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INTRODUCTION

"THE
Science of H.atred" is a
cans

~orrible s~ory. Yet all Amerimust r~ad It.· One mIght call It the. "true face of
the enemy" we are fighting. We publish it so that more thousands of youth will see what fascism does, why we mu~t l).atc
it with all the fire of our being.
For here is shown the depraved brutality of the German
Nazi, the mosl hardened criminals who recognize no morab or
laws, who with devilish yet methodical scientific manner
slaughter millions of men, women and children.
To murder, plunder, rape, torture-this is all in the day's
work for him. No twinge of regret, no qualm of conscience
enters his bosom. He knows but one law-Hitler. He knows but
one creed-to destroy all whv refuse to submit.
He destroys ·because he fears, he hates. He hates and fears
all who refuse to bow to the Nazi "uebermensch"-the Aryan
master race "destined" to rule all mankind. He has no conscience, because he cannot think. He cannot reasoh. He doesn't
know how. His mind is warped and distorted into a fanatical
hatred of all peoples, all lands, all culture other than the degenerate ravings of Hitlerism.
You say it is impossible, hard to believe that men can be
transformed into beasts. Yet it is true, and until we learn the
true story of what fascism has done to an entire generation of
German youth, we cannot know what monstrous throwback
to the Dark Ages we must destroy and root out of the world.
Remember. Hitler had the German 'youth for nine long
years. He went through the Hitler .J ugend, the Hitler schools,
the German labor camp, the Nazi Army.
He learned that family, parents, the older generation did
not count. They were fools and imbeciles. To betray them to
the Gestapo was a test of the staunchness of the young Nazi.
He learned to distrust his best friends, to be suspicious of
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all around him, 10 spy out and betray those who in any shape
or manner disliked anything about the fascist regime.
He learned to despise women and treat them as breeders of
the new Nazi army. To violate, to rape, was just, for women
were made for nothing else.
He learned that Germany was destined to rule the world.
Germans were the master race. All other peoples were ignorant
-half human, apes. He hated all other peoples, for had they
not conspired against German mastery of the earth? He would
teach them a lesson never to be forgotten.
He learned that no culture, literature, art, musk, s6ence
existed outside of Germany. The world was barren. Did any
exist? Then it was the work of Germans whose labors were
simply stolen by others.
He learned that Hitler was God. "With Hitler he would receive all the kingly benefits which befit a Nazi supermanfame, glory, riches, power. To see was to take. No questions
asked or tolerated. For if Hitler could take over the State, the
industries, the banks, the land, could become a billionaire
overnight by simple plunder, why couldn't he take the clothes
off the Russian women for his wife, the food for his children,
the Russian land for his own? It was just. It wa$ in accord with
everything he had ever learned.
.
Thus-unbelievable as it may sound to some-a whole generation of German youth has been turned into beasts of prey.
Read this story. Think about it. Then hate Hitlerism with
every ounce of your being. For to hate fascism is to love your
own land, your own people, your family, your democratic
traditions and institutions'more dearly. You will learn to love
America more and to fight for her more determined and
'courageously.
To hate the Nazis and all they stand for does not mean
that we aim to destroy the German people, the German nation. This is impossible. This can never be the aim of freedomloving Americans.
We hold dear the (;erman culture and science of the past,
the world culture of Beethoven, Goethe and Schiller. "Vle remember the great revolutionary traditions of the German
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people who gave the world Karl Marx, ,hederick Engels,
Clara Zetkin. We remember that the German people gave of
their best sons to help America find its great democratic tradition, those who fought and bled with us in the American
Revolution. in the Civil 'tVar, the Von Steubens, DeKalbs,
Weydemeyers and Carl Schurzes.
Our aim is to help liberate the German people from the
yoke of Nazi despotism. The only way this can be done is to
destroy the Nazi army, destroy more and more of the Ger'man
Nazis, to weaken the Nazi hold on the people, to bring about
their mass awakening and mass resistance to Hitler.
To destroy the Nazis is to liberate the entire world, including Germany, to regain our freedom. Soon a Second Front by
America and Great Britain will be our retribution for the
unspeakable crimes against humanity. Together with the Red
Army we will crush fascism forever.
But the German people cannot ""ait until. our liberating
army knocks on its doors. The German people themselves,
many of whom now know that Hitler has lost the war, must
find the way out. They must rouse themselves from submission
and despair and take the side of human freedom and dignity.
As the people in France, Yugoslavia, Greece, Poland, the
Soviet Union, they must organize to fight Hitlerism. Sabotage.
strikes, slowdowns in production, armed struggle-this is the
only road to German liberation. Unless they do, they will reap
the scorn and contempt, and the hatred of all who suffer, yet
who valiantly fight to destroy the fascist beast. The German
people will take this lesson to heart.
The more we weaken and destroy the Nazi army, the more
we work to defend and preserve our own American democracy.
The harder we fight, the more intensely we hate fascism,
the stronger the guarantee that victory will be won for the
common people of the world!
FAY CALLER.
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The Science of Hatred
BY MIKHAIL SHOLOKHOV
((It is impossible to vanquish the enemy unless you learn
to hate him with all the strength at your heart and soul."
-Extract from the First of May Order of the Day of
the People's Commissar for Defense, Joseph Stalin.

REES, as well as people, have each their own fate in war.
I saw an enormous slice of a forest blasted by the fire of
our artillery. It was in this forest that the Germans had entrenched themselves after being driven out of village C. Dead
German soldiers lay under the fallen trunks of the pine trees.
Their lacerated bodies were rotting in the green fern, and the
resinous odor of the shattered pine trees was unable to overpower the stiflingly nauseous, sharp stench of corpses.
It seemed as though the earth itself with its brown, burnt,
hard-rimmed shell holes emitted the odor of the grave. Silent
and majestic death reigned over this open space which our
shells had created and ploughed up. But in the very center of
the clearing stood a lonely, miraculously preserved little birch
tree, its shrapnel-wounded branches swaying in the breeze that
rustled its young leaves.
We went across the clearing. The liaison Red Army soldier
who walked in front of me gently touched the birch tree with
his hand and asked in sincere and friendly astonishment:
"How on earth did you manage to escape, my dear?"
But whereas a pine tree is destroyed by a shell, falling as
though mown down and leaving a spiky stump oozing with
resin, the oak tree meets death in the different manner. A German shell landed on the trunk of an old oak tree' growing on
the bank of a nameless little river. Half the tree withered, but
6
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the other half, that was bent to~ard the water by the explosion, took on a wonderful new life in the spring and decked
itself with fresh foliage. An~ no doubt to this very day the
lower branches of the mutilated oak tree bathe in the water,
while the, upper branches still eagerly put forth their sharp,
tough leaves towards the sun.

•

•

Tall, stooping a little, with broad shoulders raised like a
kite's, Lieutenant Gerasimov sat at the entrance of a dugout
and related the details of tQday's battle, especially the enemy's
tank attack which had been beaten off by the battalion. The
lieutenant's thin face was calm, almost impassive. His inflamed eyes were screwed up in a fatigued way. He talked in
a thick bass voice, crossing the big knotty fingers of his hands
from time to time, and somehow this gesture, so eloquent of
unspoken grief or of deep and oppressive reflection, did not
seem to fit with his strong frame and energetic, manly face.
But suddenly he became silent. His face was momentarily
transformed, his swarthy cheeks grew pale, the swellings under
his cheek bones were drawn inward, and his eyes, that were
fixed in front of him, flamed up with such inextinguishable,
ferocious hatred that I involuntarily turned aside from his
gaze and saw three German prisoners coming through the
forest from the advance line, of our defense, with a Red Army
soldier behind them in a summer tunic almost bleached by
the sun and with his cap pushed to the back of his head.
The Red Army soldier was walking slowly, the rifle swaying
in his hands and the bayonet flashing in the sun. The German prisoners were likewise walking slowly, reluctantly moving their feet, which were shod in short boots plastered with
yellow clay. The elderly German who was walking in front
had sunken cheeks with a thick growth of scrubby beard. He
threw in our direction a wolfish look from under his brows and
turned aside, adjusting as he walked the helmet attached to
his belt. And then Lieutenant Gerasimov jumped up impetuously and shouted to the Red Army soldier in a sharp

7

voice: "Are you taking them for a walk? Quicken your pace!"
Apparently he was about to say something more, but was
choked with emotion. He turned round abruptly and ran
quickly down the steps into the dugout.
The political worker who was present said in a low voice
in reply to my look of astonishment: "He can't help it. It's
nerves. He has been a prisoner with the Germans. Didn't you
know? Have a talk with him some time. He suffered a good
deal there and. since then he can't bear to see any Hitlerite
alive. Alive, mind you! He doesn't mind looking at dead ones.
. . . I should say that he even does that with pleasure. But when
he sees German prisoners he either shuts his eyes and sits clown
pale and perspiring, or turns aside and goes away."
.
The political worker moved closer to me and said in' a
whisper: "I've gone into attack with him twice. You should
have seen what he did! I've seen all sorts of things, but the way
he uses the bayonet and the butt end-it's something terrible!"
At night the German heavy artillery kept up a disturbing
fire. Methodical gunfire at equal intervals of time was heard
in the distance. A few seconds later the iron rumble of shells
was heard in the starry sky above our heads. The roar suddenly increased and then facled away. And then, somewhere
behind us in the direction' of the road that in the daytime was
thick with machines carrying ammunition to the front line,
there was a flash of yellow flame and the thundering noise of
an explosion.
In the intervals between the firing, when the stillness came
into its own again in the forest, one could hear the faint buzz
of midges and the timid cross-calls of frogs, disturbed by the
gunfire, in the neighboring swamp.
We lay under a thicket of hazels. Keeping the midges at
bay with a broken branch, Lieutenant Gerasimov told me
about himse~f in a leisurely way. I give the story just as I have
been able to remember it:
Before the war (said Gerasimov) I worked as a mechanic in
a factory in \'\Testern Siberia. I was called up on July 9 last
year. My family consists of my wife, two children, and my
invalid father. 'Well, my wife cried, as is usual, when we said
8
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goodbye, and her parting
. words were: "Defend our
country and us with all your
might. If necessary, give your
life so that victory may be
ours." I remember I laughed
and said to her: "What are
you-a wife qr a family agitator? I'm grown up, and as regards victory, we'll tear it out
of the fascists together with
their throats. Don't worry."
My father didn't shed any
tears, of course, but even he
didn't let me go without instructions. "Remember, Victor," he said, "the Gerasimov
family is no ordinary family.
You're a worker by descent.
Your great-grandfather was a
worker in Stroganov's time. Our family has been making iron
for the country in this war. The power is yours. It made you
a comm:mder of the reserve before the war, and you must
strike the foe with all your might!"
"It shall be done, father."
On the way to the railway station I called on the regional
committee of the Party. The secretary was a very dry sort of
fellow. Well, I thought, if my wife and father do a bit of
agitating as a send-off, then this fellow won't give me any
quarter. But it turned out just the opposite. "Take a seat,
Gerasimov," the secretary said to me. "Let's have a chat before
you go." We were silent for a while and then he got up and
said: "I remember you, Gerasimov, as far back as when you
were a boy with ears sticking out, then later on as a Young
Communist, and now I know you as a Communist. Go and give
it to those beasts withou~ mercy. The Party organization relies
on you."
For the first time I embraced my Party secretary. And, damn
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it all, he was nothing like the dry old stick I'd always taken
him for. His cordiality had such a pleasant effect on me that
I came out of the regional committee office feeling happy and
excited. And my wife cheered up too.
You know yourself that it's not a cheerful matter for a wife
to see her husband off to the front. Well, of course, my wife
got a little confused in her grief. She kept wanting to say
something important, but she got muddled in the head and it
carried away all her thoughts.
The train started and she walked along outside my compartment. She wouldn't let go my hand and said quickly:
"Take care of yourself, Victor. Don't catch cold at the front."
"Of course I won't, Nadya!" I said to her. "I'll tak~ good care
I don\ catch cold. The climate there is excellent, and very
temperate even. . . ." It was bitter to have to part, and then
I felt happier because of my wife's dear, silly tears. I began to
feel a quiet hatred of the Germans. 'Well, I thought, our per. £Idious neighbors have attacked us. Now look out! We'll pay
vou back! ...
Gerasi~ov was silent for a few minutes, as he listened to
machine-gun fiTe' opening up in the region of the front
When the firing ceased as suddenly as it had begun, he con
tinued:

Before the war we used to get machines from Germany at
the factory. I sometimes went ov<::r every detail as many as
five times and looked at it from every angle. There wa,s no
doubt about it, clever hands had made the machines. I read
the books of German writers and somehow grew accustomed to
regard the German people with respect. It's true that I sometimes wondered how such an industrious and talented people
could put up with the odious Hitler regime. But after all that
was their own affair....
Then the war broke out in Western Europe. When I went
to the front I thought: The Germans have great technical
knowledge and their army also is not bad. Damn it all, it's
even interesting to fight such an opponent and give him a
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beating. And as for us, we're pretty tough nuts ourselves. I
must admit I didn't expect any particular honesty of the
enemy. What honesty can there be when you have to do with
fascism? But I never thought we should have to fight such
unconscionable swine as the German army has shown itself to
bel But I'll talk about that later.
At the end of July our section arrived at the front. We went
into battle on July 27 in the early morning. At first it was a
novelty. A trifle terrifying-they kept gaining upon us with
their mine-throwers. But toward the evening we got more used
to it and gave it to them hot and strong.
We drove them out of one village. In that battle we captured
fifteen prisoners. I remember how we brought them in, pale and
. frightened. My men had cooled down after the battle and were
taking everything they could to the prisoners. One brought
them a pot of soup, another gave them tobacco and cigarettes,
somebody else treated them to tea. They slapped them on the
back and called them comrades. "What are you fighting for,
comrades?" they said.
But one of our officers said: "What are you slobbering over
these 'friends' for? You should see what they do over there
behind the front line and how they treat our wounded and
the peaceful population.'" Then he walked away. It was as
though he had poured a bucket of cold water over us.
. Soon we began to advance, and then we saw everything with
our own eyes: villages burned to the ground; hundreds of
shot women, children, and old people; the mutilated bodies of
Red Army soldiers who had been taken prisoner; violated and
savagely murdered women, girls, and adolescents. One in particular remained in my memory. She was about eleven years
old. The Germans had caught her on her way to school,
dragged her into an orchard, violated and killed her-a little
girl, a child. Her blood-stained schoolbooks lay round about
her. Her face was terribly slashed. Her hand gripped her open
school bag. We covered the body and stood in silence.
Then my comrades went away, still in silence, but I continued to stand there. I remember I picked up one of the
books: "Physical Geography, manual for the lower middle and
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middle school." It was a book I know: my daughter was in
the fifth form herself.
In a ravine we came across a place where they had tortured
Red Army men who had been taken prisoner. Have you ever
been in a butcher's shop? That is just what this place looked
like. On the branches of the trees growing about the ravine
hung bloodstained' trunks of armless and legless bodies with
half the skin torn away. In a separate heap were the dead
bodies of ten men. It was impossible to say which man the
parts belonged to. It was just a heap of flesh cut up into large
pieces. On top was a pile of eight Red Army caps placed one
on top of the other. Words can't describe all that I saw. You
need to see it with your own eyes.... I've said enough for the
present.

Lieutenant Gerasimov was silent tor a long while. "May one
smoke here?" I asked. "Yes, smoke under your hand," he replied in a hoarse voice and, lighting up, he continued.
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You can understand that we went wild when we sawall
that the Germans had done. What else could you expect? \Ve
realized that we had to do not with people, but with beastly
degenerates with a satanic lust for blood. The Germans are
now killing, violating and executing our people with the
same thoroughness with which they formerly made lathes and
machines.
Later on we again retreated, but we fought like devils.
Almost all the men in my company 'were Siberians. Nevertheless we defended the soil of the Ukraine to the point of desperation. Many of my fellow-countrymen perished in the
Ukraine. But we knocked out far more Germans! We retreated,
but we gave them something to think about.

Eagerly drawing at his cigarette, Lieutenant Gerasimov began to talk in a slightly different tone.
\

<..

The Ukraine is a fine country, and nature is wonderful
there. Every village and hamlet seemed to us like our own.
Perhaps it was because we shed our blood there without stint12

ing, and blood, as you know, gives people a kinship.... Whenever we left a village, it wrung our hearts unbearably. We
were sorry, painfully sorry. We averted our gaze from one another as we went away.
.
At that time I didn't think 1 would fall into the hands of
the Germans. But it happened. In September I was wounded
for the first time, but I remained in the line. On the 21st I
was wounded a second time in the battle at Denisovsko, in the
Poltava region, and was taken prisoner. The German tanks
broke through on our left flank, and the infantry streamed
through after them. "Ve fought our way out of the encirclement.
In this affair my company sustained very big losses. Twice
we beat off the enemy's tank attacks. We set fire to and knocked
out six tanks and one armored car, and killed 120 Hitlerites,
but then tht> Germans brought up mine-throwing batteries
and we were forced to leave the height which we had held
since midday till four o'clock. The weather had been hot since
morning, the sky was cloudless, and the sun flamed so that
there was hardly any air to breathe.
The mines were falling dangerously close. I remember the
men were so thirsty that their lips turned black. I was giving
orders in a voice that sounded unlike my own. We were running across a hollow when a mine exploded in front of me.
I saw a column of black earth and dust. That was all. A splinter of the mine pierced my helmet. Another hitme in the right
shoulder. I don't know how long I lay unconscious, but I was
roused by the sound of trampling feet. Raising my head, I saw
that I was lying in a different spot from where I had fallen.
I was without my tunic, and my shoulder had been hastily
bound up with something.
And there was no helmet on my head. My head, too, was
bound up with something but the bandage was not drawn
tight and the end hung down to my chest. For a moment I
thought that my men had carried me away and bandaged me
as they went. When I struggled to raise my head I hoped to see
my own people, but it "vas not they who were running toward
me, but Germans. The trampling of their feet had restored me
13

to consciousness. I saw them very distinctly as though on the
screen in a good cinema.
I groped about me. There was no weapon near me, no revolver, no rifle, not even' a grena~le. One of my men must have
taken the weapons from me. Now it's death, I thought. What
else did I think about in that moment? If you want this for a
future novel you'll have to write something of your own, for I
couldn't think of anything at the time. The Germans .were
already.coming very close, and I didn't want to die lying down.
l' simply didn't want to, I couldn't die lying down. You
understand?
I made a supreme effort and got on to my knees, supporting
myself with my hands on the ground. When they reached me
I was already standing on my legs, swaying and fearing lest
I should fall again and they would kill me as I lay. I can't
remember a single one of the faces. They stood around me,
talking and laughing.
I said to them: "Come on. Kill me, you swine. Kill me or: I'll
fall down again." One of them struck me on the neck with the
butt end of his rifle. I fell down, but managed to get up again.
They burst out laughing, and one of them waved his hand,
"Get along!" he said. I went.
My face was covered with congealed blood, and the blood
was still running from the wound in my head. It was very
warm and sticky. I ached all over, and was unable to raise my
right arm. I remember I very much wanted to lie down and
go nowhere, but I kept on walking.... No, I had no desire
whatever to die, still less to remain a prisoner. Overcoming
the giddiness and nausea, I managed to waJk with great difficulty, and that meant I was alive and still able to do something. And how thirsty I was! My mouth was parched, and all
the time, as long as I moved my legs, there hovered before my
eyes a sort of black blind. I was almost unconscious, but I .
walked and thought, ...
They formed us into a column and drove us toward the
west. A fairly strong escort walked along the sides of the road.
There were ten German motorcyclists. They drove us at a
quick pace and my strength began to fail. Twice I fell, but I
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knew that if I lay a moment too long and the column went
past me, they would shoot me on the spot.
. This happened to a Red Army sergeant who was walking
in front of me. He was wounded in the foot and could hardly
walk, groaning and sometimes crying out with pain. We went
about a mile and he suddenly cried out: "Nol I can't. Goodbye, comrades!" and sat down in the middle of the road. They

tried to pick him up and put him on his feet as they went
along, but he fell to the ground again.
I remember as in a dream his very pale young face, frowning eyebrows and tear-dimmed eyes.... The column went on
and he remained bellind. I glanced back arid saw a motorcyclist go right up to him without getting off the saddle, draw
a revolver, put it close to the sergeant and shoot him.
Before we reached our destination the Germans shot some
other Red Army men who had remained behind.
. At last I saw a little river, a broken bridge, and a motor
truck, and there I fell down on my face. Did I lose consciousness? No, I didn't. I lay stretched out full length. My comrades marched past me. One at them said quietly: "Get up,
otherwise they'll kill you!" I began to tear my mouth with
my fingers so that the pain would help me to get up. The
column went by. I heard the scrunching of the wheels of a'
motorcycle as it came up to me. And somehow I got up. Without looking at the motorcyclist and staggering like a drunken
man, I forced myself to catch up with the' column and joined
the tail-end.
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The German tanks and cars that had crossed the river had
dirtied the water, out we drank it, brown and muddy as it
was, and it tasted to us sweeter than the very best spring water.
It freshened me up tremendously and my strength returned.
I could now march in the hope that I would not fall and remain lying on the road.
vVe had hardly left the river when we met a column of
medium German tanks. They were moving towards us. The
driver of the front tank, realizing that we were prisoners,
tun;ed on full power and drove straight into our column at
top speed. The men in front were knocked down and crushed
by the caterpillar wheels. The motorcyclists burst out laughing at the spectacle. Then they formed us up again and drove
us along the road.
That evening and night I made no attempt to escape. I had
grown very weak from loss of blood. Moreover, they guarded
us very closely, and any attempt to escape would certainly have
failed. But how I cursed myself afterward for not making the
attempt!
,I
I n the morning they drove through a village where a German section was stationed. The German footsoldiers came out
into the street to look at us. The escort made us run through
tl;e w!101e village at the double. They thought it necessary to
humiliate us in the eyes of this new German section that had
just come up to the front, and so we ran. Whoever fell or
lagged behind was immediately fired on.
By the evening we were already in the camp for prisoners
of war. It was the yard of some machine tractor station, entirely surrounded with harbed wire. Prisoners of war were
standing inside. We were handed over to the camp guard, who
drove us into the yard with the butt ends of their rifles.
To say that the camp was hell is to say the least! There was
no lavatory. The prisoners had to relieve •themselves where
they were, and stood and lay in the filth. The weakest ones
could no longer get up. Water and food were given once a day;
a jug of water and a handful of millet or stale sunflower seed,
that was all. To many they "forgot" to give anything at all.
Two days after our arrival there were heavy rains. The llHld
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in the camp was up to your knees. In the mprning the prisoners steamed like horses, and -the rain poured down without
ceasing.
Each night several dozen men died. Day. by day we grew
weaker and weaker from starvation. And my wounds tortured
me in the bargain.
On the sixth day I felt my shoulder and the wound in my
head were getting worse. Suppuration started, and then I noticed a bad smell. Alongside the camp were what had been
the stables of the collective farm, where heavily wounded Red
Army soldiers were lying. In the morning I applied to the
NCO of the guard, and asked permission to see the doctor,
who, I was told, was looking after the wounded.
The NCO spoke Russian quite well. He replied: "Go, you
Russian, to Y0l;lr own doctor. He'll help you straight away!"
I didri',t understand the joke at the time and went hopefully to
the stables. A Red Army doctor of the third rank met me at
the entrance.1 He was emaciated to the point of exhaustion.
He was I already half-demented pecause of all he had been
through.
The wounded lay on piles of manure and were stifled by
the horrible stench that filled the stable. The wounds of most
of them were teeming with maggots. Those who were able
to move were scratching them out of their wounds with their
fingers or with little sticks. There were also a heap of dead
prisoners lying there. The bodies had not yet been taken away.
"What can I do for you?" the doctor asked me. "I haven't
a single bandage. I've got nothing. Go away from here, for
God's sake. Go! Sprinkle your wounds with ashes." And that
is what I did.
The NCO met me with a smile. "Well, how goes it? Your
soldier is an excellent doctor. Did he give you any help?" I
wanted to go past him without saying anything, but he struck
me in the face with his fist and shouted: "So, you don't want
to answer, 'vou cattle!"
I fell do~n. He then kicked me until he was tired of kick. jng. I won't forget that German as long as I live. No, I won't
forget him! And evtll then he went on striking me at intervals.
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He would wander toward the barbed wire, and as soon as he
--saw me he would order me to come out. Then he would begin
to strike me in silence, with a look of concentration.
YOl! wonder how I remained alive? Before 'the war, and be-

fore I became a mechanic, I worked as a docker on the Kam.
I could carry two sacks of salt with a h,undredweight in each.
I was pretty strong. I didn't complain. And perhaps I've got
a good constitution in general. But the main thing is that I
had no desire to die. My power of resistance was strong. I
wanted to get back into the ranks of tl:!e defenders of my
country, and I have returned in order to avenge myself on the
enemy to the last!
From the flrst camp, which was a sort of distributing centc;r,
18

I was taken to a second camp about 100 miles away. There
the arrangements were just the,same as in the first: high poles
with barbed wire, not a roof over your head, nothing. The
food was the same, but from time to time instead. of raw millet
they gave us a basin of boiled rotten corn. Or they dragged
carcasses of dead horses into the camp and left them for the
prisoners to share amongst themselves. In order not to die of
starvation we ate it, and died in hundreds as a result.
On top of all this, the cold started in October and it rained
without ceasing. There were sharp frosts in the morning. We
suffered cruelly from the cold. I managed to take the tunic and
overcoat off a dead Red Army man, but even that did not
save me from the cold. As for the hunger, we had got used to
that.
The soldiers who guarded us had grown fat on robbery..
They were all turned out of the- same mold, all arrogant scoundrels. This, for instance, was the way they amused themselves:
in the morning a corporal would come up to the barbed wire
and say through the interpreter: "The distribution of food will
now take place. The distribution will take place on the left
side." The corporal would go away. All who. could stand on
their legs would go to the left side. We would wait an hour,
two hours, three hours-hundreds of shivering, living skeletons.
We would stand and wait. Then all of a sudden the Germans
would appear at the other side. They would throw lumps of
cut-up horse fle,sh through the wire. The whole crowd of
prisoners, driven by hunger, would rush to the spot and scramble for the lumps of grimy horse flesh~ The Germans would
stand watching and laughing. There would be shouts and
groans, and the dead and wounded would remain lying on the
ground.
The ober-lieutenant could scarcely restrain his laughter. He
would say: "Intolerable disorders have taken place at the distribution of food. If this occurs, again, I will give orders to
1).ave you Russian swine shot without mercy. Clear away the
dead and wounded." The German soldiers crowding behind
the camp commander simply died of laughter. This piece of
wit on the part of their commander was just to their taste.
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We dragged the dead bodies Ollt of the camp in silence. The
dead were buried not far away, in a ravine.
At this camp they beat us with their fists, with sticks and
butt ends. They' just beat us....
My wounds healed. They opened oJ]ce again, no doubt
owing to the damp and the blows. They hurt very much. But
I was still alive and had not given up hope of escaping.
. We slept in the mud. There was no straw. There was nothing. We huddled together and lay like that. All night long
there was a coming and going-those who were lying in the
mud at the very end were freeZing and so were those that were
lying on the top. It was no dream, but a bitter torture....
So the days went by, as though in a' heavy' dream. A child
could have knocked me down. Sometimes I looked at my hands
with their withered, dried:up skin and wondered how I was
ever going to get out. Then I would curse myself for not having tried to escape before. Even if they had killed me, I
shouldn't have had to go through all the misery I was now
experiencing.
The winter came. vVe shoveled the snow away. We slept on
the frozen ground. There were fewer and fewer of us in the
camp. At last we were informed that in a few days' time we
were to be sent away to work. We all livened up. In each of
us there was a hope, however small, that it might be possible
to run away.
The night was quiet but cold. Before dawn we heard the
sound of gunfire. All the men around me began to stir. When
the rumble was repeated, someone shouted out: "Comrades,
our men are attacking!"
.
Then something happened that defies description~ The
whole camp sprang to its feet as to the wo,d of command.
Even those who had not stood up for several days gOt on to
their feet. Groans were heard all around. The man who stood
next to me was groaning his heart out. I also....

Lieutenant Gerasimov's voice .broke. He was silent for a
moment. Then) regaining his composure) he continued.•
I also had tears rl;'nning down my cheeks and they froze in
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the wind. Someone started to sing the "Internationale" in a
weak voice. We took it up with our thin voices.
The batteries opened fire on us from machine guns and
automatics. The word of command resounded: "Back!"
I lay anq wept like a child. But they were tears of joy and of
pride in our people. The Germans might beat us who were
unarmed, they might weaken us with hunger and torture us.
but they could not break our spirit, nor will they ever break it.
I was unable to hear the end of Lieutenant Gemsimov's
story that night. He was urgently called to the section H.Q.
However, we met again a few days later.
You ask me how I got away? I'll tell you. Soon after the
time when we heard the gunfire in the night, they sent us to
work on building fortifications. They drove us to the north
from the camp: The same thing happened as at the beginning.
Exhaust~ men fell down and were shot and left by the roadside. One was shot by a German NCO for picking up a frozen
potato as he went.
VIle were crossing a potato field. Gonc!larov, a Ukrainian,
picked up the cursed potato and was about to hide it. The
NCO noticed it. Without saying a word, he went up to
Goncharov and shot him in the back of the neck. The column
was halted and re-formed. "All this belongs to the German
government," said the NCO, making a wide sweep with his
hand. "Anyone of you who takes anything without permission
will be shot."
In the villages through' which we passed, the women threw
us pieces of bread and baked potatoes. Some of us were able to
pick up the gifts, but the rest were unable to do so. The NCO
fired at the windows. We were ordered to quicken our pace,
but children are fearless folk: they ran out into the road several yards ahead and put the bread there, so that we could
pick it up. I got a big baked potato. I shared it with my neighbor and we ate it, skin and all. Never in my life have I eaten
wch a tasty potato.
The fortifications were being built in a forest. The Germans
greatly increased our guard and gave us spades. I didn't want
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to build fortifications. I wanted to destroy them. That day,
before evening, I had made up my mind. I ,climbed out of the
trench we had dug, took the spade in my left hand and went
up to the guard.

I had previously noticed that the rest of the Germans were
at the big pit and none of the guard was near, except the man
who was looking after our group. "My spade is broken. Look
U

at it," I muttered, as I went up to the soldier. The thought
flashed through my mind that if I hadn't the strength to knock
him down with the first blow, I was done for!
The German apparently noticed something in the expression
of my face. He made a movement with his shoulders as he took
off the strap of his automatic, and then I dealt him a blow
in the face with my spade. I couldn't hit him on the head on
account of his ~elmet. Obviously 1 still had strength enough!
The German fell without a murmur and lay flat on the
ground. I took his automatic and turn~d to run. But I found
I couldn't. I hadn't the strength to run. I waited a moment,
took a deep breath, and then went off at a trot.
Beyond the ravine the forest was more dense. I hurried in
that direction. I can't remember how many times I fell 'and
picked myself up again. But every morilent I was getting farther and farther away. Tired and panting, I was making my
way through the thick growth on the other side of the hill
when I heard the bark of automatics and shouting far behind
me. It would be no easy matter for them to catch me now.
Twilight was falling. But in case the Germans succeeded in
getting on to my track and coming close, I would keep the
last bullet for myself.
This thought cheered me up, and I went my way quietly and
cautiously. I spent the night in the forest. There was a village
about half a mile away, but I was afraid to go there for fear
of running into the Germans.
The following day I was picked up by guerrillas. I rested a
couple of weeks in their dugout, grew stronger and gathered
my forces. At first they treated me with a certain amount of
distrust, notwithstanding the fact that I produced my Party
ticket hom the lining of my coat, where I had managed to hide
it in the camp. Later on, when I began to take part in their
operations, their attitude towards me changed immediately.
It was there that I started to keep a record of the number of
Germans I killed. To this day I keep it carefully, and little by
little the figure is mounting toward 100.
In January'the partisans took me across the front line. I
spent about a month in the hospital. They removed the mine
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splinter from my shoulder, but the rheumatism and the other
ailments I contracted in the camp will have to be treated after
the war.
From the hospital I went home on leave in order to recover.
I stayed there a week. I couldn't stand it any longer. 1 longed
to get back here. Whatever they may say at home, my place
is at the from till the end.

We said good-bye at the entmnce of the dugout, Gazing
pensively dt the sunlit clearing, Lieutenant Ge'l:asimov said .
to me:
.
We have learned to make war in the proper way and to
hate and love. In war all feelings are excellently sharpened.
You may think it is impossible to put love and hatred side by
side, or, as they say, to harness a horse with a deer, but with
us they are harnessed together and they pull together wonderfully. I deeply hate the Germans for all they have done to
my country and to me personally. And at the same time I love
my people with all my heart and do not want them to suffer
under the German yoke. That is what makes me and all of us
fight with such ferocity.
I t is these two feelings, embodied in action, that will lead us to victory. And if the love of our country remains in our
hearts and continues to remain as long as our hearts beat, we
carry hatred on the tips of our bayonets.... Excuse me if I've
gone a long way round to express the idea, but that is what
I think.

Lieutenant Gerasimov ended his story. And tor the first time
since I made his ac'quaintance he smiled a simple, sweet childish smile. And I also tor the first time noticed that this thirtylwo-year-old lieutenant, who has suffered so much but was sl ill
as tough and stmng as an oak t,'ee, had dazzlingly while hair
on his temples. So pure white was the hair that a white thread
ot cobweb sticking to his cap was invisible as soon as it touched
his temple. No matter how hard I peered, it was imfJossible
to see it. ...
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