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  PROLOGUE


  21 JUNE 1941

  



  Valentina and Alexei were very much in love, a blind man on a galloping horse could see that. It was the little things that gave them away, like the fact that they just could not take their eyes off each other. Valentina was in the kitchen with the other women while Alexei was outside smoking with the men. But no matter where they went or how far they strayed within the big apartment they always found each other with their eyes. Alexei could hear her laughing with her friends, it was an excited girlish laugh which was not at all fitting for her serious job as a laboratory worker. But no one would grudge her any of her enjoyment on this, her big day. This, after all, was Valentinas wedding day, the day she would remember for the rest of her life.


  Valentina Masterova and Alexei Dubovsky had been married earlier that afternoon. It had been a traditional ceremony that had taken place on a glorious midsummers day, so the omens were good for a long and happy marriage. They had not known each other long but they loved each other; that they had no place to stay and no real plans did not seem to matter. They had good jobs  he was an engineer and she worked in the laboratory  and they had each other. That was what was important. Why should it matter that they were starting their married life in someone elses house? Since they had no apartment of their own they were holding their wedding banquet at a flat which belonged to one of Valentinas girlfriends. The apartment was big and airy, the sort of place they would have loved for themselves, but despite its space it was crammed to the rafters with friends and well-wishers. There was one other added attraction to the apartment on the corner of Lenin Street, it was above the best bakery in Kiev, Bakery no. 3. Valentina worked in the laboratories checking the quality of the bread and the purity of the wheat while Alexei and his fellow engineers kept the place running. Almost everyone they knew worked at the bakery and it was at a works social function where they themselves had first met. But even a works celebration could not match what was on offer here today.


  The groaning tables which filled the large living room were ample testament to the skill and craft of the workers at the bakery downstairs. This was a special occasion and everyone seemed to have made a special effort to make sure that their contribution was as rich, as soft, as perfect as it could be for the happy couple. There were breads of all shapes and sizes and description; good white wheat bread and rich black rye bread. With the bread there was smoked salmon and caviar, expensive to be sure but it was not every day a girl got married. The salmon and caviar were a treat, something to be savoured, but everyone else had pitched in with the rest of the meal. There were vareniki  dumplings stuffed with cottage cheese  and, to eat with them, bowls of smetana  sour cream  that could also be added to the plates of soup being ladled out of huge tureens by the enthusiastic guests. There was borscht of course, and schi  cabbage soup  and some pungent rassolnik  a kind of meat soup  as well as delicious ukha  fish soup. The room was filled with a heady mixture of aromas as the strong smells and flavours of traditional Ukrainian cooking vied with each other. Huge plates were piled high with mounds of pork and beef, other pots contained rich and intoxicating stews. Every time the piles looked like dwindling another guest would arrive with a pot or a plate of something delicious to add to the menu. One table contained nothing but fish dishes. Since they were on the banks of the Dnieper and not too far from the Black Sea the quality of seafood was superb. Apart from the salmon and caviar there was marinated herring as well as plates and plates of vobla  the sharp-tasting, salt-covered dried fish.


  The guests helped themselves throughout the day, attacking the laden tables with increasing enthusiasm. The enthusiasm was fuelled by large amounts of alcohol. The local vodka called gorilka was consumed with gusto. The drink takes its name from the Ukrainian word for burning, but the rough nature of the liquor did not appear to be deterring anyone from drinking it. The women drank with as much delicacy as they could muster from the small glasses known as ryumka, while the hardier men slaked their thirst with gusto from the larger stakan, which held just over half a pint. Each swill of vodka was accompanied by a handful of olives or a tangy portion of savoury, fatty salo to soak up the alcohol. There were copious quantities of beer too and given the heat of the summers day there were pitchers and pitchers of kvas. This cold concoction made from dark rye bread and yeast, kept cool in assorted pantries and cupboards, was like ambrosia on such a warm day. As the day wore on the guests became more and more tipsy, but no one was really drunk, or badly behaved. They seemed to be as intoxicated by the balmy evening air wafting in through the long since thrown open windows as they were by anything they had drunk. There was scarcely a breeze that night and the open windows did little to reduce the temperature in the room. Pungent clouds of cigarette smoke rose towards the high ceiling where they gathered and hung for a time before drifting out into the night. As the room became warmer the guests became less inhibited. The men had shed their jackets and opened their shirts, while the women, emboldened by drink and good humour, laughed with and teased prospective consorts. The flowers woven in their hair were slowly coming undone, the brightly coloured ribbons they had threaded through their braids were unravelling. A slightly reckless, giddy mood took hold of the party. The young men told more and more exaggerated stories as they tried to impress the young women, the older folk simply sat and smiled and made the odd knowing remark to each other about the likely outcome of these courtships. Which young girl would lose more than a hair ribbon; which of the young bucks would emerge dominant; and whose heart would be broken next. It was a raucous gathering but goodnatured as everyone allowed the cares of the world to drift away. There would be sore heads in the morning and work again on Monday, but that was all too far away.


  Out on the balcony Dubovsky stood and looked down on the street below. He could hear Valentina laughing with her friends and from the tone of her laugh it had doubtless been at some comment about the night ahead. Dubovsky was looking for late-comers, perhaps someone who might have lost their way or did not know the apartment. As he stood and smoked he waved occasionally to passers-by who called up their congratulations or to old women sitting on their own balconies further down Lenin Street as they watched the world go by. A formal guest list had been something of a notional concept, although he could not help but notice there were two notable absentees from the party. The first was Iosif Kordik, a taciturn little man who was a manager of another bakery nearby and who would inevitably have found something to complain about amidst all the festivities. He would not be missed and Dubovsky frankly would have been sorry to see him turn the corner and head up to the apartment. Kordik, who had been invited as a friend of a friend, had hinted that he might not be able to make the party because of family commitments. Dubovsky was mildly surprised because he was not even certain that Kordik had any family and suspected it was merely a polite excuse. Nonetheless he had not pressed the matter. Perhaps, it occurred to him now, he should have. Kordik was an important man and a man with some influence in the city. It would not do to offend him.


  The other absentee was much more disappointing. Dubovsky had considered it a bit of a coup when Konstantin Shchegotsky had accepted an invitation to the wedding. Shchegotsky was something of a catch. Dubovsky knew him through a mutual acquaintance and he was delighted when Kostya  he felt he knew him well enough to be so familiar  had replied saying he would come. Konstantin Shchegotsky was the darling of the young intelligentsia in Kiev, not that Dubovsky considered himself in that class but he had aspirations which could surely only be improved by having Kostya at his wedding reception. Not only famous as one of the countrys best footballers, Shchegotsky was also notorious as a man of a dark and dangerous reputation. No woman was safe, so they said, as he flitted easily between Kiev and Moscow fitting in effortlessly into whatever circle he chose to include himself. Tall, athletic but at the same time vulnerably and attractively thin, Shchegotsky brought out the protective instincts in women of all ages. He had acquired a reputation as something of a ladies man almost without trying. With his sharp clothes, his imported cigarettes, and his taste for high living he was the sort of man whose company men also sought. They never felt threatened by him, it was almost an honour to be included in his circle. A couple of years earlier he had dropped out of sight for over a year with no explanation. The rumours circulated that he had been having a passionate affair with the wife of a high-ranking Scandinavian diplomat and had been advised to lie low until the scandal blew over. It was a period that Shchegotsky never talked about, which only added to his air of mystique and his aura of wounded fragility. As the afternoon wore on into the evening Dubovsky resigned himself to the inevitability that Kostya would not be coming. If truth be told he had never really believed that someone as important as Shchegotsky would have come to his wedding, but he had hoped. Dubovsky was disappointed, of course, but nowhere near as disappointed as the young single women at the party, as well as a few who were not so young and not so single.


  While the revellers were becoming increasingly rowdy Konstantin Shchegotsky had sought and was enjoying his own company. He would have liked to have been at the wedding. He liked Alexei and Valentina, they were a good couple, and he was seldom one to miss out on a party. Other considerations took precedence that night, however, which was why he was out walking in the late summer evening along the Boulevard Shevchenko, the street named after the serf who had become the national poet of the Ukraine. Kostya was thinking about the day ahead. It held a big game for him and his friends and he wanted to be sure he was as ready for it as he could be. As he walked aimlessly he found himself back at his hotel. He stopped in the doorway to finish his cigarette and took in the beauty of the city for a few moments. Even at this late hour the air was thick with the heavy fragrance of the flowers which seemed to be everywhere. There was by now a slight breeze, barely enough to rustle the branches in the chestnut trees, and certainly not enough to cool down the heat of the day. Kostya took one last draw on his cigarette, flicked the butt into the gutter with his thumb and forefinger, and strolled slowly past the concierge and up to his room.


  As Shchegotsky turned in for the night there was no sign of the party slowing down over at Bakery no. 3. The beer and the wine and the gorilka still flowed like water, the songs and laughter could be heard floating halfway down the street. People left in twos and threes but there was still a hard core from the bakery drinking and revelling their way into the early hours. Finally, as dawn broke, they took their leave of the newly-weds and left them to what remained of their wedding night with risque salutations and bawdy exhortations. Their parting was not peaceful and even as they left they shouted promises to each other to meet up again in the afternoon. A few hours sleep and they would be fit enough to catch the festivities to mark the opening of the new sports stadium. It was five oclock in the morning before the last party-goers made their drunken way to bed. A few of them insisted they could hear thunder. Others maintained it was the sound of blasting and wondered why they would be working on the new waterworks on a Sunday.


  Over at his hotel Konstantin Shchegotsky was awakened by the phone ringing. He could tell from the half-light outside that it was very early. He picked up his watch from the bedside table and looked at it. It was barely six. Who would call at an hour like this on a day like this?


  It was his friend Gurevich. ;Kostya, the war has started, he said.


  ;Stop joking, Shchegotsky replied. ;How much did you have to drink at the wedding?


  ;No, Kostya, Gurevich insisted. ;Im not joking. Listen to me. It has begun. The Fascists have attacked us.


  The phone clicked off as Gurevich hung up. Shchegotsky looked at the receiver for a moment and began to wonder if he had imagined the conversation. He went to the window and opened the fortochka  the small window inset into the larger one  to look out. Everything was quiet. Down below he could see the night janitor out sweeping the doorstep and getting ready to hose down the pavement.


  Shchegotsky was still trying to make sense of it all when he too heard the distant explosions.


  
    CHAPTER ONE


    The Ukraine stretches from Belarus in the north to the natural border of the Black Sea in the south, but its western and eastern borders have always been open to negotiation. In the west, the rising Carpathians form a geological boundary with Poland, Slovakia and Hungary, but the political boundaries have not always been so clearly defined. Similarly in the east the border with the Russian Federation has concertinaed in and out over the centuries.


    What has remained unchanged is the heart of the Ukraine, a vast expanse  1,600 kilometres wide, roughly the size of France  of flat, rich farmland. The soil is as black as the Ukraines other natural treasure the coal, which is found in such abundance in the Donbas region. The crops that grow in this fertile soil fed the rest of the country to the point where the Ukraine became known as the breadbasket of the Soviet Union. But the massive steppe which blessed the Ukraine with its rich harvests has also proved to be its greatest curse. Such vast bounty will always attract rapacious predators and the endless tracts of gently undulating land have proved almost impossible to defend against successive invaders.


    Such was the case in the middle of the eleventh century when the Pechenegs, a nomadic race from the north, set their sights on the Ukraine. They had staged a number of harrying raids on the borders of what would later become the Ukrainian state but in 1036 they were about to strike directly at the heart of Kiev. As the Pechenegs made their camp just outside the city walls the Kievan king, Yaroslav the Wise, was distraught with a mixture of grief and rage at seeing his enemy so close to his city. Yaroslav sought succour in the Blessed Virgin. If she would help defeat his enemy then he would build a great church in her honour. The battle for Kiev was fierce and bloody but Yaroslav prevailed and the Pechenegs were routed. True to his promise he built the magnificent Cathedral of St Sophia on the spot where the battle was won and dedicated it to the honour of the Blessed Virgin. The cathedral presented Yaroslav with a new problem. Magnificent though it was, it now extended the city boundaries and would have to be defended. Yaroslav ordered that new ramparts and defences be built and in the midst of these new city walls he ordered a great gate to be built. The city could already be entered by the Liadsky Gate on the eastern side and the Lvivsky Gate on the western side, but neither of these could compare with this new monument.


    The Great Golden Gate of Kiev was twelve metres high with an arch which was twenty-five metres long. From outer wall to outer wall it measured almost eight metres wide. The foundations were three metres deep and the walls were a metre thick. Onlookers were dazzled by the sunlight reflected from the huge granite and quartzite boulders that made up the arch. The effect was set off with doors which were made of oak but held together by sheets of gilded copper. On top of the tower above the gate was a small chapel, the Church of the Annunciation of the Blessed Virgin Mary, because Yaroslav was still a devout and grateful man.


    It was an architectural miracle. Although not written until 1874, the soaring triumphalism of the first few notes of The Great Gate of Kiev, from Ukrainian composer Modest Mussorgskys Pictures at an Exhibition, give some idea of the awe and wonder which this incomparable structure must have invoked.


    But even when the Great Golden Gate was built in the eleventh century the city was already old and battle-scarred. The history of Kiev has been shot through with periods of violent conflict and lengthy occupation since it was founded, probably sometime around the fourth century AD. The city sits on the hills overlooking the River Dnieper. The Dnieper is one of the great waterways of Europe. At 2,200 kilometres long it is the fourth longest river on the continent. From its source in the Valdai Hills just west of Moscow it runs south through Belarus, and the very heart of the Ukraine, including Kiev and Dnipropetrovsk, before emptying into the Black Sea. Kiev itself was established on the right, or western, bank of the river before expanding through the centuries to the left bank as well. It is often referred to as The Mother of Russian Cities and with good cause.


    During the second half of the ninth century a band of Vikings known as Varangians were marauding southwards looking for fresh lands to settle. In 862 the Varangian leader Rurik became ruler of the Russian city of Novgorod and established Varangians as a presence in the region. Twenty years later another Varangian, called Oleg, who was acting as regent for Ruriks young son Igor, saw the strategic importance of Kiev and its ability to control the river. He had the rulers of the city executed and united Kiev with Novgorod. Oleg settled in Kiev which thus became, in 882, the capital of the first Russian state, which was known as the Kievan Rus. The beginnings of what became known as the Russian Empire were therefore set in the ninth century in a confederacy of states which was ruled from Kiev.


    The importance of the city of Kiev cannot be overestimated. Its position on the Dnieper made it a vital trading centre and the river itself became a major trade route. Over the next century the size and influence of the Kievan Rus increased. In 988 Vladimir the Great, sometimes also called St Vladimir, embraced Byzantine Christianity, making Kiev the original centre of Christianity in Russia. Because of the flat geography which offered little hindrance to any would-be marauder and its exposed position close to the Russian frontier, Kiev became a target for almost every invading army over subsequent years. Yaroslav may have been able to drive off the Pechenegs in 1036 but the city was all but destroyed by the Mongol leader Batu Khan in 1240 and remained in the hands of the Mongolian hordes for the next century.


    It was during the time of the Mongol occupation when perhaps the regions greatest hero rose to prominence. In the same year that Kiev was invaded by Batu Khan, Alexander, the son of Yaroslav the prince of the state of Vladimir, won a great and stirring battle against the Swedes on the ice-covered River Neva near St Petersburg. He took the name Alexander Nevsky in honour of his famous victory. Two years later Alexander, who was a prince of Novgorod, drove off the Teutonic Knights in another famous battle at Lake Peipus in Estonia. This battle was later credited with saving Russia from domination by the West. Batu Khan the Mongol leader recognised Alexanders influence and rather than fight him he enlisted Alexander as a mediator between his Golden Horde and the people of the Kievan Rus. In 1246 Alexander was made Grand Prince of Kiev by the Mongols and six years later he was also made prince of Vladimir. With the three great cities of Kiev, Novgorod and Vladimir under his control, Alexander was able to stabilise and solidify the region and did much to ensure the beginnings of what we now know as the Russian Federation. Alexander died in 1263 and was later canonised by the Russian Orthodox church.


    Almost a century later, the city changed hands again. The Lithuanians seized it in 1360, then in 1482 it fell to Tartars from the Crimea before it was ultimately taken by Poland in 1569.


    The seventeenth century saw the advent of another great Ukrainian hero when Bohdan Khmelnytsky led a Cossack uprising against the Poles in 1648. The Cossacks were superb horsemen and inspired by their leaders, known as hetmans, they used the huge expanse of the steppe to their advantage as they harried and pursued the Poles in a series of cavalry battles. Khmelnytsky and the hetmans were able to successfully establish an independent Ukrainian republic, but their autonomy was short-lived. The region was still a target for the various conflicting neighbours that surrounded it and in 1654, just six years after winning independence, Khmelnytsky had to ask for Russian protection. This then led to a bitter war between Russia, Poland, the Cossacks and Turkey for control of the Ukraine. The war was ended by the so-called Eternal Peace between Russia and Poland in 1686 in which Kiev and the Cossack lands east of the Dnieper were handed over to Russia. This was really a recognition of the status quo by the Poles who, since they could not defeat the Cossacks, had decided simply to leave them with Russia to which they had allied themselves in the first place. The rest of the Ukraine was given to Poland, but after a second partition of Poland in 1793 the whole of present-day Ukraine  with the exception of the province of Galicia which remained under Austro-Hungarian rule  came under the influence of Russia.


    During the Russian Revolution of 1917 another attempt was made to set up an independent Ukrainian state that was even more short-lived than Khmelnytskys efforts. The Red Army occupied Kiev in January 1918 but in March of the same year the Germans took over the city under the Treaty of Brest-Litovsk which was designed to end hostilities in the region. The Germans were looking forward to a new supply of rich, fertile land and the new nationalist government of Simon Petlyura was looking forward to independence from their Bolshevik neighbours. Nothing went as either side had planned. The Petlyura government was woefully ineffective and only a few weeks after the assembly had been set up the Germans disbanded it in what amounted to an armed coup. Finally with the war in France going against them the Germans abandoned Kiev and the Ukraine. Petlyura came back and so too did the Red Army. The eighteen months that followed are probably the most volatile in the history of any modern country. Some sources say Kiev changed hands or changed governments as often as eighteen times in that period. The final outcome was that by 1922 Kiev and the Ukraine were formally incorporated as one of the Union of Soviet Socialist Republics (USSR).


    They were now in the USSR but the Ukrainians do not appear to have been of the USSR. Perversely, the successive changes of government and controlling nations helped to promote an increased feeling of Ukrainian nationalism. It did not matter who was in charge, at the end of the day they were still Ukrainians and their allegiance to their country, to each other, and to the ground they stood on was all that mattered.


    Although the country was technically at peace, the arguments between Ukrainian nationalism and Bolshevism continued unabated for almost twenty years. The Ukrainians had good reason to distrust Lenin. After the Russian Revolution and a brief period of Ukrainian independence, he had gone back on his word and sent in the Red Army. The result was that by 1920 the Ukraine was, in name at least, largely Bolshevik. Lenin, and after him Stalin, remained convinced that the Ukrainians urge for nationalism had only been suppressed and not extinguished. To some extent they were correct and both men harboured a deep distrust of the Ukraine. That distrust would account for the terrible suffering that awaited the Ukraine in the years before the Second World War.


    By the end of the twenties famine caused by desperate shortages of meat and grain stalked the new Soviet Union. In 1921 and 1922 five million people died through starvation and the associated diseases of typhus, cholera and dysentery. People were living on a ration of 200 grams of bread per day and regarded with a mixture of incredulity and envy reports that in Petrograd some skilled workers were being allocated as much as 800 grams a day. People fled the cities into the country in search of food. The population of Moscow, for example, dropped by almost half in the three years after the Revolution. The rural communities had both meat and grain, but because what they produced was being requisitioned, their response was simply to produce less. There was no incentive to produce anything more than what they needed for themselves. The official price of grain, for example, was less than it cost to grow and even if farmers were inclined to barter there was nothing in the cities they wanted. Instead they simply stored it or ate it. The rural communities were a constant thorn in the flesh to Stalin and Lenin before him. Unlike in the cities which were areas of dense population, communism did not have much of an impact on the agrarian population which at that time still made up some 80 per cent of the Soviet Union. Stalins solution to the shortages in the cities and the relative plenty in the country was to bring in a policy of collectivisation with every head of cattle, every ear of grain, every bushel of wheat becoming the property of the state. Anyone attempting to profit for themselves would be severely punished. Under the so-called Seven Eighths Law  it was passed on 7 August 1932, the seventh day of the eighth month  anyone who cut even a single ear of corn could be, and frequently was, sentenced to ten years in a labour camp. Stalins policy exploited the jealousy and greed born of real suffering and, in the very antithesis of communist philosophy, turned neighbour against neighbour.


    Stalin declared war on the kulaks. This was a new classification which the officials had devised when they came to categorise the peasants. They could be split into three classes  poor, middle, and kulak, a word that although it meant fist had passed into common usage as a derogatory term for a moneylender. Basically, a kulak was a farmer who had shown enough enterprise to build his farm into a size where it was necessary to hire help to work it. But on 30 January 1930 Stalin announced that all farms were to be collectivised and the kulaks were to be destroyed as a class. There were three penalties for being a kulak. The most severe offenders were shot, and their families joined those in the second category who faced deportation to labour camps, while the third category were forced to leave the collective and start up again on a new farm. As one final sadistic twist, these new farms were without exception sited on land which could not be cultivated, otherwise it would have been part of the collective to begin with. After months of back-breaking toil these unfortunates were unable to meet their quota to the collective and were deported anyway.


    The process of dekulakisation produced an orgy of pettiness and betrayal as neighbours settled scores by accusing others of being kulaks. Once the accusation had been made there was almost no way of disproving it and, even if the accused was fortunate enough to disprove the case, they were invariably tagged as kulak sympathisers and therefore still liable to be punished. Between 1930 and 1933 some 2 million people were sent to Corrective Labour Camps in remote areas such as Siberia. Few of them returned. The Ukraine which was the breadbasket of the Soviet Union was particularly hard hit by the war against the kulaks and the collectivisation which followed.


    Stalin continued to doubt that the Ukraine, in particular, was wholehearted or enthusiastic in its endorsement of communism. He believed that the Ukraine would much rather be a separate state and was wary of these nationalist tendencies. One way of dealing with this was to ensure that the region was treated far more harshly than anywhere else. At one point more than 70 per cent of Ukrainian peasants were working on collective farms, a much higher figure than anywhere else in the Soviet Union. The effect of the collectivisation was to force down what had been an abundant harvest. In 1931 the official harvest was down to 18 million tons, a figure which represented just enough to feed everyone with a little surplus left over. Nonetheless the state demanded almost 8 million tons of this harvest, leaving the Ukraine on the point of starvation. The consequences were inevitable. The following year the harvest dropped to just over 14 million tons and once again the state demanded almost 8 million. This was later reduced to a little over 6.5 million tons but the effect was the same. Starvation was rife and millions of Ukrainians perished in what came to be known as the Great Hunger. Those who survived knew that this famine had been artificially engineered solely as a result of Stalins policies. Official figures for the death toll in the Ukraine are not known but the generally accepted estimates place the number of dead in 1932-3 at somewhere between 5 million and 7 million. In the Soviet Union as a whole the number of deaths in this politically-induced famine is put at 14 million, but as Khrushchev later famously remarked no one was keeping count. Indeed the official census of 1937 showed that the population had dropped so alarmingly that those organising the census were among the victims of Stalins purges for treasonably exerting themselves to diminish the population of the USSR.


    Apart from those who had starved in the Great Hunger there were also a great many people in Kiev who had suffered at the hands of the NKVD in the thirties during what became known as the Terror. The NKVD were the successors of OGPU, the organisation which had handled the deportation of the kulaks to the wastes of Siberia. Only the name had changed, in essence they were still Stalins secret police, enforcers of his singular will by any means necessary. It was the NKVD who were behind the dreaded knock on the door in the night that usually resulted in interrogation, torture, a show trial and then death or deportation, although in many cases these were effectively the same thing. Thousands of good and experienced Red Army officers had fallen victim to these trials on trumped up accusations of disloyalty or being bourgeois.


    Again, Stalins pathological distrust of the Ukraine was manifest in the Terror. In 1937 he had decided to liquidate the entire leadership of the Ukrainian Soviet and the local Communist Party. By the following June the seventeen most senior ministers had been arrested and executed and the Prime Minister of the Ukrainian Soviet, Liubchenko, had killed himself. It is estimated that around 170,000 people in the Ukraine were expunged, prompting Nikita Khrushchev, who was now in Kiev as the First Secretary of the Communist Party, to remark that the Ukrainian Party had been purged spotless.


    In the Ukraine, as everywhere else in the USSR, the victims of the Terror had nothing in common except their misfortune. One unfortunate industrialist was jailed for ten years because he had been the first to sit down during a standing ovation for Comrade Stalin. Another newspaper editor was purged because he was Jewish. A man reportedly fell victim for removing a portrait of Stalin while he was painting the wall behind it.


    In Kiev alone one woman is alleged to have denounced 8,000 people, all of whom were put to death. The Terror thrived on denunciation. Worker informed on workmate, brother on brother, husband on wife. They may have begun believing they were doing the right thing, but by 1938 when the Terror was at its height people were denouncing others simply out of fear of being denounced themselves, thus getting their revenge in first. The greatest crime was the catch-all accusation of being bourgeois. The charge was practically impossible to disprove: almost anything could be interpreted as evidence of bourgeois behaviour.


    There were some, like Konstantin Shchegotsky, who were high profile targets. Despite being a good and loyal Stalinist, Shchegotskys lifestyle antagonised a great many within the Party. He was handsome, popular, well-liked, a social gadfly, something of a womaniser, and a hero to the bright young things of Moscow and Kiev. Shchegotsky inspired jealousy almost effortlessly and given the flamboyance of his lifestyle it is perhaps not surprising that he attracted attention.


    Even though his lifestyle was a little wayward and extravagant, occasionally bordering on the indiscreet, Shchegotsky was respected by the Communist Party for his skills as a footballer and a sportsman. In 1938 he was given a decoration by the Party for his services to sport and, as was the custom, the award was announced in the newspapers. At the time he was in a sanatorium recovering from a football injury. His room-mate there wrote to the Party organisation complaining that obviously Shchegotsky did not value his decoration sufficiently to wear it. Shchegotsky was summoned to answer the accusations and when the local Party secretary told him of the charges he simply laughed. Shchegotsky pointed out that the story in the newspaper had merely been the announcement of his decoration, he had not yet received the medal. His accuser was brought to confront him, but Shchegotsky laughed in his face.


    I do not wear it because I have not been given it, said Shchegotsky. Once I receive it I shall wear it proudly.


    Shchegotsky was allowed to leave without a blemish on his reputation  although he would not be so fortunate on another occasion  and his accuser then had to answer charges himself for having denounced such a faithful servant of the Soviet Union.
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