IN THE WALLS OF THE ZHITOMIR NKVD

by
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In 1937, the 20th anniversary of the Bolshevik Revolution, there was a blood bath in

Ukraine and all of the Soviet Union. TF
the | ce, 0 as nedircthewmter morths. inalpoptlee villages and cities
| arge numbers of fApolitically wunreliabl

This horrific crime perpetrated on mankind did not bypass Zhitomir. In the latter part of
1937, Comrade Shatov, head of the Zhitomir NKVD Headquarters, received a large
important-looking envelope from the Supreme Soviet office in Moscow. It was marked
AVery Urgento and ATop Secret.o In it v
Secret Ser vi ¢Qpedple and exite 450,000 Bedple to concentration
camps. 0

That same day, at seven ob6clock in the
contingency of NKVD officers to his plush office on Mikolayivskaya Street. After

apprising the officers of the communication he had received from his commander, he
ended with these words, AThe fifth coll
i nterrogation in your investigation anc

The orders were put into motion immediately. The Cheka, arrested people day and
night, in their homes, on the street ar
intimidated -- barely able to survive -- few people had the courage to speak out. Many
were called to the local police station, where passports were confiscated and it was
proposed that they voluntarily place tF

Leaders of the Bolshevik Party openly wrote about the atrocities that took place in the
NKVD basements. @Al t owaesr eajubadt ttloe ,ado vtihcet
the Zhitomir prison, engineered to accommodate 1,200 persons, overflowed with
30,000 prisoners. Black-tinted trucks (so called Black Crows), delivered people to the
prison. fATens of | oa dtheprison, watingsheinuenrtoeentér.i r
Poor, innocent people were also lined up, knee-deep in either mud or snow, without
the right to raise their heads, All around was heard the shuffle of rifles, vulgar
language of the soldiers and commands of the guards. Before people were thrown into
a cell, their names were read out loud. Like a bottomless pit, the prison swallowed
thousands and thousands of newly-ar r i ved pri soners. o0



I n due time, a black truck appr oac h aithout
windows, having four small compartments, isolated from each other. The security men
circled the truck, removing the men, one after another, and taking them to the
investigators office. The investigation process moved very quickly. The accused was
given a pre-prepared protocol of accusation, with an order to sign it, without an
opportunity to read it. If the advised procedure was not followed, the prisoners were
tortured: teeth were knocked out, jaws were broken, fingers were clenched in door
jams and needles were inserted under the fingernails. The result was that the
frightened people agreed to sign anything that was put before them, even though they
were innocent, just to avoid the tortures, which cannot even be compared with those in
thetimeoft he I nquisition. o While they were
like hawks through a little peephole in the cell door. They dreaded the ominous
footsteps at the end of a long, dark corridor that marked the beginning of the end.

But the most difficult experience was still before them. The imprisoned ones, whose
fate had already been sealed, were brought into special cells in the dark cellar where
the execution took place. Shortly thereafter, a large number of trucks arrived and
hauled awaythedead bodies. According to the n
appeared on Lot 15 on Lipski Street on September 8, 1937 and pulled up to a dug
hole. Four images in white gowns appeared and began to throw the corpses into the
hole until it was filled up. Similar night tours took place until the end of September.
Each night three or four trucks showed up with the bodies of dead people. Beginning
with October 16, every night from two until seven in the morning, another six to seven



