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In this interview, Anastasija Evstigneevna Grigorjeva, born on December 8, 1927, in the village 
of Koroļevščina (Korolevscina, Korolevšina) in the Bikerniekskaya volost, discusses her life in 
occupied Latvia and in Germany during World War II. Grigorjeva talks about the participation of 
Latvian aizsargi in the shooting of Jews. She explains how her father’s refusal to bury the 
murdered victims resulted in the deportation of two of his children, Anastasija and her younger 
sister, to a labor camp in Germany. She describes the work conditions and her interactions with 
camp personnel, as well as with the owner of the factory where she worked. She also talks about 
how her family harbored two Jewish men in a cellar and discusses the assistance provided to 
Jews by the local population during the war. 
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[01:] 00:00:00 – [01:] 30:05:12 

00:00 – 31:11 

 

[01:] 00:31:20 – [01:] 03:56:13 

00:23 – 03:56 

Q: Good afternoon. 

 

A: Good afternoon. 

 

Q: First of all, I would like to thank you for letting us come and videotape this interview. 

 

A: By all means. That is not a problem. On the contrary, I am glad you came over to see me. 
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Q: Thank you very much. Please tell us your name: your first name, your last name, and the 
year of your birth. 

 

A: My name is Anastasija Evstigneevna Stepanova, born in [19]27, on December 8. 

 

Q: Is Stepanova your maiden name? 

 

A: Right. The one I was born with. 

 

Q: And now? 

 

A: Now I am Grigorjeva, Grigorjeva, because I was married, even twice. My first froze to 
death after getting drunk on vodka, and I got married a second time. 

 

Q: Where did you live before the war? 

 

A: Before the war—in the village of Koroļevščina in the Bikerniekskaya volost. 

 

Q: And also during the war? 

 

A: During the war, I lived in Germany for three years. 

 

Q: But, at the beginning of the war, you lived here in Latvia? 

 

A: Yes, that is right, that is right. We were taken to Germany in May of [19]42. 

 

Q: Do you remember the beginning of the war and some incidents concerning the Jews? 
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A: Yes, I remember, because we still had not been taken to Germany, it was in May—right, 
in May. My younger sister and I were washing the floor. Back then floors in the village were 
white, so you had to scrape them with a broom. So we washed the floors together and went to 
gather some calamus—you know that kind of fragrant plant—to spread it on the floor. This 
calamus grew in our swamp, and we went to the swamp where there was peat, and we were 
gathering calamus there. Suddenly we heard a shot. The shot was like from a machine gun – 
bang, bang, bang – like that. My younger sister got scared and started to run away, but I was 
walking slowly, I was not running, I was walking slowly. I told her, “Calm down, don’t cry! It 
was not [aimed] at us.” “No, it was [aimed] at us. There, in the bush!” It seemed like it was 
[aimed] at us, you know. And the bush was about six hectares away. First, we thought they were 
really shooting at, but no. We ran to the street—our father was walking around a well—we had a 
well there. We said, “Daddy…” “What are you crying about?” [he said] to the younger one. 
“Daddy, there is shooting there, in the bush!” He said, “No, it is not in the bush. I don’t want to 
tell you.” You know, like a parent [parents who do not want to expose their children to cruelty 
and violence]. “No, daddy, tell us, we are scared!” “They are shooting Jews in Gornie Višķi (a 
village north of Koroļevščina).” The Višķi village is down the hill, and this is called Gornie 
Višķi, meaning up the hill, where we used to collect clay to make bricks. “There”, he said, “they 
are shooting Jews.” We all got scared. My mom was very scared. “How is that possible that they 
are shooting Jews?”—“What is going on!”—“Who is doing that, daddy?”—“Well, we don’t 
know, probably the Germans, or whoever is there” We didn’t know [who was shooting], because 
we didn’t see that, but we knew that they we shooting Jews. [sighs] 

 

[01:] 03:56:14 – [01:] 06:59:10 

03:57 – 07:07 

Q: Were you close to the place where they were shooting?  

 

A: No, dear, it was not close, about half of a kilometer, maybe farther. 

 

Q: Did you hear the shots clearly? 

 

A: My God, yes! It was like from a machine gun – bang, bang, bang, bang – like that, all of 
the time. 

 

Q: Did you hear them for a long time? 
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A: Yes, for a long time, because dad told us to go home. “Go to the house!” And he wept, 
and my mom started to cry—[they wondered] what was going on? 

 

Q: So, you first heard the shots in the forest, and then when you came to the house? 

 

A: Yes, yes, right. But our dad would not let us go to the street, because we all were crying, 
scared, and quaking with the fear that they would also shoot us. We had no clue what they were 
going to do. So we were all in the house, and at around two or three in the afternoon—I can’t tell 
you precisely—the aizsargi came to our house. Three of them came: two Koluzh (family 
surname) sons—they were the sons of Stanislav—we called him Stonka—two Koluzh sons—
Anton and Petr; and the third one lived further away from us, maybe a kilometer away, maybe 
two. Also a Latvian, but I forgot his last name and I won’t remember it at any price now—I tried 
to, I thought maybe… I don’t remember his last name. So three men came there, and we were 
already locked—because we were scared. Well, we opened the door… “Where is your father?” 
“He is here.” “Tell him to come out here.” So my dad went to them. We all were not trying to get 
ahead of him, but we were listening carefully, worried that they would shoot him. “So, 
Evstigney,” they said—and my dad was Guryanivich (referring to him by his middle name)—
they said: “Take a shovel and go to Gornie Višķi, you will be burying Jews.” My dad said, “Why 
should I go to Gornie Višķi? Let those who shot them, bury them!” he said. “I won’t go,” he 
said. “No, no, I won’t go.” “You will go.” “No, I won’t. And if you are going to be shooting, I 
definitely will not go.” Like this. So they were asking him, persuading him, but he said, “No and 
that is it. You can shoot, but I won’t go.” “All right, then, you will not forget that, you will be 
sorry later.” My dad said, “What can you do to me? I—” he said, “I am not some government 
official, or anything like that, I am what I am. I just leave and that is it.” “You will not forget,” 
and they left. Then, after they left, a week or two had passed—I cannot tell you exactly—I know 
that you need everything to be precise, but this I cannot tell you—they came on horses, and 
again, three of them. 

 

[01:] 06:59:11 – [01:] 11:01:23 

07:08 – 11:19 

Q: The same three men? 

 

A: Yes. Stonka’s boys came again—Stonka was their father—Koluzh was their last name—
these three lads, and said, “Get ready, you will go with us.” My dad said, “Where should I go?” 
My mother rushed out to plead with him. We all came out on the street. My mom said, “Oh, dear 
sons…” And she was holding a three-month-old boy, Makariy. “How is that possible, where will 
you take him? I have nine children! What will happen to us if I am left alone? Who will feed 
them?” My mom started to cry audibly, you know how that is. And she dropped down to her 
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knees in front of them—oh, when I remember that. [She cries.] And he tore his leg away from 
her abruptly, and the boy rolled on to the ground. Well, they saw the situation and then said, 
“Stand up, stand up!” Then my dad said, “You see that I have nine children in the family, how 
can you take me?” And I was the oldest one. Then they said, “All right, where are your children? 
Show us the older ones.” So, they opened the door and called for me, saying that I should come 
out. I came out, and my younger sister, Klava—the one born in [19]28, and I was born in 
[19]27—also did. The ones who were younger than us were all little babies. So, they said, “If 
there is nobody to feed your children, then this one and this one.” And he pointed at me and at 
Klava. “Dress them and give them some food and clothing. So”—they looked at the clock—I 
forgot how much time they gave us, either 20 or 30 minutes, something like that. At that, my 
mom began sobbing violently, everybody started to cry, we were also crying. My mom started to 
pack some shirts, a change of underwear, and some dresses. You know, we were not rich, but 
children would get everything they needed; the house was full of children. So she packed all of 
that for us. “Where will you take the children?” she cried, “Where will you take my children?” 
“To work.” [She cries.] And they took us away. They brought us to our Bikerniekskaya volost, 
and there were many people there, but the doors were not closed, because there were a lot of 
aizsargi standing there, a lot of aizsargi, you know, here, here, and there, and we were also 
placed in this crowd, in the middle. [This portion of her account is a bit vague.] There were 
some women and girls we knew. They were also brought from our village. There was Marfutka 
Emelyanova, she told me, “Put your bags here.” And I said, “I need to go to the bathroom,” and I 
ran there. [The following sentence is inaudible.] We stayed there. I don’t remember exactly, two 
or three days. Suddenly, my mother decided to visit us. She brought some food to that place in 
the volost [the place where they were being held]. My dad was afraid to come, because he 
thought that they could have kept him there also. And one aizsargi pushed my mom away from 
the door when she was standing there with her bag, or whatever it was that she used to bring the 
food in, and that same child fell out again. Oh, she let out such a loud cry that everyone there 
was agitated. But the child was fine, only now, he died recently. [She sighs.] 

 

[01:] 11:01:24 – [01:] 13:24:06 

11:20 – 13:47 

Q: And this was how you got to Germany, right? 

 

A: We stayed one more night—the stalls to go to bathroom were not ready. They had to 
make stalls in each train car, which they used to transport cows, calves, or pigs. The stalls were 
necessary because there was no other bathroom. So they constructed stalls in every car and put 
up the train which was probably about a kilometer long. I don’t know for sure, but the train was 
very, very long. And they started to separate us: the youngest ones were put in the first car and 
connected to the engine. How many of us were there? A lot. And by “us” I mean the youngest 
ones. Further down, there were the others—I don’t know how they sorted them, I only know that 
in our car, we were all young like a little fish. And they drove us away. 
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Q: Could you tell me please, when the aizsargi came to your house for the first time, where 
were you standing when they were talking to your dad? Did you hear their conversation well? 

 

A: Oh God, sure, we all came out, and my dad started to say that, and my mother started to 
cry, and looking at her, we all also started to cry that—actually they called the Jews “Zhidi” (In 
Russian, a pejorative term for Jews). “They are shooting “Zhidi” there and somebody has to bury 
them.” That is it. 

 

Q: So you heard that and saw that, right? 

 

A: My dear, I am only telling you what I heard. What can I add to that? I cannot add much to 
that. I am only telling you what I heard, and I saw these Koluzh brothers – Antoshka and Petr 
were their names, Stonka Koluzh’s sons. They lived there, down the street from us. [She waves 
her arm indicating the direction.] 

 

Q: About one kilometer away? 

 

A: No, no— 

 

Q: Closer or farther? 

 

A: When you go down the street here, it is less than half of a kilometer away. 

 

Q: It means you knew them very well? 

 

A: Oh sure—if I met them today, I would have seen and recognized them. 

 

[01:] 13:24:07 – [01:] 17:44:19 

13:48 – 18:19 

Q: Could you please tell me if you had an opportunity to go to the massacre site of the Jews 
in Gornie Višķi? 
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А: You know, we wanted to go—already in the evening of that same day, many children 
went there, but my dad forbade us from going. “Only try to go, I will take care of you!” He said, 
“I will unbuckle the belt, I will sort you out! What didn’t you see there?” Those who—I am 
repeating someone else’s words—those who went there were saying later, when the gunshots 
stopped, they were saying that when they buried [the victims] the land was breathing there—the 
land was breathing [She cries.] 

 

Q: Your friends were saying that? 

 

А: Well, youths just like us ran there. The adults from our area didn’t go—who would go 
there? You know, it is scary. But the boys with whom we went to school, and who lived not far 
from us—they are all now dead—I remember Donka was saying, “Oh, oh, what was going on 
there!” He was saying, “The land was moving!” I didn’t see that. Our dad said, “If you only try 
to go there, I will strike you. I will unbuckle the belt right now!” Our dad was very strict, and he 
would slap us at the slightest sign of disobedience. 

 

Q: Thank you very much, thank you for this account. 

 

A: My dear, I only know the things that happened to me. And how we were brought to 
Germany and placed in the avia—avia—I had a document, but I haven’t prepared it—too bad—
we had to make flares there. 

 

Q: Did you work for a long time there, at that factory? 

 

A: For three years, that is why my health is so poor. Three years working with gunpowder; 
and if I only knew that gunpowder was hazardous to my health, I would have torn my shirt or my 
panties and covered my nose and mouth. They did not give us anything there, and we were 
inhaling—it was impossible to even enter into that room, and the factory was [called] Flaming, 
the Flemming Factory  

 

Q: And were there only girls from Latvia, or from other countries also? 

 

A: From other countries—there was nobody from other countries in the factory, only our 
Latvian girls—because there were also other girls… But our Latvian girls were occupying three 
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rooms in a row in that camp. Farther down there were others, there were others there—there 
were Italians, French, and Dutch. People of various nations. And the camp was about one 
kilometer long: one ends, another starts, one ends, and so on. Last time, I showed you the 
picture. And we lived in these camps back then. But many people died there. Why did they die? 
[Because] they were feeding us once a day—once a day. When I was young, I was very quick-
witted. I used to go to a German woman [it is difficult to know exactly, but she is probably 
referring to a kitchen worker]—and she was not a bad person. I would kiss her hands, give her a 
low bow, and would tell her that I wanted to “essen” (GERMAN: to eat); I knew that “Brot” 
(GERMAN: bread) was their bread—and I was telling them that I wanted that. I also knew some 
other words, so I would say, “I want to ‘essen.’” She would answer—first, she would look at the 
clock to check the time and she would say, “Zuruk (GERMAN: back).” I remember that as if it 
happened today. And I would come [at a set time], and I wouldn’t eat everything, in order to 
leave some food for the girls. German ladies would give us food, my dear, I won’t lie here—they 
gave us bread [she says one inaudible word, possibly German] and suggested that we try this and 
that—they would feed me and give me some food to take out—I asked for that, because there 
were other hungry people in the camp.  

 

[01:] 17:44:20 – [01:] 19:51:10 

18:20 – 20:31 

Q: So both you and your sister managed to survive? 

 

A: My sister was released. She became ill and she stayed at Hamburg Hospital, but nothing 
helped her. It was because of—they would feed us like that: once a day when they brought us 
back from the factory—so they fed us once a day—there were cabbage stalks, some red leaves 
that looked like cabbage leaves, and some kind of bran, which looked like a bran mush. And she 
[interviewee’s sister] immediately started to have stomach problems. She fell ill many times, and 
they let her go home. They also took one pregnant woman—she lived not far from us, about two 
kilometers away—and when her bump became big, she was also released to go home. And my 
sister went home with this woman—that happened, but I wasn’t telling you about that to keep 
things in chronological order. So she went home; but now she is confined to bed, because she is 
ill. She lives on Valmeras Street with her daughter—she was married—and now she lives there, 
but she can’t walk, she lies in bed—Klava, the blonde one—I showed you the picture—that was 
her.  

 

Q: Thank you very much. 

 

A: So we were working—there was a fire—there were these presses, which—you know, we 
were making flares, and first they had me weigh gunpowder with a little shovel on scales. Then I 
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had to—there was this thing like a little bottle, so we had to put a flare in there, and to pour [does 
not specify what] into a kind of shovel, and then we had to place all of that through a little 
window in the wall. And from there it went to the press. Later, they put me to work with the 
press, and once I even put my finger under it and released it, [This was probably an accident, but 
her account here is a bit confused.] and my finger broke. 

 

[01:] 19:51:11 – [01:] 22:45:17 

20:32 – 23:32 

Q: And it was like that for three whole years, right? 

 

A: For three years—[She continues with her previous account.] And several girls from 
Panteliški (Panteliski, Pantelishki) village in the Bikerniekskaya volost—several girls got 
burned—there was a fire there. When the Russians started to advance quickly, they [probably the 
supervisors at the factory] were rushing us all the time: “schnell, schnell, schnell, schnell” 
(GERMAN: quickly)—and gave no days off, only quickly, quickly. Only work quickly, but no 
days off. And these—what were they called—[probably a part of the press] they became 
overheated, and the gunpowder caught on fire. Then there was some white powder standing there 
separately; it had to be mixed with the gunpowder. There were three girls there: from Korsovka 
village, from Lutino village, and from Rizikna village. We didn’t know how these three girls 
got there. They were mixing [gunpowder with white powder] there, and even today we do not 
know if they were smoking, or something else happened—the gunpowder exploded, and they 
[probably camp personnel] were later gathering only pieces of flesh there. 

 

Q: So it was a dangerous job? 

 

A: Well, gunpowder [the implication is that they had to handle dangerous substances]. And 
these three girls caught on fire—the press caught on fire because of gunpowder. There were 
some technicians there nearby. They were rolling the girls on the sand and all that. They [the 
girls] had to stay in the hospital in Hamburg for a long time. I wouldn’t say that anyone beat us 
there—I won’t say such things in vain—they did not. Once, this one guy waved at me because I 
had not made enough flares: “wenig,” or how was it, “zu wenig” (GERMAN: few, too few), 
meaning that I hadn’t produced enough boxes [of flares]. They put me to work on the press. That 
was when I injured my finger. But you know, I was newly arrived from home, and also take into 
account my age—at home we were sleeping so well that my mom couldn’t wake us up, even 
with her loud shouts—so I didn’t stop the press. When the press is empty you can hear this, 
because normally it presses the flare, [gesticulating] but here, it was simply moving with a 
rumble. When they came, I was sleeping on the floor—I thought that I should sleep, because I 
could not work anymore, and the sleep was knocking me down—they took the kids right from 

http://collections.ushmm.org 
Contact reference@ushmm.org for further information about this collection

 
This is a verbatim transcript of spoken word. It is not the primary source, and it has not been checked for spelling or accuracy. 



home to work night shifts. We worked like this: in the morning, after lunch, and at night, in three 
shifts. I wonder if Flemming is still alive. He was not a bad director, Flemming, because when he 
used to come to our room—and all the girls already knew that—he was always checking to see 
how well we cleaned the place, always did this: “Staub.” (GERMAN: dust) [She demonstrates 
how Flemming inspected the room.] He was looking to see if we cleaned the dust well. I was 
always—my dad was always strict about these things. He demanded that the door be clean, that 
oven tools, like the oven tongs and crook, everything had to be clean. I was the oldest child, so I 
would take all of the heat. As for cleanliness, I was used to keeping perfect order. 

 

[01:] 22:45:18 – [01:] 25:06:02 

23:33 – 25:59 

Q: So you managed to cope there? 

 

A: Yes, that is right. So he [Flemming] used to bring me to his house and give me—back 
then we had never, in our entire lives, seen these vacuum cleaners—so I was helping his wife. 
When I was done helping her, he would let me go. But he used to say to his wife that she should 
feed the girl, and she used to say no. She was keeping turkeys and geese in the yard, so she used 
to say that the food had to go to the turkeys and geese. He used to say, “Feed the girl.” He was a 
paunchy, big, and tall man. I should tell you that he was a very kind man. And she was scraggy 
and lean, and also very tall, under the sky, and she never treated me, never. There was a girl 
[probably Flemming’s daughter]—back then I was 14 and some months, and she was two years 
younger. She used to say, “Tante, Tante” (GERMAN: aunt) to me and give me a piece of bread. 

 

Q: Thank you very much. 

 

A: [She continues.] And the British and Americans liberated us from the camp. When the 
Germans were pushed far away, they removed—this is a very important thing to mention to 
you—they removed our supervisors, and the Latvians—I will tell you about them—our Latvians, 
from Bikerniekskaya volost wrote that we were volunteers! [She says this word with emphasis.] 
They wrote “Freiwillige” (GERMAN: volunteers). 

 

Q: So you suffered both because of the Germans and the locals? 

 

A: We were volunteers! Yes, Latvians [did this]—and I am saying that if there is a God—it 
is wrong to say—it is a wrong thing to say, but I want to say, but I don’t want to get there [she 
points to the camera] I don’t know…Instead of shooting the Jews, they should have shot those 
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aizsargi—let them see that in case! [She waves her hand at the camera and cries.]…like this. 
The Jews—my dad—I forgot to tell you that in our cellar—you know, where they usually put 
potatoes, there were Peska and Sayka there. My dad was hiding them in a cellar. 

 

Q: Did you know about that? 

 

[01:] 25:06:03 – [01:] 27:18:00 

26:00 – 28:16 

A: My dad said to us, “If you tell anybody…” He said that to the two of us—the rest [of his 
children] were young—and he ordered us, that if somebody was carrying food to them [to the 
hidden Jews] while he was not at home—all the little ones had to be locked in the house—in 
case, you know. 

 

Q: But did you see them? 

 

A: We knew them. My dad was friends with them, especially with Sayka. Sayka had a 
store—and also my mom used to buy goods from Peska; but I don’t remember if my dad ever 
went there. That Sayka used to come to our place. My dad was friends with him; he bought 
everything we needed on credit: flour, if we needed flour, shoes for all of the children. He used 
to buy everything from him, and he used to come to our house. Suddenly—we did not see how 
he arrived—but my mom started bringing food to them, and later we started to do the same. She 
told us very strictly, and even waved her finger at us, saying, “Here, carry this bucket to the 
cellar.” It was not exactly a cellar; we called it a “konus” – the place where we stored potatoes. It 
had a stall, and they were hiding there. But we did not—they did not tell us, and we did not see 
when they left. 

 

Q: How long did they stay at your house? 

 

A: Around—how long—I don’t even know, about two or three months, something like that, 
until the cold weather came… Our dad was very strict with us. He made certain that little 
children did not go there, [to the hiding place] because they could have told somebody. It was 
very strict in our family. My mom used to say, “Someone has to go get some potatoes.” And 
someone [one of the children] wants to go outside—[her mother would say] “Where are you 
going? Come back here”—so that another one was to bring the food there, to the cellar. 
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Q: This was in [19]41, right? 

 

A: In forty—well, right, right, it was before Germany. They were in the cellar—not a cellar, 
we called it a “konus.” It was made of soil. Maybe they started to freeze there. I can’t tell you. 
Maybe they became cold, maybe something else happened. There were others there. There was 
Sergey Khacheshko. He also hid Jews.  

 

[01:] 27:18:01 – [01:] 30:05:12 

28:17 – 31:11 

Q: Did you know about that? 

 

A: About Sergey? Yes, he told my dad that he harbored Pogulev (probably a surname)—
Irshke was his first name, but everyone called him Grisha. There was also Benka. He lived in 
Višķi, where my little house is standing now. I am selling it, but nobody wants to buy it because 
there are no jobs there. It is a little house, but I left my buffet and my sofas there—everything, 
but I can’t sell it, dear, nobody needs it, because—yes— 

 

Q: This means that the locals were helping Jews and harbored them? 

 

A: They did, they did, they did—I do not want to say that only my dad was helping. I 
remember Yuzya Levonovich was there [hiding in someone’s home]. Also, a young married 
couple from—what was the name of the street—Kraslovas Street—they were also hiding there. 
[It is unclear where the aforementioned people were hiding.] People were helping—people were 
helping all around us—and in Tabuni village, I remember also. 

 

Q: Do you know if anyone managed to survive? Did you see them after the war? 

 

A: Yes, I saw, I saw some of them. That Grishka [Irshke] survived. But until now we have 
not seen those who were hiding in our house. Pesya was a young man, but Sayka was already 
around 40 or 45 years old, but they were very good friends with my dad. And we did not see—
my dad worried about that, and my mom—we were wondering how they could leave without 
telling us. What if somebody came and took them away, or maybe somebody saw how we were 
bringing food to them? Sometimes, we passed food to them in a basket, sometimes in a pail. But 
my dad used to tell us, “If I find out that you have said a word, I will kill you. I will beat you to 
death with my belt!” I was struck once, but not for that. 
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Q: So you did not know why they left? 

 

A: No, we don’t know, we don’t know. They did not tell us. We were worried sick, we 
thought that somebody—you know, what if somebody—people are very mean. Oh, you do not 
know how mean some people are. 

 

Q: Thank you very much. 

 

A: Don’t mention it. That is how it was, my dear. America and England liberated us, and 
thank Heaven, I was fine, except for my health—because of gunpowder I have poor health, but 
many people died, many girls died there, they succumbed. I was from a big family, and we were 
used to things being very informal. Some potatoes, some cucumbers and cabbage, and sometimes 
we could slaughter a pig. We were seasoned; but some soft-handed [refers to people who did not 
perform manual labor] people could not survive, many of them died.  

 

Q: Thank you for this interview. 

 

[At the end of the interview, she briefly discusses her grandson and her home.] 

 

 

[01:] 30:05:12 

31:11 

Conclusion of Interview 
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