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In this interview Ljudmila Vasiljeva, born in a Belorussian village near Bobruisk in 1931, talks 
about events she witnessed during World War II. As a child Ljudmila was taken to Germany and 
spent several years in child labor camps, including Majdanek. She talks about her life in the 
camps, as well as about Belorussian guerrilla activities in her area. In addition, Ljudmila and her 
older sister saw graves where Jewish people were buried after a mass shooting somewhere in the 
Bobruisk area. She says that the soil was still moving and “breathing” there.     
 
00:00:42 – 01:02:22   
 
00:00:42 – 00:03:45   
          
 
Q: Good afternoon.  
 
A: Good afternoon. 
 
Q: First of all let me thank you for meeting with us and letting us record this interview. 

Thank you very much.  
 
A: I am also happy and glad that I am meeting with you for the second time already. That’s 

very good.  
 
Q: Please tell us your first name, your last name, and the date of your birth. 
 
A: Well, I was born on December 20, 1931.  
 
Q: And your name? 
 
A: My name is Ljudmila Grigoryevna Vasiljeva. 
 
Q: Where were you born? 
 
A: I was born in Belarus. I lived there until I was 10 years old, when I was taken to the 

concentration camp. Ours was the area of the partisans, and almost all of those who were 
not in the army because of their young age—well in the first year they [the partisans] 
hadn’t been offering any resistance yet, so to speak, because the Germans also—we—our 
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area was—our village was located in the forest, and they [the Germans] didn’t go that far. 
In general, they [the Germans] lived in bigger districts. Then, when they began to collect 
our crops—they were taking our crops and all food supplies, and the partisans began to 
bother them. So then they surrounded us and rounded us up, and children with elderly 
people and women were put on the one side, and men on the other side. Then they drove 
us to the camp—from this village they drove us to the other village, which was closer and 
where there wasn’t any forest.     

 
Q: When was it? 
 
A: That was already—that was the beginning of [19]43. In [19]42, in the end of [19]42 we 

were driven to the other village in Belarus—there were such little huts there—so in 
general there were 60 people living in one small hut there—in one, in another, and all that 
was behind barbed wire. Then spotted typhoid fever arrived, and dysentery. People were 
falling ill, there was no food—we ate everything we could find growing in the fields. And 
then, already in [19]43 they gathered us all—those who were ill were left behind, and I 
don’t know what happened to them, but we were sent to a different camp. Elderly people 
were separated from women and children—most of us were women and children. So, we 
stayed there for a while—I don’t remember how long, because I went down with typhoid 
there. Then, when I recovered, they gathered us all and—there was some elevated area 
there, and they took as there and brought us to the car—there was a big car standing 
there, and they were disinfecting us there.   

 
00:03:46 – 00:06:43   
 

Then, how to say, they took all our clothes from us—they told us to take off all our 
clothes. Mostly they were talking to us in Russian, policemen were. The Germans were 
only standing there and giving orders, what to do. And the policemen were talking to us, 
“Take off all of your clothes.”  And they threw them into the stove in the car for 
disinfection, and we were standing there naked, fully undressed. Then they took all of the 
clothes out, and we were collecting them. They were engaging in various executions: 
they would either kick someone, or laugh at the naked people—tee-hee, ha-ha—or were 
taking pictures of us—they were simply scoffing at us. Then we somehow managed to 
get dressed in things everybody was able to find, they rode us to a different village, 
behind the wire. We stayed there for some time—maybe around one week. They made us 
collect that old dirty straw which someone before us was sleeping on, and burn it. We 
loaded new straw there. People from other villages were also brought here by cars. Later 
someone talked to other people and they were saying that our village was burned down. 
All the old people—those who were left there, including my father, were burned. They 
simply blocked the shed’s door with a log, and burned everybody. My mother died there 
[in the camp where they were kept]. Those who were able to work buried her hurriedly. 
And we were sent to the railroad station. Then a car took us—not by car, we were 
walking along such staircases—there were these floor boards, and we were climbing to 
the train cars along them. The cars were of the kind, which we call “veal cars”—they 
were covered from all sides with only one small window on the top, which was wound 
with barbed wire. So, I had just recovered from typhoid, and I didn’t have any hair at 
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all—I was completely bald. There was one woman there, Aunt Maria; she was with her 
niece. They were always feeding me, and others kept teasing them [she probably means 
that they were teasing her]: “bald, bald, bald”. I don’t know how long we were riding 
there, but quite long. They were giving us only water—they were bringing us water 
during the stops—a pail of water, and someone would go where the toilet was; they made 
one of the older kids make it. And that was it. Then we would get back to the cars and 
keep riding. Then we rode to the—it took a long time to get to one of the stations, and we 
were hungry. There wasn’t enough space in the cars—some were sitting, but if one fell ill 
there was no place to lie. Those who died were thrown out at the stops. Policemen were 
[throwing them].    
 

00:06:44 – 00:09:56   
 
So they brought us to one station, and I remember that the name was familiar. I thought 
we were in the Leningrad area. Our relatives lived in Leningrad, and my grandmother 
moved there to live with her sons. These were my uncles and aunts. And she kept saying, 
“I will go to Luban. I will go to Luban.” So, “Luban, Luban”—that was in the Leningrad 
Region [for her]. And when they walked us out to the platform, we heard how some 
policeman was talking, saying “Luban, Luban.” But it turned out that was Lublin. Then 
they lined us up, and we were going somewhere through a field for a long time. Then 
there were barracks there. They put us in those barracks. Now we know that it was 
Majdanek. So [She cries and wipes her eyes with a handkerchief], and there—I don’t 
remember how long we were staying there. That was already in [19]43, or the beginning 
of [19]44, because it was in winter. So there—first they took a medical test—now we 
understand that those were medical tests. We had to—they gave everybody a piece of 
paper, and we had to submit stool for the test, and they took a blood sample from the lobe 
of the ear. When they tested all that, they lined us up and wrote that number on our 
hands, on the backside of the palm. I had blood type O, with a cross in the middle. 
[She cries] They were taking us to work into such big—now we call them hangars—big 
sheds without any ceiling, with a roof only. There were tall—we were little, and they 
seemed tall to us—and big piles of shoes that would reach the roof. In one place there 
were—we were wondering, if that was straw, or hay—these were hair. They were cutting 
everybody’s hair. Those with hair—I didn’t have any hair, but my neighbor, this one girl, 
had hair. Those with hair were given combs with very fine teeth—their teeth were as thin 
as a sewing needle. They were combing lice eggs out—we called them nits. They were 
combing them out and cleaning their hair.    
 

00:09:57 – 00:13:02   
 
Then barrack supervisors would walk around and check it, and then they cut it. But I 
didn’t have any hair—it grew later. So, we were working at those—there were mugs 
there, and I remember we had to fasten them together—they gave us these ropes, shoe 
laces—a shoe with a shoe—we were looking for the ones that would match; pens, 
spoons—those were the things we were fastening together. There were these pails 
there—Polish women-supervisors, or some other women—they were dressed in good 
clothes, not in the camp uniform—were taking them, if they saw some beautiful brooch, 
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or a ring there. And children were children, especially boys—they were just like spies, 
you know. They would always find something everywhere—they were showing us little 
whistles, and harmonicas [they found]. But we were not allowed to take them to the 
barrack. One friend of mine—our bunks were next to each other and she also went to 
pass the blood test [with her]—she brought a doll. Her bunk was the lowest one, and she 
would crawl under it and play there with the doll. They were scolding and beating her for 
that. They did that to me as well, but for the pair of shoes. We lived in the village, and 
there were four children in our family. The oldest brother was in the army; he was 
fighting in the Vyborg Region defending Leningrad. Later he was left disabled, and was 
sent to the hinterland in Irkutsk. Then I went there to live with him. Well, meaning I 
stayed for a week, but after that I had to find a job. So, I was the youngest child and I was 
wearing the hand-me-downs of the older children: I was wearing the clothes that were left 
after my sister had grown out of them. But in summer we were mainly running around 
barefoot. That’s why for me these shoes were a joy: they were red and very pretty, and 
had a white sole. Everybody was saying that they were made of rubber. But we in general 
didn’t see much of this kind of footwear. And I began trying them on right away. A 
woman ran up to me. I still remember that she had good hair, but was not arranging it the 
way we are making a bun, or a braid now, but she was arranging it in the shape of a snail, 
and we were laughing, “Oh, it looks as if she is wearing a snail on her head.” She was our 
supervisor, and I remember her shouting, “Jude, Jude! Throw it back! Jude!” These were 
the shoes of the Jewish children. All these Jewish shoes were nice and beautiful. Well, 
because when they were sending us there [they were saying], “Take all your best 
belongings with you.” And everybody did.  
 

00:13:03 – 00:16:16   
 
And what was the most valuable thing in the village? It was tableware. People were 
taking whatever tableware they had. You wouldn’t take wooden tableware, or wooden 
spoons; people were taking more valuable things they owned. Jewish families were doing 
the same thing. Everybody was wearing the clothes they were given—we were not 
wearing those striped clothes, the striped ones appeared later and were given to the 
political prisoners, but in general everybody was wearing the clothes they would bring for 
us—any clothes—someone died, and his clothes would be given to someone else. So, like 
that.  I don’t remember how long I lived in Majdanek. We were inoculated there. First 
they took our blood samples—that went without saying; than they were inoculating us 
against some diseases—I was also inoculated against typhoid. Now we know that it may 
or may not relapse, immunity may or may not appear—our doctors were saying that.   
So, we were inoculated against typhoid, then I was inoculated under the shoulder-blade, 
and they injected something into my vein. I fell ill with jaundice after that. Now it is 
called hepatitis. So, what else… What other diseases were we inoculated against? We 
were inoculated against smallpox, and, well, I don’t know what else—in short, children 
became sick. After that those who recovered were sent further somewhere. The frontline 
was probably advancing, because one night two women came to me and woke me up. 
One of the supervisors was Volga German, another one was from Ukraine. They spoke 
Ukrainian to each other—I could understand that—and German. They said, “Get dressed 
quietly.” Everybody was still sleeping, and they would approach one bed after another.  
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Later we found out that they were selecting only Belorussians. They were assembling all 
Belorussians—that was because some boss had arrived—there were fascists there, but 
Belorussians by nationality. So they—from Western Belorussia—were selecting us. “Get 
ready! Get ready! Hurry up! Be quiet!” This time we were driven in good cars, not in veal 
ones. We didn’t know where they were taking us. They drove us through Germany, and 
in the morning we arrived in the town of Dessau, on the Elba River. And at first 
everything was fine there—well, we stayed there for several days—two or three. But then 
they took us to work. Some kids were sent to—our camp was in the forest—were sent to 
clean the forest and to collect fallen branches. In the autumn we were collecting Wild 
Pears and bringing them to the owner.   
 

00:16:17 – 00:19:48   
 
Then they were taking us to the factory. It was a military factory called “Junkers,” an 
aircraft manufacturer. There was a specialist there, he was teaching us. He was an older 
man. They gave us aluminum plates, rasps, and files. The boys were put at the punching 
machines: so he would push a button, or a pedal, depending on the type of machine, and 
it would make a hole or bend something. And we had to grind corners [of some details] 
with rasps so that they would be flat. There were different kinds of jobs; some of us were 
collecting shavings and putting them into the boxes—so this kind of work. Then after 
some time medics checked us again, and they were taking our blood. They checked what 
kind of illnesses we had and took our blood. We didn’t know who was taking it because 
we were all lined up, and there was a screen standing there with a hole in it, and we were 
inserting our arms through it, and they were taking our blood. In short, it was unclear 
where it was taken then and what, and why. They were saying that it was gathered for the 
soldiers, but I don’t know what soldiers. So, then most probably the front line was 
advancing and there were bombings.  They were bombing—my left leg—now of course 
it is after the stroke, but still—my left leg was wounded, and my jaw was knocked out 
[She points at the right side of her face]. By the way, here—I have a medical opinion of a 
doctor about that—if you touched my jaw here you would feel a bump, and here there is 
none. I also have hearing loss in this ear. And I had two teeth knocked out—two teeth on 
the lower jaw. And only in [19]48, when I was already working in Siberia—I worked as a 
supervisor there—I was already 19 then, and they made me—and that was an orphanage 
situated in the forest, 6 kilometers away from the station,  and I was attending an evening 
school there. And the kids there—I worked as a supervisor in the orphanage, and there 
were these kids there, they were children of a policeman from the [She tries to remember 
something] Karelian-Finnish—Karelians…what is it called—Petrozavodsk. They were 
two brothers. Their father was a policeman, and they were taken to the prison. There were 
mainly kids there who didn’t have any parents. So they [the two brothers?] nicknamed 
me a “toothless burr.”  
 
And of course there was a fight for that “burr.” Only later, in a year, I went to school and 
they put these two crowns in my lower jaw. Now I have two plastic crowns there. So… 

 
00:19:49 – 00:22:49   
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Q: Where were you wounded? Why does your leg hurt? 
 
A: I was wounded—ours or British planes were bombing Dessau, the “Junkers” factory, and 

just at that moment we were sifting through—we were driven there, you know where—
the owners—if some owner’s property was bombed, he asked to bring people to gather 
bricks—bricks, or to look for other belongings that survived the bombing—if there was 
no fire—if the place was simply bombed down, but there was no fire. So, and I—my leg 
was hit—a brick fell off the wall and hit my left leg, and my cannon-bone—I have been 
having problems with my periosteum [of the cannon-bone] all the time. So this is the kind 
of illness I’ve got. And I got hit here—my ear was hit, and the jaw was knocked out, 
and…  

 
Q: How did that happen? Who did it, and where? 
 
A: No, that was some unknown plane—some planes were bombing that camp, where we 

stayed. Mainly they were bombing the factory there. And the second time when they 
were bombing we ran away—that was when we were collecting bricks at the place of one 
German woman. We were dispatched there to do that. Those who were saying that they 
were sick—there you had to not—especially if you were a young girl. Would you tell 
anybody that you were sick? Who would look at you after that? Like that. Then the front 
line probably was approaching, and we were told to get ready to leave. Our supervisor 
brought a little carriage on four wheels to us. It looked like a regular cart—there were 
these small carriages. It was packed full and covered—she put her personal belongings 
there, and she had to carry them with her. So we, more than two hundred people, were 
pulling those carriages in turns. There were three of those carts. One of our supervisors, 
the one from the Volga River, didn’t go with us. Frida [the supervisor from the Volga 
River] stayed, but another one, Irma, I think—so Irma was walking with us, and they 
assigned to us another one, Nura. But Nura was pregnant, and she was with her mother 
and grandmother. The boys were saying that her husband was German military. He 
brought her there and told her to stay. And when we were walking—in Dessau we 
already didn’t live in barracks, they—we were walking away from there on foot, and they 
[Nura and her family] joined us.  

 
00:22:50 – 00:25:53   
 

That officer gave her a ride, and we were pulling those carriages ourselves. Then we 
came to one town and there was an empty factory there—absolutely all of the machines 
were taken out of there. And once there was a factory there. In the barracks we slept there 
on straw—there were these shavings—not on the straw, but on shavings, and we covered 
ourselves with one old and gray blanket. They only allowed us to take that blanket—that 
was the only warm thing we had. And we covered ourselves with that blanket and slept 
on the cement floor there [in the former factory]. And in the morning—Fünf Uhr 
(GERMAN: 5 o’clock; probably the time they had to get up for roll call), and we got up. 
We washed our eyes with water and were getting ready to go. They arranged for us to 
work in that town—the town of Ebersbach. In that town we had to pay back for our food 
and for the lodging, as our supervisor said. So some of us were peeling turnips, some 
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were peeling beets, some potatoes; some were sweeping floors, and others were going to 
collect bricks—all kinds of things. But we were working—they made us work to pay off 
what we had. So that was Ebersbach. And when we were walking—that was in the 
countryside—we were walking back home—if we were walking to the factory we were 
walking—and each one of us was given whatever shoes that fit; some were given wooden 
shoes—and we were walking and clip-clopping on the pavement. The locals were 
annoyed with that and they complained about that. They were looking at us through the 
windows. There were these two-storey houses there; it probably wasn’t one person who 
was living there, but rather several people. They were looking out of one window. We 
were working—I was sent to the weaving plant. We saw some threads there—in short, it 
probably was a textile or a weaving plant. Some people were—one woman threw a pair 
of gloves to me from the second floor. The fingers on them were mended. They threw 
something else to another girl. The Germans were throwing things. So we stayed there for 
a while, and then they sent us further. I only know that we were crossing some river, and 
someone said that it was a feeder into some other river. It had a Russian sounding 
name—Vera. So we crossed that river and came already to the town of Crimmitschau. 
We also passed Zwickau, then Crimmitschau. 
 

00:25:54 – 00:29:00   
 
So, in Crimmitschau they put us—it was also the “Junkers” company, because it was a 
plane repair factory—the repair factory of the “Junkers” planes. So again from the one in 
Dessau they sent us here. We stayed here for some time, went to work, or in the same 
way some owner would invite us—we were collecting beets; someone would steal some 
beets and hide them away. We washed it, and there were these stoves there for the entire 
barrack—and we would peel them [the beets] —the boys got knives somewhere—slice 
them, press them against the stove, and bake these beets. Somebody would eat. In some 
time they wanted to send us from there to some other town because planes were flying all 
around and bombing. The boys were saying, “They will take us to France.” And 
Crimmitschau was on the border with Czechoslovakia, you know. Some of our nosey 
boys had learned—somedody had told them that there even was one house that was 
standing half in Czechoslovakia and half in Germany—you know the boys had to show 
off that they had known everything. From there they took us—we were riding and riding 
to some other town; I think it was Karlsruhe. Then from there—we had probably stayed 
there for a month, and again they sent us from there to Crimmitschau. This time they 
didn’t put us into a barrack, but into some sports complex of sorts. Either sports, or a 
theatrical one, because there was something like a stage there, and there were these rings 
and pommel horses—those which boys usually jump over. “Horses, horses”… [she 
remembers being said repeatedly]. There were also these racks—not racks, but banks 
standing there. We stopped at that place. But once—once we—there was that Czech 
woman named Elsa who was working as a cook at our camp, and not from us was a camp 
where the French lived. The Red Cross came to them, but they wouldn’t allow giving 
anything to people through the wire; only if someone was passing by there, he could 
throw a cookie. [Here she probably means her camp] They [the French in the neighboring 
camp] were receiving packages from the Red Cross, and they were giving those packages 
to them. And then some supervisor came and began shouting, “Go there, to the French to 
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eat. There is nobody there, all the French left for home.” And the French were taken 
away somewhere; there was nobody there [in the camp]. 
 

 
00:29:01 – 00:32:01   

 
And many of our kids ran there, and Elsa was shouting that they shouldn’t go there, that 
they shouldn’t eat that. She probably knew that they shouldn’t have. But some of our kids 
went there, even though she wasn’t letting them; but they went anyway. The gates were 
open there, and they ran in there. We hadn’t seen any of our supervisors already, there 
was only Elsa, who was Czech, and some other German woman—neither Nura, nor Irma 
were there—only some other woman was. She said that—and they [the children] got 
poisoned and fell down. So, the way we got poisoned was that we didn’t know where to 
go and what to do, and the older kids knew. And a nurse named Zoya appeared. She was 
a prisoner of war, and they came from some different camp to help sorting things out 
here, in this children camp. So she told us that they somehow poisoned maize soup, or 
porridge there. And we—for us, savages—we didn’t know what “maize” was. We didn’t 
know if it was corn, or rice. “Maize, maize”—but did that mean, “maize.” Everybody 
was saying that—later, when we were liberated, they were feeding us with it—it was 
some kind of soup, which looked like watery rice porridge when we boil it with milk. It 
looked like kisel (RUSSIAN: a fruity Russian dessert or beverage). So, in some time—
we were running around, not knowing what was going on, and she—Zoya—told us not to 
go anywhere outside, and to stay in the camp. And suddenly a car with yellow spots 
painted on it drove in, and a black man came out of it. We didn’t know what to make of it 
[She laughs]—who that was. So, out came that black man, and then a white man—they 
were Americans. They began to explain things to us, and our boys came there right away, 
jumping around them, and asking questions. In some time a former prisoner of war had 
appeared, a man this time. He gathered us all and said, “It is over. The war is still going, 
but we liberated you. There are no Germans here.” There were empty stores everywhere, 
and kids were running around. They gathered us all, and later some other Russian adults 
had come. Doctors checked us all. They transferred us there, to the barracks—not 
barracks, but to the houses where youth lived—the Hitler Youth. There were such nice 
mattresses and blankets there, and the linen had blue-pleated ornamentation. All of that 
was very odd for us. So we had lived there for a while; they healed us, fed us, and 
checked our health.  
 

00:32:02 – 00:35:14   
 
And then came some other Russians; this time they were military, and we didn’t know 
that the Soviet Army uniform had shoulder straps. So they came to us, examined us, 
provided us with treatment, and gave us good clothes, and shoes—depending on who 
needed what. Then they put us in the cars there and drove us away. We were driving for a 
long time, and then they had to take us to the railroad station. I remember we were 
crossing some big river. Most probably it was the Odra River in Poland, which was 
already on the border with the Soviet Union—I am not sure, but we were crossing some 
river. The bridge we were crossing over was almost lying on the water, and we were 
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walking on it in pairs, or in threes, holding each other by the hand. So, on the other 
bank—they were gathering us children together, but along the way many other 
supervisors were trying to take charge of us—but they were not entrusting us to many of 
them, only to those who were former prisoners of war. There I saw for the first time—we 
also had lice in that Belorussian village where we had been kept. We knew that if you 
hold your shirt above the fire, the lice would be crackling and clacking on it. But that was 
something horrible: a woman was talking to us, and they were crawling all over her, like 
worms, or like sand. We had been staying on that shore for a long time, while our 
supervisors—the former prisoners of war—were registering everybody, and taking them 
from one car to another. Her whole body and her shirt were swarmed [with lice], as if 
they were covered with some white sand—that was the extent to which she was infested. 
She said, “We have already been staying here for two weeks, and there is no food—
nothing. Because you, kids, are being ushered by the prisoners of war…”—but the rest of 
the people were checked carefully when they were crossing the river. All of them had 
been walking there the way they could, but when they reached the river they needed to 
cross this one bridge, and there was filtration at the ridge. And the second one [the second 
woman] said, “What are you talking about?! We have been sitting here much longer!” 
We were liberated in April, but the war was still—I was liberated on April 15—so that 
was April 15, but it wasn’t victory day yet. The victory came only on May 9. So, imagine 
all these people were sitting there without food, without anything. They were eating 
whatever they could find; and the river, and everyone was eager to get home. Then they 
transferred all of us through that bridge and began announcing the names of the cities. 
“Orel,” and people from Orel had to get aside in one group; Smolensk—to another group, 
and Belorussia—to another group. And they put us in the cars according to our group. In 
Belorussia we arrived in the town of Bobruisk. That woman, Zoya, was with us, because 
she was from Bobruisk. 

 
00:35:15 – 00:39:18   

 
They took us to an orphanage. First they took us to a temporary reception place, then they 
inquired where we had lived before, because all of us had lived somewhere [before the 
war]. Our village was burned. Where was I to go? My older sister was married, but I 
didn’t know if she was alive. Her husband was fighting in the Konigsberg Region and 
returned home without a leg. Where did she live? She already lived in a different village. 
They were looking for her, but didn’t find her, while I had been staying there [in the 
temporary place]. And those people who we there [in the camp] with me—who were 
feeding me up, they—I was sent to Dessau, and she and the girl with her were sent to 
Auschwitz, because her [the girl’s] mother was a communication agent with the partisans, 
and she escaped through the window while they were in the town of Borisov. And her 
friend, Olya—both of them were communication agents and undergrounders—Olya 
didn’t escape and stayed in the prison. She [the woman who managed to escape] said, 
“Take care of my daughter, Larissa.” Larissa was my niece. Olya was considered to be a 
partisan and an undergrounder—she worked as a communication agent—actually, as a 
telephone operator [with the partisans]. They were sent there [to Auschwitz]—Larissa 
and Olya. Olya was her second mother. Later she still was able to find her mom. Her 
mother came here, in Kurganinsk, in the Krasnodar [Region], to her sister, and Larissa 
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and Olya also came here. When—Larissa was telling us that when—and she had a 
number on her arm; in Auschwitz they were putting numbers only on one’s arm. And 
when Larissa came to the high school, all children were laughing at her there, “What is 
this? Were you staying in prison?” Larissa began crying. The teacher said, “You 
shouldn’t cry, or explain that you were somewhere, or that your mother was a partisan. 
You are a convict, and those like you should be thrown out of school!” Can you imagine? 
That was [the story of] Danilchenko. Now this campmate of mine, Danilchenko Larissa, 
left for her native Belorussia, only in the town of Osipovichi, and her daughter lives in 
Minsk—they are not far from each other, in their home country. So, and the second 
woman who had been in the camp with me, was from Mogilev, and her mother was from 
the village of Buinichi. Buinichi—if you happened to see the movie called “The Living 
and the Dead” by Simonov, the field in the movie is the Buinichi Field. We are 
conventionally saying that Kulikovo Field was defended from those—how to put it—
there was the Battle of Kulikovo; then there was the Battle of Poltava, and the Battle of 
Borodino—all of these being fields. But this one is in Belorussia, the Buinichi Field, 
which was defended for two months in [19]41—the Germans couldn’t take Mogilev. The 
Buinichi Field. And Simonov said, “When I die, disperse my ashes over the Buinichi 
Field.” So that was about her mother, Mariya Vasilyevna, who lived in Buinichi. And her 
daughter, Alla Vasilyevna, lives in Mogilev. She and her mother were feeding me.  

 
00:39:19 – 00:42:16   
 
Q: Where was it? 
 
A: In Mogilev, in Belorussia.  
 
Q: Can we get back to Belorussia? 
 
A: Sure. 
 
Q: You’ve mentioned that you had been in two different camps there. 
 
A: Well, the camps there were very small. The one where there was typhoid, we were locked 

in there behind the barbed wire to die. But some survived. I had a friend there, Luda 
Demeshko; her brother was a partisan. But later she was sent to a different camp. We 
were sent to one camp, and from there to the factory, and she was sent to another camp. 
Her mother died, but her dad survived. She returned to her village [after the war]. I don’t 
know what happened to her after that. But mainly there were these Kruglikovi [their last 
name], mother, Maria Vasilyevna, and her daughter, Alla Vasilyevna, who were sharing 
food with me.  

 
Q: Where did you meet them, in what camp?  
 
A: Them?  In Majdanek. Only from Majdanek Kruglikova and Danilchenko were sent to 

Auschwitz, and I was sent to the factory. I was already 12 and was eligible for work, and 
I was sent to the “Junkers” factory.  
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Q: Can you recall the names of the villages in Belorussia where the camps were located? 

What was the name of that first village? Was it the name of the camp, or the name of the 
village? 

 
A: No, that was simply a village on the edge of the forest. Old Believers lived there. They 

had a different religion—not Orthodoxy. I am not sure what kind of religion they had, but 
they were called Old Believers. Of course they were crossing themselves like we 
normally do, but they were Old Believers. I don’t know much about that. I know there 
was a village named Kapustino; they were driving us through there. There was a church 
there, they drove us inside that church, and we stayed only for one night there. Then they 
brought us to the camp in Dvoroninovichi, which was four kilometers away from the 
highway.  First we had been walking there on foot, then some cars came, and they put us 
in those cars. In every car there were two men sitting, a policeman and a German soldier. 
I didn’t know where our boys managed to find paper, but they wrote that “we are being 
taken to Germany.” We already knew about that because we had been living in that camp 
for a week. We were bringing new straw, and burning the old one. They kept bringing in 
new people. We used to run to the field for food there.  

 
Q: Why were you taken in the first place?  
 
00:42:17 – 00:45:20   
 
A: Because ours was the area of the partisans. And also they took us because—they came 

from larger villages where their units were located. In our village there was only one 
policeman—that’s it. We had to harvest our crops and give it to them [to the Germans]. 
We were harvesting our crops in fall, and we were planting in spring; we had no energy 
to thresh and all that. Then partisans were shelling them, and to avoid losing more of their 
people, the Germans—they were being shot there frequently—they decided then—
partisans were laying mines in the main road. Then, when their car exploded, the 
Germans came up with the following idea: they took partisans’ families, and the 
policemen were pointing them out to the [partisans’] families with children who were still 
alive. So they harnessed people into these plows, which are use to plow the soil, and they 
were plowing that road. And people were exploding. When partisans’ families—and 
children—began exploding—my cousin, Grisha, died this way—they [partisans] adopted 
a different strategy. They began doing blockades, and bombarding the roads here in the 
radius of 12 kilometers. We then began retreating to the forest. And you know, it was 
interesting how—it was summer, and we were boiling our potatoes in such small pots on 
three legs—such an appliance on three legs made of cast iron—we made fire somewhere 
outside, and boiled potatoes in them. And suddenly a plane came flying—it looked like 
such an empty frame—it was inspecting the territory searching for groups of people, or 
partisans in the territory. If they detected some smoke coming up, it meant that partisans 
were cooking food for themselves. And they began shelling our village. Everybody 
quickly began getting ready for the flight. We poured hot water out of the pot, wrapped it 
in a piece of cloth, and carried it like a basket. When we had already come there—it was 

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. 



05/11/2010                                                                         12 
 

the first camp, as our dad had explained to us, which was the first, civilian camp, where 
there were people who were simply trying to escape the war, but didn’t do any harm to 
anybody. The second one was the partisan’s camp, but it was a common camp, but they 
had another one, the secret headquarters. Nobody knew where that one was located. But 
we came to the first one here; there were these roofs there made with fir-tree branches, so 
that no one could see the camp.  

 
00:45:21 – 00:48:18  
 

So we started the fire under the trees to boil potatoes. When we opened the pot we found 
that the potatoes had already boiled. It became fully cooked in the hot pot. So we had 
stayed there for a while, but then there probably had been the order from the authorities 
to begin storing produce. Everybody was storing everything they could. They made 
specially prepared pits laid out with the birch bark—there was no plastic wraps, or 
anything like that, so people would find some place to store things. This way we were 
bringing things for the camp. They [the Germans] were raiding the village and killing 
people; partisans, probably, also knew their work, and they were attacking and killing the 
Germans. So after this battle we—after that plane had flown over, they had driven us 
nearly to the swamp. We kept retreating. And then it was the Romanians who went after 
us. They were punitary squads of the Romanians and policemen. They were crying and 
shouting to us that we had to return, that nobody will do any harm to us, only, “We are 
going only after partisans. Partisans should surrender, but we won’t do any harm to the 
others.” The water was getting colder—these were Belorussian swamps—so everybody 
returned home. We didn’t even see how that happened: we woke up in the morning, and 
the Germans had surrounded the village. They came and drove everybody away from the 
village. There was nobody left there. They burned the village and drove us all to a 
different one—there were already more Germans there. We had stayed there in some 
shed for a while, and then they had sent us to that village where Old Believers lived. And 
there was typhoid there. They simply drove us in [to some shed], blocked us in there with 
barbed wire, and didn’t let anyone out—typhoid, and that’s it. Later they washed and 
sanitized us, and sent us further.  

 
Q: Who lived in your village, what nationalities? 
 
A: Well, we had people of different nationalities back then. There were Roma, but they had 

lived further away, somewhere closer to the river. What nationalities lived in our village? 
[She thinks for a while] Mainly there were Russians and Belorussians, and there was a 
Jewish family. I know because he was a tailor, and he did something for my dad. And I 
think there was another one… [She tries to remember]—ah, they were Czech. A Czech 
man stayed there after the previous war. He was also a tailor, and he had a hearing 
impediment. So this was the Czech guy. Ah, he also got married, and his wife was Luda 
Demeshko’s aunt.  

 
00:48:19 – 00:51:56  
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And there was a family—not a whole family but one woman—she only ate at our place, 
and she lived in a—no, she had also lived in our house for a while. There was a school in 
our village, but there was not enough space there, and we rented our grandmother’s house 
for one grade of school kids. And there was a Jewish woman, Sofia Lvovna; she was a 
teacher of the youngest kids. And then—the reason my grandmother—my grandmother 
left when my grandfather died, because aunt Matrena, aunt Sasha, aunt Maria, and uncle 
Lenya—they all were my dad’s siblings—they left for Leningrad, and my grandmother 
left to live with them. And she rented her house, or something like that—they gave her 
something for it. And there was a teacher there, Sofia Lvovna—we kept addressing her 
“Sofia Lvovna,” but neither knew her last name.  

 
Q: What was her fate like?  
 
A: So she had lived there for a while. And for some time a girl used to come and live with 

her in the summer. She was saying that the girl was her niece. We were sitting with her at 
the last desk, but we were not studying yet, we weren’t eligible yet. And what was her 
fate like… [She thinks for a second] The thing was that when the war started, some 
family came to us in a cart with a very nice horse. So that family came to us, and one of 
the girls had dark hair, and another one had red hair—she had nice hair, and she kept 
combing it—she was taking good care of it. And in the village we used to brush once and 
would go—we didn’t know combs before, nothing like that; only when we grew older did 
we. So then our dad said that we were going to go to [the village of] Ozerani. They also 
put me on this cart and we left. When we came to Ozerani we learned that we couldn’t 
actually get to the village—it was quarantined there. “Children, stay here. Grandfather 
and I are going to be away for a while.” So they left, and in some time—and my father 
used to work as a forester there—he once was a forester there. He knew that if the 
Germans had come, there was no time for forestry; he had to live in the village and help 
there. So he told us, “Sit here,” and we were sitting. Then he came back with the old man 
and said, “Get ready to go home.” We left them there. He took them to the forestry there, 
and we and our father rode home. Later I found out that they survived, because they said, 
“Hi from the Polish Jews,” from Poland. I am not sure who said hi to us—my older sister 
was telling us that. That’s the kind of story [that took place].  

 
00:51:57 – 00:54:58  
 
Q: Were all the villagers taken to that first camp? You’ve mentioned there were people of 

different nationalities. Did they take everybody to that village, which became the first 
camp, or did someone…? 

 
A: No, you know, some people before that—when partisans began to kill people, some 

people of course were leaving. Some were going to their relatives, others to different 
villages—further away from the forest and the war. For example, my sister and I—she 
was the middle sister, but she was older than I was, I was the youngest—the Germans 
were gathering everybody on the square, and we had to go and harvest our crops. How 
did we harvest? We had to pick not the whole ears, but only heads without straw, only 
heads, and put them in sacks. Those sacks were loaded into the cars, and the Germans 
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rode them away. But once we escaped. There were these big ditches in our area, or water 
reservoirs where they used to soak flax. Then they made tow to make threads from it. We 
got into that water, and there were these willow trees bending over the water—only our 
heads were sticking out [She demonstrates]—we were hiding there. The Germans drove 
by in their cars. We ran home after a while—we didn’t go in the house, but hid in a shed, 
or in bath-house. We were hiding to avoid going [to gather crops], otherwise they 
could—they [the Germans] shot them or drove them away after they had been done 
gathering crops. 

 
Q: Whom? 
 
A: Rus… well, these—not Russians, but civilians.  
 
Q: Did you see that? 
 
A: Well, of course. When we hid in the water—it was only the first time when we were 

collecting ears. We didn’t go for the second time, we hid in the water. They were chasing 
us, we jumped in the water, and they—the car drove past us. We ran away after that. The 
second time we saw how they drove all these people somewhere, who were collecting 
crops, and that was it. We didn’t know where they took them. We also knew another 
thing. We were collecting mushrooms and berries, and our mom would send us to the 
market to sell them so we could buy soap, or matches. We walked to the place where 
there was that market, to sell [their goods]. Many people there were exchanging different 
things for food. My older sister said, “They say that they were killing children there.” The 
women who were also selling things there, said to us, “Oh, they were killing Jews there. 
They simply took children by the leg and threw them in the pit.” And people there were, 
“Let’s go look!” 

 
00:54:59 – 00:58:45  
 

So we sold our berries, and my older sister said, “Let’s go.” We ran there to watch. I 
don’t know where we were walking—somewhere in the outskirts; I kind of remember 
there were these big pits—they were getting clay from there. That was in Bobruisk. They 
were saying that they buried all the Jews there. They [the Jews] were walking there; then 
they were told to undress; they threw their things there on the side, and shot them all into 
the pit.  

 
Q: Who was saying that? 
 
A: These women who were selling things at the market. And we said, “We will go there to 

have a look.” My sister was saying, “No, it’s time to go home,” so we ran there. We 
thought we could stay at Aunt Sasha’s—she was our distant relative; she lived in 
Bobruisk. So we went there then and we saw it. It was scary—the land there was 
throbbing like that [She demonstrates], you know, it was “breathing.” They did that to 
the living people. There were not only Jews there; there was everybody who got into their 
hands. They did the roundup and drove everybody there. Such was the story.  
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Q: How many days after the shooting did you go that place? 
 
A: [She misunderstood the question] I didn’t go there after that.  
 
Q: No, I mean when you were talking to the women at the market, when did they tell you all 

that happened? 
 
A: That happened—when were we selling [berries]? It was sometime in [19]42, even in the 

end of [19]41. [She tries to remember] It was [19]41, not far from the [town of] 
Rogachev when they came and we drove them in that cart. Rogachev was being defended 
for too long—so that was not far from Rogachev. Well, back then we didn’t know, and 
we didn’t ask much about this story—what, where, and when [it happened]. It happened, 
right, in [19]42. In nineteen-forty—or in the end of [19]41— most probably we had 
collected mushrooms in the autumn of [19]41. Back then the Germans were not so cruel 
to partisans, and the partisan movement was not so active. So…  

 
Q: You said that the land was moving, meaning… 
 
A: They were throwing living people in there, and the land was moving. People were saying 

that one car would drive up there and they would throw them in there [in the pit], next 
car—and they threw the next group in there again.   

 
Q: Was that a big place?  
 
A: It was big.    
   
Q: Approximately how big in meters? 
 
A: Who knows? I was 10 back then, I wasn’t really measuring it. Now we can make 

comparisons with this or that. But back then… everything seemed big to us. Who knows? 
But that was inhumane. And that tailor who had sewn something for my dad, he was gone 
later, he left for somewhere else. But he—not that he was—they were not so cruel to us 
back then. So he left, he wasn’t there anymore. But he left with his family—he had a son 
and a wife.  

 
Q: So do you know what happened to him, or you don’t? 
 
A: No, I don’t know. We were taken away from there; then we were moved to a different 

place, and then, after the orphanage, we found my brother. He was in Irkutsk, and he got 
married there. And I left for Irkutsk then.   

 
00:58:46 – 01:02:22  
 
Q: Were people dying in [the village of] Voroninovichi? 
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A: Voroninovichi was deserted; there were no people there. The houses there were empty, 
and they drove us to these empty houses. They were gathering people there from all 
villages. 

 
Q: How many people were there? 
 
A: There were many—well, many. On this side of the street there were several houses, 

where we were taking away and burning the old straw, but in the other houses there… 
When they brought us all to the station to take us to Germany, there were many people 
there. 

 
Q: How many?  
 
A: Well, many. The train that was standing there had all its cars fully packed. So how many 

was that? And in the car there was no place—and the cars were big, they were veal 
cars—there was no place there for one to lie down. Sometimes one couldn’t even sit. 
They were rounding up people from all villages, not only from the ones in the forest. 
People from other villages were also there. Some people there were rounded up for 
violations of their regime, others were rounded up because somebody had to be sent 
there—there was a mobilization. But first they were making announcements—now, when 
I went [to some gathering?] later, our former prisoners were saying that first they were 
making announcements, and the mobilized people saying that it would be good for people 
to go to work there [in Germany], that life there would be good for them. So who knows 
how [people were getting there].  

   
Q: Were people dying in these Belorussian camps? 
 
A: Of course they were, many of them!    
 
Q: What were they dying of? 
 
A: Well, of different diseases: some of catching cold, others probably of infections. But 

mainly typhoid was mowing people down, and dysentery—especially children, because 
they were eating and chewing on everything they could find. And what was going on in 
the camp in Majdanek! People were gathering and eating any kind of grass they could 
find only to be able to eat something. And here at home—now when I walk I wonder—
linden trees; for example birch leaves are coarse, but linden—we used to eat linden 
leaves. When you chew on them, they feel slick, and we ate them as we would eat sorrel, 
which we collected in the fields.  

 
Q: Was that already in Belorussia? 
 
A: Right, that was still in Belorussia.  
 
Q: Did you see dead people in the camp? 
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A: Well, they were not particularly showing them to us. In the camp it usually worked this 
way: we were getting ready to sleep for example, bedtime for everybody. We lied down 
and we fell asleep. So what, we woke up and we had to go quickly to the square for a 
line-up. We would come home and think that there used to be somebody here [on this 
bank], some girl, or somebody else. She was gone and we didn’t know where she had 
gone to. Later we were told that she had died. But who took her and where? Those on 
duty [in the barrack] who were older told us that they were removing them and burning 
them. How were they burning them? Later we had learned that it is better not to tell 
anybody if you feel sick, because older people were saying, “Don’t tell them that you are 
sick, or they will send you away and burn you.”—“How will they do the burning?”—
“Well, there are these stoves there, where they burn people.” We thought that those 
stoves were like the ones we had in Russia, or in Belorussia, that they pushed people in 
there and… But later they explained to us that they poisoned them on purpose and put 
them in the stove when they were dead. There were these little train cars where they 
loaded them and sent them to be burned.  

 
Q: Are you talking now about Belorussia, or already about Poland? 
 
A: About Poland.   
 
Q: About Poland.   
 
A: About Poland.  They were not burning in Belorussia. 
 
 

01:02:22 
Conclusion of Interview 
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