
  

https://pentecostalarchives.org/?a=cl&cl=CL1&sp=BOOKBALE&ai=1&e=-------en-20--1--
img-txIN-Led+by+the+Holy+Spirit%2C+Anna+Bagdasaryan-----------  

https://wigowsky.com/RGT/Church/AnnaBarchive.pdf  (Archive, Russian original) – 
translated from the original in the archives by Paul J. Wigowsky 

Note: The Russian version of the book was loaned to me by Alexandra (Shura) 
Temoschenko, and she told me the author Anna Bagdansarian was related to the 
Shevchuk family we both knew from the 17th Street Church (RGT).  I reprint (scan) only 
excerpts here.      

[Complete Russian Version:  https://wigowsky.com/RGT/books/AnnaBook2.pdf ] 

Description: 

Led by the Holy Spirit (London, Ontario, Canada, 1970) is an unpublished manuscript 

by an Armenian Pentecostal, Anna Bagdansarian, telling the story of the second wave of 

Pentecostal emigration from the USSR to the United States in the 1930s. These believers 

https://pentecostalarchives.org/?a=cl&cl=CL1&sp=BOOKBALE&ai=1&e=-------en-20--1--img-txIN-Led+by+the+Holy+Spirit%2C+Anna+Bagdasaryan-----------
https://pentecostalarchives.org/?a=cl&cl=CL1&sp=BOOKBALE&ai=1&e=-------en-20--1--img-txIN-Led+by+the+Holy+Spirit%2C+Anna+Bagdasaryan-----------
https://wigowsky.com/RGT/Church/AnnaBarchive.pdf
https://wigowsky.com/RGT/books/AnnaBook2.pdf


traveled through China and the Philippines, following a similar route to that of Pastor 

Alexander Shevchenko’s group. 

One of the most valuable parts of the book is the account of the origins of the Pentecostal 

movement in the USSR, based on the recollections of Ekaterina Voronaeva, the widow 

of missionary Ivan Voronaev. Additionally, the book preserves unique testimonies of 

Pentecostal ministry in Rostov (Russia) by leaders such as Voronaev, pastor Mykhailo 

But from Piatykhatky (Ukraine), and Union Pentecostal evangelist Polina Kushnereva 

from Odessa. 

Anna Bagdansarian dedicated her memoirs to her children and grandchildren, leaving 

behind a testimony of the years of persecution and trials they endured while following the 

guidance of the Holy Spirit. Having traveled a long and difficult journey through China and 

the Philippines, these believers found a new home in the United States three decades 

later. 

The book has also been translated into English, preserving a vivid testimony of faith and 

devotion to God. 

https://wigowsky.com/RGT/books/ABook.pdf  (translated, edited by Ury Zherebilov) 

Quote from the editor: 

  

After reading the original Russian by Anna Bagdasarian (in the archives), the book version 
given to me by Shura Temoschenko, and the English version edited by Ury Zherebilov 
that I was able to buy in loose leaf form from Flower Pentecostal Heritage Center (1445 
N. Boonville Ave. Springfield, MO 65802-1894), I conclude the following: 

(1) The translation that I worked on is closer to the original (and unique) wording and 
sentence structure that Anna used:  
https://wigowsky.com/RGT/Church/AnnaBarchive.pdf (compare with archives) 

(2) The translation that the editor made of Anna’s work was actually an attempt to tell 
the story in novel form, changing and revising (and sometimes eliminating) what 
the editor Ury Zherebilov felt would make for better story-telling and easier reading. 
 

https://wigowsky.com/RGT/books/ABook.pdf
https://wigowsky.com/RGT/Church/AnnaBarchive.pdf


+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++ 

"Под водительством Святого Духа" (1970, Лондон, Онтарио, Канада) 

неопубликованная рукопись армянской пятидесятницы Анны Багдансарян, 

рассказывающая историю второй волны пятидесятнической эмиграции из СССР в 

Соединённые Штаты в 1930-е годы. Эти верующие прошли через Китай и 

Филиппины, следуя маршруту, схожему с тем, по которому двигалась группа 

пастора Александра Шевченко. 

Одна из самых ценных частей книги — это рассказ о зарождении 

пятидесятнического движения в СССР, основанный на воспоминаниях Екатерины 

Воронаевой, вдовы миссионера Ивана Воронаева. Кроме того, в книге сохранены 

уникальные свидетельства о пятидесятническом служении в Ростове (Россия), где 

служили такие лидеры, как Иван Воронаев, пастор Михаил Бут из Пятихаток 

(Украина), а также Союзная пятидесятническая благовестница Полина Кушнерева 

из Одессы. 

Анна Багдансарян посвятила свои мемуары детям и внукам, оставив свидетельство 

о годах гонений и испытаний, которые они пережили, следуя водительству Святого 

Духа. Пройдя долгий и трудный путь через Китай и Филиппины, спустя три 

десятилетия эти верующие обрели новый дом в Соединённых Штатах. 

Книга также была переведена на английский язык, сохранив живое свидетельство 

веры и преданности Богу. 

This file came from the personal collection of Dr. Oleg Bornovolokov, a noted Ukrainian 

Pentecostal pastor, educator, and historian. He gathered these materials over the course 

of 30 years. He is a professor of Pentecostal history at Ukrainian Evangelical Theological 

Seminary (Kiev, Ukraine) and his email is: oleguets.ukr.net 

Цeй файл походять з особистої колекції доктора Олега Борноволокова, відомого 

українського п’ятидесятницького пастора, викладача та історика. Він збирав ці 

матеріали протягом 30 років. Доктор Борноволоков є професором історії 

п’ятидесятництва в Українській Євангельській Теологічній Семінарії (Київ, Україна), 

а його електронна пошта: oleguets.ukr.net 

https://archives.ifphc.org/index.cfm?fuseaction=research.showArchiveDetails&ArchiveGU
ID=BDA61341-3761-45D1-8B0C-B283009392D8  

Resource Type: Books 

Language: English 

https://archives.ifphc.org/index.cfm?fuseaction=research.showArchiveDetails&ArchiveGUID=BDA61341-3761-45D1-8B0C-B283009392D8
https://archives.ifphc.org/index.cfm?fuseaction=research.showArchiveDetails&ArchiveGUID=BDA61341-3761-45D1-8B0C-B283009392D8


Author/Creator: Bagdasarian, Anna. 
More by Creator     Search Periodicals Using this Creator 

Title: Under the guidance of the Holy Spirit  / Anna Bagdasarian 

Publisher: [S.l. : s.n., 2000s?] 

Format: 202 p. ; 21 cm. 

Description: Anna Bagdansarian, an Armenian Pentecostal, tells the story of the 
second wave of Pentecostal emigration from the USSR to the United 
States in the 1930s. These believers traveled through China and the 
Philippines, following a similar route to that of Alexander 
Shevchenko's group. One of the most valuable parts of the book is 
the account of the origins of the Pentecostal movement in the 
USSR, based on the recollections of Ekaterina Voronaeva, the 
widow of missionary Ivan Voronaev. Additionally, the book preserves 
testimonies of Pentecostal ministry in Rostov (Russia) by leaders 
such as Voronaev. Anna Bagdansarian dedicated her memoirs to 
her children and grandchildren, leaving behind a testimony of the 
years of persecution and trials they endured while following the 
guidance of the Holy Spirit. Having traveled a long and difficult 
journey through China and the Philippines, these believers found a 
new home in the United States three decades later. 

Translation of an unpublished Russian language manuscript writen 
in 1970. 

 https://wigowsky.com/RGT/Church/AnnaBagdasarian.pdf  

https://archives.ifphc.org/index.cfm?fuseaction=search.moreArchivesByCreator&search_creator=Bagdasarian%2C%20Anna%2E&ResourceTypes=Books%2CPhotographs%2CAudio%2FVisual%2CRecord%20Group%2CArtifacts%2CDocuments%2CPeriodicals&referrer=search.submitArchiveQuickSearch&search_referrer=search.moreArchivesByCreator
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https://wigowsky.com/RGT/Church/AnnaBagdasarian.pdf  

English translation of the original from the Pentecostal archives. 

Completed by Paul J. Wigowsky on September 2, 2025. 

Google Translate was used. However, copy and paste from the archives book was 
difficult in many sections that had the right side of the page cut off. Knowledge of the 
Russian language and biblical phrases was important during the process of translating 
accurately the writing of the author, Anna Bagdasarian. Her sentence stucture was 
unique in that she used the present tense most of the time. She used short sentences 
and phrases. However, sometimes the short phrases were strung together like pearls 
on a necklace. Anna’s knowledge of the Russian language and vocabulary is excellent. 
In fact, sometimes she uses phrases from the indigenous people she encounters. Here 
are some excerpts from the English translation of Anna’s book: 

BIOGRAPHY 

I was born in the provincial town of Nakhichevan, near the trading city 

of Rostov-on-Don, in a patriarchal family where there were 

grandmothers and grandfathers and we were taught to honor our 

elders, to respect the elderly. There were times when, walking down the 

street, my mother would leave us saying: "Let the old man pass, and 

then you go." We were forced to kiss the hands of old men and women 

when greeting and saying goodbye, thus teaching us humility; what I 

did not like was kissing the hand of the priest when they came to our 

house to bless water according to the Grigoryan rite on the eve of the 

Nativity of Christ and Easter. I always hid further away, under the bed, 

so that they would not get me and force me to kiss the hand of the 

priest and the cross. 

My grandfather was religious, knew God, like everyone else, was kind, 

had many named sons, refugees from Armenia: after the massacre of 

Armenians by the Kurds. "Share your bread with the hungry, bring the 

wandering into your house: when you see the naked, cover and do not 

hide yourself from one of your own." /Isaiah 58:7/ Often my grandfather 

When going to the market house, he brought new arrivals with him. A 

guest was a sacred thing in our house. 

https://wigowsky.com/RGT/Church/AnnaBagdasarian.pdf


Dusk is falling: it is warm and cozy in the room, my sister and I, waiting 

for dinner, listen to our grandmother's stories and look: the open doors 

of the stove, where the coals are burning, the fire shimmers in different 

colors: green, like grass, purple, like you, and beautiful castles grow 

above them: red, yellow with glimmering windows. The flames draw 

pictures of magical castles, and the frost in the yard intensifies, 

decorating the windowpanes with fantastic patterns. Our grandmother 

was sick with anthrax in her youth; she slept for three days and three 

nights in a lithargic sleep. She told many things but kept silent about 

many things by order. And I remember all her stories: three angels were 

kneeling and by faith, hope, love! Grandmother was very pious, never 

entered into any arguments, did not judge anyone, and when we 

laughed she stopped us. "Likewise, filthiness and idle talk and jesting 

do not become you."/Eph. 5:4/. 

In the summer, she would go out into the garden early in the morning 

to pray among the flowers: she would kneel, pray for a long time, bow 

to the ground, and return home with dust on her nose, which would 

cause us children to laugh a lot. She would tell us a lot about Jesus 

Christ, about His suffering on the cross for us sinners. "He Himself 

bore our sins in His body on the tree, so that we, having died to sins, 

might live for righteousness; by His stripes we were healed." /I Peter 

2:24/. She would tell us about hell and heaven: how a bridge of hair is 

laid across hell and everyone must pass through it after death, to test 

the deeds done on earth, whose deeds correspond to the Word of God, 

which is the standard: "But the fruit of the Spirit is love, joy, peace, 

longsuffering, kindness, goodness, faithfulness, gentleness, self-

control. Against such there is no law."/Gal. 5:22-23/. Such will go to 

paradise. "Do you not know that the unrighteous will not inherit the 

kingdom of God? Do not be deceived: neither fornicators, nor idolaters, 

nor adulterers, nor effeminate, nor homosexuals, nor thieves, nor the 

covetous, nor drunkards, nor revilers, nor extortioners will inherit the 

kingdom of God." /I Cor. 6:9-10/. For such, the hair will be torn off and 

they will fall into hell. And what a terrible hell: the eternal flame burns 

and is not consumed, and the enemy of souls - Satan, goes around with 



a pitchfork and tosses everyone up so that they burn the better. "But 

the cowardly, and unbelieving abominable and murderers and sexually 

immoral and sorcerers and idolaters and all liars - their part will be in 

the lake which burns with fire and brimstone. This is the second death." 

/Rev. 21:8/. We listened to these stories with bated breath and at the 

end I cried: "I'm afraid, I don't want to go to hell." Magla came and took 

me to bed, persuading: "You won't go to hell, you'll be a good girl." 

The years passed, the old people died, we grew up, life changed: we 

moved to the capital Petersburg: the vanity drowned out everything. 

"But what was sown among the thorns is the one who hears the word, 

but the cares of this world and the deceitfulness of riches choke the 

word, and it becomes unfruitful." /Matthew 13:22/. Atheism grew, as it 

is said in the Scripture: "The fool has said in his heart, "There is no 

God." /Psalm 13/. Likewise, this happened to us. How convenient, just 

repeat "there is no God", the fear will retreat. There is no God, there is 

no sin. Our feet headed along the road to hell, to the very hell that I was 

so afraid of and cried - "I don't want to! But the merciful and loving God 

did not allow us to go to hell, took pity on us and found us so 

insignificant in this godless world. 

After my elder sister's death, I also wanted to die with her: I was going 

to commit suicide; such disappointment, there is no point in living, no 

purpose in life, but my mother's suffering kept me from suicide. My 

mother gave in immediately, she aged twenty years, and two coffins 

would have immediately driven her crazy. Now I understand who 

pushed me to this sin. The devil wanted to acquire my soul, knowing in 

advance that I would escape his sticky paws, being called by Christ. 

After I failed to leave this life with my sister, I often felt her presence 

near me. She knew how to Grigoryanka, loved Christ, read the Word of 

God, but found many contradictions in it, and there was no one to 

explain it, but she believed that Christ is the Son of God. "For God did 

not send His Son into the world to condemn the world, but that the 

world through Him might be saved. He who believes in Him is not 

condemned, but he who does not believe has been condemned already, 

because he has not believed in the name of the only begotten Son of 



God." /John 3:17-18/. The thought of God began to greatly disturb me: 

what if God exists! If there is a God, then there is sin, and for sin - 

punishment. "For the wages of sin is death, but the gift of God is eternal 

life in Christ Jesus our Lord." /Rom. 6:23/. The other - consoled: there 

is no God, there is no sin, religion is the enemy of mankind. But the 

Lord did not leave me alone, he worried me all the time, but who would 

prove to me that there is a God. 

My cousin was a Baptist, but little light came from her: she also 

attended cinemas, theaters, parties, and it seemed that there was only 

one difference between us: we sent everyone to hell and went to hell 

ourselves, and they refrained from mentioning that name. Thus, three 

long, hopeless years dragged on after my sister's death. 

Dissatisfaction appeared: at our parties I became bored, melancholy 

tormented me, friends were having fun, and I would go off to a corner 

and cry. 

- What's wrong with you? Look how happy we are, why are you so 

boring and seem to be crying? 

- Yes, when you rejoice, I want to cry, and when you cry - to rejoice. 

- What is this spirit of contradiction in you? Are you still grieving for 

your sister? 

Leave it, we live only once in life. 

This is what my friends admonished me, and there was no end to these 

admonitions. But my soul wept, because the flesh did not want to 

submit to it. "For the flesh lusts against the Spirit, and the Spirit against 

the flesh: and these are contrary to each other, so that you do not do 

the things that you wish.” /Gal. 5:17/* Thus ended the last year of my 

worldly life. 

 

Conversion 

New Year, 1928. Our young people decided to tell fortunes: they 

gathered at one of their friends' houses, and we stayed at home, 



deciding to tell fortunes ourselves, and to have a party at our place for 

the Epiphany, and for this purpose, since the summer, we had prepared 

four quarters of wine, since it was difficult to buy. 

Many times before, I had tried to tell fortunes, but I had seen nothing. 

This time, without any special preparation, I spread white paper on the 

table, poured water into a glass, dropped my mother's wedding ring 

into it, sat down at the table and fixed my gaze on it. And what did I 

see? A groom?... as every girl hopes to see. No! Christ, crucified on the 

cross, with his head down. "I guess I'm going to die," I said to my sister 

and cousin, who were sitting nearby. "I see a crucifixion." I walked away 

with displeasure. "Well, let me try again, maybe I'll see something 

better." I sat down again at the table and began to look closely at the 

small circle of the ring in the glass. I did not sit for long, and again the 

same picture appeared before my eyes. Now I was convinced that I 

would die; but poor me, I did not know that I would die to life in this 

sinful world and would be saved by beginning a new life in Christ. “For 

if you confess with your mouth the Lord Jesus and believe in your heart 

that God raised Him from the dead, you will be saved.” /Rom. 9:9/. 

It was God's will to stop us on our way from the beginning of the year. 

On the next day of the New Year, my sister and I were bedridden with a 

high temperature. Mom and Dad were in a panic: to the doctors, but 

where to find doctors? So we lay around all Christmastide; our revelry 

did not work out for Epiphany, it was postponed to Maslenitsa, after all 

we decided to have fun. 

But God's plan was different. It was His will to make us His children, so 

that we would serve Him, and not the devil. "God, forgive us, how we 

have served the enemy of our souls: on our feet all day, working until 

we drop, and at night at parties we dance like crazy until one in the 

morning and are not tired." But for You, Lord, we get tired of sitting in 

a meeting, we look at the clock, something has dragged on, we think. 

We do not have the strength to stand on our knees in prayer, we lie 

down on a chair and often do not hear what the preacher says." 



Although life was not boring, the search did not stop. My sister and I 

went to the Baptist prayer house on the main street: there was a choir, 

and the pastor preached well, but my sister did not let me sit for long. 

"It's boring," she said. And I indulged her in everything, knowing that 

she did not have long to live. She had stage three tuberculosis, both 

lungs were damaged, and hemoptysis did not stop. At the dispensary 

they took pictures, and the doctor said that if she survived March, she 

would not live until October. My older sister passed away, taking her 

dentist's diploma with her to the coffin, and it was I who suggested: 

"Take everything from life, live as you want." 

As I already wrote, after the death of my sister, my mother felt terrible, 

three years had already passed, and she could not come to her senses. 

Grief, like fire, burned her heart, she cried with a terrible roar, prayed 

for God to give her patience and could not be consoled. One of my 

mother's nieces, finding her in such a position, suggested to her: 

"Come with me to a house where they pray like nowhere else. No one 

looks at anyone, everyone has their eyes closed - you'll like it. 

She took my mother to the Baptists, but she didn't like it there - the 

hour had not yet come. She promised to come in the evening. In the 

evening, my mother suggested to my father that they go meet my niece 

so that she wouldn't waste time walking. It was evening, frosty, cold. A 

lot of snow had fallen that year, waist-deep snowdrifts, and there were 

only clear paths on the street to walk on. They went, and my sister and 

I were very surprised that my mother left the house at night, she 

couldn't walk - she was out of breath and besides, she was afraid to 

walk at night, and it wasn't safe, since swindlers had posted notices: 

"until six hours, and after six hours!" They undressed, took both their 

outer and inner clothes, and there was nowhere to buy them. They 

returned at..in two. A very strong desire appeared in the mother, they 

did not meet the niece, did not find her at home, looked for the meeting 

without knowing the exact address, did not find her and returned home. 

But here is the surprise - how could she walk for so long and come 

home not sick. Usually, she could not walk a block - she was out of 

breath. She noticed this herself and was also surprised. 



The next morning two sisters, Mrs. Gegerman and Zakharova, came to 

us to take Mama with them to the meeting, but the niece herself did not 

go, having decided in her heart that let Auntie see what was going on 

there, she was wiser than me. It turned out that she had come to a 

prayer where one of those present had a demon and he was shouting 

in a thin female voice through him: “I’ll go, I’ll go.” She was so scared 

that she fell, the sisters pulled her into another room. Having thrown 

them coffee, I wanted to leave, but they detained me with a 

conversation; oh, how I was displeased with them, because they 

smelled of mustiness, like from my grandmother’s chest, as it seemed 

to me, old, musty. They told me about Christ, about His sufferings, and 

this was so old, I have known all this for so long. Finally, I couldn't stand 

it any longer and said to them: "Now prove to me that there is a God!" 

- "Read the Word of God," the sisters said. "No, that's not enough for 

me, there are many good books in the world, and this is one of them, 

how can I know that this is the Word of God and not human 

inventions?" 

Some places seemed to me just a collection of words without any 

meaning, like for example John 1:1-3. "In the beginning was the Word, 

and the Word was with God, and the Word was God. He was in the 

beginning with God. All things were made by Him, and without Him was 

not anything made that was made." 

/Now these words have great meaning for me/. "No, if only I could 

receive something from God, then I would believe." The sisters left, 

taking their dad and mom with them. 

NEW LIFE 

They returned home very happy, had dinner and in the evening they got 

ready to go again. 

- Where is the meeting? - I asked. 

- At the new settlement, behind Selmash. 



- Will you find it? And aren't you afraid? After all, you have to pass by 

the grove. 

/The grove was a refuge for crooks/. 

- No, God is our protection, - they answered and left. 

Liza and I were very surprised by their behavior, going to the grove at 

night, this is very fearless and not at all like our mother. We were quite 

shaken with fear at home. At one in the morning, they returned home. 

We were very surprised by the change in mother. At dinner, dad told us 

what he saw in this meeting: after the service there was a prayer for the 

baptism of the Holy Spirit, she began to speak in other tongues. "They 

were all filled with the Holy Spirit, and began to speak in other tongues, 

as the Spirit gave them utterance.” /Acts 2:4/. Her face was shining, she 

stretched out her hands to the corner where she saw Christ, as she 

later told. 

"And it shall come to pass in the last days, saith God, I will pour out of 

my Spirit upon all flesh: and your sons and your daughters shall 

prophesy: and your young men shall see visions, and your old men 

shall dream dreams." /Acts 2:17/. 

Of course, I could not believe it, because I am not as backward as old 

people - they believe in all sorts of nonsense. I decided to dissuade my 

father. - Dad, we live in the twentieth century, this century is not a 

century of miracles. They fool fools, and you believe it? You must have 

learned. 

- How can you not learn to speak in languages? 

- What language did she speak? 

- I do not know all the languages in the world, but if she were like you, 

I would not believe it, but she is a simple country girl, what does she 

know? Where did she study? Dad got angry with me, which never 

happened, I was his idol. 

- Okay, - I stopped my father's anger, who was seriously angry with me 

and even called me a malingerer, - if it is true that God baptizes with the 



Holy Spirit, and as you say gives a sign - other languages and no one 

understands her, did she understand what she said? 

- No! "For he who speaks in an unknown tongue does not speak to men, 

but to God, because no one understands him; he speaks mysteries by 

the Spirit" /I Cor. 14:2/. 

- Okay, - I said, - let God baptize mom and let her speak in other 

languages, then I will believe. 

Peace was restored and everyone was satisfied. 

"You won't have anything against it, children," asked Mom. 

I invited the congregation to our house, it's a long way to go, they 

prayed that God would send them a place in the city, I prayed with them! 

"No," we answered, "if that's what you want, we don't care, the house 

is yours," and we went to bed. 

In the morning, a cart loaded with benches drove up to our house. 

One of the young brothers, Mikhail /the first to be baptized in our 

church by the Holy Spirit/ began to unload them from the cart and carry 

them into the house. 

In the evening, Mom began to persuade us to go with her to prayer, 

wanting to humble us in such a way that we would go before the 

congregation came to us. 

"Maybe the Lord will say something," said Mom. 

"How can God speak? And will everyone hear?" 

"Yes," answered Mom. 

"Or maybe someone will sit on the roof and talk?" 

Mom said something strange to us, although I confess I have often 

wondered: why God used to speak to the people, but now he doesn't, 

because God hasn't changed. I couldn't imagine how God could speak. 



We went with my mother, and as non-believers, we were an obstacle to 

prayer. 

The next evening our cozy room took on a different look: everything 

was cleaned, benches were set up, the mirror was removed from the 

dressing table, a tablecloth was laid, everything was prepared for the 

meeting, and we ourselves were getting ready to leave. 

- Where are you going? - asked Mom. 

- To the movies,” we answered. 

- A preacher from Odessa is coming today, stay, - Mom began to beg, 

the purpose of her invitation was for us to hear the Word of God. 

- Oh no, - I answered, - the preacher is not going anywhere, he will be 

here, we will have time to see it, and today is the last day of the film, 

you know, "The Poet and the Tsar" is on. We will see it one more time, 

at least in the movie Peterhof, the fountains, - and we left. 

The picture ended late, at twelve o'clock, it was scary to walk, cold. We 

took a sled, we went; and who knows, maybe this same cabby will take 

our coat? We shook with fear until we got there, paid, opened the gate, 

entered the yard, went up to the doors. . . we hear the sound of prayer, 

let's wait. We walk around the yard, there are snowdrifts everywhere, 

we admire the night: the sky is black, like velvet, and the stars seem 

like holes in this velvet, through which an otherworldly glow is visible. 

The constellation Ursa Major is overhead, and Pleiades is right there, 

my favorite constellation shimmers like a diamond. The snow crunches 

underfoot, the frost is so strong that it seems like nails are flying out of 

the fence with a crack, you can't admire the beauty of the night for long. 

We walked for about an hour. The doors are not locked, but Satan did 

not let us in, but kept us in the cold. Finally, there is no more strength, 

frozen, teeth are chattering. We enter the house, go to the kitchen so 

as not to disturb, frozen, frightened with fear, dissatisfied: the fountains 

are not shown as we wanted - only briefly, and Samson, the biggest, is 

just in passing. We spent money, looked for joy, but came angry, joyful, 

laughing young and old come out to the kitchen to meet us. 



What are they happy about? - they asked, we then covered each other, 

- we went to have fun, and how much misfortune, and they came to pray 

and how happy, why and from what? Without resolving this question, 

we fell asleep. 

DREAM 

I dream of a beautiful fence around a garden, and in the garden there 

are tall flowers: white, and thick petals; the garden surrounds a house 

into which women are hurrying, and I follow them. I enter a wonderful 

manor house, go to the library, and there is a manager, whom I seem to 

love very much. He asks to lend Him money. I am so worried about 

getting the amount he needs. 

I woke up and could not imagine how I could beat, even in a dream, a 

manager, and not the one who was my full heart. It seemed to me 

betrayal and impossible, but for God everything is possible. 

In the morning, my sister did not get out of bed - yesterday's walk made 

itself felt. Temperature and pain in the side - this is captivity again. 

Blood from the throat began to flow more. How hard it is when there is 

a sick person in the house. A black thunder cloud, ready to burst into 

great grief, began to rise above the house. In the evening, Mom and 

Dad gathered for prayer, which was supposed to be at the house of one 

of the sisters. The day before, we prayed for the baptism of the Holy 

Spirit, and Mom prayed too. The Lord touched her and after the prayer, 

one of the sisters said: "The Lord was so close to you, maybe you will 

see a dream or hear a voice, get up and pray." That same night, Mom 

heard a trumpet voice: "The foundation is well laid, believe and pray." 

She got up, although it was cold, knelt down and began to pray, she 

had such a thirst that she could not wait for the evening to go to prayer. 

I will never forget that evening in my life, how much fear I experienced. 

Of course, it was the enemy of our souls who frightened me. My sister 

went to bed with a temperature of forty degrees and muttered 

something. Near the neighbors' house, down the street they were 

running towards the grove, they were being pursued, they were being 



shot at, now they would hit here, now they would hit there, there was 

no one to talk to, I would go up to my sister, she was muttering 

something, I was trying to persuade her to sleep, and she would say: 

Mom will come baptized, and I will go to hell! And again, she began to 

mutter something. It seemed to me that she was delirious, but it turned 

out that she was praying. The hours seemed like years, and I, like a 

watchman, walked from one window to another, looking to see if they 

were breaking the shutters, if anyone was climbing in... So, I was on 

duty until one in the morning. 

Finally, they arrived. I opened the door for them; dad announced to me 

right there on the threshold: "Congratulate mom, the Lord has baptized 

her with the Holy Spirit." I look at mom with curiosity, mom, like mom, 

I don't see any change, and my sister shouts from the room: "Mom, 

come let me look at you." 

- What are you going to look at, - I stopped her, - what are you shouting 

about? The shining star on the forehead? 

"He saved us not by works of righteousness which we had done, but 

by His mercy, by the bath of rebirth and renewal, by the Holy Spirit, 

whom He poured out on us abundantly through Jesus Christ our 

Savior, so that, being justified by His grace, we would become heirs 

according to hope of eternal life. 

Mama really went through the bath of rebirth: she came home all wet 

from the sweat which she had shed in prayer, even the lining of her coat 

was wet. That wonderful day was February 16, 1928. 

 

BAPTISM WITH THE HOLY SPIRIT 

In the morning, while going about my business, I met my mother's 

niece. She came up to me accompanied by one of her sisters and 

asked: 

- Did God baptize Auntie with the Holy Spirit? 

- Yes, - I answered. She began to cry. 



- Come to us, I'll be there soon, - I tried to persuade her, trying to get in 

touch, since we were attracting people's attention. 

It turned out, as I later learned, that the day before she had not been to 

the meeting, since she was very tired and went to bed early. Suddenly, 

a large hand touched her cheek, as if slapping her, and she heard a 

voice: "God baptized Auntie with the Holy Spirit, get up and rejoice!" 

She got up, looked around: no one was there, looked at the clock: it 

was eleven o'clock, prayed and went to bed. That was the moment 

when my mother received the baptism with the Holy Spirit. 

In the morning during breakfast, she told her son and daughter-in-law 

about what had happened. Her son said: "Your psychosis has started 

again - a fiery tongue." In 1919, when she was sick with typhus, she 

heard a conversation at her headboard. It was an argument: the first 

voice said that this soul should be taken, and the second answered him 

that no, it will remain for repentance and that it will have a fiery tongue. 

She told all this to her sons, and they diagnosed it as psychosis! Poor 

things, they did not know the Word of God where it is written: "And 

there appeared to them tongues as of fire, and it rested: one on each of 

them. And they were all filled with the Holy Spirit, and began to speak 

in other tongues, as the Spirit gave them utterance." /Acts 2:3-4/. But 

when the boy who worked for them came from us, brought them the 

news that God had baptized their aunt with the Holy Spirit, the young 

people were embarrassed, and their mother, leaving breakfast, ran to 

us along the road, taking one of the sisters with her. 

Returning home, I found not only my mother's niece and sister, but also 

another guest - brother Vasily Koltovich. 

Having greeted him, he announced that God had put it on his heart to 

visit our house. Of course, as decency required, I accepted this 

announcement very cordially. Breakfast was served and everyone was 

waiting only for me. During breakfast, the conversation did not go well. 

At the end, my cousin began to whine, I have been a Baptist for ten 

years and have been praying for the baptism of the Holy Spirit for a 



long time, and my aunt ... only a week since she began to walk and God 

baptized her with the Holy Spirit, but not me, does that mean He does 

not baptize me? ... then the sobbing and crying began. This irritated me 

very much, I felt offended for my mother. 

- What was mother doing? - I asked. 

- Praying, - she answered. 

- You pray too, - I suggested to her. She was obviously very happy with 

my offer, pushed her chair away from the table, immediately knelt down 

and began to pray with tears. I did not expect such a turn of events, 

everyone knelt down, only my sister was lying on the bed, and I stood 

there hesitating, but for the sake of decency I decided to kneel down. 

I had peculiar faith: I believed in healing and prayed more than once for 

my older sister, and she felt better. 

From early childhood I did not like icons, did not like to light candles 

near icons and considered it idolatry and argued with my mother more 

than once about this. I did not like priests; and kissing their hands - oh, 

what horror! More than once, I lay under the bed on holidays when the 

priests came to bless water and Easter cakes. I was known among my 

relatives as an atheist, 

but I prayed secretly under the blanket so that no one would see or 

know. 

Suddenly, after a short prayer, my cousin became a foreigner, I don’t 

know what language she spoke, but we did not understand her. “For he 

who speaks in an unknown tongue does not speak to men but to God, 

for no one understands him; he speaks mysteries by the Spirit” /I Cor» 

14:2/” She spoke in an unknown tongue, which she received at the 

baptism of the Holy Spirit.” And when she began to sing, the singer 

would have envied such a voice as she had in the Spirit. “What shall I 

do then? I will pray with the spirit, I will pray with the mind also; I will 

sing with the spirit, I will sing with the mind also.” /I Cor» 14:15/ 



What kind of Lord gave her a voice in the Spirit. What happened to me, 

Thomas? I was so scared that I crawled under the table, but I knew that 

I couldn’t hide from the Lord under the table.” As a child, I asked my 

grandmother: 

- Will God see me under the table? 

- He will, she said. 

- And will He see under thick iron too? 

- He will see too. 

- How can He see, because you can’t see through iron? 

- He will see. 

- What a horror. 

“He who believes in Him is not condemned, but he who does not 

believe is condemned already, because he has not believed in the name 

of the only begotten Son of God” /John 3:18 So it is true that God sends 

the Holy Spirit and famously gives other languages, as it is written in 

Acts 2:4, “And they were all filled with the Holy Spirit and began to 

speak in other languages, as the Spirit gave them utterance.” You only 

need to wish and ask. /Luke 11:13/ "If you then, being evil, know how 

to give good gifts to your children, how much more will your heavenly 

Father give the Holy Spirit to those who ask Him?" God found me that 

same day, praise Him! He Himself brought my cousin, against my will, 

showed that He gives, that He works miracles in our 20th century; He 

is the same as in the time of Abraham, Isaac, Jacob, Moses, Daniel, 

Sidrach, Meshach and Abednego. He also saves in the furnace, as in 

the time of Sidrach, Meshach and Abednego; holds back water, as in 

the time of Moses; leads out of the father's house and leads to an 

unknown land, as in the time of Abraham. Praise Him for all the mercy 

and for all the miracles in our century. Having risen from prayer, my 

cousin could not speak her language for a long time; she told 

something, but all in a language unfamiliar to me, and was in great joy. 

 



ALMA-ATA 

We arrived in Alma-Ata. Our last carriage was far from the station 

building. We unloaded, where should we go? What should we do? 

Father promised to show us here. We prayed; the brothers went to the 

station building. A little time passed, and the shining ones returned: as 

it was said, so it happened. At the station they were met by a local 

sister, who had been unable to leave for two days and had been sitting 

at the station. She showed them the way to the camp where our 

brethren had settled. 

"New Moscow in Alma-Ata is known to all the drivers," she said, "they 

will take you. Now it is revealed to me why Father kept me here for two 

days. Today He will let me leave." She headed for the cash register, and 

the brothers came to us and announced the mercy of the Lord. They 

went, hired a cart on which they put all their belongings and tied a 

hundred-year-old old woman to the very top and so set off on their 

journey. 

The procession was of great interest to the residents: they ran out of 

their houses; passers-by stopped to look at the cart and the old woman 

from above and the crowd accompanying it. We walked through the 

entire city and at the end of the city began 

to climb the mountain. Because of the darkness that overtook us on 

the way, we could not see these swallows’ nests, stuck to the mountain, 

which our brothers built for themselves and for those who followed. 

This place, if you can call it that, was a crossing point. 

Many of God's children had rest under the shelter of these huts. We 

were sent there to rest and receive instructions for the further journey. 

Our cart stopped. There was no further way. It seemed to me that it was 

standing on the roof of a house. It was standing on the road, and the 

roof was at the same level as the road, but only further. At one door the 

brothers asked for the elder. We were asked to wait, and the local 

brother went to report to brother Rat., who was in charge here at that 

time. 



We had to wait quite a while until the brother received a certificate from 

the Father - who these were. A brother with one hand came, throws off 

the luggage, helps everyone, they placed everyone. The cart was 

released. 

We were glad of the place; we were tired of the motion sickness of the 

train and the foamy ride for about three hours. After prayer we lay down 

and fell fast asleep. We settled in the meeting hall. At dawn we were 

raised for prayer, we got up with difficulty, but Father encouraged us 

by giving the instruction: "scatter the ashes." After prayer everyone 

began to check their luggage. And really, what is all this for: a sewing 

machine, a meat grinder, irons, baking sheets, plates, saucepans; in 

everyday life all this is necessary, but on the road - a weight and a 

burden. We decided to take everything to the flea market. We began to 

ask for a blessing for this day: "No, no," answered Father. We remained 

at home in peace. 

One sister comes from the market and announces to us that the entire 

flea market is surrounded by the police - a raid is underway. We thanked 

Father for keeping us from such danger. 

The next day they called again about the same thing: "Go, I will give 

you success," said the Father. We sold everything we had brought, 

collected a fair amount of it, but we did not have enough for tickets to 

the place, Sima lent us the necessary amount. We managed everything, 

and were left light, with one suitcase. 

They asked: when and where should we go next? The Lord said: 

"Zharkent” and indicated the date. We could not get there without a 

pass. 

  

TO CHINA 

It is already May 1933. The Lord testifies: "The way to China, on foot, 

across rivers and sands." Fear has seized me, but to disobey? No! 

Better to die! Here comes our day. God has appointed a group by name: 



There are twenty of us, of whom three are children of five, six and seven 

years old. 

The day of departure is appointed, we have everything ready: 

knapsacks are packed, arranged in advance: blankets in knapsacks, 

cotton wool thrown out, a thought, one sixteenth of a pillow, three 

changes of linen, bread. We are wearing three dresses, coats, only on 

top of me is a kettle of water. Dad has a bucket of boiled sugar candy, 

wrapped in a linen towel. During the day, the children were sent to the 

edge of the state farm, from where it is easier to leave. It is already 

getting dark: we send Mom, Liza and Liza, my brother's wife. 

I forgot to say that Father promised to remove the guards, and the state 

farm was liquidated, there were no guards left. We got ready, and by 

this time our neighbor, the collective farmer, had come home and was 

cooking dinner: she had lit a fire in the yard, how to get out? We 

couldn't go forward, the whole street was lit, and we had to cross it. We 

went out the back doors to the vegetable garden: the windows were 

curtained; the light was on. Everything was in place in the room, as 

always, only we were not there. We had wired the door and were just 

about to go out through the gap in the wall, when someone was 

coming, I ran away, hid in the toilet. I heard dad calling quietly. She 

came out, we were walking, we couldn't feel our legs under us from 

physical fear. Before reaching the designated point, silhouettes 

appeared, we approached, ours - mom, Lisa. We continued on our way 

in haste. Here is a tree, here is a gathering. But what is that figure on 

the road? 

We fall to the ground. The figure coughed quietly, one of ours. We got 

up, we went. The whole group was assembled. 

We pray, the instructions are barely audible, the command is given: 

forward! A starlight lights up the horizon in front of us. We are moving 

quickly. The boys grabbed each other by the hands to drag, I drag Mom, 

she from her bed, we only ask, 



Lord, give me strength. The knapsack is heavy, it pulls on my 

shoulders, Mom is heavy, and she also has a knapsack, and besides, 

the grass makes the path difficult, it gets tangled underfoot. 

Here come the bushes, and then the sand begins. Sandy mountains, 

that if you stumble from the path, you will fall down with the sand. We 

are in a hurry to go further during the night. It is dawn, and we have 

reached the mountains. We are walking along the mountains, so close 

are we to heaven, to God, we want to sing, to glorify our almighty, loving 

and omnipresent God. We are walking and singing praises. Suddenly, 

we meet contrarians. They were afraid of us, and we were afraid of 

them. "Don't sing, the guards will catch you, they ride horses here." 

We were very tired, we had been walking all night, and without sleep. 

Here the bushes appeared. Let's thank the Lord, - said the brother and 

we all knelt down. The Lord promised to protect us. Everyone calmly, 

without a doubt, lay down on the ground, hiding their heads under the 

bushes. Everyone fell asleep, exhausted after the worries and 

difficulties of the journey. 

We woke up at lunchtime, ate what we had, and went on. The Lord 

directed: to the right, to the left, straight ahead. The day was hot, the 

sun was baking, there was no water, our throats were dry, bile was 

spilled, it was burning in our mouths. We injected sugar, gave it to 

everyone, sucked it - it was easier, but thirst was tormenting: we called 

to the Father - "go to the right, there will be water" - the Lord answered. 

We walked a little, there were some reeds, we went down: there was 

enough water to bathe in, we drank, put it in a teapot, and we go on. We 

need to walk a hundred miles to reach our destination. 

We walked all night. Liza fell from fatigue and thirst. The camp stood 

up. We called to the Father: "You know, thirst, help!" We had not yet 

finished our prayer when it started to rain. We took out soup cups, 

saucepans, filled them with water, gave Liza a drink, and everyone 

drank. We unloaded her, got up, and went on. 



It was getting gray. Morning. The Father said that we would cross the 

border at seven o'clock. There were some wise men with doubts. "Let's 

go, how far? Will we be able to go? And how to go during the day, they 

will see." They did not believe the Father, they put their minds above. 

Let's go at night. 

We remained sitting in the mountains under the bushes. The day was 

gray, cloudy, and drizzling rain. As we later found out, the guards were 

asleep at that time, and we could have passed through calmly. 

     

KULDZHA 

"Here we are, Kuldzha," she says, "we are saved, they are not scary to 

us here. We turn into another street. Where should we take you, to the 

Baptists? 

- No, to the Pentecostals. 

- I don't know where the Pentecostals live. 

We drove up to the Baptists, asked, they directed us to Stata. 

We arrived; a sister and brother greeted us with joy. We saw them for 

the first time in our lives. I went to the market to change money to pay 

the driver. 

That same evening, we went to the church meeting. Our people were 

already in grief and had found a place to live. The meeting was 

crowded. One sister testified that the Lord had warned them that twenty 

souls would come, accept them. They received us very cordially. We 

lived with Stata for three days. Brother Danchenko and I found an 

apartment, divided the rooms, one ours and the other theirs, anointed 

the floors, prepared beds on the cane, put logs, and boards on the logs, 

and on top of that a sack filled with straw, which the owner had given 

us. They hammered nails into a board, nailed the board to the wall, 

nailed paper to the wall so it wouldn't stain the dresses, and hung a 

curtain in front of the coat rack. This is our wardrobe. 



They heated up some water, hurriedly bathed in the barn in the yard, 

feeling that we were sick. We had lunch and went to bed and lay there 

for three weeks, our stomachs ached. 

Rumors came that the group following us had been caught at the 

border. Our hearts were filled with sorrow. Varya was in this group, how 

was she, what happened? Why did God allow it? After all, He appointed 

and led. 

It turned out that it was not God, but the people who grumbled. Oh, how 

terrible it is when they grumble, the Lord will betray: /Numbers 14:27, 

29/ "How long will this evil congregation grumble against me? In this 

wilderness will your bodies fall, who grumbled against me." 

The group set out under the protection of the Father. They walked for 

several days in poverty, hunger tormented them, and thirst even more. 

They had already decided to die of thirst. They cried out to the Father 

in despair. He ordered them to dig a hole. They dug with whatever they 

could, with their hands and knives: the sand began to get damp, and 

water ran into the hole. They drank, thanked and went. Here was the 

border. They had to cross, the order to go, but the human mind 

decided: it would be better to send some, exchange some flatbread, eat 

here and then go on.  

They sent them, they sat waiting, the sun was baking, the children were 

dying of thirst. The ambassadors were going back. The mothers began 

to grumble, seeing their dying children, they began to ask that they be 

taken away, and so it happened. The border guards heard and took 

everyone away. 

They drove them back to the state farm and some to the city for 

interrogation. 

God is merciful, He forgives the repentant sinner. He joined them to the 

next group and led them. The group is large, fifty souls, many children, 

how to get out? He ordered them to gather in the prayer house. The 

lights were not turned on. Everyone sat on their things and prayed. At 



midnight a terrible hurricane arose, the noise of the wind was 

deafening. 

The Lord commanded the people to go out and walk in single file, each 

family after another. One family discovered that not all the children, 

three sons were missing. They stopped; the father went to look in the 

prayer house to see if they were sleeping under the benches. He did 

not find them anywhere and decided to catch up with the group, but the 

wind carried it away. They began to cry out: "Where, God?" God 

showed mercy and began to show the way through the father. They 

crossed the border in three days, and the group walked for ten days. 

The sister had sore legs, she would not have been able to endure this 

journey, God provided and led her quickly. And the group walked 

through rice fields, just like us, waist-deep in water, since there was 

irrigation. They crossed the Korgos River five times. Three of my 

brother's sons walked with the group. 

A day's journey to Kuldzha, they buried my brother Yakov, who had 

been carried on their backs all night, a widow came with four children. 

Many groups had been before us, many had passed after us, but I don't 

know how they were conducted. 

In the group walked Kondratyevna, a sister from Vasilyevka, for whom 

a hundred were sent. She walked with the family of my brother Yakov, 

after his death she came to us, joined our family. 

The family is growing. Where to get money? Need to look for work: 

become a servant? They offer terrible conditions, good pay: do 

nothing, just sit all day with the mistress and play the balalaika. Many 

girls were hired like that and then sold as wives to the Chinese. Go, 

escape from some loi or daryna /Chinese officials/. 

Kondratyevna calls me to sew in the workshop, they accepted me to 

sew. I don’t know how to sew, but I will show, let's go. They sewed 

trousers. Two lanas for sewing trousers, but he gives only one in hand, 

and the other is only the promised one. But even for a lana a day we 

could live. 



In the evening after work, having dinner with the family, we go out into 

the yard to rest. You look, there are poplars standing around, you look 

in the direction from where you came, and your heart rejoices: are you 

really free?! 

Is this a dream? 

Time passes. Here comes August. Varya has already arrived, full of 

parasites. "I will not come into your house until I have bathed and 

changed my clothes," she says, happy to meet him. 

Father leads us further. The place, date and month are revealed to us. 

Who will trust us? We prepare: we ordered bread from the bakery, 

asked to dry it into crackers: we pound it, pour it into pillowcases. The 

pounded one takes up a little space. The owner of the apartment was a 

Muslim, he had a young wife, she became very friendly with us. The 

owner treated us so well and suddenly began to drive us out of the 

apartment. "Uncle will come" - he says, but we know that this is not 

true. He rented it to us for a year. We asked him to leave us there until 

the specified date, he agreed; but not later. 

Later we learned the reason: the mullahs ordered each Moslem owner 

to kill their Kapol tenants - non-Muslims. 

 

VANYA'S ARREST 

They knocked on our door, we opened it. One of the investigators from 

the department invited Vanya to come out for a minute. He wanted to 

go as he was standing, but he suggested that he get dressed. They 

went out. 

We wait ten, twenty minutes, Vanya is not here. The office is on the 

corner, half a block away. We looked here and there - no sign. We began 

to pray. 

"The arrest is coming here," and we waited for it for fifteen months. 

How we prayed for him day and night tirelessly, that God would give 

him the strength to stand firm 



in the fiery baptism: /Matthew 3:11/ "I indeed baptize you with water for 

repose, but he who is coming after me is mightier than I, whose shoes 

I am not worthy to bear. He will baptize you with the Holy Spirit and with 

fire." 

Vanya was baptized both in the Spirit and in water, and this must be 

endured, but how difficult. /I Pet. 4:12/ "Beloved, do not think it strange 

concerning the fiery trial, which is sent to you to test you, as though 

some strange thing happened to you." 

Father was our consolation. He consoled, instructed, and revealed 

secrets. 'There will be three paths: north - destruction, east - trials, 

south - blessing.' This revelation guided us. 

I took the princess to my place, Lisa had enough torment, and she was 

expecting a child. I ordered a crib. I sewed a mattress and a blanket. 

Grandfather wove a net for the sides of the crib, the sides droop. I 

braided the bottom with tape; it became a spring. My princess is in my 

apartment. She was often ill, so fragile, curly and clever. 

A year old, she fell ill with smallpox, that's what she was afraid of, that's 

what met me. The doctor can't help. We prayed hard to the Lord, I 

asked: "Send someone with advice? God is merciful. Sister Taras came 

to visit. She heard about our trouble, she had many children and 

grandchildren, and she was old and had seen many sights. 

"Take a goose feather, dilute the alcohol like vodka and smear each 

pockmark, soak it, and she'll sit down like that.' That's what I did, even 

her eyes, first I smeared my eyes, and then hers. 

The days go by; Vanya is not there. We pass on parcels. The chief made 

me sew for him, and then for his whole family. Here is the Annunciation 

holiday. We know what's in the prison, all the officers from the 

regiment. I forgot to mention that the regiment was transferred to 

Maralbash. I go to the office; they let me in to see the judzhan: 

- What do you need? 

- Allow me to make a general transfer. 



- To whom? 

- I don't know who's there, everyone! 

- And what will you carry? 

- Borscht, cutlets, bread. 

- They have enough bread, says the one who took Vanya. 

- For the sake of the holiday, they want to give primi, - ordered the jujan, 

- And do you want to give them apples? 

- Yes, but where will we get them? 

- Go pick some in my garden, and when everything is ready, take them 

to the prison, they will accept them there. 

I run home rejoicing, good news, everyone is happy. Some ran for meat, 

others to roll out bread, and I gathered the guard of children and 

brother Peter with a baby carriage with Tatars, baskets and went to the 

garden. The garden was two miles away. Everyone walked rejoicing. 

Soon they filled the Tagores with apples, the baskets with dried 

apricots. We came home. Everything was ready at home too. We are 

leaving for prison. 

A large procession was walking, many paid attention. In huge 

cauldrons they carried porridge /plov/, three large pots of borscht, 

cutlets on sheets and our apples in Tatars on a baby carriage and 

apricots in baskets. 

The soldiers /askers/ took it, and we looked through the window and 

the crack in the gate. Here one Russian came running, took off his hat, 

scratched his head, which meant hello. Another, seizing a moment, ran 

up to the gate with risk and whispered: everyone thanks, - and with that 

he ran away. 

A separate parcel for Vanya, he had not yet been transferred to a 

separate cell. From then on, we began to carry common parcels often. 

 



AGAIN KULDZHA 

They brought us to the Russian shanzunat. The guide counted us for 

the last time, gave us to the shanzunat and left. They placed us in the 

shanzunat, on the balcony, in the corridors, wherever possible. 

The brotherhood brought us food: fresh bread, borscht, zvara, whoever 

had what at that hour, that's what he brought. We ate, prayed and went 

to bed. In the morning, they registered us all and suggested that we 

look for apartments. We moved in for a while to Ivan Lyash. and we 

ourselves began to pray: Lord, show me. "To the right and to the right 

again." 

We went to the right and then turned right, asked the taranchi. He said 

that he would give us two rooms and gave them. The yard is wonderful; 

there are flower beds. Just let the children not spoil the flowers, he 

warned. 

We lived with him for a year. The children would go out into the yard in 

the morning, and he would dig in the beds. They would stand and look, 

but hide their little hands behind their backs from temptation. He was 

very surprised that they did not touch anything. He would give him a 

flower, they would take it, but they themselves would not touch it with 

a finger. They knew that it belonged to someone else. 

A year passed quickly, the owner died. The sons needed an apartment. 

We had to look. We looked and looked, but we could not find a suitable 

one. We were tired and in despair we called to the Father: "Don't you 

know, Father, that the time is approaching, and we still have not found 

it." "Left and left, to the mullah." 

We were in despair. We reasoned: he sends us to the mullah, we cried, 

but we kept going. Here to the left, here and to the left again, we had 

walked here many times and seen nothing. We saw an empty house, a 

good one, obviously expensive, beyond our means. A good fence, 

gates and a wicket. 



We knocked on the wicket, and the dogs, like calves, barked from under 

the gate. Here comes an old tarancha, obviously rich, with an important 

gait, he shouted at the dogs, they moved away and lay down to the side. 

We asked about this house, though the price is high for us. 

- It's expensive for us. 

- I have a cheap one, go and have a look. 

We followed him into the yard; in the opposite corner there was a house 

with three windows and a door, he would take us there. The yard was 

large, behind this yard there was another yard, where he lived. 

We went in, there were two good rooms: one with wooden floors, and 

the other with earthen floors. We rented it. In the yard he allowed us to 

plant flowers and dig a cellar. 

We have a lot of flowers in the old apartment. We immediately took up 

shovels, made beds. The beds were ready and in the evening all the 

seedlings were planted: and the empty dusty yard took on the 

appearance of a paradise garden. 

The next day we moved, settled in. The first dining room and mom and 

dad. In the second by the window there was a car, Suzy's crib and mine. 

In the back by the wall were Vanya with Liza and Aram. 

We work, have food, praise the Lord and wait for the baby. Granny went 

to dry dried apricots and pastila. She was in a hurry to get home before 

the baby was born. She arrived, and the next evening Sarah was born. 

It was raining so hard. Our little one came with the rain. With the 

downpour, and it was dry and warm here, the lamp was shining and 

joyful. 

In the morning, the children Suzy and Aram asked: where did they bring 

the girl from? 

- They caught her in a ditch; it was raining hard. 



This was August of 1942. In the spring, the officers of the regiment, 

Vanya's friends from prison and our acquaintances came back from 

exile. Everything was confiscated from them, they have what is on 

them. They stopped somewhere in someone's gardens, without a 

penny. 

Vanya informed us of their arrival. "They have nothing, what do you 

think, should we take some while they settle in? We have food and more 

than enough, and they will feed themselves." We agreed. We took it. We 

have a covered gazebo in the yard, where we dined. That's where we 

settled them. It's good to sleep there. Soon one of them got together 

with his wife and left, and Philip stayed with us. 

He would get up in the morning, take Sarah from her grandmother or 

grandfather and carry her around the yard among the flowers. He would 

rock her in his arms, carry her to bed, and we would sit down to eat. 

We lived like that for about a month. We needed another apartment; a 

year had passed. We moved for a month to the house of the sausage 

maker, where Vanya worked. Soon the month had passed, we prayed: 

"To the left." 

We went from the gate to the left. On the corner there was a forge and 

a small house adjoining the forge. We rented it. From the forge came 

such a cozy, bright room for me and Suzy, and then Katya Lyash. came 

to me. Her father accepted 

Saturday and forced the whole family to accept. Katya fought a lot, did 

not want to leave the house, but her last fight was final. She worked 

and lived in the workshop. Missing her family, she ran home. Her father 

was not at home. She was talking to her mother in the yard. Her father 

appeared at the gate. She had to run only past him. He began to head 

towards her, holding brushes with a long handle in his hands. Her 

mother wanted to block her. When she ran past her father, he hit her 

thigh with a brush. So the imprint from this brush remained for a long 

time, changing color, from black to beet, then to crimson, then to 

yellow. 



She came running to us and asked us for shelter from her father. Soon 

our family grew. Essa was born. She did not bring us joy for long. The 

end of 1943, the end of our apartment. 

Again we had to look. 

We were offered a good apartment, near the airfield barracks, in the city 

center, preferential terms. We prayed: "No, there is no room for you 

there." 

Kiryusha offered us two rooms in the yard. We moved in with him, lived 

through the wall. 

1944. Horrible events unfolded. Katya and I were working on a 

piecework basis, got up early in the morning to leave early, dad comes 

in and says: "Where are you going? Shooting. We ran out into the yard 

and listened: occasional shooting, nothing, let's go. 

We were waiting for Zivaza, waiting all the time, but Zivaza was 

sometimes on one side, sometimes on the other, we didn't know what 

kind of Zivaza this was. He would shoot, shoot and then leave again. 

This time the whole army went out of town to meet Zivaza from the east, 

but he came from the west. Shooting could be heard. We went out into 

the street, we saw all the neighbors standing at the gate in 

bewilderment, not moving away from the gate. Let's go, get our boots, 

Katya and I decided and headed along the road to the north. One 

brother, standing there at the gate, waved at us to go back. We returned 

and immediately shooting began. 

A Chinese boy ran along the street; the military they chased them and 

shot them behind our house. We saw the first victim. The civil war 

began - and lasted for a year. 

The sorrows, griefs and tears began. Volunteers came, and then they 

began to take them. Many of ours took weapons, but there were also 

those who did not. This is where the hour of testing faith came. "Be 

faithful until death." 

107 



Vanya refused to take up arms../Matthew 19:18/ ... Jesus said, "You 

shall not kill; You shall not commit adultery; You shall not steal; You 

shall not bear false witness." Many hardships, torments and fears, but 

God was with him, his hope, protection and support. In the evening, 

they lined up for inspection. One commander comes up to them, sees 

that they have no weapons, asks: 

[Missing from document:  interrogation of Ivan Iliyn and how he 

survived his refusal to take up a weapon, saying it was wrong for him 

to kill.  This part is in a book written by Vanya’s son, Peter.] 

Here the battle began. Before he had time to carry out the sentence, 

dad hurried to the front: 

- I'll come then, - he promised, but never returned. 

The Father covered His children with His hand. 

The front has retreated; it has become easier. You can walk around the 

city. Vanya's arrest has been lifted. Our Esochka refused to live, she 

died six months. They buried her under bullets. Sara did not want to 

love Grandpa Sergei, because he took Essa away. I had to force her to 

love with a buckle.  

Vanya works in the commandant's office: he feeds captured Chinese. 

The soldiers liked the way he feeds them and began to demand him to 

come to their kitchen. He fed the soldiers conscientiously, did not 

consider the labor, but began to feel bad. One day he fell and was 

dragged to the hospital. They examined him, it turned out to be purulent 

appendicitis, and immediately dragged him to the table, because it had 

burst. Father sent a surgeon for his child, a specialist. He did a very 

good operation, did not stitch it up, but inserted tampons. Liza was 

informed. She came; he was already in the ward. God willing, he 

recovered, was discharged from the hospital and thought with horror 

about returning.  

"You won't go any more," said the Spirit. The days go by and faith 

fades.  
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There is no release. Tomorrow we have to take up our duties, the 

commandant's office demands it. How can this be? They said you won't 

go, but tomorrow you have to go. Only sixteen hours left. 

Liza passed by the commandant's office; they called her and gave her 

release. There was no end to joy and shame, for unbelief and doubt. 

Repentance and gratitude.  

The war ended. Forty-fourth year. Dad was sick with a fever for three 

days in the summer and died. They made peace. They began to 

exchange people. From here the Chinese are traveling, and from there 

the Russians. They sit high on loaded cars; it is scary to look at how 

high.  

We pray to the Father persistently. Some of the Russians dared, drove 

for a pass. It is not safe. They received it against all expectations and 

left. The Father tells us about the way. One day he says: "The Master 

will be here. Say: take us and he will take us."  

This is someone of many meanings, we decided. We wait. In the middle 

of summer, the Father says: "The Master is here." We got up from 

prayer, we wonder where he can be?  

Vanya comes from the market and tells that some Kirzhan is walking 

around the city, and a crowd is following him, but this is not an ordinary 

person, but a foreigner. Well, it's him, we decided. We knew where he 

would be.  

Liza and Marie go to Syr's house. We met Marie during the war; they 

arrived before the war with Urumcha. Her husband heard about us 

several years ago and wanted us to meet. We returned and they 

returned, and we met in Ghulja. They attended our meeting, but we did 

not meet there, we left quickly after the meeting, since we were in 

disgrace there. 

Father told us: "I am leading you to shame." For one disobedience, 

foolishness, that they relied on a man and not on God. She asked Sister 



Vera Droz. to bring her to us and introduce her. We were scared, what 

did she want? And then we recognized each other and always shared 

prayers together. We didn't have to wait long, and he showed up.  

 

 

I want to finish these excerpts from the English translation by referring 

to a lacuna (missing section from the original). The original on page 

107 has a section scratched out purposefully by someone who copied 

the original onto the Pentecostal archives. My guess is that it had to do 

with the controversial topic of taking up arms (or weapons) in a war, 

with the likelihood of killing the enemy. The original doctrine, as I 

introduced at the beginning of the Leo Tolstoy chapter, was to follow 

the teaching of Jesus in Matthew 19:18 to not kill.  The theme of 

pacifism is something that I have intentionally placed within certain 

chapters to highlight the original teaching given to the followers of 

Christ: Then Jesus said to him, “Put your sword back into its place, for 

all those who take the sword will die by the sword.” Matthew 26:52 

Being a conscientious objector, and refusing to kill, in my humble 

opinion, is the most important commandment given by Christ to his 

followers. 



 


