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Foreword
by JOHN A. ARMSTRONG

e
her translator.
muﬁd.lyanhbk o acknowledge the wwlkn«nllmfy\ng
episodes in the history of the twentieth century. I, in the new century
we have just entered, we are o avoid repeating such cpisodes, we must
carcfully study accounts by their survivors like Maria
mmhwbepnluftulkdlqhxuuhpuaﬁdymmlﬁm-

a5 Lemberg, Lwéw, and Lvov). !‘wlmvurhcwnapulu
‘Western Ukraine, this area of the otherwise typical Western Ukrain-
ian countryside is exceptionally open to urban contacts. As a result,
Muia chidhood was shadowed by the hoslicyberwen Ukranians
4 Pol-

et by stifling minority activitics.

In adolescence Maria was determined to attain freedom for her
ethnic group. A classmate urged that the best patriotic course was to

join the youth auiliary of the Organization of Ukrainian Nationalists
(N} T Povcogt dopes i gt asiomalo seaece that
for patriots, violence, including sabotage and assassination, was oblig-
atory in resisting forceful Polish suppression of Ukrainian culture. To
Maria, then fourteen years old, the implications of joining were prob-
ably not fully apparen, but she accepted.

In contrast to the experience of older members of the youth
nization, and especially of the adult members of OUN itsclf, Maria's
concern with Polish oppression was quickly overshadowed by Sovict
‘conquest of her native province, Galicia, following the 1939 Nazi-Sovict
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%
=  her family endured numerous i

pitin the OUN. However, in 1940,

of the Bandera OUN in Galicia.

In 1942, forcibly taking over guerrilla activities begun in nearby
Volhynia by oher Ukrainian resistance lements, the Banders OUN
deelopeda“Ukninian |

i i When
German troops meﬁmdemhan:Ul’Ahu:—c
o iy G e el ot eicng gl o
ism in East Central Europe. It was in that decade that Marias services
0 the resistance became prominent.

Why was Maria, and why were tens of thousands of Ukrainians
Tike her, willing to undertake such a desperate resistance to two ruth-
less totalitarian regimes? In addition to her adolescent romantic out-
s s : g
of the Ukrainian rite (sometimes termed “Uniate"); this religious out-

i he conphe?

sizs that she grew up blicving in humanitarianiam snd individual

mmtmbﬂ was also part of Woodrow Wilson's legacy in East Central

Eur
"Bt ool it s misiioble dagad b
ethnic groups that many extreme Ukrainian nationalists did not. Tt
scems that revenge 2 such was forcign to her nature. Although she
oversimplificd the origins of Polish-Ukrainian antipathy (fortunately
M; [

many Polesshe encounteredin the months shestayed in western Gali
cia. Later, after innumerable injurics inflicted by Russian-speaking
officials, she sill prased the achievements of Russian literature. In
general way she acknowledged Slavic deficiencies: determi:
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nation of the strictly organized UPA was necessary “to overcome the

mmmwwmﬁ.mwcm

y

b o -
tance work. ly og faith-
fuloess 10 i i

from the

7 gt
mm(ﬂ:ﬁnmmndyhumndq’lmby:h@hluh
Cm\mmunﬁml).

eiﬁ-wn,mmpurm in violent resis-
Iuluhﬂﬂhmushtdnd. r, subscribe to the basic resistance
creed that suicide was preferable to capture that might endanger one's
comrades. Ordinarily she firmly rejected the “cult of death” sometimes
prevalent in resistance forces. At one poin, however, when she was
suffering extreme pain from bomb fragments, Maria begged her hus-
band to shoot her, even seeming to doubt God's providence. But who
could cast the firt stonc at 1 C)

In addition to her humanitarian outlook, Maria was also moti-

vated by the hope

kind of Western pressure. In the meantime, resistance networks, espe-
cally the more or less “above-ground” camps in Volhynia during the
German occupation and in the Carpathian Mountains until the latc
e o et e P

ing the renewed occupation uw) Taaddieica, resitance ....,m d(hv
in the 19305
P i e i il s ok srve
ion's de i h and to d

its fervent opposition to the outside world.

By the latc 19405, it had become cvident that such optimism was
ill founded. Resistance could be maintained only by literally going
underground, i.c., by building bunkers (dugouts) in which astounding
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Mm. mwmmuwwuaum
career.
byMwmmmm-mm.dmb“Mnudu_-

kmdlml“&hlml.ﬂim-lmﬁmhﬂln—&h
Poles of Cracow and Przemysl [Ukrainian Peremysbl] hostie). After

by mlh.lf.uly apenm, Ukrainian peasants, rhuby
replicating the unsupportive environment for resistance achieved in

o Gl o
gather information about Soviet oppressions; (2) to get it to the West
via OUN agents,or at least to prescrve the evidence for the future; and

«
door. For this reason Orlan and his counterparts spent long winter
months dispatching and receiving couriers like Maria, writing and
doplcating propeganda repurs. Herssome ficion srosebetween the

all men, and the including many . who
were usually iy decision-making.

members into the work force of Eastern Ukraine, where they would
bring the OUN message (considerably modificd by the UHVR, the new
i ot

goals) to the huge population that had had little or no contact with
organized e In fact, planned infitration of the castern

pressure mtdt !)w largs UPA carolmens (inthe ten of thousands) &

it e entiy papers i o 6 o et gt

arcas such as the Donbas. As Maria notes, however, Soviet secutity
gerics.
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e amidic o opultion tha was bigly skepical o men with

1991 have pr et
d b “Western Ukrai

the industrial centers.
Yet Maria remained convinced that the UPA epic was crucial for
inian nation: *As 1 Twill

argue that Ukraine would not have become independent in 1991 had it

peculiar for all
Soviet Union republics, one may point out that the Western Ukraini-
i i ons duri 1980s cen-

tering on demands for religious freedom, but the critical decisions at
that time were still being made in Moscow and Kyiv (Kicv).
longer-range implications of the memory of UPA are more

i aad @ einfoce recent cxpomst n Afghaisun 12d Checkoys
of offiial Rusian incapacity in guerrilla opposi-
tions, M y,the leson oiWenem Uksaini has

ok meitames ta s of Misscow rle. Sioly this lommn s 21o0

stiffened the readiness of the current Ukrainian elite (still predomi-

sandy congosed of ex-Commaist apperichit) 10 hang. on 10 thec
new freedom

ability of the R army

Kostiantyn
P.M o wpted
for Uksainian m.muh.p a5 so0n a5 mdep(mlzm't was attained. In his
recent post as Ukrainian Minister of Defense he can scarcely fail to be
impressed by the valor and fortitude of the kind of Western Ukraini-
ans whom Maria Pyskir depicts. He must be aware that, in a crsis,

can count on devoted, self-sacrifcing defenders.

Apart from physical hardships and bitter anguish caused by loss
of loved ones (children and, for years, siblings and parents cxiled to
Siberia), the author lived for a decade under the threat of arrest. “Only

o has bee 4

prehend the terrible terminality of a gate—or a door—closing behind
them.” As one who has had this experience, brief and relatively banal
as it was in Minsk 1956, 1 can begin to grasp her psychological trauma.



0 Forewond (by John A. Armstrong)
M.uiawnu"utrdthmﬁm—mh(:m
where the
bait t0 seize her husband; and a thied time in Eastern where
she and Orlan were making a desperate move in the spring of 1953 to
arouse local support for the UPA. By fortunate coincidence, the third
o afer Salin's death, whi :

she and her husband were interrogated by T. A. Strokach, Ukrainian
State Sccurity chief, and M. V. Slon, minister of Ukrainian Internal
Affsi fimcsnce

Stalin and probably under Khrushehev or Brezhney as well of letting.

This time she
.nmpmm.ndmnuumdm-muum—-m
apparently, in Maria's obtaining an American

In rpn:aluud-duumuﬂmmnfﬂu‘ﬂkhvw
of arrest, Maria had the fortitude to retain a clear head while negoti-
ing b Jeyetos oo I rmdoble mpriomcn e

hnnylum 1 had the privlge of bcoming acquinted with bet sbout
(mnmmﬁlml“d(hll&:b{wnmmumnmphﬂlﬂg
The North

Mare Pokichpuid e For vy, s b tvil
since 1991

home.  indepenn
o e s et partisan concerns (echoing those of
French and Belgian resistance clements in 1944) that it would take &
long time
necessarily entailed. In closing, Maria cogently remarks, “The years of
servitude have been hard to shed and I think it will be the mission of
the next generation to create a really independent Ukraine.”

Now, with the publication of her book, the English-speaking world
should be grateful to be able to weigh this extraordinary experience
while considering how, in the future, t0 avert the terrible, prolonged
traumas imposed on civilization as well as individual nations by twen-
tieth-century totalitarianism.




1. Early Years

As T grow older and my thoughts return to my youth, | ask myself
several question: Whydndldsm—:lhnhndnfhﬁlndmmuhn
o di

byrhe p{eof 1y parcats Who belicved thet i oeder o ackievs
something you had to fght for it. Or perhaps 1 was infiuenced by the

stories my parents and their contemporaries told about the heroism in
the carlier war, and I wanted to be heroic.

‘The first world | knew was the village Zadviria, near Lviv,the cap-
ital of Western Ukraine. That distant memory glistens under the dust
of accumlated years. Barefoot, with tiny steps, I run t the crossroads
not far from our house. I cross the road, jump over a ditch, and climb
a il to the Cross of Freedom. The cross was erected long, long 1go to

into a stand of trees. The third one runs straight through
fields until it is swallowed by the horizon. Where does this road end?

question vexes me. As soon as | learn the alphabet, I run to the
crossroads and decipher the three-armed sign. This is how | learn that
onc road goes to Kamianka Strumylova, that the second road leads
iny, and that the third road terminates in the great city of

“Even when 1 was ltle, the names of thee places evoked  secret
world, a world that was diffeent from the one in which I lived.
lived a quiet, ordinary life with my mother and father, a grand-

7



8§ Thousands of Roads

father, and four younger siblings. I was the eldest. Olia was two years.
youngee, St oy Lo e ks wan sineyeim g i
We cared abou cach other and our parents. Our childhood flowed
Dusi

mer, my parents worked in the ficlds and we were left with our pater-
grandfather. When our chores were finished and we became bored,

history spellbound.
MMMMG&MWNIMMM'((H

times demanding. Thankfully, there was also the Mother of God who
mmwdzdlulhnnmmmdy{u‘h‘ldrmhhm 1 prayed to her
fervently. My mother believed in the power of prayer, and 15 soon a5

the Hail

Mary, and eventually the Apostles' Creed.

"My father was home in the evenings and during What-
ever the weather, he worked on our farm from morning o night. He
was a tall, thin, and quiet man. He worked very hard. Perhaps the hard

made him silent and a lctle sad. He had a nice tenor voice, and
sang in the church choir, and sometimes in the evenings he hummed

t0 himself.

Because of my 1

mother was not sric, and her good nature ptmultd my prrvct
epaey

bed. She e
anecdote, proffe the pithy example. e o Tl e
her at the table making dumplings. The ball of dough was huge and,
as Lstudied

a expr
sion on my face, and she would begin one of her stories. Her words
would draw me in, and | would forget cverything: I was not much older
than you, when they took your grandfather—my father—away into the
army,” she would say as she rolled out the dough. It was wartime and
your grandfather —my father—had been called up. My mother—your
grandmather —was left lonc with five small children. Then the author-

c y - Your g able to hide
some of the grain before it was reqisitioncd also. Otherwise we would
have had nothing to cat. | remember how she would wake me up before
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dawn, and I would go with her to the bam
where we would thresh the grain. We had to
do this in secret because we were afrid that
the thresher would also be requisitioned.”

My mother didn't know that when 1
went to bed at night, I would repeat her sto-
ries over and over again, and my heart would
ache for her and for my grandmother and for
all those blameless people who were shot,
who were hanged in that terible war. World
‘War 1. How much I heard about it in my
childhood.

Our village Zadviria lay about thirty
kilometers east of Lviv. It stretched along
three roads, which I mentioned before. The -
vilage was large and well-to~do. It had many  Mariss fcher Peero Sav

wluding a railroad station. 7™ 1% 3 phewograph
he 1950

ite, and not too far from it, s Roman Catholic church. There was also
a police station,  post office, several grocery stores, and a governm
building. A factory that made railroad ties

had been built a short distance outside
the village, and its red smokestacks dom-
inated the sky: The factory whistles in the
morning and in the evening signified the
beginning and end of the workday.

Most of the villagers worked in the
ficlds, and on Thursdays they would take
their produce to the market in Hlyniany.
As I was growing up, the complexion of
the village began to change. More work
ers moved in when the factory was hiring,
and a layer of the intelligentsia developed
Because of our proximity to Ly, n

many young people studied at schoo
there. The nearness of a big city b

other, more subtle influences. Folk radi-  San- 1o s shesonrech siben v
tions still observed and costumes still ~exe in Siberia

the 19501
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worn in far-fiung villages hid disappeared from Zadviria shorly after
the turn of the century.

dthough
-do-nl’hldx&mdunwdu-ndndk-ﬂﬁmd‘&ht
World War 1 Ukrainish.

Western Ukraine to Poland in the 19205, the Warsaw regime insisted
on the use of the Polish language, and this created 2 widening chasm

Jews. 1do not
recall when I realized my national heritage. 1 know I knew this very
mlmmlu.ﬁmmmwmm-.

This is how

linz'dllrwtm&l:nmimm neighbor.
‘Because I did well in school, our parish pries counseled my par-
ents 1o send me to Ly to a clasical gymoasium (secondary school). I

y
placing not at the entry level but in the second level. We had barcly
.wm-m-mwmumummuw
lds : Poland was at war with In

Then,’ i

Union.
Twas home when the Red Army marched in. Our village received
the . Pe

% -
front yards and looked on silently. There must have been prior contact
bem«nmﬁ:dhmvmdwvilhszlﬂtn.b«lwn-mmudn

This h.lpp:nrd i s sad e ek o o ¥ b
crossroads and, slowly, the villagers gathered. A Red Army political

and Red Army had Pol-
ish captalisti opl in silence. ishing his

Qidtribe, which
the ol st domn fus e . ,.m..mm..x and the col-

froes lun wwmd hopesof feedom and independence,sparked by the
new war, were extinguished.

Although I was only fourteen, I took these changes very seriously,
ke an adult. Perhaps my contemporaries and | matured more quickly
because the imes were o dramatic. | relized that my couniry, ey my
village, stood p
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might very well be a pipe dream. Truc,
Poland no longer existed and we did not
rue its disappearance, but instead of
Poland, we now belonged to the Sovict
Union, and that was 2 greater calamity
than Polish rule. We all knew that in
1932-33 Stalin had brought about the
Great Famine in Eastern Ukraine that
caused the death of nearly seven million
people. People hoped that the Sovict

selves once and for all of the foreign yoke.
my job was (0 Continue STUAY-  The author s  student at the

ing, and I soon returned to the gYmna-  gymaasium in Lyiv in 1940

sium. The atmosphere in the city was

electrifying. People were waiting for change, but they were also afraid

of it and envisioned it in different ways. Poles, for cxample

the Polish Army would rescue them. It did not, and many thos

Poles were deported from Lviv and other parts of Western U
Siberia. At school, the curriculum changed. Each school was give
mber, and our academy earned the distinction of being number one

In the next few months, Soviet teachers replaced many of our profes
sos. New subjects and textbooks appeared, whil other classes and text
books were dropped.

1 remember, in particular, an ev
already fallen and crunched under my fect as I made my way back to
the dormitory from the library. A friend, Olia Zeleniuk, one of the best

g in November. The leaves had

pupils at school, was walking with me. | had been reading a book about
A g berias o Soendebarcommry sod 1 taned 0 Ot ek
“Tell me what can 1 do to help m

g wis i o . sncost i theo. sl

“Learn all you can about it.”
How can 1 do this?" I asked her,

learn the true history of your coun

Lviv t

1did join Olix’s group and once a week we traveled acros
a meeting. | discovered that Olia led many of the meetings. One da
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in carly spring, she said to mie: “You are now in Yunatsvo OUN [Orga-
» e

anyone about this.”
She handed me 3 picce of pape on which she hd copied OUN

Decaloguc, organization.

The OUN has been vilified by Moscow for nearly half a century
|ndnl-qdymuund€nw>dmdxwmwhﬂalrmnﬂy.n—
formed. Following the disastrously unsuccessful attempts during and
lanndqulmumnyum-nd[amUhlu-lm-

keainian state, Ukrainian political activists who fled into
abroad met in the lte 1920s in

sense,the OUN wis a Ukesinian political movement dedicated to the
i idepenent . Bt it b
whol ,wmmof includ

‘who matured prior t0 and during World War I1. Most OUN actviies

more.

age and 2
includin those of two High-ranking Polish offcal. Many oUN

Wur)d War II broke out.

cen, |

cult o harbor a decp secret. | wanted 0 iy e bone e OURY

but remembered Olia's words: “Don't tell anyone,” and 1 dida't. My
They i

hnograph
given for in terms of what
around us. Olia became my fist ideological instructor and, nmam X
would have older and more experienced teachers, her place as one of
the people who forged my thinking has not diminished.

My contemporaries and 1 searched for an answer to the baffling
and painful question: “Why was Ukraine not an independent sovereign
nation?” It was diffcult to understand why, after so many revolutions

d

ng
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Where did the fault lic? What was missing? We discussed these ques-
tions ove and over again at our weekly mecrings. This self-evahuation

mu.-hnhwehadmhemedﬁvmwfnhﬂ\wgnwinhas,md
our great-grandfathers. We talked about the uns
uuulnuﬂnpeodcmuhnudunngWudquLmdwmuldm

forgive our

We lesrned in the OUN's Youth Section that it was our duty to fight

for our land, our customs, and our proud
Emu-nylwnmmﬁrmdmumhummlh'mdlhun

Mngulndofllh’:mdywwmumﬁgﬁlfawmw
try’s independence. But as we talked sbout resistance, I grew affaid,
since I knew I had ’
whether I could stand side by side with the others.

‘The winter of 193940 was severe. Food shortages forced people
10 stand in long lines and often go home empty handed. The country-
side was overwhelmed by requisitions of animals and materials and

Tlmnwbmxhoohwmzkxedmdlho«nlmmmﬁwnlhe

Zadviria.
hmﬁnnlmo 1 returned to m...a.pmn}.“rmlm.]mq
in the OUN.

Oneofthe most iveting moments o my e came in Juneof 1941
and the
empty, quiet dormitory. | was always eager t sec my ﬁmllv although
1felt & twinge of regret that | was leaving friends behind. I goess T was
not the only one who felt this way. Several in our group organized a
return tip to Lviv the following week and an excursion up Devil's Bluf,
a steep hill that towered over the city.

Four of us met at the train station in Zadviria. The day was gor-
geous, great for a hike. | noticed that the train station was unusually
empty, but this did not worry my companions or me since it was Sun
day morning. The train was late. At firs, this fact did not worry us
cither since trains became notoriously unpredictable after the arrival of
the Bolsheviks in 1939, Yet, the train was very late. Finally, we saw the
stationmaster hurrying toward us. From the expression on his face, we
could tell that something was very wrong,
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“Don't you know a war'has broken out?” he asked us. *With Ger-

great war that was just beginning. We did not, and could not, imagine
‘what the war would do to us and to our families, to our land. Even if
someone had told us, we would not have believed—1 would not have—
that the life we knew was at an end, and a much more difficult life lay
.
(hme:vdlBluKWcuwlﬁﬂ@lunnmmbhn'lmldultu
several empty wagons, and we climbed in. Before we reached
several more friends joined us.

Mili

wnunppuledmll’aumuu\danﬁndedpadﬂuunukhdﬂ‘
us, into courtyards of nearby apartment buildings. Soon, we beard
‘bombs. i

d, the futile hike—none of these events
were no longer running, we had to
walk back home. We were not alonc on the road. Many Lyiv resideats
were leaving the city for the relative safety of the countryside. | arrived
home long afier mi My mother was waiting for me, and she was
not happy.

“Some people have children who stay put, but I have a daughter

worried we were? Especially after we heard that the city was bombed?
Can you imagine my state of mind?"

To tell the truth, | had not given my parents a thought that day. 1
could not understand my mother's worry. For I was sure, | was positive,
that nothing, nothing, could happen to me.

Ina few days, the Germans marched in. Their tanks rolled through
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T\-Swiaunhhdgmm,-hikrh(}:mnmnhmmllb‘

weaponry. It

lnz&bmhmdawulln‘lkmynnhhmq:hdmhnﬂmgm

roads. Also, G

Weweﬂymhopngh-bﬂm,mmﬂehig.-h&mm
Siberia.

e e Skt e n B9, many members of the OUN
went into exile. They returned with the German Army but fractured
b e hget

Bandera. Bande paweds

i hadserved jonal leader of OUN prior

0 the war. 1 did not know which faction to side with. As happens in

such circumstances, there were several reasons for the breach in the

QUN, Pekspe he bisre: punens e oo bow he OUN
Older O

at home. Bahndu-mmnusdubqu-bem Both fuctons

uln._.xy tactic, while the older generation urged 3 iy position

m,m ng Bandera faction ws popular among young idealists like

frictions. Occasionaly,difcrences over tactics led to fstight, some-
times even death. Thi

entire German ‘occupation. Whgn the Red Anny returned, those who
\g Turks stayed

behind to fight Stalin.
Events were coming in swift succession. In the first days of July, a
‘poster appeared in the village that announced the formation in Lviv of
a government headed by Stepan Bandera's OUN faction. The poster
said that Bandera had promulgated an act of Ukrainian independence
on June 30, 1941. A crowd gathered in front of the poster to read and
comment. Joy shone in people’s eyes. It was hard to belicve that sud
denly Ukraine was a sovercign nation. How quickly and casily it had
happened. When | read the poster, | thought my heart would burst with
pride and oy 1 was proud of my clandestine membership in the OUN
he Red
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in chaos under the pressut of a new, mightier invader. As these two
gnm- lmnght for control of Emopt :hxnualmwydmded o
independent. As we rejoiced, we also wondered about tomr-

y

Besides, | had to learn more about the two factions and choose sides.

the arrival of G
mmdmmkmdxhﬂohmlyoh?nmkvm He will be as
bad as the Bolsheviks. He wants t0 rob and enslave us.’

N mother ] agued bck.Germany wanes o get i of o ot
enemy in Europe. |
Mnm’Anywly.ywlMpmuhﬂpmpklmnﬂu-‘
color things black."

“I don't color things black, young lady, but I've lived longer in this

world than you have and know how things are. The Germans came not

0 v b 0 v e v i e 10 it
other conquerors who came this way.”

Although I suspected that my mother might be right, I did not

when 1 heard that a neighbor was going to Lyiv to sell produce on the
black market, I got into his wagon and went with him.

"The city had changed. 1 found out that all my friends had joined
the Bandera faction. 1 headed to where the Ukrainian government had
opened offces, but the street was clogged with people, many of them
young, who had come to obtain instructions on how to build an indepen-
dent country in their towns and villages. | met a friend in the crowd who.
told me that Myron Litynsky was working for the new government. My
heart skipped a beat. 1 was half in love with Myron, and he had taken

the
e snd kbt delives 3 et ¢ to Myron. | did not have to wait
long. Myron came out himself and invited me into his oficc. We talked

good-looking, always well turned out, but now, sitting behind a desk
p H

wanted to give me something for a memento of our conversation and
began rummaging on his desk. He found a pile of maps and gave me
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the two lying on top. They were phln]lrnp‘vfl’ldhuh:nd
Kholmshchyna, a rther odd present. As I left, 1 wondered what use

f Liiv in Halychyna, » hundred snd fifty kilometers or 50 east of the
Tands shown in the maps. I only T could have imagined, but 1 would
not have my furure,

Two weeks hltr the Gestapo arrested the Uknmun P'tlmtr

dera was also arrested as were other OUN leaders. st
a colony of Germany: From this time on, 0Ungpdmum4m-
‘the war. The
merwh@rmmmwmhdm

mwwmnm.mmummhmwnmow

reminded all of us of the need to fight for national i

i plac
thunder of bombers that darkened the sky as they flew east. As soon as
T Zadviria bega

‘mality. Schools reopened. The village administration and police were
taken over by local people. Young people began to organize sclf-help
‘militia units.

One bot July afernoon, s month or 10 afer Hilr delared war
e street, and
lfncndlndl)mwdlfwm Tsaw  stranger in th group. ial

began to alk
Hlistened to him and was amazed how he could read my thoughts and
knew my dreams. And besides, he was s0 handsome. | had just turned
. He was twenty. His name was Sofron Bezubko, and he was vis-
iting relativesin the village. Before he left, we exchanged addresses and
correspond. When he visited our village again, we went o 2
performance at the local Prosvita ||Iynvv ...d afterwards walked home
together. At the gate to our yard, he
was my first love, We met mfnq\xmlv after that, but each
meeting was like a celebration of our dreams and hoy
intervening years cannot erase the quiver of joy | feel when | remember
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him. We met too infrequehtly to disappoint cach other and too many
times to forget. He gave me his photograph, which | carried with me.
thdmmmm,h.pxmmuphu.uﬁ-h
should be—sunny and unt

Early that fall, Germany took ldminimlinnnulnﬂ!hm
Th

Although

l.wlwlmmm and | enrolled in a trade school.
me, seconday ichoas became el grownd for

students to the OUN. Mywnh,ms.mum“de
guerre was Bystra, which translates as “the swift one.” The name was.
ap. She was an energtic young woman whose forthright bebarior

he had amit Hhmachosd

Tlxpmbl:mwud\umywumuﬁ:lhcmmwhﬂy
that I recruited very few students, although at this time many young
people were joining the OUN. My gencration opposed Germany
ause we g rodced o s e the Coaps gl
movement and assembly and

began

ology vi-d-vis Nazism. eru[my mmp-lmg:vwmd&ply

ual, .mmmu
i  these

i n..m...mn.....m, s nghll of the indi

belics would be its foundation.

In 1942, 1 was one of four girls to pass an examination for entry into
the regular OUN. During the ceremony, we pledged our allegiance to
the organization. 1 spent that school year living with a relative in an
apartment in Lyiv and doing couricr work for the OUN when the need

The OUN was growing quickly, its popularity no longer restricted
o students. Many young people in the countyside were caught up in

the fervor of national independence and flocked to the organization.
Although 1 did not tell anyone at home about my membershi
OUN, my family soon realized my involvement,since I reccived letters
that were not delivercd by normal mail but by couricrs. Soon 1 was
doing double work for the OUN. I did couricr work in Lyiv and, when
Twas home in Zadviria, I trained new local cadres.
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In the fall of 1942, 1 graduated from the technical school and
obained work a5 & typist in the Psychological Testing Institute. This
institute was a German invention, an example of German
ion of the Slav. Students o secondary schools n he
brought
job was to type the completed evaluations. | soon noticed that every
student was evaluated as having an aptitude for manual labor. Not one
in the hundreds tested was deemed suitable for an *intellectual” job. My
position at the institute carricd a great bencfit. It carned me 2 doc
ment that as gainfully employed. This document protected me
from deportation for work in Germany.

Because of my status, Hryhory Pryshliak, whose nom d
S ool s b b ciouengn: H was chicf of the SB
(Sluzhba Bespeky), the security service of the OUN in Western Ukraine.
1 became his personal couricr and liaison agent in the Lyiv district
Unlike many OUN leaders who were careless about their sccurity
Mikushka led a very circumspect lfe. He lived in Lviv but maintained
several apartments and changed his loca-
tion often. I was oceasionally asked to
precend that 1 was his fiancée, and h
would hug me 25 we made our way to one
of these apartments. | did not like pre-
tending I was in love with him and
objected, but he would only laugh at my
skittishness. However, our conversations
invariably dealt with OUN maters,
although T was never consulted how to
carry out a task. Our relationship was
that of an adult (him) instructing a child
(me). T did not like this, cither.

My duties as a courier consumed all
0y iotime. | deere] Mokl

il
to his associates in the city and in the
outlying districts and brought mail back
from them. The job was not complicated,

but ncither was it boring because | always
met new people. Oceasionally,these con
tacts were closer in age to me than
Mikushka, who was in his early thirties

These people treated me as an equal, and  couriers.
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I enjoyed their company. Being a courier made me learn the city well,

used to train new OUN cadres. | was treated well on such excursions
Andlnehdﬁzwdmlhem

pnkh e the ncighboring region of Voiy-, groups of partisans were

Acmy (UPA). This fledgling armed resistance was engaging the Ger-
‘mans in battles. Gestapo pressure and terrorism of the population was
becoming increasingly brutal. Jews had been rounded up and taken
concentration camps. Political activists faced sudden arrest,

l.h:mu)vﬂ-znu-.llyp(hd since lh‘l\.u!.hﬂpnnﬂ‘ﬂl-ﬂm-(
Only two trains 2 day would

158 1 2ains e Sty e s ooy taBk i gl e
25 2 train came t0 a hal, people would rush at it and try to squeeze
inside or at leas get a foothold on onc of the tiny platforms a cither
end of a train car. | made one of these mad dashes for the train and was
climbing up the steps of a train car, when suddenly a Gestapo guard
reeased his dog and it jumped at me. The dog grabbed me by the leg
and pulled me off the train as it began to move. Eventually, I was
released and 1 was unhurt, but this incident would have driven me to
join the OUN resistance if 1 had not already been part of it.

> : 3 5
gling by initiating frequent searches. Not only would  womans purse
be scarched, but she was also subjected o a body search with the
Gunnps pad anliog bas bvows s mni e i aniing “hidden”

ety o gy ot | usually managed to get .-ymsund-y
other gotinto the
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roads to meet me. lmldluhnntdug(hﬂe and 1 would run up
o her and ki
Mnyyunhm.nﬁumyp-mm\lmedhmunyunol
JRE s ey wece deporied becsseof me, my modher
‘would remember our Sunday mectings; whenever she would hear the
rumble of an approaching train, she would go to the window and look
out to see if | was coming home. Her wish would never come true.
One such Sunday in 1943, Mikushka met me in Zadviria at my
‘Home. My father was outside in the yard getting the horses and the
ready to take Mikushka to a ncighboring villge. Mikushka and

nd
emotion. Wmlm.mmmmmm“n.m
fire.

wm.mmm:mm.mmmmmum

for committing such a grave sin. After that incident, there

was & marked change in our relationship, nw neither he nor |

referred to that kiss. Mikushka was kinder and less gruff, but he con-

tinued to treat me more as a child than an equal. Nonetheless, | decided

that it would be better to end this relationship, and when an opportu-
nity presented itself, I grabbed it.

At this time, a course was being organized in Peremyshl for young

by the war. This course prepared one for a test that would then grant a
im diploma. | convinced my parents to let me apply and went
institute t quit my job. However, | was denied permission to
the director’s office in tears—and left my job anyway.
(it e e appearcd in a local paper that listed me 2
‘well as many others who had left their jobs and were being sought by
[ omhockio My pescots wes ey g, bcene i menn tha
Twere artested 1 would be deported for lbor in Germany.
RSt e S sk L. 4 v o sy bl with the
institute’s director, which he did

nthe Sl of 134, i b obrious th Germany was ki he

Thry ool lags b, ey P
a good time to study. Nonetheless, young people from throughout
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Halychyna flocked to Percinyshi for the gymnasiurm course. (Peremyshl
was a historically significant Uksainian political, cultural, and religious

although by the 19305 only 15 percent of its inhabitants were
Ukniniase) a 196, th iy wclied with reoges g frm B~
em Ukraine and the advancing Red Army

Y come b Py i o o of vt fomr MR
o the local OUN network, but I did not get involved immediately. |
lived in a dormitory with other girls, and the lectures and study for the
test consumed all my time. | met Natalka Kozakevych, 2 friend from
ho had joined the local underground. She was, at this time, the
regional head of the Ukrainian Red Cross, which organized women
medics to treat wounded UPA partisans. She mostly worked in the
countryside, although she had an apartment in Peremyshl.

Sometiome g s o
months of 1944, at Natalka's apart-
st 1 et Vi Hilioe, it
an OUN leader in the arca. Natalka
weas in love with him and had told
me much about him, so I was curi-
ous to make his acquaintance. At
that time he was using the nom de
guerre of Zenon, which he later
changed to Orlan. He was of
medium height and had a very high
forchead and thick, dark blond hair
that he wore brushed back. He was
friendly, yet his keen blue eyes
scemed to see right through me. He
was about twenty-five years old then,

but he greeted me like an equal and
his smile lt up his whole face. Our
conversation was intercsting, and he
showed a keen sense of humor. We

Yo s, M b, 5% achother vl mor s
in 1942 ed the e Natalks's apartment, and our friend-

e Oen ship developed. Then he stopped

oming to Peremyshl, and | began to
miss him. His ability to make lasting friends was one of his greatest
falens.

In the meantime, | continued attending lectures and studying. The
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mmmdﬁmhm.‘nh.u.., the lectures were interrupted

hlwmumamumwmsﬂbmaw

l.u.,nm.mm....,m,suouum.....
organized in a forester’ house in the woods outside the village of
-by:hnn:kc.mdnn Myﬁwndlql(lml(hymh)
and | were among the twenty-two young women who participated in
— e g revaesar]

also received training in nursing, battle strategy, and how to handle

weapons. We were protected by 2 group of armed partisans, while local

police uni ith the OUN and would have given us warn-
id.1

persm o
delivered the lectures in such a fresh and interesting manner that he
had my full attntion as well us that of the other girls.

lyllﬂhnlmmlh(h’ulend'ﬂtuup"tu‘ddull&lupn

mmm“mmwm-mmm.‘mxm
of the girls were crying, others were praying out loud. Everyone was

would ft in the backpacks. My conduct, hwtvﬂwunmphnld:d
‘ot panic but followed orders and packed my things. Then I shouldered
my backpack and waited, ready for further instructions. As | watched
the other girls running around trying to decide what t do, I was hard

litle too poised. This turned out to be the case.

Finally, our instructors quicted us down, and led us out the back.
door into the forest. Some of the girls had simply rolled their things
into a bundle and now began ok Tose items. Once we were in the for-
esty o us what

h i had
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the Gestapo would have found us simply by following the trail of our
ost garments.

‘At the end of the course, I was to report to commander Taras (Petro

ing in nearby fields. They would wish us good morning, and we would
After a while,
pack. He said that I must be tircd. Then he took me by the hand and

i % path Noweadt
again, Zenon would squecze my hand, and an inkling of what could
overcame me;

happen.

it. In onder
ot s st 2 b 0 e et gm0 g
scribe it on the typewriter we found in Taras' room. The tension
Had developed betwsen us during ou ip mnﬁcdu-v-wdh
d noc. | found
Although
Zenon noticed my clumsiness he did ot say anything: | realized he
understood my agitation, and this made me even more nervous. Then
e e Al e e
‘moment later, Taras entered the room, but by then, Zenon, who had

o4 g Tl oo, Toaares wae &l lcdmue sl
a year o 50 older than Zenon, looked at me and s, Hin eyes
betrayed his understanding of what had been goi
A0 v i e mv s s Lt il
Kormanychi. This village stretched along a strcam, while behind it lay
a thick forest. It was reasonably casy to monitor any new arrivals, and
lovii, to whom | was to
lished his headquarters.
 this time, the Germans were retreating west, and the front was
‘passing through the Carpathian mountains. Couriers would bring mail
to Solovii. One day there was a letter for me from Zenon, who had now
assumed the name Olan. He apologized for his carlier conduct and
wished me the best. Yet between the lines of the leter I sensed sadness
and a yearning for something he thought could not ever happen. Our
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Mmﬂdh«nﬂd-irhthxkﬂmndmyli&m“hn

uv;,lukdvhyhewmud.whewmmmywdm'
ther was J; we could be friends. | received a second letter very quickly.
He asked me to visi him in the next village, and he would send onc of
his men to accompany me

“Thus, we began 10 meet very Sunday, slone. Somerimes h came
to my quarters. At other times we would meet in a meadow or by the
stream. | was eighteen and in love. He opened his heart to me and told
‘me his most sccret hopes and dreams. He told me about his life and
the people he had met, and I marveled how he was always able to find
goodness in those he knew. Sometimes I envied him chis gift, since
‘most people that I et I perceived as ordinary and unremarkable. I fele
Mllumynunfmmmml:m--y:ktn'md

He was for me wh. s to
l&lmypl.tnmlwmndmn:ybylhurpﬁngmddnnkmyﬁll

But my conscience troubled me. Wasn't 1 already in love with
Sofron? Was 1 deceiving Orlan? When Orlan kissed me and I closed
my eyes, | saw Sofrons face. I loved them both.

The war came nearer. In August 1944, the front ground to a halt
at Brody. I asked Solovii for permission to visit my parents. Although
in the previous two years I had been home only occasionally, nonethe-
less Zadviria was the center of my existence, the place where | gained
QA v v o oy ond ees e st snd
that Lviv and Zadviria would on :(l;lmfnllundelStm«mlcldni
Mrhmwhmlwmddbeahkmnmmyp.u

P Ly s e 1 et it ke As

they
el s 0 snk abowt 1 dnd hod Jot el smomages where 1
could find him. | immediately went o sce him.

Afict 8 year apart, we were togethe agan, bt this mecting was

tempestuous and raging. We again confessed our love, but this time
without any doubts in our voices. We were afraid that we would nor
B e e
and dreams. But what about Orlan? | relegated him to a corner of my
mind and concentrated my attention on my first love.
ot have much time together. Soffon's UPA unit had been
devastated in the fighting, his parental home lay in ruins. He was shat-
by what was happening and told me that the future was blcaker
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than anything we had evel imagined. 1 did not share his fears. T was.
more optimistic and, as I tried to convince him that all was not lost, |

elf - r
tle about our relationship, but not everything, of course. Sofron had

met
and said, “If something should happen to me, marry him. He is a good.
person.”

He was about to say something clsc but changed his mind. That
mmng.wtwklhcnnnmlidﬂmmﬂmypmudﬂr-n
Lyiv as the Red Army began
of the ety Sofrom ook s 8 the riesation e wited wich me fo

the train to Peremyshl. He kissed me good-bye.
Amkhm;h:demymdevaymllmth
West. 1

o Jeave whin we et e that ws the ching e hed Besend 0l
me. I think I know why he did not tell me his plans. He suspected,
rightly,

feeing West to safety.

As so0n as I returned to my post, Orlan came to sce me. He said
he had worried about my safety. He tried to hug and kiss me. | turmed
my face away.

Wi s s o ik M aete depped

1.did not tell him the truth. I found an excuse. I told him 1 knew.
that Natalka Kozakevych was in love with him and 1 could not betray
a friend.

He looked at me with a puzzled expression. “You certainly are big
hearted,” he said. *1 wonder why you didn't think before that our rela-
hurt her
Or

—fi “What
She said she did it for me? She saw this guy in Lviv, a guy she used to
g0 with before she met you.” And so Natalka had he revenge.

army was retreating west, and the OUN was fever-
ishly working to prepare ifself to face the Sovict invader. Confronta-
tions with cither army were avoided at all costs. The OUN and the
UPA were coervithes ranpove o thee wespansforthe prs

v the Red Acy came the special secuity troops of

age
iges and towns partisans. At g
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were women partisans who lived among the population. In order to
. the UPA lead 0 join par-
h-n&u:hm:nn in the forests. There the women were trained as
nurses and couiers.
A this time, some OUN members, especially those that had fam-
i\u,mdmdmglﬂlmmpanm oﬂmwm m safc passage

mwmlmmamwmm He said he
would arrange the details. To underscore the seriousness of his pro-
ot it shcwesances woukd s b ey ik

lead a harsh life i
nlhamyHnmmemhunun,an@ suspected he was paying
back declining his offer, saying

1 it could be sestricted

wpoopkmrhmb«nphynmn



2. Recruitment
into the Resistance

In Acgus 944, e the UPA. Acoei o Ukt il
his twenty-five and at most forty thou-
rmxheUPAlsﬂw«nl‘)‘Imdmltumnihﬂlnmu
1949, although N
at around two hundred thousand.
Organized in 1942 as self-defense units during Nazi control of
Western Ukraine, UPA cvolved into an effective guerilla army by 1944
L of the i OUN. Ger-
man attempts to destroy the UPA failed. Soviet attempts in 1944 and
1945 also were unsuccessful until the “Grear Blockade” in the

lages, while mobile combat units scoured the forests. Forty percent of
UPA troops died or were captured during this blockade. The UPA was
el and e Semggle sgeies Diala-comtec s e il
ground resistance.

The 1946 demobilization did not apply, however, to companies of
the Sixth Military Distrct of the UPA, also known s the Sian Divi-
sion of UPA West. This force operated in the Ukrainian cthnic terri-
torcs in Poland. This area was called the Zakerzon krvi, which transiates
a1 “the region beyond the Curzon Line.” The evolution of this name
dates to December 8, 1919, when the Allied Supreme Council drew
Poland's castern frontier, 13 Europe sorted itself out at the conclusion
of Vil War L o oty 120 durm| th Sovie wdrce o8 Wit
British Forcign Sccrctary the same linc as the border
b Ayl g e fighting. The Treaty of

»
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Poland's castern border further east to encompass Western Ukraine.
(using the old Austro-Hungarian border), and the Curzon line became
a nonissue. The Curzon Line was resurrected in February 1945 at the
Yalta Conference, as Stalin, Churchill, and Roosevelt drew a map of
post-World War I1 Europe. Implementation of the Curzon Line gave

i Ukraine, a teritory on which he insisted, but ceded to

i River and
mdxwuhmmc.mmmmvahmw
had of Western Ukraine,

while Peremyshl, where | had studied to obtsin my gymnasium diploma,
became the Polish cty Przemysl. Is location on the Sian River and the
The Cy i

S 1951); and Perczmyeh remnion o Polish city.

‘Theoughout 1944, l-ervldulnnmlndmulllgmmmrinlu
the Druzhynnyky UPA company in the Zakerzon krai. | occasionally
crossed into Western Ukraine to deliver mail and other documents to

was pressing across
Alvwnll:mdu’lm,!lwmmlnfdwlszmvyhmn‘hvbuk
the NKVD special troops whose task was 10 destroy resistance =
pacify the countryside. Those of us who were couricrs were ass
B e Gk
e G0 kel Marockelatd Wo set oot o remdecrees with
Chernyk's npiayias carcfiee mood, a if we were going for a recre-
ational hike 10 join partisans who would very likely involve us
v el comprehend the seriousness of the polit-
ical situation or realize that the return of the Soviets had to be resisted
with force—we knew that we, as well as those we loved, would proba-
bly die in the guerrilla war we were being trained for. We understood
all this, yet our fears were lulled by the thought, “This will not happen
10 me. It will happen to someone clsc.” Our youth made us feel invin-
cible; what we thought about was our heroism. | remember thinking,
“Now I will be fighting in the UPA. I will be involved in what really
matters. | will no longer have to spend my time typing orders or deliv-
ering mail. This is the place where 1 will show my bravery, my hero-
ism, and my dedication.” I only the battle were joincd!
Chernyk, on the other hand, had no intentions of piting his com

pany
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direct confrontations with the well-cquipped and motorized enemy.
ing, he took his P

e o, We o pomey.

eaponr,
to the kitchen. .

oy o e vl s ighe m-...umu-m.-
mmmqmmnmm—p

lndal-nthdmmunnlqr\‘k-pnukﬁy--dtfm,hw.
a5 night approached, we would nearest village where
e wold ind oo

m-w&.mmwwm,mw.u
lets from hidden

cred] ot i pin s bl owed e k. W womes punicled
pleasan t0 war in an instan, pre-

pared.
Back ntothe fre” Cheryk commanded, whie oning 8
1 1 coes our ey s | guns o of s ndeowoed the

lu\glhmgh:beﬁeld:mlﬂ forest
Whlmymdmng"chnuyikwmdn-tnppdmu

tracks. *Get behind the
Wzd:dnwlwmnﬂd.mdmnnllywmlbkmwﬂ:

safe, Chernyk told us to halt. We built a fire, boiled water, and cleaned

someone
women deserved medals for that evening’s show of “bravery.” We were
e . s

was the first time—it would not happen again. This is when I and, T
think,

that glory costs dearly.
id not spend all those weeks hiding in the forests. On ocea-
sion Chernyk would dispatch us in pairs to deliver or bring mail or to
gather inteligence sbout the enemy. One spring day, | remember that
Chernyk sent Zoya, who had joined the UPA at the same time I did
and had participated in the same training courses, and me t0 4 nearby
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village to learn about the strength and movements of the NKVD spe-
il forces, We did what we were assigned to do and sct out on the
return journey late in the afternoon, staying ahead of a Red Army
infantry detachment in the area. The soldiers were marching on the
road whilc we were on a path that ran paralle] with the road through
by scke i

y

and we accleraed our srides until we were almost running,
“Hey, you girls” i abaAbbasoodsComacwith s
Germany”

el
um@mmu&dmmwxun&wwmwm
Shoukle. The sobdier whiced sround snd i the offices. The culoma
Then the
lnHiupdlndmhlntvnldemduaS«rmthM.

‘We began to run in carnest, afraid that we would be blamed for pro-
voking the incident and that the soldicrs would shoot us.

‘We did escape and late that night reached a small village. We
knocked at the door of the first house, then at the door of the next
house, but the village was deserted. We spent the night in a barn and
toward morning were awakened by the arrival of two soldicrs. We hid
‘behind some bales of hay and held out breaths. 1 looked at Zoya. Her
eyes were large and round with fear; I guess mine were too. If the sol-
diers found us, we were sure they would take us to their commander to
be questioned. If the commander thought we were partisans, couriers,
or sympathizers, he could summarily execute us. But the soldicrs did
not see us. Eventually, we made our way safely back to Chernyk.

Another time, two of us set out with mail we were to drop off at
avillage on the outskirts of the forest. Somehow we took 1 wrong turn
and became lost. Every path we took ended in a ravine. Then to make
things worse, clouds rolled in and it began to rain. A little later the rain
became a cloudburst. We were cold and soaked, and night was falling
Somehow we found a small forester's hut. We spent the night curled
into balls pressing against each other to stay warm. We awoke before
daybreak and started out again. If it had not been for an old man who
had driven his wagon into the forest to gather wood, we might have
stayed lost for another day. He pointed out the way to us and, after
thanking him profusely, we carried out our assignment.
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When in the fal of 1944 the retreating German Army halted in
Peosrhiders 7

inside it

the German line. This was a critical time for our
wehd»otynmﬂnhdmnamm:mmhdhilﬂ-

z.lhmnmmm&w:-hlmm
their own, ther stikes aginst the cnemy decided at meetings of the

I saw Orlan, who was the OUN regional representative and idcologi-
cal instructor, fairly often. Zoya, who had become my best friend, was
assigned to be his secretary.

and summer.
around us. Whnld-dnwtwnthnkhdxmmbkcﬁd-

conkdencs te i ey et g for et el Jo et
their sacrifice would someday result in 4 sovercign Ukrainian state. As
1 watched how the pastisans listened to him, my feeling toward him
also began to change. I began to regret my carlier rejection of his
affection. Sofron’s image began to slip from my thoughts and dreams.

as the changing season. The forests were darker and quieter, the song-
birds disappeared, and cobwebs ensnared the underbrush as if to pro-
tect it from the gusting cold winds.

Tha fox mosing berwe U v ot Zabme M and

ramindir Peremyshl UPA M|Imry Region, would deliver docu-
Thi

ments

Peremyshl.
“This meant that | had to cross the Polish frontier. | would be passed
from contact to contact until | was across the frontier and in Western
Ukraine; after that 1 would be on my own, since no one knew if the old
OUN routcs cstablished during the German occupation sil existed or
were safe. 1 sewed the documents 1 was given into my clothing and
learned my oral report by heart. Just before | was to depart, I went
together with an escort to Orlan to get his instructions and collect his

By coincidence, that day was also my nineteenth birthday. No one
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around me knew this, and those that might have known had forgotten.
My spirits were at a low point. I wished that at least one person would
remember and wish me  happy birthday.

Orlan acknowledged my arrival, rolled his letrer into a thin long.
tube, and handed the tube to me. He shook my hand in farewell and
escorted me 1o the door, then followed me outside. The night was a5
bright as day. the hille aroland
glowed with  silver luminescence. | stopped to wait for the arrival of
my escort who had gone o nearby house on an errand. Again, Orlan

held i in his and said, “Happy
birthday and good luck.”

Suddenly I was in his arms and he was whispering, *I can' get you
out of my mind."

“I think about you, too,” I whispered back just in time, since my
escort appeared from the shadows. | stepped away from Orlan and
turned to follow my escort. But my steps were light and my thoughts
a8 resplendent as the moonlight.

T pssd from villge o vilge long pormal OUN chanicls

discovered that I would be traveling without the new documents that
had been issued to the resident population a few months earlier when
the Soviesre-eablisbed control. No one in the OUN had yet ?.i_

.vniiai!s._iican..i_i_.si_i.ii{:s
the back of a truck. In Lviv, I stopped to visit friends and get news
about my family. To my relicf  learned that the NKVD's “Red broom”
had swept past my home. No __.nvi;a._..ii..s
‘well. From Lviv, | again traveled in
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isans moved into the forest to rerurn back to the village again afier
i el | i e et b g, et
important OUN and UPA leaders were conducting the debriefings. I
that thice prominent men were in the forest: Dorosh (Petro
Dushiy),
s Yoo, mambec of o Ukinpeomei Lt SN
i mwmuqm.x-bmuu

become UPA dudu(-ul

Lusited mytun o epoct and i the oo vas s by
Dorosh, a

front, what casalies we had sufered and how we were adiusting to

.mmepunumuummumm.mmu-u

nic Ukninians vau.lly.thleuypumrywd-llhd
encountered any adventures, which I had not. That evening, Percbyi-

Zakerzon krai and had me recount the details of recent bateles. He was
worried about our preparations for the coming winter.
T woke upthe next morning to learn that  detachment of NKVD
troops was approaching the village. The entire village went on battle
slrt, b oy of couriers continued in the forest. That after-
hym) this man was not in uniform. He introduced himself as Osyp
iv (Homovii), a name 1 recognized from my conversations with
O, oo ol e mp o g o
wanted to know about his childhood friend. Osyp also asked me to tell
Ordanshar Ocah mochas b diedin i i Kssikbnn. She had
Osypalsotold
g s among his and Orlan's matual fiends who had
ok the .
i

1, i nd
it o village. I went back to Bibrka, and from there a
truck took several other couriers and me back to Lyiv. Among the mail
was 3 copy of a satirical magazine called Ukrainian Pepper. | enjoyed
reading it so much that I hid it among my things, although | had been
told that 1 did not have to fake it with me. Only the mail and its deliv-
ery were important.
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1
checks, I decided to take the train from Lyiv to Zadviria o visit my
family. As soon as the trsin departed the Lviv station, the door of the
Thad a ticket,
M'hlmldemyklﬂpwni-dlr"l(vnmﬂﬂ'hompa—
the conductor and was checking identity cards. The oaly docu-
mlhnd--ﬁch(}uman identity card, which was stillin use
or and

ument before. He ture i this way and that, and 1 saw him trying to
B ocman v e evemtnty o theecr b i pock and
motioned

ot oot L o WKV i e v o s e i
Soviet soldicrs. He told me to take a seat and then sat down opposite
me. I was in despair. This was the cnd, I thought, and could not for-
give myslf for deciding on this side trip home. | tried to talk my way
out of the predicament. 1 told the NKVD soldier that I was from Zad-

o
one to identify me. He did not contradict me but did no listen cither
. . : -

where she can be interrogated.”
In Zadviria he told me to follow him, and I had the feeling that |
'-lbﬂu!mbtpuudmwmmdu My despair decpened. Here
. How

oty times | had taken the trsin from this eation, nd how many times
1 had arrived here. Today would be the last time.

Dusk had fallen, and passengers were pouring from the train and
crowding the platforms and tracks. We had halted on the outside track,
50 in order to get to the train station, we had to cros the inside tracks
where a freight train had stopped. People were squeczing between the
wagon re was no way that two people could walk sbreast. As
the NKVD soldier stepped in front of me to push his way through the
crowd, | saw iy chance 1o ge away. | knew the saion wel. As e
dier elbowed hi
in the opposite dircction. In seconds I was et rirskadned
WAk e e pat the sttion 19 the roud et d oy the vlge.
Behind me, the passenger train began to move.

My uncxpected appearance at home created joy that was tinged by
the fear of my close brush with the NKVD. 1 listened more than I spoke
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and tried to be very circulnspect about my UPA activities. I tried to.
calm g i

not as great and I was safer than I would be at home.” 1 don't know

‘whether she believed me or not.
1did not dare to take the trin back o Lyiv In the morning, my

(We used to have three horses, Arabian bred, which were his joy and
s & .

down the road. My father did

All my work has been for nothing.” Then after a pause he added, “I
donit know whether we will be allowed to stay here in Zadviria. We
might be

TnLai Loewed di mulineo my codiog bus dd act el
for the which I rolled i
nh.-rmnuh:bwmnl-h!uh'.u-iu

T was nearing the village where | was to meet my contact, the first
house was just ahead of me, when suddenly, as if he had risen out of
the ground, a NKVD soldier barred my way. He was shor, grim, and
had Asiatic features, “Your documents, please,” he said in Russian.

“Documents?"  cried.°I don' carry documents i the villge. I'm.
just going down the road to exchange some clothing for food.

“Well let's go inside and 'l check your bag," he said and led me
into the house. We found a woman busy at the stove in the kitche, but
she stopped what she was doing and followed us into the main room.
She sat down, and we t00 sat on a bench as the NKVD soldier began
to cxamine my things. I froze. He would find the magazine buried in
the grain. | will be arrested and taken to the county seat for interroga-
tion. There, they will find the mail hidden in my clothing. Why did |
tnkxthe nagsine Doril hd tkd e e s Lt ebindESS
had warned me that it was dangerous to travel with this kind of mat
ial.
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Methodically, the NKVD soldier examined everything in my b
[ e g o e g i e
nnu‘p-pnwa.mk, ied the knot, reached inside and pulled

‘Whn('.h 2" he asked as he smoothed out the magazine. He
glanced down at i, then looked up at me with reproach on his face.

documents?” He now examined the cover more closely and did a dou-
ble take when he realized that the caricature on the cover was that of
Stalin. He next flicked to the inside and began (o read aloud the first
fearure, A letter of kolkhoz members to Father Stalin.” He had some
diffculty with reading Ukrainian, but the satire drew him in, and he
soon forgot about me.

Ithought I was going to faint. The woman realized what the mag-
azine was and grew pale. She gor up and went back to the kitchen. |
B o i et ok o ety nd followed b Lk 0
plans yet, bue T knew I had o get a drink of water because otherwise |
was certain | was going to faint. In the kitchen I rurned to the womaa
and “Is there any way out of here?”

“This way,” she whispered back and opened the door that led into.
the barn. | -lippcd through it then ran through the bar and out the

door.1

@
water, and | fmmd it harder and harder to run. At any moment, the
NKVD soldier would shoot me. I hoped that I would dic and not be
taken alive.

I reached the next house, climbed out of the stream, and ran into
the house. I begged the startled people there to help me. The man took
me out the back to his orchard where he had built a bunker in which
the family had hid during the passage of the front through the arca. |
crawled inside the mildewed and wet bunker. | fell to my knces and
began o pray, praying so fervently it seemed I was talking (o a real per-
son.

Although the NKVD soldicr raised an alarm, the search patrol did
not find me. News about my escape reached the right cars, and in the
evening my OUN contact found me and delivered me to 4 second con

tact, who had been waiting to lead me to the fronticr. He could not
help me cross, however, since the villages along the border were filled
with NKVD troops. I spent a few days in these villages, searching out
‘women who had been active in the Ukrainian Red Cross. Not everyone
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was willing to help, since people were afraid of being found out and
snitched on to the NKVD. Eventually, some women did help me, and
1 crossed the fronticr back into Poland without any more incidents.
H % et g had
stayed, | must have been exposed to dysentery. I did not know this at
the time I brought my mail to the agreed-upon mecting place. I found

into the forest to escape NKVD raids. I realized that I could not stay.

sent by Orlan, came to get me. I do not know why he had choscn her
i idential. Smil-

ing, broad-faced Zoya had become my closest friend in the UPA, and
1 s00m needed someone who loved me and would care for me. Zoya
warned that we were in danger and urged that we leave immediately
for a remote mountain village. The distance was not too great, and |

i Cramps

stopped me every few minutes, and 1 would double up in pain.

help, o perhaps because I took nothing except water and let my body
figh e diss aom, L rcovsd. b bcune it o ot
time Twas
e T myhl‘e She took care of me as f 1 were her own
siser. On mast days,afer washing me forthe umpteenth time that day

sheets and carrying me back to it she would si beside me and sing
softly. Perhaps her songs, to which 1 listened with my whole being,
pulled me through.

g my and Zak-
erzon Arai had become grim. UPA sotnyas had been decimated in con-
stant batles with NKVID troops,and many of the men were i, hungry,

ter quartrs and food supplis el on Orlan. With his help, UPA uits
inaged o create a supply network, which obtained food and medi-
s. New weapons and new clothing were won in battles. That win-
ter, UPA units wore a combination of uniforms and civilian clothing.
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“The winter of 1944-45, the frst winter under Sovict domination,
was harsh. The so-called “Red broom” was sweeping villages empty of

pqiﬁmd;beNKvaxp-MMummd.mrmdawy

they

The NKVD also cstablished its own network of informers
threats, coercion, and bribes. Those who were suspected of helping or
the UPA were ©

One of the problems the UPA faced was that it had fewe well-hid-
den underground bunkers since, until the rerurn of the Soviets, UPA
detachments lived in camps deep in the forests, not underground. The
‘bunkers that did exist had been constructed with the help of the local
population, and many people knew their locaion. The NKVD terror
and its inhuman treatment of captured partisans forced the OUN-led

o ey o~

and he ead rized inhabitants.
through

controlled and lived in the forests, individuals in the resistance hid in
bunkers or in hideouts built into houses or barns. In the meantime,
v -

women.
maton an food ovwing o the partians. The UPA Red Cros obtaned

underground. Whenever and e possible, I trained local gull in
basic first aid.

As winter deepened, four of us, including Zoya and me, asked
‘Orlan for permission to visit our familics at Christmas. He agreed, and
we were escorted across the frontier, then found room in 3 truck that
took us to Lyiv. There we went our separate ways. To my surprise, |
discovered that people in Zadviria wholeheartedly supported the UPA
and were not, as in other places I had visited, circumspect about their
contacts with the partisans. The partisans themselves were less cir-
cumspect than the groups 1 had been with recently,visiting the village
often and staying for a day or so with their familics. One of these par-
tisans had returned home for Christmas a5 1 had, and he came to see
me. We spent the night telling each other our experiences. We cele-
brated Christmas by going to services at the church and also caroling
in the illage. My mother objected to my lack of discretion, but Iinsisted
on going to church and caroling because I knew that this would be the
st time 1 would do this at home. My mother proved to be right in
worrying about the open way in which everyone was acting.
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Ye

Tocated ot too far from the church. The NKVD, however, did not do.
a house-to-house search, but headed straight for the house with the
bunker.

‘Ten partistns were inside. The NKVD knew exactly where the
Ww.mmmummmm-uh
enemy, and i “They y

selves so that they would not be taken alive.

‘The awful news of the discovery of the bunker and the death of
every one of the partisans swept through the village. People took the
deaths personally, as if the dead were family members, sons, nephews,
brothers. | reacted as did the others. | was devastated and shocked. I
Mpmupmvhduumm,h-dwmmhmlmnh_ “How

mymmd,buhngummdnmymh
The

then.

y . father
and several other men took their large sieds o the bunker fo remove.
the corpscs lying on the snow that had turned a decp red. They found
the mothers of
ot e the men remove the corpses. They held on to their dead sons,
Kissing their cold faces, and had to be torn away with force. Only one
‘mother did not weep. She sat by her dead son in silence. Her cyes and
mad. She had had thre sons. They

The son lying i the ed-stained snow was the lst ooe. Her two -
sons were already dead, one killed by the Nazis and the other one by
the NKVD,
‘The corpses were wrapped in white lincns and were buried that
night in a mmmuml rave. Out villge did not secp hat sight. My
ime home

o e i, b S of s, for ournation.
And a3 our h
not be otherwise.

Everyone wanted to know who had betrayed the bunker. The blame
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of an amnesty the Soviets offered periodically, had tumed himself in,
and was cooperating with the NKVD. Later it tumed out that he was
aottoblame. A el visshesd
the village a week or so earlier and had gained the trust of one of the
mwumwmmmrmaflhemnhrmm

e
6 Mostpks disrct Ukeinian Red Crom: In the spring of 1945, 1

de guerre. 1 had never fiked Zika. | chose Mk g ot '.« my

Tmight as well do it under my own

Despite he NV bechodes searches, the work of the
Red Cross continued without interruption. We were able to

wuwm-mmmmmumnmmmm

tict.
Duptn the constant pressure by the NKVD and the need for
utmost conspiracy, Orlan and I found opportunities to sce cach other
accasionally. We were in love, and the hours we spent together gave us

tha loved him. However, we never discussed marriage. In fact, | shicd
i ik conmbbcing nccag? ond s maponsbitiio. Them coe dey
Orlan surprised me.

He had been called to mediate a lovers’ quarrel in the partisan
ranks. Taras, who was the commander of the OUN in the Peremyshl
ct, had been engaged for a while to one of the UPA sccre-
s Svisdor, Oac i v sge, Taras met a girl and
lirted with her. She apparently welcomed his advances and bragged to
romance. Her friends told others who, in
turn, told Sviatoslava. Sviatoslava broke off the engagement and
inded to be transferred to a different district. Taras wrote to Orlan
begging him to act as mediator. When Orlan met with the two lovers,
e suggested that the only viable solution was for them to get marricd.
Both agreed. As they began to plan the plac and time for their wed-
g G s, Wy e o . houbls wodding
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Tnn-,whohdkm-n-bwl()nl--dnﬁmﬂ:uybvr
zrﬂwn:nlndlmdmmn'dkhgmunlmh
and

services and holiday food for the various partisan groups, I received a
kmrﬁwnorlmmwh:hh'me.'lmkddvh:,m-dl

propose.
“What's the matter?” one of the women, who had noticed my

expression, asked.
“Nothing much. T guess I'm getting married.
'Ywmrkjo&iq.'mtnﬁm:huuﬂ,inalhdhp-y
Zop.

asked.

lhadmappommiznowinhﬂmmuﬂmypumnﬂmn-y
answered

plans.
‘Deur.hld.kud:ﬁc\mﬁwnz

1 could not find a place o myself My head was bursting with all
kinds of fears. I knew that in the midst of war, my personal

was like the mythical fircbird, impossible to snarc. Will I have the
strengeh and the will o match his, | wondered? He had told me that

1 now wanted to turmn to him and say, “Vasyl, you are mistaken. I'm like
allthe other girls. 1 dream of a life with you, not about a heroie death.
And if death comes, | want to find the strength to face it with honor,
but that will not be easy. No. I am also dazled by your popularity and
by your rank, as are the other girls. The only difference between them
30 me s chat [ ko e pece 1 will v 1 pa for cnrying 7988
because 1 want to be the woman you say |

o out e of sy e 1 o s it sl
ot even Zoya. | was told not to interlere in the wedding preparations,
and 1 was happy to stay out of the way. One day Orlan told me he
wanted

ideas. Although | noticed that some of the women would gance s e
sideways in speculation and 1 could read in their eyes the question,
“Why did he pick her?,” nonetheless, they joined in the preparations
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with gusto. Orlan by then had become the OUN deputy leader of the
Zakerzon krai. | understood their thinking. Their leader was getting
‘married and they would arrange a proper wedding for him, even if he
objected to the fuss.

h.-.m.n,d....d. in my home. l-.mam,m...amyi.amm

father sang and whose songs | knew and loved. But what 1 dreamt was
not o be.

We were marvied on Sunday, My 27, 1945. Two priests, Father
Hoza and Father Hrab, offciated at the double wedding. The wedding
wuml(hpdmvhedg!uf:hefmx Orlan and I, and Taras and

the procession to the chapel. Behind us came several
unilmmndmvbuhzd:mmp-ym(ummoﬂ:n,m
‘behind them ranks of UPA fighters.
the chapel, d. “Farewell

‘youth,” I thought.“Farcwell, my firstlove. | am stepping over the thresh-
old into a new life and new responsibilities, and I am scared to death
that I will not know how to handle this new gift.”

An

Toside
the pews and all available space were filed to overflowing with parti-

sans. 1 looked for the other women. They were there too, dressed for
mmmmth"mm"m Every candle in the candelabras
was lit and glowing, and for a moment | was blinded.

Later | heard mysel repeating afier the priest, |, Marichka, take
you, Orlan,” I said using his and my noms de guerre as the pricst had
done, but silently I substiruted Vasyi for Orlan.

*1, Sviatoslava, take you, Taras,” | heard Sviatoslava repest aftee
the priest, and soon the ceremony was over.

Not only had the women decorated the chapel for the wedding
and had gone out of their way to obtain the array of candies, they had
also prepared a wedding feast at a school in the nearby village. I mar-
veled at their efforts when they produced not only a wedding cake but
also several bottles of wine for the toasts.

We celebrated far into the night and were guarded by two UPA
sotnyas. Before dawn the merrymaking ended and partisan units disap
peared into the forested hills.
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Dauring 1945, Orlan and other UPA leaders had to face and deal
with the growing enmity beween Poles and Ukrainians. This cnmity,

onize that portion of Ukraine it had acquired under the Treaty of Riga
in 1921, ws bing whipped ito warfe by the NKVID. Soon aferthe

the repatriation of ethnic Ukrainians to Western Ukraine. Ukrsinian
e : adie .

: ¥, b village
itself and attack the Ukrainian village. If 3 few bouss in the Ukrain-

illage

vith increaing frequency), Ukranians would eaiss by sencking &

Polish village. The

in the local fighting, and Ukrainian villages tumed to UPA units in the
forests r« help and protection.

us began the battes between the UPA and the Poles. UPA

rong encany and tak-

tics, To halt this conflict, UPA'
o ami-Comminic sl Knom x Araia Kozyoon (AKNCTIS The
two sides met and agreed that they had a common enemy and

direet their joint efforts against the Communists. After that, the idn-
ing between Poles and Ukrainian decreased, but not for long.

Toward the end of 1945, conditions began to change rapidly as
UPA came to understand the fack that Warsaw would adopt. Anyone
suspected of cooperating with the UPA was arrested. As a result of the
repression, the activity of the Ukrainian Red Cross was curtailed.
Women partisans were released from their units and told to settle in
Polish d

. They

contact with
UPA struggle behind the descending Iron Curtai
{ the major events that | remember from that year was the

appearance in our camp of three couricrs who had been sent by the
OUN from its newly established center in the American Zone in G
many. Two of the couriers continued into Western Ukraine, while one,
af erring with Orl dwest.
established would last for several years.

As UPAS activity decreased in the Zakerzon rai, Orlan ndl for
the first time since our marriage found ourselves living
with others, in & hideout outside the city of Peremyshl. roate -
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and Motherhood

Tn the fll of 1945, when Orlan was creating an underground route
10 the West, he asked me to relocate to western Poland where | would
create a link on the route. He specified that this link should be as close.

was to establish myself there by getting a job and an apartment,
would legalize e Those traveling along the
route would use the apartment.
Tset out, ity
my pisol for false documents. Thus equipped, | rossed Poland from
east 0wt As instruted, | setled n Yelena Gura,  former German
the border.

oo diffclt; m(wx‘llwwylﬁmndx(vlmldmdcdm ify”
myself further and went to # hairdresser. There | instructed the llylnx
o cut off my long hair, which | wore in braids, and then perm my new
hairdo. Since this was a long process and | was bored, I started
10 4 woman next to me who was also having her hai done. I old her |
was qukmﬂ for a place to live.
fou can have my place,”she said. “I'm sbout to leave town.” She

e a key at me and I took it gladly.

1 s00n discovered that she was one of those new aivals in the
el e who tok ull e —d e —ofthe vl

p . Alla Polc had
to do was register n.f an apartment with the local housing authority
and then find one to his or her liking. This is exactly what my acquain-
tance at the hairdresser did, as did a number of other Poles. But there

%
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Emnped space chat llowed 50 primcy wldllmnmmdhik
ind life
25 @ married ly exclusive. O o

e’ e Spariaes

like t0 be 2 shadow, a person in the background, and only his explana-

i ing publicly. In any event,

what was happening around us, the constant vigilance and threat of
d P

life.
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be sold on the black market. Some people did this several times uatil
they found an apartment to their liking or had accumulated cnough

scquain n

elderly German couple out of their spacious apartment and then had

the help her cart away the couple’s possessions. What she left

behind was an iron bed, a scarred tabic, and 2 few kitchen utensils. |

heard this account later from the two elderly Germans, who were rel-

egated to one room that had its exit into the hallway. The other two.
Ithough T

started looking for 4 job.
1 read in the local newspaper that a certin government

mmed out 0 be theagency's diector. He looked me over carclly and

-dmuumx, o tho shie wue the Polioh Securic Sarvice, whose

a5 1 realized that | had applicd (u.p\nube Polish equivalent of the
Soviet NKVD, I tried to keep the conversation going while my mind
searched for a way out. Soon, this director noticed my specch and asked
me where I was from. 1 said I was from Lyiv, where there had been a
sizable Polish population before the war. He was not surprised, since
many of the newcomers in the regained territories were from castern
provinces. He was actually pleased that | was from Lyiv and was soon
reminiscing about the time he had spent in Western Ukraine working
for the Communist underground during the German occupation. In
the meantime, | was being consumed by fears. What if he or someone
ly? What if
10 run a security check on me? What if I were questioned about my
before being given the job? | listened to him talk with 2
smile on my face, and cven succeeded in musing cnthusiastically sbout
“our beloved Lvow.”
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My guardian angel wis with me that day. The directortold me to

ered. Of course, 1 did not go back, and when I started looking for 4 job

again, | was more careful in o advertisements.
anh:irul‘ewd-ylulh:q)mmli:wm-m‘mb-

out bed sheets or a blanket, since 1 had nonc. The German woman

eations botwec 1h¢ Gormen e R e Lmme iouteill

pk.d..plmufmyhy,.nw|h-.1.,.|.—i,m..-...u

work. mumd.pb..n,pmmben.lmwm
offices were not far from lived.

As fall turned into carly winter, I developed a routine but sl felt
out of place. One of the problems was the language. | had studicd Pol-
h in school,and i i 1

in Ukrainian and would find mysclf using a Ukrainian word when |
could not think of the Polish one. T was lucky in that many of the peo-
pleT
at my accent as a “Lwow” accent, which was okay, since being from

it difficult to acclimatize myself to the sccular, largely uninhibited lifc
of single people. I had been brought up strictly and was taken aback.
when the young women | worked with freely discussed their love affairs
and lovers,
“Two months into my new life, 1 obtained permission from Orlan
Percmys Tieamed
Som i thet General Perokyinie, who debricfod me whea 1 delivered
the UPA reports to Western Ukraine a year earlicr, and Taras (the name
was a popular nom de guerre) who wis Dimytro Maivsky  member
of the OUN

both caen were given cay ddecs and that om their way: Kol
em Ukraine 1 might be called upon to help them.

1 returned to Yelena Gura and lived there without incident uatil
March of 1946, when I received an urgent letter from Orlan ordering
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10 sbande my apurtment immediely 1 d 3 sl ok
i Puepih whest e  mcngrwbi tock e it the
Carpathian mounains to Orlan.
- e e
cﬂhuﬁ;’:nnnﬂemmfmsmh»gwmlklmpnm
snow drifts and plodding on and on, day after day. Once we resched
Orlans bunker, additional precautions had to be taken. We could not
wmw.hndu:nlybunh-dmumﬂypmpfmmmmmum
black patches where saiow had blown away orlay in a thin lm, in oder

poacs
tically impossible ron:ndnpnlhv. pesENeis pvnnmlrymt’w
stream, the bunker had a small interior well. It was equipped with 2
bed, a table, md-m.n--mm....x.m.,u.th(m..ml

promise: agents had learned of the courier route to West Ger-
many and had infiltrated it in Czechoslovakia, where the NKVD set
upon Taras and General Perebyinis. In the gun barcle that followed,
finished himself with—1.

soe—th veryptol 1 e chind when b e 0 e i Yeena
Guna anda

be e-nly mu-lnd G(n-nl Pndwmn had kl himself be taken alive
50 tha,

cc
of Tarass and hu fate. Before he could be questioned extensively, he
hung himself in his cell.

Soon the two men who had been living in ;h- lmu-n with Orlan
left on missions and Orlan and I found ourselves alone. We were very

Y tolearn about
nch other in the unexpected solitude. I told him how lonely I had been
in Yelena Gura, how not a day had passed that I had not thought of
him and worried about his safety. He, in turn, told me about what had
happened in the OUN and the UPA during my absence. Most of what
he told me was sad, since there had been many deaths.

weck passed, and we had not gone above ground. The entrance
to the bunker had been masked when the others had left, and it could
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mummﬂumummmm"mw--
one to i
m.gmm Onlylaes would UPA bunkers have ntranes tht could

-Wmmmummm“muu

wnumwun.mummmwmum
while Orlan
wmwmmm,mmmmmm
\muledmy%mm"bdmd.lwhllwmddnhh
above ground in the cold forest than underground in this bunker that
ml.n.mnmmmxm.ummmw
- Even Ol

xngmllummddq’um

“1 could give almost anything to spend an hour sbove ground,” 1
blurted out one day. I haven't seen daylight in & week.”

“1 haven't seen it in three months,” Orlan said quietly.

1felt ashamed of myself.

In April, -

an hour 4 day aboveground. The first time | went out, 1 discovered
something was wrong with my yesight—the sky was green, my skin
was green. I sat for an hour in the sun, and slowly my vision corrected
itself.

A UPA bunker became both a place to oara detection by the
enemy and a deadly trap b

bank. A
A partisan would wad into the stream far below the bunker and make
his way through the water that hid both his tracks and his scent in the
cvent the cnemy came with bloodhounds. Bunkers were first used by
the leaders and only later by the remnants of partisan groups. In 1946,
UPA sl commind coopusios of s b, man o S
camps above
leaders were l»ﬂled Howers, anly e company commander would
know leader's bu
informed. It was imperative that e i st
When a new onc was to be built, partisans from a differeat district were
brought in to do the work. This was done in order to ensure the secrecy
s location. | y
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area and would recognize where the bunker was being located, even if
they were brought to the site blindfolded.
A bunker was built by excavating & decp holc, then building onc

rkczilnthnkuMmmmmmmls.mdmwmmu

. One
was in a gull, while the other one was in the forest on the far slope of
the hill. This bunker had a small kitchen and an outhouse. The walls
had b plan had been An icon of the
Blessed Virgin, as well as portraits of UPA and OUN leaders, hung on
the walls.

1 became pregnant and expected the child before the end of the
year. 1 had not been careful. Orlan blamed himsclf. We both kncw that
1 faced a diffcult life. | would have to leave Orlan to have the child,
RO gt e o so v the il alme Yt vmilhe Oan T s
happy: T wanted to have the baby. 1 knew several
tisans like I was, who were living alone with o e T decied
that I would get a job in some small town in Poland, legalize myself,
and have the baby. Occasionally I would visit Orlan, or, at least, corre-
spond with him and see what lifc would bring. | was twenty and all of
life lay before me.

My pregnancy was already showing when one night, Myroslav
Soroks, whose nom de guerre was Prakh, came to the bunker to report
the arrival of a visitor. Prakh was Orlan's closest friend and assistant.

across her shoulder” who “liked to give orders.”



52 Thousands of Roads

The s the kad givn Pkl
was signed

-nym=> 7 red. 1 know her
‘She was one of my carly OUN instrue-

“Well, show her in,” Orlan told
Puakh, who eventually returned with
her.

We had not scen each other in
years, but she immediately noticed me
sitting to one side in the back. She
also noticed my condition.

“Maria,”she cried and ran to me
and began kissing me, her military
stance forgotten.

She told us that Taras Chu-
prynka (Roman Shukhevych), the
Myroslay Soroka. whoe nom e _OMMander in chief of the UPA, was
B ki one vt sending her along the courier route to
‘ind Maria'sbodyguard and friend.  make contact with the UHVR in

West Germany. The note for Orlan
from Chuprynka asked that he assist Bystra in her passage through
Poland.

She assured me that she would be back and asked that 1 wait to

baptize the baby until her retu

50 that she could be the baby's god-
mother. | agreed. When she lef, I told Orlan sbout my promise.
“Bapize the child at once,” Orlan said
“Don't you think she will come back?” I cried
We'll see,” Orlan replied and shrugged
You don't think she will come back, | said, surprised.
1 realized now that Orlans attitude toward cor

iers going west
s similar to that of the rank-and-file partisan. It was suspicious and
ambivalent. Occasionally I had overheard partisans asking a departing

er, “Ase you really going to come b

ince the route through Czechosiovakia had been compromised,
Orlan did not know how to send Bystra, and she stayed in Peremyshl
while Orlan tried to arrange something. In the meantime, | had to make
a trip to Krakow, where | visited Father Hrab, one of the priests who
had offciated at our weddin

His parish had been dispersed when the
peasants in his arca were deported to Western Ukraine as part of the
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Linc. Father
Mmmmmmmmmmm

others lived upstairs. When I called on Father Hrab, | met a Ukrain-
ian pricst who was from Czechoslovakia but was sympathetic o our
Tasked himii West

would
Germany along with him on his rerurn journy, and he agreed. Orlan
Qi v, i By oo s e i e Qi

g0 with Bystra. 1 , the
md|wwldlwyllwyvdful-nrnml“mr-ux,mydnld

cont
fight in the face of the overwhelming odds. “Children,” they would ssy,
“you il ll dic and be o

,-mna why they pnmt:d ind

struggle. They told the pricsts that

t they could not gain a sovercign Ukraine in the

nﬂlmdnmaf var Entpe, et they coud oot shendon
post-war Europe,

and challenge the invader, then that nation w\llmlnnuulnfxlavuy

even when conditions to do 50 present themselves.” Also, the partisan
belief was that to struggle was to negate the fatalism among the popu-
Iac that believed it was the fte of Uksanians bways to be undes the

i West, UPA and OUN
tisan war would demonstrat to Eusopean (snd American) leadersthat
Uksaine could not be erased forever from the map of Europe.

As ook back over the years, I will argue that Ukraine would not
have become independent in 1991 had it not p.m...«n the memory of

UPA w and discredited th

UPA and the OUN had been at home and n the Wt by Sovier pro-
paganda in the intervening forty-five years, nonctheless the memory of
resistance remained ingrained in the national memory. It counteracted
Slav and helped him make the move for
ind glasnast collapsed.




. Forced

Great Famine in Eastern Ukraine in 1932 and 1933.

it was in Moldavia and southern Ukraine in 1946 and
1947 brought wih it famin in which tens of starved,
although -
1...n,mm,-|mw.,mqmmdn-iuumunm-
e o e OEE T
German

Gmuyfkddmuupcmmds:ﬁ-uhmql&mm

not bl i y

he would ined or gi spon

for *cannon fodder.” Whether he wanted or not, this young man would
then,

many young men chose to fight in the resistance, in the UPA? At least
then, they believed, they were fighting for their nation, for their land,
not for the Soviet empire.

Bystra went west alone, while 1 scttled in the town of Gnezno
where a friend from my school days and her husband lived. 1 gave birth
104 son o December 15, 1946. 1 followed Orais adice and had the
baby ly. 1 named him Zenon,
nom de guerre.
Later, Prakh would confide to me that when Orlan reccived my
letter with the news, he raised his head and shouted so that everyone
in the bunker looked up. He shouted only one word, *son.” And he had
assured me that he did not care whether the child was a girl or a boy.

1 gave bisth in the Gnezno hospital and news quickly spread that
the baby's birth certificate did no lis

them, brought them prescnts, and marveled at the newborn babies. No
one came to see little Zenon and me. I would watch the happy faces

the new fathers, and my eyes would fill with tears. “Stop that,” | -nuu
tell myself. “You are # revolutionary.” But the tears came anyway, when
the women whispered to their men about my bastard and me, and the
men would look speculatively in my direction.
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There was no way to arrange a with Orlan in the winter.

mwmulnlhndxmvbmldmxﬂl
in the
In February 1947 the UPA killed Polish General Karlo Sverchevski,

commander
the frontiet into Western Ukraine. Orlan would be assigned to another

”mmw-:dm.uo.i.nmhmuw_mhw
in Poland, T would not see him again. | saw the orders as a death sen-
tence for our marriage. Orlan also wrote that he would like to sce his
son before his departure, and he asked me to come and bring the baby
with me. Thus, just before Easter, I took the baby and boarded  series
of trains to Peremyshl. The trains were overcrowded and unheated.

. and no one would me. L have
hndpenpk-ylhnwﬂumgtmwblazhehnmspmnhmldml
ehink that it is true. It was not truc in postwar Poland. People were
crude and rude, as i the finer nuances of civilized and helpful behav-
or had been erased during the war. | saw a young father slp the con-
ductor money for 4 place in the wagon that carricd the mail. | followed
theconductor and th couple o that wagon and, s | tid to climb i,

pushed Lfell off the

{wm,rh:hlbym my arms. 1 don't know how 1 did it, b\nmyn‘(ll
 clutch-

ing the baby and his litle pram, I pushed my way in somehow.
Prakh met me in Peremyshl and took the baby and me by cart to

reaction; he stood in front of us and could not say anything, He
would not touch the baby. He just stared at us as if he were a simple
ton. Finally, he blurted out, "He looks ike me.” He was right—Zenon
was a copy of his father.

Eventually, Orlan regsined his composure and took the baby from
my arms. We spent the rest of the night talking. He lef before dawn,
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and ncither he nor T had the pre-
monition that he would not see
Zenon ever again. In the mom-
ing, the baby and I retumed to
Peremyshl.

Orlan and 1 amranged to
meet one more time on May 15
on the outskirts of Peremyshl. 1
Was not to come to the rendez-
vous myself bu send the woman
escort | would be traveling with
She would then leave me and

Maria and Oclan with thei

enon in May 1947, report to Orlan, who would

a meeting In the mean-

time, I returned to Krakow, where I thought the baby and I would be
safer than if | remained in Peremyshl.




4. Loss of the
Firstborn Son

In Krakow, I stayed with Father Hrab, although I was aware that

i
upmd vttt kool bt kol wot; 1 became.
1

had notstted on my furure location

Conditions in Krakow were becoming increasingly precarious for

Ukrainians. The police were hounding Ukrainians who had fied to

Kk o the Zabrson b Local Ukninas wel s thos -
! K e

i
ing in_ the el [ Aovsiessaliind ontr
Communist control, were silent unfolding Polish offensive
e e UPA. Word b spevd that Paber Hisb ko ecelet com
nections and would know the latest news. I was surc that Polish agents
e e

1 g0 Lknew

Pt aniind
and were afid 1 take th baby and me in. | had o other choice but
10 wait for Gena at the parish house.

The firs inkling of the impending dissster came with the news of
Father Hoza'sarrest. Father Hoza was a personal friend of Orlan's and
had been the second priest who had offciated at our wedding. A few
months carler, Father Hoza had confided to Orlan that he had obtained
documents he planned to use to book passage on a ship bound for

57
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America. He was arrestedl in Gdansk, just 13 he was about to board the
-}uplkmthnl.mmml.ﬁxhﬂmhdhw‘hﬂhm
o wmuum circumspect in his movements

e b F.m«mmmmmwm'.mmumn

wo
raid. Both were clerics—Father Mykola Denko, who was ill, and 4 nun

‘now did al the cooking. The agents arrested them also. When my tum
came, | presented my ew document. One o the peoclchesmen
what 1,a Pole,
mbokr.-.m.mwhudyrmm-m-

For the next two days, the parish house became a “mousetrap.”
Whenever visitors came to the door, one of the agents would open it
and invite the unsuspecting victims inside. The agent would immedi-
atcly lock the door behind the visitors. The plainclothesmen would
adily toosmavon queton the vicien, s pus thins ottt
By late afternoon of the first day, fftcen people were being held in the
house. Among them was Liudimila Kot, who was from Peremyshl and
was now living in Krakow. She and 1 had been classmates, and when
she learncd 1 was in town, she came to visit me several times. She had
come on such  visit now and was caught. Even people who came to
the house on parish business were arrest

Everyone was kept in the house unt

evening, and only when it
p Left

behind was Father Deako, who wasin bed, the nun, and lctle Zenon
and 1. During the day, | had asked |llmuldpwlwh-ymllkfudc
baby, but I was told no. Instead, one of the took my
Tl T s Evoghe the ik T andiothemen |
at the house all night, and lights were left on in every room.
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1 didt know why I had not been taken away with the rest. Was

who knew who 1 was, and I was afraid that during interroga-
tions one of them would betray me. If I were discovered, the conse-
q grave. At this time, the C

They were

sried quickly, i ly
hmpnuidyhugedinkmhlmlmmi.ldidnmmlybok
for a chance to escape. If I tried to break out, | would have to do so
without the baby, and I would not leave the child as long as the possi-
bility existed that no one would reveal my identity and 1 might slip
through the police net.

Early on the third day, a sedan pulled up in front of the parish
-2 ol Amvyar A afrd

m
dress and their conduct | knew they were Soviet intelligence oficers. |
sl ke they wers s, They can distly 10, e
glee in their eyes.
“Well, hello, Marichka. How are you?” one of them said t0 me in
Ukrainian. He was blond and wore a gray sui

“I don't know any Marichka,” I rrpb(d in l\wlnh

He laughed and asked me who | was then.

Although I knew that my fals identity no looger protected . |

the documents.

ted at
" He and
histwo companians wer in s good mood, opealy pessed with them
selves.

‘The agent in the gray suit ordered the other two to search my

large, curious eyes, and said, “How are you, little Or
e s s faend vt phomographt of Orlas, snoney, sad
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up and I continued brought
nmmmmlw‘uwmmwmwa‘mm
S8 Gepar o cry whn [ 1f he ro. “Now sow” L cocel. T e
1 placed the baby back in the pram and

it took to clude imprisonment and interrogation. 1 knew the police
‘would torture me to get information about my husband. They would

But he was already being torn from me and 1 would not see him ever
Perhaps in 2 few days they would bring him to me to weaken my.
will and my resolve, w‘nwhu&xbuﬂ:nmuurhg(hum

BRI bcayed Orlo and the patians: T could ot g throwgh sech
torture, make such a choice. Even if they broke me, even i I chose the

heart negated. Only the realization that long years of i imprisonment
me, perhaps cven a sentence of death and certain scparation
from my child, kept me thinking, planning, and functioning. | knew |
‘would risk death to avoid prison.
On my second trip to the kitchen, the agent did not follow me.
Apin luzpped into theltle oom and said sharply to Father Denko,
window. Now."

continued on to the kitchen where I turned on the faucet
and kmud the basin hard against the sink o that the men in other
room could hear what I was doing and where I was.

On the way back, I looked in on Father Denko again. “Not this
way," he whispered. “You'l either fall and be killed or they will caprure
you” He glanced over my shoulder toward a door that led to the back
corridor, which was seldom used. “There," he said and gestured with
his head.

Yes, he was right. | had not thought of that escape route. The back
corridor opened on a flight of stairs that led up to a garret |.. mc gar
et there was a window and not too great a drop to the cou

Instantly, I put down the basin and ran into the e
up the stairs, opened the window, and jumped through it. | found myself
in a rectangular courtyard surrounded by the rear facades of other

Tran to a gae that led to a house direerly in front of me, but it
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my real documents. Inovm.ludrhllly—ltfunhda-‘n-
and that 1 would
for

X 1

pain seized my heart. “What will happen o you, my angel2” I cried to

myself. I sat down by the pram that alsouserved as the baby's crib and
not take my eyes off the child. For the first time since his bis

1 castigated myself for wanting to have a child. “How dared I in such

. o §

rights s a mother, but reality,like a she-wolf, taunted me. | knew these

were my last moments with the boy. I knew he would be taken away

from me. Where would they take him when they threw me in prison?
went numb. i

not make myself think or move.

The man in the gray suit went o the door and called to the three
agents. When they filed into the room, they looked at me with new
interest. This is when | realized that they had not known until now
who I was. S0, I reasoned, I must have been betrayed last night when

ng under ion. My fate was

sealed.
Tkmnmvhzguyumloldmmmrudy
‘And the baby? What wil happen to the baby?* 1 cried, stating

P Thach notforyou w0 knew? he i, “Ho will betken car o
His words sent an electric shock through my body and my heart.
was the firs time I realized the full gravity of the situa-

tion. | had to act.

“Before we go, | have to give the baby a bath,” I said calemly and
stood up. 1 didst ask them if I could, | simply said | would and headed
for the kitchen to heat water. To my surprise and relief, they did not
stop me, although the man in the gray suit motioned to one of his men
to follow me.

ad only a few seconds to put my plan into action. Next o the

Just outside the window were electric cables for the trolley. This was
Vistula Street. I turned to the sick man and whispered, “I'm going to
escape through this window.”

“It’s impossible,” Father Denko began and was abou to add some-
thing clse, but at that moment the agent that was told to follow me came
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was locked. I knew thatat any moment the agents would discover my
escape and either come after me or start shooting through the garret
window. |hnhed|tplnkhuﬂdm‘uﬁl-ln(-<nd-'l~
Tooking down from 4 window.

uyphw)ulpmt. 1 cried. “Open the gate.”

“Run to the next gate, she called to me and pointed in the direc-
tion I should take. This is when | ealized that the courtyard also served

1 .
on what I had to do next. It was imperative that I get out of Krakow
Ol

and rerum to.
fifey kilometers cast of Krakow. How was | going to get from here to
there? 1 nceded money for transportation, but 1 had nothing except the
dress 1 was wearing, | should have some in my

as soon as the raid began. But I hadn't. Wh'lﬂullldl&lm'u
the Polish police and the MVD (the Soviet Department of

Aﬁnnmz(wowlm;mhdwum-nm)kmml“ﬂ
7.0 g0 st 1 ol be ooking o e o b and e Y

cmnmzmmndlzvmn\nrhodan Moncy 1 slowed down t0 8 brisk
w.mmkmymmakp«mm,, “Moncy, money. You need to get
Swdd(nlylhdlh:uuwu 1 remermbered that e fll 1 b ket

behind with a Polish
e had worn ¢ oue wedding, Iahnbwrhudmﬁmg-ummd

condition. I fat, o it given it to me to sell and use the proceeds
o live on if my circumstances became difficult. The time had arrived
0 sell the suit.

Shewas.
at home. We talked a bit, I said I was short of moncy and offered to sll
herthe it She bongh the pents o S00 lotys, which was ek

put it on to hide freecirn weatiog and by which | coukd hz rec-
Ttsied to ith
the woman for a few more minutes, then said good-bye A ur-

Now that I had money for a train or a bus ticket, | considered the
alternatives. | could take a bus, but that was not a good idea, because:
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BSFetiesofionsoppod trmes s e the documents of e e
sengers. This had happened when | had returned to Krakow afier see-
ing Orlan. If the bus was t00 risky, then I had o take the train. Okay,
1 would take the train, but not from Krakow. By now the train station
‘would be under surveillance. I would leave Krakow on foot and board
the train at & depot east of the city.

Using ide sects and alles, | made my way 0 the beidge scrom
the Vistula near
and alleys, agai islia. 1 had no map, but 1 had
been to Krakow several times to deliver partisan mail or to mect with
couriers and had memorized sctions of the city. Although 1 did not
bﬂ.uﬂd‘ymlmlhdlpmdsdumwhxhdnmlmm

Thad

myself on the main road going east. wamwyw:m
|&dwmln&hndrkﬁ:luunmlwn-ﬁnKnﬁm:ldkay

.40 Pereanyehl - vock
-mlu-adlbw.h..mmrammumxmummk
R P At stk bl ek
1had mi ing train and that il the
miq.lmmummah‘.ukxmw.ummNm
train, which was never well lt, and hide in the shadows from prying

B ool el ettt snion acing rocm . Sowad lacn

‘near them. I was alone not for long. A railroad guard came over to talk

to me. With typical Polish naiveté, he started to pay me compliments

and court me. | feigned interest in him, since it was better to be scen
" 1

men at the station, more than was normal. The railroad guard talked
and talked, and I listened with a smile on my face. Only the Lord knows
what kind Now that I was sitting down and
1 b B fesdiiacac A Tt hakned.
Thad lost my baby son. I could hear him wailing, I had heard him wail-
ing when I ran up the back stairs and jumped out the garret window.
My heart was bleeding and breaking, and I had to keep on smiling at
the foolish guard babbling away before me. Also, my body was begin-
ning to ache. My knees, on which I had fallen while jumping out the
window, were bruised and the bruises were swelling. My feet hurt from
the long trek in sandals. Yet I made myself listen to the railroad guard
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2 . 2 . e
sectets. He confessed that he had a girlfriend with whom he had lived,

sight. He swore he was not lying and thay his intentions were scrious
nd henoabl - ~

for my address. 1 gave him onc. Let him look me up on Suaday. He
frally et o, nd | ll ke,

Rzeshov.
Meunmdxnmpmu&mlmﬂﬂtlpxn‘nd'dwuﬁt
town on foot. On the way, I passed a Catheolic church and stepped inside
0 pray. Only the Lord could help me out of the predicament in which
Ioohitt 4 board

amain 1 2
ing documents. Instcad, I walked through the town. I bought an ice
cream and ate it as | headed cast.

ested in those traveling on transportation lines. Shortly after noon |
e i i dpot e . g e e coi

wudum&mx.-mmpnmy-uzhumwmm-
train 1 should avoid. But I had no choice. Tomorrow night I had to keep.
my rendezvous with Orlan, and I was stll to0 far from Peremyshl to
attempt 1o walk the distance in onc day. I would risk taking the train.
When the train came, | got on and tried to act normally, although
Twas on edge. I knew my fate would be decided in the next few hours
on this train. | would cither reach my destination, or I would be spot-
ted and arrested. The train was a freight train that took passengers. The
wagons were not divided into compartments. Instead, benches were
nailed around the perimeter of the wagon. This arrangement would
make it casy for me to examine my fellow passengers once | sat down.
T made my way past a group of men standing near the door and headed
for an empty place in a dark comer at the far end of the wagon. | sat
down o et ook sound. However, 1 ws e wed oom et

by the door were cxamining me carcfully. ly my imagination,” |
et et *Tom o s sl B iy dhd oy e M
s00n as they realized that | had noticed that they were watching me?”
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In a few minutes, the two men left the group and began whisper-
ing to cach other. At the next stop, one of them got off *Thank God,”
Y i, Bu my el wat shot . At the follwicg o, the men

m,uumnmmm«-fm Thzymmndmgwb
fuly b y saw me looking at them, they

“Mmhm.hl&hwlnxrhdduﬁ:hhm,n

‘The train wagon had a door on cither side and now, as we ncarcd cach
stop, the four

-uqmmﬁmd»mmmu.mm since many
senge, cpecilly those s spese tobe trveliog rom 1 gt
distance, would come o the doors when the train stopped and
Mmﬂyguﬂmmmﬁmaﬁmmmm
legs. However, only the four men who were interested in me repeated
this “dance” to and from the doors a¢ every stop.

1 was now convinced that the police had recognized me. For the
time being they did not bother me, only watched so that I would not

5 by 1

ish intelligence agents, or perhaps even Soviet agents. | knew what
‘would happen. As soon as the train reached Peremyshl and I tried to
get off, they would arrest me. They probably looked for me on last
night’s train and, when they did not find me, they staked out the next
‘eastbound train from Krakow. They were sure that I would try to reach
Orlan, and it was not too difficult to pick me out from the other pas-
sengers. Not only was | wearing the same dress, but after all my mis-
adventures, I hardly looked either relaxed or normal.

The more cognizant 1 became of my predicament, the more |
despaired. 1 knew I would not let them take me alive. | would commit
suicide or be shor. 1 desperately looked around for a way to di. I stud-
ied the man sitting next to me. Perhaps I could ask him to lend me his
razor. | would take the razor to the toilet and cut my veins. But that
was stupid. How did I know the man had a razor? And even if he did,
how would he respond to my strange request? No, suicide was stupid.
l would P o o ot o epp, bttt sy wae
is would only hasten my arrest, and | should try t remain
e long as possible. What I had to do was act before my fate
was decided for me.
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me, the last wagons of the train roared by and the draft
*youhﬂhlcvﬂwlhnn{mydn-mmyhud.hhmk(hnlk
it me a few more.
mlﬂxudlm\mlnwmﬂymMmyWVl
was
hmlﬁ!mnmnlwmﬂ-ﬂm&[ﬂmwhnﬂnm\dmx
get up? What if my legs were broken? I was afraid of that more than
of anything clsc. ”Drr!dmy-dfmlilupﬂmlwwodupummdy
Towas whole; |
was that I could not see out of my right eye. Bucichoc ilak ousher st
the moment. | was alive and I could run.
'lmilm"lwhupﬂ:dmmykllalhohdm»d. ln the dis-

. They vere shou s lcter sy s caough for e to v o

Then vk offmcun. 1 plunged into 2 wheat field and ran with all
‘my strength. When | looked over my shoulder, | was farfrom the tracks,
but T had nowhere to hide. The ground was flat, and the field was cov-
ered with pale green shoots, recently sprouted. The ground offered no
depressions, no groves in which I could find shelter | ran on, my
‘may growing, toward a lonely farmstead some distance ahead of me.

“Run, run faster. They're gaining on you,” several farmers, work-
ing in the fields and observing my fight, shouted at me s | ran past
them. This made me accelerate although I was barely able to catch my
breath. 1 finaly reached the farm, but it offered no shelter. Dogs were
barking furiously and would not let up. I began to run again along a
path that cut across a field of oats that only reached up to my knees. I
stumbled, stopped, then fel face down. “Let the Lord decide my fate,”
1 told myself. T had exhausted all my physical resources. | was winded

couldn't move. Something was choking me. I gasped and gasped,
gulping lungfuls of air. When I raised my head, my sight tumed black
and the ground spun.

T must have passed out. | only remember that | lay in the filds of
oats for a long, long time. | knew that if the police found me, I would
not let them take me away. T would dig myself with my nails into the
ground and they would have to use shovel to pry me loose. | would never
let go, and they would have to kill me before they could move me
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Not 100 fa rom the field ran a major road | had recogrized. This

mmuu.qm.m.ypzmpwkwwnu

resettlement in the new territories in the west. Every time a truck.

approached the feld where I lay, it seemed that it would stop and its
pant Butl

L ; i
the side that | had bit whea I jumped fiuem the trin, achesl dulls TSR
could not see from my right eye, and | wondered if I had gouged it out.
S . e
now the skin had rupturcd. 1 had scraped the skin on my clbows when
1 el from the train. 1 would discovee latc that th finc soot from the
train had worked itslf into the torn flesh on my knees. This black
eminder of my scape from Krakow,ground into the raw fesh, would

Thus, I lay on the , face down, until evening. When dusk
came, 1 began to think sbout what to do next. How was I o get to
Orlct As 1 appe ov my cone, L enbdenly st 4 el Wi

nmmpond The police had found me after al.

“Well, why are you asleep?” the man asked in Polish.

“What do you want from me?” I retorted, but did not move. “T'll
ot move.” I spoke in Ukrainian. I did not feel like pretending I was
Polish anymore.

O, s0you are th woman who jumpd fom the i the rman

went (o(awdkmlbeﬁdd‘ and went to sleep in the oats. Dont be

afaid,” he tried to reassure me, “T'm not the police. They were in the
village questioning people, but no one told them where you ran.”
up immediately.

The man took me t0 2 hous that stood alone at the edge of the
field,
i her house. She was a widow, a Baptist, very poor. She had no food
o give me except for a pitcher of sour milk. | drank it, although | was
not hungy. 1 spent the night on the floor on some hay because the
woman did not give me any sheets or blankets. At daybreak, | left. In
the fields I began to pray, “Lord, please help me today. You had helped
me to cscape twice, g o a3 ua.yumy-..ynm:
cross.” Today was May 15, a religious holy day for remembering the
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dead and visiting gravestes, and the fields were deserted. 1 still had

ner of the train wagon. | made my way across fields, which ran between
the railroad line and the road. I was following the railroad line toward

Whenl
l‘.ﬂnmmﬁ«lhnwulwmdmd\hunqnnd:ynx:m’
bread. The people asked me what had happened to my right cye, and |
said that a horse had kicked me. They asked no other questions, and I
soon left

Twalked
y

‘mercilessly. | was thirsty and looked for ditches along the way. When-

ever I found one, I fell into it face down and gulped the muddy water

10 releve my pached mouth and throat

mmmesanmm.maylmmmlm;ﬁum

get across the river. The Sian bridge had been dynamited during the

wa, and people used boats and rafts to cross. It would not be wise to

hire a boat, and, in any event, | had no moncy for the fare. I wished |

had learned to swim as a child. If I had, I could have gotten across in
1pls

town, and when I passed the last of the houses, I stopped a boy and
asked him about it. He pointed toward the crossing with his head.
It was already getting dark, and herders were moving cattle across
the river from pastures on the other side. I memorized the location
and waited until dusk. 1 had noticed that the ford was knce decp and
knew that a wrong step could mean drowning The Sian was gorged at
this time of the year with runoff, which made the water run fast and

deep.

1 forded the river at dusk without any diffcultics and sat down on
the opposite bank in relief. My trek was almost over. All | had to do
was go up several hillocks to the burial mound that had been erected
in memory of Ukrainian soldicrs who fellin World War I That mound
was where we had agreed to rendezvous. | reached the mound after
dark, sat down off the path in some brambles, and waited. The ni
dragged on, and soon | was worried. Had something happened to Orlan
and his group? Where were the scouts who were to rendezvous here?
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When we made our placs initially, a courier whose name was Hanna
would i

ing. Now 1 looked around for her but saw 0o one. Some time around
midnight, | heard a movement, then the hoot of an owl. This was the
signal. 1 dmybmd-mdhmwaawlkﬁ-ymupan
0 e Pk s Ly I Sow o

partisan couricr, cmerged from the shadows. Bressia ey -
by train with mail for Orlan. The two women had arrived at the ren-

me. They had lain nearby under a blanket while T had sat shivering in
the brambles. The two men were late because they had become lost,
although both kncw the countryside well. They had gone so far north
cemetery and only th
gone 1o far and had to double back.
“What are you doing here?" Prakh asked me in alarm “What's hap-
ned?”

T had run up and hugged him, overcome with relif that finally 1

imong friends. 1 didn't know where to begin my story and told it
haphazardly, blurting out my escape from Krakow, my phunge from the
trin, my agony sbout the baby I left behind. They listencd to me in
silence, in dismay, in alarm.

When I finished, Prakh hugged me again and said, “I'm proud of
you." He took off his army jacket and gave it to me. Then we set out
toward the forest.

But | could no longer walk. | had forded the river and reached the
mecting point on sheer willpower, but now an incredible tircdness
enveloped me. | tripped and fel every few steps. Finally the two men
took me under the arms and carried me to the edge of the forest. Here.
we waited for Orlan. As we waited, Prakh told me about the battles the

0 plague all
deaths as well as many heroic acts.

Orlan came before daybreak.

“Where's the baby?” he cried.

His was  reasonable question, but it cut me to the quick. When~
ever I had a moment to remember, I reproached myscif for abandon-
ing the baby, and in Orlan's first question I heard censure and rebuke.
Twanted Orlan to ask me about what had happened to me, how I had
been injurcd, how | had reached him, before going straight for the deep-
est and rawest wound in my heart.
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‘We waited until dawn before we entered the forest. We did this in
order to be able to see and mask our tracks. Orlan was convinced that
y

tracks, they would follow us to the hideout.
‘We reached the hideout almost at once. Orlan had located it in a
underbrush,

searched thoroughly. Yet, if discovered, this would be a very difficult
ﬂmﬁmwhuhmtulpe.nmnnﬁr«lmnﬂcmr

Once inside, Orlan and I sat apasrt, and I told him in detail what
i bagpencd. Oran istend to me skny and in shock. When |

Hlﬁumhutynmm;kdvmhmmmdbuﬂkdlhewwmﬁmm

is disposal o find. f the
escue the child. He sid the partisan sill had contaces in Krakow.
Look uoand” Ol il 1. "W s ot e oy oo vho

ity by the Poles.”
Quietly he told me about the battles in which he had fought and
the friends that we had lost. I listened, and my aching heart filled and
with anguish. It scemed that our tragedy merged into the
river of grief and agony of the entire nation. Although this realization
did not case my anguish, it helped me live with it. | knew that Orlan
and 1, as his wife, could not permit ourselves to be prostrated by our
personal tragedy. Orlan, especially, had to remain strong and focused.
He had become the leader of all the remaining partisan groups in the
southern terricory of the Zakerzon kai. People continually sough his
1 decided that | y him with
my grief, my wretchedness, my tears. Perhaps because I tried to under-
o e b e et et ot
‘managed to go on. It took a long time before | recovered, and 1 am con:
vinced it would have taken longer and would have been even more
painful had it not been for the patience and love of the man | had mar-
ried almost two years carler.
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During 1947, a Polish-Soviet offensive that became known in Pol-
ish history as Operation Wisla decimated the UPA in the Zakerzon
rai by destroying the ethnic Ukesinian community in the area. It had
bemmg lear that the UPA could not function withou the support of

Thus, throughout the late spring and summer of 1947, the

villages not
be rqumnl:d o Western Ukraine afier the Curzon Line became the

Toaded onto trucks and taken to holding concentration camps, thea
lhlpp(d northwest ln ukdk lh< r:mwms ﬂdd to Poland by Ger-

ssarion ...dmw.-.. Mwmmmuum.»mpa
food i villages
e e Bl s e UbA s “The enemy’s strength was ten-
fold, and UPA units suffered nted losses. Ths, in the mid-
dle of 1947, the UPA. High Command ordered it detachments 10
abandon the Zakerzen érai. Several of the surviving UPA groups were
ordered to tum west, cross the Czech border, and fight their way across
Europe to frecdom. Their mission, like that of the many couriers that
had been sent in the past two years, was to publicize the struggle of the
Ukainien s ol St sl o o Months later
we would learn that the assignment gven these fighting groups had been
oearly impouible to lll hongh th s s el W

ried val

bielarae o ppeieg Not gy did the UPA groups have
o fight the Polish army that blockaded the country’s western froatier,

n
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once they managed to cross into Czechoslovakia they were als

 the Caech Army whose units were bolstered by Soviet reinf

meats. The casualties were horrific. Most of the partisans dicd on their
weay to West Germany. Sometimes only one or two men survived from
a group of two dozen or more partisans. Dozens of partisans, incl

ing several sarnya commanders, were captured and put on show tr
cither in Czechoslovakia or in Poland. A few men, the remnants

entire platoons, did make it through. Only one large

oup, the one led
by Hromenko, reached the West and was promprly incarcerated. This
100, we would learn much later.

The UPA units tha remained faced an equally bleak furure. They
were ordered to fight their way across the fronticr into Ukraine, where
they would strengthen existing UPA forces. For a time, the Zak
the groups in Ukraine to con

inue to wage  guerrilla war

Wisla. Orlan had asked for a
delay in carrying
orders, and now he did nd

kb

Chuprynka.”w
ot et ol e U herm, i
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mdrk i lmrvdedu
hﬂm dim corner of hideout. Besides Orlan, there was onc
o prtisn lades of Nigh rank If in Poland. This was Soiah
(Yaroslav Starukh), who operated in the areas north of Peremyshl. As
. esingy G

mrll y nigl

ip commanders.

T May 2047 Ovln sckivod  mesige fom Sl ouir gl
osting, Ol snd , o with Pt mt: A platoom o€ I
soldicrs helped us cross the Sian River on May 27,a date | remember

ing anniversry:
i, leopig sl msti "
xn:umm.simweunitdmlmd,wdmudnnidnimnudy
ianted gard potatoes

- We
A - y ots. It was imper-

Pnhlbmyumu,wﬁmhmﬂddmmuu ‘We hid in the forests and.

builtin the early days of the resistance and were seill sed by loeal par-

escaped capture hydxallxkhlbed.ylpud.orlu
grew mweumgly worried 10, when we began encountering Polish

P . our
4 bodyguard he chose from our escorts and ordered Prakh and me to
return 1o our hideout in the brambles near Peremyshl.

Our journey back, facilitated by changing escorts, was uneventful.
Soon after our return we were joined by two other partisans, Shehur
e Swpovyt, whi served b ¢ Dol it peovidie:
existence was dificult. Every second night, one of the men would ven-
fur out i seach offod. Ech ripwas dangerous sice Polish Arny

ass
SroEmeT e .,.,m Shehur stumbled on
a patrol and was wounded in the hand, and latr, Stepovyi was trapped
by a patrol in an outlying village and barely managed to escape.

We ate mostly potatoes. Occasionally one of the men would bring
back porridge o lard, and somctimes bread. During the day, when
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il i, O cting o i et P

Oxhnﬁmny.nw:dmmﬂnﬁ-mmhm"uw
you are safe. We were afraid that you might have been betrayed.” He
told us that Vyshynski had reached Stiah before Orlans arrival, and

accompanied Vyshynski. When stopped by Stiah's lookouts, Vyshynski
sent a message that he had to meet face to face with Stiah because he
caried sensitive news from Orlan. Stiah set the meeting in a forest
where he had met Vyshynski a year carlier, but ordered his men to go
shesd of i 20d riog ¥yl showe s he oo ARG
Vyshynski insisted on taking his “protection” with him, Stiah's mea
15 and Vyshynski arrived alonc.

“First, the mail from Orlan,” Stish had sid to Vyshynski and
old voice momentarily panicked the other man.
“left it with my men,” Vyshynski began to cxplain, and Stiah

Stis

qnnrium,vhmmdekn)ymrmdmhnmmduﬂﬂvﬂamhl

ki o' Vinlyeaki them tsterd bl g el they e
attack, but Stiah and his men were able (o evade them. When Orlan
arived, Stiah told him what had happened, and both worried whether

units in the north were under constant attack by Polish and Soviet
forces. The partisans were starving in the forests, and peasants who
Sl them o were eepétasd of empahising wihithe UBA ol
shot. Orlan also told me that Stiah had learned about what had hap-
pened in Krakow from his courier Gena, the woman | was expecting at
the time of the raid on the parish house. Gena arrived a day after my.
escape and fell into the hands of Polish agents stilla the house.
questioned her for several hours, but she managed to speak with Father
Denko, who told her sbout my escape. She then told the agents that
she needed 1o go to the toilet, ran up the stairs, and escaped through
the same window that 1 had used. Stiah sent back with Orlan 2 com-
mendation for me. Orlan also brought back heartbreaking news about
ou little Zenon. The head of the Polish Secret Service in Krakow, who
was ;m.nm, had .m,,,mn the baby.

s like a knife plunged into a fresh wound. My son
would me np in the home of our enemy who was decimating our
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was quict, we hunted for mushrooms. At dusk, we would creep out of
the hideout and make our way decp into the forest where we cooked
our meals over a firc that we built in a deep ravine through which a
stream flowed. We ate during the night and took whatever was lefi,

a-y-mbanpy the men did not leave the hideout in search of
food, then they left to meet with other partisans, and 1 spent many

mmhﬂ:mmmmhelmnﬁml@r lhad:umllp-knl
but o other weapons. | would sit by the fire listening to every sound.
The sudden breaking of a twig, the rustle of leaves, or distant sounds
of shooting would make me tremble. If the men dicd in an ambush, |
mmmwumw

The sit-

R b v il it iremenctioci oo wowen)
Stylhmdllaﬁlendl_d who came to our rescue. Iryna was the wife
of Inhul, a UPA commander who came from the same village as Prakh

il

active in the resistance during the German occupation. Both women
‘were pregnant. They bough foodstuffs at the Peremyshl market once
a week, then carried them to a prearranged meeting place. We feared
fw their safety and begged them to be careful, but they would only szy
see us a week hence. I think they nceded to help us.
lm. . hpiog; e he wat hping b b who wae
m....m.n. a UPA group in the Sambir (Ukraine) arca. She would
she hoped someone was looking after him, as she was after us.
D s b e helped us on the sly, never telling her
husband about her “excursions.” Lilia was also uncommonly beautiful,
with a fresh, childlike face. Looking at the two women, no one would
dream that they were keeping alive 2 group of partisans in the forest.
At the beginning of the summer our situation worsened with the
news that Vyshynski, one of OUN's regional underground leaders, had
cither fallen into Polish hands or had willingly gone to the authoritics
was cooperating with them. He was secn trying to make contact
with partisans who would lead him to the leadership in the Percrayshl
area. Although we were forewarned, others had not been, among them
Orlan and Stiah. We waited for Orlan's return with growing anxicty.
In the meantime, we were joined by Zoya and Malusha, the two couri-
ers who had replaced me in Elena Gura, in western Poland. They had
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ranks. I knew that it would be impossible to rescue the child from this
home.

Vyshyn-

writer and i cking on UPA li
leaflets that 2 unit he was sending to the West would carry. He told
e oo wih gt b ek When O e b

-*\k,SiniMn;d,‘lmHnrbelbkmmnmkmylelm
always on the move. In any event, someone will shoot me from behind
atree, but if 1 stay in the bunker and am attacked, T can at least fight
for a whie and ake some of ther with me.”

o, e

Ml:Uhm:‘lnd.'leemyhnnhmwuhm Orlan said that
s they shook hands, tears glistened in his and Stiah's eyes.

By late summer of 1947 only a few UPA units were still actively
engaged in armed wasfure in Western Ukraine, although the under-
had created ined

reinforcing the armed units with men
ccame o of he s o he UPA High Command. Oron aod Siah
Indqtmmemmdmdmg would stay behind and who would
* cross the fronticr. Soon we all learned about their decisions. Prakh was
* coming with us, but Taras and Sviatoslava, the couple who exchanged
wedding vows when we did, would remain in the Peremyshl arca. Also
remaining in Poland would be my good friend and confidant Zoya and
another courier, Malusha, whom Orlan, upon his return, dispatched
back to ura with bundles of new partisan literature. Zoya and
Malusha would deliver the literature to Warsaw and the port cities on
the Baltic. In view of the High Command's decision to publicize UPAs
struggle against the Soviets, Orlan supplicd the two women with liter
ature in Polish, French, and English. He also gave them several thou
sand zlotys for travel and other expenses. The two women would
bt ” v

As T said good-bye to Zoya, with whom I had shared my girlish dreams

possible, ly
see her—or the others who remained at their posts—cver again



a5 Orlan completed his work and as
friends came at night to bid farcwell. One night Sviatoslava and Taras.
came, and as we . T thanked Sviatoslava for the support and

sympathy she
mmmdnm(z‘msb{mdlwwmm-nq
fell. Then on the very eve of our
w}mhldbanxmmﬂ(m(}unmd::ddmm-lhm‘mmﬂ
10 inform us that Zoya and Malusha had been arrested, and their fate
was not known.

And 50 we left, sad and worrid.

Further south, ing UPA
m:myawhxhwuldﬁg}ndku-nyauﬂ-lkhwdu\ﬂ‘i‘
southeast as we would do, into the Carpathian mountains.

, Orlan, Prakh, and |,

Orhn‘lhumdhha.AUPAmkdh»yOmhmdubh
a unit led by Sokil P
..p....ua..a., area, as had the men in his group. Sokil was i
of taking us across, while Orach would stand by in the event of trou-
ble. At dawn, we halted on  hillock that overlooked the frontier and
the surrounding terrain. Below us flowed the Vihor River, along whose
banks ran the frontier in this area. The Vihor was shallow where we.
planned to ford it and, thercfore, did not pose much of a problem. The
frontier itself was another matter. On the cast bank of the river, 4 few
hundred meters from the stream, ran a wide strip of plowed earth.
Beyond it rose the barbed wire fence of the frontier itself. Further east
in the distance strctched the village of Viis'ko. We could make out the
orchards, houscs, and a main street. We spent the day obscrving the
activity in the village through binoculars. Nothing out of the ordinary
was happening, although we noticed
dressed in their Sunday best. Someone remembered that this was the
feast of the Ascension of the Blessed Vingin and a holiday. Young women
stood in the strect talking or promenaded in groups. Older women sat
outside the houses gossiping. There was a noticeable absence of young.
men. They had becn cither mobilized into the Red Army or had joined
the UPA. Sokl idnsifed e ofthe young women by semaj il
village. I noticed, however, that he was nervous.
T knew T was, phery v the others in our group were also. | kept
%
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odered i we woud manage o gt o, Finaly | t0 S0kl
“Do you worry when you cross the frontier?” |
That depends,he wid.* Whurmiluwumrhmym.xhxu

Besides, today | have one of our hi

il nightfall, pass on i
Msdxlnmmmw[nﬂnmhxmlkhvdus

‘which they obliterated our tracks. We crossed the plowed strip. We

" i disturbed,
fares into the sky. They whispered o us the location of the wires and.

ly stcppe -
imize the outline of our bodies. Once he was sure we were past the
booby traps, Sokil commanded, “Now run.”

ves we would hide in the event a border patrol

“One down, two to go,” Skl aid s we stood panting, wiping the
sweat that had dripped into our eyes, obscuring vision.

‘We now began walking sedately toward the village's main stret.
Sokil saw an older man he knew and asked him about the situation in
the village.
“You would think they would leave us alone on a feast day.” the
‘man complained. “But no, they come into the houses demanding meals
and drink. What  beggarly nation they arc.”

‘We cut across the village and again found ourselves in the open.
The terrain here was hilly with low brush and occasional gullies, excel-
lent terrain for guerrilla warfare but diffcult for quick passage. After 3

il This

about three meters high and about as wide because of the rolled barbed
wire on the ground on both sides of the fence. Ou escorts had brought
with them two pairs of large plicrs with which they cut 3 hole through
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el rds patrolled thi
hmeb.dmmmneqnayw:anuwuug
being carcful not to snag our
mmmkwmwmlnm-—w-‘
we had to approach it carcflly, bent over, across a flat, open field.
‘We made it.
And now we began to run again. We ran for a long time in order

&
that would be discovered at daybreak. We ran until we had no breath

and made camp. Shorly afes davn we heard
wnd footfal

Had some-
one betrayed us? Bulelequr’Mhdn\bemew
time to summon an enemy detachment to search the forest. We pulled
out our weapons and took positions in the brush. Two men weat for-
back in They

brought back two women.

We soon learned that the women had come into the forest to pick
mushrooms since this was the scason for mushrooms. By nine in the
morning there were ten women in the forest. Our men brought them
ol 20w What 10 do We couda: bld dhem a Their families

emoted by & b parl,wold iy o e whor they e
taken, and then contact the authorities who would come to investigate.
On the other hand, if we let them go, would one or another of them
o g e a e e

vl very upsct, as were others from the Zakerzon &rai. On
the other hand, the local UPA men were not worried. “They re okay,”
Khmara, the commander of the platoon with which we had ren-
deavoused, told us. “We should let them go. They might even bring us

supper. These are good women. Holding them could cause
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“Itk senseless 1o rely on the discretion of ten women,” Orlan
.v.d-mummnm.umm someone, and the rumor will
‘There's no safe way out of this forcst in daytime and we'd be
qdmuwdmmwm-d.&mmmmnm
 women were told to go home, and we made them promise not tel any-
one about meeting us.
Khmasa knew his people. In the afternoon, the women started
coming back. Agan they curied thei basktsfor mushrooms,bu in

Basket Iy s hotd

—ﬂanhﬂdh«xbn-ﬁ-ﬂmhddﬂmﬂwp W ate. No, we
looking

you

‘That evening we said good-bye to Sokil and the men in his group
‘who had taken us across the frontier. They would again cross the fron-
e, while we turned southeast for our long trek 1o the Carpathian
mountains. We would never sce Sokil or any of his men again. They
died that winter in the village of Viisko.

Khmara led us without any incidents to a mecting place near the
town of Sambir. Inhul (Dmytro Styslo) and his men were waiting for
us. Prakh, as | mentioned before, came from the same village as Inhul,
and they were best friends. Orlan also knew Inhul well. Immediately
they started telling Inhul wht had happened in the Zaterzon Arai and
elated other partisan news. | watched Inhul closely. He listened, bt
at 1 could see he if he wanted
them to finish s0 he could ask a question. I interrupted the conversa-
tion. 1 took his hands into mine and said. “Let s be the first to con-
gratulate you. Iryna gave birth to a litle girl just before we left.”

He trembled with emotion. Then he took off his cap and threw it
in the air, then kissed cach one of us in turn. He was the happicst father
T have ever seen. He and Iryna had had two other children who had
M in mﬁnvy and the new baby was extremely important to both of

3
et the foothills of the mountains.

Again the good-byes would be forever. Inhul dicd 3 fee daysaftee
we left him, never having seen his baby daugher. He and his men were
trapped in a house where they had stopped for the day. The enemy sur-
rounded the house and tried to convince them to surrender, but Inhul
refused. He and his men fought until icimtdiien iy . Then
they killed themselves with their
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wmlmhmmmmm!ﬂml—
Lilia, who risked their safety

times we did have a letter from Inhul that had come with other parti-
san mail.
that by
anmd;m-nhm.Mm@pmmumm_
wookd uaroll the cylinder caefully and read the contens while ta

Tived for.
+hip that came her way,if oy he would noe die.

When we reached our next rendezvous point and made contact,
we leamed that two sofnyas that had broken across the frontier from

m drai were camped in a nearby forcst. The two sornyas had
brought with them two Zakerzon krai couriers, Marta and Mariika.
Orlan immediately left to meet with the sornyas’ commanders, Khrin
and Myron. He spent the day with them and the following night
returned accompanied

hen

we
they had come through the constant battles that the two sarnyas had
engaged in as they made their way forest by forest, field by field, from
Poland into Ukraine.

“They're okay, although Mariika is 4 lttle depressed. She had
hoped to meet Mar here. He was her fanct.

Alitle later Orlan said, I decided to send them West with the
mail. They'll go back to Zakerzon krai and from there West.”

“But it’s almost wnter,” | cried in surprise. “They Il have to cross
the fronticr again, and then they'll be in an area that is virtually
deserte

“I'll arange for an escort for them across the frontier,” Orlan said.
; Thepstt

a5 well go West. Otherwise they'll die here, or it may even be worse if
they'r taken aliv. In any event,they ccepted my offee with alacriey”

West”
We e the Kb and Mo, e b kb odeed
edun),

and Orlan said that they o accompany us. We started out the
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folowing evening. When we rsid during he day,boh men tld us

attack, they had to v.hecmny

10 get food and supplics. They were pursued across the frontier and

were engaged by Sovict troops once they were in Ukraine. The prob-

lem was, of course, that large groups attracted attention because they
possible

ment.
ety
C-mmummikud fificen men and one woman. In a few days,
with another escort group that led us through the
M.nmm.mmmmofsmgumnmwnm

B meei ek s, O Wi owe
march and wrote a note to Poltava that he sent by couricr. We waited
e
A response came for us to proceed, while Khrin and Myron would
stay behind.
eacorts and began to climb up into the mountains. We spent the neat
day i an empty hut in the forest and once again changed escorts. At
the following day, we reached a large bunker that served as
the center of UPA's publications and propagands.

As soon as T saw him, 1 knew 1 had seen Poltava in cvilan life,
but I did not
As we sat outside the bunker and watched dusk cavelope the forests
and the mountains, | learned that he was from a village near Zadviria
and had commuted to Lviv on the same train that many students and
T used during the German occupation. He was of middle height and
was thin, as were most of the partisans. His eyes were extremely kind
and sympathetic and belied his military bearing, which was accentu-
ated by the fact that he wore the uniform of a Sovict officer and belted
the jacket with  leather belt that was buckled tightly around his waist.
The uniform and a revolver in a holster that hung from the belt con-
tributed to the military aura. He told me that the atrocities and ter-
rorism inflicted on the Ukrainian population by Russians and Germans
during the war had convinced him that the only way the Ukrainian
nation could survive was to fight for s existence. Thus, he joined the
OUN where his journalisti talents were discovered, and he rose quickly
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in rank. Tht intimate* conversation established a bond between us
e 1o Orten. The greting would abweye wrs 7
Poltava had a clear logical mind and was also an original

thinker.

He was able to synthesize a broad array of ideas and weave them into

a whole that was succinct and astute. During the week that we spent
bunker, Po i

Kuzma), Dolia (Bohdana Svitlyk), who, under the literary nom de
SR . :

For Death, Not for Liff, and Homovii, Orlan's boyhood friend whom
1 met in 1944 when | served as a courier delivering reports on the
Zakerzon krai 10 a conference near Liv. Homovii was one of the edi-
tors with the OUN propaganda center and later a member of the
UHVR.

Mostof
should take in the years ahead. Demobilization of UPA soldiers in the
hope th be absorbed into civlian lifc was not

practice. The Soviets were thorough in checking credentials and more
often than not discovered false documents. Also, if a partisan's docu-

ey .
At i 3 i g A
2 dearth of

pl.nr of ot
drawn mostly from Western Ukmne. pnmnnlv from the generation
Oppres-

sion and severe punishment by the postwar Soviet regime dissuaded
kel candidus fom finig che e I Esrn Ulesiosjthd
UPA and OUN were less known, and what information was available
was hugely corrupted by the virulent anti-UPA and anti-OUN propa-

® 3 y
exposed 10 propaganda that portrayed the OUN and UPA fighters as
P d bandits. Th

Red Arysolders od dired thepecpeion o he gucrrilla war by
populations far removed from the con
Tlu upshot of these Jumumm was vh.n the UPA had to prdnc:

and that the target audience had to be the new generation. In Western
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Uksaine, generati 5
il wat and supported it, even if incresingly tacidy. In Eastern
the

aamummsym Stalinist repressions of 1936-38, had been so
cowed that it was not interested in an antiregime struggle.
o

postwar years. Poltava

mumwamwmdmum

changing circumstance. Ble7thuPAhd:nhphxwdnlUFA
‘was no longer capable of open warfare. Although bartles with the bet-
i teped 1nd rerwciningly mrvoges sy we o b srded.
nonetheless armed warfare was necessary in cases, particularly
B o s o et e e
of force was not only permitted but was also approved, since it demon-
mwwmwmmmhemﬁmmmﬂ

tain the population's respect for the UPA, but also o feed the nation-
alist fervor among the people.

‘We all knew that none of us would sce an independent Ukraine,
but we cared mightily about its future rebirth. We wanted to leave 2
Tegacy that, when the time wasripe, would lead to the rise of a Ukrain-
ian state that would be a democracy, one that would protect the rights
and dignity of the individual.




6. Wintering in the
Carpathian Mountains

Orlan and 1 left the a bunker to spend the winter in a
bunker decp in the Carpathian mountains with four partisans we had
not met s theee , Ihor, and Bukva, were.

sent t0 a different bunker. We were separated because the leadership.

the local ranks as quickly as posible. m...m...-m.mauq
ke this:

n«nwmxummzbm\nlb\u&tr’mmnumdmvb]

group was splc up: We would have ing
winter if we
with local villagers who would supply the bunker with food.

We left the propaganda bunker at the end of October. Snow had
alcdy e an Ly i i he et For s resson e waveled

ing the \Infu where our tracks would leave a telltale trail for NKVD

to anoth I times, y
three i
Their noms de guerre were Baida, Chornota, and Moroz. Iskea, the
fourth man, had stayed at the bunker. If the men were dismayed that
e of their bunker mates would be a woman, they did not show their
feclings, Th

and mine —adaptability came that first night. We had to ford the Opir
River half-naked in order not to get our outer clothing wet. The Opir
weas swift. Semi-frozen chunks of icc rumbled on its foamy crests. The
men told us that the bottom was strewn with rocks, and they gave us

%
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.

e i fnsited ; i

 dles, and plunged into the river, holding the clothing above the watcr.
Orlan and 1 followed their example. I never knew water could be this
cold and awful. | gasped in agony. Thousands oficy daggers stung my
skin, and el my body

to make
wmlwmym-umnmgwmru
Somchow Orlan

Twas done, one of the men came up to me, handed

key, and it bumed going down. But soon its
warmth spread through my body, and the terrible cold and shivering
receded.

Other diffculties lay ahead. Soon we began to climb in carnest.

The cold gave way to warmth and then o sweat. Our guides climbed

‘without tiring, while Orlan and I concentrated all our resources on

Keeping up with their casy strides. We gulped st into our strining
while dh

lungs,
backs. We wi
three men ever my.« into the mountains. In that twenty-four-hour
walk, we crossed several mountain ranges. We had left in the after-
noon, walked all night, and when the next day dawned we were still
walking, It was almost noon when we reached our destintion, where
Iskea was wa

The bunker was well situated, hard to spot, yet commanding a

Although | was exhausted, | could not help

BB tice e doveliciuse: 66 the.view: We were 0o, high that clouds
seemed right over our heads. Occasionally one would drift across the
side of the nearest mountain and seemingly cut it in half. Far below,
the valleys and gorges were marked by decp purple shadows, while, 3t
eye level or just above us, rose granite pinnacles that were already cov-
ered with snow.

T had looked forward to reaching the bunker, because that meant
1 could rest. It turned out, however, that the bunker was still under
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construction. It did not even have a door, and we had to climb inside
through an opening that would eventually become a window. The
ciling, which conformed to the fall of the hill, was slo framed with
soil, and the vegetation was eplaced. This and s

 disance of & few meters. But these bunkers had a feature that made

in front of the window. Daylight would pou in through the hole and
hnxamdmxmmmm As s00n a5 | entered the bunker, |

cwﬂ:dvn\hpmcbunnhnmmhhylbtkhpnpddnh

T 2 On tha el st llon o el sere SR
bunker' earthen stove had yet to be built. We ate and drank mostly in
o 4 ooy, 2

ied us discreetly, especially me; | studicd them in turn. Only Orlan
seemed not to be participating in this mutual scrutiny. 1 did e
because Orlan had told me, that the leadership considered these.
‘men particularly y . They had
i tled to the bunk

they were selected as Orlan's and my keepers for the winter.

Over the next weeks and months, | would earn more about these
men. All
wocked 2 humbejacks, 80 they knew the mountins intimately ngy
were in their late twentics, with Baida, at age twenty-nine, the oldest
and the one to whom the other thrce deferred. He was short of stature,
dark, with a broad face that was calm and friendly. We would discover
st be e shughel e ot pron o decion. ks sl
he asignment through
e short, but blond with large clear biue eyes. He seemed to k
the most daring, if one judged by the escapades he related, although a
socent njry bad curbedhis apptiefo adventur. He had broken hia
legayear
o medical help. Hc «mld walk, but ired casily and seldom weat down
he

£
anka. The girl ey parcnts had been loaded onto the train to: s.buu.
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but the girl had cscaped along the way and returned home half-alive.

She lived and hid in the village. Moroz was taller than both Baida and

Iskea. He was frendly, rusting to the point of naiveté, and casy going.
i iiedodic Naoss alwe

going to get food or news. He carricd the heaviest load, did not com-
plain, and was the last one to retreat when they me: the enemy.
Now, s we sat opposite each other outside the half-finished
v opposte them—
nﬁumnwummmmm;mmm’
pemom i she? I she going 0 put on i and make our lives hell |

-n-,.fcuahun
Later 1 would learn that what worried them was mot so much my
gender, but how they would maintain “proper behavior® in fron of an

They wor-
sied that I would become offended if they swore or argued. They were
ths. Not that

in the

UPA, but their number was small since the leaders were much more

selective in recruiting women. Many of the women who enlisted were

assigned to regional partisan centers where they acted as secretaries.
These women usually had a gymnasium education, while many of the

only elementary school. The men, who had matured in partisan ranks,
often could not bear the thought that 2 woman could be regarded as
superior (0 them, even in the area of formal education. They felt that
life had been their instructor and that they had developed a certain
world view by simply being in the UPA. They were no longer the ide-
alistic and naive youths who had left their families in 1943 and 1944,
What ion but what they b
donc in the intcrvening years and how they had treated their fellow.
men. A woman who could prove herself was accepted, although the
scope of the acceptance mirrored the role of women in the socicty of
that day. A woman could and would be consulted, but men did the
deciding.

Orl . He took
book and calculated how much food we would need for the winter
When he questioned the men, we discovered that they had put aside
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y ¥
i potatoes, which dvely casy

and meat, Orlan then
ook out his wallet and gave the men money to buy the needed provi-
sions. He warned them to make purchases very carcflly and in small

y
Dot to mentian our presence to anyone at al, including ther unders

transported in small quantiics, since the local militia did sporadic
checks, and a villager returning home with a large quantity of food,
‘which y ¥ i

diate arrest on suspicion of helping partisans.
When i

energies to building an earthen stove. Of course we had no bricks, so
the walls had to be made from stones that we gathered and brought to
the bunker. Iskes, who had stayed behind, helped us. He had remained
with us for two reasons. In the event of an attack, we necded someone

to guide our escape through the mountains. In addition, Iskra not only
had diffculty walking, but he also could not haul a heavy load, since

excruciating pain.
Orlan the stove before the men rerurned with the addi-
tional foodstuffs. The top of the stove was covered with a meral plate,
which the men had brought to the bunker earlir. This stove served s
a5 long 13 we lived in the bunker. The stove, as well as 2 window that
s evenualy nstalld,liminaed the need o lumintion andthe

i ok o aspe i g had been mou car-

The men not only brought back food but also several books and.
reference materials that Orlan needed for his work. These materials
came from Poltava. Throughout November, we worked on finishing the
s, whia e s smiied beck iy i A
more food. We were lucky that we had a long autuma and snow did
not come until late, while at lower elevations it would hardly fallatall
that winter.

Toward the end of November, as winter w
earnest, the men left for one last rendezvous wit
leader, who had not been informed of our presence in his territory. Two
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days sworried.

‘met with Nechai, the local leader, who had built a large, well-equipped
bunker for himself and his four men. They had left the bunker to mect

‘across a tree in the vicinity of the bunker on someonc had cut a

dcpp-h Whohnddﬂkn’hudvhy?ﬂdnbundm:by
‘had followed one of them earlier and had discovered the location
made by a local villg aone

could not be ascertained, it meant that the bunker was presumed
‘unmasked and, therefore, at risk. When Nechai had related this infor-

- Baida, ly
QRS ey ol b s ke

ucp{unnmh:hldh«nph(:dnndnnmammmmnl

s presence in
Nowlmlnnlchrhnmuhmldhcdamvan‘,nf

course, that our bunker had been built for four people. Now six

‘were living in t, and there was hardly any space left. If Nechai and two

other jined w,we would be squecaed in ke sadins and be foced

Oran did nox even hesitat for a moment. “Let them come,” he
said, “We'll manage.”

There were now nine of us. Nechai was the tallest. When he first
‘walked into the bunker to report his arrival to Orlan, his blond, closely
cropped hair nearly brushed the ceiling. He wore a Red Army uniform
with a black cotton shirt that had been embroidered along the standup
collar. He was accompanied by Slavko and Evhen, also tall and fair-
haired men. All three were local men, and Slavko and Evhen were
slightly younger than Chornota and Moroz.

After the first heavy snowfall, our contact with the outside world
became irregular. The snow covered the mountains and piled high in
the valleys. We, as well as other partisans in other bunkers in the
Carpathians, settled down to wait for spring. As the days passed and

we jo
in 1943 and frst fought the Germans before facing the NKVD Special
Troop units. They had all participated in a training school that UPA
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had run in the early yedts of its existence and also had attended a irst
sid course.

But we did ot idle the days away tlking. We had 1 daly sched-

everyone took tums at guard duty outside the bunker. The watch was.
kept from carly morning until after dusk. We changed guards every
lm....d Jnlmmymld,mnﬁu

was woking on bhis brochure, s well 1 writing s history of

0 1947. s

ities during 1947. He-bv-rqmm‘lw-m-uﬁnofmmh
the coming year.

My b was oy the il Oron s ekl pepand o8
a typewriter we had brought to the bunker. If I was not typing, I gave
lessons in history and literature, mathematics, and geography to the
‘other men. In fact, I shared this work with Orlan and Nechai, lectur-
ing when they were occupied with other tasks.

‘We cooked after nightfall, so that smoke would not be visible. At
first 1 did the cooking, but to cook for so many was diffcult and tiring,
and when the orhers saw my fatigue they would take turns cooking.
Atirsoppri e ik e cpaieed weisnc O WK i (R

- e fo e Rllowlag di L the vl oo workd sl
bl thafe e ot ekapgh Sl o il TR
one

‘As Chceman spproached, | made plans for a Chistmas Eve din-

X urging, the men cut down a Christmas tree for which I
had started making ornaments weeks carlcr. I used scraps of colorful
paper to make stars and snowflakes. Once the men saw my omaments,

eyl e g vt ook Kk 5 i ol

the ingredients for a festive meal was more difficult. We
4 e flour, some dried beans, a lttle honey, several pounds of
sugar, as well as some dried mushrooms and apples, meat and.

1 cooked the apples with the sugar to make a flling for  layered
sweet bread that | made from the flour, having found a bit of baking
powder among our provisions. 1 also made potato dumplings and
borscht, the beet soup that is # traditional first course on Christmas
Bt s ks, the by swestymcwhen hract pocrilge s i1
traditional Christmas Eve sweet
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Everything was ready s dusk fell on Christmas Eve, but we sat
and waited. 'r-h.g,a..m,- lnh.mgtml.bgmrhe( ihres ofthe

Mmmhndkﬁmdly:ulhﬂ'nhﬂnmofduumd
Although it
weather. Dunn[bvlghl-ndulmd-y-.mimxpnmmtkndy

&ylml‘mb:mu.munfunymxmcdmmnkhupu'

raging wind

i Mcving s kvt il e sl otpins. | sy
e wehi

ing and slip outside.
B i i svops oy, bt th il s o s were bl
ing so hard that | immediately felt isolated and alone. I would hold on
103 branch of a nearby pinc, 5o that the fierce wind would not topple
‘me over, and stare into the snow and the wind for as long as 1 could
bear the cold. At such moments we were as isolated and safe as if we
were on a different planct. The storm lorded over the mountains, cut-
ting them off from civilization, transforming the familiar panorama of
peaks into otherworldly vistas.

Having grown up in the mountains, the men could predict bad
BB o Theyionid tsen to s wimd e stbes sigos w0d
B s v e o .me excited, because 2
storm was . Th
20d every tal i the, an they seldom becamme lost. A major storm
broke two days before Christmas Exe, and the three men had hurried
away. They promised to return in time for Christmas Eve supper, but

ing arri i i K we looked

at each other but could not bring ourselves to sit down to the waiting
supper. Thus passed Christmas Eve and night. We sat silent and wor-
ried. Next to us the Christmas tree looked forlom and shabby.

As if realizing the solemnity of the holy feast, the blizzard hesi-
tated, paused, and then ceased. A quiet settled over the snowbound
‘mountains and forests. We knew that with the cessation of snowfall
and blowing wind, the three men would not dare approach the bunker
for fear of leaving tellfale tracks. We began to cheer cach other with
surmises that the men had left the village and had halted somewhere
in the forest. But our festive mood did not revive. We ate, but with lit
tle appetite. Then we waited some more, increasingly fearful that some
disaster had overtaken the three men.
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Christmas Day craled by. Toward evening, another storm swept
across the mountains, and the wind began to roar anew. We immedi=
.Mymmmvmmﬂmmmmﬂ

haystacks. They crawied inside the haystacks and thus spen the day.
We finally celebrated Christmas with laughter and caroling. We
had become one family.

Snow began to melt in April 1948. Nechai and his two men lefe
soon thereafter. The four remaining men began to plan spring activi-
ties. 1, t00, wanted to get moving. | had been sick on and off through

s . - <

sultation with  visit to my parents. | discussed my plans with Orlan,
lm!m-uﬁhcmnnbm-:d-mvdywnnlwuk Before 1 left, I took
off my boots and pants and put on 4 peasant skirt

reached Lyiv without any difficulics and went to sec my friend
ia, with whose family 1 had boarded when I went to school. She
rried but was living alonc since her husband had been impris-
oned. She had kept in touch with my pareats and ssid they were still
in Zadviria and constantly worried about my fute. The next morning
she took the train to Zadviria to get my parcnts.

Thad not scen my family for two years.

My mother and my sister Stcfa rcturned with her in the evening.
Our reunion embraced all possible emotions. We wept with joy. We
wept over the deaths and disasters that had befallen most everyone we
knew. We worricd about the future. Father had been arrested, then
released. Al their grain had been taken away. Mother told me that other

< v 3 :

Nas

in punishment for having sons in the underground, while men from
other families had disappeared after being arrested. Then it was my
turn 10 tell them about my life, about my baby son and his loss. We sat
together and talked through the night. In the morning, my father and
my sister Lesia arrived. My father gazed at me and tears rolled

his cheeks. He had grown old. “How thin you are, child," he said.
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'memmhohnpu-dlm-lmuym

[Dahe s Sund, St aod Lesi had grown up in the nterveniog
two years and were no longer children but young women. Olia had
R
-wldnﬁsuumbbwmd«nmﬁmlmpmm
again.1
ulq,hnlhnimmmdmhdzwnl\ﬁudnmgzdymhhrﬂg
Zenon, 1 did not want to get pregnant again. | had considered an
n-,wbymmlm.nmlmlmumpw
with one. I realized that the reason I came to Lviv was to sce my par-
B ek the s o

1 gave birth. | told my parents about my condition, and we spent many

hours discussing what | should do. Those who would have made the

h-tluc'p-rmuhulb«nmledmsﬂama,-ndlhmvhnmmmd
o~

mammwpmmrmumwmnmyumm 1
spent three days in Lviv. Then my father accompanied me back to the
Carpathians. My family had never met Orlan, and both my parents and.
Twanted this mecting to take place. My mother packed 2 backpack for
‘me with all kinds of good things, using what money she had saved for
Easter

nily.
From Skole, my father and I went to Kamianks. An escort was
" My father,

o very tired an

could not get over the way we casily moved -hm;h the forests. We
it s preurnged maieg place, and the next moring, Orlan,
accompanied by bodyguards, arrived. The three of us spent the day
o

fath
B 18t Lo i | vk Jsen bt ha when be
urned my mother and my sisters, “Everythirg’s fine.
He's 4 good man. Weha nothing to worry about.” But after spend-
ing a day as a target of Orlans charm, he could not have thought oth-
erwise.

The week before Easter arrived. On Holy Thursday, Moroz,
Chormota, and Baida went down to the village, where they were to take
care of some personal matters, obtain food for the coming holy feast,
and pick up mail and newspapers. During the night we heard gunfire
coming fom the ditction o th villge. We kncw tha partsans had

We did not had happencd
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10 our three men of to fome other group. We spent the night witing
for them, our worries growing. By morning we were that
something swil had happened. Only Moroz recurned during the day,
tired and pale b

Chornota and Baida stopped at 2 house. As the two men approached
mmmﬂmyw immediately wounding both men.

mdkﬂ.\chhumxA "Baida, who could not cacape becuuse of his
wounds, uad th st bl 0 kil el

u-ofmmwwsmchaw-m her friends went
into the forest and brought back blood-soaked earth from the place
where the men fell. A funeral was held, and the bloodied carth was
e iy

folly for the dead men.
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‘There was a second reason why it was so difficult to read Taras”
letter. By
il roming the fronte  fow wech wier e weoe the e
Iearncd about his death from P

wpem.phxply,hnbnnﬁnlmmﬁmhuﬁvmh_
Ithough, as

5o the. mm.mmw-mumumuummnm
had discovered the general arca in which Stiah operated. Stiah pooh-
poohed the warnings and had stayed in his bunker. The NKVD spent
‘months searching the vicinity and finally found what they were look-
ing for. Stiah had the area around the bunker and the NKVD
 men, but i got hi
Bor,

ek to

Poltavais bunker, had also died.
As communications were recstablished, Orlan was summoned to
s High C:

gy bt A it bt we did vk plan 1 g0 in

cvident. The UPA stood at a crossroads, and decisions had to be made.
about what form resistance would take in circumstances where the
Sovict regime was slowly but incxorably solidifying its control over all
Uksaine, including the mountains and rural arcas.

‘W left on May 15, after prolonged and painful good-byes with
those with whom we had spent the winter. I think that when you leave,
you leave part of yourself behind. You shake hands, you mouth plati-
tudes about a next time, but you know that you'l never in your lfe see
these people again, and your heart breaks a lttle.

The nights that spring were bright and luminous. The moon illu=
minated the panorama of peaks and made our progress through the
frests easicr. One night we passed through the Chornohora Range, the

Dovb Robin

& ush. ¥
Hood who took from the feudal lords and their wardens and distrib-
uted the spoils gained to the serfs. As | was remembering the Dovbush
legend, we came out suddenly onto a moonlit meadow amid the crclet
of peaks. This was exactly the kind of meadow described in the Dovbush
legend. Dovbush would gather his men on a mooalit night before
descending down to the plains and valleys. Then the second coinci-
dence occurred. We saw a cave carved into a nearby rockface. Again,



7. The Toll of
Being a Guerrilla

When snow was finally gone and the enemy could no longer fol-
Tow a tral of telltale footprints into the forest, Prakh arrived at our
bunker with the mail thathad accumulated during the moonths we had

‘norm, the mail contained mostly accounts of deaths in our ranks. The
‘most shattering letter was from Taras. The letter said that Sviatoslava
had dicd not long after our departure. She had been living with their
Lidia in Perem,
of Ukrsinians that accompanied Operation Wisla, someone had revealed
Sviatoslava’s identity and whereabouts, and Polish intelligence agents
came to arrest her. When the agents told her to pack, she pretended to
agree but asked if she could get something from an adjoining room.

Once alone, she opened the window and jumped out. She fell three
stories, hit her head against the pavement, and died instantly. People

gathered around the body, but soon an unmarked car arrived, and Svia-
toslavas corpse was loaded into it. The Polish agents took the baby girl
with them. Taras had lost the two people he loved most. He did not

even know if Sviatoslava had reccived a decent Christian burial
Aslread 'rm |mn 1began to tremble. I emembered how after
the details

o )u! Bhe bud st h-m.m. leatl, her eyes bemmiag with teas,
luntary spasms convulsing her body. Finally, she had said, 1 don't
Y il neve doac hat you did. I donit think I have that kind of
ARt o courrg Hi e v b . St b peoved

&

She
10 let herself be taken alive.



7. The Toll of Being a Guerrila 9

Dovbush and his
such 4 cave. mupd-.-da-mma.,w,rmmm

siently. | bent down and put my ear o 3 huge rock at the entrance 1o

avengers like Dovbush
o o thou A megh i omgis e pat o

sible.
Once we left the mountains, the forests became sparse and scat
tered. This had been taken into account when the route was laid out,

hide and rest. We were escorted by changing pas of escorts. One would
lead the way while the other man would bring up the rear. We would
spend the daylight hours hidden in the brush. We would eat our mea-
ger rations, then sleep or, if we could not sleep, lic quietly awake lis-

‘ . —

journey
‘march was steady but difficult, and often during the nights | would
by xiwsd v -

Suddeny,1 y
tails, and 1 didn' know which way 10 go, to the right or to the left.

y
omized my life: 1 am standing bewildered at a crossroads as 1 did as a
child, unsure of where the roads lead and which one | want 10, or should,
follow. At this p-m:\.hramnmdl.lnwpprd sat down, and waited. 1

y happy that
on. T knew that eventually my absence would be noted; the ast man in
o i ent en would sz | wa i, He would mop e

once. The men were stronger i gl bty e ==
. They also
Koow thet if we came 104 plnmnlz)l dangerous area, or if we had to
hurry to make a rendezvous, | would gather what strength 1 had left
and not delay them o jeopardize our safety. When we stopped to rest,
someone would always urge me to eat more o catnap.

We had to cross the Dnister River, a swift mountain river with
many eddics and undercurrents that made fording diffcul, especially
in the middle of the night. Once on the other side, we hurried in order
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t0 reach a forest by morming. Once in the forest, we all sat down on
e

ing the day, he complained of a headache, and by night he was burn-
ing with fever. We started out, but a kilometer or so later Orlan
collapsed. We could not stop since we had o rendezvous by morning
with Fedir, the head of the resistance in the Lviv area. We had come
out on 4 meadow where seveal horss were graing. One o the men

In the
our meeting place.

i (Zenon Tenbakovc) Kl and v fghers et
Fedit was of medium height, with  shaved head and a pleasant smile
that It up his face. He also was overweight, especially whe his bulk.

hm;yon,kmbd:ﬂmkwhnwr:duyﬁuhddmh-

aeher. Noowtheles, we immediately noticed the the purtissns we et
were better dressed and less apprehensive than we were. Fedit wore 2
ey el g e T ook il polil
Next to us, he and his men looked like officers and we like recruits. It

lands than in the mountains.
Orlan was taken t0 4 hut where he was gi mpm-alllnuli
by evening be wasbete.Fodi had bl everything meticulously,

ing Hpayalialel
We spent about twenty-four hours with Fedir. The following
morning Prakh, Bukva, and I left with a group of partisans. We had to
M

growth and spring flowers. [ saw Prakh pause, then lag behind, but I
did not put much thought into what he was doing. In a few minutes,
he caught up to me and presented me with a bouguet. He was smiling
broadly and squeczed my hands as he said, “On the anniversary of your
wedding, 1 want to wish you all the best.” | had remembered several
days carler that our third wedding anniversary was coming, but then
g sy
parted, but Prakh

We it i . bdaous fo sl deys o O il

atalka, a courier for Fed
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girl i i in two thick
braids. We quickly became friends and exchanged information about

the head of the resistance in the Podilla region, who had been

hupeynka. Or
10 Volyn and tha he and Ulas would be traveling together, since the
foute to Volyn passed through part of Podilla. Orlan also told me that
i Al

hough
T understood his and the s reasoning, | was devastated. The
journey on foot to Volyn was not that long. Thnwnunhmn terri-

mmwummmﬁzddedmmow.w

ple who would take me in for 2 Joug 23 was necessary. After this, he
i—dmlndmpnnbd.

hmmdldm'llmwhn.buukul\:lm Homovii, Fedir, Ulas,
and Orlan, mmmcnmhmmwﬁmm

engrecesiiace Soviet wuthesiies bed by thi so-optid momezons
agents and hd placed moles amang the populacion and, posisy, had

of problems

that had arisen with the coming of the Sovet regime. Orlan, as well s

other leaders, realized that such a meeting was long overdue. Yet,

the risk ufn.vi..; al the leaders in one place was monumental. How-

lofvar-

lous individuale, nonetheless there was always the rsk of betrayal and
discovery.

(Whae | pleced sogather overtime weethis The st onder of s
ness was for cach leader to report on the conditions in his territory.
Orlan, of course, reported on the Zakerzon krai and gave detailed
accounts of the UPA groups that had gone to the West as well as sbout
the sotnyas that had crossed into Ukraine. I also learncd that much of
the discussion was centered on how to appeal to and recruit the new
generation into the UPA and the OUN. These young people knew lit
tle of the prewar nationalistic movement, and it and its ideals had to
be explained to them, as well as the aim and purpose of continuing the
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m@m.mmmﬁeﬂy—'-nm&»h

ology ivi

o live in those areas Idxwm,luhm-mﬁ-h‘-lh
these dedicated individuals would slowly begin to build a nationalist
morement i et of Ui tha b boo weder R ol

—vndnnddnnuluimvdyn.andy-
he to reorganize and reinvigorate the resistance there, but he also was
0 setle an ongoing dispute between two local leaders. The UPA in
Volyn

mgb-:lmWodqull When the German army defeated the Rus-
-..n..mymmummz many of the soldiers in the Russian army,

mashy aras of the Volyn region 10 cacape German POW camps. Many
of these into the UPA,
at that time.

The OUN, which monitored the formation of these armed units,
did not agree with the mass acceptance of former Red Army soldiers
into UPA ranks. The OUN leaders warned that the influx of uavetted
men would carry serious repercussion in the future. My former supe-
sior, Mikushks, as the head of the OUN security police, warned against
and objected vociferously to this unmonitored swell in UPA ranks.
Mikushka prediced that the unregulted influx would ofc an unar-

i by

e eventually lead to cnormous losscs. His waming did not

have much impact, since the OUN was not as strong in Volyn and

Pl i s Halchyms o s s L

Mikushka proved to be right. Although there

e s e s g Aol Gty cho U -

the OUN in Volyn over the next several years. The NKVD managed

1o infiltrate the UPA by sending operatives who had milicary training
Such prized by these.

quickly - They

UPA units, some rising to lead sotnyas while other became leaders in

the provincial OUN organization. As long as the enemy was the Ger-

mans, these men fought with the UPA. But in 1945, the sivuation
dthe UPA

tion to fighting the arriving NKVD Special Troops. Suddenly, these

experienced and able commanders started losing battles and incurring
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I (steel)
'I.ldmhmbdmumwmm.mn[phmxdmpxm
which almost every man perished. There were other similar instances
ofncsplicable disasterson the btleield. These agentsaeo sced in o

-d--wh:-,c-p«nnymm.mu.hm this mole/com-
mander would seck.out  discouraged fighter and confile (0 Him that
and

seck amnesty. If the man hesitated or if he grew angry at the sugges-
i threaten him. , y
opeladbibinofiths

ey

and suspicion in UPA groups and, upon occasion, led 1o the group

e of e O le-dnlhapuld that of the OUN on Valyn
and what was happening to the guerrilla war there.
“The UPA and OUN leadership had made an artempr at unmasking

tions in Volyn were only marginally successful. In . SB
actions resulted in tragedies in which innocent people were accused of
being moles, were trid by military tribunals, and were shot. This hap-
pened when  trapped agent would, on purpose, implicate innocent peo-

e Garing ntarogaion,Sinc boch e UPA dad the OUN were wsee
constant pressure from the Soviet Special Troops, the SB often did not
have the luxury of time or the resources to uneavel what had really hap-
pened and therefore believed the mole’s accusations.
 Then the leader of the UPA in Volyn, Klym Savur (L. Col.
bush. Chuprynka
l!plntd him with Smok (Mykola Kozak, also later known under the
nom de guere as Vivchar), who came from Halychyna, had ben thor-
oughly vetted, and was trusted by the UPA and the OUY
tiated radi
was 50 extreme that even the head of the SB for the northern
Daleky (Stepan Tanishewsky), condemned histactics. The s
itpa-

alyzed the underground and the UPA. What mu,mn were two fac-
i o ol o€ Bk ocher o the s of Dy, s
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each refused to cooperate with the other. The schism was also terito-

rial. The Rivne area was under the control of Daleky, while the Volyn
contryside waswdr Sk

Chupryaka lerned of this, be snt bis represnvatie 1o

izl Stmok came, but Dalky

&3
whom it had sent earlcr to the arca. The trouble was that the men

feadership and was acting on his own, not under the jurisdiction and
in conjoncron i Chogeyo ‘
much
nd:hkUPAmdv.beVnﬁynOUanmhbulmmnplﬂdy.-ﬂ,

theUPAandlhtOUN T‘heNKVDbdmedlhllht-lymd—wy

tion, on group woul scideaally snumble on he other i the fret
W NKVD,

mu start shooting at cach other.

pr

sior oficer over both Daleky and Smok. Chuprynka chose Orlan for
the job. Chuprynka had decided on Orlan in 1946 and had

that transfer because of the turmoil in the Zakerzon érai. After Orlan
and 1 crossed into Ukraine in 1947, Chuprynka waited for the oppor-
tune time to implement his decision.

As we were saying good-bye, | saw that Orlan was challenged by
his new assignment and was eager to begin working, This assignment
was also 4 promotion, since he became the leader of the resistance for
all of northwestern Ukraine.

1 learned this complicated history of the Volyn resistance much
later, when Orlan and 1 were rcunited. In the spring of 1948, all | knew
was that Orlan had left for Volyn, and I stayed behind. Orlans parting

e foms Zelerass e, Owce 1 fosed o place 0 ey Ovi il

ld use these credentials to legalize myself. Although 1 knew the
documents would help and having them was an enormous plus, I real-
ized that my survival depended ultimately only on me.



8. Birth of My
Second Son

After Orlan's departure, Natalka and 1 left the forest and went to
the village of Hranky, near the town of Khodoriv. A number of fami-
s repatriated from the Zakerzon krai lived in Hranky. None of them
had Soviet documents, and that is why we had selected this particular

.ammnno..mnnnky 1 said 1 was from the village of Bry-
byuum Zakerzon krai, presented the document Orlan had given me
that I was a repatriate, and filled out an application for residency. My
request was granted, and I received a document that said 1 was a resi-
dent of Hranky Through poplc sh knew, Ntalkaalso aranged for 2

and dresses, since | had been wearing pann md had no women's cloth-
ing. equipped with papers and appropriate clothing, I set out for
S0t o Vhe sl o drop o mel T hd bromght with e fum the
partisans. I had to change trains in Stryi. Since the train was not leav-

something while
pm..m., me out. I noticed this exchange, but did not loose my com-

ilitiaman came up to me through the crowd and said, “May
Tsee your documents?”

A, pulled out my new documents, | suddenly realized 1 had for-
gotten my new name. What to do. I drew the document from my bag,
opened it slowly, quickly scanned the name and then folding it again,

105



handed it to the e read the document carcfully and then
pulmﬂ.hlmghlhdﬂl‘Nm’D-udbmh Place?”

If he had snatched my residency document from my hands before
1 had time to read it, | would have been lost. I leaned my lesson well
that first day, but, thank God, all turned out well. In a police regime,
not only did the authorities check documents but also probed your
thoughts.
Aficr delivering the mail in Sambir, | continued on to Lviv, where
1 met my father. Orlan and I had decided on two conduits for keeping.
in touch. O
uw-mmmmmmzmuuwwm,l
told had seuled in
mdmymmmmu-mummm.ml-uu

somehow

the underground.

1 outlined these plans to my father and also taught him how to
hide the leters from Orlan, how to transport them, and how to get
them to me. 1 place
wlive.1
wiates from Zakerzon Arai, but could not find appropriate lodgings.
‘What [ was looking for was a family that was local and was not under
any suspicion of having anything to do with the partisans. Eventually,
1 found what | thought would be » sitable place n the vilage of

wh\nrnguun from. over twenty down o ten years. They
had been et orphans duting the Zakerzon rai epatiations and ow
Iready

had a thrce-year-old daughter e e
Since L was about the same age 1 the eldest siser, my presence and my
condition did not seem out of the ordinary in this family unit.

when the baby would be a few months old and when it would be cas-
ier to travel with the child. | met with Natalka who gave me  leter
from one of Orlan's contacts that contained the news that Orlan had
reached Volyn safcly. The news brightened my otherwise gray existence.
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But my plans did not work out. I discovered that a woman whose
I—hndhndkmwduzdlwcudmgd:&:kmdmxmmp

the baby was du, 1 had to move. What complicated mateers was that
1 il vith Natalka
in Hiany,the vilage we b gne 5 when | s the underround
QST Gty sivd  shevillge, | Gocoreced tha Mol kd
‘waited for me for an entire day and left a message that she had found
a suitable place for me. | was beside myself. Not only had I missed a

i e born,

but I also missed receiving news about Orlan. Was he all right> Was
he alive? I was discovering how bitter life could be for a wife of a par-
tisan. Bveaif ing alive. Bu

2 man who isin the partisans has no chance at all.
1 decided to say in Hranky to wait for the next meeting with
Natalka, whi hes

if one of us somehow missed the August mecting. During this time —

the end of August and the beginning of September of 1948 —the spe-

cial troops of the security forces were combing the forests for the
i had

population against the partisans. Using Soviet partisans who had been

10 pretend they were UPA. These men would commit terorist acts,
engage in debauchery, and assault people living in villages near the
forests, especially villages the enemy knew partisans visited often to
obtain information and provisions. Sometimes these UPA impostors
S i fspls o s 5 Bumbi cho b b for s
purpose. They would question and torture people for allegedly cooper-
ating with the otk Do i il oo Fovple woid
for the UPA and a

1d
serve as witnesses. Then the authoritics would arrest the peapk who
had been named. These Soviet tactics created distrust among the vil-
e iend T people from cooperating further with what

was left of the u
In Hranky, l lmd in a state of readiness and fear. Since houses
were scarched constantly, | spent 4 lot of time in the loft in the barn
One day I saw trucks illed with soldiers coming into the villuge, and |
stely went into the fields. I hid among the grain that had not

illage
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o oo el T ol ol s g st e S
became.

retry wis descibed s having had long black besids. | remembered

lp‘l»dr:‘ht,bﬂ:nulmuw?!:nlhmwhmhd‘:
found for me? The question nagged me, and | was near despair.

At the end of September, | arranged a mecting with my family to
which Lesia came, bringing important news. My parcats had received
 leter from Orlan through the condut I had esablished. | was very

et a time for us 10 meet. This date had fallen before my prearranged
mﬂnnwuhmy[-msly.lnddkydldmlno-ho-nﬂ-hnebu
me earl Tn...,l‘...)..d 1o the rendezvous with Orlan. Lesia
said that e o pucion et s Hdbec s S
lkuc)wel,dnnkdhﬂmlbvnkn()w Kerchief was removed,
found herself in 2 small bunker with a very low ceiling. Orlan was
waiting for her, lndlkylptnulm(nmmlhngskmuhlnvh
she knew about my situation. My il fortune to have missed :

h:w-ldwtmdwdl ‘which made me very happy.
cond son was born on October 18, 1948, in Hranky. 1 used a

kil o ca v Ravcs Ulesioranc i sl e i
Rl bk 18 g o i Sevios ecopation [ S el
10 use her but had no choice. Wi baby she exam-
gt sy i gty i
left she added, “You're not a villager, but that is none of my business.”
Although 1 d:d ot think she would betray me because she lived

in
sppurea s L s s people Hlived with, however hard
I tried to blend in. Eventually, someone started asking questions, and
the gossip spread.

“This was an extremely diffcult time in the countryside since the
authorities, having defeated the UPA and pacified Western Ukraine,




. Birth of My Second Son 109

5 e bt v oy spred 10 S he clleivicnign
agreement, or the authorities would unannounced on a vil-
h‘enndnh:myﬂwhadlulmhﬂdfuq«ummgmdcm-
version.

4 collectiv they knew wha it
J1d b i i«

the invader, Sometimes partisans punished and drove out men who
came to collectivize 3 village. The poyul.-na\ aléo opposed collec-

of 1946 and 1947 in Moldavia and southern Ukraine that had been

both by  devugh sad ihuonancollectirzrion met-

ods. The partisans also knew that collectivization would make scqui-
harder.

find a litle extra, but a villager totally dependent on the collective for
his shase of food would receive so little that nothing could be spared
for an outsider.

Twas st in Hranky when the collectivization arrived there. Often,
the organizers would stop at the house where | was living and demand
R £ o o g Ay b e b

Offten the baby cried and I worried, as
erying would attract the attention of the guest
|thfﬂlm-lllmmduk\d~alvu mﬁmnlyklmhml)m
it would be better if 1 left. | had been thinking since the baby' birth
about what to do and decided that I would give the child to my par-
ents while 1 searched for a family to take the baby in.
My father was wai
child, what I had named the boy—Taras—and what I planned to do. |

dd::ﬁmnly,lhndnhbn
would come

1
tell my father my problems as I did when 1 was a child. After hearing
me out, my father said, "Mother and I had been thinking. | think you
should give the child to us.”
1was immensely grateful to them. I knew that my mother would
i Carwof by then T ok | oo ke tht i g

ment was te: % ity that my parents would be exiled
0 Siberia was very ml and 1 did not want the baby to be caught i
the tion. They would face grave hardships during the exile, and
a small child would only compound them. My father and | agreed that
1 would bring the child to Lyiv at the beginning of December.
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came to Olesyn they stopped at Polls for a sample, which cut into
the sl pot he made
1 stayed with Polka until carly January: | caugh lirie Myron the
was amazed at how quickly he learned. Although be was
ofschoolage, he did not g0 0 school because he had o shocs.

illage
Tocal hero Vasyl i i
ndeepmtkmnuyukmdwnuﬂ uhndmyub«nm\lm:
they did

m,.muym,m “sample.” When they saw me, they asked for
ts, which 1 showed them. T told them that I was 2 scam-
1

1, wok i istration. As we walked

their homes
ulzwelllpuwd.kldunlhpld.rmnumrm the agent in charge
my papers and released me. This was one of the times that

‘made it clear that I could not stay
even here. I moved to a neighboring village called Helenka, where one
of Orlans . The people of|

‘wonderful, honest people, and I remember my stay there as one of the
best.
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On the appointedaday it snowed and was very cold. The ground,
ot yet rozen, had turned to mud. T made my way from the wain to

the trolley
the child A

atmy sid
mwﬁhlﬂpwxm.&sﬂd&nﬂk}wm‘mﬁg*
with Nastia, where I usually stopped when in Liv. In the morning,
kmm.nalmm'r..-.mmym

Abthough
the family was less nervous now that the baby was gone, nonctheless

igh
who I was. Then someone began gossiping that I was a partisan, and |
knew. ities, who would

come to investigate. Thus, I decided to go to Orlan's family, who lived

in a small village called Olesyn decp in the countryside. T knew that

Orlan's mother, who was a widow, had dicd when she was cxiled dur-
. vl ;

g
was married and lived in the village. However, I did not know her sur-
s 1 bt oo mportnnt e g e et 4 i
surnames of Orlan'srelatives. Pechaps he had mentioned it, and 1 had
simply forgotten. I was sure of his sister’s first name, though, since it
was unusual. It was Pol'ka. | arrived in Olesyn after dark, stopped at a
wouse and asked dircctions, and was told to go to a house at the edge.

uestions hegged d Koned fn, Bt i s e poers st

open, gullible, and kind. To make a living, she ran a still and made

borilka from the grain that others would hmm 10 her. She, of course,

w .uq.l " But she had no other way of arning  liviag. Her husband

 although he had

b prison, but that was hs ago and
she had not heard from him again.

‘When Polka made orilka, her pay was a liter of the whiskey. She

sold this at the local market and used the proceeds to feed the children.

! ' i y
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My parcnts and 1 had arranged to meet again in Nastis spart-
et L onJansry 20 that | coud gt repot o the by

Orlan in the event a letter had arrived in the interim. At the
pecment, ditecbing wrpeie ot ey of et i ZBAHN
g g Fesane S S
of us had stayed with her back in 1945. In the letter, which I opened
at once, Zoya wrote that she was in Lviv and wanted to meet with
e S log sid hat K e my ey o el e s G A

phrase.

. although Knew that Ze
ing t0 get in touch with me. The last time 1 was in Lviv, Nastia had

of mine, had come to the apartment. The girl had asked Nastia when
1 would be in Lyiv again so she could make contact. When Nastia
1 knew immediately that she was Zoya's

‘What troubled e was the giel asertion that her sister had been

i i e A o1 o Zoya was sill in prison in Poland
i, and

contacted hr it i L. Thue the gl vii 1o Nt aparinen

worried me a little, but not enough for me to forsake news of the hby

and Orlan.

Now,as  read Zoyalsletter, | sensed that something was not right.
Had she been broken by the MVD (Stalin's post-World War Il version
of the NKVD), and was she ey withth securiey authocides?
1

¢ she woukdsgain become Invoivd with - underground. | decided
that I would ignore the letter. T also realized that Nastis’s apartment
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butl
night there and meet with my faily the next day, as we bad agreed.
sty 4

under mother's care. She also brought a letter from Orlan. I immedi-
ately hid the recurn address in the lining of my jacket since it was my
only thread to my husband. After reading the letter, I stuffed it in my

Py s i by i

s good-bye to Nasta and got ready o leave. We had o cons o

d&m&nmmw-l-mfwmmxmmwm

was Zoya, my
dﬂmlmdvhhadpnmddgwﬂupwﬂdmlhm She was the
friend who had nurscd me back to health and who had shared many
ips with me. No one knew me as well as she did; with no one

e
:hnly,llwndnwn.uhi)trquwmlmshkdsheh.dﬂmhm.

On the

1o N Tmol e b e i Oumdz.luulsmd bye
10 Lesia who was catching the trolley o the train station, while Zoya

and I went for our walk.

1 tried not to show that | was worried and on my guard. | specu-
ated that Nastia knew Zoya and must have somehow told her when 1
‘would be in Lyiv. The night was cold, and 1 was soon shivering, since
s wesingfight acet s it whi Zops b o war v

kerchief. SI aw that
me her kerchief. wdnn.add.m;rhnmylﬂr'm;doqut:,buuk
insisted. She stopped and took my scarf off and draped her kerchief
over my head, knotting the ends under my chin. For a moment it was.
a8 it used to be—she and I sharing and exchanging what we had

As we resumed our walk, Zoya told me an incredible story. She
said that following her arrest in Yelena Gura, she was taken to Warsaw
and jailed. She said that an Englishman, whom she had met at the
embassy while distributing underground materials, somehow obtained
her release. He then arranged for her to cross the border and gave her
a contact that would furnish her with legal papers. Her story was too
fm!mnc to be believed. I said I was very cold and tried to turn back to
ment, but Zoya would no let go of me. She kep insisting
B e e
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 Suddenly, atall man materialized behind us. He pushed us apart
grabbing the arms. In the
in dark overcoats appearcd on cither side of us and also grabbed us
under the arms. I tried to yank free, but they held on firmly.

“Take it casy;” one said in Russian. “You're coming with us.” Then
e were pushed into 2 car that had pulled up alongede ws.

pen, but we. sickly that 1 did

but I could not comprehend this calamity. I was
‘moment now, I'll wake up. Zoya couldn't be doing this to me. This is

Then, suddenly, | remembered that | was carrying Orlan'
i “This thought brought mcb-dnmmlny‘mh-ph 1\.
ill find

Pt Thoes o aodhing et

The gate.
swung open heavily, and the :udrmmmlh:pnu-lymﬂ. us,
. 1 felt it was

vty wutheicies cu comprebend the tecrible trmimalty of s geiv e
a door—closing behind them.

‘We were led inside and then up three flights of stairs to the third
floor. When we halted in a brightly-lit corrdor, I abruptly turned to
face Zoya. | stared at her and 1 wanted to ask, “How will you slecp
but 1 found no words. We stood staring at cach other for a

silent exchange and stepped berween us so that 1 could po longer see
z )

which was searched carefully and the letter from Orlan removed. 1
decided they were scarching me to ascertain that
revolver. Once they were satisfied that | was unarmed, |
into a room where two matrons made me undress completely. They alio
told
Tearried dde braids. N
of my clothing and, if one appeared unduly thick, they ripped it open.
Thus, they found Orlan's address.

Afier the search, I was permitted to get dressed, then | was led
into a large, brightly-lit office. Soon two investigating magistrates
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entered and asked me who I was. | gave them the information on my
papers, saying | was a repatriate from the Zakerzon krai. They listened
QR i concsmion. i e f thom oo opy Lo che
office, and rerurned shortly with several photographs. One was a group
pmaln-upw,*bmd:z.mm. In the group I saw Orlan

-Whyphymmem us?” the magistrate asked. “We

Thy-hsduwhn()rhnwhidmg“ldm\how.'luii
m'ﬂuylﬂdoﬂznllaundh“dnmmmlmng
exonerated

together. It was ironic that the letter both condemned and.
me. 1 truly did not know where Orlan was.

leaving me in the brightly-lit office with two guards standing at the
door.

Tlay down and closed my eyes but didit sleep a moment all that
night. My head was filled with black thoughts. What wil happen
to Orlan and those with him, now that the MVD knew where the
drop was? Orlan will never learn what had happened to me. He will
never know how he was betrayed. I will never sce him o my sccond son
e b v chiden. i Timewill b dpored o Sbeia
with my family, or the authorities will take him away and place

in an orphanage. Such thoughts swirled through my mind until d,y»
break.

A man came to the office in the morning, gave me  sheaf of blank

reminded me to write, but | ignored him. I had realized by then that
he was not there to question me but to change the guards and keep
watch. During the day,several men came and looked me over as if 1

- In the evening, the
istrates returned and questioned me until dawn. This went on for sev-
eral days. ] was not only interrogated, but they also tried to recducate”
me. Although they were not pleasant, they did not hurt me. I began to
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up y
to get to Orlan. We both knew that they had the letter and the return

antee that they would catch their quarry. He would most likely mot
wmwm-uu.ndmdgnmm
weled in pairs or sometimes went a5 a thrcesome. One would
behmd.nduzpm-meuubamwmmu

drop had been compromised. Thus, the MVD would gain be at s dead
end.

MVD, who had the rank of a gencral. He did not question me, only.

of my actions. I think he wanted to see me and get a feel for who | was.

the resistance crushed and concluded. They were interested in the
Ukrainian underground. 1 could legitimately claim 1 knew very litdle

since |

lef the underground in the spring -Mn 1 realized | was pregnant.

Thus,chey had no witnesses who could say tha | had engaged in par-

tisan activities in Ukraine. | steadfastly u.a logically maintained that
y

Western Ukraine, had been

living simply secmed plausible,

s based on fact | oly made sure | meutioned nothing about the

ribed my g
pmmml, i invesigating magistates would spend some time trying
10 "open my eyes” o reality. | should realize, they said, that the Soviet
Union was mighty and would soon destroy puny Ukrainian national-
o thin s o b,y o sy filyend
such a way that |

when the time came.

Demiog com of thes dcoions oo of the agitcon il

Do you rec-

ognize him?” he asked. 1,¢m.‘mmﬂphmmwm
Ttwas a photograph Istared at the it
‘memory every fearure of his little face, his cxpression, and his clothing.
He was dressed in a winter suit, 50 the photograph had o be recent.
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“He's being well taken care of;” the man said.

“Will I get him back if my life returns to normal?” 1 asked.
“Well,that' a difficult matter. He was taken in by someone who
. We're

well taken care of”

d&mwfymknhmh.d:&pdln*z:mmlln-
tened, my heart broke at the thought that a man whose mission was to

y
died. The magistrate, of course, did not tell me the name of the man
who had adoped little Zenon.
“You have a second child,” they reminded me. “You could raise
him, but only if you exculpate yourelf in the eyes of the

~ and repent your past actions.

1was thinking furiously. They and I agreed on one poin. ewas
impor y
i ind I wanted
inuypu-nmp-merhnﬁwnupmt.lkdeldnlmSn
along with their plans, they would attempt to achieve their goal with-
out me,

*Of course I would like t0 lead a normal life,” | replicd. *Who
wouldn'>” Then after a pause, | added, “You see from the letter you
ﬁxnulmmuhnlmvnmdxhbymdmmlhmyhmbmd hvvn

they will cut what tenative contact | have now. At hat point, 1 wost
‘be able to help you in any way."

“We've considered that,” came the reply. “We won't hold
o f e berescences ey ¢ lces snd e willog 1 blp

After this comernion | was agia iowght beie the MV geo-
can see th "he

sions
“Depends on the circumstances,” I said, “but, in general, I think 1
then took out a long thin s of paper that had been coiled
tightly. | immediately recognized the missive as a “shtafeta,” an under-
ground letter. ngmum the paper and showed it to me. “Do you rec-
ognize the handwritin
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1 shook my head bis T kncw exactly who had written the letter It
was from Poltava.
‘No.ldun‘hmwh:'m’

Mmmwmu.mmm.,om he informed.
me. *Poltava’s cousier fell into our ‘s an interesting sen-
emcs hee dhet 1 hiak ou mighe Bl o b e e S A

Poltava says, ‘Greetings to Marichka.™

1said nothing.

“Well, then,” he continued. *T'm transmitting grecting to you from
Poltava.”

Aldoogh K wonds g i iy b ot sios Y
message had renewed my resolve. That from Polcava was like
a beacon. T knew the road I had to follow. No matter how the MVD.

family, and.

 the people I cared about. 1 participate in any way in

dtrates completed
their work, and I was taken again before the MVD general. He told me.
that T would be let go if I signed a letter pledging my cooperation and
“repent um«mnum-n He pushed the letter across the desk
toward me and gave

"Wall, hen th m;udmwkmmmdeVmﬂan

enal said mmm! hh i lnfhsncs bis 2 only 2 ik can w\n

you before that vt Ot i) you pebppe
your return to Lyiv will not be suspicious. If he agrees, we will develop
2 plan on how to keep in touch with him. If you carry out your assign-

ment, upon your return you will be given a good apartment and pro-
vided a fine livelihood. If Orlan doesn't agree, then you'll probably stay
with him, and I expect you'll survive for another year or two, bat then
we willfind you and a...my you. Your rhild will be lef an orphan, and

0 ofyou e geing 0 di 4T s il yom sk e 2o Bl
tha fate.”

“S0,” he concluded, “are you wiling to take this assignmeat?”

“Iwill do everything in my power, but the decision will be his," I
said.

“1 know we are taking a risk,” he said, “but we'll gain little by
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thn‘,lnl.h:wwnp_d!h scenario, you two wil live a little longer.”
mummmphnmumam

night.
he: when

hm&du)mdhdmmihhlldm&:h.wshzbepmm

W.Wnlmﬂyfm’Clemﬂyw-‘kmyﬁunm’Om
again Tlooked around, then crossed myself.“Thank you, Lord, for lead-
ing me past that gare,” I prayed.

1had been given a month in which to find Orlan. This was not an

‘could start searching for Orlan, I had to find a home for little Taras. 1
knew without even the slightest doubt that neither Orlan nor I would
. s .

in March, the suthorities would take revenge on my family by cxiling
everyone o Siberia.

When 1 lef with Zoya, 1 had assured Nasta | would be back to
get my things. | had not returned. I would learn that the next

Zoya's unexpected appearance.
and was about to send my father to Lviv to find out what had happened
to me. 1 learned all of this when I returned to Nastia's apartment that
‘morning to get my belongings.

Since every day was precious, | left Lviv that same morning for
Hranky, where | packed my things. From there, I took the train to Zad-

viria and arrived home in the middle of the night. I was last home five
ycl.rl before. I had also come at night and had crept quictly to the house
in order not to wake the dogs. My heart was beating loudly as |
approached the house and gently tapped on the windowpane.

i deand 1

face.
“Its me,” | whispered.
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“Oh, my God,” I héard him whisper and in the next moment the
1 was inside.

rib where il Taras slpt. | i “Oh
iy drling.” | isere. A do 11 hough | woukd v s you
again.”

Then lg-cmdmypu!nn.mynnnndmymlﬂ
them what had happened o

--ynmla.d.yM”uw-mnhTu-mon- cousin,
tia M met a few months carlier. Nastia lived
mlh:wﬂxg!ni()kﬂymShehdu\lylmpr—oMm.mdl_

would sce me. And I read the growing fear in the eyes of my family.

ly
happen o us now?”
then

maybe.
In the vening, | packed my belngings end thes of the babys
i i Iknew

llmwnl!xlmnm(lw\mldnmyblmyﬁmlylhnd_kﬂh
very important to tellthem, to ask them. I said, “How can I say good-
bye and find the words to help you face what lies ahead? Whatever I
say won't change T only beg you, don' curse me. I did what
my heart and my conscicnce told me to do. I joined the resistance
because | felt it was my duty to do s0. And where you have resistance,
you will have casualtie, o.ur.mly cannot i

¢ my smll brocher,a Taras empty cib, and sighed heavily.

From Zadviria, Stefa and I ook the train to Zolochiv, where we

re to transfer to the train for Ternopil. The train was already in the

station, and we tried to board it since it was heated while the station

waiting; room was not. A night watchman woke up and made us leave

the train. | tried to reason with him by saying that the baby was cold,
but he yelled in Rusian, I donfe give a dam.’

‘whose people had lost the lat semblance of kindness and understand-
ing. In the morning, we boarded the train, made one more transfer in
Ternopil, and reached our destination shortly after noon. The milk we
carried for the baby had long ago become cold and he was hungry, wet,
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nd crying. | bad o fed him and change him. Soonafc esving the

q—dlhdowwhedz(myunumd\t:hbywu‘dmm
selves while I went to the bazaar to find the sled that would take us to

were, but
out into the cold. I left Stefa and little Taras and went to the bazaar.
Of iti and 1di Tknew.

So1 started walking toward Olesyn. The day was birtely cold and in
the late afernoon it started snowing. The wind blew in my face and
[ iy cociog 1nd et pple me. Bt | stmbledon 0 i

endowed by superhuman strength. Tears froze on my lashes. The tears
were not only brought on by the biting wind. These were tears | shed
btﬂluu'ﬂkptllm‘mﬂdﬂ-mm:mdnmhhm:l(ym

i o m.mmmmrm-mw
Towas dusk by the time  eached Nascia's howse. When L eterd,
ikes

them. ] knew I
01 then s cuce why 1 hd come . “My pasents ae going
iberi. I need to find a place for the baby,” I said.

[ M&mmwxmmnmlrmhdmhrmm

| Nastia's husband said, *
We raised one boy. We will aise another one.

He went out to get the sled ready while Nastia began to dress for
the journey back wwwuh-umnblvﬁlsﬁmmdlhnrhepwpk

where [
0 thepolce. But | found St d the by il the. houss Lpicked
up the baby, s ket thae Nse had

d 1

any more, and they rolled down my checks as 1 qued his little face and
whispered, “What fate awaits you, my darling?” I kissed him again and
pressed him to my breast, then placed the baby in Nastia’s arms.

For a moment I held her hand in mine and said, “Nastia, when his
father and 1 are dead, please tell him about us when he is old enough.”

“Don't say such things," she answered. °A time will come when
you'll take him back and raise him.”

But we both knew that it would not be so.

Stefi and I stood in the road and watched the sied disappear into.




\
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the night. 1 felt drained of all strength and will power. I was very glad

traveled together back to Krasne, Here we parted foever, For helping
ime, Sefa would spend ten years in 2 concentration camp in Magadan.
My next assignment ws to find Orlan.



10. Return to
the Underground

Rt R ki T ke o e

aride
In Tu:byn 1 ke dieections o villags of Pastecayty, which had
been given in the address of Orlan's letter, and set out immediately. 1
 walked for hours through barren, snow-covered fields without once
to 2 village. In the distance, | saw solitary homesteads and on
the horizon, a dark streak which was the begining of the forests of
Partisans lived in those forests, | thought, and the landscape
and the distant forest acquired a secretive aura. If my directions were
coect, I should have reached the village by now, but there was noth-
ing in the vicinity except a few sod houses and the remains of several
burned-down houses. As I was debating what o do,  woman who must
have been walking behind me came up, and when I asked her direc-
tlons o Pustomyny:he tld e his was . She sidthat the Germans
had burned the village down during one of their engagements with the
UPA and, instead of rebuilding houses during the war,the inhabitants
dug sod shelters in which they continued 1o live. | approached onc of
these dwellings and inquired for the man whose name had been given
in the address. The people in the house replied in some surprise that
this was where the man lived, but under further questioning catcgori-
cally denicd any knowledge or contact with any partisans. Perhaps they
were telling the truth. Someone else in the village may have given the
man's name, and had a ltter arrived, only then would he have revesled
himself to claim it. | begged them to let me stay a few days and tcll
their neighbors about me o that if anyone was in contact with parti-
sams, they would learn about my arrival

s
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On the chird night, 1 was awakened by someone bending over me.
T opencd my eyes and saw  man wearing a Red Army uniform sl
the house.
" 1am?" frightened.
It was only then that | recognized Prakh.

‘When [ was dressed, Prakh gave me a leather holster with a revolver
thae 1 buckld around ey s He wkd me e wes el and was

-bourmylvlumn(mlkundnpwndml&mddkeﬁh:w
Pk ek you st 0 e e s 1 asked, and before:
he could answer | poured out the news about Zoya's betrayal, my inter-
rogation, and the deal I made with the MVD general. *Be careful,” 1
A g 2

That’s why I hurried us out of the house. Its possible that they have
seta trap.”

Prakh looked around carcfull, then adjusted his stance slightly
and fingered his ific in readiness.

“What did you do with the baby?” he asked.

him with Orlan's cousin,” I said, adding, “Aren' you worried about
.wm.w.-hmnumvﬂmundumumhu-
until I signed a confession.”

“What myvuuymg"?ukhhunrml “You did what you had
to do. I would trust you even if ten confessions.”

After a moment, he s‘umumed,‘Ynn picked the least of the evils.
If you hadn't obtained your release and come to warm us, the MVD.
would have probably set a trap, if not now, the in the spring.”

‘We were waiting for a horse-drawn sled that had brought Prakh
and e aher parisan o th villge wher they were dropping ofa
hldvmm-ndhldkﬁhehmd nudmemmur_m-l}-enmmd
fiekds a3 if in 4 ilm. The only sound in the silent, moonlit night was
the crunch of snow under the hooves of the horses. An hour or so lates
we arrived at a huntuud. where we spent the day in a bunker Prakh

The next cvening s

bunker in a nearby village.
A o s Tralied i, Ok ghoncig .84, asked, *Yo

" Nenr T s
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i MVD when
Tignored their March 1 deadline. There was no question that MVD
would descend on this backwater and would search the villages
thoroughly for bunkers. It was agreed that Puakh and

When
told him all that happened to me and o our child. We both wept. He

‘made me return repeatedly to Lviv until | was caught. | assured him

and how diffcult life was in hiding, Yer, the tragedy brought about by
the collision of the two worlds | inhabited—the world of a mother and
the world of the partisan—broke my heart.
e e b
write a detailed report which he later sent to headquarters to Taras
Clapryla vik the fsc ping el Fe s woue 10 oo showt
had happened and about Polrava's intercepred letrer
Wemnlnnndd’mrhfimnlkMVDHnudmmym
were being implemented with other women who were marricd t par
tisans but who lived semi-legally “above ground.” Often they were

try to convince their husbands to surrender. In cases where the women
‘were not arrested, the authorities kept a close surveillance on them,
knowing that a husband would not leave his wife destitute. This hap-
pened, for instance, with Fedir, the Lviv UPA leader. By watching his

the operatives to

Fedir, whom they killed.

1 spent the next few weeks with Orlan and his three companions,
two local underground leaders and Chimelyk, who had replaced Prakh
s Orlan's bodyguard. Orlan had decided that Prakh would live that
winter with three local partisans in order to get to know them better,
als0 to conduct with them the necessary ideological raining that was
required of potentialleaders.

Prakh visited us twice as March approached, and each time Orlan
and I reminded him to leave his bunker. He said he was going to, but
the weather had turned bad and forced him to postpone the changeover
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‘much. A great deal of snow had fallen, and it was impossible to move

were spor

of the year.
hl-ownmednbwtmhnkzrmlh&vﬂuuhuvnpr
eral would do his utmost to find us when he discovered
wmwlm-m-mmmwmmm-
the snow. I was
of the thorough searches of the area. Prakh and Orlan thought
differently. A well-masked hideout, they argued, was dificult to find

o Besides
ing one of these arguments, escape through decp snow would be very
difficul,if not impossible. Thus, Prakh decided to wait a little longer,
unnllh:lpnn‘l.hw.lndwddwe

As expected, new scarches began in the second half of March.
These scarches were condacted by special toops of the MVD. They

ripping out floorboards, and demolishing root cellars in their furious

s for s They mouly seachd wotsd bowwn o boldiogh

Tearingthe xchard andth arde o ol ey impection.
leamed about the resulsofcach scrch in the veoings from

peopl hiding
were courting grave danger, but because of the heavy snow, we had
nowhere to go. Snow kept flling and falling, and we again postponed
our relocation.

One morning, we heard the pre sranged sigeal hat s hata

ing of an unfamilar dog. The barkin v'ufolh-adby

in Boiam. Wo immadial suod g the s e s Bl
50 that the dog would not sniff us out. From the noise and the thump-
ing, we realised that the search was focused on the house and the out
buildings, the barn yard, and the root cellar. Eventually, we heard steps
above us and someone actually stepped on the masked entrance o our
bunker. We froze, but aficr a moment he kept walking on. The search

ued for more

death and lfe. But that
ey oo boem donine vo b o s When the MVD i T g
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urged Orlan to move as soon as possible. I pointed out that Prakh had
ﬁ.nyuxh.-b..nh
- Sunday, March 23,1949, sticks in my mind. It was a terrible Sun-
* day. Thar Sunday night the widow at whose house we had our hideout
came to the bunker and said to us in a quavering voice, “Dear Lord,
fm.nwlnmmmm.m‘ummm.hm, Fouk
Adiny E

cy dic UPA song. y
(n:hyﬁxwdzb:mnw)mum:dthhﬂuuw:nwlbvumlhrm
* Only then did the MVD go in and pull the bodics out. They took the
o s
As we listened, thunderstruck, she added, “Those were the boys
 who came o see you. Oh, dear, dear, what a shame.”
B 0 we st thes Pobk oot dew Giend, Orach Skl
‘bodyguard, was dea

ane hid known Prakh was coming back for  meeting and informed the
MVD, But

‘bought food for the men betrayed the hidcout. Onee, during the win-
u,d:yhndbrm@rhﬂwwbumrhrhadmdm:yumlhl

W)ulz
in the bunker, she heard the dog bark and recognized where she was.
When the MVD vt e e coved i under q\lnmmlng 1od wid

raided
mruum..pmm.,.‘mmuy
he MVD would

nmnm Orlan was nearby. Within daysof Prakisdeath,new scarches
h that

B s e 5 1 movs ok the foae iocssacw wao e
ing and it was possible to mask our tracks. We left before dawn, care-
fully stepping from one piece of bare carth to another in order not to
leave a trail and spent the day in an empty bunker we knew about, then
continued on into the depths of the forests.

We were not the only ones hiding in the densely forested area.

By the MVD. As we waitd for sping and warm weathe o arive, we

Orlan sent his
npnﬂ about my arrest and how | maneged to free mysclf In due courve,
instructions came back that stated the conditions of my remaining in
the 3 not
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As lesters and orders were exchanged throughout spring, Orlan

in Volyn from 1948 to 1953. One was called the Young Recelutionary,
0 educate the tecnage reader about the tru history of Ukraine, s well

tisaas. The other magazine was For the Fresdom of the Nation, 3 more
scrious and literary journal in which the ideological basis for resisting

ind parisan potey and meaaics of ighes lcrry qualcy.
Ulian

Rivne district resistance switched allegiances from Daleky
-bﬁ-hhkmt m.nmm:smmmmomm
‘mn‘“ﬂ

i leadership, and Orlan had to meet and
u‘h-ﬂmmwd:vanh'mmwmmm‘sm:
successor. Thus, Orlan and 1 sct out, escorted by guides that changed

‘who had been the commander of UPA units in Volyn. When I say “we,”
: i .

ers. For reasons of sccurity, we would never go directly to a leader’s

Marichka.
: the mect-
! I-;.b-nirhlnduwdbewwldm«lm-h()vhnmddnlmmnv

tion me, | would stay behind and wait in the guides’ hidcout until the
conference was finished.

1 remember that summer as one during which we spent the nights
masching from busker to bunker, bideout to hideour, and the days
1did go sbove ground
Vol i These

bov because the
activities in the arca and was constantly raiding outlying homestcads
which partisans tended to visit to get information and supplics. The
enemy also et traps at known trails and river crossings

one of our marches we were almost caught in onc of these
MVD ambushes. Since we knew the route was dangerous, five parti-
D et St v Eiging wp the ey acccmpunicd
As we nearcd the ford, the three men in the lead went abead while
Orlan and 1 waited a short distance behind.




el e ’ which
the thrce men shead of us rerurncd to draw the enemy's attention to
hemscives and away from us. We kncw hey were dong this n order

since the gunfire around us was so intensc.
This was the it te 1 ad falln nto  tap, and 1 could o

Inwdmprup,-mvdh—ymdemﬁllwdxywnlw'h

100 large for me and, as 1 tried to follow the others to safety, | kept

stumbling and falling. When the farcs again it up the night and we.

fell to the ground to avoid detection, I shook my fect and the boots

T .

some headway.

Oran deided it woud be foahandy 0 try t make the coming,

m[dbmumﬂ:r,nma&mwmdumwuw
i separated or some-

thing went amiss, s it had. The hidcout belonged to Nazar, who had

been a platoon leader in the UPA and had been in charge of the men

who had accompanied us on the attempted crossing.

to meet us. Nazar had  flsh wound in his upper arm where the bul-

et had gone through without touching the bone. His companion was
unhurt, but the third partisan had suffered a more serious wound, and

way o us. Suumywmmgmm-umndmuu.
firt aid course, | had been trained to dress wounds and immediately

kit in the hideout, I began cleaning the wound. | had to pass a disin-

wound had becn successful, and the wound began to heal. During this
time I got to know Nazar better and liked him very much. He was quiet
and reserved and could be depended on to carry out the orders given
him. He had several duties in the underground and executed cach well.
He acted as the principal contact point between the leaders, supplied
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|
 the leaders with food, and even made monctary collections among the
, i i thelk
) 4 : y
and trust him.
Our stay with Nazar following our encounter with the MVD had
one positive end result. One day, a courier brought 3 leter that was

people li

between Daleky and the leadership headed by Taras Chuprynka. Since
Rt b e s repecnd Dull a.qummqwm

with the

UPA-OUN leadership and become subordinate to

‘ W(Mmhtnd-.hmnDll&y’lﬁnbdmorMhnmn

r, in which

hmﬂod:mdhm‘d{mdnphmtdnmm:lmg\hwbyTlm
Volyn.

that Dalcky had bee; in his ranks, Orlan decided
that it would be best not to meet immediately with Zinko or the other
it leaders, Instead, i TPA-

OUN units cooperate in the future but not intermingle. This was donc

o, i OUN
resistance.

As we waited for further deeoprpne ha e, Ol con-
tinued to work on the journals. on new propaganda
materials that would be dumhuud in an)n, with some sent by couri-
s to the castern provinces.

We spent early fall in the area around Lutske, where economic
conditions were significantly better and national awarcncss was morc
developed. Resistance members dressed and ate better here, since both
food and clothing were more readily available. In the space of a month
in the Lutske (Polish Lutsé) arca, | met three, newly wed couples, where

e ATt hucnd st fourral
ers. T think these couples were convinced that they would not live to
see  better day and decided that, despite the hardships of life in the
resistance, they would spend together what time was allotied to them
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However difficlt ous lves were, we who were members of the resis-
It of death. Te we valued

every moment of life. Mwmm-mﬁdm.m
10 be taken alive, we chose death by self destruction, such 2 decision
absolutely from a tragic

situation.
Orla
ith T Ocsbes; wilisdeont
Bt e s e | v vl har ¢ work om w
materials.

Tt was a newly constructed hideout where Orlan was planning to
spend the coming winter, but | did not like the hideout at all becausc.
of its entrance. The hideout adjoined the house and could be accessed
ionghth e o s nll uoage oo that s part ofthe b
“The floorof the storage room was part dir while the other prt was

Th beneath

10 the walls This would not only make ecape mposible i the evene
MVD was now rou-

tinely prying up floorboards and looking for hideout entrances under
them.

Knr«iy.

ters alone. o-:»lm.,..u e et e Gl i,
: soprano voice and would have likely made a carcer 3 a singer if
she had lived in different circumstances. Orlan managed to acquire a
short-wave radio for the hideout and a good supply of paper for our

ound jou
< a paper purchase reqired a er-
Korecky
QR sty e s mmpepen. Thi porh
and receive a subscription to Soviet Ukraine without arous-
m‘ any suspicions. During the ensuing winter months, we listencd to
news Moscow and to Voice of America dis
. We read newspapers and Russian journals and
worked on publishing underground materials. What Orlan wrote, |
copied on the typewriter that always traveled with us. | made # specific
number of
was to be sent.
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heard that Voice of America would begin broadcasts in Ukrainian. We
On(h-wmnmdnd\!,l(:nd:y our host, and two of his duughters

We
of the M«@medwmmlhmbu
ing

markedly.
mxﬂmummwmwgmumumumm-i-
talked about

sine then.



11. The Deaths
of Comrades

During the final years of the 1940s, the conditions under which
the underground existed in Volyn became extremely difficult. Yet, the

‘As gay Russian songs and promises of prosperity flowed from the

n‘m'uhﬂtunv-lnfdu 1950 New Year, we made our own reckon-

ing. The year

{odes seests wnd deportations to Siberia of OUN sympathizers, and
r-increasing terror in the Ukrsinian population. But we had

some impacr. We b prinoed sod dirbusd vhmnnd.l of leaflets

.
L e plapecl o el g
tered near the camps of Red Army recruits o handed out in front of
schools in Western Ukraine. As we greeted 1950, we realized that this
year would be even harder than those before, since the Soviet empire
‘was mobilizing its resources to destroy us once and for all. We wished
each other only one thing: strength of mind and soul to carry on the
g

frat 4 i
P

phlets we had distributed in front of schools. These young men replen-
on working

Several days after the New Year, one of the Korecky girls climbed
down the ladder to bring us news. Her face was white and her lips were
trembling,
“Earlier today a platoon of the MVD found a bunker in which

135
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scarch. The troops brought along 2 kitchen and scveral dogs. Al this
indicated that the scarch for us would be long and.

The searches started at the other end of the strung-out home=
st Each doy. Kooy s the gk sacid s mmey VSl

ks - .
root cellar was dug up. What worried us most was the entrance to our
hideout, which 1 fa i a

e rrat ¢ e
ingly nervous about our presence. One of the daughters, whose name.
Az > 3 >
once the MVD troops began searching this homestead, Halias trans-

us away.

‘At his particular time, a local partisan whose name was Tymish
mlnvlumﬁuﬂ:lmdwhdmumlmﬁyvhﬂ
Orlan decided that we should relocate unril the danger passed. The
night was clear, cold, and quiet. We had put on white overcoats that
made us nearly invisible against the snow-covered fields and reached
our destination without any diffculies. We woke up the family and

searched two days ago. That news convinced us to hide here.
e 5

ily kept a wagon and other farm equipment. Since the hidcout had not
been used in a long time, the entrance was frozen solid. We had to use
pickaxes to break the ground, and the thumping echoed in the silent
night. We eventually opened the entrance and climbed in, oaly to dis~
cover another problem. The air intakes were covered and frozea solid.

pickaxes.
hear the noise and report it in the morning.

The family gave us some bread and water and we
spend the o few days uderground, Orlen insructed the r.....l, w
cover
would freeze by morning.

‘The air in the hideout was stagnant and cold. We lit a candle, but
after a time we noticed that the flame was wavering and was getting

Then the

cnough oxygen in the underground room. 1f we did not do something
10 stir the air and begin the exchange of outside air with the heavy
inside sir, then we would suffoeate. We took turns trying to move the
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marching th

stagnant air. T
b

gen-dep
breathe n
that candle all
newspapers

we
ht. As the flam:
wing again. We did th




afan, mddnndungenfm-wnd-d
We by the noise we had
d forthe worst.

that day and night.
[

on what was happening, As alws
He said “Yes"

e Ixbhnolt
gone wrong. Wenlp«‘nd!hnmhdlmdmdnly
i Our conjectures

stead had been searched twice, but the empty hideout had not been
found. We lived in constant tension unil carly February. Although the
scarches had moved on to other homesteads and villages, the MVD!
special troop detachments did not depart from the area.

nc day in midaft o
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that the MVD was in the arca. Korecky came up to one of the aic
and told us that troops were searching a nearby house.
“Cover the air intakes wich dirt” Orlan ssid. “Try to stay calm.”

answer, probably one of the snifing dogs the searchers had
‘mhﬂ-en.WchdmnapM the searchers would bring
dog, 0 we o light bulb

hepn'pmil‘wifhnlhavdlh’wnvkbadm‘t

lm:ﬁtumu&zmlhelwm We also heard

we rags up
the echo of the allng clamps. We also wanted to prevent them from
through the air intake which would render us

the hideour. A i
and the hideout itself, and now the corridor echoed with the thumps
. The

us either the i i iself.

We knew this was the end and began to prepare ourselves for death.

Orlan placed all important documents on the table, then added
o e

e began o feel the lack of oxygen, so instead of burning the materi-
we started ripping them into tiny pieces, which we ground into the
floor.

T was destroying family photographs. I looked at my father's stern
face, and my heart broke as I ripped his photograph into bits. We worked
silently and calmly. Only our ashen faces and jerky movements betrayed
‘our internal turmoil. 1 knew 1 did not want to die.

Asif e had heard my soul's cry, Orlan said, “We knew this would
happen. It has happened to many others. We had been fated o live
longer than many of our comrades. Thus, let’ try to stay calm.”

Tlooked at the thrce loaded pistols on the table.

“Do you want me to kill myself,or will you do it?* I asked himn.
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“However you wish,” he replied calmly.

The searchers would drag us into the yard. Our bodics would become
dirty as they pulled us through the trampled snow. Our corpses would
e s ki s K

ters. The frozen corpses would be propped up against the wall of the
buiding, People woeld b bronght 1o Lok s e snd ks posiid
identifications. But maybe they would not display our bodies. Maybe

y
: Here in Volyn peo-
Pl y
who I was, and | would die nameless. If I had died in my own village,
people would at least have known who I was.
A:nchmlnmxp—ed.lbqlnm&dm—mﬂynllu.h

ldnn\:hmkmu-dwm Euhnxnfuu-mdudnl.—.
Morcover, I knew that my husband would be dying with me, and that

sad.
‘After a while, the diggi t0 2 halt. They

fling Niding heril ” i
0 talk to us and try to convine us to surrender. Or maybe they'll use
one of the girls as a shield because they knew we would not be taken
without 3 struggle.

Nathing happened for two hours. We got tired of waiting to die
and started wondering what was going on.

Then suddenly we heard movement sbove us and someone was
digging out the air

have left,” we heard
foat down to us.

Later, the family opened the entrance to the hideout and told us
in dets t the search. The MVD had dug deep holes in the yard,
in the shed, and in the root cellar. They had found the cache of
toes that the family was hoarding. Everyone except Olha had fied the

itor her reactions. She said she tried to stay calm, but inside she was
Sy i She il ok a3 hmlc because she did not want to
sce where the searchers were diggi

"The MVID b loscned o g 1 laces wherebelampinge o A
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ment had been piled up. That s why they noticed the barrel with
stk They pushed it aide and began diggig i the spot

mmw»&nnmm They had also dug a|
very close t0 the hideout's cntrance. For some reason, they had

o B € okl 3 e b b

the or third ideout would
discovered. We had been living under the threat of discovery for

a month and could not get any work done. We were

exhausted.

Tkept insisting that we leave this region, although 1 knevw  move
was no casy. A great deal of snow had falln in January, and now
was melting.
them, we would sink in the mud up to our knees. We could not use the
roads, because they were blocked by troops.

Orlan hesitated, and I knew his reasons. He had everything here
to continue his work. He had a small library, paper, a duplicating
‘machine, a typewriter. To leave this behind meant that we would have.
0 acquire these items again, and such purchases were dangerous

working environment, most leaders moved infrequently.
i feople B hi ot e st v ek S
the regime, and they had to have the means to function.
Thad been
leu(hn.lnddunn(a\unﬂldlmyl had remonstrated hat Orlan
. He had

ig opr T 1
we were under such enormous emotional stress, yet, now, | continued
o urge him to move. | pointed out that it was ous duty (0 try to sur=
i o e i she e o e D. -h
usaally listened in silence to our arguments, took my
(O e i L i s o mm.ia the
i nie n ey 0t i o, 1o dechid et
return t the arca of Lutske and stay in the hideout of:ummn‘ﬂ
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~:
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Woodcut, Nil Khasevych, Scptember 5, 1949. The caption reads, “The people
B8 Teked The dives represemts the Bedbherik paty.

Dubovy, whom we had visited last summer. Orlan asked the family to
g0 out into the ficlds and test the mud. The answer came back quickly
The felds were impassable.

“I think we should leave this place,” I kept insisting,

Orlan agreed. We packed the most essential items and set out at
dusk. As we said good-bye to the family, Orlan tried to leave some
‘money behind, but Korecky wouldn't hear of it. "W
how,” he said. “You need it more than we do.”

get along some

We crossed the yard, stepped into the field, and immediately dis
covered that the family had been right. We sank into the mud with
each step. I fared the worst since | was wearing boots that were t0o big
for my feet, and I lost a boot with cach step. I became so frustrated that
1 sat down, took off the boots, and started making my way in »

Soon my feet turned very cold and, soon after thar, T ¢

around and saw me holding my b
do this. You'll be sick tomarrow. Let's go back

He ordered me to put the boots back on, and 1 did so when we
reached & side road. However, afier talking over our sit v
that none of us wanted to go back. We decided that we would take the

road and only go into the fields to bypass villages. The road was covere
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with huge puddis. Aswe were sloshing through one of them, some-
onc ahead of us flicked on a car’s headlights. We dashed into the field
and were sure someone would start shootin at us, but nothing hap-

pened.
homestead and had left his driver in the car as a sentry. The driver
:m!mlybeudm,n-ndmml‘hny ‘was 00 frightened (or
perhaps did

By morning, we reached our destination. Dubovy told us that he.
had heard about what had happened to Dorosh and his two compan-
ions and had been worried about us.

hum@urmmmmwmmuuaa-

ly
when the region was Theimnlyhdmmuln—.
50 it had not minded collectivization.

Spring arrived very carly. We began to get news and make con-
tactsin March. Orlan left for conferences with district leaders, while 1

s for distribution throughou taken to

it Ukraine. In April
prismesr v disant vilage where | found o.|... o work.

leader of the UPA had been killed near Lviv. The rumor disturbed us,
since such gossip usually was borne out in letters that were delivered
subscquently. This occurred in this case. Orlan received a letter from
Col. Vasyl Kuk (Vasyl Koval, Lemish) informing him that Taras Chu=
prynka had been killed by the MVD on March 5 in the village of Bilo-
horshcha, near Lyiv. Lemish, who had been Chuprynkals deputy, was
assuming Chuprynkss place. He also asked that Orlan not share «

s with anyone until a formal notification of Chuprynka's death was
issucd by the UHVR, the Supreme Ukrainian Liberation Council.

However, the MVD began to circulate the news actively, since the
enemy felt that Chuprynkas death would demoralize and weaken the
underground. The MVD employe the ruse of leaving nores and leaflets
where it suspected the partisans were hiding. In these notes, they asked
their “brothers” to help them contact the underground, since their link
had been severed when Chuprynka died.

 formal notification eventually arrived, and it had a profound




11 The Deatbsof Comades 17
impact on the cadres. Every partisan knew that the underground had
received a very grave blow. Leaders like Orlan, who had known
Chuprynka personally, took his death the hardest. Rank-and-fle par

tisans, who only knew Chuprynka by name, usually felt the death of
their immediate superior more keenly than the death of someone at the
very top. Yet no one left the underground in the aftermath of Chu

prynka's death, although we began to think more often about the future

of the resistance.
Ispent most of the summer mak-

ing photostat copics of woodcuts exe-
cuted by Zot-Bey (Nil Khasevych), a
talented artist who had studicd at the
Warsaw Academy of Art. Zot-Bey was
extremely valuable to the under-
ground, since his evocative woodcuts
were used to illustrate the journals
Orlan was publishing and were also
used in brochures and leaflets. That
summer a group of former UPA fight

as organized. It marched into
Belarus and the Baltic states, where it
distributed leaflets illustrated with
Zot-Bey's woodcuts that urged other
captive nations to join OUN-UPA in
opposing the Soviet regime. Similar
brochures were scattered near Red
Arm
of others were taken into the eastern
provinces of Ukraine. During this
produced leafiersdirccted

mmer camps, while hundreds

by

vk el

at the nations in the Caucasus moun

tains and those in the far castern arcas of the Soviet Union. However,
1 don't know how this material was delivered and distributed

Toward the end of the summer, Orlan received notification that

he had been clected a member of the UHVR. Acc

Osyp Hornovii, Orlan's boyhood friend with

panying this notice

of honor was a leteer fro
whom we had spent some time in Poltavais bunker when we wir
in the Carpathian mountains. Hornovii wrote that he had been in con

o, the name she

tact with Nastia Martynovska who was raising little Pe

had given our baby. Before we parted, Nastia had asked my permission
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o change the baby's name to one that was common in the villge in
order hi

the child was well. | had been wanting to wrie to Nastia to get news
y but did not dare do s.

ncws from the West. These delveris included baletins published by

the UHVR's representation in the West. From onc of them, we learned

also about the death of Stepovyi, whom we had also met in Poltavals

o ST e .

Tn August, Oclan left for s conference with the distict ledery i
Volyn. The reason the meeting was called was to try to find a solution
for the lack of resistance leaders in the castern provinces. The Volyn
unde was reorganized, and two leaders were sent cast 1o the
moixymobeg.nwn-mmwvd,-hh
was sent to the neighboring southern oblas, Khmelnytskyi.

tion was betrayed. A partisan by the name of Anton had been
by the MVD and, under questioning, he broke down. He took & pla-
Dubory was

away
and  younger womtn, Hanas, who scted s Duborys secrtary. Al

telling her
imde o parmador Jesedy e thens vk eI

burning all of Dubovy's papers. When we had stayed with Dubovy in
Ty i M Find b become fricnds with these women and was
by the news. | heir deci-
sion Ji i despai
P

probably knew about the meeting Orlan had called and could hm'y
the gathered leaders. A partisan by the name of Demian, who had been
staying with me, and I left immediately to warn Orlan. When we
reached the hideou, | wited while Demian went ahead alone.

set a trap for anyone else that might come to the hideout. Demian
retumed with

almost immediately and, after spending a very apprehensive day in the
hideout, he and the others left shordy after dusk.

ad no idea where the men had gone. Demian returned to
the hideout and left a note; just before dawn, we ran from the homestead
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for but, as the d:

passed, it was not picked up by anyone.
h it Demian and I made

our way south to 2 hideout in a village called Rikani Velyki. Here we

were told that Anton had not betrayed the bunker that housed the

underground’s pnnnngpvull'-chrdnrAum have done
the underground but

hsmnmnmmd.mqmom&munmh

lhdunbd.lvwldmlanummmOrlm-r-prumq-dw
in the forest.

Two partisans served as my guides on the journey to Nazar's hide-
‘out. We had to cross the Styr River along whose banks, and especially
at fords, the MVD often set ambushes. For that reason, we made our
‘way up river to where it ran fast and where the area was a wilderness.

s o
back, then floated on the current. | was pulled across the river on one
Of these bales, as was the literature | was bringing with me to Orlan.

f purisua,ten cumped i the forst 0 wai for Ortans ..m| "The

B ncciorboin o i eppimsd et
the men who went to meet Orlan had gone to the wrong place, since
the mecting point had been designated on a ma

Since there was nothing to be done and the weather was getting
colder, I left for one of the hideouts in Nazar's jurisdiction. This bunker
was very well built and well kep, and it had a duplicating machine. In
a few days, Nazar came 1o see me. We had become fast friends during
o ey i Vit s o i AT A
two companions went to bed that evening, Nazar and I sat up telling
each other our experiences in the months since we had parted. | watched
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the broad, dis
est. Later that P
A family Mdﬂtmnhdmtmuhn&nlmum-
I.Mmmdmdhthadxmpwummmdﬁulkﬁmly

was that the man had b
rh
mmmm:mo.m

1 20 py mch stenion o it sty oy i was o
Orlan and the possible reasons why he had missed the
Pt gy
for the rendezvous was coming up and that he would make sure to be
at the i As 1 wait
take place, I spent my time copying the reports Nazar had left for me
to give to Orlan. This was not the first time I was left alone in a hide-
mlbuuhnnmlheummwumedlndnﬂ,mdhdndu“

impor

5o 1 paced in the hideout back and forth until I felt faint.

on the beds, and waited. The night passed, dawn was about to break,
and still Nazr had no erumod with nws Can anyone who has ok
been involved i y
the pes

nity of wai n=u<u.dm,h.m,h..1mumbn..,n.,.n
to e down. Finally, I heard a familiar knock, then someone was com=
ing down the ladder into the underground room. 1 was astounded to
see Orlan before me. At first, I thought I was hallucinating. I gingerly
touched him to make sure he was real, as the apostle Thomas had
touched our Lord. When Orlan and I had parted, we thought it would
be for a week. Instead, two and a half months had passed.

Two other partisans appeared behind Orlan, but not Nazar.

*Where's Nazar?* | asked after we had greeted cach other. “Dida't
he mect you?”

“No," Orlan said. “We waited for him unil dawn.”

We sill weestovery worsied, speclciog chat prtape Neske
had other matters to attend to and could not make the

“Thae oo im” | et “He o e 2a ..,.p.mu

ndervous.
thing had lnne terribly wrong returned with new force. Although the
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men lay down to rest, no one could sleep. On the following day, the
woman who owned the house came to tll us what had happened.
“I have very bad news,” she began.
“Whats i we sked.

mwmhMTMrhndw.ndymndedmduh:\ﬂxn
Today, the MVD brought him back to the village. First, he took them
10 the forest to a bunker, but it was empty. Now they're dragging him
from village to village. They placed a bag on his head so we can't ell
who he is, but so far he has said nothing of any use to them.”

We were certain that the three men who had walked into the
ambush were Nazar and his two companions. We asked the woman to
tell us exactly what she had heard about the bunker that was discov-
‘ered. When she finished, we were quite sure that the bunker had been
the same one in which we had stayed after our close escape last sum-
mer from the MVD ambush in which Nazar had been wounded. But
we had no idea who the captured partisan was. We knew that Nazar

hiding the
ing, we were in grave dnnga sad had 0 lave imeneditely. Therefoe,
‘we lefi as soon as night fell.

‘W soon found out what had happened and who had been scized.
The captured partisan was Nazar. He had gone to rendezvous with the
civilian about whom he had told me. As usual, only one partisan
and watched
ata distance. Nazar came to o the o and was et by  man who id

hed his wagon
B e i Nt i i Bl o g o g 2
packet and, as Nazar was raising the wagon, MVD agents rushed from
e s s i b o the bend. He 6 0 the grcond mcon-

scious, Th
B 2 Thch e . 5t . the Dot b
surrounded by MVD troops, and both died in the ensuing battle.
Nazar's capture carried catastrophic consequences if he talked. He
was the head of the courier service in Volyn and was well liked by the
rank-and-file partisans. We thought that by showing the MVD onc of
the old bunkers he was trying to inform us of his identity.
The uncertainty continued for some time; then the MVD changed
its tactics. It took the bag off Nazar's head and placed him in 2 group
of would-be partisans. This group went from village to village saying
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that it was trying to miake contact with the We leamed
r:hnmmuuhumn{hmd:u-u!-ﬂllulb

2200 women o d hipd the ndepoeed i the

she saw them, she uuvlbly-ul\ud.-nu: mu-uu-

had just
the men that Nazar had given her  note t pase along. She i e
e thegrowp 1o, Nas o e b o SN
in warning and, when he had lefi, he had looked very sad.

“They must have tortured him uniil he lost his soul,” she had wept,
not thinking about the trouble he had brought on her by coming with
the MVD men to her house.

Yet, we knew that Nazar had not been broken immediately. He

where 1 was. Betraying the head of the Volyn resistance would have
bought Nazar

ing house was, mkhdhuznmrhnmn Because he was the
hndnldx
and other leaders. uummmnmmuvo..--.
he would deal a mortal blow to the underground.




12. The Winter of
Terrible Losses

By 1950, the MVID was making every attempt to capture partisans
B e ippoehende, o o of ik parions we e boh i
the underground and by the civilian

Mmmhﬁnndlnwmvpa\udmvhﬂnhdvl)wm

fall into enemy hands the next day, and who knew what factics the
MVD would use to make us talk. Yet, all the partisans | remember
being captured did not reveal most of what they knew. They tried to
It oty o g s s el the

inderground. The MVID did not permit these captured men to regai

llzlyll!zrupt\nt.lheu e ws drigged thovugh the vilage sl
put on show. po sp
0 such tactics. They had fought the MVD and now, suddenly, they
found themselves helpless in the midst of the enemy.

The MVD used such tactics not only with captured partisans but
also with civilians who helped us. These ‘were arrested, tortured,
and forced to sign documents pledging future cooperation with the
authorities. There were so many arrests and interrogations, so many bits
and pieces of information tortured out of people, that eventually the
MVD assembled much damaging information about our resistance.

As the tragedy of Nazar unfolded, autumn arrived and passed, and
we were still living in a bunker in the forest. At night, I sometimes
climbed out to breathe decply the damp cold air of the autumn forest.
However, Orlan was determincd not to spend the winter in the forest
The bunker was small and not appropriate for work during the long

153
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s sighe anwnndy.vcﬁdmhmmadlfwﬂbh

ng. , we would
ions. Orlan had planned one more mecting that fallwith Vikioe, cee
of the district leaders. When they met and Orlan desecribed our situa-

snowfall, which had not been decp and had begun to melt almost at
once.

mmhdwiwnn&vﬂvdhdhnmhnh,-‘
a family whose sumame was Polishchuk. The underground room
lege though no complenly faidind. We et the vickr Vie.

uplnl
Volyn had been compltely collectivized by the end of 1950, and
1hi ot addionn lceion m et v, Sock el
lagers received meager rations from the collective.
A the bginoing of wiats, sevn putiot died ot the Ml
the MVD near our hideout. We did not know what was happening in
other areas and who had died there.

pa out any

by the.
ofthevillages and d o ind Orla
e i o prperng the oo joutasebe et ubtoing el
i writing reports of our activities during the previous summer.
attrition of contributors and people who regularly m,.a

Orlan with his work placed an additional burden on me. Not
1 conrie my week o it beg 1 hfp Oren prapess g

for publication. He also asked me to critique his articles and urged

E 1

“Our literature should, first and foremost, train new cadres,” he
would say more than once.
Ldid not feel competent to write such articles. Although | remem-~

ope
viduals, I believed that judging an individual solely on his bravery in
battle or when he faced death was not correct. A person was brave when
he, or she, worked hard despite enormous diffculties and did not lose
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fith. A person was brave o believe in our truth at a time when few
held on to their faith. hwu.l»owuwmbdlmmdnﬁlmu
especialy when you knew that you had no future.

ing b
atlength,
u.mmuq...m.....fmz of the tactics the resistance was
using. He would postulate that the resistance was teaching people to

negate the efforts of authority, to destroy governmental property, and
to sabotage governmental planning. If Ukraine were ever to become
L g

0 build a law-abiding nation. Orlan would arguc back that it was not

el iaveder that id ot coe eme ot sbowt the individee],
his needs, or his righs. Even without us, Orlan argued, the people would
search for a means to save themselves, as would any individual faced
with extinction.

We

10 get books, since we had lost our library. We had people we knew bor-
row books in libraries, and we discovered that books in Ukrainian were
being replaced with books in Russian. Many of the new volumes were
classics of Russian literature, and we read them with pleasure. | espe-
cially enjoyed the works of the great Russian writers and, over time, |
came to the conclusion that there were two Russias,just as there had
been a double-headed imperial eagle. There was the crucl and uncouth
tyrant who not only pes ey neighbors but also h,u his own peo-
ple in perpetual captivity. The literature I read gave me a glimpse of
ot i o sichy 6, okl colar bogan Yo
understand the source of Russia’s might. It was not simply due to mil-
itary power but also to that ancient and distinguished heritage. In par-
ticular, I remember being enchanted by Mikhail Sholokhov's And Quict
Flows the Don and also the works of Oles Honchar and other writers.
The 1950-51 winter ended quickly with a sudden thaw in carly
March.Since on of the aie intakes was ut n the yard, we asked the
iga ditch onus.
Thcy did as we asked, but the ditch was too small. One day, we heard
a roar and suddenly water began to pour into the hideout. We tricd to
stem the flow, but it was uscless. Soon water began to risc in the hide-
out. There was nothing clse to do except to go above ground. The
entrance to the bunker was in the barn. When we went down into the
hideout, the family placed a bundle of hay in the hole, then covered it
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we had oo,
Mbﬂdm«bulmwd)rhhndkoququﬂnhhw
the layer of easth. We then began to move all our things into the ban.

 and
were at home. We told the boy to keep 2 lookout while we tried to

tell us that two armed MVD soldiers were heading for the house. We
£an into the bar to wait and see what would happen. The two men
went 1o the house and after 2 while came out into the yard. If they
checked the barn, this would be the end of us. Even if we escaped, the
forest was twelve kilometers away, and the MVD would spot us before
we reached it.

et MVD) skl i o ek the ber LSl

en” pwpkmuu-

vvnedtol-pmu or kw- w.mm Soviet intelligence
that these “believers™

ligence, mqu-umahuwanm-mum 1 believe

mmumu..lmommcwd..mmm.mnm.w
of the regime. e, people needed and wanted religion and thirsted for
the word of God. Thus, they tumed to Protestantism, especially to the
Jehovahs Witnesses, for fith and comfort. In Volyn, there were cntire
villages o these *believers.”

had accumlated dui i arrived.
ad

hy:)wdm(hwrohhcfumlvwhguhehndh-mh&wx The gl

fallen in love with a militiaman and had told her lover that her par-
ents were hiding a partisan. The MVD threw a gas bomb in through
the air intake, and Dubovy,recognizing what was happening, destroyed
himself and a recruit he was training with a grenade. The girl and her

were exiled to Siberia.

Dubovy's death, and also that of Smok, who had been sent by the
UPA leadership two years carlicr to revitalize the Volyn resistance, left
the underground without authoritative leadership. Although by this
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needed leaders who were trusted by the people and
'lowu‘dbchﬂﬂlﬂlbtndm
As soon as it became possible, we cfe th hideout for th fors,
April 1 had lost

that he escaped from the MVD in February and made his way t the
hbdmwdds(dmmmhrdﬂymkhmm,md
Nazar speat the restof the winte in Zot' hideout. Now, Nazar

Nazar, Orl
Ummmhuﬂk:hru:mdwﬂummmmlﬂm\ﬂx
ter learned that Nazar was readmitted.

That A
mm-nmnmmammmmu.w
region with many marshes and extensive forests. For a time we lived

above ground in a thicket of willows, while our supplics and the liter-
r. We were

he i He arrived
with his deputy, Zavzity. Both were veteran partisans, having joined
the UPA

In Polisia, partisan lf differed from that in Volyn. Partsans lived
in the forests and marshes, not in or near villages. They spent only a
few months in bunkers, emerging with the fist thaw and not return-

in the year. this lifestyle,
i o g b Rk thi bt patisnce b Vkrm
who spent nearly half of the year living underground. The remnants of
UPA units in Polisia, which was difficult to occupy because of it topog-
raphy, continued to wage open battles against the MVD, whose con-
ol of the area was tenuous.

Keuche, who wassocky,ssng, 10 blond, s how bis wit
ambushed a military bstantial
amount of money that was hﬂng transferred from one base to anocher

“Tlike o fight the old way” he said, “and I'm for fghting until we
gain our frecdom.

Orlan and Krucha spent some time together a the latter gave his
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Subscquently, we rendazvoused with Yaryi, also to obrain his verbal
report on his activities. Yaryi had led the 1950 march by UPA partisans
Bt : g ¢

meant that he was about thirty or a little older. He was well read and

UPA

M:uk.l&mmnlldnutﬂt-dmxdkpnpkhym-w
patriots and often spoke about their dreams for independence from
Moscow. UPA-OUN
ths learned that Osyp Hornowii, who had risen to the post of deputy
of the general secretary of UHVR, had been killed on November 28,
nssmwlmn‘mo«umm,mhmﬁuu
also someone who always found the time to learn about our son and
the fate of our families, and who sent us personal letters together with
the offcial mail.

e the mectings with Yy, we turmed west, crosed the Stye
River in a boat, and
puno{‘uﬂdﬂmmﬂkmlolhﬂeﬁﬁud&vﬂl‘gﬂsuﬂ,n

of Kovel.

«mmmm.mmmmﬂmmmm
Orlan did not again return to the hideout. | eventually joined him in
the forest. The plan was that At would escort us east. We would cross
the region around Zhytomyr and then, hopefully, settle in the area
near Kyiv, Ukraine’s capital, where the underground had established a
base.

At had lost his wife the year before and had not recovered from
the tragedy. She had been observed by the MVD, and the enemy tried
to capture her. She held offthe enemy with a machine gun until it ran
out of ammunition, then took her lfe with her pistol.

As we continued to move east, Orlan received mail that informed
us that Zavziaty, with whom we met, and Samuil, with whom we had
spent the winter, had been captured by the MVD.

We were moving castward, changing guides every few nights. At
onc of these exchanges we were jos 2 quiet man in his

‘mid twentics, whom At, following his departure, had seat to Orlan to
Orlan Alittle later, At joined.
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One tha
S

him.

We did ince many
Jumldnlglmw:ﬂ-uhdo&amng\mmmnd.
“Tomorrow was the tenth anniversary of the founding of the UPA, and

y
first detachments of UPA were formed in 1942. We reached the forest
about midnight and camped. We made a small fire to keep us warm
since the night was cold. | fell asleep by the fire and woke up when our

were delvering mail. | decided that | would not get up and fel asleep

ened me. As I tred o sit up, I saw that the men were running into the

wi
“What's happening?” 1 whispered and tried to get up, but | must
have momentarily finted.
“I'm dying," I heard someone moan near
Anmulzn«dn«nddmlhnmpuu “The only sound was
and

who had uuptd Pty e

people
‘We still had no idea what had happened. Someone speculated that per-

we had built a fire on top of an unexploded bomb from the war
and the heat had detonated it. Several of the men examined the fire,
but found no crater. Later I learned that everyone thought that we were
under attack and thought that the enemy had lobbed a grenade into the
fire. Everyone had scattered to escape a second salvo.

We next turned to cxamining our wounds. Everyone had becn
‘wounded by shrapnel, some more seriously, some less so. Everyone also
had a hard time hearing. Orlan had a minor laceration. The most seri-
ously wounded was Kolodka, who had been near me. He had been hit
in the chest. I was badly injured in both legs.

Then we counted our number and found one missing, then began
0 search in the darkness. Soon someone found At mutilated corpse
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Hiskglmd-mludh«nbhumnlmdﬁlhnd'-—lﬁ:ﬂy

mmm.whmumuwwmhu
been sitting. This is where the explosion had occurred. We now began
lnm\dcm'hnrhdthrththh

h«nlbambmudtmulﬂ:pd‘n.

wummunnngmuvbbywmpu&--u
At and clear the area so that, when it was searched, the cnemy would.
happened.

digging At grave, ® towash o
wounds.

the ight

began togray. Oc
tion. Themnnoodnknﬂym»dmmmdpndlkwh‘
respects. Th

grave was leveled with the ground, then scattered with fallen

who had worked so hard for the resistance. nm-muhmmh.,
it or say a prayer while knecling beside o v, Thee o be
nothing that would say that he had lived, fought, and sacrificed for his.
friends and his ideals. Tt was unfair.

W left the grave when it was already daylight. Two men sup-
ported Kolodka, while others carried me on a makeshift stretcher. As
we walked, we reconstructed the horrific cvents of the ight. The couri-
ers had becn brought to the campsite by the scouts and had delivered
g o il it T boem v pac KA el Y

by the light of the fire, while At had bcgun 10 unwrap the p«hn He
d one and had taken out the lst of the contents that was
placed on top, then checked the list against the contents. Usaally 1
unpacked packages but, since | was dozing by the fire, At had volun-
teered for the job. Someone remembered that after he had finished
checking the fist package, At had put it to the side and had picked up
the second package. He must have untied the string and opened the
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package, because he was heard complaining that there was no contents
lise.

detonated as At put bis hand into the pack-
age to see what was inside. That is why his body was torn to picces.
Kolodks, who had been standing and tending the fire, had been near-
Atjsnd], v

side of the

h-dmmd-mh:d'dxupim‘m

-muu_yh‘.mdy-m»q-umuumm
had anticipaed that he mail would be brought 0  hideout nd, when

‘one in the hideout but also collapse the hideout and bury alive anyone

‘We marched through the day, preparcd fo the worst, but nothing

way cast to Kyiv had to be put offindefinitcly. What was crucial now.
was to find a hideout for the winter where Kolodka and | could recu-
perate.

My wounds were very severe. They extended up both legs from my
heels to my waist. In addition to numerous shrapnel punctures | was
also burned. Because we had no way of kecping the wounds clean, they
began to fester and spread. Each time the men changed my bandages,

they removed splinters, bits of dirt, and leaves from the raw flesh, and
| was i constant agony: Orlan to kill me with his pistol.

bitsof the insulating material had been pushed into his o
¢ bunker in
forest. 1 begm o get berter but had lost so much weight thar 1 was 2
Eventuall

tide o beathe the cold nighe ai. A the end of November,we received
news that a hideout had been found for s, but we had to travel a good
distance to get o it. Since 1 stll could take only a few steps, the men
arranged for a cart and pulled me to our new winter home.

We were taken to a bunker where 1 nurse, named Zina, began
treating my wounds. She found gangrene and had to burn it o, but
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i two weeks 1 was able to walk again. We spent
a few weeks in another bunker before we were taken to 2 village near
Rivae. Our winter hideout had been dug at a widow’s house. The bunker
was small, low, and

s
and the
ot Wi A But since we desperatcly nceded
place for the winter, we didn't complain. Because the bunker was so
small,

Liuba,
t© have been of|

A Linbs
had been the one who had convinced the widow to permit the resis~

tance to locate a hideout at her house. Liuba came from a family that
h-db«ndcdnmrdbythVD.A[kvﬁxwmhudxrRm-H

while the
adolescent girl reccived ten years. The mother somchow cscaped the
MVD and was hiding with friends. Another sister was constantly
harassed, threatened, arrested, and released.

Since there had not been suficient time to equip the hideout with
food, e b 1oy o pechores, whict e ol coud b S
picion on the widow when she shopped in

The widow had several mucmm..m.,umw.gnm

Someti

avisit, Orlan
why - wclr fghting sgains the Beaherile.
thought for a moment, then said, T know you are fighting

.g...m xh: Soviets who came here and took over. You want America
to come here.” We began to laugh but she continued to look at us puz-
#led, not knowing what was funny about what she had said.

o, dear, we are not fighting for America,” Orlan said in a seri~
ous tone. “We ae not fghtin o cachange one overlord for anothe.
The

s s Vs fighting for a free i e i
ruled by Ukrainians.”

“The first half of the winter passed quietly. Since we had been trav-
cling 50 much in the fall, a great deal of work had accumulated, and
Orlan sat down to deal with it. Then the new year came and
followed. We wanted to leave the hideout as quickly as possible. The
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w;hmnumh-nm-muwamuhb

ered, but we had

nowhere to.
On March 4, e.gmvnm-mmh-um,qu

mzﬂanwe-d.hu.qm-mmmm-u

" At oy st s e e S
arrived in the arca and had camped outside the village. That night we
left our hideout.

We had nowhere to go, and Liuba was not a trained partisan.
Nonetheless, she was the only one who knew the area and the people.
Aftesqueiniag Linba s gt Ol Jecidd ths we wookd g0

where Liuba knew the family. We walked il night and
Ku)wdd\zhumumd;unh‘fmhnlahhuhsdmdz'-
&

we headed for the barn, which had only a partial roof. Some time in
the morning, a woman walked in. She recognized Liuba but refused to
lec us stay in the house the catire day. She told us to go into the forest.
e v Lishy 1 s the st vilag: whons b mrher e 08

Th &
with a blanket or any food.

In the cvening she reappeared and brought us some hot food. But
Orlan would not touch it.

“1 have been in the underground for a long time, but I never met
someone like you who would not even give us a blanket to keep warm,”
ik Yonmakttoreniy o vin S sl sty
e

knew very well why the woman had not give us a blanket. In
11 event the ey b e e ol i she b not

hiding in her barn. A

wortlems. The wocsars afmel. o help e bk maicsbls absctin
Liuba. That night we reached the house of Liuba's aunt. When the
‘woman opened the door and saw Liuba, she almost fainted. Eventually
she came to hersl and told us that when she heard that two women
dicd in the fallen bunk, she was certain that Liuba had been one of
the women. She said that the MVID had been to her house twice to
search for Roman, Liuba's brother, who may have escaped when the
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lmmmnﬂ!ﬂp‘l‘n‘dﬁv&p &mlhmmn
Orlan decided that we

‘would stay the day at her house.
‘When Liuba’ Thea

she began to deny that Liuba was her daughter.
“Mother, get hold of yourself,” Liuba said in a voice I had not

heard before. “You know who I am, and stop being so frightencd.”
Eventually, e

ings that had joined

mnmmu.w«um,mmnumwm

hous.shv—maphnmdwmsmngtomnﬂwkxnhc

wmmmmmmm.@mmmm.hﬂ.wm
gan

o fall so0n. E i
10 go outside, let alone into town.

Everything is getting worse and worse, I thought, as if we were
really reaching the end.

‘We spent the day in the house hiding in the loft. In the middle of
the storm we heard the door open and someone come in. In another
‘moment, we heard someone climbing up to where we were. Orlan
. Liuba and 1 pulled out our pistols. When we saw
the mm face, we were astounded. The man was Roman, Liuba's

from the fallen bunker.

'Dlllmg, vt Linba cradinnd cicd 20 squeeze past us to

-mbrace hi
S silly Orlan ordered, o puting down his weapon. We were

tisans lay frozen in the Wb il et Elnd thi e boe
taken alive and was now being used by the MVD to find others in the
resistance?

Orlan began questioning Roman, who had been wounded during
his escape and now had come for help to where he knew his mother
was staying. I cleaned and bandaged Roman's wound, and he told us
that it would be best if we left during the storm since this village was
not safe. Therefore, we left in the middle of the blizzard. The going



i then
turned numb. i

at & homestead where the people knew Roman. They let us in, and we
climbed up into the loft to get some slecp and get warm. The family.
onsaedof s bombend 0d g B ey o
and many
uxnm:gu«dmklun-y,hrmh:mﬂh-mﬁh-dﬂ_ﬂ,h
ega 1o oy snd cry Affe o k. b cimbe bk op b R
and said we had to leave.

-Ann,n., mm-m.mmmm

The
mmmh.aa.m.k.mma«pmum-xdy

-hrm.w.wm‘u.m..«kunmmnuu

mrmcd.mdheumbehobd-fwumm-ulmw

in
the back, near his spine. The entry hole was already scabbing, and | had
0 open the wound in order to clean it out. The wound was very long,
and T had
nel and clean the wound. Therefor, I tried to clean the wound from
both ends, as far as | could. Roman also had frostbitten toes, since he
had escaped from the bunker barcfoor. The toes had swelled and had
0 be looked after.

While I was dressing Roman's wounds and Liuba was helping me,
Orlan went to talk with the family. The woman still would not agree
0 us staying. Then Orlan said, *If you are so afraid, go and report us
© the village council. You know that MVD troops will arive, and we
will not susrender. You also know that their tactic is t set fire to the
house. They will do s0 to get at us. We will defend ourselves, and your
house s going to go up in Aames. 1f we had our way, we would not stay
with people who are afraid to help us, but we have nowhere to go and
we have  badly injored man with us, 50 we will stay here untilthe snow
starts to melt and we can get out.”

The man and his wife opened their mouth in as
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“What are you saying,” she cried. “No one’s going to report you to
ﬁuMVD ‘Then she added, “We want no harm to befall you. Its oaly
that I'm afrid. So stay untilthe snow melts. Maybe itll mele soon and
there won't be any searches in the meantime.”

‘We could not stay in the loft indefinitely. We had to build some
sort of a hideout. The problem was that so much snow had fallen that
:beﬁmnlyhdmdullmnmlmprwlmﬁwuhwllmlhyud

‘We decided to dig a holc i the barn where we could hide. We all

the regional leader who was wintering there. Dub decided not to leave
uniil there was a dark night again. In the meantime, one of the daugh-

for 4 team train-
ing session. When she did not come home, everyone became worricd
that she had been arrested. Although some of the partisans wanted to
leave that night, Buiny decided that they should wait one more night.
Everyone went to slecp, except for a sentry by a ventilator. Toward
‘morning, when the sentry heard the steps of many feet above him, he
woke everyone. But it was too late. The encmy had already found an
air intake and had begun to dig.

Roman climbed up the ladder to where the house-entrance from
the bunker was located. He could hear that a soldier had entered the

you're

breakfast for the bandits?” he said. Roman climbed down to
report what he had heard. The partisans began to destroy all docu-
ments. They heard the MVD chase the family out of the house and
knew that the house was surrounded by troops. Nonetheless, they
4 opencd
e e e e
the smoke cleared, he began firing at the enemy from his automatic
sifle. The others, also barefoor, since there had not been time to put on
boots, started firing, while the women brought the rest of the weapons
from the hideout. The enemy had placed a machine gun behind a tree
and now opened fire. The battle raged until the house was filled with
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smoke. Some of
the women to clean quickl, whil they used other rifls. Dub was
‘wounded firs. He quietly sank to the ground, then ssid, “Good-bye

of blood

comrades, Im dying.” A few minutes later he died 13 3 puddle.
spread beneath him. This was the first Gme that Roman saw a parti-
2 i snd b v st how by wnd sy Db o

mmhnm&mghmnmn.mmmmauuﬂ
the house instead of toward a nearby forcst where he was afraid the
MVDmi(hlhmwtlnmhuh His rific had jammed, and he had

ey out. Thoos e pustimmswhs il 10 wkap thooogh the

dow died, two near the house and the third as he approached the for-

est. The fifch, Buiny's wife, did not leave the house, and no one knew

‘whether she had been shot or took her own life. The second woman,
3 hop-

We interrupted Romaris sory o el i that we had beard that
d days before being tracked d

she had

an spent the day in the forest, barefoot with only a shirt on
his back. His toes and nose were frostbitten, and by night he was run-
ning a fever. He was lucky that he heard someone drive into the
and he recognized a man who had come to gather wood. e
him t0 his
planing 10 leave the following night. The family had a b huy\-hn

on around him. I the morning, his mother would not et hin go out
t0 play, but she had to leave to get something in the village and locked
the child inside. Sometime in the afternoon, the boy's uncle came to
the house, and the boy told him about the stranger who was staying at
the house

Roman listened to the boy tell his uncle how his mother had ban-
daged the man's wound, also that the man carried a gun—so Roman
knew he had o leave. He spent the following days with friends, but
since the MVD now knew his identity and was hunting for him, he
could not stay in any house for any length of time. His search for a lace
0 stay brought him to the village where he knew his mother was hid-
ing, He visited h
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e
u-nmmdhubdhuwyhckwunduﬂmmhtm
coming, But for some reason his mother had said nothing to us sbout




13. The Last Months
of Freedom

Finally the terrible winter ended, to be remembered as the hard-
est winter we had spent in the underground. We left our it hideout

T
secking refuge. Many partisans lived in the forests during spring and.
summer to escape MVD ambushes and the furious searches of the vil-
Tages and homesteads.
nd R

mm¢mof.mkwpmmm

We spent Easter in the forest and shared what food Roman and
Orlan (who had never before had to go searching for provisions) man-
aged to solicit among the villagers. Easter in 1952 was a lovely day, the
forest quiet and pensive s if nature iself was observing the resurrec-
tion of Our Lord. As we sat eating the gruel and black bread the men
had brought back, I thought of all the other Easters in my life, and |
grew sad that we had no one else to share the holy day with.

Later that spring, we moved further north where we knew 0o vil-

food as 1 could haul back. I carried my pistol in my pocket on these
excursions and would have sed it if the militia stopped me for ques-
tioning. Finally, Orlan was able to reestablish contact with other par-
tisans, including Nazar. Nazar told us that Kolodka had been killed in
bush on Easter

“The mail that Orlan received contained a leter from Lemish that
summoned Orlan for a conference. Thus, Roman and Liuba joined a
group of local partisans, while we made plans to go south. Just before

170
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our departure, we heard the ominous sounds of  distant batte and
Late that day,

us. He told us that the cnemy had ambushed his group and, as he and

the others tried to break through the encirclement, Liuba had been

Killed.

Nazar and two other partisans escorted us on part of our journey
souh. Thi was o difren Nezs, v, i, ad itropective, o if

MVD. It
mdwm:hah&mbqnmnuedwhmnd:hukd-‘m
he had endurcd when the enemy dragged him from village to village
had left a festering wound on his soul. He may also have believed that
he no longer was completely trusted, and this stigma hurt his pride. |
think 1 understood more fully than the others how he fet, since  also

'nxefxu)ul

Orls im for help went a long

Tlfworth. The change was wieored i is fce, which becam Jse

grave, and his conduct grew more
Orhnlpolinmnkhthﬂdnfm:mh(mfumkmilhnm

him to be aware of what was going on throughout Volyn and

Pliia.Forthat reasn, we seldom stayed in one place for any length

of time, the annual overwintering in a single bunker being the excep-

tion. From the mndpmnrnlulnywnwblhryzmwdhxh positive

haay certainty.
lhnwtvwlmmypwplc.am‘g'hand\cumldk:mkm
would eventually betray us. Perhaps our mobility and our srict secu-
rity when we were overwintering enabled us to escape capture for so

5
Since Orlan traveled extensively, many people in the underground
knew him and liked him. He had the gift of intuitively understanding
whattroubled th perion with whom he was convesing and was able
the
uestion of why he should give up his lf fo  caus tha, m wsz was
lost. Every member of the resistance belicved totally in the righteous
it cause, yet it was casier for a rank-and-file partisan to con-
inue his struggle if he also believed in his leader. When circumstances
grew even more difficult, when it seemed that there was no way out,
people tended to look to Orlan for both inspiration and a solution.
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further south, and we parted with him. Our new escorts took us to the.

village of Pivche, where we met with Ulian. Ulian had joined the OUN
the war i i

ﬁ-xmhnmumpdapn(hmﬂn-w!dk_
into th pr

pleted, we again sct out with a new group of partisans. We numbered
o g a4 o ek s AL

our relationship for most of that year.
agt, condected

other people, we had repressed all personal expressions. We loved each
other, trusted each other and were each other’s best friend. Yet Orlan

“This was done:
50 that the solitary partisans '}qummmth th us, guard-
ing ..-,mpm. s, risking thei livs fo us, did no fel Iet out o
diffcalt, b

Teventmllylesroed 0 do s sad als 10 to whatever cir
comrtace 1 fund syl in 1 hink et he aed 1 had o ponk Y
osc around us, and I think that is why those who were

prr
ot g e it S,

Ao the ) chmpie of ove v med it ot POFANS
trusted and respected died around us, we became more dependent on
each other for moral support. Yet, because T was his wife, Orlan did not
feel that it was my place to have 4 vote in decision making when it con-

He would
his say, but when 1 wanted to add my opinion, he became annoyed.

“You don't go out to make contacts. You don't build hideouts. You
don't carry the largest loads. Since you do none of these things, don't
have opinions on these matters,” he would scold when we were

Atfirst, I was hurt by his atitude, then annoyed, and finally angry.
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He did not leave for work in the morning while I stayed at home. His
work was pat of my life. It determined my life, and I was completely
s vk Thos ] e i the e b coomid snd
I.Ill-uplm differences came to a head the night before he

mm.ma.,.mmm.-mu.mom.mm,m

Only in the morning did we return inside, and then the conversation
turned 10 ordinary housckeeping matters. We bad 2 short-wave radio
often

As we discussed how to get it fixed, | oficred a suggestion.
“Dori bt into hing that dtconern you.” Oran sddenly
tuzedon e T headded.

et e »
(e suggestions don't count,” I, in my turn, said to Ulian.

Immediately, 1 felt ashamed of my rtort. I think Orlan also felt
ashamed. But we were too angry and could not find a way to resolve
our differences before his departure.

When the time came for him o leave, everyone weat outside o
w!uxﬂduypodbyemurhorfnnhrodmud. you are so
unhappy with your lie with me, we

lwmﬂ:mdﬂdmmumwmm
Ulian who was willing to have me spead the coming winter in his
bunker

“Fine," | said. “T'll do that.”
We hook bands i paing, i we ere ssngers Tievae e

first time
lhnofukmwhﬂhﬂ)ﬁwwldm-lm,:ndnlhrdd,mn

find me among the living. He was barcly out of sight, and |
nmmmmwmummmmm the knowl-
edge that we had parted in anger became 4 stone on my heart. I won-
dered whether, if we survived and saw cach other again, we would find
a compromisc and a common language.

1 spent the entire summer in the hill country. I acted as a secre-
fary for Ulian and cooked for e partisans that came and werv. Our

il
was nearly three Morcorer,
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the MVD often set ambushes by the stream. Rain, the patter of rain-
drops, was music to my ears. We would immediately put out buckets
and fill them with rainwater.

- Ulian and 1 seceived mail from Orlan. From the

time, too.
onn.hun.mdmdu-p-lmkl--.on-n-l-
Healso

“Come, I miss
ymu@-qrhm'hhu:ud;uymum.p

o understand that the postscript had been added to show how open
minded he was. The leter said something clse;that he missed me and
wanted us o spend what days were letin our lives togecher.

1 wascertsin you would come, were his irst words when he saw.
me that fll.

1 recorted.
*I realize that,” he said, and we both smiled, happy to be together

again.
Orlan had met with Lemish, and I was cager to hear him describe

movych, representative of the ZP UHVR in exile, had made his way
ek Ukenin ol i el

Orlan and Lemish had also decided that Orlan would move his
activity to the Knmelnytskyi and Vinnytsia cblares the following year.
Resistance in those arcas had been developed slowly by Ulas, the head
of the Podilia resistance. Am..,o.uu.)..d;_mumvnm.-
nytsia to mect with 2 contact. As he was the rendezvous
point, MVD agents jumped him. Comered and seeing that his situa-
tion was hopeless, Ulas tried to shoot himself but oaly sustained a
wound. He was taken to 2 hospital in Kyiv and did not die



13. The Last Montbs of Freedom 175

Ulas was  very sgificant catch for the MVD, They weated him
“peaceful” I

Soviet authority. The upshot of these conversations was that Ulas said
the

d in Kyiv.
W}.ml.emnhwnmhuqdmmywom he noted that Ulas

what he had done. Lemish asked Ulss to stay with him that year, and
Mw:m.mmmmmmwm

P Uit other on the national consciousness of the population
of eastern Uksaine. In April 1952 Ulas set out again for the eastern

ops, they
Betinsssewaind by MVD troope; srecyons was prosemmed dasdy
although the MVD may have taken prisoners. What Lemish wanted
Orlan to do was to reestablish the links that had been severed with
Ulas's capture and subsequent death. He asked Orlan to make contact
and meet with the disrict leader, Sk, in the Khmelnytskyi province.
& Fle taid Leinish hadnged

ngmﬁuntly and was ill, had lost most of his teeth, but was morally
upbeat about the resistance. Although Lemish knew that the struggle
‘was ending, he believed that the ideal of nationhood had been spread

10 the population and one day would bear fruit. He belicved that the
ic with the death i become.

arose again.

‘We spent that winter getting ready for our move to the Khracl-
nytskyi province and preparing the subsequent issues of the two mag-
azines Orlan edited and published. Many days we went hungry, since
the food that had been delivered to the bunker ran out when the win-
ter was only half over.
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In March,
tyrant,” we shouted in glee.
s ol
will follow,” Orlan predicted correctly.
euw!mplmtdmlsuhn-pdﬂd,hwll-h"h
his death would have litele affect on us. There would be a struggle in
the Kremlin The vietor woad make cverture 0 the peoples prmio
ing an carthly paradis frre

nolwlalltlpwpkwbnupdwmﬁuumﬁmﬁ_
Our antirude toward the new dictator would also not undergo change.
‘Thus, we had no illusions that the death of Stalin would make any
difference in our struggle.

The pople of Western Uknin recivedthe news of Sl desh
th open joy. Fist, ec; thon thay!
became more defiant. They gathered in groups on the streets, they
laughed. Some joked, saying that if the authoritics would permit it
‘Western Ukraine radio stations would play music for“an international
dance fest” and not funereal melodies Yet, just as we did not expect
changes for the beter,neiher did the populaion. The daughter of the

tache.
In mm»rmmr@mﬁmw\umm
srucks filled with MVID troops had diven into the vilsge. The
pefrrie
a new hunt. The searches began the following day. mmp.-w
divided into groups, and cach searched very thoroughly in the section
assigned them. They dug holes, ripped up excavated
oot sl I o beee 1l e potasoesthtthe iy d put
fo he wintesweee oot o the e This md o fcnly o
. since the entrance to
and the entrance itself was hidden under a pile of potatoes.
Searches were also underway in neighboring villages. Villagers
remmm‘( from town were stopped and their packages ined.
thonght i wookd be e e o g0 o ke forest, but we

did n ambus
mcmmkna.mmm.m.omkwm;m&m,ud.-a-
. Thus, O

we would not leave.
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Ow et i 10 spec-ou g W v il
weck. Then, abruptly one morning, Ihe

continued for
MVDld!annuchm( remaining inc
in which we were hiding. 1¢ secmed thee the MVD'ssadden depastare
saved us from di

In Apsil, Chumak, whom we hd met when he served as Ulia's

coming
Halychyna in a forest massif that was on the border berween the
A ‘ $

since the previous September. My legs had become unaccustomed to

given t the couriers, and we returned that night 10 our bunker. | was
glad that we were moving. I knew that life would be very difficult in a
province that had been under Soviet rule since the creation of Sovict
Ukraine in 1923, yet we both wanted to see that part of Ukraine very

. We also were convinced that work had to be done during this
historic time following the death of Stalin.

Toward the end of May, we moved into an old bunker in the for-
est. Two partsans arrived to assist us, as Orlan prepared to meet with

3 pr
with us.
coming from the south, but the meeting did not materalize and they
returned to us alone.

Two days later, the MVD put on exhibit in a nearby town the
corpses of two partisans. After obtaining more details we decided that
these were the men with whom we had planned to meet. But the death
of these two partisans raised more questions than gave answers. For
some time now, the MVD had not been in the habit of displaying the
corpses of partisans, in order not to reveal whether the dissppearance
of men meant that they were dead or taken prisoner. When we did not
know what had happened to our men, all contacts ceased—and were
renewed only afier new plans and meeting dates were formulated

altermate plans were always made for a sccond attempe at contact. The
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second meeting with Skob was set for June 2. That meeting was suc-
ful i

pre-

dezvous Skob refused to go without his protection, and our partisans
had decided to disregard Orlan's dircctive. They reported this and
- . pecs

their repor,

movements. Sxmmhldmwlyofd:wmm-.wbﬂhﬂ&sﬁu

nhndwummu.bmsm..aumom.qd
mnofsm-huam,,omnwmmumw
identit
A-mnnmsmmmMImunahm
ds.

“To be more accurate, l.ltynlhdud!-thﬂe«d.Wrmlq'-l

jibe with reports we had received from our men sent there. Our men.

uniforms. These new arrivals were well fed and well dressed.
"hat sferoce,however Ol culled e wide s wld e e
e had decidd tat we o go cas. When we camped e in

wm“mnmmmnunﬁmﬂmmmwmm.“km

\nhr Russian song.
“You are loakmg at death here,” one of them remarked, “while we
are Tooking at life.”

.ndvoummmuuymg-mmmlmn,mpm 1 remarked.
bere,"they
explained.

‘We could not leave immediately since Orlan was expecting mail
from Lemish. While we waited for the couricrs, Orlan prepared his
report on his meeting with Skob. Since we had to w
Skobs two companions were sent back to thei
and T retumned o our bunker

s e, T bgin ol snd bocem sasracing WA
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He was thin and almost bald with just a fringe of blond hair. His eyes
darted about, never quite resting on any one object. It was his eyes as
wll s bis dandy-like: manscrisnsand oher e dfinable i that

llﬂd»hnpk-nmnpo-hk

hcw—plmwlmuhn\wbln Helhnmydnlmnmp
ground, which Orlan refused. Like his men, Skob talked freely about
his work, and Orlan reprimanded him for such candor.

Skob carried some unusual items in his backpack. He had a new
aylon shirt, and his towel wasalso new and haod-embroidered. Since

ths

 had embroidered the towel for him. He also had a razor. (Orlan used
i 3 v,

difficult.) | mentioned this to Skob.

“We encounter no diffculty in obtaining razors,” Skob said airily.

On June 6 our men recurned with letters from Lemish. I was in
the habit of watching Orlan's face as he read the mail. I now saw that
the letter carried very bad news.

“What s it | asked

“ L T g
had captured Vasyl Okhrymovych and had taken from him 2 list of

resistance contacts. Lemish also gave his blessing to Orlan’s departure
east with Skob, and we got ready to leave.
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Thad a dream on the last night we spent in the bunker—the nig
of]nlysldcumnhnlw|m-d151Saphi-'CuhdnhnKyu
1 looked 1 found myself alone up in the choir loft. T
amwdlk{muﬂmhﬂ&d not find them interesting.
The cathedral was dark and somber, more like an cmpty theater than
kit T ied v mber iy T d o b O R

discovered

ummhmlmholdm‘mbxl.lkn-z-:nhudvh 1 woke up

trembling.
ldmlbel\mmdtnm‘.buuhnmﬁmw-mvmd.ndﬁ

i el o 1 -mama whether the church had been an
allegory for Although 1
or the rumm\mm of ragedy, | 1old no one sbout my dream.

Four of us set out that evening—Orlan, Shob, Chamak, and L
Chumak, one of Ulian's most trusted men, had been Ordan
10 maintain the contat becween him and m.... B iy months.
Chumak

ke Chumak would

retun to Volyn.

During the first night, two other partisans, who worked under
Ulian and whom we had met several times before, accompanied us.
When the time came for us to part, I found it very difficul to say good-
bye o them. The sadness that 1 had felt since | awakened from my
nightmare scemed to intensify, and | knew that either their or our time
was about up.

On the third night of our trck, we hecame separated from Skob.
He had been walking so quickly that suddenly he was gonc. Since he
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was the only one who knew the way, we stopped. Orlan and I waited
‘whill Chumak, who was younger and ot as tired as we were, hurried
ahead to catch up with Skob. Chumak found Skob, and we reached the
agreed on mecting point at daybreak.

berween him and us.
“You disobeyed my orders,” Orlan said sharply to Skob. I old you

2 something. A litte later he suggested that Chu-
ik 1 thenewomercamp epaaeybcaie ut group bd groen
plan, and the

e both Orlan and 1 noticed that, despite Skobs concern for
secrecy, he and his men were careless in their movements and had not

and left a tail that the enemy could casily discern.

*You need to be much more careful,” Orlan admonished them
again. My worries surfaced ancrw. These men were like no partisans |
knew. i

The new arrivals had brought white bread for breakfast. What lux-
ury, I thought. Even on Esster we had not caten soft white bread. Orlan
and 1 sat down and ate with gusto, because both of us were hungry.
Almost as soon as we were inished, | felt slecpy. I looked at Orlan and
Rt g o, too. I remember putting my things under my head
fjusting my olster so that it would be within easy reach.

o il of o eep T reberthinking "Who se chse men”
lenly one of the men was shaking me and telling me to wake

up.
1 sat up. “Is something wrong? Are we under attack?” I asked in

“You are enemy agents,” the man replied, "and you are under
arrest.”

1 was fully awake instanely. | looked at Orlan. Skob was unbuck-
lm| Olay holser where e kep his evolver. Orasrepesting il

T reached for my pistol but the hoster e mbockied e
slept.

“Are you crazy? What are you doing?” Orlan e desandiag
Apparently be had no yet grasped what had happene:
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“Don't you understand?” 1 cried. “We fell into  trap.™
s, you did,” one of the men said. “We're with the MVD. Don't

ry 0 ccape. You worltsucceed,” he warned as L struggled.“We've been

waiing for you several days. This foret s surrounded by troops.™

in what you think is the worst possible nightmare. There are so many
ﬁdm,.ms,m-mmmm crowd against cach otber, 5 you

mma.wmmmmmumnmmdf-
control. 1 ook back at that moment as the worst in my life, more ter-
rifying than death itself. Yet, even as these emotions swept over me

al wrickling in dirty
from their forcheads and down their faces and necks. Their s,
together into scowls, nonetheless trembled. I saw in them the epi-
tome of Judas, and | tumed to Skob and cried, “Judas,” then spit into.
his face.

He et b b 0 e the e s i bk | “There was.
0 Judss. There was no Christ,” he sai

1-..mmm|..m.m..wxm.nmmm

After Orlan and 1 were tied oo ofthe men o, prebeby 8
report that the deed had been don.

“Shoot us” Orlan said, turming to Skob. “Do at lest one thing.
that’s honest. You know who we are and what we are. Tell your masters.
thet o iod w mcape”

h, no,” the man called Oles replied. “Do you think I like m
i Do you think] yiinly spesd o do chis | promised to
you v i cxchange for my roodom. You mm.uhuu
Ulas' pliy
by trying to rationalize his betraya to himself and us.
Yet I think that Skob and Oles clearly understood what they had
done, a least i the first few moments when we confronted them. So
many “strange” things that | had noticed about them were falling into
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’he‘:nhnyhnnhmmdlhmskpbam:d.humsdm!pld

‘me Oﬂmwhxlwwdmmﬂ.n-imMr-vvudl

Skob had met and for those in Ulians district who had been assigned

stll e and to whom Skob could lead the enemy. The possibilities
were disastrous. If Skobis ole in our capture went undiscovered, he

be able 1o show the MVD the line to Ulian and from Ulian all the way

1T cxamined my husband mare closly. He had lost much weigh.

belhndhﬂ:-mhh-hndnndmxhlmp: Hin own hed il hina

'Weh.wbgﬁmnymduru.lmm Orlan said. “We are

been caught, but no one has been betrayed the way you have betrayed

s
“1 was arrested,” Skob replied. *I didn't go to them on my own.

Those people who ac i the West, the members of UHVR, they v sold
out to the Americans. They're getting fat, while back here we're living
like animals and dying for 4 lost cause. I'm no fool to dic for nothing.
No*

*Scum,” Orlan spat at him. “Almost every member of the UHVR
who didn't go into exile is dead, and you know it. You say you're not
going to dic for nothing. Don' you know what the others dicd for?
Don't you know why they're dying in prisons and in the gulag? Don't

et in the camps than living underground,” Oles said.
Bur' Skob interrupted him. “Yes, it tru that most of the leaders
are dead. But.
stopped listening to him. | was looking around me, regaining my
self-control. The worst was already behind me. I had passed from free-
dom into captivity and had not gone mad. The moment of realization
was behind me. What I had been horribly afraid of had happened; |
was no longer frightened. A person is afraid as long as there cxists an




184 Thousands of Roads

ota but once hope is gone, there is no longer any reason to
be afiaid. | think Orlan's thinking was paraleling my own. Our eyes

moments together. Skob and Oles were not worthy of our atten-
tion. We looked at each other with love in our cyes and anguish on our
faces.

“Be brave, Maria,” he said. “Our time had to come.”

“The firs person to come was  tall man, gray-baired, i his fifes.
colored jacket

nlh:,hnnk.Hewnn-nn. fingers on his right hand and,
because of this ddurmmhnlhndluﬂhk Illlllllll*-.“

His deputy who accompanied him also wore the summer uniform of
the MVD; he was younger, shorter, and heavier.
“Good afternoon, Orlan," the tall man sad in Russian. A victori-

We regarded the appearance of the MVD offcer with studied
indifference. Although | was outwardly calm, thoughts were churning
f\mmnlymndzmvbmiWehulﬁ‘knmmlwmd'mld-ﬂh

his most important documents, including a note pad filled with dates
of fature meetings and their locations. | knew that he carried several
important letters, including the most recent mail from Lemish. 1

ishis last
Jore, 1nd 1 hd lcmoe e v him thet b shoud descoy tht e
18 toon s poible ince we wer i 8 wrain we did no know end

 But |
Vioew bow e daied it when Linterfred in maters e thought did

ing that 1
hands of the MVD, mmdwamdmhnmd”mhmu-

the leter up or burned it. | should have said something, since 1 had a
remosiion et eomerking canarophic vasshont 0 hppen Again

embered
ety wwes uugn—why et pay awention to
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shese signs? “Licle hings tend 10 30d upinout sitation and become

Whyhdlmlhmd vammorhn’lﬂhxdu-d
something, perhaps that conversation would have changed our fate
Wiy had Ocantted Shob, khowgh be Bl bd uosiced dvia-

answer was not overly complicated. 1 had seen this before: lr.m
wymunbdmmﬂhu‘ N pe M g gl

Mmmﬂvdﬂm“m&dwqﬂmdﬂmm

that illusion. 1 did ‘cxamine it with a critical ye, because |
mmmmw&k-ﬂmmwm
through the Zhytomyr province no longer existed, because all the con-
tact people were dead. The only line left to the castern provinces was
this one, created by Skob afier Ulas’s death. Lemish had spoken favor-
e whet Eael “Ulas had
Iﬂdhn_mm&ﬁmrhmuhnmdshhmymmedm
from our scrutiny. Orlan had artributed Skob's unusual possessions and
ﬁecwb:lm(cmdmmlhtfmmuwdnmmknd.ﬁmlnn
the as.In fact it was cxacly the apposic. Moror  couricr who hd
, but some-

how Orlan had ﬁ-pmn roirdmereriy

‘What had happened to Chumak? I had forgotten about him. The

MVD must have donc to him what they did to us, or worse. In 3 way,

. He was. lead
the enemy back, back t Ulian, and from Ulian, back all the way to
Lemish. I never saw Chumak again. I think the MVD took him away
separately.

Someone exchanged the ropes around our wrists for handeuffs. We
were led out of the forest and onto a dirt road where two cars waitcd.
Orlan, the MVD officer, Skob, and another MVD agent got into the
firstcar. | was pushed into the back seat of the second vehicle, where
the MVD deputy and two other agents

BRIt o gt sad v i ey
ing bundles of wood from the forcst. These peaple were skinny and
bent over. They wore rags, not aylon clothing that Skob had told us
was easily available. When we passed them they looked at s with fright-
ened eyes, as if they had been caught “stealing” the wood. | couldrit keep
silent.
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“You certainly havt created a paradise on carth,” I said to the
agw,,ﬂnmkmliumumqhi.uh'—.u

'Wdl.ywm&,ummmgdmum he replied. It takes
um-fn-uwmmwb.dmmx reconstruction,
things will start getting better.

“Really?” | ssid with irony dripping from my voice. “The nation
mam-.ﬂwwnymrym..sm.‘uqmmm,u.-pe
s e i
war. Look at the thick waists you have. You can hardly walk.”

He did not answer, although 1 saw from his expression that my
words had hit their mark. He was not only short but also round and.

ded rab-nd.'n,

tongue.
After passi mullam:wlhlkllrh
mxidknfaﬁddHmlmmldmgnmmlhth«lmlmﬁorhl
He and I sat in the middle, while Skob and an MVD agent guarded.
the doors. The MVD officer sat in the front, next to the driver. Orlan.
badbeen Mine had
been handcufied in the front and | was more comfortable. When the
MVD officer noticed this, he told the agent to handcuff me with my
hands in the back.

‘We again drove on side roads, not on the main : Through
the window I saw tall wheat, the stalks heavy with grain, ready to be.
harvested. Then we drove through a village. It was 50 poor that the
contrast between the bounty of the land and the poverty of the people
wasstriking. The houses were not houses, but huts. None had a yard or

Western
truly the land of the kulaks. The people had tried to make the bl
their situation. The houses were whitewashed and the windows sten-
ciled. A riot of flowers and sunflowers grew around the huts.

Despite our capture, both Orlan and I watched the countryside
unfold beyond the car windows with undisguised interest. | wanted to
grect the people we saw, stop, and get to know them, not merely pass
them in an anonymous automobile. Insi squeezed against
each other so much o that my hands and legs weat aumb. | glanced
sideways at Orlan and saw that he had regained his normal composure,
although his brow was knotted and he was worried. I thought he was
going over the things he had brought with him and which items would
be used to harm others in the underground. When the MVD agents
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began talking among themselves, he whispered to me, “Allis lost; Lem-
ish i planning (0 come here.”

i, but the noticed.
and told us not to converse. Although he was siting up front, he had
‘half-turned his body so that he could watch both of us. I think Skob
had noticed earlier that we were communicating with each other but
had decided not to say anything. He had done his part already.

in, I fct faint. That's what Lemish
have written to Orlan in that last lette I had seen Orlan reading. The
Lemish. For a while

Lemish had his hideout.
“Your appetite’s too great,” Orlan replied. “No, | don't know.”
From the conversations among the MVD agents, | began to picce

wmm,mmmm.mrmmmmwmm
o g .

m(m.numvommmm‘nm This had
Wm«u-mm-mwmmwn As s reward, the
MMSbbtmﬁmnmfmntnkmebcnl Skob
SO oy b duscying o pedsspnd ot w7 in e
Khmelnytskyi mp.mn(v.,n It was possible, I soon
realized, that Shohwunwpmn for the deaths of Ulas and the ten
partisans that had accompanicd him. That suspicion did not surfice as
we listened to conversations in the car. Only later, when | saw Orlan
one more time, did 1 learn that Ulas had planned to rendezvous with
Skob on his return from Lemi
During the long journey in the automobile, the agents relaxed and
RO Rl w iy
You'l s some f the fsh you ot i he nderground”the
MVD offcer sad to Orlan. “We'lfecd you wel

L
our hun.hl 1 hld 0 eat smelly meat and crackers. They didn't even
have water.

Up to now Orlan and I had ignored Skob. But his comment made
me furious. I turmed to Orlan and said extra loudly, “The dog forgot
how he once lived. Now he's surprised. 1 guess he prefers drinking
human blood than mbblmg on crackers.”

Skob.
ishly: Then the MVD H-emir quietly, “Dogs want tolive also”
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At that, Skobis smile became even more stupid.

Othnlhnkhndmmdblmbmuu(nl‘h“l.-b
was not used to riding in a car, became nauseated. The MVD refused
0 let me go to the bathroom, so I vomited on the ofic loor.

Orln nd e seprsted.n the e prion, mation ik

me, including my
mw.mmmwmummu
me t0 2 bathroom where | was told to bathe. After that 1 ws taken to
an empty cell. A guard brought a mattres filled with hay and 2 toilet
bucket. So this is how a cell looks, I thought. Later, somcone passed

bage soup that 1 did not bother to cat.
1 wied to figure out what was going on outside. I was not certain
whether ther wasa factory nearby, or whether someone was building

s
1500 fet as if someone was hmvl(ugonlhelnlmd!-mﬂlﬂ.
When the guard came, | gave him back the uneaten food.
“Why didn't you have something®" he asked kindly in Ukrainian.
Later he helped me carry the heavy toilet bucket to the door.
1 Tlayd: o & beaty, dotgt

slecp.

ki
0 get ready. | had no idea what that order meant since I had nothing
except the loose prison coat. It was almost dusk when | was taken into
] e oty TP & o o

similar prison coat to the one 1 had on, was led out of the building, he
said, smiling sadly, “That outfic makes you look like a purse.”

A few ety o MVID ol s s, whi il
big, strong, and husky, came out of the prison office. The MVID offcer
bad changed s an clegunt gry i, while bis companion wore the

Later | lcaned that this man was the head of the MVD in Kyiv Two
MVD agents brought up the rear. They all smelled of vodka and
in a good mood. I guess they had been celebrating their success.

“Good evening,” they said to us.

“Good evening,” Orlan replied, but I said nothing.

Ok v 5 gl il T o R
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other. B o . MVD
irplane. “Where are you taking us?” Orlan asked.
'roxmumumdsuqiy
“Your of secing Kyiv, of wetting your feet in the
Dupm,l.MMV'Doﬁa(-ui.Dd ever think that your
a:um.-uldmmm.@myr
Orlan ignored his mocking commen. He tumed to me and said,
“You thought you would never sce the capital
'Andnwnwﬂlmdmmmﬂdu"lmpktedhnl}m@r

inserted himself into ous conversation. Bothn(ymunnllymn(
Th
Tlxbmn«lmwlldmmumdby large table that was surrounded
with upholstered chairs. The aft section was with rows of
‘upholstered seats, and clean white curtains hung at the windows.
They put us on opposite sides of the airplanc, uymsd\n-:hnqh
would wan to look out the window at the land below us. I

- memory
QR Bk e i cnly w1 s s
our situation. | knew that nothing could be changed and that I had to
reconil myelf 0 out fte. I did ot wan o chink sbout the fuur,
St ittt
o

Y tink
ht'llb@ngmc 10 be stoic, not break, and at the same time he was
saying good-bye. I tried to answer him with my eyes. | tried to tell him
not to worry about me. I would withstand what lay ahead; I would not
betray him. Our abductors saw what we were doing and led Orlan away
to the front section. Only then did 1 glance out the window and saw
below me a sea of lights. We were lying over Kyiv.

At the airport, we were put into separate cars and driven into the
city. I did not even look out the windows. | no longer cared about my
surroundings or what would be done to me. I had only one resolve: |
‘would not break.

Th

Khreshchatyk,

“Now turm anto the Naberezhna,' the MVD agent told the drver
We were being shown the city. | guess they were giving us a taste of
what lfe in this city was like. On the strects we saw crowds of people.
but all | could think was, *How many of us had been taken already on
this tour? How many more will be after us?”
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When we were on-Lenin Street, | asked the MVD officer where
the Lenin Museum was, since | new hat that building was previously
th

1918-22 independence in Eastern Ukraine).
But I think he disccrned my intent in asking that question. “You'l
see that later,” he replicd. “Therc's plenty of time.
‘Then he added, T heard that Lemish would like o see the museum
also. Perhaps you will help him get his wish?”
“No, I won't” I replied.

my guards. We waited in the car for such a long time that I dozed off.
think it was way past midnight and the city beyond the walls had fallen
silent. Some time later, someone woke me up, and 1 was led into the
build p

Tlooked fin it i
i ot myhnlnmmbndlndﬁllu‘mmyih‘“ﬂl-ﬂ

eyes wide and staring I looked like an escapee from 2 home of the

ey Although 1 did not care what my inquisitors would think of

noncthel

of Strokach, the minister of sccurity. He wore a general's uniform and.
g bbb dok: H e b s s, wid S
fac

ips,it sccmed that the tecth wanted to esape his mouth. Sitting

on it s o he dosk ere th heado of the rgienst MVD o K
and Khmelnytskyi.

Strokach motioned with his hand for me to take the chair in front

of his desk, 50 1 sat down. A moment later someone else entered the

i 1 Talmost

d around, th i aredl " P
tioned me or who was in the room. Just as before, these men smelled
of liquor and were in 4 good mood, pleased with the “quarry” they had
caught. And why shouldn't they be pleased with themselves, I thought?
Moscow will reward them.
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“Well, then, you tricked us,” were Strokachis first words.

1 had been prepared for something like this and had my answer
ready. “I didn'e trick you. You let me go.”

Rt et o g Wy ich s s 0 con-

your husband to cooperate wit
'Wd,lmﬂn\mhm!\ﬂdhmwﬂyﬁm(dmhy
pened and he made the decision.”
Strokach did not reply to this, but asked me if | knew Lemish.
“No," I said.
“Do you know how to contact him?"
Nod

“Do you know how to contact Ulian?*"

*1 didnit even know the contacts o the next diserict. Those were
not things that concerned me.

’Dnywlmvwbn!Orknklu‘hudﬁm"

u.mm,d “Both you and Orlan must realize your posi-
BRI e e i i o e

only chance for survival is to be reborn, md.unmpmpk of
course, you would nced to make amends to the government, exculpate
mmmuwmmm And this time we will not

You will have
w© hap s liguidat the underground.”

1949 and had
observed while I was being questioned by the general in charge of the
Lviv region. He was very handsome and thercfore memorable, but |
never learned his name.

1 nodded.

“You changed a great deal,” he said. “Lost a great deal of weight.”

“Of course she lost weight! How couldrit she have, living in those.
forests? What did they think they could accomplish?” the MVD offcer
who arrested us said and laughed.

1 said nothing.

Their good mood suddenly evaporated. Strokach picked up the
telephone and summoned someone. Soon a guard came in. He had
face as fiat as a plate and iny, evil eyes.

The guard led me to a small, windowless room that was like a cage.
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reeearid
A tiny bench, mml.h.-u:-.snmdmunn.muvn

came
cell was much larger, clean, and had 3 polished wood lor. From the
marks on the floor, | deduced that this room had once held four beds.
an,mwndymwhdwmeolh“m&nh,
& mastrss 4nd bed lnens. On the opposte wall was » copbound for

on the wall, a tiny wir

and demand, “Turn around. T can't see your face.

Th ) . I i
bad defrersd s 0 the cneny: Deyighe baly eneed drcegh i
ig

il prion alive, There was no point in ssking Gods b i
He was powerless in this place ruled by human brutality. 1 bel
You," I whispered. °T believed in Your infinite justice, but You -M m

ven grant me
much? We didnt ask for a long lifc or a happy life, oaly an honorable
death. Didnt Orl
himself. Do You really exist, God?"

Crushed by despair, | was reckoning my score with God, as the
criminal on the left side of the crucified Christ had done on Golgotha.
Thad believed Hi i formal
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cpthe s dvin e gh ket s bang kBt
what? What was I going to suspend the o By
Thad to think

mddmdnv.h.

iy thmMrmylxﬁ,mythmﬂm llvm

illage, to my home,
solace in t nhcg:bo-nhtn,lmlh:vd\nlhynhp
were living in the house where | was born. | had never stopped think=
ing about my two children, although | pushed those thoughts away
since painful that my in and again. When

1 perhaps G
‘perhaps at least one of s would survive to raise the childrea. And now.
all I could say was, “Children, forgive me for bringing you into this
‘world. My love has not been able to shield you from the cruelties of
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prayers but in fervent conversations. Until now, my faith had been
unshakable. But hﬂe,hzhmdbln.ldwbcdﬂﬁnrym

grucl, a i
u.un(uukmhumumpudmmmwkof
day. In the evening, the guard brought a container of boiling water
and a litle bit of fish. | could not eat
B Ny e dy e
and [

i sertling
mummﬁ(}nd.lmxdwpmm(mydm-'hnmmhldn{
order 1 reordered

Phys-
ically I was exhausted and, because I had not eaten for two days,  felc
faint. Yet 1 could not sit still. I paced the cell with nervous energy,
repeating under my breath, “Four steps forward, four stcps back, for-
ward and back.”

DERagionionsimlie! th sd of o sesstmac, s end we
bad et
ytllmuldm!myprulmyn:‘ﬂzhnheh‘dlwdhwdmbnrmd
In Volyn,

several far-flung
groups, including those controlled by Ulian in the south. In Polisia,
‘our contact had been broken for some time, | assumed the
had happened a5 in Volyn. In Halychyna, there still was a resistance,
and the partisans lived mostly in forests. But they had sustained such
tremendous losses that Orlan had been apt to say that there were more
patisans in Volyn than in Halychyna. Now the MVD had in its pos-
session Orlan's st of contacts, dates of metings, and signals. Besides,
they had Chumak, the contact man to Volyn, and there was no guar-
antee that he would withstand the interrogations. The encmy also had
Skob, whi Lemish trusted him. Thus,

Lemishis fate was almost certain. That left only Ulian, and he was also
threatened because Chumak led directly to him. Our only bope was
‘make a mistake

detect what had happened. But this was not a realistic hope since the
‘men would believe someonc coming direetly from Orlan.
1 ‘was aftaid to think about Orlan, and my thoughts tried to cir
it him. Then my thoughts would focus on his fate, the death
e bt weald e fm doah st s, e 3 epein o
Ldidin Lvi

try to extract our souls during the interrogations.
1had to take my own lfe. But how? I would hang myself. | would
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The solitary confinement cells occupied the second floor of the
mAlhlh]M(mMmﬂmmlxnlhdanrmn]

. Being
ad 1o prepare
my.duuminmnm,wmﬂnymnfmm.,l
waited in nervous anicipation to be summoned, bat it was not until
late afteroon that the key scrceched in the lock.

*Hands behind your back,” the guard ordered and led me out into
the hall. This is when | frst noticed that the guard wore slippers nstead
of shoes or boots and that we walked on a padded walkway that lay in
the middle of the corridor. | would learn that this silence was one of
the methods used to isolate  prisoner and thus weaken his moral
endurance.

Although I had spent a day and a half reconciling myself to my
ey e < el W A g

10 the offces of the investigating magistrate made my stomach turn in
anxiety.

‘men were waiting for me: Prichkin, Sverdlov, and Klymenko,
all in MVD uniforms with stripes that showed they were majors. “We
will conduct your case,” one of them said in Ukrainian.

They did not, however, begin the questioning that day. They only
apprised me of the circumstances of my “new life.” Prichkin put it
succinetly: “You're in our hands now, and for you to reconcile
TSNS o e OF Goune, theek wo dation thit cscm be

he added and watched if 1 had understood the meaning of

o e,
T understood, but 1 4l knew that he had failed to add the salicnt
phrase, thatis, “There is no situation that cannot be resolved wirh bonor.”

195
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The interrogation began on the following day. To my surprise, it
1

MVD Major Beroza. He was in bis mid thirie, all, nd had 1 cloely
shaved head. 1
ian hakingly.
mmmmmu,.mmndmbmmumm
mym! amounts of cas,athough hey lked among themseivesin

2 country.

'nmm,.,...

m.nmd‘mmnu,-lmﬂww the
importance | placed on in Ukrainian and used it for that rea-

casily to them.
Mmm:hmaa.u-lmhwml-uwmm
used in this place and under these circumstances.

Beroza started at the very begining—at my birth. He asked the

mmmnmn.n.nu-.nh.dmmpmdm&uhgmkﬁn
being able to write the deposition. In this way, we wasted the catire
dzy—mprfwanbwbrukumdd:y 0 record only a few pages

and lvvn‘dn'lhnht-uh-vd.l‘h-ulmn-llhldlurfnldn—

istrate. He probably got the job through conncctions and achicved his
rank, as others whom I would mect had, during the war against the
Uhssinin prtivws.

e
first day of prison life T had examined my emotional and spiritual state
and knew that I would not cave in under pressure. My physical strength
8 Ssber e 1wt sl ol paia ekt Do
‘my childhood. A slap could upsct me, and now I was terrifed by the pos-
sibility of torture. Yet, | knew that no matter what happened, I would

5
endanger anyone connected with the underground.
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As I reviewed my conduct, I concluded that I could be accused of
wo crimes only: being 2 member of the resistance and discarding the
"1

in 1949, Yet 1 felt that my detention in Lyiv would ultimately help &
Thus, I y that upon my return

1 steadfastly adhered to this version throughout the interrogations. |
‘hoped that this stance would shield me from the MVD's attempts to
force out not only what T knew, but also what I did not know.

to recducate me. Every so often he would get up and walk

over to 2 map that hung on the wall.
<Look, Masi”be would sy snd begin compaio the i of e
hat you ever

had even a ghost of a chance of

victory™
My answer, which | kept to myself, was that might did not pre-
xhd:mnmm.hn then, ch-dldmln«lhnu!mylnmr He

ly pointing

land to Crimea—and telling me what enormous benefit these water-
vays had provn tobe. During suchtimes,he would sometimes forget
ind 1 would supply it. My
rent events always surprised him.
“So you read newspapers in your bunkers?” he would wonder out

of Bohdans Khunclnyseky the Daipeo Coseck hetaman.
“Oh, Bohdan, Bohdan,” Beroza began to quote, then stopped, the
next line forgotten.

fine of Taras Shevcheakol
poem about Khmlny\ ky's decision to sign a treaty of mutual aid with
Caar Alexis Mikhailovich in 1654, (The Treaty of Periaslav marks the
ngoning of R dominsion v Ukcune)

Beroza tionalists think Khmelnytsky was a trai

tor for signing that uuly
“No, we don't think he was a traitor. We only condemn his deci-
“From B s 1 could tell that he had

partisans before me. Yer, his understanding of our program and posi-
tions was at best superfcial. He knew we opposed colectivization and
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fought for independence iom the Sovit empr. His srongest aru-
meat on
mdffbemdmw-hdmlmmw

again?”
“uq\mmwlmmmﬂl.rdymwy‘_limtkm
Bave s plee o did ’
my reaction?
“The present ituaion s difernt from th eacicr one,” | said -
trally. “This time my husband’s in your hands, too.
Beroza did not pursuc this line of questioning again.

1 was il during the first weeks of imprisonment. I had cramps,
could not cat, and suffered fainting spells, 50 2 guard took me o the
i loag

corridor. Th y ? the
cells. The only dif thatit had indow i

P indows. The doc-
tor who examined me was  woman who was also an MVD major and
cither Russian or Jewish since she knew not a single word of Ukrain-
ian. She was in her early thirties, tall and heavy. Her expression was so

in her examination and conduct toward me. Her weight also was an
inficaion ofbespoiion gm e ovie adder of success. Inl‘honput
s, the amount of weight a person carried was a barometer of
B e et e partisans with dogs,
om0 ki ot el thep B, Thot w0
it or regional posts were much heavier, as were the women who
ked for them.

e nfimay was ot cquipped withsay digoouic sppans
Three

and,

MVD agents, two gma.. and Lieutenant Ageev, accompanied me. |
had met Ageev earlier when he sat in on several o the interrogations.
During one of these sessions, Ageev had bragged that he had served as
an undercover agent in Halychyna and Volyn. He described how he
had posed as 2 -urvmg peasant and had begged and sought shelter at
houses d of 8 ng) partisans. A
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wm-wam.nmmmwmmmm

mmmhwmydlh:tmbemyeduha-mnydndm
1

ment well, mh-hdhenumd«ndmlhupuhmﬂy

made their
mbyswm.mum.nunwnummm

Upon their return from the war, they recognized that the fstest and
easiest way to get ahead was to join the security organizations and o
ke name fo themseves n Fihing th Ukrinian independence
‘movement. Th

h,
ing risky smigrmca. nq sao realined that each passing year of
terror weakened and that ultimately the

4 ocure und mcceaal posion.

0 the head.
wlm‘humdoaumdlhnnpwul-uw«ddmmnmmmd

2g:
nosis Agerv

“Not what we want,” Ageev responded sharply. “We want to know.
‘what's wrong with

1 never was told what the specialsts found, athough I suspected
1 was suffering from exhaustion, not a flare-up of tuberculosis, which |
B i e gt Affs betag exsnind, Lvwe

ary. Here I stayed in total isolation for the entire winter. The cell num-
ber was 49, and it was the very last cell in that corridor. For a while, I
I d of thi Jeh

put in the cell adjoining mine. I would hear him coughing, sometimes

on end, and 1 wondered whether he was a partisan who also

had contracted tuberculosis while living underground. I never saw this
‘man or learned his name.

My new cell was much smaller and darker than the first ane. The

tiny window near the ceiling had been blocked on the outside with
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other hand, wanted the memory of our struggle to survive. I did not

. y
leave information about the resistance in the archives of the enemy. |
believed that history might some day discover and bring my story to
light.

‘When
he replaced the receiver, rhemvelngmngmnpmmmldmlhu‘rbe
brass” wanted to talk to me. Soon, Ageev came in and took me from
she rison o the top florofthe adjining MVD offce buidig, The
‘mebrm

Muknmrnlnd:pndyﬁmmhdnﬁce A blond fat man in his
fifties sat behind the desk, wearing a general’s uniform.
" Giood day, Maria,* he e, St down”

He said he would speak in Russian but he understood Ukrainian,
501 could answer in Ukrainian.

Wbyﬁdn‘ym:obptnnmrhm-hnymmmndh(k
e e

gave my stock answer

e you think s going to happen to you?”

“There's not much to think about. 'm waiting for the trisl.”

‘This general was interested in lif in the resistance. He asked me
specific questions about overwintering in the bunkers, about what we
did and what we studied, and about our relations with the population.
Finally, he wanted o know how the leadership viewed the future and
s s hopog the  ncw Wioed i woel cmbic w1 bk e
of the Soviet

I VNt sing W st s 1 6 g o
el ehis “brass”
would contradict the inda that we were terrorists and bandits

“It's unbelievable tht # person can survive for such a long time in
such incredibly diffcult circumstances,” he said after hearing me out,
ST iak T demondadmecion i s ol T xpecilly prived
that women could exist in such conditi

At the end of the interview; he ned b Ageevd b "Gt bet
clean clothing.

T 5 et i 1600 G0 ol the slgpers 1 hd s given
immediately after my arrest.
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4 piece of metal that had been painted black. Only one corner of the
metal plate was bent back, so that I could ot even glimpse the sky,
and the flow of air was minimal. | began to fecl that | was living in 3
s

i morning by the ....a.».mq,‘cn-,. ..u..p..-dn
muemmuhm-wmmmxum
up. Then T was taken to the toilet to wash and empty the ni

Vot ek s 5 untng pomit el € sl =

at eight. A‘umlwmmmhu&mlw*n

ever to leave a mark or a sign on that wall. The ground was also
cemented from wall to wall. T was left in the courtyard by myself,

ments.
I never saw any other prisoners. If | was on my way to an interro-
gation and my guard discered movement ahead of

Twas interrogated every day except Sunday. Since | knew what I
was charged with, | answered questions without any hope of mitigat-
ing my eventual sentence. There was nothing to hape for, since I was
accused of armed resistance with the aim of overthrowing the empire

absurd for me to deny my participation in the resistance. Yet, there was
i w1 Spt ook ey e e under-
ground. 1 wianed o pevrvewhet T b wiotsted v
were a deposition written in Russian. At least that is how | w a
my prolonged interogation. My answers were compil
also knew that th 1 defeat of the undergrous
the loss of a portion of our national history. | did not think that any of
s would survive the usual twenty-five-year sentence in the Siberian
gulag. The archives we had left in the bunkers and hideouts would rot,
and the bunkers would collapse, become overgrown with vegefation,
and be forgotten. People would forget that we ever existed. I, on the
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1 later learned tha his general’s name was Zhukov and that he.
hndnudcnlpuntlnulkmoﬂxnmdw‘uhnyﬁmnhﬁh,
rimea. Zhukov was Moscow.

ted a the time of my arrestin the forest.

questioning me changed often. Perhaps this was because of the lan-
guage problem, since several found it very diffcult to converse in
Ubsainan. L ealized s sndsmswesed i complicaiedsntcnss thac

conversations vbmnm-uwmwmndlbq;nnm
that the autharities were trying to determine if they could

but also from the benign way with which | was treated and from the
artention I received when I fell il  think the MVID had decided that
it could achieve more by treating me wel than by applying meatal or
physical coercion. In any eveat, if the fest method did not work, they.
could turn to the second one at any time. Thus, my case stalled until |
was remanded to L. Col. Oliinyk, the head of the first division of the

VD,
Otiinyk was in his fifties and was a Ukrainian who boasted about
his Cossack ancestry. He saw immediately through my convoluted
method of answering questions. Since he was truly bilingual, all he did
ise for think my answer
bz 2 2 7
1 ipem in the Zakerzon drai, but Oliinyk interrupted the o

and jumped immediately to questioning me about the time | spent in
Vol He i that the Zebres b el st imptoc”He

a day. Oliinyk was brusque a ,,.ed very specific questions. | began
0 prpare sy i o evey i dmin th qrsion S
1 Y y detail

txml.. ill free.
F . returned to my cell ion physically
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exhausted and morally depleted. Olinyk also increased the frequency
ofEserenirosstimedu ooy e
Daring an interrogation, the ulanldm'mrhemlddk
of the room with his back to the door. On occasion,
enter the room .mm-.mmwmm.wohmyn
-q»h’w-y-
but I never
lemum,-um.d...-..,mmuvnmm.-

he said, ly You
h-m\mwdm.Mmgimm‘rmmm...sm
around.”

‘After this, the mysterious visits came t0 an end.

participat and
‘would not let me just listen as | had done with the other investigators

inc is an absurd concept,” he would arguc,
R S
hood with the other nations of the Soviet Union. All the member
nations are achieving prosperity, and thei citizens ae enjoying a bet-
ter standards of living."
Other tmes e would ague, “Whar's wrong; with speaking Rus-
sian? It the language of Pushkin and Lenin.’
le would then return to the first argument: “Your resistance is
Tudicrous. To fight the Soviet Usion is tgoseins Migkey mmcins

1d Let' that the

‘win this war, which, of course, is not possible. But even if it did, do you
think America would care about the Ukrainian question? Do you think
Americans know, or care, sbout Ukraine? I think America would view
Uksine the same way Hidler did.”

And then,
you could possibly achicve by hiding in 3 bunker for months on end?”

resistance and its aims. “Let's assume that there is a war and the United
States wins it and occupies Russia. Don't you think Russians would
defend their homeland? Don't you think that many would go under-
ground to fight the occupant? Of course they would. That's exactly what
we did. The Soviet Union occupied Ukraine.”

Ollinyk
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fighting the Ukrainian gesistance. “You cannot imagine the costs in
‘moncy and in lossoflfc,” he would say.“Your people kiled many valu-
e ciciantc’ Varut p

sands of soldiers of the Special Forces. You halted collectivization in
Western Ukraine; because of you, thousands of people were exiled to
Siberia. ommm.ud. were imprisoned. The losses were equally

‘may add.
mnmmumwmwcmnmmw

gle out and have your nationalist compatriots distribute throughout
Europe. A Frenchman or an Italian reads what you write and thinks.
that Ukraine isn't a free nation.” After a pause, he would add, “To sum
up, you stand in our way:

Once arous adm.,muwmpowum

0 me after he replaced the receiver, but soon Ageev entered the room
and both ofthemIed me once again 1o the MVD buikding This time
e |

S Ha e shoct f e wih sy prastaiog e

“What are your plans for the future?” he asked me.

“Plans?* I retorted in surprise. “T1l ge the death sentence

“Well, maybe not,” he said. “You'l probably get owenty-five
years.”

(m,lmﬂduﬂh&hﬂmlbwmlkmﬂ-nldﬂd'vwndn
hi  lfe,” he said.
'yonhmllxhtlhtmmmdxwwidndmwm

To this I replicd, *You wish you had people who would dedicate

themeches o Communien the waywe deicated mcirs 0,088

e onk it s g i s gt sl
desk. As an old Communist, he knew that 1 had it the mark.

Following my interviews with Zhukov and Slon, the food rations
1 received became larger and better. Sometimes | was even given fresh
fruits and vegetables, sometimes allowed to rest during the middle of
the day. Rather than rejoicing in these privileges, | became fi-y:mud.
nn:zlknvwlhn‘huvmbv done for a reason that | did
ki
others gl fought with me were incarcerated under the stritest
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MMM;hwyw'ndallhz'rhnlmbem‘

M|lmndmdxn<dmlmhnnmlhmemlm,

make an impression on me in the least. Nothing that was said in any
ay udernind what 1 beliee. 16 was 1 simple qestion of ol

mdmnmmud-du.ummk-mhmm,mp
the years, my

encdasl
o understand his needs. Hul-ie-u...u.‘umamq.«m...,

lwdlhood.nlh-hn‘\-;e.lndnﬁhwmu{humNuh-
ing that the generals or the investigating magistrates could say would
chings mypecpconof wha T Ky ot he el a1 ander Crn-

Thmmmnnmlh-mmydtﬁ‘u\lhm: This was the time
‘when everyone met for the last time before overwintering began, and

the enemy capitalized on this increased activity to set traps and
ambushes. Every day | listened for noises and footfall that would indi-
B i ek o o o e b
bars in an isolation cell.



16. Last Meeting
with Orlan

One day while 1 was being interrogated, s smiling Prichkin came
into the room.

“Your husband sends his greetings,” he said.

“He alive?”

ou think? Th e
and is asking about you.

After my conversation with Slon, I was convinced that T would
never see Orlan again. lebe‘lnmh)r ,mlmdylmquy-lr
believe that perhaps we had a chance to
about Orlan, y
But I di
the prrphak.b«mulwmpmmim‘clmm-!muyum
catch me wiping my cyes. | knew he would report my weakness imme-
diately to the investigating magistrates.

On September 20,1953, Twas
taken before minister Strokach. He scemed to be in a good mood.

“Your husband is very worricd about you and asked us to
mecting. 1 gave my consent, but 1 want to know if you want to see
him al

T wasn't sure whether he was joking or making fun of me. *1 donit
think you needed to ask,” I replied.

Perhaps doing a good deed makes a person happy. Certainly, Stro-
kach was in a good mood, although the MVD must have carefully con-
trived the mecting between Orlan and me. I think Strokach knew how.
much sceing cach other meant to us, and the knowledge that he was
doing something kind had put him in such a benevolent mood. Yet his
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e
“emish, Ul
print-

press?
My answers were the same as before. | knew nothing.
“How' prison lfe2” he asked me. It must be better than living

“A prison will always remain a prison,” | said.
“If tha's the case, you should think about ways for getting out.”
“That depends on you, not me.”
1 was then taken to one of the interrogating rooms where Orlan
was waiting for me. He looked nervous, and I read worry in his eyes. I
i ince | ‘had dealt

T was nervous also. | came up to him and extended my hand—we

shook

“At least Kis cach other,” one of the MVD agents said.

Yet we could not act otherwise in their presence. My guarded
behavior calmed Orlan. 1 already had had time to observe him more
closely. He was thinner and, like me, no longer wore prison garb. He
Do o srg it wesof poce iy and 3 ket shert
in the sleeves.

'luhdlnuymbu‘lmrmuvsﬁ—bp Orlan said.
fou should taik about your future, not about good-byes,” one of
vanm jected.

‘anpvcm-il ever hurt you. You know how difficult our circum-.
stances were. A person's nerves...,” and he broke of.

Although I was in control of my facial expression, my cyes filled
with tears.

“There's nothing to forgive,” I said. ° lnm(mbe-:mlvdu( which
was fine and good. Everything cli was a mere tri
held his gaze for a long moment. 1 regret nothi

1B o f i Esowth 1 moe bleme i s th s for
what had happened to us. My words satisfied him and when he spoke
again, his voice had ceased to tremble.

The MVD let us spend some time together. We sat next to each
other, and Orlan told me about who had interrogated him and what
they had asked. | realized that he was trying to communicate the posi-
tion he had taken during his interrogations and wanted me to under-
stand his strategy and adapt my own to his.
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Although I was in control of my facial expression, my cyes filled
with tears.

“There's nothing to forgive,” I said. ° lnm(mbe-:mlvdu( which
was fine and good. Everything cli was a mere tri
held his gaze for a long moment. 1 regret nothi

1B o f i Esowth 1 moe bleme i s th s for
what had happened to us. My words satisfied him and when he spoke
again, his voice had ceased to tremble.

The MVD let us spend some time together. We sat next to each
other, and Orlan told me about who had interrogated him and what
they had asked. | realized that he was trying to communicate the posi-
tion he had taken during his interrogations and wanted me to under-
stand his strategy and adapt my own to his.
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“They told me that the Soviet system had made great strides in
knmuﬂkhmdukmmm‘ndlmiahl"&m&

nmmdnmm»wmumu\-u
with a fist and shouted, ‘We will show you.”” Orlan continued, “And.
s Lt You il ik Wi ant B I

m.ndmmmauunnmmmomnmu-u
While

s 10 cach other, I noticed that Orlan was
his fingers. | realized that he was telling me the mumber of his cell. |
responded in kind and gave him the number of my cell. | realized that
Orlan was also on the second floor i a solitary confioement el and
thar I passed 1
m(,htcmmnwmwyﬁmﬁllmd-mumqhnl
passed his cell. It is hard for someonc who has never been imprisoned.
o e s iy e o e s o e
. ety s

with someone who is dear to the heart.
My meeting with Orlan einforced my speculation that the MVD.

they want to use ...-P.mml.Ay Orlan—to capture or kill Lemish and
Ulian, they iti
25 secoud in coramand to Lemish 10 contact and neutraliss the OUN-=
UPA leadership in the American Zone in Germany. No one knew what
bd heppend to s or whese we wee Orlan could resurface, and it
have been shortsighted of the MVD not to try to use him. I also
Telived that Orlan spobe o e ey s eamductnd Mol ikl
fear of reprisals, because he had no hope of having his sentence com-
muted. He knew he would be sentenced to death, so he had nothing to
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lose. Besides, he was immensely alented as 2 speaker and a debater,
and he

manmh-mumwumomh.
“That husband of yours knows how 10 argue,” they would tell me.
later. “He knows his politics. We only wish he were on our side.”

I Octmber, Pk eswned m cte snd brought i 10 conche-
sion. Thus, in November and December 1

cluded. 1 itted to sce Orlan agai ise my ci

A e 5 i
1 had not minded isolation in the beginning, since | had to preparc
myscf for the nterrogations, but now, with the case in hiatus, | had
a terrible hard-
ship.Since my food rations were lrge, L ate  lot, snce I thought I was

weight for the first time in my life and hated myself for ir.

‘One day, deputy minister Slon summoned me. First, he asked me
how I was, how I was being treated, and then he began asking the old
questions. Did I know where Lemish spent his winters? What about

What had  been i him? How
oLk 0 i sy ey bk o the underround?

nothing
“If you could only help us get Lemish, dead or alive. Alive would
be better,” Slon said. “We could use him to make contact with your
PO e
1 suddenly had an idea. It was s0 outlandish that 1 almost laughed
out loud. But why not test it on the deputy minister? All Slon could do
e gh ¢y et
e e me L i oy, b Mgy onid comuc

sending me west to make contact.”
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1T could sec that my sild idea had intrigued him.
“Whom do you know personally in the West?” he asked.
1 named several names.
“You must understand,” Slon continued, *that we are going to
mm‘mamwm—;mmﬁ the
matter. They are a ral nuisance, going around and

They
could also cause trouble in the cvent there’s a war. Now, mind you, we.
don't want a war with America, but one’s possible. If there’s such a war,

You know,” Slon added, “Stalin once said that the nationalists are the
hardest to deal with, and he was right.”
He then stood up and went to 2 map of the world. “We control
everything from the Elbe to the Sea of Japan,” he said, “and soon we
d Indochina. A o bei

i the world today,  struggle between the old and the new order. We.

was then
nynmulmmummmuﬂm-ﬁgq

lkn:wm’wdulodnnvn\-m‘m—ly--nmh-w

game with the MVD. I realized that it was not I, but Orlan, who would

really decide my fate and that he would be the architect of a plan he

would offe the MVD. umulmdm:om.-wumnu-
id

the underground to the |nd(r|h|,\ in the West. That courier, 1 knew,
would be me.

Tbecame very agitated. I paced my cell thinking and beginning to
hope. Stop, take it casy, my mind told me. Going from an isolation cell
in a Soviet prison to freedom in the West was an enormous step. Yet |
i -

sible turn of events could actually happen.
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3 During one of these mectings, I noticed
that my depositions now carried the head-
ing, “Very Important Matter.”

When 1 saw Orlan nex, Prichkin left
us alone for about fiftcen minutes. “How

are things?” 1

Lemish since they had my list of meeting
dates, but it didn't work out. They weat
to the rendezvous, but no onc from Lem-
ish

people in the West by sending 1 courier
who would say that he came from me. T
told them that | don't have any active con:
tacts in the West and that my carlier plans
had included yor

nce you that
d and smiled

I'm supposed to ¢

their plan s a good idea,”

bitterly
‘Go ahead,” he sai
pause added, “That's their job, not yours.”
end of the month, Pich.

then af

Zape

how the Soviet gover
alized Ukraine. We were &
sirport and boarded a con

= ary confinement. We
Lesis, Maria)s sister, in 1956 - o

HH] relesse
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metallurgical complex that had been
built after the war on the Dnipro
River. We went to a steel mill and to
an aluminum plant. Although the
MVD tried to engage guides who
spoke Ukrainian, they did not always
succeed. I noticed that all commerce
and all signage were in Russian. Russ-
ian was also the language in the newly
built school we visited and in the
state-run day care center for workers
employed in the factorics. During
these excursions, Prichkin introduced
us a5 a delegation from a collective
farm in Western Ukraine.

“You see, I told you,” Prichkin
boasted. 1 told you that you would be
impressed by the factories we built afier the war.”

He did not add that much of what was produced in these Ukrain~
ian factories was shipped directly to Russiafor use there, not n ke

Both Orlan and I cs ted to be taken to the island of
Khortycia, where the Dnipro Cossacks had their citadel in the sixteenth
and seventeenth centuries. We were delighted when we learned that the
island's vast complex of greenhouses was on our schedule. We learned
that the vegetables grown in these greenhouses were shipped to Moscow
and Leningrad.

Wherever we went, I noticed the burgeoning wealth of the gov
mment, n marked comtus w e povrty of the peope. The goods

i the stores were few and of inferior quality. People were dressed
$00e i b e ey bogpes . the sz, Th MVD had
brought us to this area to convince us that the Soviet Union had done

Maria Savchyn

great things for Ukraine, and all they did was demonstrate that they
could show us nothing that would change our minds

Throughout this time, Prichkin and the athers would ask whether
Twould like to see our son Petro. Of course, I yearned to see the child,
touch him, and hug him to my breast. But, at the same time, | was cor
vinced it would be extremely harmfl if the boy was taken away from
Nastia, especially for the sole purposc of enabling Orlan and me to scc

him on occasion. Thus, whenever the question of bringing the child

Kyiv arose, | argued against the plan. I said that this was not a suitable
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time for ion, and the more 1 consi

bringing the boy to Kyiv, the more I despaired.
go 3

us that upon our return to the capital, Petro would be waiing for us.

it that 1 . But, when we.
mmdwl(ynv.mongmmdd\ehqml-m-
several sessions of additional interrogations, but the child’s name was
not mentioned. Finally, I could not stand the suspense and asked,
“What's ing wit >
“The plan is on hold,” omof!hlpuloldm:

February, March, ing of April passed, and I was not
interrogated again. My infrequent mectings with Orlan also stopped,
but the special rations I reccived kept on coming. I began to think that
the MVD had concluded my casc and that soon | would be sentenced
o twenty-five years and dispatched to the Siberian gulsg. The inter-

itated me. I began to have nightmarcs, including onc in which I was

b’minaluumrwmmulmlvdw"-lkwdl

sion of my
o..|y|.ma.a1|n,naum..num.mqmb,mm.u

llmhndnrhm“nad The MVD was divided into two ministries.

tened the KGB. In Uksaine, the changes resulted in the ascendancy of
the Lviv security organizarions, and their persoancl replaced many of
o i »

moted was the agent in Lviv who had led me out of the prison and left
me standing on the sidewalk at dawn. Back in 1949, he had the rank of
a major, but now he wore the stripes of a lieutenant coloncl. When he
saw me, he asked why | had not kept my side of the bargain | had made
e Lviv authoriies.

've been asked that question so many times that I don't want to
answer it again,” I said.

“You should understand that I'm particularly interested in your
case. | bet that when I left you on the sidewalk you crossed yourself and
Sk Tk o Lo, ot smachiog e e the o o thomy
ple’ Am I right?”
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1 nodded. The fact that the Lviv agents were now in power

y
affect the KGB' decision in the current case. However, nothing hap-
‘pened. With the arrival of spring, the KGB resumed taking Orlan and

‘memorating the tercentennial of the signing of the Treaty of Perciaslar,
. . 3 e

ing younger (Uksaine). | don'e
kncw his or M.
27, our ninth anniversary.
[mhyouéudm Orlan said to me when he saw me.

After the dates of the spring rendezvous passed and the KGB did
not change it tactics, | began to suspect that the Soviets had not been
able to get a lead to Lemish or Ulian. This is when the investigating
mnmmmup-nb:pnmmmuwdxmuuyn(
 con-
ducted most of these discussions. Hewnfmhn‘hr in explaining the
KGBs interest in the UHVR and the OUN in exile. He wanted
Wpemunedwmuﬂmdlmludmnmdu ‘martered,

but becuuse they could b used by the Americans n the cveat of & new
war to mobilize resistance in Western Ukraine. Slon again mentioned
the possbilty of Orlan sending couriers o the West.

think ofthe i of going with our couriers?” Son
asked me. “Of course, this i just an idea, not a proposal.”

I dont know 1 replied cautiously. “Tll have o think about it
before gi mswer.”

e Sayoatton Ovlacy ey o you theram thie on ich
him and sce what he thinks,” Slon said.

In a few days, I was taken to an office where Orlan was waiting
for me. Since we assumed that someone was lstening in, we conducted
ounclves w.m chin poriley in i

"We nced to do something to get out of here,” | saidin my assumed
el e dlmtisiodwife "We'vebosm bere anee Yo
“You seem to be saying that | like it here,” Orlan said. “What they
want me to do doesnt hark wellfor our release. They want me to write
letters that would be taken to the West. If this game plan works and
they make contact with the right people, they Il et us go.”
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in. Maybe

e
they'll send Skob.”
“I don't have much fath in Skob or any other courier they might
pick,” Orlan said. “T'm not a novicein the underground. No one’s ging
0 sccepta. im closely. And I can predict
what il happen. The courier won't be belicved, and well stay in jil

or be shor, having extended our lives a few more month. It’s simply
not worth it. In any event, | have no intention of m-q—m—
of being a traitor.”
1had purposefully kept what Slon had told me to the end, after
had performed the role of the unhappy wife. ‘
“What i  went with the courier?”  asked. “Slon suggested that

o me.”
you're not the one I need to discuss this with. I can't believe that they |
seriously think you'll make contact on their behalf, but if they o, 1 can
discuss the idea with them farther.”

nd

‘my conversation with Orlan.

“He said that the matter was not for him and me t discuss, but
for him and you,” I reported.

“I've already talked with your husband. He said he feels you can
‘make contact with the UHVR. Are you willing to give it a try?”

“The choice between getting out of the Soviet Union or spending.
twenty-five years in the Siberian gulag was really not a choice. I would
ot have thought about it twice if I had been alone. But even leaving
hell would be difficult if you were leaving a loved one behind.

Slon had talked to me about the political immigration on several
occasions. This time he began discussing not so much the methods the
émigrés were using to get the attention of the Western governments,
but the fact that many who had contact with the underground in
Ukraine had *sold out” to the American secret services. He said that he
believed the splintering of the OUN and other political partics was
2 bythea

Ukraine. Th

otism, but because the successful group would be able o obtain more
money from the Americans in selling its information.

He also told me that I might be dazzled by the prosperity | would
see in the West and by the variety of goods in Western stores. I should
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remember, however, that the standard of living in the West had been
 builtover the centuries, whilethe Soviet Union had becn buiding it
country for only several decades.

He concluded with these words: *Even if you tell them that you
were st b us, they wont believe you. They I follow you and watch
Yo Tou o pieseybig

said nothing, he continued. “We'll st you one more

-m-.nm bR i op o sk ik mch e
on the desk trembled.

Oulpam.ndlkhu‘{-pnh&rvlh:-dnd-umb
ing everything. I was fighting my last battle, but it wasn't being fought
in the forest or in a hideout but in the office of a KGB minister, and
1 was winning. If Slon had been a better psychologist, he would have
read the triumph in my eyes. | gazed into his face and was again sur-

pr - They,
the eyes and ears of a mighty empire, wanted to gather every last
i B rom el o Ukiins bt e beyond i b

Onalkmﬂdnmwndlhulh-dfwhdmemn««xdnmlhw
Yet I knew

there was no turning back.

‘The conversation with Slon took place in late afteroon. As soon
5 retumed o my cel the guard came o inform me that | was going
into the city.

Orla . but his eyes
were clear and calm, lndklook;dhh-mmvlhnh.dmunplnhrd
‘what he had set out to do.

took us on an excursion boat on the Dnipro River. As night
fell and the lights of the city receded behind us, Orlan whispered to
me, “I'm s0 happy, darling, that I feel ke singing™
In front of us, a group of young people had begun singing, and
Orlan was humming with them.
was no longer exulting as 1 had before. 1 was beginning to fecl
e T S

e gl el wihoet o depoicmticm, thi woud
ot be happening. On the other hand, I realized that if 1 stayed, my
presence in a nearby solitary confinement cell would not help him onc
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bit y i

ife T would think
about Sovict prisons and would scarch through newspapers for news
about Orlan. How horrible would this news be?




17. The Dictate
of Fate

The KGB did not waste time. A few days later | was taken to the
offce of Oliinyk, who had interrogated me. On this occasion, he did
not take my deposition but instructed me to write my confession. It

had not. In any case, a part of the confession told the truth. | wanted
S Wibin i b o i e Sty ok s ooy of
1l it A demr i e d 1t hemdown
paper without hesitation.
Lo, Otk i o gy vty it W eserd the
picce of paper three times for additional comments, and then, finally,
it o

his

im.
During my years in the underground, 1 had upon occasion used
ot Glerwena e Sovk

me. | regarded my confession like  false passport, a means to an end.

And that end was erystal clear in my mind. T would be the bearer of
information about our struggle, and I would spread the word o who-

ever would listen to me.

1 think Orlan had watched me and found me capable of ¢
assignment. That is why he had agreed to send me to the West. It was
my responsibility to tell sbout what had happened at home and to warn
those beyond the border to be careful not to fll into the traps that the
KGB was preparing for them. Since he had decided on this course of
action, every time we met, Orlan entrusted me with new details that |

tt
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had not known before. I and tabei

mehomdthnLl'nmm  courier from the.

KGB, but as 4 courier from Orlan. | knew that when the KGB discov-

ered that I had tri i i

aginst cveryone 1 lef behind, but 1 could not do otherwise.
el

“This is when I
o mnfa-mrrdlyd.\dmmkhnmmmp(-ydfv
pride. So I kept on puting down on paper the words he wanted me to
write.

1 1 the KGB had decided

y perate wi had seen
what people, iy, nd
0 join with theirs. | could not sell out because, if 1 did, I would never

again. If  became a pawn of the KGB, I would never be able to create
a family unit with Orlan and our son if we were reunited. Constancy.
10 the truth of our cause had made it possible for us to survive the
tragedies that had come our way. Treason would destroy what held us
together.
Th Orls i

ment on Gorky Street. But this was just another prison. We continued
o be guarded day and night. A-mun(vdnlwmhu\ddqll

the kitchen.
p g

oom, Thrvughou this tine, the misisry

oo el of taklg e %0 Vet ramna e KD gmcm Al
raiscd the question of bringing our son Petro to Kyiv. Both Orlan and
1 objced, arning et te hidshoud ot be told about us or have
N

cnlllpne e i Toe KB e my state ntnm-a.ndcm.d
its mind. A major who came 1o see me explained it thus: “The child
wmcxyn.dmnrm.m,wmmmmmmnm._u
0 be do

R i departure, the agents brought us an old jssue.

had been shot for treason. The agents whao dealt with us had been assur-
ing us for months that Okhrymaorych was alive. We decided that we
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1 could
‘mation that was cuw-’yln-haxhdb«nwbhhedmdmhw
andlanbymbuymndd-! urtain.
e n
2 walk. 1 don't know if they were giving us a chance 0 try to escape,
but escape was not on our minds. We would do nothing to jeopardize
a plan that had been so difficult to bring to fruition.

ceeen

‘We set out for Lyiv the next morning. Orlan and I sat in the back
seat of the car. We were accompanicd by two agents, the driver and 2
s Pochele The doy s ks gy ot il

we reached Vol out the window, and my
mm»ummmxum.ummm

l-wudmnngmomhlnqhn.nﬂbaﬂw—hnhn;-nl’wdnhn
time inthe brightncs o  summer day: Here ws the place where

chac I wouldpas his way o mor e in  KGB cas

o et e oot e e
the comer of his mouth told me that he was thinking along the same
lines as T was.

As we neared Lyiv, | realized we would pass only  few kilometers
from Zadviria. After so many years of absence, | had not thought 1
would feel the pang of heartache, since what 1 missed was not the vil-
lage but my family. Yet, as we drove past and It it behind,  felt some-
thing akin to pain, realizing that | would never see this piece of land
again. | imagined the house where I grew up, flled with laughter and

pty, the yard

overgrown, the windows broken and gaping darkly

And then we were in Lyiv, and an abundance of new memorics
i the road. 1

who s whisperin to my frend Olia the words of the OUN Decs-

logue, “You will gain a free Ukraine or die trying.” It had been so casy

to be dazzled by the dream and to accept ifs alternatives—viciory or

death. Now when | was twice that age, | knew that the road to achicve

a dreamis ot always ssight. My road twisted and turned though

d Tife was. Yet, what I
1 still carried with me today in my heart like a precious gem.
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vpenzdk hotel,

-ulhevnlhgtnl

w)»aeNanlnymh wmlmwa‘whm
she was living in Orlan's native village of Olesyn.

Iage. Her sumame was now Suta. On the way to Ha, the agents we
h-dynckndupinLvinnld\-.lmkm!lhmuhmdu'm
Apparently, the reason why Petro had never been brought to Kyiv was

because Nastia had refused o let go of the child. The KGB had senta
‘woman agent to Nastia who had said that she had come from me and
that I wanted Petro back. Nastia had replicd that if I wanted to have
the child, | had to come myslf to claim him. The KGB decided not to
create a commotion that might jeopardize their plans of sending me.

The Lood ¢ iviog et the coarage v withesid the RGBT

agents also told us that Nastia loved the boy like her own son, and he

‘considered her his mother and Nastia's first husband as his father.
‘The KGB had a plan for us to see the child. They would stop near
s ey

borable 0 0 i They wacned wsthet e conkd e dpem he i
dow or get out of the car to speak to hi

00 plwssin bt et Nl il B e il
but Nastia would not let the boy go out in the yard when she saw the
and herolder
boy was permitted to observe the repair, but not Petro. Finally, one of
the agents returned to the house and asked the boy directly to help
carry some of the tools. Nastia did not want to prohibit a direct iavi-
ation from the agent, so the boy came out.

He was thin and shy. He had a round face, delicate features, and
dark eyes. He was wearing  cap that was much t0o big for him, which
he had t0 push up several times. When he saw a woman in the car, be
Kept staring, and one of the

inside. Even if I could have, I would not have moved. I sat staring at

time, too short for me to overcome the shock of secing my child in the
fesh or 10 absorb anything excep the image of a small thin child in a
big cap. When I glanced at Orlan he was staring at the boy also in mes-
merizing absorption. He had nevee seen Petro before.
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Tt was noon when we returmed to Ternopil. From there we drove
to the Kremi
ek to the West, The KGB plan was that we would diive along the

h:wmnsdubulrpulm

'lmlldn-yuuny.lmldhtm‘l-dll:lldmnmrﬁhm(dul
had happened, and then 1 will

“Good God, no," mmm:ammmvmmw
i You may b the e witneswho arvies the oty of o

. You must stay in the West, create a life for yoursel there.

There’s nothing you can do for me by coming back.”

“Dont say that,” | cried. “Doa't be so callous. What kind of lfe
can 1 have alone if you're here?”

“Our peaple will help you,” Orlan said, trying to placate me.

But laer he said, “Perhaps they won't believe you. That's  possi-
bty il P
You were strong here, don't lose that virtue there.”

p ight. I wept.
1 wailed. We sat holding ach other and, as Orlan tried 1o calm me,
huge tears rolled down his cheeks. In the morning, Orlan would be
taken back to Kyiv by Major Petchenko. Night turned into daylight.
Soon the door opened, and Orlan got up to leave. He hugged me, kissed
me, then quickly walked to the door and closed the door behind him.
1 'stood there as if 1 had tumed to stonc. 1 don' know for how long [
remained standing, string into nothingness.

Polish border, a KGB
as8 courie joined us. His name was Taras but we hardly spoke to cach
other. In fact, he acted as a courier should act, circumspectly ana vig-
lantly, so 1 never learned anything about him. The closer we came to
the fronticr, the more troops we saw. Even the KGB car was stopped
several times. In the frontier village of Hrushiv we were met by a Pol-
ish security officer who introduced himsclf as Sasha and by Major
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Mmmmmumxmum-dm—.
Poland, Berlin. We
the border imbis Juse

darkness at my homeland that I was leaviog forever.
Ynlwwnmm,.wmm-.uurub-.

on this e
mwmmuyxmmmm-hduuuh
‘ment of my heart. This is where 1 lost my firstborn, Zenon. Although
1 asked, the KGB had no plans to let me scc the boy. He was now cven
beyond their reach. But because 1 was 50 close to him, the old wound
reapencd and hurt as much as before. Yet, in the ashes of this tragedy
limmered a spark of hope. Perhaps when I was fiee, I would be able
m)ouuhm

f Yaroslay,
‘mmnn_d»ymmm@hm.b-m-uh
would be the way 1 would have made my way on foot. The arca was

with weeds. The oaly people we saw wer lving near sowns, but not in
the countryside.
ecwoen 1945 end 1943 i s e comrnlld by the UPA- 1 i

s che divr ool e bl

e fiam
uy\hm(lumdmmummdmynmel-mb—ihnl
said good-bye to my wife. One time they killed the three men I was
with, ...dl...m,uyw

he dxdm P s b o P
et

2 = Worclaw, and

ize our phnl 0 cross the border. Sasha, Taras, and I continued through

the forests t0 the River Nissa that formed the border here between

Poland and E: ¢ The KGB had

the river would not be patrolled that night. We crossed it by

across. | had told them tha I didnt know how to swim, but Sasha and

Taras assured me that they would help me by holding me up, one on

cach side. In the middle of the river, 4 current caught us and started
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pulling us downstream. For 2 moment, I thought they would let go of
‘me and thus be rid of me. I screamed.

“Shut up," Sasha spat at me, and the two men pulled me to the

side.

Petchenko met us on the bank with a local KGB operative whose
‘name was Vania. Vania was wearing a wide-brimmed hat, 1 trench coat,

shoes

thdrmmhnﬂalmvhﬂ(mmglmdlm;m

the right bridge. Here 1 left the others behind. Taras seemed to panic

84 o dow g i debsing whethes b shod 0 shend
1.did not wa ey
soldicr on duty smil the group of

peopk.mdwdm.mwdbd him.

drunk on freedom. It felt as if 1 had gone mad. 1
mndm:hummrymlmlhnnhnlmﬁulmwdm
shout vo leudly o thatal Berln would bese me. In thee rtca
moments, I thought of no one and of nothing. My entire being was
focused on the reality that I was free at last. I fele like & caged animal
a3l 0 bk toosgh the b Gmppee o el s of

Iltp(nn\vl.llun! When I was far enough from the guard booth,
Toorpeds en vlkig owesd e ko bi i G Pl
could you tell me the way to the American consulate?”



Epilogue

Lhept m promiteto Orle: | conacd the endership i exile of
i 5 . .
s ey up.quylmmmmnmam
ground that still existed in Ukraine and about the difficult conditions
‘under which it operated. I also reported on the leaders in Ukaine—
weho was still alive and who had dicd. 1 also warncd them about KGB

nizations. After the first shock of disbelicf, I think the people who
Al with me belived me. T underood theke mingiing sbost my

difficult to accept 45
Lopatynsky, o m been in Ukrsine when the Soviets took
- Those

ho had left Ukrai "

ing racy of my report. I also spoke to American security
et sl o o sk S oles. T
was taken to the United States in the spring of 1955 under an assumed
name and was further debricfed in Washington, D.C. When I was
released, I received residency documents under an assumed name. I also
weas given help in obtaining 2 job.

Tsuspected that the KGB was looking for me and was glad of the
precautions that the United States government took on my behalf. Even
when time passed and my life normalized, | refused to sink my roots
into the new soil and adapt to the new circumstances in which I found
‘myself. 1 fell into a deep depression, and life stopped having meaning
for me.

hat saved me was my decision to record what | had lived through
and 1o bear witness 0 all the brave men and women who had given

m
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their lives o their frecdom for an idea they belicved in. | roused mysel.
1 i i had lived.

od fought, 3
starting at the beginning and continuing to the end. The cvents were
fresh

As the yunpmd.lbcm\ndbmynwu—mxy-dl@

wholchearted. Even when | met former UPA sldiersfrom the Zaker-
‘zon Arai, | found that | had litdle in common with them, since they had.
left before the Soviet terror began.

Jore lonely
with my family. | did not know what had happened to them, who was

ive and who was not. | tried to learn their fates, and | tried to ascer-
sain whatbad happened 10 my son Zenon. | ad o suces i

uﬂldumhmh-mm

luypuwd 1 rpemn.hlmlhmlunnwm This is whea |
decided that i 1 got well, | would start living again. 1 did recover. 1
obtained a divorce and eventually married again. My second husband
is Volodymyr Pyskir, a man who visited me regularly when 1 was ill
We had two children, a boy Bohdan, and a girl Larysa. I was able to
delight in motherhood, which had been denied me with my first two.
children.

101960, 1 learned that my family had returned from exile to Zad-
viri, except for my sister Lesia. She marvied during the exile and did
not reurn to Ukraine until a year later. My family speat ten years in
exilein the region of Taisher, Irkutsk odlast in Siberia. All had survived.

We reestablished contact through acquaintances. The firs letter I
received was from L mother | ill have it and remember by heart ts

Whata,
.sz We dnlvu Immvwheu t0 look fu‘ynnrmmﬂul at least we
onit.

ot cannor fortune and keep pro-
ecting

Unloreunaty, | neversew my movheraod e agan. My e
died in 1977 and my mother in 1988. | went back for the first time in
1992, 3 year after Ukraine’s independence. My sisters and my brother
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and their families met my airplanc with flowers in their arms. No onc
reproached me for what 1 had done and for the exile my actions had
bronght pon ou il T the conra,hey iokd me hat even in
Siberia hey kepe worrying about me. Other famlis that had been

bnu.lmpk.Whmlm:mLuxmd

ily was patriotic and politically conscious and realized that we all had
been punished for what we belicved in.

Petro, whom
|-v-lh:knﬂz".'knlnev

1 continue to maintain md!myﬁmnl and our
are loving. We not only correspond, hnlhmahnls«n:hkmklp
them financially. They have been able t0 build a brick house in Zad-
viria, since the original house had been given o others.

1 find it very difficult to write about Orlan. When I went west,
Oran sk me 8 uge the UHVR to contoue he chessgume be had
setup,and 1
s why Orlan was not sentenced to death but instead mlv:dlpnxnn\
term.

1 saw Orlan and Petro when I went back to Ukraine. Petro, who
had been raiscd by Orlan and Orlans second wife, brought us together
in Kyiv. After so many years we touched hands with great emotion. Yet
the burden of our separate lives and responsibilitics stood between us
like an impenetrable wall. With great sorrow, I realized that time had
changed what we once held dear. We talked for a long time and he told
‘me much about the years after we had parted. Slowly, I realized that
he was psychically exhausted, not the man with whom I had shared ten
turbulent years
He told me his lfe was spared when he wrote 4 “confession.” He

Niki

lowing his ascension to power. On his release, he contacted Nastia Suta
and took Petro, whom he raised. Orlan and Petro settled in Kyiv where
they still live. Until the collapse of the Soviet Union, Orlan was under
continuous KGB surveillance, although he was able to return to school,
incer, and work in this profession until his retirement
Yet Oclan's life was not saved because of his confession or the
amnesty. 1 think the KGB decided not to exccute him because the
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regime did

nd 1

broh.Yun mmummu.wnmom.

mncmhl th. T

military groups on the history of the struggle for Ukrainc’s indepen-
dence.

Thave been to Ukraine three times. | saw Nastia Suta and thanked
ber fo g Petr 3 her oven child, She die i 1997. 1 ko heand
about
mup(ukdbu!mmltd.nduﬂlyhmunnhlwh

ours.

1 i g A dream of
my gencration and so many other generations came true. Yet the years
sl neviendsbarebogh b e s o LGl it b
of the next generation to create a really independent Ukrai
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cfore, during and after World War I1

Maria Savchyn Pyskir served in the

Ukrainian underground resistance
noir tells of her recruitment

participation in resistance activities during
the war, her bittersweet mar
revolutionary leader *Orlan.” her str

against Sualinist forces, and her

and escapes from the KGB—at the cost of

her husband, children and family.

After immigrating to the United States in
the 19505, Maria Savehyn Pyskir remarricd
and raised a second family. She lives in
Wauwatose, Wisconsin. Born in the Ukraine

anslator Ania Savage fied the country with
her family after World War I1. Now a
award-winning journalist and university
journalism instructor, she livs in Litteton

G McFarland



