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Official Announcement*

OSYP DIAKIV-HORNOVY DIES A HERO’S DEATH

THE UKRAINIAN SUPREME LIBERATION COUNCIL,
THE SUPREME COUNCIL OF THE ORGANIZATION OF
UKRAINIAN NATIONALISTS AND THE SUPREME
COMMAND OF THE UKRAINIAN INSURGENT ARMY

announce to the cadres of the Ukrainian national liberation
movement tragic and painful news:

OUR COMRADE-IN-ARMS OF GLORIOUS MEMORY
OSYP DIAKIV-HORNOVY
(ARTEM, A. OSYPENKO, O. HONCHARUK)

Deputy President of the General Secretariat of the Ukrainian
Supreme Liberation Council, Member of the Supreme Council
of the OUN and Provincial Leader of the OUN of Luviv Prov-
ince, Captain and Political Educator of the UPA, died on
November 28, 1950, in the forest near the village of Velyke
Pole, Raion of Ivano-Frankivsk in Lviv Province, the death
of a hero in armed encounter with the Russian Bolshevik oc-
cupiers.

The late O. Diakiv-Hornovy was born in 1921 to a fam-
ily of farmers in the village of Olesyn, Raion Kozova, Ter-
nopil Oblast.

In the early years of his life he fully realized the whole

*In place of a biography.
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tragedy of the status of enslavement of the Ukrainian people
and firmly espoused the revolutionary road of struggle to-
ward the liberation of Ukraine from the foreign enslave-
ment.

As a student in the gymnasium in the city of Berezhany,
he joined the ranks of the Youth of the OUN and took active
part in all the revolutionary activities of the youth. For
these revolutionary activities he was arrested in 1940 by the
Bolshevik occupiers, and it was only because of the war and
wartime conditions that he missed certain death by escaping
from the prison in Berdychiv in July, 1941.

Despite his poor health as a result of being tortured in
prison, O. Diakiv immediately after his escape to freedom ac-
tively engaged in the revolutionary life of the OUN, working
tirelessly and performing various functions and tasks until
the end of his life.

In 1941 the late O. Diakiv became a member of the Dis-
trict Center of Propaganda for the Berezhany area; in 1943-
44, a member of the Provincial Council of the Youth of the
OUN in the Ukrainian lands; a member of the Editorial
Board of the review Yunak and editor of Visti under the
pseudonym of “Yuritv”; in 1945-48, a member of the Princi-
pal Center of Propaganda under the Supreme Council of the
OUN; editor of underground revolutionary reviews, publica-
tions, appeals and postcards; in 1948, Provincial Leader of
the OUN for Lviv Province; in 1949, a member of the Su-
preme Council of the OUN in the Ukrainian Lands; and final-
ly, in 1950, a member of the UHVR and Deputy President of
the General Secretariat of the UHVR.

Through his many-faceted activities the late O. Diakiv
made a great contribution to the Ukrainian National Rev-
olution and to the cause of liberation of the Ukrainian
people. For these he was awarded the two highest
decorations—the Gold and Silver Crosses of Merit.

Of especial value for the Ukrainian movement were his
ideological-political works and articles, which constituted a
prime weapon in the struggle against Bolshevism and which
made his name famous not only in Ukraine, but also across
the frontiers of the USSR. The strength of the arguments
expounded in the ideological-political works of the late O.
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Diakiv is so evident, logical, and unassailable that it con-
vinces any man of good will, setting him on the side of the
Ukrainian liberation movement.

With the death of the late O. Diakiv-Hornovy, the
Ukrainian liberation-revolutionary movement has lost not
only a talented journalist, a propagator, and a tribune of the
ideals of the Ukrainian Revolution, a deep-thinking political
leader, a capable organizer, educator, and inspiring mentor,
but also a deep friend, a man of sensitive and modest heart,
a dedicated and determined person of life-radiating and
cheerful disposition.

The glorious figure of the late O. Diakiv-Hornovy, his il-
lustrious name, his revolutionary thoughts and deeds—all
will remain forever in our memories and will inspire our
hearts with the fire of sacred dedication and will, above all,
provide strength in the further struggle for Freedom, for a
Ukrainian Independent and Sovereign State.

ETERNAL GLORY TO THE HERO OF THE UKRAINIAN
NATIONAL REVOLUTION

SUPREME COMMAND OF THE UKRAINIAN
INSURGENT ARMY

UKRAINIAN SUPREME LIBERATION
COUNCIL

SUPREME COUNCIL OF THE ORGANIZATION
OF UKRAINIAN NATIONALISTS IN
UKRAINIAN LANDS

In Ukraine
December, 1952
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Introduction

“Everyone should know the truth about the USSR.”

The above statement became the slogan of the dissidents
in the USSR, like Solzhenitsyn, Medvedev, Amalrik, and
others, who, since the late 1950s, revealed and exposed the
horrid crimes committed by the Soviet Russian government
upon the citizens of the USSR.

As a consequence of their daring activities, the Iron Cur-
tain, created by Stalin and successfully maintained until his
death, was torn down, and a stream of truth about what is
really happening inside the USSR began to flow to the West.

As a matter of fact, it was not the dissidents who started
revealing the horrors of the Communist regime in the USSR
and the bloody crimes committed by the Soviet Russian
police, the NKVD, on millions of Soviet citizens. Actually it
was one of the closest and most trusted of Stalin’s .co-
workers, Nikita Khrushchev, trying to place all responsibility
for all those hideous crimes on Stalin alone, who surprisingly
created a frontal attack on Stalin at the Twentieth Party
Congress in 1956.

In his speech about “the cult of the individual leader and
its harmful consequences,” delivered February 25, 1956,
Khrushchev produced a long list of Stalin’s misdeeds: the
creation and application of a bloody terror not only against
everyone in the USSR who could be somehow suspected of
being a “people’s enemy,” but also against many leaders ‘of
the Soviet Communist Party. In order to support his accusa-
tion, Khrushchev presented a long listing of formerly promi-
nent Communist leaders who had fallen victim to Stalin’s
terror.
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True, this was a “secret” speech, delivered at a closed
session of the Congress of the Soviet Communist Party. But
there is, and was then, no doubt that Khrushchev’s attack on
Stalin was not motivated by Khrushchev’s pity and sym-
pathy for the victims of Stalin’s terror. Actually this was noth-
ing more than a tricky tool in his hands by which he could
divert the hatred of the oppressed population of the USSR
toward Stalin, and establish himself in the public’s opinion
as a "tribunus populi,” a protector of individual freedom. For
this purpose it was necessary to make a condemnation of
Stalin’s misdeeds and to prove Khrushchev’s own proclaimed
struggle for freedom by some acts. Therefore, he ordered
many victims of Stalin’s terror, held in concentration camps,
released, and invited some of them to publish their memoirs
and literary works, depicting the horror of Stalin’s regime.

This is why one of the “people’s enemies,” Aleksandr
Solzhenitsyn, was freed from a concentration camp in Siberia
and encouraged by Nikita Khrushchev to publish in both the
USSR and abroad his sensational One Day in the Life of Ivan
Denisovich. The young and gifted poet, Yevgeny Yevtushen-
ko, who, in Stalin’s era, glorified Stalin as the greatest
genius and the wisest leader of the world’s proletariat, was
encouraged by Khrushchev to write new poems condemning
Stalin as the worst tyrant and sadist. Solzhenitsyn and Yev-
tushenko were followed by many others.

But after a few years of “de-Stalinization” Khrushchev’s
goal was reached: Stalin was definitively removed from his
pedestal as a leader of the USSR equal to Lenin, making
room for Khrushchev, and was accepted in the world’s opin-
ion as the sole perpetrator of the terror and of all the crimes
committed by the GPU-NKVD-KGB. There was no need
anymore for revealing more of those crimes. Further details
would, on the contrary, reveal that not only was Khrushchev
Stalin’s accomplice, but also that the huge concentration
camps continued to exist in the USSR and that the infamous
NKVD-KGB continued to persecute “dissidents” in
Khrushchev’s era, as it did the “people’s enemies” in Stalin’s.
Therefore, the “de-Stalinization” was stopped and, especially
when Khrushchev was replaced by Brezhnev and Kosygin,
those who performed the “de-Stalinization” were put under
growing criticism by the “orthodox Communists.” Finally,
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the stubborn “de-Stalinizers” came under the “protection
of . ..the KGB.”

However, what Khrushchev did with his frontal attack
on Stalin cracked the dam. It was no longer possible to stop
what he started. Neither Khrushchev nor his successors felt
strong enough to reapply the total terror. “Everyone should
know the truth about the USSR,” the stubborn dissidents
continued to profess and, when they were forbidden to do so
by the government, they continued to do it secretly—by
sending their writings to be published abroad, and by pub-
lishing the underground journal Chronicle of Current Events.
Thus the book Will the Soviet Union Survive Until 19842 by
Andrey Amalrik, strongly critical of the USSR and of Soviet
society, and in 1973, Solzhenitsyn’s The Gulag Archipelago,
were published in the West.

Nevertheless, all that had been revealed by Khrushchev
and all the Russian dissidents is not the entire truth.

Khrushchev revealed only the wrongdoings of Stalin to
the leading members of the Soviet Communist Party: “the
practice of mass repressions through the state ap-
paratus . .. first against the enemies of Leninism—
Trotskyites, Zinovievites, Bukharinites, long since politically
defeated by the Party—and subsequently also against many
honest Communists.” The Russian dissidents added
thousands of Russian people who were not members of the
Soviet Communist Party to the list.

However, neither Khrushchev nor the Russian dissidents
revealed and exposed the horror of the Soviet Russian terror
and oppression of the non-Russian nations forcibly included
into the “USSR”: Ukrainians, Lithuanians, Latvians, Esto-
nians, and many others. The members of non-Russian na-
tions have been mentioned by Russian dissidents only as in-
dividuals they personally met in concentration camps. Only
individual terror, the persecution of individuals, has been
exposed. The ugly oppression of the non-Russian nations, the
genocide, remains unexposed.

Therefore, everyone who wants to know the entire truth
about the USSR, who wants to see the USSR totally un-
masked, must become familiar with the non-Russian under-
ground writings as well. Only here, in these writings, will
one find the exposure of yet another category of brutal

xiii



crimes against humanity committed by the Soviet Russian
government—the national persecutions, the oppression of the
captive nations, the most brutal persecution of individuals
because of their nationality. Only here will one learn that in
the USSR there are two categories of dissidents: one, the real
dissidents, the Russians, who disagree only with the form of
the regime and expose the outgrowths of totalitarian and
terroristic Communism, or, officially, the socialistic system;
the other, the nationalistic freedom fighters who expose the
“Red Russian” chauvinism and imperialism, which surpass
the historical “White Russian” chauvinism and imperialism
of the late Czarist Russia in their aggressive hostility toward
the captive nations.

There is also a substantial difference in what they are
struggling for. The Russian dissidents do struggle for indi-
vidual freedom and for the moral revival of man in Russia.
“It is, finally, time to call a lie a lie, oppression oppression,
and tyranny tyranny,” declares a leading Russian dissident,
Vladimir Maksimov. “But,” he continues, “we categorically
refuse all kinds of political extremism and do advocate moral
extremism. We are opposed to war and wish only to struggle
morally. We are against any revolution in principle, but are
prepared to take an active part in a moral revolution.” The
other group, the national freedom fighters, advocate and
struggle for the dismemberment of the USSR, for the libera-
tion and reestablishment of freedom and the independence of
all captive nations now forcibly included in the USSR. In or-
der to achieve this goal, they are prepared to accept and ap-
ply any means: peaceful struggle, political revolution, or
even war. The activities of Russian dissidents began after
Stalin’s death. The activities of the nationalistic fighters
started at the very beginning of the Soviet Russian “protec-
tion” of their nation.

It was through ignorance that both groups were placed
under the same label of dissidents by the West.

This is why we call the writings of O. Diakiv-Hornovy,
who represents the group of non-Russian national freedom
fighters, an indispensable companion to Solzhenitsyn’s The
Gulag Archipelago and to the writings of all other Russian
dissidents.

O. Diakiv-Hornovy’s biography was given in the Official
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Communique about his death, issued by the highest com-
mand of the Ukrainian Resistance, which preceeded this in-
troduction, and in Vasyl Diakiv’s, his father’s, memoirs, as
included in this publication. Therefore, here we merely
summarize it: Osyp Diakiv (pronounced Dyai-keev), born
June 21, 1921 in Western Ukraine, occupied in 1919 by Po-
land, joined the Ukrainian resistance when still in high
school and fought against the Polish invaders. In 1939-41 he
fought against the Soviet Russian invaders, in 1941-44
against Nazi Germany, and from 1944 again against the
Soviet Russian “liberators,” until November, 1950, when he
fell in battle with the armed forces of the KGB.

O. Diakiv, known as a member of the Ukrainian resis-
tance under the pseudonym of Hornovy (pronounced Hor-
no-vay) was active as a prominent member of the Ukrainian
liberation movement, the OUN (Organization of Ukrainian
Nationalists), as a commaissioned officer of the UPA (Ukrain-
ian Insurgent Army), and as a member of the UHVR
(Ukrainian Liberation Council, the revolutionary government
of the Ukrainian nation) as well. But the most important con-
tribution he made to the cause of Ukraine’s liberation were
his political writings, published and distributed all over
Ukraine by the underground network.

During the German occupation it was necessary to ex-
plain that under no circumstances could Ukrainians expect
sincere support from Nazi Germany for the reestablishment
of Ukraine’s independence, since, according to Hitler’s plans,
Ukraine was to be made a Géerman colony. After the German
retreat it was necessary to alarm all Ukrainians that the
Soviets were not at all the liberators they pretended to be,
but only the new invaders who desired to replace the Nazi
Germans in the capture and colonial exploitation of Ukraine
and the Ukrainian people. In the total war raging in
Ukraine and for Ukraine, the political and ideological struggle
was of the utmost importance.

This is what O. Diakiv-Hornovy, the prominent cham-
pion of the Ukrainian national idea, did: he authored political
writings.

In his USSR-The Land of the Most Brutal Oppression of
People and Exploitation of Workers, Hornovy reveals how the
Russian Bolsheviks started, in October, 1917, the extremely
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bloody revolution in Russia with slogans and solemn prom-
ises to build a Communist “paradise for all working men,”
and then built a perfect inferno. He recollects how Lenin of-
ficially, as the leader of the “proletarian revolution,” prom-
ised to respect the right of any nation to be sovereign and
independent, then immediately after sent the Red Russian
armies into Ukraine, Armenia, Georgia, Byelorussia, and all
other non-Russian territories of the just-dissolved Czarist
Russian Empire in order to drown their reestablished na-
tional independence in streams of blood and, with the
bayonets of Russian soldiers, to force them back into the
Russian prison of nations, now called the USSR, and to im-
pose upon them the Russian system of Communism. He calls
to memory how the Russian Bolsheviks perfidiously lulled
the population of the occupied Ukraine with the “Ukrainiza-
tion” and the NEP (New Economic Policy), and then, by a
police action “against the nationalistic elements,” executed
thousands of prominent Ukrainian writers, scientists, artists,
scholars, and politicians. By an artificially created famine in
1930-31, at least six million Ukrainian peasants, who re-
fused to join the “collective farms,” were allowed to die. Hor-
novy brings to attention the scorn of democracy by the
USSR, where “the most democratic elections” are regularly
held with only one list of candidates, prepared by the Com-
mittee of the Communist party, where there exists only a
Communist press, radio and television, carefully controlled
by the Central Committee of the Communist Party and the
KGB, and where everyone who dares to somehow express a
critical view immediately will find himself in the “kingdom”
of the KGB, in a concentration camp, or at least in an in-
stitution for the mentally insane. Finally, he exposes the
most brutal exploitation of all workers in the USSR by a
“new class” of Communist Russian lords.

The scorn of the freedom of the press has been exposed
by Hornovy especially in his On the Freedom of Press in the
USSR.

In his Chauvinistic Frenzy and Russification Fever of the
Bolshevik Imperialists, Hornovy reveals the fact that the
Russian Communists are actually stronger Russian
chauvinists and more persevering Russifiers than the
Czarist Russian “bourgoisie” had been. Under the slogan of
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internationalism the Russian Communists bring the exter-
mination of all captured nations, melting them consequently
into one Russian nation.

In the critical years of the war with Hitler's Germany
and after, the government of the USSR repeatedly declared
its “sincere will” to peacefully coexist with all nations of the
world, socialistic as well as capitalistic, and to adopt real
democracy with an unqualified respect for human rights and
the freedom of all its citizens. However, all those bombastic
declarations were nothing more than propagandistic tricks
aimed at confusing and duping the capitalistic world whose
economic and political support the USSR-badly needs. Actu-
ally, concludes Hornovy in his article On the Bolshevistic
Ideological Front, in the USSR there has not been the
slightest change in the Soviet Russian attitude toward
“world revolution,” and in the oppressive system of its Com-
munist government.

Russian chauvinism and russification did not at all sub-
side. On the contrary, it has increased enormously. The in-
tensified russification, camouflaged with the slogan of “in-
ternationalization,” became the basic principle of the na-
tional policy of Soviet Russian government in occupied
UkKkraine.

The Scourge of the 20th Century is not only a documen-
tary report about the ruthless genocide systematically com-
mitted on the Ukrainian nation by the Red Russian govern-
ment since the “liberation” of Ukraine by the Red Army in
1944. It also is an extremely serious indictment of the gov-
ernments of Western nations, and especially of the USA, who
stubbornly ignore the reports about the hideous crimes com-
mitted by the NKVD-KGB in Ukraine, and instead did and
do continue to give the USSR an unqualified support for the
consolidation of the Russian occupation of Ukraine and of
other nations of eastern and central Europe. Finally, it is
also an urgent appeal of the brutally oppressed people to the
conscience of all freedom-loving people as well.

In six articles dealing with the national resistance in
Ukraine against the Soviet Russian invaders, Hornovy
analyzes and explains all aspects of this gigantic “David
against Goliath” struggle. Here we learn to understand the
structure of the Ukrainian resistance: the Ukrainian Insur-

xvii



gent Army, or UPA; the Organization of Ukrainian
Nationalists, or OUN; the Ukrainian Supreme Liberation
Council, or UHVR; and the ideological, political and struc-
tural interrelation of these three bodies of the same libera-
tion movement. The reader of these articles learns to see
how and why the political and social ideas as a weapon are
so important not only for OUN and UHVR but also for the
military formation, UPA.

According to Soviet Russian propaganda, the USSR has
been the liberator of enslaved nations and “working classes,”
and the Ukrainian nationalists are “Nazi collaborators,”
“Fascists” and “cruel enemies of the Ukrainian people.”
Osyp Diakiv-Hornovy, one of the leaders of the Ukrainian
nationalists who voluntarily dedicated and sacrificed his life
to fight the Nazi German and Soviet Russian invaders, re-
veals that reality is precisely contrary to what the Communist
prcg)aganda insists. Actually, it is Soviet Russia who enslaves
and oppresses many non-Russian nations and the peoples of
the occupied countries, committing a deliberate ethnocide;
and the Ukrainian nationalists, the members of UPA-
OUN-UHVR, sacrificing their lives, are fighting against the
invaders for freedom for Ukraine and for other oppressed na-
tions, and for freedom and prosperity of all individuals.

Of special value is the article Attitude of the Ukrainian
Resistance Toward the Russian People. It was checked and
approved by the leadership of the Ukrainian resistance and
published in its bulletin; therefore it really reflects the title
of the article.

The Bolsheviks picture the Ukrainian nationalists as ex-
treme russophobes who hate everyone Russian and plan to de-
stroy Russia and to exterminate all Russians. In Hornovy’s
article we find no sign of a national hatred. On the contrary,
the Ukrainian nationalists acknowledge that the Russians
have the same right to be free and independent as do all
other peoples in the world. What the Ukrainian nationalists
swear to destroy is the Russian colonial empire, the Russian
prison of nations, the Russian enslavement of non-Russian
peoples. The Russian state must include only the ethnic Rus-
sian territories. What the Ukrainian nationalists demand is:
“Russians, go home!” “Russians, hands off Ukraine!”
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* * ok

A prominent American journalist, a retired teacher of
European history at American universities, after reading the
manuscript of this book wrote to me:

“The account of conditions in the USSR by the martyred
Diakiv-Hornovy would have hit with terrific impact 25 years
ago—at a time when the United States was at dagger’s point
with Stalin. It is excellently written. Hornovy’s writings
have a blow and an impact that is beyond criticism.

“But American readers are going to demand that you re-
late all this to the situation today. And today...the mere
passage of years has made an entirely intolerable and vi-
cious regime reconciliable to a valiant but conquered group.
The elder generation fought like heroes and in dying hoped
that their children would avenge their sires. But the chil-
dren, desiring only quiet, accepted what their fathers fought,
hoping, perhaps, that intrigue and persuasion would soften
what their elders had considered an intolerable yoke.”

Is this opinion correct?

Not at all. This is exactly what Americans used to say in
1944-45 to Ukrainians who warned them that Stalin was a
moral twin brother of Hitler and Soviet Russia a twin sister
of Nazi Germany. “Soviet Russia is now a democratic coun-
try,” the Americans insisted. “There is now freedom of relig-
ion and freedom of press. The government and all its officials
respect the civil rights of all Soviet citizens. Stalin himself
proved his respect to nationdl freedom by making Ukraine
and Byelorus (Whiterussia) members of the UNO.” But the
reader will find the account of the real situation in post-war
USSR in this firsthand report by Diakiv-Hornovy.

It was said that after Stalin’s death, those advertised
radical changes for better really did take place in the USSR.
Well, no doubt that many changes came in the last 30 years
since 1945. The government of USSR, and especially KGB,
changed their methods of persecution. The simple execution
by shooting has been replaced by a poisonous injection in a
psychiatric institution, and the freedom fighters changed
their methods of resistance. However, the brutal persecutions
and the adamant resistance continue. So, for instance, the
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Ukrainian underground paper Ukrainian Herald reported
these arrests and trials of Ukrainian intellectuals during the
first two years of the 1970s:

Yuriy Shukhevych, freed in 1968 after twenty years of
imprisonment, was arrested once more and sentenced to an
additional fifteen years in prison, concentration camps, and
exile in Siberia.

Valentyn Moroz, the university professor, writer, was
sentenced to fourteen years.

Viacheslav Chornovil, a journalist, author of Chornouvil
Papers published in the West, was sentenced to twelve years.

Ivan Dziuba, literary critic, author of Internationalism or
Russification? —five years.

Ivan Svitlychny, writer and literary critic—twelve
years.

Thor Kalynets, writer—twelve years.

Mrs. Iryna Stasiv-Kalynets, poetess—twelve years.

Mrs. Nina Strokata-Karavanska, microbiologist,
writer—twenty-five years.

Mrs. N. Svitlychna, scientist—four years.

Mrs. Iryna Senyk, artist—eleven years.

Mrs. Stefania Shabatura, artist—eight years.

Euhen Sverstiuk, literary critic—twelve years.
Prof. Leonid Plushch, scientist—life imprisonment in a
psychiatric institution.

Mychajlo Osadchy, university professor, writer—ten
years.

Oleksander Serhienko, teacher and writer—ten years.

Ivan Kovalenko, teacher—ten years.

Zinoviy Antoniuk, philologist—ten years.
Vasyl Stus, poet and literary critic—eight years.

In all, more than one hundred persons were arrested in
1971-72 and held in prisons for trials.

This is the account of nationally known, leading Ukrain-
ian intellectuals. The number of all Ukrainian “dissidents”
held in Soviet Russian prisons and concentration camps to-
day is in the tens of thousands.

This is the real situation in Ukraine today which
categorically denies the opinion that “the children, desiring
only quiet, accepted what their fathers fought.” Actually, the
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present generation of Ukrainians refuses to accept the Rus-
sian occupation of Ukraine, as their fathers did. Therefore,
Hornovy’s writing presents a documentary account of the
situation in occupied Ukraine in 1944-1950, and reflects the
essence and the problems of national resistance in Ukraine
today as well.

The present leadership of Soviet Russia has no illusion
that the Ukrainian resistance in 1944-1950 is now nothing
more than a forgotten episode of history and that the chil-
dren of the members of the Ukrainian resistance of the
above period “desiring only quiet, accepted what their
fathers fought.” Therefore, Soviet Russian propaganda
neither stopped nor even slowed down its vicious attacks in
the press, in literature, in radio and movies against the
Ukrainian nationalists. Therefore, Yuriy Shukhevych, son of
the late Commander-in-Chief of UPA, Roman Shukhevych-
Chuprynka, after serving twenty years in Russian concentra-
tion camps and twenty-two years after his father’s death,
was again arrested in March, 1972 and asked to publicly de-
plore activities of his father and to condemn Ukrainian
Nationalism. When he stubbornly refused, he was for the
third time sentenced to ten years in hard prison and con-
centration camp and five years in exile in Siberia. This is,
too, why the leadership of Soviet Russia sent into exile to the
West more than a dozen Russian dissidents but not one
member of the Ukrainian national resistance. The Soviet
Russian leaders realize extremely clearly that Russian dissi-
dents cause trouble only to the leadership of the Russian
Communist Party, and the Ukrainian freedom fighters en-
danger the very existence of the Russian colonial empire.

So we conclude, Osyp Diakiv-Hornovy’s writings, pre-
sented in this collection as a documentary account of events
in Ukraine in 1944-1950, have a special value for one who is
interested in the history of Eastern Europe of that period.
They reveal how Ukraine, an East-European nation with
population of over 40 million (in 1944) was “liberated” by the
Red Russian army and NKVD-KGB and how the colonial
system called the “Ukrainian Soviet Socialist Republic” was
reimposed there. But at the same time these writings do re-
veal the roots, the essence, and the aim of struggles of pres-
ent Ukrainian resistance in the USSR. Because of this, this
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collection is an indispensable companion to the writings of
Solzhenitsyn and of other Russian dissidents for everyone
who desires to see the USSR totally unmasked and to know
the whole truth about the USSR.

Dr. Petro Mirchuk
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My Memories of
Osyp Diakiv-Hornovy

by Vasyl Diakiv

Early Youth

Osyp Diakiv-Hornovy was my son.

My wife, Justina, nee Kornyk, gave birth to him on
June 21, 1921, in the village of Olesyn, Berezhany County,
in Western Ukraine. He was our first child, for we had got
married the year before (September 20, 1920) after my re-
turn from the war, in which I had fought for a number of
years. First I had served with the 7th Regiment of uhlans,
stationed in Berezhany (the Austrian army); then I had
joined the Ukrainian Galician Army (UHA), participating in
a series of combat campaigns with its 3rd Berezhany
Brigade.

Six years later we were blessed with a daughter, Anna,
only to lose her at seven years of age, in 1934, from menin-
gitis. Osyp, then only thirteen, felt her loss very deeply; they
had been very attached to each other.

Osyp was our only child thereafter. From the early years
of his childhood, and especially after the death of his sister,
he displayed a strong inclination for solitude. He communed
with nature. As a child, and especially in the summer, Osyp
spent many hours in the orchard, sitting and meditating on
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a bench under a large guelder-rose tree. He listened to the
birds and their songs, losing himself in wondrous childhood
reveries. At dawn, in summertime, he rose early to watch
the sunrise in awed contemplation.

When he was only five years old, Osyp learned to read
and write, thanks to a neighbor’s older daughter, who, at the
time, was in the third grade in school. We did not learn
about this accomplishment from Osyp himself.

One day, when my wife was away, we were paid a visit
by an inspector from the county cooperative office with
which I was connected. When I went to the kitchen to pre-
pare a cup of tea for our guest, Osyp approached the inspec-
tor and began talking with him. A few minutes later I heard
the inspector call.

“Mr. Diakiv, would you come here, please?”

Leaving the tea kettle, I joined the inspector in the liv-
ing room. He looked at me strangely.

“What are you trying to do?” he sputtered suddenly. “Do
you want to spoil your child? Why do you teach him to read
at this early age? It is absolutely premature to teach a child
of five years to read. It may prove detrimental to the child’s
natural mental development. . .”

To my astonishment, the inspector proceeded to tell me
that when Osyp had entered the living room, he, the inspec-
tor, had wanted to treat Osyp with candy. My son, however,
disregarded the candy and, instead, ran to the table and
picked up the newspaper lying there. The inspector saw the
child’s lips move.

“Do you know how to read?” he asked Osyp.

“A little,” was the answer.

The inspector had then pointed to the paper and asked,

“What does this big line say?”

“Far-mers E-co-no-mic Week-ly,” replied Osyp, slowly
pronouncing each syllable. It was then that the inspector, in
a state approaching alarm, had called me.

Unfortunately, I was innocent of the charge. As was true
of so many other families, we had little time to devote to our
child. Upon my return from the war, which had claimed al-
most six years of my life, I found our village, including our
house, wholly destroyed. The fields around the village were
gutted with trenches and blighted with barbed wire. There
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were no horses and no farm implements. We had to start
again at the beginning. Moreover, we also had to devote a
great deal of time to our community and our cultural life, a
task that fell squarely on the shoulders of the veterans of the
Ukrainian armies.

Toiling manually in the field and spiritually with the
survivors in order to rebuild our lives, we were only too
grateful that Grandmother was there to help look after Osyp.
It was only on Sundays that we were truly together as a
family.

I dismissed, of course, the inspector’s concern about
Osyp’s precocity. But to this day I thank him just the same,
for at that moment a great resolve took shape in my mind,
namely, to make every effort to help our only offspring ac-
quire a higher education. This resolve lightened, as I look
back, the tasks confronting my wife and me.

In the school year of 1927-28, Osyp entered the grade
school in our village. From what I could see, his premature
acquaintance with reading and writing harmed him not at
all. At that time, for reasons of expedience, the decision was
made to merge the first and second grades. Osyp sub-
sequently sailed into the third grade, and then through the
fourth. School regulations now held him up: since a child had
to spend four school years in grade school, Osyp found him-
self in the fourth grade for two years. But this, too, was not
harmful. Osyp took the opportunity to prepare himself well
for his entrance examination to the gymnasium in Be-
rezhany.

From 1931 to 1939 Osyp attended the state gymnasium
in Berezhany, attaining the grade of excellence in all his
studies, and at every teacher-parent conference he was
praised by his teachers.

His attainment in 1939 of the “certificate of maturity”
from the gymnasium with honors and distinction was an oc-
casion for elation on the part of our family, extending in this
regard even to distant relatives.

Despite Osyp’s early inclination to solitude, he did not
hold himself aloof in these years. On the contrary, he not
only had many friends, but also, even then, exhibited leader-
ship qualities. During his summer vacations, spent in our
village, I saw him assume the role of leader in play with his
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schoolmates. The game was always an “army game,” in the
course of which Ukrainian army commands were constantly
on the youths’ lips. This was nothing strange, of course; the
memory of the short-lived Ukrainian Independence was still
very fresh in people’s minds. Moreover, many a parent had
served one time or another in the Ukrainian army; these
were sure to pass on their experiences to their children.

Osyp blossomed into a good speaker, enchanting with his
gifts of colloquy not only his contemporaries but older villag-
ers as well. Yet he was humble in his bearing. He never
talked down to people, nor was he too quick to answer the
many questions people directed to him. He tried to express
himself precisely yet simply so that everyone, even the vil-
lage people not versed in political affairs of the time, could
understand this meaning.

During his junior year in the gymnasium, Osyp, encour-
aged by the teacher of the Ukrainian language, developed an
abiding interest in Ukrainian folk songs, fables, narrations,
stories, popular beliefs, and customs. He put into writing
many personal accounts of the Ukrainian liberation war
readily given him by those who had fought and lived
through it. By 1939 he already had collected in Olesyn three
thick stacks of manuscript which he wanted to see published
in three volumes. But the outbreak of war in 1939 checked
this project; and Fate soon doomed it.

In 1944, during the German occupation, a “special”
German army formation soon became known throughout the
area for its brutality. The members of this unit mercilessly
pillaged the households of the villagers, whom they scorn-
fully called "bandits” and “partisans.” They constantly con-
ducted searches for arms and underground literature. It was
in the course of one of these searches that the Germans
found Osyp’s collection hidden in our barn. Because I was ac-
tively combating the Gestapo, I was not at home. As a result,
my wife, who tried to save her son’s writings, was brutally
beaten by a German “culture-bearer” (kulturtrager). They
finished by burning the barn.

Osyp possessed another outstanding trait in his make-up
which greatly affected both his behavior and his world out-
look. This was his profound respect for the dignity of man
regardless of his social or ethnic origin.
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I remember an altercation I had with our handyman. Ir-
ritated as I was by some difficulties in our cooperative store,
I berated him at supper for something he had neglected to
do. His face flushed, the handyman jumped up and left the
room without finishing his supper. Osyp, who had been read-
ing a book, looked up after a while and gently said:

“Father, you shouldn’t let yourself go like that. It’s not
good for you to berate a servant simply because you are mas-
ter in your home. Suppose the situation had been reversed.
After all, he also is a human being. If he failed to do some-
thing, he will make up for it another time. I think more can
be accomplished with a good word rather than verbal abuse
and vituperation.”

He added that he was sorry for rebuking me, but that he
felt it his duty to speak up in defense of human dignity.

In my own heart I knew I was wrong and my son was
right.

At the time Osyp was in his school years, Western
Ukraine was caught up by an all-national revolutionary élan,
sweeping along with it hundreds of thousands of Ukrainian
youth. Students of both sexes, especially those at the gym-
nasium and university levels, joined the Ukrainian under-
ground organization. Fired by youthful romanticism and
genuine patriotism, they wanted to be trained physically and
to be psychologically and intellectually prepared for the com-
ing struggle for a free and independent Ukraine. They man-
aged this with astonishing secrecy.

Indeed, it was only much later that I found out that our
son Osyp, as a mere 13-year-old, had joined the junior cadres
of the OUN (Organization of Ukrainian Nationalists). It was
on behalf of the OUN that young Osyp organized soccer
teams in Olesyn and in the neighboring villages. The teams
competed on an organized basis leading to a championship,
but the sport was only a cover for the extensive political and
ideological training these youths were undergoing in these
sports clubs. In addition to practice that made them physi-
cally fit, these peasant boys attended clandestine and semi-
clandestine lectures and information talks on a variety of
themes, mainly on Ukrainian history and literature.

World War II spread to Ukraine almost immediately af-
ter the outbreak of the German-Soviet war in June, 1941. At
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that time there were several thousand well-trained and na-
tionally conscious Ukrainian youth who soon swelled the
ranks of the OUN and the UPA.

I found out about Osyp’s OUN membership quite acci-
dentally. When he was in the sixth class in the gymnasium
in Berezhany, I visited him. He took me to the “students’
reading room,” of which he was president. He went to his
desk, disclosed a false bottom, and took out a batch of what
he identified as “underground literature” and handed it to
me. I was shocked. How dangerous it was for him to be play-
ing with such stuff!

“Couldn’t you have waited with this until you had your
matura (certificate of maturity, or final diploma)?” I asked
him.

“Don’t worry, Father, everything will be fine,” he re-
plied.

He asked me to take the “underground literature” pack-

age home and hide it until he came back for his summer
vacation.

Arrest by the NKVD

Osyp was arrested for the first time during the Soviet
Russian occupation of Western Ukraine, when he already
was at Lviv University as a student in the faculty of Ukrain-
ian language and literature. The arrest took place on Sep-
tember 20, 1940, in the student dormitory on Copernicus
Street in Lviv.

My wife and I had no knowledge of Osyp’s arrest by the
NKVD. I am neither a superstitious nor a clairvoyant man,
but during the night of September 22, 1940, I was awakened
by a strange and terrifying dream. In it I was running des-
perately from the pursuing NKVD, and there was no place to
hide. I awoke in a sweat. I went outside, smoked several
cigarettes, and then climbed up the haystack, where I finally
fell asleep. At dawn, the dream became a nightmare: I was
in the hands of the NKVD.

I went to the barn where my wife already was milking
the cows. She, too, looked perturbed, saying she could not get
our son out of her mind.
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“I think you must go to Lviv, and find out how our son
is faring,” she said. “I am terribly afraid for him.”

At this very time I was having these macabre dreams
about our son, he was only five kilometers from us, being
transported by the NKVD through Berezhany to the prison
in Ternopil.

I agreed with my wife that I had to go to Lviv to visit
Osyp. The railroad connecting Berezhany and Lviv was shut
down, the Soviet government having decided to replace the
existing rails with wide-gauge ones, so as to integrate the
line with the railroad system of the USSR. The only way to
get to Lviv was by bus. Hence, by horsedrawn cart, I got to
Berezhany.

At the bus ticket window I was told that in order to
purchase a ticket to Lviv, I had to have an official “comman-
deering order.” So much for the bus.

I went to the rynok (city hall sqaure), where I saw sev-
eral trucks parked, their chauffeurs Red Army men. I spot-
ted a young man who was lounging around his truck, who
looked at me and smiled in friendly fashion. He turned out
to be a Ukrainian and he was soon leaving for Lviv.

Soon we were going through the town of Pomoriany and
the city of Zolochiv and rolling into Lviv’s suburb of
Lychakiv, where I caught a streetcar that took me to Coper-
nicus Street.

In the office of the student house where Osyp was living,
I asked to see my son. The woman secretary looked sternly
at me, and tersely told me to go to Room 65 on the second
floor. This was the room in which I knew our son lived with
a few roommates. The roommates could only tell me they
had last seen Osyp on Tuesday. I gave the students all the
foodstuffs I had brought for Osyp and waited all night in the
room in the vain hope he would come back.

In the morning there was no other helpful source I could
think of. Everyone seemed to be reluctant to speak to me. I
went back to Lychakiv, where the Soviet army truck had
brought me. There I found another army truck, but the
driver was heading for the city of Ternopil, some 35 kilome-
ters from my village. This time I had to pay. The price was 10
karbovanets (this illegal trafficking of civilian personnel by
the Soviet army seemed to be widely practiced). There was a
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woman passenger whom the driver seated beside him in the
front, while I was told to climb on in the back. No sooner
had we left Lviv than I noticed that there were two young
boys in the corner, covered with tarpaulin. By the look of
their dress I saw at once that they were not from Western
Ukraine. Shortly, they told me that they were both 16-year-
old Ukrainian boys from the Zhytomyr area who had been
conscripted to work on the fortification of the new German-
Soviet frontier. They had run away. The driver had con-
sented to take them back to Zhytomyr free of charge.

In Zolochiv the boys, now hungry, wanted to buy some
bread but the innkeeper would not sell them bread unless
they also bought whiskey (horilka). Since they did not have
enough money for the liquor, they went breadless.

I shared with them the food I had left. They enjoyed, I
recall, my wife’s cake. They enjoyed it so much they said,
“You must be a bourgeois, since you have such tasty food.”

“By no means. I am a farmer,” I replied. “The cakes
were prepared by my wife for our son who is at Lviv Univer-
sity, but I was not able to see him. He has disappeared.”

I further explained to the boys how the Ukrainians had
lived under Polish rule before Western Ukraine was seized
by the Soviet troops.

“We had been persecuted by the Polish government,” I
stated, “but we did have our farms, businesses, and private
enterprises.”

“You see,” said the first boy to his friend, “they were
slaves of ‘nobility-minded’ Poland. They were persecuted,
beaten, starved, and forced to perform slavery for their mas-
ters. But yet, after all this, they wear good boots, eat tasty
cakes, and are able to send their sons to university. But now,
when they have to taste a little bit of Socialism, they will
not see good boots and tasty cakes. ..

“And they no longer will see these well-bred cows we
have seen. Oh, if my mother saw these cows, she would have
fainted from jealousy. Our cows that roam famished through
Socialist pastures are true monsters, barely standing on
their feet.””

“You are surprised,” continued the second boy, directly
addressing me, “that your son has disappeared? Your son is
one of thousands at universities who have vanished without
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a trace. Above all, beware of the NKVD, of which we speak:
‘Ne Znayesh Koly Verneshsia Dodomu.’” (The initials are of
the Ukrainian phrase: You don’t know when you will return
home.)

I was taken with the maturity of those two teenagers
who talked like grown men.

We arrived in Ternopil. Parting with the driver and the
two boys, I caught a ride back home, entertaining the hope
that I would find Osyp, that he had left Lviv to visit us.

Osyp was not at home. We now knew for certain that he
had been arrested. As we found out later, he was arrested by
the Berezhany NKVD in the students’ home in Lviv; not di-
rectly, of course. He was flushed outside by an informer, and
then was driven in an NKVD car to NKVD headquarters in
Berezhany, and finally transferred to the NKVD prison in
Ternopil.

I decided to return to Lviv to search for our son. This
time I got a bus ticket in the town of Kozova through a
friend who furnished me with an official travel order.

On the bus I met a Ukrainian student who lived in the
same students’ home as my son. Osyp, he said, had been
summoned by a student by the name of Nartiuk, who hailed
from the Eastern Ukrainian lands and who was suspected of
being an NKVD sek-sot (informer or secret agent). This stu-
dent advised me to contact Nartiuk and ask him what had
happened to Osyp.

In Lviv, Osyp’s student friend took me to the university,
pointed out Nartiuk, and swiftly disappeared. I approached
Nartiuk.

“Are you comrade Nartiuk?” I asked.

“Yes, I am. What do you want?” he replied.

“My son was living in the students’ quarters on Coper-
nicus Street while attending university courses. Last Tues-
day you called on him in his room and he joined you. Since
then no one has seen him. I am his father and have a right
to ask what has happened to him.”

Nartiuk was silent as we descended the stairs. He met a
girl student, took her aside, whispered something into her
ear, and came back to me.

“Tell me just what you want from me,” he muttered.

“The whereabouts of my son,” I replied.
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Nartiuk looked at me dimly, and said, “Yes, I went to
his room to notify him he was wanted at the university. We
walked together to the gate, and then he went his way and I
went mine. Perhaps he is having a good time or he has
joined the hooligans.”

This was too much for me to take.

“Don’t talk nonsense and don’t act the fool,” I exploded.
“Tell me what happened to my son.”

“I don’t know what happened to him. Perhaps you
should go to the headquarters of the militia, and they can
tell you.”

Later on, Osyp told me that Nartiuk had come to his
room and told him he was wanted at the university office.
They both went as far as the gate, where Osyp was grabbed
by the NKVD men. He was handcuffed, thrust into a police
car, and driven away. Nartiuk was an eyewitness to all this.

I looked up Osyp’s friend whom I had met on the bus,
and together we went to the headquarters of the militia. At
the gate was a guard. When he left his post for a few min-
utes, I entered a long corridor of the building and opened
the first door to the right. I saw a man lying on the floor,
covered with blood. Over him were three people, pouring wa-
ter on him. One of the inquisitors spotted me and shouted
obscene Russian words at me. I ran out as fast as I could and
into the militiaman, who was terrified at having allowed me
to slip by his post. Apparently a local Ukrainian, he asked
me what I wanted. When I told him the purpose of my quest,
he brought me to a waiting room where I repeated my story
to a militia officer. He told me that the militia commandant
was due to arrive soon, and that he would ask him the
whereabouts of my son.

In a few minutes a leather-jacketed officer entered.
When the militiaman told the officer about me, he said in
Russian, “Tell him to go to the investigating officer.”

The militiaman, a Ukrainian, translated his remarks to
me, and motioned me to follow him to the first floor.

But the investigating officer was not much help, either.
He looked into a thick register and declared that it contained
no “Diakiv.”

I went outside where Osyp’s friend was waiting for me.
He proved a great help to me since I didn’t know Lviv at all.
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We visited the oblast District Attorney’s office and the oblast
NKVD headquarters. There I was told to go to the oblast
headquarters of the militia, an NKVD official promised to
telephone there to aid me in my quest.

At the entrance to the militia headquarters, a young
militiaman, a Ukrainian, warned me, “Citizen, I would not
advise you to go in; only an old lady might venture to go in.”

But I insisted, as I was so anxious to find out about
Osyp.
“If you wish, but remember what I said.”

I went inside nevertheless. The corridor was covered
with a thick rug. I passed by about eight rooms, of which
five had their doors open. All the rooms were exquisitely
furnished: the well-fed and well-dressed NKVD officers were
sitting at their desks. I entered a waiting room and sat down
in a soft armchair. An elderly woman was sitting in another
soft armchair. In the next room sounded the laughter of a
woman. A little while thereafter, a young woman with heavy
makeup came out. An NKVD officer appeared in the door
and called in the elderly woman. In a moment I heard her
screaming behind the closed door, and then the woman
emerged with tears in her eyes. The NKVD followed and,
without asking me in, shouted in Russian, “What do you
want here?”

I told him my story, being sure to mention that I had
been directed by the oblast NKVD office and that I had been
told that his headquarters would surely know the where-
abouts of my son. But he continued to rant, “Beat it, you
nationalist scum! If you were not so stupid, I would order
you to the cellar and do you over. Out!”

Outside, the friendly guard asked me how I made out,
and then commented that I should consider myself lucky
that my visit merely ended with my being ejected. Many
people, he added, never came out of the building.

We also visited four city hospitals, including a Jewish
one, looking for Osyp. A man in the streetcar advised us to
visit State Attorney Prokopenko, who represented the Attor-
ney General’s office of the Ukrainian SSR in Lviv, and Pro-
fessor Kyrylo Studynsky, a deputy to the Supreme Soviet in

0SCow.

In the office of Attorney Prokopenko I found a mob of
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some two hundred persons who were waiting for an “audi-
ence.” When Prokopenko finally arrived at the office, he told
the people to form a line, and said he would see each of
them. Somehow I found myself second in line.

When I entered his office, he was sitting behind a desk,
cleaning his fingernails. After hearing my story, he said, “So
you don’t know where your son is. So I don’t know, either.
There are now two of us who don’t know where he is. Good-
bye.”

My “audience” with Deputy Studynsky was even shorter.
“Aha, the nationalist! What he wanted he has gotten! You
may come in a month; perhaps I might do something about
him.”

“But you don’t even know for whom you would have to
ask,” I said.

“It's not necessary. If I learn something in a month, I
will let you know.”

After this last “audience,” I realized the hopelessness of
my search for my son. I returned to the students’ home to
pick up Osyp’s personal effects. But a Jewish student, in
charge of the room in which Osyp lived, stated that Osyp
most probably had been arrested and that his effects would
be impounded. He advised me to go to the rector of the uni-
versity for permission to take my son’s belongings. But the
rector refused it. Upon my return to the students’ home and
in the absence of the room leader, 1 proposed to exchange
some of the new clothing of my son for old clothes of the stu-
dents. This offer was gladly accepted.

Some agonizing weeks passed. One day I was visited by
the secretary of the local village council. He wordlessly
handed me a note. The note was terse:

“I am in the prison in Ternopil. I am well. Osyp.”

The village official then handed me another note, which
said in Russian that I had to report to “NKVD Investigating
Officer Galagin, NKVD headquarters, Room 21, in Ternopil.”

As fast as we could, my wife and I rushed to Ternopil,
bringing some clothing which we knew Osyp would need. Al-
ready there were four Olesyn boys in the Ternopil prison,
and we knew that packages were being accepted by the
prison guards for the arrested persons. As a rule, these pack-
ages consisted of clothing, shirts, underwear, and bedding.
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Food was not allowed.

In Ternopil we reported to the office where packages
were deposited for the inmates. There was a great crowd of
people, and we had to stand in a long line. When our turn
came and we faced a stern-looking NKVD guard, I stated
that my package was for Osyp Diakiv. The guard looked at
some paper on his desk and curtly replied, “I don’t accept it.”

“Why? Comrade, please tell me. Perhaps he is not here?”
I pleaded.

“He is here all right. The devil has not taken him away.
But I will not accept the package. Period.”

We left the “collecting point” and went out into street.
My wife suggested that perhaps the note from the NKVD
would help in forwarding the package to our son. We debated
and talked: perhaps the NKVD business was a trick? But we
had to act, and I showed the note to a passing NKVD guard:

“Comrade, I received this note, but truly I don’t know
what this is all about.”

The NKVD man, reading the note, said, “Don’t you un-
derstand? You are summoned to the NKVD. What business
do you have with the NKVD?”

“Nothing, or at least, I don’t know,” I replied.

“What do you mean, ‘I don’t know’? Then why are you
summoned to the NKVD?”

“Our son has been arrested,” I admitted.

“Aha, your son has been arrested. In that case, you must
go to the office for a pass, which you’ll get when you show
your summons.” ]

I was apprehensive about what I was getting into, but
my love for my son prevailed. I went inside the building.

They asked for my passport, but we hadn’t gotten our
passports in time, so I showed them my Soviet military dis-
charge papers with my photographs. They promptly took
these from me, gave me a pass, and told me to wait. I went out
to the street and whispered to my wife that if I did not come
out within an hour or two, she should go home at once.
Alarmed, she began to cry and begged me not to go back.

“It’s too late now,” I told her. “They have taken my
military papers, and they will know that I was here, and
therefore I must return.”

I went up the stairs. At the beginning of the corridor
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there stood two guards with fixed bayonets. I showed them
my pass. One of them tried to use the telephone on the wall
but could not get any connection. Another military man
came out, and said loudly in Russian, “My telephone is not
working.”

Turning to me, he asked, “Are you Diakiv?”

“Yes,” I answered in Ukrainian.

“Your son is in this prison?”

“Yes. He is here.”

“Did you look for him in Lviv?”

“Indeed, I did.”

“But he is with us, in jail.”

“I know that, and therefore I came here to see him,” I
replied.

“As I understand, he is the only son you have, and there
is a great father-son bond between you?”

“Of course. He is our only son.”

“I understand it well. I also have only one daughter, and
I would give everything to save her. Therefore, I suggested
to your son that he write to you. Evidently you received his
note and were not afraid to come here.”

“Why should I be afraid? I have committed no crime, nor
have I done any harm to anyone. Why should I be afraid?”

“Quite right, we know all this, and we feel sorry for you.
We also feel sorry for your son. He is an intelligent boy. 1
have been telling him that he should confess everything and
then he could have a good life ahead for him. You should
realize that he is very young and that he has to continue his
studies, because he is a very talented young man. You would
not have to pay for his studies, as was the case in bourgeois
Poland. He could not only pursue his studies for free, but he
can receive special scholarships.”

“But that’s exactly what he wants to do!” I exclaimed.

“I have been talking to him about it the whole time. You
should be a wise father and talk some sense into him. Tell
him to confess everything. He loves you and he will listen to
you. If he confesses, I will release him immediately and you
will both go home today.”

“But to what does he have to confess?”

“He is a nationalist!” he shouted.
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“This is a lie, comrade. Someone has certainly made
false denunciations of my son. Look at my hands: I worked
all my life very hard to send our son through school. He
wants nothing else but to attain his education.”

“Yes, it's true. He possesses outstanding qualities. But
he has already confessed to belonging to a nationalist or-
ganization.”

“How could he confess to something which is not true?
On the other hand, if he has already confessed, then what
can I advise him? I did not know and I do not yet believe
that he is a member of some nationalist organization.”

The investigator, whose name I found out later on was
Galagin, pierced me with his penetrating eyes and said, “But
I will tell you that he stubbornly refuses to talk. To all our
questions, he has a standard reply: ‘I told you everything
and I know nothing more.” You are his father and you can
talk to him sensibly, and everything will be all right. If you
agree to talk to him, I will bring him over here to see you.”

“Of course. Of course, I will talk to him,” I said halting-
ly.

Galagin took me to Room 22, where an NKVD guard
was posted. Galagin told the guard to keep an eye on me. I
was told to sit down on a stool in the corner of the room. In
the center was a large table with a mass of torturing imple-
ments; there also was a bucket of water under the table.
Upon seeing these instruments of “Soviet justice,” I shivered
and almost burst into tears.

The young NKVD torturer looked at me and asked, “Are
you crying?”

“No, I am not crying,” [ said.

“Are you arrested?”

“I really don’t know.”

“Then what the devil brought you here to the NKVD?”

“I understand that my son is arrested and remains in
this building.”

“What’s his name?”

“Osyp Diakiv,” I said.

The NKVD guard opened a thick register which appar-
ently listed all the prisoners and after a few minutes said,
“Yes, he is here. He was at the university and would have
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been a decent young man. But he wanted independence. We
have both a ‘Union’ and an ‘Independent’ state. Everyone
may have what he wishes.”

The door opened suddenly and Galagin loudly called,
“Come over here!”

I ran to the door of Room 21, and saw our son Osyp. My
heart started to beat rapidly and I almost fainted from the
sudden shock.

“Father, please behave properly and do not talk!”
exclaimed Osyp. “Don’t talk for there is no one to talk to,” he
added.

Galagin became furious, his mouth twisting as he heard
Osyp’s words. But he kept silent, obviously waiting to see
what I would tell my son.

On seeing Osyp, I came to, and I looked at him. His shav-
en head was covered with dried blood and his face was
swollen and marked with heavy blue blotches. I saw he had
been beaten, perhaps tortured.

We embraced and he kissed my hand, while I kissed his
battered head. Galagin was watching every movement of my
hands, even of my lips.

“Is Mother well?” Osyp asked.

“Yes, she is quite well and is waiting outside.”

“How about Grandmother, my uncles and aunts, and
other members of the family?”

I told him briefly that all seemed to be in good health,
and added: “My son, please do everything possible so that
everything will be all right.”

“Of course, I am doing everything that is possible to at-
tain just that,” replied Osyp.

There was silence. Neither he nor I could say anything
more, for there was nothing more to be said. I was afraid
that any further questioning on my part might incriminate
him. He probably was thinking the same thing, for he did
not press any further colloquy.

“Have you finished?” shouted Galagin in Russian.

“Yes, we have finished,” I answered.

Obviously irate, Galagin asked me whether I had
brought anything for my son. Indeed, I'd brought some
things for him, I said. I enumerated the articles, but it soon
became evident that this official of the Ukrainian SSR did
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not understand the Ukrainian language, not knowing the
common Ukrainian words for suits, shirts, and underwear.
Osyp had to translate them into Russian. Galagin made a
list of these effects and told me to hand it to the officials in
the office. Osyp and I embraced and I left.

My wife was happy to see me. I told her briefly what
had occurred and then we went to the office at the entrance
to the building to leave the things I had brought for Osyp.
The guards took the bundle and the list, but barely had we
reached the steps to the street when they threw the bundle
after us, shouting in Russian, “You nationalist scum, you
told us that you had permission .to deliver the bundle, but
you don’t have permission.”

When the German-Soviet war broke out and Osyp re-
turned from the prison in Berdychiv, we finally learned more
about our visit to the Ternopil prison. Osyp told us that
Galagin was enraged at my failure to convince Osyp to “con-
fess,” and he exacted a brutal revenge. Galagin personally
beat Osyp several days, using heavy ropes and canes. He
would throw our son to the floor and kick him in the
stomach and chest.

Eventually, we received permission from the oblast dis-
trict attorney in Ternopil to forward to Osyp periodically
some personal effects.

We also learned that shortly after my visit to the prison,
Osyp was placed in a cell with a young Ukrainian lieutenant
from the Soviet army, who had been arrested for some in-
fraction of military discipline. His appearance was bedrag-
gled, yet he refused to accept some clothing that Osyp offered
him. In a few weeks he was tried and sentenced to one year
of prison with the “right of appeal.” The officer made another
“appeal” and castigated the Soviet court for its inhumanity.
As a result, the court of appeals in Kiev sentenced the same
lieutenant to ten years at hard labor with, again, the “right
of appeal.” Again, the lieutenant appealed to the court in
Kiev and promptly spared no words in condemning “Soviet
justice” and the Soviet courts. This time, he was sentenced to
twenty-five years at hard labor with no “right of appeal.”

But fortune was on the side of this young and brave
lieutenant and on the side of our son as well.

When the Nazi troops attacked the Soviet Union and
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made swift advances through Western Ukraine, reports
quickly spread that the NKVD was murdering Ukrainian
political prisoners in the prisons. When the first German
patrols entered our village of Olesyn, people began preparing
to go to Ternopil to look after their arrested kin. The next
day my stepmother and I joined two women whose sons were
in the Ternopil prison. The day after, we were stopped by the
Germans in the village of Yanivka because the front was
only a few kilometers ahead. In a few hours, however, we
were told that German troops from the city of Zbarazh had
entered Ternopil, and we were allowed to follow the troops
into the city.

When we reached the prison we found a dreadful and
unforgettable sight: the entire prison yard, the cells and
cellars—all were filled with corpses; the stench defied de-
scription. The corpses bore witness of inhuman torturing and
sadistic forms of execution practiced by NKVD. There was
loud and piteous lamentation as many recognized their sons,
husbands, and brothers. In many cases identification was
made through the clothing alone, the faces of most prisoners
having been mutilated. I heard that in Ternopil prison alone
over five thousand Ukrainian political prisoners were mas-
sacred by the retreating NKVD, a slaughter that took place
in every prison. German army and newspaper photographers
were busy taking pictures of the corpses.

Despite a long search among the dead bodies, we could
not find the body of our son Osyp.

Later on we learned that a few days prior to the out-
break of the German-Soviet war in June 1941, Osyp, along
with hundreds of other political prisoners who were to be
sent to Siberia, had been transferred to the prison in Ber-
dychiv. When the German planes attacked Berdychiv and
the German artillery began shelling the city, the Soviet
guards set fire to the prison and retreated from the prison
compound. When the inmates began escaping from the cells,
the guards returned and opened fire with their automatic
rifles, cutting down those prisoners who succeeded in fleeing
the burning building. Among those who escaped to the
prison yard, as we learned later on, was our son Osyp. As
the NKVD guards opened fire upon the fleeing prisoners,
Osyp fell to the ground without being wounded and soon was
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covered by the bodies of his murdered cellmates. Some 23
prisoners were thus murdered, while the rest managed to get
outside. There, however, many of them either were shot on
the spot by retreating istrebitel (punitive) units or were tak-
en prisoner by the advancing German troops and conveyed
to POW camps. Nonetheless, a substantial numt ir of the
OUN members who had been sentenced in mass trials in
Lviv, Stanislaviv, and Drohobych were successful in getting
away.

A few days later many of 