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(A dictated memaoir.)

p78 ... This hetman era, the period in which the Ukraine was under the hetman, was something
like the eye of a hurricane. We had just gone through a terrific storm and upheaval, which |
have described, and then suddenly we reached calm the eye of the hurricane, in which
everything became quite and calm with Germans everywhere — they didn’t interfere with the
life of Russians very much, they were very occupied with fighting the communists
underground, which of course we were glad to see, and strangely enough they established
some sort of modus vivendi, some sort of detente, you could say, with the Soviets which
enabled many Russians in the parts of the country occupied or held by the communists to
claim Ukrainian origin and move to the Ukraine. In that way my uncle, General Gerasimov,
and his wife, my aunt (Tetia) Lika, escaped from Bolshevik territory. They managed to cross
the border without being searched too thoroughly and to bring with them a little bag of
jewelry which the Red soldiers didn’t notice, and that helped them live quite a while in
relative financial security. Among a few items which my Aunt Lika passed on to me are a
gold cigarette case which belonged to my uncle, a gold watch, and a beautiful ring that
belonged to my mother, all of this they brought out at that time. They came to Kiev and then
later on they joined us in Odessa and we all came back to Odessa.

That summer while we were in Kiev we suddenly learned that the Tsar and his entire family
had been brutally murdered by the Bolsheviks in the city of Ekaterinburg in the Urals (17 July
1918). That news spread like wildfire and created a tremendous emotional outburst of
compassion for the murdered p79 family, because not only the Tsar was executed but the
whole family, the Tsar, Tsarina, four daughters and the boy who was heir to the throne. Soon
afterward, in another town not far from Ekaterinburg, called Alapaevsk, most of the grand
dukes and grand duchesses were killed. Altogether in the span of two or three days nineteen
members of the Romanov family were killed.

It was a terrific shock for all of us and | remember the solemn funeral service which was held
in the most ancient Russian church in Kiev, St. Sophia. This was the most famous church in
Russia because it was the first Christian church, built in the 10th century. | went to that
funeral service, and there was such a terrific crowd that | thought I would be trampled to
death, because the passages in that old church were narrow and the pressure of the crowd was
tremendous. It was a very solemn funeral liturgy. When we emerged from the church | wore,
as did many other Russian patriots, the emperor’s initials on a black ribbon. Outside the
church some people attacked us for this; they started fist fights, but German troops appeared
immediately and stopped the commotion. Later we learned that the Bolsheviks when
murdering the Tsar didn’t rely on the Russians but invited German POW’s because it was
found that somebody scribbled on the wall of the place where they were killed a little excerpt
from Heinrich Heine:

Welt Tsar was in selbiger Nacht vom seinem Knechte umgebracht.

We returned to Odessa and toward the end of the summer — it was 1918 — the situation
gradually started to deteriorate. The Germans were having reverses on the western front and
the Soviets started to put pressure on the Ukraine. There were some mutinies among the
German troops; things were not looking so well; at the same time life in Odessa continued to
go full blast. Our apartment was crowded because the Gerasimovs joined us and also my other
cousin Constantine (Kostia) and my grandmother — my father’s mother. So we pso really lived



in crowded conditions, but we were happy because it was all one family. Also the family of
the Ulozovskii’s, that is, Colonel Ulozovskii and his wife and their children Galina and
Andrew; they moved to Odessa but they rented an apartment in another part of town. They
left Chernigov because conditions there were already becoming unsettled. So that was how
events developed,

We used that time of respite, that quiet, to do lots of things. | went to the theater and opera, |
continued my fencing, | played the piano, and my father played the piano; we had some nice
parties together; everything was all right but by the end of the summer the situation became
more and more tense. There was a tremendous black market in Odessa. People who escaped
Soviet occupied territories were most of them without any cash but they brought many
valuable things, as the Gerasimovs did, jewelry etc. There were two famous cafes, the
Franconi and Robinat in which these deals were done, in which jewelry was sold, foreign
currency was bought, etc. People were gradually thinking of leaving Odessa and going
somewhere else. Some people even tried to get to the United States at that time.

Everything continued that way until the fall, when the changeover occurred. On November
11, 1918, an armistice was signed on the Western front and that was the end of the German
empire and the beginning of the collapse of the German army. Immediately rioting started
everywhere in the Ukraine and the communists rushed into the vacuum. By that time the
Russian White army in the areas of the Kuban and Don Cossacks had strengthened because
many officers had managed to get there through the Ukraine. | was seriously considering
leaving for the army but my parents persuaded me to stay for just one more week and finish at
the gymnasium and get my diploma. However | had volunteered for an anti-communist
military organization in Odessa and was ready for any assignment in the city. That time had
come when the Germans ps1 suddenly withdrew and the allied troops had not come. They
came a little later — French, Greeks, and some British. Well, for that few days probably a
week or so, there was again no order in the city, and then our paramilitary organization was
called upon to seize the most important points in the city.

| was called to get into a guard unit to guard the city telephone exchange so I spent about
three days on guard duty there, where | learned quite well the mastery of the rifle, etc.
Because | didn’t have a uniform, | just had a belt over my coat. With my high school cap, |
was already a soldier. Then a French battleship came, French troops entered Odessa, and a
new era started. Instead of German occupation it was a benevolent French occupation and the
grace period within the eye of the hurricane was extended for another few months.

With the French occupation and arrival of some Greek troops with help of White army
detachments we managed to defend Odessa from the communist troops rushing everywhere
from the north. However, the French didn’t have much desire to fight for the protection of
Russia since they considered that since the war on the western front was already over they
were victorious, so why lose lives in faraway Russia? So they were mostly supplying us, the
Whites, with munitions, rifles, etc. They brought some little mini-tanks to Odessa and when
the tanks were sent to the front and were attacked by Red troops the French just abandoned
the tanks and retreated, and for the first time the Soviets managed to get French tanks. It was
very discouraging but life in Odessa continued to be on a feverish scale; there was a
continuous carnival.

There were some mysteries, for instance, a very well known film star Vera Kholodnaia was
suddenly found poisoned in her apartment and there were rumors that she was spying against
the French. I don’t know the whole story, but it created a great sensation.



There was an abundance of newspapers at that time; we were pleased by ps2 that and the
winter wasn’t too harsh. During that winter my mother started to work on a committee for
reception of former Russian POWs who were coming from Germany. We invited some of the
released officer POWs into our house and it was pathetic to look at these people and see how
they enjoyed the warmth and hospitality of a family life after the dreadful time spent in
German captivity.

Everything worked alright, however. The Gerasimovs were determined that if the situation
deteriorated further they would leave Russia, and my uncle decided that he would go to
Germany, because he didn’t care much for the French because they had betrayed Russia in
time of peril and he had good connections with the Germans from long before World War |I.
[He] had a very high German decoration received during the visit of Wilhelm Il to Russia
when he was attached by the Tsar to a guard for Wilhelm.

At the same time the Bolshevik troops were approaching the city, there was some rioting on
the French battleships. On one, the Waldeck Rousseau, one beautiful day, a red flag appeared,
an indication that there was a mutiny there, and suddenly we began to hear bombardment
close by with artillery. | wanted to go to the front, to the White army and start fighting the
Reds, but I still had one more year of school. In order to graduate | had to stay through the
winter of 1919. The Gerasimovs left by ship. There were thunder clouds on the horizon and |
heard the thunder claps in the distance mixed with artillery gunfire. When | realized that in a
day or two the Bolsheviks would be in Odessa again and | cried. | had not cried for a long
time, but that day | cried bitterly because | had managed neither to get to the White army or to
escape from communism, and | felt in my bones that this time the communists would bring
something very bad to our family. Well, that was true.

On 6 April 1919 the eye of the hurricane passed and the Bolsheviks returned to Odessa. | will
never forget that terrible day. At once there ps3 started a terrible era all over again, only now
they came much better organized. Their first act was to establish the dreaded CheKa which
was later known to the western world as the NKVD, GPU, MVD etc. At that time it was the
CheKa which stands for Chrezvychainaia kommissiia po borbe s kontrevoliutsiei,
sabotazhem, i spekulaatsiei (Extraordinary Commission for the Suppression of Counter
Revolution, Sabotage and Speculation). This CheKa occupied two buildings on the main
square in Odessa called Ekaterininskii Plashchad’ (Catherine’s Square). They seized for that
purpose two buildings of two rich merchants, Levashov and Zhdanov. These two buildings
faced each other across the square. In the middle of it stood the proud monument of Catherine
the Great. That monument was immediately boarded up and surmounted with a red star. |
counted the days until my schooling would be completed. | had to finish school, but finally
the day came when the course was shortened and instead of June the classes were dismissed at
the beginning of May. Of course there was no graduation in the old style; there were no fancy
diplomas such as another generation of students had received from the gymnasium. Instead
we received only a little certificate stating that we had completed prescribed courses of
instruction in the gymnasium and that we were permitted to continue our education at the
university. That was all. There was no gathering or any ceremony; each student merely went
to the office to pick up his certificate.

At this junction of my story the scenario has to be changed. It will be scenario 4 in which my
active fight against the Bolshevism started. Since before the Revolution | had belonged to a
clandestine anti-communist and anti-Bolshevik organization called a popular state council.
This organization provided help to the White army. Cadres of the White army were coming
out of that organization, and that organization was active in preparing some printed pss



materials which I and my friends — two are still alive, one in Paris and one in New York —
were distributing, workers, sometimes at the risk of being beaten up or even killed. This
publication was called Nabat. (Alarm).

There were quite a few numbers of this publication in the form of a newspaper still in our
house, so with the arrival of the Bolsheviks | hastened to bury them under the wood and coal
in our wood cellar in our house. | believe if somebody ever digs in the earth there he will
probably find some of these publications. Our neighbors had to give half of their apartment to
a Red commander. Anyhow we all felt that something was going to happen at any time.

There were arrests of many people and what was particularly ominous they started to arrest all
judges. As | said, it was a fortunate thing that my father was only attached to the local Odessa
court; his original court was in Poland so the people from the Cheka didn’t quite know about
him. However quite a few of my father’s friends were arrested and disappeared behind the
walls of the Cheka. More and more rumors began to spread about the executions. One has to
remember that in the spring of 1919 the White armies solidified the front against the
Bolsheviks and started a victorious march against the Bolsheviks in the general direction of
Moscow. After capture of the city of Kharkov by White armies the Red Terror was
proclaimed by Lenin and Trotsky. Violence and mass murders started immediately in the
territories under Bolshevik control. Red terror meant only one thing, that there was no court
procedure of any kind, that the members certain Bolsheviks class considered hostile to the
Bolsheviks were physically annihilated, destroyed or shot, just in pursuance of that Red
Terror, without any trial, in order to instil terror into the population.

Gradually this information started to appear daily in the Bolshevik newspapers which were
posted from the first days that they were in power in Odessa on the walls of buildings at the
intersection of the main streets, so everyday we pss we were going to the places where the
newspapers were posted and read . with the usual preamble “Last night in the name of the Red
terror the following people were executed...” and then followed the list of people who had
been shot, and more and more familiar names appeared on that terrible list.

And then one day the Bolsheviks announced the collection of surplus goods from the
bourgeoisie. Columns of trucks were driven through the best areas of the city occupied by the
bourgeoisie. They stopped in front of the buildings, and Red soldiers came and went through
all the properties of the people, They were looking for such things as shirts, bed sheets, suits,
etc. so that if somebody had five or six shirts they would take four and leave two. It was just
pillaging of goods, and since it was unexpected they came across many military uniforms and
immediately search[ing] for the officer members of the family started and it usually ended in
the arrest and probably execution of the family where military uniforms and any kind of
equipment was found.

Again in spite of the fact that it was summer there was a shortage of food, because everything
was taken by the Bolshevik commissars, or bosses, in the Red Army. | started to work as a
ditch digger near the area where we lived. It was an interesting crowd of diggers, because
already warm weather had settled down in Odessa and we were digging a long ditch leading
from somewhere to nowhere | don’t know who invented that idea. It was a good place
because we were getting some money for our efforts. It was tiring work and | know that
among the ditch diggers there were many people hiding in that capacity of simple workers.
There were many officers and people like me who didn’t want to be seen too much around the
town.



And then something inevitable happened to our family. The whole thing started with this.
Even before the Bolshevik coming my uncle, Colonel Ulozovskii, who left the newly built
house in Chernigov, came to Odessa. pse

They settled down, and he managed, in company with some other people, to open a little
restaurant. Actually it was a kind of teahouse, where some food could be procured, and that
little place on Pushkin street became a place where we could get together. Our family was
visiting there every day because there was a chance to eat a little better, and many friends
were dropping in. We were oblivious to the danger that this gathering could invoke. One day
my sister and | walked a long distance — the streetcars were not running — to the center of the
city to the library to change books. Coming back from the library we decided to drop into that
restaurant, which was a few steps down from the street level, and when we arrived it was
already too late. | saw there was a man sitting in the darkness of the entrance, quite
unfamiliar, and | saw that he had a pistol on his belt, and when | stopped and tried to turn
back he shouted “No, you come in, right in!” So my sister and | walked in and there we saw
quite a few people already were there, and there were Cheka members with rifles and hand-
grenades and pistols all around and just calling us in and asking me to empty all my pockets,
etc.

Stupidly enough I carried with me a little badge of that clandestine organization. | don’t know
why — probably because | was too young and inexperienced. | realized that if they saw that I
was finished, so while they were still asking other people to empty their pockets of everything
into envelopes and sealing those envelopes and writing the names | told one of the guards
there that | had to go to the bathroom. He said all right and he came with me to the door, |
wrapped the badge in paper and flushed it down. Fortunately it was a small one and went
through, so at least I got rid of the most incriminating thing | had in my possession.

That was about noon time and so more and more people who usually were coming in were
immediately arrested on the spot and we all had to remain in ps7 that little restaurant. Around
about 4 o’clock my father and mother came in because they were anxious to find out what had
happened to me and my sister because we had not come home, so they decided to drop in to
the usual place where all members of the family used to come and they were arrested too. And
then the whole family of the Ulozovskiis were arrested. Even the man who delivered some
melons or something came in, bringing the produce to this restaurant and he was arrested.

Around 7 o’clock in the evening — it was still bright as it was in mid summer, finally the
whole crowd was brought out and marched to the building of the Cheka. Altogether we were
about 40 men women and youths like me and my sister. We were marched through the middle
of the street, surrounded by the Cheka guards with rifles and drawn pistols. People stopped
and looked, and | saw some familiar faces with terror in their eyes. Finally we came to one of
the buildings of the Cheka, the former mansion of Zhdanov. We entered that and were
immediately brought to the lower floor of the building and packed into a room, which was
apparently some kind of music room because there was a piano, but there was no other
furniture. So each of us sat on the floor, somebody came to the window. There were three
doors and a window looked into the inner courtyard. There we saw many people with pistols
and rifles. At that moment we saw two soldiers with rifles bring into the courtyard from
another side of the building a man and a woman, both wearing military coats. Then they —
their hands were tied behind them — put them against the wall and they were shot before our
eyes, of all of us looking through the window at that scene. That was terrible, people dying
before our eyes. It is hard to believe that you are seeing something like that. It was already
getting late and gradually one by one the people from that room were called out and taken
somewhere by the guard upstairs. My father’s name was called and he disappeared, then my



sister, my pss mother and by around 3 o’clock in the morning half of the people had gone
somewhere upstairs to an unknown destiny.

At last my name was called. A man with a rifle accompanied me and we went two flights
upstairs and entered a room; there was a little anteroom with a larger room. In that first little
room there was a bed on which a sailor, all wrapped up with machine gun belts around his
body, and with rifle and hand grenades, was resting. | was pushed with the butt of the rifle
into the room. It hurt and | almost fell flat on my face, but | entered. At the table there sat five
people. You should have seen their faces — animal hatred was in them. They looked at me and
I knew that we were enemies. It was going to be a struggle of life and death. They opened the
envelope with my name. As | said, | had managed to get rid of the badge, but | wasn’t sure
what was in my billfold. Then they started cross examining me. The first question was “You
are a military cadet, of military cadet school.’

| said “No, if you know who | am you wouldn’t ask that silly question; | just graduated a
month and a half ago from the 3rd gymnasium in Odessa.’

‘Oh no, we know,’ they said,” and by the way, you also belong to the People’s State Council.’

| felt that my heart stopped for a second; I only hoped that I didn’t turn pale. | said with a firm
voice “Certainly not; | don’t belong to any organization.’

‘Ah,” he said, ‘so you want to tell us that you are not a member of that organization, you
know, you are on the list of all the members, so why do you deny that? We have the list and
your name is on it.’

After the question whether | was a member of the clandestine organization, which shook me
and | answered no, the interrogation ended abruptly, with some threats and they said “You
will see what we know about you,” and they with that pss final threat they called the guard
who took me one flight upstairs. There I came into a large room. Everything was strange and
unreal, like a bad dream. Imagine being brought into a room, which apparently had been a
large ballroom or living room of that home. The beautiful furniture, soft chairs and couches
and everything were all covered with slip covers, and heavy drapes covered the large
windows. | was told to sit in a chair. There was no-one else in that big room. The guard who
brought me took a chair and sat near the door that led somewhere, not the one he had brought
me through. The door opened into a smaller room in which | found that there was a desk, and
apparently that was another interrogation room. | was tired, my back hurt after that blow by
the butt of the rifle, and | sat with heavy heart in that soft chair looking in bewilderment on
the heavy carpet and trying to figure out how it all happened.

Then | heard voices in the next room behind the closed door. And I could hear that an
interrogation was going on, | strained my ears and then | realized that it was my father who
was being interrogated. Apparently he was being questioned by only one man because | heard
only the voice of that man and the responses of my father. | could distinguish practically
every word that he was saying. He was being questioned persistently about his serving as a
district attorney in the past and a presiding judge in criminal court, that he was involved in
court procedure for political crimes, etc. | was immensely relieved to hear that he was denying
all that, for he knew very well that his personal dossier which would provide the Cheka
people with his background information had never reached Odessa. He was denying
everything, saying only that he was always involved in civil matters in the court. | was hoping
that he would be brought in the room where | was, but then the interrogation ended and he
apparently was taken away. p9o

| was completely exhausted from physical and mental strain and | apparently fell asleep. And
then something happened that is hard to describe in our present day rational world. It went



something beyond any of my experiences before or after. | suddenly felt some kind of
indescribable fear; | was afraid of something | couldn’t explain; but the feeling of fear was
immense and intense, and | finally opened my eyes and almost touching my nose with his
nose there was a man who was peering into my eyes. | have never had any experience so
dreadful as looking into the dark intense eyes of that strange man who was so intensely
looking into me. He may have been a hypnotist. It was fear which goes beyond a regular
physical experience, it was rather mystical, something not of this world. I didn’t know what to
do. The man then stood up, turned around and walked out. | was shaken completely by this
terrifying experience, | could not fall asleep again.

Then | heard a voice in the room next door and there was shouting and cries and | heard that a
human being was being beaten and the door opened and | saw a terrible scene. A man all
covered with blood was chased through the room in which | was sitting by a Cheka man who
was beating him over the head with his pistol, so hard that I thought he would crack his skull,
and shouting obscenities, and going through that room passed the guard into another place.
That was another shock of that strange and unreal night in the Cheka. After a short while there
was again questioning behind that door and again with lots of noise three armed soldiers
brought in two girls in long military coats and with shaven heads. | didn’t know what to think
of it. The soldiers were very rough with these girls, they threw them onto a couch and then
ordered them to sit there quietly. They had also been beaten over the head and they were
trying to keep the blood from running down their faces. | looked at them and they looked at
me; of course we couldn’t say a word because when the guard saw that pe1 | wanted to
approach them he raised his rifle and said ‘you sit down or I’ll kill you.” So | sat down in the
soft comfortable chair just looking at those two unhappy girls. Who were they? Apparently
they were masquerading as men, perhaps trying to escape from the Bolsheviks and were
captured — | don’t know. So we were sitting there, and daylight was seen coming through
behind the heavy curtains, and then a new thing, suddenly one of the curtains moved and from
the window sill behind a young fellow with a rifle came up — maybe he had been sleeping
there — and came out into the room and pulled apart the curtains and through the window |
saw the red star attached to the covered statue of Catherine the Great. That was the morning
of the first day in the Cheka.

The girls were taken away in a short while and then a man — one of the five who had
interrogated me — came, a slip of paper in his hand, and told me ‘Get ready, we will go.”
Where, | didn’t dare to ask. He had an automatic pistol in his hand and was prodding me with
this to move faster. So | went with him downstairs and we came to the entrance of the
building. He showed a slip of paper to the guard at the entrance and then took me across the
big square to the other building of the Cheka, the Levashov building. That building was
transformed into a jail, and | was brought to the second floor into a room which was already
equipped with all of the trimmings of a jail. There were heavy locks on the door and a guard
standing in front of the door. Again this man showed the slip of paper to the guard in front of
the door, opened the door and they pushed me inside. There were 10 or 15 people in that
room, all of them were much older than I. I didn’t recognize any of the people who were
there. There was no furniture, only one big can, which was used for daily toilet routine and
smelled terrible. That was all there was in that room. The others were afraid to ask me
questions because they probably pe2 didn’t know whether somebody in the room was a Cheka
plant, there to listen to any conversation. They only asked me ‘When were you arrested?’ |
replied, “Yesterday’, and when | asked some question about food and washing and toilet they
said ‘The toilet is here, in this can.” Twice a day they brought us some kind of terrible
smelling soup and a piece of bread and tea in a can, which was actually hot water, and that
was all.



| stayed in that cell for three days and then the same man who had interrogated me came in
and called me out into the hallway, then brought me out into the square and told me ‘We are
letting you go, but we are continuing our investigation because we think that all your family
were involved in a military plot to overthrow the communist power.” He said ‘a Belorussian
plot’; 1 had heard that there were some anti-communist forces organized by people of that
nationality. To me it didn’t mean anything as | didn’t know anything about that then, so |
went home and was immensely relieved to find that my mother and sister were also home
already, but not father. Father remained there. And interestingly enough, on comparing notes
with my mother | discovered that she had also had the same terrifying experience with that
mysterious man who also was looking into her eyes and she said that she had experienced
nothing more terrible in her long life. | don’t know what it was, but I am convinced that there
was a supernatural force within that evil man who looked at me and my mother.

The red terror continued in ever increasing violent form. The lists of people being executed
grew larger and larger every day, and now the most terrible thing was that we were very much
concerned for father. It was impossible to ask anyone in the Cheka about him; they wouldn’t
even let you come close to the Cheka building. The only thing that we learned was that he
was incarcerated in the same building where | had spent three days. po3

Then we learned that it was permitted to bring food to those who were incarcerated because
the Cheka didn’t provide enough for their existence . So every day, with whatever was
possible, we were trying to get something to father, a couple of apples, or bread if we could
get any, an a bottle of ersatz coffee and some milk, and we put everything in a kerchief or
something a piece of cloth — put father’s name on a piece of paper attached to it, and would
take that to the Cheka building where all the people were sitting.

There was a cordon of guards standing in front of the building who would check all of these
things which were brought the prisoners. And it happened several times — | remember the first
time; 1 was ready to kill the man who did that to us. It was so difficult to get any food to send
to father but we brought what we could, and the guard said ‘Open your bag to show what is
there.” So we showed him there was an apple, a piece of bread and a bottle of coffee with
milk, and he then rejected the bag with such force that everything fell down. The bottle was
broken, the apple rolled on the street, and he stepped on the bread. You can imagine how | felt
at that moment. At that time | swore that if I lived through that the day would come when |
would see to it that the Bolsheviks would pay for what they had done to us and to my father.

Every morning at six o’clock the newspapers were posted at the intersection and every
morning my mother and Tanya and | were going out to read the list of people executed the
previous night. One man who was released from the Cheka prison came to visit us, and we
learned from him with whom father was sitting; he had been in the same room with him.
There were Nedzvetsky a Warsaw judge, a very good friend of our family, Demianovich,
another judge, a couple of people from the region near Odessa, the famous Falz-Feen who had
a great estate, some kind of zoo in the open area, which still exists even now under pes the
Bolsheviks, and Remich, Fatz, people of German descent who had big estates in the Odessa
region, a couple of mil [sic] men etc., so we knew the list of people who were in the cell with
father, etc. And one day we came across the name of Nedzvetskii that dear friend of ours. |
looked at mother and knew how she felt, because he was from the same cell in which father
was incarcerated. Then a few days later another man who was with father was mentioned,
Emenovich, another judge, so again we were terrified, but still my father’s name didn’t
appear.

We tried everything possible to save my father’s life. | have told of the priest, an American
citizen who came from the United States and was the priest of our church, and had some



influence among the workers in Odessa he was working hard to save father’s life. And then
there was a strange man, a navy officer, who was friendly to our family and at the same time
obviously had some connections with the Cheka; he also promised to try to save him. Then
we managed to find a lawyer of the court, who knew father, who was a revolutionary and | am
sure was also a high ranking Bolshevik of that time. He kind of esteemed my father, and we
approached him; we were trying everything.

There is an interesting footnote to these people who were with my father in the Cheka prison.
During our trip to Europe in 1970, among other places we visited was the duchy of
Liechtenstein, and in the capital city Vaduz, the representative of the Duke of Liechtenstein
who was meeting all the tourists there, was announced as a Falz-Fein. | asked our guide to ask
him whether his father was ever in Odessa and in Cheka prison. The man came rushing to me
in the bus and embraced me and said “Yes, how do you know about that?” And | said ‘My
father was with your father in the same cell.” He was so excited and so pleased so he gave me
a book in which he describes that estate of his family, which was called Askania Nova, of
which the greatest attraction was an outdoor zoo.

p95
Chapter 18 Scenario 4

Thus in the summer of 1919, our family was taken by the Cheka; my mother, sister and I
released, but father still remained there, where we were every day afraid for his life. And it
took a very strange, dramatic event to save him. As | mentioned before, | was working during
the day as a ditch digger in order to get bread. Also | continued wherever possible my fencing
academy activities and got my fencing masters degree that summer.

| was tired every night, and one night — it was a very hot night — | pulled my bed out in the
middle of the huge living room where there was more breeze. | opened all the windows, and
fell asleep. | was awakened by a bright light shining into my face, and realized that someone
had switched on the large chandelier under which I was sleeping. | jumped up, and opened my
eyes and | saw several men in the living room and heard voices in the other rooms. A big man
in sailors uniform with a rifle was looking at me. He said ‘Oh! | see that you are well tanned
apparently you work out of doors. That’s good.” | realized that we had been invaded by the
Cheka people for some reason. In charge of the party that came into our house, accompanied
by the janitor of our house, there was a man who fit very well the idea of a bad man in
western movies that | saw in the United States many years later. He was dressed all in black
and had a black hat. People addressed him as Comrade Abash, and he was in command of that
operation in our house. He ordered everyone to get dressed and come into the living room, so
my mother, my sister and grandmother came in. And this comrade Abash addressed us saying
“You are accused by the Cheka by us of signalling to the British and French warships that are
on the Black Sea in front of Odessa. My mother said, ‘How could you be so stupid as to
dream up such a stupid accusation? how could we signal?”’

He said, ‘Lady, you had better watch your tongue. You know who you pss are talking to. |
represent the Cheka.’

She said, ‘I don’t care; when I hear someone talking nonsense I cannot keep quiet.’

He said, ‘Lady, why all this excitement; there are probably only a few hours left in your life,
so why get excited?’ It was a threat.

When | heard that we were accused of signalling British and French vessels in the Black Sea |
suddenly shuddered when I realized that here in the living room on one of the tables was lying
a book that I brought with me from Yalta when | was a junior member of the yacht club,



called the Sailors’ Manual. | loved everything about sailing, sail boats, yachts, etc. |
remembered that somewhere in that book there was an international signal chart for maritime
vessels. ‘My God,’ | thought, “if they ever open that book and see that chart, we are finished.’
But they never paid any attention to the book; they were looking for weapons and for some
evidence that we were signalling. As evidence they triumphantly brought in a little red lantern
which my father and I used for developing photographs, the light of which probably couldn’t
be seen more than ten feet away it was so weak. They also found a so-called ultra-violet bulb
in a device that my father had used to treat his sciatica. The brightness of this light was
absolutely minimal; it too couldn’t be seen more than a few feet away. As a third piece of
evidence they took our telephone apparatus. So with these three pieces of “evidence” the said
‘Well, we have all the evidence that we need.” Then my mother again started to talk
indignantly to Comrade Abash ‘There is no end to your stupidity,” she said, ‘you cannot
signal with this light to the house across the street.’

He said, ‘Lady, you have talked too much already and as | said, don’t waste your time, there
isn’t much time for you to live.” They led my mother ps7 downstairs, put her in a carriage and
departed for the CheKa.

We, my sister, grandmother and myself were appalled; we didn’t know what to do, what to
say. As soon as daylight broke out I rushed to see that strange man who apparently had some
connection with the Cheka, that former navy officer with some sort of double connections.
And | told him, “Listen what happened...’

‘Oh’, he said, ‘that’s too bad:; this is serious, but I’ll see what can be done.’

So we were waiting in despair to hear something. 1 went to the Cheka building but they
wouldn’t even let me approach that building; it was all cordoned by guards. When we went on
a recent trip to the Soviet Union | had my picture taken in front of that building. Instead of the
monument to Catherine the Great there is now a monument to the sailors of the battleship
Potemkin and | had a picture taken of me projected against that dreadful building of the
Cheka.

So we didn’t know what to do. And then, around noontime the doorbell rang we opened the
door and what a joy, both mother and father walked in. “What happened?’ we asked.

Then mother told the whole story. She was brought into the Cheka, she was kept in a room
where she was interrogated continuously about many things, about her brother, the colonel,
but never was asked about her husband, my father. She was also interrogated about signalling
the naval vessels in the Black Sea. Again she gave it to them, she told them it was the greatest
stupidity, and apparently she irritated the interrogator so much that finally they told her “You
know what, we are going to take you to the president of the Cheka. You are too violent and
we cannot permit that from members of the bourgeoisie.’

So shortly before noontime they took her upstairs to the office of pes that terrible man
Sadzhaev, president of the Cheka in Odessa, responsible for thousands upon thousands of
lives. When she entered his office he looked at her; he didn’t offer her to sit down so she saw
a chair and sat down. He then kind of laughed and said *Oh, | forgot that in your bourgeois
society a chair should be offered to a lady’.

‘Yes,” she said, ‘it should be.’
He said, “Watch your tongue, lady.’

She said, ‘I have had enough of everything, so | don’t care what happens to me. | am
surprised at the incredible stupidity of your agent who burst into our apartment with such a
silly accusation that we were signalling the ships of Great Britain and France from the



balcony of our apartment from which you can barely see a little bit of the Black Sea. And they
took the red developing light which we used for photography and the ultra-violent light used
for treatment of sciatica. Is that a serious matter? It is laughable stupidity!” He said ‘That’s
enough lady, you can go, you are free.’

Then in this moment of excitement and despair she told him ‘No, | am not going to leave this
place without my husband who has been sitting already for over two months without trial. |
don’t want to leave without him.’

‘What’s his name?’ he asked.
‘His name is Paul Albov.’
‘Who is he? Is he a general? *
‘No, he is a judge.’

And he said “All right, lady, 1 have had enough of you. Here, take your husband.” And he
pulled out a slip of paper and wrote on it “Release Citizen Paul Albov and Citizeness Olga
Albov.’

She couldn’t believe her ears, she dashed out, but the guard said, ‘No that is not so simple;
certain formalities must be worked out.” So they pss went to an office, some kind of special
document was prepared for the release of my father, and they walked out free from that
dreaded Cheka and came home.

Father told me many stories about his incarceration by the Cheka, but I was shocked by his
appearance. He had been a life-loving man, with lots of energy and a ready smile, he was a
sportsman, he played tennis, and he loved rowing. Now when | looked at him | realized that
something had happened to him that completely changed him. Instead of the sparkle of life,
his eyes were dull, with some sort of sadness that never left his expression, he looked as if
someone had switched a light off inside of him; he was awfully thin and awfully sick. He said
he had a bad case of hernia because he said ‘They took us to the railroad station one day
where we had to unload heavy sacks of potatoes.” That was too much for him and he
developed that hernia.

Well, at that time unfortunately we couldn’t even celebrate that most wonderful occasion
because there was not much food, so we just had our usual little something to eat.

And then another thing happened. Around four or five o’clock in the afternoon that strange
character, that former navy officer came, saying ‘Well, | heard that you are free from the
Cheka, but I came with a warning; you must leave this house immediately and go into hiding,
but it is impossible to arrange everything immediately, so | will take you to my apartment
where you will be relatively safe, until | can arrange for a carriage which will take you to one
of the villages near Odessa. That village is called Lutzdorf. It is a former German colony, of
Germans who came to Russia in the time of Catherine the Great. | will arrange for you to stay
there as long as necessary.’

p100
Chapter 19 Scenario 4

Just as we were warned by that mysterious navy man, at 2 o’clock after midnight, on the night
of father’s departure to the German village of Lutzsdorf in the suburbs of Odessa there was a
knock at our door and again a group of Cheka men appeared and asked about my father. ‘He
is not here,” we said.

‘How is he not here? He was just released from Cheka yesterday.’



“Yes’, we said, ‘he took a train and went to Kiev.’
‘With whom is he going to stay?”’
‘We don’t know; he promised to let us know.’

They were very annoyed, but didn’t do anything to us, and left. So father was safe, for the
time being. In the meantime the secret anti-Bolshevist organization started its activity.
Rumors of impending landing of White troops in the Odessa region were increasing. There
was nervousness and semi-panic among the Bolsheviks which was obvious to all of us.

Through a courier, | was called to attend a secret meeting of our organization. This time was
the first that | met the head of the organization, Colonel Sablin. We met in a private apartment
on Marozlievskaia Street facing Aleksandrovsk Park. At that meeting Colonel Sablin told us
that the landing of the White troops was inevitable and would take place in about a week,
around the 7th or 8th of August, and we must be prepared to start an uprising, or if we didn’t
have enough armed people we must at least see to it that just before the landing starts we
would try to capture the murderous members of the Cheka.

We were particularly interested in capturing the executioners and of course the President of
the Cheka, Sadzhaev, and a sinister figure about whom we had heard from some people who
managed to escape the Cheka, the Cheka girl, Dora. She was obviously a psychopathic type of
woman, constantly under the p101 influence of cocaine and other drugs and her pleasure was to
kill people in a very strange manner. She would sit on a chair and then her collaborators
would force a man to crawl under the chair in which she was sitting, holding a pistol and
smoking a cigarette. And the moment the head of the man crawling under the chair would
appear in front of her she would shoot him in the back of his head and then extinguish her
cigarette in the blood of the wound. We were very much interested in capturing this monster.

Speaking of weapons, some people said that they had rifles and pistols. | had a browning
pistol which | got at the beginning of the revolution and it was stored secretly in the attic of
our house. I had enough ammunition, so | said ‘I have a pistol.’

Around the 7th of August, by the old calendar, about the 20th, with the new, we heard
artillery fire and we knew that the landing operations had started. We gathered again at the
command of Col. Sabin in that apartment on Marozlievskaia Street and then we came out, not
dressed in uniform but with our we