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Party and of the Soviet government, Comrade
Eikhe, who was a Party member since 1905.
(Commotion in the hall.)

Comrade Eikhe was arrested on April 29,
1938, on Eﬂémgéus&i?gf‘_s}ggggf_dgg _materials,
without the sanction of the Prosecutor of the
USSR, which was finally received 15 months
after the arrest.

Investigation of Eikhe’s case was made in a
manner which most brutally violated Soviet le-
gality and was accompanied by willfulness and
falsification.

Eikhe was forced under torture to sign ahead
of time 7 protocol of his confession. prepated by
the investigative judges, in which he and sev-
eral other eminent Party workers were accused
of anti-Soviet activity.

On October 1, 1939, Eikhe sent his decla-
ration to Stalin in which he categorically de-
nied his guilt and asked for an examination of.
his case. In the declaration he wrote: “There
is no more bitter misery than to sit in the
jail of a government for which I have always
fought.”

A second declaration of Eikhe has been pre-
served which he sent to Stalin on October 27,
1939; in it he cited facts very convincingly
and countered the slanderous accusations made
against him, arguing that his provocatory ac-
cusation was on the one hand the work of real
Trotskyites whose arrests he had sanctioned as
First Secretaty of the West Siberian Krai {locall

Party Committee and who conspired in order to
take revenge on him, and, on the other hand,
the result of the base falsification of materials
by the investigative judges. . . .

It would appear that such an important dec-

laration was worth an examination by the Cen-
cral Committee. This, however, was not done
and the declaration was transmitted to Beria
[head of the NKVD} while the terrible mal-
treatment of the Political Bureau candidate,
Comrade Eikhe, continued.

On February 2, 1940, Eikhe was brought be-
fore the court. Here he did not confess any guilt
and said as follows:

In all the so-called confessions of mine there
is not one letter written by me with the ex~
ception of my signatures under the protocols
which were forced from me. I have made my
confession under pressure from the investi-
gative judge who from the time of my arrest
tormented me. After that I began to write all
this nonsense. . . . The most important thing
for me is to tell the court, the Party and Sta-
lin that I am not guilty. I have never been
guilty of any conspiracy. I will die believing
in the truth of Party policy as I have believed
in it during my whole life.

On February 4 Eikhe was shot. (Indignation
in the ball.)

Lev Razgon
TRUE STORIES

«Corrective labor” was part of Stalin’s efforts to terrorize the peoples of the
Soviet Union into compliance with his plan to modernize the country’s economy
and society. All those accused of disloyalty to the party and not killed outright
ended up in one of the gulags. Gulag is a Russian acronym denoting the system
of Soviet forced-labor camps, scattered, like islands in an archipelago, over the
entire country. The inhabitants of that archipelago were the zeks, as the politi-
cal prisoners were called. Their labor served a double purpose. It was designed
as punishment for their alleged crimes and as a means of obtaining vital raw
materials—including lumber and minerals—from areas too inhospitable for, or
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outright hostile to, regular labor. Forced labor also built the canal linking the
Leningrad area with the White Sea in the far north.

In 1988, Lev Razgon (1908-1999), a survivor of Stalin’s camps, published an
account of his experiences which, in 1997, was published in English under the
title True Stories. Razgon was a journalist who married the daughter of 2 high-
ranking member of the Soviet secret police. Gaining access to the Soviet elite, he
attended the Seventeenth Party Congress in 1934. In 1937, his father- in-law was

- arrested for counter-revolutlonary” activities along W1th many farmly friends;
the followmg ar the police came for Razgon and h1s ~wife, who perished in a

transit prison of route to a northern camp. Razgon spent the next seven years in
a labor camp. Released in 1945, he was confined to various provm(;ﬁ‘towns but
in 1949 was rearrested and returned to the camps. Finally, he was released again
in 1956 after Stalin’s death.

Over the years, Razgon began to write down for his desk drawer his prison ex-
periences with the specific intent of preserving the memory of fellow prisoners
who did not survive. As the Soviet Union began to crumble, Razgon was able to
publish his stories. The following extracts from True S tories reveal the brutality
and irrationality of the Soviet prison system under Stalin. In the first selection,
Razgon reproduces a discussion he had with a former prison warden, whom he

met by chance in a hospital ward in 1977. The warden descrxbed to Razgon his

role as an executloner of pohtlcal pmsoners

[THE ROUTINE OF EXECUTION} “The men, well, they kept quiet. But the
women would start crying, they'd say: “What
are you doing, we'te not guilty of anything,
comrades, what are you doing?’ and things like

“It was like this. In the morning we'd hand ev-
erything over to the new shift and go into the
guardhouse. We’'d collect our weapons, and

that.”
then and there they’d give us each a shot glass “They used to take men and women
of vodka. After that we'd take the list and go »

together?

round with thé §éfiior warden to pick them up

e “No, always separately.”
5o the cells and take them out to the truck.” ’ yS P Y

“Were the women young? Were there a lot

“What kind of truck?” -
B of them?
A closed van. Six of them and four of us in «
b Not so many, about two vanloads a week.
each one.’

No very young ones but there were some about
twenty-five or thirty. Most were older, and some

even elderly.”

“Three or four.” . .
— . . “Did you drive them far?”
Did they know where they were going? Did “Twelve kilometers or so, to the hill. The

sorn(;or:”r ead them their death sentence before, Distant Hill; it was called. “There were hills all
or what?

M around and that’s where we unloaded them.”
No, no sentences were announced. No one «
\ . . ) So you would unload them, and then tell
even spoke, just, ‘Come out,” then straight

head. ] h fasel” them their sentence?”

ahead, into the van—{fast!
? . “What was there to tell them?! No, we
“Were they in handcuffs?”

« T . yelled, “Out! Stand stilll’ They scrambled down

No, we didn't- have any.

“How did they beh b ) and there was already a trench dug in front of

h O\;V,, 1d they behave, once they Were 18 ihem . They clambered down, chmg together
e van!

and right away we got to work. . . .

“How many trucks would leave at the same
time?”
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“They didn’t make any noise?”

“Some didn’t, others began shouting. “We're
Communists, we are being wrongly executed,’
that type of thing. But the women would only
cry and cling to each other. So we just got on
with it. . .."

“Did you have a doctor with you?”

“YWhat for? We would shoot them, and those
still wriggling got another bullet and then we
were off to the van. The work team from the
Dalag camps was already neatby, waiting.”

“What work team was that?”

“There was a team of criminal inmates from
Dalag who lived in a separate compound. They
were the trusties! at Bikin and they also had to
dig and fill in the pits. As soon as we left they
would fill in that pit and dig a new one for the

next da When they finished their work, they
went back to the compound. They got time off
their sentences for it and were well fed. It was
easy work, not like felling timber.”

“And what about you?”

“We would arrive back at the camp, hand
in our weapons at the guardhouse and then we
could have as much to drink as we wanted, The
others used to lap it up—it didn’t cost them a
kopeck. I always had my shot, went off to the
canteen for a hot meal, and then back to sleep in
the barracks.”

“And did you sleep well? Didn't you feel bad
or anything?” :

“Why should I?”

“Well, that you had just killed other people.
Didn’t you feel sorry for them?”

“No,not at all. I didn’t give it a thought. No,
I slept well and then I'd go for 2 walk outside
the camp. There’s some beautiful places around
there. Boring, though, with no women.”

“Were any of you married?”

“No, they didn’t take married men. Of
course, the bosses made out all right. There
were some real lookers on the Dalag work team!
Your head would spin! Cooks, dishwashers,
floor cleaners—the bosses had them all. We

VTrusties were convicts regarded as trustworthy, who were
given special duties and privileges. '

went without. It was better not to even think
about it. . ..”

“Grigory Ivanovich, did you know that the
people you were shooting were not guilty at all,
that they hadn't done anythifig wrong?”

“Well; we didn't think g};oit mg};t then. Later,
yes. We were summoned to the procurators
[officials] and they asked us questions. They
explained that those had been innocent people.
There had been mistakes, they said, and—what
was the word?— excesses. Bug they told us that
it was nothing to do with us, we were not guilty
of IR

“Well, I understand, then you were under or-
ders and you shot people. But when you learned
that you had been killing men and women who
were not guilty at all, didn’t your conscience
begin to bother you?”

“Conscience? No, Naum'ich, it didn’t bothet
me. I never think about all that now, and when
I do remember something . . . no, nothing at
all, as if nothing had happened. You know, I've
become so soft-hearted that one look at an old

man suffering today and I feel so much pity
that I even cry sometimes. But those ones, no,
I'm not sorty for them. Not at all, it’s just like
they never existed. . . .”

The “special operation” at Bikin existed for
almost three years. Well, two and 2 half, to be
more exact- It also probably had its holidays and
weekends—perhaps no one was shot on Sun-
days, May Day, Revolution Day and the Day
of the Soviet Constitution. Even so, that means

.that it functioned for a total of 770 days. Every

motning on each of those days four trucks set
out from Bikin compound for the Distant Hill.
Six people in each truck, a total of 24, It took
25-30 minutes for them to reach the waiting
pit. The “special operation” thus disposed of
15,000-to 18,000 people during its éxistence.
Vet it was of a standard design, just like any tran-’
sit camp. The well-tried, well-planned machin-
ery operated without interruption, functioning
regularly and efficiently, filling the ready-made
pits with bodies—in the hills of the Far East,
in the Siberian forests, and in the glades of the
Tambov woods or the Meshchera nature reserve.




They existed everywhere, yet nothlng remains

. there are | no_ci_av at Auschw1tz,,‘.ox;at Mauthausen
in Austria. There are no solemn and funereal
memorials like those that testify to the Nazi
atrocities at Khatyn* . . . or Lidice.? Thousands
of unnamed graves, in which there lie mingled
the bones of hundreds of thousands of victims,
have now been overgrown by bushes, thick lux-
uriant grass and young new forest. Not exactly
the same as the Germans, it must be admitted.
The men and women were buried separately
here. Our regime made sure that even at that
point no moral laxity might occur.
And the murderers? They are still alive.

- Thete were a great many, of course, who

took part in these shgogngs There were yet
)ourney to the Dlstant Hill or the other kill-
ing grounds. Only in bourgeois socxety are the
procurator and others ¢
cution. Under our reglrne thank God “that was
not necessary. There were many, many more in-
volved in these murders than those who simply
pulled the trigger. For them a university degree,
often in the “humanities,” was more common
than the rudimentary education of the Niya-
zovs {the former guard Razgon questioned].
They drafted the instructions and decisions;
they signed beneath the Wwords™ ag“r"e“ed ” “con-
firmed,” “to be sentenced to . . .” Today they
are all retired and most of them receive large
individual pensions: They sit in the squares and
enjoy watching the children play. They go to
concerts and are moved by the music. We rheet
them when we attend a meeting, visitfriends,

“In 1942 German forces massacred all the inhabitants of
the Belorussian village of Khatyn. (Not to be confused
with Katyn . . . where in 1940 23,500 Polish officers were
murdered by the [Soviet] NKVD.)

After Czech resistance fighters assassinated Richard
Heydrich, Chief of the Security Police, the Germans took
savage revenge on the little Czech village of Lidice. They
massacred all the men and deported the women and chil-
dren to concentration camps (some children with suitable
“Aryan features” were sent to live with German families
and to be reared as Germans). The Nazis then burned,
dynamited, and levelled the village.
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or find ourselves sitting at the same table, cel-
ebrating with our common acquaintances. They
are alive, and there are many of them.

{COLLECTIVE GUILT]

In the most general terms, paragraph 17 {of the
Soviet criminal code} said that each member of a
criminal group (and membership in that group
was expressed by knowledge.of its existence and
failure to report it) was.responsible.not only for
his own individual criminal deeds but also for
the deeds of the crn'nmal group as'a 2 whole and
for'8ach of its individual members, taken sepa-
rately. It did not matter that the individual in
question might not know the other members of
the group, might be unaware what they were up
to, and might not have any idea at all what the
group he belonged to was doing. The purpose
of the doctrme of complic _3;1 “was 10 alleviate

Svptutiug

doubtedly, however, it also lightened the burden
of those under investigation. The techniques of
cross-examination became far simpler. Several
dozen people were hnked together in a group

esplo age, sabotage ‘subversion, and fcourse

attempts on the life of “one of the leaders of the
Party and the government.” The others could
be more gently treated, only requiring beating
until they admitted they knew the individual
who had given a “complete and full confession.”
Then the same crimes, in accordance with para-
graph 17, were automatically attributed to
them as well. What this sounded like during a
court hearing I can describe from the words of a
man I came to know in the camps.

Yefim Shatalov was a very high-ranking man-
ager and for years he headed the State Cement
Administration. Why they needed to send him
to prison, God only knows! He had no political
interests or involvements and did not wish to
have any, since he was always prepared to serve his
immediate superior faithfully and truthfully, and
was unquestionably loyal to his ultimate chief,
Comrade Stalin. Furthermore, he was incredibly




