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Introduction

Nina Alekseevna Krivosheina’s life took in the full tragedy of 
twentieth-century Russia. Even before the late 1970s, when Aleksandr 
Solzhenitsyn summoned emigre memoirs from those who survived 
the upheavals of 1917-1920, Nina Alekseevna was memorizing her 
experiences out loud before a mirror during her dark years in 
Stalinist postwar USSR, when recording on paper was a possible 
sentence to the Gulag or worse. Her effort recalls the ancient oral 
tradition of preserving stories and experiences. Some thirty years 
after speaking into the mirror, she created in Paris her full story and 
that of her family, friends, and era in this memoir.

A tour de force, the narrative is full of detail and musings, historical 
events of fact, and some of impression. Her style somewhat reflects 
the manner in which she memorized much of the story in her 
penchant for doubling adjectives, adverbs, or verbs, either for effect 
or as a mnemonic device. The charm remains regardless of 
motivation. On rare occasions I have excised one of the doubles to 
create a better flow in English. The author has included several 
poems and a number of verse excerpts; it has been a welcome 
privilege and challenge to translate these as well as the prose 
narrative.

The reader of English who has read Russian novels will see the 
familiar first name plus patronymic as a general way of referring to 
or addressing an individual. This is a respectful standard that Nina 
Alekseevna upholds, even when referring to her husband. There is the 
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occasional affectionate nickname, but the impression is firm that 
Nina Alekseevna writes for the most part with a formality regarding 
people and social situations. Very few people are referred to with a 
simple first name. She does, however, have a lively eye for people's 
details and quirks and is not hesitant to describe them.

The transliteration of Russian names and words demands different 
conventions for different publishing requirements. Here I have 
chosen to move between strict academic transliteration and a more 
forgiving but also representative approach that is accessible to those 
who do not speak or read Russian. My notes, commentary, and 
translations from other languages are in [bracketed italics] rather than 
footnotes.

I came to find this memoir on a long and winding path that started at 
the Hoover Institution at Stanford University. There I came across 
the first of three memoirs written by young Russian women serving 
as nurses in the First World War, that of Tatiana Varnek. All three of 
these women (Varnek, Zinaida Mokievskaya-Zubok, and Maria 
Bocharnikova) responded to Solzhenitsyn’s call for memoirs to 
preserve the era of the war, revolution, and civil war before that 
generation of emigres died away. Those nurses’ memoirs led me to 
Nina Alekseevna Krivosheina. While the nurses wrote of that 
concentrated time of the war, revolution, and civil war, Nina 
Alekseevna discourses on her entire life, bringing us in to other layers 
of the Russian/Soviet years 1895 to 1974. Her interval in Europe from 
1920 to 1947 documents the significant interwar years of the emigre 
Russian community and the road to World War Two.

I owe a great debt to Nikita Igorevich Krivoshein and his wife, Ksenia
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Igorevna, who have generously granted me permission to publish in 
English his mother’s memoir and also allowed the use of some 
valuable family photographs that contribute such precise details to 
the narrative. Making Nikita’s acquaintance is an unexpected and 
happy outcome to my work on his mother’s memoir. Four Thirds of 
Our Life has been published twice in Russian, in 1999 and 2017 (with 
notes and a new chapter published herein), and once in French by 
Albin Michel in 1987.

Kimball Worcester
2022
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From the Author

I was born in the age of Newton, and I long ago passed into the age of 
Einstein. The splendid steam trains of my youth that pulled into the Gare 
Saint-Lazare or Victoria Station with such elegance and the many luxurious 
trains of sleeping cars have long been standing in Ministry of Transportation 
museums. The most beautiful ocean liner—the France—which ferried select 
passengers from Le Havre to New York, was sold to an oil magnate from the 
Arabian sands as useless—no one travels to America like that anymore. It’s a 
long expensive trip, and one can look at the endlessness of Atlantic waves on 
a color television completely free.

Move on? Survive one’s era? And just how much is it proper or acceptable for 
a person to live? According to the Bible—seventy years, with eighty being 
quite a lot. Nevertheless, each person lives “what one is allotted”—an easy, 
flexible expression that doesn’t pretend to offer a more specific answer to the 
eternal question on everyone’s mind: why die? what is death for?

Out of the ranks of such questions, another presents itself to me: why write 
memories or “memoirs”—a diary of life? In general—no reason at all. At what 
age do people normally muse: what was it like in childhood? Going to school, 
reading the first books? Was it really thirty years ago that I could walk for 
pleasure for 20-25 kilometers and the next morning feel just a little tired? And 
so on... It appears that in general writing about one’s life is just a common 
urge of the middle-aged; Voyage autour de ma chambre [A Voyage Around My 
Room, Xavier de Maistre, 1794], and here it is Voyage autour de ma vie [A Voyage 
Around My Life]. Is there a secret hope here that sometime, someone will read 
it and “you won’t die altogether,” and that future someone at the moment of 
reading will suddenly resurrect your life?!

Many, many times my friends in Moscow begged me, when I related to them 
certain events in my life, to immortalize them, if not in written form (which 
in the Stalin, Khrushchev, and Brezhnev years was hardly to be
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recommended), then at least to record them on tape. At the time I rejected 
the idea kicking and screaming—undoubtedly because I was still living so 
intensely; and as far as the telling itself—I loved doing that and even now the 
impulse to “tell the stories” sometimes takes hold of me, but much less often.

One of my most avid listeners was present during the miserable years of 
1950-1954 in Ulyanovsk (from malice and hatred I have always called that 
place only Oulianovsk-sur-mer)—a dear, good, adorable man, so smart, a 
bookish scientist like Jules Verne’s Pangel [character in In Search of the 
Castaways, 1868]—Aleksandr Aleksandrovich Lyubishchev. May he rest in 
eternal peace, for without him I, of course, would not have survived, and he— 
precisely, he and his wife, Olga Petrovna—saved me from death by hunger or 
cold, from moral isolation when I was on the edge of death itself, having 
opened wide to me the doors of their home, at the point when I was no better 
or worse than a Biblical leper at the sight of whom people crossed the street to 
avoid.

“Only when one has lost all curiosity about the future
has one reached the age to write an autobiography.” 

(Evelyn Waugh, A Little Learning, 
Sidwick and Jackson, Ltd. London, 1973]
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My Father, Aleksei Pavlovich Meshcherskii (1867-1938)

My parents were both from impoverished and bankrupt noble families. My 
father, Aleksei Pavlovich Meshcherskii, was born in the Smolensk district at 
the Dolgushka estate, which my grandfather, Pavel Ivanovich Meshcherskii, 
had received through his wife, Vera Vissarionovna, nee Komarova. I know 
little about my grandfather Pavel Ivanovich; at one time on Kirochnaya 
[Street, St. Petersburg] we had a daguerreotype, of which people said, “That’s 
your grandfather, Pavel Ivanovich.” I only remember that in the yellow-white 
photo he was no longer a young man. Sometime in the 1840s, he left his 
family because of his stepmother’s hostility; about where and how he lived, I 
know nothing; I also don’t know why he had no title, when it seemed he 
should have had one. There was some kind of family betrayal that I heard 
about from an uncle, Aleksandr Pavlovich, more than from the other family 
members who were interested in the Meshcherskii ancestry. It seems that in 
the reign of Emperor Pavel I [1796-1801, son of Catherine the Great] my great
grandfather was serving in the Guards, lived in Petersburg, and conducted an 
affair with a French actress. She was, apparently, also a favorite of the 
emperor, and when he discovered her infidelity and affair with a humble 
Guards officer, he was demoted and sent to Siberia (or maybe not Siberia; it 
wasn’t necessary to exile him that far.) When Pavel I died, this ancestor 
returned from exile and got married (to the French actress), but his princely 
title was not restored. Typically, one’s nobility was returned when the exile 
was finished, but neither he nor his son took the measures to do so, and the 
status halted. This bit of family history I heard also in 1916 or '17 from a 
pleasant young officer in the Guards Rifle Regiment, Vasya Meshcherskii. 
Vasya turned up at our house on Kirochnaya Street in the spring of 1916 in the 
company of several officers who also visited our house during the war. His 
father, a colonel (retired?), was the director of the Guards Economic Society, 
which occupied a large building at the corner of Kirochnaya and Liteinyi 
Prospekt. Now it’s simply called the “Cooperative Society” or the 
“Cooperative” for short. At any rate, it was an excellently stocked general 
store. They had everything, and to pay a bit less, one had to state an account 
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number- but without that one could still buy anything. Since we were still in 
the Gymnasium [high school], we went there escorted by a governess to buy 
pen8AIs, notebooks, watercolors—or Christmas tree decorations. We really 
liked that store—there was something secret and mysterious about the name 
"Economic Society.” At one time, the main store of the Guards Economic 
Society was located on Bolshaya Konnyushennaya Street, where the main 
goods were officer’s uniforms and supplies.

In our house at 22 Kirochnaya Street there was a large billiards room with an 
excellent shiny, wooden English billiards table, and along one wall there ran 
polished, high-backed benches. Everyone happily played Fifteen Balls, and 
this room was the center of domestic evening life; during the war, it was 
unseemly to dance or put on private concerts—no outward expression of 
gaiety was permitted in our house, and even in the big hall, only one sconce 
was lit, so that in the evenings gloom reigned. It was here in the billiards 
room that Vasya Meshcherskii (not a relation) sat and told me the story I 
already knew about the French actress, my great-grandfather’s exile, and the 
subsequent loss of the princely title. He showed me an interesting genealogy 
of the Meshcherskiis depicting the three branches that had kept the title and 
the three that had lost it during the reign of Pavel I.

Klyuchevskii says that all the Meshcherskiis descended from Khan Beklemish 
(18th c.), which we knew, as did all the Beklemishevs [Vasilii Osipovich 
Klyuchevskii (1841-1911), noted Imperial historian]. When Uncle Aleksandr 
Pavlovich sold his beloved estate Gerchiki (Smolensk district) in 1910 or 1911 to 
the sculptor Beklemishev, he deeply grieved having to part with it, and 
Beklemishev consoled him, saying, "Think a little—after all, Gerchiki is really 
just returning to me as the clan elder!”

When I went to Moscow in 1952 to arrange a meeting with my husband, Igor 
Aleksandrovich, who was arrested by the MGB [Ministry of State Security] in 
September 1949 (At the time, he was already in the “First Circle” itself in 
Marfino, outside of Moscow) [where political prisoners served in a research facility/ 
prison; reference is to A.I. Solzhenitsyn’s book In the First Circle], I spent nearly 
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three weeks with Vladimir Nikolaevich Beklemishev, the well-known 
I:>iolo!""jist;, academician, and encyclopedist in the full sense of the word. When 
I entered their apartment on Peschanaya Street, he welcomed me, adding, 
“You must, by the way, while you are staying here, obey me in all things—I am 
Beklemishev, your elder.” Across a distance of so many years, this was almost 
verbatim—from two Beklemishevs who didn't even know each other.

The absence of a princely title in such a famous family didn’t bother us much. 
After all, there were Tolstois and Obolenskiis without titles, and a Kochubei 
with a title and without. It was boring, however, at dance clases or, later, 
evening parties, or even on walks or skating in the Tavricheskii Garden, to 
have to tell every new acquaintance—whether a tennis player, a lawyer, a 
page, or a student—and explain, “I’m not a princess. You’re mistaken,” and 
then repeat to his look of surprise, ‘We have no title!” Really, neither I nor my 
sister had any kind of “complex,” as they say now. Such news quite obviously 
disenchanted certain new acquaintances. After all, the old noble Russia, 
where a title opened many doors, was still getting on surprisingly well with 
the new Russia, where the nobility as the ruling class had already outlived its 
purpose and where a society of a different makeup was already starting to 
fully exist—in the light hand of the Soviet textbooks they were called 
“bourgeois.”

The new society after 1905 was more complicated and, of course, hardly lent 
itself to what was approaching Russia. “Bourgeois” is a western word, actually 
created by the western European countries for themselves—for us it rapidly 
became just an abusive name launched into use after the revolution. In 
actuality, there were no true “bourgeois.”

My father—one of the creators and architects of this new society for Russia— 
was part of the society of engineers, robust builders, and scientists who 
worked together (not against, of course) with the new level of workers and 
craftsmen, merchants of every sort and origin—the significant and the 
minor, and researchers and inventors. It’s impossible to enumerate these 
new forces in the Russia of the first years of the twentieth century! The 
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remnants of the nobility of course brought their own experience and 
traditions to this marvelous epoch. Now I pass on to my father’s family, to his 
childhood and his appearance, remarkable and novel.

My grandmother, Vera Vissarionovna Meshcherskaya (Komarova) was one of 
the ten daughters of Vissarion Savvich Komarov (in addition to seven sons). 
He was twice married—his first wife was born a Bogdanovich and the second 
a Dolivo-Dobrovolskaya. He was a military engineer and took part in the 
Battle of Borodino [7 September 1812, indecisive victory by Napoleon over the 
Russian forces of Aleksandr I], where he was seriously wounded, then honorably 
discharged, and served as the director of the Belorussian post road. The 
Komarov family considers their founder to be a certain Kazan Tatar, 
Komarya, who entered the service of Tsar Ivan the Terrible after Kazan was 
conquered, became a courtier of the tsar, was baptized, and took the name 
Nikita Komarov. Beyond this, up to my great-grandfather Vissarion Savvich, I 
know nothing of his ancestors. Of his seven sons, who, it appears, were all 
soldiers, five rose to be generals and fought in the Caucasus and the Balkans. 
One of them, Dmitrii Vissarionovich, was a battlefield commander who lived 
his whole life in the Caucasus and did much to pacify that borderland. He 
married a girl from Tiflis (half Georgian, half Azerbaijani) and was at one 
time the commander of the Gunib fortress. Of his children, I best remember 
my great-uncle—Pyotr Dmitrievich Komarov, a brilliant colonel on the 
General Staff, who perished in Prussia in August 1914. His body was found a 
day later with the staff of his company colors in his arms. Much has been 
written about his end, with his portrait everywhere, even in Lubok prints 
[ancient woodblock print technique']—"The Heroic Death of Colonel Komarov." As 
children, we adored him. He was tall, very “sporty,” played tennis 
wonderfully, and occupied himself with athletics. He looked like a real 
Armenian. He was a thorough atheist, which amazed my sister and me, and 
was vocal about his amorous adventures. His conversation was sparkling and 
fiery. We also knew that he was a fervent gambler—when he was on leave, he 
would buy a ticket to Monte Carlo and return to Petersburg only after he was 
utterly played out at the roulette table. When I was eleven, he wrote in my 
album “Nina, remember always that afterlife is a fairy tale for simpletons.”
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My mother wasn’t happy with this and reprimanded him for his opinion, but 
he laughed off everything. He knew how to live lightly and happily. In the 
st a If milieu he was considered "red.” The soldiers in his division (in 
Kishinyov, whence they went to war in 1914) revered him. He behaved toward 
them differently than was expected. For instance, in Kishinyov, at the 
regiment’s barracks, he built two tennis courts for the “lower ranks,” which 
was completely unheard-ofl

If I write of him in such detail, it’s because he is of one of the most 
remarkable figures of that time in the family. His sister, Olga Dmitrievna 
Forsh, became a writer after the revolution. She never visited us in 
Petersburg, and we got to know her only in Paris, when she traveled there for 
a month with a group of Soviet writers in 1927.

Of all the multitudinous Komarovs, with whom in general my mother had 
little to do, we did know rather well the son of Vissarion Savvich, Vissarion 
Vissarionovich. I don’t know what he did in his youth. I remember him only 
as the publisher of the newspaper The Light. This was a newspaper read and 
loved in the provinces, especially among the clergy. I won’t say what made it 
noteworthy, but it did have the largest circulation in prewar Russia—more 
than the New Times, more than all the well-known Moscow papers! Vissarion 
Vissarionovich himself (married to the daughter of the writer Danilevskii) 
was a well-known Slavophile at the time. Many of his visitors were people 
such as Krupenskii, Gishitskii—all connected with the political life in Serbia, 
Bohemia, etc. [i9th-c. socio-political movement that stressed reliance on Slavic 
history and culture rather than Western influences]

They were all closely connected to the “Sokol” movement in Bohemia [youth 
sports movement founded in 1862 in Prague which became associated also with 
nationalism and pan-Slavism] and traveled to Prague for rallies (then still part 
of Austria-Hungary) in fantastic national costumes; in a big house on Old 
Nevskii Prospekt [the first stretch of the street, starting at the Aleksandr Nevskii 
Monastery and turning sharply at Vosstaniya Square], where the printing and 
editing offices were located in the courtyard, there were always all sorts of
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"brothers”—Serbs, Czechs, Bulgarians. In addition, before the 1914 war, every 
Sunday the family had a visitor from the Aleksandrovskii Cadet Corps— 
Aleksandr Karageorgevich, future king of Serbia, then just a youth.

So, here are the Komarovs, whom I knew more closely, although my mother 
had no close relationship with them. One time, in 1910, when a Komarov 
family reunion took place, we participated as a whole family, and I should say 
a few words about that meeting.

In those years, between 1910 and 1915, a sudden interest exploded in many 
noble families in the history of their lineage—origins, family founders, 
marriage connections, and, of course, coats of arms and heraldry. Just what 
prompted this interest? I think it was a general blossoming of cultural life, 
not something else. In those prewar years, there were a lot of these family 
congresses. One we know of was for the Krupenskiis, but of course there were 
others. Thus, my mother's cousin, Vladimir Vladimirovich Malama, published 
a lavishly printed book in 1911, The Malama Family, with an illustrated 
genealogy, a family archive, and a family tree. He presented this book to my 
mother, Vera Nikolaevna, nee Malama. Unfortunately, my mother couldn’t 
get the book out of Russia, and it disappeared from our house at 22 
Kirochnaya—as did everything else.

Now I have discovered that the book The Malama Family is in London, in the 
British Museum; another copy belonged to V.V. Malama’s son, Fyodor 
Vladimirovich, who has been living in Paris.

The Komarov family reunion took place in winter in a huge hall in the Peter 
and Paul Fortress, since its commandant, Konstantin Vissarionovich 
Komarov, was one of my father’s uncles. He was very old by then, and the bad 
weather played up his old leg wounds from the Turkish War [1877-1878], but 
his mind shone bright. A festive dinner was served in the great hall to more 
than a hundred people; the table for the older generation was a semi-circle 
close to the wall, and there they sat on one side facing the hall and the other 
scattered tables; my sister and I sat at the table for the third generation. I 

6



Four Thirds of Our Life

remember we had the two daughters of Pyotr Dmitrievich—Nina and Lyalya 
—and the two Sovazh girls, all four Smolnyi students [educational institute for 
young noblewomen, St. Petersburg, est. 1764]. There was also one of the younger 
children of Vissarion Vissarionovich, likely the younger son Kostya 
(subsequently an officer in the Semyonovskii Regiment. A close friend of 
Tukhachevskii [Mikhail Nikolaevich (1893-1937), Soviet general]. They shared a 
love of music and often played together at home during the 1920s and '30s. In 
1937, Kostya Komarov was arrested by the NKVD and soon shot. 
Tukhachevskii refused to receive Kostya’s wife when she came to him for 
help.) Who else was there? I don’t remember everyone and didn’t even know 
everyone. I do remember that Pavlik Meshcherskii sat next to me, the older 
son of Aleksandr Pavlovich. At the center of the big table sat K.V. Komarov in 
his military uniform, his sister next to him, the last of the ten daughters of 
Vissarion Savvich. I don’t remember her surname, but I know she lived in the 
Widows’ House in the Smolnyi [housing for indigent widows of Imperial 
government officials].

Several speeches were made during the banquet. I recall only Pyotr 
Dmitrievich’s wonderful speech, also one made by a young lady, the graduate 
student Ekaterina Lopatina, who was about twenty-three years old. She was 
sitting at the “adults” table, among the first and second generations. She was 
extraordinarily beautiful, with a charming smile and, significantly, a 
marvelous velvety voice. Her performance was apparently impromptu. She 
was from the third generation of Komarovs, in which many had different 
surnames, as did she, and she thanked all those older relatives, and all those 
who lived long ago and had departed, for the upright, glorious name they had 
created for our family, for their many efforts in the most varied endeavors, 
and promised in the name of the young generation to continue their 
longstanding tradition of loyalty and service. Everyone was enthralled by her 
short and fiery speech and her marvelous expression in Russian. I never saw 
her again after that, and I know nothing of her fate in later years.

My father was the youngest of Pavel Ivanovich Meshcherskii’s four children. 
He was born, as I noted earlier, at their estate, Dolgushka, in the Smolensk 
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district and lived there for his first ten years, until 1877-

Life at Dolgushka operated in the old style, with domestic serfs who were the 
same asthose before 1861. [Tsar Aleksandr II freed the Russian serfs in 1861.] The 
pace and shape of life were almost pre-reform. I know that the house was very 
comfortable, pleasant, quite expansive, and made of wood. The upper story, 
as was usual, had a large mezzanine, full of many interesting things, and my 
father as a young boy loved to go play there. He reminisced about the many 
certificates lying about with seals and coats of arms and old portraits—no 
one was interested in this stuff. Pavel Ivanovich himself managed the estate, 
and with some notable success, but he was no longer young and moved 
slowly. How much land there was, I don’t know but they lived well. About two 
kilometers away was a Jewish settlement, where my father often visited the 
Tzadik [“righteous one"]. Everyone there loved him, calling “Alyoshka” 
[affectionate nickname for Aleksei]. The Tzadik gave the little boy sips of Passover 
wine and regaled him with stories of interesting bits from the Kabbalah, and 
taught him numbers and their meanings. For his whole life, my father 
considered his lucky number to be eighteen, because this signified a 
"complete life.” Also good was nine—it was “half a life.” Seventeen could not 
be worse—it meant simply “no life at all!” My father was never superstitious, 
because he was truly a man of faith, but these numbers stayed with him 
forever. He would quickly calculate the sum of a taxi’s number, and if it 
turned out to be seventeen, under no circumstances would he take that cab. 
Similarly, no important business or opportunity would be started on the 
seventeenth.

When my father turned seven, his parents both fell ill, and his older sister, 
Elizaveta Ivanovna, was in charge of him, so he pretty much lived quite freely 
and without restraint of any kind, even though he loved and honored his 
father very much. Not far from Dolgushka was a forest of some size, and 
beyond it was a large monastery, where my father, while still a young boy, 
loved to go visit the abbot. He would bring a bit to eat and in summertime, by 
himself, walked through the dense forest along little paths to the monastery, 
a trip of maybe forty versts [one verst is roughly a kilometer]. He walked almost 
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an entire day and night, and he told me that he had no fear of any kind and 
sometimes even slept in the forest. Arriving at the monastery, he went to the 
abbot, who loved him, sat and visited with him for a long while, walked 
around the monastery and in the field with the monks and went to church 
services. After staying there around a week, he peacefully went home, without 
compunction—after all, he was on a "pilgrimage,” and nothing was going to 
happen. It’s important to reflect there was almost no malicious hooliganism 
at all in a village then, life proceeded as ever according to the Orthodox 
calendar, and everyone understood life’s unwritten statutes. It never 
occurred to anyone to harm or even frighten a little boy walking by himself 
through a forest to a distant monastery, let alone a landowner's son.

In autumn, after the fall harvest, there was an important holiday at the estate, 
and all the muzhiks [peasants] dressed up and waited for the lord to appear. 
When Pavel Ivanovich no longer appeared regularly, and his older son, Sasha, 
was away, my father did the honors. The village elder stood him on an 
upturned barrel, and he handed out money to the peasants brought to him by 
the elder. Then wine was brought out, mugs were filled, and the elder even 
gave my father a healthy pour of vodka. He raised his drink, said something 
appropriate, and everyone drank up, he along with them. In general, my 
father never drank anything other than “French” red wine, even then only one 
or two glasses. Drinking even just one shot of vodka simply wasn’t for him.

When my father’s parents died, his brother, Aleksandr Pavlovich, older by 
twelve years, became his guardian and sent him off to military school in 
Moscow, where the little boy lived in a guesthouse for the nobility. I often 
asked my father about life in that guesthouse; he had good memories of his 
life there. A man and his wife managed the guesthouse as well as the 
upbringing of the students. He was Russian, she French. Life there was like a 
family; the students didn’t feel alone or unhappy. The one thing they were at 
odds with was the soups the French lady fed them. They were purely grated 
vegetables...meatless. To little boys with a wolfs appetite, it seemed that the 
Madame was economizing on them and not giving them the expected 
borshch with some fat and a good bit of beefl
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What did my father do during the summer months? It seems he went home 
to Dolgushka, until one night, over the course of half an hour, the dear old 
house burned down, I don’t know what year that happened, but I do know it 
was at night and everyone was saved with some difficulty, even being tossed 
out of windows. All the family’s possessions, all the relics in the attic, were 
destroyed, of course. When my father was a bit older, he would go in the 
summer to the estate belonging to his beloved auntie, Emilia Vissarionovna 
Volkova. We had a wonderful daguerreotype at our house depicting Emilia 
Vissarionovna as a thin young girl, hair parted in the middle, in a dress of 
lightweight hoopskirts. My father often told me how strikingly alike I was to 
this aunt, about whom he remembered all kinds of stories.

Having finished military school, my father declared to the director that he 
would not be undertaking any kind of military career and right away applied 
to the St. Petersburg Engineering Institute [founded in 1773]- The director, who 
was sincerely fond of my father, almost fell ill from grief that his most 
accomplished student—who had finished first in his class and therefore had 
the right to choose for himself any opportunity from the best offered in the 
military—was refusing a military career forever and breaking with a 
longstanding Komarov family tradition, basically doing something 
completely incomprehensible, and become...a civilian!

My father, though, had no inclination toward military service, and he was one 
of the first in his milieu to understand that the future in Russia, as 
everywhere else, was in heavy industry and new technology. His life in 
Petersburg as a student was fairly comfortable. (His brother gave him 
seventy-five rubles a month, more than enough in those times.) He found 
new friends, of whom I now remember only the name Goryainov. He was also 
very close in those days to his cousin, Vladimir Leontievich Komarov.

Both these friends disappeared within a few years, ultimately forever, from 
my father’s life—Goryainov for some purely personal reasons (and my father 
often reminisced about him), but V.L. Komarov—because of the complete 
difference in their political views. V.L. Komarov [1869-1945] became a botanist 
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and "made what was called after the October Revolution a “career” and, later, 
after twelve years, became the president of the Academy of Sciences. He 
wasn’t just a committed Marxist but also a worshipper of Stalin, to whom he 
burned the incense of praise wherever and whenever he could.

My father never mentioned his first name, and only when I returned to the 
Soviet Union in 1948 did I find out and understand that the infamous 
president of the Academy of Sciences turned out to be my cousin!

As a student, my father—like all students then—would go on a “practicum.” 
One time he ended up in the Urals with two other engineering students. They 
lived with a landlady who refused any pay for her hospitality. In return, every 
Sunday, the impoverished students sat down and formed an entire week’s 
worth of pelmeni [meat-filled circular dumplings served in broth], nearly two 
thousand of them!

My father traveled abroad to Belgium and France while still a student. He 
spoke French well and German not badly. He didn’t like the Germans and 
laughed at their solemnity and pomposity, but the French he adored. He 
preferred everything French since his early youth, even that vegetable soup he 
didn’t like in the noblemen’s guesthouse in Moscow.

He had a practicum in Ekaterinburg, which factory I don’t know, and lived 
there for three months, where he met my mother, Vera Nikolaevna Malama, 
whom he married when he finished the Engineering Institute.

My father’s first post as an engineer was in the Bogoslovskii factory, in the 
Urals, somewhere near Old Tagil, in the Ekaterinburg district. It seems to me 
that his factory, already quite old, belonged to the Polovtsev family, but I can’t 
confirm that. The director a certain Auerbach, was a fairly well-known 
specialist in his field and had a stern demeanor. The factory operated poorly, 
and my father’s task was to improve the pace of work and organize 
production. Incidentally, this is what my father did subsequently in all the 
factories he served as director: Sormovskii, Kolomenskii, Vyksinskii,
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Beloretskii, and others.

Alfter a sharp disagreement with Auerbach, rny father quit the Bogoslovskii 
with a day's notice and left with his family for Petersburg. For a while, he had 
no work, then found something unremarkable. Suddenly, he received an 
invitation to be the director of the Sormovskii factory, and we went to live in 
Sormovo [near Nizhnii Novgorod], where my father decisively restructured life 
at the factory, which had up till then operated according to old systems. New 
pacing, new technology, the first real addressing of the workers’ needs—no 
one had given any of this any thought, and the factory was producing poorly 
and faltering. It’s difficult to describe how my father changed the whole way 
of working at Sormovo in over just a few years: he instituted strict discipline, 
tightened the factory’s budget, and induced not only the workers but also all 
the engineers to work to the utmost and to be interested and consider the 
work and its success as the most important thing in the factory—not only 
there but in their lives as well. It seems to me that this was entirely new, what 
my father put into effect—a completely different yet old relationship with 
factory work and the factory itself. The various “officials” who had no sense of 
"service” were quickly dispensed with under his directorship. He himself 
arrived at the factory no later than eight-thirty in the morning and often at 
eight on the dot in a workshop where something wasn’t going well. 
Accompanied by the engineer who ran that workshop and an old artisan, he 
and they clarified the problem, carefully observed the machinery, and right 
there decided what was further needed.

He always walked the factory himself, without any kind of guard, even in the 
1903-05 period [during considerable national unrest in the wake of the disastrous 
Russo-Japanese War, culminating in the 1905 Revolution and the establishment of the 
elected popular assembly, the Duma]. He monitored things so all was produced 
on time and accurately (which before him hadn’t happened), frequently 
staying in the factory office till eight or nine in the evening, and after two of 
three years, life in Sormovo became “purposeful,” and they started putting 
out what today is called an “excellent product.” I do know that in 1903 the 
Sormovo steam engine received a gold medal at the Paris exhibition, 
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(completely novel event. My father was happy but considered it just the 
beginning. And how did they like him at the factory? Obviously, at the 
beginning they didn’t understand what and why his changes were necessary. 
The workers were poor and badly off, almost all living in the well-known 
Kanavino, a settlement next to Sormovo. Political agitators at the 
Nizhnigorodskii Flyer (I’m afraid I don’t have the newspaper name quite right), 
wrote “Again a tyrant has come back from Piter" [colloquial nickname for 
Petersburg] and more essays in this vein. [Maksim Gorkii (1868-1936) Russian and 
Soviet writer, a founder of literacy Socialist Realism, bom in Nizhnii Novgorod.]

In all the four or five years of my father’s directorship, he succeeded not only 
in placing the Sormovo factory among the first ranks in the country but also 
improved the work and the lives of the workers, even building them a hall 
seating a thousand people for all kinds of performances. He rebuilt the old 
workshops, changed out old machinery, and as in all the factories he later 
ran, he constructed a large church. The difficult years of 1904-05 passed 
uneasily. The unpopular engineers were carried away in wheelbarrows, there 
were strikes, well-attended workers’ meetings, and all kinds of simply 
ridiculous decisions were made—nevertheless, my father himself never 
intervened. The Nizhegorod region governor Goldgauer and the police 
begged him to be careful, but he walked his own path, going out alone to 
meetings of thousands of people, although in the outer lines of the crowd 
where, of course, the artisans more often were and almost no political 
instigators. When he got to the other side of the crowd, he was also 
surrounded by the older and more reliable workers, and then they began their 
peaceful conversations.

In 1905 my father received an invitation from the Struve family to become the 
director-administrator of the Kolomenskii factory. He resigned from 
Sormovo, and we moved to Petersburg. Exactly a year later, my father merged 
the joint stock company Kolomna-Golutvin with Sormovo and became head 
of, as they say, this “concern.”

Later on came the Izhevskii and Vyksinskii factories, as well as Beloretskii. In
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/ust what manner these factories joined the "concern” Sormovo-Kolomna, I 
don’t know, but apparently it was through the new director-administrator, 
my father. Around 1909-10, he became a board member of a Volga shipping 
company belonging to the millionaire Merkulov family. This “service record” 
speaks for itself. It’s clear that this man who knew how to combine that 
number of factories and enterprises was an outstanding organizer, engineer, 
and administrator. Of course, it’s simple to say it’s just “capitalism” in all its 
flourishing beauty! It was worth it to buy a batch of shares; one glance and 
things were in motion. After all, the Morozovs and the Ryabushinskiis were 
no worse, but it seems to me that there was nothing to which these family 
firms could compare the much more extensive accomplishments of my 
father. Producing, for example, in the Sormovskii factory, rail cars, steam 
engines, steamships (and later, by 1912, motor vessels—practically the first of 
its kind in Europe), and later in the Rabotnik factory for agricultural 
machinery, he was in contact with all the most important branches of heavy 
industry in Russia from 1905 up to 1918.

He often contended with many government agencies, the War and Artillery 
Departments, various inspection committees, and ministries—Railway 
Transport, Industry, Agriculture, as well as with an assortment of local 
authorities—governors, inspectors, or the local bishop, and a neighboring 
monastery (I don’t recall exactly where the monastery was) that rented some 
factory land at the Izhevskii or Beloretskii factory for a vegetable garden. The 
presiding mother-superior gradually became a close friend and even advisor 
to my father. In this way, my father came to know Russian life quite well, 
constantly working at one factory or another, or participating in the Nizhnii 
Novgorod general meeting of the board members and shareholders of the 
Merkulovs’ steamship company. He saw a way of life that had long since 
disappeared from Petersburg and had seemed to no longer exist anywhere.

Gradually, and in time more quickly, my father became rich, then 
extraordinarily rich. He of course didn’t have the uncountable millions of the 
Yusupovs or the Morozovs, but there was “open credit” in all the country’s 
banks; any check with his signature would be honored. Of course, he himself 
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was a shareholder in a number of enterprises, and when the International 
Bank was established in Petersburg, he became one of their directors. At the 
head of the bank was Aleksandr Ivanovich Vyshnegradskii, a son of the 
finance minister during the reign of Aleksandr III, himself a wealthy man 
and a powerful banker and investor. Then my father rose to the ranks of the 
powerful capitalists and “bankers” and entered a group of people who were so 
hated by so many, beginning with the revolutionaries of all stripes and 
ending with certain noble and “Orthodox” circles in Russia.

My mother accepted this painfully, often saying, “You’ve become a banker. It’s 
terrible. I could not have predicted it.” But she truly hated Aleksandr 
Ivanovich Vyshnegradskii and called him “that hustler.” An interesting detail: 
when my father left Petersburg in 1917, he separated from my mother and 
finally divorced her in 1918 when in Finland, then married Elena Isaakievna 
Greaves (a young woman from the Siberian merchant family of Dostavalov). 
His second wife was, however, from an entirely different social status than 
my mother and was twenty-five years younger than my father. She said the 
same thing about Vyshnegradskii as did my mother—“That shark. He’s a 
stock hustler!”

In 1912, my father built a large house at 22 Kirochnaya Street, and in the 
winter of 1914 we moved into an apartment in it that took up one-and-a-half 
floors and had an internal staircase. In the meantime, as the head of so many 
factories, he gradually came to understand that there was something wrong; 
with horror he thought about what would happen in the event of... war. This 
thought haunted him.

He was one of the first people, while producing the majority of freight cars in 
the country, to anticipate that the slow pace of the freight trains would at 
some point turn fatal. He felt it was technically easy to correct, if they could 
change out the braking systems. He presented this several times to the 
minister of transport, Rukhlov, but the fellow didn’t want to acknowledge the 
extraordinary importance of this issue, and the braking system on freight 
trains stayed as it was. In the 1930s in Paris, when my father reminisced quite 
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a Ibit with me, he would say that he considered the honorable Rukhlov as one 
of the major culprits of the military catastrophe of 1914-17, since precisely 
because of the absence of a new braking system, military equipment got to 
the front so slowly and was less effective than it should have been.

A few years before the war, my father started coming up with a plan to 
transfer heavy industry beyond the Urals and even farther east. This plan was 
little understood by the government of the day. At the same time, a plan was 
formed for combining heavy industry into some kind of "trust,” a chain of 
factories supplying each other and streamlining the fulfillment of orders.

In 1912, Sormovskii factory motor vessels were launched on the Volga 
passenger route (on the Merkulovs’ orders), that is, vessels with diesel 
engines. These were splendid ships, easily and precisely maneuvered, a 
remarkable leap in ship technology. There were six of these mighty ships— 
Borodin, Twelfth Year, Kutuzov, and several of lesser tonnage. One of these was 
named Aleksei Pavlovich Meshcherskii, a large portrait of my father hanging in 
the saloon. These were, may I say, the first passenger motor vessels of such a 
size and tonnage not just in Russia but also in Europe. By the way, only the 
Volga could justify the use of such ships.

Since he knew the Volga well, my father considered building a military 
factory [there] beyond a potential front line. Unfortunately, I don’t know 
about all the conversations my father had in those years. I do remember, 
however, that he decided in his despair to take up this matter: at one point he 
turned to the English firm Vickers [the author uses the company name Vickers- 
Armstrong, although Vickers didn’t merge with Armstrong until 1927], which was 
very interested in his project. A publicly traded company was founded that 
had half capitalization from Vickers and half from Russia; a large amount of 
that money was given by my father. Thus began the construction of the 
Tsaritsyn military-engineering factory. The ceremonial ground-laying took 
place in May 1914. Better late than never. My mother, sister, and I, our English 
governess Miss Isaacs, Mama’s maid, Zhenya—all boarded a special motor 
vessel in Nizhnii Novgorod (the Borodino, it seems), on which there were 
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travelling a Bubnov (a colleague of the navy minister) and his daughter; Pyotr 
Ivanovich Balinskii (one of the major shareholders) and his wife; and the 
Vickers representative, a Mr Francis Baker of the Levant. The trip took three 
days.My sister and I made friends with Bubnov’s daughter, and we made 
merry to the utmost and completely exasperated Bubnov’s charming 
adjutant, V. Yakovlev. Everything was quite jolly, funny, and interesting. The 
ship was practically empty, no passengers, only the group going to the 
opening of the factory. (V. Yakovlev was distinguished for going down in the 
Japanese War [February 1904-September 1905] aboard the battleship 
Petropavlovsk. He was the duty officer and had gone up to the bridge with 
Admiral Makarov. A few minutes later, he came to, already in the water— 
after a mine exploded. He couldn’t swim, and his survival was a true miracle; 
he himself told us all of this in detail.)

Thus, the Tsaritsyn military factory was established. On the day of its opening 
some of it was already built, but the factory couldn’t operate in full until 1916, 
although up till then it did have some production. In Paris, in the emigration, 
my father often lamented that the factory had been founded so late.

One of my father’s last accomplishments in peacetime was building the 
Palace Bridge in Petersburg. The commission was received by the 
Kolomenskii factory not without difficulty, in a competition announced, 
apparently, by the Petersburg Municipal Duma. My father was exceptionally 
pleased that the Kolomenskii factory had received the commission—not 
easily accomplished. The bridge was supposed to have been built by the end 
of 1914, but the war started, all finances went to war orders, and the bridge 
was opened only in 1915; the ceremony, which the sovereign Nikolai II was 
supposed to attend, was changed to a very modest prayer service and 
dedication—without his presence.

During the war, the factories under my father’s direction worked nonstop on 
military orders (a small note here on another aspect of those years—prewar 
prices on all goods in the commissary were kept throughout the war for the 
workers and administration in all the factories). My father had been selected 
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as the assistant to the chairman of the Military-Industrial Committee (and 
the cha)$rman of that committee was Karin—apparently the same person as 
the future ambassador [to Great Britain, 1920-1923]). It turned out that, 
beginning in 1905, my father's life moved only upward, his hands held a large 
part of the heavy engineering industry, people started calling him the 
“Russian Ford,” and he himself recognized in full his opportunities, 
understanding that his work (and he worked his whole life from eight in the 
morning to eight or ten in the evening) could acquire a different tenor and 
reputation throughout Russia. To that end, he understood the power of 
capital investment and considered that with the support of banks and 
factories having joined in a single trust to mutually supply one another, he 
would be able to lead Russian industry into the European market—out from 
under dependence on German investors. One can argue that he himself 
turned to Vickers for the construction of the Tsaritsyn military factory. 
Unfortunately, the Russian government just didn’t make the commitment to 
private initiative and didn’t address the appropriate meaning to 
technological modernization of factories (and from the beginning barely 
helped A.V. Krivoshein to conduct agrarian reform, although he held the post 
of minister of agriculture [the author's future father-in-law]). Was my father a 
“hustler,” a “money agent,” a “shark” (or even an “arch-crook,” as V.I. Lenin 
called him in 1918)? Indeed, he was a completely new type of man for Russia, 
imagining just those market forces that had only just started to emerge after 
1905, and was therefore misunderstood by many, appearing to others a 
voracious man striving only for personal wealth and nothing else. He never 
relied on any government institution, wasn’t a governor or a minister, and 
acquired everything himself with his own talent. My father was truly a 
twentieth-century man.

The year 1917 dawned and became critical not just for every country but was 
also a turning point in the life of our family and in my father’s destiny in 
particular. That year he turned fifty. His marriage to my mother was unhappy 
and unsuccessful in many respects. I don’t doubt that many women tried to 
"catch” him, although there was no gossip of any kind associated with his 
name, and even if something had taken place (much later, while living in
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Paris, I discovered that a certain “amie” had been in Moscow, completely 
unknown to anyone, for some years), nothing showed on the outside. My 
father, it seems, deemed it necessary to preserve the family until his 
daughters grew up and were married. During the war, however, some new 
people turned up at our house, among them Valerian Edwardovich Greaves, 
the well-known Petersburg lawyer. His office on Nevskii, opposite the Kazan 
Cathedral, took up an entire floor of a huge building.

At the request of Maria Fyodorovna Shcheglovitova (born a Kulichenko, from 
a modest Ekaterinoslav gentry family), my mother became the head of an 
infirmary for seriously wounded lower ranks that was housed in an 
administration building in the Ministry of Justice; our family had nothing to 
do with this ministry, other than a close friendship with LG. Shcheglovitov 
through his second wife—Maria Fyodorovna. [She was actually this third wife.]

Could it have been unclear to the Ministry of Justice administrators why this 
infirmary was given to my mother? Clear it was, though; Maria Fyodorovna 
was firmly counting on my mother unwittingly investing the substantial 
money necessary to operate such an infirmary. And this did happen—Maria 
Fyodorovna was a woman of strong character. The ministry officials were 
afraid of her, and with her abrupt, seemingly “good-natured” manner, sharp 
tongue, and completely “managerial” ways, she was capable of rattling and 
awing anyone. The infirmary gradually expanded and in 1915 became quite 
large; serious operations were performed there, under excellent conditions, 
and the wonderful staff efficiently took care of the wounded with expertise. 
At home my mother was tyrannical and often hysterical, but she could be a 
marvelous organizer—this attribute of hers stood out bright in the given 
circumstances. Maria Fyodorovna left this infirmary later, and it then 
depended in all organizational respects on Prince Aleksandr Petrovich 
Oldenburgskii, who was head of the Sanitary Department and was a founder 
of the experimental Medical Institute in Russia. (Prince Aleksandr Petrovich 
Oldenburgskii (1844-1932) was a trustee of the Imperial Institute of 
Jurisprudence; a founder of the Imperial Institute of Experimental Medicine; 
since 1897 the president of the Anti-plague Commission; infantry general;
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me mber of the Government Soviet; fought in the campaign against Turkey in 
1877-78.)

At t:h.is point there appears Valerian Edwardovich Greaves [1876-1939], who 
managed all the Oldenburgskii affairs and was his lawyer as well. He was a 
strange man, with blue-black hair, who wore gold eyeglasses and often 
peered at people through a gold lorgnette Onegin-style [referring to Aleksandr 
Pushkin’s anti-hero in Evgenii Onegin, his novel in verse (1837)]- His grandfather 
settled in Petersburg at some point, and his father was a tutor and teacher of 
English at the Institute of Jurisprudence. Greaves himself studied at the 
institute and, since it was under Oldenburgskii’s direction, soon after he 
opened his own law office, he came into the orbit of agencies also formerly 
under Prince Oldenburgskii’s direction.

My mother was entranced by him. Truly, he was a brilliant individual, 
sophisticated, a complete cynic, talented with words. Soon Greaves was 
invited to our house. A little later, he introduced his wife to us, Elena 
Isaakievna, born Dostovalova, who was eighteen years his junior. She was his 
third wife (in all, there were to be four, all of whom brought their children 
from previous husbands so that making out who was who was almost 
impossible).

Elena Isaakievna was a Kustodiev beauty. [Boris Mikhailovich Kustodiev (1878
1927)- This alludes to his 1915 painting The Beauty, a voluptuous nude, now in the 
Tretyakov Gallery, Moscow.] Of course, she didn’t weigh seven poods [252 
pounds], although she was noticeably fuller than the other Petersburg young 
ladies, with very small and elegant hands and feet and bright ashen hair 
brushed smooth. She had a marvelously soft complexion and grey-blue eyes. 
Her gait, speech, manner of sitting at a table, and evident pleasure in eating 
delicious things, especially good wine—there was something brazen in her 
seemingly modest appearance that gave her an especially "earthy” attraction. 
She either conquered men permanently, indeed right away at the first 
moment (which is what happened when the first evening my father saw her, 
he decided to get a divorce and marry her!), or the reverse—she could incur 
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the most hostile, implacable feelings toward herself.

She 'was born in Omsk, into a family of merchant Old Believers [Russian 
Orthodox who adhere to the ancient church practices from before the reforms of 1652 
and 1666], the Dostovalovs. Her grandmother had lived in a skete, and they 
had moved to the city relatively recently. Her two brothers studied at the 
Cadet Corps in Omsk. Her older sister married an officer and lived with in 
Kovno [now Kaunas, Lithuania], After her father's death, the ten-year-old Elena 
Isaakievna went to live with her older sister in Kovno, where she graduated 
from high school. She dreamed of the stage, like many a provincial young 
lady, and moved to Petersburg. In the beginning, she studied with Khodotov, 
attending some lectures, then at the age of nineteen, she met Greaves at a 
dinner at Dr Kube’s house [noted stage actor Nikolai Nikolaevich Khodotov (1878
1932)]. She became his wife within a few weeks. She was given complete 
management of his two children from his first wife, the two daughters from 
his second wife’s first marriage, and Greaves’ son, Pavel, whose mother was 
Greaves’ second wife. They all lived together in a luxurious apartment on 
Sergievskaya Street [an aristocratic neighborhood, now renamed Tchaikovskaya 
Street], and instantaneously this provincial girl became the chatelaine and 
hostess of this Noah’s ark, completely and unchallenged. There were also two 
dogs, a cat, and the monkey, Martyshka.

He was dark and strange and always twirling a heavy ring of keys in his hand 
—something of a nervous tic—and a lorgnette at his half-closed eyes; she was 
a bit heavy but with a light step, always dressed in expensive, bright dresses, 
with shining “salmon”-colored hair, and always expensively bejeweled with 
rings and necklaces. These new acquaintances were both quite dazzling in 
their appearance, causing rumor and gossip, and they stood out as an alien 
element in our circle.

Little by little, though, the Greaves became regular guests, and we started 
visiting them as well, their street being next to ours (Kirochnaya) [parallel, two 
blocks south]. The infirmary took in more and more badly wounded soldiers, 
the war carried on, unsuccessfully (although the German Army never 
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managed to get farther than Riga, and it was even farther to Tsaritsyn!). 
Morale was sinking.

Then there was Rasputin's murder [30 December 1916]—a minor entre-act the 
director gave to the public as a respite before the main event—and right 
before our eyes an unforgettable picture unfolded: a huge crowd of soldiers, 
shouting and heading swiftly toward the Tavricheskii Palace, to the Duma. 
The February Revolution had begun.

What were these February days like in our house? It varied for different 
people, but everyone, of course, understood that something extraordinary 
was taking place. One would have to be blind not to see that. Since the very 
beginning of the war, some of our relatives—mostly the young ones but also 
occasionally my mother—when speaking of the unfolding events, used the 
phrase 'When the REV comes, you’ll understand that...then you’ll recall that 
the REV...” It just wasn’t done to say that word out loud in front of the 
servants. I recall how in 1915 my sister told our maid, Stesha, to pack for her 
to travel to Kislovodsk. There were sixteen pairs of shoes in front of her, all 
made to order at the best shoemaker’s, Trofimov on Karavannaya Street, and 
my sister, sighing, said, “My God, what shall I wear? I have simply nothing!” I 
burst into a lecture that ended with ‘When the REV happens, you’ll 
remember these shoes!” By the way, my sister was and remained all her life 
an extremely humble person, but shoes were the main indulgence we allowed 
ourselves, being brought up quite strictly in the Victorian way.

At eleven o’clock on the morning of 27 February, my cousin, who lived with us 
then and was a cadet officer in the Pavlovskii Military Academy, called the 
administration and reported that he couldn’t attend because around our 
house and down Liteinyi to Nevskii the streets were blocked by the rebelling 
soldiery. What were their orders? The academy director answered, “Are you 
drunk, lieutenant? What soldiers? Where? Everything is peaceful and quiet in 
the city, and I advise you not to spread stupid rumors!” He hung up the 
telephone.
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An avalanche of soldiers was walking about under our windows and along the 
parallel streets—Furshtadskaya and Sergievskaya—even officers. We stood in 
the big "streetlamp" [a balconied window projected from the building's central facade 
overlooking the street's intersections] in the hall on the second floor, whence 
everything was visible on both sides. It was a spectacle both sinister and 
stupendous. My mother’s long-serving maid from Latvia, Jenni Grauding, ran 
in and reported that about twelve soldiers had run into the courtyard and 
taken cover, throwing down their weapons there; they told our porter, Fyodor 
(a former sailor on the tsar’s yacht Shtandart who served us for around ten 
years but soon turned out to be a vile betrayer), that they were forced to go 
with the others, and some even joined them, and that some unfamiliar 
officers had turned up at their barracks that morning. There was shooting 
somewhere, probably nearer Nevskii and the Nikolaevskii Station, but it was 
still far away from us.

I spent almost the entire first days of the February Revolution in the 
“streetlamp.” When the shooting came closer, which it did, although 
infrequently, I squatted down and waited it out, then jumped back up so as 
not to miss anything. My mother and sister were also there, but, apparently, I 
was more curious than they.

The events in our family during these two or three days somehow didn’t reach 
me. My sister was older and much closer to our mother—she was her favorite 
since childhood—and she saw what was happening; more often, I observed 
our parents' arguments from a distance, sometimes fairly public ones, which 
contaminated our whole youth.

On the second day, that is, 28 February, when our neighborhood became 
sharply more troubled and the now well-known events happened in the 
Duma, our father disappeared from the house. No one knew where he was— 
up till the evening. My sister wouldn’t leave our mother’s room, and I was 
alone upstairs. Around ten in the morning, someone rang the bell to the 
upper floor. I opened the door and saw a middle-aged lady in a black lace veil. 
She whispered to me in French, “I am an old friend of your grandmother. Let 
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me in, I beg you!” I suddenly saw that this was Maria Fyodorovna 
Shcheglovitova. Of course, I let her in. I hid her the entire day in the billiards 
room and toward evening she left. Neither my sister nor my mother knew 
about this at the time.

Apparently, my mother had had a serious hysterical fit, so my sister was 
staying with her, while I paced around upstairs so none of the servants would 
see Maria Fyodorovna—it was a fearful and furtive day. Finally, our father 
appeared and immediately went to his room. The next day we somehow 
found out that he had summoned Elena Isaakievna by telephone. She arrived, 
and they walked for a long while along the uncleared snowbanks (Petersburg 
was now Petrograd, and its former cleanliness and orderliness was long ago), 
hiding from the shooting and the soldiers, of whom there were many on our 
streets; my father convinced her to leave Greaves and run away with him to 
Moscow.

As soon as travel was restored on the Nikolaevskii rail line (or maybe it wasn’t 
ever stopped?), my father went to Moscow, bought the Kusevitskii mansion in 
Glazovskii Alley, and moved in there. Elena Isaakievna joined him, along with 
Boba Greaves, the nine-year-old son from Greaves’ second wife, and Asya 
Greaves, daughter of his first wife; right away two stray dogs turned up, and 
... my father finally felt himself completely happy, abandoning his old family 
in the course of three days and, indeed, his first wife, with whom he had 
never been happy.

The split manifested immediately in our house on Kirochnaya—my sister was 
completely on our mother’s side and judged our father. I, saying little, didn’t 
judge him. Given that he had endured family hatred and turbulent scenes for 
twenty years, he had the right, finally, to choose his own fate.

Our father gave our mother complete control of the apartment house on 
Kirochnaya, which provided her security. Soon both my sister and I got 
married. Our father came to both weddings.
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I know very little about our father’s life in Glazovskii Alley, just from Elena 
Isaakievna’s stories in Paris in the emigration years. I heard something of 
thoseH years from Sakharov and from Asya Greaves, who lived there then. It 
was clear that they lived well, with everything they needed. There were some 
events, though, about which I knew nothing then or later and didn’t hear 
about until Paris, again mostly from Elena Isaakievna’s stories. I knew that 
my father had been arrested—but it’s incomprehensible why they didn’t 
shoot him, although they threatened to. I learned a bit more about the 
subsequent situation, of course from my stepmother (as I soon started calling 
Elena Isaakievna when we were abroad). At that time, that is, the Glazovskii 
period, I generally didn’t visit them, having given my mother my word that I 
would never enter that house, mostly under pressure from my sister. 
However, when I went to Moscow in May 1918 for a meeting with my father, 
Elena Isaakievna asked me through someone working at the Kolomenskii 
factory (on Meshchanskaya Street?) to have a talk with her on the street, and I 
met her for half an hour near some monument. At the time, I didn’t know 
Moscow at all well, and after Petersburg it seemed to me an unfathomable 
city, although, I must admit it was extraordinarily picturesque in its striking 
revolutionary disarray and colorful rags.

As early as November 1917, Lenin had decided to try to attract certain groups 
of Russian businessmen and industrialists to collaborate with the Soviet 
regime—control and general administration for the development and 
organization of heavy industry remaining with the Soviets. Such 
collaboration was supposed to present a form of state capitalism: and 
proposed building a society combined of owners and shareholders of 
enterprises on the one hand and the Soviet regime on the other. On 4 
December 1917, at a meeting of the Petrograd Soviet of Workers’ Deputies, 
Lenin reviewed the implementation of nationalizing industry and spoke 
about “state capitalism” as one of the transitional forms toward complete 
nationalization.
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Lenin's invitation to join this new kind of society was made to a number of 
people (for instance, Stakheev’s group) [Nikolai Dmitrievich Stakheev (1852
1933), merchant and philanthropist], and one of the first was my father. Not 
be 1 ieving in the endurance of the Soviet regime and seeing an opportunity in 
this invitation to save the factories from complete nationalization and ruin, 
(also, truly, thinking to expand his long-held plan for a trust and other 
enterprises) my father agreed to conduct talks on the question with 
representatives of the Soviet government. During these talks, my father 
accordingly drafted statutes for several projects for the proposed “national 
institution of combined metallurgic, mechanical, engineering, shipbuilding, 
and railway and locomotive factories.” In each subsequent project, he had to 
lessen everything and limit the rights and participation of the capitalists 
while correspondingly increasing the share and control of the Soviets. From 
the Soviet side, these talks were conducted primarily by Yu. Larin [Yurii Larin 
(1882-1932), revolutionary and Soviet economist. Member of the Supreme 
Economic Council 1917-1921 and a founder of the State Planning Commission; 
an advocate for abolishing currency altogether and replacing it with a goods
and-services economy]. Maybe someone else took part, but I don't know about 
it. In April 1918, the talks were terminated; the Soviet regime needed workers, 
not advisors and colleagues. At this point, my father was arrested and 
imprisoned in the Butyrka, while on 18 June of the same year the Sormovskii 
and Kolomenskii factories were nationalized. In November, the rest of the 
factories my father had formed into a trust met the same fate. Is it possible to 
reproach my father for trying at that moment to save Russia's heavy industry 
from nationalization and total destruction? He felt that the Soviet regime 
couldn’t last long and that it was imperative to do everything to preserve the 
status quo for a while so that the subsequent, true Russian government 
would have something to start over with—and continue the work of Russia’s 
industry. (There is almost nothing written about these matters. The short 
information I present above is taken from an article by P.V. Volobuyev and 
V.Z. Drobizhev, “Iz istorii goskapitalizma v nachal’nyi period 
sotsialisticheskogo stroitel’stva v SSSR, peregovory sovetskogo pravitel’stva s 
A.P. Meshcherskim o sozdanii goskapitalisticheskogo tresta.” [“From the 
History ofGoscapitalism in the First Period of Socialist Development in the USSR, the
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Talks Between the Soviet Government and A.P. Meshcherskii About the Creation of a 
Goscapitalist Trust.”] This article was published in September 1957 in the 
journal Vosprosy istorii [History Questions].]

My mother went to Moscow at the beginning of May 1918 to meet with my 
father—I was strongly against this, believing such a journey would result in 
nothing positive, with my father being difficult and unpleasant, but of course 
my mother went. She accomplished the meeting quickly as his legal wife and 
just as quickly returned to Petrograd. I got no details from her. Indeed, she 
generally considered there was no reason to keep me apprised of anything— 
our relationship hadn’t improved since I had become an adult. I decided to go 
myself to Moscow, and at the end of May or June, I set out. The trains were 
running normally—in any case, no memories remain of them. In Moscow I 
stayed in a Kolomenskii factory office belonging to a quite sweet and pleasant 
administrator, for a week or maybe a little longer.

I went everywhere in Moscow on my own—to the Lubyanka, the Kremlin, to 
meet with my father in the Butyrka. If I didn’t know the way, I asked 
someone on the street; there were a lot of people everywhere about—a 
completely different public than I used to see in Petrograd, even the faces 
themselves were different. For the first time, I was in the real Moscow. I was 
shocked by the sight of Red Square, thickly covered by sunflower seed husks, 
like a carpet, and an unusual amount of people. I spent that whole week in a 
trance, everything so new. The idea of why I had come there, that my father 
was sitting in prison—everything seemed unreal. Now, after many years of 
the Soviet regime, the word “sitting” has become commonplace, which it 
wasn’t then. I decided that I had to accomplish something, that I would 
manage to take charge, that I would expire trying to change my father’s fate 
for the better; I was moved primarily by the injustice to my father. Of course, 
I knew that many others had been arrested and certain officers and state 
ministers had already perished. Now, for the first time in my life, I went 
seeking out justice in prisons and offices—completely blindly and for entire 
days I rushed around Moscow in this unreal condition, very much in a “state 
of shock,” as they now say.
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First, I ended up at the Lubyanka, at the VChK (a sort of little Lubyanka) 
[better known as the Cheka—the All-Russian Extraordinary Commission—the first 
Savietsecret police], where they issued permits to visit the prisoners. There was 
a courtyard where a fearsome and theatrical-looking man sat at a very small 
table; the line was quite long—some had referrals, some not. The man issuing 
permits answered rudely and tersely for me to come the next day.

I decided not to wait, not to lose time, and I went right away to the Kremlin, 
where I found that it was absolutely necessary to have a pass. There were 
soldiers with rifles at the Kremlin gates, but only two of them, and they were 
quite young fellows. I begged them to let me in, but they said without a pass it 
was impossible. I stayed put and reiterated, "Please, comrades. I’m here on 
very important business.” “Everyone is. And what’s yours?” Here, for the first 
time, I heard the familiar address “you,” which in Petrograd no one would 
speak out on the street. “I’m here on someone’s behalf.” “And what’s it to 
you?” Then, seeing it was now or never, I answered, “My father has been 
arrested, and I’ve come here because of that, if you’ll let me in.” They let me 
in, saying, “Go ahead, this once, since it’s your father, you understand.” I 
made my way into the Kremlin’s yard and saw that I had to go into a large 
white building. I went there on my own, since the sentries apparently 
thought that I had a pass, went up to the second floor, where a young lady sat 
at a little table on the landing.

“Your pass?” I answer, ‘You see, I came here, I would like to speak with 
Comrade Bonch-Bruevich about my father [see biographies]. He was arrested 
by mistake. I came from Petrograd expressly...let me wait a little.” “See here,” 
said the lady, “you can’t be here without a pass. I can’t let you stay.” We said 
our piece, then from a distance down the corridor came some heavy 
measured steps, a tall sentry in a long fur coat almost to the floor, a conical 
hat on his head typical of those times and a rifle on his shoulder. Who was it? 
It appeared to be a Red cadet. Silence, the lady on duty paled, and with an 
even, official voice the cadet turned to me. “Present your pass.” I was silent, 
not moving. Some seconds went by, and suddenly the lady spoke up. “I have 
the pass, comrade. I already collected it.” Silence, seconds—and the cadet 
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slowly continued his patrol along the Kremlin corridor. I sat on a nearby 
chair, my head lowered. Then I looked up at the lady, thanking her with my 
eyes. Everything was calm, and I approached her again. Tve come here to see 
Comrade Bonch-Bruevich. He knows my aunt very well. I wanted to ask him 
about my father. He’ll undoubtedly agree to hear me out. “ She answered, “Sit 
for a minute. He’s due any minute now.” I thanked her and sat. Fortunately, 
the cadet sentry didn’t reappear.

After a few minutes, I saw a tall older man with a pince-nez and a small beard 
coming up the staircase. I recognized his face well, having seen his 
photograph more than once in the newspapers (V.D. Bonch-Bruevich was a 
secretary of the Soviet of the People’s Commissars at the time). Jumping off 
the chair, I went to meet him and said, “May I have a moment, Vladimir 
Dmitrievich? I am Aleksei Pavlovich Meshcherskii’s daughter. I know you are 
acquainted with my aunt, Olga Pavlovna. I beg you, please, to hear me out.” 
Bonch-Bruevich was clearly astonished, but he answered quite politely, 
bowing to me—I was not very tall—“What is the issue? Your father has been 
arrested, I know, but what do you wish?” I answered heatedly that my father 
could not be guilty, that I didn’t understand why he should’ve been in prison 
for so many weeks. It was horrible! Our discussion was brief. Bonch-Bruevich 
again moved down the corridor, apparently to his office, and repeated, “I 
simply can’t do anything for you. There is no point.”

He left, and I walked down the wide staircase to the courtyard illuminated by 
a bright sun and approached the gates, thinking with terror, 'What if the 
soldiers are different ones? Or if their superior came by?” But they were the 
same, in the same place. In truth, little time had passed. ‘Well,” they said. 
“Did you see who you had to?” “I did, I did. Thank you for letting me in.”

The next day, I went to the meeting at Butyrka Prison at around ten in the 
morning. It was impossible to get into the tram, the cars packed, the crowd 
jammed in, quiet and fierce, and I was in no condition to jump on and 
squeeze through. Next to me were two soldiers, bearded but young. They too 
hadn’t yet climbed in. I asked them, “Comrades, help me get in. I’m in such a 
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hurry.” They laughed. "Everyone is, not just you!” "I have a meeting in the 
prison. My father’s there, and my pass will be wasted.” "Why didn’t you say 
soN” That’s a very different thing.” Another tram came by, one of them caught 
me around the waist, the other used his fists, and all three of us practically 
flew into the tram. Later I asked them again to help me get out, and they 
gladly pushed through everyone, let me out onto the pavement, and 
disappeared from my life forever in the rackety tram.

For the first time in my life, these sounds reverberated—the sinister prison 
quiet, the rattling of keys somewhere not far from the waiting room, and 
then again complete silence. For the first time in my life, I stepped across a 
prison threshold. At first, the meeting took place through a grille. I was at a 
loss, talking too loudly, then too quietly. After a quarter of an hour a fresh
faced young warder announced that of course I was to leave the meeting out 
the back through the checkpoint (I didn’t know that word then, or course, but 
from later experience...almost thirty years later back in the Butyrka!), and the 
duty officer said suddenly, “Wait.” Momentary panic—were they really not 
letting me leave? I stood quiet, waiting. After a few minutes, he got out his 
keys again and opened the door of the room where I just was—there were two 
chairs in the middle of the room, my father waiting on one of them. I was so 
startled by this that I was literally speechless. The duty officer left, his keys 
clacking together. My father and I sat together, the meeting lasting for nearly 
an hour. My father was dressed as usual and fresh shaven. His face, however, 
was tense, even though he was smiling and joking. What was he saying? 
Nothing noteworthy. Questions, answers... How are you? How are things 
going? Where’s your sister? Finally, I asked, “Does everyone get meetings like 
this?” My father smiled. “No, No. This is Elena Issakievna’s handiwork. 
Everyone needs money right now. And that comrade with the keys is a 
Sormovo worker.” The meeting ended, seeming to have lasted a while, but it 
was awkward the whole time, like at a train station. I spoke very little about 
family matters. “Do you have any money?” I answered. “Yes, a little, not 
much,” and he shoved a hundred rubles into my hand. I went out onto the 
street, not remembering anything the whole day, then suddenly too much of 
it all, and everything, the whole world, was beyond comprehension.
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In the evening I related all this to the office administrator on Meshchanskaya 
Street [where she was staying at the factory]. He was horrified, but I had the bit 
between my teeth, and I carried on in the same spirit. I went back to the 
Kremlin the next day. A repeat of the day before—different sentries, also very 
young. After a conversation akin to yesterday’s, they allowed me into the 
Kremlin without a pass. The same staircase, the same young lady, but this 
time I had learned from the factory administrator the name of the Kremlin 
investigator who was in charge of my father’s case. I asked the young lady 
where his office was, and she pointed it out, that door, although he was out. 
Why was I standing alone in the corridor? The lady had gone off somewhere. I 
quickly ran to the office door and opened it. At first, I peered in—no one, so I 
went in and quietly closed the door behind me. A leather armchair, a large 
desk with a chair in front of it, a portrait of Lenin and, I think, Marx on the 
wall. I sat down and waited, not looking at the clock, incapable. Ten or so 
minutes passed. The door burst open abruptly, and the man himself came in 
quickly, swarthy with a black beard and a briefcase in his arms. He stopped 
and shouted, fear in his voice. 'Who are you? What are you doing here?” He 
just stood there out of surprise. I said, “I am Meshcherskii’s daughter, and 
I’ve come to ask for his freedom. I beg you to listen,” etc. He gathered himself, 
went to his armchair, and rather sharply and severely conducted the 
discussion. I had to stop talking. I understood it was time for me to go. The 
interview ended with a short, formidable warning from this terrifying- 
looking investigator (prosecutor?). "Your father is guilty of serious offenses 
and will be held strictly accountable to our laws. I advise you to stop 
advocating for him, since nothing will change.” I left his office downcast. I 
went past the young lady in the corridor and nodded to her as if she was a 
friend, since my face was now familiar to her, and out into the courtyard to 
the gates. “Thank you, comrades, for helping me get in.” Now they were four, 
not two. The ones who had let me in responded, 'We waited, since these guys 
don’t know you and might not have let you out.”

That evening, after my detailed account, the factory administrator reported 
to me that Elena Isaakievna had asked to meet with me and would wait at 
noon at the same monument. It was odd to see Elena Isaakievna on the 
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street, in Moscow—I was used to seeing her sitting placidly in our house on 
Kirochnaya Street, and now there was something criminal in this meeting. 
She was dressed in black and looked impressive, carrying herself with 
simpliciAy. She said she herself was conducting all kinds of negotiations and 
that it wasn’t useful to call attention to the matter with extraneous visits and 
create noise around it. I replied that I was going home tomorrow—I thought 
it was necessary to ask around a bit more, but she, apparently, was right. We 
parted coldly and respectfully.

I returned to Petrograd, where life continued apace. Somehow, I knew that 
my father would be in prison all summer. Autumn 1918 arrived. Life had 
gotten worse but was still tolerable. Around the fifteenth to the twentieth of 
October, I found out from Willy Yasenskii, who was married to one of the 
multitudinous adopted daughters of Greaves—Zorya—that my father had 
been released from prison and would arrive in Petrograd the next day. I was 
to go see him tomorrow without fail at Yasenskii’s apartment. He gave me the 
address so I wouldn’t have to ask anyone on the street. I went as ordered to 
the house—on some canal I didn’t know. I don’t remember the address. Zorya 
opened the door and took me to a room where my father was waiting. He was 
a bit haggard, his face yellowed and very serious, no trace of a smile. It was 
already two weeks since his release from prison, but no one knew he was in 
the city, and he said, of course, that I couldn’t tell anyone (especially Mama) 
that tomorrow morning he, Elena Isaakievna, Boba Greaves, and his older 
sister, Asya, were all moving abroad to Finland, not far from Beloostrov. That 
meant we were saying goodbye for a long time—forever? "Now, now, it’s 
okay,” Papa exclaimed. “This thing will end soon. Already there are forces 
gathering in Finland, Estonia, and in southern Russia. I’ll be back soon,” he 
said with assurance. “And then I’ll resolve our family’s affairs.” At our parting, 
my father said to me, “Just don’t leave Petrograd, even if there’s no food. In a 
large city there are ways to survive—in the country or village you’ll stand out 
and perish there.” We said our good-byes, and I soon found out (From whom? 
Maybe from Yasenskii or Papa’s secretary, Zakharov) that the whole group 
had made it safe to Finland. Of course, I didn’t know then or even partly 
understand how my father had been freed or even who had bailed him out.

32



Four Thirds of Our Life

"But at the time, in Petrograd, I didn’t try to find out—and who was there to 
ask?

%%n Paris, Elena Isaakievna—she lived here with my father until his death in 
1938—told me the story of his release several times. However, before we pass 
to that remarkable story, I want now, so many years later, to try to analyze my 
behavior during my trip to Moscow. I was somewhat disconcerted with my, 
so to speak, “exploits” in Moscow both then and in 1918 when I returned to 
Petrograd. Now, all those ill-considered and generally irresponsible trips to 
the Kremlin seem to me more like recklessness that could have only worsened 
my father’s situation. In spite of his outward appearance of “well-being,” 
when I saw him in the Butyrka, and he seemed quite calm—his situation was 
actually very serious. A severe interrogation awaited him or worse— 
execution. Of course, I was motivated fundamentally by the terror of the 
inconceivable situation of my father in prison! For me, this was something 
extraordinary, something completely unexpected in our life! Our relationship 
to Russian justice as the most fair and honorable in the world still held firm. 
One couldn’t immediately grasp that everything had fundamentally changed, 
the remarkable institution of Russian jurisprudence as well, and no one 
investigator anywhere was allowed to seek justice? I was also aware, of 
course, of a restricted consciousness—what is now usually called an 
inferiority complex, and this complex of “inadequacy” apparently ate away at 
me and urged, “Go, don’t be afraid. There’s nothing to be afraid or ashamed 
of. Prove that you’re a worthy member of a family, not a being of no value to 
anyone.” I wanted to prove something to someone. In addition, my 
increasingly sincere and naive desire to help free my father from prison was a 
major factor. Now, in 1978, the stories of my visits to the Kremlin can seem 
like fairy tales. Elena Isaakievna was at the series of talks my father had with 
Larin, and she completely understood what his arrest meant when the talks 
fell apart. I know from her that she pursued all avenues and once or twice met 
with Krasin, who was in Moscow at the time. Quite soon, however, the 
Chekists began to extort her through some middlemen, demanding money 
for my father’s release. (This matter was related in detail by A.I. Solzhenitsyn 
in The Gulag Archipelago, vol. 1, pp. 319-327, under the title of “The Kosyrev
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Affair,” All the facts presented by A. Solzhenitsyn were taken from the book 
Five Years (1918-1922). N.V. Krylenko: "Obvinnitel’nye rechi po naibolee 
krupnym GIZ protsessam, zaslushennym v Moskovskom i Verkhovnom 
revolutsionnykh tribunalakh"—Incriminatory Speeches in the Most Significant 
Trials Heard in the Moscow and Supreme Revolutionary Tribunals—GIZ, Moscow 
& Petrograd 1923.)

I don’t know the details, but toward the fall of 1918, the terror was 
intensifying, the regime in the prison became more severe, the investigation 
was winding up, and it was becoming clearer that there was only one 
outcome—the firing squad. As far as I understand, the investigator pressured 
my father to agree to the conditions put forth by Larin during the 
negotiations on the Industry Trust, and when he understood that my father 
would not go along with anything, the whole matter immediately took on 
another tone.

The Chekists started coming to see Elena Isaakievna at the house on 
Glazovskii and aggressively demanding money for releasing my father. The 
amount of the ransom kept increasing, and the threats of execution rang out 
more and more. Then Elena Isaakievna went in despair to the Kremlin to a 
then prominent commissar and reported the extortion she had been subject 
to. At first, this commissar just answered that it was impossible, that this was 
all fabrication. However, Elena Isaakievna wasn’t afraid to tell him the two 
Chekists’ names—she “came out in the open.”

Her negotiations dragged on, and somehow the two Chekists didn’t suspect 
anything. Finally, the commissar told Elena Isaakievna that he would verify 
everything and clean things up, but if this wasn’t the truth, she knew what 
awaited both her and my father. At the Cheka a substantial sum of money was 
handed over to Elena Isaakievna. All the serial numbers of the bills were 
written down, and she committed to giving specifically these bills to the 
extortionists, with whom she’d set up a meeting at the house on Glazovskii. 
She did as instructed, and there was no going back now. The mansion on 
Glazovskii had been ringed with sentries, and in the living room where the 
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decisive meeting was to take place, there was a screen placed in a corner 
behind which sat a stenographer and an armed comrade. (As far as I know, a 
certain Yakulov played a large role in all the conversations in the Kremlin and 
the Cheka—a Menshevik and jurist, who still had the right to vote and was his 
“own man.” He wanted to prove to whomever necessary in the Kremlin that 
responsible Chekists were concerning themselves with those who were 
demanding almost five hundred thousand rubles for some mythical 
“salvation from execution!”

The two extortionists arrived at the appointed time, and Elena Isaakievna, 
holding a large bunch of the marked money in front of herself, started 
bargaining with them on purpose to make it clear that all her complaints in 
the Kremlin weren’t made up or lies. She told me that she was beyond 
comprehension from fear and stress—after all, my father’s life was at stake— 
and hers as well. She assured the Chekists that the money was ready, that 
here it was, but the entire amount couldn’t be gathered immediately, since 
diamonds, although they had them, weren’t easily made into cash. She 
begged them to take a sizable down payment in the meantime, that the 
balance would come through in a few days. She said that the whole time she 
could hear the scratch of the stenographer’s pencil perfectly and thought with 
horror what would happen if someone behind the screen sneezed!

Finally, the bargaining came to an end, and Elena Isaakievna loudly uttered 
the agreed-upon phrase, along the lines of “We’ve agreed that there are so 
many thousand, and the remaining (let’s say) three hundred thousand will 
come next week.” The two responded in agreement and took the marked bills. 
Both extortionists were apprehended when they came out of the gates, and 
they were taken away into an investigation of the entire affair, to Krylenko 
himself, it seems.

In a few days, my father was released and returned to Glazovskii. Elena 
Isaakievna always told the story suggesting that he had been released on 
parole to Yakulov [the artist? Georgii Bogdanovich Yakulov (1884-1928]. After ten 
or fifteen days, they all—that is, my father, stepmother, Boba, and Asya
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Greaves—were already in Petrograd, where they lived two days in complete 
secrecy and then left for Finland. Was this brought about because of my 
father’s extraordinary arrangement or Elena Isaakievna’s testimony? I just 
don’t know, but I think not. What happened with Yakulov? This has long 
bothered me. Did he end up paying for the noble role he played in freeing my 
father? In any case, that was how he was depicted in Zakharov’s stories, who 
also knew the whole matter in detail—at the time, he was living in Moscow 
and often visited Glazovskii.

A few words now of my fate and my life in Paris. In 1923 I divorced my first 
husband, Nikolai Ivanovich Levitskii. During the time of the divorce, I lived at 
my father’s house in Paris, firmly resolving never to marry again. However, in 
1924, on 1 June, I married for the second time—to Igor Aleksandrovich 
Krivoshein.

We were constant visitors at my father’s house. I was completely accepted 
into his new family. Life here went on, not without some bumps and various 
difficulties for everyone—my father, Elena Isaakievna, and even I had 
distinct “personalities.” However, in general we got along peacefully.

And my father’s life in emigration? Well, the usual life of an emigre. He 
thought he would receive a lot of money from Vickers in London, but, of 
course, he got nothing, and the matter was circumscribed by the fact that 
Francis Baker—by now Sir Francis—invited him to his house and was 
nowhere near as polite as he had been in Tsaritsyn.

My father and stepmother lived those first years in complete certainty that 
they would shortly return to the house on Glazovskii—my stepmother’s 
trusted lady’s maid Dunya and her husband, Pyotr, were still living there and 
were trying to preserve everything they hadn’t been able to take with them— 
whatever there was left to save.
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Elena Isaakievna had managed to get her jewels out, but everything was 
gradually sold and eaten up. At first, they lived in a pied-a-terre in one of the 
most luxurious hotels in Paris, then in an apartment, also expensive but a 
Iit%tlie more modest. Finally, my father and Elena Isaakievna settled into a 
humble but pleasant apartment granted them in low-cost municipal housing. 
During those years, my father worked as an "ingenieur-conseil" [consulting 
engineer] for various enterprises, traveling on business to Belgium and 
Barcelona, and, although with difficulty, he finally consolidated them. They 
had fewer visitors to their house, and it had become hard to host parties.

My father raised Boba Greaves, whom he loved very much, and Boba always 
thought that Elena Isaakievna was his birth mother. He studied in England 
and received a degree in economics from Cambridge. He acquired British 
citizenship when he was twenty-one and then worked in Alexandria for many 
years.

When did my father realize that there was no hope of returning? I think it 
was after the Kronstadt uprising [i-18 March 1921, when soldiers, sailors, and 
civilians in Kronstadt on Kotlin Island in the Gulf of Finland rebelled against the 
Bolshevik government]. He abandoned everything and went with Elena 
Isaakievna to Helsingfors with the notion of going home himself through 
Beloostrov. This didn’t happen.

On the Soviet side, they continued being interested in my father. They sent a 
certain Vladimir Boggovut-Kolomiitsev to him, an obvious Soviet agent. He 
presented himself as an emigre, a member of the Union of Aleksandr Lycee 
Students [also known as the Tsarskoe Selo Lycee, founded in 1811], a member of the 
Monarchists’ Union, etc. He managed to cleverly ingratiate himself into the 
business matters of the firm where my father was working. One fine day, he 
pulled from his pocket a Soviet passport issued to my father—with an 
invitation from the Soviet government to return to Moscow and, as 
Kolomiitsev expressed it, “become the dictator completely in charge of all 
industry,” in which, without him, no one could get anything right. My father 
definitively refused to go anywhere with Kolomiitsev, let alone meet with him
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[again], and requested that he not come back. This Kolomiitsev resurfaced 
again later when Kutepov was abducted [emigre Volunteer Army general 
abducted from Paris in 1930, reputedly by Soviet agents; his body was never found]. 
Several French newspapers pointed to him as one of the organizers of this 
abduction, but all this was soon hushed up, and Kolomiitsev vanished into 
thin air.

My father settled for good when he moved to low-income housing in an 
apartment in the Porte Champerret area. He often played bridge in the 
evenings—bridge was fashionable then. He sometimes went to the 
Haukmann Club, where he was a member, and played bridge there as well. 
He loved cards and learned to play vint [a variation of whist] when he was eight 
years old, but he never succumbed to gambling, even in fun. He worked in 
electronics, providing telephone supplies to China, almost moving to 
Shanghai in 1926. Their house was tidy and pleasant. Elena Isaakievna looked 
after it superbly, and everything in it was always polished and pressed. If 
guests came over, the hospitality was marvelous, if sometimes humble when 
money was tight. Almost every summer, my father went for a treatment at 
Vichy. He had long been familiar with France, and he liked the life there very 
much. He had French friends, not just Russian emigre ones.

In his last years, he suffered from diabetes and had to observe a strict diet. He 
died in November 1938, ill for just three days, and he basically didn't survive 
the Munich Crisis. He knew that war was unavoidable and constantly 
repeated, "Live through yet another complete dissolution of everything? No, 
there’s no strength left for that!”

There were a lot of people at his funeral, conducted by Father Vasilii Timofeev 
(from a Karlovac Doctrine church where my father was a congregant for 
years) [Serbian Orthodox], In his eulogy, Father Vasilii stressed especially that 
the deceased was not just a true Orthodox believer but also a "builder of 
churches.” It seems there wasn’t one factory in my father’s charge where he 
hadn’t built a church.
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The humorist Teffi once began a story with these words: "There’s a person, 
and there are his relatives.” [“Teffi” was the pseudonym of the humorist and poet 
Nadezhda Aleksandrovna Lokhvitskaya (1872-1952).] Here’s what happened after 
myfather’s death—the main person disappeared, and the Paris family fell 
apart. My Meshcharskii cousins quarreled bitterly with everyone and 
immediately cut ties with both my stepmother and me. Elena Isaakievna soon 
left for Greece to stay with some distant relatives and was trapped there for 
the entire war. Boba Greaves, whom I loved dearly, was already living in 
Alexandria. Our entire Paris clan had dispersed.

A year later, when I was living during the summer in Ellincourt-sur- 
Marguerite with my five-year-old son, Nikita, on a marvelous, quiet Sunday 
in September, an alarm rang throughout the village at three o’clock, and the 
local crier walked the streets of the Normandy town shouting the order for 
general mobilization.

Although my father was completely a twentieth-century man, he nevertheless 
always retained the manners and traits of the pre-revolutionary era. He was 
of average height, a little heavy. (He had smoked heavily, and then at thirty- 
two he gave it up in one day. He didn’t exactly get fat, but he filled out a bit.) 
He dressed very simply and with restraint, but in Petersburg he did order his 
clothes from the best tailors (the Czech, Kalina, and then the Frenchman, 
Henri). His hair was cut short his entire life. He always shaved his beard, but 
he wore a small mustache in the English fashion. Extremely near-sighted, he 
constantly wore a pince-nez, which in emigration he exchanged for horn
rimmed glasses. There was a Tatar cast to his face, with prominent 
cheekbones. His eyes were not large, and has gaze was steely, almost stern. 
His coloring was on the yellow side. He walked awkwardly, sidewise. He was 
abstemious with his meals, although he did have specific preferences, such as 
a green salad, which was served daily in Petersburg at breakfast, and he 
would season everything at the table with olive oil and French wine vinegar. 
He always drank the French mineral water Evian at breakfast along with a 
small glass of the French wine Chateau Lafitte. At the table, he sat 
respectfully, which he also demanded of us children. He always attended to 
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the bread at the table with special care and, when possible, always tore it with 
his hands, never cutting with a knife. He considered it a holy thing not to be 
touched by a knife.

As children, we saw him rarely, especially at Sormovo, when my sister and I 
were living on our own childhood schedule, but when he had dinner in the big 
dining room, sometimes quite late, our Swiss governess, Mademoiselle 
Emma, (our father always kindly and graciously joked with her) would bring 
us to him, and he would give us in a special little spoon a bit of sugar in black 
coffee from his cup. He called this bit of sugar "un canard" [a duck].

In his entire life, I heard him raise his voice but a few times; he did, however, 
have sudden fits when he shouted at someone or kicked them out. I 
remember when I was a little girl and by chance overheard when he, quite 
worked up, chucked some foreman out of the hallway who had come to see 
him drunk, practically shoving him out.

My father didn't acknowledge any kind of bowing to rank, although, 
undoubtedly, he would take it poorly if he wasn’t seated at a host’s right. He 
believed he was obligated to speak with everyone patiently and equally and 
didn’t agree with racism in any form. Now, however, looking back on him, his 
deportment, his reticence when he was uninterested or didn’t feel like talking 
with someone, I think that he was by nature a snob, never himself 
acknowledging this description! He knew Europe well, often traveling in 
Germany, France, and Belgium even before the war, but best of all he knew 
the factories and cities of Russia, also the villages, according to his memories 
of childhood, both the peasants and the people in the manor house. What 
were his political convictions? However strange this may be, I don’t exactly 
know, although I think that he sincerely believed that the monarchical system 
suited Russia best of all.

He suffered since his youth from a fear of open spaces, which only 
strengthened in adulthood. He also suffered from fierce migraines, especially 
on Sundays, and some German doctor told him that this was a classic case of
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Sonntagsmigraine, which people experience on Sundays, when the day's entire 
schecLude changed.

He was very well read in literature, especially valuing Zhukovskii [Vasilii 
Andreevich (1783-1852), a poet who introduced the Romantic Movement into Russia], 
and he sometimes read his translations aloud to us. He knew lot of 
Nekrasov’s work by heart [Nikolai Alekseevich (1821-1878), poet and publisher], 
and he loved reciting Who Is Happy in Russia ? [1863-1876] or even Russian 
Women [1872-1873]. He loved the music of old sentimental opera, and he held 
Fyodor Stravinsky [1843-1902] in the highest regard among singers, who 
possessed a breathtaking bass and was a favorite of the students when my 
father was studying at the School of Mines. In these ways, in accordance with 
his tastes, ideas, and his relationship to art, he was a typical late nineteenth
century man—with his characteristic rants, his populism, his lack of interest 
in any new, not fully understood ways. In work or in the management of any 
business or industrial plan, he was a completely new man for Russia, 
dynamic and skillful. I don’t want to say that only he was like this—of course, 
there were others.

Among these new men, he alone, if you will, made his own way from being a 
landowner’s son who spent his childhood in the backwoods of Smolensk to 
becoming the head of almost all the heavy industry in Russia. Had there not 
been a revolution, and if his plan for the industrial trust had come to pass, 
then, I think, he would have far surpassed Ford, to whom he was compared. 
But this was not destined to be.

In 1910 or 1911, my father was present at a big philanthropic evening at the 
Nobles’ Assembly in Moscow. One of the “attractions” was a tent in which a 
gypsy told fortunes (of course, she was a lady from Moscow society). My 
father, having donated the requisite check, went into the tent where the 
young lady sat in a splendid gypsy outfit, wearing a black mask. She predicted 
that success awaited him soon in everything possible, that he would have an 
exclusive position and role—then a new wife and new family; later, he would 
have to travel far away for some reason, to a country surrounded by an ocean, 
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and would live there humbly and poor, his status gone, never to return to 
Russia...

My father just laughed at the society lady’s fortune-telling, which seemed so 
implausible to him. At that time, he wasn’t thinking about divorce or any new 
family, and the thought of leaving Russia and starting life in another country 
"surrounded by an ocean” also sounded preposterous. The prediction came to 
pass—and he didn’t have long to wait!

To some degree, the modest life he led for his last eight to ten years in Paris 
was happier than the previous one—in the personal realm, of course. He lived 
more happily with Elena Isaakievna; his motley family made up of the 
Greaves children was also amusing. He worked a lot, as he had to, since Elena 
Isaakievna’s jewelry was rashly sold in the first years of emigration, but I 
never heard him complain of being tired or that the problems with various 
shipments of minor equipment were boring and superficial. Sighing and 
complaining just weren’t part of his character. During those first years, he 
participated in various political associations, was a member of the Industrial 
Trade Committee, attending the meetings. But in time he left them all.

I wanted to capture his image, his character—which were not ordinary or 
common but to some degree quite characteristic of his century.
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View of Sormovo, Russia, c. 1900
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A French Childhood in Sormovo

Part I
Russia, 1895-1919

A French Childhood in Sormovo

My childhood years begin and end for me in Sormovo, in the director’s house. 
Before then I remember almost nothing other than isolated pictures and 
phrases. I vaguely remember my nanny, Elena—just her face and primarily 
her voice, which told stories and cast spells. Nothing of her stories remains in 
my memory except the endless conspiracy of a fever witch; the words are 
almost gone, just one ending remains:

Girls come out in greeting. 
Whose girls are you? 
—Herod’s daughters!

I was four when my nanny Elena was exchanged for Mademoiselle Emma, a 
Swiss woman from Neufchatel, who lived her entire life in Russia. She was no 
longer young at this point, and my sister and I were her last charges. 
Mademoiselle Emma slept in our bedroom with us, shared our meals and 
took tea in our nursery dining room. She took us out walking, and when we 
reached the right age, she taught us to read and write...in French. With her 
arrival, our childhood immediately took on structure and order and changed 
shape. White pique dresses appeared, and horrible curling papers for our hair 
—they were wound up painfully at night, but in the morning, there was the 
special ritual—removal of the papers and the spiraling of a smooth, polished 
finger of hair (un baton)! On top of our heads a tight knot was wound up that 
sported a ribbon in the shape of a butterfly, and the hair was combed back 
severely around our heads and cheeks. There were morning greetings and 
evening goodbyes and extremely polite deportment around the table at 
mealtime. In short, our whole life went according to a specific ritual that we 
hadn’t had before—including walks in “our” part of the garden, which was 
called “le coin de lilas” [lilac corner]. When we got a little older, obligatory 
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reading began in the evenings, with Mademoiselle Emma reading aloud to 
us, and, I must say, she read marvelously! We quite quickly entered this 
measured European rhythm of a child’s life and knew in advance what would 
happen as the day went along. We gave no more thought to the other life in 
its ways and routines. Our mother no longer quarreled with anyone, and 
Mademoiselle Emma managed to establish good relations with her. 
Inasmuch as our world barely touched what went on around us, thus began 
our French childhood, which was closely connected to the huge factory, along 
with its special sounds, the hooting, the bangs of a heavy hammer, the seven- 
a.m. whistle, and the marvelous musical Volga steamers and their deep 
voices.

The director’s house was an old one, wooden, with a roofed porch, vestibules 
[old-style windproof connecting corridors], and, of course, a mezzanine. 
Downstairs there were eight rooms, the smaller three ours, plus a large 
exercise and gymnastics hall on the mezzanine; the large dining room 
downstairs was long and airy—at Easter or New Year we hosted more than 
sixty guests in it. The most pleasant room was my father’s study. In that room 
there was a telephone on a large writing desk and two bearskin rugs on the 
floor, where we were sometimes allowed to play, a happy event that created a 
special mood. More important, though, was the huge fireplace. It was often 
burning in the evenings, and when our uncle, Nikolai Nikolaevich Malama, 
came to visit, my mother’s brother (an artillery officer, whose unit was then 
stationed in Nizhnii Novgorod), would bring chestnuts from the city and 
roast them in the fireplace. We would eat them hot, picking them out of the 
fire with special tongs. This was very interesting, and at the same time, one 
might be able to overhear “adult conversations.”

Our Mademoiselle Emma brought with her an extraordinary cage with a 
wheel where her beloved squirrel, Bella-Bella, lived. The cage stood on our 
child-sized dining table, and I remember how enamored I was with the little 
squirrel running in her wheel. It seemed supernatural to me that this special 
squirrel and no others could run so well in a round wire drum. Soon other 
creatures appeared at our house (besides our longtime poodle, Boy, who was 
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so smart and a good dog, a year older than my sister). First there were 
canaries, bought at the fair in Nizhnii; the warbling was marvelous, and they 
wove a nest in our bedroom’s white curtains. Then the "inseparable” budgies 
appeared and the guinea pigs who lived in a cage in the garden. All of these 
friends of course had only French names.

My sister and I spent a lot of time in the garden, which wasn’t very big but 
also far from small. There was a large orangery, where we grew artichokes 
and rare vegetables but also flowers and spring greens. In springtime, 
seedbeds appeared in the garden that also had flowers and, of course, 
cucumbers and tomatoes. We had our own little corner where two seedbeds 
were allotted to us. My sister and I always planted radishes, but I think they 
never did grow.

When we got older and started reading (both of us quite early), there 
suddenly appeared some little red-and-gold books, the Bibliotheque Rose, 
with stories by the Comtesse de Segur, the daughter of Rostopchin, the same 
person who set Moscow aflame in 1812. [Sophia Fyodorovna Rostopchina (1799
1874), writer. She married the Comte de Segur in her family’s exile in France. Her 
father was governor of Moscow during Napoleon’s invasion and reputedly set the great 
fire there that forced the Grand Armee’s retreat.] Much has been said about that 
genre of children’s literature. They were stories written, almost all of them, in 
the reign of Napoleon III, when the French bourgeoisie basked in their good 
fortune in the Tuileries Palace. In these books, all the noble children were 
good and obedient, all the "nouveaux riches” evil and vulgar. There were also 
unhappy poor workers or peasants who had to take medicine and drink 
chicken bouillon. We listened to Mlle. Emma read all this in the evenings, and 
it seemed to us that we also were living somewhere in France, amidst these 
little girls in crinolines and their virtuous mamas. Then a saccharine and 
manipulative literature appeared in our lives—for example, Charskaya, which 
we recited when we were between nine and twelve years old [pseudonym of 
Lidia Alekseevna Churilova (1875-1938), actor and poet, who wrote bestselling novels 
from 1901 to 1916, primarily aimed toward young girls]. We also sang and danced, 
all French songs and dances, French counting games and sayings, and the 
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children's Guignol theater. Mind you—the first time I spent the whole 
summer in France was when I was six, at the Atlantic Ocean, in Arcachon. 
There, on the beach, and later in Royan, we got to know children from “our 
circle,” and there, of course, we continued the same games and dances as at 
home in Sormovo. Our mothers sat under tents on the beach and crocheted 
unnecessary little ties and collars or decorations for armchairs. When 
autumn came, we returned to Sormovo, and everything went back to its usual 
schedule.

Every day we took a walk along the “catwalks” and went by the workshops 
where the machinery hissed, sighed, and hammered away; on the dirty and 
poorly paved street, pathetic horses goaded by gloomy muzhiks in long 
sheepskin coats hauled the heavy parts of future machinery; young boys 
around twelve to fourteen, also dirty and disheveled, and wearing armor, 
riveted the red-hot screws and deftly tempered them with a sizzle in a vat of 
water. This scene was commonplace, quite normal, for us children. 
Sometimes a driver would get stuck on the road with his haul and then 
savagely lash his nag to heave the heavy load out. I remember that I started 
crying loudly and screaming "Ne battez pas votre cheval, ne battez pas le 
cheval, je dirai a papa, je dirai a Papa!" [Do not beat your horse! I will tell Papal] 
On longer walks, for example, to the shore of the Volga, we were escorted by 
Aleksei Ryabov, our huge, one-eyed caretaker with a kind and crafty 
appearance. He was a personal friend of our Mademoiselle. After we settled 
down for the night, she would screen off the door to our dining room and sit 
in there drinking the strongest coffee and eating a dry biscuit and some 
cheese. Often a mouse would appear from the corner and jump onto the table 
to receive a little piece of cheese right from Mademoiselle's hand. Aleksei 
would come along and politely knock from out in the corridor, then, stepping 
over the threshold, but never bringing the entirety of his cumbersome body 
into the dining room, he would conduct a lengthy discussion in a lowered 
voice with Mademoiselle Emma about all the factory’s news and gossip. He 
even knew precisely who was visiting someone that day, what was being 
served at dinner, if there was a hint of a romance, or what they were saying in 
the workshops. Of course, he knew also what was going on in Nizhnii, 
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especially if the trade fair was going on. [This fair was established in the mid-16th 
centary and abolished in 1929. It was a major commercial enterprise to export Russian 
goods^ He would stand holding his cap, leaning against the doorframe, and, 
finally, having explored with Mademoiselle all the latest events, he would take 
himself off. Where? I don’t know, but he seemed to guard the house at night. 
How do I know about these nocturnal discussions? I just watched them; my 
whole youth, and especially in childhood, I slept very badly and not much at 
that, being afraid of everything (that is, at night; during the day, on the other 
hand, I was entirely decisive and brave). For seven or eight years I suffered 
from attacks of childhood rheumatism. Sometimes I got out of my little bed, 
even though the rails were very high, and quietly padded barefoot to the door 
left cracked open on purpose so I wouldn’t be afraid of the dark. There I 
would see these two figures—Aleksei at the door and Mademoiselle at the 
table in her usual elastic-waist blouse—often Bella-Bella the squirrel sleeping 
over her shoulder—the table, coffee pot, and their muffled voices.

Of course, my sister and I also had friends in the factory. A number of 
engineers’ families lived there in wonderful houses, but I remember only a 
few of them. Our friends were Misha and Nina Lesnikov. We were constantly 
at each other’s houses. They also spoke French and traveled abroad in the 
summer. We played all the summer and winter games with them in our 
garden, put on childish shows, everything as natural as one would expect. I 
remember the four of us putting on a show in our hall for the benefit of some 
“fire victims” that was considered quite worthwhile and necessary. I was 
younger than the others, being just six years old at the time, and therefore 
had a non-speaking role. We presented the intermezzo from the opera The 
Queen of Spades. My older sister played the shepherdess. Nina Lesnikova was 
the shepherd, and Misha was the tsar. They all sang, quite well, and danced. I 
played the little black servant who carries jewels on a pillow behind the tsar 
with which to seduce the shepherdess. I loved my blue silk costume and the 
white turban on my head. They painted my face with something, and it was 
quite black with fat red lips. [Tchaikovsky’s opera (1890) from Pushkin’s short story 
“The Queen of Spades” (1833). This intermezzo is a pastoral allegory about eight 
minutes long played out for guests within the opera as a performance within the
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greater performance.]

Sometimes my sister and I fought fiercely, no worse than little boys did, but 
this was rare, and in general we lived quite amicably. Everyone told me that 
since she was older, I had to obey her in everything—which I did. We both 
had to obey Mademoiselle. It was rare for a matter to make it to our mother. 
Sometimes—only in an exceptional case—would an event be submitted to 
our father’s judgement. We greatly feared this, and begged that he not be 
told, but he never scolded us harshly and never punished us. Thus was the 
hierarchy of the approach up to our parents, in which everyone older 
automatically considered themselves better than you and “knew better”—that 
has long since ended now. There was a lot of bad in that system, but, of 
course, as in any system, there was something positive. We well knew what 
was forbidden and what was possible, what was proper and what “wasn’t 
done”—and the famous category of deed: "za [sic] ne se fait pas" [It’s rude], We 
knew that people were judged by this principle. Why so? Well, because!

This school of behavior, form of thinking, conversation, and speech and 
ingenuity expressed—in a word—everything the French implied with the 
untranslatable word "comportment" (behavior in general, one’s entire 
bearing)—all of this was drummed into us our entire lives. Then, when 
suddenly around the corner came the complete opposite of all this French 
childhood, and reality smacked us in the face, this spartan childhood helped 
and sustained us in some sense with its intrinsic valuing of hierarchy—even 
in the very direst moments. We also shouldn’t forget that from our earliest 
years, Orthodox tradition and customs also inspired us: we went to Mass 
every Sunday and every holiday and fasted starting at age nine. All this was a 
part of our regular childhood life. We were taught to be humble, to treat 
everyone equally and humanely (answering a maid or a nanny rudely was 
considered inappropriate and punished quite severely.) We were taught 
honesty and mutual assistance—in short, all the social virtues completely 
corresponded to what our priest, Father Viktor, taught us in our catechism 
lessons. When we were a bit older, we moved to Petersburg, where, of course, 
our special world was no longer so isolated from the flow of life. Besides 
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being forbidden any cursing or crude words (and we practically didn’t know 
anyqsince they weren’t really around us), there were two words we were 
absolutely forbidden to utter: the word "pope” and the word “Yid” [pejorative 
term for a Jew].

Did I have a happy childhood? What can I say? This period of my life was so 
good that it could be described with a single pen stroke, and it came to an end 
with our move to Petersburg in 1905: the shape of our life and surroundings 
completely changed. I missed Sormovo and the sounds I was used to there; I 
no longer had the big wooden house with its staircases, stoops, unexpected 
and nonsensical corridors, strolling along the “catwalks”—for a long time I 
couldn’t get used to the city. To this day I don’t know when exactly I suddenly 
understood that Sormovo was far away, just in my memory, and that now I 
loved and seemingly couldn’t live without our Kirochnaya Street, walks in the 
Tavricheskii Garden, on the Embankment, occasionally on Nevskii, where 
everything was so beautiful! We had outings to the Ternou bakery on Liteinyi, 
where we were allowed to eat two pastries and it was impossible to decide 
which was best to choose, or excursions to Karavannaya Street, to the Petu 
store, where they had everything: paintbrushes, pencils, paints, sketching 
albums, and even makeup for play acting; some exotic puzzle toys like 
kaleidoscopes or the face of a black person under glass, his white teeth 
jumping in his large, red mouth.

The marvelous world of Petersburg became a part of our life. When the 
Preobrazhenskii Regiment [created 1683] came down Kirochnaya Street, my 
sister and I were delighted and screamed “Urraah!”, waving to the red- 
bearded soldiers.

And what had life been like for my parents in Sormovo? I think that it was a 
better time in their unsuccessful shared life. My father had finally become 
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established and managed to gain the reputation of a highly capable and quite 
modern director of a large factory with genuine interest and enthusiasm and, 
I think, with a sense of complete responsibility—especially in that intense 
pre-revolutionary period.

And my mother? It seems to me that nowhere else in her life was she 
comfortable and fully capable of expressing herself, being the center of 
community life—not in a remote province in the Urals during her early 
married years nor in the capital, where playing such a role was much harder 
and almost unattainable.

Life itself here dictated her role amongst the other engineers and their wives 
and what was expected of her. She had grown up in a southern city 
(Ekaterinoslav), in very humble circumstances, although she and her parents 
lived “on the hill”—a part of the city where the local gentry lived, some richer, 
some poorer but everyone from the same “clan.” Undoubtedly, like all 
provincial young ladies, she dreamed of marrying a Guards officer, a Lyceum 
graduate, or a lawyer—but she married an engineer! This wasn’t the done 
thing, and I heard that Grandmother Nadezhda Viktorovna, who had 
graduated from the St. Catherine Institute in Petersburg [school for young 
noblewomen, est. 1798], was not happy with this marriage. In truth, the groom 
was from a noble family, but an “engineer”—this was something new and 
therefore not completely suitable.

In her life in Sormovo my mother managed to truly become a “leading lady” 
[in English in the original text]: she was tall and shapely, a little less pretty than 
her siblings but intelligent, spoke French well, and knew a little German. 
Primarily, she liked being the center of the factory community, and she 
managed that excellently. To that end, she played the piano well, truly loving 
music, and our house very soon became a center for music. Parties started up, 
small ones at first, something like a German Kaffeeklatsch, then larger ones: in 
the evenings they would play vint on a few tables, have supper, all the ladies 
dressing up. My mother knew how to completely set the tone—she always 
dressed well, but once she started going to the French coast with us and

51



A French Childhood in Sormovo

Mademoiselle in the summer, she took on the French style. On the Volga at 
that time the Moscow style reigned.

At the factory my father built a large hall for performances, and very soon the 
young engineers and their wives started enthusiastically putting on amateur 
shows that were a hit with the workers. And musical evenings started up at 
our house. It was a large house, with a garden and two gardeners, where my 
mother spent a lot of time—her whole life she loved playing around with 
plants, and there was the housekeeping, the chickens, ducks, turkeys, the 
carriages, horses, and coachmen—in short, she could be fulfilled there, and, it 
seems to me, she was quite pleased with her role as “first lady” in the town, 
even if there wasn’t the Guards regiment she undoubtedly dreamed of in 
Ekaterinoslav. After we left for Petersburg in 1905, there was no longer such a 
friendly and pleasant “circle” at the factory under the new director, and my 
mother was remembered there for a long time.

And I? The narrative is, after all, about me. From early childhood I knew, 
although at first the thoughts were vague, and then, when I was about seven, 
it was definite that I was somehow different from my older sister. In the first 
place, when we were children, she was prettier and more appealing than I 
was: tall, a lovely oval face with large bright hazel eyes, and long fine hair 
perfect for her coiffure. My height was almost abnormally short, and I had 
dark brows that grew together so that I had the appearance of a fiend. I was 
always sick with some childhood rheumatism, then chronic angina, then a 
case of measles with serious complications, and then in Petersburg, chronic 
bronchitis. Furthermore, from my first utterances, I couldn't pronounce the 
letters r and I. My hair was a cap of tight curls, and combing my hair in my 
childhood was an ordeal; I usually cried loudly throughout the whole thing, 
and even—o, the terror!—wrenched myself from Mademoiselle Emma’s arms 
or from the German, Fraulein von Jaglitz, who later replaced her.

So we were completely different sisters—in both appearance and behavior. 
Talya was entirely of my mother’s family—a Malama. Phlegmatic, quite smart 
but single-minded, pretty, modest, and in all ways close to our mother’s 
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generation and, therefore, obviously in tune with her. In childhood, indeed 
her entire life, she had an iron constitution and physical stamina. She not 
only embraced but also completely absorbed my mother’s thoughts and 
psyche. And I—I’m little, never reaching my potential height, curly-haired, 
lisping, always sick, from an early age not understanding why I rebelled 
against all my mother’s opinions and orders, playing secretly with dolls till I 
was fourteen, never being able to stand the summer heat, even in childhood, 
when Mama and my sister thought the hotter it was, the better... What else 
can I detail—I was like an alien to my mother. My looks had nothing of the 
Meshcherskiis or the Komarovskiis; almost nothing was passed to me from 
her family, but my single dark eyebrow obviously indicated a willful and 
malicious nature.

My whole childhood I had nannies, governesses or even just maids taking 
care of me; they noted when I had another fever or my throat was sore again, 
and they brought me a bit to eat or changed the compresses I was treated 
with. They comforted me, but I was well beyond consolation. The idea that I 
was adopted already started taking full form in my childish head in Sormovo, 
when I was around seven (Shakespeare’s first stage of humanity, in his 
“Seven Ages of Man.”) [As You Like It, II, vii /Krivosheina uses the English title for 
the quote in the original text]. And after Mademoiselle read to us Hector Malot’s 
book Sans Famille [Nobody’s Boy, 1878], during which all three of us cried, it 
finally became clear why there was such a difference, and I decided to leave. 
For a few days I secretly gathered food, chocolate, and so on. It was in May, 
when it gets light early, and I got up at six in the morning, dressed myself, 
which I wasn’t yet accustomed to, took my little bundle, went into the garden 
without a problem and along the alley to the gate, the tears already welling 
up. Suddenly, near the gate, the figure of the head gardener, Anton, appeared. 
A dear, flaxen-haired Latvian, he always chatted with us so tenderly and 
politely. “And where are you off to, young miss?” he asked in surprise and 
immediately blocked the gate. I started quietly crying and said, “Anton, I 
know I don’t belong and decided to go away somewhere. I don’t want to 
bother anyone.” Then I completely broke down sobbing. Anton convinced me 
in a whisper not to wake anyone and then took me back to the house
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undetected.

Did anyone in the house know about my unsuccessful “departure?” I think 
perhaps Mademoiselle Emma knew, but no one else, and Anton didn’t betray 
me. This was something of a crisis in my childhood after which everything 
went differently for me.

Here I want to bring up Mademoiselle Emma again—I am much indebted to 
her. In the end, though, something quite wild and inconceivable happened— 
she abandoned us and left. To this day I don’t know where, and I didn’t notice 
it! Many times over my life, I asked myself, how could that happen? I loved 
her dearly and thought, of course, that she would live her whole life with us. 
Thus I truly didn’t understand that she not only went away but disappeared 
forever from our life.

The summer we left Sormovo we spent in a dacha near Kolomnaya, a few 
kilometers from the town. It was a large place with an orchard of old apple 
trees, marvelous beds of roses, its own birch copse—in short, something of a 
small estate. We both were delighted with this dacha, rode everywhere on our 
bicycles, walked about, and went to a nearby forest in search of wild 
strawberries and raspberries. Then, suddenly, it dawned on me that some 
Riga German woman, middle-aged and rotund, surprisingly insipid and 
repellent, had taken over and was trying to teach us English! At first, I simply 
didn’t notice her; I asked my mother ‘Where is Mademoiselle Emma?” Mama 
answered that Mademoiselle was tired and sick and had left for treatment. 
This mollified me, that she would recover and return in the fall...

Time passed, and it was, I think, the beginning of July when a fear suddenly 
seized me that there was something I didn’t know, that something terrible 
had happened. I ran to Mama’s room and burst in —something that was, of 
course, not done—and started in a loud voice—also unacceptable—asking, 
demanding: where is Mademoiselle Emma, where is she now, and, most 
important, why hadn’t she even once written to us! I was truly in 
unimaginable consternation, and Mama answered calmly that Mademoiselle, 
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alas, had become completely senile, that my sister and I had of late not been 
obeying her, and that she had left us for good, that Mama herself had spoken 
to her about everything, and Mademoiselle Emma was now living “in 
retirement.” This last expression seemed particularly terrifying to me: where 
is that? what is that “retirement?” Mama explained that they had rented her a 
nice apartment (now I think it was in Nizhnii), were paying her a “pension” 
for life, that Mademoiselle Emma would want for nothing.

I spent the entire day in total dismay, and my heart was suffused with a 
sharp, bright feeling of hatred for this new, repellent “governess.” My sister 
and I had never considered Mademoiselle Emma a governess—she was 
simply a part of our life, half our childhood, and we never discussed her, just 
as we never talked about ourselves. Two or three days passed, and I decided 
pure and simple to drive off this new personage with the repulsive name of 
Irma, and then she’d be gone. How to do this? The plan didn’t take form 
immediately, and while I mulled it over in detail, I became very obedient 
and... humble (modeste), and even Irma herself apparently noticed this and 
began to praise me, which was quite unbearable!

One marvelous hot day, my mother and this Irma (Irma Danilovna, it seems) 
were sitting on a bench in the garden, and apparently talking about me. My 
heart flared up, and I ran into the house and seized a small citrus knife from a 
cupboard, hiding it in the pocket of my pinafore (in summer we wore 
pinafores so as not to soil our light-colored dresses). I darted into the garden 
beds where the wonderful “Viktoria” strawberry plant was reddening—some 
of the berries were simply huge. I looked for a long time and finally chose the 
biggest and plumpest berry, plucked it, and hid it under my pinafore, then 
ran back to the dim dining room. There, in the same cupboard, stood a little 
condiment set of salt and pepper cellars. I incised the berry’s top precisely 
with the little knife to make a kind of little cap, then scooped out the pulpy 
insides of the huge berry, trying not to squish or dent it. I packed all that 
empty interior with ground pepper. I put the condiment set back in its usual 
spot, carefully covered the berry with the carved-out cap and its little green 
tail, put the knife in the drawer. I took up the strawberry gently with “gentle 
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fingers,” put on my best face, and walked to the garden, where I approached 
Irma and gave her the strawberry with a small, almost playful reverence. 
"Voila, "Mademoiselle, quelle belle fraise. Je ai cueillie pour vous!” 
[Mademoiselle, here is a beautiful strawberry. I picked it for you!] At this, Irma 
melted into a smile and answered as she was obliged to: “Oh! Merci, mon 
enfant!” [Oh! Thank you, my child!] She took the berry and, having returned to 
my mother, said to her sotto voce, as the conversation (about me) was 
apparently continuing: "Vous voyez, Madame!” [You see, Madame!] and placed 
the entire berry laden with pepper into her mouth...

Unhappy Irma! She practically choked to death, went purple, and sneezing, 
coughing, and pouring tears, she finally spat out that vile berry! I stood like a 
stone—what came later I don't much remember; suddenly I found myself in a 
room on the mezzanine where, obviously, no one stayed and where they had 
put me by myself, the door locked with a key. It had already started getting 
dark, when the key clicked, and my mother entered. I stood up and listened to 
her reproaches and reprimands, this time completely deserved. She chastised 
me for rather a long time and said that I couldn’t come out until I begged 
Irma’s forgiveness, but when she turned to leave (this whole time I was dully 
silent), I suddenly broke into loud sobbing, shouting and gabbling. Then I fell 
down and started banging my head on the floor and shouting all at once: 
“C’est bien egal, je vais la tuer, je vais la tuer! C’est bien egal, je vais la tuer, je 
la deteste!” [I don’t care, I’ll kill her, I’ll kill her! I don’t care, I’ll kill her, I hate her!] I 
shouted these phrases endlessly, beat myself and rolled around on the floor, 
going quite mad and incoherent.

This must have been terrifying, especially since it was so unexpected—after 
all, there had never been such a scene in our whole childhood. I still 
remember that I was picked up and put to bed and dosed with something—it 
must have been valerian—and I fell right asleep, simply collapsing.

In the morning I awoke when the maid Masha came into my room. She 
helped me dress and brushed my hair, then took me for morning coffee on 
the verandah. No one said anything to me. And I? Yesterday’s entire scene 
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had evaporated for me, and I was completely normal and at peace. Then I ran 
off into the garden and played my favorite game with a heavy ball that one 
had to (push with a thick pole. The whole day passed pleasantly.

Only during supper did I notice that there was no Irma. Where was she? 
Likely she was waiting for me to apologize and sulking? But no. When I was 
put to bed, again it was just Masha. I asked here in a whisper: ‘Where is she?” 
Masha answered: “Gone—yesterday evening. Don’t worry. She won’t come 
back.”

Thus it was that my sister and I lived at Khutor [The Farm] (as the dacha at 
Kolomnaya was called) in freedom and nearly feral—a happy, pleasant 
summer to the end.

Petersburg

We spent our first years in Petersburg the Ratkov-Rozhnov house at 32 
Kirochnaya Street. There were two apartments joined together. In the part 
that exited into the courtyard, there was a long corridor, where for a few 
years I continued playing my favorite game with the heavy ball and pole, but 
when no one was watching, I played with my lone remaining doll. Until the 
fifth grade we studied at home; we had a schoolroom with desks and a 
blackboard and followed the Gymnasium curriculum. In addition, we studied 
French, German, and English. Two Sundays a month, at four o’clock, we went 
to Italyanskaya Street, to the house of the minister of justice, where Maria 
Fyodorovna Shcheglovitova held a dance class for her stepdaughter, Nyura 
Shcheglovitova. [Ivan Grigorievich Shcheglovitov (1861-1918, right-wing monarchist 
lawyer and statesman, executed during the Red Terror, Sept. 1918. His daughter Anna 
(Nyura) lived 1895-1970.]

Dance class days were pure happiness for me. We went with Fraulein Jaglitz 
and took off our overcoats and boots downstairs, then went up in light pink 
or blue dresses, light-colored tights, white kid shoes (sometimes even black 
patent leather, but that was, alas, seldom—they seemed especially chic to us), 
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and fine, white cotton gloves (these, though, I simply hated and dispensed 
with them immediately after class). Upstairs along a grand, stylish staircase, 
where we could already hear the pianist warming up, and just as we entered 
the hall—those moments were special every single time. Whatever had 
happened in the week, now it was a holiday: favorite dances, tea at the long 
table, and then endless games, where we were allowed to run, shout, and 
make noise at will on the entire first floor.

It also felt like a holiday when I went to study at the Gymnasium (the Princess 
Obolenskaya Gymnasium at 18 Baskov Alley [1870-1918]); other than 
mathematics, which I simply never understood (only geometry was a bit 
easier—the drawings helped), all the other subjects were interesting, and I 
usually received excellent grades there. We had superb teachers, the best in 
Petersburg, if you please! All my life I have remembered one of them in 
particular, Evgeniya Petrovna Struve (maiden name Fomina). She not only 
taught us Russian and Russian literature "at the highest level,” (an unpleasant 
contemporary expression but an apt one) she also taught us about life, trying 
to warn us that things in the future might not be so nice and pleasant in our 
lives. She also taught us a varied and vivid Russian vocabulary. There was a 
student who, God forbid, started an answer with "That time, when...” and 
couldn’t go any further—Evgeniya Petrovna immediately said, “Sit down.”

We studied two foreign languages at the Gymnasium, German and French, 
and both the teachers—Ivan Ivanovich Fiedler and Monsieur Lerat—taught 
brilliantly. I was always one of the top students in these classes; I remember 
how in the sixth grade we read aloud Schiller’s Mary Stuart, and everyone 
understood it all perfectly.

Most important, there were friends and there were changes—in one big 
change I enjoyed myself in the huge hall, the roar of voices surrounding me, 
walking arm-in-arm, which was now allowed. Everything was wonderful, it 
was all a lightning rod, if you will, away from my too strict family life.

There were other happy moments, and here I should give credit to my 
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mother. When I was eleven and my sister thirteen, we had a subscription to 
Wagner's Ring at the Mariinskii [theater], for Siloti [Aleksandr Siloti, (1863-1945), 
pianist] concerts at the Nobles’ Assembly, and later for Serge Koussevitsky 
[(1874-1951) composer, conductor, bassist]. One of the worst punishments for us 
was “You’re not going to the concert!” We feared this most of all. We always 
sat on the “red divans” in the Nobles’ Assembly, along the wall, aligned with 
the fifth or sixth row. It was a superb place, and I was terribly proud of sitting 
there! After a few years, Siloti happened to find out from our friend the 
pianist Gavriil Ivanovich Romanovskii who we were and exclaimed, “Finally I 
know who those girls in hair ribbons are!”

When my sister and I were in the sixth class, the drawing teacher Ekaterina 
Aleksandrovna Vachter started appearing on Sundays. She was around fifty, 
with traces of her former beauty fading. She was quiet and modest, and we all 
liked her. We started inviting her to breakfast after our lesson, and she 
became part of the family. After a little while, she brought a friend to our 
house, the rather well-known artist Jan Frantsevich Ciaglinski [(1858-1913) 
early Russian Impressionist], He was charming, a keen naturalist, with a loud 
voice, tall, burly, with a clean Polish face and a distinct Polish accent. He 
immediately entranced everyone, since up till now we hadn’t known a single 
Pole, and he was the first real artist-bohemian we had come to know well. 
Soon after, other Poles arrived: the beauty Zaremba with her cap of silver 
hair; the engineer Tadeusz Frantsevich Shimkevich, and all these people 
brought their own special something—they came from a different culture 
and knew how to value things, especially art, and their tastes were completely 
different in everything. Ciaglinski was a pure Impressionist who created 
pleasant, bright studies, especially in Italy, where he often went.

He had a studio in Petersburg and a number of students, and in 1912 he was 
chosen as a member of the Academy of Art and given a marvelous studio in 
the academy. We were soon invited there—the studio was huge, and Jan 
Frantsevich was happy as a little boy. Besides the sketches hanging on the 
walls, there were marvelous Spanish advertisements for bull fighting. As far 
as furniture goes, there were a few kitchen stools, a rough wooden table, and 
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in the middle of the studio a Steinway grand piano. The view from the studio 
window out to a Petersburg evening was magnificent.

Through E.A. Vachter we met her nephew, Aleksandr Rubtsov, a strange and 
wild young man, an Academy of Art student, and he in turn brought in a truly 
astonishing person, the Latvian Matvei—this was apparently his surname or 
a pseudonym, which I never quite figured out. He was almost always silent, 
stood off to the side, sat down at the table on “our” end, most often next to me 
—evidently, I didn’t frighten him at all.

I had an album, as was usual for a young girl, and everyone drew and wrote 
verse in it. Matvei was one of the first in Russia to translate ancient Chinese 
verse and printed it in an exquisite almanac, about which little is known. 
Alas, my album disappeared in the revolutionary turmoil, and all these 
drawings and Matvei’s wonderful poetry went with it. Much later, in 1918, I 
went to a contemporary art exhibit in a gallery not far from Senate Square. 
There I saw a few of Matvei’s paintings and literally threw myself at the 
gallery’s manager, a most glamorous lady, so I could buy them. It turned out 
that these few were the only remaining ones by this talented artist, either in 
Riga museums or in private collections. And where was he himself? He had 
suddenly disappeared, and after Ciaglinski’s death and Rubtsov’s departure 
for Tunis (in 1913, where he lived the rest of his life) there was no way to find 
out. It turned out that he died from typhus at the end of the war. He had 
always hidden from everyone, however fiercely he needed them, and perished 
still quite young. His death has always been a rebuke to me—how could we 
not have known of his troubles, not guessed or helped?

Thus our life went on. We had an interesting social life, the musical evenings 
at our house always good, and thus one of the prominent representatives of 
the legal world (the majority of which came to our house through the 
Shcheglovitovs, whom my mother was constantly visiting and where there 
was also much playing of music), a certain V.N. Korsak, the procurator 
general of the Petersburg Court, a tall, solemn man, presented his nephew at 
our house—a young composer and pianist who had already garnered some 

60



Four Thirds of Our Life

attention in Petersburg, and this nephew was...

Sergei Prokofiev

My sister and I had only just entered the foyer after school, when the bell 
rang, and the servant opened the door to Korsak and Prokofiev. I was terribly 
embarrassed—my school bag was on the floor, I was still wearing my brown 
uniform and black pinafore, and the palm of my left hand had a huge ink 
stain on it. Korsak said something like “Well, get acquainted. This is our 
Seryozha.” I silently curtsied to Prokofiev and offered my hand, trying hard to 
hide the left one.

Then my sister and I changed our dresses and brushed our hair, then went to 
the drawing room. We already knew about Prokofiev, but it was only just 
becoming clear that our guest was one of the greatest composers and 
musicians of our time—specifically "our” in the direct sense of the word—he 
was part of my sister’s and my generation. Did he play for us during this first 
visit? I think so, but it was rather formal—he was a young man, unknown (as 
my mother then thought). Just let him play and he’d show us what he could 
do...

Prokofiev was then nineteen, tall, lean, and narrow-shouldered, his small 
blonde head on a long neck was pleasantly round. At first glance, his face was 
not handsome, especially the lower part. On the other hand, his shining grey 
eyes startled with their steely gaze and a special brilliance.

All our “cavaliers” (I use this now outdated word, but, in fact, in those years 
that one could call the last ones of the ancien regime, it was a quite common 
and accepted word. Every teenage girl had “followers” who “wooed” her and 
were “attracted,” but the girls maintained indifference, and everything was 
absolutely modest and respectable.) They were all in their uniforms—either 
the law school, or the Corps des Pages Military Academy, or the Naval 
Academy, but this musician was in a morning coat and grey-striped trousers, 
a white handkerchief in his left breast pocket, and (oh, horror!) drenched in 
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perfume! In short, an unprecedented appearance in our house. However, 
Korsak brought him, and his mother was a Raevsky, so there was nothing to 
be said.

When they were both leaving, Prokofiev suddenly said quietly to me just as he 
was leaving the foyer, “I could see the smudge on your left hand perfectly!” I 
was quite offended, finding it in no way endearing. Well, he had seen it and 
kept quiet, but that ink spot came between us for rather a long time.

He did start visiting us—at first mostly for musical evenings, and the first 
one was for us and the adults. Even though he was still young, he was spoiled 
by the admiration surrounding him at the Conservatory as well as by his 
teachers, who considered him a musical genius, and the Conservatory girls. 
This was a special category of girl who had nothing in common with us, 
actually, not having had governesses or "private teachers” as we did; they had 
their breakfast in a canteen, living a completely different, self-sufficient, and 
independent life. These girls surrounded Prokofiev, went to all his concerts or 
public exams, loudly and unashamedly and shrieked his name, endlessly 
telephoning him—in a word, they created an atmosphere of excitement 
around him.

He was the only son of a mother who blindly adored him since he was little. 
Having understood that he wasn’t just a Wunderkind (Prokofiev received an 
exceptional acceptance into the Petersburg Conservatory at the age of 
thirteen) but a future great musician—he was certain that everything was for 
him, and if something didn’t work out, then everyone would regret it! Like 
many talented people, he possessed a great capacity for work: if he hadn’t 
completed a work assignment, then he never went out, and he rarely had to 
make up for lost time. He actually almost never had such lapses.

What else can one say about the young Prokofiev of those years? He knew 
how to enjoy himself in his own way, played bridge with young people, 
especially Oleg Subbotin, the son of a prominent engineer, whom he’d met at 
our house, and with whom he lived all the way to the end of the 1914 war. Oleg 
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was a bit older than the rest of us, even than Prokofiev. He was handsome and 
humble but lacking in distinctive character.

For a few years in a row, Prokofiev studied gymnastics at the Falcon Society 
and was very popular there, even composed a charming, jolly march for his 
section to do their exercises to. Gradually, with his rapidly growing fame, a 
large number of rich young men made their way into his circle, for instance, 
Boris Zakharov or Boris Bashkirov—intelligent, educated young sons of the 
eminent Petersburg merchant class. There were also, of course, musicians 
among his friends, such as Myaskovskii, about ten years older than he, whom 
Prokofiev helped quite a lot, especially in the orchestration of his work.

I was around fourteen when Prokofiev first came to our house [c. 1909]. 
Gradually we got used to him, and his reputation as a musician was fully 
established in our house—however, it always seemed that he was doing 
something not quite right, not normal—even suddenly being rude to 
someone. Amongst ourselves we called him “the Martian,” but his 
appearances at our house, more and more frequent, became habitual. 
Another pianist often at our house was Gavriil Ivanovich Romanovskii. My 
mother began taking piano lessons with him. He was a bit older than forty, 
no younger. He was the son of a priest, played pleasantly and eloquently, and 
appeared often at my mother’s musical evenings. His usual repertoire was 
Grieg, Tchaikovsky, Chopin, and sometimes Bach or Liszt. He gave two to 
three concerts a season, usually in the Conservatory’s little hall, supported 
himself with music lessons, was a bohemian and bon vivant. He didn’t mind a 
drink and was seen as one of the recognized pianists in prewar Petersburg. 
Thus, in 1912 or the spring of 1913, Romanovskii agreed, under my mother’s 
influence, to perform two of Prokofiev’s pieces at a concert. This was the first 
time that Prokofiev’s work was played at any concert, let alone by a well- 
known pianist. It was well attended (in the Conservatory’s little hall), and of 
course there were music critics attending. A general air of anticipation 
reigned. Romanovskii played two works: a rigaudon [a French Baroque dance], 
it seems, and perhaps Fleeting. It was a success, and calls of “Author, author!” 
ensued. Prokofiev came out, stood at the front row, and jokingly bowed 
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sideways. During the entr'acte, Mama went backstage to see Romanovskii (to 
whom she gave a heavy gold cigarette case in a marvelous bouquet of 
flowers). Prokofiev also flew backstage and approached Romanovskii, saying 
with loud, especially dragged-out words, “Not bad, not bad, Gavriil Ivanovich. 
I never thought you could play that well!” Romanovskii, who was 
extraordinarily respectful and sensitive, and indeed suffered from an 
inferiority complex—as would a man who had strayed from the “clergy’s 
sons”—literally shook and paled at such a “compliment!” It took Mama a long 
time to resolve this incident, and Prokofiev just smirked in satisfaction. The 
summer of that year, after he played his first concert on the fortepiano, a 
crowd in the Pavlovsk train station whistled and shouted at him, “That’s not 
music—it’s gibberish.” But a different part of the public applauded him with 
abandon and called out to him. He was delighted: “Now that’s fame, better 
than any newspaper articles!”

We graduated from school, and a fabulous dacha was rented for the summer 
in Gurzuf in the middle of a park. [Gurzuf is on the southeast coast of Crimea, on 
the Black Sea. The playwright Anton Chekhov had a dacha there.] There was a 
decent upright piano in the hall there, and in the basement, there were two 
large, cool guest rooms. If they didn’t suffice, the neighboring hotel rented 
out rooms.

It was a hot summer; we swam and took long walks all together into the hills. 
In the evenings we rode in the colorful caravans drawn by swift Tatar horses, 
with smirking young Tatars on the special rear seat— to Suuk-Su on a bet: 
who could get there and back sooner? [Suuk-Su was a resort near Gurzuf 
established in 1903.] In short, summertime was a fairy tale—flowers, cypresses, 
and moonbeams on the sea at night. We had just finished school, suddenly 
become young ladies, and there were lot of interesting people visiting in turn. 
Of course, everyone, literally everyone, was in love. This summer—a kind of 
special, easy, and magical period in our family life—was possible because that 
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life took place the whole time amongst other people, and there wasn’t time 
for “reproaches, rebukes, and snide remarks."

A then well-known performer of Wagner’s operas, Ivan Vasilievich Ershov 
[1867-1943], came to visit us in Gurzuf and brought Ciaglinski with him, his 
friend and passionate admirer. A little later Prokofiev arrived, and soon 
afterward there arrived for a short stay some pleasant lawyers (our 
wintertime dancing partners), and the eternal student Sergei Bazavov 
(whom, perhaps, I should bring up in a series of short notes I would like to 
make about separate people whom I encountered in my long life).

In the evenings, accompanied by my mother, Ershov would sing in a low 
voice their favorite ballads by Brahms or Tchaikovsky; sometimes Prokofiev 
suddenly sat himself at the piano and played something we particularly loved 
then—of course, Wagner—the overture to Tannheuser or Die Meistersinger, or 
Schumann’s Carnival. Every evening, music lovers would sit on the bench in 
the park near our dacha in the hope of hearing the famous performers of the 
time. Around ten o’clock in the evening, when the heat had abated, a cold 
supper was laid out on the huge balcony, with dishes of cherries or 
strawberries at the end and, even more delicious, two enormous bowls of 
homemade iced prostokvasha [a soured milk, similar to kefir].

At the end of the summer, I received my first proposal from a man, who was 
older than I by fifteen years. At the age of sixteen this seemed a horrible 
amount. Before this, my suitor had only sat by my mother on reception days 
and sometimes played during the musical evenings. Only in the spring had he 
started sitting with me, but I paid him little attention. He was Kirill Osipovich 
Zaitsev, the son of a wealthy Petersburg landlord, an intelligent, slender man 
who had graduated from the Polytechnic Institute in Petersburg and 
Heidelberg University, specializing in economics. He wasn’t tall but was 
handsome, with amazing dark blue eyes. His mother was a Jewish beauty, 
who didn’t just love this eldest son but entirely worshipped him.

When Kirill Osipovich proposed to me in the park one evening truly sincerely 
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with a declaration of love, I was in complete ecstasy—a proposal for me! I was 
proud beyond measure. Kirill soon went away, however, saying that 
everything had to be a secret for now, and Prokofiev suddenly turned up, still 
one of my mother’s friends. Suddenly, my fate now abruptly pushed me anew 
toward Prokofiev. He started to secretly and subtly court me. The entire 
summer I was in a haze because I was attractive, and everything around me 
was beautiful—marvelous, fairytale, exotic Crimea, that rare moment of the 
dawn before the beginning—already so very close—of real “grown-up” life, 
with its losses and grievances.

We returned to Petersburg at the beginning of September, and quickly my 
mother called me to her and asked severely, ‘What are these rumors that 
Kirill Osipovich proposed to you in Gurzuf?”

The rumors weren’t rumors; he apparently had spoken with his Maman and 
she had somehow found out everything somewhere, to the degree that as 
soon as her favorite son had gone away, a flirtation had started with him. She 
went to my mother, quite agitated: “She’s still just a girl, and a harebrained 
one at that!” I was terrified; I was in no way capable of handling this, and 
Kirill hadn’t shown up, but a little while afterward he and I met up at the 
Hermitage, sat on a bench in some hall, and we both came to understood that 
all this wasn’t serious, and of course we both cried. At the end of September, 
we went abroad until the beginning of February—the remodelling at our 
house at 22 Kirochnaya Street still wasn’t finished, and French and English 
craftsmen were working there. The short episode with Kirill was in the past 
and, in fact, it left no trace. Even Prokofiev also departed my memory, it 
seems. We began a most boring life in Switzerland, where my mother had 
decided to have my sister treated by the well-known Dr Kocher, a specialist in 
the thyroid. My sister was completely healthy, and Kocher simply earned 
some decent money. In the company of our former governess Fraulein von 
Jaglitz, who was now serving as a dame de compagnie, my sister missed all her 
friends. We also had with us our mother’s little dog, old and spoiled, 
overweight, and secure in its value; we couldn’t stand it. I became ill non
stop, coughed, and was angry and as insolent as I could be.
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Fin a Uy, at the end of February, we returned to Petersburg to the new house 
and managed to catch the end of the madcap and merry social season of the 
winter of 1913-14. Prokofiev again appeared, but it seemed that Gurzuf was 
forgotten. He came around fairly often, and come spring he himself proposed 
giving me music lessons.

Things progressed from these lessons. I was hardly a remarkable student. My 
playing was mediocre. All my music teachers had long ago given up on me, 
but I began to play and make something of myself little by little. The lessons 
were two or three times a month and for the most part pretty strict; it little 
affected me that the man whose name already resounded with fame was 
coming just to give me lessons. Prokofiev jokingly called me his Clara Wieck 
[wife of composer Robert Schumann], and I did have some success. Sometimes 
when he left, he kissed me; sometimes he telephoned me in the evenings, but 
this was acceptable—in Petersburg we loved chatting on the telephone as 
much as we did in Moscow in the Sixties!

For the summer of 1914 we lived on the top floor of a huge stone house in 
Balka Krasnaya, in the country outside of Kislovodsk [a spa town founded in the 
19th century in the northern Caucasus], Prokofiev spent a month and a half with 
us there, sleeping on a couch in the drawing room, where the piano was and 
where he occupied himself in the mornings with orchestrating his 
Symphonetti. Who there at the time knew of the all-consuming love that was 
blossoming? I think our Englishwoman, Miss Isaacs, did. She stayed with us 
that summer and took walks with us a lot, especially far out into the steppe to 
the Blue Rocks and went on our trips into Pyatigorsk [about 37 km northeast of 
Kislovodsk], She knew everything but behaved as a friend and told Mama 
nothing; my sister also noticed and was, it seems, disapproving; she couldn’t 
imagine how this would all turn out. My lessons with Prokofiev stopped 
during the summer, but sometimes he sat me at the piano and made me play 
some piece, especially Mozart sonatas. A few times he sat down too and 
played with me, improvising with the right hand, like a new accompanist—a 
second voice on a Mozart piece. It worked out beautifully, something in a 
completely new style. I think Mozart would have liked it. These 
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i m provisations, of course, remained unwritten.

The war started, and at the end of August we returned to Petersburg, but 
Prokofiev had left earlier. He wasn’t called up right away, as an only son, but 
many of our friends went off to the war almost immediately. Young ladies 
began signing up at nursing societies. My sister finished a two-month course 
at the Georgievskoye Society and started work in a large infirmary for the 
lower classes near the Holy Synod. Why there in particular? I don’t know— 
maybe because it was close to Kirochnaya Street, on Liteinyi Prospekt, and 
because primarily nuns worked there—it was all our mother’s choice. No 
flirtations could happen there—my mother’s primary concern was to keep my 
sister at home as much as possible. She knew that as soon as we flew the nest 
everything would fall apart!

I fell ill that winter, with a slight temperature in the evenings, and I was 
coughing, so on the doctor’s advice I went to live at Tsarskoe Selo [the Tsar’s 
Village, country residence of the royal family, about 26 km south of Petersburg] with 
my older cousin and her husband, but, of course, I often went into the city, 
and Prokofiev often stayed at Tsarskoe Selo in a small wooden house where 
my relatives were renting part of a house from the widow of the artist 
Karazin [(1842-1909) painter of military scenes and Central Asia], In the fall, he 
traveled to Italy, where he was received as a well-known composer “de la 
nouvelle vogue." He met Diaghilev and Stravinsky there and for the first time 
began serious discussions about a new ballet, Alla and Lolli—for performance 
in Paris. [Diaghilev turned down the piece and Prokofiev reworked it into his 
Scythian Suite, which premiered in Petersburg in 1916.]

And what about the “romance?” Our mutual love, with its highs and lows, 
encircled and tormented us; the question of a wedding had already arisen 
before his trip to Italy, but I was terrified that I had to tell my mother 
(something that I had avoided since childhood). I immediately had a 
premonition that if I said anything, it would be doomed. Prokofiev, having 
already written his first famous rigaudon, dedicated it to me, but 
mischievously he wrote: “Dedicated to Fyaka.” I was not happy; that stupid 
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name “Fyaka,” really more of a dog’s name, was bestowed on me at home for 
something I had done, a combination of “byaka” and “fe” [something like “my 
little toughie”]. In the fall of 1914, Prokofiev told me to write lyrics for a ballad, 
and if it suited him, then I was to find him a subject for an opera or a ballet.

I was very happy with this proposition and said it would be not a “ballad” but 
a “portrait,” mine in specific. I still didn’t know exactly what to write, but 
soon I thought of “The Ugly Duckling.” I got hold of several publications of 
the fairy tale and tried as best I could to create lyrics that would express the 
duck’s woeful loneliness. It was ready in two weeks; I rewrote a clean copy 
and gave it to Prokofiev with the words “Here it is. Do with it as you wish!” In 
two or three weeks, the music for The Ugly Duckling was written; Prokofiev 
was delighted with it and said that we would work together. The work was 
performed quite soon by our friend, the singer Zherebtsova-Andreeva at her 
concert, with the annotation in the program “First Performance” (in those 
days the word “premiere” was used only for a first performance in a theater). 
In the manuscript Prokofiev had written the dedication “To Nina 
Meshcherskaya.”

The Zherebtsova concert was a festive day for me. The little hall at the 
Conservatory was full to bursting, and there were all sorts of eminent people 
from the world of music—P.P. Suvchinsky, for instance, publisher of the 
wonderful journal Contemporary Music, and Karatygin, the critic and longtime 
collaborator on Contemporary Music. Also, of course, masses of Conservatory 
young people. Zherebtsova was a marvelous singer who had a great command 
of phrasing and musical culture.

The Ugly Duckling enjoyed immediate, resounding success. Karatygin, who 
found out that I wrote the lyrics specially for Prokofiev based on the Andersen 
fairytale, came to me and said he was delighted by the somewhat unexpected 
prose subject for a ballad.

Soon Diaghilev summoned Prokofiev to Italy for a second time, where his 
European fame awaited. Prokofiev came urgently to Tsarskoe Selo and 
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demanded we get married at once and that we go together to Italy, where 
Diaghilev was waiting for him. But how to get there? After all, there was a war 
on that looked like it would continue for a long time—everything was so 
terrible! With his own particular bluntness and forcefulness, he demanded, 
almost ordered, that right now, tomorrow, quickly, we tell our parents and 
leave for Italy!

I went back to Petersburg, to Kirochnaya Street, and the scandal erupted 
immediately, like a thunderstorm in the summer on Prophet Elijah's Day [20 
July]. Inexorably, I felt that it was all hopeless, and I already knew that 
everything had fallen apart. For years and years, I had it all etched in my 
memory, tried to forget it completely, forever, the unfairness and despair in 
which I lived for so many years. Does a first love always have to be 
accompanied by such a downfall as there was with Prokofiev? And once it’s all 
sorted out, can it be put in the frame of ordinary, accepted social relations?

Both my parents were shocked—how could it be they knew nothing? Of 
course, they considered marriage to an "artist” undesirable. “But he’s already 
famous throughout all Russia!” I said. That point had little influence—today 
he’s noteworthy, and perhaps tomorrow he’ll be out of fashion. On this point, 
at least, my mother was accommodating; my father took such a fiance not at 
all seriously. The main question, though, was leaving for Italy, right away, in 
two or three weeks? On this point, no reasoning could help. What’s more, 
Prokofiev was almost immediately called up, so of course he couldn’t go 
anywhere. Prokofiev protested, “There is no place in the army for a musician 
such as I. I must do only one thing in life: compose music. I will do this in 
Italy or wherever possible.” Finally, it came down to a dramatic meeting 
between Prokofiev and my father.

Bitter conflict at home was unavoidable. These days it would be called a 
“conflit de generations.” I am in no condition now to precisely place the 
events of those terrible days. The result, finally, of the dramatic meeting 
between Prokofiev and my father was that he stopped coming to our house, 
but we still talked by telephone, and it was clear to me that each had met their 
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match—two powerful and independent people, my father and Prokofiev— 
and neither of them would give in!

In one of our telephone conversations, Seryozha said I should leave home and 
stay at his mother's, that he would find a priest who would marry us straight 
away. (I thought this was unlikely. Without my father’s permission, I couldn’t 
marry, let alone without any papers or passport—I had none—and no one in 
Petersburg would perform the ceremony.) After a while, I decided to leave our 
house, and in the evening quite stupidly went into the foyer to sneak out into 
the street. As soon as I got to the door, our doorman, Fyodor, grabbed me 
from behind, picked me up in his arms, and carried me back into the 
apartment, saying something like: ‘Where are you off to so late, young miss, 
without my lady’s permission?” It later turned out that this was clearly my 
destiny. I sat immobile in a chair, gasping, and cried to my sister in a barely 
audible voice, “You were the only one who knew. How could you, how could 
you...” My mother was quite terrified and tried to explain to me that she had 
known since the morning Prokofiev was called up to the army that of course 
he couldn’t travel abroad, that my father was offended and adamant that she 
buy tickets for the next day’s train to Ekaterinoslav, where she would take me 
for a couple of weeks till everything calmed down...

We left for Ekaterinoslav [now Dnipro, Ukraine, about 1700 km south of 
Petersburg] and stayed with some friends of the Malama family. At this point, 
Romania declared war on Russia, and to go through there to Italy had become 
quite impossible. [This is an odd statement. Romania was neutral until 1916, when 
she joined the Allies against Germany and Austria-Hungary. Italy joined the Allies in 
1915-] I was brought back to Petrograd [this is the first instance of her using the 
city’s wartime name, changed in wartime 1914 from the too-Germanic St. Petersburg]. 
I spoke with Prokofiev one more time, by telephone, but it was all over.

I never saw him again, and even while living in Paris (from 1924 to 1948), I 
didn’t go to concerts where I might meet him. I thought it better this way, in 
any case, for me. Only one time did Nina Pavlovna Koshits [Ukrainian soprano, 
1894-1965] propose I meet him at her house. This was in 1926, when I was 
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working in the Russian restaurant-cabaret called the Samarkand, of which 
rny husband and I were part-owners. It had a passable music program and, 
more important, the first-class pianist Vladimir Evgenievich Byutsov [1887
1959], who dazzled many of our clientele with his playing. Among them was 
N.P. Koshits. At one point, she was coming to the Samarkand two or three 
times a week in the evening, dining, and then willingly singing by popular 
request—she sang beautifully, unforgettably, and Byutsov was one of the best 
accompanists I have ever heard. I started visiting Koshits sometimes, but I 
didn’t really like it—although her talent was of course captivating. She was 
interesting, brilliant, and acerbic, but when she started to sing it was pure 
rapture. One time in the spring, sitting in the restaurant, she invited me over 
to her table and suddenly said, "Come to my house one of these days, in the 
evening. Prokofiev will be there. I’ve spoken about you with him. He wants to 
meet with you.” I answered evasively, "What for? He’s married, and I’ve been 
married for the second time for two years now. Either an unnecessary, empty 
conversation will take place or... No, I’m worn out enough by him. I’m done!” 
Nina Pavlovna tried to persuade me (all this was exclusively on her own 
initiative), saying, “Just come anyway. After all, I know the whole story of 
what happened. So what if he’s married? Maybe...” and so forth. I thought she 
sincerely wanted to "rearrange” my life. After a few more invitations, I finally 
agreed conditionally. It was difficult to leave the Samarkand in the evening. 
The entire room was my job: the service, the staff, the program, the clients. 
Every night I made rounds to every table two times, and such personal 
contact with the clients created a special atmosphere in the room—a kind of 
family aura. What’s more, if I definitely decided to go, as had been arranged, 
to Nina Pavlovna’s, then of course I would free myself up and go. After all, I 
was a decisive adult, and if I thought it possible and worthwhile to meet him 
again, then, of course, no one and nothing would keep me from doing so, and 
no doorman would seize me on the way! I took care of everything that 
evening so I could go, conversing all around as usual, but, of course, from the 
very beginning knew very well that I wouldn’t go. And I didn’t.

A few days later, Nina Pavlovna appeared at the Samarkand, and when I 
approached her, she asked right away, 'Why didn’t you come? He waited the 
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whole evening for you, thinking you were coming."

Nina Pavlovna Koshits soon left for Hollywood, where she opened a singing 
studio. Prokofiev went back to the USSR in the 1930s, and when I wound up 
there in 1948, he was already ill, living in a luxurious dacha in Nikolina Gora 
[a village about 50 km west] outside of Moscow, given to him by the Soviet 
government. He died there from a stroke, on the same day Stalin’s death was 
announced [5 March 1953]-

Sometime in 1920, when I fled Petrograd and had gone on foot to Finland 
across the ice on the Bay of Finland and on to emigration for twenty-eight 
years, I gave for safekeeping to one of my former school friends a manuscript 
Prokofiev had given to me—his first opera, Maddalena, written at twelve years 
of age. When he gave it to me in Tsarskoe Selo, he said, “This is the most 
precious thing I have. I wrote it at twelve years old and then made a clean 
copy. Keep it forever. I would never give it to anyone but you,” but I crossed 
the Bay of Finland on foot and couldn’t take anything with me. In despair I 
gave Prokofiev’s manuscript to this girl, an Armenian, the daughter of a 
prominent Petersburg psychiatrist. It felt like her family would never leave 
the country. When I was living in Ulyanovsk in 1952, I managed somehow to 
find her and sent a friend to her with a letter. He was going to Leningrad and 
promised to go see her. He saw her twice. At first, she answered 
noncommittally, but when Prokofiev died, she announced that on the very 
day she found out about his death she had sent the Maddalena manuscript to 
the composer’s widow. Well, there were two widows—the first, Lina 
Ivanovna, whom he divorced and who was then still in the Potma labor camp, 
and the second, Mira Mendelssohn, with whom he lived in Nikolina.

Thus, I never found out anything definitive about Maddalena. It would be 
awkward to write to Mira Mendelssohn. At the Prokofiev Museum, where all 
his manuscripts are collected, they reported to one of my friends after her 
several inquiries that they had the Maddalena manuscript in their catalogue. 
Even that truly regal gift I hadn’t managed to keep.
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The first edition of the musical play The Ugly Duckling was dedicated to the 
singer Zherebtsova-Andreeva, who first performed it. The same happened 
with the rigaudon. The various reactions to these events can be found in the 
book by I. Nestiev, The Life of Sergei Prokofiev, that was published in Moscow in 
1973, but all these assessments are sketchy and not entirely accurate.

Here are a few short excerpts from Nestiev’s book:
“Another Petersburg salon where the young composer appeared 

belonged to the wealthy industrialist and engineer A.P. Meshcherskii, 
director of the prominent industrial conglomerate 'Sormovo-Kolomna.’ His 
spouse, a lady of high intellectual pretension, invited to her artistic 
‘gatherings’ the capital’s most refined society. Here Seryozha Prokofiev 
sometimes played, having befriended the Meshcherskiis’ seventeen-year-old 
daughter, Nina, who was a Gymnasium student. The Petersburg freaks who 
frequented the salon amused him, and in his mocking improvisations he 
depicted with fierce irony now a deeply sighing sentimental gentleman, now 
an old woman praying, twittering like a little bird. It’s possible that from 
these improvisations there was born the piano music for the Sarcasms.

“...The winter of 1914-15 was marked by complicated events in the 
personal life of the twenty-three-year-old composer. His attachment to Nina 
Meshcherskaya gradually grew into a strong feeling, and the young people 
planned in earnest to join their fates. It was proposed that they quickly marry 
and set out together for Italy, where Prokofiev’s employer, S.P. Diaghilev, 
awaited him. However, the girl’s parents firmly opposed their notion, seeing 
a journey to the west—considering the raging war—as an insane 
undertaking. (They generally considered Sergei an ‘unsuitable party.’) Things 
came to the point of an unsuccessful attempt by Nina to escape her parents’ 
house. This was the beginning of their break-up. The selfish young man, 
stung by the failure, decided at once to cut the Gordian knot. At the 
beginning of February, he undertook the risky journey alone, bringing with 
him the rough draft of the piano score for his Scythian Suite. His relationship 
with N.A. Meshcherskaya was ended forever.”
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In this book there are also excerpts from articles written by Anna de Lozina, 
none other than I.G. Shcheglovitov’s daughter, whose second marriage was to 
Lozino-Lozinsky; she was a close friend in Petersburg. Apparently, she also 
bore with difficulty my mother’s domineering manner, as did I with her 
stepmother, Maria Fyodorovna Shcheglovitova. What she said about the 
creation of the Sarcasms seems to me hardly reliable. Really, I’ve never heard 
such an explication. My mother’s “salon” was an extraordinarily motley affair, 
some people quite boring, and many others livelier and more modern. 
Nestiev himself comments that “into her artistic circle she invited the 
capital’s most refined society." As I have already said, her observations about 
Prokofiev’s going abroad in 1915 were incorrect.

[Footnote here reads: See the memoirs of Anna de Lozina, former friend of N.A. 
Meshcherskaya—in the Italian magazine approdo musicale, Roma-Torino, 1961, 
the article "gli anni Verdi di Prokofiev", pp 107-111 (also, I. Nestiev, Zhizn’ 
Sergeya Prokofieva, Moscow, 1973, pp 101 and 108.)]

The person among all our contemporaries who is more suited to know 
everything about the “unsuccessful matchmaking” is Eleonora Damskaya, at 
that time a teacher at the Conservatory and a close friend of Prokofiev. I don’t 
know if she left any memoirs about this time. Nestiev refers to a conversation 
with Eleonora’s sister, V. A. Damskaya. Neither she nor her sister ever visited 
our house.

The Catherine Palace and the Marble Palace

The voices and the footfalls were inaudible...
Or almost so

Georgii Ivanov (1894-1958)

I was assigned to one of the workrooms, as the places then were called, where 
volunteers assembled packages of knitted goods or presents for the field 

75



The Catherine Palace and the Marble Palace

army. These workrooms were run by some high-society organization or a 
nobIewoman, and for the most part it was young ladies from high society or 
families connected to these organizations who worked there. Although my 
parents (indeed our whole family) were quite far from court and hadn’t 
striven to any connections with court circles, there were still some ties to that 
world. After all, the break between the so-called bourgeois and court worlds 
didn’t yet exist. Thus, when the future king of Yugoslavia, Aleksandr 
Karageorgevich was studying at the Aleksandrovskii [Cadet] Corps in 
Petersburg before the war, he would spend his free Sundays with my cousin's 
family, the children of Vissarion Komarov (Komarov and his brothers were 
well-known Slavophiles, and he took part in the wars of Slav liberation). 
[Wars liberating Montenegrins from the Ottoman Turks (1876 and 1878). Part of the 
Pan-Slavic movement, Slavophiles opposed Western European influence in Russia.]

Living in a worldly way was normal, and living at court was another thing 
altogether. Indeed, we were never invited!

In 1916 we spent the whole summer, until September, in Tsarskoye Selo, in a 
very large dacha on the road that led to Pavlovsk. The infirmary where my 
mother was in charge was transferred for the summer somewhere not far 
from Tsarskoye Selo and therefore had business with Velichkovskii and also 
Prince Putyatin, who was, I think, the palace commandant, and his wife. We 
knew them, but not well. More accurately, my sister and I used to see the 
Putyatin sons, Gulya and Alik, everywhere.

As it turned out, Princess Putyatina was in charge of a workroom in the 
Catherine Palace where they made up packages and gifts for our “heroes in 
grey.” [This usually referred to firefighters before the war, but likely she is here 
referring to soldiers.] She proposed to Mama that I come work in the workroom 
every day from four to six in the evening. I wasn’t too keen on this, but 
hanging about all day alone in the garden was worse, so we quickly sewed a 
white robe from some fine batiste, and on 15 June I went to work at the 
workroom.
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To enter, one had to cross the huge square in front of the palace. I arrived 
right on time and Princess Putyatina, waiting in the vestibule, led me to a 
larger area—the door opened directly from this vestibule. There stood two 
long tables, rather far apart from each other, and on them were laid out large 
cardboard boxes of gauze, some scissors and thread. Soon all the young ladies 
who worked there turned up. There were about fifty of us. Princess Putyatina 
showed me to a chair and went off to a different table. We started work 
exactly at four o’clock. We cut up the gauze and rolled it into bandages. This 
business seemed quite mad—picking rags like a grandmother in the Turkish 
War? After all, there did exist hand-held machines for cutting bandages. Get 
two or three, no more, and in two hours a few people could cut and wind 
endless bandages, but making up the packages had to be done by hand, of 
course. The absurdity of this work amazed me—even though it wasn’t exactly 
the era of complicated machines and computers. Nevertheless, I was the 
daughter of a prominent engineer, who spent her childhood in a factory 
amidst the noise of machinery, the same ones that, as has been posited, bring 
happiness to humanity.

The girls chattered loudly, laughing, everyone in tailored white robes. In 
general, it wasn’t boring, but it rankled me that there was almost no Russian 
to be heard—they spoke French, English, and—surprisingly—German! Next 
to me, left and right, the chairs remained empty, also those opposite me. 
Apparently, someone hadn’t shown up or had taken ill.

At precisely four-thirty, two liveried servants began bringing trays of tea. The 
tea was hot and sweet, served in exquisite porcelain cups, accompanied by a 
small dish with two buns from the royal bakery. These buns were 
unforgettable, given their lightness and taste. After about ten minutes the tea 
service was deftly and discreetly taken away, the clock on the wall struck five, 
and at the same minute the door to the vestibule opened crisply and one of 
the liveried giants impressively declaimed with a distinctive voice,

“The duchesses approach!”"" Absolute silence reigned, and through the door 
from the vestibule they entered in single file, the Grand Duchesses Olga,
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Tatyana, Mariya, and Anastasiya. Of course, everyone stood up. The grand 
duchesses began walking around the tables, greeting everyone with a 
handshake, and we made a small curtsy. Then Olga came farther into the 
room and sat at the head of the second table, but Tatyana sat opposite me, 
with Mariya on my left and Anastasiya on my right, and I suddenly seemed to 
be in a “royal triangle.”

"'(Author's footnote: In the palace the grand duchesses were spoken of as 
“duchesses” not “princesses” to distinguish them from other princesses who 
might be there, so no one would confuse them.) [The word for a royal princess 
is knyaginya, whereas a noble princess is knyazhnya, from the same root 
word but signifying different ranks. The term in Russian for a royal princess is 
“grand (or great) princess” and is traditionally translated into English as “grand 
duchess.”Grand Duchess Olga Nikolaevna was born in 1895, Tatyana in 1897, Mariya 
in 1899, and Anastasiya in 1901. Their brother, the Tsarevich Aleksei, was born in 
1904. All five were executed in July 1918.]

The grand duchesses painstakingly took on the work with gauze and 
bandages, while all fifty young ladies fell silent and devoted themselves to the 
work—silence reigned, complete and undisturbed; it was, of course, 
impossible to speak in the presence of the grand duchesses, and to address 
them directly was forbidden by ancient court etiquette. So both tables were 
silent, everyone, including Princess Putyatina and her son Alik—and a whole 
hour passed in this painful quiet. The clock again struck: six o’clock. First the 
Grand Duchess Olga stood up and bowed to those seated at her table with a 
nod of her head. Everyone stood up and made a light curtsy. Olga approached 
our table, and at that moment her sisters rose. Everyone at our table stood up 
at the same time and curtsyed, and the Grand Duchesses Tatyana, Mariya, 
and Anastasiya bowed slightly to us. The door to the vestibule seemed to open 
itself, and they followed their elder sister, not hurrying, disappearing 
somehow unnoticed through the open door. A minute passed, less, and the 
workroom broke into conversation and laughter. We moved the chairs, 
covered the boxes on the table, gathered the scissors, and within five minutes 
the workroom emptied, the work finished.

78



Four Thirds of Our Life

For a whole two months I went every day after lunch to work in the 
workroom, life offering me nothing else during this time. My sister left every 
morning for the city to work in the surgical department of an infirmary for 
the seriously wounded run by the Holy Synod and returned to Tsarskoe Selo 
around seven in the evening. After lunch, my mother went immediately in a 
car to her infirmary, somewhere near Tsarskoe Selo, and I remained at the 
dacha by myself. Our English governess was living with us then, as a retired 
servant, of course. I spent day and night in the despair that hadn’t left me for 
one minute after the destruction of my plans, when the project of marriage 
and travel to Italy fell apart in the winter of 1915.

I went diligently to the workroom, got somewhat used to it, rolled the 
bandages no worse than the others did, befriended someone, and carried on 
some pleasant banter, mostly, though, in Russian—it seemed more 
appropriate during this harsh war. I really enjoyed the tea ceremony: after all, 
they didn’t have to treat us to this tea—we could’ve just gone home and had 
tea there! It was delicious and, what’s more, so exotic to have tea in the 
Catherine Palace! Along with everyone, right at five o’clock, I fell silent, stood 
up, made the now usual curtsy, and sat down comfortably so as to barely stir 
for the entire hour.

Given the power of the most basic manners, it was difficult for me to look at 
my neighbors, Grand Duchesses Mariya and Anastasiya—I couldn’t turn my 
head and stare at them. As soon as I lifted my eyes, my gaze met the Grand 
Duchess Tatyana, and it was difficult to tear it away from her, she was so 
endearing and attractive! The strong principle instilled in us since childhood 
by our English “Miss” was “Child, don’t stare!” I applied this principle poorly, 
although, of course, I didn’t “stare,” but I did cheat a bit and looked about as 
if I was searching for a bandage or scissors. I won’t try to describe her, since 
any portrait is usually inadequate. After all, there are many photographs from 
precisely that period. Best of all, I could see her hands on the table, and they 
were beautiful. On her right arm was a heavy gold bracelet with a large Ural 
sapphire in the center and a similar ring—that winter I gave just such a ring 
and bracelet to my sister. She loved them and wore them all the time. Gold
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6ewelry like that was very much in fashion at the time and was quite ornate. It 
wasn’t done for young ladies to wear precious stones, but semi-precious was 
completely acceptable. In short, if much remained uncommunicated, then at 
least this bracelet and ring were familiar and made some sense, and I so 
wanted to tell the grand duchess that my sister had the same ring and 
bracelet...

In the course of two months this silent ritual of bandage rolling was broken 
only once. On that day, a door opened in the opposite corner, behind the 
other table at the head of which sat Grand Duchess Olga, and Alik Putyatin 
rolled in a large wheelchair, in which sat the lady-in-waiting Orbeliana. All the 
grand duchesses jumped from their chairs. Of course, we also stood up, and 
the grand duchesses approached the lady-in-waiting, one after the other 
curtseying deeply to her and kissing her hand. Olga and Tatyana responded 
briefly to her questions. They spoke in French, and although they had been 
only a short distance from me [before], this was the first time I heard their 
voices. The conversation was conducted very quietly. After two or three 
minutes, Alik returned with the invalid chair and took the lady-in-waiting 
Orbeliana into the Catherine Palace. There were no living quarters there, so 
she had arrived in her invalid chair from somewhere else and Alik had just 
met her at the entrance to the park.

There was one other time: Grand Duchess Anastasiya (she then looked such a 
young girl, her hair down her back and a fringe on her forehead) suddenly 
bumped my leg under the table and, turning to me, very sweetly burst out 
about her clumsiness in French, “Oh! je vous en prie, excusez-moi” [Please 
excuse me!], to which I automatically answered, without adding “Your 
Highness,” —“Oh! mais ce n’est vraiment rien.” [It’s really nothing.]

I knew that sometimes the empress visited the workroom in the Catherine 
Palace, and it was already two months since I started going there every day. 
Even though it felt like I had gotten used to everything there, the unnatural 
silence still didn’t seem any more understandable. Just the opposite—the 
question became all the more compelling: why were they forbidden to talk 
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with us? Even about the most ordinary things? Sometimes I wanted to talk 
albou.t it with some of the other young ladies—what it seemed like to them, 
normal or not? But I never did, and I regret it to this day. Sometimes it 
seemed to me that for them it was understandable, while it wasn’t for me. In 
a word, a grievance of some sort had developed, and as I later found out, it 
wasn’t against me alone.[Presumably she is referring to the isolation created by the 
empress for her immediate family. She disliked and distrusted the nobility and much 
of the court, in part because of the opposition many of them had toward Rasputin.]

On the day that turned out to be the last day of my attendance at the 
Catherine Palace workroom, a friend of mine named Katya (I’ve forgotten her 
surname) reported to me that after a long absence, the empress was to visit 
the workroom the following day. “Well, how does one make a deep curtsy and 
kiss her hand around a chair? It’ll be very awkward.” “Not at all,” said Katya, 
"just back away from the chair a little, and it’ll be fine.” [The empress also rode in 
an invalid chair quite often.]

I went home and along the way made a firm decision. In the evening, as soon 
as my mother returned from her infirmary, I went to her room and 
announced that I wasn’t going to the workroom the next day, since the 
empress would be there, and I would have to kiss her hand. I wasn’t prepared 
to do that. It was so unexpected that Mama was dumbstruck; she tried to 
persuade me, but mainly she had one question—why? why? I was silent, 
frowning, and finally exclaimed, “She’s a German! I don’t want to kiss her 
hand, and I won’t!”

Was I such a patriot or had I acquired revolutionary or socialist thoughts? To 
understand this, one has to go back to the atmosphere of those days, full of 
rumors, whispers, gossip about "Grishka.” [Grigorii Rasputin] and about "the 
German woman” [Empress Aleksandra, born a German princess of Hesse, also a 
granddaughter of Queen Victoria.] It was just six months before the February 
revolution, when, in fact, everything was already ended, beyond recovery— 
but we didn’t know that yet. We only sensed that we were on the edge of a 
precipice...
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Mama sent a note, or telephoned, to Princess Putyatina to say I had 
unexpectedly taken ill. In the middle of August, we went to Kislovodsk, to the 
Ganeshin sanatorium. It was noisy there, lots of people, mostly wealthy 
re%%niig%ees from Poland. V.E. Greaves was living there with Elena Isaakievna, 
and we became acquainted with the millionaire Nikolenko. In the dining 
room, at a neighboring table, sat Stanislavsky, Lilina, and Kachalov [Vasilii 
Ivanovich (1875-1948) renowned actor, married to actor and director Maria Lilina 
(1866-1943)], as well as other well-known figures in the arts. In sum, a carnival 
of day-to-day bustle hummed along—happy, funny, picnicking, trips into the 
hills in troikas.

When we got back to Petersburg (I hate Petrograd; St. Petersburg would’ve 
been so much better then!), I began working right away at a different 
workroom, specifically, in the Marble Palace, where the Grand Duke 
Konstantin Konstantinovich (the poet K.R.) lived with his large family. [(1858
1915) grandson of Tsar Nikolai I. The Marble Palace was built over the years 1768 to 
1785, a gift to Catherine the Great from Count Orlov.]

In charge of this workroom was Natalya Ivanovna Sergeeva, the wife of the 
Russian ambassador to Sweden, then to Serbia. She was the daughter of the 
minister of finance I.A. Vyshnegradskii (in the reign of Aleksandr III) [(1881
1894); father of the current tsar, Nikolai II], and she belonged to the [branch of the] 
Vyshnegradskii family we were close to. Other visitors there were the families 
of Sofia Ivanovna Filipieva and her children, as well as Varvara Ivanovna 
Safonova, the wife of the then well-known conductor and pianist Vasilii Ilich 
Safonov. It would be worthwhile to write about this family in particular.

Everything was different in the Marble Palace, which was on the 
Embankment. There were nineteen of us working in the splendid drawing 
room on the second floor, with Natalya Ivanovna herself supervising us—a 
stern and solid lady—and we worked in earnest. At one table all the 
bandaging materials were prepared, but, of course, the bandages weren’t 
rolled by hand. Everything was done with a special machine. At another table, 
things were packed up, very tasteful and tidy gift-packets. We had to learn 
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this) No tea was served, alas, and it didn’t enter anyone’s head to skip out on 
the dot of five. Whatever work needing doing, we did—wartime!

One day in December, when Natalya Ivanovna was in the workroom, the door 
to the room suddenly burst open, and in ran Princess Elena Petrovna—the 
wife of Prince Ioann Konstantinovich and daughter of the late Serbian king 
Peter I (Karageorgevich), sister of the future Yugoslav king, Aleksandr. She 
was sobbing loudly, wringing her hands, and shrieking. She addressed 
Natalya Ivanovna (who of course knew her well, as she had been the wife of 
the Russian ambassador in Belgrade at the beginning of the war): “Oh! Mon 
Dieu! C’est fini! C’est fini! Il ne les a pas resus, il n’a pas voulu...C’est la fin! 
C’est la fin! nous sommes perdus!” [My God! It’s over, it’s over! He didn’t receive 
them, he didn’t want to... It’s the end, it’s the end! We’re lost!] And she put her head 
on Natalya Ivanovna’s shoulder, without restraint or embarrassment, and 
poured with tears, from time to time uttering in short bursts, “C’est atroce! 
C’est atroce!” [It’s an atrocity! It’s an atrocity!]

All nineteen of us girls stood like stone. Finally, Natalya Ivanovna 
remembered us and signaled to us to go silently to the door, saying in a calm, 
quiet voice, “Girls, finish your work and go. Go until tomorrow.”

At home they listened to my story with astonishment. What was going on? 
And why so publicly and dramatically? In a few days, rumors surfaced that 
the Grand Dukes Mikhail Aleksandrovich, Pavel Aleksandrovich, and, it 
seems, Nikolai Nikolaevich [all senior members of the royal family and the tsar’s 
cousins; Nikolai Nikolaevich had been the supreme commander of the armed forces 
before the tsar supplanted him in 1915] had written a letter to the Sovereign, in 
which they depicted the general dissatisfaction of the people and the dark 
shadow that Rasputin had cast onto the royal family, especially onto the 
empress, and they implored him to send her away from Tsarskoe [Selo] or 
even confine her in a monastery and to immediately send Rasputin home to 
Siberia. The following day they all appeared at the Aleksandrovskii Palace in 
Tsarskoe Selo and asked for an audience with the Sovereign, but they were 
told the Sovereign did not wish to see them. All this was long ago, and the
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details are well known, but on 17 December, Rasputin was murdered. This 
was a time of open condemnation, rumor, gossip, hearsay, endless versions 
of the ugly, bungled murder in another palace—the Yusupov Palace on the 
Moika. [Nina Alekseevna gives the date in Old Style. It was 30 December, New Style.]

In the dark time not long before Rasputin’s murder, perhaps at the end of 
October, a certain lady came to visit my mother. She had visited us just a few 
times, if not family exactly, then an in-law of sorts. She was from my mother’s 
Ekaterinoslav Malama relatives, also from the impoverished ones, but she 
married up, to a courtier, although they lived quite modestly. My mother said 
of them: “Very pleasant, decent people.” However, in court precedence, the 
husband of this relative was in front of many others who considered 
themselves more important than he, and she was always at court.

During the war my mother did not have "at home” days as before—the second 
and fourth Wednesdays of the month. This lady telephoned and said, 'We 
didn’t come just for a Petersburg visit—all Europe was here!”

I remember her perfectly. I had seen her at our house when she was still a girl; 
she had changed little—one of those women who was ageless, habitually wore 
"tailored” outfits in restrained colors and with a dark muff around her hands 
in winter, modest but elegant. She arrived, and the young maid Marfusha, 
who in those years opened the door to visitors, took her directly to my mother 
in the small drawing room and served tea there. The visit was a long one. 
Where was I? Undoubtedly downstairs in my room, although I did see the 
lady arrive and even greeted her.

When the lady left, Mama went to her room, called me to her and said: “Eve 
only just found out, and this of course is a secret, but Mariya Nikolaevna (let’s 
call her that) is horribly disturbed and dismayed.” Here’s what transpired: at 
the end of September 1916, Princes Putyatina stopped heading the workroom 
in the Catherine Palace. Why? I think, and I’m almost sure, that her husband 
was no longer the court commandant and they had moved to Petersburg. 
Then the job of head of the workroom was given to Mariya Nikolaevna—she 
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immediately agreed and accepted the assignment with great joy and 
enthusiasm.

Now she had to spend several hours a day in that huge room rolling bandages 
where the oppressive silence hung over everyone sitting together with the 
grand duchesses. One time, Mariya Nikolaevna suddenly spoke up to Grand 
Duchess Olga. She asked the question on everyone’s mind: “Your Highness, 
truly, I dare not, and it’s not my place, but for God’s sake, tell me why neither 
You nor Your sisters ever speak with us?! After all, we all love you so, and were 
so happy... You know this. Why?” She didn’t hold back and broke into tears. 
The grand duchess was also greatly distressed and answered that she herself, 
and her sisters, wanted very much to chat with everyone, to get to know them 
even a little bit, but...they were not allowed to do so. She added, “Mama has 
forbidden it. She fears greatly that someone will say something to us. After 
all, people talk, there are such terrible rumors and gossip...All of that can 
affect Aleksei...his health...and it’s all lies, lies!”

What else was said? I write only what I remember well, and it’s these words I 
remember. Our poor relative was in despair—she was completely dedicated 
to the royal family and literally worshipped the grand duchesses! My mother 
comforted and calmed her as much as she could, but she herself was shocked 
by this story and several times repeated, 'What a horror this is!” As far as I 
know, the next day the grand duchesses did not come to work at the 
workroom, and ten days later it was closed and stopped operating.

V. E. Greaves, His Wives, and Children

[This chapter was not included in the 1999 edition of the hook; it was discovered by 
Ksenia and Nikita Krivoshein only recently, c. 2016.]

In 1914 Valerian Edwardovich Greaves was probably around forty years old, 
having been very successful in all his endeavors: his legal offices on Nevskii 
across from the Kazan Cathedral was one of the best known in the capital, 
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and as already noted, he conducted all Prince Oldenburgskii’s business affairs 
andhad good connections in the legal world. He stood out sharply in his 
circle as a specific individual—with his appearance, his elegant manners, 
cynical speech, and way of life. Many thought him a man with a shady past, 
where one might find all kinds of “little flowers" [dalliances?]. I’ve already 
mentioned that Greaves was very much taken with my mother from the very 
start. Had she only known how that acquaintance would land a blow on our 
entire family! At the time, though, she found him charming—his outward 
appearance with a gold lorgnette through which he wasn’t shy of looking over 
a dinner party or his arriving guests, his habit of noisily twirling the keys that 
hung on a long chain attached at his waist, and by the fact that he gave a 
precise and well-reasoned answer to absolutely everything without a 
moment’s hesitation. He was never what one would expect from a successful 
lawyer. There were soon opinions and thoughts in the air, the kind the French 
call "contestataire" [dissenting], a challenge to everything, disagreement with 
ordinary standards, even a kind of rebelliousness. But only seemingly so. This 
unprincipled, and even amoral, man was still an excellent artist, and he had 
an extraordinary gift for “turning on the charm.”

As I’ve already said, he was the grandson of a Scottish immigrant. His father 
was an English teacher and dean of a law college. Valerian Edwardovich 
graduated from that college and fell into the orbit of Senator Kobylin, who 
was well known at the beginning of the century. The senator was assigned to 
conduct an audit in Siberia, and Greaves accompanied him on the journey. 
Thus, his career started, and soon he married the senator’s daughter. They 
had two children—a daughter Asya (Aleksandra) and a son, Andrei. How and 
when he split up with his first wife, I don’t know, but by 1914, she was already 
firmly locked away in an insane asylum for some time, quite insane. The 
children, Asya and Andryusha, were strikingly good looking. Incidentally, 
without exception, all of Greaves’ women, wives, and children were truly 
beautiful.

Along the way, after a long time, an Aleksei Valerianovich Rodzianko 
unexpectedly reappeared. He had been a first-year student of Greaves at the 
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law college—the handsome, weak-willed, spoiled son of the Russian envoy to 
Turkey. Sometime in 1900, Aleksei Valerianovich went to Constantinople to 
visit his father. They went together for breakfast at the Hotel Tokat Shan and 
at the next table they saw a lady, so beautiful and fashionable and elegantly 
dressed that everyone in the restaurant was staring at her. Father and son 
Rodzianko exchanged glances, made a plan, and were soon in conversation 
with the marvelous young woman.

She turned out to be Austrian, the daughter of Admiral von Khund, and 
married to a Serb (which was not unusual for that time), Avramovich, who 
worked as a secretary in the Austrian embassy in Constantinople. They had a 
three-year-old daughter, Zora, who was sent off almost immediately after 
birth to the admiral’s family in Opatija [Abbazia]. So, at the moment of 
meeting the father and son Rodzianko, the marvelous unknown lady was 
rather free, although still a married woman. My memory hasn’t retained the 
details of which of these two Don Juans seduced Irina Avramovich and 
persuaded her to throw away everything and run off to Russia. There are 
various versions of this. Very soon, though, Irina Aleksandrovna (as she was 
then known in Petersburg) turned up with Rodzianko’s son first in Warsaw, 
where he worked in the procurator’s office, and then in the countryside where 
the boyars lived [the old rank of Russian aristocracy just below princes], where they 
hunted bears and listened to gypsy songs in the evenings. The lavish promises 
of fairy-tale riches didn’t materialize. Aleksei Rodzianko had no money to 
speak of, and Polish high society didn’t accept Madame Avramovich who had 
run away from her husband. In the middle of this, perhaps out of boredom, 
she bore her daughter, Tanya. According to the laws at the time, she had to be 
given the surname Avramovich, since the aggrieved husband refused to 
divorce Irina Aleksandrovna. What’s more, after his wife’s scandalous flight, 
he was recalled from the embassy in Constantinople and swore he would find 
and kill his unfaithful wife.

Time passed, and when Tanya turned three, Irina Aleksandrovna went off to 
Petersburg, taking her daughter with her. The goal of the journey was a 
meeting in Greaves’ office in the hope that the elder Rodzianko’s old friend 
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could get the divorce and she could finally legally become Madame 
Rodzi%anko. She went to see Greaves, leading Tanya by the hand. Their 
appearance made an even bigger impression on him than Irina 
Aleksandrovna implied. If Greaves himself endlessly “played around,” he had 
now unexpectedly run up against a worthy opponent. Irina Aleksandrovich 
played out her usual role of the innocent, naive, elegant woman who really 
just dreamt of a quiet family life among flowers and surrounded by children. 
Greaves especially liked it when she prattled in Russian, mangling her verbs, 
playfully correcting herself, now enhancing, now minimizing her foreign 
accent. She skillfully used this later in Petersburg to lure men. Greaves fell in 
love with the mother immediately but maybe even more with her little 
daughter Tanya, who was so good and sweet and charming that it was 
impossible to look at this elegant foreign doll with indifference.

Approximately half a year after their meeting in Greaves' office, he officially 
married Irina Aleksandrovna. She again became a respectable lady—with a 
legal husband, a marvelous apartment on Sergievskaya Street, children, dogs, 
servants, and travel. Part of her dream had come true—she was now living in 
the capital. True, the court was still far away, but everything was turning out 
well. How V.E. Greaves managed around his first wife, Kobylina, who was 
locked away in the insane asylum, I don’t know. As far as I recall, in those 
years (right up to the revolution) it was unthinkable to divorce an abnormal, 
ill husband or wife. In 1907 Irina Aleksandrovna bore a son, Pavel (Boba).

The huge apartment on Sergievskaya was filled with the ruckus of four 
children, all from different parents: Asya and Andryusha, Greaves’ children 
with the madwoman Kobylina; Tanya, Irina Aleksandrovna’s daughter with 
her illegal husband Rodzianko; and Pavel Greaves. Irina Aleksandrovna, 
despite her frivolousness, turned out to be unusually maternal and got it into 
her head that her daughter Zora Avramovich should be at her side. At the 
time, the girl was ten years old and had lived a long time with her 
grandmother and grandfather von Khund, but they had given her up to a 
Catholic monastery in Dalmatia that raised the daughters of Dalmatian 
nobles.
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So Arina Aleksandrovna and Greaves arranged the kidnapping of the girl from 
the monastery. Greaves went to Dalmatia, hired two dashing young men who 
managed to get a message to Zora in the monastery that they had come for 
her from her mother. At night, people in masks and capes crawled through 
the monastery’s stone wall, kidnapped Zora, and took her to Greaves, who 
took her that very night on the first train to Petersburg, to Sergievskaya 
Street!

At the time, Dalmatia was an Austrian province. What happened at the 
Russian border? After all, would the Austrians have let a girl go without 
documents? How did Greaves accomplish it? No one knows. Apparently, 
everything went smoothly, and Zora saw her mother again after many years 
apart. This story soon became known throughout Petersburg, and Irina 
Aleksandrovna and Valerian Edwardovich never hid anything about it. The 
circumstances of Zora’s kidnapping even made it into the pages of 
fashionable magazines. High society, which had long ago forgiven the unfit 
mother, had kindled a still greater love in her such that she stopped at 
nothing for the sake of her child! At parties and balls, Greaves sat in a circle 
of the highest nobles, his enigmatic eyes glimmering through his lorgnette, 
and added newer and newer details to his stories of the kidnapping, so that 
after a month it had become a veritable play in three acts with victims and a 
shooting.

Zora’s poor father, Avramovich! He had a terribly unlucky life: his marriage to 
the heiress of the illustrious von Khunds had only brought him betrayal, 
shame, and grief. The Greaves family thus increased by one more person—a 
fifth child.

The time came to consider the problem of Tanya, Rodzianko’s daughter, since 
certain questions could arise in connection with her entrance into the 
Gymnasium: after all, she bore the surname of Avramovich, not that of her 
biological father, Rodzianko. Precisely when, I cannot say, but Greaves 
evidently submitted through Prince Peter Oldenburgskii (who was 
extraordinarily fond of him) a petition to the Sovereign Himself!

89



V.E. Greaves

What he concocted in it, I don’t know, but it would be interesting to read! I 
think, however, that the episode with Rodzianko and the circumstances of his 
meeting Irina Aleksandrovna were not mentioned, and in due time the 
answer arrived, sufficiently precise and wise: “In answer to your petition 
submitted to His Imperial Majesty, the Sovereign Emperor, the Sovereign 
Himself has personally conveyed that this be inscribed ‘Henceforth, said 
Tatyana will be named Greaves.’” And that’s how “said Tatyana” became 
Greaves’ legal daughter. What’s more, nothing changed for Tanya herself. She 
was certain throughout her childhood that she was Greaves’ actual daughter, 
since she had grown up on Sergievskaya Street with her beautiful mother.

It seemed that the Greaves family was finally completely settled, but when 
little Pavel turned two years old, Irina Aleksandrovna suddenly disappeared. 
It turned out that she had moved to Tsarskoe Selo with a certain Colonel 
Myasoyedov and they settled there "maritalement" [as a married couple].

Valerian Edwardovich was stunned! This cold and cynical man was absolutely 
sure of himself and had never entertained the thought that Irina 
Aleksandrovna, for whom he had done so much, could leave him—and for 
whom!—leaving him with five children!

Zora remained as the eldest of the “women” in the Greaves family, but she 
was too young to manage a family of young children. Then a Riga German 
girl, Villi, appeared at Sergievskaya and took up the reins, but Zora, Asya, and 
Tanya weren’t easy to handle, and the family situation was often rocky: 
scenes, tears, excuses. Again, the situation with the Greaves seized the 
attention of Petersburg, and again Irina Aleksandrovna was brought down, 
apparently for good.

I don’t know how long Villi was in charge on Sergievskaya, but it was clear 
that things had to change. Thus, Valerian Edwardovich went to dine at a dear 
friend’s, Dr Kube, who, incidentally, was the Greaves family doctor and 
treated the entire family, including little Pavel. At the table, to Valerian 
Edwardovich’s left, sat a young girl, a little chubby, light-haired, with grey 
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eyes and an astonishing coloring in her face—white with rosy cheeks. She 
was silent the whole evening, as though she was embarrassed—the aura of 
provinciality hadn’t yet left her.

“Why such sadness in such a young person?” Greaves turned to her. She 
answered: “I’m unlucky. Nothing goes my way. I came to Petersburg last year 
from Kovno, from my older sister’s house, where I lived and graduated from 
the Gymnasium. I was accepted into Khodotov’s studio here [Nikolai 
Nikolaevich Khodotov (1878-1932), Russian and Soviet actor]; I so much want to 
act, but my father died recently in Omsk, and there was no money, so I had to 
quit the studio, leave my dreams of the theater, and go to work, which is both 
boring and annoying, and that’s not enough for life... My only dream! I want 
to be an actress.” She had trouble holding back her tears. Greaves listened to 
her, removed his gold lorgnette, and calmly took a long look at the young lady. 
Then there was more light table talk.

Over a few weeks, Greaves systematically, but not without infatuation, wooed 
the young lady from Kovno, who turned out to be from Omsk. He brought her 
candy, took her to hear the gypsies at the Black River, and bought her 
expensive Parisian shawls and scarves at the fashionable shops. The grey
eyed young lady, Elena Isaakievna Dostovalova, understood rather quickly 
that she had to put aside her dream of the stage, come to peace with it, and 
consider something else. After a few weeks, Greaves proposed to her, about 
which he consulted Dr Kube, who was friendly with her family in Omsk. Then 
the father of five brought his bride to Sergievskaya, introduced her to all the 
children, and led her around all the rooms in the huge apartment. She wasn’t 
afraid, although the eldest girl, Zora, was younger by only a few years and 
looked at her stepmother distrustfully. Very soon the young wife took 
command of the Sergievskaya household and started ordering her trousseau 
from the most expensive designers. She often held dinners with excellent 
hors d’oeuvres, flamboyant drinks, and music. The house was filled with 
officer friends, of whom there were quite a lot in Petersburg during the war, 
and friends of Zora, Tanya, and Asya, as well as various ladies and gentlemen 
from the Ministry of Justice. Greaves was familiar with this world through
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KG. Shcheglovitov. In September-October 1914, my mother began running a 
large infirmary for seriously wounded lower ranks, and that was when 
Greaves began coming to our house as a representative of Prince 
Okienburgskii and his government office. [(1844-1932) a medical doctor. He was 
in charge of the medical service of the military and navy.) My sister and I rarely 
went to the house on Sergievskaya. More often, Greaves came to our house, 
sometimes accompanied by Tanya, who soon married an attache from the 
Bulgarian embassy and left for Bulgaria. We became good friends with the 
older son, Andrei Greaves, on the tennis court. He played a decent game and 
was a nice young man.

When everything collapsed in February 1917, many families were split up, 
including ours. Undetected sentiments, hidden intentions, enormous secrets, 
and passions—everything burst out into the open. My father, as I’ve already 
mentioned, disappeared from the house for an entire day and returned late. 
None of us understood anything, although I think my mother already well 
knew. Within a week, he had moved to Moscow, and Elena Isaakievna left 
with him. Greaves consoled himself with a very prominent, beautiful, and 
outspoken lady, Aleksandra Chaplina, who lived in the same building. It turns 
out they all knew one another.

At the very end of 1917, the departures from Russia began, including that of 
the Japanese ambassador, Baron Motono. In his entourage were Greaves and 
Chaplina and his son Andrei. Their route to Japan from Petersburg took them 
through Moscow, so Greaves and Andrei went to see my father in his 
mansion on Glazovskii to say goodbye. My father was happy in his new life. 
He surrounded himself with dogs, family retainers, and an elderly maid who 
also moved from the house on Sergievskaya, in addition to Asya and Pavel, 
who had been taken from Greaves.

Elena Isaakievna presided over a good breakfast at a large round table in the 
wood-paneled dining room and Pyotr and Dunya served. While a change in 
life for lords and ladies could be disrupting, it was hard to surprise the 
servants with anything. Dunya was a maid in Greaves’ house even before his 
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first wife, the madwoman Kobylina.

Somehow, Greaves and Andrei ended up in Siam from Japan. They lived there 
from 1919 to 1920, and Andryusha worked on a rubber plantation. I have no 
knowledge of what Greaves did. One time there was a strike at the plantation, 
which the police put down ferociously. It ended in a real battle, a shootout, 
and people wounded and killed. Andryusha was seriously wounded and 
recovered with some difficulty. This event made such a powerful impression 
on him that, apparently, it manifested in the appearance of the first signs of 
psychological illness. How could one know whether maternal inheritance 
played a role in it?

Aleksandra Chaplina left Japan for America right away, settling in New York, 
and Greaves, as soon as Andrei was better, went with him there to join her. 
He quickly set himself up in a prominent legal office, and they found a 
position for Andrei as a clerk in an insurance company. In 1925, Greaves and 
Aleksandra Chaplina were married in an Orthodox church in New York, and 
her daughter from her first marriage carried the veil!

Poor Andrei went mad when he was around twenty-six. He had decided to 
take an exam to improve his qualifications, although the psychiatrist 
categorically forbade him to continue his studies. He passed brilliantly on his 
final try, but on the very same day toward evening he suddenly lost his mind. 
A few years later, he killed himself in a institution for the mentally ill.

His sister Asya, who went abroad with my father and Elena Isaakievna, lived 
first in Paris, then in England. Her life was not easy, for she, like her brother, 
suffered from melancholy and wasn’t very smart, but in 1926 she was sent off 
to Argentina, where a wealthy cattleman and landowner fell in love with her, 
and she married him. Despite the luxury and gigantic estate, she still couldn’t 
find her place. She was bored and cried, and when she was thirty, she too lost 
her mind. The family doctor, Kube, had always warned Greaves that Asya and 
Andrei would not likely survive their thirties.
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There is still more to relate about Tanya (“said Tatyana Greaves”). She left her 
respectable Bulgarian husband and receptions with Tsar Boris in Sofia. She 
was bored living in a city where a woman couldn’t appear on the street and 
generally had to sit at home. It was understandable: social life in the Balkan 
capitals in the Twenties and Thirties of our century just didn’t exist. The 
influx of Russian emigres gradually changed this Turkish way of life, but in 
this period, it was boring and oppressive. After a stint in Yugoslavia and 
Hungary, Tanya, who also considered herself a poet, turned up alone in 
Berlin in 1920 and married a certain Volk, a decent, fat, and very ugly Jew. She 
even converted to Judaism, but this stage didn’t last long, and she took a 
rather classic route around Europe, soon finishing up in Paris. She settled 
separately from my father and Elena Isaakievna, but she and I were very 
friendly, and we often met up.

In 1921 there was a serious episode in our complicated family. This tragic 
event remained for our whole life a heavy memory of a grotesque death that 
could have been avoided...

Twenty-three-year-old Orest Chumakov arrived in Paris from 
Constantinople, the son of very rich parents and a friend of the younger 
Greaves generation. Furthermore, he was an acquaintance of Igor 
Aleksandrovich Krivoshein (my future husband) from the Tavricheskii Club. 
Orest came to Paris to apply to study somewhere and of course immediately 
came to see us. He fell completely in love with Tanya. She had only just left 
Volk and was what the French call "disponible" [available]. Writing about what 
happened further needs either hours of detail or a full schematic to describe 
it.

Orest proposed to Tanya and spoke with my father, to which my father 
answered that without agreement from Orest's parents, any discussion of the 
marriage couldn’t take place. He should first write to his parents in 
Constantinople and then...Two days later, Elena Isaakievna took Tanya off to 
Berlin—for an indeterminate time. A few days later, the Kronstadt uprising 
began, and my father was immediately summoned to Helsingfors. I alone 
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was left to manage the Paris apartment, along with Asya, and from morning 
till night Orest sat there with Igor Aleksandrovich, my father’s valet de 
chambre, his wife, and the cook. Due to our youth, we were happy and 
lighthearted, but the rebellion at Kronstadt occupied our thoughts. It was a 
moment when we might anticipate that Russia, having recognized the 
Kronstadt sailors’ astonishing manifesto, would rise up and sweep away the 
“Sovdepiya” [derogatory acronym for the People’s Deputies of the Soviet Union],

Tanya disappeared in Berlin. Elena Isaakievna, as always, communicated 
with us in a stream of long telegrams of fifty or a hundred words, from which 
we found out she had gone to my father in Helsingfors and would be there 
until the end [of the rebellion], Orest’s parents responded from Constantinople 
that until he finished his studies (which he hadn’t even begun), there would 
be no discussion of marriage with a woman who had already left two 
husbands in a row. Orest became gloomy and silent, sighed, and waited for 
news from Tanya, who still hadn’t turned up.

A marvelous early spring started up along with the Catholic Holy Week, but 
Orthodox Easter was a week later. On Catholic Good Friday I noticed Orest 
sitting in an armchair and distractedly reading some Russian newspaper. 
Breakfast had already been served and everyone was hurrying about their 
affairs. I told him I wanted to speak with him about Tanya in the afternoon. 
He answered me dully that he was staying here, at our place, not going 
anywhere.

I went out and bought a newspaper, from which it became clear that 
everything had collapsed at Kronstadt, and I thought about my father. I 
stopped by the wonderful Notre Dame des Victoires church, where my 
stepmother Elena Isaakievna—a Catholic—always attended. I went in. There 
were a lot of people. I sat on a chair and gathered my thoughts: how to 
approach Orest about his disappointment in love and how to console him. 
Suddenly I felt as if there was a blow to my spine, and a voice screamed loud 
in my ear, “Hurry home! Orest has shot himself!”
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"5 ran out into the square, lit by the bright sun, got into the first taxi, and said 
to thedriver just "Vite, monsieur, vite!” [Hurry, monsieur, hurry!] I flew into the 
apartment, and Asya ran to me in a white silk dressing gown, her hair 
disheveled... She said that she had lain down for a rest after lunch and fallen 
deep asleep, and then... “What? What?” I said. Asya answered, “Orest shot 
himself, just now. In the bathroom. He locked himself in, and the maid 
couldn’t open it. We knocked the door in and found everything bloodied, a 
packet of letters on the floor.” Asya was trembling all over and ranting, her 
nerves shot, the event having given her a terrible shock.

“This means that what I heard in the church was true! I knew he was odd that 
morning, but I delayed talking with him about it.” Everything was spinning, 
swimming around me, but I pulled myself together and went into the 
corridor. Orest lay on the bed in my room, so pale, blood everywhere, the 
carpet still wet with it. Through her sobs, Asya said, “The doctor’s coming. He 
had an appointment, but he’ll be here momentarily.”

The doorbell rang, and the doctor entered, a heavy-set young man with a 
reserved appearance. There was no conversation as he began bandaging. The 
bullet had entered below the heart and exited through the right shoulder, and 
apparently the lungs and stomach were hurt. The doctor gave Asya a sedative 
of some sort and turned to me threateningly. “How did this happen? Who 
shot him?” I answered, “He did it himself, but I wasn’t home, only Asya and 
the maid. Here’s a packet of letters, one saying goodbye and one to me that 
says, ‘Forgive me, forgive me!’ They’re in Russian, but trust me. We can send 
for an official translator...”

I tried to speak coherently, but it didn’t come out well. The doctor responded, 
‘Well, one can write a letter to whomever and do it in advance. And isn’t this 
monsieur Metchersky’s apartment? Where is he?”

“He’s my father. He’s in Finland.”
“And the beautiful young lady in the dressing gown?”
“Mademoiselle Greaves.”
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“And the surname of this injured young man?”
“Orest Chumakov. He's our guest.”

An oppressive silence. Then the doctor spoke. “Is this a hotel you have here?” 
“Mais non, mais non.” [Not at all.] I explained to him that we had many 
friends in Russian families who were having difficulty managing at the 
moment and that we often had cousins and step-siblings staying with us who 
came from Serbia or Constantinople or were going to Berlin or America...

The doctor's face hardened as I told my story. “I ask that no one leave the 
apartment. I’m calling the police and requesting a superintendent.” Orest lay 
immobile, but I suddenly saw his face brighten. “Ask him what happened,” 
said the doctor. I leaned down to him and very slowly and precisely said in 
Russian, “Orest, I implore you. If you can hear me, tell the doctor what 
happened. He suspects us, your friends, of having shot you!” I saw that he 
heard me, and after a long pause, very quietly, looking at the doctor, he 
answered, “I, I myself, an idiot, with this hand,” and he slowly lifted his right 
hand, “I killed myself.”

Just as I composed myself to translate Orest's words for the doctor, he 
stopped me. “Don’t translate. I speak Russian perfectly after two years in 
Russia during the war. It’s all clear.” His tone changed immediately. He called 
the police again and related Orest’s words, rang the hospital, some surgeons, 
and an ambulance.

But—it was Good Friday! Everyone was either in a monastery or in church or 
had already gone on Easter vacation. A complicated emergency surgery was 
necessary, with almost all the damage internal, and a large loss of blood. The 
blood flow seemed to have stopped after the bandaging. The doctor stayed on 
the telephone, wanting to find a good surgeon. But what about the expense? 
There was no social medical insurance at all in those days. Of course, the 
seriously injured could go to the municipal hospital, and they would operate 
there for free. But how would that turn out? I knew he was the adored only 
son of very wealthy parents—what would they say if an operation in a 

97



V.E. Greaves

municipal clinic turned out badly? We had to decide quickly, so I said, “Don't 
worry about the expense. If he is saved, his parents will come and pay. They 
want for nothing.”

Finally, everything was settled. The ambulance came, and men in white coats 
lifted Orest off my bed and took his insensate body off on a stretcher. The 
operation started late in the evening, around eight o’clock and took a very 
long time. I sat in the corridor, and Asya stayed at home. Finally, they rolled 
Orest into the [recovery] ward; the surgeon, tall and rough, like surgeons 
everywhere, whispered to me that there was little hope.

We could only wait. I hired a nurse to stay for twenty-four hours. Orest lay 
there ashen, immobile. Right around midnight he opened his eyes, looked 
around wildly and rolled his head around, not recognizing me, and suddenly 
began raving. At first, he whispered, then it grew louder and then he was 
shouting. He pleaded and demanded in French. (Perhaps Russian had 
completely disappeared from his unhappy head!) “Save me, save me! They’ve 
surrounded and seized me, my murderers, the Reds. They want to shoot me!” 
And more like this, coming to the surface—escape, prisoner of the Red Army, 
six months in an armored train and three with typhus, then evacuation—he 
thought he was surrounded by the Reds, didn’t recognize me and basically 
wasn’t there in the ward but somewhere else far away, in the front lines. The 
nurse listened in horror and wiped the sweat from his brow.

Around two in the morning I went home in a taxi and stopped off at the hotel 
where the Krivosheins were living temporarily. I asked that monsieur Igor be 
woken up because there had been an accident. Finally, Igor Aleksandrovich 
appeared. I briefly explained and said, “Please get dressed and take my place 
at the hospital. I am worn out...” He went upstairs and quickly told his father 
everything, then got dressed. I finally made it home.

I was terribly thirsty and drank several cups of tea and lay down. The maid 
had changed the bedsheets. However, it was unthinkable to fall asleep and by 
nine in the morning I went back to the hospital. That morning I met up with 
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our old friend Michel Hamilton, a former naval officer, older than we by 
about fifteen years. I asked him to contact various newspaper editors in the 
hope of preventing rumors and falsehoods from being published.

Igor Aleksandrovich met me at the hospital and said, “Orest is still delirious! 
It’s just impossible to restrain him. The nurse and doctors will think it was we 
who shot him!"

Orest’s temperature rose to 40 [104^. He thrashed about so much as to tear 
his stitches and bandages; they had to tie his arms and legs to the bed rails. I 
conferred quietly in the corridor with the surgeon. He said that it was the 
end, that Orest would not make it to the night. “Do you think we can arrange 
for communion? He’s from a very observant family,” I asked. “Yes,” the doctor 
answered. “Be quick.”

Igor Aleksandrovich went to the rue Daru, to the Aleksandr Nevskii Cathedral 
and Father Nikolai Sakharov, whom we all knew. How did he feel about 
suicide? But he understood everything perfectly and soon arrived at the 
hospital bearing gifts. He asked, “Is he conscious? Have you prepared him?” I 
went to Orest and stammered, "Tomorrow is Easter, the Catholic one, but 
that isn’t important. Ours is in a week, and you would confess and take 
communion just the same, but, truly, in a week it will still be hard for you to 
get to church, and Father Sakharov is already here!”

“Aha!” Orest suddenly exclaimed in Russian. “It’s time, the end is soon!” And 
in tears he laughed wickedly. I left him with Father Nikolai and went out into 
the corridor. After a few minutes, Father Nikolai summoned me. Orest lay 
calm, smiling, his face peaceful. I went up and kissed him, congratulating 
him on his communion. Suddenly he seized my hand and quickly said, 
“Forgive me, forgive me, God, for what have done! Save me, save me! I so, so 
want to live!” He kissed my hands and cried like a child. I tried to calm him. 
“You’ll see. Everything will be fine. The doctor says so. In three days, you’ll be 
on the way to recovery.”
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“Don’t go, Nina! Igor, come closer.” He rolled from side to side, as if looking 
for someone else. He didn’t let go of my hands, pressing and kissing them 
and all the time repeating, “Forgive me, forgive me...”

Igor Aleksandrovich and I stayed the entire night. Orest weakened a bit but 
tried the whole time to talk with us, remembering Petersburg, his parents... 
and Tanya? He remembered nothing of Tanya. Toward morning he could no 
longer speak and was completely worn out. He lay his head on Igor 
Aleksandrovich’s knee and fell asleep. In a short while he slipped into eternal 
sleep.

The funeral was on Monday in the church on rue Daru. From somewhere 
Hamilton managed to find a saber and a Russian flag to place on top of the 
grave. A marvelous full choir of Athos monks sang. (I have heard better only 
in the Artillery Ministry Church on Kirochnaya Street in Petersburg—in 
another time...) There were few people, just some friends, but we all felt that a 
little piece of us had died as well.

My father and Elena Isaakievna returned from Finland, gloomy and 
exasperated. There was no answer from Orest’s parents to all my letters and 
telegrams. After a week, the bills started coming in: the doctor, the clinic, the 
operation, blood transfusions, furniture, curtains, blankets, the grave in the 
cemetery—totaling fifteen thousand francs. An enormous sum, and my 
father frowned, “This is madness. How could you do this, without any 
guarantee that Orest’s parents would send payment?” “But, Papa,” I objected. 
"What were we to do? Take him to a workers’ hospital to go under some 
unknown knife, our friend from the splendid Meshcherskii apartment on the 
Champs-Elysees? The doctor called around and found the best surgeon in a 
private clinic. And it was on Easter Eve.” I wrote again in despair to 
Constantinople with no answer. It was as though he had never existed!

At the end of May, I went to visit my sister in Belgrade, where I stayed the 
whole summer.
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Now I’d like to finish the story of Tanya Greaves. She returned to Paris and 
continued to live for a while in my father’s apartment, now quarreling with 
Elena Isaakievna, now reconciling, worked in some office and had some 
success with various beaux. Drinking her eternal red wine and clacking her 
tongue, she laughingly and with gusto told the stories of her two quite 
different husbands, her life at the Bulgarian court and writers’ world of 
Berlin. When Igor Aleksandrovich and I married in 1924 and settled into 
living in Paris, I didn’t invite her to our place and saw her only very rarely. 
Sometime around 1932 she appeared unexpectedly at my father’s and 
announced that she was regularly seeing a certain engineer, Aleksandr 
Aleksandrovich Fyodorov. Our relationship gradually reestablished itself, and 
when my father died in 1938, Fyodorov was very considerate toward us, and 
we became quite close. It turned out he was intelligent, not badly educated, 
and sensitive. We nicknamed him Shushu.

The war started. Just before that Elena Isaakievna went to her parents in 
Greece, and life in those difficult years of the occupation of Paris 
inadvertently drew Tanya and me closer together. In 1944, when the Gestapo 
arrested Igor Aleksandrovich, tortured him, and sent him to a camp, I stayed 
at Tanya and Shushu’s apartment for a short while until the liberation of 
Paris, in a huge building occupied about seventy percent by emigre Russians.

In 1947, when Igor Aleksandrovich and I got our Soviet passports, Tanya and 
Fyodorov did the same, but Tanya started actively working and making 
speeches in the “Union of Soviet Patriots” within our fifteen-meter “Russian” 
block. At this point, Elena Isaakievna returned to Paris from Alexandria and 
fully encouraged this activity. Why did she do so? No real reason. She simply 
was incapable of living without making friends and joining a group—what 
we’ve started to call by the fashionable word "happening."

When we left for the USSR, Tanya went alone with us, leaving behind in Paris 
her apartment, her beloved fox terrier, Topsy, and her husband (we must 
consider Fyodorov her husband). Shortly before we left, I asked him to see me 
and had a terribly hard conversation with him: why did you get a passport, go 
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to all the various meetings but persuade Tanya to leave alone? Why aren’t you 
going? Or have you started up with another woman? If so, you could just 
break up with her. It’s simpler and wouldn’t confuse her sol He mumbled 
someth%%ng, and we parted almost enemies.

Upon arriving in Odessa, Tanya received her housing assignment for Saratov 
from the Resettlement Dept. When we settled in Ulyanovsk, she and I started 
up a correspondence. She was teaching German in a girls’ school, renting a 
little room, living truly simply. She had always adjusted surprisingly easily to 
new circumstances and events, and there were almost no admirers in 
Saratov.

She wrote to me at one point that she had sought out a Greaves nephew, 
Dima Tugenkhold, in Leningrad, the son of Greaves’ sister, and that he had 
invited her to see him for the summer. She went to Leningrad, first sending 
me a postcard from there about how wonderful it was to see her native city 
again, saying she had gone to Sergievskaya Street and looked at the window 
that ends the long patriotic poem Kirill, that Tugenkhold somehow survived 
the Leningrad blockade and had worked for years in...the police. Not out on 
the street, it’s true, in the main office. Then, sometime at the beginning of 
August, a long letter arrived from her, full of delight: she had met some 
engineer, not very handsome, but rich and very sweet, who started pursuing 
her right away, taking her to dine at the Astoria and spending all last Sunday 
at Peterhof, walking and sitting in the restaurant drinking champagne—oh, 
wasn’t life always beautiful! She had to return to Saratov in ten days, alas, but 
he had promised to come...

That was Tanya’s last letter. Only much later, in the winter of 1950, did we 
learn that as soon as Tanya sat in the train to Saratov, she was arrested at the 
first station. Years went by and we knew nothing of her.

I received the first letter from her in 1955 from a Kazakhstan labor camp. We 
had already moved from Ulyanovsk to Moscow, where after his release and 
rehabilitation in 1954, Igor Aleksandrovich was able to register to work. I sent 
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her a package and a letter at the camp. She also, of course, had known 
nothing of us all those years. A year later, she wrote that she was finally 
released but had no rights and had to live somewhere close to the camp. It 
was hot and sultry there, but there was a little river, and Tanya wrote me 
about going to the riverbank to go swimming. Incidentally, there on the 
riverbank she met a certain Kievan, Professor Babich, who had only just 
crawled back out into God’s world from ten years in a camp. Babich fell in 
love right there while swimming, and three months later Babich and Tanya 
were “married” in some local registry office.

Soon Babich (a rather prominent specialist in corrosive metals) received a 
position at the Technological Institute in Omsk and a three-room apartment. 
The new couple began living happily ever after. Tanya acquired two purebred 
dogs—black Cocker spaniels with long silky ears. She hosted a chic table, 
remembering the marvelous French cuisine. She recited her own verse and 
that of others to all her new Omsk friends. She recited in a drawl, as was done 
in “our era.” After seven hungry years in the camp, she of course filled out 
quickly—you couldn’t do anything about that—but she always carried her 
beautiful head as a von Khund did, her hair dyed black. Her face remained 
smooth and youthful despite all she had gone through.

She went to Moscow twice, both times to see cancer specialists. I took her to 
a well-known doctor at a fee-charging clinic in the Arbat [historic center of 
Moscow], He told her that she hadn’t a hint of breast cancer and that she 
shouldn’t suggest it to herself because it was dangerous to think about cancer 
all the time.

She returned to Moscow once again in 1962, and I found out that during this 
time she had had one breast removed. She hid this from me for some reason. 
She went to another surgeon and still adhered to the Soviet line in 
conversations with me and with everyone. During her stay, the episode with 
Soviet rockets in Cuba took place—the famous Caribbean Crisis [Cuban 
Missile Crisis], We couldn’t tear ourselves away from listening to the various 
“voices”—we completely understood what the outcome might be...Tanya 
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suddenly changed toward us, hurriedly moved to someone else in Moscow, 
then sent us a very dry and brief postcard from Omsk, and then stopped 
writing altogether. During the events of the assassination of Kennedy in 1963, 
we left our neighbors’ place one evening, where we had watched a television 
broadcast about Oswald’s murder in jail. I was shocked to pull from our 
mailbox a postcard from Babich: “Tanya died yesterday from brain cancer. 
The last two months she suffered terribly and begged us to kill her.” Babich 
himself died from throat cancer half a year later.

The last meeting I had with Tanya took place here, upon our return to Paris, 
eleven years after her death. In the first issue of the Bulletin of the Russian 
Student Christian Movement, which we had bought in the YMCA-Press store. 
The “Literature and Life" section in it presented “A Voice of the Archipelago— 
Three Poems.” I opened the magazine to page 110, and it turned out to be 
Tanya Greaves’ poetry!

I was simply stunned that in 1974 I read her poems in the first little Bulletin 
that fell into my hand in Paris. Who of her camp friends saved them? And 
who thought to send them abroad to Paris? Maybe up till now they had 
circulated through samizdat in Russia? ["self-publishing" of underground, 
dissident writing during the Soviet era]

Poems can turn out to be not especially good. However, there, in Spassk, in 
the camp, in exile, they bring a moment of hope and respite to an unhappy 
prisoner. This, I believe, is the first of Tanya Greaves’ poems ever to be 
published. Here it is:

Life—life is everywhere. She holds 
The day’s shimmering and 
The night moon’s silver.
Duty—duty is everywhere. Always 
There is consciousness of 
Evil and good.
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Within a sparse and evil landscape. 
In a fire of doubts and alarm, 
We tread a harsh road, 
The harshest on earth.

We recall also the rustling somewhere 
Of shady orchards, an expanse of sea, 
The living wonder of happy fields, and 
The scent of flowering hills.

We walk, too, around and around 
Descending step by step into hell, 
Now in outrage, now in fear, and 
Nowhere is there a way back.

Always, tho, wherever you are, 
Be yourself.
Heaven is everywhere above, 
Earth everywhere below.

So many years you have lived, 
Preparing to speak freely, aloud. 
What is there to worry your pure conscience? 
Who will test your proud soul?

Duty—duty is everywhere. 
Its conscience transcends 
All earthly endeavors. 
Life—life is everywhere. 
Her shimmer holds the key to 
Eternal goals.
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25 October 1917

I’m not afraid. I’m a tram car. I’m used to it.
Osip Mandelshtam ("Two Trams") 1924

[This is the night of the Bolshevik coup, the overthrow of Aleksandr Kerenskii and the 
Provisional Government, when they stormed the Winter Palace and spawned the 
Soviet regime.]

On the evening of 25 October 1917, I was in Petrograd and went with my 
relative Natalya Sergeevna Polevaya to hear Chaliapin, who was performing 
at a People’s House. [This may sound like a post-revolutionary name, but in fact 
there were three such buildings in the city, the first built in 1883, the other two in the 
early 1900s. They followed the British model of institutions for adult evening education 
and after-school childcare.] Verdi’s opera Don Carlos was on the program, and 
although I had heard Chaliapin concerts before, I’d never heard him in the 
role of the gouty old King Philip. I have heard this opera only once in my life 
—on that significant evening.

It was my first time, by the way, in a People’s House. My mother, Vera 
Nikolaevna, was herself quite musical and played the piano beautifully for an 
amateur; during the years 1912-1914 we often held musical evenings at our 
house—there were trios, quartets, ballads sung, and sometimes quite good 
artists participated. My mother loved Tchaikovsky, Grieg, Liszt, and beyond 
them, Mozart. She had only a vague concept of Handel and likely never heard 
of someone called Purcell in England. At that time, the older music was little 
known and not in fashion. She considered Wagner to be the greatest 
composer in the world. In Russia, especially in Petersburg, at least until the 
1914 war, there was a whole “clan” of Wagnerites. Eminent German 
conductors came, and there were concerts dedicated exclusively to Wagner. 
Indeed, the Mariinskii Theater staged Wagner’s operas magnificently; 
subscription tickets were issued for the Wagner cycles; in short, the entire 
Wagner mystical oeuvre. To me, raised with a general obsession with
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Wagner, it seemed there was no one in music superior to him (there hardly 
could be, as the Petersburg Wagnerites thought); well, then there is 
Tchaikovsky, but we had had enough of such musical baggage. My sister and 
I, patronizingly, knew almost nothing of Verdi or Rossini. We actually didn’t 
even know Glinka and considered Rimsky-Korsakov the beginning of Russian 
music, whom we thought of as the noble continuation of Wagner’s spirit and 
work. We went to Siloti concerts and then Koussevitsky in the Nobles’ 
Assembly and of course the Wagner cycle in the Mariinskii. We knew not only 
all the music in the opera but also the German text almost by heart, and every 
outing to the Mariinskii was a marvelous, happy event for us. In 1914, 
Meistersinger was staged at the Mariinskii and was a complete “festival,” a 
holiday—one of the best spectacles I’ve ever seen.

Reminiscences about music in the Petersburg “Silver Age,” however, aren’t 
for me to write about. It’s a special theme: the dawn of the arts in Russia 
before 1914 and musical taste and performance in those years. For some 
reason, my recollections about this are sketchy. Such performances as Gluck’s 
Orfeo, Wagner’s Meistersinger, or Rimsky-Korsakov’s Tale of the City of Kitezh 
should be considered the highest accomplishment of operatic creation in pre
revolutionary Europe.

So, on the evening of 25 October 1917, for the first time, I went to a People’s 
House, which our family knew about from the principal singer Nikolai 
Nikolaevich Figner [1857-1918] but hadn’t yet visited. He had often been a 
guest at our house. By the time of the 1914 war, he was middle-aged, quite 
dignified and handsome, with the exquisite manners, modest and 
unassuming, so characteristic of our naval officers. At one time, Nikolai 
Nikolaevich had been a naval officer, then left the navy and went to Milan to 
study singing. There he married an Italian woman, also a singer, who came 
with him to Petersburg. I saw her a few times. She was Medea Figner, his first 
wife, who also performed at the Mariinskii Theater. So we discovered this 
People’s House. This venue was built and opened around 1909-1910 and was 
named, I understand, the “Emperor Nikolai II People’s House.” It was located 
on the far side of the Neva, somewhere on Kamennoostrovskii Prospekt, not 
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far from Palace Bridge, somewhat isolated. It was a huge building, rather ugly 
(although I never did see it in the daytime); the hall was quite large compared 
to that of the Mariinskii Theater, holding around two thousand guests. 
Everything that happened after Don Carlos so struck me that the theater itself 
as a real thing has simply vanished from my memory. All that remains is the 
huge hall and the sea of faces around Natalya Sergeevna and me. Natalya 
lived somewhere close to the People’s House, and I was living then at 22 
Kirochnaya, so we met at the entrance to the People’s House. I went by the 
tram on Liteinyi Prospekt. The route went along Liteinyi, then wrapped 
around to Gagarinskaya Street and onward, over the Palace Bridge to 
Kamennyi Island. I don’t really remember the trip there. It was really nothing 
special. The passengers behaved as usual, no disruption apparent anywhere, 
not in the tram or near the theater. At the House there were no particular 
discussions about an expected event with the Bolsheviks; we had talked about 
that a few times before, but nothing had happened. In the evenings there was 
some shooting, and sometimes people were stripped naked in the street— 
this now seemed mundane (what’s more, street thefts had just started).

A few words about Natalya Sergeevna Polevaya: she was then around sixty 
years old, of good height, slightly full figured but in proportion. She had a 
pleasant face, shining eyes beneath dark brows, a Roman nose, and a “new 
style” hairdo, that is, cut short and finely layered. She dressed simply— 
nowadays we would call it sporty. For more than half her life she had lived 
abroad, in France and Italy. Her fate was a complicated one, in that she had 
taken up with her uncle, Blavatskii. Why he couldn’t marry her, I do not 
know: because they were closely related or maybe he wasn’t divorced from his 
first wife? He died, and she returned to Petersburg and lived very modestly. 
In her behavior, thoughts, and convictions she was a European. She was 
intelligent and pleasant and worked as a governess, actually as a “model” of a 
society lady in the Catherine Institute for young noblewomen. She and I had 
a fine relationship. Otherwise, I wouldn’t have obeyed her without hesitation 
that night and could have caused some trouble.

We were sitting in the first tier, in excellent seats for both seeing and 
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listening. The theater was packed and sold out, of course. I think Natalya 
acquired the tickets from someone in the Catherine Institute. What remains 
of the performance in my memory? Other than Chaliapin, very little. 
Describing how he sang and performed after so many years is difficult. Let 
me repeat, though—it was marvelous! Spectacular! There are still some 
recordings of Chaliapin, some of the last ones, made in Paris, and many 
photos of him in various roles, but Chaliapin’s stage mastery and presence 
could only be understood and remembered by those who saw him on stage, 
and most of them are no more. Not every artist could have a career as great as 
he did. The fame remains, and will continue for many years, but I think even 
film can carry only a little of it into the future.

The performance went as usual: the orchestra, the chorus, and the other 
performers were the essential background for the aged king with greying red 
hair who leaned on a crutch, favoring his afflicted leg. The crowd, as always 
when Chaliapin appeared on stage, applauded madly and shouted, the 
hysterical young ladies in the gallery squealing...

The first entre’act was over, and the curtain should just have been rising 
again. The only thing audible was the quiet murmur of the audience dying 
down. Suddenly, the theater lights went out, and we were in complete 
darkness, then total silence. There followed a light outbreak of talk, then all 
fell silent again. Some time passed in absolute darkness. Neither from the 
lobby nor from behind the curtain was there a glimmer of light. It was 
frightening. I whispered to Natalya Sergeevna: "It’s been a long time. Maybe 
there’s a fire somewhere?” Backstage some muffled bangs were occasionally 
audible. A wave of whispering spread through the crowd and then fell silent. 
Again, it was completely quiet, no one stirring. For some reason, none of the 
spectators (and there were no fewer than one-and-a-half to two thousand) 
were saying anything, and no one made the first move to get up from their 
seat. There was no panic, although little by little it was becoming intolerable.

Within five minutes (I later figured out the time almost exactly, so everything 
here is narrated just as it was), there was a slight movement in the curtain, 
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and a, voice spoke from the front of the stage, saying calmly as if it was some 
usiial announcement from the management, "Citizens, don’t be alarmed. 
We’ve had a small malfunction in the electrical system. It’s nothing serious, 
and our technicians have immediately started the repair. We hope that the 
lights will soon be restored. There is some talk of a fire backstage, but there’s 
nothing of the sort, absolutely nothing is burning. The management assures 
you of that. I respectfully ask you to remain calmly in your seats.” A kind of 
sigh passed through the hall, and the quiet continued unbroken. All this went 
on for fifteen to twenty minutes. Why did no one leave? Why did a 
spontaneous panic not suddenly erupt? After another ten minutes I started 
imploring Natalya Sergeevna in a hysterical whisper, "Let’s go. We’ll escape 
sooner. For God’s sake, let’s leave. Je n’en peux plus!” [I can’t take it anymore!] 
Nat. Serg. seized me tightly by the arm and angrily whispered, "Sit down. 
Don’t you dare move even a little, or we’ll perish.” ‘What is that banging 
backstage?” I whispered. "Of course, it’s a fire, and they’re chopping away at 
something.” Natalya Sergeevna clenched my arm with all her might.

“Be silent. I’m not letting you go anywhere. Listen to me. Understood?” What 
helped me here was being with an experienced teacher. I succumbed and fell 
silent. I was afraid of very little then, but I had been terribly afraid of the dark 
since childhood. Entering a dark room in our huge apartment was real 
torture for me, so in these circumstances the experience of the absolute dark 
was almost more than I had strength for. Somehow, I screwed up my eyes, 
curled up in the seat, and just waited. When, when will the light finally come 
on? It seemed that all this would never end, and it was unbelievable that no 
one was disrupting this tenacious quiet.

Then suddenly the light came on for a second and just as suddenly went out. 
The orchestra began to key up their instruments, the conductor walked out, 
sat at a music stand, and the curtain rose. Everything came back to life; the 
unexplained fire was out. At the end of the performance, we retrieved our 
coats and went out to the street, where suddenly there was the chattering of 
machine guns, quite unexpected, close, steady. They were shooting in various 
places, but it was mostly coming from the Neva side, and I thought that 
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sornething was being chopped down from a wall, maybe some 
ornamentation!

Natalya Sergeevna said, “Let’s stay the night at my place. It makes no sense 
for you to go home now.” I really didn’t want to and said, “No, no. I’ve got to 
get home right away. Things could get worse.” A tram suddenly appeared to 
our left. I had thought that any kind of street activity had stopped. I just 
shouted, “I’m off home!” and ran off to the stop and jumped full tilt onto the 
tram. There were lots of people in it, all the seats taken (benches along the 
windows), so I stood at the entrance but still inside the tram. Absolute silence 
reigned here as well, not even any little conversations. In a minute or two, a 
sailor from the Baltic Fleet hopped on the tram and stepped on my foot in 
doing so. It was terribly painful, and I cried out loud involuntarily. He politely 
stepped back and, excusing himself, he uttered clearly and discreetly, 
“Pardons, madmazelle.” I babbled, “Well, you...it’s okay. It wasn’t on purpose.” 
A short pause, and suddenly a middle-aged heavy man seated in the far 
corner at the exit said emphatically and distinctly, “Ha, you were forgiven! 
Just wait, something’ll still go wrong for you."

We rode along swiftly, the sailor standing alongside me, rifle slung, and a 
machine gun bandolier under his coat across his shoulder. I remember him 
perfectly: a young, decent, even pretty face. Also, the middle-aged fellow who 
appeared to stick up for me. The tram was en route to the ascent up to Palace 
Bridge, and here I suddenly caught sight of the Winter Palace: lots of people, 
Junkers [officer cadets graduated from military college] standing in groups and 
lines, a few bonfires burning, everything surprisingly clear against the 
background of the palace wall. It seemed to me that I could even make out 
some of the Junkers’ faces; I clearly saw that they weren’t simply soldiers but 
specifically Junkers. The tram took off onto the bridge and suddenly stalled, 
and we all lurched in place from the sudden braking; apparently frightened, 
the driver decided to go back. A moment later, however, the tram suddenly 
went forward and boldly left the bridge onto the embankment. On the 
descent, those young faces again appeared close and distinct in the bright 
bonfire light; one Junker was slapping himself with his hands in a purely
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Russian way. However, the whole group of them stood immobile, as if a 
magic lantern had...

Now we were rolling along full speed, rattling around the turn onto 
Gagarinskaya Street, and suddenly it became almost dark. I remember how 
we stopped on Liteinyi, the driver opened the door and shouted, “Get out. The 
tram is going to the shed.” Unbroken quiet in the tram had reigned for the 
whole journey.

I crossed to the other sidewalk, toward the corner of Kirochnaya, the tram 
passengers quickly disappearing, and I saw that I was completely alone. Not 
far off there was some serious gunfire. I had to pass about twelve houses, two 
of them with gardens; I went quickly. There was no one on the street, and I 
was scarily alone at night on an empty street. I had never had cause to be out 
at night by myself on the street, even on my own Kirochnaya Street. I walked 
still faster. Suddenly six shots whistled loudly down the street. Are they 
shooting at me? But there was no one around.

I couldn’t bear it and ran with as much strength as I could muster, even 
though at first I had decided that I wouldn’t run for anything, that I didn’t 
have to show how terrified I was (to whom, exactly?). Finally, I made it home; 
fortunately, the entry to the courtyard was open, and I flew in under the 
house’s arches. The black staircase was dimly lit, and I ran up the eight or ten 
stairs to our apartment, where the door opened right away. “Why are you out 
so late?” said my mother with displeasure. "They’re shooting again out there. 
It’s better not to go out in the evenings, as I’ve said. Did you hear a cannon go 
off not long ago?” “Not at all, we didn’t hear any cannon. You imagined that!”

I calmed down a little and then slept well. In the morning there were rumors, 
of course: what and how, no one knew exactly. Toward evening, however, we 
found out that Kerenskii and the Provisional Government had fallen and 
there was a new regime. Well, said our friends, it won’t be for long, and just 
who are they?
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No one then knew, no one understood that this would in reality be for a long 
time and that a spider had begun to weave its initially imperceptible web. 
Who in our house or among our friends and acquaintances then knew what 
sort of man Lenin was, who these Bolsheviks were, what their agenda was? I 
think almost no one did. After all, the most frightening of them all then 
seemed to be the SRs [Socialist Revolutionary Party; agrarian socialists]—they 
were cursed and criticized. In our house, where politics were really of very 
little interest to anyone, even the Kadet Party [Constitutional Democrats] were 
beyond the pale. Other than ‘Well, that Milyukov, that Guchkov,” no one said 
anything. And were these “loyal” feelings? These, mind you, just didn’t exist. 
[Pavel Nikolaevich Milyukov (1859-1943), prominent Kadet and foreign minister in 
the Provisional Government; Aleksandr Ivanovich Guchkov (1862-1936), minister of 
war and the navy in the Provisional Government]

Now I am simply astonished, remembering that easy, senseless carelessness 
with which Russian society accepted both the revolution in February and the 
Bolshevist coup d'etat in October. Did anyone know at the time what had 
happened? After all, it was still possible to have been saved from it all. The 
generation before ours—the people who created the phenomenal blossoming 
of Russia starting in the 1890s and the turbulent upswing in the country 
immediately after the difficult year 1905 (now that really was a true 
revolution!)—were they really so thoughtless, so uninformed? After all, the 
mayor of St. Petersburg couldn’t not have known that a certain Djugashvili 
[Stalin’s real surname] traveled from the Caucasus to Piter [affectionate nickname 
for Petersburg] and was living with the family of the worker Alliluyev [Stalin’s 
first wife’s family].

A lot has been written about the day of the October overthrow and the 
mountain of lies that piled up over long years to this event that was so terrible 
in its brevity and simplicity, and there’s nothing to say. Even I spent that 
October evening sixty years ago blithe and amused, for the most part.

At one point in May or June 1918, I caught sight of a remarkable couple on 
Nevskii: she was one of the most beautiful women in Petrograd at that time— 
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anyonis would turn in her direction, even if she was humbly dressed. But her 
clothing was bright, rich, almost provocative—she wore a light coat in a 
garish pinky-peach color with a huge round, fluffy white fur collar. Light 
blonde hair tumbled from under her white hat, and she wore a necklace of 
large pearls and rings on her hands.

And he? He was a broad-chested sailor, a little shorter than she. His striped 
sailor shirt was festooned with not one but several rows of brooches, and he 
wore rings on his hands and a few bracelets. He was tough but not thickset; I 
would call him powerful, with a cocky, self-satisfied face. They sauntered 
along under the bright spring sun, strolling along Nevskii quite satisfied with 
everything. The passersby, and there were lots of them on this marvelous day, 
would stop and turn to these two “costumed” young people who weren’t 
afraid to go walking in the middle of a grey, enveloping crowd to show off to 
everyone the riches and abundant jewelry that had fallen into their hands. 
This sailor was widely known in Petrograd then, with his photograph 
appearing in newspapers, but she? I recognized her right away, although I 
had never met her. Her father had commanded one of the most fashionable 
Tsarskoe Selo regiments, and before the revolution they had lived all the time 
at Tsarskoe Selo, where they were “in high regard.” Later I heard that the 
sailor and his companion had a stall at some flea market where they traded in 
gold items.

[At the end of this section, Krivosheina adds a note about the People’s House] The 
theater was actually called the Nikolai II People’s House. I learned this from 
two old Petersburgites. It was apparently managed by the Temperance 
Society and had two halls: one big one that had around eighteen hundred 
seats and where operas were staged. The seating was quite inexpensive. The 
second hall, much smaller, was for children’s extravaganzas like 
performances of Jules Verne’s work. The theater was surrounded by a 
beautiful green square on Kronverskii Prospekt. The Musical Drama Theater 
was on this site later, and now, after many years, the Velikan movie theater.
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Fleeing

In December 1919, as one of a group of five people, I crossed to Finland on the 
ice across the Bay of Finland. The chances of dying were very high, or more 
precisely, there were very few chances of succeeding. Many people on this 
route drowned or froze to death, and others, seriously wounded by the 
Finnish coast security, fell into the Red Army’s hands and were executed.

A war was going on [Finnish Civil War between pro and anti-Bolshevik Finns in the 
wake of the grand duchy’s independence from Russia after the 1917 revolutions], with 
the front not far from Beloostrov [37 km northwest of Petersburg], One had to 
climb down onto the ice quite close to the line of trenches since here there 
was less of a chance of being noticed. (Border guards prowled the whole 
coastline with dogs.)

In August, Nikolai Vasilievich Zmiev, a close friend of my "beau frere" 
[brother-in-law], came running after me telling me to go quickly to Anna Aleks. 
V—t’s house, where the official representative of the Finnish government was 
to be found—he had agreed to take a letter from me to my father. I ran there 
without thinking, rushing frantically before he left, but he was waiting for 
me, and I sat down there to write the few words. It was impossible not to be 
frantic. It was all so unexpected and daunting to meet with the Finnish 
emissary, even more so in front of witnesses, however trustworthy. At that 
time, life had become almost unbearable. A terrible famine had descended, 
and there was no fuel to be had. It seemed that everyone would die of scurvy 
or just from hunger. The terror was still not clearly felt by young people. After 
all, this was still before the Yudenich offensive. [Anti-Bolshevik general Nikolai 
Nikolaevich Yudenich (1862-1933), who led his Northwestern Army from Estonia 
against Petrograd in October 1919, to be defeated by Red Army forces in November.] I 
returned home and just couldn’t remember what I had written, something 
despairing, it seems. The Finn (named Soder or Soderer) soon left on his 
journey, which I didn’t know, with my letter addressed “A.P. Meshcherskii, 
Finland,” and now I couldn’t stop it happening.
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At the beginning of October, Soder suddenly appeared at my apartment and 
said that: he had arrived in a boat that was anchored in the reeds near 
Oranienbaum [a royal residence 57 km west of Petersburg on the Bay of Finland 
coast] and that in two days at the latest we were going with him. “And how do 
I get to Oranienbaum?” He answered in his broken, accented Russian, 
“However you want.” I spent a long time arguing with him that was no chance 
of success, there were ten inspection stops along the way to Oranienbaum on 
the train, and then I’d have to get to the boat. He left, with the words "We 
leave the day after tomorrow.”

I resolved to wait it out, and, truly, would not have gone in search of that little 
boat in the reeds. Going to Oranienbaum did not work out. Soder never 
reappeared. We waited for him for a few days, but soon the famous (or 
infamous?) Yudenich offensive began, and life focused on this event, on the 
insane news, the government’s reports, the most intense rumors, the fear, the 
dashed hopes of liberation—such edgy days—up, down, any minute now... 
Then it came, a terror worse than before and, finally, a punitive act 
unprecedented in its cynicism, carried out methodically and specifically by 
the Latvian, Peters. The offensive made it right up to the Narva outpost, the 
Whites on certain streets lying down on one sidewalk and the remaining 
Reds on the other. The leadership had abandoned the city, which for an entire 
twenty-four hours (if not more) was left on its own; then—when the Whites 
suddenly ran off without a shot, gaining momentum faster and faster, and 
returned to Estonia—Trotskii returned the victor, and it was clear that there 
was no longer any hope. There was a moment in the city when the first 
countering gunshot could have been made, but no one did so, although the 
Petrograd residents still had a few weapons, and in their hearts, many were 
just waiting for that shot.

Now it became clear that things were even more serious. The terrible, 
freezing, starving winter of 1919-1920 descended, which everyone dreaded, 
and this much was clear: if one could escape, then it had to happen now, 
without reflection.
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"...don’t push me there, 
into the boring realm of the dead...” 

Dante, Divine Comedy

Our group set our journey for the 16th or the 19th of December 1919. Our 
Finnish guide, Soder, reappeared approximately a week after Yudenich’s final 
withdrawal. It was hard to recognize him—he was more a ghost than a 
person. It turned out that within just a few minutes of leaving us [before], he 
had been arrested on the street and taken to prison, to the Shpalernaya; he 
had managed to chew and swallow the note with my address. He was tried—a 
military tribunal, it seems—and sentenced to be shot as a noted spy. Then the 
Yudenich offensive started, and there was no time [to deal with him], so he sat 
for six or eight weeks in the Shpalernaya expecting to be shot, receiving no 
communication at all. He was a formidable man, literally dying from hunger 
in the prison, and gave no one up.

When the final victory over Yudenich was won and his army dispersed (many 
were later to perish in Estonia), an event took place that, in my opinion, more 
than fifty years later still has not been repeated: to great joy in Petrograd, an 
amnesty was granted to a variety of criminals, and Soder, the official 
representative of the Finnish government, condemned to death for 
espionage, received clemency. I myself saw the certificate he was issued for 
his release from prison, his only remaining document and residence permit 
—certifying that A. Soder, Finnish citizen, sentenced to be shot (formerly), 
has in view of the amnesty (day, year) received clemency and is discharged 
from prison.

I do not remember, unfortunately, whose signature it was at the bottom of 
this certificate, but I think it was the prison warden’s.

What did I have at my place that evening at the very end of November when 
Soder reappeared? Practically nothing—maybe a little gooey black bread and 
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some kind of “drink"—neither tea nor coffee. He was in such a condition that 
lie couldn’t eat a thing and just asked for something hot to drink so he could 
warm up. I asked him, "Now what?” After all, the boat in the reeds was long 
gone—it had been seized a few hours after Soder’s arrival in Oranienbaum, 
and then almost immediately the surveillance began in the city. At that point, 
however, it was still a time of rudimentary amateurism. The grievous, 
ruthless apparatus of government terror had only just begun to gather 
strength, the web hadn’t been spun very far yet, and there was still the 
possibility of slipping through a gap.

Soder said that as soon as the ice in the bay froze, we would leave on it, that 
he knew how to go between the forts, and that it was time to prepare. We had 
to get warm, thick-soled valenki [traditional felted boots] and white robes so as 
not to be visible against the snow.

I have to digress here a little to write this chapter in the context of family and 
society. Abandoning Russia then, I knew perfectly that there would be no 
returning, but more powerful was the desire to survive, not to succumb to 
death from hunger or scurvy; I knew that if I stayed, I couldn’t avoid giving 
up and entering the ranks of "servants,” those who received pitiful rations, 
now cabbage, now a frozen potato, some millet, sometimes even a sardine. 
We were still living outside of the closing circle, not experiencing that on a 
daily basis. We still had some staff—just one or two who had stayed since 
they couldn’t imagine that to survive they had to leave us. There was the loyal 
and decent Polish woman Susanna, a spinster of about fifty, very pious and 
illiterate, on whom I could absolutely rely for everything. Every morning she 
went to mass at St. Catherine’s Church on Nevskii and then tried to find 
something edible—she got a ration of gummy black bread in a shop and went 
to the market on Basseinaya Street, where up until the spring of 1919 there 
was still something to get. She got some firewood for the “rich girl” 
somewhere, which she stacked in the kitchen. There were more and more 
days when there was nothing to fuel the little stove; the cold and damp in the 
house were even worse than the constant hunger. Our conversations then 
were only about food, about delicious dishes (especially among the older 
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people—it was harder for them than for those of us who were between 
eighteen and twenty-five at the time). Everywhere in the house the formal 
doorways were boarded up. When we entered at the black staircase, it was 
often almost completely dark there, and one was struck immediately by the 
sharp smell of sour, rotten cabbage and the stench of cocoa oil (??) used for 
frying pancakes made of carrots or their peels. [These questions marks are the 
author’s; perhaps she is questioning her memory and it was actually coconut? Both 
seem odd under the circumstances.] That smell accompanied us all the time then, 
and even when I emigrated, I couldn’t soon get rid of it. For years it 
persecuted me and sprung up clearly as soon as there was a conversation 
about Petrograd. Many of our friends and relatives left in 1918. My sister and 
her husband went to Ukraine dressed as a pair of workers, along with my 
sister’s personal maid, Emilia, the sister of our last cook, a Latvian who held a 
Cordon Bleu diploma—I don’t know what it’s called in Russian, some chefs 
title. My sister and her husband ended up in Poltava, experiencing the epic 
journey of Denikin’s army, and in the spring of 1919 emigrated to 
Constantinople on the steamer St. Nikolai. [She must mean they emigrated in the 
spring of 1920, since Denikin occupied Poltava in August 1919 and left Russia in spring 
1920 for Constantinople.] Later, when we met up again in Yugoslavia, my sister 
narrated to me in detail the combat in Poltava, when Emilia was walking in 
the streets and looked in the face of every dead officer on the street, searching 
for her husband. Later on came the journey in various stages to Novorossiisk 
[on the east coast of the Black Sea], almost the whole way in a rail car, often 
under fire, with typhus, the typhus that just mowed people down. That’s how 
over one week, three people we knew from Nik. Nik. Lyalin’s family perished. 
Lyalin appears to have been the commander of the Life-Guard Sapper 
Battalion, where my sister’s husband had served for years. The first to 
succumb to typhus in the rail car was the sweet Anna Konstantinovna Lyalina 
(daughter of the Grand Duke Konstantin Konstantinovich—his oldest from 
his morganatic marriage to a former Mariinskii Theater ballerina). Two days 
later, Lyalin himself died and then his oldest child, Irina—she was sixteen. 
My sister and her husband buried them all in turn somewhere along the way, 
in an unknown hamlet. This family was one of the dearest families among 
our Petersburg friends, all beautiful and tall, with excellent, simple manners,
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56NIways steady and friendly; he was a fervent music lover who attended, as did 
my mother, all the best concerts. I remember him coming to Mama's “at 
homes” around five o’clock in a beautifully tailored uniform and perfectly 
shined soft leather boots. He would sit down comfortably with his saber, 
which he carried surprisingly deftly and discreetly in his hand gloved in skin
tight white suede. He would announce right away in a delighted half-whisper, 
“Vera Nikolaevna, the divine one will soon...” Everyone knew he was talking 
about the conductor Nikisha, who was a special favorite of the Petersburg 
music lovers.

Who could have thought that quite soon they all would perish ignominiously 
in the wake of the White Army’s retreat. (After all, no one knew, or could have 
known, that soon, in a few years, there would be ‘White” or “Red” armies and 
that on the steppes of Russia, Russian people would mercilessly persecute 
and kill each other.)

To leave, flee without looking back—to live without searches, without the 
eerie feeling of impending doom—was to save oneself from a stinking, ugly 
existence, from the terror now gripping everyone that in the autumn of 1919 
engulfed the entire marvelous, moribund capital city.

Before our “departure across the ice,” our time was filled with preparations 
and worries, and it was imperative that no one knew about it. Of course, a 
close circle of people was involved, so complete secrecy wasn’t a concern—it 
seemed normal to tell one’s friends—no one would go and “rap on a door” (by 
the way, that expression wasn’t yet in use). [Presumably she is referring to the 
knocks on the door during the years of Stalin’s Great Terror, largely the 1930s.]

We found a middle-aged fellow from the market on Basseinaya who took 
orders for the boots. He came to the house and measured and was rather 
taken aback when I asked him to make the soles triply thick. "Really? You 
know, these boots aren’t going to look normal...” he said. I fell silent, and he 
said, "Okay, understood. Don’t worry. Your boots will be excellent ones.” And 
they truly were very good boots, snow-white and skillfully made. I for one 
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really liked how I looked in them.

A few days after Soder reappeared, we decided to sell my father’s beaver-fur 
overcoat. It was brand new, never worn. Oddly, it sold easily and fast—who 
needed a beaver-fur coat fashioned by the best Petersburg tailor? Someone 
took on that concern for himself. [Her question here suggests that such a rich and 
elegant garment could cause unwanted attention from the Soviet regime.] During the 
next two weeks, Susanna was tasked with getting some meat and butter so 
we could feed up and build our strength for the harsh journey. My wonderful 
dog, Motya, was still alive, a little French bulldog, with black eyes, and brindle 
all over with a white chest. We adored each other. I got her as a four-month- 
old puppy in the fall of 1918, when almost no one was taking on a dog. She not 
only obeyed me unquestioningly and learned all sorts of tricks, she also 
literally understood everything unspoken (although she also knew a lot of 
words)—moods, dark thoughts, of which I had many. By the spring of 1919, 
however, she began to languish from the poor food; she was, after all, a 
purebred, and she just couldn’t withstand the cold and hunger. Three days 
before our departure, I asked Susanna to take my dog to the veterinarian to 
be put down. Motya was sitting in the icy kitchen in front of the empty stove 
and shaking with tiny tremors. Susanna put on her shawl and took up her 
shopping basket. I went to Motya and uttered, “Farewell, my Motya!” She 
looked at me and slowly turned her head to me, not even moving her tail in 
answer to my voice, and tears poured from her eyes. This is not a fabrication. 
Susanna saw it too and said to me, “She knows where I’m taking her. You 
can’t hide it.” She took Motya away. Right there I made a solemn promise 
never to have another dog, so as not to betray Motya’s special memory, and 
now, in 1977, I can firmly say I have kept my vow. However many times I’ve 
been offered all kinds of puppies—purebred or mongrels—I never accepted a 
new four-legged friend after I couldn’t save my Motya.

Approximately a week before our likely departure, I was going for a walk one 
morning along the embankment to the Summer Garden and back along 
Gagarinskaya Street to say good-bye forever to my especially favorite walking 
routes, when suddenly a man of about forty passed me, well dressed in a 
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blawc/k lambskin hat and an elegant autumn-weight overcoat. As he overtook 
me, lie asked, “Ninochka, is that you?” I didn’t recognize him straight away, 
but then I realized it was my father’s secretary, Vsev. Vlad. Zakharov (as far as 
I recall, during his tenure while they oversaw the construction of agricultural 
machinery branded "The Worker”). “How are you?” he continued.

I don’t know why, since I hardly knew him, I immediately told him, ‘Well, in 
less than a week, as soon as the ice is solid on the bay, we’re going to Finland. 
They sent a guide for me.” After a short silence, Zakharov said, "If you take me 
with you, I’m eager to join.” That’s how he, quite fortunately for him, became 
the fifth person in our group. Much later I asked myself, ‘Was this by 
chance?” My answer was always, “Yes, of course it was.” Zakharov played a 
large role in our journey on the ice. He immediately scouted out the Finnish 
rail system, found the terminus where travel was permitted, drew a map of 
the shoreline in this area—a forest—found a manageable descent onto the ice 
(which, by the way, still hadn’t appeared—there was a thaw after an earlier 
hard frost, and everything was slushy, so we had to wait). There were a few 
more meetings with Soder and Zakharov. There was the terrifying unresolved 
question about how to get past the forts, which, if I remember correctly, 
numbered either six or seven. [There are six on the southwest side of Kronstadt's 
Kotlin Island and nine on the northeast side; see map on p. 131.] Also mentioned 
were the many mines laid under the ice, and the last, most frightening, aspect 
of the journey was how not to lose one’s way on the ice, where there were no 
points of orientation, so as not to end up at the notorious Oranienbaum (as 
soon happened with a group of similar travelers). Soder calmed us, though, 
saying he knew the whole route quite well, having walked it a number of 
times.

The temperature started falling again, but it was a light frost, and on 19 
December 1919 we put into place the plan we had worked out earlier. I was in 
a state of complete indifference, somewhat unnatural: I wore a stupid grin, 
keeping myself cold and aloof from everything and everyone. When I crossed 
the apartment’s threshold from the kitchen into the dark hallway, Susanna’s 
lamentations were left in my ears for my whole life, crying about someone 
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surely going to their death but stupidly didn’t know it.

Just who was in our group? Here’s a short bit about that. Of course, there was 
the Finn, Soder, quite ill with typhus and a fever around 41 degrees [105.8F], 
who was urging everyone to “hurry up, hurry up!”; undoubtedly his “residence 
permit” would soon land him again in the Shpalernaya. You can’t survive long 
with that kind of document.

Also, there was the Englishwoman, Mrs. Elian [Allan?], a wealthy, rotund 
woman around fifty who also spoke Russian very badly. Soder had an official 
assignment to bring her to Finland. She behaved modestly and pleasantly, 
calling me just “child,” and was generally a good sport. She bravely bore this 
arduous journey (40-45 km at night) [25-28 mi], without complaint, and we 
hardly heard her speak at all.

Furthermore, there was V.V. Zakharov. He was about forty, a man with 
substantial physical strength and large ambition who was able to create a 
successful career in the new bourgeois-industrial community that was 
rapidly expanding before the 1917 revolution. Cast into emigration, he lived 
under some difficulty and became a gambler in clubs. Had he stayed in 
Russia, he would surely have perished (that is, of course, if he didn’t join the 
Party and become an “apparatchik”). [Party bureaucrat]

And there was my first husband, Nik. Iv. Levitsky, and I. I’m not prepared to 
relate much about him. Our life together was short (about four years), 
unsuccessful in all respects, and there was nothing in the way of a silver 
lining, so I must forget and erase this unnecessary marriage and draw a veil 
over everything that happened between us.

We went to Finland Station by tram, all separate. When we crossed the 
Okhtinskii Bridge, I saw that there wasn’t any ice on the Neva, just floating 
grease ice [second stage in the formation of solid sea ice]. We boarded a suburban 
train (around five o’clock in the evening) that went as far as Beloostrov. We 
sat apart on two cars. Zakharov was in my car, and Soder stood in the 
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vestibule, with the other two in the next car. At first it was empty, since few 
people were traveling to the Finnish front, but then a large group of young 
people got in the car, all of them in overcoats and caps with red stars. Some 
carried shovels and some pickaxes. They were all around eighteen to twenty, 
maybe slightly older. In charge of them was a man of about thirty, a Russian, 
a little better dressed, also quasi-military, with a pleasant, open face. The 
train moved on, and I didn’t even notice. While we traveled, for around an 
hour, this leader loudly and impressively lectured about the benefits and 
importance of conducting Sunday services, the whole time referring to the 
words of Comrade Lenin.

The entire young group—around fifteen or twenty of them—listened 
attentively and fortunately (for me) watched the speaker with eyes riveted; 
simply no one paid me or Zakharov any attention. However, my appearance 
could have given them cause to wonder. I was wearing a real sealskin coat 
(the first and last valuable clothing in my life) and a marvelous white ermine 
hat on my head that was decorated with a black motif in rare black karakul 
lamb, with fine white suede gloves on my hands and on my feet the infamous 
snow-white boots with triple soles. Zakharov, of course, could’ve remained 
unnoticed as just a passenger, but the whole time we were traveling to the 
station at Gorskaya, where we all got out, he pretended to read Pravda, which 
was upside down. So, really, no one paid us any attention—after all, there 
were people then who were casually wearing their precious things from their 
former life; maybe my neighbors in the rail car were thinking that I was going 
to spend Sunday at a dacha.

As arranged, when we left the train, we went separately and were to meet up 
at the shoreline only when it was getting dark. As I walked along the forest, I 
felt I had gotten lost, but then I heard a whistle, and it turned out that 
Zakharov had followed behind me, and when he saw that I was going to the 
opposite side, he was letting me know where to go.

When it was completely dark, all five of us convened, then walked down to the 
shore of the bay; it was about seven-thirty; the trenches seemed to be right 
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alongside—we could hear the soldiers talking and laughing. We put on white 
robes with hoods. It wasn’t easy wearing them on top of our overcoats. Then 
we tied ourselves together with a rope about a centimeter thick, and they gave 
me the mountaineering pole that Soder had carried up till then. We walked in 
silence, not even a whisper. We each carried in a pocket a box of matches and 
a packet of acrid snuff to throw in the eyes of anyone who tried to seize us— 
now it seems that this was right out of a children’s book, from the adventures 
of Nat Pinkerton [Nat Pinkerton, King of Detectives, German adventure series in the 
early 20th century]. No one had any money, but in my right coat pocket I had a 
little black Tibetan stone god, a gift from my cousin Vsev. Bogdanov (I swore 
to him I would keep it always. I have it to this day.) I wore a ladanka [small 
receptacle for holy items] with a simple icon of the Mother of God, which had 
hung since childhood above my bed, as well as another small ladanka with a 
very modest amount of gold items.

I was the first to descend the rather steep shore onto the ice with a 
mountaineering pole in hand. I immediately fell into the water up to my 
waist. They dragged me out, and thanks to my overcoat and the boots I barely 
got wet. Within a few minutes we went down a little farther, and there we 
could stand [on the ice], I went forward immediately in the direction of a 
distant small island. For a long time, I walked in front, tied by the rope to the 
others; I didn’t weigh much then (I had lost a lot of weight), and my boots 
gave me stability even on the most fragile ice.

It was bright because of the snow, and everything was visible, although then 
it gradually became foggy. The cold wasn’t too intense, five or seven degrees 
below zero [20-23F]. The walking soon became difficult, and we were more 
often encountering chunks of ice and snow. As first in line I had to scramble 
about and then hop directly below onto the dark "floor,” and it often seemed 
to be just the water. However, it was ice, very thin, in places not more than a 
centimeter, and the evil crackling that rang out frequently behind us showed 
that the water had frozen not long ago and only just a little. Thus, with some 
short rests, we walked and scrambled for about three hours and started to tire 
out. A bit of land rose up, and we became concerned—where were we actually 
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going? Soder calmed us down, saying, “Everything’s fine. That’s a fort; we’ll go 
around it, and soon Finland will appear.” A little flame, which was visible from 
the start, became still brighter, and there were indeed fires off to our right. 
The icy surface seemed endless. Suddenly I tripped on something and fell 
down. It turned out to be a heavy cable. What was that? We stopped in a 
complete panic. I walked a few paces more and saw a streetlamp in front of 
me, a street and audible voices. We were just a few steps from Kronstadt.

We stood in horror, dazed, stock still. The Kronstadt coast security, of course, 
heard how in the quiet the fresh ice crackled under our feet, and they started 
to cast two powerful searchlights about that made it brighter than day.

Soder said, ‘While it’s still lit, keep still without the slightest movement so that 
not even a shadow moves, however hard it is.” Thus it continued, how long I 
don’t remember: they shined the searchlight for about twenty minutes, then 
darkness, then the light again. We walked during the darkness, trying to be 
quieter, back beyond the streetlamp and the voices. Again, they shone the 
searchlight, and there was no movement and almost no breathing in that 
theatrical lighting.

We felt no fear; we just weren’t up to it. But it was nearly over, and after four 
or five searches, the sailors, not having detected us, apparently went off to 
bed. When it became clear that now we had been left in peace, we sat down on 
the ice to rest. We conferred in whispers—which direction to go in now? 
Finland was somewhere to the right of Kronstadt, but from which corner? 
Fortunately, we had an excellent compass. We struck a match and obscured 
the flame with a sleeve. The compass persistently showed west to be not where 
we had thought. We decided to go thus: an hour to the west, an hour to the 
north, we feared drowning in the open sea or simply going back to the 
trenches at Gorskaya. We made short halts for two or three minutes. The ice 
piles on our route soon stopped, and we almost ran along the smooth, even 
ice. Around three in the morning, after a halt, I refused to stand up, saying, 
“Let me sleep, just for twenty minutes. I just can’t—and don’t want to—walk 
anymore.” Again, Zakharov saved me; he silently walked up to me and slapped 
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me Tt/viith full force on both cheeks, shouting in a loud whisper and speaking 
informally, “Get going now and stop fooling around. I’ll show you what tired 
means.” “How dare you speak to me in that way!” I shook with outrage, and 
he ssaiid, "Do you want more? I can go on.” So I almost ran, and at this rate I 
went on ahead of everyone, not stopping for a minute, no fear or exhaustion 
remaining, only—quickly, quickly...

Toward nine in the morning, it was completely light, and suddenly the 
coastline climbed out of the fog, with pine trees and a red wooden cottage. 
How could we figure out where we were? Who would clamber up onto the 
shore? We stood there a few minutes. Then I turned to Soder. ‘You must find 
out where we are. You said you knew the way, and we’ve been wandering now 
for twelve hours already. It’s light, and we can be seen. Go and find out where 
we are.” He understood and answered in his Finnish accent, “Everything’s 
fine. Wait here.” After a minute, we heard his joyful shout. “Come! It’s 
Finland!”

A legless man and his wife lived in the cottage. They didn’t speak Russian, but 
now everything was quickly taken care of. In an hour, some soldiers in 
sledges arrived and took us about ten kilometers to Terijoki, where we were 
interrogated (Soder was critically useful here), and soon, at about twelve 
noon, we were in a spacious dacha on the seacoast—in quarantine, where we 
had to stay for an entire two weeks.

In addition to Nik. Vas. Zmiev, who helped me escape Petrograd, there was 
another who turned out to have played no small role when Soder took my 
letter to my father somewhere “abroad.” In answer to Soder’s question about 
an address, I had then answered, “Just to A.P. Meshcherskii, Europe. In 
Finland they know where he is.” This was the brief and very despairing letter 
that Soder passed to the chairman of the Russian committee in Helsingfors, 
Aleksandr Nik. Fenu. He kept the letter himself and telegraphed my father in 
London, asking for an answer as soon as possible. He evidently understood 
my desperate situation. The answer from London came quickly, and 
accordingly Soder was sent back to me on the next trip—it cost a lot of money 
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to send a guide to someone in Petrograd—so the whole first stage was firmly 
implemented and realized thanks to A.N. Fenu. My father had gone to 
Finland (but along the forest near Beloostrov) in the fall of 1918 and spent a 
few mioiriths in Helsingfors, where he came to know Fenu well.

Now, having ended up in quarantine, suddenly everything changed, and at 
first it was hard to figure things out. There were completely unfamiliar 
people, but it was warm and clean. One could order a meal from a very nice 
young lady—and of course in quarantine it was free. Quite quickly I acquired 
some money from the engineer Danilevskii, who knew my father well. He 
gave me a decent sum, around 3000 Finnish kroner. But I couldn’t eat; I was 
nauseous at the sight of fat. And I almost couldn’t sleep; the thought that I 
had abandoned Petrograd forever tortured me more and more every day: how 
could I have done that? For many years I often had the same dream: 
Kirochnaya Street, our house there, everything good, everything in place. In 
the dream, I’m thinking I have to go to the Lyzhins’ for some reason. (The 
Lyzhins lived one house down from us, at No. 18, which had belonged to the 
Baroness Varv. Iv. Iskul von Hildenbrandt [eccentric aristocrat (1850-1928) who 
headed the Petrograd Kaufman Society that trained nurses in the early part of the 
century]). I walk out joyfully onto the street, everything familiar, and suddenly 
a distinct male voice says to me, “The Lyzhins? They haven’t been here for 
some time. They’re in Finland.”

We left quarantine on the eve of the New Year, bought a nasty drink of some 
kind in the pharmacy (there was a temperance law in effect in Finland at the 
time), and greeted 1920 in a humble Terijoki hotel [now Zelenogorsk, Russia], 
Then things got going quite fast, and not without some unpleasant surprises. 
A young man from Terijoki came to see us, one of the Balts who knew us, and 
he warned us of what was waiting—being sent back through the Elfvengren 
front! [Colonel Georg (Yrjo) Elfvengren (1889-1927), anti-Bolshevik Finnish officer in 
the Finnish Civil War (1919-1920)] What kind of nonsense was this?! No, no, the 
Russian Committee in Terijoki was vouching for all of us. But on what basis? 
After all, a guide was officially sent for me, which means, they know who I 
am. The next day I went to an appointment with the Committee; the red
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haired Admiral Bostrem was there with his rugged, whiskered face. He told 
me that they were saying I wasn’t the daughter of Aleksei Pavlovich 
Meshcherskii but the daughter of his older brother, Aleksandr Pavlovich. Of 
course, I had no papers of any kind with me, so proving anything in that way 
was impossible. They talked for a short while, and I left perplexed. Who was 
making all this up? Two days later, terribly wound up and angry, I again went 
there, since they hadn’t issued us permission to leave for Vyborg [88 km NW 
from Terijoki], and the situation was becoming strained. At this second 
meeting with Bostrem I behaved much more decisively and boldly, and when 
I left, I said to him, “I can easily prove that I am someone’s daughter but not 
that I am not someone’s daughter.” Fenu again intervened, telephoning to 
Bostrem from Helsingfors, telling him to show some mercy and vouching for 
me that he knew whose daughter I was. Within two days we were in Vyborg 
and in a week—in Helsingfors. There our first visit was to A.N. Fenu, who had 
twice saved me.

In Helsingfors, which I liked so very much, we were allowed to stay no more 
than a week, and we ended up in a suburban sanatorium called Munksness, 
quite tidy and pleasant. Only Russians were there, many of whom still had 
some money, and a few had rather a lot. The sanatorium belonged to a 
Finnish landlady whose daughter was married to a Russian naval officer, very 
presentable with marvelous manners. I don’t remember his surname. There 
were a lot of older people from Petersburg and not a few people from 
Yudenich’s army who had managed to get themselves into Finland either over 
the ice or by boat, saving themselves from the Estonians who had 
unmercifully eliminated them, murdering and strangling the former 
Yudenich officers in banyas. From the first, I was repelled by this glittering 
society. So close to the Petrograd that was living in darkness, filth, cold, and 
complete despair there existed this huge, clean, gleaming building where the 
now "former people” [the aristocracy, the gentry, the wealthy, and the intelligentsia, 
the clergy—anyone of the Imperial regime—who now had no status in Russia and 
were persecuted]—only a part of the amorphous emigre masses—were living 
and eating well, nicely dressed, dancing to the new syncopated music 
unknown in Russia, flirting, and forming cliques as if they knew nothing and 
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didn’t want to know what was happening at home, so close by.

I kept aloof from all the inhabitants of the Munksness sanatorium and sat in 
the evenings with the landlady’s son-in-law. Somehow, he was good at 
chatting with me, and after three days he advised me, “Be careful. I’ll 
introduce you to whoever is worthwhile, since this is one of the major 
espionage centers in Europe. You could get into trouble.” I reassured him. 
Gradually, he introduced me to several Yudenich officers—they were greatly 
intrigued by me—since we were the first to make it to Finland after their 
retreat from Petrograd. In the end they all turned out to be quite nice people; 
I sat almost all night long with several of them in the lobby. They were 
interested in everything I had to say about the city they hadn’t managed to 
take. I chastised them. “Why didn’t you come into the city, go down those few 
pathways that were in front of you at the Narva outpost?” We argued, 
shouted, and even cried. They said, ‘We were waiting for even one shot from 
the city, a signal of the uprising! But there were none.” They also spoke of the 
English [soldiers] about fifty kilometers from Petrograd who turned their 
tanks back, tanks that the Petrograd garrison together with Trotskii had run 
from in panic.

I was starting to like Munksness. I had begun to look a little like the rest of 
them and even danced upstairs in the music hall, where a single candelabrum 
flickered on the wall, and the old Countess Nirod [1878-1944] sweetly played 
Strauss waltzes on a marvelous Steinway.

In February our visas for France arrived. We left Munksness and commenced 
our emigres’ journey—Stockholm, Copenhagen (where my father and 
stepmother came for us from London), London, Paris.

While still in Munksness I found out that the ice on which we had first walked 
was broken apart a few days after our journey by the icebreaker Ermak along 
the route we had walked for almost forty-five kilometers at night, the only 
possible good route between the forts.
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The day before we left, I also found out that the very sweet son-in-law of 
the Munksness landlady was the head of British counter-intelligence in 
Finland.
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The First Years in France

Part II 
France 1919-1948

The First Years in France

Both of us—my husband Igor Aleksandrovich [1899-1987] and I—lived in 
Russia until 1920. Igor Aleksandrovich made it to Constantinople in October 
1920 with [General] Wrangel’s evacuated forces and soon turned up in Paris 
with his parents. Within two weeks he started studying at the Sorbonne in 
the physics and math department.

Thus, we both arrived in the west at the same time as the main group of the 
first emigration. [The second emigration was after WWIL] Truthfully, the flow of 
emigrants did continue right up until 1928-29. Then, even if someone was 
lucky enough to leave the USSR, it was extraordinarily rare and difficult: an 
impenetrable wall of thistles grew gradually and invisibly, and for long years 
any communication with Russia was completely stopped. So the total 
isolation from one’s native country, from what was going on there, over the 
years became one of the basic features of life and the psychology of this first 
wave of people who had been forced to become emigres.

The main task for us all was to survive, somehow resettle, earn a living, and, 
finally, to legitimize our existence in the most varied countries. One may say 
that by 1930 this process was completed—whoever became a chauffeur 
remained as such; ladies who became models or saleswomen in the well- 
known Paris couture houses were also trapped there for a long time.

Even more isolated from Russia were those who ended up in a Balkan 
country, although they were treated there with a benevolent sympathy, and 
the social position was different, since traces of Russianness remained for a 
long time in Yugoslavia, in Bulgaria, and even in Czechoslovakia.
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A3 fter the devastation of the 1914-18 war, Belgrade was to a large degree rebuilt 
by Russian architects, of whom the most eminent was, of course, Lukomskii 
[Viktor Lukomskii (1884-19471- It was he who built the new palace in Topgider 
[.ParCtC, the Guards barracks, the Tsar Nikolai II building, and many others. 
And the magnificent local history museum was created by Prof. Stanislavskii 
and his Russian colleagues.

Russians proved themselves between the two wars in all aspects of Yugoslav 
life: they created the first map of Macedonia and its sub-strata and opened a 
wonderful surgical hospital in Panchevo, near Belgrade. Everywhere in 
Yugoslavia there were Russian schools, girls’ institutes, and cadet academies. 
Russians also strove toward Paris, and many who arrived became taxi 
drivers...

However, someone must write honestly about the life and concerns of the 
first emigration, which experienced much sadness and hope but also 
wonderful achievements—in science, the arts, ballet, fashion, and 
technology.

All these strengths, alas, were spread thin throughout the world, and if one 
were to find and recover all the Russian efforts, there would emerge an 
impressive encyclopedia. There are, of course, a few things about this, but few 
are satisfactory, for instance, the book by N. Kovalevskii or the book 
published in Moscow by L. Lyubimov, In a Foreign Land—this one is, if you 
will, a little more interesting but hardly appealing. There is also the work by 
V. S. Varshavskii, The Overlooked Generation, which established a major theme. 
And we have only scant information about the Russian emigrants in the USA 
or South America. Few people know about the significant role Russians 
played in the improvement of various types of airplanes in America, and 
these names—like Sikorskii or Severskii—are now little known. Someone 
may dimly recall that the first television in the USA was developed by the 
Russian scientist Zvorykin. In addition, the famous prewar ship Normandie, 
considered a marvel of style and technology, was built by the Russian ship 
architect Yurkevich. [Vladimir Ivanovich Yurkevich (1885-1964) designed the
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Normandie for the French transatlantic Une CGT. It was launched in 1932.] I 
remember that before the war, in 1939, there were special tours from Paris to 
Le Havre to see the Normandie.

In the first years of my life abroad I moved around Europe a good deal. I 
spent an entire year in Zemun, on the outskirts of Belgrade [now within the city 
limits], where my sister was living. My life in expensive hotels in Paris or 
Constantinople (where I ended up in May 1920 and where I spent almost five 
months) was behind me. My father came to understand after the Kronstadt 
uprising that it was obvious there would be no returning to Russia any time 
soon. I lived rather a long time in Berlin, where there was something of a 
happy interval for those Russian emigres who had access to hard currency— 
the infamous dollar, British pound, or French franc. In contrast, with the 
inflation of the Weimar mark, which like storms increased steadily, a Russian 
emigre could have a good time in that grey, gloomy city, where at the time 
everything was for sale, where for one British pound a person could rent an 
excellent room for a month from an intelligent German family on the 
Kurfurstendamm, where all kinds of cabarets bloomed on every corner— 
many of them Russian ones that presented the best-known Romanian 
orchestras. A taxi in 1921 cost a few thousand marks and just a year later— 
around a million. In Pegtrograd in 1919 I had seen kerenki as a kind of fabric 
with rough drawings on it that one could cut off with scissors, however much 
was needed. [Kerenki were postrevolutionary bank notes issued by the Provisional 
Government, their nickname alluding to Aleksandr Kerenskii. The currency was in 
circulation for a few years into the Soviet regime.] This was truly the first money I 
ever had to spend on my own. Only in the slick Berlin of the Twenties that 
had lost all sense of decorum, however, did I understand what poverty was 
like in any country and the kind of poison and fear that inflation can carry 
with it.

The wheel of life abruptly turned, and I, now alone, landed again in Paris with 
my father and stepmother. The divorce from my first husband went through 
easily and didn’t take long. I spent the winter of 1923-24 in Nice, in very 
modest circumstances, and in June of 1924, I married Igor Aleksandrovich
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Krivoshein in Paris.

From the beginning we settled into a humble life. I was completely 
inexperienced, ignorant of even the simplest aspects of housekeeping: I 
couldn’t cook a piece of meat and couldn’t imagine how to light the little 
round coal dust balls in the fireplace (and there was no other means of heat in 
our apartment), how to wash my husband’s pajamas, how to go out by myself 
on the street where almost everyone was an Arab and quite openly offensive 
and bothersome. Sometimes the building’s concierge would come upstairs to 
me, a contemptuous and self-assured character, and start showing me 
something: how I had to first warm up a frying pan, not to put meat in the 
refrigerator, how I had to soak the linens before laundering... She taught me 
how to light the fireplace with just one match and how to sweep the worthless 
shabby carpet with a dampened broom.

We somehow managed, however, to socialize among my husband’s close 
friends, whom he knew either from the Sorbonne or later in the Advanced 
Electro-Technological Academy. They too were barely solvent, often with as 
few francs as we, but they all at least had their relatives somewhere, Ta 
famille"—a sacred French word, and that "famille" would sustain them come 
what may. We established a friendly circle of young, well-educated people, 
who were then living as bohemians. In the evenings we went to 
Montparnasse and sat in the Cafe de la Rotonde, where one could see all the 
famous figures of that quarter, then the center of Paris night life. The model 
Kiki, her beauty renowned in all of Paris, was often at the Rotonde. 
Sometimes Ilya Ehrenburg would be sitting at the next table, or Aleksei 
Tolstoi in a fashionable wide-brimmed felt hat, or film stars. [Ilya Grigorievich 
Ehrenburg (1891-1967), Soviet novelist, journalist, and war correspondent frequently 
in Western Europe between the wars and Aleksei Nikolaevich Tolstoi (1883-1945), 
novelist and journalist who emigrated but returned to the Soviet Union in 1923, distant 
relative of Lev Tolstoi. “Kiki," the famous artist’s model, was bom Alice Prin (1901
1953); known as the “Queen of Montparnasse.”] Between the Cafe Rotonde and the 
Cafe Dome there flowed a river of colorful, entertaining people. There was a 
quite special atmosphere in postwar Paris, which had again come alive after 
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the terrilble losses of 1914-18. There is an entire literature about these years in 
Montparnasse, where that special atmosphere reigned that created a self
contained, almost unreal world that lived its allotted lifespan and suddenly 
died away a few years before the Second World War.

Behind the Counter

In the fall of 1925, in the grip of complicated financial circumstances, I 
suddenly became one of the proprietors of a Russian restaurant, the 
Samarkand. We moved into a stinking apartment above a former cafe, 
redecorated the little hall with colorful posters, and put lamps with orange 
shades on the little tables. A piano appeared, someone recommended two 
nice young waitresses who already had restaurant experience—and the 
Samarkand took on its new assignment, with me in charge behind the 
counter. Quickly there evolved an artistic program: first was the enchanting 
gypsy-like Liza Muravyova “with her own repertoire/’ and soon George 
Severskii, the famous Russian cabaret singer started showing up every 
evening. Then there was the marvelous musician with an insufferable 
character but irreproachable musical taste—Vladimir Evgenievich Byutsov 
[1887-1959].

I wasn’t the only Russian emigre woman behind a restaurant counter. There 
were many of us. Russian restaurants and cabarets became a feature of Paris 
in the years 1922-23 up until the middle of the 1930s. They were quite modest 
places where people who had nowhere to cook could go, those on their own 
who were often living in the cheapest squalid little hotels. If they “came into a 
little money” then they could live it up and have some appetizers with a carafe 
of vodka. Some music was invariably struck up—the landlord himself was 
known to strum a guitar, and someone would sing along. Such revelry often 
ended in tears and “Oh, Russia, Russyushka!”

There were also splendid, extraordinarily expensive cabarets, with jazz, girl 
singers, and beautiful ladies to dance with, the obligatory champagne, and 
zhzhyonka [alcoholic punch with fruits and caramelized sugar] set aflame and 
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extinguished right there in the room. There were processions of young people 
in pseudo-Russian costumes who triumphantly carried through the room 
swords full of shashlik! What tricks didn’t they think of! It’s still bitter to 
recall those days even now.

The Samarkand was neither cheap nor markedly expensive. During the day 
on Sundays, we had cheap meals for our special patrons, mainly after Mass 
from the rue Daru—it was close by. Entire families came, and lonely people 
who had nowhere to go on Sundays. And several times I noticed four middle
aged, very modestly dressed ladies. They spoke French, ate borshch with 
pleasure and invariably cutlets afterward. They paid the bill together on their 
departure. There was something about them that seemed long familiar. Of 
course, I approached them and asked if they were satisfied with everything, if 
they enjoyed coming here, and it turned out that they were governesses who 
had lived before the revolution in Russia for twenty, thirty years! They vied 
with one another to tell me exactly where they worked, which estates they 
summered on, which wonderful little darlings they had raised: “Et tout ga, 
c’est fini, Madame! Ah! Quel malheur! Comme on etait heureux la-bas, et dire 
que ce pauvre general a ete sauvagement tue; chez vous, nous mangeons de 
nouveau routes ces bonnes choses—on n’oubliera jamais, Madame, jamais!” 
[And that’s it, it's over, Madame! Ah! What a pity! How happy we were there, and to 
say that this poor general was savagely killed; at your house we eat all these good 
things again—we will never forget, Madame,, never!]

In the evenings we had different patrons, still respectable and, of course, with 
some money. I kept watch like a sentry so that the customers didn’t overdo it 
and mainly so there weren’t any scandals, especially political ones—such 
things could happen anytime. Thus, our Samarkand had a reputation for 
decorum, good entertainment, and delicious food. I rather quickly came to 
understand what to do and how to do it to make things happy and efficient. 
In the evening I wore a black silk dress in the style of the day, with minimal 
decoration, and twice a night I made the rounds of all ten tables. Everywhere 
I was invited to sit down and chat a bit. “Que prenez-vous, Madame?” [What 
will you drink?] A terrible question: I couldn’t abide champagne. In the end I 
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always accepted, the same thing—a cup of black coffee and a small glass of 
cognac. All around, everyone was smoking, as did I, of course. I went to bed 
no earlier than two or three in the morning. Toward the end of the winter, I 
collapsed from this high living.

A few words now about the artists who worked in the Samarkand. Elizaveta 
Nikolaevna—Liza—Muravyova had already gained some fame, having started 
singing ancient and gypsy ballads when she was quite young, in 
Constantinople; she was from the Yumatov family, rich landowners from 
Saratov. She was very young when she married Kolya Muravyov, a former 
Lycee student whom I often saw in Petersburg. But in 1925 they divorced. She 
was a glamorous young woman with a strong eastern or Tatar face. I asked 
her, “How did you get such a face? Are you Malaysian?” She laughed and 
answered, “Well, it’s from Nesselrode (her mother was born a Nesselrode); 
after all, my famous great-great-grandfather definitely had a respectable drop 
of Jewish blood!” [Karl Vasilievich Nesselrode (1780-1862), Russian foreign minister 
for forty years] She always wore a dark dress with a gaudy shawl around her 
shoulders that lent her the appearance of a gypsy. She possessed a 
considerable voice with a “huskiness” that brought her close to the French 
street singers—like Edith Piaf a bit later. Liza sang both a Russian and a 
gypsy repertoire but also the fashionable French songs.

She and I were very comfortable with each other: I soon understood that I 
could relax with her. She had long ago begun to lead her own distinctive life 
(now this is called "femme celibataire," but then it was quite new). She 
depended on no one, lived alone as a “bachelor,” and relied on her own 
earnings. She often ate nothing after her late morning cup of coffee up until 
supper, which she had in the restaurant where she sang because she had 
spent her few francs on a taxi—to my knowledge, she never took the metro! 
She had her own kind of glamour, in a comic way but without any tawdriness. 
She had great success, never flaunted her love affairs or lost her genuine 
femininity. She was very clever and knew how to make an entire table setting 
from a silver chocolate wrapper—fork, knife, spoon, plate, glass, decanter. 
She even taught me how. (Far in the future this seemingly pathetic skill came 
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in handy for English lessons for a sixteen-year-old boy—in Ulyanovsk in 
1953.) She had very long lashes, which she secured firmly with black “rimmel” 
[mascara], and she sometimes jokingly glued a handful of twenty-six match 
heads to the upper lashes of one eye.

George Severskii was almost a professional, a son of the well-known pre
revolutionary Petersburg opera singer Severskii and brother of the famous 
airplane designer whom I mentioned already. He, his father, and his brother 
were all military aviators in the 1914 war.

He sang the English and American songs of the time, for example, the 
repertoire of the then renowned singer McCormack [John McCormack, Irish 
tenor (1884-1945)] but also some Russian songs and even Soviet ones—the 
brothers Pokrass [Dmitrii (1899-1978) and Daniel (1905-1954)]- His voice was not 
a big one, but it was sweet, and he diligently studied English pronunciation. 
He was of average height, with pale eyes and an impassivity in his face. He 
enjoyed no small success, especially among tall, important ladies of a certain 
age. I always had an obstinate relationship with him. I tried to follow a 
complete correctness and civility with him, which irritated him and 
sometimes drove into a rage, shouting, “Damned aristocrats everywhere 
here!” This amused me, but he was angry.

Then there was Byutsov, also of mid-height and heavy-set with a marvelous 
strong voice, almost a hunchback, much older than the rest of us and already 
greying—he was a tough nut, and everything with him was complicated and 
difficult but always interesting. He was a thorough musician, amazingly 
educated in his field, and spoke with precision and a rare humor. He could be 
stubborn and obnoxious like a five-year-old boy and often pushed me with his 
scenes. Like an old maid, he loved to “figure out relationships,” but once that 
left him, he again became an engaging, tender, and somehow a “fiery” 
conversationalist. He played the piano marvelously, everything by heart—at 
least, once he played it, he knew it. The softness and depth of his touch was 
second to none, even when he accompanied Liza or played by ear the lilting 
new fashionable tunes—everything was done masterfully, with a well-known 
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proportion of romanticism, temperament, and never even the slightest error.

Sometimes, when someone fell ill or left, for a week or two Mariya Petrovna 
Komarova appeared, a "performer of Russian songs.” She was around fifty, 
and, I think, her life was difficult. When she toured the Russian provinces, 
she knew what she was doing and had fine technique. She had her fans in 
Paris who loved her. A dear, good person, she called me “darling child.” She 
was amenable and never interfered with anyone. However, we all laughed a 
bit at her on the quiet—at her hairdo, her ever-present Orenburg scarf, and a 
kind of surprising way of talking made up of a quite special vocabulary and 
turns of phrase. It seemed strange that she suddenly had to live and sing in 
Paris, not in Kaluga, Voronezh, or at the Nizhnii fair.

For the first year, not one of the three waitresses at the Samarkand was 
replaced. There was Marina Nikolaevna Psyol, who had the face of a great 
beauty and a child’s good heart—she was thirty-five, and one could depend 
on her entirely. And there were two Innas—the older was dear and good, but 
I had little contact with her. Finally, there was Innochka the Younger, a 
nineteen-year-old Armenian girl with bobbed hair, slender and crafty—we 
called her Salome with the Plate. At the door we had a "chasseur" (doorman? 
porter? I still don’t know how to translate that.) from the simple Russians 
who fought in the Volunteer Army and suddenly ended up in Constantinople, 
Bulgaria, and, finally, Paris. He was born in Ukraine, was around forty and 
called Nikola. He greeted customers at their taxi out on the street, ran out for 
cigarettes, watched the “swallows” as they patrolled the street—police on 
bicycles with cloth capes across their shoulders. He sometimes gave them a 
bottle of red wine and during the day ran errands for me. Knowing that I had 
no money for a housekeeper, he sometimes took a brush and a vacuum and 
cleaned my room. He had his own particular, colorful language; speaking 
French poorly, his usual turn of phrase was "That’s truly quelque chose!” 
[something] After the Samarkand, I lost sight of him; at one point he was 
working cutting out and sewing ballet shoes, even delivering them to the 
Grand Opera. In 1930 or ’31, we went out to have supper in the Dominique Bar 
in Montparnasse and saw our Nikola serving behind the counter. He greeted 
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us as joyously as ever and announced that soon his life’s dream was coming 
true—he was buying a motorcycle. I was horrified and told him it was 
rnadLn$s?ss to learn to ride a motorcycle at his age. Wouldn’t it be better to save 
up his money and buy a used car instead? In the spring we only just entered 
the Dominique when Nikola gleefully reported that he had bought a 
motorcycle the day before, and since the day after tomorrow was Sunday, 
he’d go for a ride in the morning. He went out that morning and right there, 
after literally two steps, at the corner of the Boulevard Raspail a truck ran him 
down and killed him.

The Samarkand had two cooks (who were equal partners with us in owning 
the restaurant). The head chef, Korchagin, was middle-aged and had worked 
in Russia as head chef to Grand Duke Aleksandr Mikhailovich. When he 
wanted to and was in the right mood, he cooked excellently, but when he was 
in his cups, he got mad at everyone and everything, including me. Sometimes 
he would go into the restaurant and read his own poetry. The other chef was a 
young man, but his wife Sima, a humble Russian bourgeoise dropped into 
Paris. She had the soul of a businesswoman or even a great entrepreneur. 
After the Samarkand closed, she owned [other] Russian restaurants in Paris: 
The Bear, then Sima’s Place, then simply Sima. She would gamble away one, 
lose her money and turn around and open a new one, right up until 1948. I 
know nothing further about her, since by then I myself was in the USSR. 
What would’ve happened to such a woman had she stayed in Russia? 
Undoubtedly, she would’ve become a superintendent or a store manager. Her 
customers were Russian taxi drivers and Citroen workers—a good, solid 
clientele. When in 1944 I found out that the Germans had taken Igor 
Aleksandrovich to Buchenwald, she immediately proposed someone to 
liberate him—she had an “acquaintance.” I went to her ordinary little 
restaurant to thank her for her good intentions and, mainly, to stop her 
appealing to the Gestapo's lowest ranks and to thwart any inappropriate 
conversations about my husband and me. She was very sweet, sympathized 
with me and cried, but I explained to her that there was nowhere and no one 
to approach [to arrange this].
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And the shadows that passed, the shadows of the Samarkand? Who was going 
5/50 the little restaurant-cabaret? Very respectable and pleasant customers, 
about whom it would be difficult to write now, since I didn’t know many of 
them well, the majority being just customers. Certain ones, though, live in my 
memory as if I had just seen them yesterday. There was one dear couple, 
Sasha Makarov and his wife, Bubochka. He was a gypsy, known for being in 
the chorus at Moscow’s Yar restaurant [the city’s oldest restaurant, opened in 
1826]. He was then about sixty. He usually arrived with his guitar and his very 
sweet, rather heavy-set wife with her bright curly hair. Often Mikhail Lvovich 
Tolstoi would sit with him, the younger son of Lev Nikolaevich [the classic 
Russian writer]. Sometimes they would both sing along with Liza Muravyova, 
and then a customer would ask Sasha Makarov to sing, which he did from 
time to time. It’s impossible to forget his singing; he had a low, husky voice 
which he accompanied easily on the guitar. I came up with the idea of 
presenting an evening of gypsy singing at the restaurant, and I asked Sasha 
Makarov and Mikh. Lv. Tolstoi to come one evening to sing old Russian 
ballads and gypsy songs, with me covering their drinks. They both agreed 
immediately, and the evening soon took place. For me it was one of the 
brightest memories of that dreary and, generally speaking, difficult period in 
my life.

My mother used to say she hated gypsy music, that it was vulgar, so I listened 
to Varya Panina and couldn't get enough. It’s the same with Sasha Makarov— 
one can’t get enough. Through his long life of merrymaking, Mikhail Lvovich 
sang modestly and charmingly with excellent taste and a fine voice. There 
were a lot of people in the restaurant, and they all were under the spell of 
these two men who had preserved and brought to Paris not “gypsy music” but 
longstanding singing skill and tradition. At the end, M.L. Tolstoi said in 
answer to my thanks, “It was so pleasant to sing for you. To conclude, we will 
play a work that undoubtedly only Sasha and I know—a triumphal march for 
eight guitars that was played at the elections of the gypsy kings by eight men 
preceding the king throughout the camp. This is our gift to you, our hostess.”

I had some contact with other restaurants and cabarets then, especially in
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Montmartre. One time, when Nina Pavl. Koshits was frequenting the 
Samarkand, I had to go “on somewhere” a few times with her after the 
restaurant closed. She always invited Severskii and Byutsov as well. We 
usually went to the Kunak, owned by Behrs, nephew of Sophia Andreevna 
Tolstaya [wife of Lev Tolstoi], The Kunak was open from twelve midnight till 
morning. When we arrived, we all were ravenous: in the Samarkand I was so 
crazily tired that I didn't feel like eating, and I was working, but here I went 
to have fun with my friends. A carafe of chilled vodka appeared on the table 
famous for the whole red chili pepper glowing inside, and they brought 
marvelous, sizzling baked pelmeni. Everything seemed happy, beautiful, 
delicious. Happiness was possible in the cabaret, not just the torturous, hectic 
work we had to do in the Samarkand. [The word ''kunak "suggests a place of 
hospitality that welcomes different peoples.]

At the Kunak we mostly saw Masha Suvorina, a gypsy, the daughter-in-law of 
the publisher of the Petersburg newspaper New Times. She was no longer 
young, a little heavy, and plain but unforgettable. She had a special gypsy 
timbre to her voice. And she was a wonderful person! She could talk about 
anything, and always had, if not the answer, real advice. I listened to her 
attentively: she conveyed that it was important to her as well, and what’s 
going on? and what a tragedy... She didn’t always sing, not every night, only 
when she wanted to, which was important, but if Byutsov turned up, she 
simply blossomed, saying, "Now here’s a singer come to us in the Kunak!” 
Byutsov sometimes sat till morning at the piano and played whatever he 
wanted. I was always happy meeting up with Masha Suvorina and asked if I 
could sit with her and converse without end. I always left these conversations 
with my spirits lifted.

The Samarkand closed, and I was tired and worn out from lack of sleep and 
fresh air, from smoking and constant coffee, and the eternal worries when I 
had to go from day to day at the register and it was often empty. We handed 
the restaurant over “en gerance” [under management], that is, to someone who 
would work and pay me a little. This “someone” turned out to be a real crook: 
after a long process we managed to get rid of him, and the Samarkand 
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departed to different owners.

Of course, Igor Aleksandrovich helped out and also took part in the 
Samarkand’s business, but not much—he had started real work as an 
engineer in the testing laboratory APEL and then in the Lemercier Freres 
distillery, where he spent twenty years, but it wasn’t easy to extricate 
ourselves from the financial mess created in our life after the Samarkand 
closed. We had to leave the room above the restaurant, and we had to live on a 
shoestring for the following months as we fought with the “manager,” so for 
some months we lived without electricity or gas or even water—everything 
was cut off for lack of payment and there was no money. In the unheated 
room I cooked on a paraffin stove by candlelight (Russians can always find a 
paraffin stove somewhere!). It was the same thing every day: boiled porridge 
and tea. Sometimes we went to my parents to be fed, but everything comes to 
an end, and we left Paris for the “red suburb” Clichy, where a huge red flag 
hung above the town hall alongside a little children’s flag with the French 
national colors. The apartment was vile, dirty, and the building crawled with 
bedbugs. We had to pull ourselves up somehow, and I went to school to learn 
“stenotyping,” that is, mechanized stenography. It’s a very simple phonetic 
system of stenography on a lightweight portable machine. I mastered the 
system easily and in four months I could type up to 175 words per minute. Per 
an advertisement in an evening paper, I soon began working as a secretary
stenographer with knowledge of three foreign languages. My first two 
assignments were hardly successful or pleasant, but once I had a full year of 
experience I became the secretary in an old French trading house, where I 
also had to work full-time but where everyone quickly became my friends, 
except for the director, who ran everything, and, as it turned out, was a boor 
and an officious fool.

In the fall of 1928 we suddenly, over three days, left Clichy and moved to a 
one-room apartment on the fourth floor of an old house, with a view into the 
dark courtyard but only three minutes from the Champs Elysees, and we 
ended up in that building for twenty years. The insanity of building thirty
story boxes hadn’t yet begun, and buildings of even ten stories were 
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uncommon then. Even in the most luxurious parts of the city almost nothing 
changed right up until the war; what’s more, now, in 1978, our building, 22 
rue Jean Goujon, is still standing strong.

After a year we descended our steep staircase, which I’d become completely 
used to, to the first floor, and there we had, for the first time since leaving 
Russia, a real apartment, with three rooms and windows onto the street, 
where we could settle in a bit. Best of all was the bathroom. For so many 
years we had to use a bath house or sometimes even my stepmother’s 
bathroom! We little by little bought some old Empire-style furniture at 
Marche-aux-Puces [Paris flea market], lamps, and lampshades on glowing 
stands that were fashionable then. In short, we only then ditched our 
parachute and finally landed on French soil.

These were some of the most successful years of our life. I’m not saying that 
we were wealthy, because other than our regular salaries we had nothing in 
our bank account, but we did begin to go on holidays, go to the cinema and 
theaters, and buy books. Having learned at the Samarkand and from my 
stepmother, even I now managed to cook pretty well. We ate modestly, but 
everything was fresh and delicious—I remembered the boiled porridge with 
horror! But, as my stepmother said, someone is always standing right there 
and listening... Yes, yes, I still had some boiled porridge to come in my life, 
but I still think I’m lucky... Meanwhile, we were living, and in 1930 we bought 
a little Rosengart car, named her Karapashka, and traveled in her even with a 
friend or two! Gradually we went everywhere—to the south of France and to 
Brittany. In 1931 we took Karapashka to visit friends in England, where we 
drove around the whole of the south, including Cornwall.

At my stepmother’s insistence, I wrote my first letter to my mother. I hadn’t 
seen her in twelve years, since she publicly cursed me in Petrograd, soon after 
I had left for Finland, for having accepted my father’s new wife. Now she had 
been living since 1922 in Yugoslavia with my sister, and after an exchange of 
letters I went to Belgrade, to “that” family, where there were a lot of other 
relatives toeing the old line of “Slav Liberation.” I spent the whole summer in
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Belgrade, going about in very different circumstances and emigre interests, 
dancing a lot. One of my Belgrade partners then turned out to be the future 
head ballet master of the opera theater in Havana, a certain Yavorskii [Nikolai 
Petrovich (1891-1947)]- At the time he was just an excellent dancer at parties. In 
short, I had quite a merry time in the exotic Balkans. However, I wasn’t only 
frolicking; at that point I was already a member of the Young Russia Party 
[emigre monarchist political group 1923-1945] and continued as such, even 
working there, right up until 1939.

Here is the familiar framework of my life at that time: from 1926 to 1930, and 
even later, we nearly left the usual Russian emigre circles in which we moved 
in the first years (for me it was Paris—Belgrade—Stockholm—Berlin and 
again Paris starting in 1923). Igor Aleksandrovich began working in French 
businesses in 1925. I too soon mastered the not very complicated secretarial 
work and spent whole days among French people. Gradually our French 
group of friends tidied up our postwar bohemian habits—someone became a 
lawyer, another an engineer, and most got married and started living in their 
own homes, so that we were drawn unnoticeably into a purely French circle. 
Of course, we read Russian newspapers, went to parties or the Russian opera 
or ballet, certain political meetings, but life in Paris become more normal for 
us, and little by little we started hosting receptions and even dinners at our 
house for six or eight people. It wasn’t exactly "la dolce vita," but we 
understood that life had come round again and that we might expect 
something better in the future.

The Young Russia Party

I was reading in the newspapers about some proceedings that took place in 
1930 or ’31 in Leningrad where they were trying “monarchists,” whose leader 
was the tsarist army officer Nikolai Vasilievich Kartashev. Of course, they 
shot everyone, but Kartashev managed to shout after his sentence was 
pronounced, “Long live tsarist Russia! Long live the rightful tsar Kirill 
Vladimirovich!” [(1876-1938) first cousin ofi the murdered tsar Nikolai II and 
pretender to the throne]
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This news rattled me: in the photo of the courtroom, printed in the Latest 
Newsfrom Pravda, there was a group of five men, fuzzy dark figures, and in 
the middle was the tall, slender, stately Kartashev with his handsome hands 
raised above his head. He was once a marvelous dancer, with a charming 
smile, a flat almost Tatar face, bright grey-yellow cat’s eyes, and a special gait 
and distinctive bearing. All of this was recognizable in this tragic photo of 
dear “Kokochka,” who leant on a walking stick and lightly favored his 
wounded leg when he came to visit us on Kirochnaya Street in October 1916 
with Vasya Meshcherskii. He came often and played billiards with a group of 
friends. An older cousin played waltzes, foxtrots, and the tango in the semi
dark hall, and I danced with him to my heart’s content because he did dance 
marvelously! And with him one could also talk about other things; he always 
understood, even though he had no special education other than military. 
There are those people who are gifted with charisma, and he was one of them. 
An accurate description of him could have been the German word 
"Taugenichts"—a sweet ne’er-do-well.

He was attracted to my sister, and it was serious, but my mother intervened, 
and Kokochka disappeared. In a year, or a little more, after the revolution, he 
married and lived in the same apartment at 32 Kirochnaya in the Ratkov- 
Rozhnov building that we lived in for nine years before moving to our own 
place at number 22.

That same charming ne’er-do-well became a member of a vocal monarchist 
conspiracy, a public trial, and now had been shot. He was now a hero! 
Obviously, an unnecessary hero, as, by the way, are almost all heroes.

Who started this ludicrous business? Someone was sent, it turns out, or more 
to the point, dispatched, to Russia and that someone organized the 
monarchists. He too was shot. Was it still possible there to find "beyond the 
thistle” those people who had preserved the monarchist ideal and who would 
even die for it? It turned out that it was simply unimaginable. [“Behind the 
thistle" refers to a 1927 novel of that title written by an emigre army officer, Pyotr 
Nikolaevich Krasnov (1869-1947), that envisions a post-Communist Russia in the
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1990s that is again ruled by the monarchy and around which a great wall was built to 
isolate it from the West.]

During this time, I met some nice people, about whom I knew little. They 
were both quite a bit older than we—Adam Bennigsen [Count Adam Pavlovich 
Bennigsen (1882-1946)] and his beautiful wife, Fanny. I don’t remember at 
whose house we met; there was some general conversation, which soon 
turned into a discussion of the abduction and murder of General Kutepov. 
[Allegedly betrayed to Soviet agents by a former Volunteer Army officer in Paris in 
1930. Kutepov's body was never found.] Each person said they knew about it, and 
I then mentioned the monarchists in Leningrad and the “unnecessary and 
useless death of Nikolai Kartashev.” Bennigsen disagreed with me, saying 
that I wasn’t in the know, that the root of the conspiracy was here in Paris— 
the Young Russia Party. What kind of beast is that? I laughed and shrugged 
my shoulders—all of that business for Russia is over and unnecessary. 
However, Adam Bennigsen told me that Misha Chavchavadze [1898-1965], his 
sister-in-law’s husband, had joined the party a little while ago, that its head 
was a certain Aleksandr Lvovich Kazem-Bek [1902-1977], and that a lot of 
talented people were in it. Bennigsen thought it was an extraordinarily 
interesting development—a new political party born from the diaspora.

A few days later, Misha Chavchavadze accompanied me to the Cafe Le 
Vaugirard in Paris’s 15th arrondissement, where a lot of Russians were living. 
Thus, I joined Young Russia, and there I stayed.

Soon a women’s section—or “hearth”—was created in Young Russia. All the 
party members joined these hearths, and at the top of the pyramid was the 
head, Aleksandr Kazem-Bek himself, a remarkable man, who had a splendid 
memory and the ability to deftly and subtly debate and fend off attacks—of 
which there were so many! He was a scout in his early youth and at sixteen 
participated in the civil war, then became a member of the first Orthodox and 
monarchist conventions in Europe. An ambitious man, he thoroughly learned 
the social sciences and theories of the time, and with his great oratorical 
talent, he had all the gifts to be a leader. Since all the Russian political 
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organizations—the Kadets, Social Democrats, and Social Revolutionaries— 
had collapsed under the onslaught of the Marxist plague, he had to find 
something different, create something new. That’s how the Young Russia 
Party became the only new party (that is, after the revolution), one born in the 
diaspora, and, like it or not, one that remains to this day the only political 
answer in exile to the Bolshevik revolution.

Was it simply an answer to the new social force of the third decade of the 
twentieth century—fascism? Yes, of course, partly so, and in 1935-36 both the 
white and the red fascism poked their ugly snouts firmly and sharply into 
Young Russia.

The main thing that brought me to them was their slogan: “Facing Russia!” 
Forward, not backward, as the emigration swung around and believed that 
the salt of the earth had left Russia with them and that there was simply 
nothing “there” anymore. Of course, not all ofYoung Russia could completely 
absorb and digest this slogan; sometimes they lapsed into a ridiculous and 
laughable adoration and delight in their “accomplishments.” In my first 
months at the party, I had to be on an assignment into the industrial and 
technical achievements in the Soviet Union, where the facts from the Soviet 
press were blindly repeated and where it emerged that until 1920 there was 
generally no industry or technology... none at all! I declared that at the next 
meeting of our section I would come to prove just how mistaken they all 
were. In fact, within a week, having recalled everything I knew about the 
development of heavy industry in Russia from my father, I told the “hearth” 
about the factories that belonged to the Moscow or Volga merchant class, 
about the steamers on the Volga, about the telephone system (one of the 
oldest in Europe!), and so forth. At first, someone objected, and rather 
sharply, but I didn’t let myself be cowed, and it finished with many of them 
(especially from the younger ones) acknowledging that it was the first time in 
their lives that they’d heard about this.

Another thing that drew me to Young Russia was the principle of an order, of 
service; we weren’t simply a party, said Kazembek. We were an Order, not 

149



The Young Russia Party

msvith the secret mission one sometimes encounters but with an open one— 
serving Russia. The principle of monarchical leadership of a future Russia at 
firs-it seemed to me to be undemocratic, unlikely, even worn out—especially 
after the gloomy events and atmosphere that encircled the last monarch and 
his so very unpopular wife... It seemed there would be no return to that.

We had a friend at that time, much older than we, Egor Vasilievich von Dehn, 
the last [Imperial] Russian consul in Paris, a polite, gallant, enlightened Balt. 
His mother was from an old Siberian merchant family. He harped on that 
Young Russia was stupid, a fad, nonsense, and it was unfathomable that I 
was there, and what was I really doing?! One time he came to visit, and I was 
there by myself. We sat drinking strong tea and smoking a bit, when 
suddenly, after various everyday topics, Egor Vasilievich said (and I 
remember every word perfectly): “I reproach you for being with Young Russia 
as if it were "non-sens," but in reality I myself am deeply loyal to Russia and 
the monarchist idea: for me, the son of a Balt, the Sovereign was a suzerain to 
whom I owed service, and being also the son of a Siberian merchant I 
regarded the Russian tsar as my tsar.” He fell silent then added, “Yes, yes, I 
think, I’m even certain, that there will be a moment when a white horse will 
race will through Moscow, and if you Young Russians manage to seat a 
Russian tsar on him, then there will indeed again be a tsar in Russia. But it 
will be just one moment, and if you miss it, then it’ll be over forever!” Now, in 
1978, it’s clear that if someone seats a tsar on a white horse, it won’t be Young 
Russia. Some are no more, others are far away, and there is little left of the 
Young Russia Party, even their papers—everything has disappeared. Perhaps 
a white horse will race along sometime, but there will be no one to ride him.

I am now simply in no condition to recount the entire Young Russia political 
“construction” of the future Russia. For the most part, Kazembek himself 
wrote these theoretical analyses, but the trusted senior secretary Kirill 
Velichkovskii helped him. It was a pretty well-thought-out system of a 
Russian community-based democratic monarchy. Velichkovskii, who then 
was still quite young, around twenty-eight or thirty, had a thorough political 
education and had clearly experienced the powerful influence of Charles
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Volga steamship A.P. Meshcherskii

A.P. Meshcherskii after the revolution, in emigration, 1930s
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The Sormovskii factory
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The Kolomenskii factory
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Suuk-Su resort, Crimea, early 20th century

The house at 22 Kirochnaya Street. The central projecting vertical panel is Nina 
Alekseevna's "streetlamp," where she watched the February Revolution unfold up 

and down her Petrograd street.
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Noted operatic tenor Ivan Vasilievich Ershov, Nina Alekseevna,
and Natalya Alekseevna in Gurzuf, 1913

At Gurzuf in 1913- Nina Alekseevna is in profile second from left. 
Profkofiev is at the far right.
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The People's House in St. Petersburg celebrating 

the 300th anniversary of the Romanov dynasty
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Grand Duchesses Olga Nikolaevna (left) and Tatyana Nikolaevna 
in their wartime nursing uniforms
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Petrograd, February 1917, by Boris Kustodiev
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Life in Petrograd, 1919 by Boris Kustodiev

Petrograd Life in 1920 by Mstislav Dobuzhinskii
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Nights in the Samarkand, Paris, 1920s. 

Nina Alekseevna far right (above) 
and second right (below)
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Igor Aleksandrovich and unidentified guest in the Samarkand

"Our Emigre Life"

There is a noise in the capitals, 
the orators thunder...

Nekrasov, 1858

There's noise in the taverns.

Rivers of holy wine flow.
But there, inside the library—
"An eternal quiet."

(The popular Troika restaurant 
advertises Russian cuisine and bliny, 

while the desolate Turgenev Library is 
open from 9 to 12 and from 2 to 6.)
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Nina Alekseevna and her sister, Natalya Alekseevna, 

Belgrade 1931
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Igor Aleksandrovich 

Krivoshein in the 

French Resistance, 1943
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With Nikita, 

Paris 1934

With Nikita, Paris 1936
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The Krivosheins reunited in Ulyanovsk, 1948
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Propaganda photo of Krivosheins and the Romanovs, 1948, meant to show them in 
their shared apartment but actually staged in Vera Zolinova's office
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New Moskovskii Prospekt, Ulyanovsk, USSR, early 1950s
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Mau.rras, the eminent ideologue of the French monarchist party who at the 
time published the interesting monthly magazine Le Courrier monarchique. 
[ThQ6 author’s footnote here reads: During the German occupation, Maurras 
collaborated with the Germans, ran a fascist press, and after the war was 
tried and sentenced in 1945 to life imprisonment as well as expelled from the 
French Academy.]

Young Russia studied his program thoroughly, but some, a bit less literate, 
simply memorized it. Gradually, a strong conviction took root in many of 
them that the “leader” one time spoke thus or wrote thus—so it was right and 
there was nothing more to say about it. That “leader” was Kazem-Bek, and 
when he appeared, many of them would jump up and with loud wooden 
voices shout, “The leader! The leader!” Badges with numbers and a ribbon in 
white, black, and yellow appeared and confirmed the bosses of the dominant 
sections. By 1935-36, an internal structure, hierarchy, and discipline finally 
took form in Young Russia. So, the same infamous “cult of personality” and 
the now so well-known social pyramid construct that leads to “the one all
comprehending father”? Well, not I: the monarch was at the top. He was the 
father of everyone, not some party “leader.”

A lot of this was funny, and pitiful, and an imitation of everything that was in 
the forefront of people’s minds. With interest and excitement, I worked in 
the women’s section, where, by the end, there were more than forty or fifty 
members. Our main theme was, of course the new woman, her identity, and 
her participation in the future of her native land. All of this was conceived as 
a purely societal and political plan. There were lively meetings that distracted 
us all from the emigre's routine.

I published a few articles in the Young Russia press (I signed them N. 
Alekseeva), and for a year read through three open reports on Russian women 
revolutionaries—Sofia Perovskaya [1853-1881, one of the assassins of Tsar 
Aleksandr II in 1881], Vera Zasulich [1851-1919, Menshevik], and Vera Figner 
[1852-1942, also a participant in the assassination of Tsar Aleksandr II], This was 
extraordinarily absorbing. I would go to the Turgenev Library, which was 
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then the true Russian cultural center of Paris, and where everything was to 
my liking. One could find there all the banned literature from tsarist times, 
starting with Lenin’s The Spark [Iskra], There were all the encyclopedias and 
the marvelously interesting booklets from the Former Political Prisoners 
Publishing House, which appeared in the USSR in the 1920s and which now 
are nowhere to be found. I prepared the presentations thoroughly, although 
the audience was “my people.” There were, however, around a hundred or so 
people who attended each one, and afterward they asked questions I had to 
answer right away without giving it a lot of thought. Questions about terror 
especially concerned them all, its possible ramifications, and, in general, 
tolerance for terrorist acts. Did we all know then what was going on in Russia 
—in the Solovetskii camps [first Soviet forced labor camps for political and criminal 
prisoners, on the Solovetskii Islands in the White Sea, opened in 1923], the infamous 
building construction, the collectivization of villages, the destruction of 
parishes and churches? It seemed we should not just know about it but shout 
about it loudly. But we were on our own path.

I remember how in 1932 or 1933 Tatyana Nikolaevna Sivere turned up at 
Young Russia with her son, who was about seventeen. She was the older sister 
of E.N. Muravyova, who had performed ballads in the Samarkand in 1926. She 
told a lot of stories about life in Russia—her husband had perished in the 
Solovetskii camps. She traveled there to see him, where she saw and 
understood not everything, but a lot. She herself was truly devout and in 
those years took an active part in helping arrested clerics and believers. The 
complete absence of letters from Russia could also give some thought to what 
was happening there...

Now, sixty years after the beginning of the emigration, it’s not surprising that 
numerous “unions,” "homeland societies,” and “associations” still exist, 
proving undoubtedly the vitality of Russians in a foreign land. Some purely 
domestic organizations became extinct because they were unnecessary: 
orphanages, cheap dining halls, day-care centers—since third-generation 
emigres didn’t need them, and even the second generation was pretty well set 
up. That just left the Russian Seniors Homes, which, in truth, were 
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transferred a long time ago to the administration of the French social 
insurance system. Russian language lessons for children continued in several 
church parishes, and many young people study Russian as a foreign language 
in school.

Of all the political organizations of the first decades of the emigration only 
the NTS still survives. [The National Alliance of Russian Solidarists, est. 1930 in 
Belgrade to take an active role in combating communism in the Soviet Union, rather 
than the perceived defeatism of the older generation of the civil war era.] [Note by 
Nikita Krivoshein: in 1920 the NTS was established and for eighty years successfully 
challenged Bolshevism. After the fall of the USSR, it relocated to Russia.] And it is 
still going strong, while it’s impossible to find even a trace of the Young 
Russia Party. A wind blew through Europe, and everything immediately 
collapsed and fell apart! During the “Phoney War” ("drole de guerre," 1939-40) 
many Young Russians were put in the French internment camp Le Vernet. 
[The period between declaration of war between Germany and France and Britian and 
the German invasion of the Low Countries on their way to France in spring 1940 was 
marked by inaction in the West, although Germany had already invaded Poland in 
September 1939-] The French police were quite familiar with the somewhat odd 
Young Russia slogan “The Tsar and the Soviets.” The first word got lost and 
“The Soviets” was very unpopular—it vividly recalled the shouts of the 
Communists devoted to Stalin, “Vive les Soviets!” Kazem-Bek himself spent 
some time in Le Vernet camp [in the south, on the France-Spain border], but he 
soon managed to get out, and at the beginning of June 1940 he left for Spain. 
Afterward, up until 1957, he lived in California. His departure deeply upset 
many of the Young Russians. Some, however, said, “Should he have put his 
own neck in the noose? The Germans would’ve taken him alive!” That much 
was true, but there was also a bit of "sauve qui peut" [every man for himself], 
and in Spain Kazem-Bek had the powerful protection of Kirill Vladimirovich. 
His departure completely buried, both politically and morally, any living 
members of the Young Russia Party, which could never recover from Kazem- 
Bek and his group’s “exit.” The war and occupation finished off this break-up, 
and during the occupation and later during the “Cold War,” many Young 
Russians destroyed whatever documents, newspapers, and essays they still 
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had, so that now any accidental remnants of Young Russia publications 
remain only in a few libraries. It was said that, for example, the Eurasianists 
—a highbrow and purely intellectual movement in the emigration—were 
conscripted and organized by Soviet agents. The same was said of the Young 
Russia movement. Truthfully, every generation comes up with its own 
answers that are relevant to their era. [Eurasianism originated in the 1920s, 
promoting Russia/USSR as an independent "Eurasian" civilization, separate from 
both the West and the East.]

In 1934, on the sixth of July, on an unbelievably hot Ivan Kupala evening [the 
Slavic Orthodox summer solstice], our son Nikita appeared in this world, by 
Caesarean section. A nanny turned up along with the little child in our 
apartment on Jean Goujon, since I was forbidden anything onerous for some 
months; in those days a Caesarean was considered a serious operation—it 
wasn’t usually repeated.

Nikita had nannies for four years, two of them; the first was a Russian, a 
wonderful nanny but a little capricious; the second was with us for two-and- 
a-half years, an illiterate Polish woman, Anelya, middle-aged, who came to us 
from Baron Pahlen’s family, where she had been for twelve years. I had to part 
with her in 1938, when an economic crisis suddenly broke out. Prices rose 
sharply, and every fifteenth of the month the family account was empty.

After a long break, I again began going to Young Russia meetings. I had many 
friends there, some for life, primarily Irina Nikolaevna and Aleksandr 
Aleksandrovich Ugrimov. They were a "Young Russia marriage.” I knew Irina 
first, and then her husband, "Shushu.” Their wedding took place in 1931, and 
gradually we grew close to the whole family, including Shushu’s parents— 
Prof. Aleksandr Ivanovich Ugrimov and his wife, Nadezhda Vladimirovna. 
This friendship spread further on into the next generation and their relatives.

Life somehow melded our two families: over forty years our fates were 
parallel. Our children—their Tatka and our Nikita—were born six months 
apart; we spent the war years, 1939 to 1945, almost entirely together—we 
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escaped the German invasion in a quiet French village, Chery (on the Cher 
River in the Loire), where the Germans did [eventually] catch up with us. Then 
there was Paris, hungry, cold, dark, and the momentous date of 22 June 1941 
%the German invasion of the USSR]. And later both of our husbands became 
members of the French Resistance. Much later the exchange of the Nansen 
passport for a Soviet one in 1947, and, finally, in April 1948 the departure of 
our thirty-eight-person group from Marseilles on the diesel-electric ship 
Russia, heading for the Motherland, where our husbands had been since 
October 1947- [Nansen passports were travel documents issued to stateless refugees by 
the League of Nations from 1922 to 1938, promoted by Norwegian statesman Fridtjof 
Nansen.] There, "behind the thistle,” the bony hand caught up with the 
Ugrimovs almost immediately, three months after Irina Nikolaevna’s arrival 
in Moscow, and we were later by almost a year, September 1949, when my 
husband was arrested by the Cheka and, like the Ugrimovs, was sentenced to 
ten years in a camp...

But all this was in the future and still before the war. Here I cannot help but 
recall an unpleasant moment. In 1937, at a regular meeting in the Cafe 
Vaugirard, I came to understand that all my friends, specifically those with 
whom I felt myself kindred in thought and inclination, had quick as lightning 
abandoned the Young Russia Party and loudly slammed the door on their 
membership. I was upset that they had done this and didn’t even warn me, 
which meant they apparently considered me not in “the seven clean pairs” 
and that I did not at all belong to their group! [A somewhat obscure reference to a 
story by Venyamin Kaverin, a renowned Soviet writer, published in 1962] I asked 
Shushu to see me, as the main organizer of this “exit,” who then generated a 
lot of noise and hearsay. He and I had a loud and unpleasant assessment of 
our friendship. I stated that I understood his situation in this matter, also 
that of his whole group, but since they had shunned and bypassed me, I 
would stay with Young Russia and continue to maintain the antifascist 
policy...

This event was so painful for me—not just the personal “betrayal” but also the 
alienation from people I had considered good friends. This group also started 
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up meetings, published a small newspaper, the Russian Chronicle, and I 
quickly lost track of many of them. I continued as before with Young Russia 
and with even greater enthusiasm. I worked especially with groups of young 
peopL?1 teaching them to speak Russian correctly, to follow Russian and 
Soviet literature, and, mainly, to try to understand what fascism was and 
what it was bringing with it. I read somewhere the phrase (likely in Karl 
Marx) "Il faut server ideal sans illusions." [It is necessary to serve the ideal without 
illusions.] This became the basic stance of all my "interviews” with sometimes 
very young women. Unexpectedly, after the war, one of them came to see me 
and told me that much of what we talked about then, during the occupation, 
played a decisive role in their actions.

In the summer of 1938 I took Nikita, who was then four years old, to Belgrade 
and presented him to my other family. My sister lived quite comfortably and 
worked for one of the prominent lawyers in Belgrade, Olip, a nice Croatian. 
She had a spacious apartment in an old Turkish house with an interior 
courtyard. It was a hot summer, and we often went swimming in the Danube. 
There were always crowds of Belgrade Russians in the house. In the new 
Belgrade [rebuilt after the 1914-18 war], transfigured by marvelous buildings, 
parks, fountains, life was merry and carefree. In the middle of September, 
Nikita and I went with my sister and her husband, Sergei Ivanovich Entel, to 
Clip’s villa at Bled [in Slovenia, 580 km northwest of Belgrade], where we were 
given two huge rooms, a kitchen and bath. This was in the former Austrian 
Tyrol [part of the former Austro-Hungarian Empire], a charming green village on 
the edge of a smallish lake. We had a wonderful holiday there, walking in the 
forests, where we collected masses of saffron milk caps [mushrooms], which 
we pickled, and were driven along the marvelous old Austrian roads by 
coachmen in their feathered Tyrolian hats. Suddenly one morning, Sergei 
Ivanovich ran into the house, newspaper in hand, shouting, ‘War, war! 
There’s already general mobilization in France!” With all the walks and 
mushrooms, we just hadn’t been reading newspapers... This news struck like 
lightning.

Within an hour I had already decided to go immediately to Paris with Nikita 
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on that night’s train. There was panic everywhere; my sister tried to persuade 
me to stay in Belgrade, saying, “You’ll see. The Germans will take France in a 
week, and the war will be over. Then you can go.” But I stood firm, and exactly 
at midnight a deft porter threw my things, me, and Nikita into the vestibule 
of a third-class car, and the train jolted and stood in Bled just a minute more. 
I managed to shout to my sister that the entire car and all the passageways 
were full of people sitting on the floor, Serbian emigrants going to America 
with buckets and chickens in cages, so there were no open seats. So we 
commenced a horrible journey amongst passengers terrified of the imminent 
war. All I had was a hundred francs, so unbelievable complications ensued on 
the journey... Thus began the new era. In truth, the war began a year later, but 
everything was clear at that point. The maps were drawn, and Hitler had all 
the leverage from the start. Our journey was horrible: Nikita went dumb from 
this unexpected shock in his young life; he didn’t cry but compulsively clung 
to my dress. We waited for five entire hours at the Swiss border—they 
wouldn’t let us pass! Finally, we passed from Swiss Basel to French Bale and 
were hitched to a different train with a second locomotive in back. The 
stationmaster in the familiar French sideways cap and uniform collar open, 
red-faced from excitement, and his hair sticking up, finally waved his red flag 
and yelled, “Eh la! Rouler au diable!” [On to hell!]. We rolled on to darkened 
Paris, where all the streetlamps were already extinguished, the rail station 
closely encircled by mounted police, the general mobilization in force. Then 
Munich happened [the capitulation by Neville Chamberlain, essentially giving 
Czechoslovakia to Hitler, 30 Sept. 1938], a general air of relief, and three weeks 
later, on 13 November, my father died.

My father’s death was a heavy and unexpected blow. He was seventy-two, 
having suffered from diabetes for a few years, but still looked quite well and 
strong. The thought of the impending war simply bowled him over, and he 
believed everything was lost, repeating, “No, I can’t believe we’re losing a 
second homeland! What is this?!” He fell ill with a light flu, suffered a stroke 
ten days later, and three days after that he died.
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I remember little of the winter of 1938-39. All life stood still for me. In the 
spring, my stepmother, Elena Isaakievna, went to her relatives in Greece, 
along with my father’s two dogs—huge red chow-chows. Her son Boba 
Greaves was already living in Alexandria, after graduating from Cambridge. 
In short, our entire Paris family faded away and dispersed. I no longer had a 
nanny, and I ran about from morning till evening. Life was difficult and dull.

The declaration of war found me in the village of Elincourt-Sainte- 
Marguerite, not far from Compiegne, where I was living with Nikita in a very 
nice room. A children’s summer camp called Fasting Friday (a surprisingly 
inappropriate name for a summer vacation!) drew us there, where I could 
leave Nikita for half a day and have a little break myself. They gave Nikita 
supper, and I picked him up at five o’clock. This French village had been 
entirely taken over by Russian emigres, many of whom had managed to buy 
the empty peasants’ houses for a pittance and refurbished them into excellent 
dachas close to Paris. So the “Fasting Friday” attracted many Russians, and it 
transpired that on the weekend, when the parents went into Elincourt to see 
their children, the only language on the street was Russian. I had a lot of 
friends there and could relax. Then came the third of September, around 
three o’clock, and the church rang an alarm. Quickly all the young people, and 
entire families, ran home—many of whom within two hours had to leave 
Compiegne on the train with a mobilization ticket... I went out onto the main 
street—there were crowds, people looking about glumly, conversing quietly— 
there was no war enthusiasm or “Gallic rooster crowing.” The next day Igor 
Aleksandrovich came for us in the car and took Nikita, his mother, and me 
from Elincourt about 250 km to the west deep in the provinces (Mayenne 
Dept.) to a chateau belonging to relatives of our close friend Henri de 
Fontenay [1900-1969]. There was a heat wave, the apple trees bursting with 
fruit, and endless columns of regiment after regiment passed us heading 
east. We traveled on almost silent: what was this? Another war, when we had 
only just been recovering from all sorts of miseries. Nikita was carsick and 
started whimpering and panting. No “toy soldiers” could distract him.

I should say something in detail about our stay in the family de V’s chateau.
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Every day I was deeply unhappy. The owners, the other “refugees” from Paris 
who were living in the chateau, the whole situation of rich and manipulative 
people, the icy and severe tone of our hostess, who every day regardless of the 
weather went to early morning Mass, the absolutely closed provincial society 
—all this was a kind of dream right out of old French literature...

Of course, though, there were also some thoughtful, good people there, and 
it’s important to remember them with gratitude. They were the gardener 
Adolphe and his wife. They had an outbuilding with a little garden not far 
from the house. (I speak here of the de Vs’ house in the village of Ernee, where 
we all moved from the chateau when it was requisitioned for seniors 
evacuated from Paris two weeks after my arrival, that is, around 15-18 
September.) Sometimes I went to see them, to rest my soul. They tried 
various ways to encourage me, and everyone understood perfectly—either 
the family of the local notary or the young doctor I took Nikita to, but we had 
to go back to the huge, splendid house with coats of arms and the cold open 
animosity!

I managed to get back to Paris only at the end of December, having overcome 
unbelievable administrative difficulties. Foreigners during wartime were 
prohibited from traveling from one department to another, but the complete 
despair I had fallen into was a decent motivator. Finally, I was able to get 
myself to the main town in Mayenne, where the department’s gendarmerie 
was located, and there I procured from the highest authority a pass to Paris 
and left within a day. No one saw me off, and no one helped get my baggage 
together or make bags for the various items brought in the mobilization 
panic at the beginning of September. I pursed my lips, folded up Nikita’s cot, 
and successfully took my mother-in-law’s trunks and everything else back 
home.

In Paris, no one at the commissariat even looked at my pass, and the worker 
just shrugged his shoulders and said, “Are they insane out there in the 
provinces with these passes?! Everyone’s just going where they want, and 
that’s the end of it!!”
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Looking back now on the four months spent in Mayenne at the beginning of 
the war, I see clearly that a lot was prompted by the war Soviet Russia was 
then waging with Finland; the “Russian bear’s” invasion of the tiny country 
cr<%%.ate<%i universal outrage, and the chateau owners and the others living there 
(all quite rich and for some reason mostly from Lyons) just couldn’t separate 
me, a Russian emigre, from that country. Their sharp commentary directed 
in this regard seemingly to me personally just wore me down. But I wasn’t 
living there on charity—I paid the hostess a good sum for our food. The 
question of the money perplexed me considerably—was it because of that? 
No, it was just like there wasn’t a war, life in Paris was proceeding normally, 
and they just wanted everyone to go home as soon as possible, including me. 
In short, an uninvited guest...not a lot of fun for them!

The Phoney War

The “Phoney War” carried on. In Paris, everything was as it always had been. 
The front? Was there one? Yes, of course, there was some kind of line that no 
one crossed, neither army. Rumors abounded. All the Russian emigres were 
mobilized into the army, including Kirill Krivoshein, my husband’s younger 
brother. A.F. Stupnitskii published a few articles about this in The Latest News, 
referring to the international statute prohibiting the mobilization of 
foreigners and people without French citizenship. It was difficult and 
uncommon at that time to grant citizenship to Russian emigres (except for 
children born in France). However, with rare exceptions, everyone went into 
the army, and there were a number of volunteers.

By nature, I am a pessimist, something that can be a virtue or a great 
shortcoming—optimists live more lightly. It seemed to me that this putative 
peace, this “un-war”—sometime, it was impossible to predict—at one 
moment would burst open, and then the fun would start! It wasn’t done to 
say these thoughts out loud, but with my close friends the Ugrimovs I 
discussed this question more than once, with everyone then haunted by: what 
was finally going to happen? I tried to convince them both that we had to rent 
some house together far from Paris where we could hide away when everyone 
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was fleeing. “Who’s running where? And when?” rambled Shushu. ‘Where are 
these stories coming from?” “No, no,” I spoke heatedly. "You’ll see when 
everyone is fleeing and we have a roof over our heads. When, of course, I 
don’t know, but just imagine how it’ll be when hundreds of thousands, 
millions are in flight on the roads!” Finally, I got my way, and through 
Ugrimov’s boss we rented a large house in Chabris on the River Cher that 
belonged to some friends of that boss. The price was reasonable, five hundred 
francs a month—that was decent money then, and the economic crisis was 
affecting us all, but we went through with it and paid up. Shushu loved to nag 
at me and reproached me that we were luxuriously occupying an empty house 
two hundred kilometers from Paris.

On 9 May 1940, while reading the newspaper, my husband and I realized that 
the famous Maginot Line, right where Kirill was posted, was already 
completely cut by the German forces. The Phoney War had ended and the real 
one begun. Nothing changed, however. A few days passed, and I started 
persuading Igor Aleksandrovich that it was time to go to Chabris, as quickly 
as possible. He just waved me off, thinking there was no reason to leave. I was 
consumed by something I rarely did—“nagging”: let’s go, let’s go, hurry, 
hurry! Again, I had to go to some office where passes were issued to 
foreigners. It was already the eighteenth. God, what a scene there! Around 
five hundred, no less, were attempting almost to the point of brawling to get 
through to the young woman almost driven to madness in the little window. 
Here the process went quickly—through our friend Vl. Leon. Vyazemskii, 
who at the time was a translator for the French premier Paul Reynaud, 
received the passes we needed. However, Vyazemskii asked us to take his 
wife, Sofia Ivanovna, without fail. This was confusing, and I finally decided to 
ask Vyazemskii what was going on. “The Germans are seventy kilometers 
from Paris,” answered Vyazemskii, “and if the premier’s cabinet suddenly 
decides to evacuate, I will go, but the government cannot take wives with 
them.” So everything was settled, and on 20 May at 530 in the morning we 
abandoned Paris, the two of us with Nikita, our belongings, and Sofia 
Ivanovna with two dogs, Mona and Devi.
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We left the city on the Orleans highway. At first, everything went well, Igor 
Aleksandrovich hurrying along. On the evening before, his factory had 
received an order to evacuate to the Loire, and he had to return to Paris by 
five o’clock. Then the gendarmes forced us to turn off onto side roads. This 
was tiresome and mystifying—the highway seemed almost empty in the early 
morning. By eight o’clock, on the right side of the road there stretched before 
us an endless string of dirty cars, loaded wagons drawn by enormous Dutch 
Percherons, trucks covered in dust, haggard people, and on foot—tens, 
hundreds of people, pushchairs, carts with invalids, families with children on 
their shoulders. One time we traveled next to a Belgian truck carrying thirty 
girls around ten or twelve years old in white dresses and veils and wreathes 
on their heads. A cure was with them who had given them their first 
communion. I asked him where they came from. He answered that they were 
from Mons, that the Germans had entered the town and he had managed, 
fortunately (!), to get all the children right out of the church.

At first, we marveled out loud, pointing out the cars to each other—that’s 
from Holland, and that one from Belgium—but then we just fell silent. The 
spectacle was so unexpected and awe-inspiring. They spent whole days 
walking and walking, next to us, their strength ebbing—and we just weren’t 
aware of it!

Chabris

We made it to Chabris. A pleasant neighbor opened the beautiful, spacious 
house on the very edge of town for us, and at two in the morning, my 
husband went back to Paris. Wouldn’t it have been simpler to stay and await 
the events in Paris? There was an unspoken terror of the German hordes, 
however, and men feared being immediately taken prisoner and sent to the 
east.

Soon our house in Chabris was filled with residents: first was Yulenka 
Gorbova and her three- year-old daughter, Marina; then her husband, Misha 
Gorbov, who worked at the Citroen factory, arrived—a smart, wonderful
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then the Ugrimovs and their parents; and at the very end in the final 
onslaught of twelve million people from northeastern France heading for the 
south—Mikhail Andreevich Osorgin and his wife, Tatyana Alekseevna 
Bakunina and her parents, Aleksei Ilich and Emilia Nikolaevna. Our special 
existence established itself: the young women took turns going to the village 
for provisions, preparing the food, and cleaning the kitchen in the evening, 
and one of the middle-aged ladies helped. Nadezhda Vladimirovna Ugrimova 
took care of the three children: Tatka, Nikita, and Marina. She knew an 
endless amount of poetry and songs in both Russian and French and taught 
the children funny skits in verse in accordance with the Jaques-Dalcroze 
method. [Emile Jaques-Dalcroze (1865-1950), Swiss music educator who developed a 
eurhythmy music pedagogy] She had a calm character, reserved and also 
decisive, even pushy. The children, though, were completely absorbed by the 
thousands of cars that flew by our house—the whole day we heard zhik-zhik 
—heading farther south or even to the Mediterranean, away from the Italian 
airplanes that flew all day long above our Chabris from a height of forty or 
fifty meters. It seemed like they would land right on the house. This drove me 
insane, but the others were calmer about the planes. I soon experienced a 
kind of aural shock that I just couldn’t handle: I felt like crawling into the 
cellar, but there was none, or, still better, shoot myself up into those metal 
birds to stop their abhorrent noise.

A lot of people passed through our house in Chabris during the exodus; we 
witnessed many horrors. The most varied tasks—the purely domestic, and 
the more complicated—had to be accomplished by Irina Nikolaevna and me 
over these months. She and I were equally in charge of the house, and one 
never undertook anything without the other. When something was decided, 
it was completed by everyone. It could not have been otherwise during this 
time of high stress. Fortunately, Irina Nikolaevna was one of the most 
sensible and pleasant women I’ve met. Our evenings always went peacefully 
and efficiently, and after we finished our work, we tried to approach the 
general situation with a common humor, without any irony.

Thus, we had a necessary outlet. We would part quickly when, as usual, we 
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heard the children’s voices: "Mama! Mama! I can’t sleep! Mama, where are 
you? Mama, I’m scared, Mama, Mama!”

Chabris turned out to be the location of General Weygand’s army’s last 
combat not long before the armistice in Montoire. An endless amount of 
Belgians of all sorts passed through Chabris before our very eyes. Saddest of 
all were the solitary soldiers, or those in twos or threes—dusty, exhausted, 
hungry, tragedy written on their faces. They were afraid of everyone, having 
been abandoned. Their superiors were—where?—some farther to the west, 
having taken off by car just in time, and others were taken prisoner. The 
population of Chabris called them “les traonards”—an extraordinarily 
descriptive and unkind word, somewhere in between “beggar” and “down- 
and-out,” and silently watched as they, hiding from some imaginary higher- 
up or from a German who had caught up with them, walked along the 
roadside, skulking in bushes. They had shamelessly thrown away their 
weapons. One time in the powerful heat, four completely grubby soldiers sat 
down in a ditch in front of our house to have a rest. I eventually went out and 
asked if they wanted something to drink. “Yes, of course, if you please!” First, 
I brought them just some water, and then, after conferring with Irina 
Nikolaevna, some hot coffee and white bread. I clearly felt the inquisitive 
glances coming from the neighboring houses, and they weren’t approving... 
Then they started to come up to us, and gradually a whole group of residents 
formed. The soldiers shamelessly cursed out loud their superiors, the English, 
the Germans—everyone in the world! An old veteran of the 1914-18 war 
started fiercely reproaching them, tempers flared, and I quickly gathered the 
coffee pot and the cups, said goodbye to everyone and went into the house. 
The poor soldiers also got up and left, without their rifles, which they had 
thrown into the bushes. Much later the local authorities ran about and 
collected them, so the Germans couldn’t accuse anyone they wanted to of not 
surrendering weapons... The fact that the German army would soon appear in 
Chabris was becoming clearer, and by 15-16 June the atmosphere had become 
alarming.

The Lemercier Freres factory, where my husband worked, was hurriedly 
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evacuated in turmoil on 13 June and located for the time being about seventy 
kilometers from Chabris. Igor Aleksandrovich got to us while the trains were 
still running. He had wanted Nikita and me to go to him, but I was frightened 
of moving: it seemed like the most terrible thing—to abandon our house and 
end up in the flood of refugees. So he left and found that his car had been 
hijacked by some Lemercier employees who were trying, like everyone, to go 
south. After much agitation, I tried to go to the neighboring town, 
Romorantin, but it turned out that the trains had stopped. Our neighbor, 
catching sight of Nikita and me at the tram stop, exclaimed, doubting my 
sanity, "They’re bombing the train stations everywhere. It’s a horror, but here 
you’re living peacefully!” He was right, and I went back to the house, which 
had now become “ours,” and waited for what was to come next.

Earlier, I had persuaded everyone who was capable to quickly start digging a 
small trench in the garden for the children. At first, they all just shrugged 
their shoulders, but now...everyone was digging, even Mikhail Andreevich 
and Tatiana Alekseevna and, especially, Shushu Ugrimov, who had ended up 
in Chabris. After the fighting we found out that there wasn’t one house in 
Chabris where they hadn’t dug trenches in the courtyard. The gendarmes 
warned us that an order to evacuate Chabris could be expected any minute, 
and we started getting ready in all seriousness. We got hold of two large bags 
and methodically stuffed all kinds of things in them—everything that would 
be necessary for escaping with three children.

It was 18 June. Paris was already occupied by the Wehrmacht, and German 
forces were pouring unrestrained toward the south and west from Paris. On 
this fateful day, at around five o’clock, General de Gaulle issued his famous 
appeal to resistance and the continuation of the war outside French territory. 
Few people actually heard it with their own ears; millions of French were on 
the run far from their homes, and hardly any had a radio. Some, in spite of 
the turmoil of this time, were at work during the day, and hundreds of 
thousands of soldiers were languishing in captivity. As it turned out, I myself 
did hear de Gaulle's appeal—the whole day, that still unfamiliar voice, the 
unusual manner of his spoken French, the very surname (At first, I thought it
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was a political pseudonym!)—everything was astonishing and unexpected!

Someone had run over to our house and whispered to Nadezhda 
Vladimirovna, “Hurry, quick, quick, listen to the radio! Some general is 
speaking!” We had a crummy little radio in the house, and they called out to 
me, “Go, quick, and listen, then tell us all about it.”

The radio was on a chair, and I kneeled in front of it. Nadezhda Vladimirovna 
covered my head with two heavy blankets so I could hear better. At first, I was 
so frustrated and didn’t understand anything—it was London, and what I 
was hearing made no sense at all: a general no one had heard of was 
appealing from London to continue the battle—France had lost only a battle, 
not the war... He called on all officers, soldiers, military engineers, pilots, and 
sailors to carry on, to join with him and enter the ranks of Free France. 
Within two hours, registration would be open at such-and-such an address in 
London! He ended with "Vive la France!"

I pulled my head out from under the blankets and reported in Russian to 
everyone what had been said. Someone exclaimed, “Just who was that? On 
whose behalf was he speaking? And how can anyone sign up in London?” 
Everyone was incredibly emotional, and someone even cried. After the war 
we found out that de Gaulle had difficulty pronouncing the time on the 
English broadcast, had arrived by taxi with his adjutant, and an English 
officer who was by chance in the courtyard of the BBC photographed the two 
officers in French uniform. There was no press about, and the photo was 
exclusive.

By the evening of 19 June, all our preparations for evacuation were finished. 
We just had to wait. The children buzzed around us like flies. ‘What are the 
bags for? When are we going? Who are they going to put in the trench?” We 
had a hard time getting them to bed and decided to sit and play cards. This 
was a kind of “social torture” for me—I never really learned how to play or 
count or remember whether this or that jack or king had been played. I was 
terrible at it my whole life. And here everyone played the classic old French 
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game of belote, and, somehow, I often had to be Mikhail Andreevich 
Osorgin’s partner. He played avidly, and when again and again I couldn’t 
remember that in this game for some reason the jack was higher than the ace, 
he despaired and wailed about my stupidity. Around one in the morning, 
there was a knock at the window, and we jumped: did the gendarmes really 
come in the middle of the night? But it was Igor Aleksandrovich. He had 
scrounged a bicycle and ridden for seventy kilometers, an unusual distance 
for him, having gotten lost on the empty roads with darkened houses lacking 
even one little flicker of light. Fortunately, around ten o’clock he met an old 
man out looking for his dog who directed him to the right road. All the factory 
workers and even the boss had bolted south, having taken our car. And now 
we were all together. In the morning, around eight, we were woken up by 
artillery! A battle had started for the crossing point on the Cher. The shells fell 
more and more often. First, all the children, Nadezhda Vladimirovna, and 
Yulienka Gorbova were put in the trench; we were in the house or crawled 
doubled-over through the garden under the trees. We knew that in the 
evening four small tanks had taken up position on the Chabris side. Their 
commander was a young sergeant, calm, decisive, and certain in his duty to 
continue fighting against the Germans, however many of them made it to our 
side of the river.

On the advice of Aleksandr Ivanovich Ugrimov, my husband was chosen as 
leader and commander during that battle—he alone was a military officer as 
well as an artillerist. Toward eleven in the morning the shelling of Chabris 
began to intensify. The men gathered at a big tree near the house. They 
decided that only if the situation worsened would we have to flee into the 
forest. It was around a kilometer and half to the forest, the road leading 
between the fields but first along the railroad line for the one-car electric 
train known as the micheline. Igor Aleksandrovich observed that groups 
should go in sequence, every five minutes. Then a shell, and a second, landed 
right on a neighboring house, and Igor Aleksandrovich shouted, “It’s time, 
first group—go!” First to go from the far corner of the garden was Yulienka 
Gorbova with Marina in her arms, and almost at the same time went Tatyana 
Alekseevna and Mikhail Andreevich. Two or three minutes behind them were
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Emilia Nikolaevna and Aleksei Ilich (the Bakunins). When a shell crashed on 
the right side of the narrow dirt road, three-year-old Marina quite fiercely 
said, “I so don’t like it when they shoot!”

The older Ugrimovs refused to leave the house, and within ten minutes or so 
we left. First were Shushu, Irina Nikolaevna, and Tatka, the three of us thirty 
or forty meters behind them. Shushu and I. A. dragged the huge, heavy bags. 
As soon as we left, we heard the whistle of a shell. I.A. yelled loudly, “Lie 
down!” We hit the dirt—I pulled Nikita down, and he fell with me on top of 
him to protect him. The frightened children restrained themselves and didn’t 
cry while we awaited a new command to “Run!” Lying there, Nikita recited 
the Our Father. After the third shell (and they were exploding nearer), we 
were completely out of breath, stopped, and even sat down by the side of the 
road where there were some small bushes. I was suddenly seized by a mad fit 
of laughter—no, not any kind of hysteria. It was truly funny to me, and I 
choked and shouted, “Look how we’ve saved ourselves from the Germans! We 
spent so much time in the house, and they’ve caught up with us. Now we’re 
like rabbits with three children running around under fire! What a successful 
plan I concocted!” Soon we all were rolling with laughter—apparently, we 
needed it, and then we went farther on to the forest, much less tense.

The whole village was in the forest. The residents had been fleeing there since 
eight in the morning. We immediately sensed them looking askance at us: 
what were we supposedly doing in Chabris when everyone else had been here 
for a while? We gathered together, tension reigning. Nikita came to me and 
asked, "Mama, give Tatka and me a sandwich and some tea. We’re hungry, 
and this is a picnic!” It was, after all, almost midday already. Irina Nikolaevna 
and I opened the bags and got out sandwiches, rolls, and a thermos of tea, 
and the children, laughing and joking, tucked into their breakfast with 
pleasure. Not only they did so; Irina Nikolaevna and I and our husbands 
followed their example. Time passed, and apparently the forest gave us cover 
for a while—but what about airplanes? This was on everyone’s minds... Right 
alongside of us a two- or three-month-old baby began wailing hysterically, so 
I went to the young woman and asked whether he was ill. She answered 
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rather sharply, even maliciously, that she had. been there since eight in the 
morning, hadn't eaten herself, and had forgotten his bottle of milk at home! 
“Let8stry to feed him.” And I took some evaporated milk and boiled water 
from our bag, a cup, and a coffee spoon. I mixed the milk with water in the 
cup and tried in vain to spoon it into the baby’s mouth; he just didn’t know it 
was still food coming from a spoon. He despairingly turned his head, beat his 
little fists, and cried frantically. The other women gathered around us—we 
had to come up with something. Then I opened a packet of cotton wool and 
rolled a little piece into a bundle, soaked it in the milk, and squeezed it into 
his open mouth. He got this quite quickly, and soon after he had swallowed 
the milk, he sighed and fell fast asleep! Immediately, a much calmer 
conversation was struck up among everyone—Why the bag? What made you 
think of putting all that together? And we didn’t bring anything... We 
answered modestly, without conceit: we brought a shovel, an axe, bandages, 
warm clothes because you never know when you’ll have to run—after all, 
there’s still fighting going on. As we later found out, the Germans hit Chabris 
with more than two hundred shells. The four tanks defended the Chabris 
bridge and their commander, the senior sergeant Maurice Thevenin 
("marechel-des-logis") [a cavalry rank, hence his command of a tank unit] 
retreated south from Chabris in the direction of Chateau Valengay. At about 
two in the afternoon, Thevenin disbanded his men, gave them time to hide, 
and when the German armored cars caught up with him, he opened fire with 
a machine gun—and he was killed. The German forces got as far as Valengay 
but went back to Chabris and went no farther. In the Chateau Valencay were 
hidden all the most famous masterpieces in the Loire. This secret was well 
kept; no one in the region knew about it, including us, of course.

The Chabris residents, and especially the priest, believed that “our” battle was 
aided by Jeanne d’Arc—think about it: some twenty soldiers under the 
command of a young sergeant successfully held the river crossing at the Cher 
from eight in the morning until two-thirty in the afternoon, and they had just 
four small tanks with them! There were killed and wounded on both sides, a 
few, two or three. When the demarcation line was set along the Cher, and 
Chabris landed in the free zone, Thevenin’s body was brought into Chabris 

183



Chabris

and buried with full military honors. Of course, we attended the ceremony.

July passed, then August. People flooded back from the south to their own 
hearths. At first, everything went smoothly, but at the beginning of August 
suddenly all the bridges across the Cher were closed. For three weeks, more 
than ten thousand refugees were stranded in Chabris. They slept in cars, on 
the streets, in barns. The mayor of Chabris was businesslike and efficient, as 
well as pleasant; he quickly set up field kitchens, rationed bread, distributed 
bags and straw for people to sleep on, and directed three of the Chabris 
gendarmes be in charge of peace and quiet. By the way, there was no 
quarreling or fighting since everyone had just lost heart.

At the beginning of September, most of the refugees were leaving little by 
little to the other zone. Then the past-due harvesting of the fields, potatoes, 
and apples took place; there were a lot of farmers here, and nature herself 
dictated what to do. It was worse with commodities, since none of us had any 
money and sending any from Paris had become impossible. Take out a loan in 
Chabris? Who would lend it in those times? So again, there was the fearsome 
question of going back home to Paris, where both Shushu Ugrimov and my 
husband had gone some time ago. They had left: Chabris before France’s split 
into two zones. And it was getting cold at night; we hadn’t much fuel and 
managed to buy enough only for cooking.

In the middle of October, Irina Nikolaevna came up with the idea of filing a 
report with the local gendarmerie that the children, Tatka and Nikita, were ill 
and had to see a doctor who lived on the other side of the Cher, in a village 
called Giers. It seemed like this wasn’t a very convincing plan that would be 
clear to everyone as well as the gendarmerie. However, they granted us a pass 
right away to go to Giers for twenty-four hours. We didn’t dawdle, hired an 
old cart on huge, tall wheels, put our things in it at night, and in the morning 
crossed the bridge with the two children and a little black kitten. In the 
evening, we turned up in Paris without any hitches.

Even now it’s hard to imagine that it had happened—seeing the German 
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military on the streets of Paris. For two or three days I just couldn’t leave the 
house, but of course I would have to. No, getting used to that was 
unthinkable! After a few days, I made a firm decision: when I went out onto 
the street, I simply wouldn’t see the Germans and tell myself they weren’t 
there. It was an excellent system, and within two weeks I was peacefully 
going out for provisions or standing in line for potatoes and vegetables, just 
ignoring the many officers who had taken up residence in the luxurious 
hotels in our quarter.

To complete my story of Chabris, here are a few words about those who lived 
under the same roof as we: Sofia Ivanovna Vyazemskaya and her dogs didn’t 
stay long. When the French government evacuated Paris, her husband, whom 
all their friends called simply "Adishka,” (actually Vladimir Leonidovich), 
came for her and their daughter, Nina (who had come to stay for a few days), 
and took them in his car to Tours and then on to Bordeaux.

Misha Gorbov, Yulienka’s husband, stayed a short while and made it to the 
south, fearful of being taken prisoner by the Germans. All our lives we had 
such bright memories of him: he was a pleasant, well-mannered Muscovite 
with a fine, sharp mind. We all loved him very much. Yakov Nikolaevich, his 
older brother, was considered more handsome and smarter and was better 
educated, but his language wasn’t merry and incisive—it was gloomy and 
venomous, and there was a leaden gaze in his very beautiful grey eyes.

One day, all V.N. Losskii’s children and their mother, Magdalina Losskaya, 
turned up. They cleaned themselves up, got some sleep, and traveled on to 
Bordeaux, where they had friends waiting. At the time, the younger daughter, 
Katya, was all of two years old [Vladimir Nikolaevich (1903-1958), eminent 
Orthodox theologian in the Russian emigration].

During this endemic exodus, friends of Misha Gorbov stayed with us for two 
days: a Russian Armenian, also from the Citroen factory, his wife, a quite 
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beautiful and distinguished woman, as well as their fourteen-year-old son. 
The boy drank a liter and a half of water, fell onto a bag of straw, and slept 
nearly twenty hours straight. But his mother, who escaped from Warsaw in 
1939 and had suffered through a terrible air raid there, now went out of her 
mind at our house in Chabris: she had a sudden violent attack and bolted 
from the house. Sofia Ivanovna, lulienka, and Irina Nikolaevna chased after 
her... She ran to the center of town, where they caught her and tied her up 
with some difficulty—she had the kind of terrible physical strength that 
comes to many people who have lost their reason. The next day despite the 
onslaught of cars on the roads, with the help of the mayor, she was taken 
about fifty kilometers to the insane asylum in the town of Issoudun. Two days 
later, she threw herself from a third-story window but survived. Her husband 
and son left us for the south, and we saw no more of them. I know only that 
the whole family later reunited and the young Polish woman little by little 
became almost normal.

I knew Aleksandra Ivanovna and Nadezhda Vladimirovna Ugrimova from 
before, not very well but to some degree. They went back to Paris from 
Chabris when the Germans retreated in 1944- And the Osorgins and Tatyana 
Alekseevna Bakunina’s parents were close to Irina Nikolaevna but were new 
to me. Tatyana Alekseevna’s mother was a doctor, as was her father, Aleksei 
Ilich. I didn’t see him much, but I did get to know Emilia Nikolaevna better. 
After the war she became the doctor at the Russian House at St. Genevieve- 
du-Bois and bought herself a little cottage there. To this day it belongs to 
Tatyana Alekseevna, who was a prominent specialist in library science and 
bibliographies in Russian. She worked in Paris at the National Library, where 
she ran the Russian Department for a decade and now is in charge of the 
Turgenev Library in Paris. Her husband, Mikhail Andreevich Osorgin (Ilin), a 
writer and onetime SR [Social Revolutionary], was around twenty years older 
than his wife. He was tall, colorful, and reacted loudly with determination to 
everything. He had distinct views about everything and everyone. He was a 
complete philanderer, something he never hid. I appreciated the pleasant 
timbre of his voice and his superb way of speaking Russian—natural but 
artistic, like I heard from performers such as our Kachalov or Grigorii
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Khmara (both of whom I met in Berlin in 1922). He always and in any 
circumstance expressed himself in superb Russian, without figures of speech 
or hubris.

Something in him drew our children to him, both Tatka and Nikita, and even 
little Marina. I’ve always highly valued the gift in some people—precisely a 
gift, not an ability—of easily earning the trust of young people. Mikhail 
Andreevich told them fairy tales and stories, now about animals, now about 
his own travels, and they, always understanding perfectly, never tired of 
trailing behind him in the garden. Our game of belote in the evenings was a 
kind of "social burden,” but it wasn’t possible to deprive the others of a fourth 
partner, even such a talentless one as I. This card game brought me closer to 
Mikhail Andreevich. He clutched at his head and said that it was the last time 
he would play cards with me—but I felt no shame coming from him and, if 
you please, I’ve never so meekly accepted from anyone this "card game 
complaint,” even in jest. He is still completely alive to me today, even though 
he died in 1942 in Chabris (and is buried there) and I knew him only those 
four summer months.

In Occupied France

Many volumes have been written of limitless recollections and memoirs, 
articles, songs, and poems about the four years of German occupation, the 
liberation of Paris and General de Gaulle, the year 1945, when the war in 
France started anew, and the Resistance. Great and humble memorials have 
been created, as well as marvelous and completely banal ones. Every year on 
18 June at the memorial statue Mont Saint-Valerian a solemn military 
ceremony takes place in memory of the dead and deported members of the 
Resistance—against this wall in 1944 forty young "resisters” were shot, almost 
children, betrayed to the Gestapo by one of the biggest German provocateurs 
who had managed to infiltrate the Resistance. At this point, Igor 
Aleksandrovich was also betrayed by him and was sent to the Buchenwald 
death camp, where he spent an entire year. He returned to Paris half alive- 
half corpse on 1 June 1945.
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Return to Paris in 1940

Hardly had we returned to Paris from Chabris when Nikita started up a game 
which he played fervently and tirelessly for two or three months: he got a few 
old balls of string from me and unwound them. He moved all the chairs in 
our three-room apartment on rue Jean Goujon into the dining room and 
deftly wound the string from the hallway to his room. He let no one pass and 
asked severely: Vous allez en zone libre ou en zone occupee? [Are you going to 
the free zone or the occupied zone?] Then he pretended to inspect a pass. Only 
afterward was it possible to extricate oneself from his cunning string 
barriers. At first, I was angry, since I had to ceaselessly hurry about, running 
from one queue to another, and here I had to answer him seriously as to 
where, supposedly, I was going, which zone... The whole period of running— 
beginning with our stay at Mme. de V’s,—the little six-year-old had to get out 
of his head. And the flood of refugees, the fighting in Chabris, and all the 
agitation of the return home in October—all of this made a deep impression 
on him. Unbeknownst to him, his "theater” freed him from everything he 
didn't understand.

Food coupons appeared, but not immediately. It was a cold winter, and the 
Germans ordered the clocks put back by three hours [She must mean ahead? 
This was done to unify railroad timetables between occupied and Vichy France.], all 
the schools were closed, and during this first winter of the occupation there 
were almost no children to be seen on the streets.

In February a flu epidemic broke out, and entire families were laid low with a 
fever and sever bronchitis. We lived in an old building, where every room had 
a fireplace. It was easy to get coal that winter, and I kept a small fire going in 
the dining room stove called a Salamander, and we didn't suffer from the 
cold. But we ate poorly, sparsely, monotonously, there was almost no sugar, 
and even salt was hard to get.

In January a private school opened on the other side of Paris, over a bridge, 
and I took Nikita there in the mornings until noon. He was very undersized.
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The director, an unusual man, as well as blind, didn’t much want to accept 
him? but I convinced him, saying the boy was deprived of any kind of contact 
with other children. So we started going to this school in the mornings; the 
walk was about a quarter of an hour. The cold was extraordinary for Paris: 
minus 15 degrees [5E], even minus 18 [-0.4F], there was a lot of snow with no 
one cleaning it up, and it lay in huge banks along the sidewalks. Nikita and I 
left at eight-thirty in the morning, the moon shining (after all, it was actually 
five-thirty), the snow glistening with frost. It was quiet and empty on the 
street. Nikita suddenly stopped and asked fearfully, “Madame, ou allons- 
nous?” [Madame, -where are we going?] And, really, where was I taking him in 
this snowy winter emptiness out of his warm, comfortable bed?

No, it was impossible to give in to this temptation; in spite of the Germans, 
life went on. Come spring, buses appeared at fuel stations, the metro worked 
more or less diligently, but there were no private cars or taxis—only the 
Germans chased around in their grey military cars with insane speed and 
paying no attention to pedestrians. Gradually “rickshaw” bicycles appeared: 
the cart carried two people, like in the old English song "On a Bicycle Built for 
Two.” I rode a rickshaw—to the hospital and back home.

There was one other event in our first year of occupation, and again it was 
about Nikita. That summer I met a dear Russian woman through my friends 
the Ignatievs, including, by way of Olga Alekseevna, the sister of General 
Aleksei Alekseevich Ignatiev, who returned to Russia in 1923 or 1925. This 
woman had at one time been in service to Ekaterina Nikolaevna Roshchina- 
Insarovaya, the great actress from the Aleksandrinskii Theater. During the 
civil war in the south of Russia she had married Olga’s younger brother, 
Sergei Alekseevich. This person (I don’t remember her surname) lived on a 
street near us, renting a one-room apartment, also in an old building like 
ours. Her name was Varvara Ilinichna. She idolized her former employer, 
Roshchina-Insarovaya, who had become Countess Ignatieva, as well as the 
son, Alyosha, whom she had raised. For a small sum, Varvara Ilinichna 
started taking Nikita out for walks and took him to school in the morning. At 
that time, lots of dogs who had been abandoned during the exodus were
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padding around Paris. They had gone feral, but some of them would run after 
people 'with terrible, desperate eyes begging them to give them a home. There 
was a white fox terrier who popped up near us at the Alma Bridge—Nikita 
and I saw him several times and were so very sorry for him.

This little terrier again turned up to meet Nikita and Varvara when they were 
coming home from his school. Right behind him walked a tall German officer 
in a greatcoat and a forage cap, with a riding crop in his hand and a monocle 
in his eye! There were very few of these caricatures in the German army—one 
rarely encountered a Prussian with a monocle. Varvara told me all these 
details, her face white with terror, when she and Nikita returned home. 
Nikita had suddenly torn his hand from Varvara’s (and she had been strictly 
ordered not to let go of his hand under any circumstances), skipped up to the 
officer and stood in front of him blocking his way. Stomping his feet, he 
shouted loudly at him in French, “Take that dog. You are obligated to take her. 
It’s because of you that she’s lost her home. You must take her!” The German, 
who apparently spoke French well, bent down to Nikita and said, “Mais, non, 
gargon, je ne peux pas prendre ce chien, il n’est pas a moi.” [No, little boy, I 
cannot. She’s not mine.] Nikita then began crying unrestrainedly and beating at 
the officer’s coat, repeating loudly, "But you’re guilty! C’est vous qui etes 
fautil!” A passerby, German, apparently, stopped and understood completely 
and repeated, “Mais je regrette, je regrette.” [I am so sorry, so sor?y.] And poor 
Varvara, dumbstruck by fear and this unexpected turn of events, finally came 
to her senses and ran up and grabbed Nikita by the hand and babbled to the 
German something like, “Li Nikita, li bon gargon, vous pardonnez.” [Nikita is 
good boy. You excuse him.] (Her French was for some reason sounding strongly 
Algerian.) The German shook his head, saluted Varvara, and walked on. 
Forgetting herself, Varvara dragged tear-stained Nikita home and told me the 
story all over again about ten times—mostly how she had relinquished 
Nikita’s hand even though she was holding it so tight! Of course, such an 
incident could’ve ended dismally; I know of a few events where there were all 
kinds of unpleasantness because of a child’s careless words.
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That winter stretched out endlessly, the Blitz thundering above England. 
Every Sunday at ten in the evening, hidden under shawls, I listened to the 
BBC broadcast by Priestley. He spoke in detail of the nights in London under 
bombing by German planes, about a little boy who is doing his homework, 
about an old lady who secretly brings her little dog in a basket down to the 
cellar even though it’s strictly forbidden. She just can’t leave her in the 
apartment—she’s so afraid...

22 June 1941

This year we bought a cheap radio set from someone who built it himself. In 
sound and responsiveness, its reception of stations in countries all over the 
world was first-class. It also served me well [later] in Ulyanovsk when, 
thankfully, I never lost touch with the rest of the world and could even hear 
England. For some reason that was only in German, but I was grateful even 
for that!

In the spring of 1941, the atmosphere was even more alarming: we waited for 
the war to erupt anew. We understood that the Germans weren’t limiting 
themselves to having deftly taken southeast Europe one country after 
another. Then came the memorable Sunday of 22 June. I stopped doing my 
hair when Nikita ran in to the bathroom shouting, ‘War, war, Hitler attacked 
this morning at five!” I threw myself at the radio set and tuned to the German 
frequency—immediately Goebbels’ voice poured out, repeating endlessly, 
“Today at five in the morning our valiant forces...There is no resistance and 
movement inside the country is enhanced...” Everything stood still, and it 
turned out that what we had been waiting for had begun. Henri de Fontenay 
telephoned, saying he was coming to us, then someone was at the door. I 
heard a soldier’s voice asking, “Sie sind Russe?” [Are you Russian?] “Ja,” 
answered Igor Aleksandrovich. The voice, “Also sind sie verhaftet.” [Then 
you’re under arrest.] Into our dining room came two huge feld-gendarmes with 
pistols in their hands, and they began what had become a German refrain, 
“Also schnell, los, los! Sie gehen mit.” [Hurry up, let’s go. You’re coming with ws.] 
We three stood like stones, and Nikita began to cry. “Quiet,” I said to him in
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Russian. “They’re the enemy. No crying in front of them.”

I started speaking fast in German, asking for a few minutes to get just a few 
things. “Gut, aber schnell, bitte.” [Ok. But quickly, please.] Igor Aleksandrovich 
and Nikita went into the bedroom to get a little suitcase, and I put socks and 
soap in it. I asked again, “Bitte, sagen Sie mir, wo kann ich jetzt Auskunft 
haben?“ [Please tell me where I can get some information?] The older one looked at 
me for a long with his glassy gaze. He was apparently shocked that I knew his 
language as well as he did. Finally, he answered, “Zwo und seibzig avenue 
Foch,” that is, 72 Avenue Marshal Foch. I asked, “Aber was ist es denn da, an 
dieser Adresse?" [But what is at that address?] He was quiet for a while and 
finally said impressively, “Es is ein Haus.” [It’s a house.] Then, “Los, los.” [Get 
going.] They grabbed Igor Aleksandrovich by the arm, shoved their pistols up 
under his armpit, and hustled him down the staircase. Huddled in front of 
our building were seven or eight of our terrified close neighbors. I watched 
out the window (we were on the first floor, not very high) as the grey Gestapo 
car disappeared around the corner.

Henri de Fontenay called to say he was late—he had been delayed. I replied it 
was too late, they had already taken Igor. I telephoned here and there, 
discovering that Pyotr Andreevich Bobrinskii had been taken, also 
Maslennikov (someone I barely knew). Also Prince Krasinskii—the sweet 
“Vovo de Russie,” a dear soul—the son of the Grand Duke Andrei 
Vladimirovich and Kshesinsskaya, who later became Prince Romanovskii. 
[Mathilde Kshessinskaya (1872-1971) was the prima ballerina at the Imperial Ballet 
and a onetime mistress of Tsar Nikolai II before his marriage. Her marriage to Grand 
Duke Andrei was morganatic (since she was a commoner), and their son received the 
courtesy title of Prince Romanovskii instead of the surname Romanov that 
acknowledged royal children carried.] He always presented himself simply and 
graciously; I remember no faults in him. I had met him amongst the Young 
Russians. Who else was arrested? General Nikolai Lavrentievich Goleevskii, 
one-time Russian military attache in Washington during the First World 
War, and the former lawyer Filonenko, and the father of Konstantin 
Zambrezhitskii, dean of the church in Clichy, and, and...
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In the morning I went to 72 Avenue Foch. It was a grand, splendid mansion 
given to a well-known cocotte by a German count during the time of 
Napoleon III [reigned 1852-1870]. I sat there until noon, listening to sweet 
Strauss waltzes on a record player and the shouts of the guards changing 
outside and observing several comic appearances of confused Russian wives 
and daughters of those arrested, who in no way understood why the Germans 
had started seizing “us, the emigres?!” They ranted about this, thinking it 
would make things better.

Three days later, an unfamiliar voice telephoned me, a Madame Kantsel. Her 
husband was also arrested, and she had found out that they were all in the 
military barracks in Compiegne and might be taken to Germany. Her 
husband was Jewish, and she was terrified. She then came to see me once, 
twice, and little by little I became something of a base with ladies I didn’t 
know calling me. Wives whose husbands were in Compiegne came to my 
house and conferred. It turned out they had arrested around a thousand 
people, some from the provinces but most from Paris.

Nikita was in shock. We didn’t go out for walks, and he was just at home, so I 
had to come up with something to distract him. There was a small shop below 
our apartment, whose proprietors I had known over the years. Now there 
some sweet people there with a son, Marcel, a little younger than Nikita. On 
the third day I called Nikita to me and said, “Nikita, you yourself can see that 
things have changed. Go out to the street or play with Marcel and his friend 
Titu. Just don’t go beyond the corner on the left and the Rothschild house on 
the right, and don’t cross the street. Stay where I can always call out to you. 
And be respectful and polite on the street.”

Nikita ran down the stairs, and I soon saw him out the window running 
about with Marcel and Titu, the boy from next door. Titu’s mother was a 
cleaning woman, and he himself was very good looking and sweet. The three 
of them became inseparable friends right up until we left Paris in April 1948.

This whole time Igor Aleksandrovich’s younger brother, Kirill, was living with 
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us. In May he had returned from captivity in accordance with the agreement 
signed by Marshal Petain. He didn’t have an apartment and was living 
temporarily with us. He had been captured with his orderly on the Maginot 
Line, and they were released together. [The supposedly unassailable Une of defense 
against Germany that the French built after the First World War extending from the 
English Channel along the French border to Switzerland.]

Early in the morning of Sunday 22 June, he had gone out to the country to 
visit his orderly, and he returned late that evening, bringing a basket of fresh- 
picked strawberries his orderly had given as a present for me. I opened the 
door (Nikita was already asleep), and he gave me the basket, when I suddenly 
saw that he didn’t know—the fate of the world had turned that day, and he 
had been basking in the sun at his orderly’s house! His face was very 
sunburned. He suddenly said, ‘What’s wrong? What’s happened?”—"It’s 
war!”—War? What war?” He burst out, ‘Where’s Igor?”—“They took him 
early this morning. The Germans, Gestapo.” Seeing his confusion, I suddenly 
burst out laughing—he had missed it all, and it just seemed impossible! 
‘What are you laughing for?” Kirill shouted angrily. “You think this is a time 
to laugh?”

I calmed down right away and said, “It’s just nerves, but you have to agree, 
gathering strawberries on a day like this is still pretty funny...”

On 30 June, I went with Madame Kantsel to Compiegne, where they were 
transferring the prisoners.. The camp was far from the train station, around 
forty kilometers, and the heat was extreme. However, my clever companion 
quickly managed to get the only driver available, an old man with an old nag, 
and we made it to the French barracks that housed the Compiegne camp, 
through which so many friends and strangers were to pass. All that was still 
ahead of us.

There were a lot of people collected at the camp, all Russian ladies, young and 
dressed up, or middle-aged and a bit older, more humbly dressed, but there 
were few of these. They carried duffel bags, parcels, and suitcases to the 
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gatehouse opposite the entrance to the huge barracks-city, which extended 
mora than a kilometer into the distance.

Sergeant Kunze turned up, strapping, stocky, and gallant. Several of the 
ladies ran up to him and shoved a bottle of red wine “ordinaire” at him, 
babbling in German, “Bitte, nehmen Sie doch, bitte” [Please take this, please], as 
well as some childishly naive phrases like, supposedly, “My husband loves and 
respects your Fuhrer”! Kunze fought them off, at first gently, and then more 
strongly, saying harshly to one particularly beautifully dressed fine young 
lady, “Aber meine Dame, ich kann nicht, es ist doch Krieg!” [Madame, I cannot. 
There’s a war on!]

I went out to the gatehouse so as not to see or hear any of this. What on earth 
were they doing?! It was cold and nearly dark in the gatehouse. The duty 
officer Wentzel ran in, and my knowledge of German played its part here 
also. He looked in horror at all these gifts (one big knot was simply tied up 
with a green velvet curtain with pompoms) and spoke simply and politely 
with me. It was clear that this officer was regular army, not Gestapo. He 
promised to pass on everything, and I asked whether I could send my 
husband a little note. He thought a bit, grinned, and said, “Aber, ja, 
naturlich!” [Why, yes, of course!]

I had a pencil and a piece of paper ready and quickly wrote a few words. I 
called to the other women and explained to them that an officer here was 
allowing messages to be written and maybe even bringing back responses.

Kunze drove his heavy wagon into the camp. We waited, but we had to go, 
since the only train back to Paris would be leaving without us. Suddenly 
Wentzel came running toward us and shoved a bundle of notes into my hand, 
laughing and saying, “Na, Wasche brauchen sie doch nicht so schlimm, haben 
alles gestern gewaschen, auch shon fein sich druber amusiert!” [Well, they 
don’t need laundry that bad after all. They washed everything yesterday and had a 
good time over it!] Madame Kantsel and I ran to the driver, “Vite, Mesdames, 
depechez-vous!” [Hurry up, Ladies!] I shouted to Wentzel, “Danke shon, Herr 
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Wenzele!” and set off home. The train was still there, and we made it on time.

Was this an idyll of some kind? No, it was business as usual, and the Germans 
—that, is the Gestapo—quickly realized that they had made a huge mistake in 
arresting the most prominent emigres, as if they had threatened all Russian 
Parisians, “Behave yourselves, be good boys, or we’ll send all of you to 
Germany, where you can be sure the camp will be worse!”

Of the thousand people arrested on 22 June 1941 by the Gestapo, many were 
freed within two or three months (like, for instance, my husband, whose case 
was taken up by his boss, Jean Lemercier), many more within seven or eight 
months, and only one person, General Nikolai Lavrentievich Goleevskii [1878
1958], stayed in the Russian camp at Compiegne, for an entire year and a half.

A number of Russian and French Jews landed in this camp in December 1941, 
and a section was quickly set up especially for French Communists... It was 
much worse there—deprivation, hunger, abuse, shootings.

The gallant Kunze gradually stopped being so obviously decent: he had made 
a gap in the fence around the camp, and the women crawled into the camp 
through it and saw their husbands—Kunze started taking not just bottles of 
wine but also some substantial amounts of money.

I mustn't overlook the rather unexpected figure of the Compiegne camp 
commander (specifically in that period of about a year and a half), Colonel 
Nachtigal. He was a bank employee before being called up to the army, and 
since he was already beyond fifty, he was appointed commandant of this 
camp. The camp was run by the Gestapo, but the commandant decided the 
ordinary day-to-day questions himself, especially with regard to the Russian 
section. When they opened the Jewish and Communist camp, they apparently 
didn’t consult him much, and he, as gradually became clear, fiercely hated 
Hitler and the Gestapo.
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Mother Mariya

About# two or three weeks after his liberation from Compiegne, my husband 
had recovered and decided he had to do something for those still in the camp 
(among those were some very humble people whose families were in dire 
need). He started investigating where and how to create an organization 
under a neutral name and address. He decided to turn to Mother Mariya, who 
ran a dormitory and dining hall for the destitute in a Russian church on rue 
de Lourmel [No. 77; no longer there]. He rode there on the bicycle he used 
during the entire war—sometimes right up till curfew, along the Paris 
streets, where not one streetlight was on. Keeping in mind the tree-lined 
boulevards and the circular plazas where even in daylight it was hard to 
orient oneself and not an easy effort.

Although Mother Mariya didn’t know Igor Aleksandrovich, she mulled it over 
for two days and gave him a favorable answer. Quite quickly the “Committee 
to Help the Compiegne Camp Prisoners” took shape at the Lourmel church. 
Later the committee served all the Russian victims of fascism in France. The 
committee lasted up until the Gestapo arrested Mother Mariya in February 
1943. Father Dmitrii Klepinin, the church prior, gave his permission and 
blessing to the sending of food parcels in the church’s name. He was later 
arrested along with Mother Mariya, her son Yurii, and F. Pyanov. Of all of 
them, only Pyanov survived, the rest perishing in death camps. [Mother 
Mariya Skobtsova (1891-1945) see biographies. Also Klepinin, (1904-1944) who forged 
baptismal documents for jews.]

After the war, Igor Aleksandrovich wrote an extensive account of his work in 
the Resistance and social aid during the German occupation. This was 
printed in the Journal of the Russian Volunteers, Partisans, and Resistance Fighters 
in France, which we published in Paris in 1946.

Before that, in 1942-43, Igor Aleksandrovich made written accounts of those 
who otherwise helped him, and the committee put together the food parcels. 
Among them were some Russian shops and Jewish restaurants. Some people 
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ju-ist helped with money. All the parcels (of which there were often eighty to 
ninety a;s a time) were driven to Compiegne by Olga Alekseevna Ignatieva in a 
French Red Cross car that had been scrounged by Mother Mariya. This was 
the entire organization that operated under the nose of Zherebkov, who had 
been assigned to Paris to manage the Russian colony. Zherebkov was an 
active Gestapo collaborator who published the most nefarious Russian- 
language newspaper, and issued “identity certificates.”

He survived [the war] and managed to bolt to Spain. Likely he is still living 
there quite well [Yurii Sergeevich Zherebkov (1908-1980?)].

Olga Ignatieva completed no fewer than eighty trips to Compiegne. Other 
than her driver, of course, she always had one of the men with her— 
sometimes Lev Borisovich Savinkov but more often one of the kitchen 
workers from the Lourmel church kitchen. Colonel Nachtigal (whom we 
always called the “Little Nightingale” [the meaning in German]) met her in 
Compiegne. Her brother, Sergei Alekseevich, who had been in the camp for 
about six months, was chosen as the representative of the Russian section. 
Kunze brought him the wagon full of parcels and he distributed them. He 
found himself in this role and was tough and fair, never allowing any kind of 
disturbance in the camp. Little by little, Olga and Nachitgal became almost 
friends. Like just about any German, he liked the fact that she was a countess. 
He was gallant and obliging toward her and even finally confided in her his 
hatred of fascism and the Gestapo—he really didn’t offend anyone, and if 
there were any misunderstandings, he managed to smooth things over. I 
write about him thus in the context of the sharp hatred we felt toward the 
occupiers. The Little Nightingale was a bright presence.

Since deliveries to the Jewish section of the camp were forbidden for a long 
time, and the people there were starving and freezing, the Russian camp 
strung a line from their section to the other and often sent packages late at 
night over there. Many of these Jewish prisoners later died at Auschwitz— 
some from hunger and beatings, others in the gas chamber.
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Was it right that I decided not to take an active role in the rue Lourmel 
committee or in any other Resistance organization? I felt that since my 
husband was conducting such dangerous work, I was obliged for Nikita’s 
sake to stay outside of it. And when Igor Aleksandrovich started working 
secretly in the armed organization, I asked him nothing about it so that even 
under torture I couldn’t give anything or anyone away. Obviously, as much as 
possible, I helped with everything: I took in money for the committee (often 
quite large amounts) and hid it, conveyed passwords to Igor Aleksandrovich 
that one of his comrades would utter to me when he stopped by specially for 
just a minute. Irina Nikolaevna played a similar role—she actively helped 
Shushu in everything connected with his participation in the Resistance. (She 
even hid Canadian and American pilots who had crashed or were shot down 
in the mill of their house in the town of Dourdan, where her husband was 
working as a milling engineer—for which, if one were denounced, the 
punishment was shooting one’s entire family. She herself, however, was not 
in the Dourdan Resistance group.)

During the time of the assistance committee on the rue de Lourmel, I 
sometimes, though very seldom, went there and got to know Mother Mariya, 
Pyanov, and, to a small degree, Mochulskii. For some reason I never met 
Father Dmitrii Klepinin, which I have always regretted.

Mother Mariya from the very beginning met me with her simply pleasant 
simplicity nd pleasantly and several times invited me to come sit in her little 
closet under the stairs. She would say, “Come see me. We’ll sit for a while, 
since I’m so very tired these days.” Truly, she rose nearly every day before 
dawn and went to the Central Market (the famed “belly of Paris”—Les Halles, 
which no longer exists) where she was known and given free unsold 
vegetables, potatoes, and sometimes a little meat, and she herself hauled all 
this to the rue de Lourmel for the dining hall.

We would sit down, she in an old armchair and I on a footstool. The room had 
an odd shape, the staircase visible on one wall, icons hanging, and from the 
ceiling on strings there hung braids of onions and dried herbs. In a pan on 
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the htitlej liable were dried berries or vegetables—blueberries, cherries, carrots.

Mother Mariya felt that the unfortunate people who hadn’t found a place to 
li%ve in the emigration should be fed first, given clean clothes, etc. These dried 
foods were part of her program: when there was nothing (which happened a 
lot in wartime), she contributed them so that maybe twenty or forty people 
could be fed in the dining hall. She was always an optimist, believing that 
everything must work out and that it was wrong to deny help to anyone who 
appeared.

She would push her kerchief back from her brow so that her hair was visible, 
and light up a cigarette. She smoked a lot, but not in public. Her smoking in 
my presence gave our visits in her room a relaxed tone—it seemed we had 
long been close friends.

What did we talk about? Current matters, the war—everything was so 
alarming, and we were sick at heart for Russia. Noticing me looking at her 
dried foods, she asked me whether I also dried vegetables and berries. I 
answered that I didn’t know how, that it had never occurred to me, so she 
explained to me in great detail how to do it and added, “Start right now, and 
you’ll see how nice it’ll be in winter when you can cook Nikita some compote 
or kissel [thickened cooked fruit juice].” So we sat there, as if there was nothing 
special or edifying going, but she of course knew that I had the utmost 
respect for her.

I visited her little closet maybe three or four times. One time, I think toward 
the end, I was sitting and listening to her talk—actually about drying food— 
and suddenly felt something like a shock, and I sensed instantly that a saint 
was talking to me and was surprised I hadn’t realized that before! Only her 
face remains in my memory of these moments—the face of a middle-aged 
woman, a slightly full but perfect oval, her unforgettable eyes shining through 
her cheap metal-rimmed glasses.

In the summer of 1942, Mother Mariya put together a modest party on the rue 
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de Lourmel in honor of the anniversary of the Aid Committee’s formation. 
There was a small table with simple wartime snacks. All the ladies who 
worked in the committee were there, as was Father Klepinin, and, it seems, 
Pyanov. Everyone’s mood was good as they waited for Mother Mariya to 
speak. Her face shone with happiness and a roguish smile as she took up a 
little glass of vodka and gave a short speech about the committee and its 
work, finishing up with a playful compliment to Igor Aleksandrovich for this 
endeavor that was going strong for an entire year.

At the end of 1942 and the beginning of 1943, Nikita and I lived outside of 
Paris in the village ofVillemoisson, where I rented a cottage—a room with a 
kitchen—and fell seriously ill. Igor Aleksandrovich took me back to the city 
almost unconscious. It was a difficult undertaking—I had to drag myself on 
foot to the electric train and from the station take a rickshaw home. The same 
day I took another rickshaw to a private clinic where I spent three weeks. 
There was no medication, and the food was boiled peas and tomatoes, which 
was considered a great treat, but I couldn’t eat any of it—I had acute colitis. 
The nurse gave me a camphor injection three times a day. Apparently these 
injections plus fasting completely saved me, and I gradually recovered.

By the way, in this clinic there weren’t many actual sick people, mostly Jews in 
hiding. I don’t know whether they survived to the end of the occupation. After 
all, it was forbidden to stay indefinitely in a clinic, to make space for the ill.

What was life like in Paris under occupation? Everyone tried to dress a little 
better, a little more chic, sometimes quite showy and colorful. Most women 
had boots and shoes with wooden soles, and their footsteps on the street 
clacked like castanets. The theaters and cinemas were all full—after all, this 
was Paris, and Parisian chic and momentum don’t die just because "les 
Fridolins” are prowling around with their greedy faces! This comes from a 
song the soldiers sang, “Der heitere Fridolin”—Happy Fridolin. Once the war 
with Russia began, everything suddenly intensified in French life.

It should be recalled that until then, the French Communist Party condoned 
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the RuIssian-German pact; the workers didn't openly criticize the occupiers 
and didn't support de Gaulle, but after 22 June 1941, everything changed 
dramatically. Of course, there were underground Communist cells, and they 
abruptly changed course, and in a country where there wasn’t real power, just 
a government planted with occupiers, their voice had a huge significance. The 
Resistance movement that already existed suddenly got support from the 
working people, even though all of France was obligated to work for the 
Germans. Participation in a railway action was extremely important, and 
sabotage began in some factories, unnoticed at first and then intensified.

If the outwardly carefree conduct of Paris street life under occupation was its 
own kind of Fronde [17th-century unrest and societal challenges to royal supremacy 
in France], then the internal division within French society became even more 
sensitive; of course, as always, some blamed all the misfortune on the left, 
and others—on the right. Precisely because Marshal Petain, the national hero 
(a peasant’s son, which played no small part in his popularity, in addition to 
his being the victor at Verdun), headed the government that signed the 
armistice with Hitler, many French, not just "the right” but a wide spectrum, 
didn’t dare condemn the Vichy government and believed that Petain had 
saved France. His responsibility in the process of the country’s moral 
degradation was substantial—it’s impossible to doubt that.

Among our friends and even the native French, the majority believed as we 
did, that among the Russian and French there were Hitler followers who 
believed in his star, believed in fascism, and toward the end of the war joined 
the efforts of General Krasnov or General Vlasov. [A former White Army general, 
Krasnov was the author of Behind the Thistle and allied himself  with the Nazis from 
1941 on, leading Cossack forces with the Germans against the Soviet Army. He was 
turned over to the Soviets in 1947 by the Allies and executed. Andrei Andreevich Vlasov 
(1901-1946) was a captured Soviet Army general who collaborated with the Nazis, also 
executed by the Soviets.]
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The first [anti-German] operation we found out about in some detail (as far as 
that ■was possible) was the "Matter of the Musee de 1’Homme” in March 1942. 
Among those who perished there were Boris Vilde and his friend, Anatolii 
Levitskii, both young scientists [ethnologists at the museum -who started one of the 
first Resistance movements there, in June 1940]. Mother Mariya knew Vilde well, a 
“Montparnassian” from a group of Russian poets that included, for example, 
Boris Poplavskii [1903-1935]. She told Igor Aleksandrovich about the 
operation.

In approximately January 1944, in its French broadcast, "Les Frangais parlent 
aux Frangais,” the BBC began alerting us that this year, this spring and 
summer, there would be an "invasion,” the notorious “debarquement” that 
was so talked about and which many people just didn’t believe in. The USSR 
was demanding more and more loudly and fiercely the establishment of a 
second front, never even recalling, by the way, the resistance and despair of 
the Battle of Britain when she fought alone against the Germans for an entire 
year (1940-1941)! Of course, after Hitler made it almost to the Urals and half 
of European Russia was almost razed to the ground, this demand for a 
second front became justified; the Russians could now say that in reality no 
one other than they were fighting! [In Europe, at any rate.]

The BBC repeated this a number of times in a row: the invasion is coming; 
wait for it. If you find it necessary or expedient, go well in advance to the 
country, to your home villages, where it will be easier for you to get through 
the outbreak of war on French territory. Stock up on everything you can: fuel, 
kerosene, candles, water. You may be cut off from the city, from trains, from 
any help for a long time. Be wary of the Germans—they will become even 
more evil and vengeful.

Since childhood I have firmly believed that "the English never make threats in 
vain” and that if they say something, they’ll follow through.

In February I went to a housewares shop and bought a little stove with a tall 
chimney. What could I fuel it with? Anything, really—bits of kindling, even 
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coal chips, and little wads of newspaper moistened then dried (it turned out 
that these little balls burned beautifully, slowly, didn't go out, and we could 
make a simple meal over them, like boiled potatoes!). I also got two Pigeon 
lamps, which burned like candles and, if they fell over, extinguished 
themselves. They burned for hours. In short, they were a revelation to me and 
a great purchase. I had never had such lamps before, and we used them in the 
country, when we had to go to the barn at night or into the cellar for a bottle 
of red wine. [Frenchman Charles Pigeon (1838-1915) invented these non-exploding 
gasoline lamps.]

The mood at home grew even more tense during these months. Every day I 
anticipated some catastrophe. It was hard to force myself to calmly open the 
door! I remember one time when it was around eleven at night and the bell 
rang—and curfew was at midnight. Open it? No? If it was the Germans, 
they’d come in anyway. Finally, I opened it. It was Petya Guchkov, Igor 
Aleksandrovich’s cousin (his sister Vera Nikolaevna married LA.’s uncle, 
Gennadii Genadievich Karpov). He came in, both of us nearly speechless from 
the tension. “What’s wrong, Nina Alekseevna? What’s happened?” He too was 
frightened. "Oh,” I said. ‘We feared it was the Germans since it’s already 
eleven!” Finally, we started laughing—it was good that our fears hadn’t been 
realized and it was a dear, welcome person who had come!

Our friend Sergei Fyodorovich Shtern met with misfortune in February 1944. 
We didn’t know him before the war, but as soon as Igor Aleksandrovich 
began his activities, he came across S.F. Shtern. He was Jewish, married to a 
Russian. I didn’t meet her, Mariya Ivanovna, but Igor Aleksandrovich knew 
her and said she was a good person, modest, friendly, and truly pious. For a 
while, Igor Aleksandrovich had been researching the fates of Jewish children 
whose parents had been taken to camps in Germany. Sergei Fyodorovich 
started living with us, and then there was the yellow star on the left side of 
one’s coat... The situation for Jews then in Paris was serious: it was forbidden 
to go to cafes, to leave one’s apartment after eight in the evening, which 
meant not going down to a bomb shelter—as the American raids were 
becoming more and more terrifying. Shtern was working for some 
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committee “for Jewish protection.” He was alone in the office at the end of 
one day when suddenly a tall, young, uniformed Gestapo officer entered and 
demanded that Shtern stand up and give him the Nazi salute. Shtern refused, 
saying that he had already greeted him appropriately. The officer then 
attacked him, threw him on the floor, and began beating him savagely about 
the face and stomping on him with his booted feet. Shtern lay alone in the 
office till the following morning, since he didn't have the right to be in the 
street at night.

This loathsome event had a terrifying effect on us. Soon after the war’s end, 
Shtern became ill with cancer of his lips, which the Gestapo officer had 
damaged. He suffered immensely and soon died, the fate of one of the finest 
people who came our way in those years. He was charitable by choice, without 
the smallest bigotry or special attitude, which, alas, I’ve often seen in many of 
the “charitable.”

“Pokrovka”

At the end of March 1944, I pulled myself together, packed, and left. No, I 
didn’t leave—I was carried away on the wings of an unknown force 
somewhere beyond Paris! How much can one keep on running? I was never 
a “gadabout”—quite the opposite, much more a homebody. One of Igor 
Aleksandrovich’s cousins had mentioned a Russian farmhouse about fifty 
kilometers [west] from Paris where I could rent a room. It was still cold, and 
it was a grey day when we entered the farmhouse courtyard near the village 
of Grosrouvre. I knew this area well, it being not far from Rambouillet, 
where some close friends had a house, but I had only heard about this 
Russian place, which was called “Prokrovka.” The Andreevskii flag flew above 
the gates—the owner was a former naval officer. [St. Andrew’s cross, the ensign 
of the Imperial Russian Navy].

Prokrovka’s owner had let rooms during the summer for a number of years. 
During the war, some middle-aged ladies stayed there continuously, and on
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the weekends [she uses the English word here] crowds of Russian youths would 
come. Of course, during this terrible time, there weren’t so many of them, but 
wH+ien I was there after the war, seventy to ninety people came to Pokrovka by 
car and trains! They slept in sleeping bags in the garden or in the hayloft, 
swam in the pond, sang, danced, and built bonfires in the evenings. Pokrovka 
was an easy and happy place to be, with the kind and generous hosts setting 
the tone. There weren’t any arguments, none of the endless emigre political 
debates. Pavel Mikhailovich Kalinin didn’t allow or tolerate that.

At the entry to the farmhouse courtyard was a marvelous chapel of the 
Protection of the Holy Mother of God, whose altar frescoes were made by the 
wonderful artist G. I. Krug [1907-1969].'" This chapel gave the “Russian 
farmhouse” a special spirit. The Russians who lived at Pokrovka were varied 
and diverse: among them were those called by the nasty word “collaborators,” 
who served the Germans; and for the starving there was nowhere else to go. 
There was one satisfied, fat-faced couple, however. They received huge food 
packages from Sweden and in front of everyone shamelessly scarfed down 
sandwiches with butter, sausages, and sprats, while Nikita and I ate stewed 
beets or a potato and both remained hungry.

* (Grigory Ivanovich Krug, by birth a Balt, was a pianist in his younger years and even 

performed concerts. He traveled to France and soon became a monk and lived in the 
Orthodox skete near Versailles. A wonderful icon painter and mystic, he created a 
number of works, especially Mother of God icons. He died while working, brush in 

hand, painting an icon of the Mother of God. I found out recently that the frescoes at 

Pokrovka, alas, no longer exist.)

Kalinin himself was marvelous, of average height and with flowing grey hair. 
He didn’t walk so much as kindof skipped. He composed decent verse, was 
very pious, and, like Father Krug, was a mystic. Till late at night he was in the 
kitchen washing all the day’s dishes. It was his landlord’s contribution to the 
running of the “pension.” His wife ran the kitchen, and his stepson, Boris—a 
sweet, simple fellow—tended the vegetable garden. He had two daughters, 
Genovefa and Elena, one older and one younger than Nikita. I didn’t sleep at
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night and often went to the kitchen, where there was frequently no electricity 
then. In the light of the Pigeon lamp, Kalinin and I talked for hours, read 
verse to each other, he his own and I mine, and we became very good friends.

When endless flights of the American heavy "Flying Fortresses” appeared over 
Pokrovka, and it seemed like the entire farmhouse would collapse from the 
howling and waves of air, Kalinin opened the chapel, brought out the lectern, 
placed the breviary on it, and read aloud the evening prayer. I had a small 
medallion with a relic of St. Serafim of Sarov [canonized in 1903]—a gift from 
the Empress Aleksandra Fyodorovna, who had managed to pass it through 
trusted people to Aleksandr Vasilievich Krivoshein [Nina’s father-in-law] in 
gratitude for the moral and material help he gave the Imperial Family when 
they were in captivity in Tobolsk [August 1917-May 1918 winter, approx. 3000 km 
east of Petrograd.].

Pokrovka was located about two kilometers from the main highway from 
Paris to Cherbourg, one of France’s major ports and occupied by the 
Germans. This was also the route to the famous Atlantic Wall—a huge 
concrete barrier along the Atlantic Ocean coast.

Igor Aleksandrovich had visited us at Pokrovka twice while the trains were 
still running. Then, at the end of May, some British in their little fighter 
planes dove deftly and precisely, destroying the rail line and setting alight an 
ammunition dump. It continued exploding for two entire days. It was close to 
us and very alarming. Igor Aleksandrovich arrived on his bicycle on 1 June. 
The trains from Paris were no longer running. We decided that he would 
bring a ladies’ bicycle with him the next Sunday, get there early in the 
morning, and we would leave together. He would put Nikita on his bike, and I 
would be on mine. Of course, it’s not easy to ride fifty kilometers [31 mi], but 
little by little and with a blessing... Thus, we decided.

Invasion and the Arrest of Igor Aleksandrovich

Early in the morning of 6 June, after a sleepless night, I got up, put on a robe, 
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and took myself off to the dining room, where the radio was and tuned it to 
the BBC. I heard the now famous appeal "Le premier accroc coute deux cents 
francs, le premier accroc coute deux cents francs." [The first infraction costs zoo 
francs.] Then, endlessly, "et je repute: le premier accroc coute deux cents 
francs!" In a minute or two, it went on to Paris—they reported there that the 
invasion had begun at five in the morning—«le debarquement» was here... De 
Gaulle was right, the war had returned to French soil!

The fever of those days is indescribable: the American heavy bombing raid 
increased over France, and there were days when the "Flying Fortresses” (64 
meters wingspan!) flew in groups of 1,200 to 1,400 in squadrons of thirteen 
planes all at once. The noise was inconceivable, and the terror was more than 
we feared before—such a plane, if it fell, would entirely cover "la ferme russe" 
[the Russian farmhouse]! All these months, right up to the liberation of Paris 
were like a unique event written by a unique spirit in a dramatic production. 
Now the fate of Europe for years was being decided. Now was the beginning 
of the end of Hitler’s dominance.

Igor Aleksandrovich did not turn up with the bicycles as we had agreed and 
didn’t send word. I asked someone who had recently returned to Pokrovka 
whether he’d heard anything about him. Not until 18 June did Igor 
Aleksandrovich’s cousin ride into the courtyard on a bicycle, and I 
immediately understood that the Gestapo had arrested him.

I spoke about this only with P.M. Kalinin. At night I asked him what I should 
do. He said to me, “Stay in Pokrovka, since no one knows you’re here.” I 
passed on this advice to Kirill through the cousin—sit tight until the front 
moves east.

At this point, Nikita and I were living not in the main house but in an “owl’s 
nest” built above the barn, where I could be away from the others as I 
preferred. In the morning, when we had our tea and biscuits, little field mice, 
quite tiny things with huge ears like an elephant, ran to the table and ate 
crumbs from our hands. At night, the owls ran along the roof with a hellish 
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clattering, sighs, and shrieks, then thudded down somewhere below and flew 
off Apparently, they were after the rats that were of course on the farm.

I wasn’t sleeping at night, and the weather was warm, heavenly, with the 
lilacs and jasmine still in bloom and the nightingales warbling. One night 
there was an air battle taking place for several hours almost right above us. 
They fought actual duels, two planes going after each other. The shining 
tracer bullets from their machine guns were visible in the clear night sky, the 
pilots stalking each other, the engines howling. Then—a hit, the whole sky lit 
up, and in a few seconds one of the planes crashed to the earth in a pillar of 
fire, the vivid glow lasting just a few minutes. Then everything was quiet 
again, the nightingales started up again, whistling, clicking, as if the 
commotion in the sky had bothered them somewhat... In another quarter 
hour, half an hour, more battles started up again. I stood on the ladder up to 
the “owl’s nest,” smoking cigarette after cigarette [here she uses the word for a 
very Russian cigarette—papirosa—with a cardboard tube as a filter/holder]. Five 
planes fell around the farmhouse, one just two kilometers from the house. 
The owls were also at work. At dawn they cornered a fat rat sitting with 
clutched claws on the closed courtyard gate. They circled and endlessly dove 
at it, trying to dislodge it from the gate. The rat, though, wouldn’t give up, 
and when the sun was fully up, it nimbly threw itself to the ground and got 
away. I was the only resident who had spent the whole night in the courtyard, 
and what was I thinking? I don’t know. When the next plane fell to earth, I 
realized that this was a sequence, young boys burning in a hellish fire— 
German, American, maybe English—didn’t this matter?!

The German army started abandoning the Atlantic coast. At night we could 
hear the shouts in German on the highway, the tanks screeching, the English 
fighters attacking the German columns, the dogs in Grosrouvre barking and 
howling. The BBC announced that in three days time there should be no more 
movement on any major road (“We will shoot up everything moving on the 
roads.”), and I decided then to return to Paris. I ran into Grosrouvre and 
found out that there was one last bus going into Paris from the country; after 
that, all contact with the city would stop.
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'The entire next day I ran about the village from house to house and vainly 
implored the gloomy farmers to take Nikita and me with our suitcase the 
seven kiAometers to the last bus. To a one they all said the same thing: not for 
anything or any money would they go—hadn’t I heard what the English said? 
I was desperate. I had already sent word to Kirill to meet us in Versailles. 
What to do? I cursed myself ferociously for delaying and not listening to 
anyone. Finally, I came to the last house, beyond a field, and there, after the 
resident’s categorical refusal, I gathered all my strength and said to him, 
emphasizing every word, “It’s imperative that I be in Paris. My husband is ill, 
seriously ill—you must understand what that means!” He was silent for a 
long time, slowly mulling something over, and finally answered, "You could’ve 
said that right away. So, we’ll go. Wait for me at eight in the morning. Who 
knows what will happen.”

The following morning, in the July heat, Nikita and I were again on our way, 
in a high-wheeled cart—all at once, not dragging ourselves in stages! We 
drove only along the sides of the roads, invariably under tree cover—how 
good it was that all the roads in France are planted with trees! We made it to 
the village where the bus was standing in the middle of the square, with an 
enormous crowd of passengers! I wasn’t the only one running back to Paris... 
The driver walked up and shouted, “Montez, montez, faites vite!” [Get in, get 
in, make it quick!] Everyone rushed, pushing one another, to climb in first. 
Nikita was almost torn from me—I only just managed to grab him by his 
jacket, but he was choking, his head thrown back, and he shouted, “Maman, 
maman, j’etouffe!” [Mama, Mama, I can’t breathe!] He slipped even more away 
and would be crushed... Suddenly I heard a mighty shout from my driver, who 
had apparently decided to verify we made it onto the bus. He threw punches 
right and left, shouting, “For shame, for shame, you’re crushing the little boy!” 
Clearing the way, he gallantly set Nikita and me on the entry step. The crowd 
closed in behind, jamming us into the bus, filling it up, the door slammed 
shut, and off we went!

Kirill met us in Versailles, and we took a city bus directly to Henri de 
Fontena/s apartment, where his wife was waiting for us. I sensed correctly 
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that returning to Paris was the right thing. I lived in the huge, luxurious 
apartment for around three weeks. The owners were almost never home. She 
went out to see her husband’s sister, Genevieve, who was near death. Two 
weeks later, she died. Fontenay himself was in Normandy. While still in 
hiding, he had been made governor of Normandy by de Gaulle.

I found out that Igor Aleksandrovich was still in prison in Fresnes [approx. 16 
km southwest of Paris], where they had taken him from the Surete Generale 
(then a section of the Gestapo), which meant he was still alive.
My cadvisors then were our two friends Arsenii Fyodorovich Stupnitskii 
[1893-1951] and Grigorii Nikolaevich Tovstoles [1887-1957]- Stupnitskii usually 
alerted me in advance about meeting up; we three would sit in Henri’s huge 
study. Often Stupnitskii had some information about Igor Aleksandrovich. 
He got this from the lawyer Strelnikov, who was allowed into the German 
tribunals to defend the accused. Apparently, he had an acquaintance in the 
Hotel Majestic [headquarters for the German military high command during the 
occupation] from whom he got the information.

Some people I barely knew—some Russians much younger than we—now 
did a wicked thing to me. Tovstoles knew them and even liked them. The 
emigre B. went to Grigorii Nikolaevich and offered to get Igor Aleksandrovich 
out for a million francs! He said, “You have to hurry, because very soon they’re 
sending a large group of prisoners to Germany, or they’ll just shoot them 
here.” This was around 10-15 July. We three sat together for a long time, and I 
felt helpless—where could I get that kind of money? And how did he know 
this? Up to this point, there hadn’t been any offer like this before. My advisors 
left, saying, “It’s your decision, not ours. There are pros and cons. He needs 
your answer by the day after tomorrow.”

I summoned Kirill, who was also terrified and had a hard time coming to a 
decision due to his misgivings. After two days, Stupnitskii and Grigorii 
Nikolaevich reappeared. “And? What do you think?” I was in a bad way, not 
having slept for two days. I started interrogating Tovstoles about his friend B. 
He again assured me that he was a fine fellow, and his information was from
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chiAdhood companions whom he’d known in Berlin...

Now they were working in Paris in Gestapo headquarters and by chance 
made these arrangements with Igor Aleksandrovich. Time passed, and 
Stupnitskii got nervous. “So, tell me, what?” Finally, I answered—no, firmly 
and irrevocably! It was just a repulsive shakedown. Also stupid, since “they” 
well knew that I had no way of getting a million francs. They went away and I 
was left deflated... They had wanted me to fail, to take if not a million, then 
maybe a hundred thousand, whatever I could scrape up, and then betray me.

At that point, Nikita and I left Mme de Fontena/s and moved to Tatyana 
Valerianovna Greaves’ little two-room apartment on the Boulevard Grenelle 
in a building with a number of Russian emigres, some of whom were working 
for the Germans. I never went out, and besides the concierge, no one knew I 
was living there. The Germans had only just started looking for me and hadn’t 
caught up with me, but since they were coming for me at rue Jean Gujon, I 
had to be careful. Worst of all then were the French Milice, led by Darnand 
[Joseph Darnand (1897-1945), French collaborator executed for treason after the war]. 
This was the French Gestapo department (there was such a thing!), and they, 
sensing their job was wrong, consequently seized people and committed 
hateful atrocities, torture, and murder. I couldn’t stay at the Fontenays’. It 
would be dangerous for us all.

A week passed, and my two advisors hurried to see me. It turned out that B. 
had again visited Grigorii Nikolaevich and announced, “This is the last time 
we will propose springing Igor Aleksandrivoch from prison. And now it’s not 
one million but two. Things have gotten a lot harder.” Grigorii Nikolaevich 
responded, 'Where can I get that kind of money?” B. exclaimed in response, 
“The Resistance will come up with even more for Krivoshein.” All three of us 
were astonished. After all, the German forces were already in full retreat from 
the coast. I answered sharply in the negative. This was 21-22 June.

The 24th of June was Olga Ignatieva’s name day, and although I never went 
out and never once went to my apartment, I suddenly decided to go on foot to 
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the Ignatievs’ since they couldn’t be looking for me all the time—of course the 
Germans wouldn’t get me! Even though it was risky, I went anyway. Olga 
Alekseevna lived with her mother. Countess Sofia Vasilievna, not far from the 
Champs-Elysees in an ancient building. There were people visiting, and they 
sat me down for tea. A friend of mine came in and shrieked when she saw me, 
“How are you here?” “Why wouldn’t I be?” ‘Well, that means everything’s 
fine.”

Then another dear woman came in, the wife of the porter at the Lemercier 
factory—her husband had been a navy officer in Russia and got the job at the 
factory on my recommendation. Seeing me there, she stood in the doorway 
stock still and exclaimed, “Nina Alekseevna! You’re here? Does that mean it’s 
not true, not true? What joy!” Everyone fell silent and I said to her, “Please 
explain what you mean by everything’s all right? What exactly isn’t true?” She 
answered, sobbing, “This morning in Clichy they were saying that Igor 
Aleksandrovich was shot yesterday!” I stood up, made my excuses, and ran 
home to Tatiana’s. She didn’t have a telephone but there was one at the 
concierge’s entrance. I rang Stupnitskii first. He knew nothing. Then I rang 
Strelnikov and asked that he call me in the morning, when he told me that 
yesterday they had moved Igor Aleksandrovich from prison to the Compiegne 
camp. Probably I could send him a parcel there, but first I had to find out 
what cell Igor Aleksandrovich was assigned to or it wouldn’t be accepted. 
(Nachtigal hadn’t been in Compiegne for some time, having been transferred 
to some military office in Paris.)

I got out my suitcase, an old one that had belonged to Igor Aleksandrovich’s 
mother in Russia and packed it with things for the parcel. I put them in so 
Igor Aleksandrovich would understand that I had packed it, and there was 
even a toy elephant that meant Nikita was with me. On i August, the feast day 
of Serafim of Sarov, Kirill took the suitcase to Compiegne, which was 
accepted and given to Igor Aleksandrovich.

On the advice of Sergei Alekseevich Ignatiev, I went during those first August 
days to see a certain German general. Ignatiev assured me, "You’ll get a 
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meeting with him. They say he’s a compassionate man.” It really was the right 
moment. Maybe with the end coming the Gestapo would be more human... So 
I proceeded to the apartment, unannounced, and immediately realized that I 
was in a secret section of the Gestapo. By a desk there stood two Gestapo men 
in their black-banded caps—the most terrifying ones, as I well knew [the SS].

Now my German language skills reappeared—from sheer nervous overdrive, 
the real German vernacular appeared in my head! I heard my voice ring out 
and sharply demand a meeting with the “good general.” He wasn’t receiving 
anyone. “My husband, a Russian Guards officer, the son of a tsarist minister, 
is being held for some reason without any explanation!” I raged and wrote 
out a plea to the “good general.” Then I loftily nodded my head to these 
servants, who were confused by my boldness, and triumphantly removed 
myself from their lair. I walked quietly up to the corner, but once I turned 
into the alley at Boulevard Haussmann, I shamelessly ran with all my strength 
all the way to the metro.

There was one result from my effort. A week later, I received at my home 
address an answer from the general, who turned out to be a General Hiller, 
the third-ranking Gestapo boss in the entire Reich. He reported to me on 
official letterhead that my meeting with my husband "was refused because he 
had taken part in a conspiracy against the German Reich, was a criminal and 
deserving of punishment.” It came out [later] that Hiller himself had issued 
Igor Aleksandrovich something of an official document, which I kept for a 
long time and even took with me to the USSR in 1948. After Igor 
Aleksandrovich’s arrest there, the KGB operatives in the Lyubyanka burned all 
the Resistance paperwork they had found on us in Ulyanovsk [city 705 km east 
of Moscow, formerly Simbirsk, where both Lenin and Kerenskii were born], including 
a copy of the letter from the "good general” to whom Sergei Ignatiev had sent 
me. [Information on this general has been elusive.]

The Liberation of Paris

August carried on with Nikita and I living at Tanya Greaves’. The building 

214



Four Thirds of Our Life

had +1 large interior courtyard, and the apartment was on the first floor, so 
Nikita sometimes just popped out the window into the courtyard, where he 
played with the concierge’s grandson, Daniel, who was about twelve. No one 
paid them much attention, and after my secret foray out to the Boulevard 
Haussmann to the Gestapo, I sat at home and just went nowhere. As always, 
everywhere I lived with friends, right from the start I cooked the provisions 
Tanya and her husband, Shushu Fyodorov (another Shushu!), got for the 
whole household. Their dog, a little fox terrier named Topsy, was home all day 
and ate and drank nothing. I thought I could make him something, but I 
couldn’t buy anything. Every day I offered him a piece of sugar, but he 
seemed not to see it, but when Tanya came in the door in the evening, he 
threw himself on that piece of sugar and chomped it all down loudly. German 
cars and tanks fleeing the coast moved along the streets and embankments 
of Paris—dusty, tired men, many wounded. The Germans were abandoning 
France-

On 15 August, a Sunday, the doorbell rang sharply. We were frightened, 
although it was just Shushu Ugrimov and one of his friends, both weighed 
down with huge bags. Shushu shouted in his thunderous voice, “A camel has 
arrived! Take the groceries!” There was flour and semolina, and potatoes, and 
biscuits, and most important, some of the firewood used then for the wood- 
fired bus engines. This was marvelous, since my grill and kerosene burner 
had been brought to Tanya’s, but what could we use for the little stove? 
Shushu Ugrimov, a good host, had thought of all this, and about ten days 
before the liberation of Paris had dragged all this here to me. Thanks to him 
we could cook hot meals in the courtyard for two or three weeks and have hot 
tea, or what passed for it. The whole building silently envied us. In the 
evenings, when there was no electricity, the low Pigeon lights illuminated our 
apartment, and in the mornings I made a “real” meal in the stove with the tall 
pipe stuck in it.

Normal Paris life came to something of a standstill. We were waiting to see 
what would happen. It was said that the Germans had mined the whole city— 
bridges, sewers, and even Notre Dame. In short, the situation was such that
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If they felt like it, the Germans could leave Paris in ruins, and where could we 
run to? The Parisians, though, were somehow unexpectedly friendly, changed 
—they transformed themselves and became accommodating, unguardedly 
chatting with one another. A new regime had unexpectedly taken over— 
everyone loved each other and suddenly there was happiness on the streets of 
Paris!

Sometimes during these last days of the occupation, I took Nikita for a walk 
in the Trocadero Gardens, coming back on the Grenelle Bridge. German 
vehicles stuffed with officers drove along the embankment, not even hiding 
their complete disorder and flight. There were a lot of wounded among them 
with bandaged heads or arms. One car slowed and passed quite close to the 
pavement—spread out on the hood lay an officer without his jacket, all 
bandaged with only his young face visible and his mouth registering the 
pain...and we could smell the sweet odor of pus.

It was very hot and quiet, and the chestnut trees blossomed green along the 
stone guardrails of the Seine. After hey passed, a middle-aged Parisian 
approached me, whom I hadn’t noticed earlier, and stopped and said, “How 
do you like the spectacle, Madame? And on such a marvelous day?!” I 
answered him, “That young man is a German and our enemy, but today we 
can say it is sad that he will surely die. Mais c’est la guerre! The rule of war.” 
We stood a little, and each went on their way.

The weather really was delightful, and with nothing to do and the desire to 
show the Germans that they were no longer in charge of us, a large group of 
people started gathering on the embankment near the Grenelle Bridge. Down 
below, where the barges loaded up with coal or rubble, they donned bathing 
suits and lounged in the sun. Children played, and the more daring 
swimmers climbed the rails of the bridge and threw themselves whooping 
into the Seine, eliciting the public’s exuberant delight.

A day or two later I went to the concierge to phone Stupnitskii. I first dialed 
the INF, which broadcast the latest news, and suddenly I heard, “Ici les Forces 
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frangaises de 1'Interieur. Vous ecoutez Ies FFI.” [This is the French Forces of the 
Lnterior. You are listening to the FFL] [Resistance fighters who joined up with the Free 
Frenchfbrces in the Allied invasion in 1944]- Then the news bulletin! For the first 
time, I heard the name "FFI.” I looked out the window and saw a German 
patrol passing nearby. So strange! Here was the telephone broadcasting the 
voice of the domestic forces of the Resistance, and by tomorrow it seemed the 
barricades were up, and young boys and girls appeared wearing FFI 
armbands.

Shooting started up somewhere, and the BBC reported that American forces 
and those of General Leclerc were heading fast toward Paris [(1902-1947) 
noteworthy Free French general who commanded in the Battle of Normandy and the 
liberations of Paris and Strasbourg] and that the Swedish consul Nordling was 
leading talks with the Red Cross about not sending any more transports from 
Compiegne with Resistance prisoners to the Buchenwald camp. News 
flooded in, the BBC audible from all the buildings’ windows. We could listen 
freely. The end, the end! But what kind? The next morning, I went out to the 
bakery for bread. FFI posters were pasted on the iron columns of the elevated 
metro, orders from Colonel Rol that called the population of Paris to the 
defense of the city [Resistance nom de guerre of French communist Henri Tanguy 
(1908-2002) who led the FFI and signed the German act of surrender in August 1944 
along with General Leclerc]. However, there was a rumor that Hitler had 
ordered Paris completely burned down and everything blown up, that the 
city’s commandant, General Choltitz had already affirmed that he wouldn’t 
follow that order, that the American forces weren’t far off, even quite close. 
However, the American general Patton decided to go around the city and... 
what then? A terrible ambush... There was a cafe open on the corner, with a lot 
of people at the counter, everyone talking, everyone excited, drinking white 
wine—the Parisian Areopagus back at work!

Nikita and his friend Daniel were locked up in the courtyard by the 
grandmother-concierge and me, so they wouldn’t dare or even think of going 
out onto the street! They hung around, looking out the window, asking 
exasperating questions. Finally, I let him go out with Shushu Fyodorov—his 
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authority over Nikita was absolute. He had a calm demeanor, and for an 
average fellow he was actually rather intelligent and had a strong character— 
the boys always obeyed him.

On the morning of 24 August, everything fell quiet, and somewhere in the city 
the shooting intensified. The metro wasn’t running. I filled the bathtub right 
up to the edge, also the teapots and kettles. And the Germans? Where was 
General Leclerc’s division? The tension rose. The concierge reported in a 
whisper to Tanya that a Georgian prince who lived on the top floor had 
disappeared, run off to Germany—that’ll serve him right!

Around eight or nine in the evening, the BBC notified us that there would 
soon be an urgent broadcast: a representative from Colonel Rol had broken 
through the front to the Americans for talks, and now it was decided—they 
had to wait for General Leclerc to get into Paris.

And what about Compiegne? No one was saying anything about it, but there 
was a rumor that the Swedish consul had made an agreement with General 
Choltitz. Our radio was fixed on the BBC station, quietly, however. At ten that 
evening: "Listen, listen. This is an urgent broadcast: the forces of General 
Leclerc are headed for Paris, as are those of General Patton. Stay tuned to the 
BBC and don’t leave it.” * We did not.

"(Much later, after the end of the war and when Igor Aleksandrovich had returned 

alive from Buchenwald, we found out that Colonel Rol’s chief of staff, Roger Cocteau- 
Gallois [1905-1995] had been sent for talks with General Patton, who refused to order 
the American units’ attack on Paris. Cocteau then with difficulty sought out General 

Leclerc and together they went to General Patton and announced that the French 
units were swiftly advancing in order to save Paris and Patton must issue the order to 
his troops. After the war, we became acquainted with Cocteau-Gallois and used to 

meet up with him—he was one of the dearest and most engaging Frenchmen we ever 
knew! And Igor Aleksandrovich was closely connected to him through his work in the 

Resistance.)

All the windows in the courtyard were ablaze as people took down the 
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blackout curtains that had been obligatory for four entire years. I opened our 
window wide onto the courtyard. On the radio an address to the French 
began in a choppy transmission from some English clergyman who had lived 
for some years in France and spoke French, but he confused the words— 
Leclerc’s column was already moving toward Paris, and the forward units 
would soon be at the Porte d’Orleans. He was crying with excitement, 
exclaiming, “The Paris prefecture has risen up, as well as all the police force, 
and there is fighting in the city center. Paris is free, Paris is liberated! Go out 
onto the street. All the cathedrals’ bells are ringing, even in the tower of Notre 
Dame!” We ran out into the courtyard, into the street, where a fire was 
blazing and the shooting intensifying. The bells were ringing, one, two, now 
our church of St. Leon, then others. Finally, the dense, low bass of Notre 
Dame, but not far away a machine gun intervened, apparently at the Ecole 
militaire, and we ran back into the apartment.

The following morning Nikita was up, washed, and dressed—no, no, you 
can’t go out to the street—not for anything. I’m getting dressed, then we’ll 
look. In about ten minutes, from under the elevated metro archway a general 
shout rang out as if our entire block was yelling: “Les voila, les voila!” —They’re 
here! A pair of red leather boots flashed past me—Nikita wore them all the 
time for lack of any other shoes—as he leapt out the window and was long 
gone! I ran out the courtyard into the street—from the corner where the cafe 
was and under the metro arches, along the entire street on our side and 
beyond the metro to rue St. Charles was an infinite crowd, maybe two or 
three thousand people! Girls in bright dresses with bouquets in their arms— 
blue, white, and red flowers. Many had blue, white, and red ribbons in their 
hair, and there were hundreds of small national flags. Everyone was waving 
and shouting, little boys jumping about, and from St. Charles under the 
metro a column of lightly armored “jeeps” was proceeding. In them were the 
soldiers of the Leclerc Division, dressed in British khaki uniforms, young, 
tanned, joyous. People threw flags and flowers at them. The crowd shouted all 
as one and sang the Marseillaise. I stood mesmerized. Does this kind of thing 
really happen? And where was Nikita? I couldn’t see him anywhere. I asked 
several people, but no one had seen him. I turned around, and there was a 
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huge truck advancing slowly toward us, packed with German soldiers armed 
with machine guns they started shooting into the crowd. Everyone threw 
themselves on the ground. I pushed past people and crossed the street near 
the cafe (where everyone was lying flat on the floor and a window was already 
shattered by bullets), then ran on to our alley. Ahead of me the red boots 
flashed with an unbelievable speed... I ran behind him silent, no voice left to 
shout at him. I ran to our entry, Tatyana was right behind me shouting, 
“Where’s Nikita? Where? Have you seen him? They just killed a young soldier 
nearby in a car!” “Here he is. Nikita’s already home!” The door to the 
apartment was open and Nikita stood looking at us with a wild expression of 
terror and delight. Tanya whispered, “I was so afraid he would be killed,” then 
fell unconscious to the floor.

In the afternoon we went to a neighboring street where the young warrior 
from the Leclerc column lay in a private clinic, adorned with bouquets of 
flowers and ribbons (the blue, white, and red ones). He had been born and 
grew up here, right on this block, and managed to shout to the crowd, "Go 
over to that street, opposite the metro. My mother, Madame Morot, lives 
there. Tell her I’ll be there at seven for dinner.” He was one of those who 
marched with General Leclerc all the way from Lake Chad. [Dec. 1942-Jan 1943 
Leclerc led Free French forces from Lake Chad north across the Sahara to Tripoli, over 
1500 miles, joining up with the British 8th Army.]

In the middle of September, two Russian friends showed up one after the 
other looking for me at Tanya’s. The first, very young, whose surname I don’t 
remember, told me he had been in the Compiegne camp and become friends 
with Igor Aleksandrovich. On 17 August, they had taken him away in some 
freight cars together with 1,200 other Compiegne prisoners. According to 
him, the train left France and took everyone, most likely to Buchenwald. He 
himself landed on the next transport two days later, when the railway 
workers had seized the tracks not far from Compiegne and dismantled them 
so that the train couldn’t pass. The German guards ran off, and the railway 
workers broke the locks off the freight cars, freeing the prisoners. He was 
smiling, his face alit—he had miraculously escaped Buchenwald!
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The second visitor was my cousin, Illarion Illarionovich Bibikov, who bore the 
French surname Suchet. Illarion Bibikov, a former captain in the Russian 
fleet, was married to my close childhood friend Olga Yarotskaya. Up until 
1948 I was a constant visitor at the Bibikovs, whose children Dimka and 
Natasha were somewhat older than Nikita. The children were astonishingly 
beautiful, especially Natasha; her elegant figure, cornflower blue eyes, and 
truly golden ringlets had people turning around on the street. Dimka, though, 
was a beauty in his own way, with a special tilt to his head, exquisite hands, 
and a sweet expression on his narrow aristocratic face. I didn’t hide the fact 
that he was my favorite, and although he had more education than many 
people, he was pretty useless, and his family didn’t love or understand him 
enough. When he felt unappreciated, he would come to my place and hole up 
for a while. During the war, the Bibikovs lived in real poverty, and finally 
Illarion Illarionovich’s only resort was to translate for the Germans. Then, in 
November 1943, they all had to move to the naval fortress at Brest, where 
there was a huge German submarine base and where something around 
thirty Russian translators were working. After the invasion, the fortress 
underwent the most intense American bombing. After Paris was liberated, 
the German commandant wanted to surrender the fortress, since there 
weren’t any German forces left in the north of France, but the German 
command parachuted into Brest a large SS unit that continued the senseless 
defense of the fortress. Then the Americans announced two mornings 
without bombing so the civilians could escape the city. Suchet, also a 
translator (as was his wife), went to the Bibikovs and implored them to leave 
with him. They were afraid, however, and said that it was too far to go on 
foot, almost five hundred kilometers to Paris, whereas here in Brest inside 
the hill that rose above the port there were places underground that were 
splendid sanctuaries, with a secret passageway created during the reign of 
Louis XIV. The hill was eighty meters of pure granite—not even a ten-ton 
bomb would penetrate that. So Suchet left, and the Bibikovs, and around a 
thousand people whom the Germans had ordered to stay, went down into 
this natural sanctuary. There were cots there, and once a day hot food was 
brought in. The hellish bombing of Brest now took place without letup, day 
and night. A staircase cut right into the stone led down to the sanctuary, 

221



The Liberation of Paris

around a hundred and fifty steps. Beyond the cots a secret passage led to the 
port, and here along the wall there were huge boxes covered in a tarp with a 
red cross and the wording Medihamente—medicines.

On 8 September, in the quiet and safety of the underground tunnel they 
celebrated Natasha Bibikova’s name day (she was fourteen years old), also 
that of her mother and the wife of the Russian Orthodox priest in Brest. By 
the way, the cure of the Brest Cathedral also stayed—they both said that a 
captain doesn’t abandon his ship! Around ten in the evening, the lights were 
put out and the next person on duty went up above to the square, where there 
was a generator in place right next to the entrance. On this evening, that 
person was a certain Voyno-Panchenko. I knew him a little, and he told me 
later everything that happened after Suchet left.

That evening, after the heavy bombing, members of a Todt battalion (sappers 
—at that point they were old men of sixty or kids fourteen to sixteen years 
old) refused to go out to clean up a bombed-out block and came down the 
secret passage from the port and hid themselves there. Toward evening the 
Gestapo came after them, chasing them with batons and shooting. Someone 
from the Gestapo threw a few grenades, one of which fell into a Medihamente 
box, but under the Red Cross tarpaulin there turned out to be a cache of 
ammunition, and an unbelievable explosion happened, with a wave of 
detonation gas blown upward to the exit into the city, burning and killing 
everyone who was in its path.

An American military commission went to Brest at the beginning of 
December to look at this bomb shelter. It was Voyno-Panchenko who was the 
witness, minding the generator, the only one left alive that evening. Suddenly 
that night, he saw the explosion at the staircase entrance as a flame tore up 
thirty or forty meters high with an unbelievable roar. It threw him to the 
ground and stunned him. Coming to, he tried to go down, but the cast-iron 
grille had been welded shut by the blast, and in December the Americans 
could get it open only with difficulty. No one was left alive. In all, about a 
thousand residents died and four hundred Todt sappers. The entire Bibikov 

222



Four Thirds of Our Life

family perished.

The winter of 1944-45 stretched on—one of the most severe. There was almost 
no heating oil, the electricity was negligible—an hour in the morning and an 
hour at dinnertime. In the evening it was especially bad, with barely warm 
hotplates for heating. Nikita went to bed wrapped up in several blankets, and 
at night I prepared all the food for the next day, so I could warm it all up in 
one hour. We froze terribly. With some difficulty, I got some money from 
Lemercier. He didn’t much want to pay me Igor Aleksandrovich’s salary, until 
Henri de Fontenay, who was then living in Rouen and was a “commissar of 
the Republic” in Normandy (in Russian we would say "governor-general”), 
went to him and spoke with some severity, saying that my husband was 
considered a French officer in captivity and that by law he was obligated to 
pay me the money until we knew his fate. In November, I had followed the 
advice of some friends and gone to meet with the director of the Renault 
factory, whose wife, they said, redeemed a few bars of gold from the Gestapo. 
At the time, this story seemed quite fantastic, but later after the war, it all 
turned out to be the truth. This determined lady pushed through the front in 
her car...to Buchenwald. She arrived there two days after the transport with 
her husband and Igor Aleksandrovich had arrived at the camp. She 
summoned two guards and gave them some of the gold (or promised it to 
them—I don’t know exactly). Somehow or another, that very night, the SS led 
out her husband, she handed over the gold, and brought her husband back, 
again through the front line, directly to Paris, to their huge, splendid 
apartment on the Boulevard St. Germain... But she had a car, which no one 
had at that time, and gold bars—undoubtedly a substantial sum of money. 
That being said, this woman had the bravery and determination to risk her 
own life and the life of her husband, as well as the skill, and the gold, to 
persuade the SS to release any prisoner from that black hell, let alone the 
director of a major factory! The Renault director himself, the former prisoner, 
met twice a week with relatives of the prisoners he had been with; they 
showed him photographs, but there was little he could tell them. I had a bitter 
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aftertaste from my visit with him.

During those days I received by way of some unknown railway workers two 
notes from Igor Aleksandrovich that he had managed to push through a crack 
in the rail car that took him to Germany. The workers wrote that they decided 
not to send on the notes until the German army was finally out of France. I of 
course immediately answered and thanked them—it was also risky at that 
time to pick up a message from the train tracks.

Nikita and I lived quite alone, eating poorly and meagerly. I was offered work 
in the large Jewish bank, Lazard; they conveyed that they would never forget 
how Igor Aleksandrovich had helped the Jews, but de Fontenay advised 
against starting to work before the war’s end, in case I had to apply for a 
pension. Sometimes I went to the Dordogne, fifty kilometers from Paris, to 
the mill there where the Ugrimovs lived. Sometimes our friend Pyotr 
Andreevich Bobrinskii came to visit me—always affectionate, with a soft 
voice and quiet manners. He was one of the most charming of the emigres of 
our generation. Occasionally Jakov Borisovich Rabinovich would stop by, also 
a member of the Resistance—always friendly, always ready to help, a true 
friend with a funny surname from a thousand Jewish jokes. In 1917 he had 
been called up and served as a Junker, taking part in the defense of the 
Winter Palace on 25 October. That evening I had gone by tram across Palace 
Bridge on my way home from the People’s House, and at that moment on that 
evening we, unknown to each other, were almost side by side...in history.

For the most part, few people stopped by. Nikita was ill in the spring, and I 
had to hold on, trying not to succumb to dark thoughts. One who did come by 
constantly, though, and regaled me with all kinds of stories was Grigorii 
Nikolaevich Tovstoles (there will be a lot to say later about his fate, also 
terrifying, if I manage to get to that point!). Of course, there was no 
information at all from Buchenwald. I went everywhere: to the Red Cross, to 
the Norwegian consulate, and the Swedish—no one could tell me anything 
about Igor Aleksandrovich.
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Over the course of the 1944-45 winter I received a few goods packages from 
America, from the Tolstoi Foundation [charitable organization founded in New 
York in 1939 by Tolstoi’s youngest daughter, Aleksandra, to aid Russian refugees]. At 
the beginning of December, I received notification that I had a package 
waiting at some committee office. I was stunned. I hadn’t corresponded with 
anyone in America for the entire war and couldn't understand who it could 
have come from. Nikita and I went out to an office staffed with Russians, 
none of whom I knew. A young lady gave me a packet. I don't remember 
whether there was anything written on it. Apparently, she just had a list of 
names. There was an American soldier’s ration in it: a box of various jams, 
dried milk, chocolate, and a little packet of butter. Nikita had all the dried 
milk in one sitting, the chocolate too.

Igor Aleksandrovich Returns from Buchenwald

Not until 13 May 1945 did I learn that Igor Aleksandrovich was alive and 
liberated from the Dachau camp, in Bavaria, where they had all been taken 
from the underground camp Laura (a subcamp of Buchenwald) just a few 
hours before the American Army liberated it. First I got a note that had been 
sent with an extraordinarily kind letter from the Chaplain General who had 
gone from Paris to attend to those liberated from camps in Germany. The 
Americans had a poor understanding, really, of those they had liberated, and 
the people in striped pajamas, who reminded them of the American category 
of the most hardened convicts, also confused them. They, of course, didn’t 
murder prisoners, but no one was released, and they continued to hold 
everyone in Allach (a Dachau subcamp) under guard in the barracks. They 
began feeding everyone even before examining them, such that many died on 
the first day from overeating.

The Chaplain General’' returned to Paris and made a report about what he 
had seen. General Leclerc soon went to Dachau and summoned all the French 
to the parade ground (Igor Aleksandrovich was counted as French in the 
camp and wore the letter Fin a red triangle). The priest served Mass, in which 
everyone took communion, and then General Leclerc gave a speech to the 
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former prisoners and promised that they would soon be freed.

(“The role of Chaplain General of the Army in the 1914-18 war in Russia was taken by 
Protopresbyter Georgii Shavelskii, who was in charge of all the army and navy clergy. 
He was an unusual man with a sharp mind and a broad education. He visited us once 

or twice during the war, since we were all parishioners of the building’s church on 

Kirochnaya, where he was the priest.)

Igor Aleksandrovich, as one of the very ill, was on the first train going to 
France, but first he had to go to a “rehabilitation resort" at Lake Constantine 
for two entire weeks. There were doctors there and all sorts of examinations 
and help, then finally complete freedom: a separate room and a bed with 
sheets. On 31 May, I received a telegram from the French commanding 
general de Lattre-de-Tassigny [1889-1952, later a Marshal of France] notifying 
me of Igor Aleksandrovich’s arrival in Paris at the Gare du Nord. The next day 
the radio announced that one could meet those repatriated from Germany in 
the Hotel Lutece, where they would be brought from the train station. Kirill 
went there and waited a long time, finally meeting his brother around six in 
the evening. Some scouts, quite young but very decisive, waved down private 
cars, of which there were quite a few by now, and sat the liberated people and 
their relatives in them to be driven home. That’s how Igor Aleksandrovich and 
Kirill arrived home around seven in the evening. There were around thirty of 
our neighbors standing in the hallway. The entire day, from ten in the 
morning, Nikita had hunkered down on the corner of our rue Jean Goujon 
and Place Frangois ler, half out of his mind, eating nothing and refusing to 
come home. He reported to everyone in our small block that he was waiting 
for his Papa and that General de Lattre had sent his Mama a telegram... I 
occasionally went out to check on him but didn’t make him come in—it was 
truly a special day! He had been ill the entire spring, very worried, apparently 
aware of where his father was, although I had avoided talking with him about 
it.

Igor Aleksandrovich was seriously ill for an entire six weeks—with pleurisy 
and then with latent tuberculosis. He was treated by a young doctor, Alyosha
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Kraevich, who did everything he could to save Igor Aleksandrovich. 
Specialists came to us, bringing a Roentgen [X-ray] machine to photograph 
his lungs. A few times the top lung specialist came, Raul Kurilskii. And I? I 
announced to all our friends that the time had come to help me and that now 
I would accept any goods they brought. Very soon people responded: friends, 
strangers, neighbors, and residents of our block. I often found a basket on 
our doorstep with fruit, vegetables, butter, milk, even fish, which was not 
common then. Sometimes there was simply a packet of sugar or macaroni. So 
don’t think all French are “penny pinchers.” I never found out who left these 
gifts. I was constantly making food and gave it to Igor Aleksandrovich as his 
main medicine at any time, sometimes up to ten times over twenty-four 
hours. Kraevich thought food was paramount and to let Igor Aleksandrovich 
eat as much as he wanted. The most important thing was to sustain the body 
without stopping. He had a high fever the whole time: from 39 to 41 degrees 
[102F-106F] for several weeks.

Friends and relatives came to help, since I couldn’t even change the bed by 
myself. In the mornings around seven I lay in bed for an hour, not napping, 
or even resting. I took a hot bath, then dressed, and...started getting things 
ready. In the afternoon the visitors came, a few, not for very long, but I did 
have to talk to each person.

In July, Igor Aleksandrovich was taken to a rest home not far from 
Fontainebleau, set up by the Red Cross, and there he began standing up and 
going out into the garden. Several times a day, in addition to breakfast, 
lunch, and supper, sandwiches with a thick layer of butter were served. 
Finally, in August, on the advice of Prof. Raul Kurilskii, we went to the Savoy 
Alps, not far from the Swiss border. We went to a marvelous old castle 
(through friends, of course) that was five hundred meters above a delightful 
green valley. The owners were Russians, the Shtrange family. It was so 
comfortable there, so beautiful, so tasteful. Our rooms were quite large, with 
windows a meter wide. Everyone took care of us, trying to make everything 
all right, happy, carefree. The weather was divine, and it seemed to us that we 
were in paradise.
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Gradually our life returned to normal, or so it seemed. In reality, the war, the 
ruin of Europe, the horrors of the Nazi camps that were particularly felt in 
our home, all overshadowed the beauty and charm of our life in France. So 
many hideous things happened to us over the four years of occupation. We 
could never forget that until the end of the war we had feared “Petain’s 
Milice” no less than the Gestapo in their black-banded peaked caps.

The Russian emiges came out of this ordeal divided and not without blemish. 
Certain people were seduced by the easy profit in supplying the Germans 
with all that France was rich in. Of course, there were some French who also 
profited this way, but it didn’t help us. It seemed that the emigres who found 
refuge in France (of whom there were many, some of whom “flipped out” and, 
one must say, took advantage of the complete freedom: they published 
endless newspapers and magazines in which they quarreled and slandered 
each other without shame), were obliged to express themselves with decorum 
—after all, they were living in someone else’s house.

The Resistance movement began to recognize the many humble people who 
had entered the secret, unknown ranks of fighters against German fascism. 
In the fall of 1945, a few former Russian resisters gathered at our house and 
decided to establish an association of all the Russian members of the 
Resistance. Soon everyone we managed to identify met up in some hall, 
where the “Society of Russian Volunteers, Partisans, and Resistance 
Members” was born. The main goal was to collect information on all the still 
unknown Russian participants, describe their exploits, and honor those who 
had perished—murdered, tortured, or died in the camps. This enterprise was 
registered officially. Igor Aleksandrovich was chosen as president, and soon, 
around the beginning of 1946, we came up with the idea of publishing The 
Bulletin, dedicated to articles about Russians participating in the fight against 
fascism in France. The first issue came out in July 1946 and the second in 
February 1947. In The Bulletin one could look for people—after all, they weren’t 
only in Paris but also in Savoy, in the north of France, and other big cities like
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Marseilles or Toulouse. We managed to produce two series of the The Bulletin. 
I tx^ok on the work with a passion, taking down testimony and histories, for 
instance, from my friend Sonya Nosovich, who was arrested by the Germans 
together with Vika Obolenskaya, and Novikovaya, whom we didn’t know and 
whose only son died in a concentration camp. We gathered all the materials 
little by little, and V.B. Sosinskii (a relative of Vadim Andreev) assigned them 
out for writing up. Sosinskii was seen as experienced in putting together a 
magazine and the allocation of articles. Other than the transcripts, I myself 
wrote some articles, for example, about Zisserman, and also the forewords to 
both issues of The Bulletin. Rereading those introductions now, I think that 
they could have been more simply written, not yielding to the temptation of a 
syllable’s beauty, but for that period a somewhat pompous tone was, in truth, 
natural. Now, thirty years later, when war again begins to threaten, when 
many countries have “resisters”—it’s all different. It seemed then that all 
these matters, heroism, life in constant fear—all of this was for the first time 
in Europe in our century, and we had felt the sharp joy of having survived.

A Dark Time

There were around sixty-five thousand Russian emigres living in France at 
this time. This is quite a few, although if one compares this with today’s 
number of two million Portuguese living here, it seems unremarkable. 
However, the Russian diaspora was, without exception, political. After the 
war, divisiveness and biases among the Russians sharpened greatly—the 
Soviet Army victories had made a powerful impression, and many thought 
that it was the beginning of a new era, that now there would be changes 
within the country... It turned out that at that time in the USSR there were 
some people who thought as we did, were waiting as we were... But it turned 
out the other way around, and after a short time the Cold War started and the 
terrible years 1948 to 1950—a new wave of terror all across Russia, even worse, 
if you will, than 1937!

And then, against this background of ambitions, doubts, arguments, and 
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debates, there appeared in the Paris newspaper Russian News, on 22 June 1946, 
a “Proclamation from the Supreme Soviet of the USSR About the 
Reinstatement to USSR Citizenship for Subjects of the Former Russian 
Empire and Also for Those Who Forfeited Soviet Citizenship and Live in 
French Territory.” This proclamation was signed in Moscow on 14 June 1946 
by Shvernikov and Gorkin. One could apply for a change of passport at the 
USSR embassy in France up until 1 November 1946.

This wasn't entirely unexpected. Even during the war, in February 1945, a 
group of prominent emigre businessmen met with the ambassador, A.E. 
Bogomolov, soon after his arrival from Algeria. V.A. Maklakov headed the 
group, which included two admirals—Kedrov and Verdevskii—the well- 
known community figure A.S. Alperin, and others.

During this conversation, Maklakov announced that they were ready to 
reconsider their former positions toward the USSR. There was a lot of noise, 
articles published about this “visit” in the emigre newspapers, interpretations 
expounded at meetings, all kinds of fantastic rumors...

Berdyaev also made patriotic declarations. [Nikolai Aleksandrovich Berdyaev 
(1874-1948), Russian philosopher and theologian, expelled from the USSR in 1922] 
And in that case, what was there to doubt? The Russian News, which was 
created in place of the prewar Milyukov paper Latest News, had a completely 
Soviet-patriotic tone. The editor was Arsenii Fyodorovich Stupnitskii, my 
advisor and "interceder” in the difficult time when Igor Aleksandrovich was 
taken to Buchenwald. Indeed, throughout the occupation he treated us like 
his own family.

A Change of Passport

About a week after the proclamation of 14 June 1946, Igor Aleksandrovich and 
I went to the Soviet consulate on Boulevard Malesherbes, surrendered our 
Nansen passports, and soon received Soviet ones that gave us the right to live 
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abroad. Nikita was on my passport. Were we planning to go as soon as 
possible to the USSR? Yes, we were, and we thought it would be as soon as 
Igor .Aleksandrovich had sufficiently recovered from the horrors of 
Buchenwald.

Thus began our “dark time.” At first everything went smoothly and, more 
important, as presented. Only gradually did we start hearing the clanging of 
the events creeping up on us. We began to notice and figure out something 
we hadn’t comprehended at first. In France around ten thousand Russian 
emigres got Soviet passports then; was it a good thing or bad, smart or 
hopelessly stupid? Now it’s thought that this was something necessary for 
Soviet propaganda, in view of the information about the true situation in the 
USSR that was coming out from the second emigration in Europe: General 
Vlasov’s men who escaped from German camps, prisoners of war, Ukrainian 
and Belorussian girls kidnapped by the Germans. In every way possible, these 
people hid and avoided being sent back to their homeland—then the Soviet 
Repatriation Mission appeared with the task of collecting and sending back 
to the USSR as many prisoners of war as possible. To this purpose, the 
infamous Beauregard camp was established not far from Paris, and it was 
there that Colonel Nikonov and his helpers (often with the aid of the French 
police) herded everyone they considered subject to repatriation. (Among 
those helpers was the son of the kind landlady at the castle in Savoy, Misha 
Shtrange, suddenly dressed in a Soviet lieutenant’s uniform.) Over time this 
mission transported several groups to Beauregard, and there was a constant 
turnover there [of Russians].

Now I’ll go back a bit. During the liberation of Paris, the “Union of Russian 
Patriots” emerged from the underground (one of the emigre Resistance 
organizations) and occupied a mansion on rue Galliere as a safe house [a pro
Soviet organization 1943-1948, aligned with the French communists during the war]. 
During the occupation, this place housed the "Office of Russian Emigrant 
Affairs,” headed by the nefarious Gestapo officer Zherebkov. The Union began 
to develop its operation, gained strength little by little, expanded, and after 
the proclamation of 14 June, a number of “new-sprung” Soviet citizens joined 
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itZA new administration evolved in it—at various points, different people 
joined: Matyash, Kachva, Markov—these people were new to us, no one we 
Ihad known before [perhaps Soviet infiltrators?].

Soon all the neighborhoods of Paris (and in many other French cities as well) 
had local chapters of the Union, each with its own chairman. Meetings, 
lectures, and reports ensued, all on the same theme—the USSR and its 
accomplishments. One can only imagine how little the French authorities 
liked this new face of the Russian emigres. In addition, the multitudinous 
Armenian colony had also decided it was time to go home to Armenia. In 
France they had been warmly welcomed sometime in 1915 after the Turkish 
slaughter and lived prosperously there, but that phrase “at home” had a 
special resonance [forthem].

There was a cheap and pleasant dining hall in the mansion on rue Gallieire 
that also had a Russian library (where, by the way, I worked for six months). 
Some of the new Soviet citizens were invited to a meeting in the Soviet 
embassy on rue de Grenelle. We were two of those often invited, and the then 
ambassador Bogomolov “nobly” and affectionately greeted us at the entry to 
the large hall, standing in uniform and regalia on the landing of the 
monumental ceremonial staircase, his wife beside him, amiable, worldly, 
always excellently and modestly dressed, speaking decent French—we liked 
her very much.

Were we part of the Soviet government’s plans to allow new Soviet citizens 
and let them return? At a large meeting Bogomolov attended with his 
presentation, he evasively answered questions about leaving, and when one 
of the participants asked whether, if some returned to the homeland, it would 
be possible to visit relatives who remained in France, he was silent for a while 
and finally said that “it’s unlikely that would be possible at first...” However, 
the Armenians went, as did a large group of Russians in 1947— they were 
given official send-offs in the mansion on rue Galliere, but to be honest, many 
began experiencing, if not doubts or regrets, then a kind of spiritual denial 
that something wasn’t right, not quite victorious, hardly a jeweled sky 
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awaiting us... One of the new Soviet citizens received a postcard from his 
brother after two or three months, who had gone back to the homeland to 
some provincial city. The postcard read: "We await you without fail! As soon 
as Masha is married, come to see us!” But Masha was only two years old... 
There were rumors about Akhmatova and Zoshchenko [two eminent literary 
figures who were cruelly persecuted in these years], the Cold War was manic, the 
“climate” in France had changed, especially in the north, where social unrest 
was taking place in the coal mines. In short, the country’s atmosphere was 
tense.

Life, however, carried on. In May 1947, I went for a for blood circulation 
treatment to Bagnoles-de-I’Orne, the famous resort [a spa town in Normandy 
renowned for hundreds of years for its thermal baths]. When I returned, Nikita had 
to have an emergency appendectomy. From 15 July to the end of August he 
and I were in dear Prokrovka, which we were so fond of—after the war it was 
noisy and full of people, but... strict as ever, Pavel Mikhailovich Kalinin 
brooked no debating.

The major social event that summer was the arrival on 3 July of Molotov 
[Vyacheslav Mikhailovich Molotov (1890-1986), Old Bolshevik and resilient Soviet 
minister]. Not long before he returned to Moscow, he received a large group of 
emigres at the embassy. Some had taken the passports, and some hadn’t—A. 
Remizov, Admiral Verderevskii, A.F. Stupnitskii. From the Union of Soviet 
Patriots there were A.K. Paleologue, N.S. Kachva, D.M. Odinets, and also 
some representatives of the Georgian and Armenian colonies in Paris as well 
as Chilikin from Shanghai. Molotov chatted for a long time with everyone 
and in conclusion said, “It may happen that when you return to our 
homeland, especially in the provinces, people will reproach your emigrant 
past...” He sighed and added, 'What of it! Every family has its freak. If this 
happens, turn directly TO ME!” This was something of a suggestion, but...also 
a clear promise, not to worry! “You know who I am, and that I’ll stick up for 
you.” Ah! Actually—I had to recall that promise in 1951-52 when not one plea 
sent to Molotov...
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On 1’5 August, an organizational congress of the Union of Soviet Citizens took 
place on rue Galliere. A special commission had taken a long time to prepare 
it, headed by A.I. Ugrimov. The honorary president was A.E. Bogomolov, and 
the president of the congress was Igor Aleksandrovich Krivoshein. The 
congress lasted for two days, and in the presence of delegates from Paris and 
the French provinces, the composition of the Union was worked out and the 
board members chosen (President C.H. Sirin, General Secretary N.S. Kachva, 
A.F. Paleologue, and a few others). In the union’s name a telegram signed by 
Igor Aleksandrovich to Auriol, the president of the French Republic. Igor 
Aleksandrovich received a courteous response from the president—I mention 
this in connection with events soon to unfold in about two months.

A drama erupted suddenly in November in the Beauregard camp that 
stunned the Parisians. Something was going on in the camp; rumors flew 
they were holding by force people deemed subject to “repatriation” and would 
be sending them by force to the USSR. Thus, on 12 November 1947, the French 
police—around two thousand of them with tanks—surrounded the 
Beauregard, where almost six hundred Soviet citizens were, and searched 
and questioned all these people. The results from this action were negligible 
—only one person wanted to leave the camp, a certain Svechinina: she and 
her two children had been taken off a train carrying new Soviet citizens out 
of France per her husband’s request, whom she was divorcing, and he 
wouldn’t let her take the children out of the country—in short, the matter was 
purely domestic, not political!

It was clear that the country was turning around, that the “dark time” would 
soon end—but how? The major feeling then was anxiety, anxiety... We had 
taken a gamble, prepared, and “studied,” and now the outcome was close! We 
stopped thinking seriously about the departure from France and there still 
wasn’t any announcement about the departure...*

*Even in France there were some big changes—the Communists, who had been in 
the government since Algeria, left it in May 1947, and the general political climate 
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shi$fted sharply.

/A- cold /war burst upon us, at the rue Jean Goujon, in our fine old building that 
was a hundred and fifty years old, and where we had lived almost twenty 
years. I had acquired a rather rare book toward the end of the war, L’Evangile 
du Verseau, [The Aquarian Gospel of Jesus the Christ, by Levi H. Dowling, 1908] 
published by the French Theosophical Society. A Russian theosophist-doctor 
had given it to me. It was a quite different version of the Gospel and to our 
understanding very strange. However, I had talked over this book with P.M. 
Kalinin at Pokrovka. He was quite interested in it and, indeed, at the end of 
October sent his daughter-in-law from Pokrovka for it. I went to get it, but its 
place on the shelf was empty. In the evening I showed Igor Aleksandrovich 
that someone had taken the book. At first, he laughed. Who could’ve stolen it? 
Then I suddenly realized who! “Our place was searched while we were away!” 
“Rubbish! Who’s searching?” “I know who—everyone at rue des Saussaies!” 
[Gestapo headquarters during occupation of Paris, afterward the French National 
Police as part of the Ministry of the Interior]

In the morning, Igor Aleksandrovich started to look for some of his folders 
with information and papers for the third issue of the Resistance Bulletin and 
something from the rue Gallieres—no, these folders were nowhere to be 
found-

On Sunday morning, we decided to thoroughly turn over the entire 
apartment—I went back to the shelf where L’Evangelie du Verseau had stood 
and...a marvel! She stood there quietly and peacefully at home, just put back 
sloppily and in a hurry, and was peeking out three or four centimeters away 
in the wrong place. From the other room, Igor Aleksandrovich called out, 
“Here are my papers. I finally found them. They were in the right place, but I 
just didn’t see them somehow!” “They weren’t in their place, then they 
returned to their place. And my theosophy book is back where it belongs!” I 
went down to the concierge: "Madame Pillard, when we were out was there 
another search?” She answered, “Yes, on Thursday, when you were at the 
market.” ‘Why did you let them in?” “I? You well know I’m just a servant and 
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clon5t have the right to withhold the key from them.” I ran back and threw 
myself at the dresser—everything had been stolen, our last remaining 
valuables: the Elizaveta bracelet, a ring with a marvelous sapphire, an old 
silver icon—everything was gone! Whom could we accuse?

Expulsion from France

The doorbell rang around nine in the morning on 25 November 1947-1 opened 
it to two people whose faces undoubtedly looked just like all the others of this 
type the world over. They asked Igor Aleksandrovich to go with them for a 
minute (pour un moment) to the commissariat, and I immediately asked, ‘Will 
it be for long?” “Oh, no, no. He’ll be back in time for breakfast.” Nevertheless, I 
asked them to wait while I got out a suitcase and Igor Aleksandrovich got a 
few things together. He then left with them. He said to me in Russian, “Don’t 
hold breakfast.”

The last action before our departure for the USSR had started. Twenty-four 
“new” Soviet citizens had been arrested in France on the orders of the 
minister of the interior, Jules Moch [1893-1985]. In addition to Igor 
Aleksandrovich the other deportees were: A.P. Pokotilov; A.A. Ugrimov; N.S. 
Kachva; A.K. Paleologue; S.N. Sirin; V.E. Kovalev; A.I. Ugrimov; A.I. 
Marchenko; A.A. Genik; M.N. Rygalov; N.V. Belyaev; V.V. ToIIi; I.Yu. 
Tserebezhi; V.I. Postovskii; Rosenkampf; L.D. Lyubimov; Tania Rosenkopf; 
Sabsai; V. Plikhta; A. Gushchin; D. Belousov; and two people whose surnames 
I don’t remember.

Shushu Ugrimov was then living in Annecy, and they brought him from 
there...in handcuffs! In the evening they were all taken by bus to Kehl 
(opposite Strasbourg, on the German side of the Rhine) and then into the 
Soviet zone of Germany and soon put into a transit camp near Brandenburg.

This action was undertaken by Jules Moch after a rather significant 
demonstration by the French Communists on the outskirts of Paris. One has 
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ico think that the Union of Soviet Citizens caused the active resistance by the 
French authorities. In France, where so many Russian refugees had settled 
over the last twenty years, there were countless such unions: Voronezh 
cadets; Smolnyi students; knights; “former” Life Guards officers of this and 
that regiment—and on and on. The police hadn’t ever touched them, looking 
on them as partly charitable organizations. Of course, the Union of Soviet 
Citizens, its meetings, and press presented a purely political character and 
could turn out to be a center of Communist propaganda. The question was: 
were they actually that? For the Ministry of the Interior this was an 
opportunity to get rid of an “undesirable element” and send a loud message to 
the French Communist Party.

The expulsion offered a way for the Soviet government to issue a protest and 
show that it “defends Soviet citizens abroad.” In Brandenburg the whole 
group was promised that they would soon be back in their homeland, but 
until then...they had to just wait. They were fed and treated well in 
Brandenburg, and even toward the end they were allowed out into the city in 
groups. A representative from the Resettlement Dept, in Moscow arrived, one 
Pronin, one of the more or less pleasant and polite people from this 
institution, and everyone was assigned the cities where they were to live and 
work...

There was a great weight on my shoulders in this very difficult time—there 
was no one for me to blame and seeking out support from anyone was 
difficult. I had to take Nikita out of his quite good school and send him to one 
set up in Paris by the Union of Soviet Patriots. At least this school wasn’t too 
bad. There was the sympathetic director Nikolai Nikolaevich Knorring, 
related by marriage to the poet Bek-Sofiev [1872-1934]. Jean Lemercier was 
beside himself. Friends, relatives, acquaintances? Their position varied. Truth 
be told, the worst treatment I got was from Kirill. He practically cursed me 
aloud, believing that this was all “down to me.” In a word, there was a lot of 
heat swirling around me.

In the midst of all this, my stepmother, Elena Isaakievna, returned from

237



Expulsion from France

Greece that summer. She split her time between my place and Tanya 
Greaves'] She adored these psychologically intense moments, participating in 
everything. One of the important matters she undertook in detail right up to 
the end ■was Tanya Greaves' departure with our group (the families of the 
twenty-four deportees) at the end of April 1948. It has never been clear to me 
what role Tanya’s husband played in this story... An apparently kind and 
pleasant man, AL Al. Fyodorov suddenly said that he would never leave Paris, 
in any circumstance. Later it became clear...but I’m getting ahead of myself.

The Soviet consul Abramov began putting our group together. It didn’t 
happen right away, since some of the families lived in the provinces (Menton, 
Annecy, Belfort). The women arrived in Paris, and our creaky arrangement 
started moving slowly, cumbersomely. Money was irrelevant to most of us. 
Some people had left Paris, not for the east but for New York. Of course, they 
weren’t deportees but people they hadn’t touched, who had actually praised 
Soviet Russia more fervently than did everyone else. V.B. Sosinskii and his 
family went to work at the UN, in the Russian section (he had participated in 
creating the Bulletin of Resistance Members), along with his brother-in-law 
Vadim Andreev and his wife and children. Then, in 1958, Sosinskii came to 
Moscow, and, oddly, we lived next door to him from 1961 on, in the same 
building in the Izmailovo district.

I’ll go back now to the story of our group’s departure. There were also some 
single people: Igor Konstantinovich Alekseev (Stanislavskii’s son) and his 
daughter Olga; Khrennikov, who was accompanying a certain stunning lady 
—the distant relative of a bad composer; Tatyana Valerianovna Greaves; all in 
all, thirty-two people. Among them were the children: the two Bulatsels, Liza 
and Alena; Tatka Ugrimova; Nikita Krivoshein; and Olga Alekseeva. The latter 
was seventeen years old, and she was put in the youth group with Tanya Tolli, 
who was nineteen and quite a beauty.

Those in Brandenburg left for the USSR in February 1948 and settled into the 
places they were assigned by the Resettlement Dept. Igor Aleksandrovich 
ended up in the city of Ulyanovsk, formerly Simbirsk, the hometown of
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Volodya Ulyanov [Lenin], I received letters from him constantly, so I knew 
everything about him, but it was difficult for me to write to him—my letters 
were read by two censors who had to think about every word.

Departure for the USSR

Consul Abramov spoke to us dully about the departure: there were some 
obstacles, some complications. What kind? He invariably answered, 'We’re 
working on it, working on it.” Little by little our group’s mood became 
gloomier and more strained. A lot of us didn’t know one another; I didn’t 
know the Tolli family or the Rygalovs at all, or Sirin’s wife, who, by the way, 
during the journey on the diesel-electric Russia and later in Odessa, turned 
out to be a kind woman. We had to make up our minds whether to make our 
own lives here in the West or leave soon. Here was the problem looming 
before me: the Lazard Bank again offered me a job and was waiting for an 
answer. Lemercier was paying me monthly, but that would soon come to an 
end. I had to buy some things and to that end sell some things—the 
refrigerator, furniture, books—and make myself a fur coat, a hat, warm 
things for Nikita, things to bring to Igor Aleksandrovich, who had left 
without the things in that little suitcase... My advisors de Fontenay and 
Stupnitskii shook their heads and said that our family would be reunited 
soon without fail. My nerves were frayed, and it was hard for me to cope with 
Nikita. Alas, he had fallen under the influence of one of Igor Aleksandrovich’s 
cousins, who had taken a Soviet passport, as had her husband. She suggested 
to Nikita that my apprehensions were baseless, that Stalin was the best and 
kindest person in the world, and she turned him against me in every possible 
way... Indeed, that family disliked me—a deep lack of understanding had 
divided us since we first met. This cousin was quite intelligent and bossy; in 
Igor Aleksandrovich’s absence she thought it possible to take over his son’s 
young soul.

At the end of March 1948, I summoned Henri de Fontenay and explained to 
him that it was imperative that we finally be allowed to leave France. "So, who 
is stopping you?” he exclaimed. “I have to figure some things out, then maybe 
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it’ll be clearer/’ I retorted. Fontenay thought a bit and said, “I know a 
Communist Party representative in the French government, and tomorrow 
Hl get him to ask a question in the chamber about why the families of the 
deported Soviet citizens aren't being allowed to leave. Agreed? There will be 
some hassle, of course; maybe “they” will understand that the matter was 
raised by us, but don’t be afraid.” I thought it over and said, “Let’s do it, let’s 
push on. It’s doesn’t matter now. There’s no way back.”

And that’s how it happened. Exactly three days later, this representative 
posed an official question in the chamber to the minister of the interior. The 
minister answered that this was the first he had heard of it, but he quickly 
made some inquiries and gave us his answer. At the chamber’s next meeting, 
the government gave its official answer on the matter. He, the interior 
minister, had never heard a thing about the families of the twenty-four 
deported Soviet citizens having had any kind of difficulty leaving France and 
that it was undoubtedly just a misunderstanding. Let them go where and 
when they liked; there were never any impediments...

A day later Consul Abramov urgently gathered together everyone in our 
group who was in Paris, everyone appearing at the consulate on Boulevard 
Malesherbs at precisely five o’clock. Fearful of possible unpleasantness, I 
went with Elena Isaakievna, who was living with me at the time. A lot of us 
turned up: the Rygalovs, Tollis, about ten people in all. Abramov came out of 
his office, greeted us, and announced in a joyous voice, “Congratulations. 
This morning I received permission for your group to go to the USSR.” It 
turned out that the “impediments” on the French side had disappeared in just 
a day. It was all clear to me, but the others—what did they think? I never 
talked about it with any of them. They likely knew about the question posed 
in the Chamber of Deputies, but no one ever connected it with me.

Abramov, who was always pointedly courteous to me, asked me first to come 
see him in his office, which I did together with my stepmother. Abramov said 
that the departure would be in about a month, and he asked me, since I had 
become head of the whole group, to oversee collecting everyone and upon 
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arrival in the USSR to take on the conversations with authorities. Keeping a 
clear head, I answered right away that I didn’t have the strength or the health 
for that, and since M.N. Rygalov was a decisive, bold, and simple peasant, I 
asked that he lead the group. I thanked him for wanting to entrust me with 
such a weighty role... It now seemed to me that I was sitting awkwardly on 
the divan next to my stepmother. When opened my eyes, somewhere in the 
distance I dimly heard Elena Isaakievna’s voice saying, "Ok, now her eyes are 
open. She’ll come to in a minute.” I saw Abramov running nervously around 
the room, his face twisted, and someone was slapping my cheeks, my 
stepmother trying to pour some drops into my mouth... I had fainted and was 
passed out for almost half an hour. For some minutes everyone thought I was 
dead. Abramov was quite constrained by this since there could have been an 
international scandal! He could imagine major headlines with all kinds of 
hearsay in the Western papers: “Death in the Soviet Consul’s Office!” “Russian 
Lady, Former Emigre, Dies of Heart Attack in Soviet Consul’s Office!” It’s 
clear how such an embarrassment could affect his further career.

I know that as soon as they got me to my feet, the consul’s servants picked me 
up and carried me down the staircase, my legs waving in the air. They put me 
and my stepmother in a taxi, and someone from our group came with us. 
They carried me upstairs to our apartment and laid me down in the divan in 
the big room where, not long after Buchenwald, Igor Aleksandrovich had 
grappled with death.

For the next five weeks, until our departure from France, my stepmother 
never left me and didn’t lie down to sleep for days at a time. The war years, 
the Resistance, the bouncing to and fro, the years 1945 to 1947, Igor 
Aleksandrovich’s illness, and his expulsion in November 1947—all of this 
culminated in an unexpected and intense nervous illness in such a dramatic 
scenario of our last days of life in France. For entire days I couldn’t speak, 
couldn’t swallow even a spoonful of soup or even tea. I was in no condition to 
be left alone in the room either by day or by night, not for a moment. I 
shouted, thrashed around, but I never cried. I couldn’t stand seeing a 
stranger—the terror was overwhelming.
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This whole time Nikita stayed with Igor Aleksandrovich’s aunt, Olga 
Vasilievna Krivosheina, who had married Sergei Timofeevich Morozov in 
1926. The Morozovs then lived in the beautiful Russian House in Sevres 
nai%r^ed for Father Georgii Spasskii [1877-1934]. They treated Nikita very well. 
He was an adored only nephew and was consequently spoiled and started 
playing pranks. He was, after all, thirteen already, and his childhood had been 
hard. His family’s affairs weren’t simple, to say the least!

When I could finally stand up a little bit, I had to start packing almost 
immediately for the long journey. My stepmother bought three wicker 
baskets, and the packing began. People said not to bring books, since they’ll 
just take them away because of the censor, so I gave away a huge amount of 
valuable books, some very rare editions. Also—don’t burden yourself with 
pots and pans, etc. You can buy them there. I obeyed and left behind almost 
all my household things in Paris. My stepmother took part in that, but she 
really didn’t wish me any harm. When I got to Ulyanovsk, where one couldn’t 
even buy a drinking glass in those years, I deeply regretted this. My will had 
been worn down by the illness, and I was still quite weak, learning to walk 
again with some difficulty and even to speak coherently.

Friends starting coming by to say their farewells. Some actually took it upon 
themselves to cross the threshold of our “plague” house. For some reason, I 
particularly recall V. Alekssinskii’s distraught face; not only I was leaving 
forever but also his best friends, the Ugrimovs. The day before our departure 
Jean Lemercier himself suddenly came by, grey and gloomy. He burst into 
tears and said, “I just realized that every sous I have earned in my life, my 
whole factory, all my business I owe to Krivoshein.” I answered, “Monsieur 
Lemercier, it’s too late now. There’s nothing to pay back.”

Departure was set for the evening of 19 or 20 April at the Lyons Station. Our 
group had a 2nd-class car reserved for us. A consulate employee, Ryazantsev, 
escorted us. He somehow managed in French with the help of a dictionary. 
My stepmother came as well, as far as Marseilles. The platform was packed 
with travelers. In a window I caught sight of M.V. Polenova, Tovstoles, and
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Stupnitskii. Below the window was Shushu Fyodorov and the little fox terrier 
Topsy tucked under his arm. Topsy was straining toward Tanya Greaves and 
whining. And Shushu’s face—how can one describe it! What were they doing 
and why? It would forever be a mystery. I sat in one of the compartments 
with Nadezhda Vladimirovna and my stepmother, so she could stand vigil 
over me all night—my head was still unreliable. Henri de Fontenay and his 
wife had driven me from the house to the station and left immediately. Henri 
said, "Forgive me. It’s just too painful to stay to the end.”

The train picked up speed, and the long night to Marseilles began, the wheels 
pounding, chaos and fuzziness in my head. It was impossible to sleep. In the 
middle of the night, I crept quietly out into the corridor, then farther on, 
across the vestibule and into the other car. Vera Mikhailovna Tollis, whom I 
hardly knew, grabbed me and pulled me into her compartment. The best of 
people! She sat me down next to her and calmed me down—I was babbling 
who knows what kind of nonsense, laughing... Then my stepmother appeared 
at the door, her face twisted in fear. Goodness knows what was going on with 
me. She was fast asleep and hadn’t noticed... Ryazantsev managed to give her 
a drink from his ever-present flask.

Early in the morning I dropped off to sleep, Nikita sleeping in the corner, 
worn out. Everyone was asleep. We pulled into a station—Marseilles. The sun 
was shining, the weather marvelous. We were driven somewhere in a small 
bus, to the mairie [city hall], apparently. The tedious issuing of papers and 
exchange of money. Ryazantsev disappeared, then came back. Was there a 
hitch? Maybe they didn’t really want to let us out? Around ten o’clock another 
bus appeared, and we drove to the port, to the platform for the diesel-electric 
vessel Russia former German ship acquired in 1946 as war reparations], which had 
come specially to Marseilles to pick up our group.

Behind us was an open bus with soldiers in it. They were all silent, their faces 
strained. The houses and barracks were behind us now as we entered the Old 
Port, known to the whole world for the wonderful trilogy by Marcel Pagnol, 
Marius, Cesar, and Fanny. Now it was a pile of horrific ruins, where one could
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neither 'walk nor drive. Everything was destroyed. Huge cubes of cement 
stood on end, and sharp fragments covered the former docks. As we left the 
bus, the soldiers surrounded us and created a narrow tunnel to lead us to a 
more or less cleaned-up square. In front of us there loomed a huge ship, the 
Russia, bright white and thirty-two tons of displacement. She was a British 
war spoils vessel, formerly Hitler's personal yacht [a false rumor], then 
transferred to the Soviet government by the British. This was, incidentally, 
the Russia’s last journey abroad. The Cold War had started. Almost the entire 
Soviet diplomatic corps (about a hundred and twenty people) had been 
expelled from Washington. The Russia sat at berth in New York, and the 
diplomats, who were leaving on her, had to themselves throw their heavy 
baggage on board. Not one porter agreed to help them. Now here was the 
Russia, a colossus rising above the dock.

We were led onto this square, ruins and chaotic rubble on all sides, the 
soldiers circling us close. Ryazantsev went up the gangplank while we stayed 
put. These young soldiers were CRS*, armed with automatic rifles, their faces 
wooden. ClCompagnies Repuhlicaines de Securite] a special subsection of the 
police formed in 1945 [actually 1944] for maintaining order). Someone laid 
down a blanket for me on the sharp rubble. I sat on it and immediately felt 
completely exhausted. Soon the heat on the square became almost 
unbearable. Someone had an umbrella and held it over me. No one had 
anything to drink.

On the ship there were some other passengers, about two hundred of them, 
all Tel-Aviv residents in a hurry to go home. They had been staying with 
relatives in New York. Of course, they couldn’t understand what this pathetic 
camp of Russian women and children was doing on the ground under the hot 
Marseilles sun. The time stretched out endlessly, until around three or four in 
the afternoon, since such large ships were not allowed to leave the port until 
after six o’clock in the evening. Who could we ask about anything? No one, 
except the young, fresh-faced guards.
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Part III
USSR 1948-1974

The Russia

In life's most fraught moments, when it seems like everything is out of reach 
and there is no future, fate itself can present a gift. It was thus with our sea 
journey to Odessa. The whole time the sea was like glass—no rocking, no 
waves, even in the Black Sea. We went along the Italian coast, near the Greek 
archipelago, and everywhere there was sun, beauty, and smooth sailing.

Everyone had a second-class cabin, with two or four to a cabin. The diplomats 
and Tel-Aviv residents were in first class. The diplomats stayed away from us, 
being forbidden to associate with us, or in truth, the just were afraid of that. 
The Tel-Aviv people questioned us, trying to understand why we had been 
restrained in Marseilles in such an odd way. They looked at us in surprise, 
asking, 'Who forced this on you?” Oh, that question dogged us for years.

We ate in a large dining room, and they fed us well: always fresh fruit, juices, 
and generous helpings. A lot of us fattened up a bit, which was good—when 
we got to Odessa, we often recalled these rich meals and right away had to 
tighten our belts. I couldn’t eat anything since the nervous tightening in my 
throat had started up again, so I gave all my portions to Nikita and Tanya 
Greaves.

We stopped unexpectedly in Naples for a day and a half. We were allowed on 
shore, and all the passengers, including our group, went into the city to see 
the museums and the famous Grotto. I stayed in the cabin—go down that 
gangplank again?! It was terrible just thinking about it. I sat near the porthole 
and absentmindedly looked at the harbor, which was in disarray with piles 
everywhere. Around midday, a little Neapolitan girl about eight years old in a 
ragged cotton dress ran up, with tanned bare legs, a head of black curls, and a 
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charming face the color of ivory. Catching sight of me, she stopped to bow 
with expressive gestures, asking for something to eat. She rubbed her 
stomach—maybe I didn’t understand what it meant to be hungry, since I was 
traveling on such a splendid ship? But I had nothing, no money, nothing. I 
answered her with gestures and shouted from the porthole what little Italian 
I knew. Then she started to dance, keeping time with her fingers and singing. 
I didn’t know if she had been taught this or if Naples street children simply 
knew how to do it. The dance over, she stood around, and I suddenly recalled 
that Nikita must have some sweets. I found some in his rucksack and threw 
them out the porthole onto the dock. She popped the first one right into her 
mouth, and the rest went into a little pocket in her dress. When she saw that 
was all, she bowed again and blew me a kiss, quickly, and ran off forever, her 
bare legs hardly touching the ground.

We left Naples in the evening, and it was only the following day before dinner 
that we saw a large group of new passengers near the elevator on deck (the 
Russia had six levels and two elevators). They were all young, silent, gloomy, 
and Jewish. How had we not met them before? It soon became clear that they 
had come aboard in Naples late at night, since they were late (coming from 
where?) and we had been waiting for them.

Where had they come from? They gave no answer. Later we found out that 
they all had been in German death camps, every one of them having escaped 
the ovens in some special way. One young girl said that she lay for four days 
hidden under a bunk on the barracks floor, pressed tight against a wall, and 
they didn’t notice her. After the camp was liberated, she crawled out with 
some difficulty, so weakened that it was hardly within her ability. Her whole 
family had perished. Indeed, everyone’s relatives had perished in the ovens or 
from hunger. These people didn’t socialize with anyone or come out on deck. 
After tea, they sat and sang in chorus old Jewish songs. It was impossible to 
watch them impassively. They had some textbooks with them and were 
diligently learning Hebrew. It was the first I knew that this language existed.

It was Passover, and the quartermaster, a quite pleasant and polite young 
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man, asked that we dine a bit earlier, since at eight o’clock there was to be a 
traditional Passover dinner in the second-class dining room for all the young 
Jews.At first, our surprise rendered us silent. Was it the unexpected religious 
tolerance or something more? "But does your cook know how to cook for 
Passover?” asked Nadezhda Vladimirovna. "Our cook is from Odessa and 
knows all about it,” was the quartermaster’s answer.

Nikita made friends with a boy a little younger, the son of an important 
diplomat. His parents didn’t mind—obviously they understood that it was 
just a shipboard friendship. He also consorted with some young sailors below 
deck. I didn’t much like this, but how could I stop it? After all, I couldn’t run 
around a huge ship after a thirteen-year-old boy. But Nikita paid a bitter 
price. Not long after our departure I gave him a scout knife with assorted 
blades, screwdrivers, and an awl, all made of fine steel. He got it from his 
rucksack and took it below to show off. Right away a supposedly nice sailor 
took the knife, assessed it for a long time, and then announced, 'Well, you 
don’t need this knife. Anyhow, they’ll take it away, and it suits me just fine.” 
He put the knife in his pocket. Nikita was in despair. “He stole it, Mama! He 
just stole it!” I then understood that it was good the knife had disappeared, 
good that it wasn’t in our baggage.

I couldn’t let on that I understood everything onboard the Russia. From these 
people around me, all these Soviets from a different generation—diplomats, 
the first mate, the waitresses in stiff black dresses with starched white aprons 
and tattoos and fashionable shoes with impossibly high heels—I got a 
telepathic message: I felt they were perceiving me, with pity, with ridicule, an 
angry repulsiveness, and, most of all, a complete difference in world view. It 
was quite terrifying and sometimes brought on real panic.

In the mornings we would go out on deck, sit in the chaises lounges, or stroll 
about. “Deep blue sea, white seagulls, pale blue coastlines.” Many people 
could only dream of such a sea journey. Around ten, the first mate made his 
rounds on deck. He was a Greek from Odessa, tall and fit, with a sea wolfs 
proud face. He was tan, with piercing black eyes and a Roman nose. His white 
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cap sat perfectly atop his greying hair, and his thin lips held a perpetually 
unlit pipe. He would approach everyone with a salute and ask how they were. 
■Was everything satisfactory? One could ask him any question without 
reservation. Where are we now? What island is that? What is that coastline? 
He would answer readily, pointing things out with his pipe, then bowing and 
moving on with his springy gait. He was very popular with us. He should have 
been the captain of a large ocean-going ship, a man “who has seen some 
things.”

Two ladies from our group came up with the idea of our children performing 
"an evening of songs and dances” for all the passengers. They were Irina 
Nikolaevna and an Olga Modestovna Bulatsel, whose husband suffered the 
same fate as did Igor Aleksandrovich—expulsion from France—but later, in a 
different group. She had her two daughters traveling with her, Liza, eight, 
and Alena, four. I was firmly against this and vigorously tried to dissuade 
them, going as far as to say, barely keeping calm, that “children aren’t trained 
monkeys” and there was nothing forcing them to perform in such 
circumstances. But, no, they did submit their request to the quartermaster, 
who, by the way, didn’t show much enthusiasm. So the children began to 
rehearse the eternal emigre numbers—the nesting doll dance, a Russian folk 
dance, and a circle dance, and they even tried to fashion the right costumes 
out of some scarves and shawls. However, on the day of the performance the 
quartermaster came and announced that the children’s evening was 
canceled. Why? Not because anything had happened, just that it wasn’t 
convenient.

We made it to Jaffa, where all the Tel-Aviv tourists disembarked. They were 
considerably stressed, but they said nothing to us about it and generally kept 
their distance from us, but contact with the people from Naples was going 
well, and they weren’t avoiding us anymore.

We found out unexpectedly that we had to make an unscheduled stop—in 
Haifa. As we approached Haifa, I stood on the deck with Nadezhda 
Vladimirovna, next to the first mate. In this marvelous anchorage there were 
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things sticking out of the water here and there—poles of some kind? 'What is 
that?” 85 asked the first mate. “A kind of pathway for the big ships? Why are 
th ere poles sticking up everywhere?” The captain smiled and answered, “Yes, 
they are the masts of sunken ships. There are three here—on our last trip they 
weren’t there, which means they sank quite recently.” "How so? Who sunk 
them? Did anyone die?” He fell silent, then said, 'Yes, there’s a lot of fighting 
here, especially at night, and there are also mines. It’s getting hard to dock 
here!” It was around five in the afternoon when a pilot came out to meet us 
and carefully steer the Russia with minute maneuvers toward the dock. We all 
crowded onto the deck to see how it went.

The charming city sat there exposed, hills behind it, and beyond the hills 
there was intense gunfire, artillery, and machine guns chattering. Along the 
embankment, one could clearly see whole families running, carrying 
children, the old people howling, and the young ones as well, tearing out their 
hair. The men were driving burros or mules, but mostly they were on foot, 
weighed down with sacks, cooking equipment, or mattresses. Others were 
jumping off the dock into boats and rowing alongside the shore with tense, 
twisted faces. The men pounded their fists, shouted curses at the Israelis, and 
cried. More and more of them appeared—these Arab refugees, abandoning 
their native city. And we stood there motionless, tied up—accidental 
spectators...

The gangway was lowered from the deck to the shore, and two officers stood 
on either side of it. On the ground there were also two in the same position: 
an Israeli officer (or a harbor employee?) on one side and an English officer in 
khaki on the other. Behind us there was some movement—the young 
passengers picked up in Naples. Heading to the gangplank, some of them 
slightly inclined their heads to us—their faces distinctive with serious 
concentration. Their destiny had arrived. They carried their personal papers 
and showed them to the duty officer on deck, some nodding slightly and 
quickly uttering, “Thank you, thank you” [in Russian]. Perhaps they had 
known the word before or learned it on the Russia? At the bottom of the 
gangplank there was more verification, first by the Israeli officer, then the
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English. A wave of a hand, and “go on.” A few steps beyond stood a small 
truck, where they all went, even the girls. A young soldier handed out 
weapons, rifles, cartridges, ration packets, and something else. They geared 
up, and gradually all moved off with a sprightly military step and somewhat 
in unison, up a hill and beyond, where the shooting was still audible, although 
now a bit quieter and fading away. So that’s where they were going!

The night in Haifa was strained. The whole crew stayed on board, no one 
daring to sleep, all dressed and, if qualified, carrying a weapon. From the 
shore, four very bright searchlights lit us up. From the Russia as well, there 
were constant searchlights illuminating the shore, the city, and the roads. 
Where to sleep? Of course, we feared they would blow us up in the night. But 
who? Well, the Arabs, of course, and the English—they’re not to be trusted!

Finally, morning came. The Russia, again with the pilot’s help, cast off from 
the dock, slowly, slowly heading out to sea. I stood on deck with Nadezhda 
Vladimirovna. The morning sun brightened the Palestine coast with its 
yellow-grey sand whose dunes faded into the distance, covered with sheaves 
of dry grass. Nadezhda Vladimirovna said to me, “Just look at that coast, at 
the sand. It’s possible the Savior walked right here. Whatever you say, this is a 
holy shore for us.”

On the headland that extended far into the sea, there stood a fantastic 
number of fuel tanks such that I had never seen before, let alone their 
unbelievable size. It was clear that there would be eternal fighting for this 
land.

Then the Dardanelles, with the endless rows of white crosses in the English 
military cemeteries. Slowly and very quietly we pass Constantinople. It’s 
spring, the mosques glow, and we can see the marble palaces along the 
Bosporus. Then the water changes color, darkens—we’re in the Black Sea! 
‘Well,” started the quartermaster, rubbing his hands together, “now we’re set. 
We’ll be in Odessa on May 1st, the captain sent a telegram establishing our 
record, and we’ll receive a red banner.” Two hours later, we stopped at

251



The Russia

Constanta [Romania], took on some freight, and moved on. The Russia picked 
up speed, and it seemed like we were literally racing. And the mines? They 
said tJr^iejre were still quite a few left, that we ought to be careful. But no, our 
destiny was set, and there was no point in worrying.

I spent the final two days on the Russia with a woman I almost didn’t meet. 
She worked below as a cleaner, and she had approached me almost furtively 
—it wasn’t appropriate for her to be on deck. She started with a banal phrase 
like: “Why are you all going to the homeland?” Apparently, she very much 
wanted to figure us out—maybe living abroad was really terrible? Or did the 
Soviet government tell us to come back? But we left that theme quickly by 
mutual agreement. She realized it didn’t much matter that she couldn’t 
understand it all. And I? It was difficult for me to convey since I myself was 
confused. The fact that I missed my homeland she understood perfectly. 
Later, in various corners of the ship, I would ask her about how she got 
through the war, why she was on the Russia, what her life was like. She was 
dressed like almost all the postwar Soviet women. Some crude boots, a skirt 
of an indistinguishable color, and...a padded cotton jacket! It was the first 
time I had seen one, and it seemed to me that since the weather was warm, 
wasn’t she hot in that? She wore a brownish wool shawl on her head. She 
answered, “It’s not hot at all. It’s still cold at night, so I’m used to it.” Her face 
was young, not very pretty, but so sweet, and she had no idea about her lack 
of elegance. Hence there was a special dignity about her, she elicited respect 
and sympathy. In short, she was endearing. I brushed aside the thought that 
she had been sent [fora reason]. It was nonsense, not possible, although I did 
realize that on the Russia it was forbidden to speak of certain things, 
especially about Ta dolce vita," so we kept our conversations light and 
uncomplicated. She repeated to me several times, “It’s good to talk with 
someone, since below I keep my mouth shut, and who am I to them? Not a 
black marketeer or a perfume trader. They look at me like I’m an idiot!” She 
had been mobilized during the war, serving on a military trawler in the Black 
Sea, sunk three times... There had been a husband, but no longer, and there 
were no children. She was on her own. As we said goodbye, I shook her hand. 
“Well, good luck to you!” she said.
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We docked in Odessa, and the following day was the first of May, so we had 
our red banner. Hooray! It was quite dark, being nearly ten at night. We sat 
in our cabins and waited. Cleaners and waitresses appeared at our cabin 
door, shoving little packets into my hands—nylon stockings, toothpaste, 
“Rachelle” powder [French face powder]—whispering, "I’ll come get it later. 
You’ll help me, right?” Suddenly the cabin door burst open with a bang and 
the diplomat’s little boy flew in. “The NKVD’s on board!” [The People’s 
Commissariat for Internal Affairs, originally the Cheka, by 1934 named NKVD, 
effectively the secret police, later iterations were MVD, KGB, etc.] Then, like 
Petrushka, he disappeared back to his compartment, to his mama and papa, 
the diplomats.

After ten minutes passed, maybe longer, a uniformed NKVD soldier entered 
the cabin. He wore a cap and had a grey face like a stain. I was flustered and 
angry with myself because of it. ‘Well,” he said, “let’s have a look at your bits 
and pieces. Open your handbag. What’s in there?” I opened it, and he took it, 
pulling things out one by one. Out fell a tube of toothpaste, then another. 
“This is yours?” “Yes, of course.” ‘Why do you have two?” “I’m bringing one as 
a gift for a friend.” ‘Well, maybe you could hand it over to me?” Hand it over 
and say, “Oh, for God’s sake, take it. This is idiocy.” But once he started, he 
would just keep divvying everything up. “No,” I answered, "I don’t have 
another gift.” He quietly put the tube back. “And this?” “It’s a cartridge pen.” 
Why do you have two?” I started getting angry and heard my voice ring out, 
“One is mine and the other is a gift for my husband. I know he doesn’t have 
one.” "And you won’t give it to me?” So simple and so brazen! Truly, I just had 
to make him an offer. “If you do want one, please go ahead. I don’t mind at 
all.” He responded, ‘What’s that—a bribe? No, citizen, we don’t do that here. 
It’s not your West. We have protocols!” I took the pen from his hand and put 
it back in the handbag, repeating "No, it’s a gift for my husband. I’ve already 
written to him that I’m bringing it.”

He picked through more things. I didn’t have much there in the cabin, since 
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eve&rything was in our baggage in the hold. He pulled out three fashion 
magazines. “What’s the point of these? They’re just clothes! No, impossible, 
that’s not allowed.” Nikita was craftier. He hid his rucksack in a cabinet in the 
washroom. Soon our “searcher” went away, clearly dissatisfied.

The rest of our group had varying experiences with this: some had a lot taken 
away and others nothing. We were told that in the morning we were going to 
Lyustdorf [19th-century German colony, later a Soviet seaside resort], not far, about 
fifteen kilometers from the city. It wasn’t hot in the morning, really rather 
cool. Two or three trucks with soldiers behind the wheel were waiting for us 
on the dock. Some officers were standing around, apparently not NKVD. We 
got into the open trucks with some difficulty, where there was a flimsy 
narrow bench to sit on. 'Well, let’s go!” came the classic phrase, but it 
sounded foreign to our ears. The eternal Soviet “well!” Here it was for the first 
time. It’s hard to say how long that nightmare journey to Lyustdorf lasted. 
There was barely a road, now bumps, now ruts. Or maybe this was a former 
battlefield and those were bomb craters beneath us?

The little truck leaned to one side, then the other. Then it flipped over, and we 
flew off the bench, legs in the air. We clung with despair to the low side rail as 
a last resort. But our young driver, an eighteen-year-old warrior, righted our 
“carriage” by some miracle, and after a few seconds we traveled on without 
any more rocking. He finally found a road, but again the truck was tilted, 
even more terrifyingly so, to the other side, so we all flew out of the right side. 
Then, after a moment of hesitation, the truck again galloped along on its 
paws. Irina Sergeevna Sirina was sitting next to me, a surprisingly calm 
person who kept her nerves completely in check. She suddenly leaned into me 
and shouted in my ear, “Lord! We better turn soon. It’s just impossible to bear 
this.” Nikita clung to me, completely green from carsickness, so it was just 
awful for him.

We crossed a little street with yellow cottages and approached a large gate 
with sentries. A tall, very pleasant-looking lieutenant met us and said 
something friendly. Our drivers helped us jump down to the ground. The 
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barrier was raised, and we all entered the "Lyustdorf repatriation camp.”

Lyustdorf Camp and Its Occupants

We were assigned an expansive stone building, where soldiers were still 
bringing in beds, tables, and chairs. It wasn’t entirely clear who had lived here 
before. We clung to one another, a terrified flock. Little Alena Bulatsel 
whispered something in her mother’s ear, who turned to the lieutenant in 
embarrassment. His name was Vladimirov, and he, equally embarrassed, 
pointed out to her a strange barn or warehouse. She opened the door—oh, 
horrors! There was a terrible dump, not less than three meters deep, covered 
with a crude wooden lattice work. Olga Bulatsel shrieked and grabbed Alena 
from behind. She had almost gone in. “Do not go in there! No!” she shouted 
almost hysterically. “You’ll fall in!” It truly would’ve been too easy for little 
Alenka to fall in...or stumble and never get herself out of that evil lattice. The 
stench of the camp toilet stifled us. Vladimirov was utterly embarrassed by 
this dramatic scene. 'Well, what about in the house?” “The plumbing in the 
house doesn’t work,” he answered. “So how...? There are thirty-two of us 
here...”

In the morning we had tea and black bread. Those not used to it were very 
hungry, but I didn’t suffer, since I was again experiencing the nervous 
clenching of my throat, and I couldn’t swallow. I gave everything to Nikita 
and Tanya. A surprise was waiting for us: overnight a regular outhouse had 
appeared not far from our house, set up for people and quite clean. 
Yesterday’s horrible cages no longer posed a threat us. ‘Who came up with 
this? Who is looking after us?” At dinner, while ladling out some shchi 
[cabbage soup] that even had some pieces of meat in it, our young cook Grisha 
playfully winked, chuckled, and even danced a bit. It turned out that, once he 
heard about the drama, he quietly acquired the “little house” late at night, 
stealing it from some other building. And who dug it early in the morning? 
Prisoners, right? That Grisha! He was captivated by his own joke.

There were a lot of prisoners there, how many is hard to say. We were strictly 
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forbidden not only to talk with them but also to answer their questions. This 
applied especially to the French Milice, the awful Darlan’s henchman, and the 
Etorturers and executioners of Resistance members [Admiral Frangais Darlan, 
1881-1942]. Alongside our building’s awning stood a kind of large storehouse, 
in front of which on a small platform were chairs set up for an orchestra. 
Thus began the show, which we hadn’t seen yesterday, but today as we walked 
in the courtyard before dinner, we observed it for the first time, and then 
every day—so it became ordinary, a daily event, not at all unusual. The 
German prisoners trickled onto one half of the big building, all the soldiers in 
regular German uniform. They sat at long tables, waiting for dinner. The 
musicians went onto the dais in front of the open building—with violins, 
flutes, and kettle drums. There were perhaps thirty of them. The director 
came out, in civilian dress (or maybe now it just seems that way in my 
memory?). He had a baton, everything as it should be. Attention! He rapped 
on the music stand and the orchestra began playing. Was it a mirage? The 
sun was scorching, and a sea breeze was wafting in. The Germans—who for 
four years we had seen as proud conquerors in the streets of Paris—sat in this 
camp, eating shchi and listening to music. Strauss waltzes, Mendelssohn, and 
the song "Lili Marlene,” played the world over. Our group watched and 
listened, as if we were in a Surrealist film. The orchestra ended the concert 
with a happy song—they said it was the director’s composition. He was a 
Czech, and all the musicians were Czech as well. Who were these Czechs? 
From the German Army, apparently. But we never found out anything about 
these people. There was no one to ask, other than they themselves, and we 
were forbidden to talk with them. The happy song that the orchestra played at 
the end every dinnertime, is forever imprinted in my memory. All the diners 
echoed its chorus:

Jetzt sind wir noch im Osten [We’re still in the east now] 
Doch wollen wir nach Westen [But we want to he in the west]

Hey, boss, let’s go, let’s go!

I don’t recall the third line, but it seemed like it would be impossible to forget.
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For a. long time Nadezhda Vladimirovna and I disparaged this extraordinary 
jt^tisical event, marveling at the happy and at the same time hysterical tune of 
the camp song. We applauded these young Czechs, true musicians, and the 
conductor bowed to us, a smile on his face. What were they waiting for in this 
camp? An exchange? Orders of some kind? Orders to go where? Maybe there 
just wasn’t any transport? The French Milice in their raspberry-colored berets 
tried to talk with us, but we just walked away from them. The Germans lived 
in endless rows of low, boxlike barracks. I went once to the German village. 
The heel had come off my boot, it was just impossible to walk, and all the rest 
of my things were still in the customs house in Odessa. Grisha the cook told 
me to go to the Germans, where there was an excellent cobbler. I went 
cautiously and soon was among those narrow barracks. Suddenly German 
prisoners came out of nowhere, more and more, staring at me. It was quite 
frightening, but I let loose with some German, short and sharp, in what I call 
the Commando Voice. “Show me where the cobbler is. I must get my boot 
repaired.” One of them took me right away, still some distance, to the cobbler. 
I was quite calm. I gave him my boot and a ruble and asked him to bring it to 
me as soon as possible. He promised to do so, and I received the boot the next 
day, all fixed, but I remember how stupid I had been and that it could have 
turned out so badly. We were locked up, after all, and life had compelled me 
to “cut corners.” The camp in Lyustdorf may have had a “human look” to it, 
but it was still a camp.

Our ladies were escorted by Lt. Vladimirov to the customs house in Odessa 
for the inspection of our baggage from the Russia’s hold. I was again feeling 
quite ill. Tanya Greaves went to town with the keys instead of me, along with 
Nikita and Tatka. They came back pleased—they had seen Odessa, enjoyed 
themselves, and even found some hidden money and bought some pirozhki 
from a street vendor [baked savory-filled hand pies]. Now some people were 
leaving Lyustdorf. First were Igor Konstantinovich Stanislavskii (Alekseev) 
and his daughter Olya. They weren’t living in the camp, having moved right 
away to a hotel in Odessa, and soon Stanislavskii’s sister arrived from 
Moscow, whereupon they all left for Moscow in a comfortable train car. The 
Ugrimovs also left—Irina Nikolaevna’s sister Tatyana Nikolaevna Volkova 
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lived in Moscow—also in a “soft-seat” train car, that magical phrase that 
people savored and bragged about: this is how we travel here!

I was to go to Ulyanovsk, where Igor Aleksandrovich had been living since 
March. There was another deportee from France living there as well, General 
Vladimir Ivanovich Postovskii. His wife boarded the Russia in Marseilles with 
an enormous container with all their furniture, cookware, just everything. 
Our consulate in Paris didn’t allow us to take furniture, but Postovskaya 
didn’t even ask anyone. She brought the container from Menton, where she 
lived, to Marseilles for embarkation—had it been left there on the pier? It was 
waiting for her in the customs house in Odessa. This was actually a very 
important outcome for me. Because of this mammoth container, we all—that 
is, Nikita and I, Postovskaya, the Litvinovs (whose daughter had been 
expelled and now lived in Ulyanovsk), and N.S. Kachva’s wife—had to travel 
the long distance to Ulyanovsk not in an upholstered car but in a car coupled 
to a freight train! Little by little, the picture of our thousand-kilometer 
journey along battle-scarred railroads began to crystalize. An indescribable 
terror started to take over me. How would we do this, without a schedule or 
water or food? At the stations, who would know that there were people in the 
car—not tires or sacks of flour—who hadn’t lived in the country for twenty- 
five years? Who among my companions could I talk this over with? I barely 
knew any of them. They were strangers, not just strange but numerous and 
alien. I couldn’t eat or sleep for my agitation. One person encouraged, 
comforted, and calmed me down—the wonderful Vera Mikhailovna Tolli. She 
too had been a stranger to me, but since we left Paris, she had “looked after” 
me because of when I had run into her in the train late at night in a different 
car. So many good people did life send me in those chaotic years!

Tanya Greaves was going to live in Saratov. A representative from the 
Resettlement Dept, came to Lyustdorf from Moscow and assigned everyone a 
city to live in. Why? There was one answer: because. Now she was leaving on a 
“people” train. Why were those of us headed for Ulyanovsk attached to 
Postovskaya’s container? I tried asking someone whether Nikita and I could 
go on a regular train—no. Everyone going to Ulyanovsk had to go together in 
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the same car. Finally, on Vera Mikhailovna’s advice, I went to the department 
itself# and here it was, finally, the great all-embracing authority—pleased to 
meet you! A certain person sat in the office in the morning, who by 
appearance was hardly significant. Vera Mikhailovna said to me: “Try him.” I 
walked up, nodded my head silently, and waited. “How can I help you?” I 
answered, “I’m here about our trip to Ulyanovsk.” “What? Everything’s set, the 
rail car will be here in four days, maybe a little earlier.” He looked at me with 
his cold eyes and repulsive face. "I came to say...I can’t travel like that.” 
Silence. “So, you’re not going?" Suddenly I knew I had to say something. “You 
see, I can’t travel without a soldier. Give us an escort from your soldiers so he 
can help us on the journey.” The official was silent. 'What soldier? How do I 
post him? No, it’s impossible.” I repeated calmly and clearly, "No, no, I beg 
you, please consider my statement. Otherwise, I’m not going!” He was 
thoroughly alarmed and finally uttered, ‘Well, come back tomorrow.” I went 
to the door but went back, stood before the table, and started again, 
“Comrade (I’ve forgotten his name; I knew it then.), please understand I have 
a son, thirteen years old. You know it is a difficult age. His father has been 
gone half a year already. My son has gotten away from me; I simply can’t 
manage him. What will my husband say if he runs away from me on the 
journey, if he disappears? Who will he ask? No. No, I’m simply insisting you 
think it over and you’ll understand me." I left with a slight nod of the head. 
Vera Mikhailovna was delighted with my solution. Well, now I just had to 
insist and insist...

I explained to our whole group going to Ulyanovsk what I had accomplished. 
Postovskaya was soon satisfied, since she had been somewhat concerned 
about taking such a valuable thing as her “super-container” without a guard. 
Kachva’s wife scornfully shrugged her shoulders. “In my opinion, a Soviet 
woman should have nothing to fear. What’s out there? The others are in the 
heated freight car and we’re traveling quite well.” It turned out that there 
would be two rail cars. In the other one, the Rygalovs were traveling (Nikolai 
Mikhailovich, his wife and daughter, Marianna. Their son was already in 
Kuybyshev, so they were going there.) “There you go, Nina Alekseevna, 
Comrade Rygalov will help you on the journey...” On the day before our 
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departure, however, Lieutenant Vladimirov came to our building and 
announced that a soldier had been assigned to escort us to Ulyanovsk. It was 
hi Grisha, but a different one, not our cook. He would be at the train station in 
Odessa tomorrow. Thank you, thank you, many thanks, and I bowed.

The next day they took us to the freight station in Odessa, where our baggage 
awaited us, including my three baskets. The platform was crowded with piles 
of suitcases. Everyone sat on their own bags. It was like a gypsy camp. 
Someone came up to me and asked, “What’s with you? Performers?” “Oh, yes, 
absolutely. Our troupe is going on tour along the Volga.” The questioner 
looked at me in surprise. What’s going on? She speaks Russian cleanly, so 
she’s not Jewish, but she’s garbling it. I see reproach in his eyes: why are you 
lying so badly? We were, though, strictly forbidden to say where we were 
going...

Finally, the loading began. It went slowly, torturously. The famous container 
was put in its place and took up almost half the car. Our three baskets were 
there as well, and we squeezed in. There were some wooden bunkbeds with a 
new metal bucket nearby. My first question to the young soldier Grisha was 
"And where is the other bucket?” He was surprised; what for? However, he 
quickly disappeared and brought another one, made of enamel. “Ah, thank 
you, Grisha. This is for clean water. By the way, would you mind filling it up 
right now? And on the trip?” ‘Well, when they bring the locomotive and hitch 
it up. In the meantime, well, just lie down and get a bit of sleep. It’s evening 
already.”

Before we left Lyustdorf, some important general gave every adult one 
hundred rubles, a bag of dried black bread, a kilo of smoked sausage, and a 
kilo of sugar. According to this, for example, Kachva or Mariya Vasilievna 
Postovskaya received enough for one person, but for Nikita and me—two 
people—I got the same amount!
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Six of Us in a Freight Car

On (the morning of the fifteenth, we started to roll. The train moved slowly, 
gardens drifting by, white cottages with covered balconies, and brick summer 
stoves in the courtyards. Endless orchards where all the trees were cut down 
to the roots by the Germans. It’s astonishing they had both the time and the 
perseverance to demolish so many orchards! Soon it was already ten o’clock. I 
was desperately thirsty and hungry as well. I had brought a little camping 
stove and some Sterno and a little cup to boil water in for tea or coffee. I laid 
these out on our bunks and poured some water from the white bucket. The 
water boiled quickly, and I popped in a pinch of tea and some of the dark 
sugar. I called out to Nikita and looked for the sausage to cut a piece for him. 
No sausage—what was going on? Finally, Nikita spoke up, “Mama, I woke up 
in the night and was so hungry that I ate a little piece of the sausage.” He was 
quite for a minute. We all were listening, Grisha too. “And?” “I just didn’t 
notice that I ate the whole thing.” A moment of true despair, and I suddenly 
felt like breaking down and crying. Now we had nothing to eat for the whole 
journey to Ulyanovsk other than the bag of dried bread. Pulling myself 
together, I asked Grisha, 'When do we get to the first stop?” He didn’t answer 
right away, seeing that I still didn’t understand, hadn’t “caught on.” “There’ll 
be a stop when the driver needs to, but it’s a freight station, not a regular 
one.” ‘Will there be a canteen there?” “Kinda. If some old women bring out 
something to sell, but there isn’t really anyone to sell to, since the driver 
brings his own grub.” So that was that. Now it was clear. I drank a cup of tea 
and nibbled a bit of the dried bread. It had some flavor, dissolving little by 
little in my mouth like an ice cube.

The wheels clattered on, the steppe drifted by, the heat intensified, and time 
stopped. Only Grisha was calm and at ease—he was on duty, fulfilling his 
assignment, and had no questions about anything. And we? Mariya Vas. 
Postovskaya, whom I was getting to know better (and would visit during our 
five years in Ulyanovsk) had “caught on” once she had to think a bit in that 
freight car where we were tossed around, barely keeping our footing. She was 
silent, rubbing some kind of ointment into her hands, face, and neck. She had 
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elegantly wrapped her head with a bright turban and moisturized her face. 
Although she was significantly older than the rest of us, she looked younger in 
her dark blue trousers (jeans hadn’t been invented yet, but a lot of ladies wore 
these cl:3Lirk blue trousers) and red pullover. She kept quiet, sitting artistically 
in the car’s open door and occasionally turning to Grisha and exclaiming with 
a deep sigh of admiration, “Oh! Such beauty!” This usual vista of his native 
steppe didn’t have the same effect on Grisha. He was nice to us, and helpful, 
but was on the lookout all the time. Tales of all kinds of robbery, mobs, the 
Black Cat gang that was active in Odessa at the end of the war—all this was 
alarming him, apparently.

The rest of the ladies were quite cold to me, almost hostile. However, 
everyone had long ago come to understand that Grisha was our anchor, our 
only hope for getting to Ulyanovsk, not getting stuck for days on some siding 
and not dying from hunger and thirst.

Grisha knew that we couldn’t get ourselves anything to eat in these 
circumstances. The train stopped only at huge sorting stations and stood 
among the other freight trains. Everything was at a standstill, and there was 
no going anywhere—unless one crawled under the train and the one next to 
it, taking a chance that one of the endless trains wouldn’t suddenly jolt into 
motion. Then, when our route was finally open, our own train might have 
moved, or just left to who knows where! Maybe they were just reconfiguring 
it, or maybe it just left altogether! Grisha would disappear at the stations, and 
we would jump down out of the car for a little while to stretch our legs, then 
pop back into our wooden house on wheels. We were terrified of being left 
alone, without a kopeck or—most of all— any real identification. When 
Grisha returned, we sighed with relief. He was often red in the face and 
agitated. He had been arguing with the boss of the freight station, 
“Understand that my freight is—people! I can’t have them standing in this 
heat day and night—hitch us up again, on the double!” Sometimes he would 
threaten to write or telegraph (!) his complaint to some mythical military 
commander, and this apparently worked on the freight station boss. Grisha 
waved some papers with stamps on them, suggesting he was escorting 
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someone of value. It would be better to let us go on. Thus, in a fit of motion, 
our car again started clattering along the rails, flying on alone downhill to put 
some distance between us and the other trains. There wasn’t much of that, 
though. An unfamiliar, unnoticed locomotive—from the other direction— 
now moved us back and with real sadism attached us to a very long train of 
freight cars and cistern cars. Again, we sat disconsolate in that same station. 
The day came to an end, and suddenly there was a whistle, the screeching of 
boards and brakes, and the buffers slamming together. We were again on our 
way.

Grisha tried to get us things to eat, and he would go looking for fresh water. 
The food he came up with was rarely substantial—either milk, or ryazhenka 
[a fermented baked milk], sometimes a round loaf of bread, which was, 
incidentally, quite delicious. Once he got us a few eggs, another time a little 
bit of hunter’s sausage. To this day I don’t eat anything milky, since I 
remember those days of hunger with horror as I turned away from the baked 
milk with its thick pink foam. Everyone else ate it, of course. We did have 
bread almost every day. It’s interesting to think what would’ve happened 
without Grisha. How were the Rygalovs and Tollis faring in the other car? The 
girls, Tanya Tolli and Marianna Rygalova, were undoubtedly both running 
after Grisha...

Grisha regaled us with stories about the Black Cat and other bandits. He 
begged us to tell him novels, whatever anyone could remember. Naturally, 
none of us were prepared for this, let alone know what might interest him, so 
he himself began one. He spent three whole evenings on it—“Vasilii, the 
Mikado’s Nephew.” We pretended to believe his story. This was the first rule 
of the game, which we all picked up on right away. Incidentally, I heard about 
this “Mikado’s nephew” several times in Ulyanovsk and later in Moscow in the 
1950s. It is the powerful, beloved tale of the eternal Russian hero: at first, he 
seems to be a nobody but in fact turns out to be of royal blood, a most 
pleasant tale for both teller and listeners. And there is another story, which 
was simply a reworking of one by Alexandre Dumas.
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Nevertheless, the days in the train stretched out endlessly. One of the ladies 
asked Nikita to play cards, first "the fool,” then the classic French game 
belote. Nikita knew it well enough, so he began teaching Grisha to play it. He 
was delighted, catching on very quickly. He slapped his cards down with 
gusto, exclaiming, “I’m going for a jack.” “But I have clubs!” Our collective, 
fenced in by the car’s wooden planks, really banded together and even made 
friends. Even there, something really good was present, and it’s pleasant to 
recall it.

Everything comes to an end, and on a hot May morning our train pulled into 
the Ulyanovsk sorting yard. At the big freight station Ruzayevka we parted 
with the other train, which was going on to Kuybyshev. Grisha stayed with us, 
and the Tollis and Rygalovs went on by themselves on their odyssey to 
Kuybyshev from Ruzayevka without Grisha—a disaster indeed. They traveled 
for nearly two weeks. For days they stood idle in the fierce heat among 
hundreds of overheated cars, lacking the opportunity to get anything to eat or 
even some clean drinking water! Oh, Grisha!

Igor Aleksandrovich had some difficulty finding us at the freight station. 
Postovskii and Kachva were there as well, and I made Postovskii’s 
acquaintance. Our baggage came later by truck, and we went directly to the 
Hotel Russia in a car provided by the factory where Igor Aleksandrovich 
worked, the only hotel in the city. Igor Aleksandrovich was given a large room 
there that morning. Nikita wasn’t feeling well. Due to the dust and the heat 
and the poor food, he had developed a huge boil on his lower leg that was very 
painful, and he could hardly walk. Finally, once he could clean himself up, he 
recovered. Igor Aleksandrovich asked, “What should we do now?” “Eat lunch,” 
Nikita and I said in unison. “Take us to a restaurant, for some better food. 
We’re famished.” We hadn’t been hungry on the journey, but now it swept 
over us. We walked the streets of the provincial Soviet city, almost devoid of 
cars or even horses. Sometimes there were oxen pulling wooden carts with 
kerosene, stoves, sand. There was a sidewalk, but it was riddled with potholes, 
and there were places where the asphalt had just disappeared. They said that 
during the war it was burned during some terrible frosts. We went to a 
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military canteen, where it was clean and had separate small tables covered 
with clean starched cloths. A lot of the tables had young officers sitting at 
them, also spic and span, with calm, satisfied faces. Pre-revolutionary officers 
had nothing in common with these visages—quite the opposite. Everything 
was different, although the uniform was similar. In addition, these faces were 
very Russian, all fair-haired and apple cheeked. At the table next to us, they 
ordered vodka—a two-hundred-gram glass for each of them, and a plate of 
black bread while they waited for their meal. They raised their glasses with 
delight and tossed it down in one gulp. This was the first time in my life I had 
seen this, but it was all good, everyone was relaxed. Someone snacked on a 
crust of the black bread, but not all of them did. I watched them in 
astonishment. Igor Aleksandrovich said to me, “Everyone here drinks like 
that, two hundred grams is the usual portion. These are officers from the 
First Tank College; not one of them will ever appear drunk on the street.” It 
was true. The young officers were hardly flushed and continued their 
conversation in quiet, polite voices.

Nikita and I ate to our hearts' content, and in the afternoon we walked a bit 
along the famous Crown Embankment [on the Volga]. Fairly early, after tea, we 
went to bed. At precisely n o'clock at night the electricity was turned off. 
There were three candles in the room in antique candlesticks. Nikita had 
fallen asleep in one minute on the little divan near the window. I was so tired 
that I could barely talk. Igor Aleksandrovich had to go to the factory early in 
the morning, which was fairly far away. Everyone slept, even I, despite my 
habitual insomnia. On the table next to me was a candle and a box of 
matches. I had blocked the door to the corridor with the table. Drunken 
shouts, commotion, a woman screeching; it all hurtled about from 
somewhere on our floor...

How much time passed? It must’ve been twenty minutes. I woke up feeling 
someone had shoved me strongly. My head was still foggy, but it was clear 
something strange was going on in our room. I struck a damp match once, 
twice, and lit the candle. Staring at me brazenly with evil red eyes were huge 
rats on top of the table in the middle of the room. They were efficiently 
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tearing into Nikita’s rucksack, which was on the table and still had a bit of 
bread in it from our journey. There was some loud squeaking and bustling 
about on the floor. I shone the light into the corner—four rats dragging 
something from our belongings into the corner; they had chewed a huge 
gaping whole over there. I got my alpine stick from the chair and waved it at 
the rats. They disappeared for a very short time somewhere but soon came 
back and chewed and dragged away whatever they took a fancy to. I tried 
waking Igor Aleksandrovich, but what could he do? He responded in a sleepy 
voice that it was the same in all the hotel’s rooms and we just had to live with 
it. Then he fell back asleep. Toward six in the morning, when it was fully light, 
the last candle on my table had burned down, and the rats had gone back to 
their home in the corner. Maybe now I could get a little sleep, but no, not at 
all. On the big square outside, right under our windows, the freshman class at 
the First Tank College was lined up. For an hour they performed calisthenics 
to a marching band—always the same sad, hopeless tune over and over. I put 
a pillow over my ears, trying to force myself to fall asleep, but the sorrowful 
horns poured forth their music. Finally, I got up and looked out the window 
at these young students’ impeccably coordinated calisthenics. The square was 
dirty and dusty, and the military voice of the monotone leader shouted the 
commands again, again, as a half-march, then a half-polka poured forth in a 
wild and frightful way...

Even now it seems only yesterday that the Junkers were marching through 
the dust on that hot May morning, that the rats were squeaking and thudding 
around the room, and drunken tenants were shrieking and running around 
in the corridor... But the square has long since been paved over and the First 
Tank College hasn’t existed for many years. That hotel is closed, but a new 
one appeared, also named "Russia,” the former NKVD building, which was 
clean, orderly, and rat-free. What tourist now coming to Ulyanovsk to see the 
"Lenin Memorial” knows that he is staying in the same building that long ago, 
in the 1950s, housed the NKVD?
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Ulyanovsk (1948-1954)

We lived in the USSR for twenty-four years, nearly six of which I spent in 
Ulyanovsk. Then, from 1955—right up to our return to Paris—I lived in 
Moscow. The word “return” in the circumstances almost loses its meaning— 
what was there to return to? In 1979 we had been living again in Paris for five 
years already, the last of the “four thirds” of our life. Unfortunately, when I 
was living there [the USSR], I never wrote down anything—it was understood 
that we had to write in our memories only and try to hold on to our thoughts 
and conversations. Now we’re here, where one can say and write anything 
one wants...

Does it make sense to treat our return to Paris in 1974 as a failure and our 
journey to the USSR in 1948, during one of the fiercest outbreaks of the 
Terror, as idiocy, internal jingoism, and an absolute ignorance of what 
awaited us there?

To this day, I still have various answers to these searing questions...

In Ulyanovsk our first matter of business was a meeting at the Ulyanovsk 
office of the Resettlement Dept. Its head was Vera Grigorievna Zolinova— 
around forty years old, with a Tatar’s fierce, unpleasant face. Her demeanor 
was sharp, and her voice was monotone; its one modulation was in giving an 
order, but sometimes, if necessary, there was an insipid politeness that 
feigned concern and interest in our fate. Nevertheless, she couldn’t hide her 
complete contempt for us “re-emigres,” and putting these "ci-devant" [‘former 
people,"referring to post-revolution French aristocrats who hadn’t adapted to the new 
regime] into the lowest jobs in the city gave her visible satisfaction.

No one ever understood or wanted to understand my explanations of the 
origin of this term “re-emigres” (as if they had to separate us specially from 
the rest of the Soviet population!). It was against all linguistic logic.

At first, for about two or three weeks, we lived in the hotel. Then the
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H^.ej^ji’&'ttBeciment Dept, gave us a room in a communal apartment in an old 
wooden building where a Nikolai Vasilievich Romanov lived with his wife, 
Aleksandra Fyodorovna. They were on the older side, cloying and mawkish. 
He was a former accountant and also a former ktitor [provider of funds to build 
an Orthodox church] and choirmaster of a long-functioning church. She was an 
excellent seamstress and cook, as well as a first-class housekeeper. Our room 
wasn’t too small or awful, and compared with other living quarters of the 
time, it could be considered first-class. Very soon, though, it turned out that 
the wall separating us from the Romanovs wasn’t a wall at all but a plywood 
partition that stopped short of the ceiling by about fifteen centimeters—if we 
heard everything the Romanovs said, then they could hear us even better. 
They had a second room, a dining room, where nothing was audible, but 
lurking in their bedroom they overheard us constantly. Much sorrow came 
from this later, when we realized why we were "given” a room that elicited 
open hatred among the other “re-emigres.”

The house was far from the center of town, and the bus operated erratically: 
sometimes you waited and waited, finally going by foot, when of course the 
bus catches up with you and is half empty. It was two kilometers to the 
center, and there weren’t any shops on the way, just one bakery. To live and 
survive in Ulyanovsk in those years one had to be in robust health—it was 
spread out, and we had to carry everything ourselves. The last two years I was 
in Ulyanovsk, we had a taxi and some houses had a telephone. What can I 
say? Those first years were horrible.

At that time, it was all about the war. Even now, thirty-five years later, the war 
theme hasn’t diminished—they say if the war hadn't happened, they would've 
outstripped America... Ulyanovsk itself wasn’t touched by the war, but I didn’t 
get that at first and thought that at least here the Germans were decent 
stewards. When we went by truck to 22 Ryleev Street, where our future 
dwelling was, I first saw the outlying streets of the city and was sure that I 
was looking at a bomb site... I was in the truck’s cabin. The driver was 
basically a kid, but he negotiated huge potholes and ruts in the pavement 
with a wonderful skill. I turned to him and said, “It seems the city was never 
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bombed, but there are ruins everywhere!” He hesitated to answer for a long 
time, and I thought he was offended. Finally, he answered, “No, no, the 
Germans never made it here.” He was quiet and then added, “We also were 
never bombed.” I thought it better to stop asking!

My three wicker baskets arrived at Ryleev Street. They had come a long way in 
the Russia’s hold, then stood a while in the Odessa customs house, traveled 
with me in the freight car from Odessa to Ulyanovsk, and, finally, spent a 
short while in the storage room of the Russia Hotel. Aleksandra Fyodorovna 
Romanova hovered around us in her curiosity when we opened up these ill- 
fated baskets that held all our belongings of twenty-five years in Paris—there 
was nothing really to brag about. The contents had been thoroughly looted— 
the new suit I had brought Igor Aleksandrovich had disappeared, as had the 
boots from the best shop on the Champs d’Elysees. Also gone were ten big 
spools of thread, twenty packets of needles, some flints for lighting fires—in 
short, everything that was easy to sell. I can’t remember it all now! And there 
was no one to ask about it and no kind of insurance. Undoubtedly this took 
place in the hold of the Russia or the storage room at the hotel. By some 
miracle, they hadn’t touched our warm things for winter, Nikita’s and mine. 
We had to give something “Parisian” to these Romanovs, but I couldn’t think 
what. And whether we did give or didn’t, our fate wasn’t just in our own 
hands. To that end, from the first day we were afraid but tried in every way to 
conceal it, barely admitting it even to ourselves. They soon started inviting us 
to visit. They laid an excellent table, and Aleksandra Fyodorovna made 
wonderful pirogi on the Russian stove, splendid bliny, and even pelmeni...

That first summer we had endless meetings and discussions with Vera 
Grigorievna, trips for our whole group to historic Lenin spots and other such 
places. (During my six years in Ulyanovsk I managed to avoid the museum
house where Lenin spent his childhood. Later, in Moscow, I never once 
visited the mausoleum.) [Ulyanovsk was Lenin’s birthplace (1870), formerly 
Simbirsk and renamed after his surname, Ulyanov.] That year around forty people 
arrived in Ulyanovsk, and most them also got stuck there. Igor 
Aleksandrovich carried on working in the factory. During the war it had been 
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evacuated from Kharkov and relocated in some appalling building not far 
from the marketplace. The workshops were sweltering, and there was just 
about no ventilation. Many of the machines were in a deplorable condition, 
and there was no laboratory. Almost all the workers were from Kharkov, the 
administration as well. They were almost all Jews, except the director, who 
was Russian. There was also someone by the name of Dubovoy who wasn’t 
really an engineer. Not a bad person but not a good one either. He loved to 
tinker with the cars in the factory’s garage—taking them apart and 
reassembling them! And he dearly loved drinking, to the point of being 
carried home. It seemed to me that things were going very well for Igor 
Aleksandrovich at the factory. He was well liked and had been assigned there 
from the Electro-Industrial Ministry. In short, his situation there was 
legitimate and solid. Both the workers and the tech personnel soon saw that 
Igor Aleksandrovich was highly trained both technically and theoretically, as 
opposed to the others, and he never experienced the opposition the other 
outsiders and White emigres did. In the factory’s administration there was 
undoubtedly some hidden hatred and envy among the senior engineers. It’s 
possible they were afraid that suddenly one of the masters would say, “No, 
Krivoshein showed us how to fabricate that detail, so that’s how we’ll be doing 
it!” The pay was quite acceptable, and more important, at that time the DWP 
(Dept, for Workers’ Provisions) was officially operating at the factory, and 
Igor Aleksandrovich could just buy groceries in the factory shop, where no 
one could go without authorization. Your pass, your pass—there were guards 
everywhere. At the entrance to the “checkpoint,” even going from one 
workshop to another or in a warehouse, one had to have a pass. In the DWP, 
Igor Aleksandrovich got everything that was hard to get: sugar, preserves, 
soap, flour, butter. I didn’t give much thought to getting supplies like this, but 
it was actually one of the best privileges—providing their “own” with 
everything that couldn’t be bought in the city. From the factory organization 
we could also get firewood all winter. Other than wood stoves, there was no 
other means of heating in Ulyanovsk.

In short, our debut in Ulyanovsk could be considered more than successful. 
In the beginning we socialized exclusively with those like us who had come 
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from France in 1947-48. There weren’t any emigres from Shanghai; I met a 
few of them later in Moscow in the 1960s. But we saw each other rarely. The 
city, like a lot of Volga cities, was spread out above the river at a height of a 
hundred and ten meters, the boundaries huge, and there were virtually no 
communications—everything was accomplished on foot, unless it was 
Sunday, the “day off.” For our first year there, we had a good relationship with 
Mariya Vasilievna Postovskaya and her husband, General Vladimir Ivanovich 
Postovskii. They hadn’t been given a cooperative apartment, but they rented a 
spacious apartment right away in an old stone house, which they decorated 
beautifully, since they had all their furniture, kitchen goods, curtains, and 
carpets that were in the famous container loaded onto the Russia in Marseilles 
and brought in our freight car. Their apartment soon became famous 
throughout the city. The furniture and the curtains couldn’t be bought 
anywhere in Ulyanovsk, and of course, buying such carpets was unthinkable, 
not to mention the glassware, pots and pans... Everything, everything that 
seemed normal for human existence just wasn’t for sale.

Vladimir Ivanovich Postovskii was the Cossack general who was defeated by 
Voroshilov in the civil war [Kliment Efremovich Voroshilov (1881-1969), future 
Marshal of the Soviet Union], Aleksei Tolstoi wrote about this in his story 
“Bread.” Accordingly, Postovskii was a “historical figure.” His Cossack whip 
and kubanka [distinctive drum-like hat] hung on a wall in their room. His wife, 
an elegant, beautiful woman, could fashion a splendid turban out of any 
showy old rag. Everyone in Ulyanovsk liked this pair, and pretty soon they 
had local friends, some even in the “upper echelons.” The trip in the freight 
car and the Odessa camp at Lyustdorf brought us together, even though we 
were very different people, and now we were all just Ulyanovsk residents. We 
soon became friends with Michel Provalskii, a dentist who worked for a year 
in the local clinic, and his wife, a Berlin native. We spoke in French together 
—they spoke only moderately good Russian—and this also connected us. In 
France, Michel and his wife, Marguerite, had been Communist Party 
members. It made sense that they didn’t criticize or judge anything in 
Ulyanovsk. Incidentally, not only they but all of us had returned to the 
Motherland with a capital M. By the way, among those who came back from
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France in those years there were many members of the French Communist 
Party—and none of them were taken into the Party there.

Around forty people in Ulyanovsk were repatriated from France. Almost no 
one knew each other before, but questions of the most basic, and sometimes 
dramatic, character united us all—the locals opposed many of us or were just 
unfriendly, although they didn’t dare express it openly, just secretly. After all, 
we had all received Soviet citizenship by government decree—that meant 
there was nothing to judge!

Aleksandr Ivanovich Ugrimov and Nadezhda Vladimirovna turned up not far 
from us. Grandpa (now I’ll call him that, since we always did then; he was a 
professor of agronomy) had been assigned to the experimental cultivation 
facility in Maina, a hundred kilometers from Ulyanovsk [to the southwest], and 
when he came into the city on business, he always came to visit us. His son, 
Shushu, worked as an engineer in a millworks, but Irina Nikolaevna and 
Tatka had gone right from Odessa to her sister, Tatyana Volkova, in Moscow. 
At first, they decided to spend the summer at Nikolina Hill [about forty-five 
kilometers west of Moscow] in a dacha that had belonged before to Nikolai 
Konstantinovich Muravyov’s father and then to move to Saratov in the 
autumn, where Shushu was promised a tolerable accommodation. For the 
time being, however, he lived in a cramped, crummy little room.

That first summer there was a lot to get organized—set up Nikita in school, 
buy firewood for the winter, acquire the most basic furniture—buy or order 
beds, a table, a clothes cabinet. There was also a lot of help from the DWP and 
the factory workers, who made us an excellent cabinet, a stool, and a table 
quite inexpensively. The beds were rough and made from iron but as good as 
those one could buy.

Nikita went into the seventh grade. He spoke Russian pretty well. He took a 
little test and ended up in the same school where Lenin had gone. They told 
us it was a great honor. In August, V.G. Zolinova enrolled Nikita in the 
Pioneer Camp in a nearby forest, and he spent three weeks there. I was 
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worried, it would be difficult for him there, but no one bothered him or 
laughed at his short summer pants from Paris. Here all the kids wore the 
same long pants, fashioned by a mother or grandmother from old skirts. It 
was impossible to buy anything like that in the shops; anything “factory- 
made” just didn’t exist. If something was “tossed out,” such a line would form 
—it’s terrible to recall it! The Tatars and Chuvashes dominated these lines. 
There were a lot of them in the city. They chattered away in their 
incomprehensible languages and amiably crawled forward in line. I soon 
understood that it was hopeless to stand in a line, but while there was the 
DWP, everything somehow worked out.

It’s hard to recall these first months in Ulyanovsk, or rather, to feel them 
again now. Right away it was noticeable that people fell into two categories: 
either malicious ones, criminals, full of envy toward us (since with every word 
and deed they supported a criminal authority and of course profited 
themselves) or the kind, polite ones without coarseness or cynicism, in the 
sense of “I would give him twenty-five—he’d know how to threaten the old 
guy.” No, these people didn’t want ten or twenty-five. They strove to warn us, 
support us, and were obviously horrified that we still didn’t understand a 
thing. They truly pitied us.

On Ryleev Street, in the absurd wooden house with unexpected extensions 
and rooms, there was an apartment on one side of a vacant lot where a young 
doctor lived, a war widow with a six-year-old daughter, her father, and 
stepmother. Since July, I had started having sudden heart pains, an 
intermittently fast and slow pulse, and most torturous—a shortness of 
breath. It came on and intensified till I couldn’t breathe. She came to see me 
and gave me some drops, since there were practically no medicines in the 
pharmacy then. Most important, she sat with me and put a hot-water bottle 
on my feet, saying something calming. I started visiting her in the evenings. 
Soon her stepmother, an unpleasant woman with a stern face, started saying 
things about our neighbors the Romanovs. Of course, she was careful, but she 
said something like this: “I simply stay away from them. I’m afraid of them” 
This was bold. Our Aleksandra Fyodorovna Romanova had started to “squeal 
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on” the stepmother, perhaps over some money controversy. It turned out that 
the stepmother had robbed her husband's daughter—the doctor—and was 
generally mean to her, so it was better to keep one’s distance...

On the top floor, above us, on the neighboring porch, there lived an 
unattractive, simple woman with three children: a son around twenty who 
had briefly been in the war, a daughter around eighteen, and the young boy 
Egorka, who was around ten and so scraggly, with almost an idiot’s face— 
wartime malnutrition. Gradually, I got to know this family. Their surname 
was Abramovich, and later it transpired that Abramovich herself was the 
sister of the Romanovs’ daughter’s husband, Elena Nikolaevna, and was the 
wife of the forestry director for Ulyanovsk, a Leonov. She lived quite 
affluently. We found out, though, that his surname had been different in 
childhood and that he and his brothers had changed to sound Russian. Even 
then, some Jews were trying to hide their origins.

We tried to establish a rhythm to our life. Nikita started school on the first of 
September. At first, everything went fine; he was well prepared and even 
found himself some friends. One boy, who lived next door to us, an officer’s 
son, started inviting him over to his house. In the middle of September, I was 
asked to teach three classes in German and English in the local Pedagogical 
Institute, where there was a shortage of foreign language teachers. At first, I 
wanted to decline, since I hadn’t ever taught, and I didn’t know the program 
there or the levels of the students’ general knowledge or how to relate to 
them. “They don’t reject hard work,” Zolinova told me. “And you know the 
languages so well, everyone says so, don’t you think you’ll be able to teach 
them?” ‘Well, maybe. I’ll give it a try.” Thus, I got acquainted with the higher 
“bosses” in the teaching staff at the institute—a critical stage in my life. Even 
though I worked at the institute for only a year, that experience and resolve to 
teach someone (something I had never planned on doing) manifested and 
came in handy in the future.

In charge of the foreign languages department were two middle-aged ladies: 
both at some ancient time had studied for a year at the Sorbonne, completing 
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a course for foreigners. In the Ulyanovsk Pedagogical Institute, they taught 
languages according to the same format. They knew how to create a sentence 
beautifully with both grammar and syntax, but speaking the simplest phrase 
in French was beyond them. The other teachers were young and didn’t 
understand this, except for one of them, and they taught some kind of theory 
in which "transcription” played the main role. This was the first time I had 
come across this word, and right away I began my career of actively fighting 
this appalling curriculum.

The chair of the foreign languages department, Varvara Miroslavna, dry and 
aged, received me briefly and ordered me to come in three days with a “lesson 
plan” for the first quarter. She thrust a schedule and textbooks at me. I can 
honestly say that I nearly slipped up, trying weakly to explain to her that I 
didn’t know how to break up the material into lessons and hours. What is 
“lesson material?” I went home in confusion.

When I went back to the institute after three days, I arrived with an empty 
notebook—no plan, even for the first quarter, had come into my head. “No,” 
said Varvara Miroslavna severely, “without a plan it’s forbidden, and your 
plan must be checked and signed.”

Now, in spite of all my language knowledge, I stood there like a failed 
student. One of the young teachers sat down next to me in the corner, took a 
piece of paper, and outlined a plan for the first lessons. Who was my savior? I 
don’t remember, which I regret. Because of my agitation and awkwardness, I 
paid her no attention.

A week later, I had a lesson plan sketched out in a new notebook. Going 
forward, over that school year, as I led the three classes (two English and one 
German), I never used that plan. However, since it was unavoidable that I 
carefully prepare every lesson in detail, I absorbed that approach quickly and 
forever. Much later, in Moscow when I had private students, I stuck to this 
principle scrupulously.
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My first meeting with the students was terrible. It was important not to 
appear a novice, which they themselves were (all three groups were in the 
first level, and they were nervous too). One of the English groups was hard for 
me, but the other two quickly settled in. It took me a while to learn their 
names, but it was very important that each of them thought I knew them all 
perfectly.

I gradually got to know the provost, an important, repellent man, who sat in 
his office rock still. There were stories told about him under one’s breath that 
he had brought an entire rail car of furniture from Germany for his wife. He 
wasn’t alone. People truly envied him—he was a crafty one.

After the first quarter, things seemed to go well, or almost so, but when 
October came around, I was obliged—in some anxiety and fear that suddenly 
something wasn’t as it should be—to choose several excerpts from Pravda, 
translate them into English and German, and then write them on the 
blackboard for my students.

Here’s when my upbringing to compose myself and maintain a stoic 
appearance came in handy. I had a good relationship with my students, but it 
was a disciplined one, and I maintained my position. They soon understood 
that without me they wouldn’t master this damn English (which they didn’t 
need but could easily lose their stipend over it!) I announced to them in a 
precise voice, "Take out your notebooks, pay attention and take your time. 
Copy what I write on the board. At the next lesson I will question everyone, 
and you’ll learn this by heart!” I turned my back on the group and slowly, 
letter by letter, started spelling it out on the board: "Es lebe unser geliebter 
Vater und Lehrer...” and so forth, of course copying from my notebook, which 
they all observed. When I finished, I waited a bit and started asking them in 
turns to read and correctly pronounce "Our teacher, whom we love and 
revere..." Like that. They knew that if even one of them didn’t know how to 
recite these two or three slogans, there would be looming unpleasantness, the 
failed grade, the summons to the provost, and the devil knows what else!
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The first semester ended well enough. I had gotten used to the Pedagogical 
Institute and developed a connection with some students; after class we 
would talk amiably. There were still some nests of resistance, by the way, but 
this was mostly with the older students, twenty-five years old, who had ended 
up in the first level because of the war, or as we then said —“He’s from a 
family of the fallen”—that is, the father was killed in the war. These students 
were untouchable, no matter how much they goofed off.

Then the Zhdanovshchina* burst on the scene. Our poor old Varvara 
Miroslavna gathered all the teachers to “listen and judge.” This meeting was 
one of the most tragicomic events of that winter but also so horrifying—the 
heinous conflict was now in the open: either be silent or say what you’re told 
to. Everyone left the meeting pale, trying not to look at one another.

* The Zhdanov Doctrine dominated the Soviet arts world from 1946 until Stalin’s 
death in 1953, promoting intensified government control over the arts and 

heightened anti-Westernism. Noteworthy writers were persecuted in an internal 
manifestation of the Cold War. A high-ranking Communist Party official, Andrei 
Aleksandrovich Zhdanov (1896-1948) became Stalin’s chief propagandist and cultural 

arbiter after WWII. His “doctrine” was adopted by the Central Committee in 1946 and 
proceeded to destroy the lives and careers of many prominent, talented Soviet 
literary and arts figures, [footnote in the 2017 edition]

Sometime that fall I was in the staff room looking for something in a 
“journal” and suddenly ran across an astonishing subject—“A History of 
English Grammar.” Here was something painfully complicated, bringing 
attention to the level of instruction in foreign languages. I was intrigued by 
who was conducting such a study. I saw the name: N.Ya. Mandelstam. Really? 
It couldn’t be! I asked no one about it, but a few days later I notice an 
unknown woman with partly greying red hair and instantly knew it was she.

[Nadezhda Yakovlevna Mandelstam (1899-1980), writer and educator, was married to 
the poet Osip Mandelstam until his death in the Gulag during the Great Terror in 
1938. She too was relentlessly persecuted, ultimately writing two important memoirs 
about their life under Stalinism, Hope Against Hope (1970) and Hope Abandoned
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(1974]. The titles in English play on the meaning of her name, which means “hope.” In 
Russian they are simply called Memoirs.]

A few days later, when I had a break, I walked down the corridor and had a 
rest on a hard little sofa. I raised my head up to see that she was sitting on the 
opposite end. I gathered my courage and asked her: “Excuse me, are you 
Nadezhda Yakovlevna Mandelstam? She answered sharply and warily, “I am. 
And?” “Oh, nothing,” I answer, “really nothing, but...excuse me again. You’re 
Osip Mandelstam’s widow?” "Yes.” I saw she was terribly frightened— 
undoubtedly, at the institute, other than those in the institute who “needed to 
know,” no one suspected or even knew who Osip Mandelstam was. [He and his 
exceptional poetry were effectively erased in the Soviet Union during the Stalin years.] 
I said to her, “You see, at the end of 1918,1 had the joy of seeing Mandelstam 
twice in a certain house in Leningrad [Petrograd then] and hearing him recite 
his verse... Before that I knew nothing about him, but it was such an 
awakening, those verses, and how he recited them!”

A minute later we were sitting side by side and chatting like old friends. She 
quickly invited me to visit her. I went alone at first, then together with Igor 
Aleksandrovich. Two or three times we brought Nikita. She lived in a nice old 
house, the walls hung with the ancient icons she collected. She treated us to a 
delicious tea. Incidentally, per her request, I told no one about these visits.

She had come to Ulyanovsk from Tashkent, where her life had been peaceful 
and pleasant, but because of a heart condition she couldn’t bear the heat 
there.

During this winter of 1948-49, when our life in Ulyanovsk seemed to be going 
smoothly, something happened: at the end of September or beginning of 
October, late in the evening, there was a knock on the kitchen door. I opened 
it, and in walked Grandpa from Maina... He walked to the kitchen table 
without saying hello, leaned over to me, and uttered with some difficulty,
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‘'Shushu was arrested in Saratov, also Irina in Moscow, and Tanya (Volkova, 
Iri na Nikolaevna's sister). Everyone in the beginning of August. I found out 
only a little while ago. Now I'm going to Moscow to see what I can do. Maybe, 
whatever I find out...”

The three of us sat up half the night in the kitchen, constantly asking, Why? 
Grandpa kept repeating, “It’s undoubtedly because of Tanya. Her husband 
died in a camp in 1942. Something must’ve happened there...” But we 
disagreed: she was still living in Moscow, had the dacha, and even Irina 
Nikolaevna and Tatka had gone almost right away from Moscow to spend the 
summer at the dacha. And Irina Nikolaevna’s mother, Ekaterina Ivanovna 
Muravyova (who had also been on the Russia with us) was also at the dacha. 
Maybe it was something Irina Nikolaevna had said? She did have a volatile 
personality... It seemed to us, in all sincerity, that one of them was “guilty” of 
something! And thus began the new horrifying round of terror—we hadn’t 
yet noticed it. If it was in Ulyanovsk, no one was talking about it out loud.

What else about that winter? In the middle of the winter, Vera Grigorievna 
Zolinova got it into her head to present a photo album to Molotov from the 
“re-emigres" who settled in Ulyanovsk and were grateful to him for his 1947 
decree. [Vyacheslav Mikhailovich Molotov (1890-1986), at the time Minister of 
Foreign Affairs] It was hard to contradict Vera Grigorievna, even though her 
thoughts had been “from the heart.” She had high hopes for this album— 
would Molotov himself respond? Maybe that could be pulled off in the 
Regional [Communist Parly] Committee. A photographer walked around us 
and took pictures as we all sat around the Romanovs’ table, with a samovar, 
drinking tea, Romanov himself holding a copy of Pravda, Nikita “doing 
homework” at a wonderful writing desk. On the dining table was a telephone, 
like a statuette of some kind. The photo was made in Zolinova’s office. Why 
not photograph Nikita in the kitchen, where we did homework, had meals, 
and slept? Zolinova drafted a letter to Molotov, and we all were made to sign 
it! Nikita resisted being photographed, and I was very angry—at myself, of 
course. We weren’t being courageous, and not one of us thought to just 
refuse. In addition, after the album was sent to Moscow, we never heard 
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anything more about it. Apparently Molotov never responded, and Vera 
Grigorievna’s efforts remained unnoticed. Maybe she didn’t send it but took 
it to the Ulyanovsk regional department of the MGB [Ministry of State Security, 
another iteration of the NKVD and KGB] on Karl Marx Street? Among the forty 
foreign residents of Ulyanovsk there was a certain peculiar, solitary person, 
strong for his age, who lived in a hotel. He was not an artist, or a dancer, or a 
magician. I don’t remember his surname. We all called him The Drummer. 
He said he had known Prince Tsereteli, Diaghilev and his ballet, and the 
Monte Carlo Ballet, and that he had been involved in Russian art abroad. The 
fellow was quite acerbic and intelligent and brought with him by way of 
baggage two hundred and fifty [hand] fans! How is it they weren’t stolen on 
the journey or later in the hotel? He invited us over one evening and showed 
off the collection—it began with one from the French Revolution, then 
throughout the nineteenth century and right up to the 1914-18 war.

This unusual person was the first to warn me about Zolinova—do not trust 
her, do not listen to her lies! She is a terrible person. I’m leaving soon, and 
you all will be left with her! You’ll be miserable. She is a snake. I felt he was 
exaggerating... In the spring of 1949, he left for his sister’s house in Georgia, 
lived there for three months, then quarreled with her. He never returned to 
Ulyanovsk and by some miracle turned up in Leningrad, which wasn’t easy to 
do. His remaining fans had contributed to setting up his future life there. 
After a few years, he wound up in the House for Wounded Veterans, the best 
Soviet "senior housing” in the whole country! It turned out that his fans had 
come in handy, his collection being an outstanding one.

This first winter in Ulyanovsk was “normal,” the temperature in December 
and January at -36C [-32F] for about three weeks, the wind chill making it 
accordingly colder. Somehow the three of us stood the cold well. We had good 
winter clothing, our rooms were warm, and we ate very well.

The winter stretched out for a long time—or were we just getting used to the 
endless Russian winter? Then came spring and with it the dust, dry winds, 
and sudden awesome thunder. Exam time came around at the Pedagogical
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Institute. I don’t know who was more worried about them, my students or I, 
but my classes all passed on to the second level, and I said good-bye to them 
all: “Until fall. Have a great vacation.” I went home with bouquets of lilacs and 
lilies of the valley. Varvara Miroslavna told me that come September I would 
have not three classes but five and to prepare for that.

Nikita advanced to the eighth grade. He was in the top ten students and as a 
reward went with a group of students on a steamer to Moscow. He was 
delighted. In the group was a nice boy, Vanya, a student from the orphanage 
(from Leningrad, evacuated during the war), and his favorite class teacher 
Khalida Germanovna—a wonderfully warmhearted person.

The institute gave me a vacation on the Volga, so I went, on a steamer to the 
left bank about fifty kilometers from Ulyanovsk, together with two teachers 
and two students from the fourth level. I could write a whole separate chapter 
about my first—and last—stay in a Soviet vacation hostel, but I just don’t 
have Zoshchenko’s talent [Mikhail Mikhailovich Zoshchenko (1894-1958), brilliant 
satirist who was a particular target of the Zhdanov terror in the late 1940s]. By the 
way, I did have a rest there; fortunately, we stayed as a group in a separate 
little cottage, not in the general dormitory with around forty people!

Incidentally, the girl who waited on us in the huge dining hall was one of the 
most beautiful Russian women I saw in the USSR, and there were a lot of 
beautiful young women in Ulyanovsk, actually more than in Moscow! After a 
few days, I directed my companions’ attention to our young waitress. They 
laughed and said, “What’s pretty about her? She’s so basic, a village girl!” I 
stood my ground that there was something striking in this girl—it was her 
demeanor, a dignity in every gesture, a fluid gait, a charming smile, and a 
natural courteousness. In addition to her beautiful face, she had elegant 
hands and marvelous teeth, without a drop of vulgarity, pomposity, or 
obsequiousness! My companions also started looking, and one of the older 
women honestly said to me, “You’re right, after all—she’s a true beauty, our 
Masha!”
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Igor Aleksandrovich's Arrest

Tonnerre, n.m. (lat. tonitrus) 
coup de tonnerre, evenement brutal, imprevu. 

[a brutal surprise] 
Petit Larousse 1975, p. 1026

Lightning always strikes without warning. Could one possibly hide from it 
and save oneself?

At the beginning of August, I went to the institute to look at the lecture 
schedule and talk about the new classes. To my great surprise, I couldn’t find 
my name anywhere... First, I asked our receptionist, Auntie Valya, and she 
hesitated, saying, "Apparently, they haven’t decided yet.” I went to find 
someone else to ask. There was no one around. I went down to the provost, 
but he wasn’t there. I went back again after a few days, and finally the 
institute secretary told me that I would no longer be teaching there. She 
couldn’t tell me anything specific. The director? Still not back from vacation.

I just couldn’t understand. I saw their drawn faces. Who knew what kind of 
gossip they were spreading about me? Or did one of them need my job? But 
there were jobs at the institute. No one had ever come to see me about that, 
whatever one may think! It was all a mystery to me. Had I really failed? Life 
went on apace, but on 20 September 1949 around one in the afternoon I came 
home from the market, walked into the kitchen, and saw there a tall and very 
young man in plain clothes. He turned sharply to me and asked, 'What are 
you doing here?” In a confused voice I answered, “I? I came home, and here 
you are. Tell me, what are you doing in our kitchen?” He had a strange face, 
inhumanly fixed, his blue eyes looking over to my side. He said quite crisply, 
"I am Senior Lieutenant Tolmazov. Your husband is being detained. We are 
searching your room. Sit here and don’t move.” With these words, he went 
into our home, into our room.

I stayed standing, immobile. A man in a dark blue suit came out of the room, 
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a dark Tatar type. He directed me to the bed and said, “Sit down.” He took out 
a pAstol, turned his back on me, and started looking out at the courtyard. 
There was another large pistol sticking up from the back pocket of his 
trousers. I sat down obediently, and we both fell into silence.

As always, I reflexively looked at my wristwatch, so I know I sat there for half 
an hour. At one point, my heart felt so bad that I opened my handbag and 
took out the medicine I always carried with me. It was a big pill that I usually 
broke up in a mortar and took with some water, but now, to save myself, I just 
took it whole. My guard turned around and I said to him, “I took some 
medicine. I have a bad heart!” He shrugged his shoulders and again turned 
back to the window. In essence, he was checking whether I had taken 
something forbidden, to poison myself!

Finally, Tolmazov came back into the kitchen and pronounced, “Go in, but 
not a sound!” I didn’t answer him and went into the room. Igor 
Aleksandrovich was sitting on the bed in the corner by the window, like 
someone hunted, a terrified look on his face. There was another Chekist, 
Gavrilov, [a reference to the original Bolshevik secret police, the Cheka] standing 
there, older than the first, heavy-set with a fat face. He had me open my 
handbag. In it I had, besides a handkerchief, money, and medicine, an old 
soft leather purse that held some souvenirs like Nikita’s first tooth, two 
enameled Easter eggs and an old necklace, as well as a ring from my father 
with a small diamond around one and a half or two carats (which I still had by 
some miracle), and our wedding rings. Those rings Gavrilov put aside, but he 
took the diamond ring, saying, “We’ll put this on the list of confiscated 
items.” I started to protest, saying that it was a gift from my father. "You can 
see for yourself that these things aren’t made anymore. I will not give it up!” 
We argued about it for a while, and then he gave it back to me. Then there 
was an endless argument about ten small clippings from Pravda—who had 
cut them out, why, and why did we keep them. I patiently repeated that I had 
done that for Nikita when he made a school report on the constitution. More 
detail? Finally, he put aside these miserable clippings, saying, “Okay, we won’t 
put these in the record.” Then he showed me a list of the things taken into 
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c&Lisi$:ody# not to be touched before the trial. Everything of mine was on the list 
(except the crummy furniture), even my brand-new fur coat that I brought 
from Paris. "But winter’s coming,” I said. "I need the coat. What will I wear if 
it’s taken?” “Don’t worry. You’ll have one,” Gavrilov answered didactically. 
“We have coats everywhere.” He motioned to Igor Aleksandrovich to stand 
up. “Let’s go." He turned to me, “Do you have anything to say? A statement?” 
“Yes, yes,” I shouted. “I do. I proclaim my outrage that you have arrested my 
husband, who fought in the French Resistance and spent a year in the 
Buchenwald death camp. I proclaim that he is guilty of nothing. I protest in 
every way against his arrest.” Silence reigned, then Gavrilov said, “Let’s go” 
and led Igor Aleksandrovich out, Tolmazov following. I ran to the kitchen and 
just saw a “jeep” leaving, disappearing from view.

I sat down in the kitchen and stayed there. Going into our room was hard: 
everything was thrown around on the floor—a dress, underwear, medicines, 
books, notebooks... The Romanovs were hiding, apparently eavesdropping. 
Undoubtedly, this wasn’t a surprise for them...

Around four o’clock, Nikita came home from school. He saw me and all the 
things thrown around the kitchen. “Mama, what’s going on?” I said, “Stay 
calm as much as possible. They took your father away.” He stood there a 
while, occasionally whispering, “Bastards, bastards!”

Nikita had something to eat and did his homework. I thought he should go to 
school in the morning and see what would happen. He went to bed and 
promptly fell asleep. I went into the kitchen, closed the door, and started 
pacing the floor. I then experienced a fierce attack of aerophagia. Off and on 
the pain in the pit of my stomach was unbearable, and I actually banged my 
head on the door jamb to alleviate that pain. Toward morning I could finally 
breathe a little, the pain had subsided, and my head had cleared a bit. I made 
tea for Nikita. He ate some bread and left for school. Around ten, Shura came 
over, a good, simple woman, illiterate. She came twice a week to clean. I 
didn’t have to explain anything to her, and the two of us started picking up all 
the things on the floor: broken bottles, medicine trodden around (was that 
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poi so nous?), letters and papers.

■What did I do those first two or three weeks after his arrest? I have a hole in 
my memory. Finally, I went to Vera Grigorievna Zolinova’s office—I had to 
find work as soon as possible. The grim face of cold, hunger, and destitution 
was just around the corner.

It was a very harsh winter. Finding suitable work proved impossible. My job 
at the institute was lost for good. The MGB had seen to that, having ended my 
job there before the beginning of the school and twenty days before Igor 
Aleksandrovich’s arrest. My students, all three classes, went twice to the 
director, begging to be allowed to study with me again. I think they already 
knew I was the wife of an “enemy of the people,” so their association with me 
didn’t lack courage. If any of them encountered me on the street, we always 
had a pleasant conversation, but never about the real matter...

In short, looking for work for someone with a bad heart was a challenge even 
for Zolinova. The Romanovs didn’t let much time pass. At first it wasn’t 
noticeable, but later they openly supplanted me. They wanted to put a sister 
in there, Maria Fyodorovna, a sweet old woman who in the old regime had 
been a lady’s maid to the wealthy Countess Orlova on her Simbirsk estate. In 
November, Romanov told me that all our firewood had been used and only his 
remained. I was afraid of him. He could do whatever he wanted to me, and 
then Nikita would be alone. He would just perish at fifteen years old or wind 
up in the MVD reception units for "castoff children.” [MVD—Ministry of 
Internal Affairs]. The punks who dominated Lenin Square near the city 
gardens were into everything and had already tried to drag Nikita in. To help 
him, or the opposite, kill him? Who could tell?

Romanov banned me from cooking in the kitchen, chasing me out in a very 
crude way. He figured out yet one more trick to finish me off: around eight in 
the morning, he turned on the radio (it looked like a plate on the wall) full 
volume, locked the door to my room, and left until late in the evening. The 
roar from the speaker flowed through the plywood partition, and only 
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because the kitchen door was closed was I saved from this torture.

It isn’t easy to write about this time. In November, Zolinova told me that she 
had found me work as a secretary in the city’s department for night 
watchmen. I went to a small, dirty, smoke-filled place where they met me 
with hostility. Of course, I couldn’t figure out right away what the problem 
was. The head of all the Ulyanovsk night watchmen, who were armed and 
uniformed guarding the department stores and groceries and other marvels 
of Soviet merchandising, was a certain “re-emigre,” Rosenbach, a proper, 
careful, perfect example of the Russian Balts who had served “my Sovereign” 
for generations. He also had been in the group of twenty-four "Soviet 
citizens” expelled from France by Jules Moch, but I hardly knew him, since I 
saw him but little. When I saw him, I went up to him to say hello, not really 
thinking. He looked down at me from his great height with his icy-blue eyes 
and, stepping back, said. 'What do you want? I don’t believe we know one 
another!”

I didn’t know it was possible to fear me so much, that even for the people in 
our group, I was—the plague.

The guards dropped by that smelly office from time to time for keys or a coat, 
and one of the women left with me and struck up a conversation. She started 
gradually appearing on my path every day. Her name was Masha. She was 
around fifty, illiterate but very bright and kind, and I started chatting with 
her. We sat down somewhere on a bench, and she told me a lot about herself. 
She was a war widow. She revered Rosenbach, as did all the other guards, and 
spoke of him, "Don’t be offended. The man is afraid. You must understand 
that.” Finally, I asked her why all the employees treated me as they did. 
Apparently, according to Zolinova’s order to "employ” me, they had fired an 
older woman who had worked diligently in this department for twenty years!

The next day I went to the Resettlement Dept, and told Zolinova that I didn’t 
agree about them unjustly dismissing this woman because of me and that I 
wouldn’t be coming anymore to work there. Vera Grigorievna just shrugged 
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her shoulders and strongly expressed her dissatisfaction with me.

By chance I ran into my friend Masha a few days later on the street. She told 
me the woman was back at work and asked me with some concern, “What 
will you do now?”

Two months later the MGB seized Rosenbach one afternoon—right at the 
watchmen’s office and, in a rare event, all the surly, raspy-voiced workers 
surrounded their boss Rosenbach and begged them not to take him, some of 
them throwing themselves crying onto their knees in front of the security 
officers and kissing Rosenbach’s hands. Well, what is there to say? We lived 
out the terrible turmoil of those years, but Rosenbach just went missing, 
perished... “then there will be two men in the field: one will be taken and the 
other left.” [Matthew 24:40 RSV]

There is a lot more I could relate about that winter, when we were left on our 
own. I wrote and wrote appeals, as did everyone—but to whom? Mostly to 
Molotov. I wrote in detail, making sure that everything was expressed clearly, 
not too long. There were many thousands of such appeals written in those 
years.

From time to time someone would come to me with a job—writing a paper 
for someone’s final exam in German or English. One time it was even for a 
student in Saratov. The price then was a hundred rubles for this, or it was 
promised as such, and when the work was done, they paid less. I remember 
one horrible old woman giving me twenty rubles, saying malevolently as she 
left, "That’s enough for the likes of you!” Around the New Year, I had to make 
a difficult decision. I realized I would never get work of any kind. I had heard 
of such things while still in Paris, and now it had happened to me. Dying 
from hunger with a little boy? Who would care?! And I still had to pay for his 
school, not much, really—a hundred and fifty rubles a year, but that wasn’t 
the problem, since Nikita and I had no income or any relatives either. We 
were strangers, we were "indesirables." I talked to Nikita about it, but what 
could he say? I went to Factory 650, where Igor Aleksandrovich had worked, 
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to the head engineer, Galperin, and begged him to take Nikita on in the 
factory as an apprentice in a workshop of some kind. Galperin readily agreed, 
somehow, and got the factory director Dubovoy to agree. I went to the school 
where Volodya Ulyanov [Lenin] himself attended, to let the principal know 
that I had to transfer Nikita to night school for young workers and that he 
had to start in the factory as an apprentice lathe operator. And how did his 
classmates accept Nikita’s turn of fate? I don’t know, but both his class 
teachers—Khalida Germanovna in the seventh level and Maria Fyodorovna (a 
distinguished older woman who taught the eighth level)— were charming 
and sincerely fond of Nikita. They just cried and begged me to change my 
decision. But what could I do? The miserable 250 rubles a month that Nikita 
could bring home had to be our lifeline, however dubious and fragile.

I went to the night school. It was a different world with different people. I 
didn’t have to explain to them “how this mother could make such a decision.” 
They didn’t implore me to change my decision.

The school director, Filippov, was polite, intelligent, and straightforward—a 
regular person, without any Marxist phrases or pretension. [She uses here an 
outdated word, "fanaheria," also used by Lev Tolstoi in War and Peace.] He was 
unsightly and balding, scruffily, or shall we say poorly, dressed. He had, alas, 
a red nose...honestly come by, since he was a drunk like so many others. 
Nikita was the youngest in the school, the next oldest being a tall, handsome 
man of twenty-eight years, and there was a forty-year-old major who sat next 
to Nikita. He had to finish his education; he had left for the war at a low rank, 
having finished only the fifth level, and now he was a major, but he couldn’t 
advance any further in rank because he hadn’t finished middle school. At first 
Nikita went to the factory in his Paris overcoat and suit, and then he got a 
padded cotton coat and started wearing it that winter with the tall German 
boots that Igor Aleksandrovich brought back from his captivity in Germany. 
And, of course, he still had his cap with ear flaps from the first winter. He had 
changed; now, when he walked on the Ulyanovsk streets with a sooty face and 
a completely desperate, angry expression, hardly distinguishable from the 
other “angry young men”—of which there were a lot in Ulyanovsk. Nadezhda
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Yakovlevna, who ran across him on a street (he had passed her without 
noticing), called him “a tragic young man."

In the middle of the winter, the Romanovs’ son, Sergei Nikolaevich, came to 
visit for a week. He was an employee of decent rank in the Moscow Ministry 
of Internal Affairs. He wore a uniform, as was proper, and was a man of 
distinction with wonderful manners. His mother introduced him to us in the 
kitchen, and we had a lovely conversation. He brought oranges and grapes 
and politely offered Nikita a bag of fruit. Aleksandra Fyodorovna asked that I 
verify how well he spoke [different] languages, which he did excellently, as it 
happened. I had heard earlier from the Romanovs about him—how, thanks to 
the revolution, he had flourished: he lived in Moscow on Mozhaiskii Road, in 
the same building and staircase as Stalin’s son Vasilii. They said he regularly 
went on business trips abroad on personal assignments from Stalin. “He gets 
so tired working in Moscow,” sighed Aleksandra Fyodorovna, “since he goes 
in at midnight, then sleeps in the morning, does various errands, and has 
dinner at eleven at night. That’s truly the one time all day he has to eat!”

I made a new acquaintance that winter in Ulyanovsk, one of the factory 
engineers. I had seen him a bit before the arrest. He had approached Nikita in 
the workshop and asked him about me, whether I would stop by and see him? 
He would enjoy that, and he gave him his home address. In the confused state 
I was existing in, such an invitation was nice to get—it meant there was 
someone who was aware of me... I soon went to the address, little knowing 
who I was visiting. It was Ivan Fyodorovich Sarychev, inventor, talented 
engineer, Party member since 1917, a close friend of Lunacharskii [Anatolii 
Vasilievich (1875-1933), playwright and journalist, People’s Commissar for 
Education], and, as it turned out, a survivor of four years in the Kolyma penal 
camp—from 1938 to 1942. He worked in the same factory as Igor 
Aleksandrovich, and now Nikita, did, but it was really just a sinecure. That 
little factory could hardly interest him. He lived in a small wooden house, 
quite an old one, that belonged to his second wife, who was a local woman of 
Chuvash heritage. They had a daughter, Lena, around twelve. From his first 
wife, who lived in Kazan and was a powerful Party lady, there was a son who, 
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as we much later found out, was working in the Kazan MVD. Sarychev was a 
hunter, loved dogs, was highly educated in his own way, as well as a reader of 
Mayakovskii, whose verse he loved to read aloud. He was always studying all 
the world events. Of the three rooms on the second floor, where the Sarychevs 
lived, one was his studio, with all kinds of machines, apparatuses, and 
instruments. He brought me in there twice, but only briefly.

There was always tea and food—“just try a little”—and he would delicately 
give me a plate with some meat, fish, or game bird. No one let on that they 
knew how severely my diet was restricted.

Ivan Fyodorovich was an original. Sarcastic and sharp in his judgements, he 
never hid, from me at least, his all-consuming hatred toward Stalin; he never 
held back from admonishing me about our having left France and teased 
me...about what? About literally everything. In short, a bitter man who felt his 
life had been betrayed, irredeemably so. He believed that someone in the 
factory (and even named who) had a hand in Igor Aleksandrovich’s arrest.

One time in spring 19511 went to a sausage shop on Goncharovka Street and 
there was no one there, except the shopgirl. Everything for sale there was 
beyond my means. That year all the cheap foods suddenly disappeared. I 
stood there indecisively, when suddenly a man with a satchel under his arm 
flew into the shop with a very businesslike appearance. He hurriedly asked 
the girl, “Is your supervisor here?” “No,” she replied, “but Ivan Ivanovich is.” 
“So, get him.” Ivan Ivanovich came out in a snow-white robe, tall and stout. 
They greeted one another. The man with the satchel asked, “Where’s your 
boss today?” “The boss—ffut...” Ivan Vasilievich whistled loudly. ‘What, what’s 
this ffut?” A short pause. “Ffut? It’s a 58!” Everyone was silent, then, “Oh, 
lord!” shouted the visitor and turned sharply and threw himself head over 
heels out of the shop. I too ran off quickly. Arriving home, I was so shocked by 
the fact that an “old sausage butcher” had disappeared according to Article 58 
that I decided it was something I hadn’t fully understood and needed some 
clarification. [Established in 1927, Article 58 of the Soviet Penal Code covered 
“counter-revolutionary activities” and was expanded into a number of sub-articles in
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:#.($?I}4-A I spent several days working out some hard mathematics—difficult for 
me, since I never could learn it, to an almost comical degree. Now I took a 
piecte of paper and started drawing columns—one each for everyone I knew 
or had simply heard of, like the butcher, who had been arrested. I recalled and 
considered the terrible trials that had been in Ulyanovsk—in short, everyone I 
could think of. Then I considered how many people were living in the Soviet 
Union, subtracting the children and the very old, comparing both the 
numbers I got, and it appeared that at any given moment there were eleven 
million people in the camps!! I recalculated many times and finally went to 
see Ivan Fyodorovich in the evening.

I told him what I had been doing and the result I came up with. Tell me, am I 
wrong? Can it really be eleven million? Ivan Fyodorovich didn’t answer for a 
long time, then said, "Well, you’re a female, and you don’t do math too badly, 
but there is, however, one mistake here—it’s not eleven, but fifteen, and, 
actually, the Americans think it’s more than twenty. We’ll consider my 
number the correct one.” I was stunned—what kind of horror was this? “Oh, 
Nina Alekseevna,” said Ivan Fyodorovich several times, “you all talk of the 
Germans, Buchenwald, the Gestapo! At least they were our enemies! They 
poured water on a Soviet general and left him all night outside to freeze to 
death. In Kolyma this is just a regular thing. A young boy steals some bread at 
night out of hunger and he’s doused and left not for the night but for a few 
hours and he becomes an ice statue. In the summer, they stake a naked 
person outside so he’s bitten to death by mosquitoes! They tie him tight, and 
whoever helps him regrets it—they’re put next to the naked person, naked as 
well. Let it be clear to all how it’s necessary to crack down on enemies [of the 
people].”

Ivan Fyodorovich told me stories of his childhood. His mother was a glove 
maker who worked for years in Moscow for a French woman. She was well 
paid and learned to speak some French. She loved and respected her French 
employer. His father was a senior artisan in some small Moscow factory, of 
which there were many then in Moscow. They lived well in a two-room 
apartment. On Sundays his mother made pirogi and a large pot of shchi with 
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meat so there was enough for Monday too. They had two cats, and every day a 
peddler brought the cats their food, liver and a lung, about half a pound. It 
was all the cats ate. In 1917, Ivan Fyodorovich joined the Party. Sometimes, 
very seldom, I resolved to ask him, what does he think now? He would cry out 
at my very modest question and run from corner to corner, nearly snarling, 
and finally breaking down in tears. I was in despair and never again...

There were still other vivid, interesting stories: about Lunacharskii, about 
trials of regional committee members in Ulyanovsk, when the People’s Court 
exonerated a beloved local engineer and the workers carried him out of the 
court in their arms; stories about the Kolyma gold mines and the occasional 
nugget. Ivan Fyodorovich himself lost two fingers off his right hand in 
Kolyma, but how that happened I never asked him.

I have to mention another engineer—he worked in a big machine tool factory 
not far from Ulyanovsk that had acquired some kind of electrical apparatus 
from Germany. He heard about Igor Aleksandrovich and came to him at work 
asking him to translate the instructions. So we got to know him, and during 
the summer and fall of 1949, he visited us a few times, came for tea, and was 
both friendly and matter of fact. He had an unusual background: for many 
years he was in a circus performing highwire stunts on a bicycle. One time 
the crew forgot to stretch the net, and he fell, landing in the ring; he wasn’t 
crippled, but he did have to leave the circus. Then he graduated from some 
institute, and since he was an extraordinary person, he soon found himself in 
this prominent business near Ulyanovsk. However, Romanov was still paying 
attention, and he apparently accurately took note of everyone who visited us. 
When Igor Aleksandrovich was “taken” ("Your husband has been taken”), they 
started dragging him out, always at night so no one at the factory would 
know and he could show up on time at work. The poor man suffered this for 
half a year: nights in interrogation ('Well, now, tell us in more detail just how 
you met Krivoshein.”), then all day in the factory, and just as he fell into sleep, 
the car would come for him. I learned all this much later, accidentally, after 
Stalin died, when the first releases and rehabilitations had started up. Half a 
year without sleep!
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In June 1950, a driver appeared unexpectedly on Ryleev Street who had 
worked for an MVD general in Berlin for almost three years. The general had 
returned to Ulyanovsk, and the driver with him. The driver had lived with his 
family in our room before leaving for Germany. The room was legally 
registered to him; he even had the authorization. Thus commenced a struggle 
to the death—lose our communal apartment, lose the roof over our heads! 
Absolutely not! I left my torpor and with desperate determination threw 
myself into saving our “place.”

The Romanovs immediately came down on the driver’s side, as did the 
housing representative of our region. Who would’ve been so brave as to go up 
against an MVD employee, even just a driver? I bought a lock and secured the 
door and window. If the driver, God forbid, managed to break into my room 
and put down his suitcase there, it would be the end. His authorization 
predated mine, and it would be impossible to evict him. The housing 
department offered me another room, which Nikita and I went to see. It was 
on the shore of the Sviyaga [right tributary of the Volga, 200 km north of 
Ulyanovsk], a distant, wild region, which the police avoided...Nikita said, “No 
way, not a chance. I often get home from school after twelve at night. They’ll 
beat me up there or murder me right away. I know what they’re like here. It’ll 
be terrible for you!” I went to see the housing representative. "No, I do not 
agree to go there. If the driver isn’t scared, why not send him there?”

The driver was extraordinarily rude to me, and the housing representative 
tried to intimidate me. ‘Why do you refuse? It’s a good thing I’m offering.” 
“Since it was you, your department, that issued the authorization to Igor 
Aleksandrovich for the apartment I live in, how am I the guilty one?” My 
reasoning ticked her off. “Never mind that! We thought then that he wouldn’t 
come back, but now circumstances have changed.” A week after this 
contretemps, the driver and the housing rep officially announced to me that 
they would break down the door in the morning, throw my things out... and 
the upshot would be us running with joy to Shevchenko Street on the shore of 
the Sviyaga.
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What was there to do? By ten that evening I made a decision and said to 
Nikita, @‘Get dressed. We’re going out.” Once we were outside on the street I 
added, “We’re going to the MVD, where I’ll ask for Gavrilov and tell him 
everything. If I don’t come out after two hours, run. It means they’ve arrested 
me. Run to the street kids, not under any circumstances to Ryleev Street.” It 
was a very long, dark, frightening walk, but I knew the journey well, having 
gone there several times over the winter.

It was a wooden outbuilding of the MVD building on Karl Marx Street. Inside 
there were two benches along a wall, with a telephone on another wall and a 
shuttered partition where the duty officer sat.

I walked in at eleven-thirty, took up the phone, and said, “Please send Yurii 
Dmitrievich Gavrilov downstairs.” ‘Who is calling?” “Krivosheina, Nina 
Alekseevna, on important business. I very much need him to come down and 
see me.”

It felt like I waited a very long time, but suddenly Gavrilov was right in front 
of me. I am always stunned by how they know how to suddenly and 
noiselessly appear. “You wanted to see me?” “Yes, on an important matter. I 
came to ask you one question: why were you really put here? To arrest our 
husbands and cast us out into the world? Or to stand up for us?”

Now what? Seize me and call for my arrest for insulting him? He said, “Have 
they upset you?” "Yes, precisely that.” ‘Who? Tell me!” I told him everything, 
thoughtfully and calmly. I ended with the words, ‘What am I to do now? I 
can’t lose this room, you understand.”

A pause, a long one. Gavrilov said, “Don’t worry. The room will remain yours. 
You can calm down." “Thank you. This means I don’t have to worry?” “I’m 
telling you the room is yours.” I went out into wide, dark, poorly lit Karl Marx 
Street. Nikita was there, on the opposite side, and I crossed to him. “Mama, 
what did you say to him?” But I was silent as we almost ran home, away from 
that hellish place, as if I had lost the power of speech. Really, what came over 
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me to say those words, part idiocy, part craziness? I just hadn’t known at all 
what)! would say when I entered the building.

%%T%%1<%: ni%%xt morning, the driver showed up around midday, grinning broadly. 
“Ah, now they’ve given me some shampoo the likes of which I can’t recall. And 
how are you, Nina Alekseevna, hm? Let’s make up! For my part, I never had 
anything against you.” He went on a long time with his vulgar gibberish. I 
kept silent, since he was still dangerous. Then he seized my hand and begged 
me to forgive him, and—Lord, above—went down on his knees in front of me 
and kissed the hem of my dress. That was too much, just like in a play!

The following day someone from the housing department took all of us to see 
an apartment located behind a knitting factory (that was housed in the 
Ilinskii Cathedral)—a kitchen with a huge Russian stove that led into a room 
measuring around nine meters. A typist at the Tank College named Mariya 
Fyodorovna was still living there. The school was not far away. She wanted to 
go to her brother in Omsk since her husband had been in the local insane 
asylum for three years. He had, however, run away twice from there, come 
home, and nearly strangled her. She was frightened of him. Had she 
submitted all the documents? Yes, yes. And who else lived in the apartment? 
After all, this was just the former kitchen and maid’s room in the house. The 
building had an excellent apartment, but now it was completely separate. The 
boss of the financial section of the City Soviet [municipal government}, V.M. 
Mikhailov, lived there with his wife and daughter and her husband and son. 
His wife ran the largest textile workshop in the city. Close to the house, a few 
meters away, was a huge kitchen garden, and of course the lavatory was in 
the courtyard. There was, however, a faucet in the kitchen! This was 
important since it meant one didn’t have to run to the pump with a pail for 
water. Incidentally, on Ryleev Street there was also a faucet.

The very same day I went to the housing department head to sign all the 
documents and get the authorization for a new abode at 26 Soviet Street. The 
head of the department was the pleasant, skinny Colonel Fyodorov, who 
received me quite politely. I was still a bit doubtful, since that kitchen was a 
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bit scary, but Fyodorov insisted, repeating several times, “Move in. Don’t 
wait/’ He added, “You’ll be living quite separate from the neighbors here.” His 
message, finally, got through to my tired brain. "What are you saying about 
my neighbors?” He burst out, "Is it nothing to you that one has already 
perished?” He knocked on a box on his desk. “If you want, I’ll show you all the 
denunciations he has written to us during this time. They’re right here in this 
box—fifteen, twenty! Do you want to read them?!” I said, “No, you don’t have 
to show me. Why me? You speak of this person. What could he denounce me 
for? There just isn’t anything.” Fyodorov: ‘Well, the first thing I remember is 
when your son comes home, you and he speak French in your room, but he 
doesn’t understand...” “And may I know what he said?” “He said ‘It’s 
admirable that this woman won’t let her son forget his French, but if she were 
a Tatar or Chuvash, you wouldn’t understand...’”

Everything was sorted, the papers signed; I received the authorization from 
Fyodorov for our new housing and firmly shook his hand, saying “Thank you 
for the advice and protection.” Thus, we had to leave Ryleev Street, as soon as 
possible. I developed a lethargy bordering on illness, but people came to help: 
Taisiya Prokhorovna Bukhalo, who had come from Paris in 1947, and Sergei 
Frolov, a friend of Nikita’s from school. A tall, stately young man, he was a 
year and a half older than Nikita, and his father was an administrator at the 
Pedagogical Institute. He alone of the whole class continued being friends 
with Nikita after he transferred to night school. What was there to move 
everything with? We had two beds, a large cabinet, three hampers, a stool. 
The driver said we should get a truck taxi. I thought so too. It was nearly two 
kilometers to Soviet Street. “I can’t hire a truck taxi. It will be at least a 
hundred rubles. I don’t have that.” “How much is there?” asked Taisiya 
Prokhorovna. “There’s about ten rubles, no more.” The driver said to me, “I’ll 
get you a car from my work. Otherwise, you won’t make it, and soon it’ll be 
four o’clock.” And he left.

Soon a truck with MVD insignia pulled into the courtyard, along with a 
second driver. Nikita, Seryozha Frolov, and both drivers started loading our 
things. Thunder broke out, and suddenly a fierce downpour was unleashed.
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The truck set off, and Taisiya Prokhorovna and I were left to wait out the rain. 
Then we ran off to the new apartment, completely drenched. Our things were 
already unloaded, the cabinet standing in the courtyard because the 
apartment door was very narrow. I went inside, where everything was 
dumped in the kitchen, the baskets, piles of blankets. The tenant, Mariya 
Fyodorovna, and two friends sat in the room, and Nikita and Seryozha went 
into the kitchen with me. Even a housing department employee was there. 
Everyone was on hand. Sergei said to Nikita, "Come to my place. We'll take a 
break and have a bite and come back here in the morning.” I nodded my head, 
and they both left. I sat down on a chair next to the housing representative. 
“You see how good this is,” she said. “Once Mariya Fyodorovna leaves, you 
and Nikita will have your own apartment.” The rain was pounding on the 
little shutters, when the door to the courtyard burst open, and a stout police 
colonel appeared, along with someone of lower rank. “Hey, hey, hey!” he 
exclaimed like in some old vaudeville show. 'We're too late! I told you to get a 
move on or the place will be taken!” He turned to me sharply. “Are you 
moving in here?” “No,” I answered. “I have moved in.” “Show me the 
authorization.” I took it out and held it up in front of myself. “Here it is. 
Everything is in order.” “Give it to me. I’ll have a look.” “Oh, no,” I said in my 
most Soviet tone (I always did have a good memory). “Maybe I seem like an 
idiot to you, but not so much that I’ll hand over my authorization to you!” And 
I tucked it into my handbag. The housing rep finally intervened. “It’s all above 
board, comrade colonel. Calm down.” And they went out into the courtyard. It 
turned out there were two authorizations for that dwelling. Half an hour 
later, and the apartment would have gone to the police colonel. And I? I 
would’ve been in the courtyard alongside my cabinet. I was worn out, and 
everyone left. Mariya Fyodorovna cordially gave me some hot tea, I flopped 
down on a pile of blankets, and fell into a dead sleep.

Our final entrenchment in the kitchen-apartment on Soviet Street, the house 
where the dean of the Ulyanovsk Cathedral once lived, didn’t go so well; some 
obstacles nearly did us in. The tenant Mariya Fyodorovna didn’t seem to be 
preparing to go to Omsk. She would sigh, “Go? Or not?” huddled in the 
kitchen in unimaginable chaos. Time passed, and another unanticipated 
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thing happened: Mariya Fyodorovna’s husband suddenly died in the asylum. 
As it happened, he killed himself. At this she sighed lightly and said, “Now 
there’s no reason for me to go, since I used to fear him, but now...” We still 
hadn’t taken possession of our quarters, the one room, and now she wasn’t 
letting us. I again fell into despair. Our cabinet was still standing in the 
courtyard, and there was no money at all. I decided to sell it. A friend of 
Mariya Fyodorovna, an energetic young person and secretary at the First 
Tank College, got Nikita a handcart and Uncle Misha—the janitor at the 
College. They loaded up the cabinet, and Nikita drove it to the consignment 
store to sell it. The cabinet was literally pulled from his arms, and he got six 
hundred rubles for it. No one had stopped to think about why a sixteen-year- 
old boy had brought a cabinet to sell—where could he have found and bought 
it?! Maybe he stole it? And who was he giving the six hundred rubles to?

This sale made life temporarily easier, and we ate a little better. On the street 
I ran into a teacher from the Institute. She asked me how we were doing. 
What finally happened? I answered, “Now we’re eating a cabinet!”

My god, what next? The secretary from the Tank College—Nina Dmitrievna, 
lively, resourceful, and so sympathetic—suddenly played a small role in our 
fate. Our housemate had a marvelous antique buffet that she had sold to Nina 
Dmitrievna at the beginning of the summer, when she was still planning to 
go to Omsk.

When our housemate left for work one day at the Tank College, around noon, 
Nina Dmitrievna and Uncle Misha suddenly appeared, Uncle Misha sitting on 
a horse-drawn cart. The two of them quickly and nimbly carried the buffet 
into the courtyard, and Uncle Misha drove it to Nina Dmitrievna’s place. I 
was rather taken aback. How could they do that without our landlady? ‘Well, 
the buffet has been mine for a while,” countered Nina Dmitrievna. “I paid her 
long ago, but Uncle Misha wasn’t available... Don’t hesitate. There’s some free 
space in the room now. Bring your bed in there and lie down on it. Tell her 
you’re ill, or you’ll end up with no place to live.” She left, and as soon as Nikita 
came home from the factory, he and I happily dragged the bed into the room, 
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set it up, and put sheets, blankets, and pillows on it. I also brought in our 
suitcase. Thus, I staked my claim, and it would now be hard to argue it. I had 
a worker son. We said as much to everyone: ‘Who are you?” 'We’re a worker’s 
family.” About two weeks later, Mariya Fyodorovna left for Omsk, and that 
chapter, such as it was, was finished.

A little more now about the MGB, as it was in those years, and about Gavrilov. 
After Igor Aleksandrovich’s arrest, I saw him just once in the entry lobby, 
where he asked me to come for the full inventory of the belongings they had 
seized. I got to the lobby first, and then repeatedly called on the 
aforementioned telephone adorning the wall to the right of the entrance. It 
was my only conduit and hope to find out my fate from the powers-that-be 
located in this large, stone, two-storied building, but finding out anything 
was a vain hope. The one, constant answer to my eternal question was: “In 
this case, unfortunately, I can’t tell you anything.”

I didn’t see Gavrilov anymore after that, but Tolmazov turned up regularly 
with various documents, rather than with responses to my appeals to Molotov 
or “President” Shvernik [of the Presidium of the Supreme Soviet; Nikolai 
Mikhailovich (1888-1970)]. Tolmazov was a decent, upright sort. (Now he was 
always in uniform, but at the arrest the three of them were in civilian clothes.) 
He clicked his heels in a dashing manner and with great politeness 
announced, “Unfortunately, we cannot say anything about this matter.”

The senior administrator in the MVD at this time was a Colonel Sadovnikov. I 
had never seen him in person, only heard Aleksandra Fyodorovna’s 
enthusiastic review of him. She marveled at his looks, his gallanet bearing, 
and his wife’s beauty. I can attest to the fact that Madame Sadovnikova was 
very alluring. I caught sight of her once in the lobby. It happened in the 
summer, soon after we moved to the new apartment. I was waiting my turn 
for an answer after having telephoned Gavrilov. I was on a narrow little bench 
along the wall and next to me was a young woman, plump, with a pale, puffy 
face, wearing a black dress, even though it was a hot day. A short time later, 
she jumped up and ran to the telephone, snatched up the handset, and asked 
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to speak with Colonel Sadovnikov. After lengthy conversations she was 
allowed to speak with him. She began to quicky and almost incoherently 
explain that she was very ill, that tomorrow she was going into hospital for a 
serious operation and the outcome could be fatal. “I beg you, beg you, 
Colonel, to allow me a ten-minute meeting with my father, since I may never 
see him again...” Her monologue, occasionally interrupted by short answers, 
went on for some time, several minutes. Finally, in complete despair, she 
began to loudly sob unashamedly and just repeated, "I implore you, my father 
is ill, a heart patient, I implore you,” but it was audibly clear to me and an old 
woman with a bag that Sadovikov had hung up the receiver so as not to waste 
his time. The woman fell onto the bench, sobbing aloud and wailing without 
restraint. Then she abruptly jumped up and maliciously cried out, “May they 
all be forever damned!” She ran out of the lobby into the bright July sun.

We sat quietly, the old woman and I. The time passed. Sometimes we had to 
wait a very long time there. They did that on purpose, to render the 
supplicants hopeless.

At that moment in the heavy quiet, a huge automobile clattered up and an 
elegant, young MVD officer nimbly leapt out from alongside the driver. He 
opened the door stylishly and took the arm of a young beauty exiting the car. 
She was a true beauty: tall, lithe, with an exquisitely colorful crepe de chine 
dress. She wore a broad-brimmed straw hat, what the English call a “picture 
hat.” In the dusty, grubby Ulyanovsk of that time, it was definitely less 
dangerous to travel by car than on foot in such an outfit.

She went to the telephone, took up the handset and said one word: 
“Sadovnikova.” The voice on the other end answered immediately, and within 
a second, she again spoke, “Misha, is that you?” Then, 'You know, they've 
brought me a fish—yes, yes, fresh. Well, it’s osetra, fairly Iarge...should I take 
it?” A pause. “Okay. Okay, I’ll take it.” A crackling on the line. The handset was 
put back, and she darted out to the street, leaving us with a sharp rush of 
luscious, expensive perfume (not Red Moscow or Silver Lily of the Valley).
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A Bit More About Ulyanovsk

Ulyanovsk was a terrible place in those years. Houses hadn’t been repaired for 
thirty years, and fencing lay for months on the pavement so one had to walk 
around them off the sidewalk and up to your ankles in the frequent puddles. 
On a lot of buildings, the balconies had fallen down, and a few just hung by a 
metal brace alongside the building and clanged in the wind. City 
maintenance was in full decline; for two or three weeks, whole blocks would 
be without water. More than once I had to melt a bucket of snow in the 
kitchen—and I got a quarter of a bucket of dirty, black water. Indeed, the 
whole area around the former Ilinskii Cathedral was buried in many 
centimeters of coal slag that had triumphantly piled up above the altar, 
spewing day and night from a twenty-five-meter pipe. At night flickers of 
sparks burned like fireworks on a festive day. A second pipe was below, right 
on the altar, a short little one, about a meter and a half, that opened its huge 
maw right into the courtyard’s entryway—a cul-de-sac behind the cathedral, 
where there was a row of small wooden houses. We lived in the house right 
across from the pipe. Every twenty minutes this pipe shook with a roar and a 
huge amount of hot ash flew forth. At first, I couldn’t fall asleep at night, 
waiting the whole time for when it would spew out again.

In the last house of our cul-de-sac lived Ekaterina Nikolaevna Ventser, a 
member of the old Simbirsk merchant family, the Volkovs. A little more about 
her in a while. In her courtyard there was a little house where a woman lived 
who made communion bread—in past times she had been a lady’s maid to 
Ekaterina Nikolevna’s mother. She had a fearsome personality and behaved 
with impunity, but every month she was brought a few bags of flour (where 
from?), and she had firewood stored all year long. Once in a while a defrocked 
priest came to visit this baker woman. I saw him several times in our cul-de- 
sac. He was dressed like an Ostrovskii merchant in Malyi Theater plays: dark 
blue trousers tucked into tall boots and a dark blue peasant’s coat with a belt 
over it [Aleksander Nikolaevich Ostrovskii (1823-1886, prolific playwright of the 
realistic period]. On his head was a peaked cloth cap, dark blue with a visor. His 
beard was long and grey, but his step was light and quick like that of a young 
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man. When he went to see the baker woman, he stopped in front of the 
former altar, at the ash pipe, and prayed for a long time, crossing himself, 
sighing, and quietly wailing. As he prayed, he took off his cap and suddenly 
looked like a priest.

And provisions? In actuality, there were two periods: up until 1950 it wasn’t 
too bad—in the stores there were a lot of fresh fish, various sausages, 
Ukrainian ones streaked with fat, and all kinds of candy. At the market there 
was a lot of meat, quality pork, and excellent vegetables—and potatoes. The 
most delicious potatoes I’ve ever eaten! However, the people were worn down 
by the war. They stood in endless lines to buy horrible liverwurst that even no 
cat would eat, and in the bazaar, where there was wonderful meat (about six 
to ten rubles per kilo), they occasionally allowed themselves to buy two or 
three hundred grams [seven to ten ounces} for the whole family, to make a 
“sauce” for the potatoes.

Beginning with an edict about “the lowering of goods prices,” all the cheaper, 
more available goods disappeared—forever. Going to the sausage shop to buy 
a doctors' sausage [similar to bologna] for the evening meal became a problem: 
the price wasn’t ten or twelve rubles but twenty to thirty! Why was this? Why 
was there no more cheap sausage? The answer was always the same: “The 
meat factory isn’t making that kind anymore.” 'Why not?” “Just because.” It 
was always difficult to get bread and flour. Lines for hours, and the black 
bread was often wet and heavy like a stone. Then we found out what it meant 
—there were provisions to buy, just not what we could afford. And everything 
we had bought in the commissary was not available after Igor Aleksandrovich 
disappeared.

I remember how in the autumn of 1950 before the October holidays, Nikita 
and I stood for six hours packed together like in a vise in a line that wound 
around like a snake for...a kilo of flour. We stuck it out and got a bag—thanks 
to Nikita. On my own I wouldn’t have spent the entire day standing in line for 
anything in that vile crowd. And war cripples prowled around us. Growling 
and cursing, they revealed their terrible stumps. Of course, they were allowed 

302



Four Thirds of Our Life

to jump the line. This spectacle somehow was on a par with Guernica—just as 
terrible and just as ugly.

But the bazaar was quite different, another world—a women’s world, 
primarily. Only seldom did an old man do business there, and one may truly 
say that a war ensued. The bazaar was then outside of the city, incidentally, 
next to Factory #650. To get there one had to cross a bridge over a ravine. 
(This ravine had fallen in on itself one night in the 1930s. It was wide and 
deep and was still used for a long time. There were several plans for covering 
it, but nothing ever happened!) Then one had to turn sharp to the left on the 
way to the bazaar, and there were always the same people, the same faces—I 
saw them for five years in a row in the same places. There was the boot 
cleaner, who went in the afternoon to the indoor market on Goncharovka 
Street. There was nowhere to buy shoe polish or brushes, and people willingly 
had their boots cleaned by this man with the extraordinary Asiatic face. To 
the question “And just who are you?” he answered precisely and confidently, 
“I am an Assyrian.” “And your wife?” “Also an Assyrian, and we write in 
Arabic, from right to left.” He had six children, and when in 1952, he also was 
arrested for “espionage” (he chatted a lot with people, appearing to clean 
shoes, but was spying!), the poor young things starved, and the mother spoke 
almost no Russian. (He was released in 1955 and “rehabilitated.”)

In a narrow stall to the left, always in the same place, a blind woman stood 
with a birdcage. In the cage, which was covered with a black dress, sat a 
parrot who for a ruble gave out a little piece of paper with a fortune on it. 
People didn’t mind the ruble, and many of them took the fortune. One did 
have to feel sorry for the blind woman, but it was interesting: suddenly 
something specific would be mentioned, happiness or...just wait for it and 
hope! The blind woman was rotund, around thirty or forty, her face marred 
by smallpox, and the two terrible eyeballs gave her an oracular appearance, 
and with that parrot... Two or three times I saw the police chase her off, “You 
have a pension, so you don’t need to stand here with a parrot. Go on.” But 
quickly a crowd gathered out of nowhere that sullenly but firmly protected 
the blind woman, sometimes even uttering the witticism “pigs.” The police 
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hesitated, then left.

An especially lively place in the bazaar was...the toilet! I was always struck by 
the complete disdain the Volga people had for this institution indispensable 
to all. To this day I can’t think of it without shuddering. It was always jammed 
full of people who, for whatever reason, and mainly they traded in there... 
what? Well, everything one couldn’t buy in the city—stockings, needles, 
thread, underwear. A major item here was bras, which were simply never 
available for sale.

Ear-shattering screaming rang out in the toilet—Tatar, Chuvash, and 
Russian blended together in a single communal language. Bras were torn 
from one another’s hands; shameless women tried them on, discarding their 
cotton blouses. In short, this was a club spawned by life itself. By the way, the 
police weren’t asleep on the job; they sometimes barged into this feminine 
hell and dispersed them all—but of course not for long.

The majority of Ulyanovsk residents had a wooden outhouse in their 
courtyard. In the later days of September, people went out into the street, 
stood in front of their houses, and...stood guard. Would the “Samsonikha” 
pass by? That’s what they called the Ulyanovsk sanitation wagon, after the 
surname of the president of that “institute,” Comrade Samsonova. It was said 
she was a nice, middle-aged woman who had spent the whole war at the front 
and earned combat medals. The wagon was a cart pulled by an ox, on which 
there was a barrel. A worker in a hooded oilcloth robe and tall over-the-knee 
boots drove the ox and cart. He had a pail and a scoop in his hands. A request 
for a cleaning was made at the housing department, and no one knew when 
the ox was coming. Since the Samsonikha brought only one barrel, begging 
and persuading the driver to come by one more time required a substantial 
bribe. News of the Samsonikha coming was passed from one house to 
another, so neighbors wouldn’t miss it. When Nikita and I lived on Soviet 
Street, the neighbors, Valerii Mikhailovich Mikhailov (the chair of the 
financial department of the City Soviet) and his wife, Mariya Alekseevna— 
people of some means—flatly refused to pay for the Samsonikha’s second 
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pass-by in our courtyard, and I had to do it from my pathetic stash of coins. 
For the next two years they completely refused to pay at all, saying that they 
didn’t “go into the courtyard” and noticing my surprise, explained that they 
had a “pail” in the hall.

Pre-revolutionary Simbirsk had had around forty thousand residents. The 
city was tidy, with little wooden bridges everywhere for the pedestrians, 
famous for its apples, the horse fair, artisan leather workers, and a series of 
wonderful mansions belonging to Simbirsk landowners, such wealthy and 
well-born families as the Ogarevs, Obolenskiis, Yazykovs, Orlovs, etc., who 
ruled large estates in this expansive region, as well as the local merchants. 
The shops had everything, and the great snitch himself, Nikolai Vasilievich 
Romanov, told me how he, returning from a job where he worked as a 
bookkeeper, had dropped into the Eliseevskii [department store] on 
Goncharovka in winter and bought a marvelous Duchess pear for his 
children.

Simbirsk was also a city of exiles. During the last two tsars’ reigns [1881-1894 
and 1894-1917] a fair number of both voluntary and involuntary settlers 
resided there. They kept to themselves and somehow managed to moderate 
their foolishness. [It’s unclear what she means here.]

Was there anything in Ulyanovsk one can now, thirty years later, recall 
without disgust and anger but with joy? First of all, there was the Crown 
Embankment and the view of the Volga, which was an entire kilometer wide 
there! The city stands on the high shore, 110 meters above the river, and that 
expanse, that spaciousness, the wetlands (which are gone now—they were 
flooded by the Ulyanovsk reservoir at the end of the 1950s). [She must mean the 
Kuybyshev Reservoir.] Whenever things overwhelmed me, I went to sit on a 
little bench on the embankment and always regained my equilibrium there. It 
was especially beautiful there at the end of July, when down below, to the 
right of the city, the grass in the wetland meadows was being mowed—it was 
so aromatic! The embankment itself, high above the Volga, hadn’t yet been 
affected by modern structures. The houses were still small and wooden with 
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carving and ornamentation. The sidewalks were bad, the roads even worse. 
However, there was a little park at the embankment entrance where there 
was a memorial to those soldiers who perished in the Second World War that 
had an excellent flower garden around it, tidy and sprinkled with red sand. 
One could take a rest there in this modest little garden away from the 
ugliness of the city and its dirt and billboards.

Next there was the “Book Palace.” It really was in a palace, built in the 
Corinthian style. It was one of the largest libraries in the Soviet provinces, the 
former residence of the Simbirsk governor. I made a lot of friends in there, 
first, of course, with the heads of the foreign department, three of them in 
five years, all of them decent, polite, good people. The first was on the older 
side—Olga Vasilievna Ogaryova—but she retired in a year. Mariya Vasilievna 
Lyubimova relaced her, although she didn’t know any foreign languages, so I 
helped her out on occasion. The third was Zoya, a young lady who spoke 
decent French and a little English and German, who ended up working there 
a long time. There were about ninety thousand books in the foreign 
department, most of them French, of course, but there were many English 
ones as well. These were all from Simbirsk nests of gentlefolk [a play on the 
title of the Ivan Turgenev novel A Nest of Gentlefolk (1859}]. For some reason they 
hadn’t all been burned. There were a lot of “Tauchnitz Edition” novels [a 
German publisher who distributed English-language literature in Europe], cheap 
books that were read in the sleeping car on the journey home from abroad. 
They had all the French classics and minor writers from the beginning of the 
century, such as Pierre Loti, Paul Bourget, and Claud Farrere. One time I 
stumbled across a complete collection of the magazine Illustration from its 
beginning in 1857 right up to 1916. Nikita and I brought them home—around 
forty or fifty issues—and read and admired them in the evenings. We used to 
have this magazine delivered to Kirochnaya [Street] every week!

The main French-language endowment came from the library of a wealthy 
Tatar who owned a weaving mill, and every book bore his ex libris. Until the 
war there had also been a lot of German books in the foreign department, 
some valuable, but during the war they were removed or just burned.
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V7hatever sad little German books left were for the most part textbooks or 
Schiller or Goethe—nothing more.

The director of the Book Palace in those years was a very efficient and 
energetic person who used to work there as a cleaner. Sometimes I stopped in 
at her office and we'd have a chat, always parting in friendship. She had a 
talent for administration and brilliantly chose the library staff members. All 
the library students at the Institute on Levoberezhnaya on the outskirts of 
Moscow dreamed of getting an internship at the Ulyanovsk Book Palace. The 
reading room was magnificent—huge and spacious with a high, stuccoed 
ceiling. I often went there to sit and look at a rare monograph about 
Armenian, Georgian, or Persian art—something absolutely outside my 
Ulyanovsk life. I had a rest, looking at the drawings and sometimes admiring 
the marvelous landscape painting outside the window—the embankment 
and the Volga!

Of course, there were some good, compassionate people in Ulyanovsk; if 
there hadn’t been, neither Nikita nor I would have survived those terrible five 
years. Best of all, these people were a bright spot in the harsh, inhospitable, 
messed-up Volga city of the Stalin era.

On Our Own

The second year of our solitude began, again badly, but Nikita and I did get 
our own little abode and miraculously shook off the hateful spying Romanov 
couple. We did have neighbors in the new place, who were much higher in the 
Soviet "ranks.” They didn’t actively harm us, but they did loathe us or, more 
specifically, looked down on us. What can I say about them? V.M. Mikhailov 
was an inspector of finance in the Municipal Executive Committee and 
generally took no notice of me, as if he didn’t even see me. His wife 
—“Saltychikha,” as everyone in town called her—was kind to me in the 
beginning; she likely thought that I still had some “Parisian things” and that 
she could perhaps acquire them cheap. [Saltychikha was the nickname of a 
notorious 18th-century noblewoman, Darya Nikolaevna Saltykova (1730-1801), who
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was a st'ic/L'ist and serial killer, ultimately convicted of 38 murders, she was imprisoned 
for life by Catherine the Great.] However, she soon turned her back on me and 
no longer spoke to me. Her daughter, Nina Valerievna, was married to the 
agronomist Vasilii Ivanovich. Her first husband had been an officer, who died 
in the first days of the war. She had her son, Oleg, a little boy around eleven, 
sweet and well brought up. Vasilii Ivanovich was twenty-five or thirty years 
older than his wife. He was a man of the old school and educated his stepson 
excellently, who in turn loved and obeyed him. Saltychikha’s older sister ran 
their household—an old spinster, Agrippina Alekseevna, hard-hearted and 
embittered, who lived there out of charity and was extremely frightened of 
her sister. All my issues, the nasty little wranglings regarding my cat, Vaska, 
or the unshoveled snow in the courtyard, the Samsonikha, and so forth, were 
all connected with her, the dried-up old Agrippina Alekseevna in her ever
present floor-length robe of some indeterminate color. In Ulyanovsk it was 
considered appropriate for old women to dress like that. Of course, though, 
more important questions sometimes came up. In the first two or three 
months of our life in the former kitchen-laundry room, the municipal Soviet 
tried twice to clumsily and openly evict me, employing some heavy-handed 
techniques. But I, baring my teeth like a hungry cur, defended myself as if I 
had no fear of the authorities at all—my fear was Nikita and I becoming 
homeless, and being resettled in a nearby kolkhoz [collective farm] was even 
worse. During this time, I well knew that I had to constantly respond with 
swearing, to speak fiercely, whoever was present, and go on the attack. 
“You've gone after the wrong person!!” or “I’m not the fool you think I am.”

I was constantly on guard. Every day I awaited a new blow from somewhere. I 
also began to smoke quite a lot then, nearly smoking myself to death!

The first attack happened very quickly, about three weeks after Mariya 
Fyodorovna left for Omsk. Someone, maybe in the Resettlement Dept., told 
me that it had been "decided” to sell small, unprofitable communal housing to 
the residents. Around eleven o’clock one morning there was a knock on the 
door. I looked out and saw a group of four men, at the head of which stood 
the Municipal Executive Committee head himself—somehow, I recognized 
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him. He tipped his felt cap and announced, “I’m here on business. You 
undoubtedly know that the dwelling is to be sold to the residents for a low 
price. This room is coming up for sale immediately. Do you want to buy it?” I 
was silent for rather a long time, and the municipal delegation watched me 
calmly.

“Well, now,” I answered this representative of the Ulyanovsk Municipal 
Executive Committee. “I might. It all depends on the price and the 
conditions.” Then some fragments of sense came randomly into my head. 
What else could I say? How could I fend them off? How could I avoid stupidly 
giving up our last refuge!

“Our price is ten thousand and an obligatory complete remodel,” said the 
representative. “Are you joking?! Who on earth would pay that price for this 
ruin? Take a look—the entire foundation has collapsed and there are huge 
cracks in the porch that alone will cost ten thousand!” “So how much are you 
proposing?” he asked, the whole group having come halfway into the kitchen 
and checking out the warped floor, the blackened stove, the split ceiling 
beams.

I spoke as calmly and evenly as possible. “Maybe three thousand, of course in 
installments, let’s say a thousand a year. I could agree to that.” He raised his 
hands. "You may propose this, but it’s almost the center of town. No, no. We 
have others who would love to buy it!”

Ah! So that’s it. I took a step forward and sharply changed my tone, almost 
screaming at him. “Aleksei Semyonovich, do not think I’m someone else. I 
will never accept this. I lived on Ryleev Street. They evicted me for no reason 
and drove me to Sviyaga, where it was terrifying to walk outside during the 
day, let alone at night! No, no. You apparently think you can push me and my 
son around like billiard balls pocket to pocket, but you’ll not succeed! My son 
works in a factory and studies at night school. You don’t want my offer—not a 
problem. I live here and you have no right to sell it to anyone else!”
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He was silent, as were his colleagues. Incidentally, I still hadn’t even heard 
their voices. He again tipped his cap and they all left, and the gate clicked 
shut. They never returned.

Things didn’t seem so bad, which I said after thirty years in Paris. Then it 
occurred to me that “they” were coming after me on purpose, specifically me, 
but that couldn’t be likely. Everywhere, in any USSR city in those years, a 
habitable room or any dwelling was the object of a relentless battle. (Not an 
apartment, of course. Only apparatchiks could dream of an actual 
apartment.)

The second attempt—this time also against the Mikhailovs—took place about 
two weeks later. V.M. Mikhailov was notified in the Municipal Executive 
Committee and later was served official papers that an archeological 
expedition was coming from Leningrad to Ulyanovsk and would spend an 
entire year there. They were requisitioning precisely the house where the 
Mikhailovs and I lived. My neighbors saw it was serious and joined together 
with me and quickly lodged a complaint with the procurator. We kept the 
doors and windows shut tight, also the courtyard gate. This turmoil lasted for 
several days and then suddenly ran out of steam. The archeological 
expedition never made it to Ulyanovsk, and we never heard another word 
about it.

The cold intensified. Right after Prokrov [First Winter, 1 October], I cleaned the 
three small windows in our place and stuffed the frames with rolls of cotton 
and thoroughly fixed them with strips of newspaper. At the same time, five 
cubic meters of firewood was delivered to our courtyard from the factory. We 
had to chop, split, and stack it. Nikita and I chopped a lot of it but not all. 
Neither he nor I could split it, and we had to hire some men. I myself stacked 
it. Nikita just didn’t have the time because of the factory and night school. 
That autumn I preserved onions. I had learned to braid them and hung them 
in the kitchen. I also bought Hercules [brand] oatmeal, since it was available 
in the shops only in autumn for two or three weeks.
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Please don't think that I was some kind of clever housewife. I learned all this 
from my dear neighbor in the next building, Ekaterina Nikolaevna Ventser. 
She had come knocking on the door and entered saying, “I've come to meet 
yo%%(., since we’re neighbors. Have you any objection?” She lived at the very end 
of our alley and strangely enough had managed to hold on to her own house, 
where she occupied two rooms and a kitchen, renting out the other rooms. 
Her two daughters lived with her, Irochka (Irodiada) and Marina. They were 
both still students. Marina was a shy, sweet-faced provincial girl. The older 
one, Irochka, was a beauty, a tall and statuesque blue-eyed blonde. She looked 
at everyone with scorn and superiority. Having graduated from the dairy 
farming institute in Kazan and received an assignment in Ulyanovsk, she 
joined the Party and since then had behaved strictly according to Party ways.

I had started going to visit Ekaterina Nikolaevna sometimes and soon 
noticed that Irochka was quite against this. By 1954, I simply avoided going 
there when she was at home. Ekaterina Nikolaevna, incidentally, came to my 
place almost every morning with two huge pails for water, since I had a 
faucet. To be fair, in winter it regularly froze, and we had to call a plumber to 
thaw it out. But it was still a luxury to have a faucet at home. The nearest 
pump that didn’t freeze was a kilometer away. Almost every morning, 
Ekaterina Nikolaevna came for water and soon started giving me thirty 
rubles every month. At first, I refused, but I had to acquiesce. Since this was a 
financial help for me, it was impossible to offend her with my refusal.

This friendship was thus the only event in the monotonous, sad, and vile life 
that was the first year in the new apartment. It wasn’t just that year—the 
entire dark time up until Stalin’s death it seemed that things were always 
inescapably hopeless, and every day dawned the same: how to survive this 
day, where to go, whom to beg for help? There was no answer. These years are 
confused in my memory, as if they were all just one long year. As Poprishchin 
wrote—“I don’t remember dates, and there wasn’t a year...” [Aksentii 
Poprishchin, first-person protagonist of Nikolai Gogol’s Diary of a Madman, 1835]

That autumn, however, Nikita and I decided on a memorable trip to see the 
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prosecutor at the Ulyanovsk Region MVD. The idea was Nikita’s, not mine. 
He knew far better than I did who was who and somehow knew it was 
possible to complain to the prosecutor without any special risk about his 
seniors both in uniform and plainclothes who a year ago had arrested his 
father for no reason. We had heard nothing the entire year. Where was he, 
and what was his sentence? Nikita convinced me to go, and we went to a very 
old building and made an appointment for the following day. When we 
arrived, we waited a short while in the lobby, before the secretary told us to go 
on in. We entered a huge office, where a general in uniform sat behind a 
table, very distinguished, a fine figure, by appearance a native Tatar, and his 
surname was Tatar—Murzayev. I answered his question about our business, 
saying it was already a year since my husband had been arrested by members 
of the MVD, and now, in spite of my efforts and inquiries, I hadn’t been able 
to find out anything about where he was, or even if he was alive. Murzayev, 
quiet for a bit, said, “In short, you want to know if your husband was here, 
under arrest, and now somewhere like a needle in a haystack?”

‘Well, I didn’t have that expression in mind, but you’ve actually said it right. 
He has indeed disappeared like a needle in a haystack.”

He stood up and was impressive, but not fat, with some stature, and 
approached a table in the middle of the office where there were two or three 
telephones. He dialed a number and said impressively, “Give me (the 
surname I don’t recall, unfortunately). Listen. I have here a citizen who has 
come with a complaint, Krivosheina Nina Alekseevna, who says she hasn’t 
known for a year where her husband is and what the charge is for him.” He 
hung up the receiver and turned to me. His chiseled face with its sharply 
drawn eyebrows showed a friendly expression, or did I just want to see him 
that way? Of all this kind of people, he seemed to me the most regular, not an 
evil automaton.

I stood up. “I thank you. Does this mean I might hope for an answer?” “You 
may, and very soon.” When we got home, we were terrified—God, what if 
“they” start torturing us?
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Within a week, MVD employee Davydov came to see us one morning. I had 
known him before—he was one of the most repellent of them. He said hello 
and clicked his heels. “How may I help you?” “I brought you your husband’s 
sentence and a post office box number.” Then, “What is your complaint? I 
already brought you this information and you say you don’t know anything!”

“No, no, today is the first time you’ve brought me this. That I do know. There 
was nothing earlier.” Davydov insisted, “Not at all. I came here myself and 
you weren’t home. I pushed it under the hall door.” I didn’t relent. “You are 
lying. Do you really just slip such documentation under a door? They are 
transferred by hand, like now. You have come, and now everything’s in 
order.” He was upset and bowed and left. My husband’s sentence 
—“deprivation of freedom for ten years.”

I felt utterly helpless. I knew this was bad, a lower and lower decline! I still 
had to maintain the rhythm of our daily life, so Nikita could feel we were 
living normally, that we had some opportunities to keep living, until...what, 
exactly? From Maina, Grandpa Aleksandr Ivanovich Ugrimov sent us four 
bags of potatoes, around eighty kilos, from the agricultural research facility 
where he worked. In the middle of our room there was a metal hatch in the 
floor with a cellar below. At first, we had kept the bags in the kitchen between 
the window and the Russian stove, but in the middle of December I saw that 
there were a lot of frozen potatoes, and the two of us dragged out the 
untouched potatoes and poured them into the cellar, which was quite deep. 
Of course, we had no ladder. I jumped down there and Nikita dropped them 
onto my head and feet. I scattered about ten or twelve heads of cabbage over 
them in hopes of preserving them. This was, of course, just a guess—I’d never 
done anything like this before in my life.

In the mornings, I woke up Nikita in the dark. He would fall back onto the 
bed like a sack. I would shove him about, pull on his arms, his hair, because if 
he was late for the factory even by a minute, he was liable for two years in a 
camp. Finally, he would get dressed, drink some hot herb tea with a bite of 
sticky black bread (sometimes I would spread it with margarine, if I had 
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managed, to get some), and left the house, staggering from lack of sleep.

That whole winter we froze terribly in our ten-meter room, with its two cots, 
a wobbly table and chair, and the footstool acquired from the commissary. In 
the kitchen were the two baskets, now almost empty, and two suitcases. This 
was all we owned. The window curtains were gauze, which I got from a 
friendly pharmacy. In the hall there were two shelves for keeping vegetables 
in the winter. This was only half the problem, since the cold that winter in the 
former kitchen was unbearable. In January and February, it was often 5-6C 
[she must mean -5/6C, which is -6F], Finally, I couldn’t bear it and kept my 
overcoat on and put on some valenki. It got to the point that for a few weeks 
in a row I just slept in my overcoat, discarding only the valenki. Of course, I 
wore a warm shawl over my head. Nikita bore the cold at home more easily. 
At the lathe in the factory workshop, he was warm in his padded jacket, and 
in the evening the school was well heated. So how did we get by, what money 
did we have and from where? Nikita’s 250 rubles just couldn’t suffice. I really 
don’t know. I don’t remember any of that. I do recall certain facts—how one 
time at the bazaar I thought it had been two months since Nikita had eaten 
any meat. I quickly approached the butcher and hastily, so as not to change 
my mind, bought a beautiful minced cutlet. Nikita got home from the factory 
and sat at the table, whereupon I brought him the cutlet with some fried 
potatoes. He was dumbstruck and then asked, “Mama, is this really meat?” "It 
is. Eat it. It’s good pork, like you’ve not had for a long time.” He sat a moment, 
covered his face with his hands, and started crying long and loud. The cutlet 
grew cold... Then he ate it, drank some tea, fell into bed, and he slept until 
evening, as if exhausted from a surfeit of food.

There was at least something positive in these meager times—the transfer to 
the Evening School for Young Workers (I’ve already mentioned this). An 
unexpected atmosphere of mutual solidarity reigned there—no one was ever 
“after” anyone. They all just had to study. Director Filippov and all the 
teachers tried to help the students—since they arrived tired, some hungry, 
like Nikita. It turned out that several of them were “fatherless.” In short, they 
all had come there out of needing to learn and were determined to get 
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through these three difficult years of simultaneous work and study. Since 
Nikita was still under sixteen years old, he was an apprentice at the factory 
and not allowed to be assigned a night shift. But when he did get to work at 
night, he slept in the day and did his lessons and went to school in the 
evening. He felt like giving up, not going to school or the factory, just to get 
some sleep.

After my unsuccessful time as an office security guard, I tried to get myself a 
regular job. I was well received everywhere right away, but after two days I 
would get the same response: "We’re sorry, but the spot is filled.” That winter 
Zolinova again summoned me to the Resettlement Department and offered 
me the night security job. At first I didn’t understand what was going on. 
Night duty in a sheepskin coat with a shotgun? Where was this? It turned out 
she was proposing I guard the largest Ulyanovsk department store, in the 
former German church, huge and ugly.

I took a while to answer, feeling that my grave was being dug, then stated 
that I would rather die from hunger in my bed than have hooligans stab me at 
night in the freezing cold. I added, “I can’t wear that coat. It’s too big and 
heavy. And it’s full office, I know well enough!”

A few days later there was a knock, and I opened the door. There was the 
chief inspector of the Resettlement Dept., someone less pleasant than the 
other one. ‘What’s the matter?” she sat at my wobbly little table and pulled out 
some document. “Look here. You’ve refused for days the offer of labor 
(specifically “labor” not work, as Zolinova had said), so, please, sign here.” She 
shoved the paper at me.

I pushed her hand away rather sharply. “No, no, you can’t persuade me that 
you think I don’t understand that then you’ll offer me "labor” somewhere on a 
collective farm. No, that’s not going to happen.” She left, saying nothing, and 
I sat on a chair for a long time, drained.

The poor old woman, much older than I, who went to guard the store in the 
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church -was attacked and wounded with knives by some youths who then took 
her keys and robbed the place.

In the spring I sold my last dress, which had escaped the inventory, at the flea 
market. I did so painfully, getting but half its worth. Thus went a completely 
new Parisian summer dress, a beautiful one, with a little purse of shagreen 
leather. Nothing else was left. In May, I unexpectedly received a package from 
Igor Aleksandrovich’s cousin in Berlin: a wool sweater and two hundred 
rubles! How she found out about us, I don’t know. It makes no sense. Both 
she and her husband, Grigorii Erastovich Tulubyov, were expelled from 
France in 1951 (because of their Soviet passports—a Cold War consequence), 
but they weren’t allowed into the USSR, and were both well set up with the 
Soviet stores in Berlin. The sweater was an excruciating shade of lilac, but it 
was wool, and I sold it that very day. We were living again!

In July, Nikita turned sixteen, and he almost immediately left with a factory 
group for the harvest at a nearby collective farm. I went through the housing 
department to hire a man to overhaul our stove. Just the thought of living a 
second winter in such cold was terrible. The housing department paid half 
the cost of the overhaul. The stove man, Grisha, was a wonderful artisan, who 
had managed to get away from the collective farm and register in the city, 
and he had recently got his wife out as well. He worked fast, with aptitude. In 
two days, the old stove was taken apart, all the bricks on the floor. Grisha said, 
“If you take everything out onto the street, I’ll work there, since we don’t have 
to clean up the sidewalk.” Nikita was quite ill then, having come back at the 
beginning of August from the collective farm with a terrible case of 
dysentery. The hospital sent an ambulance for him, but he resisted, flinging 
himself into a corner and shouting, "I won’t go. I won’t. I’m afraid of the 
hospital!” His lips were blue, his face yellow, and he was shaking on his feet. 
“Come on, young fellow, don’t be a fool,” said the nurse. “You know there’s an 
epidemic in the region? Or else I’ll come back with the police!” I persuaded 
him with difficulty. A day later I went to check on him. A doctor came out into 
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the hospital garden and said that Nikita was unable to stand and had a high 
fever5 so I couldn't go into the dormitory. “Come back in two days.” Nikita 
himself came tottering toward me after those two days, pale and a little 
better. In the afternoon I put all our stove bricks into a bag and hauled them 
out into the yard. In short, there was little time to ruminate on things and 
worry.

I ran into someone on the street soon after we moved. I was walking along, 
not looking up at anyone, and ran into a middle-aged teacher from the 
Pedagogical Institute. We stopped and talked a bit. Then she suddenly said, 
apparently embarrassed, “Tell me, Nina Alekseevna, how are you doing? How 
are things?” I responded, ‘Well, poorly...” ‘What are you eating?” ‘Well, now, 
nothing. We’ve used up everything in our cupboard.” She was quiet, 
apparently not understanding right away. “But you have money?” I answered 
honestly, “No, no more money.” "Not at all?” She nervously opened her 
handbag and rooted around in it, finding three rubles in all. “My god, I had 
more, and now I don’t. But may I at least offer you these three rubles?” We 
both were silent, then I extended my hand and answered, “Yes, yes, of course 
you may. Thank you.” She gave me the three and we parted ways.

I went on along Goncharovka, crowded with people. Most likely, something 
had been “put out” at the grocery store. Someone grabbed my arm, “Hello, 
hello!” It was Zinaida Vasilievna. I had known her when we were on Ryleev 
Street. She lived opposite us with her sister, both teachers at the technical 
college. She spoke to me quietly and hastily, “Go to that corner, turn, and 
pretend that you’ve only just caught sight of me.” No one in the crowd was 
looking at us. I crossed to the other corner, turned around, and loudly 
exclaimed while approaching her, “Ah, Zinaida Vasilievna! How are you? I’m 
so glad to see you!” She gave me her hand and a firm shake-hand [in English in 
the original], slipping into my palm a twenty-five-ruble note! At first, I didn’t 
understand—how could she have known it would be taboo to help me in 
other peoples' presence?

That evening I had a serious argument with myself—how were we living?
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What was going on that I had to accept charity on the street, like beggars on a 
porich. I saw that it was imperative I get some kind of help, because otherwise 
I hadn’t any access to anything. It was turning out that humility and 
destitution always go hand in hand. From that night forward, I hid my pride 
and snobbery; I even decided that were it not for Nikita and his hungry, 
angry youthfulness, it would be okay to have just a bed, a table, a chair, and 
two empty baskets and live a long time surprisingly easily!

Come autumn, I was walking across a bridge, and there was a peasant with a 
scale to one side. It cost fifty kopecks to weigh oneself. I stood on the scale, 
interested. It had been two years since I knew my weight. It turned out to be 
thirty-eight kilos [eighty-four pounds], including my wool suit and the walking 
shoes I still had from Paris. That meant, I was really only thirty-six kilos 
[seventy-nine pounds], nearly a Buchenwald prisoner! And if it goes any lower, 
will I suddenly fall down and not get up? A marvelous, clear autumn day, and 
I was cold and terrified. I could barely see myself.

Autumn 1951. It’s true we were supplied our firewood by the factory, but we 
had no money. There was nowhere to get any, and I had gotten permission 
through that Muravyov at the MVD to sell the wool fabric for my husband’s 
suit that had been inventoried at his arrest. It hadn’t been in storage for very 
long, and I sold it through Aleksandra Fyodorovna Romanova. She had 
resumed coming to see me again—for her work or just hoping I still had 
something to sell that she could scrounge from me?

Nikita was stern with me. “Buy a typewriter with this money and you can type 
dissertations. We’re perishing, selling first one thing, then another, now this 
fabric, and then what?” ‘Well, I still have my fur coat.” We argued half the 
night, and I came to understand that Nikita was no less alarmed than I was, 
terrified that he might not graduate. “Then what, Mama, what?” The 
following day I went to the office at the Pedagogical Institute, to the nice 
secretary Tregubova. She shook her head—if only it was possible. A 
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typewriter required permission (which I didn’t know), and many in town had 
captured ones—from Germany. “Listen,” she added. "Go see Professor 
Lyubishchev’s wife. She’s a typist and stenographer and types all her 
husband’s things. She can advise you better.” I was embarrassed because it 
was awkward, but Tregubova said, “Come on, they’re good people. And tell 
them I sent you.”

So I went. It wasn’t far, to another pedagogical institute. Before 1917, it held a 
diocesan office, and now downstairs there was a huge student cafeteria and 
upstairs a library, next to which was the door to Lyubishchev’s apartment. 
The Ulyanovsk regional Cheka was housed here for many long years.

A middle-aged woman opened the door, but Olga Petrovna Lyubishcheva 
herself came out right away—full-figured, dressed in a elegant house coat, 
looking to be around fifty years old. She had a precise manner and she spoke 
with a Petersburg lisp. I quickly overcame my embarrassment and explained 
why I had come. She was clearly surprised but soon understand what I was 
asking. She advised against buying a typewriter. It was just a bad idea. “But 
you type?” I asked. “Well,” she answered, “I’m a professor’s wife, and he is the 
head of a department, so it’s quite normal that I type his and his students’ 
work. I have a typewriter acquired at the front. By the way, you’ll never 
manage to buy one.”

Taking my leave, I thanked her for her advice. "Forgive me for bothering you.” 
She escorted me to the door and suddenly asked, “Forgive me, but what is 
your name? I didn’t catch it.” "I’m Nina Alekseevna Krivosheina.” "Oh, Lord!” 
And with that exclamation I went home with a heavy heart. No, we had no 
way out. The thought became clearer, and had come to me more than once, 
that I had to throw myself into the Volga, tied with a rock, so there would be 
no struggle with the icy water, so it would go faster... But what about Nikita? I 
had to wait a little more or he would freeze to death, even if not in an ice hole. 
Or maybe we go together? No, I don’t have that right. Somehow Nikita will 
carry on alone...
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That evening I told Nikita everything. He was in total despair but mostly 
chastised me. “Mama, how could you go to see these strange people 
uninvited? It’s terrible—what have we come to!” Imagine such proprieties. 
But it was also hard to gradually slide downhill. The next morning, I had a 
visitor—a rotund person, unknown to me, middle-aged, round-faced, and 
decently dressed, with the eternal grey Soviet beret and a dark blue overcoat. 
Tm here about lessons—you give French and English lessons?” Aha, is this 
some finance inspector trick? I didn’t fall for it—no, no it’s a mistake, no 
lessons here. She stood there with persistence. Her grey eyes were so gentle. 
Indeed, her round face suddenly seemed such a kind one. “Excuse me,” I said. 
“Who are you?” “Aleksandr Aleksandrovich Lyubishchev’s sister. You were at 
our place yesterday and didn’t notice me. I’ve brought you a hundred rubles, 
from Olenka, my brother’s wife, payment for future French lessons...” And she 
fell silent.

‘What lessons? We didn’t discuss that yesterday, so what’s the money for?” 
She shoved the hundred into my hand and finished up with, “Take it, take it. 
Or Olenka will be offended. Oh, I nearly forgot. Come see us tomorrow, on 
Sunday, have some lunch. Come at two. We’re all expecting you. That’s done. 
Till tomorrow.” And she quickly left.

The following day I entered the familiar hallway and climbed the ancient 
cast-iron staircase, but I didn’t go in the door on the right (which I knew well. 
In there were the two librarians, longtime friends. In our second year, they 
gave me all the textbooks for Nikita, and I would translate the titles and 
footnotes for the foreign-language books.) This time I rang at the door where 
yesterday I was “uninvited,” and right away upon entering, I became 
acquainted with the Lyubishchevs. They were waiting for me, the table laid. 
The woman who visited me yesterday came out of the kitchen, Lyubov 
Aleksandrovna.

It was so simple, so pleasant to be sitting again in a convivial way, chatting 
with people who thought as I did, being in a real apartment. The people were 
wonderful, each in their own way. I saw that they knew everything about us.
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Aleksandr Aleksandrovich even recalled that yesterday evening he had 
"accidentally” run into Nadezhda Yakovlevna. "Are you two acquainted?" 
"How, how so...and? We seldom see one another now. That was when I was 
working in the Pedagogical Institute...”

My acquaintance, and friendship [these two concepts are quite distinct in the 
Russian culture], with the Lyubishchevs didn't happen right away. The first 
time they took a closer look at me, did they realize that this was a wounded 
bird who had flown in the window without knocking? Well, it was 
understandable. Any other way was impossible, given the times. And I? I had 
a hard time connecting with people, even if we went way back. I trusted my 
own lifelong sense: create precisely and clearly for myself my own opinion 
about someone new from the first handshake. I believed I had never deceived 
myself. All the Lyubishchevs were immediately appealing, and the friendship 
soon felt natural. Although I had come involuntarily to their house, in time it 
came to seem a special event, almost preternatural. I dropped anchor there, 
and my fate slowly, almost grudgingly, changed, as if it wanted to be a bit 
more merciful...

I would like to write in detail about Aleksandr Aleksandrovich and try to 
recreate his character. He was so friendly, so special! Occasionally funny and 
merry, he readily played the oddball. He loved to come across as quite 
uncomplicated; then suddenly he would catch fire and argue, fearsomely 
speaking out—completely transformed. He worked assiduously. It was the 
fundamental core of his entire life, and he vehemently defended his science.*

*see Journal of the Russian Christian Movement 133, 1980, N. Krivosheina, “Unexpected 

Meetings in Ulyanovsk.” [footnote in 2017 edition]

Sometimes Aleksandr Aleksandrovich would ask me about everything I had 
seen and lived through in twenty-five years of emigration, a thing he knew 
nothing of. He was interested in it all: the people, the cities, the travels, 
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especial 1 y the war and Igor Aleksandrovich’s membership in the French 
Resistance, my visits to the Gestapo, occupied Paris and its liberation. He 
listened attentively and absorbed the Berdyaev lectures, Mother Maria, and 
the Diaghilev Ballet. It pleased me to tell him about our Paris life, my father, 
and much of what I have recalled in these notes.

At the Lyubishchevs’ I often saw Nadezhda Yakovlevna. Sometimes she and I 
went to the banya together—we could talk in peace there. We took a room, 
fortunately with a tub, where I had a bath after lining the tub with a clean 
sheet, like in old French drawings! It hadn’t ever occurred to me to have a 
wash like that sitting on a bench! In addition to Nadezhda Yakovlevna, the 
Lyubishchevs had a number of dear friends with whom I became acquainted, 
and thus I fell into a circle of educated people. Having met me at the 
Lyubishchevs’, they treated me quite well. However, none of them ever came 
to my kitchen.

In late autumn, Nikita went to Moscow with the intention of getting a 
meeting with Igor Aleksandrovich. He got a little money from his factory 
friends and spent the night in Moscow with Igor Aleksandrovich’s cousin, 
Gennadii Timofeevich Karpov—one of the fifty cousins and nephews of 
Mariya Fyodorovna Morozovaya. He was a musician and taught at the 
Dunayev Music school. He married late, to a provincial actress—his daughter 
Masha was then five years old. In youth he was a Tishenets" [a 
“disenfranchised,” as of 1918, including the clergy, former royals, private 
entrepreneurs, those who employed servants, the mentally ill, etc., leaving voting rights 
and electability to the working class] and wasn’t able to actually graduate. His 
father, Timofei Gennadievich, who died in exile at the beginning of the 
revolution, lived in complete terror of everything, so he delighted in and 
praised everything—it was his existential principle. Little by little, he became 
an alcoholic. That, apparently, made it easier. Of all the widespread relatives 
Igor Aleksandrovich had living then in Moscow, he alone opened his door to 
us, and Nikita went to him in his search for Igor Aleksandrovich. In the 
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winter of 1949, Igor Aleksandrovich had been in Moscow on business and 
stayed with Gennadii. At that time, the Ministry of Electrical Engineering 
accepted him enthusiastically, praised his work, and promised that soon, 
soon they would transfer him to Moscow. But things turned out differently. 
Igor Aleksandrovich never made it to Moscow but did turn up in the well- 
known Marfino on Moscow’s outskirts, which A. Solzhenitsyn described in 
his novel In the First Circle.

As soon as he got there, he wrote and gave us his address: Box 68, Moscow 
Post Office. Nikita went to go see him and arrange a meeting with his father. 
After several days of ordeal and various appointments Nikita received 
permission for a meeting, which he wrote to me about right away. That 
evening I went out to post a letter to him and stop in to see the Lyubishchevs. 
I told them everything and then hurried to leave, when Aleksandr 
Aleksandrovich stopped me and exclaimed, “Does the surname Beklemishev 
mean anything to you?” “Well, they’re best friends with all the Krivosheins, 
especially Igor Aleksandrovich’s older brothers, Oleg and Vasya. For many 
years they lived in a neighboring dacha at Lososno, outside of Grodno.” “Give 
me the letter. I’ll write that it’s from Nikita so he can go meet them. Vladimir 
Nikolaevich will be so glad!” He quickly scribbled on the letter, and I ran off to 
post it. I think my answer was important—after all, before this the 
Lyubishchevs weren’t really sure who Igor Aleksandrovich’s father was and 
exactly who we were.

The day before he left Moscow, Nikita managed to visit the Beklemishevs. He 
returned full of stories about the Kuznetskii Bridge, where the MVD offices 
were then located, and about the Butyrka [prison], where the meeting took 
place. He said his father didn’t look bad and didn’t need any packages. The 
meeting was in a special room, where they sat at a table. Of course, a prison 
screw was also right there.

Soon after the New Year, Olga Petrovna asked me to become a reader for two 
blind students at the Pedagogical Institute. They both were in the history 
department, under the tutelage of Amusin [Iosif Davidovich Amusin (1910-1984) 
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historian specializing in Hebraist studies and the Dead Sea manuscripts]. Out of 
their especially meager stipend, they paid two hundred rubles a month, and 
the work was terribly tedious. They came no fewer than five times a week, and 
often I read to them from six in the afternoon till midnight, and during 
exams it was quite a bit more. Night didn’t exist for them!

Nastya was Siberian, the daughter of a driver in a large factory. I don’t know 
when she became blind, maybe around six years old. Her entire face was 
pockmarked, one eye was closed up and the other wide open with a huge 
white orb. Of course, she suffered in her wretchedness. She hadn’t learned to 
walk on her own and even in my little room she needed an arm to lead her to 
the table. On the other hand, she was smart as a whip. She had a brilliant 
memory and understood everything right off the bat. Literally everything 
interested her. When she was a child, her father took her to Odessa to the 
famous [Dr] Filatov, but even he could do nothing for her. However, there was 
still some remnant of sight in the open eye. When the electricity switched on, 
she would notice right away, while Kostya couldn’t even see that.

Kostya was local, from Ulyanovsk. His father worked at the Volodarskii 
factory on the far side of the river, and they lived in government housing. 
Along with Kostya there were five other children, the youngest of which was 
two years old. It’s worth relating how he became blind. His mother was the 
wife of the younger son of a large peasant family. They all lived together. The 
wives of the two older sons (somehow, they are always evil both in fairy tales 
and in life), mistreated and oppressed her. Kostya was a year and a half old 
when there was a thunderstorm at the end of June and a window on the 
staircase was blown open. The older sister-in-law ordered her to clean up the 
broken glass and wash the stairs. “Will you take the little one? I can’t do that 
with him here.” “It’s no problem. You can handle him,” she answered rudely 
and went on upstairs. Shura—Kostya’s mother—got some rags, a mop, and a 
pail of water and began to clean up. Kostya started scrambling up the 
staircase, stumbled, and fell down onto his face. A long shard of the broken 
window was jammed into his right hand. He fell on that hand and the shard 
cut into his right eye. Shura sobbed and the sisters-in-law shouted and 
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reproached her, but things later calmed down. September came along, and 
Shura went into the garden to gather tomatoes for pickling. Kostya had a 
small folding chair, and she sat him on it not far from her. Suddenly a five- 
year-old boy from a neighboring garden skipped in and started jumping 
around little Kostya, dancing and shouting, "Cripple! Eyeless freak!” 
Everything he had heard at home from his elders. He jumped at Kostya with a 
sharp stick in his hand used for tying up tomatoes. Suddenly he threw 
himself forward with the shout, “That's for you, for you!” and gouged at 
Kostya's healthy eye with all his might.

When Shura told me this story, she always cried. How could a strong, healthy 
boy go blind like this in one summer? Why? There was no answer. At the 
holidays, coming home from church, Shura would go to a canteen, then 
another—no one drank at their house, her husband not allowing it. But when 
she was alone in town...it was hard for her to resist.

My reading to the blind students continued until 1954, except, of course, 
during the summer vacation. Nastya could write in Braille surprisingly ably, 
and once she did that, she had it memorized. In her third year, her work was 
on the theme of “Economic Life in Greece According to the Works of 
Xenophon,” “On the Punic Wars,” and “The Retreat of the Ten Thousand.” 
Thus I got to know Xenophon thoroughly, having twice read all his works 
aloud to Nastya! Her presentation of her work was attended by a full 
audience, and of course Amusin and Lyubishchev. Poor Nastya trembled so 
much with nervousness that she had to clutch the table with her hands to 
start the presentation. She undoubtedly could have been a talented historian, 
but who could help her progress and work? One time the second winter we 
were working together, Nastya complained that her head hurt terribly, and 
she was nauseous. I quickly sent them back to their dormitory so Kostya 
could summon an ambulance.

They took her to the hospital. That night her open eye ruptured and also 
closed up. Nastya was in despair and wanted to kill herself. I called for 
Amusin, who was terribly upset. I also went to the dormitory to see the girls 
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she shared her small room with. Kostya, of course, stayed with her 
unceasingly. Kostya wasn’t very complex, but then he had never known the 
light and the sun. He wasn’t angry or broken, and he carried his fate more 
li(%3%litly. He walked with a slim, white cane, never letting it touch the ground. 
It stretched out in front of him, like an antenna. Never once did he falter or 
bang into anyone on the street. He seemed to walk better than sighted people. 
I read to Nastya much more than to him, and then he would go to the 
courtyard and chop my firewood, splitting it accurately, with precision to a 
millimeter, into four pieces. He would repair my electric stove, which he was 
expert at. From time to time, I would pause during the reading for fifteen or 
twenty minutes so they could have a break, and I would read them something 
entertaining. What did they like? Well, they didn’t like The Twelve Chairs at all 
and didn’t laugh. That era was simply unknown to them. Even worse was our 
foray into the plays of Kozma Prutkov—an unintelligible language. Then the 
unexpectedly happy novels of The Decameron sincerely amused them. Kostya 
laughed aloud, slapped his thighs, and choked. Some of these novels I read to 
them twice. Best of all, truly, they liked the old French fairy tales. I had 
happened to acquire a little book of them published by Bibliotheque Rose 
from Ekaterina Nikolaevna, which I read to them, translating directly from 
the text. They both were stock still, asking questions and debating: was it 
really possible, what kind of castle—a big one? stone? And why didn’t the 
princess understand right away that he loved her, that he was good?! Best of 
all they liked the tale of the White Cat ("La Chatte blanche"). Undoubtedly, 
they remembered it by heart their whole lives. Sometimes they would visit me 
on a Sunday afternoon to listen to the radio, especially when there was the 
classic broadcast of The Glass of Water by [Eugene] Scribe from the Malyi 
Theater, recorded many years before.

They were terribly suspicious, listening closely to everything. It took a while 
for me to earn their complete trust, to the point where during the winter 
Nastya began leaving in the hall packets of provisions from Siberia, from her 
parents. They both smoked a little, which is rare for the blind, since they 
lacked all the ceremony of smoking and didn’t see even the tiny flare of the 
match. Kostya was somewhat chatty and said to me every day, “Nina 
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Alekseevna, I must tell you I had a dream last night! A marvelous one!” How 
could he know what the shapes were? He never could tell me satisfactorily 
about those dreams.

When they finished their studies at the Pedagogical Institute, Kostya and 
Nastya were married. At first, they were assigned to a large village in the 
Ulyanovsk region, but soon they were transferred back to the city, and they 
settled in with Kostya's family—without supervision and care they couldn’t 
make it through the day! For many years they sent me sweet letters, both 
having learned to handwrite in large block print. They taught ancient history 
in the local middle school in the Volodarskii region. Of course, there were 
always other teachers in those classes, otherwise the class would be playing 
tic-tac-toe or the goose game, so the students responded well—two or three 
students prepping their lessons in turn.

Nastya and Kostya had four sons, all with excellent sight, and they all lived 
happily together.

In the spring of 1952, I “filled in” at the Sverdlovsk Municipal Garden and 
worked the whole summer as a cashier at the amusement rides. There were 
giant steps, a funny house (with a hall of mirrors), billiards, and a shooting 
gallery. I arrived at six in the evening, got the book of tickets from the senior 
cashier, and sat down in the booth at the little window. I got home after 
midnight, after a security guard came for the night’s take, surrounded by 
armed guards. After that, it was scary running home on my own! There was 
still nothing in the huge Lenin Square—at both ends there were mounted 
police, but when one turned out of the square into the empty, silent street, 
one’s bravery failed immediately. There were ten minutes to walk and 
suddenly—footsteps behind, and it was hard not to run. But I didn’t let 
myself and went on at a steady pace. Other than my key and a headscarf, I 
never had anything, but the rabble didn’t know that. It was worst in our dark 
cul-de-sac, which was lit only by the streetlamp in the courtyard of the KIM
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[Communist Youth International] workshop in the former Ilinskaya Church— 
once one opened the gate, there was illumination—and here my friend Vaska 
would spring up with a loud greeting. He often waited for me at the entrance, 
and he and I would go together to my room—which I unlocked quickly. Vaska 
would launch himself at his dish, which always had fresh water in it for him, 
and daintily lap it up.

The Sverdlov Culture Park

That was the official name of this park, an old one, which went down in 
terraces to the Volga and had benches, gazebos, ancient boulders, and 
notorious dance floors where sudden, fierce conflicts broke out between the 
First Tank College students and the future pilots from the Aviation School.

The park director was formerly the director of the Puppet Theater. I knew 
him a little—Dr Provalskii’s wife was in charge of design in the theater, and I 
sometimes stopped in there to see her. Just before the park opened, its 
cashier fell ill, and Provalskii asked his wife to see whether I would fill in until 
she was out of the hospital. The park opening was scheduled for i May, and 
till then the employees and the security guards were supposed to come in the 
mornings to shovel the paths and clean up the gazebos. I came as well for 
what turned out to be heavy physical work: pulling weeds and shoveling 
gravel onto the half-frozen paths. I tried to do it like everyone else; the deputy 
director, a young and very spiteful fellow, supervised me, his hands shoved 
into his trousers. I saw right away that he was the real director, solid in his 
role, as was his wife. On the third morning I suffered sharp chest pains—the 
whole morning I had to bend over, pulling baskets of turf and righting 
tipped-over benches. The deputy director was watching, sighed, and said, 
“You should go home. You can see this isn’t a job for you. Come back on the 
thirtieth.” I got myself home with some difficulty and took some Validol. That 
was a really hard summer. Nikita had left the factory by the first of January 
and was spending entire days cramming for his exit exams. He was 
determined to get back to Moscow and try to be accepted into the history 
department. I tried to persuade him in any way I could that it would be better 
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to just try for any acceptance, not just history—no one would approve his 
acceptance there. I made his lunch in the morning and then went off to the 
park. My state of affairs was pretty bad; I was smoking more and more and 
ealti.n!^’; less. I was in terror of being left all alone. The park was ready, with 
huge canvases with slogans hung about. I went to the opening on the first of 
May a little early. The propagandist was in the office, her arms spread out, 
obsequiously showing the director the inscriptions she had chosen. “Here, to 
the right of the entry, we’ll have the words of Comrade Kaganovich, and to the 
left, Comrade Beria’s speech. I do hope you approve? This is the final draft!” 
The director bellowed approvingly, and some strapping youths carried the 
slogan banners off to be hung around the entry. I had to laugh at these futile 
efforts of love. That morning the temperature was +1 [33F], and by noon it had 
dropped to -2 [28F]. A little snow was falling that later just intensified. But an 
opening is an opening—everyone was in place, the sentries, the cleaners, the 
cashiers at the entry. Down the main street on both sides mighty lilac bushes 
were growing, and the concessions were open: four kiosks with vodka and 
snacks, a restaurant in the middle of the park selling wonderful Melekesskii 
beer [from an area on the northeast side of the Volga in the Ulyanovsk region], and I, 
a servant of God, having got a little booklet of detachable tickets from the 
office, climbed into my booth near the shooting gallery and froze there—the 
cold in the booth was unbearable, and I wrapped myself up, of course to no 
avail. The manager came along with rifles and ammunition for the shooting 
gallery, a glum fellow, by the way, whom I had made friends with. Lovely 
blonde Valya, who was around thirty, ran up from the Giant’s Steps. She was 
graceful, with a child’s smile and dark blue eyes, always polite and sweet to 
me. Then the deputy director stopped in: was everything in order?? Yes, yes, 
as it should be. But not the vodka or even the beer (a rarity in Ulyanovsk) 
attracted the Ulyanovsk residents, and other than two or three little boys who 
had climbed through the fence, no one came to the park’s opening.

The park opened again a week later, when not only was it warmer, but a 
sudden heat wave developed, and I was suffocating in my booth. The door 
was wide open, which was unpardonable, since any young hooligan (who 
hustled around the ill-fated “attractions” until late at night) could run up and 
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take all the money. Around five or six days later, on Sunday, when the park 
was open the whole day, the deputy director came to me around eleven in the 
morning and laid some papers of some sort on my ticket book through the 
window. I didn’t understand what they were, but picking one up, I saw they 
were detached tickets, already sold. Fearing I had done wrong, I asked him, 
"Where did these come from? They’re not mine. Here, you can see mine are all 
in order.” He leaned toward the window and started quietly talking. “The 
thing is, we are short in the accounts, so when people come up here, pretend 
you’ve just torn these out and give me the money. Don’t worry. I’ll be standing 
nearby. I know who everyone is...” After a long silence I finally saw what was 
going on and answered quietly, “You do know that this is the government’s 
money and that I could get ten years for this?” He scowled, shrugged his 
shoulders, and calmly moved off. I didn’t have enough willpower to make an 
issue with him or to simply not re-sell these tickets.

Incidentally, he never again approached me with such a request, and aside 
from me there were plenty of loyal workers there! I got home exhausted, 
having eaten almost nothing all day, drank a few cups of tea, and smoked. 
Nikita was already sleeping. His exams had started at the end of May. I rarely 
saw the Lyubishchevs during this time, but someone told them about the park 
of so-called culture where several youths perished right before my eyes. How 
so? It was horribly simple. Going for a walk, or coming to dance, they would 
go to the canteen, where there was vodka or beer. Beer in the heat is actually 
worse. They started racking up the drinks, and suddenly, because of 
something said or some stupidity, fierce fights broke out—with shouts and a 
muffled thrashing. The police were on duty, everyone was put in the cooler 
and a report made. Before the park closed, they all were put in a van and 
taken from the cooler to the police station. Each of them got two years of 
forced labor. Sometimes these fellows were quite young, still inexperienced 
in drinking. Over the summer, rather a lot of healthy workers were 
dragooned into felling trees. I quickly understood. At the next work meeting, 
after assorted government-issued slogans about prosperity, I stood up and 
asked to speak. The director raised his eyebrows in surprise. After all, I was a 
temporary worker, not registered in the area. However, he politely said,
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“Please do. What would you like to say?” Then I heard my voice asking clearly, 
“Is it forbidden to close down the sale of vodka in the park? Because of it the 
young people are going crazy, brawling, and, well...It would be better to have 
fewer drunks, especially during the weekends. It’s so sad watching them.” 
The senior cashier, who was sitting next to me, grabbed my arm and 
whispered sharply to me, “Sit down, idiot, sit down. You’re out of your mind. 
Just shut up, you idiot. My God!” I shut up just as unexpectedly as I had 
started and sat down on the bench (the meeting was in the garden). The 
director, politely chuckling, answered, “The canteen is run not by the park but 
by the Russia Hotel. If you take your concern to the hotel director, I am in full 
agreement with you and sympathize.”

Behind my booth, under some trees, there were two small pool tables. The 
usual players there were mostly the senior students. I knew a number of 
them. Every missed shot was accompanied by some choice swearing. These 
boys couldn’t say a thing without these short, expressive words. Truly, these 
words generally ruled the city’s streets—our powerful Russian language! 
Surely these kids had gone to school, read a bit... In 1953-54 profanity was 
more and more common—or had I just not noticed it before?

A few words about Valya. She had two sons. The first was about eleven, his 
father killed in the war. The second was about three, and she had a hard time 
with him. There was no one to leave him with, and it was hard to turn the 
eleven-year-old into a nanny. At one point in the summer, she came up to my 
little window (I was selling tickets also for the Giant’s Steps, where she was 
working), quite concerned, and asked whether I could watch the little boy for 
two or three hours. Alas, that was impossible; I was responsible for all the 
day’s take, and I didn’t have the right to leave her in charge of it, but I gave it 
some thought and proposed that I pop out to the office where maybe one of 
the security guards would agree to it? I closed the booth, took the money in 
my handbag, and ran off to the office. A few of the guards had gathered there 
—Auntie Masha, Auntie Varya, and someone else. They were gossiping with 
the park’s head cashier, a young woman, quite smart, efficient, and very 
pleasant. I asked whether one of them could watch Valya’s little boy. Silence 
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reigned, long enough that I even thought they hadn’t understood me, and I 
repeated it. Auntie Masha, as head of all the security guards, was respected by 
everyone, had worked in the park for years. In short, she was a local authority. 
She shouted, "You think we’ll watch that prostitute’s brat? Pah! What were 
you thinking?! You tongue-tied?!” Now I burst out, 'Why are you calling Valya 
that? She’s an honest worker, always careful, polite—how dare you call her a 
‘prostitute’! Aren’t you ashamed?!” General uproar ensued, and they all cursed 
Valya. I was silent, eventually retorting, “But the boy himself has nothing to 
do with it!” "Oh, right!” shouted Auntie Masha, "He’s a redliner, don’t you get 
it?” Not only did I not understand, I was quite puzzled—what was this “red 
line,” a disease of some sort? And where was it on the boy—his face, his body? 
Finally, I asked, “Just where is this line? Is it contagious?" That produced a 
general burst of laughter, and Auntie Masha was in hysterics, shrieking, 
“Lord! Who is this woman? Where’s the line? On the birth certificate, no 
doubt!” I was shocked. "A big line?” “Truly big,” explained Auntie Masha 
triumphantly. “Right across from one corner to the other, thick as a finger!”

This “redlined” birth certificate was astonishing and baffling. I began asking 
around carefully. Yes, it was a real thing, and right up until the last years of 
the Khrushchev regime the redlined birth certificate was obligatory for 
children born out of wedlock! In short, in the Sverdlovsk Garden there was a 
lot to learn and understand about why people are so cruel. It really was about 
that. Auntie Masha wasn’t any more malicious than the others, she was just 
famously eloquent and had an answer for everything, and that day it was she 
who went to “mind” Valya’s little boy.

In the Culture Park, there were concerts on an open stage, folk ensembles 
danced, and some evenings there were throngs of people—since there was 
nothing else in summertime. In the winter, the theater was open for staging 
Ostrovskii and Gorkii plays, but there usually wasn’t much of an audience, 
since the actors were very boring.

Over the summer, as I observed life from my booth, I got to know a certain 
boy. He appeared to be around fourteen, but he swore he was already sixteen.
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He was called Bogdan, and he appeared at my little window on opening day, 
toolc a look, and said, "Auntie, give me ticket for the shooting gallery.” That's 
how it started, and he then appeared more and more often, even late at night. 
“How old are you?” I pressed him. 'You shouldn’t be here alone in the park!” 
But he swore he was sixteen and always begged for a cigarette.

No, I didn’t ever give him one, but occasionally I gave him a "shooting ticket” 
when he came up and placed his ruble on the counter. Sometimes he tried 
asking me where I lived and other things, but I was noncommittal. Somehow, 
he pushed me to the point where I said, You are painfully curious. If I had a 
good life, I wouldn’t be sitting here until one in the morning. You think it’s 
easy? It’s terrifying going home then.” For a while he disappeared, and I 
thought that he’d been kicked out of the park, but after about ten days he 
suddenly appeared from nowhere right at my little window. “Here I am.” I 
really was glad to see his familiar, strongly Asiatic face. Little by little, when I 
was leaving the park at night, I started noticing a certain whistling behind 
me, and when I turned onto Labor Street, there it was again, sometimes all 
the way up to our cul-de-sac. It was getting horribly scary. That whistling 
drove me mad in the black silence of the hot city summer.

Sverdlov Park closed on 25 September, but at the end of August, four kiosks 
on the main path selling vodka and snacks were robbed. At the fifth kiosk, the 
police caught the burglars—they were the young pool players I knew, and in 
the middle of them was my little friend Bogdan. Of course, I found out these 
details much later. Bogdan suffered the most. He was the youngest, and they 
interrogated him first. What could such a young boy do? Of course, he named 
all the participants. All thirty of them were tried in juvenile court. The trial 
was long, and they all were sentenced to two years in a detention colony. They 
were held for that long time together in one huge room, and what happened 
there was a horror! The boys quickly found out about Bogdan, that he had 
cracked. As a mark of his snitching, they put cigarette burns on his forehead 
so that whatever camp he ended up in, everyone would know instantly that he 
was an informer. They sat him on the hot stove that heated the huge room 
and tortured him in various other ways common to a criminal environment.
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(His mother really was a prostitute, and Bogdan had to go out walking 
+Zhround until three or four in the morning...) Finally, in the fall of 1953, the 
group was taken to the train station, where the Ulyanovsk commandant 
appeared suddenly on the platform, lined them up in a row, triumphantly 
read them the text of the "Voroshilov Amnesty,” and congratulated them with 
will and grace [a liturgical phrase], [The Voroshilov Amnesty was the first such 
amnesty after Stalin’s death in 1952. It freed over a million criminals but not political 
prisoners.]

They shouted “Hurrah!” three times and went home. Their parents met them 
with little joy, and some fathers simply barred them from their homes.

Much later I ran into Bogdan on the street. He was pale and sullen and taller. 
He answered me reluctantly, and monosyllabically, then suddenly said, 
“Remember the Sverdlov Park?” and fell silent. “I used to whistle because we 
had a deal with them not to touch or scare you.” He grinned sideways and 
moved on without saying goodbye.

In July 1952, after graduation from night school, Nikita left for Moscow on an 
evening train with a tiny suitcase. He said he wouldn’t stay in boring, odious 
Ulyanovsk for anything, that he also didn’t want to study in Kazan, where we 
had close friends. In short, it was “To Moscow, to Moscow!” He wasn’t losing 
a minute, so he could get in somewhere in another city if Moscow didn’t work 
out, even if it was Kazan.

The Trip to Moscow to Visit Igor Aleksandrovich

Nikita had a lot of difficulty getting himself settled in Moscow. First, he lived 
with Mikhail Mikhailovich Shtrange [Russian historian, also an emigre in France 
until 1947, when he also returned to the USSR], where he slept on a divan in the 
dining room and had a cup of coffee and a piece of bread in the morning. He 
wandered the city all day, trying to prepare himself for applying to any sort of 
higher education institution—entry exams were starting in August. That 
morning he had just thirty kopecks left and suddenly decided to go to the
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Foreign Language Publishing House and asked if there was any work 
translating to or from French. That’s how he managed to make his way to 
Kristalovskii, a top French editor. He saw right away that Nikita knew French 
perfectly and enjoined him to come in the evening, when he would task him 
with a small translation.

A second request soon followed. Nikita was running around during the day to 
educational institutions and made the translations at night. Thus he spent his 
time until the exams in August. Everything turned out as might have been 
expected—he was turned down everywhere. 'Young man, in view of your 
father’s situation, you must understand that we cannot accept you!” The day 
after he received these notices, he went in despair to the Institute of Foreign 
Languages on Maroseik Street, where he again got a refusal, from 
Pivovarovaya (the director). He made a huge scene, shouting at her that she 
had no right. He pounded his fists on the table and announced he was going 
to lodge a complaint against her with the Central Committee. Suddenly she 
agreed, accepted Nikita’s paperwork, and told him, “Wait a sec, young pup, 
you’re rather feisty. And here’s how your post-graduation work assignment 
will go—I’ll assign you to the back of beyond!!”

So Nikita became a student in the French department, which was absurd. 
Clearly, he knew French infinitely better than any of the current teachers. At 
first, he stayed outside the city, with a disagreeable relative of the 
Beklemishevs. He rose at five in the morning, ate almost nothing all day, 
came home in the dark, and fell asleep. Finally, he couldn’t take it and went to 
the Resettlement Dept., to Pronin (I’ve written a bit about him already)—he 
was nicer and more human than his provincial subordinates such as Vera 
Grigorievna Zolinova. He quickly set Nikita up in the Institute’s dormitory on 
Petroverigskii Alley. He started the normal life of a student living on a meager 
stipend. There were a lot like Nikita, although the majority of them got at 
least a small monthly allowance from home.

At the beginning of October 1952, Nikita wrote me that I should do everything 
I could to come to Moscow and arrange a visit with Igor Aleksandrovich. I 
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had the right to have a visit after his sentencing, but I hadn't yet been able to 
do it.Soon a letter arrived from Vladimir Nikolaevich Beklemishev. He wrote 
that if I intended coming to Moscow, their house was my house; I could stay 
wit%l%i them as long as I needed to. It was a very friendly letter. I showed it to 
the Lyubishchevs and unexpectedly decided that I would go. Such a journey 
was apparently a simple thing, but it suddenly hit me that I was going to 
Moscow! The provincial routine tightened around me, and my horizons were 
limited to visiting the Lyubishchevs, reading to the blind, and sitting in my 
gloomy hut behind the Ilinskii Cathedral.

The Lyubishchevs bought my economy-class ticket. I notified the 
Beklemishevs of my arrival, and that evening, around eleven, I found myself 
on the train. The station platform was literally crammed with young 
Ulyanovsk girls with whom an entire detachment of young officers from the 
First Tank College had spent their whole leave. Tears, songs, flowers, 
tumblers of champagne. There was a colonel sitting opposite me who was 
escorting the detachment to their first deployment—to the Czechoslovak 
border, a little town called Chop. All the young cadets, who just that day 
received their first commission, came to him from the next wagon, the duty 
officers showing him something. In a word, a merry journey. All around me 
were excited young faces and the remarkably polite colonel who began a 
conversation that was almost out of a soiree. I was going to Moscow for a 
prison visit accompanied by shouts of “Hooray, hooray! Write it down!” All of 
my companions in the car had sweet, noble faces. “Colonel, you don’t know 
why I’m going...” 'Why?” “My son is a student. I’m going to see him...” “That’s 
great he’s a student. Ah, our young people are marvelous!”

Thus I traveled to Moscow unnoticed and in excellent spirits. Nikita met me 
at Kazan Station. The huge lobby decorated with Lanceray frescoes was 
packed like a beehive [Evgenii Evgenievich Lanceray (1875-1946), Russian artist and 
illustrator, painted the frescoes between 1932-34 and 1944-46.], people everywhere, 
shopping bags, soldiers’ trunks, blanket rolls—hubbub, noise, shouts, police 
lurking between the benches, their eyes trailing me. A fat old woman in a 
padded cotton jacket with a knitted shawl on her head, bustling around, 
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yelling that someone had mugged her; children sleeping everywhere, in arms, 
on benches. Nikita said, “It’s always like this here. Let’s go, let’s go. We’re still 
a long way from Sokol.” The metro was far off, then we were in Sokol [district], 
and there around the corner was First Peschanaya Street, Building 3, Apt. 100. 
It was a huge building, with a big interior courtyard. A stern woman sat 
downstairs as security at the front door. We went up in the elevator to the 
fifth floor, where Vladimir Nikolaevich himself opened the door. He had been 
waiting for us.

He was very tall, grey and stately, with a handsome face and the manners and 
speech of a nobleman—did such people really still exist?! He made a short 
welcome speech addressed to me, then was quiet and added with a smile, “I 
warn you: while you’re with us, you must do as I say about everything, since I 
am your elder, as you know, and Klyuchevskii himself [the historian] confirms 
it.” His wife came out, the very sweet Nina Petrovna (I knew about her from 
Lyubishchev, who simply adored her, saying, “There is no other woman like 
her in the world.”) The Beklemishev sons Tin and Mitya were waiting in the 
dining room, the older around twenty-five years old and the younger about 
twenty-two. They both were a little taller than their father, and I was suddenly 
embarrassed, cursing my short stature. We sat down to dinner at the round 
table in the large dining room—everything grand but not pompous, delicious, 
excellently prepared and beautifully presented by the housekeeper. In short, 
everyone was civilized. A distant relative, Aleksandra Nikolaevna Lyubimova 
also lived there, an old spinster, at one time well known by all the Krivosheins. 
She had been especially close to Irina, Igor Aleksandrovich's older, widowed 
sister. (Irina had died long ago. I didn’t know her, but she was apparently an 
intelligent, good person. Well...more about Irina at some point.)

In my free time I walked around Moscow, along Gorkii Street, in the Arbat, 
even along Leningradskii Prospekt, and around the building on Peschanaya 
Street. After the dirty streets and sad storefronts of Ulyanovsk, Moscow 
seemed like the pinnacle of chic and prosperity [“prosperity” is in English]. I 
gazed at the endless types of bread at Filippov’s and went inside to absorb the 
marvelous yeasty aroma and to study in detail the products in the store near 
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the Beklemishevs’ house. There were all kinds of things there—salmon, 
caviar, pike, fruit, wine, and even several bottles of the best olive oil! I was 
stunned. Did that mean that only in Ulyanovsk there was nothing? The 
contrast was staggering.

The atmosphere in the house was remarkable, mostly due to Vladimir 
Nikolaevich. He was quite capable of inspiring a certain kind of awe. His 
conversation over the early suppers took place in a seemingly mundane tone. 
However, his natural and discreet politeness of a well-brought up person and 
complete understanding of all aspects of life—be it biology, literature, or 
painting—made it obvious that he didn’t just speak differently than everyone 
else sitting at the table—he was on an inherently higher plane. While his 
work battling malaria was well known, he was also one of the educated 
Russian cocktail liberals who read everything, was interested in everything, 
could discuss any subject with authority and fascination. I think their era 
ended about fifteen years ago, around 1965-70.

Everything was grand at the Beklemishev house, without any issues. It 
seemed that nothing around them penetrated their life. All four of them by 
virtue of their strengths and talents worked diligently and enthusiastically— 
and in that world, outside the apartment, now one, then another, had to cope 
with serious obstacles.

Of course, one can say that V.N.’s talent was valued: he was a member of the 
Academy of Sciences, had medals—two Orders of Lenin, some other Soviet 
ones, two high-degree Persian medals. Nina Petrovna showed them to me 
and explained when and for what Vladimir Nikolaevich received them.

The Persian medals were connected to his work against malaria. In 1942, 
Vladimir Nikolaevich was sent by the Soviet government to Iran (then Persia) 
on a scientific assignment. He had a specific “edict” giving him a dictator’s 
rights, i.e. he could enter any house, mosque, bathhouse, or private estate and 
look for any sources of mosquitoes. He was given a guard and an escort, 
either Circassians or Kazaks.
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Everyone who came to the Beklemishevs'—all of whom were scientists (their 
budding was a cooperative—the Scientists' House in Moscow, just recently 
built by the architect V. Afanasiev), and all their neighbors gathered chaga 
mushrooms as a hobby. It grows on aspens and birches and reputedly cures 
cancer. Even Beklemishev searched for the chaga in the forest around their 
dacha. They all dried the chaga, made experiments with them, how to brew 
them, how much to drink.

The weather was nice, dry, not too cold. I noticed a little green alley where 
there were boxes set up with all kinds of nonsense for sale. I decided to go for 
broke—up till then I had had a firm stance with myself not to buy anything in 
Moscow. What was the sense in that? I bought some shoe polish, black and 
brown, bootlaces, and a few skeins of darning yarn. I walked on a little 
farther, and the green alleyway suddenly opened onto a small square with a 
marvelous bright white church rising up in front of me on the left. It was 
around six in the evening and Vespers was going on. There were beggars on 
the stairs.

I was stunned: so close to the huge buildings, stores, trolley buses—and no 
one at the Beklemishevs’ told me about this charming little church.

I went inside, where everything was in excellent form, the building style, the 
modeling of the altar—everything was late Rococo, gold shining on the bright 
blue background. Rather a lot of people were praying inside. I stayed almost 
until the end of Vespers but left because I was afraid of being late for dinner. 
An old beggarwoman silently stretched out her hand. I gave her some little 
coin, and she grabbed me suddenly by my hands and quickly said, “Do not 
pine, do not fear—he will return, you’ll see, it will come true.” Of course, in 
those years, it would’ve been accurate to wish that for just about any woman, 
but the suddenness and sharpness of her words frightened me, and I ran off 
to Peschanaya Street. I went back to the church several times subsequently. 
At the Beklemishevs’ I found out that it was the Bagrationovskaya Church. In 
the Sixties, during Khrushchev, it was planned for demolition but saved.
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For some reason, we didn’t get to Kuznetskii Bridge Street right away; it was 
a day after my arrival. [Kuznetskii Bridge Street ends at Lubyanka Prison, KGB 
headquarters.] First we waited in a spacious room with people just like those in 
Ulyanovsk. There were some old women in miserable grey clothing and a 
man sitting among them, immobile, as though he was sick. Nikita and I kept 
a low profile, like the others waiting. Then our turn came. A colonel received 
us in a smallish office and at first didn’t want to allow the visit, repeating, 
“You don’t have a summons.” Nikita assured the colonel that a visit after 
sentencing was legitimate and that I hadn’t received the summons in time. 
This discussion lasted around ten minutes. The colonel went off somewhere 
in the building, then returned and said the same thing. At last, he was silent, 
giving us to understand that it was time for us to leave. Now I also spoke up, 
unhurriedly, and explained to the colonel that I lived in Ulyanovsk and had 
come to Moscow specifically to visit my husband. It was expensive to do so, 
and I had no money so had to borrow some. Why was he refusing this? The 
colonel took my application and announced gloomily, ‘Wait. The answer 
won’t arrive in less than a week. I’m not promising anything.”

The answer came ten days later and said: “The visit is tomorrow at Butyrka 
Prison. Appear precisely at ten in the morning.” Before leaving the house, I 
gulped down a cup of hot tea, Nina Petrovna pushed a box of sugar soaked 
with Validol into my handbag, and Nikita and I headed to the metro, 
Novoslobodskaya Station [the metro stop for Butyrka Prison].

We entered the old part of the prison. They looked over our papers and let us 
pass. To the right of the entrance was a large room—lit by a huge window 
with a heavy iron grille. There were benches along the wall up to the entry 
door, almost full of people, but we found a spot for ourselves under the 
window. In a deep recess to the left were the grilles through which visits were 
conducted. On the right wall, in a recess, were shutters through which a 
guard called out names. I had to turn over our application to him. From the 
little window, a voice said, ‘Wait.” I sat down again next to Nikita.

After half an hour, a young woman and her five-year-old daughter rushed in 
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and sat themselves next to us on the bench. She had a very pleasant 
appearance. She went to the window and turned in some paperwork, had a 
conversation with the guard, and sat down next to me again. To the right of 
the long bench we were sitting on, a tiny shutter opened that I hadn’t noticed 
before. Inside a person was drumming a finger on the wooden frame and 
summoning someone. The young lady stood up, took her passport from her 
bag, and started toward the shutter. Suddenly the little girl jumped up after 
her mother and shouted wildly, crazily, trembling from fear and 
apprehension, her hands pressing together in prayer, “Mama, Maaamaa!! 
Don’t give them your passport, don’t do it! They won’t give it back, Mama! 
Don’t do it!”

Poor Mama, poor us! The mother tried to calm her down, speaking quietly but 
so that everyone could hear, “No, no, Natashenka, don’t be afraid. Nothing 
will happen. They’ll give the passport back. You’ll see. Don’t be afraid.”

She sat her daughter back down on the bench and approached the little 
window, where she hesitatingly put out her hand and pushed her passport 
through. A voice quietly uttered, “A hundred rubles.” She had the hundred 
rubles clutched in her hand and shoved it into the opening.

Did that mean there were exceptions, people who had the right to receive 
money from home? I hadn’t known that and was astonished.

Time passed, and soon it was twelve noon. They started calling people up to 
the grille for their visits. I tried not to look at that side—it was like a zoo: "Do 
not put your hands through the grille, do not feed the animals...”

Five-year-old Natashenka nestled into her mother and fell asleep. She was so 
tired and bored and just wanted to go home. She suddenly got up, 
unexpectedly took the floor in the middle of the room, drew herself up, and 
articulately announced, “Would you like me to recite some poetry?” Everyone 
was silent, with soft smiles. Without a shred of embarrassment, Natashenka 
sweetly recited some children’s verse, now about kitties, now about baby 
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bears. "$ must say, she recited the poetry innocently, without affectation. 
Whisn everyone quietly applauded her, she performed a little bow. She smiled, 
was happy, and declared, “Now I will dance you a dance!” and began a dance 
she had no doubt learned in nursery school, which she did very well. The 
tenderness of this sweet girl chased away everyone's dark thoughts for just a 
moment...

The dance was over, but the girl still stood in the middle of the room, posing: 
one leg elegantly behind her, a hand raised pointing to the little window. In a 
shamanic voice, she declaimed with volume, “My papa lives in that locker! 
That’s his little apartment! That locker is where my papa lives!” Her mother 
jumped up, white-faced, and sat the little girl back down on the bench. 
Silence reigned.

The visits went on for a second hour, the appointments soon ended, and they 
hadn’t called us. The young lady and the little girl also left. The mother lightly 
nodded her head to me in farewell.

Sometimes soldiers passed along the corridor, the doors clicking open and 
closing. They went farther into the building, their keys clanking. Nikita and I 
still sat, not moving, like in a wicked fairy tale. It was November, a short day 
beginning to darken, light shadows stretching along the reception hall, and it 
was almost five in the afternoon. I popped up and quickly went to the window 
in the far corner and knocked. The guard opened it reluctantly. “Listen, this is 
nonsense. On my summons it said to be here precisely at ten in the morning. 
We’ve been waiting for seven hours. What is going on? Soon you’ll be closing. 
What can I do?” He answered after a bit, “The visit is scheduled, so it’ll 
happen.” “I beg you to look into this. Please find out what is going on.” He 
said, “Sit down and wait.” More time passed. Seven o’clock came around, and 
the meager lights on the ceiling were lit. The sound of keys rang out more 
often from the corridor. Bang! A door slammed, and the sound slowly and 
harmonically faded into the Butyrka.

It was terrifying—what was this? A trap? For whom? It was time to go home
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—the Beklemishevs would be going insane with worry. Should we just get up 
and go to the exit? But everything was closed...

From the little window came a voice, “Come to the window, citizen.” It had to 
be me since any other citizen had long since left the reception room. He said, 
“Things got messed up. Your visit is in half an hour.” Now what? Ten more 
minutes, and an officer entered from the corridor. “Are you Krivosheina?” 
“Yes, yes.” “Come with me.”

He led us into the hallway and from there to a secret corridor—click, the door 
closed. Then the door on the right opened, and a light came on. “Come in.” 
Nikita and I entered a spacious, completely empty room, not even a chair. An 
officer (very young and dapper), said, “Do you have any questions?” “Yes,” I 
answered, “is there a bathroom nearby?” He likely expected that I was going 
to demand something, be outraged, and this trivial and unusual question 
confused him, but he caught on. "There, in the back.” He waited for me and 
Nikita. “They’ll call you in about ten minutes.” He saluted and went out into 
the corridor—click! The door closed behind him. I looked at my watch. It was 
already a quarter to seven, quiet, nothing audible. Nikita and I were left 
together, locked within the prison, in a fiercely cold room. I started shivering 
right away and started walking from corner to corner to warm up, the time 
stretching out impossibly. We were silent. Another twenty minutes went by, 
and the door opened, with a guard saying, “Come to the visit. Your husband is 
here.” We went along the corridor to the visit room. There was a long, narrow 
table, chairs on two sides of the table. “Sit down, hands on the table, no 
handshakes, no handing anything over.” After a minute, Igor Aleksandrovich 
came in under escort and sat at opposite us at the table. The guard sat on a 
stool against the wall nearby.

What was there to say at this first visit in five years? It was depressing, all 
three of us distraught. The visit just brought even more desolation and 
despair. As soon as I sat at that table, I immediately sensed that everything I 
wanted to say after ten hours of waiting in the reception hall flew from my 
head. With a painful effort, I tried to bring up all the phrases I had, it seems, 
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so deftly prepared the evening before. No, nothing came up. I had decided 
not to say anything about our strained and difficult life, that I didn’t have a 
regular 'income. Talking about “business” was forbidden, and it was better not 
to name one’s friends. In the complex, disconnected conversation with Igor 
Aleksandrovich I did manage to convey, first of all, that Nikita and I had been 
received by Metropolitan Nikolai Krutitskii at the Novodevichii [Monastery] 
and that he promised to speak on our behalf and greatly “reassured” us. 
Second, that our dear Paris friend Grigorii Nikolaevich Tovstoles had 
returned to the homeland “for twenty-five years.” I knew that Tovstoles had 
been arrested in France in 1951 and expelled, ending up in the Soviet sector of 
Berlin and two days later in the Moabit Prison, where he was sentenced by 
military tribunal to twenty-five years as a former member of the “Eurasian 
Unification.” He was taken in a cattle car to a distant labor camp.

Of course, at the time I couldn’t imagine that in a few years, in 1956, dear 
Grisha Tovstoles would come from Tayshet straight to us in Moscow, where 
we were barely holding on to life with a “temporary residence permit.” Nor 
did I know that on the day of the visit they forgot to alert Marfino, and only at 
five in the afternoon did they telephone from the Butyrka. This all took place 
on a Saturday, when everyone at Marfino went to the bathhouse, so at seven 
in the evening the Marfino administration took Igor Aleksandrovich from the 
bathhouse, put him in some clothes, and sped him in a Black Maria to 
Moscow. I learned all this but three years later.

We got back to Peschanaya Street around ten that evening, full of confusion 
and fear. Would they look for us if we didn’t come back in the morning? Tin 
tried some weak jokes while Nikita and I ate supper, but Nina Petrovna gave 
him a look, and he shut up.

I stayed in Moscow for sixteen or eighteen days and left not long after the 
visit in the Butyrka. Hope emerged suddenly that my efforts might have been 
successful, and this delayed me. During this second part of my life on
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Peschanaya Street, I sold my fur coat. I didn’t tell the Beklemishevs about the 
sale, fearing they would try to buy it for more money so they could “set me up 
witilT. some cash.”

Nikita suggested those new efforts, in an unexpected direction. Nikolai 
Alekseevich Poltoratskii, the former head of the St. Photius Brotherhood in 
Paris, visited me in Moscow from Odessa, where he had been living and 
working in the seminary since 1947. He was a friend of Kirill Krivoshein. He 
had known Nikita as a child in Paris, visited him at one of his friends’ houses, 
and had taken him to the Novodevichii Convent to be received by 
Metropolitan Nikolai Krutitskii (Ya-ttishevich). As a leader in the Foreign 
Dept, of the Patriarchate, Metropolitan Nikolai knew Igor Aleksandrovich’s 
other brother, Vasilii, quite well. Vasilii lived in Oxford and not long before 
this had been elevated to the level of hieromonk [a celibate Orthodox monk who 
is also a priest]. Bishop Vasilii spent more than twenty years on Mt. Athos. He 
became known in those years for his theological works, especially about 
Grigorii Palamas [14th-century Byzantine mystic]. However, he didn’t accept his 
priestly elevation for very long: during the White Army’s retreat in 1919, two 
of his fingers were frozen and later amputated. Because of this, he had 
decided he had no right to become a priest. But the Moscow Patriarchate, to 
whom he was always loyal, proposed he accept holy orders despite his 
mutilation, and Nikolai Krutitskii became its top authority.

Being received in the Novodevichii was well worth it, and there was nothing 
forward about it, but I was afraid (I was moved to fear either everything or 
nothing). When Nikita and I went to the convent, it was something of an 
illusion—going to a famous convent, where many noble and royal daughters 
ended up against their will, to the ends of their lives, without hope of ever 
being freed from the black hats and robes [the priests].

A big staircase, a long corridor or gallery, whitewashed walls under the 
vaulting, chairs and settees near the doors, on one of which many people 
were waiting: priests in cassocks and in ordinary clothes, two women of 
indeterminate identity... an attendant in a dark jacket, with a large, pale face, 
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confident and somewhat brazen...

I approached, quietly asking (it was, after all, a convent) where to wait for our 
appointment with Bishop Nikolai, and Nikita and I sat down on a small 
settee.

The visitors were received exceptionally slowly—after half an hour only one 
person came out of the bishop's office. I bowed to the old priest sitting next to 
use and asked him, “Little Father, have you been waiting long?” "Indeed, it’s 
the sixth day,” he answered with a sigh. “I’m afraid I’ll be sent on my way; I 
can’t be away any longer!” "Nor can I,” I whispered to Nikita. “Let’s go. It 
doesn’t matter if we don’t get in. I don’t want to embarrass the Beklemishevs, 
and there’s no end in sight here.”

Then Nikita whispered, "You should go to the attendant and tell him that 
you’re a relative of Uncle Gika (for some reason, Bishop Vasilii was called 
Gika in his childhood) and that you should be admitted right away. Don’t go 
now. Decide now, or he’ll be off to his lunch!” It took me a minute, then 
suddenly I stood up and went to the attendant, hearing myself speak sharply 
and too loud, “Be so good as to tell Bishop Nikolai that I am a close relative of 
Hieromonk Vasilii Krivoshein who lives in Oxford and that I ask him to 
receive me. I have come from afar and it is difficult to wait.” A monumental 
pause while he thought. “Come in. The bishop awaits you.” Nikita and I went 
through a hidden door—I felt faint for a moment, but I went in. I 
immediately regained myself—just say enough and nothing else! Calmness.

We approached for a blessing and sat down. Bishop Nikolai spoke first, 
asking how I was, and fell silent. I began speaking: I came for a visit, hoping 
for a quick resolution. There was always one answer to all my questions and 
pleadings to a higher authority—he was convicted justly according to a 
certain clause... I spoke about how things were for me: I couldn’t get regular 
work, even though the year when I taught at the Pedagogical Institute was 
generally a positive one, and I could have become established there. My 
students were very successful, I was fluent in three languages, and I could 
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both translate and teach. Then I fell silent.

Bishop Nikolai said something like, "Do not despair. Everything will work 
out.” After a short while, he suddenly turned around in his chair to me and 
said in a completely different tone, "Don’t hurry to leave. Go home, sit down 
calmly and write an appeal to someone named Shvernik. It’s important that 
you write everything in detail.”

Of course, I believed that Bishop Nikolai could help us in some way, but 
maybe, not admitting it to myself, I just hoped to get some financial help 
from him. After all, he had generously given to some who came from the West 
and had appealed to him. I had heard about this in Ulyanovsk.

But the name Nikolai Mikhailovich Shvernik [chairman of the Praesidium 1946
1953] surprised me somewhat. He was actually the president of the Republic. 
Didn’t that mean he had some connection to the camps, to the millions 
sentenced to unpaid convict labor? I hadn’t known that the right of clemency 
was under the purview of the Praesidium of the Supreme Soviet of the USSR.

"Forgive me, my lord, why Shvernik in specific?” “I know him well and see 
him often,” answered Bishop Nikolai. "At our next meeting I’ll put your 
appeal into his hands. Write it and bring it to me on the next reception day— 
I’ll tell them to let you in right away. Write in more detail. I have a lot of faith 
in Nikolai Mikhailovich.”

We thanked him for his attention and sympathy, and his blessing, and we 
both were back again in the white gallery, where provincial priests silently 
and humbly awaited their appointments.

The day came for our appointment at the Novodevichii, and I again went 
there in the morning. In my handbag was my signed appeal to Shvernik. I 
had a spark of hope, since Bishop Nikolai himself proposed it and knew 
Shvernik well. I entered the gallery, where the supplicants sat waiting. The 
acolyte bowed to me and said quietly, “I will announce you now.” He gave me 
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a small sign, and soundlessly like everything that took place in this felted 
kingdom, I entered Bishop Nikolai’s office. For some reason I was by myself. 
Niki%ta and I had decided that he didn’t need to accompany me this time. 
Everything went accordingly. After the blessing, I sat down, in silence. Bishop 
Nikolai asked me, "Have you brought the appeal?” I handed him the envelope. 
He silently read the entire thing. “Well, wonderful,” said Bishop Nikolai. "It’s 
excellently written. I’m seeing Nikolai Mikhailovich tomorrow and will hand 
it to him.” And after a minute, "Nikolai Mikhailovich is a good man, a fine 
man, and a good friend. I’m on your side with him. Yes, yes, he’s a dear 
friend.” I thanked him and asked, ‘When may I hope for an answer?” "You 
likely won’t have to wait long,” he said. "Are you leaving Moscow soon?” I 
answered, "In two days. It’s not convenient to stay long at my friends’, and 
my blind students are waiting for me. They can’t study any other way.” Then 
he suddenly asked, ‘Which languages were you teaching? Tell me in more 
detail.” I told him about the Pedagogical Institute and how they had taken my 
work away two weeks before Igor Aleksandrovich’s arrest. Now there just 
weren’t any students at all, since people preferred not to send their children 
to me.

Bishop Nikolai said, having thought something over, "Here is what I can 
propose to you—do you want to move to Odessa to live? They need people 
there who know languages well, especially French. I’m speaking about our 
Odessa seminary. They will give you a secure wage, and our seminary is a 
pleasant, peaceful atmosphere. You have already taught French?”

I was completely taken aback, since our friend Poltoratskii had been teaching 
French in the seminary for the last five years and made translations from 
French for the seminary. "But I thought that Nikolai Alekseevich taught all 
the classes there...What has he?... What is this? In Ulyanovsk I taught German 
and English.” Bishop Nikolai interrupted me. "It’s nothing, nothing. I heard 
that you know the languages fluently. You will manage, of course, and Nikolai 
Alekseevich will help. He's such a dear man. Well now, you will return to 
Ulyanovsk, but start preparing to move to Odessa. I’ll let you know soon. 
Here’s your address there. When you’re in Odessa you’ll have to start work 
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immedia.tely...we’re lacking in foreign languages. Well, now it’s decided. 
Livi:n.;g in Odessa will be much better for you.”

I was still confused and embarrassed, which Bishop Nikolai noticed. “Don’t 
be embarrassed by the move. You have a work summons. You’ll see— 
everything will be wonderful. Most of all, don’t lose heart.”

I left, uttering all the formulas of gratitude appropriate in such a situation. 
Was I really getting rid of hateful Ulyanovsk and its glum population always 
looking around distrustfully?

My departure from Moscow took place marked by an idiotic event: I decided 
to have some fun and bought a ticket for an upholstered seat—since I sold my 
fur coat, I could travel in comfort for once. None of the Beklemishevs 
accompanied me—just Nikita and two friends. Alas, it seems Nikita had torn 
his boarding pass. He wouldn’t be allowed into even the crudest freight 
wagon. I ran along the train begging them to let him on. No, not a chance. 
Did we really have to return to Peschanaya Street? In my despair I didn’t even 
swear at Nikita. We had four minutes until the train left. We all stood in a 
sad, forlorn group—suddenly a young voice behind me on the platform said, 
“Sit in my car, citizen. At least you can leave, and then maybe I can find you a 
seat.” The kind attendant helped pick up my baggage and helped me up the 
steps of the car. Turning to Nikita, she said, “And you, young man, are you 
always like this?” The whole group breathed more freely, and the train 
whistled and started moving. I waved from the platform, and off we went. I 
went into the car and was horrified! It was packed, every seat taken by sailors 
—this car was going to Vladivostok, with sailors on leave returning to the 
Pacific Fleet. They had nine days’ traveling, and they had started settling 
themselves in. I sat down, silently. Liter bottles of vodka began appearing on 
the little tables, rolls of Ukrainian sausage, loaves of black bread, flasks, and 
glasses; the car was enveloped in makhorka smoke [a strong tobacco grown 
specifically in Russia and Ukraine]. A colonel sat opposite me in the corner. Why 
am I always running into colonels? He bowed to me, and with extraordinary 
courtesy (he likely observed from the window how we had been running all 
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over Kazan Station!), he asked where I was going. He shook his head. “No, 
y+^u can$t imagine what will be happening here in two hours! No, no, you 
won’t "be able to stand it. But you never know!” After a minute’s silence he 
added that he was going to Ryazan and would give me his seat there, so I’d at 
least have a seat later, but this wasn’t the end of the matter: I should find 
another place soon. I thanked him, numb with resentment and fate’s 
injustice. The vodka gurgled into the first glasses. The young attendant 
tugged on my sleeve. “Let’s go, quickly. I’ve run around to all the cars and 
found you a place. It’s not great, but nothing is as bad as this.” She took my 
things and led me through the whole train to the “Mother and Child" car. It 
was far from ideal, but it didn’t matter. I wanted to put ten rubles into her 
hand, but she wouldn’t take it. “No, not at all. I wanted to help you!”

Even in this car it was difficult. The mothers loudly discoursed on their life 
stories—everything in detail, about the husband, the sister-in-law, abortions, 
fortune-tellers, the rotten boss who plotted against the husband. Outside of 
Ryazan it turned sharply cold. They said it was already 20 degrees. A girl 
loaded coal into the firebox, and slowly the heat in the car became 
unbearable. I went out onto the platform to smoke. It felt pleasantly cool out 
there after that fierce oven. There was a tall fellow of about thirty out there, in 
a cap, evidently a worker, smoking his hand-rolled cigarette. A young woman 
passed us a couple of times with a huge, stuffed bag. Then she returned in the 
company of the train’s manager. He pointed something out to her in a quiet 
voice, “You see, the train stands for all of a minute, and the steps are iced 
over. Don’t worry about your bag. I’ll throw it to you.”

It started to get dark, and outside there was snow drifting. The train slowed 
more and more and stopped. I looked out the window: empty, flat, grey 
snowflakes. The young woman and the train manager were already on the 
platform. He opened the door, and the cold scorched his face. The woman 
gathered herself to get off the train as it was still moving, but the manager 
held her back by the sleeve of her heavy winter coat. Then she jumped down. 
“Okay?” shouted the manager. 'Yes, yes, I’m up,” shouted the woman. He 
threw her bag with all his might, the train whistled, and we moved off. Out of 
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the gloom, the wooden halting station suddenly rose up, quite empty, noon 
there. I read “Potma” out loud for some reason, as the train gathered speed 
and the snow swirled around.

I turned to the worker. “Where is she going? It seems like there isn’t even one 
house here. She’s so young, alone, with that huge bag in a blizzard.” He 
looked at me indifferently and said, “It’s no big deal. There’s a little village 
here. It’s just on the other side. You can’t see it.” 'What kind of strange name 
is Potma? Tatar, maybe?" The worker explained. “No. It’s Mordovia here.” And 
what was that? I really should know, but I didn’t. We stood and smoked until 
morning. It was so hot in the car the children were off their heads, just in 
their undershirts—crying and acting up.

Olga Petrovna Lyubishcheva met me at the station and took me home in a 
taxi, one of the first in Ulyanovsk. In the evening I went to see them and told 
them everything in detail, about the Butyrka and the Novodevichii. The 
Odessa plan sounded not very encouraging here in Ulyanovsk. The next day I 
came down with a terrible cold, a fever, and a suffocating cough that lasted a 
whole month. The doctor urged me to be treated in a hospital. I refused 
categorically—Ekaterina Nikolaevna, my neighbor, would treat me. She 
taught me to rub my nose with a fresh onion and to breathe potato peel vapor 
at night. I was in no condition to read to my blind students, but our sessions 
soon started up again.

December 1952 moved into the terrible year of 1953. The “Doctors’ Plot” 
unfolded, Nadezhda Yakovlevna left Ulyanovsk, and Amusin walked around 
silent and crestfallen. Hideous events—tales that gradually came to nothing, 
but the core of the population firmly and forever asserted that prominent 
Kremlin doctors—and not just the Jews but Vinogradov too!—had sold 
something or someone for dollars, had poisoned or were poisoning someone 
high up, someone being treated in the Kremlin hospital, and you don’t think 
it’s here in Ulyanovsk as well? Of course, it is, over at the Stepanovs’ the 
mother-in-law went blind and she was being treated by a Jew. Now you’ll see 
that...
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Jew, Jew—what is this obsession? This is why we have lines, there’s no flour, 
why„.therefore...Juden raus! Again! God forbid it should be said out loud. Are 
you really comparing it with Hitler? After all, that was fascism. Is that clear or 
not? Yes, it’s all clear, and I’m living here quietly, quietly in my little maid’s 
room-kitchen and keeping my mouth shut. I’m barely breathing...

[The Doctors’ Plot was a supposed conspiracy by Jewish doctors to murder high Soviet 
officials 1951-1953- Many doctors, Jews and non-Jews were fired from jobs and arrested 
in an atmosphere of anti-Semitism and the “Zionist threat. ” After Stalin’s death in 
1953, the government dropped the issue for lack of evidence, and the “plot” was 
discredited as a baseless fabrication.]

The spring sun was shining, the glinting black slag from the KIM factory vent 
covered our entire block with a strong crust, and Vaska played in the 
courtyard. Ekaterina Nikolaevna came for water with two huge, tall pails. I 
silently unrolled the latest issue of Pravda in front of her—almost the entire 
first page was shamelessly and overwhelmingly covered with a stream of 
cheering, good wishes, and gratitude to "our father, teacher, the wisest and 
best person, the entire people’s beloved Leader and Teacher... We wish him 
health and happiness and hope for a long life under his sage direction...long, 
long may he live!” This came from Tyumen, and Orenburg, and Kishinyov, 
you name it!!

“Ekaterina Nikolaevna, just what is this? There are no words for it, everything 
to the nth degree, going higher and higher! What will happen?” She answered 
in a whisper, “It’s insanely terrifying. I don’t understand anything anymore.” 
“And Irochka?” “Irochka stays silent, with a face of stone, and I’m afraid to 
talk to her.”

Thus went our life, everything as usual. The blind students came, I diligently 
taught them German, explained Greek Ionic and Corinthian columns to 
them, and read Lenin out loud—this was frequent now, although much of it 
was in Braille—endless half-page passages with the tiresome "zu" at the end, 
so that I was soon worn out [referring to German syntax and the preposition "zu”].
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NiO<ita arrived for the February vacation: happy, his face filled out. In the 
dormitory they served pelmeni, two batches a day. And he already had a love, 
a surprisingly difficult subject, and for some time I didn’t understand that the 
girl had been set up rather crudely with Nikita and that her reputation in the 
institute was well known. I tried to open his eyes even a little, but of course in 
vain; alas, the mother is always powerless.

After my trip to Moscow, some people began visiting me more often. There 
was Vera Mikhailovna Elenevskaya. During our first year, Igor 
Aleksandrovich and I visited them and became friends with Vera 
Aleksandrovna, Ugrimov’s sister who was living near Ulyanovsk, in Maina. 
Elenevskii was a professor of agricultural science and a Party member. His 
boss was the same Krasota who attacked Lyubishchev. Since I was left on my 
own, Elenevskii ignored me on the street—and crossed to the other side.

I was up out of bed, and my cough had quieted down. There was a knock on 
the door, and Vera Mikhailovna came in—wearing a nice overcoat and a 
gorgeous fur hat. They suited her well, with her lovely Petersburg face, 
demeanor, and speech. She was smart—it seemed like our conversations 
about music and concerts would never wear thin. I hadn’t seen her in more 
than two years! She had her splendid pointer with her, Jim. I put my hand out 
to pet him. Three years ago, he was my devoted friend.

“No, no!” whispered Vera Mikhailovna. “Pull your hand away quietly. He has a 
bad case of beriberi, and we don’t want him to react badly.” Jim put a heavy 
wooden paw on my knee, but I didn’t dare pet him. Vera Mikhailovna looked 
around my "home,” and soon we started chatting quite naturally about 
everything. Nikita—how was he doing in Moscow? “They say you managed a 
visit?” Then we just moved on to music and concerts from long ago. She had 
been in Leningrad and heard a marvelous Bach performance. It was like the 
two years hadn’t even happened. Who was I to be mad or hold a grudge?!

She looked at her gold wristwatch. "Oh, it’s time to go home. Semyon 
Nikolaevich doesn’t know I came to see you. He might be getting worried.”
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She jpuHed five hundred rubles from her handbag and gave it to me. “Just 
don't refuse. I know how much you need it. I would've brought it long ago, 
but... you know how life is...” Vera Mikhailovna and Jim left.

Then there was another friend, unexpected and unprecedented, Dr 
Aleksandra Aleksandrovna Grech. She worked in a clinic I didn’t go to, so we 
weren’t acquainted before she introduced herself to me on the street. It was 
in the fall of 1950 that she stopped me on the street with the loud exclamation, 
“Hello, Nina Alekseevna! I haven’t seen you in so long!” But I didn’t know her. 
It was the first time, and I didn’t know who she was. In confusion, I tried to 
cautiously smile at this ageing, portly, unfamiliar lady. Again, she exclaimed, 
“I see you don’t recognize me. I’m Dr Grech, Aleksandra Aleksandrovna. How 
could you have forgotten me?”

No, I hadn’t forgotten anything. After a few days she came to see me around 
five in the afternoon, carrying a bag of sweet rolls and bagels—bagels were 
especially hard to get—and settled in for tea and a chat. That’s how a true 
friendship started. She had served the entire war as a doctor, in Yugoslavia 
and in Czechoslovakia, and she never ran out of war stories. She had a nice 
room in military housing on the outskirts of Ulyanovsk. However, she never 
invited me there.

Some of Nikita’s night school friends occasionally came to see me. Some of 
them were trying to continue their studies, others were just happy they had 
made it through to the tenth grade, and a few had begun a higher education 
correspondence course.

In short, I did have some friends in Ulyanovsk, more than I should have 
expected. In this remote city, with one foot in Asia, everyone knew all about 
everyone. The rumor mill worked quickly. People had friends outside their 
homes here. No one conversed with their closest neighbors or even nodded to 
them (incidentally, it was also like that in the French provinces), but in the 
evenings, leaving work, they stood in the hallways and whispered—what 
happened in the Tatar neighborhood: “They waited for him at the door and 
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slashed his stomach, and his guts came right out” or “How the fiance started 
repairing a radio, but he didn’t turn it off, well, and just think, how the fellow 
got shocked and she, Galina something, jumped to pull it away...and she got 
shocked. So now the mother thought to turn off the switch, but it was too 
late...” That’s the category of curiosity I had fallen into: my character had 
never blended with Ulyanovsk, and my fate had annoyed someone terribly... 
My neighbor Saltychikha expressed that thought precisely and clearly one 
day; she and Agrippina Alekseevna were standing at my open window, loudly 
discussing something about housekeeping, when my little Vaska, trying to 
keep a low profile, appeared between them. “Oh! That mangy cat!” exclaimed 
Agrippina loudly on purpse. “What can you say?” Saltychikha chimed in. 'We 
all know about the nobility and their pets.” She fell silent, then added, also 
loudly and explicitly (this is verbatim), ‘We need to... that damn aristocrat 
came here dying of hunger!”

However, even among the so-called “own” there were those who openly 
showed their grudges. Not long before us, a certain "Madame Marie" [in 
French] arrived in Ulyanovsk, a very simple French woman, with her husband, 
a Russian who had ended up in France right after the civil war. He worked in 
some factory in Sevres and met Madame Marie there. They had no children, 
and he decided to return home. I met her once at the Resettlement Dept. 
Afterward, she came to visit once or twice, right after our move to the 
kitchen-maid’s room. A short time later she turned up again and said that she 
and her husband were leaving Ulyanovsk and going to Ukraine. Suddenly, 
with some indignation, she expounded to me how she had been trying for 
months to gather money for me, going around to all the “re-emigres, 
proposing that each family save at least ten rubles a month for me. “Pensez, 
pensez done, Madame, on me dit n’aller chez cette grosse memere la Katchva 
—la. Je me presente chez elie gentiment, et qu’est-ce qu’elle me sort ? C’est 
interdit, tout a fait interdit... Mais qu’est-ce qui est interdit ? D’aider cette 
malheureuse dame ? Mais ce n’est pas possible !! Que si, elle me fait, son mari 
est condamne par un tribunal sovietique, c’est qu’il est coupable et on n’a 
absolument pas le droit d’aider sa famille. Mais vous risquez les pires ennuis, 
chez nous il n’y a que les coupables qui sont condamnes... Done moi je m’y 
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oppose fbrmellement, a cette collecte, et je previendrai tous les autres !" [Just 
think, Madame! I am told not to go to that fat grandma, the Kachva—that one. I 
introduced myself to her nicely, and what did she say? It's forbidden, absolutely 
forbidden... But what is forbidden? Helping this unfortunate lady? That can’t be 
possible!! Then she tells me that if her husband is sentenced by a Soviet court, then he is 
guilty, and we have absolutely no right to help his family. You risk worse trouble. Here 
only the guilty are condemned... So I am formally opposed to this collection, and I will 
warn all the others!]

Madame Marie burst into tears, repeating in her broken Russian, “What will 
become of you now! What can you do?” I thanked her, and said things were 
what they were. 'What a country this is, Madame. Such things just aren’t 
human!”

She left me, and she and her husband departed a week later. After a year, as I 
later found out, they managed to return to France.

Kachva’s performance surprised me little. After all, her husband was a 
secretary on the rue de Galliere in Paris, where the Union of Soviet Citizens in 
France originated. He himself was from Ukraine, a pretty-boy, a womanizer. 
He knew everyone and everything and kept a firm, decisive hand on his 
business. He rose from the earth like a shadow, with his always gentle tenor. 
He worked as a taxi driver in Lyons for many years, then suddenly turned up 
in this business in Paris. In general, he conducted himself with intelligence, 
even though he had no education—none.

These last years here in Paris we have had to read a few American books 
about the KGB and Soviet spies in the West—in a list at the end of one of 
them, under the letter K the name KACHVA appeared, a longtime agent for 
the KGB in France.

Among those who lived those years along with us, those who even became 
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part of our family, were Horace Arkadievich Velle, his wife Fanny, and two of 
their sons—Yurii and Vovka. They met Nikita practically on the street (this 
was at the end of 1951 or winter 1952). They were Communists in France, 
vaguely connected to a family knitting workshop, but Fanny, attractive and 
sometimes simply beautiful, was a door-to-door saleswoman for the perfume 
firm Docteur Payot, which had just started up. [Dr Nadia Payot (Odessa 1887- 
Switzerland 1966) established her business in 1920.] The fear of landing in a 
devilish German oven sent them all into the hills, to the maquis [guerrilla 
fighters in the French underground during WWII], but listening to Horace, one 
could think that they alone actually ran the Resistance movement in France. 
[Velle (1909-1975), biographer and translator of Saint-Exupery] One extraordinary 
personage was Khlestakov, who impressed everyone in Ulyanovsk: he was, 
they said, a writer and a hero. His favorite story was how together with Yurii, 
who was then eighteen, liberated the town of La Rochelle from the Germans. 
Lisping roughly, he let everyone know how he, a re-emigre to Ulyanovsk, did 
not speak French. Fanny—a sweet, good woman, who was then around forty, 
was, alas, insane. The first signs of madness appeared immediately after the 
end of the war. When she arrived in Ulyanovsk, she became worse and ended 
up several times in a psychiatric program for a month or two, the head of 
which was a noteworthy doctor who knew the difficult business of psychiatry 
in detail and was always sympathetic—Aleksandr Ivanovich Skipetrov. I saw 
a lot of good and thoughtfulness in him, even though I myself was never in a 
psychiatric program. In 1954, though, I wasn't far from one; he kept me afloat, 
however, when I suddenly began to sink...

The Velle family was in our life for some years. They wanted to be in our orbit, 
but there were no bad intentions. Poor Horace had suffered an apoplectic fit 
in Ulyanovsk in 1944. The three of them (Yura was then in Moscow) were 
living in a four-by-two-meter storeroom. Fanny went out in the mornings to 
work at the KIM factory, alongside me. Over two or three months, I went to 
visit Horace, spoon-fed him, tore up pieces of bread for him, and held a glass 
for him to drink from—his right hand was paralyzed. In short, their life in 
Ulyanovsk was far from easy, but when I fell ill, they tried to help me.
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March 1953 came around. That day I went out somewhere in the morning, not 
having heard [Radio] Moscow that morning. I got home around one and only 
then turned on the radio. A wave of funeral music came flooding over me. 
Obviously, I was on the wrong station, pushed the wrong button. No, the 
music flowed from every Soviet wavelength. Now Mozart’s Requiem, now 
Chopin's Nocturnes, now Beethoven’s Moonlight Sonata, and Tchaikovsky's 
Fifth Symphony. In the afternoon I finally went to see Ekaterina Nikolaevna. 
“What is this? What’s going on? Have you heard anything?” She answered in a 
whisper. “In the bazaar they’re saying that Stalin has become ill...” It was 
impossible to utter these words in anything other than a whisper, even 
yesterday before the hysterical music. In general, it was forbidden to either 
speak or think them. Stalin was incapable of dying, unlike other people!

Around six o’clock I went to see the Lyubishchevs. It was quiet there, everyone 
familiar. The dish [speaker] on the wall was saying something, notifying 
everyone of what was happening, and there was still a horrible trace of that 
mournful music. Olga Petrovna openly wiped away tears. Like many who 
spent the entire war in uniform and at the front, she venerated Stalin. She 
was sincere in this and believed he was a genius, that he took care of 
everyone, that he was a great leader and wartime victor. How many of these 
dear, good people have I seen, always ready to help each other! And I? Did I 
know even part of the truth about Stalin then? Having lived twenty-five years 
in Paris, it could’ve been clearer to me. At the time, though, I still thought it 
was Beria who was guilty of everything [Lavrentii Pavlovich Beria (1899-1953), 
notorious high-ranking Stalinist bureaucrat and head of the NKVD during WWII, 
reputed rapist and serial killer, executed in 1953 after Stalin’s death]. It seemed to 
me it was he who was the evil genius, not Stalin. I knew that many years ago 
something horrific had happened in the country that no one really 
understood in its entirety. Many people could explain it or attribute it to life’s 
fierce circumstances, one of which was indeed convenient: “The higher-ups 
said/decided/think that...” “The leadership considers...” “The boss ordered.” 
For us, well, it’s okay. We carry on and make our reports. Children, those 
people sincerely believed that life had become happier and more beautiful!
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The next day I ran into Lyubov Aleksandrovna on the street. She had been to 
church that morning, where there were endless requests of the priest for the 
“health of the ailing servant of God, Iosif' [Stalin], and after mass, prayers 
were offered by a choir “for his health.”

On the street, loudspeakers were set up, and the sad funeral music enveloped 
the whole city, the whole transport system, all the factories. God! How much 
longer could this go on?

I went to Ekaterina Nikolaevna's house to visit a marvelous old woman I was 
friends with who rented a room from her, Mariya Fyodorovna, who was at 
least eighty. She sat in her tidy room, crocheting round tablecloths for sale, 
and her little radio dish poured out the funereal sounds. She made me tea 
and noticed that I was frowning because of that music. She proposed turning 
it off. “Yes, yes, please, Mariya Fyodorovna. Two whole days in a row, I just 
can’t take it anymore. I shut it down at my place.” She shook her head in 
caution—how could you have done that? We sat down to our tea and a sweet 
bun. Mariya Fyodorovna smiled. Her bright, intelligent eyes lit up as she did 
so. “I've been listening since yesterday morning, and after supper I placed my 
chair closer and crocheted while I quietly cried. I thought about my first 
husband, and the second, and my only son killed in the war. So I sat 
crocheting and remembering everyone. Now I feel better, much better.”

The next day, 5 March, when they announced Stalin’s death, I again wasn’t at 
home. A pity! That afternoon, around five or six, I tuned in to France. (My 
little radio was quite a special one that excellently picked up the French 
station, a marvel.) I got right away onto the annual meeting of the French 
Communist Party in Auberville, where for years it ran the town hall.

There was a loud clamor of voices, people entered the town hall. There was 
bewilderment, a voice announcing, ‘We must delay the beginning of the 
meeting for ten minutes.” Fifteen minutes passed, footsteps resumed, and 
movement was audible as someone took the stand and applause rang out. 
"Bravo, Duclos! Vive Duclos!” [leader of the French Communist Party and a 
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longtime Stalinist] Apparently, he gestured for complete silence, and he began, 
haltingly uttering, “Comrades, I have come to announce some terrible news.” 
He suddenly fell silent, and it was clear that he was crying unrestrainedly. 
“We have just received confirmation of the death of Comrade Stalin." His 
voice broke, and almost immediately a different voice came on. “In a few 
moments Comrade Duclos will deliver the eulogy...” There was absolute 
silence on the little radio. Finally, Duclos again began speaking, with 
difficulty and loudly crying almost the entire time. Here and there in the town 
hall sobbing broke out and exclamations of "Terrible!” “Such a loss!” "Adieu, 
Stalin.” Duclose, in closing, proposed paying to the memory of “grand Stalin, 
our leader in everything.” Everyone stood, for several minutes, crying and 
sobbing. Evidently, they had begun the annual meeting unaware of Stalin's 
illness. How could they have known? After all, over the course of three entire 
days Soviet radio hadn't announced anything, even to them, obviously, even 
though they were the preeminent Communist Party in Europe! Not even 
they!

Stalin’s funeral was broadcast on the radio. Horace and his older son, Yura, 
came to my place to listen. At the beginning of the Doctors’ Plot, Yura had 
been fired from Moscow Radio, where he had been a translator. Again, the 
endless music, Chopin’s Funeral March, then the speeches at the mausoleum— 
now those were interesting listening! First Malenkov read something barely 
audible, then came Molotov—the very one to whom I had written so many 
appeals. He was no Demosthenes, stuttering and repeating himself in a 
wooden voice, then going completely silent, and then starting up again. 
Finally, Beria. At least he was more articulate, every phrase had some kind of 
sense—he hoped the great figure of the deceased leader would lead the 
country forward...

‘Well, who do you think spoke best?” asked Horace. ‘Who? Well, clearly it was 
Beria. At least he used complete sentences in a structured speech he 
prepared.” ‘Yes,” he responded. “He seemed to be less confused, but the 
others were just shuddering with terror.”
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Lent ended, and Amusin was summoned to the Committee of Anti-religious 
Propaganda. They proposed that for Holy Week he give a series of anti
religious lectures in the towns and villages around Ulyanovsk, but, no, he 
didn’t yield, telling them, “You know full well that I’m Jewish and you want 
me to conduct anti-religious propaganda in the provinces? Have mercy on 
me. They’ll throw stones at me, not just apples! This is verging on 
provocation!”

They agreed, finally—somewhat awkwardly, then suddenly the atmosphere 
was entirely different.

Here’s what was happening. On the Saturday of Holy Week, all the 
loudspeakers in the city announced that a grotesque mistake had been made, 
that Dr Lidia Timashuk, having singlehandedly exposed the Doctors’ Plot, had 
crudely deceived everyone, that Ryumin had been arrested (as far as I recall, 
he was the head of the Investigations Dept, in the MVD), that all the arrested 
doctors had been released and restored to their duties. Such shameless 
absurdity! [She writes MVD here, but Ryumin was actually in the MGB.]

On Easter Sunday I went to the Lyubishchevs’ around two in the afternoon 
for lunch. Lyubov Aleksandrovna went to Matins and Mass at the only church 
in Ulyanovsk. Her kuliches [Easter sweet bread] turned out excellently, and 
there were mazurkas [fruit cake] and a paskha [sweet cheesecake] decorated with 
a paper rose. Lyubov Aleksandrovna was flowing with happiness—her 
favorite holiday had again come round! Lyubishchev, however, was agitated. 
“Did you hear? Did you? This is quite something!” We were still waiting for 
Amusin, not sitting down at the table without him. 'Where could he be?” 
worried Olga Petrovna. “He’s always so punctual!” Finally, the doorbell rang 
and in walked Amusin. He was terribly pale. “Excuse my lateness. I was 
standing on the street next to a pillar and heard...” He covered his face with 
his hands and helplessly sank into a chair and sobbed. He had held himself 
together for so long, and now the illusion had come to an end.

But Paskha, as always, took over. By the time we had kulich and coffee, we 

361



The Trip to Moscow to Visit Igor Aleksandrovich

were all joyous. It was a pity that Nadezhda Yakovlevna had left and was now 
in Chita[on the Trans-Siberian Railway, about 560 miles east of Irkutsk]. She wrote 
that she was welcomed there, but the climate was hellish, with windstorms 
full of sand and manure. It was often hard to breathe.

So many astounding events suddenly came crashing down on the country. 
What about leaving for Odessa? And where was the response from Shvernik? 
For so many years I had trusted the promises. The French call them “des 
promesses gratuities.” The question remained, and I still hadn’t found its 
answer.

Aside from the Lyubishchevs, I had told no one any of this. And after my first 
words upon arriving back from Moscow, Aleksandr Aleksandrovich expressed 
little hope...but how could that be?

In the second year, during the month of July, a medical student, Liliya 
Abramova, came from Leningrad to see her mother. She visited me every day 
for a full hour for reading, recitation, conversation in English. No one 
compelled her to do so. She had found me herself and diligently applied 
herself in our lessons. She had been born in Khabarovsk, where her father 
had a prominent position on the Chinese Eastern Railroad [a short-cut across 
northern Manchuria via Harbin to the Russian port city of Vladivostok], Liliya’s 
mother worked as a bookkeeper in a girls’ school and had a decent room 
there. After the Chinese Eastern Railroad came back under the jurisdiction of 
the USSR, she spent ten years in the camps. Her father died quite soon in the 
camps, and her grandmother raised her from the age of four in Ulyanovsk. 
The grandmother’s surname was Pfeferkorn, from the Volga Germans, and 
by some miracle she was never sent from Ulyanovsk to Siberia.

I really liked Liliya. She made great progress with her English, was always 
tidy, polite, and efficient. I got to know her mother, who was tall with a 
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marvelous figure, a charming face, and dignified bearing. When at home she 
smoked Goat’s Legs tobacco almost constantly. One time she suddenly started 
Aelling me about her life, showing me a photo of her husband as a young man. 
Such a terrible fate—all those who worked for the railroad were met with 
champagne, an orchestra played in the stations, everyone was given 
bouquets, then a year later everyone was in the camps, some for ten years, 
others for twenty-five! This was in 1931 or '33. Was there work in the camp? 
She just waved her hands. “No, we don’t need to bring that up!”

In the middle of August, more or less unexpectedly, the wife of the president 
of the Ulyanovsk region Writers’ Union, Kozhevnikova, came to see me. Who 
sent her to me? Her name was Betty, a strikingly beautiful Jewish woman. 
How had I not run into her before on the street? She had an apartment in the 
Pedagogical Institute dormitory. She asked me to teach English to her two 
children. The arrangements were: come at ten in the morning and teach her 
daughter, Tanya, who was thirteen, then little Andryusha, who was six. Since 
neither she nor her husband ate lunch at home, I ate with the children and 
went home at two o’clock. Tanya left for school, and Betty returned. The pay 
was three hundred rubles a month!

I felt like a young Rothschild—three hundred rubles a month and lunch every 
day. Hooray for Betty! Regarding lunch, she made it clear that as much as 
possible I was to teach them “manners,” how to sit at a table, how and what to 
eat with...

At the beginning of July, I had one more offer to leave Ulyanovsk, to go south 
to Kutaisi [in Georgia]. In 1949 I happened to meet a young cobbler who 
repaired heels and soles in a kiosk in the city. He was a Georgian, around 
thirty years old. Our conversations became friendlier, and soon after Igor 
Aleksandrovich was arrested, we were talking and he asked how I was 
managing. He was sick at heart for Nikita—Nikita was always friendly with 
Georgians, as he was with this one, Volodya Shavulidze. Volodya had left 
home after quarreling with his father, who had married for the third time at 
the age of seventy. He lived in Kazan and had married a local Tatar woman.
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They already had two little daughters.

Volodya, shy and polite, invited me to his house. He had bought a fixer-upper 
and repaired and painted everything himself. He wanted me to come see 
what he had done. He and his wife received me with the usual ritual and 
honor as is done in Georgia. The house was built in very good taste and 
strikingly clean. There was an abundance of food on the table—pirogi, rolls, 
preserves—all homemade. Volodya had reconciled with his father, who was 
calling for him to come back, since Volodya was the eldest son and the future 
head of the family.

Volodya came to see me at my house—something he had never done, 
although I had invited him, and his wife several times. “Come to Kutaisi. I’ll 
bring you as a member of our family, and you will be honored by everyone. 
It’s still that way with us. There will be students there, as many as you need, 
for both English and French. And don’t forget, your name is Nina, and that 
means you’re one of us. Nikita will be able to live and study in a normal way. 
Give it some real thought, because we’re leaving in two weeks. I’ve already 
sold our house. I bought it for six thousand five years ago, and now I sold it 
for twenty-five thousand!” Ahead of me glimmered melons, apricots, grapes, 
a warm climate, life in a different civilization, the ocean, the mountains...it 
seemed we would be leaving Ulyanovsk and escaping our fate. Maybe 
everything there would be different?!

This question tortured me considerably. It was so unexpected, maybe a gift 
from fate? How could that be? Should I really refuse? Nevertheless, I did 
refuse. The MBG wouldn’t let me go so easily, and besides, they were used to 
me here, and there I would again stick out like a sore thumb. The 
Lyubishchevs thought it was a tempting thought, but...Volodya and his 
Kutaisi family—did anyone know them, what they would say? And what if, 
God forbid, Nikita said something bad about Stalin? After all, in Georgia 
Stalin was like a god, especially now after his death!! Volodya and his family 
left, giving me their address in Kutaisi. “If you decide to come, send a 
telegram and we’ll be waiting for you at the station!”
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Alongside all these events, that summer there was one more, maybe the most 
difficult and unbearable for me—the fantastic heat and aridity. From the end 
of May to the beginning of August there wasn’t a drop of rain. From seven in 
the morning the heat became unbearable, and our ancient building, all wood 
and with high wooden fence, was literally a burning hot frying pan that didn’t 
cool down at all overnight.

The earth was cracking from the heat. There was a crack fifty centimeters 
wide across the huge expanse of Lenin Square, and billows of white dust rose 
above it, circling around, like in a desert. In our courtyard it was 60 degrees 
[140F—can that be?]. On the collective farms outside Ulyanovsk, the workers 
cracked eggs on the ground and by lunch time they were cooked hard. I 
sometimes thought that this would be forever, that I never slept or ate. I hung 
wet rags over my little windows and poured water onto the wooden floor. It 
didn’t matter—the intense heat and the sheen off the withered earth were 
hell indeed!

I went to see Ekaterina Nikolaevna, and what did I see? The barometer 
showed a storm! Look, look! Thunder and rain for that night! Ekaterina 
Nikolaevna just laughed—the barometer had shown that for two months 
now!

Old-timers will recall that even in the famine year of 1921 there wasn’t such 
heat and dryness.

Time passed, and nothing changed. To be honest, Beria did suddenly 
disappear: when? how? a stunt? As if Lavrentii Pavlovich hadn’t existed, but 
he did...an English spy undetected by anyone! Sic transit... And now what? 
Nothing, really. Everything went on, while we learned that it was possible to 
carry on without Stalin, even without Beria. Our correspondence continued 
with Box 68, Main Post Office, Moscow. Everything was as it was, nothing 
changing.

It was a hard summer for me. My strengths began to get mixed up, and I no 

365



The Trip to Moscow to Visit Igor Aleksandrovich

longer had what the English call punch—enthusiasm, retaliation, or when 
needed, a sharp reaction. And the heat was wearing me down, along with 
shortness of breath because of my heart, and a complete aversion to food. 
Sometimes I thought, “1’11 go out and buy a hundred grams of Stolichnaya.” 
The temptation was sometimes more than my strength. Well, no, no, not for 
anything. Have a taste once, and you may not stop. I was smoking a 
tremendous amount, two packs of “Parachutist” per day. In the summer, the 
cheap papirosy disappeared in Ulyanovsk, and there were only the expensive 
“Kazbek” or “Yava,” even then not every day. Sometimes in the evening I 
would notice that I had nothing to smoke and despite my fear of hooligans 
and robbers, I would run through the empty streets to the store and buy three 
or four single papirosy, then line them up next to the bed in case I suddenly 
felt like smoking. Often, I didn’t touch them, but having them in the house 
was important! There was real fear ruling the city—the Voroshilov Amnesty 
youths roamed about, and not just in Ulyanovsk. Aleksandr Aleksandrovich 
went to Leningrad to give a course of lectures, as he did every summer. The 
train from Sverdlovsk arrived late, around midnight, and three friends 
escorted him to the station because it was risky to go alone with a suitcase— 
one could be beaten and killed.

Autumn 1953. I was very busy. Every morning I had a lesson with Tanya and 
Andryusha, after lunch a short rest. Then the blind students arrived and often 
stayed until late evening. They were now in their last year, and I worked more 
with them.

At the end of October, I came down with a terrible case of dysentery and was 
taken to the hospital for nearly a month. When I returned home, Ekaterina 
Nikolaevna met me, and I asked, ‘Were there any letters from Igor 
Aleksandrovich for me? I wrote him three times from the hospital. Maybe 
there’s a response?” She was quiet, and then I saw a stack of letters I hadn’t 
noticed at first. I took them and saw they were my three letters, all with the 
address Box 68, Main Post Office, Moscow. On each envelope in the upper left 
corner were the words “Addressee Gone” and a date.
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Suddenly something hammered at my head: “Wasted, wasted, wasted.” I 
passed out on the bed, and after a few minutes, Ekaterina Nikolaevna 
brought me round by putting a sugar cube with Validol in my mouth. I was 
better quickly, but I still couldn’t talk for a while. Ekaterina Nikolaevna 
repeated something comforting, we had to wait, find out more, wait for news. 
Well, of course.

I shouted, “I won’t spend the night here alone. I want to go, right away, now!” 
'Where?”
“To the Lyubishchevs. They’ll advise me, they’ll think of something.”

Ten minutes later, Ekaterina Nikolaevna sent her older daughter to me. I got 
a bag with a nightshirt and slippers, and Irochka turned out all the lights, 
locked the door, and led me by the hand to the Lyubishchevs’. On the way, a 
gang of young hooligans pestered us, trying to hurt Irochka and shove one or 
the other of us, whistling and whooping at us—one of them, maliciously 
growling, threw an iron pipe at us from behind along the slippery sidewalk 
that hit me painfully on my legs. We finally went into the house, where there 
was a student dining hall downstairs, and they all flew in behind us and 
landed in the dining hall, right up at the buffet matron, Auntie Masha. Now, 
she wasn’t easily frightened, and I heard her threaten right away to call the 
police. Irochka dragged me upstairs along the iron staircase and brought me 
to the Lyubishchevs.

I stayed with them for a few days, reeling, not even thinking whether it 
worked for them or not that I was sleeping on the divan in their dining room.

On the third day, Nikita called from Moscow, and Olga Petrovna called out to 
me, “Hurry, hurry, it’s Nikita. He has news.” It turned out that Nikita had 
long known that his father had been taken away, and he said that he had gone 
that morning to the GULAG offices and found out that Igor Aleksandrovich 
had been transferred to the camp in Tayshet [669 km NW of Irkutsk].

These unintelligible words, like from some ancient incantation, entered 
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suddenly into my Ulyanovsk life. We sat down to eat, Aleksandr 
Aleksandrovich satisfied that Nikita had managed to find out everything and 
called right away. He loved Nikita very much and always praised him. What's 
this Gulag? Definitely not Russian—something Kalmyk, eastern? [It is the Kott 
language and means “cold river.” Kott was an Yeniseian language in central Siberia, 
extinct by the 1850s.] None of us had ever heard the word before. And Tayshet? 
After lunch Aleksandr Aleksandrovich pulled out a thick old book, the 
Railroad Directory, and rubbed his hands with interest. ‘Well, shall we look to 
see where this Tayshet is?” He adored playing with the directory, looking for 
all kinds of connections, new and old lines—all Russians thirsted for travel 
from one part of the huge country to another; it was a familiar activity for 
him. But it was hard finding Tayshet. For some reason Lyubishchev was 
looking for it in the Urals, or outside Tashkent. Finally, he said, “Looks like I 
have to search in Siberia.” He turned more pages and found it. To get to 
Tayshet it took nearly three whole days and nights. We all soon came to 
understand over the course of half a year just what Tayshet was. At that point 
—November 1953—no one knew it, but there were more than 700,000 
prisoners in Tayshet, the camp occupying a huge area in the Krasnoyarsk 
Region. How was it possible no one knew? How could this be kept secret? 
After all, these hundreds of thousands of prisoners had families, coworkers... 
Or did those who knew never utter a word out of terror?

This period is confusing to recall. I wrote to Igor Aleksandrovich and received 
an answer. I could write to him four times a year and could, it seems, receive 
two letters from him. He asked me to send a food package as soon as possible, 
but it wasn’t so simple to find satisfactory jam or sausage or sugar and such 
in Ulyanovsk. People helped me gather some good things, however, and sew it 
all into a package of rough canvas. The first package was headed off to 
Tayshet.

My life that difficult winter moved on, burdensome and ugly. However, 
lessons at the Kozhevnikovs' started up again, and Betty and the children 
were very kind to me.
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One of the re-emigres who had come a year before us, Aleksei Nikolaevich 
Nikolskii, died from liver cancer in the middle of December. We had become 
friends as soon as we arrived and continued seeing each other, but not very 
often. Aleksei Nikolaevich was a maritime engineer, well known in the Baltic 
Fleet. In France he lived for years in the south, in Menton, and would drive 
American tourists around France in his own car. His wife, Evgeniya 
Nikolaevna, didn’t have a job, but she tended her garden, which was said to be 
one of the most beautiful on the entire coast.

Nikolskii was a very pleasant man, distinguished and direct—like a sergeant 
at arms, but he didn’t lack humor and was always calm and welcoming. 
Nikita and I loved him very much. His life in Ulyanovsk did not go smoothly, 
but I didn’t ask him about it. Digging the Ulyanovsk Sea had started, and he 
was suddenly in demand, happy that he finally had some real work. [Her term 
for the Kuybyshev Reservoir, the largest in Europe, also called Kuybyshev Sea.]

Then suddenly he dropped like a fallen oak. In a few weeks, this titan became 
a skeleton covered with dark skin. The pain was terrible, and his entire body 
itched. Hysterically groaning, he scratched at his arms and legs. Dreadful. I 
went to visit him once or twice in the hospital, but he was past recognizing 
anyone.

Aleksei Nikolaevich died while I myself was in the hospital. At the end of 
December, I went to see his widow. She had already applied for a place in the 
senior housing in Akshaut, which wasn’t far from Syzran, in the former 
Polivanov estate, who were friends of the Krivosheins. Their room cost three 
hundred rubles a month, since they weren’t part of communal housing. 
Evgeniya Nikolaevna asked, “How can I afford so much for an entire six 
months?” I went to see her again after a few days and proposed she move in 
with me for that period, with the condition that she stay with other friends 
when Nikita was home for his two weeks’ vacation. She joyfully agreed, 
finished out the month in her room, and moved in with me at the beginning 
of January. Details were specified and I was satisfied that I would no longer 
be on my own, which had become just impossible.
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New Year’s Eve

There was a time when
Young girl guessed their fortunes 

On Epiphany Eve...

V. Zhukovskii 
(1783-1852)

The previous New Year I had seen in with the Provalskiis, but this year I 
thanked them and declined. First of all, when I was walking to their place I 
nearly froze to death on the way. I hadn’t paid attention to the temperature, 
and when I left the house, it was -37! [-34.6FJ. At the corner of Tolstoi and 
Goncharovka Streets I nearly lost my footing and barely made it there. There 
was always arguing and open conflict there, Michel Provalskii calling his wife 
an idiot, a freak, practically spitting at her while she sat near me crying. Two 
years before they had adopted a young Chuvash boy [Turkic ethnic group native 
to the area], and because of this, their life, in my opinion, became even worse, 
the little boy becoming a topic of discord and conflict.

The Lyubishchevs never invited anyone to New Year’s. I decided that although 
I was on my own, I wouldn’t go to bed early, I would make myself a snack— 
and stay up for Voroshilov’s New Year greeting on the radio. I asked my blind 
student Kostya to buy me a hundred grams of Stolichnaya, and I bought some 
anchovies in the eternal tomato sauce, a bit of the sausage they "provided” for 
our welfare on New Year’s, and made a potato salad. I covered the table 
prettily with a clean towel. I laid the table with a plate and a cup (a silver one 
from Paris, bought in the famous “Flea Market”). I spread everything out on a 
round plate, not on platters, so that in the coming year I would have all of it: 
the plate with bread, both black and white, with sugar, the potato salad, the 
salty fish, and the sausage! There was even a special plate for Vaska. For 
dessert I had an apple.
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MHH/ mood was fine. I persuaded myself that, after all, it was a holiday, but my 
nerves were frayed and my mediumistic powers had recently possessed me 
again,so I was always on guard, fearful of something happening—a sign of 
some kind, from somewhere, I don’t know. I had to listen...

At eleven-thirty I was sitting at the table, arranging the anchovies on my plate 
and drinking the cup of vodka. I ate a little piece of the sausage and a few bits 
of potato. No, I couldn’t manage to eat anything more. I was no longer 
pretending. You may wonder, why this “theater” for myself?” I gave Vaska his 
portion of the food as waltzes and folk songs poured from the radio.

I suddenly decided to break my self-imposed ban and got out the cards. I 
decided to tell my fortune. I wouldn’t lay out the full deck, just ten cards, the 
ones usually laid out last.

I pulled the lower cards from the pack—twos, threes, fours, and fives. That 
left thirty-six cards, all that were necessary, as my grandmother, Nadezhda 
Viktorovna, taught me when I was twelve years old. I closed my eyes and 
shuffled them. I laid them out: king of clubs, knave of clubs, and...the queen 
of clubs. I was astonished—it was us, our family! Six more cards. Alongside 
the queen of clubs came the ace of spades, nine of spades, and ten of spades. 
No, no! I didn’t need to put down any more—everything was clear: the three 
of us would be together in the new year, but I, specifically I, was threatened 
with mortal danger. It was right there, next to me, and apparently imminent.

I mixed the cards up, scolding myself. Why do this? After all, I could’ve not 
found out that something immeasurably terrible was awaiting me. I briskly 
gathered up everything from the table and poured myself some tea just as 
Voroshilov was congratulating everyone on the New Year. The anthem and 
quickly to bed.

I tossed for a long time, dozing lightly, and then lay there with open eyes. My 
alarm was growing: we would be reunited somewhere (not in Tayshet?) and 
then I would suddenly die.
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J@"^ week later, on 7 January, Nikolskaya moved in with a suitcase and a large 
trunk. She settled herself on Nikita’s bed. She had recently had an eye 
operation, during her husband's illness, and now she was forbidden to bend 
over or pick up anything heavy.

After the New Year holiday, I again started lessons at the Kozhevnikovs’. If I 
found out that Igor Aleksandrovich had received my parcel, I would send 
another at the end of January.

On the morning of the 12th of January, Tanya said to me in class that two of 
her schoolfriends wanted me to teach them English and they would wait for 
me after classes at the school entrance. It was a glorious day, cold, -15 [5E]. 
This was nothing to me now, since I had gotten used to the cold, but at night 
there was a strong wind, and the streets were completely frozen over. Why 
did I not bring my alpine stick that day? I always had it with me in 
wintertime. Well, because it was fated!

I crossed the small square right next to the building on the way to the school. 
There was the usual scene on the corner of the square: an ox stood harnessed 
to a special sledge with a cask of kerosene. There was a well-mannered line 
with water cans, but the driver wasn’t in a hurry to get started selling. Then, 
suddenly, there was nothing—no square, no line, no me. A kind of lightning 
bolt of pain seized me, and I closed my eyes, the deep blue sky floating above 
me. I lay on my left side in the snow, my bag and books dropped from my 
hand. I heard groans, first quite faint, and conversation coming from the line 
for kerosene. An unbearable pain in my left shoulder kept me from moving. I 
don’t know how long that went on for. I wanted to call out for help, but I 
couldn’t manage it.

I hear someone in the line. “How come she’s lying there so long?” After a little 
while, another voice. “Maybe we should call an ambulance?” But no one from 
the line came to take a look at me—not wanting to miss out on the kerosene!

I lay there for a while, listening to myself groaning louder and louder. Will 
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there come an end to my lying on the ice, when someone at some point passes 
by? Suddenly some young faces appeared above me, girls from the school I 
had been walking to. They rushed to me, picked me up, and gathered my bag 
and books. Apparently, they knew who I was. They led me, with short rests, to 
the cul-de-sac where I had left our building. Little by little I managed some 
words: "keys in pocket,” "go to the Afanasievs’ two doors down. They have a 
telephone. Call for an ambulance,” “Next call Ekaterina Nikolaevna Ventser in 
the next building to the right.” The girls quickly took care of this, and their 
dear faces comforted me a bit, although I well understood that this was a 
catastrophe, that I might become an invalid, the pain in my shoulder 
becoming worse and worse.

Ekaterina Nikolaevna ran in, wanting me to take off my coat—no, we’re 
waiting for the ambulance. On the table in front of me was the watch Igor 
Aleksandrovich’s father bought before he was married. In exactly six minutes 
the ambulance arrived—fast! The doctor took off my coat and I cried out 
from the pain. He said, “Your shoulder is broken, I’m taking you to the 
hospital. I can’t do anything without a picture.”

Evgeniya Nikolaevna went with me. The hospital was far away, almost to the 
train station. We sat there in reception, and they took me for X-rays four 
times. They pressed the broken shoulder into the icy marble table, but the 
pictures still didn’t turn out. Finally, someone said something, and they took 
me for a cast. The surgeon said to the nurse, “Look at what a terrible break 
this is. It appears to be impacted. This won’t be easy.” The nurse gave me a 
steady dose of spirits of ammonia. Finally, she was done and said to me, 
‘Well, then, go on home.” I explained to her that I lived alone and a middle
aged woman was now staying with me who had only just had an eye 
operation. She couldn’t do anything. I begged her to admit me to the hospital. 
“No,” answered the nurse. “The hospital is full, no beds available.” I protested, 
and she said at last, “You know, if everyone with a broken arm or leg was 
hospitalized, we’d have to build another hospital.”

I responded angrily, "That wouldn’t be such a bad thing, since this hospital 
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was built in Aleksandr H’s reign [1855-1881] and hasn’t been updated since.” 
She led me to the corridor, where there were six rows of beds with patients in 
the middle of a narrow passageway. “Is here good?” she asked.

“Of course not. You’re right. Home is better.” She gave me two little boxes: in 
the first were six morphine tablets and in the second—six tablets of 
pyramidon [later synthesized as aminopyrine, an analgesic and anti-inflammatory]. 
“Here you go. Take them sparingly, since there’s no more to give you.”

This was the 12th of January. How can I describe this week in detail? Really, to 
what end? Anyone can imagine how it went. The cold was fierce, almost 25 
degrees below; a week later minus 30; minus 3; and so on to the end of 
February [minus 13 to minus 31F]. Who brought me food? Who brought 
firewood in from the street? I don’t remember. I barely slept. It was 
inconceivable to do so with the huge cast that covered me along my left arm 
from the wrist up and over to my back to below the shoulder blade. It was a 
little easier to lie on my right side. The six morphine tablets were used up in a 
week, only the pyramidon remaining...

On the 20th of January in the evening (the lamp was hung with a red shawl so 
as not to harm Evgeniya Nikolaevna’s eyes), I got myself from one corner to 
the other and smoked a cigarette. A snowstorm blew outside, the wind 
howling down the chimney pipe. Suddenly someone banged on the street 
door. It was nearly eleven o’clock. Evgeniya Nikolaevna put my coat over my 
shoulders, and a warm hat on my head, since it was as cold at the street door 
as it was outside.
‘Who’s there?” I asked.
“Open up.” A woman’s voice.
‘What do you want?”
“You have a telegram.”

Well, no. We all knew these tricks. You open up, and there are two or three 
young guys with a knife. “If there’s a telegram, push it under the door. 
Whoever it’s for will see if it’s okay.” The female voice finally shouted, “Nina
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Alekseevna, it’s me, Marusya, your mail carrier. Do you really not recognize 
my voice?” I opened the door, and it was indeed Marusya. She was shocked. 
“What’s with you? Are your arms broken? And why is the light shaded?”

She handed me the telegram, which I signed for. I wanted to send her home 
quickly, she was so kind to come out to me with some sad telegram on such a 
cold, late night. But she didn’t leave. ‘Why aren’t you reading it?” “Marusya, 
I’m not rushing it. I’ll read it, but you should go home. Aren’t you frozen?” 
Marusya spoke up with an odd voice. “So do you want me to read it to you?” 
This wasn’t like Marusya. She was always polite and seemly with me. I 
responded tersely. “You think my arm keeps me from reading?” I took the 
telegram from her and read aloud:

"Papa arrived at the Lubyanka today. A review of his arrest has begun. There 
is a visit tomorrow. A letter to follow. Nikita.”

Marusya embraced me, crying. “I could’ve brought this to you tomorrow 
morning, but I decided: No, Nina Alekseevna should know right away... After 
all, this isn’t the first such telegram I’ve delivered today!”

This is all the truth, just as it was—the unbelievable happened...

Paris 1977-1981
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Nina Alekseevna began writing her memoir in response to A.I. Solzhenitsyn’s 
appeal. In 1977 he asked everyone who had the strength left to write 
something for his artistic-historical effort to preserve in his "All-Russian 
Memoir Library/’ and for possible publication, everything connected with 
Russia in the twentieth century.

At the end of that year, Nina Alekseevna wrote down and sent to the AML two 
essays—"25 October 1917” and “Escape from Petrograd in December 1919.”

At Solzhenitsyn’s insistence, Nina Alekseevna decided to continue her work, 
resulting in five hundred pages. It was sent off to the AML in parts, the final 
parcel in July 1981. By that time, Nina Alekseevna’s general health had taken a 
turn for the worse and she could no longer work.

On the 29th of September 1981 Nina Alekseevna died in Paris at eighty-six 
years old. She died completely conscious after a priest came to perform last 
rites. She was buried in her father’s grave in the Sainte-Genevieve-des-Bois 
Russian cemetery outside Paris.

Her memoir ends on 20 January 1954, when she was in Ulyanovsk and 
received the telegram from our son, Nikita, with the news that I had been 
released from the Tayshet camp to the Lubyanka for a review of my arrest. 
Therefore, her memoir doesn’t reflect the final year of life in Ulyanovsk (1954), 
twenty years in Moscow (1954-1974), and seven years in Paris (1974-1981). I 
will try to briefly put down here what happened with our family over the last 
twenty-seven years.

First came my release (after five years imprisonment), “rehabilitation” (30 
June 1954), and choosing a new profession—as an engineer, I took on 
technical translations into French. The work ensured our material survival.

From the beginning there was a long battle to move from Ulyanovsk to
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Moscow (there was the problem of “housing” and the eternal Moscow 
permits). All these problems were reconciled only in 1962. From the one room 
we had rented in a communal apartment we moved to a one-room 
cooperative apartment in Izmailovo [historic district on the northeast side of 
Moscow],

Nikita was arrested on 25 August 1957. He had just graduated from the 
Foreign Languages Institute and started work at the French-language issue 
of the magazine New Times. He was arrested as he was saying goodbye to his 
friend, a French diplomat, in the gardens of the Donskoi Monastery [founded 
in 1591, in central Moscow], The KGB subsequently accused him of treason and 
espionage (for publishing essays in Le Monde newspaper about the Soviet 
intervention in Hungary [1956], The matter was moved to the jurisdiction of 
the Moscow Military Tribunal (in agreement with the charges). It was held in 
a closed session—thanks to a degree of independence the Military Tribunal 
had from the KGB—and his ten-year sentence, which the procurator 
demanded “taking into account mitigating circumstances,” was reduced to 
three years in penal labor camps. “Betraying the Motherland” was modified to 
anti-Soviet propaganda.

Nikita lived out his sentence in the Mordovia labor camps. The secret rail 
station “Potma” was the one glittering in the window of the train when Nina 
Alekseevna returned to Ulyanovsk after meeting with me in the Butyrka. It 
was the center of that camp system.

During the short period of the Khrushchev thaw the camp regime was 
relatively mild. I went three times for a “personal meeting” with Nikita. 
Visitors were allowed to spend twenty-four hours with their relative in a 
separate room in a special “guest” barracks.

The Mordovia camps focused on all the new political prisoners of that period 
(the “Moscow historians” affair, Edward Kuznetsov’s first imprisonment, and 
Valerii Manuilov and others).
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Nikfta was released, in the spring of i960.

Having moved to Moscow in 1955, Nina Alekseevna continued her foreign 
language lessons (although not with children or beginners), not so much for 
the income as for establishing a good relationship with the cultured young 
people. Of course, she didn’t limit herself to French and English—she opened 
her young students’ eyes to the free world, to life on the other side of the Iron 
Curtain and acquainted them with emigre Russian literature. In private she 
read them V. Nabokov and a multitude of samizdat materials.

We socialized with other who, like us, had returned from France. The 
majority of them had undergone the same fate as had we. We met with 
comrades from the sharashki [prison research institutes and design bureaus]— 
among them were Aleksandr Isaevich Solzhenitsyn and Lev Zinovievich 
(Zalmanovich) Kopelev [(1912-1997) Soviet dissident writer]. We also became 
friends with Nikita’s fellow labor camp inmates.

A special circle of friends was the “Moscow French”—students who came to 
perfect their Russian language skills. Among them were Louis Martinez, 
Georges Nivat, and others.

Even my relatives turned up, but cautiously and not right away. Nina 
Alekseevna reestablished contact with a few childhood friends, for example 
the family of the director Safonov. His younger daughter, Elena Vasilievna, 
was a talented artist, an illustrator and stage director, as well as a student of 
Petrov-Vodkin [1878-1939]. His older daughter, Anna Vasilievna Temereva, 
wrote poetry. She was the common-law wife of A.V. Kolchak [Admiral 
Vasilievich Kolchak (1874-1920) established anti-Bolshevik Russian government in 
Siberia, 1918-1920], and after his execution, she spent (with a few breaks) 
twenty-eight years in camps and exile. These experiences did not break her. 
She preserved a proud dignity. Both sisters died in Moscow after we left.

After his release from the camp, Nikita didn’t have the right to live in 
Moscow, although the New Times magazine did take him back for translation 
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work. He registered to live with some acquaintances in Maloyaroslavets and 
ostensibly came from there into work [127 km southwest of Moscow],

In the summer, Nina Alekseevna and I rented a dacha outside Moscow. We 
especially loved staying on the Nikolina Hill, starting in 1964, on a high bank 
of the Moscow River. We became friends with the landlady and her other 
residents. We rented two rooms and a huge “Krivoshein terrace”—as our 
friends called it. Who didn’t we host there! For many years in a row, I traveled 
in the autumn to the Writers’ Creativity House in Koktebel [southeast Crimea], 
where there was a very special atmosphere lingering since the Voloshin era. 
[Maximilian Aleksandrovich Kirienko-Voloshin (1877-1932), poet in the Russian 
Symbolist movement. In the 1920s he opened his house in Koktebel, Crimea, as a 
retreat for writers. Since 2003 literary symposiums have been held in his house there.] 
In specific, there I met A.O. Kalma, V.P. Nekrasov [1911-1987, writer, journalist, 
editor, actor], B.G. Zaks [1908-1998, writer and literary critic], E.G. Etkind [1918
1999, philologist and translation theorist], and of course I was friends with A.G. 
Gabrichevskii [1891-1968, sculptor], a core member of Koktebel, whom I knew 
in Moscow back in 1918.

I also traveled to Georgia, Central Asia, and to the north, to Vologda and the 
Kirillo-Belozerskii Monastery. Unfortunately, Nina Alekseevna wasn’t up to 
these journeys, and she categorically refused to be in Petersburg, where she 
had spent her youth.

Starting in i960, my brother came to visit us several times in Moscow. He was 
now Bishop Vasilii, Archbishiop of Brussels. Up till then, we hadn’t seen him 
for forty years. Most of that time he had spent in Athens. He visited one time, 
as did my other brother, Kirill (author of a book about our father—K.A. 
Krivoshein, A.V. Krivoshein (1857-1921): His Significance in Early 20th-Century 
Russian History. Paris, 1973), and Nina Alekseevna’s older sister, who was 
living in New York, as well as our Paris relatives.

I translated a great deal (for the income), and as a consultant at the Academy 
of Municipal Utilities, I published a book on my engineering specialty, but at 
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the same time, the most important task for me was to convey to my 
compatriots depictions of the Russians in the French Resistance—Boris Vilde 
[1908-1942], Vicki Obolenskaya [1911-1944], and the others. Mostly I wanted to 
tell the story of Mother Maria (Skobtsova) [1891-1945], who perished in the 
Ravensbrtick camp. I wrote articles and gave presentations about them. 
Sometimes I could arrange conferences dedicated to them, so that I could 
somehow fulfill my duty to them.

The brief Khrushchev thaw ended [c. 1966]. The labor camp regime became 
much harsher, and the possibility for sending parcels was sharply curtailed. 
In addition to the Mordovia camps, the severe Perm camps opened up for 
political prisoners.

Two of Nikita's fellow prisoners—Edward Kuznetsov and Fyodorov, who had 
visited us on the “Krivoshein terrace” at Nikolina Hill at the end of 1969— 
became participants in the so-called “Leningrad Airplane Plot,” and Edward 
was sentenced to death. [An attempted hijacking of an empty airplane from 
Leningrad to the West by sixteen Soviet refuseniks—Jewish dissidents refused exit 
visas—seeking escape from human rights violations, 15 June 1970.] Only at the last 
minute, in 1971, was his death sentence changed to a fifteen-year 
imprisonment. From that moment, the departures of Jews for Israel sharply 
increased, and many of them were Nikita’s fellow camp prisoners. He 
requested yearly to be allowed to visit his relatives in Paris and was refused 
every time.

In November 1970, Nikita received his usual refusal. Two days later, an 
inspector Akulova called me from OVIR [the Interior Ministry Visa Office], 
summoning Nikita. “Why? He has already gotten a refusal,” I said. “No, no. 
He should certainly come in. I’ll wait for him until seven this evening.” I 
managed to get in touch with Nikita. That evening he came to see us directly 
from the OVIR, shocked. Akulova had told him that although he had been 
born in Paris and spent his childhood there and all his close relatives were 
there, any travel there would always be refused. Then she paused and 
pronounced in a triumphant voice, “But the leadership is authorized to 
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convey to you that if you now submit a request to leave for France 
permanently, you may leave in two weeks.” “My parents, my family, and 
friendls...” "This is our advice to you in specific. Think about it properly, and 
I’ll wait a week for your answer.”

Thinking it all through with Nina Alekseevna, we decided that our return to 
the USSR from France had allowed us to ensure Nikita a happy childhood 
there, and although his departure to the country of his birth might mean 
parting from him forever, we didn’t have the right to subject him to further 
arrest and deprive him of the possibility of building his life in the free world. 
He had to leave!

It took a while, and it wasn’t easy, to convince him. However, once he 
submitted the application to leave, the approval came not within two weeks 
but in eight months. On 10 July 1971, Nikita bade us farewell on Nikolina Hill.

Soon after his departure, I fell dangerously ill and had to undergo a serious 
operation. The recovery was slow. Only the following autumn did I feel 
sufficiently strong, and I decided to try to visit Nikita and my brother in 
Paris. To my surprise, the permission from OVIR came relatively quickly. At 
the end of October, I flew to Paris.

Nikita was working in simultaneous translation, traveling to conferences 
around the world. His work was successful and supporting him well. I saw old 
friends in Paris, and, more important, reestablished former contacts with 
comrades in the Resistance and deportation. They welcomed me and helped 
me confirm my rights and rank. This rid me of the bitterness that had 
remained since my expulsion from France.

Nikita and Kirill were insistent and persuaded me to return with Nina 
Alekseevna to Paris permanently. The necessity of facing this difficult 
decision had become unavoidable.

The first third of Nina Alekseevna’s life she had spent in Russia, which ended 
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with her escape from Petrograd. For me, it ended with battles in the ranks of 
the White Army, the deaths of my two older brothers, and evacuation from 
Crimea to Constantinople in 1920.

The second third (for twenty-seven years) passed happily in Paris. That ended 
when I became a “Soviet patriot.” We believed in the possibility of some 
change in the USSR. (As did many emigres who had taken an active part in 
the fight against Hitlerism. It seemed completely logical.)

Nina Alekseevna and I received Soviet citizenship. In October 1947 I was in a 
group of twenty-four new Soviet citizens expelled from France. The expulsion 
was subsequently recognized as unjustified and was revoked.

The third part (also twenty-seven years) we spent in the Soviet Union.
Should we begin a fourth, short "third,” so to speak, of our life back in 
emigration in Paris?

When I returned to Moscow from Paris in February 1973, and went to 
surrender my foreign travel passport, I was struck by a meaningful phrase 
uttered to me by an OVIR official: 'What? You came back?” It was clear to me 
that our final exit would meet with no hurdles.

For almost a year, Nina Aleekseevna and I considered more and more Nikita’s 
insistent arguments to come. When we finally decided and submitted our 
application to leave, nearly two months to the day after A.I. Solzhenitsyn was 
expelled, we received a postcard requesting our application for passports. 
This was the path to leaving. V.E. Maksimov left, as did V.P. Nekrasov. Many 
of Nikita’s prison friends left for Israel. Andrei Volkonskii left as well. [Prince 
Andrei Volkonskii (1933-2008), bom in Switzerland and returned to the USSR in 1947. 
Composer and harpsichordist.)

We began preparing for our departure. We dispersed our library. We 
smuggled out through friends our family papers and the only thing we had 
remaining from my father’s collection, his favorite portrait, of a young man 
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by Tropinin [Russian Romantic painter, born a serf and freed more than forty years 
later (1776-1857)] and a medallion with an icon and relic of St. Serafim of 
Sarov, which was sent to my father from Tobolsk by the Sovereign in 
gratitude for the help he had rendered the Imperial Family.

On 18 April 1974, Nina Alekseevna and I entered the Belarus Station and 
embarked in the Paris car of the express train to the West.

Our life in Paris was well established with the help of many old, and new, 
friends. We did not regret the journey we had undertaken. The grace of God 
had allowed us to survive all our trials, of which there were many. Nikita and I 
were lucky enough to travel to Jerusalem to pray at the Church of the Holy 
Sepulchre.

Nina Alekseevna was absorbed in her work on this memoir. It brightened and 
fulfilled the last years of her life.

I.A. Krivoshein
Paris, 1983
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Afterword to Publication in Russia

I start with how the book’s title came to be, even before it was written down. 
In 1974 in Paris, a multitude of friends both French and Russian gathered to 
meet my parents, who had come from Moscow in their final emigration after 
a twenty-five-year absence. Looking over the crowd, Igor Aleksandrovich 
neatly proclaimed, “The fourth third of our life has begun.” He maintained it 
would not be a blank space. As an engineer with two Sorbonne degrees, it 
seemed he was taking liberties with the math, but this wasn’t a weakness for 
paradox or “pretty word play” (which had always been alien to Igor 
Aleksandrovich).

How did my father come up with this non-Euclidean time category of a 
“fourth third?” In the “stagnant time,” in the context of the epidemic of 
emigration (1971-1978), with one’s close circle of friends, it was possible to 
think there was no kind of life left. Yet, Paris was here, unexpected, vibrant, a 
beloved home. Paris manifested for them not because the city itself made it 
happen but because my parents twice suggested it and lightly nudged it. The 
health of these survivors was surprisingly strong—hence, the fourth third 
was a gift and a solace.

From the authorities came a solid job, an official reversal of the expulsion 
order in November 1947 (specific to this individual and without it being 
requested), and an apology. There was a generous pension from the French 
military authority for time in Buchenwald and Dachau, along with 
substantial associated benefits, considerably more than for, alas, “the victims 
of political repression” in contemporary Russia. (My father was denied a 
Soviet pension of any kind, not even for the desolate Tayshet-Ozerlag camp.) 
It was proposed he become a French citizen. Thanks to the fact that he had 
come in 1920 with impeccable knowledge of the language and years of study 
at the Sorbonne and the Ecole superieure d’electricite, Igor Aleksandrovich 
immediately felt “almost” a Frenchman and was to them something more 

384



Four Thirds of Our Life

than a noteworthy emigre. Now, however, he responded with a request for 
the granting of asylum, with the notation in the documents of "Russian 
political emigre."

Paris gave Igor Aleksandrovich the opportunity to spend his last years with 
Russian Scottish Rite Freemasons. They were primarily people of his 
generation, who back in the 1930s had begun discussing philosophy with 
him, erudite people with respectable names who were glad to have a brother 
who inexplicably returned from the belly of the whale. He was returned to the 
thirty-third degree [of Freemasonry] and was again in a position of authority, 
with his Soviet experience. At the fraternal dinners, working in Masonic 
philanthropy, and in constant contact with Muscovites and diligently offering 
them considerable help, the beginning of the fourth third started unfolding. 
Igor Aleksandrovich joined organizations of former Resistance members and 
political prisoners.

His funeral filled the Church of the Presentation of the Holy Mother of God in 
the 15th arrondissement during a vacant Paris August. There were two 
separate, large groups: the Masons and the camp prisoners. Lev Kopelev 
joined the second group.

Would there had been no exodus in 1920! He departed the Kuban, rifle in 
hand, leaving behind in a cursed field his two older brothers, Vasilii and Oleg. 
After his return to Paris, he buried his younger brother, Kirill, in the same 
grave with their mother, Elena Gennadievna, in the Sevres cemetery. In 1985, 
Vsevolod (Archbishop Vasilii) died suddenly in the city on the Neva. He is 
buried in the Serafimov Cemetery in Petersburg.

Nina Alekseevna lived through her second separation from Russia even more 
ill than my father. In 1946 her attitude about returning was stronger than his. 
Paris didn’t disappoint Nina Alekseevna. She adored it no less than she did 
Petersburg, whence she fled to Finland in 1919. (She didn’t talk about
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Petiersburg—not the bright prewar years or the Bolshevik gloom of 1919. My 
father and I more than once proposed she take a trip there, and she always 
refused, saying that she was trying to preserve her native city in her memory 
as it was and didn’t want to be there with it changed and renamed.) But there 
wasn’t enough connection for her here with those in her homeland for whom 
her simple presence was a spiritual-cultural nourishment. So many people 
who learned English from her became readers not just of Hard Times and 
[David] Copperfield but also the books of Job and Ecclesiastes, whose existence 
they had never suspected over the course of thirty years. After that, they 
would even sometimes attend church. She appreciated the significance of her 
role in passing the culture down the generations. The youth, and not only 
they who worshipped her, sent many letters to Paris. This was not without 
risk to the senders. In a few cases, the correspondence resulted in these 
people being followed menacingly, but not one of them agreed to stop their 
epistolary friendship.

For Nina Alekseevna, this transfer into the heads of a not so much lost as 
damaged generation was a relief from and a reflection on the ordeals of the 
third third [of the four].

For Igor Aleksandrovich, consolation came in the possibility (at the end of his 
sixties) to talk about the Russian resistance fighters in France, Mother 
Mariya, Obolenskaya, Vilde, and Levitskii, and many others, as well as 
participation in anthologies and speeches at the Library of Foreign Literature 
in Moscow, the Nikitinskiye Thursdays, and efforts at gaining them 
posthumous awards. He also continued his camp friendships that had 
developed in the Marfino-Mavrinskii research institute. [Nikitinskiye 
Thursdays were literary salons held in the tradition of the Nikitinskiye Saturdays, 
literary meetings hosted by the poet and literary critic Evdoksiya Fyodorovna Nikitina 
(1895-1973) beginning in 1914 in Moscow. The meetings continued until around 1931, 
then ceased, and resumed during the Khrushchev thaw for a while.]
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Work on her book every day after her afternoon nap, up until the sudden 
hospitalization from which she did not return home, was for Nina Alekseevna 
a time of clarity.

The final, eternal third of her life, waiting for the end of time, Nina 
Alekseevna is spending in the earth in Sainte-Genevieve-du-Bois, which I 
posit is more Russian than the shabby Soviet necropolises with their 
palisades of ugly Socialist Realism sculptures and even the swords and 
shields molded in grey cement.

It is a pity that the extraordinary internal journey taken by N.A. Krivosheina 
from an active youth to her return and Soviet citizenship in 1946 is only a 
dotted line, less than the regions of arrivals and departures.

Was it necessary to repeat Vladimir Nabokov’s words in 1946?

Even if gaudy Soviet Rus 
Had appeared just on canvas, 
And my soul filled with pity, 
I would not bow down or 
Reconcile myself...

We already know the answer to these questions, reported to us with some 
difficulty.

Nina Alekseevna died in the autumn of 1981, soon after her return to a France 
she perceived as tragically under a social-communist government. At the 
zenith of the Brezhnev “stagnation,” God did not permit her—a 
contemporary of the October putsch—to witness the bloodless fall of the 
Soviets.

Heaven was more merciful to Igor Aleksandrovich. Symptoms and stirrings 
of perestroika were noted joyously and hopefully. Now almost constantly 
bedridden, my father read and absorbed the just-published book by
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Avtorkhanov, From Andropov to Gorbachev. Every day there was hopeful news 
about changes in the country. He left this earth recalling his father’s words to 
him on his deathbed in Berlin in 1921: “Russia is entering a time of gloom and 
destruction, which will last eighty years. Then there will be a new dawn and 
prosperity restored.”

Father Igor Vernik held Nina Alekseevna’s funeral. He was the head of the 
Church of the Entrance to the Temple of the Most Holy Theotokos, one of the 
most loved and holy clerics of the Constantinople Exarchate. Praying in the 
church were Father Georgii Deryugin of the Russian Orthodox Church 
Abroad, and Archimandrite Sergei Shevich of the Moscow Patriarchate, our 
late friend from the prewar Young Russia years. That these three clerics 
prayed together then, when the Orthodox churches were in conflict, was a 
truly unique event.

N.I. Krivoshein
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Some Brief Biographies 

compiled by 
K.I. Krivosheina and N.I. Krivoshein

Amusin, Iosif Davidovich (1910, Vitebsk-1984), specialist in Eastern and 
Hebraic antiquity, a founder of Qumran (Dead Sea Scrolls) studies in Russia; 
graduated from the history department at Leningrad State University (1941) 
and received his doctorate in history on 29 April 1965; taught at the Herzen 
Pedagogical Institute in Leningrad and at Leningrad State University (1945
1950) and the Ulyanovsk Pedagogical Institute (1950-1954).

Bashkirov, Boris Nikolaevich (1891-?), poet, translator, whose pseudonym 
was Boris Verin.

Bek-Sofiev, (1899-1976, Alma-Ata), actual name Yurii Vasilievich Sofiev, 
Russian poet of the first wave of emigration.

Bennigsen, Count Adam Pavlovich (1882-1946, France), Russian officer. Son 
of the titular counselor Count Pavel Aleksandrovich Bennigsen and 
Aleksandra Karlovna von Mekk. Buried in the Sainte-Genevieve-des-Bois 
cemetery. His wife was Feofaniya Vladimirovna Khvolson (1887-1969).

Bibikov, Illarion Illarionovich (1880-1944), Russian naval officer, Knight of St. 
George, veteran of the Battle of Tsushima. His wife was Olga Stepanovna 
Yarotskaya (1893-1944, Cherbourg, France).

Bobrinskii, Count Pyotr Andreevich (1893-1962), member of the Paris literary 
group “The Intersection,” also the journals Resurgence and Satyricon, published 
in the Russian diaspora.

Boggovut-Kolomiitsev, Vladimir, emigre, Smenovekhovets [political and 
ideological movement in the Russian emigration that advocated reconciliation and 
cooperation with the Soviets],
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Bogomolov, Aleksandr Efremovich (1900-1969), USSR plenipotentiary and 
ambassador to France (1944-1950), USSR deputy minister of foreign affairs 
(1950-1952).

Bonch-Bruevich, Vladimir Dmitrievich (1873—1955), born into a surveyor’s 
family, formerly Polish gentry; revolutionary, Bolshevik, close colleague of 
V.I. Lenin. 1918-1919 director of the publishing house "The Communist” of the 
Central Committee of the Russian Communist Party. From 1945 to 1955 the 
director of the Museum of the History of Religion and Atheism in Leningrad.

Bulatsel, (nee Rezvaya), Olga Modestovna (1914-1970, Kazan), teacher. Wife 
of Sergei Aleksandrovich Bulatsel (1903-1970, Kazan), editor of emigre 
publications, taught French at the Suvorov School in Kazan. In 1948 expelled 
from France with her husband and children to the USSR.

Dalcroze, Emile-Jacques (1865-1950, Geneva), Swiss composer, pedagogue, 
famous founder of his own school and eurhythmic system of teaching music. 
“The dancer must always be aware of the internal connection of music, 
rhythm, and movement,” Dalcroze felt. The First International Congress for 
Rhythm took place in 1926 in Geneva.

Darlan, Francois (1881-1942), admiral of the fleet, a leader in the Vichy regime 
(1940-1942), supported the politics of Premier F. Petain and signed with the 
German occupiers the Paris Protocols for collaboration. Nevertheless, the 
Germans did not consider him to be on their side, and under pressure from 
them, Darlan was forced to cede many of his powers in April to Laval. On 24 
December 1942, the twenty-year-old French monarchist Fernand Bonnier de 
la Chapelle broke into Darlan’s quarters in Algeria and shot him dead at 
point-blank range.

Darnand, Joseph (1897-1945), French collaborator, member of the Vichy 
government. Shot after conviction by a French court.

Entel, Sergei Ivanovich (1890-1967, USA), officer, fought in the Volunteer
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Army in Crimea. Emigrated to Yugoslavia. In 1963 was president of the first 
branch of the Guards Association in New York.

Ershov, Ivan Vasilievich (1897-1943, Tashkent), famous singer (tenor), 
pedagogue, People’s Artist of the USSR (1938), Doctor of Art History (1941). 
Graduated from the conservatory (1893), and until 1929 refined his 
performing in Italy, sang in Kharkov, and was a soloist at the Mariinskii 
Theater. Amongst his best work was the role of Grishka Kuterma (by Rimsky- 
Korsakov), and he was famous for his performances in the operas of R. 
Wagner and others. In 1956 his remains were brought to the necropolis of 
great artists at the Aleksandr Nevskii Monastery in St. Petersburg.

Esipova, Anna Nikolaevna (1851-1914, St. Petersburg), Russian pianist and 
music pedagogue. From 1871-1892 she lived abroad, often performing 
concerts in Russia. She toured triumphantly in many countries in Europe and 
in the USA.

Gabricheskii, Aleksandr Georgievich (1891-1968, Koktebel, Crimea), historian, 
literary critic, translator.

Goleevskii, Nikolai Lavrentievich (1878-1958), general, former Russian 
military attache to the USA, then secretary at the U.S. Embassy in Paris. 
Grand Commander of the Russian Council of the 33rd degree of the Scottish 
Rite Freemasons, Astraea Lodge.

Gorbov, Mikhail Nikolaevich (1898-1961, Paris), born into a highly educated 
Moscow family. Volunteered for the front in 1916, then joined the White 
movement and in 1925 moved to Paris. He was close to the Young Russia 
movement, in which he met his future wife, Yu. A. Popovich (1904-1998). He 
wrote a memoir of the civil war, "The War." (see Zvezda, 2003.11).

Guchkov, Aleksandr Ivanovich (1862-1936, Paris), Russian politician, 
representative in the Third State Duma (1910-1911). Military and naval 
minister of the Russian Provisional Government (1917).
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Ignatiev, Count Aleksei Alekseevna (1877-1954, Moscow), Russian and Soviet 
m i kt a ry figure. After the revolution, he switched to the Soviet service and 
published his memoir, Fifty Years in Service. In 1925 he transferred to the 
Soviet government the Russian financial assets he had reserved as a tsarist 
military attache. (Sergei, his brother [1888-1955] was a staff-captain in the Life 
Guards Hussar Regiment. His sister Olga [1896-1949] lived in Paris and 
returned to the USSR in 1947.)

Kachva, Nikolai C. In 1947 chosen as the chair of the Union of Soviet Citizens 
in France. Since 1948 he and his wife lived in Ulyanovsk, where he died in 
1982.

Raima (Kalmanok), Anna Iosifovna (1908-1988), writer, published since the 
end of the 1920s. Correspondent for the newspapers Pravda, Izvestiya, The 
Siren, and others. Wrote one of the first books in the USSR dedicated to the 
French Resistance, The Bookstore Near Place Etoile (M. 1966).

Kazarin, Nikolai Nikolaevich (1842-1908, Gatchina), Russian painter, writer, 
veteran of the Central Asian campaigns. Selected in 1907 as a member of the 
Academy of Arts. His literary works comprise twenty-five volumes.

Kazem-Bek, Aleksandr Lvovich (1902-1977), leader of the Young Russia 
movement (see Massip, M. Truth Is the Daughter of Time: Aleksandr Kazem-Bek 
and the Russian Emigration to the West. M, 2010).

Klepinin, Dmitrii Andreevich (1904-1944), priest, perished in Buchenwald. 
Canonized in 2004 by the Holy Synod of the Patriarchate of Constantinople 
(see details in: K.I. Krivosheina, Mother Maria (Skobtsova). A Contemporary 
Saint. EKSMO, 2015). [Designated Righteous among the Nations by Yad Vashem]

Krasnov, Pyotr Nikolaevich (1869-1947), nobleman, general, hetman of the 
Great Don Host. In September 1943 the head of the Cossack Central Office of 
the Imperial Ministry of the eastern occupied territories of Germany. In 1945 
he was in the Cossack Camp (organization of Cossacks in the German
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Wehrmacht) and was captured by the British. That month in Linz, Austria, 
together with twenty-five hundred Cossack officers, he was turned over by 
the British command to the Soviet military administration. Krasnov and 
others were hanged in Lefortovo prison on 16 January 1947.

Krivoshein, Aleksandr Vasilievich (1857-1921, Berlin), nobleman, Russian 
government official. Director general of land use and agriculture (1908-1915) 
in Nikolai H's government, administrator of the well-known Stolypin 
reforms. In 1920 the president of General Wrangel’s South Russia 
government. His wife was Elena Gennadievna, nee Karpova (1870-1942). They 
had five children: Vasilii, Oleg, Igor, Vsevolod, Kirill (see more details: The 
Century’s Destiny— Krivosheins. Zvezda, St. Petersburg, 2002. [Memoirs of three 
generations of the Krivoshein family, who lived through revolution, emigration, 
fighting in the French Resistance, the Nazi and Soviet camps, and return to Paris]

Krivoshein, Igor Aleksandrovich (1899-1987, Paris), staff-captain in the Life 
Guards Horse Artillery in General P.N. Wrangel’s army. Sorbonne graduate in 
engineering. Prisoner in Nazi (Buchenwald and Dachau) and Soviet 
concentration camps (1949-1954), member of the Resistance movement. 
Actively helped Mother Maryia (Skobtsova) 1939-1941. Awarded the Medal of 
the French Resistance. Died in Paris. Buried in Sainte-Genevieve-des-Bois 
cemetery.

Krivoshein, Kirill Aleksandrovich (1904-1977), graduate of the Political 
Science Institute (Paris), member of the Resistance movement, polyglot, 
author of a biography of his father, Aleksandr Vasilievich Krivoshein: The Life of a 
Russian Reformer; worked in Credit Lyonnais bank. Buried in the Sevres 
cemetery (outside Paris).

Krivoshein, Nikita Igorevich (b. 1934), born in Paris, translator, writer. 1957
1960 imprisoned in the Dubravnyi labor camp, convicted of anti-Soviet 
agitation (for pseudonymously publishing an article in the French newspaper 
Le Monde sharply criticizing the suppression of the uprising in Hungary by 
Soviet military forces). Moved to France in 1971 and worked as a simultaneous 
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translator for UNESCO, the UN, the Council of Europe, etc. (see N. 
Krivoshein, Dvazhdy frantsuz Sovietskogo Soyuza. Christian Library, Nizhnii 
Novgorod., 2014.

Krivoshein, Oleg Aleksandrovich (1894-1920?), studied mathematics; officer; 
veteran of the First World War and the Volunteer Army; prisoner of the Red 
Army; killed himself after torture.

Krivoshein, Vasilii Aleksandrovich (1893-1920), student of philosophy. 
Officer, veteran of the First World War and the Volunteer Army. Died of 
typhus.

Krivoshein, Vsevolod Aleksandrovich (Archbishop Vasilii of the Russian 
Orthodox Church in Brussels and Belgium; 1900-1985), Athos monk (1925
1945), scholar, patrologue. Buried in St. Petersburg in the Serafimov 
Cemetery.

Krivosheina, Olga Vasilievna (married name Morozova; 1886-1953, Paris), 
sister of A.V. Krivoshein; wife of S.T. Morozov.

Kutepov, Aleksandr Pavlovich (1882-1930), White Army general, president of 
the Russian All-Military Union. In 1930 kidnapped in Paris by agents of the 
OGPU [secret police of the USSR 1923-1934] as part of a secret operation. 
Documentation about the circumstances, location, and time of death remain 
secret and unavailable to historians.

Kuznetsov, Edward Samoilovich (b. 1939, Moscow), dissident, human rights 
activist; journalist. Convicted in 1970 of conspiring to highjack an airplane to 
leave the USSR, sentenced to death, commuted to fifteen years in prison. 
Released in 1979 in a prisoner exchange and moved to Israel. (See E. 
Kuznetsov, Dnevniki, 1973).

Levitskii, Anatolii Nikolaevich (1903-1942), Russian, director of one of the 
departments of Musee de 1’Homme in Paris. Mobilized in 1939-1940. During 
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the occupation was tried for Resistance activities and shot together with B. 
Vilde@ Posthumously awarded the Resistance Medal.

Lyadov, Anatolii Konstantinovich (1855-1914), composer and pedagogue. S. 
Prokofiev and N. Myaskovskii were among his students.

Lyubimov, Lev Dmitrievich (1902-1976, Moscow), journalist, writer, publicist, 
author of the book of memoirs In a Foreign Land. Emigre. After the war joined 
the Union of Soviet Patriots and returned to the USSR in 1947.

Lyubishchev, Aleksandr Aleksandrovich (1890-1972), philosopher, biologist, 
entomologist. In his memory there is a daily recitation of his work in 
Ulyanovsk.

Makarov, Aleksandr (Sasha), about whom almost nothing is known, even the 
years of his birth and death, but his songs and gypsy ballads are known (as 
writer, pianist, and guitarist). He was widely known at the beginning of the 
twentieth century and was a regular accompanist to the famous singer Yurii 
Morfessi, who performed many of Sasha’s compositions.

Maklakov, Vasilii Alekseevich (1869-1957, Switzerland), member of the II, III, 
and IV State Dumas. Active supporter of the White movement. From 1924 on, 
headed the Emigre Committee, focusing on the interests of Russian emigres 
in France. In 1945, he was chosen as honorary president of the Russian 
Emigre Organization for Rapprochement with the USSR, but he soon firmly 
distanced himself from any contact with the Soviets and ceased 
communication with that part of the emigration, which in the postwar years 
took on a “pro-Soviet” position.

Maksimov, Vladimir Emelyanovich (true name Lev Alekseevich Samsonov; 
1930-1995, Paris), writer, publicist, editor. In 1974 founded the magazine The 
Continent in Paris.

Manuilov, Valerii Veniaminovich, in Dubrovny labor camp (1958-1961) 
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concurrent with Nikita Krivoshein.

Mariya, JSt. Mother Mariya (Skobtsova; 1891-1945, Germany), artist, writer, 
theologian. Perished in the Ravensbruck camp. Canonized in 2004 by the 
Holy Synod Kiev Patriarchate, (see K.L Krivosheina, Mat’ Mariya (Skobtsova). A 
Contemporary Saint.) [Designated Righteous among the Nations by Yad Vashem]

Meshcherskaya, Natalya Alekseevna (Talya; 1893-1986, New York state), older 
sister of N.A. Krivosheina. Graduated from the Princess Obolenskaya 
Gymnasium in St. Petersburg. In the spring of 1919, evacuated with her 
husband S.I. Entel along with Denikin’s army to Constantinople. From 1921 
lived in Yugoslavia, working as a lawyer’s assistant in Belgrade. From 1922, 
her mother, Vera Nikolaevna Meshcherskaya (nee Malama) lived with her. 
Later she, her husband, and her mother moved to the USA.

Mochulskii, Konstantin Vasilievich (1892-1948, France), literary figure, 
historian, professor at the St. Sergius Orthodox Theological Institute, active 
participant in the Russian Student Christian Movement, friend of St. Mother 
Mariya (Skobtsova), author of monographs on Dostoevsky, Gogol, Blok, and 
others.

Morozov, Sergei Timofeevich (1860-1944, Paris) entrepreneur, philanthropist, 
creator of the Moscow Museum of Handcrafts; director-administrator of the 
Nikolskii manufacturing partnership “Sawa Morozova, Son, and Co.” 
Married to O.V. Krivosheina. The spouses lie in a single grave in the Sainte- 
Genevieve-des-Bois cemetery.

Nosovich, S.V. see the memoir Vstrecha s mater’yu Mariyei v lagere Ravensbruck.

Novikova, E.A. labor camp friend of St. Mother Maria, who kept a memoir of 
the last months of her life.

Obolenskaya, Princess Vera Apollonovna (Vicky) (nee Makarova) (1911-1944), 
executed in Plbtzensee Prison in Berlin. Posthumously awarded the Order of 
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the Legion of Honor and the Resistance Medal.

Odinets, Dmitrii Mikhailovich (1883-1950, Kazan), scholar, historian, emigre. 
As early as March 1941 he applied to the Soviet Embassy for permission to 
return to the USSR.

Pivovarova, Varvara Alekseevna, see N.I. Krivoshein, "Avgust 1952. Pobeg iz 
Ul’yanovska.” Zvezda. 2013.12.

Savinkov, Lev Borisovich (1912-1987), son of the revolutionary B.V. Savinkov 
(see B. Nosik, Sainte-Genevieve-des-Bois. A Russian Cemetery in a Paris Suburb).

Shtrange, Mikhail Mikhailovich (1907-1968), engineer, historian, literary 
figure. From 1923 lived in his parents’ castle in France; a member of the 
Resistance; Soviet intelligence agent; in 1945 he held the Soviet rank of second 
lieutenant; by 1947 he was living in the USSR (see I. Kudrova, Gibil’ Mariny 
Tsvetaevoi).

Ugrimov, Aleksandr Aleksandrovich (1906-1981, Moscow), engineer, 
translator (see Iz Moskyy v Moskvu cherez Parizh i Vorkuta, RA, 2004).

Vachter, Ekaterina Aleksandrovna (i860-?), “a gifted artist and friend of Jan 
Franzevich Ciaglinski. She and Ciaglinski were among the artists in the circle 
of I.V. Ershov at the dawn of his operatic fame.” (E. Shvede, From the Past). 
Ciaglinski lived and died in a house belonging to E.A. Vachter’s mother.

Varshavskii, Vladimir Sergeevich (1906-1978, Geneva), novelist and writer on 
the Russian diaspora. Emigrated in 1920. Since 1930 a member of the literary- 
philosophical society "The Green Lamp,” and published in Contemporary Notes 
and Numbers. Studied in Czechoslovakia and Paris. Participated in the Second 
World War. Moved to the USA in 1950, where he lived until 1968. Worked in 
the USA and Germany. Employee of Freedom Radio. Author of one of the 
best-known historical memoirs, The Unsung Generation. Buried in Sainte- 
Genevieve-des-Bois cemetery.

398



Four Thirds of Our Life

Velle, Horace Arkadievich (1909-1975, Moscow), "was not a professional 
literary figure. A man with a complicated life, he lived in France until he was 
twenty, where he became an engineer and became obsessed with literature. 
Translated the Russian classics into French, took part in the French 
Resistance, and was personally acquainted with Saint-Exupery. He was first 
to translate Wind, Sand, and Stars into Russian." (D. Kuzmin, “Saint-Exupery 
in Russia,” Ural, 2002.16).

Verderevskii, Dmitrii Nikolaevich (1873-1947), Russian rear admiral, naval 
minister in the Provisional Government in 1917. Did not take part in the 
White movement. Emigrated in May 1918 and lived in London, working in 
trade and industrial concerns. Moved to Paris in 1920. The writer Roman Gul 
described his last period in Paris: “Admiral D.N. Verderevskii was old but 
robust and militarily precise. He spoke the same way, as if issuing orders. As 
a soldier, he brooked no compromises. An intelligent man . . . the kind with 
whom I could never agree. His ‘pro-Sovietism’ stung.”

Vilde, Boris Vladimirovich (1908-1942), Russian; graduated from the 
historical-philological department of the Ethnographic Institute. Worked in 
the European department at the Musee de 1’Homme. Member of the French 
Resistance, one of the founders of the newspaper Resistance. Mobilized in 
1939-1940, arrested in 1941, tried for Resistance activities, and shot on Mont- 
Valerien Hill outside Paris on 23 February 1942. A National Hero of France. 
General de Gaulle posthumously awarded him the Medal of the French 
Resistance.

Vlasov, Andrei Andreevich (1901-1946, Moscow), Soviet general who became a 
German prisoner of war in 1942 and led the Russian Liberation Army. In 1945 
captured by the Red Army, and convicted of treason in 1946, shorn of his 
military rank and medals, and hanged.

Volkova, Tatyana Nikolaevna, sister of Irina Nikolaevna Ugrimova, did not 
emigrate. Became friends with Daniel Leonidovich Andreev (son of the writer 
L. Andreev) and was convicted at the same time as D.L.A. (see A.A. Andreeva,
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"Swimming Toward the Heavenly Fortress”. Urania, 1998).

Vyazemskaya, Princess Sofia Ivanovna (nee Vorontsova-Dashkova; 1889
1958, France), wife of Prince Vladimir Leonidovich Vyazemskii (1889-1960).

Yavorskii, Nikolai Petrovich (1895-1947, Santiago, Cuba), officer, fought with 
the White Army; dancer, founder of the Ballet School in Havana (1931).

Zaks, B.G., executive secretary of The New World [literary magazine est. Moscow 
1925].

Zambrezhitskii, Konstantin, prior of the church in Clichy (suburb of Paris), 
repatriated in 1947 to the USSR, died in Kostroma.

Zherbkov, Yurii Sergeevich (1908-1994, Madrid), a native of Novocherkassk in 
the Don region. Graduated from the Emperor Aleksandr III Don Cadet Corps 
in Yugoslavia. In 1928 he was in Paris, where he studied at the Russian 
Conservatory. He later danced in a private Parisian opera house, and then in 
a Paris casino. In 1935 he went to Germany, where he stayed until 1940. In 
August 1940, he was again in Paris and was assigned by the German 
occupation forces as the deputy chair of the Committee for Mutual Aid for the 
Russian emigres in France. In April 1942, he became the chairman of the 
Office of Russian Emigre Affairs in France. In 1944, he joined the Russian 
Liberation Army; at the end of 1944, he joined the Committee for the 
Liberation of the Peoples of Russia, headed by General A.A. Vlasov. After 1946, 
he lived in Spain under the name Volkov and died there.

Zherebtsova-Andreeva, Anna Grigorievna (1868-1944, Riga), Evreinov was 
her first husband. She was a chamber music singer, professor at the 
Petersburg and Latvian conservatories.
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Nina Alekseevna Krivosheina, Paris, 1978

"I was born in the age of Newton, and
I long ago passed into the age of Einstein."


