosco1Il)' . 

"IDstead ofportraying the destruction of the most loyal citizens 
in 1937" the author has chosen 1941, when it was mainly seIf
seekers who landed injaiLz In '37 there were no Shukbovs' and 
people went to their deaths in grim silence, wondering why anyone , 
Meded all thisr- (p. A. Pankov, Itramatonk) 

On conditions in the camps: 
"Why give a lot offood to those who do not work? Their energy 

remains unexpended .••• I say the criminal world is being treated 
far too pody." (8. L Golovin, Akmolinik) 

"Where rations are concerned we shouldn't for&etone thing
that they are IIDt tit a hoIiJlay resort. They must atone for their gunt 
with honest toiL .. (Sergeant ~ BazunovofOim~ age S5, 
IfOWD gray in the camp serVice) 

"There are fewer abuses of Ii1lthority in the camps than in any 
other Soviet institution [11). I can affirm that things are "OW stricter 
in the camps." (Y. Karakhanov, Moscow area) 

"This story is an insult to the soldiers, sergeants, and officers of 
the MOOP.· The people are the makers of history, but how are 
the people portrayed here ... ? As 'screws,' 'blockheads,' 'idiots.' .. 
(Bazunov) 

"We, the executors, were also human, we were also capable of 
heroism: we did not shoot every fallen prisoner, and by not doing 
scuisked our posts. .. (Grigory Trofimovich Zheleznyak)' 

"In the story the whole day is filled brimful with the negative 
behavior of prisoners, and the role of the administration is not 
shown. .•• But the detention of prisoners in camps wtIII lID' the 

1. Can this pensioner be the Uspeasky who murdered bis I'atber, the priest, IUId made 
a _ in the C8II1JII oa the IInD8Ib of it? 

2. What he _ is simple people, I1011-Party maabea, pd-.n of_. 
3. You'd be mIpIisedI ••• n.e ___ of them than of,.,.mJ 
4. What deep chin1ras they wad Im:idcataI1y, they wenn't as quiet as all dIat: they died 

widI eadIcss pm(eaioas of npt IUId p/ea!I for mercy. , 
5. Zhelaayak cIaiaw to nI1I1eII1ber me, tocii "He arrived in imas, IUId he _ a aotorious 

tmnNrmelrrr• Later he __ to DIIIezIaapD IUId it -lie, IDFdIcr with ~, 
w1Io beIIded the rfaiaa." 
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cause 0/ all that happened in the period o/the personality cult, but 
is simplyconnectedwithexecutionofthesentence."(A.I.Grigoryev) 

''The guards did not know why any particular prisoner was 
inside."6 (Karakhanov) 

"Solzhenitsyn describes the whole work of the camp as though 
there was no party leadership there at all. But party organizations 
existed then, just as they do now, and guided all our work according 
to their conscience. " 

Practical workers "only qu-ried out what standing orders, peri
odic instructions, and operative decisions from above demanded 
of them. The same people who were working there then work there 
still (11)1 (perhaps some 10 percent of the personnel are new), they 
have been repeatedly commended for their work, enjoy a good 
professional reputation .... 

"All on the staff ofMOOP are fired with outraged indignation . 
. . . The spiteful bitterness of this work is simply astounding .... He 
is deliberately trying to turn the people against the MVDI ••. Why 
do our Organs allow people to lampoon MOOP personnel? ... This 
is dishonorable!" (Anna Filippovna Zakharova, Irkutsk Province. 
In the MVD since 1950, Party member since 19561) . 

Just 'listen to it! Listen to it! "This is dishonorablel" A cry from 
the heart! For forty-five years they tortured the natives--and that 
was honorable. But someone publishes a story about it-and that's 
dishonorable! 

"I've never before had to swallow such trash. ..• And this is 
not just my opinion. Many of us feel the same, our name is 
Legion. '" 

In short: "Solzhenitsyn's story should be withdrawn immedi
ately from all libraries and reading rooms." (A. Kuzmin, 0re1) 

Withdrawn it was, but by easy stages. 
"This book should not have been published, the material should 

have been handed over to the Organs of the KGB instead." 
(Anon.,' a. coeval of October) 

October's contemporary shows insight: it very nearly happened 
that way. 

6. What, us? "We were only carryiDg out orders"; "We didn't know." 
7. A very important piece of Information! 
8. Quite right-thelr name is LegIon. Only they were in too much of a hurry to check 

their reference to the Gospel. It waa of course a LesIon of deWk 
9. Another one who conceals his identity. just in caae: who the hell knows which way 

the wind wiD blow aextI 
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And here's another .. Anon .... a poet this time: 

Hear me. 0 Russia, 
Our souls are unspotted-
Our conscience Unblemished! ... 

That "accursed incognito"· again! It would be nice to know 
whether he had shoi people himself. or merely sent them to their 
deaths. or whether he's just an ordinary orthodox citizen-but 
alas, he's anonymousl Anon .• spotless Anon .... 

Finally, we have the broad philosophical view: 
"History has never had need of the past [Iij, and the history of 

socialist culture needs it least of all." (A. Kuzmin) 
History has no need of the past! That's the conclusion our 

loyalists are left withl What. then. does it need? The future, per
haps? And these are the people who write our historyl ... 

What retort can we make to them all. faced with their massive 
ignorance? How can we now make them understand? ... 

Truth, it seems, is always bashful, easily reduced to silence by 
the too blatant encroachment of falsehood. 

The prolonged absence of any free exchange of information 
within a country opens up a gulf of incomprehension between 
whole groups of the population, between millions and millions. 

We simply cease to be a single people. for we speak; indeed, 
dift'erent languages . 

• 
Nonetheless, a breakthrough had been madel Oh, it was stout. the 
wall of lies, it looked so secure, looked built to last forever-but -
a breach yawned, and news broke through. Only yesterday we had 
had no camps, no Archipelago. and today there they were for the 
whole people, the whole world to see--prison campsl Camps, 
what is more, of the Fascist typel 

What was to be done? Yo~-whose skill in-turning things in
side out is of many years' standingl You venenible panegyristsl 
Surely you won't put up with it? You . . . surely you won't 
quail? Men like you . . . give way to this? 

Of course they wouldn'tl The distortion experts rushed unbid
den into the breach! They might have been waiting all those years 
for just this: to cover the bresch with their gray"winged bodies and 
with the joyous-yes. joyousl-Oapping of their wings to hide the 
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Archipelago in its nakedness from astonished spectators. 
Their first cry, which came to them instinctively, in a ftash, was: 

It will never happen again! All praise to the Party! It will never 
happen again! 

Such clever fellows, such expert gap-stoppers! Obviously, if it 
will never happen again, this automatically implies that it is not 
happening today. There will be nothing of the sort in the future 
-so of course it cannot exist today! 

So cleverly did they flap their wings before the breach that the 
Archipelago became a mirage almost as soon as it rose into view: 
it does not exist, it will not exist, if you really must, you can just 
about say that it did exist once upon a time. ... But of co~ 
that was in the days of the personality cult. (Very convenient, this 
"personality cult": trot it out boldly and pretend you've explained 
something.) What manifestly doCs exist, what is left to us, what 
fills the breach, what will endure forever, is-"All praise to the 
Party!" (praise is apparently due in the first place because "it can't 
happen again," but very shortly it begins to sound like praise for 
the Archipelago-the two things merge and cannot be separated: 
on every side we heard it, even before they got hold of the maga
zine with.my story in it: "All praise to the PartyI" Even before 
they reached the passage about how Volkovoy used to lay on with 
the lash, cries of "All praise to the Party" thundered all around!) 

In this way the cherubim of the lie, the guardians of the Wall, 
dealt with the first moment of danger-admirably . 

• 
When Khrushchev, wiping the tear from his eye, gave permission 
for the publication of lYan DenisoPich, he was quite sure that it 
was about Stalin's camps, and that he had none of his own. 

Tvardovsky, too, when he was worrying the highest in the land 
to give their imprimatur, sincerely believed that it was all in the 
past, that it was over and done with .... 

Tvardovsky can be forgiven. Around him, everybody in public 
life in Moscow was sustained by this one thought: '7here's a thaw, 
they've stopped snatching people, we've had two cathartic con
gresses, people are returning from nowhere, and in large num
bers!" The Archipelago was lost in a beautiful pink mist of 
rehabilitations, and became altogether invisible. 

But I (even II) succumbed, and I do riot deserve forgiveness. I 
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did not mean to deceive Tvardovskyl I. too, genuinely believed 
that the story I had brought him was about the past! Could my 
tongue have forgotten the taste of gruel? I bad sworn never to 
forget. Had I somehow never learned the mentality of dog han
dlers? Could I have failed. as I schooled myself to be the chronicler 
of the Archipelago,. to understand how closely akin it is to the 
state, and how neCessary to it? I was so sure that I at Ieast was 
not in the powercd' the law I have mentioned: 

"As the pannch grows. the memory goes." 
I did get fatter. I fell for it and . . . believed. I let myself be 

persuaded by the complacent mainland Believed what my own 
new-fonnd prosperity would have me believe. And the stories told 
by the last ofmy &iends to come from you know where. Conditions 
were easier! Discipline bad re1axedI They were Ietting people out 
all the time! Oosing whole camp areas[ Dismissing NKVD men! 
N~we are creatnres of mortal clay! Subject to its laws. No 

measure of griet however great. can leave us forever sensitive to 
the general sufbing. And until we transcend our clay there will 
be no just social system on· this earth-whether democratic or 
authoritarian. 

So that I was taken by surprise when I received yet a third 
stream of Ietters-from present-day zeks. although this was the 
most naturaI Of an. and the first thing I should have expected. 

On crumpled scraps of paper, in a blurred pencil scrawl. in stray 
envelopes often addressed and posted by free employees. -in other 
words. on the sly; today's Archipelago sent me its criticisms. and 
sometimes its angry protests. 

These letters. too, were a single many-throated cry. But a cry 
that said: "What about usll7'r' 

In the uproar over my story the press bad nimbly avoided all 
that free citizens and foreigners did not need to know and the 
theme of its trumpetings was: "Yes. it happened. but it will never 
happen again." 

And the zeks set up a howl: What do you mean. never happen 
again? We're here inside now. and our conditions are just the same! 

''Nothing has changed since Ivan Denisovich's time" -the mes
sage was the same in letters from many di1ferent place$. 

"Any zek who reads your book will feel bitterness and disgust 
because everything is just as it was." 

''What has changed. if all the laws providing for twenty-five 
years' imprisonment issued under Stalin are still in forceT' 
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"Once more we're being put inside for nothing at all. Whose 
peraonality cult is to blame this time?" 

"A black mist has covered us, and no one can see us." 
"Why have people like Volk.ovoy gone unpunished? ... They 

are still in charge of our re-education." 
"From the shabbiest warder to the head of the camps adminis

tration, the existence of the camps is of vital concern to them all. 
The warders fabricate charges against us on the most trivial ex
cuses; the security officers blacken. our personal files .... Prisoners 
like me with twenty-five years are their favorite fare, and they 
gorge themselves on it, these corrupt creatures whose mission it 
is to exhort us to virtue. They are just like the colonizers who used 
to pretend that Indians and Negroes were inferior human beings. 
It takes no etrort at all to set public opinion against us; all you need 
do is write an article called 'The Man Behind Bars'IO •.. and next 
day the people will be holding mass meetings to get us burned in 
ovens.", 

True. Every word of it true. 
"You have taken up your position with the rear guardr' says 

Vanya Alekseyev, to my dismay. 
After reading all these letters. I who had been thinking myself 

a hero saw that I hadn't a leg to stand on: in ten years I had lost 
my vital link with the Archipelago. 

For them. for today's zeks my book is no book, my truth is 
no truth unless there is a continuation, unless I go on to speak 
of them, too. Truth must be told-and things must change! If 
words are not about real things and do not cause things to 
happen, what is the good of them? Are they anything more 
than the barking of village dogs at night? 

(I should like to commend this thought to our modernists: this 

10. ICasyukov and MonchaDSkaya, "The Man Behind Bars, " &vets/utyG Rosriya. A1J8USt 
27. 1960. An article inspired by government circles, which put an end to the brief period 
(1955-1960) or mUdnesa ou the Archipelago. In the view of tbe authon. tbe conditions 
Cft8tcd In the camps bad tumed them Into "charitable InatitutiODS": ''puaishment is 
fotgotteD"; "the prisoners do not want to know about their obliptinns." while "the 
administration baa many fewer rights tban the prisoners..' (7) They assure us tbat the 
camps are ''free boardInshouses" (for some reason no charge is made for laundry. haircuts, 
and tbe use of visltlna rooms). They are outrapd to lind tbat there is only a forty-hour 
worldns week In the camps, and Indeed tbat-so they say-"prisoners are not oblised to 
work." (7"/) They call for "hard and strict conditions," so tbat crimInaJs will be aftaJd of 
jaU (bnrd labor. bare planks without mattn:saeB to sleep on, civilian clothes to be prohibited, 
"no more sIaIIs seiling flWeets," etc.); they also call for the nbolition of early cIischarge ("and 
if" a man is guilty or an offense against discipline, let him SIQy iIIltmger/"). And they fUrther 
recommend tbat "when he baa served his time, the prisoner should not count on charity." 
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is how our people usually think of literature. They will not soon. 
lose the habit. Should theY,.do you think?) 

And so I came to my senses. And through the pink perfumed 
clouds of rehabilitation I could make out the familiar rocky piles 
of the Archipelago, its gray outlines broken by watchtowers. 

The state of our society can be well described in terms of an 
electromagnetic field. All the lines of force in it point away frpm 
freedom and toward tyranny. These lines are very stable, they 
have etched their way in and set hard in the grooves; it is almost 
impossible to perturb them, dellect them, twist them about. Any 
charge, any mass introduced into the field is blown etrortlessly in 
the direction of tyranny, and can never break through toward 
freedom. For that ten thousand oxen must be yoked. . 

Now that my book has been openly declared harmful, its publi
cation recognized as a mistake (one of the "consequences of vol un
tarism in literature"), now that it is being removed even from 
libraries used by the free population-the mere mention of Ivan 
Denisovich's name, or my own, has becoMe an irreparably sedi
tious act on the Archipelago. But even in those days! even then 
-when Khrushohev shook my hand and to the accompaniment 
of applause presented me to thei three hundred who considered 
themselves the artistic elite; when I was getting a ''big press" in 
Moscow, and reporters waited in suspense outside my hotel room; 
when it was explicitly announced that such books had the support 
of the Party and the government; when the Military Collegium of 
the Supreme Court was proud of having rehabilitated me Gust as 
it now no doubt regrets it) and the lawyer colonels declared from 
its bench that the book should be read in the campsl-even then 
the mute, the secret, the unnamed forces were invisibly resisting 
; .. and the book was stopped! Even-then it was stoppedl Only 
rarely did it reach a camp legally, so that readers could take it out 
of the Culture and Education Section library. It was removed from 
camp libraries. If it was sent from outside by book post, it was 
confiscated. Free employees sneaked it in under their coats, and 
charged zeks five rubles a time, or even, so we are told, as much 
as twenty (Khrushchev rubles! from zeksl but no one who knows 
the unscrupulous world about the camps will be surprised). The 
zeks carried it in like a knife past the search point; hid it in the 
daytime and read it at night. In a camp somewhere in the North
ern Urals theY made a metal bindiJig for it so that it would last 
longer. 



480 I THB GULAG ARCHIPBLAGO 

But why talk about zeks when the same. tacit but generally 
accepted prohibition was extended. to the world about the camps, 
too. At Vis station on the Northern Railway, Mariya Aseyeva, 
a free Mi'Oman. wrote to the Litemry Gazette expressing her ap
proval of the story-and whether she posted the letter or impru
dently left it on the table, five hours aftei she h8d put her opinion 
on paper the secretary of the local Party organization, V. O. 
Shishkin, was accusing her of political provocation (the words 
they think upl}-and she was arrested on the spot. II 

In Cqrrective Labor Colony No.2, at Tiraspol, the sculptor O. 
Nedov, himself a prisoner, modeled the figure of a prisoner (Plate 
No. to) in his trusty's workshop, in Plasticine to begin with. The 
disciplinary o8icer, Captain Solodyankin, discovered it: "So 
you're making a prisoner, are you? Who gave you the right? This 
is counter-revolutionl" He seized the figure by its legs, tore it apart, 
and hurled the halves .on the floor. "Been reading too many of 
those Ivan Denisoviches'" (But he didn't go on to stamp on it, and 
Nedov hid the halves.) On Solodyaokin's complaint, Nedov was 
called in to see the camp chief, Bakayev, but in the meantime he 
had managed to come upon a few newspapers in the Culture and 
Education Section. "We'll put you on trial,,, thundered Bakayev. 
"You're trying to. turn people against the Soviet regimeI" (So they 
understand what the sight of a zek can dol) "Permit me to tell you, 
Citizen Chief •.. Nikita Sergeyevich-says here .•• And here's what 
Comrade nyichev says ••• " "He talks to us like equals," gasped 
Biakayev. Only six months later did Nedov dare retrieve the 
halves; he glued them together, made a.Babbit metal cast and sent 
the figure out of the camp with.the help of a free man. 

Repeated searches for the story began in Corrective Labor Col
ony No.2. A thorough inspection was made of the living area. 
They did not find it. ODe day Nedov decided to get his own back: 
he settled down after work with lfevekelyan's Gmnite Does Not 
Melt. behaving as though he was hiding something from the rest 
of the room (with stoolies in earshot, he asked the Iads"to screen 
him), but making sUre that he could be seen through the win
dow. The stoolies did their work quickly. Three warders ran in 
(while a fourth stayed outside and watched through the window, 
in case Nedov passed the book to someone). They seized it! They 
carried it oW to the warders' room and put it away in the Safe. 

11. How this iDcideDt caded I just don't know. 
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Warder Chizhik, with his huge bunch of keys, arms akimbo: 
"We've found the book! You'll be put in the hole now!" But next 
morning an officer took a look. "Oh, you idiots! . . . Give it 
back to him." 

This was how the zeks read a book "approved by the Party and 
the people"! 

• 
In a declaration by the Soviet goVernment dated December, 1964, 
we rea4::<"The perpetrators of monstrous crimes must never and 
in no circumstances escape just retribution .... The crimes of the 
Fascistmurderers, who aimed at the destruction of whole peoples, 
have no precedent in history." 

This was to prevent the Fedenil German Republic from intro
ducing a statute of limitations for war criminals after twenty years 
had elapsed. 

But they show no desire to face judgment themselyes, although 
they, too, "aimed at the destruction of whole peoples." 

A lot of articles appear in our press on the importance of 
punishing fugitive West German criminals. There are even people 
who specialize in such articles-Lev Ginzburg, for instance. He 
writes as follows (some say he intends us to see an analogy): What 
moral training did the Nazis have to undergo for mass murder to 
seem natural and right to them?' Now the lawgivers try to defend 
themselves by saying that they were not the ones to carry out the 
sentences! And those who did carry them out, by saying that it was 
not they who enacted the laws! 

It's all so familiar. We have just read what our practical workers 
have to say: "The custody of prisoners is a matter of carrying out 
the sentence of the courts. The guard did not know who was inside 
for what." 

So you should have made it your business to know, if you are 
human beings! That is what makes you vilIains-that you looked 
upon the people in your custody neither as fellow citizens nor as 
fellow men. Did not the Nazis have their instructionS. too? Did not 
the Nazis believe that they were saving the Aryan race? 

Nor will our interrogators stumble over their answer (they 
have it pat already): Why, they ask, did prisoners make state
ments against themselves? In other words, "They should have 
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stood fast when we tortured, theml" And why did informers 
paSS on faIse reports? We relied on these as though they were 
sworn evidence! 

For a short time they became uneasy. v. N. llyin, the former 
lieutenant general ofthe MGB of whom we spoke earlier, said of 
Stolbunovsky (General Gorbatov's interrogator, and mentioned 
by him): "Oh, dear, dear, what an awful business it is! All these 
troubles he's having. And the poor fellow draws such a good 
pension." This is also why A. F. Zakharova took up her pen-she 
was worried that they might all come under attack soon. Of 
Captain Likhosherstov (I),. whom Dyakov had "denigrated," she 
wrote emotionally: "He is still a captain, is secretary of a Party 
organization [ij, and devotes his labor to agriculture. You can 
imagine how difficult it is for him to work now, with people 
writing such things about him! There is talk of looking into Likho
sherstov, and perhaps even taking him to COurt. 12 What for? If it 
stops at talk, well and good, but it is not impossible that they will 
get around to it. That really will cause uproar among the MOOP 
personnel. Look into him, for carrying out folly the instructio.ns he 
was given from above? Is he now supposed to answer for those who 
gave the instructions? How very clever! When there's an accident 
-blaine the switchman!" 

But the commotion was soon over. No, no one would have to 
answer. No one would be looked into. 

Staffs, perhaps, were somewhat reduced in places-but have a 
little patience and they will expand again! Meanwhile, the security 
boys, those who have not yet reached pensionable age, and those 
who need to top up their pensions, have become writers, journal
ists, editors, antireligious lecturers, ideological workers, or, some 
of them, industrial managers. They will just change their gloves 
and go on leading us as before. It's safer that way. (And if someone 
is content to live on his pension-let him enjoy his ease. Take 
Lieutenant Colonel [ret.] Khurdenko, for example. Lieutenant 
colonel-that's quite a rank! A former battalion commander, no 
doubt? No, he began in 1938 as a simple screw; he used to hold 
the force-feeding pipe.) , 

While in the records office they carry out a leisurely inspec
tion and destroy all unwanted documents: lists of people shot, 
orders committing prisoners to solitary confinement or the Dis-

12. "Putting him on uial" is unlhiDkable, and she cannot briug benelfto use the words. 
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cipIinary Barracks, files on investigations in the camps. denun
ciations from stoolies, superfluous information about practical 
workers and convoy guards. In Medical Sections, accounts 
offi~verywhere, in fact, there are superfluous papers, un
necessary clues to be found. . . . 

We take our seats at your feast like silent ghosts. 
And you who hated us living shall be our hosts. 
Living we could not move you, but speechless and dead 
We are the vengeful presence you cannot but dread. 

Victoria G.~ woman graduate of the Kolyma -camps 

A word in passing. Why, indeed, is it always the switchmen? 
What about the traffic managers? What about those a little higher 
up than the screws-the practical workers, the interrogators? 
Those who only pointed a finger? Those who only spoke a few 
words from a platform? . . . 

How does it go again? ''The perpetrators of monstrous 
crimes . . . in no circumstances . . . righteous retribution . . . 
have no precedeJit in history . . . aimed at the destruction of 
whole peoples . . ." 

Shh! Shhl Now we see why in August, 1965, from the platform 
of the Ideological Conference (a closed conference on the Direc
tion Our Minds Should Take), -the following proclamation was 
made: "It is time to rehabilitate the sound and useful concept of 
enemy of the people!" 



Chapter 2 

• 
Rulers Change, the 
Archipelago Rema~ns 

The Special Camps must have been among the best-loved brain
children of Stalin's old age. After so many experit:nents in punish
ment and re-education, this ripe perfection was fiDaIly born: a 
compact, faceless organization of numbers. notpeople, psycholog
ically divorced from the Motherland that bore it, having an en
trance but no exit, devouring only enemies and producing only 
industrial goods and corpses. It is difficult to imagine the paternal 
pain which the Visionary Architect would have felt if he had 
. witnessed in turn the bankruptcy of this great system of his. While 
he yet lived it was shaken, it was giving oft'sparks, it was covered 
with cracks-but probably caution' prevailed and these things 
were not reported to him. When the Special Camp system began 
it was inert, sluggish, unaJarming-but it underwent a rapid pr0-

cess of overheating, and Within a few years its state was that of a 
boiling volcano. If the Great Coryphaeus had lived a year or 
eighteen months longer, it would have been imposStble to conceal 
these explosions from him, and his weary senile brain would have 
been burdened with a new decision: either to abandon his pet 
scheme and mix the camps again, or, on the contrary, to crown 
it by systematically shooting all the index-lettered thousands. 

But, amid weeping and wailing, the Thinker died somewhat too 
soon for this. t He died, and soon afterward his frozen hand 
brought crashing down his still rosy-cheeked, still hale and vigor-

1. 

484 
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ous comrade in arms-the Minister of those extraordinarily exten
sive, intricate, and irresolvable Internal Affairs. 

The fall of the Archipelago's Boss tragically accelerated the 
breakdown of the Special Camps. (What an irreparable historic 
mistake it was! What sense does it make to disembowel the Minis
ter of Arcane AffairsI,lay oily paws on sky-blue shoulder boards?!) 

Number patches-the supreme discovery of twentieth-century 
prison-camp science-were hurriedly ripped off, thrown away, 
and forgotten! This alone was enough to rob, the Special Camps 
of their austere uniformity. It hardly mattered, when the bars flad 
also been removed from hut windows and locks from hut doors, 
so that the Special Camps had lost the pleasant jail-like peculiari
ties which distinguished them from Corrective Labor Camps. 
(perhaps they needn't have hurried with the bars-but they 
couldn't afford to be late either; in times like those it's best to show 
where you standi) Sad though it was, the stone jailhouse at Ekibas
tuz, which had held out against the rebels., was now pulled down, 
razed quite officially .... 2 But what could you expect, if they could 
suddenly release to a man the Austrian, Hungarian, Polish, and 
Rumanian prisoners in Special Camps, showing scant concern for 
their black crimes and their fifteen- or twenty-year terms of im
prisonment, and so undermine altogether the prisoner's awe of 
heavy sentences. They 8Iso lifted restrictions on correspondence, 
which more than anything had made prisoners in Special Camps 
really feel buried alive. They even allowed visits--dreadful 
thought! Visits! ... (Even in mutinous Kengir they began building 
separate little houses for this purpose.) The tide of liberalism 
swept on so irresistibly over the erstwhile Special Camps that 
prisoners were allowed to choose their own hair styles (and alumi
num dishes started vanishing from the kitchens for Conversion 
into aluminum combs). Instead of credit accounts, instead pf Spe
cial'Camp coupons, the natives were allowed to handle ordinary 
Soviet currency and settle their bills with cash like people outside. 

Carelessly, recklessly they demolished the system which had fed 
them-the system which they had spent decades weaving and 
binding and lashing together. 

And were those hardened criminals at all mollified by this 
pampering? They were notl On the contraryl They showed their 
depravity and ingratitude by adopting the profoundly inappropri-

2. ADd we were cIeDied the possibility of opening,a IIIWieUJIl there in the eighties. 
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ate, offensive. and nonsensical word "Beria-ites" -and now when
ever something upset them they would yell this insult atconscien
tious CO!1voy guards, long-suffering warders, and their solicitous 
guardians, the camp chiefs: Not only did the word pain the tender
hearted practical workers, it could even be dangerous so soon after 
Beria's fall, because someone might make it the starting point of 
an accusation. 

For this reason the head of one of the Kengir Camp Divisions 
(by then purged of mutineers and replenished with prisoners from 
Ekibastuz) was compelled to deliver the following address from 
the platform: "Menr' (In those few short years, from 1954 to 1956, 
they found it possible to call the prisoners "men.") "You hurt the 
feelings of the supervisory staff and the convoy troops by shouting 
'Beria-ites' at them! Please stop it." To which the diminutive V. 
G. Vlasov replied: "Your feelings have been hurt in the last few 
months. But I've heard nothing but 'Fascist' from your guards for 
eighteen years. Do you think we have no feelings?" And SO the 
major promised to cut out the abusive word "Fascist." A fair 
trade. 

After aD these pernicious and destructive reforms we may con
sider the separate history of the Special Camps concluded in 1954, 
and need no longer distinguish them from Corrective Labor 
Camps. 

Throughout the topsy-turvy Archipelago easier times set in 
from 1954 and lasted till 1956-an era of unprecedented indul
gences, perhaps the period of greatest freedom in its history, if we 
disregard the BDZ's (detention centers for nonprofessional crimi
nals) in the mid-twenties. 

Instruction capped instruction, inspector vied with inspector, 
encouraging ever wilder displays of liberalism in the camps. Per
mission for the use of fenJale labor in the forests was withdrawn 
-yes, it was acknowledged that lumbering was perhaps exces
sively heavy work for women (although thirty years of continual 
use were the proof that it was not too heavy at aD). Parole was 
reintroduced for those who had served two-thirds of their sen
tence. They began paying money wages in aD camps, and prisoners 
ftooded the shops, which were subject to no prudent disciplinary 
restrictions-and how could they be when so many prisoners were 
unguarded so much of the time? Indeed, they could spend their 
money in the settlement, too, if they wished. All huts were wired 
for radio, prisoners had more than their fill of newspapers and waD 
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newspapers, agitators were assigned to each work team. Comrade 
lecturers (colonels, evenl) came to address the camps' population 
on various themes-even on the perversion of history by Aleksei 
Tolstoi-but the administration did not find it so easy to collect 
an audience (they could no longer drive them in with sticks, and 
subtler methods of pressure and persuasion were necessary). 
There was a continual buzz of private conversation in the hall; and 
nobody listened to the lecturers. Prisoners were permitted to sub
scribe to the loan, but no one except the loyalists was moved by . 
this, and their mentors had to tug each prisoner by the hand 
toward the subscription list and squeeze the odd ten (one ruble, 
Khrushchev style) out of him. They started organizing joint shows 
for men's and women's camps on Sundays-people floCked to 
these willingly, and men even bought themselves ties in the camp 
shops. 

Much of the Archipelago's gold reserve was put into circulation 
again. There was a revival of the selfless voluntary activities by 
which it had lived in the days of the Great Canals. "Councils of 
Activists" were set up, with sectors like those of a local trade 
union committee (for Industrial Training, Culture and Recrea
tion, and Services), with the struggle for higher productivity and 
better discipline as their main task •. "Comrades' courts" were 
recreated, with the right to censure offenders, to request discipli
nary measures or the nonappliCf,tion of the ''two-thirds'' rule. 

These measures had once served our Leaders weU-but that 
was in camps which had not gone through the Special Camp 
course in murder and mutiny. Now things were simpler: one 
chairman of an Activists' Council was murdered (at Kengir), a 
second beaten up-and suddenly nobody wanted to join. (Captain 
Second Class Burkovsky worked at this time in a Council of 
Activists, worked honestly and conscientiously, but beeause he 
was always being threatened with the knife he was also very 
cautious, and attended meetings of the Banderist brigade to listen 
to criticism of his actions.) 

And still the pitiless blows of liberalism staggered and l'QCted 
the camp system. "Light Discipline Camp Divisions" were set up 
(there was even one in Kengirl): in effect, you need only sleep in 
the camp area, because you went to work without escort, by any 
route and at any time you pleased (everybody, in fact, tried to set 
out early and return late). On Sunday a third of the prisoners were 
let out on the town before dinner, a third of them after dinner, and 
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only one-third were not allowed an outing.3 

Let the reader put himself in the position of the camp authori
ties and tell me: Could they operate in such conditions? Could 
anyone expect good results? 

One MVD officer, my traveling companion on a Siberian train 
journey in 1962, descnOed this whole era in the life of the camps 
until 1954 as fonows: "Things were completely out ofhandl Those 
who didn't want to didn't even go to work. They bought television 
set$ with their own money."· He had retained very dark memories 
of that short but unpleasant period. 

For no good can come of it when his mentor stands before a 
prisonq like a suppliant, with neither whips nor punishment cells 
nor graded short rations to fall back anI 

But this was apparently still not enough: the next assault on the 
Archipelago was with a battering ram called the off-camp (living
out) system. Prisoners were allowed to move out of camp alto

. gether, to acquire houses and families; they were paid wages like 
. free men, and paid in full (with no more deductions for the upkeep 

of the camp, the guards, and the administration). Their only re
maining link with the camp was that once a fortnight they went 
in to report. 

This was the end-the end of the world, or of the Archipelago, 
or of both at oncel-bui the organs of the. law applauded the 
off-camp system as an outstandingly humane, a pioneering discov
ery of the Communist orderl' 

After these blows there seemed to be nothing left but to disband 
the camps and be done with it. To destroy the great Archipelago; 
ruin, scatter, and demoralize hundreds of thousands of practical 
workers with their wives, children, and domestic animals; make 
faithful service, rank, and an impeccable record things of no ac
count. 

. It seemed to have begun already: something called "Commis-

3. ThIs does not mean that such leniency was universal. Punitive Camp Divisions were 
also preserved, like the "All-Union Punitive Camp" at Andzyoba, near Bratsk, with our 
old Mend from Ozerlag. the bloodstained Cap1nin Miahin in cJwse. In the summer or 19S5 
there were about four hundred prisoners there for speciaJ punishment (Tenoo amoug 
them). But even there the prisoners, not the warders, were masters or the camp. 

4. If they didn't work, where did the money come from? If this was in the North, and 
in 19S5 at that. where did the television sets come from? Still, I never dreamed of interrupt
ins him. I enjoyed listening. 

S. DescnDed, we may add (together with "reIIIiMion for good conduct" and "conditionaJ 
early release''). by Chekhov in &1cJuJ1in: convicts clsssilIecI as "expected to reform" had 
the right to build themselves houses and to marry. 
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sions of the Supreme Soviet," or more simply "unloading parties," 
began arriving at the camps, cold-shouldering the camp authori
ties, taking over the staff hut for their sessiOQS, and writing out 
orders of release as Hght-heartedly and irresponsibly as though 
they were warrants for arrest. 

A deadly threat hung over the whole caste of practical workers. 
They had to think of something! They had to fightl 

• 
One of two fates awaits any important social event in the U.S.S.R.: 
either it will be hushed up or it will be the subject of calumny. I 
can think of no significant event in our country which has slipped 
past the roadblock. 

So it was throughout the existence of the Archipelago: most of 
the time it was hushed up, and whatever was writteu about it was 
ties: whether in the days of the Great Canals, or about the unload
ing commissions of 19S6. 

As far as these commissions were concerned, we ourselves, with 
no insidious prompting from the newspapers, under no pressure 
from outside, assisted the work of seutimental falsification. Who 
would not be deeply moved: we were used to attack from our own 
lawyers, and now we saw pubHc prosecutors taking our side! We 
pined for freedom. we felt that out there a new fife was beginning, 
we could see as much even from the changes in the camps--and 
suddenly there came a miracle-working pleuipotentiary commis
sion which talked to each prisoner for five or ten minutes, then 
handed him a rail ticket and a passport (some of them even 
registered for Moscow). What, except praise, could burst from the 
emaciated, chrouically bronchitic, wheezy breasts of us prisoners? 

But what if we had riseu for a moment above the happiness that 
set our hearts painfully pounding, and ourselves running to stuff 
our rags into our·dutfel bags-and asked oUrselves whether this 
was the proper ending to all SlaHn's crimes? Should not the com
mission have stood before a general tine-up of prisoners, bared 
their heads, and said: 

"Brothersl We have been seut by the Supreme Soviet to beg your 
forgiveness. For years and decades you have languished here, 
though you are guilty of nothing. while we gathered in ceremonial 
halls under cut-glass chandeliers with never a thought for you. We 
submissively confirmed the cannibal's inhuman decrees, every one 
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of them. we are accomplices in his murders. Accept our belated 
repentance, if you can. The gates are open, and you are free. Out 
there on the airstrip, planes are landing with medicines, food, and 
warm clothing. There are doctors on board." 

Either way, they obtained their freedom-but this was the 
wrong way to confer it, a denial of its true meaning. The unloading 
co~ion was like a careful janitor following the trail of Stalin's 
vomit, and diligently mopping it up-that was aU. This was no 
way to lay new moral foundations for our society. 

I am quoting in what follows the judgment of A. Skripnikova, 
with which I entirely agree. Prisoners are summoned one by one 
(as usual, to keep them disunited) into the office where the com
mission sits. A few factual questions are asked about each man's 
case. Tho: questions are perfectly polite, and apparently well 
meant, but their drift is that the prisoner must admit his guilt (not 
the Supreme Soviet, but the unhappy prisoner again!). He must be 
silent, he must bow his head, he must be put in the position of one 
forgiven, not one who forgives! In other words, they want to coax 
out of him with the promise of freedom what previously they 
could not wring from him even by torture. Why? you may ask. It 
is most important: he must return to freedom a timid soull And 
at the same time the commission's records will make it appear to 
History that those inside were, most of them, guilty, that the 
pictures of brutal lawlessness have been greatly overdrawn. (There 
may have been a handsome financial benefit, too: without rehabili
tation, no compensation need be paid.)6 If it meant no more than 
this, the release of prisoners held no dangers: it would not blow 
the whole camp system sky-high, it created no obstacle to new 
admissions (which went on uninterruptedly even in 1956-1957) 
and no obligation to release the newcomers in their turn. 

What of those who out of incomprehensible pride refused to 
acknowledge their guilt to the commission? They were left inside. 
There were quite a few of them. (Unrepentant women prisoners 
in Dubrovlag in 1956 were rounded up and dispatched to the 
Kemerovo camps.) 

Skripnikova tells us of the following incident. One Western 
"' 

6. Incidentally, there was a proposal at the beginning of 1955 to pay compensation for 
every year spent ilUide. This was only natural, and such payments were in fact being made 
in Eastern Europe. But not to so many people and not for so many years! They totted it 
all up, and were horrified: "We shall ruin the stateI" So they opted for two months' 
compensation. 
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Ukrainian woman had been given ten years because her husband 
was a supporter of Bandera. She was- now called upon to admit 
that she was in because he was a bandit. "No, I won't say itl" "Say 
it, and you'O go freeI" "No, I won't say it. He's no bandit, he's 
in the OUN ... • "AU right, if you don't want to go-.;-you can stayl" 
said Solovyov, chairman of the commission. A few days .later her 
husband visited her, on his way home from the North. He bad 
been sentenced to twenty-five years, but he readily adlmtted that 
he was a bandit, and was pardoned. He showed no appreciation 
of his wife's staunchness and heaped reproaches on her. "Why 
didn't you say that I was the devil himself; that you'd seen my tail 
and my cloven hoot'l How am I going to manage the farm and the 
children now?" 

I should mention that Skripnikova herself refused to acknowl
edge her guilt, and remained inside another three years. 

So even the era of freedom came to the Archipelago in a public 
prosecutor's gown . 

. AU the same, the alarm of the practical workers was not base
less. In 1955-1956 the stars over the Archipelago were in a con
junction never seen before. These were fateful years for it, and 
might have been its last! 

If the people who were invested with supreme. power and 
weigheddowD with the fullness of their knowledge about their 
country had also been steeped in that Doctrine of theirs, but 
belieVed in it genuinely and wholeheartedly, surely those years 
were the time for them to look back in horror and to sob aloud. 
How can they gain admittance to the "kingdom of Communism" 
with that bloody sack at their backs? It oozes blood; their backs 
are one great crimson stain! They have let out the politicals-but 
who or what has produced aU those millions of nonpolitical (and 
nonprofessional) criminals? Our "relations of production .. ? The 
social milieU? We- ourselves? ... You, perhaps? 

They should have let their space program go to heU! Let 
Sukarno's navy and Kwame Nkrumah's guard regiments look 
after themselves! Th!y might at least have sat down and scratched 
their heads: Where do we go next? Why are our laws, the best in 
the world, rejected by millions of our citizens? What makes them 
so ready to c;rawl under that murderous yoko--and the more 
intolerable it is, the more densely they floCk to shoulder it? What 
must we do to stem the stream? Perhaps our laws are not what 
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they should be? (And here it would be worth thinking a little about 
the harassed schools, the neglected countryside, and all those 
things which we can only call "injustices," with no class label.) 
How are we to bring the fallen back to life? Not by cheap and 
facile gestures like the Voroshilov amnesty, but by a sympathetic 
effort to understand each of them, his case, and his character. 

Should we put an end to the Archipelago or not? Or is it there 
forever? For forty years it has been an ulcer in our flesh-isn't that 
enough? 

Evidently notllt is not enoughl Nobody wants to tire the convo
lutions of his brain, there is no answering ring in the soul. Let the 
Archipelago stand for another fifty years while we get on with the 
Aswan dam and the unification of the Arabs! 

Historians attracted to the ten-year reign of Nikita Khrushchev 
-when certain physical laws to which we had grown accustomed 
suddenly seemed to stop operating, when objects miraculously 
began defying the forces in the electromagnetic field, defying the 
pull of gravity-will inevitably be astounded to see how many 
opportunities were briefly concentrated in those hands, and how 
playfully, how frivolously they were Used before they were non
chalantly tossed aside. Endowed with greater power than anyone 
in our history except Stalin, a power which though impaired was 
still enormous, he used it like Krylov's Mishka in the forest clear
ing, rolling his log first this way, then that, and all to no purpose. 
He was given the chance to draw the lines of freedom three times, 
five times more firmly, and he failed to understand his duty, 
abandoned it as though it were a game-for space, for maize, for 
rockets in Cuba, for Berlin ultimatums, for persecution of the 
church, for the splitting of Oblast Party Committees, for the battle 
with abstract art. 

He never carried anything through to its conclusion-least of 
all the fight for freedom! Stir him up against the intelligentsia? 
Nothing could have been simpler. Use his hands, the hands that 
wrecked Stalin's camps, to reinforce the camps now? That was 
easily achieved! And just think when! 

In 1956, the year of the Twentieth Congress. the first orders 
limiting relaxation of the camp regime were promulgated! They 
were extended in 1957-the year when Khrushchev achieVed un
divided power. 

But the caste of practical workers was still not satisfied. Seent
ing victory, they went over to the offensive. We can't go on like 
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this! The camp system is the main prop of the Soviet regime and 
it is collapsing! 

For the most part, their influence was of course brought to be&r 
discreetly-at official banquets, in the passenger cabins of aircraft, 
at dacha boatingparties---but their activities sometimes came out 
into the open, as for instauce in B. I. Samsonov's speech at a 
session of the Supreme Soviet (December, 19S8): Prisoners, said 
he, live too well. they are satisfied (!) with their food (whereas they 
'Should be permanently dissatisfied ••• ), they are treated too well. 
(In a parliament which had DeVer acknowledged its earlier guilt, 
no one of course rebuked Samsonov.) Or in the article about ''The 
Man Behind Bars" (1960). 

ytelding to this pressure, without examining anything closely, 
without pausing to reftect that crime had not increaSed in those 
last ,five years (or that if it had. the causes must be sought in'the 
political system), without consideriDg how these new measures 
could be squared with his faith in the triumphal advance of Com
munism, or attempting to study the matter in detail, or even to 
look at it with Ids own eyes-this TSar who had spent "all his life 
on the road"light-heartedly signed the order for nails,to knock 
the scIifI'old together again quicldy, in its old shape and as sturdy 

~. all this happened in the very year-1961-when Nikita 

~~ .• ~ last, eipiringeft'ort, to tug the cart O,ffreedom, up into the 
clouds. It was in 1961-the year of the Twenty-second Congress 
-that a decree was promulgated on the deathperialty in the 
camps for "terrorist- acts against reformed prisoners [in other 
words, stoolies) and against supervisory staff" (something which 
had never happCmed), and the plenum of the Supreme cOurt 
confirmed (m June, 1961) regfllIItions/or four disciplinary catego
ries in c:amps-Khrushchev's camps now, not Stalin's. 

When he climbed onto the Congress platform for another attact 
on Stalin's tyranny, Nikita had only just allowed the screws ofhis 
very own system to be' turned no less tight. And he sincerely 
believed that all this could be fitted together and made consistent! 

The camps today are as approved by the Party before the 
Twenty-second Congress. Six years later they are just asthey were 
then. 

They dift'er from Stalin's camps not in regime, but in the compo
sition of their population: there are no longer millions and millions 
of S8's. But there are still millions inside, and just as before, many 
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of them are helpless victims of perverted justice: swept in simply 
to keep the system operating and well fed. 

Rulers change, the Archipelago remains. 
It remains because that particular political regime could not 

survive without it. If it disbanded the Archipelago, it would cease 
to exist itself. 

• 
Every story must have an end. It must be broken off somewhere. 
To the best of our modest and inadequate ability we have followed 
the history of the Archipelago frO!D the crimson volleys which 
greeted its birth to the pink mists of rehabilitation. In the glorious 
period of leniency and disarray on the eve of Khrushchev's meas
ures to make the camps harsher again, on the eve of a new Crimi
nal Code, let us consider our story ended. Other historians will 
appear-historians who to their sorrow know the Khrushchev 
and post-Khrushchev camps better than we do. 

Two have in fact appeared already: S. Karavansky7 and Anatoly 
Marchenko.8 And they will float to the surface in great numbers, 
because soon, very soon; the era of pUblicity will arrive in Russia! 

Marchenko's book, for instance, ftlls with pain and horror even 
the heart of an old camp hand, inured to suffering as it is. In its 
description of prison conditions today it gives us a jail of a Still 
Newer Type than the one of which my own witnesses speak. We 
learn that the horn, the second hom of imprisonment (see Part I, 
Chapter 12), juts more boldly, sticks in the prisoner's neck more 
sharply than ever. By comparing the buildings of the Vladimir 
Central Prison-the Tsarist. and the Soviet buildings-Mar
chenko shows concretely where the analogy with the Tsarist pe
riod of Russian history breaks down: the Tsarist building is dry 
and warm, the Soviet building damp and cold (your ears may get 
frostbitten in your celli padded jackets are never taken oft); the 
windows of the Tsarist building are blocked with four layers of 
Soviet bricks-and don't forget the muzzles! 

• 
7. S. Karavansky. "Petition," samlzdat, 1966. 
8. A. Marchenko, MJI TatInuIIlJl. samlzdat, 1967; New York: E. P. Dutton, 1969. 



Rulers CIuIng& the ArdJipelllgo Remoins I 495 

The NK.VD men are a power in the land. And they will never give 
way of their own ftee will. If they stood their ground in 1956 they 
can certainly hold out a bit longer. 

It isn't just the corrective 1abor organs. It isn't just the Ministry 
for the Protection of Public Order. We have seen already how 
eagerly newspapers and deputies to the Supreme Soviet support 
them. -

Because they are the backbone. The backbone of so many 
things. 

They have strength, but that is not all-tbey have arguments, 
too. Debate with them is not so easy. 

I have tried it. 
Not that I ever meant to. But those letterS drove me to it

letters from today's natives which took me completely byS1irprise. 
The-natives looked at me in-hope and begged me to tell their story, 
to defend them, to make them human again! _ 

But-tell whom? Supposing that anyone wiD listen to me 
... If we had a ftee press I would publish all this: There, it's all 
out in the open, now let's discuss it! 

As things are at present (January, 1964) I wander around the 
corridors of institutions, a secret and timid suppliant, bow my 
head to the hatches through which passes are issued, feel upon 
myself' the disapproving and suspicious stare of the soldiers on 
duty. How hard a writer and commentator on public atrairs must 
work before busy government ofticials will do him the honor~ will 
condescend to leild him an ear for half an houri 

But even this is Dot the greatest difliculty. My greatest difficulty 
is just-what it was all that time ago at the foremen's meeting in 
Ekibastuz: what can I talk to them about? And jn what language? 

To speak any of my real thoughts, as set out in this book, would 
be both dangerous andcomplete1y hopeless .. Why lose my head in 
the hushed privacy of an inner office, unheard by the public, 
unbeknown to all those who long to hear it, and without advanc
ing the cause a single millimeter? 

How, then; can I speak? As I cross their mirrorlike marble 
thresholds, go up their softly carpeted stairways, I must voluntar
ily trammel myse1fwith silken threads drawn through my tongue, 
myean, my eyelids, and then stitched to my shoulders, the skin 
of my back, and my belly. I must at the very least voluntarily 
accept two things: 

1. All praise to the Party, for our -whole past, present, and 
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future! (Which means that our general penal policy cannot be 
wrong.) I dare not express my doubts as to whether the Ar
chipelago need ever have existed. And I must not maintain that 
"the majority are inside for no good reason." 

2. The high-ranking persooages with whom I shall be talking 
are dedicated to their work and concerned for the prisoners. They 
must not be accused of insincerity, coldness, or ignorance (if a 
man puts his whole heart into ajob, how can he possibly not know 
all about itt). . 

Much more dubious are my motives in interfering. What am I 
up to? Why me, when I have no official duty to perform? Perhaps 
I have some dirty ends of my own? ... Why must I meddle, when 
the Party sees everything. aad will get it all right with no assist
ance from me? 

To make my position look a little stronger, I choose the month 
of my nomination for a Lenin Prize,· and I make my move, like 
a pawn of some importance: he may yet go up in the world and 
become a rook! 

• 
Supreme Soviet oJthe u.s.s.R. Legislative Proposals Commission. 
I discover that it has been engaged for some years in drafting a 
new Corrective Labor Code, a Code, that is, to govern the whole 
future life of the Archiplago, replacing the 1933 Code, which 
existed and yet never existed, which might as well never have been 
writ~. And now they have arranged to see me so that I, an 
alumnus of the Archipelago, can acquaint myself with their wis
dom, and put before them my own trumpery notions. 

They are eight in number. Four of them are surprisingly young, 
boys who may just about have had time to complete their higher 
education, and then again may not. How quickly they are rising 
to positions of powerl They look so much at home in this marble
ftoored palace to which I was admitted with great precautions. 
The chairman of the commission is Ivan Andreyevich Badukhin, 
an elderly man, who seems infinitely good-natured. His looks seem 
to say that if it depended on him, he would disband the Ar
chipelago tomorrow. But his role is this: to take a back seat and 
say nothing throughout our conversation. The real beasts of prey 
are two little old men, just like those old men in Griboyedov, who 
remembered "Ochakov taken and Tartary subdued,"· set fast in 
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postures adopted long ago. I will take my oath that they have not 
even opened a newspaper since March 5, 1953, so sure is it that 
nothing capable of influencing their views can ever happen. One 
of them wears a blue coat, and I imagine that it is some sort of 
uniform worn at Catherine's court. I can even distinguish the 
mark left when he unpinned Catherine's silver star, which· must 
have half.covered his chest. Both old men totally disapprove of me 
and my visit from the moment I cross the threshold, but they are 
determined to make a show of tolerance. 

It's never harder to speak than when you have too much to say. 
Besides, I have all these threads stitched onto me, and I feel them 
with every movement I make. 

Still, I have my main harangue ready, and I anticipate no pain
ful tugs at the strings. I speak as follows: 

Where does the idea come from {I pretend to assume that it is 
not theirs) that the prison camps are in danger of becoming health 
resorts, and that unless a camp is garrison~ by cold and hunger, 
blessed ease will enthrone itself there? I ask them in spite of their 
defective personal experience to try and imagine the densely 
ringed stockade of privations and punishments which is the reality 
of imprisonment: a man is deprived of his native place; he lives 
with men with whom he has no wish to live; he wants to live with 
his family and friends, but cannot; he does not see his children 
growing up; he is deprived of his normal surroundings, his.home, 
his belongings, right down to his wristwatch; his name is dis
graced, and forgotten; he is deprived of freedom of movement; 
denied as a rule even the possibility of working at his own trade; 
he feels the constant pressure of strangers, some of them hostile 
to him, of other prisoners, whose background, outlook, and habits 
are different from his; denied the softening influence of the other 
sex (not to mention the physical deprivation); and even the medi
cal attention he gets is incomparably poorer. In what way does all 
this resemble a Black Sea sanatorium? Why are they so much 
afraid of the "health resort" jibe?--

No, this thought doesn't bowl them over. They aren't rocked 
in theit chairs by it. 

So I broaden my theme: Do we or do we not want to restore these 
people to society? If we do, why do we make them live like
outcasts? Why is the whole content of our disciplinary regimes the -
systematic humiliation -and physical exhaustion of prisoners? 
What advantage is it to the state to make cripples of them? 
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So, I've unburdened myself. And they start showing me 
where I am wrong. I have no real idea of what the present 
"contingent" is like, I judge. from old impressions, I'm behind 
the times. (yes, this is my weak spot: I cannot indeed see who 
is inside now.) For habitual criminals sentenced to close 
confinement, all the things in my list are no privation at all. 
The present disciplinary regimes are tlle only thing that can 
teach them sense. (Two painful jerks at my strings. They are 
the experts here. They know best who is inside.) Restore them 
to society? . . . Yes, of course. of course. the old men say in 
wooden voices, and what I hear is: "No, of course. let them all 
die; it'll make our lives easier-and yours, too." 

The disciplinary regimes? One of the veterans of Ochakov, a 
public prosecutor-the one in blue, with the star on his chest, and 
sparse ringlets of gray hair, who even looks a little like Suvorov: 

"We have already begun to see a retum from the introduction 
of strict regimes. Instead of two thousand murders a year"-here 
it can be said-"there 'are only a few dozen." 

An important figure. I make a discreet note of it. This appears 
to be the most useful result of my visit. 

Who is inside? Of course, to argue about prison regimes you 
have to know who is inside. Dozens of psychologists and lawyers 
would have to go and talk to the prisoners without obstruction
then we should be in a position to argue. This is just the one thing 
my camp correspondents never put in their letters-why they and 
their comrades are fuside.9 

The general part of our discussion is· at an end, and we turn to 
particulars. The commission, of course, has no doubts, and has 
already made up its mind about everything. I can be of no use to 
them; they were merely curious to know what I look like. 

Parcels? Only five kilograms at a time, and at the same intervals 
as at present. I suggest that they should at least double the number 
allowed, and make the parcels eight kilograms each. ''They're 
hungry in there! Starvation is no way to reform criminals!" 

9. The grmt variety of these habitual criminals defeats the imagination. In the TaWinsk 
colony, for instance, there is an eighty-seven·year-c!d, formerly an oIIIcer in the Tsar's 
anny, and probably in one of the White annies, too. By 1962 he had served eighteen years 
of hi. second twenty. He has a beard like Father Christmas and works as a tally clerk in 
a glove factory. We can't .help wondering whether forty years' imprisonment is not rather 
a high price to pay for the beliefs of y .. ur youth. And there are sa many unfortunates of 
this sort-ach of them unique. We should bave to find out about every olle of them before 
we could form a judgment on the regime imposed on them aIL 
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"What do you mean, hungry?" The commission's indignation 
is unanimous. "We've been there ourselves, and seen left-over 
bread carried out of a camp by the truckload'" (For the warders' 
pigs, you mean?) 

What can I dO? Shout: "You're lyingl That just can't ~ true" 
-but I feel a painful tug at my tongue, attached by a thread 
running over my shoulders to a place behind my back. I must not 
violate our working assumptions: they are well-informed, they are 
sincere, they care. Shall I show them the letters from my zeks? It 
would all be Greek to them, and the well-thumbed, crumpled 
scraps of paper would look absurd and contemptible on the red 
velvet tablecloth. 

"But it costs the state nothing to allow more parceIsI" 
"Ah, but who will benefit from them?" they retort. "Mainly rich 

families. [They use the word "rich": realistic discussion of poHcy 
cannot do without it.] Those who have a lot of stolen goods hidden 
outside. So that by increasing the number of parcels. we should 
put working families at a disadvantage!"· 

Now the threads are cutting and tearing! This is an unchallenge
able assumption: the interests of the toiling strata are above every
thing else. They are of course only sitting here for the good of the 
toiling strata. 

I find myself lost for an answer. I don't know what retort I can 
make. I could say, "Pm not convinced"-and a fat lot they would 
care. What do I think I am-their boss or something? 

I keep pushing. ''What about the shops? Where does the social
ist principle of remuneration come in? If a man's earned some
thing, give it to himI" 

They hit back. ''He has to build up reserves for when he is 
released! Otherwise when he gets out he becomes a charge on the 
state." 

The interests of the state come first-that's stitched on my back; 
I dare not tug at it. Nor can I suggest that prisoners' wages should 
be raised at the state's expense. 

"Well, at least let their Sundays off be sacrosanctl" 
''That's provided for-they are." 
"But there are dozens of ways of ruining a Sunday in CIllDP. Say 

expressly that no one must do sol" 
"We can't include such minute regulations in the Code." 
The camps work an eight-hour day. I half-heartedly put it to 

them that seven hours is enough, but in my own mind I know that 
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this is impertinence: it isn't a twelve- or a ten-hour day-will you 
never be satisfied? -

"Correspondence gives the prisoner a feeling of participation in 
the life of our socialist society. {Such were the arguments I had 
taught myself to use.] Why restrict it?" 

But they cannot reconsider. The allowance is fixed, and not so 
harshly as in our day .... They show me also the schedule of visits 
-including "private" three-day visits-and we, of course, had 
none at all for years, so this seems tolerable. Indeed, the arrange
ments for visits seem quite generous to me, and I barely restrain 
myself from praising them. 

I am tired. I am completely sewn up, I can't stir a muscle. I'm 
doing no good here. It's time to go. 

And indeed, seen from this bright, festive room, from these 
comfortable armchairs, to the accompaniment of their smoothly 
flowing eloquence, the camps look not homDle but quite rational. 
You see-left-over bread by the truckload. Well, would you let 
these teInDle people loose on the community? I remember the 
master thieves and their ugly mugs .... It's ten years since I was 
in myself; how can I begin to guess who is there now. My sort, 
the politicals, are supposed to have been freed .... The national 
groups have been released. . . . --

The other disagreeable old man wants my views on hunger 
strikes: surely I cannot disapprove of forci:d feeding if the food 
given is more nourishing than gruel?IO 

I get up on my hind legs and bellow at them that a zek has every 
right not only to go on a hunger strike-his only means of- self
-defense-but to starve himself to death. 

My arguments seem crazy to them. But I am all sewn up: I 
cannot talk about the. connection between hunger strikes and 
public opinion in the country at large. 

I leave, feeling tired and jaded. I even feel a little less sure of 
myself, whereas they are not the least bit shaken. They will do just 
as they please, and the Supreme Soviet will confirm it unani
mously . 

• 
to. But from Marchenko we leam of a uew practice: pouriJIg hot water down the tube 

fOdamage the esophagus. 
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Vadim Stepano'Vich Tikuno'V, Minister for the Protection of Public 
Order. What wild fantasy is this? Can I, the miserable convict 
Shch 232, be on my way to teach the Minister of Internal Affairs 
how to run· the Archipelagol ... 

On the approaches to the Minister, nothing but colonels, bulle~,"= 
headed, sleekly pa1lid, but very agile. No door leads on beyond the 
chief secretary's room. ~ere it should be stands an enormous 
mirror-fronted cupboard with gathered silk curtains behind the 
glass, big enough to take two men on horseback---and this turns 
out to be the vestibule of the Minister's sanctum. His office would 
seat two hundred comfortably. 

The Minister bimself is unhealthily fat, with a heavy jaw; his 
face is a trapezium, broadening toward the chin. Throughout the 
conversation his manner is strictly official; he hears me out as a 
matter of duty, but with no sign of interest. 

I launch at him the same old tirade about "health resorts." And 
once again, the same old questions: Is it our common aim (his and 
mine!) to reform the zeks? (My views on "reform" are behind us 
in Part IV.) Why the sharp change of course in 19611 Why those 
four camp regimes? I repeat boring things for him, all the things 
I have written in this chapter-about diet, camp shops, parcels, 
clothing, work, bullying warders, the mentality of the practical 
workers. (I have chosen not to bring the letters, in case someone 
here pounces on them, and have simply copied out excerpts, omit
ting the authors' names.) I go on talking to him for forty minutes 
or an hour-it seems a very long time anyway-and I am sur
prised myself that he is listening to me. 

He interrupts now and then, but only to accept or reject some 
statement outright. He does not attempt a crushing refutation. I 
was expecting a blank wall of arrogance, but he is much softer. He 
agrees with much of what I say! He agrees that shopping money 
must be increased, and that there should be more parcels and that 
there is no need to define the contents of parcels as minutely as 
the Legislative Proposals Commission does (but this does not 
depend on him: the new Corrective Labor Code, not the Minister, 
will decide all these things). He agrees that prisoners should be 
allowed to boil or bake food they have acquired themselves (except 
that they never have any), and that there should be no limit on 
letters and printed matter sent through the mails (though this 
would put a great burden on the camp censorship). He is even 
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against martinets who overdo drills and line-ups (but it wouldn't 
be tactful to interfere: it's easy to wreck discipline, difficult to 
impose it). He agrees that the grass in the camp area should not 
be weeded out. (What had happened in Dubrovlag around the 
engineering workshops was quite another matter. They had 
planted little kitchen gardens, the machine operators busied them
selves there during their break, and each man had two or three 
square meters sown with tomatoes or cucumbers. But the Minister 
ordered them to dig it aU under, to destroy it at once, and he's 
proud of it. I te1l him that "man's ties with the earth have a moral 
importance,"and he tells me that individual garden plots foster 
property-owning instincts.) The Minister even shudders at the 
thought that people had been sent back behind the wire after living 
outside. (I don't like to ask what his position was at the time and 
what he did to prevent it.) More than aU this, the Minister ac
knowledges that zeks are kept in harsher conditions now than in 
the days of Ivan Denisovich. 

This being so, I need not waste my time persuading him! There 
is nothing for us to discuss. (And it is pointless for him to take 
note of suggestions from someone with no official position.) 

What can I suggest? Breaking up the whole Archipelago, and 
letting prisoners live without guards?I can't get the words out. It's 
utopian. And anyway, the solution of a big problem never depends 
on a single individual; it winds snakelike through many depart
ments, and is at home in none. 

On the other hand, the Minister is emphaticaUy sure that the 
striped uniform for habitual criminals is necessary. ("If you only 
knew what. sort of people they arel") My critical renrarks about 
warders and convoy troops simply offend him: "You are confused, 
or else your own experiences have given you a peculiar way of 
looking at things." He assures me that you can no longer round 
up recruits for the prison service, because the old privileges have 
been done away with. ("It shows a healthy attitude on the part of 
ordinary people if they won't join up," I almost excIaim-but I 
feel the warning tug of the strings at my ears, my eyelids, my 
tongue. However, I am overlookiIig something: it's only sergeants 
and corporals who won't join; you can't keep the officers out.) 
They have to make use of conscripts. Contradicting me again, the 
Minister tells me that only prisoners use vulgar abuse, while ward
ers are invariably correct in their manner of speaking to prisoners. 
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When there is such· a discrepancy between the letters of iDsig
nificant zeks and the words of a minister, whom shall we be
lieve? Clearly, the prisoners are lying. 

He even qUotes his own observation at first hand. Because he, 
of course, does see somethiDg of the camps, and I do not. Perhaps 
I wouJi:t like to visit one?Kryukovo, or DubrOvlag? (These tWo 
names COine to him so easily that they are obviouslyPotemkin 
structures. - Besides, in wlllit copat:ity would I go1 As a ministry 
inspector? If I did, I couldn't look the zeks in the face. ••• I refuse.) 

The Minister, disagreeing with me, expresses the view that zeks 
lack feeling and do not respond to"the efforts made for them. You 
go to the Maguitogorsk colony, and ask: "Any complaints about 
your treatment?" and-with the head of the Camp Division stand
ing by-would you believe it, they shout in chorus, "Nonel" 
. Now for what the Minister sees as "splendid resUlts of the 

re-education program in the camps": . . 

A machine operator's pride when the bead ofhis Camp Divi
sion commeD.ded him. 

The pride of prisoners whose work (they inade kettles) was 
destined for heroic cUb8. . " 

The reports and eleCtions of Internal Order SectiOns (that is, 
"A Bitch Went Walking'').-· . 

The abundance offtowers (provided by the state) inDubrov
lag. 

Ilia inain conc:ern is to create in every camp. an indllStrial base 
.of its own. The Minister reckons that by increasing the number 
of interesting jobs he can cut out escape attempts. II (When I object 
that all human beings long for freedom, he simply doesn't under
stand.) 

I left with the weary conviction that there was no end to it That 
I bact not advanced my cause by a hairbreadth and that they would 
always ~e "a sledge hammer to crack a nut. I left depressed by 
the realization that two hwilan minds could think so differently. 
Zek win understand. minister when. he ensconces himself in a 
ministerial sanctum, and minister will understand zek when he, 
too, goes behind the wire, has his own garden plot trodden down, 

11. All the more euiJy because, 18 we DOW bow from Marcltenko, they DO loJiaer try 
to catch cacapen, but just Ibaot thaa down. 
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and in return for his freedom is oft'ered the chance to master a 
machine. 

Institute for the Study of the Origins of Crlminlllity. This 
was an interesting discussion with two cultured deputy direc
tors and seVeral members of the research stafr-lively people, 
each with his own opinions, given to arguing among them· 
selves. Afterward, V. N. Kudryavtsev, one of the deputy direc
tors, chided me as he led me along the corridor: "It's all very 
well, but you don't take all points of view into account. Now, 
Tolstoi would have done so. . . ." And suddenly I found that 
he had tricked me into taking a wrong tum. "We'll just look 
in and meet the director, Igor Ivanovich Karpets." 

This visit was not part of the plan! W~d finished our discussion 
-what was the point of it? Well, all right, pn drop in to shake 
handsl I need not have expected a polite exchange of greetings 
here. It was hard to believe that the deputy directors and heads 
of ~tion I had seen worked for a boss like this, that he presided 
over all their research. (The most ilnportant thing about him I 
would learn much later: Karpets was vice-president of the Inter· 
national Association of Democratic Lawyers!) 

The Dian who rose to meet me was hostile and disdainful (as I 
remember it, we remained on our feet throughout our five-minute 
conversation), as if he were reluctantly granting an interview for 
which I had begged and pleaded. In his face I saw well·fed pros
perity, firmness, and distaste (for me). With no thought for his 
nice suit, he had pinned a large badge on his chest as though it 
were a medal: a vertical sword piercing something down below, 
over the legend "MVD." (This appears to be a very important 
badge. It shows that the wearer has had "clean hands, fire in his 
heart, and a cool head" much longer than most.) 

"Let's have it, then-what've you been talking about?" he asks 
with a scowl. 

I have no use for him at all, but out of politeness I repeat some 
of it. 

"Ob, that," says the Democratic Lawyer, as though he had 
heard enough. "Liberalization, eh? Babying the zeks?" 

Then, suddenly, out they come-full answers to all the ques· 
tions which I had carried in vain over marble floors and between 
mirrored walls. 
. Raise the living standards of prisoners? Can't be done! Be-
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cause the free people around the camp would be living less well 
. than the zeks, which cannot be allowed. 

Receive parcels frequently, and bigger ones? Can't be done! 
Because this would have a bad effect on the warders, who get no 
food from Moscow shops. 

Reprimand warders and teach them to behave better? Can't be 
done! We're trying to hold on to them! Nobody wants the job, we 
can't pay much, and some of their privileges have been taken 
away. 

We deny prisoners payment for their work according to social
ist principles? Their own fault-they've cut themselves off from 
our socialist society! 

But don't we want to reclaim them for normallife?1 . . . 
Reclaim them??? The sword-bearer is astonished. "That's not 

what the camps are about. A camp is a place of retributionl" 
Retribution! The word fills the whole room. 
Retributionl 
RrrretrrributionlU 

. The sword stands upright-to smite, to pierce. You'll never ease 
it out again! 

Rret-rrib-utionll 
The Archipelago was, the Archipelago remains, the· Ar

chipelago will stand forever! 

- Without it, who can be made to suffer for the errors of the 
Vanguard Doctrine? For the fact that people will not grow into 
the shapes devised for them? 



Chapter 3 

• 
The Law Today 

The reader bas seen throughout this book that from the very 
beginning of the Stalin age there have been no politieals in our 
country. The crowds, the millions driven past while you watched, 
all those millions of 58's, were merely common crimiM/s. 

Besides, merry, mouthy Nikita Sergeyevich took so many bows 
from so many platforms: Politicals? Not a oneil We just don't have 
theml 

And as grief grew forgetful, as distance softened craggy con
tours, as fat formed under the skin-we almost believed itl Even 
former zeks did. Millions of zeks were released for all to see--so 
perhaps there really were no politicals left? We had returned, 
others joined us, our friends and families were back. The gaps in 
our little world of urban intellectuals seemed to be filled, the ring 
closed. You could sleep undisturbed, and no one would have been 
taken from the house when you awoke. Friends would telephone 
-no one was missing. Not that we altogether believed it-but for 
practical purposes we accepted that there were no longer any 
politicals injail. Well, yes, even today (1968) a few hundred Balts 
are not allowed to go home to their republics, and the curse bas 
not been.lifted from the Crimean Tatars-but very soon, no doubt 
... From outside, as always (as indeed under Stalin), alI·was clean 
and tidy, nothing showed. 

And Nikita was there, glued to his platform. ''There can be no 
return to deeds and occurrences such as these. either in the Party 
or in the country generally" (May 22, 1959-that was before 
Novocherkassk). "Now everyone in our country can breathe 

. freely ... with no need to worry about the present or the future" 

S06 
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(March 8, 1963, after Novocherkassk). 
Novocherkasskl A town of fateful significance in Russia's his

tory. As though the Civil War had not left scars eIiough, it thrust 
itself beneath the saber yet again. 

Novocherkasskl A whole town rebels-and every trace is licked 
clean and hidden. Even under Khrushchev the fog of universal 
ignorance remained so thick that no one abroad got to know about 
Novocherkassk, there were no Western broadcasts to inform us of 
it, and even local rumor was stamped out before it could spread, 
so that the majority of our fellow citizens do not know what event 
is associated with the name Novocherkassk and the date June 2, 
1962. 

Let me then put down here all that I have been able to gather. 
We can say without exaggeration that this was a turning point 

in the modern history of Russia. If we leave out the Ivanovo 
weavers at the beginning of the thirties (theirs was a large-scale 
strike, but it ended without violence), the flare-up at Novocher
kassk was the first time the people had spoken out in forty-one 
years (since Kronstadt and Tambov): unorganized. leaderless. un
premeditated, it was a ~ry from the soul of a people who could no 
longer live as they had lived. 

On-Friday, June 1, one of those carefully considered enactments 
of which Khrushchev was so fond was published throughout the 
Union-raising the prices of meat and butter. On that very same 
day, as demanded by another and quite separate economic plan, 
piece rates at the huge Electric Locomotive Works in Novocher
kass1c. (NEVZ) were ,lowered, in some cases by 30 percent. That 
morning the workersm two shops (the forge and the foundry), 
usually obedient creatures of habit, geared to their jobs, could not 
force ~ves to work-so hot had things become for them. 
Their loud, excited discussions deve1opedinto a spontaneous mass 
mee~Aa everyday event in the West, an extraordinary one for 
us. Neither the engin<;ers' nor the chief engineer himself could 
persuade them. Kuroclikin, the works manager, arrived., When 
the workers asked bim.' ''what are we going to live on now?" this 
well-fed pai:asi.te answered: "You're used to guzzling meat pies-
put jam in them instead." He and hii'retinue barely e5C3ped being 
tom to pieces. (perhaps if he had answered differently it woQ1d all 
have blown over.) 

By noon the strike had spread throughout the enormous loco
motive works. (Runners were sent to other factories, where the 
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workers wavered but did not come out in support.) The Moscow
Rostov railway line runs close to the workS. Either to make sure 
that the news would reach Moscow more quickly, or to prevent 
troops and tanks from moving in, a large number of women sat 
down on the tracks to hold up trains, whereupon the men began 
pulling up the rails and building barriers. Strike action of such 
boldness is unusual in the history of the Russian workers' move
ment. Slogans appeared on the works building: "Down with 
Khrushchevl" "Use Khrushchev for sausage meat!" 

While all this was happening, troops and police began converg
ing on the works (which stands, with its settlement, three to four 
kilometers from Novocherkassk, across the river Tuzlov). Tanks 
took up position on the bridge over the Tuzlov. From evening 
until the following morning, movement inside the city or across 
the bridge was completely forbidden. Even during the night the 
workers' settlement did not quiet down for a moment. Overnight 
about thirty workers were arrested as "ringleaders" and carried 
oft' to the city police station. 

On the morning of lune 2, some other enterprises in the town 
struck (but by no means all of tJIem). Another spontaneous mass 
meeting at NEVZ decided on a protest march into the town to 
demand the release of the arrested workers. The procession (only 
about three hundred strong to begin with-you had to be bravel), 
with women and children in its ranks, carrying portraits of Lenin 
and peaceful slogans, marched over the bridge past the tanks 
without obstruction, then uphill into the town. Here their num
bers were quickly swelled by curious onlookers, individual work
ers from other enterprises, and little boys. At several places in the 
city people stopped lorries and used them as platforms for speech
making. The whole town was seething. The NEVZ demonstrators 
marched along the main street (Moskovskaya) and some of them 
began trying to break down the locked doors of the town police 
station in the belief that their arrested comrades were inside. They 
were met with pistol shots. Further on, the street led to the Lenin 
monument I and by two narrow paths around a public garden to 
the headquarters of the town Party committee (formerly the ata
man's palace, in which General Kaledin had shot himselfin 1918). 
All the streets were choked with people and here, on the square, 

I. It had rep1aced Klodt's statue DC Ataman Platonov, which had been melted down Cor 
SCI8p. 
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the crowd was densest. Many little boys bad climbed trees in the 
gardeIi to get a better view. 

The Party offi.ces were found to be empty-the city authorities 
bad fted to Rostov.2 Inside the building there was broken glass and 
the ft.oors were strewn with documents. as they must have been 
after a retreat in the Civil War. A couple of dozen workers wa1ked 
through the palace, came out on its long balcony, and harangued 
the crowd in halting speeches. 

It was about 11 A.M. There were no police to be seen in the 
town, but there were more and more troops. (A revealing picture: 
at the first slight shock the civil authorities hid behind the army.) 
Soldiers bad occupied the post office, the radio station, the bank. 
By this time the whole of Novocherkassk was beleaguered. and 
every entry and exit barred. (For this task they bad brought in, 
among others, cadets from the officers' tiaining schools in Rostov, 
leaving some behind to patrol that city.) Tanks crawled slowly 
along Moskovskaya Street, following the route the demonstrators 
bad taken toward Party headquarters. Boys started scrambling 
onto the tanks and obstructing the observation slits. The tanks 
fired a few blank shells, rattling the windows of shops and houses 
all along the street. The boys scattered and the tanks crawled on. 

And the students? Novocherkassk is of course a town of stu
dents! Where were they aU? ••• The students of some institutes, 
including the Polytechnic, and of some technical secondary 
schools, bad been locked in their dormitories or in other school 
buildings from early morning. Their rectors bad thought quickly. 
But we may as well say it: the students for their part showed little 
civic courage. They were presumably glad of this excuse to do 
nothing. It would take more than the tum of a key to hold back 
rebel students in the West today (and took more in Russia in days 
gone by). 

A scuftIe broke out inside the Party building, step by step the 
speakers were dragged back inside and soldiers emerged onto the 
balcony, more and more of them. (Remember how the military 
observed the Kengir mutiny from the balcony of the Steplag head 

2. The F"nst Secretary of the Rostov Oblast Party Coinmittee, Basov, whose II8IIIe, 

together with that of PIiev, COIIIIIIBIIder of the North Caucasaa Military District, will 0IIe 

day be iascrihed over the site of the mass shootiD& had arrived in Novocherkasalt in the 
meantime, but had rashed·back to Rostov in tcmIr. (It is eYeD said that· he made his escape 
by jumpiDa from a secomktory balcony.) Jmmediatdy after the Novocherkasalt eveotB, 
he weal with a cIeIepIion to heroic Cuha. 
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office'll A file of riIlemen began forcing the crowd back from the 
small square immediately before the palace, toward the railings of 
the garden. (Several witnesses say unanimously that these soldiers 
were all non-Russians--Caucasians brought in from the other end 
of the oblast to replace the cordon from the local garrison previ
ously posted there. But not all witnesses agree that the previous 
cordon had been ordered to open fire, and that the order was not 
carried out because the captain who received it killed himself in 
front of his men rather than pass it on.3 That an officer committed 
suicide is beyond doubt, but accounts of the circumstances are 
vague and no one knows the name of this hero of conscience.) The 
crowd backed away, but no one expected the worst. It is not 

. known who gave the order: but these soldiers raised their rilles 
and fired a first volley over the heads of the crowd. 

Perhaps General Pliev* had no immediate intention of firing on 
the crowd; perhaps the situatiOn got out of hand. The burst fired 
over the heads of the crowd found the trees in the little garden and 
the boys who had climbed into them, some of whom fell to the 
ground. The crowd, it Seems. gave a roar, whereupon the soldiers, 
whether at a command, or because they saw red, or in panic, 
started firing freely into the crowd, and-yes-with dumdum 
bullets.s (Remember Kengir'l The sixteen at the guardhouse'll The 
crowd fied in panic, jamming the narrow paths around the garden, 

. but the troops went on firing at their backs as they retreated. They 
continued firing until the large square beyond the garden and the 
Lenin statue was completely empty-all along the former PIa
tovsky Prospekt, and as far as Moskovskaya Street. (An eyewit
ness says that the area looked like one great mound of corpses. But 
many of those lying there were of course only wounded.) Informa
tion from a variety of sources is more or less unanimous that some 
seventy or eighty people were killed.6 The soldiers looked around 
for lorries and buses, commandeered them, loaded them with the 
dead and the wounded, and dispatched them to the high-walled 
military hospital. (For a day or two afterward these buses went 
around with bloodstained seats.) 

3. Acc:ording to this version, the soldiers who refused to fire into the crowd were exiled 
to Yakutya. 

4. Those who stood nest enough know, but they were either killed or taken out of 
circulation. 

s. There is reliable evidence that forty-<IeVen were killed by dumdum bullets alone. 
6. Rather fewer than before the Winter Palace, yet all Russia was outraged by January 

9 and observed its anniversary yearly. When shall we begin commemorating June 21 
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That day, just as in Kengir, movie cameras took pictures of the 
rebels on the streets. 

The firing ceased, the terror passed, the crowd poured back onto 
the square, and was fired' upon again. 

All this happened between noon and 1 P.M. 
This is what an observant witness saw at 2 P.M.: "There are 

about eight tanks of different types standing on the square in front 
of Party headquarters. A cordon of soldiers stands before them. 
The square is almost deserted, there are only small groups of 
people, mostly youngsters, standing about and shouting at the 
soldiers. On the square puddles of blood have formed in the 
depressions in the pavement. I am not exaggerating; I never sus
pected till now that there could be so much blood. The benches 
in the public garden are spattered with blood, there are blood
stains on its sanded paths and on the whitewashed tree trunks in 
the public garden. The whole square is scored with tank tracks. 
A red flag, which the demonstrators had been carrying, is propped 
against the wall of Party headquarters, and a gray cap splashed 
with red-brown blood has been slung over the top of its pole. 
Across the ~e of the Party building hangs a red banner, there 
for some time past: 'The People and the Party are one.' 

"People go up to the soldiers, to curse them or to appeal to their 
conscience. 'How could you do it?' 'Who did you think you were 
shooting at?' <Your own people you were shooting at!' They make 
excuses: 'It wasn'tusl We've only jUst been brought in and posted 
here. We had nothing to do with it.' 

''That's how efficient our mUrderers are (and yet people talk 
about bureaucratic sluggishness). Those soldiers have already 
been taken away, and perplexed Russians put in their place. He 
knows his business, that General Pliev. . .. " 

Toward five or six o'clock the square gradually filled with pe0-

ple again. (They were brave, the people of Novocherkasskl The 
town radio kept appealing to them: "Citizens, do not fan for 
provocation, go home quietlyl" The riflemen still stood th~ the 
blood had not been mopped up, and again they pressed forw~.) 
Shouts from the crowd, more and more people, and another im
promptu meeting. They knew by now that six senior members of 
the Central Committee had flown in (probably arriving before the 
first shootings?), among them, needless to say, Mikoyan (the ex
pert on Budapest-type situations) and Frol Kozlov. (The names 
of the other four are not known for certain.) They stayed in the 
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KUKKS* building (formerly the headquarters of the Cadet 
Corps), as though it were a fortress. And a delegation of younger 
workers from NEVZ was sent to tell them what had happened. A 
buzz went through the crowd: "Let Mikoyan come down herel Let 
him see all this blood for himseItl" Mikoyan wouldn't come down, 
thank you. But a reconnaissance helicopter flew low over the 
square around six o'clock. Inspected it. Flew off again. 

Shortly afterward the workers' delegation came back from 
KUKKS. As agreed, the military cordon let the delegates through 
and officers escorted them to the balcony of the Party building. 
Silence. The delegates reported to the crowd that they had seen 
the Central Committee members and told them about this ''bloody 
Saturday," and that Kozlov had wept when he heard about the 
children falling from the trees at the first volley. (You know Frol 
Kozlov, the Leningrad Party gang boss, the cruelest of Stalinists? 
He wept! ... ) The Central Committee members had promised to 
investigate these events and severely punish those responsible (the 
very promises made to us in Osob1ag), but for the present everyone 
must go home to prevent the outbreak of fresh disorders in the 
town . 

. The meeting, . however, did not disperse! The crowd grew ever 
denser toward the evening. The desperate courage of Novocher
kasskJ (There is a story that the Politburo team made the decision 
that evening to deport the whole population 0/ the town. every last 
one o/theml I can believe this; it would have been nothing extraor
dinary after the deportation of nations. Wasn't the same Mikoyan 
close to Stalin when that happened?) 

Around nine in the evening they tried to drive the people away 
from the palace with tanks. But as soon as the drivers switched 
on their engines people clustered around the tanks, blocking the 
hatches and the observation slits. The tanks stalled. The riflemen 
stood by and made no effort to help the tank crews. 

An hour later tanks and armored personnel carriers appeared 
from the opposite side of the square, with an escort of Tommy
gunners perched on top of them. (Our battle experience counts for 
something! We are the ones who defeated the Fascists!) Advancing 
at high speed (to the jeers of young people on the footpaths-the 
students had been released toward evening), they cleared the road
ways of Moskovskaya Street and the former Platovsky Prospekt. 

At last, toward midnight, the riflemen beSan firing tracer bullets 
into the air and the crowd slowly dispersed. 
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(What power there is in a popular disturbance! How quickly it 
changes the whole political situation! The night before there had 
been a curfew, and people had been frightened anyway, but now 
the whole town was strolling about and hooting at the soldiers. A 
people transformed--can it be so near to breaking through the 
crust of this half-century, into a completely different atmosphere?) 

On June 3 the town radio broadcast speeches by Mikoyan and 
Kozlov. Kozlov did not weep. Nor did they any longer promise 
to find the culprits (those in higher pI8ces). What they now said 
was that these netits were the result of enemy provocation; and that 
these enemies would be severely punished. (The people had of 
course gone from the square by now.) Mikoyan said further that 
dumdum lnlliets had never been adopted as part of the equipment 
of Soviet troqps. and that they must therefore have been used by 
enemies of. nate. 

(But who ~ these enemies? How had they parachuted into 
the country? ~. were they hiding? Show us just one! We are 
so used to beiQ&'_~ like fools: "Eilemies," they say, and all 
is explained. In. the Middle Ages it was "devils.")7 

The shops were immcidiately the richer for butter, sausage, and 
many other things not. seeD in those parts for a long time, or 
anywhere outside the capitals. 
. The wo~ all vanished without trace; not one of them went 
home. Instead,· the families of the wounded and the killed (who 
of course wa.n.~ to know what had become of their kin) were 
deported to~ So were many of those involved in the demon
stration whc) had been noticed or photographed. Some partici
pants were dealt with in a series of trials in camera. There were 
also two ''public'' trials (with entry by ticket for factory Party 
ofticials and for the town apparatchiki). At one of these, nine men 
were sentenced to be shot and two women to fifteen years' impris-
onment. . 

The membership of the town Party collimittee remained as 
before. 

7. This is a woman schoolteac:her (I) Iiom Novocherkassk holding forth in' a train· in 
1968: "Tbe miIiIary did not sb(!Ot 8JIYOIIIO. They ftred oaIy one wamiusbunt into the air. 
The sbOCJtins was ckme by aaboteun, with dumdum bullets. Where did they set them? . 
Saboteurs can set absolutely anytbina. They shot at soldiers and workers aJlke. ••. The 
workers seemed to aomad, ~ tbe IIOIIIiers and beat lbem-but bow were the soIdias 
to bIame'1 Afterward Mikoyan walkaJ 8IOIJI!Il the _ and wcatinto people's boIises to 
see how· they lived. The women olfered him 811awbenies. ••• " TIlls is aD that history bas 
prasved·to date. 
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On the Saturday following "bloody Saturday," the town radio 
announced that the "workers of the Electric Locomotive Works 
have solemnly undertaken to fulfill their seven-year plan ahead of 
time." 

... If the Tsar had not been such a ninny, he would have 
realized that all he needed to do on January 9 in Petersburg was 
hunt down the workers carrying banners and pin charges of ban
ditry on them. After that there would have been no "revolutionary 
movement" worth mentioning. 

At Alexandrovo in 1961, a year before Novocherkassk, the 
police beat a man to death while he was under arrest and then 
would not allow his body to be carried past their "precinct" to the 
cemetery. The crowd was furious and burned down the police 
station. Arrests followed immediately. (There was a similar inci
dent about the same time in Murom.) What would the appropriate 
charge now be? Under Stalin, even a tailor who stuck a needle in 
a newspaper could get Article S8. Now a more sensible view was 
taken: wrecking a police station should not be regarded as a politi
cal act. It was ordinary banditry. Instructions were handed down 
to this effect: "mass disorders" should not be treated as political 
offenses. (If they are not political, what is?) 

So all at once-there were no more politicals. 
But one stream has never dried up in the U.S.S.R., and still 

flows. A stream of criminals untouched by the "beneficent wave 
summoned to life ... " etc. A stream which flowed uninterruptedly 
through all those decades-whether "Leninist noons were in
fringed" or strictly observed-and flowed in Khrushchev's day 
more furiously than ever. 

I mean the believers. Those who resisted tile new wave of cruel 
persecution,tbe wholesale closing of churches. Monks who were 
slung out of their monasteries (Krasnov-Levitin has given us a 
great deal-of information about this). Stubborn sectarians, espe
cially those who refused to perform military service: there's noth
ing we can do about it, we're reallY¥ery sorry, but you're directly 
aiding imperiaIism; we let you oft1i8htly nowadays-it's five years 
first time around. 

These are in no sense politicals, they are "religionists," but still 
they have to be re-educated. Believers must be. dismissed from 
their jobs merely for their faith; Komsomols must be sent along 
to break the windows of believers; believers must be officially 
compelled to attend antireligious lectures, church doors must be 
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cut down with blowtorches, domes pulled down with hawsers 
attached to tractors, gatherings of old women broken up "With fire 
hoses. (Is this what you mean by dialogue, French comrades?) 

As the monks of the Pochayev Monastery were told in the 
Soviet of Workers' Deputies: "/fwe always obsent! Soviet laws. we 
shall June to wait a long time for Communism. " 

Only in extreme cases, when educational methods do not help, 
is recourse to the law necessary. 

Here we can dazzle the world with the diamond-pure nobility 
of our laws today. We no longer try people in closed courts, as 
under Stalin, we no longer try them in absentia, we try them 
semi-publicly (that is to say. in the presence of a semi-public). 

I hold in my hand a record of the trial of some Baptists at 
Nikitovka in the Donbas, in January, 1964. 

This is how it's done. On the pretense that their identity must 
be checked, the Baptists who arrived to attend the trial were held 
in jail for three days (until the trial was over. and to give them a 
fright). Someone (a free citizen!) who threw flowers to the defend
ants got ten days. So did a Baptist who kept a record of the trial, 
and his notes were taken away (but another record survived). A 
bunch of hand-picked Komsomols were let in before the general 
public by a side door, so that they could occupy the front rows. 
While the trial was in progress there were shouts from the specta
tors: ''P0ur kerosene over the lot and set fire to theml" The court 
did nothing to curb this righteous indignation. Typical of its 
procedures: it admitted the evidence of hostile neighbors and also 
that of terrorized minors; little girls of nine and eleven were 
brought before the court (who the hell cares what effect it has on 
them as long as we get our verdict). Their exercise books with texts 
from the Scriptures were introduced as exhibits. 

One of the defendants.· Bazbei, father of nine children, was a 
miner who had never received any support from the Union com
mittee at his pit because he was a Baptist. But they managed to 
confuse his daughter Nina, a schoolgirl in the eighth grade. and 
to suborn her with fifty rubles from the Union commi.ttee and a 
promise to place her in an institute later on, so that during the / 
investigation she made fantastic statements against her fadler: he I 
had tried to poison her With a sour fruit drink; when the believ~ 
were hiding in the woods for their prayer meetings (because tY 
were persecuted in the settlement) they had had a radi~ / 
mitter-"a tall tree with wire wound all around it." 'j" 

/ 
/ 

/ 
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these lying statements began to prey on Nina's mind, she became 
mentally 'ill and was put in the violent ward of an asylum. 
Nonetheless, she was produced in court in the expectation that she 
would stick to her evidence. But she repudiated every word of it! 
"The interrogator dictated what I bad to say himself." It made no 
dift"erence. The shameless judge ignored her latest statements and 
regarded only her earlier evidence as valid. (Whenever depositions 
favorable to the prosecution come unstuck, this is the typical and 
regular dodge used by the courts: they ignore what is brought out 
in court and base themselves on faked evidence obtained in the 
preliminary investigation: "Now, what do you mean by that? It 
says here in your deposition ... You testified during the investiga
tion ... What right have you to retract now? That's an offense, 
too, you knowr') 

The judge is not at all interested in the substance of the case, 
in the truth. The Baptists are persecuted because they do not 
accept preachers sent by an atheist plenipotentiary of the state, but 
prefer their own. (Under Baptist rules, any brother can preach the 
GospeL) There is a directive from the Oblast Party Committee: 
put them OILtrial and forcibly take their children from them. And 
this will be carried out, although with its left hand the Presidium 
of the Supreme Soviet bas just (July 2, 1962) signed the world 
convention on "the fight against discrimination in the sphere of 
education."a One of its points is that "parents must be allowed to 
provide for the religious and moral education of their children in 
accordance with their own convictions." But that is precisely what 
we cannot allow! Anyone who speaks in court on the substance 
'of the case, anyone who tries to clarify the issue, is invariably 
interrupted, diverted from his train of thought, deliberately con
fused by the judge. who conducts the debate on this level: "How 
can you talk about the end of the world when we are committed 
to the building of Communism?" 

This is from the closing statement made by one young girl, 
Zhenya KhlOponina. "Instead of going to the cinema or to dances, 
T "<Ied to read the Bible and say my prayers--and just for that you 

-v freedom from me. Yes, to be free is a great happi
''tee from sin is a greater still. Lenin said that only 

'~g 1:1 ~ussia did such shameful phenomena as religious 4{ r ........ " .. .-.N __ .... _. 

\/ 
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persecution still exist. I've never been in Turkey and know nothing 
about it, but how things are in Russia you can see for yourselves." 
She was cut short. 

The sentences: Two of them got five years in the camps, two of 
them four years, and Bazbei, father of aU those children, got three. 
The defendants accepted their sentences joyfully, and said a 
prayer. The "representatives from enterprises" shouted: "Not 
long enough! Make it morel" (Throw kerosene over them and put 
a match to it. ... ) 

The long-suffering Baptists took note and kept count: and set 
up a "Council of Prisoners' Relatives," which began issuing man
uscript bulletins about aU the persecutions. From these' bulletins 
we learn that from 1961 to June, 1964, 197 Baptists were con
demned, IS of them women.' (They are aU listed by name. Prison
ers' dependents, now left without means of support, have also been 
counted: 442, of whom 341 are under school age.) The majority 
get five years of exile, but some get five years in a strict regime 
camp (narrowly escaping the hardened criminals' motley!), with 
three to five years of exile in addition. B. M. Zdorovets from 
Olshany in Kharkov oblast got seven years of strict regime for his 
faith. A seventy-six-year-old, Y. V. Arend, was put inside, as were 
the whole Lozovoy family (father, mother, and son). Yevgeny M. 
Sirokhin, a (Group 1) disabled veteran of the Fatherland War, 
blind in both eyes. was condemned in the village of Sokolovo, 
zDrlevski district, Kharkov oblast, to three years in a camp for 
bringing up his children Lyuba, Nadya, and Raya as Christians, 
and they were taken away from him by order of the court. 

The court trying the Baptist M. I. Brodovsky (at Nikolayev, 
October 6, 1966) was not too squeamish to use crudely faked 
documents; when the defendant protested-''This is dishonest of 
you!" -they barked back at him: ''The law will crush you. smash 
you, destroy you!" 

The law, my friend. Not one of your acts of "extrajudicial 
vengeance," as practiced in the years when "norms were still 
observed." 

We recently got to know S. Karavansky's soul-chilling "Peti
tion," which was transmitted from a camp. to the outside world. 

9. One of the trials ofPopuIisIs a hundred yean ago was caUed "the trial cifthe 193." 
LcmI, what a fuss there was! What emotions were stimdJ It even found its way into 
teDbooks. 



S18 I THE GULAG ARCHIPELAGO 

The author had been sentenced to twenty-five years, had served 
sixteen of them (19~1960), had been released (evidently under 
the "two-thirds" rule), had married, had begun a university course 
-but nol In 1965 they came for him again. Get yourself readyl 
You still have nine years to go. 

Where else is this possible, under what other code of law on 
earth except ours? They had hung quarters around people's necks 
like iron collars. Sentences which would end sometime in the 
seventiesl Suddenly a new Code is promulgated (1961}-with no 
sentence higher than fifteen years. Even, a first-year law student 
can see that those twenty-five-year sentences are thereby re
scinded. Only we do not agree that they are. Yell yourself hoarse, 
beat your head on the wall if you like-they are not rescinded. We 
feel, rather, that you should step back inside and finish your timel 

There are quite a few people like this. People who were not 
affected by the epidemic of releases under Khrushchev, the 
teammates, ceIImates, transit prison acquaintances whom we 
left behind. We have long ago forgotten them in our I\ew lives, 
but they still shuftle hopelessly, drearily, numbly about the 
same little patches of trampled earth, with the same watchtow
ers and barbed-wire fences all around them. The faces in the 
papers change, the speeches from platfonns change, people 
fight against the cult and then stop fighting-but the twenty
five-year prisoners, Stalin's godchildren, are still inside. . . . 

Karavansky cites the blood-freezing prison' careers of several 
such people. ' 

All you freedom-loving "left-wins" thinkers in the West! You 
left laboritesl You progressive American, German, and French 
studentsl As far as you are concerned, none of this amounts to 
much. As far as you are concerned, this whole book of mine is a 
waste of eifort. You may suddenly understand it all someday-but 
only when you yourselves hear "hands behind your backs therel" 
and step ashore on our Archipelago . 

• 
Still, there really is no comparison between the numbers of politi
cal prisoners now and in Stalin's time; they are no longer counted 
in millions or in hundreds of thousands. 

Is this because the law has been reformed? 
No, it is just that the ship has changed course (for a time). 
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Courtroom epidemics flare up just as they used to, lightening the 
labors of the legal brain. Even the newspapers wiD keep you 
abreast if you know how to read them: when they start writing 
about hooligans, you know that the courts are jailing people 
wholesale on charges of hooliganism; if they write about theft 
from the state, you know that the fashionable charge is embezzle
ment. 

Zeks writilig from today's colonies· tell us despondently ·that: 
"It is useless trying to find justice. What you read in the press 

is one thing; real life is another." (V.I.D.) ". 
"rm sick of being an outcast from my society and m:y people. 

But where can I get justice? The interrogator's word carries Diore 
weight than mine. Yet what knowledge or insight can sbe;-a. 
young girl of twenty-three-have? How can she possibly imagine 
the fate they can send a man to?" (V.L) . 

'''The reasop they never reopen cases· is that· if they did, some 
of them might become redundant." (L--n) 

"StaHnist methods of investigation and trial have simply mi
grated from the political to the criminal sph~ and that's all there 
is to it." (G.S.) 

Let us note carefully what these s1lfrerini people have told us. 

1. Retrial is impossible (because the judicial caste might,col
lapse). 

2. Nowadays they use the criminal clauses to make mince
meat of people, just as they once Used Article 58. (If they did 
not, what would they feed .on? And what would becomeoftbe 
ArChipelago?) 

Briefly~ppose one citizen wishes to rid the world of another 
whom he dislikes (not, of course, straiShtforwardly, with a knife 
between the ribs, but legally). What is the surest way of doing it? 
Formerly, he would have had to Write a denunciation under Arti
cle 58-10. But now he should begin byconsulting the professionals 
(mvestigating officers, policemen, court officials)-that sOrt of cit
izenalways has friends of this sort-to find what is in fashion this 
year. For what type of oft'eDder are the nets·being laid? In which 
category are the courts required to increase their yield? Fmd the 
appropriate clause, and stick that in him-it's as good as any 
~ . , 
. Thus, a storm of accusations under the Rape clause raged· for 



S20 I THE GULAG ARCHIPELAGO 

a long time after Nikita in a heated moment ordered minimum· 
sentences of twelve years. Thousands ofhammcrs in every locality 
began busily riveting on twelve-year fetters-for the smiths must 
never stand idle! Now, this clause deals with delicate and very 
private matters. Weigh it carefully, and you will see that in some 
ways it resembles Article 58-10. The offenses covered by each are 
committed tete-A-tate, they are difticult to verify, they are shy of 
witnesses and that is just what the courts require. 

Take the S--v case. Two Leningrad women were summoned 
to the police station. Had they been at a party with some men? 
Yes. Had sexual intercourse ~ place? (This had already been 
established with the aid of a reliable informer.) Er-yes. Right, 
then;. which is it: did you take part in the sexual act voluntarily 
or against your will? If voluntarily, we shall have to regard you 
as prostitutes, you will hand over your passports and get out of 
Leningrad in forty-eight hours. If it was against ),our will, you 
must bring a charge of rape! The women were not a bit anxious 
to leave Leningrad! So the men got twelve years each. 

Our obtuse, our blinkered, our hulking brute of a judicial sys
tem can live only if it is infallible. The brute is so strong and so 
sure of itself only because it never reconsiders its decisions, be
cause every oftice1' of the court can lay abo~t him as he pleases in 
the certainty that no one will ever correct him. To this end there 
exists a tacit understanding that every complaint, whatever sum
mit of summits you send it to, will be referred back to the very 
authority of which you are complaining. Let no oftice1' of the court 
(prosecutor or investigator) be censured for abusing his office, for 
giving free rein to bad temper or a desire.for personal vengeance, 
for making a mistake or for misconducting a case. We will cover 
up for him!.Protect himl.Form a wall around him! We are the Law 
---and that is what Law is for. 

What is the good. of beginning an investigation and then not 
bringing charges? Poes this not mean that the interrogator's work 
is wasted? What is the good of a hearing without a conviction? 
Wouldn't the people's· court be letting {he investigating officer 
down and wasting his time? What does it mean when an oblast 
court overturns the decision of a people's court? It means that the 
higher court has added another botched job to the oblast's record: 
Think of the discomfort you would be causing your comrades in 
the profession-what's the point of it? Oiu:e begun. as the result 
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of a denunciation, let's say, an investigation must end without tail 
in a conviction, which cannot possibly be quashed. Above all
don't let one another downl And don't let the raikom down-do 
what they tell you. In return they will see that you come to no 
harm. 

Another very important thing about the courts today: there is 
no tape recorder, no stenographer, just a thick-fingered secretary 
with the leisurely penmanship of an eighteenth-century schoolgirl, 
laboriously recording some part of the proceedings in the tran
script. This record is not read out during the session, and no one 
is allowed to see it until the judge has looked it over and approved 
it. Only what the judge confirms will remain on record, will have 
happened in court. While things that we have heard with our own 
ears vanish like smoko-tbey never happened at allI 
. In his mind's eye the judge can always see the shiny black visage 
of truth-the telephone in his chambers. This oracle will never fail 
you, as long as you do what it says. 

Endure and flourish, 0 noble company of judges! We exist for 
youl Not you for us! May justice be a thick-piled carpet beneath 
your feet. If it goes well with you, then all is weill 

The proven reliability of the judicial systlml makes the lives of 
the police much easier. It enables them to apply without misgiv
ings the method known as the ''trailer'' or the "crime sack." 
Because of the slackness, the inefliciency, the boneheadedness of 
the local police, crime after crime after crime remains unsolved. 
But to keep the books straight, criminals must be "exposed" (and 
cases "closed"). So .they wait for a suitable. opportunity. A man 
lands in the police station-5ODlebody pliant, easily bullied, not 
too bright-and they saddle him with all these unsolved crimes. 
He's the one! All this year! The elusive master criminall Pummel 
and starve him till he confesses everything, puts his name to it all, 
earns himself a sentence commensurate with the grand total of his 
crimes-and so wipe a blot from the district. 

The health of society is much improved, since no sin goes 
unpunished. And the police in charge of criminal investigations 
are given prizes. 

The health of society has improved still further, and justice has 
been further reinforced in recent years, since the cry went up that 
paTtlSites should be seized, tried, and deported. This decree was 
also a partial replacement for the elastic 58-10, now only a mem
ory: accusations made under it proved just as insidious, just as 
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ftimsy-and just as irrefutable. (They managed to lJSe it against I. 
Brodsky, the poet!) 

The meaning of the word was skillfully distorted from the start. 
Real parasites, highly paid drones, sat on the bench or at their 
bureaucratic desks while sentences rained down on paupers with 
skills and an appetite for work who knocked themselves out trying 
to earn a bit extra when the working day was over. How viciously 

. -with the undying hatred of the overfed for the hungry-they fell . 
upon these "idlers." Two of Adzhubei's unscrupulous journalistslO 

had the eft'rontery to declare that parasites were not being ban
ished far enough from Moscow. They were allowed to receive 
parcels and money orden from re1ativesI Discipline was not strict 
enough! ''They are not made to work from dawn to dusk." These 
are their very words: ''from dawn to dusk." What Communist 
dawn, what constitutional order, we may. wonder, can call for such 
drudgery? 

We have listed several important streams which (together with 
the endless spate of embezzlers) ensure that the Archipelago is 
continually replenished. 

Nor is it altogether wasted effort for the ''people's brigades" 
(druzhlnniki}--tho$e fteebooteri or storm troopers commissioned 
by the militia,1IDDleDtioned in the Constitution, and. free from 
responS1'bi1ity before the law-to walk the streets, or stay comfort
ably in their command posts knocking out the teeth of prisonen. 

Reinf'orcements ftow in to the Archipelago. And although we 
have had a classless society for so long, although the glow of the 
Communist conflagration half-fiUs the sky, we are used to the idea 
that crime never ceases, never decreases, and indeed that. no one 
now seems to promise any such thing., In the 19308 they assured 
us: We're almost there, just a few more years. They don't even 
make such statements any more. 

The Law in our coUntry, in its might and its flexibility, is unlike 
anything c8lled • ... w .. elsewhere on earth. 

The stupid Romans had a formula: "The law bas no retroactive 
force." With us--it basI An old reactionary proverb may mutter: 
"Laws aren't written for what's gone and done." In our country 
-they arellf a modish new Decree comes out and the Law itches 
to apply it to persons already in custody~hy not, let it do sol 

10. 1nertI"", June 23, 1964. 
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This is what happened to the currency speculators and bribe 
takers. Lists were sent from, say, Kiev to Moscow, where the 
names of those to whom· the Law could be retrospectiYely applied 
were ticked oft' (and they were given a longer stretch or promoted 
to nine grams ofletUJ accordingly). 

Then again, in our country the Law is clairvoyant.: You might 
suppose that before a trial takes p1ace, the course of the hearing, 
and the verdict, would be unknown. But you may find Socialist 
Legality publishing aU this before the trial takes place. How can 
it know? Just ask yourself. II 

Then again, Soviet Law has forgotten all about the sin of bear -
ing false witiless-and simply does not regard it as a orime! A 
legion of false witnesses thrives in our midst, they go sedately on 
their way to an honorable old age, bask in a golden sunset at the 
end of their days. Ours is the only country in the world and in 
history to pamper perhJrersI 

Then again, Soviet Law does not punish murdering judges and 
murdering prosecutors. They aU enjoy long and honorable ca
reers, and live to be noble elders. 

Then again, no one can deny that Soviet Law is capable of those 
abrupt changes of course, those sudden swerves chai'acterisiic of 
aU anxious creative thought. At times, the Law veef$tOward 
"sharp reduction of crime in a single yearl" Arrest fewer! Try 
fewer! Release convicted oft'enders on probation! At other times, 
it veers in the opposite direction. EviI~ endlessly multiply! No 
more probation! Send more to bard labor and special regime 
camps! Stift"er sentences! Execute the vi1IainS! 

Whatever storms may buft'et it, the· vessel of the Law sails 
smoothly and majestically on. Our Supreme Courts, our Supreme 
Prosecutors, are old hands, and no gust will take them by surp= 
They will conduct their Plenary Sessions, they will issue. their 
Instructions-and every insane change of course will be shown to 
be a long-felt need, a logical resuI~ of oui' whole historical develop-

11. See ~ ZtIIrtRmtJBt (organ of the Public Prosecutor's 0lIIce of the 
U.s.s.Il), No. I, Jaauary, 1962. Signed for the pn:ss on December 27, 1961. On pp. 73-74 
there is aa article by GripyeY (Gruzda) (called "Fascist Haaamen"). It contaias a report 
on the trial of some EsronIaa war crimiDals at Tartu. The wrtter describes the questicmiDg 
of witnesses, the uhibits before the court, the crnes-emminatiOD of one cld'enclaat (''the 
murderer cynicaIJy 1IIISWfftcI',). the readions of the pUblic, the JII'OIICCIItor's speech. It 
~ reports that seateace of death was paaaecI. All these tbiap. iDcIeecI, occurrect_1y 
(U~t not till Jaauary 16, 1962 (see I'trndIz for Jaauuy 17>, by w~ time the 
journal _ already in print aacI on aale. (The trial bad been postpoaecI, aacI the journal 
bad not been WIII'IIed. The joumaIist CCIIICeI'IIed aut one year's t'cm:ecIlabor.) 
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ment, prophetically envisaged in the One True Doctrine. 
The vessel of Soviet Law is ready for the sharpest tum. If orders 

come tomorrow to put millions inside again for their way of 
thinking, or to deport whole peoples (the same peoples as before, 
or others) or rebellious towns, or to pin four numbers on prisoners 
again-its mighty hull will scarcely tremble, its stem will not 
buckle. 

There remains-what Derzhavin tells us, what only those who 
have experienced it for themselves can feel in their hearts: 

"An unjust court is worse than brigandage." 
Yes, that remains true. As true as it was under Stalin, as it was 

all through the years described in this book. Many Fundamental 
Principles, Decrees, and Laws, contradictory or complementary, 
have been promulgated and printed-but it is not in accordance 
with them that our country lives, and that arrests are made, trials 
held, expert evidence given. Only in those few cases (15 percent, 
perhaps?) in which the subject of investigation and judicial pro
cefflings affects neither the interests of the state, nor the reigning 
ideology, nor the personal interests or comfort of some of
ficeholder-only very rarely can the officers of the court enjoy the 
privilege of trying a case without telephoning somebody to seek 
instructions; of trying it on its merits and as conscience dictates. 
All other cases-the overwhelming majority: criminal or civil, it 
makes no difference-inevitably affect in some important way the 
interests of the chairman of a kolkhoz or a village soviet, a shop 
foreman, a factory manager, the head of a Housing Bureau, a 
block sergeant, the investigating officer or commander of a poliee 
district, the medical superintendent of a hospital, a chief planning 
officer, the heads of administrations or ministries, special sections 
or personnel sections, the secretaries of district or oblast party 
Committees-and upward, ever upwardl In all such cases, calls 
are made from one discreet inner office to another; leisurely, low
ered voices give friendly advice. steady and steer the decision to 
be reached in the trial of a wretched little man caught in the 
tangled schemes, which he would not understand even if he knew 
them, ofthose"Set in authority over him. The naively trusting little 
newspaper reader goes into the courtroom conscious that he is in 
the right. His reaso~ble arguments are carefully rehearsed, and 
he lays them before the somnolent, masklike faces on .the bench, 
never suspecting that sentence has been passed on him already
that there are no courts of appeal, no proper channels and due 
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procedures through which a malignant, a corrupt, a soul-searingly 
unjust verdict can be undone. 

There is---olily a wall. And its bricks are laid in a mortar of lies. 
We called this chapter ''The Law Today." It should rightly be 

called 'There Is No Law . .. 
The same treacherous secrecy, the same fog of injustice, still 

bangs in our air, worse than the smoke of city chimneys. 
For half a century and more the enormous state has towered 

over us, girded with hoops of steel. The hoops are still there. There 
is no law. 



Afterword 

Instead of my writing this book alone, the chapters should have 
been shared among people with special knowledge, and we should 
then have met in editorial conference and helped each othl'1' to put 
the whole in true perspective. 

But the time for this was not yet. Those whOm I asked to take 
on particular_chapters would nOt do so, but instead -offered stories, -
written or ora1, for me to use as I pleased. I suggested to Varlam 
Sbalamov that we write the whole book together, but he also 
declined. 

What was really Deeded was a weU-staffed oflice. To advertise 
in the newspapers and on the radio ("Please reply'''), to carry on 
open correspoildence, to do what was done with the story of the 
Brest fortress.· -

Not only could I not spread myself like this; I had to conceal 
the project itself, my letters, my materials, to disperse them, to do 
everything in deepest secrecy. I even had to camouftage the time 
I spent working on the book with what looked like work on other 
things. 

As soon as I began the book, I thought of abandoning it. I could 
not make up my mind: should I or should I not be writing such 
a book by myself1 And would I have the stamina for it? But when, 
in addition to what I had collected, prisoners'letters converged on 
me from all over the country,l realized that since all this had been 
given to me, I had a duty. 

I must explain that never once did this whole book, in all its 
parts,lie on the same desk at the same timelln September, 1965, 
when work on the Archipelago was at its most intensive, I suft'ered 

S26 
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a setback: my arcbive was raided and my novel· impounded. At 
this point the parts of the Arcbipelago already written, and the 
materials for the other parts, were scattered. and never reassem
bled: I could not take the risk, especially when all the names were 
given correctly. I kept jotting down reminders to myse1fto check 
this and remove that, and traveled from place to place with these 
bits of paper. The jerkiness of the book, its imperfections, are the 
true mark of our persecuted literature. Take the book for what it 
~' . 

I have stopped work on the book not because I regard it as 
8nished, but because I cannot spend any more of my Hfe on it. 

Besides begging for indulgence, I want to cry aloud: When the 
time and the opportunity come, gather together, all you friends 
who have survived and know the story well, write your own 
commentaries to go with my book, correct and add to it where 
necessary (but do not make it too unwieldy, do not duplicate what 
is there already). Only then will the book be definitive. GOd bless 
thew~ .. 

I am surprised to have finished it safely; even in this form. I have 
severaltiines thought they would not let me. . 

I am finishing it in the year of a double anniversary (and the two 
8nniversaries are connected): it is flftyyears since the revOlutiOn 
which created Gulag, and a hundred since the inventiOn C)f'barbeil 
wire (1861). . 

This second anniversary will no doubt pass UDIlOticed. 

Ryazan-Ukryvishche 
April 27, 19SIJ.;..F~ 22, 1967 



P.P.s. 

I was in a hurry wben I W{Ote what you have just read, because 
I expected that even if I did not perish in the explosion set off by 
my letter to the Writers' Congress I should lose my freedom to 
write and access to my manuscripts. But as things turned out, I 
was not only not arrested as a result of the letter, but found myself 
on a granite footing. I reaHzed then that I must and could com
plete and correct this book. 

A few friends have now read it. They have helped me to see the 
serious defects in it. I did not try it out on a wider circle, and if 
this ever becomes possible, it will be too late for me. 

In this last year I have done what I could to improve it. Let no 
one blame me for its incompleteness; there is no end to the addi
tions which could be made, and every single person who has had 
the slightest contact with the subject or thought seriously about 
it will always be able to add something-often something pre
cious. But there are laws of proportion. In size my book has 
reached the utmost limit. Push in a few more little grains and the 
whole cliff will come tumbling down. 

For sometimes expressing myselfbadly, for repetition in places 
and loose construction in . others, I ask forgiveness. I was not 
granted a quiet year after all, and during the last few months the 
ground has been burning under my feet again, ad the desk under 
my hand. Even while preparing this last version I have never once 
seen the whole book together, never once had it all on my desk 
at one time. 

528 
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The fuJlliat of those without whom this book could not have 
been written, revised, or kept safe cannot yet be entrusted to 
paper. They know who they are. They have my homage. 

ltozhdestvo-oa-Iste 
May, 1968 



Notes 

Page 
7 katorp: This word also serves as the general title of Part V. The standard 

English irausJation is "bard labor" or "penal servitude, "1UId the Russian 
term derives from the Greek word fOr the forced labor of a slave chained 
to the oar ofa galley. It is important to note here that the word Iauorga 
(the-first syllable is stressed) had come to stand for a specIftcaIly Tasrist 
type of punishment; it summoned to mind images ofidealistic revolution
aries toiling in Siberian mineS. 

A person sentenced to kotorga is a kotorzlulnin (masc.); the plural 
form is 'kotorzlulne. ' 

7 DOPR: Acronym for Dom Prinuditelnylch Rabot (Institution of C0m
pulsory Labor). 

7 ITL: Acronym for Ispravitelno-TrIu/Qvoi Lsger (Corrective Labor 
Camp). . 

7 "'o8k:er," "pneraI," etc.: These terms IUId a number of other items in 
military IUId administrative terminology were abIUIdoned in 1917 as 
expressive of the bourgeois class system. The word "officer" was in 
special disrepute because the majority of the Imperial ofticer corps had 
sided with the Whites during the Ovil War. In Solzhenitsyn's short story 
"Incident at Krechetovka Station," set in'I941, the protagonist feels 
''wounded as if by a bayonet" by the very thought that his interlocutor 
might be an "oIIicer" in diiguise. 

''Oeneral'' was reinstated in 1940, "ofticer" was brought back as a 
standard military term in 1943. "Director" IUId "supreme" had reap
peared in common usage in the 1930's. 

9 zeks: That is, "convicts" or "prisoners." For one theory about the origin 
of the term "zek," see Volume Two, page 506. 

10 twenty-elght letters: The Russian (Cyrillic) alphabet bas thirty-three 
letters, but five of these-)'O. I knukoye. the "bard sign", yery, IUId the 
"soft siSO"-iIre not generally used in any serial notation that involves 
letters. ' 

10 PoIIzeI, bnrpmasters: Terms that describe, respectively, members of the 
police units recruited by the Germans from among the population of the 
occupied territories, and minor local ofticials appointed by the Germans. 

11 Organs: That is, Organs of State Security, a Soviet designation for the 
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political police. The term "Orpus"-without any modifters-was com
monly used by the penonnel of the internal security agencies. 

11 JCsbanlkba. Sanctimonious and tyrannical woman in Aleksandr Os
trovsky's play The Thunderstorm (1860). 

16 Oktyahr: Literary groupins of proletarian writers, orgauized in 1922, 
which began publishing a monthly periodical of the same name in 1924. 
Characterized by doctrinaire excesses in the 1920's, the joumaI has re
mained a mouthpiece for hard-line Party views. 

21 OGPU: Acronym for Obyedinyonnoye Go.nuJm:mennoye PoIlticheakoye 
UplTlp/en/e (Unified State Political Adminlstration), the name of the 
Soviet internal security agency from 1924 to 1934. Between 1922 and 
1924 the agency's name was simply GPU, and this shorter form was often 
used informal1y for the later period as well. 

22 LevhaD: Yuri Levitan is the best-known radio annOUJK:el' in the Soviet 
Union. He has delivered the ofticiaI news broadcasts on Radio Moscow 
for more than a generation. 

27 VJasov IIIOYeIDeDt: RussIan anti-Communist movement during World 
War n associated with the name of General Andrey Vlasov (see Glos
sary), which envisaged an armed overthrow of the Soviet regime with the 
help of the German military. In practice it mainly involved the recruiting 
ofhelp (both armed and mwmed) for the German army from among the 
vast n1llllbers of Soviet POW's. VIeWed with considerable suspicion by 
the Nazi hieran:hy, the Vlasov movement was not allowed to concentrate 
its forces on the Eastern front, nor did General Vlasov receive formal 
authority over Russian units in the German army until the very last 
phases of tho war. See Solzhenitsyn's earlier comments on the movement 
in 77ze Gulllg .4.rchlpelllgo. Volume One, pages 151-262. 

27 0aeIdst: Originally and narrowly, members of the Cheka, the tint Soviet 
internal security agency. The name is often app1ied, by extension, to 
penonne1 of the succeeding security agencies. 

28 PoUtburo and 0rPar0 of the CPSU(b): The ''b'' in parentheses stands 
for "Bolsheviks" and "Communist Party of the Soviet Union (Bol
sheviks)" was the ofticiaI title of the Party until 1952-

The Politburo is the chief policy-making body of the Communist 
Party. The Orgburo is a subcommittee of the Party's Central Committee 
and is conc:erned with organizational and procedural matters. 

29 raIkoms and gorkoms: Acronyms for "'yonny kom/tel and gorodskoy 
komitet, 10cal administrative bodieS of the Communist Party at the rr.IyOn 

and the municipal level respectively. (A "'yon is a territorial subdivision 
of an oblast or of a large municipa1ity.) 

31 :Pupebev rIsIDg: Yemelyan Pugschev (Pugachov) headed a large-popular 
revolt in 1773-1775. He promised a h'beration of the serfs and received 
considerable support in the Volga and Ural areas; it reqnired extraordi
nary eIforts on the part of the government of Catherine n to quell the 
uprising. 

32 Cadets: Usual d!signation of the Russian Constitutional Demoerats, 
moderate liberals whose party was formed in 1905 and outlawed by the 
Bolsheviks. (The name "Cadets" is derived from the Russian. abbrevia
tion of the party's name, K.D., pronounced "kah-c:\eh.") 

34 Gorlag, etc.: • 
Oorlag = Gomy lager-Mountain Camp 
Berlag = Beregovoi lager-Waterside Camp 
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Page 
79 "SK": Abbreviation for Ii$Jllno-laIIorzhny-i.e., "one eDled to bard 

labor." 
79 Dec:embrlst rfsIDs: An 1IJJSUCCeSIIfuI attempt to overthrow the Tsarist 

regime undertaken by liberal-minded aristocratic officers in 1825. Some 
three thousand rebel troops formed on Senate Square in St. Petersburg 
on December 14, 1825, but the mutiny c:olIapsed by the end of the day. 
FIVe Icaden were eveutually 1uIJIaed, several dozen more were sentenced 
to Siberian eDle. ' 

80 "011 tile s.ate Square": That is, with the Decembrlst mutineers (see 
note above). The poet Alebaudr Pushkin bad many close friends among 
the Decembrist 1eadersbip. but at the time of the uprising he was conlIned 
to his paralllI' country estate in Mikhailovskoye. Summoned to Moscow 
for a penonal audience with Tsar N"1Cho1as I. Pushkin opeoIy admitted 
his sympathies. 

83 IIikn: Firat R1I88ian Marxist newspaper, f~ by Leuin in.1900 and 
published abroad unti11905, bIaa c:arried many of Leuin's important 
esdy essays. . 

87 "StoInID nactkm":The revolutionaries' term for the period following 
the suppression of the 1905 revolution, and associated with the policies 
of'Minister of the Interior P. A. Stolypin (1862-1911). 

88 plIIIItlftl opendIoD at NOYOdIerkassk: Reference to the bloody suppres
sion of the distmbances in Novor:herbssk in June, 1962. This episode 
is described below, Part vn. Chapter 3. " 

88 IbIdII: Site of the summer resideace of the royal family in the vicinity 
of Yalta. 

92 o.t Vladimir Dal (Dahl) was a prominent Russian oineteenth-century 
lexicographer. His four-volume dictionary of the Russian langwtae con
tains a great mass of material not included in any other dictionary and 
is one of Solzhenitsyn's favorite sonn:es. 

103 VIISIIy TyoddD: Long narrative poem by Alebaudr Tvardovsky, pub
lished in installmmlll during World War II. which cIescribes the life and 
adventures of a cheerful and resonn:efal Russian front-line soldier. The 
poem has enjoyed enormous popularity. 

114 Kady trial: See The GuIIIf.4rddpe14go. Volume One, paaes 419-431. 
116 MfsJrI: Hero of Mikhail Lermontov's narrative poem of the same name 

(1840). Mtsyri is aDovice who escapes from a Caucasian monastery in 
an attempt to return to the land of his birth. He fails, and his wanderings 
through the surrouudiDs forests symbolize the inescapable tragedy of life. 

119 I was on tile raads of East PrassIa: That is, engrossed in the long 
narrative poem PrussUm Nights. in which Solzhenilllyn. cIescribes the 
tumultuous advance of the Soviet Army through East Prussia during the 
last phases of World War D. 

121 1IOaerB: Translation of dokhodyagi. prison slang for zeks whose physical 
state indicates that their days are numbered. 

123 Nbdh of JIIIIDUT- On Sunday, January 9, 1905, a large procession of ' 
workers attempted to present a petition to the Tsar. They were met with 
gunIIre, which left over one hundred dead and several hundred wounded. 
This episode became known as "moody Sunday" and the date is com
memorated yesdy in the Soviet Union. (But see below, page 2SSn.) 

127 NEP: Abbreviation for "New Economic Policy," a temporary relaxation 
of controls in agriculture, trade, and industry between 1921 and 1928. 
Private enterprise of all sorts flourished during this period. 
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148 "half-caste": TraoaIation of prib/4m1Onny. prison slang for a zeit who 

acts like a professicmal crimioaI. 
149 shock workers: Soviet designation of workers whose productivity is con- . 

siderably above the norm. 
ISO makhorka: Coarse. low-grade tobaIx:o. 
159 "pwn prvsecutor": Prismi-camp expression for escape. 
163 beshharmak: A Kazakh meat dish. 
163 aksakaI: Kazakh term of respect, literally ''white beard." 
163 yok: Kazakh for "there is none." 
171 sovkhoz: Soviet farm administered directly by the state and operated like 

an industrial enterprise. A sovkhoz lacks the cooperative structure char
acteristic of a collective farm (kolkhoz). 

193 "class ally" type of prIsoaen: That is, common or professional.criminaIs. 
The term "class allies" (sotsialno-blizkie. which might also be ren
dered as ''soc:iaI allies" or ''those of a kindn:d class") is derived from 
Marxist-Leninist class theory, according to which felons are seen as 
potential a1Iies in the building of Communism due to their proletarian 
background. See further in The Gulog ATChlpe/llgo, Volume Two, ~ 
ciaIly pages 434 f. The antonym of "elass ally" is "socially alien 
element." once again del!ned as such on the strength of aocial back
ground. 

219 of staIla fur: That is, withont fur of any kind. This ironic expression 
probably arose by analogy to the Russian phrase lUI rybyem mekhll 
("lined with 8sh fur"), used to deseribe a flimsy garment. 

226 lIIueeaps: That is, members of the Soviet security agencies. The reference 
is to the light-blue cap band that distinguished the uniform of the 
NKVD. . 

25 I "kulak 1iIIbota&e": The word kuIsk. (literally ''fist''), which in its figura
tive sense used to mean "viIlaF DSURI'," came to be applied in Soviet 
times to almost any peasant who was successful or well-to-do. (See below, 
Part VI, chapter 2.) Resistance to the poliey of forced collectivization of 
agriculture initiated in 1929 was termed "kulsk sabotage." 

251 Imtya: A dish prepared from boiled wheat (or rice) sweetened with 
honey, and usually with an admixture of poppy seeds, raisins, or nuts. 
It is traditicmally eaten on Christmas Eve and at certain other special 
occasions. 

271 Isolator: Special prison or camp for important political prisoners who are 
kept incommunicsdo. 

279 MardI 5: The death of Iosif Stalin was oftlcially annonnced on March 
5, 1953. 

289 yevtashenko's poem: Bratsk, a town on the AngaraRiver in southeastern 
Siberia, is the site of a huge hydroelectric station, completed in the 
1960's. Yevgeny Yevtushenko has written a lengthy narrative poem cele
brating this project (Bratskayo GES. 1965). 

327 that summer tIdrteen years before: That is, the summer of 1941, the time 
of the snrprise attadt Jaunched by Germany on Soviet RUBsia. 

337 "WIUe" commlttw: This appears to refer to a provineial branch of an 
organization that promoted Russian industrial development. Count 
Sergei Witte (184S-191S) served as Russia's Minister of Finance be
tween 1892 and 1903 and did a great deal to stimulate the growth of in-
dustry. _ 

339 IIIIhbotaIk: AcocmIing to the official definition, this is a voluntary contri-
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bution of one'i time to paform "socially useful"labor. No compensation 
is given for I1ICh wort, which _ origiDaIly &eheduIed on Saturdays. 

340 War 0 ...... "': The uame appHeel to the policies and practices of the 
Soviet resime between 1918 and 1921, particularly in the sphere of 
economics. This included a Jarae-scaIe requisitioning ofproduce from the 
peasants and the oationalintion of industry and trade. 

342 SIakIIanoYIte: The Stakhanovite movement _launched by the resime 
in an attempt to increase the productivity of workers. The movement 
takes its uamefrom AIeksei Stakhanov, a coal miner who was widely . 
touted to have exceeded the production Dorm by a factor of 14 on one 
8ne day in 1935. Workers wh.o em)llated I1ICh feats, and those who tried 
earnestly to do so, were called "Stakhanovites... The term has been 
supplanted by "shock workers." 

343 SD's: That is, members of the Social .Democraticparty, the Russian 
Marxists who had not accepted Bolshevism. 

360 M ............. buIIdIDa 0peI8tl0n: o.e of the ~ industrial projects 
during the bFivo-Year Plan _ the COII8tn1Ction of the Mapitogorsk 
Metal Works, a huge steel-producina plant in the Urals, built together 
with .. town ofMapitoaorsk in 1929-1931. Many writers Yiiited the 
site and hymned the prOject in prose and verse. .Among the better-known 
worka in this style is ValentiD Katayev's novel nme. FOI'WQ1'd (1932). 

365 1JurIn: A hardbitten and camp-wise bripde leader in SoJzhenitsfIl's One 
Dq In tIuI LIfo o/IWln Denl80rldL 

382 "AdeIIaaw .-tJ": Amnesty sranted in 1955 by IChrushqhev to per
sons ICCUIed of having co~ with the GermanS auring World 
War II, It _ a direct result of the repatriation of many thousands of 
German POW's that had been negotiated by Chanc:eII.oi K~ 
Adeaauer in Moscow. 

387 tweaty ... PIImc Porthe sake ofargument, the author is here sugesting 
a comparison with the twenty_ BoIsheYik commiuan Gecated in 
Baku by ~ troops in 1918. A formidable cult has been Created in 
the Soviet Union to commemorate those twenty_ uamesand a larp 
DUIIIbeI' ofJiterary worb tRat this subject (the best known is "The Ballad 
of the Twenty-Six" by Seraei Esenin [1924D. 

407 tine ............... alland: That is, enouah land to dis a pave. An 
anhinis a R.1IIIian traditimud IIIIit of1eastheqna1 to 2B incbes; a pave 
plot wonld be three anhins Ions and one anhin wide. 

411 ErIc AnW Aadeniea: Por some biographicial details aboUt this mysteri
ous prisoner, see TIre Gu1llg Arr:hIpe1llgo. Volnme DDe, pages 521-522, 
551-554. 

437 Seven Bo,an: Solzheaitsyn's designation of the seven heirs of Stalin in 
the early period of"collective leadership" following Stalin's death. 'they 
are, in alphabetical order: Nikolai BuIpnin, Lazar Kapnovich, Nikita 
Khrushchev, Georgi Ma1enkov, Aoastsa Mikoyan, Vyacheslav Molotov, 
and Kliment VoroiIhilOv. The term "Seven Boyan" (Semlboyar.fhchintl) 
is taken from R.IIIIIian history, where it _ used to refer to a boyar 
oliprcby. 

444 CaeJm.GB: A composite term that covers all the Soviet intema1 security 
qencies, from the earliest (the Cheka) to the present-day KGB. 

446 paaport, wIdda the poet ••• bade all mea 4lIl.,,: Reference to Vladimir 
Ma,aJrovsky's poem entitled ''Venes About a Soviet Passport" (1929), 
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in which the poet cICsaibes with RIiBh the cII'ect pJUduced by Ilia Soviet 
docnmeats OD a fiRip oIIk:iaI. 'l'hII poem eada: 

Radthis 

aad tum greeD with _vy

I am a citizat 
of the Soviet UDioa. 

"AmI JGIII' .............. nIIIm JOIII' sward to J8II": Quotation from 
AIebaadr PushJda's 'Vessap to Siberia" (1827), addressed to the 
DecrmbrIsI8 exiled to banllabor in Siberia. ~ ends Ilia poedc 
epistle OD the faIfowiu& hapetbI Date: 

'l'hII ~ chaiDs wi111i111, 
'l'hII walls will erambIe at the wont; 
ADd Freedom peel JOII in the Jiaht 
ADd brothers &iYe JOB back the sword. erma Max 1!astDma) 

467 NarcNIImIII8r- Memben of the ........... temJrist orpnizatinn called 
NaracIDaya VoIJa (The Peop1e's Will), formed in 1879. Their majcJr pi 
WIll the !I!!!!!!S!Ijpet ofhlsh-llllllr:iDa iOftDIIIICIIt oIIciaIs, with the Tsar 
as the priDdpal tarpt. After __ attanpI8, the NarudoYoItsy _ 

ceeded in ID1IIderioa AIeuDder U in 1881. Fave membeIB of the orpDi-
. zatiOD were JJaapdIl a -rt. 

472 VoIIarfor. LieuteuaDt Volkovoy is the II8distic discipJiDary oJIIcer in the 
prisoa camp cIepic:ted in SoJzheuitayn's One Dq ill tile Life 0/1W111 
DenbtwIdr. 

413 MOOP: Acronym for M"inlstentro Okluany ~ PoriIIdkII 
(MiDistry for the Prota:tioa of PublIc Onfer). 'l'hII MVD was si- this 
1I8IIlei!!..1962, but the original tide(MVD) wasnstored in 1968. Ama,ior 
ftmctioa of the MOOP,Iike that of the MVD befere aad after it. WIll to 
admbrister the IIJItem of camps aad priMm&. It was also c:1I8Ipd with a 
broad IIIIIF of adler security ...... from riot 0IIIdI0I to border cIuty. 'l'hII 
author of the IeUer quoted by SoIzheIIitsJn is. SIrictIy IIpIIIIIdDa, piIty of 
aD IIDIIduonism whea he nfera to the pants cIepic:ted in One .DrIy ill tile 
Life 0/1W111 DeniatJVkb II serviDa in the M09P: the adioIl of the novel 
is set in 1951, whea the MVD was in c:haqpI. Bat II anodIer outraaed 
letter quoted below points out, the administratiYe perIIOIIDIIl tbroaghout 
these yean nDIIiaed Jaraely the _ 

475 "aa:aned IDeagaIto": A fimous quote from N'JkoIai Gogol's play 71re 
Inspet:1Or GenerrIl (1836). . . 

482 LIkIIoIIIaersIo (I): 'l'hII aclsm8tioD mark draws aueadcm to the bizarre 
8111'11811U1, which _ sometlrina Jib "vicious fur" or "bad pelt. .. 

491 OUN:. 0rgtm/zIItIdytI TJknIiuIdkII NfII8itnuIlbtm (Orpnizatjon of 
Ukrainian NatiouaIists), a mIJitaat orpniatim that sporadicaI1y c0l
laborated with the 0erm8IIs duriDs World War D. After the concIusioa 
of the war, various Ukrainian IIIdiouIist groups (commoaly known as 
8aDderists) wapd perri1Ia wad'arc spiust Soviet fim:es for a DIIJIIber 
of years. It has always been Soviet pnaiI:e to nler to armecIl'IIiIisIaDce 
of this sort II "bauditry" so II to deny that it possesses broad public 
8UPJIOrt. 
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496 my DOIIIiDatioD for a LeaiD Prize: Solzhenitsyn's novel One Day in 1M 

Lifo o/IwzII Denisorkh was nomiDated for the Leoin Prize in literature 
in December, 1963. (The prize was eventually awarded to a less "contro
'versiaI" writer.) 

496 "OeIIakoY takeu IIIId Tartary subdued": Quote from Gnooyedov's com
edy Woeftom Wit (1824). The action of the play is set in the 1820's and 
this line cbaracterizes a mentality hopelessly out of datE: Ochakov was 
captured by the Russians in 1788, IIIId the Tartar KIumate of Crimea 
annexed in 1783. 

S03 Potemkln strudures: That is, showcase institutions entirely uncharacter
istic of the usual condiJions in prison camps. During Catherine the 
Great's 1787 tour of the newly lIIIJleXed Crimean territories, her states
man IIIId favorite Origory Potemkin undertook elaborate measures to 
make this area appear to be wealthier and more populous than it was in 
reality. Among other things, he ordeIlId several fake villages to be con
structed aIona Catherine's route. The phrase "Potemkin village" bas 
since then bealme a common designation of a frand designed to deceive 
outsiders. 

S03 "A IIftdt Weat WaIldag": A complex pun in Russian. In his book My 
TestimiJllY, Anatoly Marchenko relates that the acronym SVP, which 
stands for Sektsiya YIIUtm!nego Porlad/aJ (Internal Order Section-a 
unit that operates in contemporary Soviet prison camps), bas been deci
phered by zek wits as Su/aJ Yysh/a PoguIyat (A Bitch Came Out for a 
Walk). The word "bitch" here stands for an active collabotator with the 
authorities, and the whole expression therefore suggests that'the Internal 
Order Sections depend primarily on turncoats and informers. 

510 PIIm "PIiI" ("Palil") is the word of command meaning "Fire!" 
512 KUKKS: Acronym for XMrsy UsoverahenstwlWllliya KQwzlerliskogo Ko

nuIIfIlnogo SostIlWl (Courses for the Upgrading of the Command Struc
ture in the Cavalry). 

526 wIIat _ cIoDe with the story 01 the Brest fortress: The city of Brest near 
the Polish border came under attack on the very first day of the German 
onslaught on Soviet Russia in 1941. The Germans met unexpectedly still 
resistance ,here, and the citadel of Brest held out for over a week against 
vastly superior forces. In the post-Stalin epoch. when the defenders of 
Brest, were no longer classified as traitors to the Motherland (all who 
capitulated had AutomaticaUy been branded as such doring the war). the 
writer Sergei Smimov received permission to coUect documents and 
memoirs relating to this episode. To this end Smimov published appeals 
in the newspapers and even made special radio broadcasts. The,material 
gathered in this manner was incorporated in two books on the defense 
of Brest published by Smimov in the late 19SO's. _ 

527 my JUmII: SoIzhenitsyn's The Fim Circle. whlCh had at that point not 
been published anywhere. 

The Notes to this edition have been prepared by Alexis KIimofr. ' 



Glossary 

Tbis ~ is seIecaive 81Id the RIder is nIcmd to the correspcmdiJIs 
secdoDs of VoI1mIcs I 81Id D for adcIi1icIIIaI entries. 

AkIakov, bm SeraeJe'rich (1823-1886). Slavopmle essayist md 
tbiDker. Banned from Moscow in 1878 after siviDa a 1ecture on Slavic 
aft'airs. 

AIeksel MIIdudIoYIcb (1629-1676). Tsar of Mos!:ow from 1645. 
AlmuuIer I (Im-1825). Became Tsar in 1801. 
Alexander n(1818-1881). Became Tsar in 1855. Assassinated by revolu

tionary terrorists. 
Alexander m (1845-1894). Became Tsar in 1881.'Under his rule, the 

campaign apinst revolutionary movements was inteaaifted. 
Arakdaeyey, AIeksel AadreyeyIch(1769-1834). Generalmd Minister of 

War under Alexander I. Inventor of the ''military coIonies," which 
were worked by soldier-farme18 under strict discipline. His IUIIDe be
came &yJ¥)IlymouB with reaction. 

AraIa7, J_ (1817-1882). Hunprian poet, active supporter of the 
1848-49 revolution. 

Bmdera, StepaD (1909-1959). Leader ofa militant Ukrainian DationaIist 
movement. Attempted to collab9rate with Germans during World 
War n. but was arrested and interDed as too unreliable and indepen
dent. His followers are referred to as Banderists. 

s.dJ8J8V, NIkolai AlebaadroYIcb (1874-1948). Philosopher, essayist, 
brilliant cleferukr of human freedom against the encroachments of 
ideology. Lived in emigration after 1922. 

Berta, Lammtl PaYlOYlch (18~1953). Sinister head or Stalin's internal 
security apparatus between 1938 and 1953. 

Bresbko-Bresbkovsky, NikoIa1 NlkoIayevldl (1874-1943). :&dgre au
thor or several dozen low-grade works of a type known in Russian as 
''boulevard novels" (accurately rendered by the British expression 
''penny dreadfulsj. 

538 
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IIuIpkov,MikbailAIaDasyevidl (1891-1940). Writerofproseanddnma. 
Bartaev, VladimIr LYOYicIl (1862-1942). Populist revolutionary. Emi

grated at the beginning of the twentieth century. Publisher of the 
magazine By/oye. which concerned itself with the history of the revo
lutionary movement. Returned to Russia in 1917, but emigrated again 
during the Civil War. 

Catberf:ae n (1729-1796). Became Empress in 1762-
Clang T_lin (1873-1928). Powerful Chinese military leader and war 

lord. Governor of Manchuria in 1911. Occupied Peking several 
times. 

CIekhov, Allton Pal'loYidl (18~1904). Major prose writer and greatest 
Russian playwright. In 1890, he undertook a journey to Sakhalin 
Island in order to see the penal settlements there; he published a book 
of his observations in 1895. 

Cot, PIerre (1895-). French progressive political figure. Member of the 
World Council for Peace. 

DeaUdn, Anton lvanovich (1872-1947). Russian general who served 
·1918-1919 as commander of anti-Bolshevik forces in southern Russia 
during the Civil War. 

Dmitri Tsarevieb (1582-1591). Prince ofUglich. Son oflvan the Terri
ble. Historians are divided as to whether his death was accidental or 
the result of a plot. 

DoIgoruky, Yuri(l~llS7). Russian prince. considered the founder of 
Moscow in 1147. 

Doroshevicb, VIas Mikbailovieh(1864-1911). RussianjoumaJistofradi
cal sympathies. noted for his description of the penal settlements on 
Sakhalin Island, wliich he toured in the late 1890's. 

Dutol', Aleksandr IIyfch (1864-1921). White Russian military leader 
during the Civil War. Led a Cossack revolt in the Orenburg region in 
November-December, 1917. 

n,akOl', Borfs AleksandrovIch (1902- ). Soviet writer, arrested in 1949. 
Published two books of prison-camp memoirs in the 1960's, in which 
he proclaimed his unwavering faith in the Party. 

DzerzIdDsky, FeUb Edmmulovldt (1877-1926). Organizer and head of 
the first Soviet internal security agency, the Cheka. Until his death 
served also as the head of the succeeding security agencies, the GPU 
and the OGPU. 

Ellrenhara.1lya GripryeYk:h (1891-1967). Poet, prose writer, andjour
naIist notorious for his ability to adjust smoothly to every fluctuation 
of the Party line. Played prominent role in the Soviet peace campaign 
after World War II. 

ElIzabeth I (ElIzal'eta Petrovna) (1709-1762). Daughter of Peter the 
Great. Became Empress in 1141. 

EIsheJo& Yakov YefImovIch (1901- ). Critic and Hterary historian. After 
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the Twentieth Party Conaress. he was aceused of having denounced 
and c:aused the arrest ofmany writers. TIueateDed with eKCIusion from 
the Writers' UDion, he saved himself with a 1etter in which he ex
plained that he was "mistaken, aJ.ons with the Party." 

Fraaze, MIkIUdI VasUymch (1885-1925). Military and politicalligure. 
Trotsky's successor as Commisssr for Military Affairs.. 

Galanskcw, Yuri 1'fmofeyeYIcIa (1939-1972). Dissident poet. Editor of 
samizdat journaL Arrested for "anti-Soviet activity," be died in 
prison. 

GinzInIrB. AIebantIr IIJIch (1937- ). Dissident, compiler of "White 
Book" OIl Sinyavsky-Daniel triaL CocIefendent with 0aIansk0v in 
1968 trial. Rearrested in 1977 for aid to families of political prisonen. 

GorIIatov, AIebantIr VasIIyeyIch (1891- ). A general, arrested in 1929 
and deported to the Kolyma; freed in 1941. Author of memoirs of the 
camps in line with o8icia1 policy. 

GrIIIoyedoy, AIebantIr Seaae,eYlda (1795-1829). Writer and diplomat. 
His great play in verse, JYoefrom Wit (1824), depicts the c:oJlision of 
an idealistic aristocrat nurtured OIl h"beral ideas with the representa
tives of a hidebound Moscow soci5y. 

GamIIyov, NIkolaI Stepaaonch (1886-1921). Major poet of the Acmeist 
schooJ, executed by the Bo1sheviks for alleged counterrevolutionary 
activities! 

R ..... AIebaadr IftIl89Ich (1812-1870). I..!."beral socialist writer and 
journalist. Lived abIoadafter 1847 and published the iaftuential 
&lipS Ruaian joumal KoIoIcol (The BeN). Her7.en supported the 
Poles in their 1863 1Ipl'isias apiast RussiIIn clmninatiOll. 

1lIfdiev, Leonid FJadorcnIcII (1~). Communist leader; member of 
the Central Committee, 1961-1966. Appointed to deal with icleolop
cal problems during the time of Nikita Khrushchev. 

18akowkJ'. MIkIUdI VIIIIIyevieb (1900- ). Soviet pastoral poet. 
lv_IV a ... tile Terrible) (1530-1584). Became first T8!Il' of Russia in 

1547. 
locIaeIsoD aoJrellon), VladImIr II)fch (1855-1943). Militant in the Peo

p1e's Will terrorist movement; ~ to the Kolyma in 1888. An 
ethnographer and linguist, he lived in thEi UDited states after 1922. 

JCaIedIn, AlebeI MaIrsImcmcIa (1861-1918). General in the Tsarist 
army. Led a White Russian insurrection in the Don area, October 
1917-February 1918. Committed suicide. 

JCsIpey,I ... PIatouovIdl (1877-1905). Member of the Socia1ist Revo
lutionary Party, involved in an attempted asssasiaatiOll of Plehve in 
1904. On February 4, 1905, he kiDed the governor aeneral of Moscow 
with a bomb. 

ICamo (Ter-PetnIsQaa, Semyon ArkakoYleh) (1882-1922). Georgian 
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Bolshevik 8IId tiiend of StaIiu; the two men sw:ceasfbJIy arranged 
several major robberies ,expropriatioDsj • 

.... 1lV8DSkt'. ~ (1920- ). Ukrainian dissident. Has spent more 
than 25 years in camps 8IId prison. 
~Kary a'oItiIyevfdJ, IWD Karpcmda) (1845-1907). Ukrainian 
. dramatist 8IId actor. 
Karpoy. YevtIIdd PavIoYIda (1851-1926). Dramatist 8IId theatrical pro

duceI". Participated in the Populist movement. 
KarsaviDa, Tamara PIatDDoV118 (1885- ). Prima ballerina of Serae 

Diaghilev's Ballets Russes from 1909 to 1929. After the Revolution 
she settled in Lcmdoa 8IId taught ballet. 

............ IWD MIkbaiIoYidJ (1880-1938). Writer 8IId landscape 
painter; member of the Social Democratic Party. Took careofchildren 
orphaned by the Revolution. Worked in the State Publishing House 
during the thirties. VICtim of Stalin's purge. 

KIadsIQ'. Karl (1~1938). German Social Democrat. Leader of the 
Second IntematiouaL Editor in chief of the Neue Zeit. 1883-1917. 

KhaItuda, Stepim NIkoIayeUdt (18S~1882). Russian revo1utioDary; set 
oIf bomb in the W"mter Palace in February, 1880. 

KfriIIoy. VIadfmfr '11mafetevJcb (189G-1943). A sailor, he participated 
in the 1905 revolutiou, 8IId was seat into exne. Became an important 
proletarian poet. VICtim of Stalin's purge. 

Kochetov. VsevoIod AIIIsImotfcIl (1912-1973). TypitIes the Socialist Re
alism school of writing. Author of many nowJs. 

Koa, FeJiIIS YakoYIetIch (1~1941). Polish nWolutionary; later a B0l
shevik. Settled in the U.8.S.R. after the October Revolution. Member 
of the ThinllntemationaL 

Kopeley. Lev ZIIurtyeyIch (1912- ). German scholar. Solzheuitayn's 
prison CPlllpanicm Author of IIlCIIlOirs. 

Konze,dauk, AIeIaIIuuIr YmIoIdmoYIda (1905-1972). Russian~ 
Ukrainian dmmadst 8IId biah pabIic officiaL Director of tile Writers' 
UDioD, 8IId Peace Movement; member of the Centn1 Committee; 
pRSideut of the Supnme ScMet of tile Ukrainian 8.S.R..; holder oflve 
Stalin Prizes. 

J[ofmIdIddn, GrfaorJ Karpo't'ldl (c.1630-1667). Muscovite ofIk:ia1 who 
fled in 1666 to Swedeu, where he wrote RfI&fitI UntJer tire Reign 0/ 
Neksei MikIuliIoWdI. a valuable historical. literary, 8IId 1inpis1ic 
doc:mnent. 

KazIoy. F'nIl Romaacmda (1908-1965). Commmrist leader. Member of 
the Presidium, 19S7-1964. After the PlIIF of I.eainpad. was seem
tary of the City ('nmmittee (1949-1952). then of Leainpad oblast 
(1952-19S7). 

KnsIa, I.eoDfd Boriso't'ldl (1870-1926). EnJineer 8IId ODe of tile very 
early Bolsheviks. First U.s.s.R. 8Il'buspdor to France, 1925. 
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Krasaov, Pyotr NIkoJayevlcb (1869-1947). Important White Russian 
military leader during the Civil War. In 1944-194S,led a Cossack unit 
which fought against the Bolsheviks. Delivered-to Stalin by the Brit
ish, and executed. 

KraveheDko, Viktor Andreyevlcb (190S-1966). High Soviet ofIiciaI who 
defected to the West inl944. Published I Chose Freedom (1946), an 
expose of Stalinist crimes; sued the directors of the French CommUDist 
press when they accused him of publishing fraudulent data. 

JCrapskaya, Nadezhda Koastantinowa (1869-1939). Lenin's wife and 
coUaborator. 

KnbIzbaacmky, Gleb MakslmDI!U!OVlch (1872-19S9). One of Lenin's 
leading COJIl1'lIdes in arms in the revolutionary movement before 1917; 
later an important ofIiciaI in the Soviet campaign for e1ectrification and 
the development of energy resources. Spent 1897-1900 in Siberian 
exile. 

Kurocblda, Vaslly StepanoYicb (1831-187S). Satiric poet and jouma1ist. 
Lavrov, Pyotr LavroYidt (1823-1900). Revolutionary; his Historical Let

ten (1868-1869) were the philosophical basis of the Populist move
ment. 

LermoDtov, MIIdI8il YaryevIcb (1814-1841). Major Russian poet and 
novelist. Killed in duel during Caucasian exile. 

Lesyuehevsky, NIkolai VasUyeylch (1908- ). Director of the Sovetski 
Pisatel publishing house. Ac:c:used of having denounced several Writers 
at the end of the 1930's, causing their arrest. 

MacDoaaId, James Ramsay (1866-1937). BogIish labor leader. Prime 
Minister, 1924, 1929-193S. Involved in several incidents with the 
U.S.S.R. 

Maleakav, Georal MaksfmlllanoYlch (1902- ). Stalin's secretary, then 
his successor as head of state in 19S3.llesigned in 19S5; removed from 
political life in 19S7. 

Mandelstam, Nadezbda Yakoviema (1899- ). Widow of the poet Osip 
Mandelstam, who died in transit camp c. 1938. Author of memoirs 
which are essential reading for an understanding of Russian twentieth
century intellectual history. 

Marcheako, Auatoly TikhonoYlch (1938- ). Spent 1960-67 in prison; 
described this experience in My Testimony. Rearrested several times 
since then. 

Maslemdkov, ban banoYicb (1900-1954). General; C(\1IImander of 
cOmbined armies during World War II. Connected with GPU
NK.VD-MVD before and after war. 

Mayako'98ky, Vladimir VIadImIroYlch (1893-1930). Called the "poet of 
the Russian R.e>(olution." Committed suicide. 

Meyerhold, Vsevolod EmfIyeYIch (1874-c.1942). Actor and avant-garde 
director. Disappeared in Stalin's purges. 
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MIIdIaIIowikr, NIkoIaIlCI.tastaatbacmdl (1842-1904). Positivist phil0so
pher, literary critic, aud publicist. I..eadiDa ~t of the Populist 
IIICMIIIIDt. 

MiIIDJaa, ADIIiIItas IwacmdI (189S- ). Bolshevik; member of the Polit
bam, 1935-1966. Close collaborator of Stalin'S; foreign policy coun
selor to KbrushcIIeY. SpecieUpd in "di8icuIt aituatioDs": seat to 
Budapest cIuriDa 1956 iDsurrecticm, to Cuba after Soviet miBaile with
drawal. 

Moknnav. BorIs Aadrerevlch (1909- ). Composer, songwriter, win-
Del' of a Stalin Prize.. . 

Had ••• , NIkoIlIIlwacmdI (1804-1856). Essayist aud literary critic; 
pmCasor at UDivenity of Moscow. Exiled 1836-1838. 

NIcIIoIas I (1796-1855). Became Tsar in 1825. QueUed Dec:embriat 
uprisiDa; known for his hostility to liberalism. 

NIcIaoIaa D (1868-1918). Tsar from 1894 to 1917. Shot by the Bol· 
sh&Mka, topther with his family. " 

NaaID. VIIdDr PatIoYIda (1878-1924). Bolshevik; amsted several times. 
After October, 1917, became People'. Qmuniwr of Commerce aud 

~. " 

~,AIebeadr ~ (1823-1886). ~ RUIaian play",: 
wript. 

PaID, DmftrI (1911- ). Eqineer; prison compauion ofSolzheaitIyD. 
Baa written memoir&. Now livea in FIaDce. 

Panas (ReIpIamd), AIebadr &raIIoftda (1867-1924). Active member 
of the St. Petenbuq SOYiet cIuriDa 1905 revolution. SeateucecI" to three 
yean of eDle, he escaped abroad. He IIIIIIIII8ed a large fortune, aud 
someIimea contributed to BoJahevik causes. ....,...., .... V...,.... (1879-1926). Ukrainian IIIltioDaliat leader, 
1917-1920. Pollowen referred to II Pet1yui'oVitea. . 

..... SADdcw (1849-1923). RUDprian poet. Itmed during battle of 
Sepav6r. 

PIareY, DIIIItrllwacmdl (1~1868). Radical literary critic. Pierce 
opponent of "art for arr. 1IIIke." Imprisoned in the Peter aud Paul 
PortreIII for four-yean. . 

PIatoY, Mattey 19IIIIOYfch (1751-1818). Hetman of the Don Cossacka. 
Hero of the 1812 war; buried in Novocherkaiak. 

PIeIaft, V,...... KouaIaidIJatmcI (1846-1904). Minister of the inte
rior from 1902. A-a-eted 

1'adIIeIsIIJ'. Vadim NIIroIaynIdI (1887-1920). BoIaheYik. ('nmmj-ar of 
the Poatal Service in 1920. . 

PasIIIdD, AIebaadr SeaIl, •• 1dI (1799-1837). Greatest RUIaian poet. 
SpeDt 1820-26 in exile (Odeaaa, Moldavia, MikIIaiIcMkoye). 

RadfsIocI!ev, AIeksaadr NIkoJaJevIda (1749-1802). RUIaian nobleman 
aud writer; apeat several yean in Siberian exile for the attack on the 
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RU88ian serf-owning system contained in his book A JOfU'IIeY from Sf. 
Petersburg to Moacow (1790). 

RadeDko, Roman Amlreymch (1907- ). Public prosecutor for the 
U.S.S.R. at Nuremberg, 1945-1946. Attorney General of the U.S.S.R. 
from 1953. 

SazoDOV, Igor S. (1879-1910). SoclaIist Revolutionary. One of Plehve's 
aasassiDs. 

Semashko, NIkolaI AleksalldroYich (1874-1949). Social Democrat, later 
Bolshevik. Emigrated in 1905, returned to Russia after February, 
1917. People's Commissar for Health, 1918-1930; professor ofmedi
cine. 

Semycmov-'IyaD-ShaaskJ. Pyotr Petrovich (1827-1914). Famous ex
plorer and geographer. His Ilineteen-volume aeography of Russia is a 
classic. 

ShaIamov, Varlam 'I'IkIloDoYich (1907- ). Writer; spent 17 years in 
Kolyma camps; author of Kolyma Stories (Paris, 1969) and Essays on 
the Criminlll World. 

ShebdD, Lev R.cmumovich (1905-1967). Soviet writer and prosecutor; 
serVed as interrogator during the purge years. Apart from publishing 
detective and spy stories with titles like 71re Militmy Seaet, Sheinin 
bas descn'bed some aspects of his career in Notes of on InwstigDtor 
(1938). 

SheveheDko, Taras GrIgoryeYIch (1814-1861). Greatest Ukrainian poet. 
Spent ten years in exile for DationaJistic activities. 

ShostakoYldl, DmItri DmltrIymdl (1906-1975). Composer. Criticized 
at various times for his "formalism." 

Skoropadsky, Pavel PetroYich (1873-1945). General in the Tsarist 
army. Hetman of the Ukraine, Apri1-December, 1918. Supported by 
the Germans; emigrated. 

SoloVJOV. AIeJrsamb: KOIIIItantiJIovi (1846-1879). Revolutiouary . 
. Made 1fiisuccessfu{ attempt to assassinate Alexander n in 1879. 
Hanged. 

SpIridoIlOVll, MarIp AIeksamIrowa (1884-1941). Born in Tambov. 
Sentenced to prison in 1906 for shooting a policeman who was quelling 
a peasant uprising. In 1917 she became a leader of the left wing of the 
Socialist Revolutionaries. Died in a Soviet camp. 

StaraseIsky, VbuIImir AleksaIIdroYidl (1860-1916). Agronomist. Gov
ernor of the province of Kutaisi (Georgia), 1905-1906. Helped ~ 
revolutiouaries; later became a Bolshevik. 

StrakhoYldl, KoastaDtiIl Ivanovldl. RU88ian scientist, specialist in aer0-

dynamics. Served as oue of Solzhenitsyn's informants in compilatiou 
of The Gulag ArchipeltJgo. 

Smkov, AIebel AleksaIIdroYidl (1899- ). Soviet poet, winuer of several 
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Stalin Prizes; member of the World Council for Peace; a director of 
the Writers' Union. 

SuvorlD, A1ebei Seip,evIdt (1834-1912). Enterprising joumalist and 
publicist, man of letters, theatre director. 

Savorov, AIeksaDdr VasDyevlch (1730-1800). Outstanding Russian 
military commander; led Russian armies to a series of victories over 
Turkish and French forces in the late eighteenth century. 

Tan-Bogoraz, VladImIr Germanovich (1865-1936). Deported to the 
Kolyma at the end of the nineteenth century for his part in the Peo
ple's Will terrorist movement. Bthnographer, linguist, folklorist, ~ 
cialist in northern Siberian aI'airs. 

Tevekelyan, Varktes ArutIunoYich (1902-1967). Party member; director 
of a textile mill; writer. His novel Granite Does Not Melt (1962) 
glorifles the Chekists. 

'I'Ddumov, NIkolaI SeiDyonovich (189~ ). Soviet poet and prose writer. 
As chairman of the Soviet Pesce Committee after World War II, he 
made numerous trips abroad. 

ToIstof, Alebei NIkolayevich (1882-1945). Novelist; well known before 
the Revolution. Emigrated after the Revo1ution, but returned to the 
Soviet Union in 1923. W'mner of several Stalin Prizes. 

'llIrpaev, Ivan Seip,e,1ch (1818-1883). M$r Russian novelist. Ban
ished to his estate in 1852 for having written an obituary ofGogoI that 
was forbidden by the censora. 

'I'vanIovskr, AIeksIIIuIr TrIfoDOvich (1910-1971). Poet and joumalist. 
Between 1958 and 1970 was Editor in chief of Novy Mu. the most 
pnstisioua-and at the time the most 1iberal-Soviet Hterary 
monthly. Tvardovsky's support was instrumental in allowing SoJzhe. 
nitsyn's One Day in the Life of Ivan Denisovlch to be published in the 
Soviet Union, and this novel first appeared on the pages of Novy Mil'. 

VIasov, AIuInl ADdreyevlch (1900-1946). General of the Soviet Army, 
captmed by the Germans in 1942; agreed to lend his uaine to the 
Russian anti-Communist movement during the war. Summdered to 
·American forces in 1945, and was banded over to Soviet anthorities 
and executed. 

Yermak Tlmofeyevich (1-1585). Cossack hetman. Conqueror of eastern 
Siberia, 1581-1582. 

Yevtusheako, Yevgeay AleksaIuIrovich (1933- ). Poet of the "thaw"; 
alternately conformist and outspoken. 

7Jwkovsky, VasDy Andreyevich (1783-1852). Poet, tutor offuture Alex
ander n. He helped Aleksandr Pushkin on many occasions due to his 
connections with the court. 
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aati·Scw!et IIahtiDa r_ with 
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KaImyIca: exIIea, 318. 390, 398, 401 
XalYUV. 1_ P.96/1o S40 
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XamJ8lda& 34, 67. 53211 
KanchaI, 388 
Karapada, 274. 281. 297. 323; uiIa, 

3110-61. 367, 372-73; __ Spuok 

XaJatbaaov. V. 473. 474 
KarakozO¥. Dmilri V •• 80 IIIId /10 81 
KaraVlllllty. SvyataoIav,: upetIdoa, n 494n. 
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ptl8im. 301. 304, 305. 306 IIIId /10 309, 
3U. 3181111d"", 328 
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342, 141 

KonenIlloY. 72 
Kononov,29 
Konovakw, SIep8II, 207, 214. 21S. 216, 217 
1CopeIev. Lev z.. 442, 455,459, 141 
ICoJeQaa (iD U.S.s.R.): aiIet, 387. 393, 401. 

430 
Karan Wit. 38, 47, 49 
~ AIebaudr Y. 196.141 
~VeraA.454 
KomteId, BorIa N:, "274 
KoroIeako, VladImir G., 99. 351 
KDaykb, 244. 
JCowhIthin GrIpry K. 438, 141 



554 I INDEX 

1CovaIakaya, B. N~ 9411 
Koven:IJeako, 1-. 151 
ICoddD, -140-41 
KozIauIIkaa, 277 
KozIov, FlaIR., 511, 512, 513, 541 
KalKa'. (Couatcr-bvoIuIioaariea), 42, 343 
KnIIIa, Leoa/d B., 86, 337, 541 
Xnaaaya 0IIDb, 3511 
1Cnaaov, Pyolr N~ 229, 542 
ICnIsaov-LeviIID, AaaIaIy B., 514 
~ uiJcs, 337, 378, 379 
ICzavcllcako, VIttar A., 48, 542 
KniDovicb, Y. A., <M6 aDd II, 542 
Kresl)',81 
XrIvoaheIa, Voloclya, 215 
KnmaIadt Portnaa, 88", 507 
XrvBlov, SeraeI N~ 309 
1Crupstaya, Nadezhda K., 89, 542 
Krykov, NIJraIaI, 140 ' 
~ NikolaI V., 19,87 
KryIov, 1_ A., 492 
Xryutow, 503 
1CrzbizbaDovaty, GIeb Mo, 87, 384, 542 
KabIuI, 8, 91", 353, 357 

eaIJa, 353, 363, 382, 401 
Kudla, OrIaorY, 125, 160, 162, 194-97 
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MIIIJaDOY, 75-76, 145, 207, 209, 214, 
215-16 

MY» (MiDlsIry of InIenlBl AlIIIIn), 73, 185, 
261, 504, 54611 

BerIa's ran (II1II1 camp 1II1IIiDIea), 280, 281, 
285, 288, 289, 309, 439, 484-85, 486 
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"people's bripdea" (druzhimIlId). 522 
People's WID _ NuadDaya Volya 
PachaDIa& 34. 235. 275 .. 532/1: __ 
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cIcIIIIIa6 57-58. 63. 65-66, 67. 118. 119. 
219.502: __ 1IIIIIIloer Jivea 10 WD" 

CCIIIIIIIiIIIar. 486 
CllllUllIIIIicaIIoD, cIaadIIIiae, 49. 301 
Cmnanm ..... 11. 17.54.3110 
uc:amndea' courta," 487 
_ IUId IIlterIIIIIuaaI 120, 123. 144. 

149.487 

prIsaaen (-,'d) 
coneapon4ence, 10. 53. 65. 226. 250. 301. 
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2!1O, 500 IIIId II.; BIdbutuz, 251-79 
,..."". 295. 2117 

i1In_1UId ~ 62 ad ,., 63. 64. 235; 
medical -I, 9. 60. l1li. 4117 
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rehabI1iradon, 126, 451, 452, 456, 458, 490 

SIIdft 
. nIcase, 66, 325, 443, 445-68; empIoymcat. 
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_abo Tsarist resimc. prisODa ...... camps 

Pmkhorov·Pustover. 449 
I'nIlwftev, 239 
l'IolwpcakD, 201-42 
1'nmmaII,456 
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Rudcbuk, Vladimir, ll8-19, 242 
Rudeako, Raman A., 282, 544 
Rudtovsty, 4SO 
RudDik, 62, 194-97, 276, 277, 316, 323; I« 
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Sanre, Jean-Paul, 319, 328n 
Sauer, 278 
Savinkov, Boris V., 84 
Sazonov, Igor S., 9611, 544 
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