CHAPTER 19

L

MY CRUCIBLE OF

SUFFERING

Surviving Communis!
PERSECUTION

| met Vasil Zavgorodniy at the 17" Street church (Xpam Bnaroin Bectn). My friend, Ben
Delevan, introduced me to him. Vasil was the assistant pastor, and his story brought tears
to my eyes. He told me about his life in a “gulag” (forced labor camp) in the Soviet Union. His
story was similar to the one my father had told me, about his experience in a Soviet jail for
refusing to take up arms and kill for the State. Vasil wanted me to help him spread his story
to the world by translating his writings. | agreed. | present an excerpt of his story in this
historical perspective to show what the Evangelical world had to suffer at the hands of the
godless authorities in the Communist countries of Russia and Ukraine.

Here is a photo of Vasil (left) borrowed from his daughter’s postin a blog:
: - -

“My father lived a simple life in Odessa, a city in southern Ukraine, with a simple job; working
on the machines in an ice cream factory. Like all men living in the Soviet Union, he was
required to enlist in the Soviet Armed Forces. After he completed six months of training in
the mid 1970s, he had to swear the Oath of Allegiance to the Soviet Navy. The oath required
all men to “defend the Motherland by achieving complete victory over the enemy” which
meant taking other peoples’ lives. My father refused to take this oath because it would go
against his beliefs as a Christian to honor life and the Biblical commandment not to kill. As
this belief was against the law in the Soviet Union, the commanders questioned my father’s
religious views and on May 1st, 1975, he was sentenced to four years in prison.” — Yana
Zavgorodnaya https://www.livefullyblog.org/jewish-life/miracles-in-the-gulag-my-fathers-
years-in-labor-camp/
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PROLOGUE

In and around Rome, multitudes of Christians were arrested in the first century. The
courts carried out many sentences for capital punishment. Death awaited many:
ministers, leaders, the common folk, and those close to the Lord. Torture, mockery, and
execution by the cruelest methods waited for them. Many were crucified. Some were
sewn into the skins of animals and simply tossed in the field of the Coliseum, delighting
the savage, bloodthirsty audience. Some were “tied to stakes in Nero’s gardens, pitch
poured over their bodies, and their burning bodies used as torches to light Nero’s
gardens at night, while he drove around in his chariot, naked, indulging himself in his
midnight revels, gloating over the dying agonies of his victims.” (Halley’s Bible
Handbook, by Henry H. Halley, p. 635)

“One of the strange ways of Providence is that many people have to suffer in the very
way in which they would rather not have to suffer, have to go through life denied the one
thing that most of all they would rather not be denied. Such people many very properly
comfort themselves in the assurance that when God is bearing down extra hard in His
grinding it is that the finished diamond may be extra bright and beautiful.” (Halley’s
Bible Handbook, by Henry H. Halley, p. 665)

In the twentieth century, Christianity is persecuted on the territory of the former
Soviet Union, and in countries of Eastern Europe, under the conditions of the
Communist regime with an atheistic ideology. Under the sentence of death for its
complete destruction, Christianity survived the “Trial by Fire,” and in the darkest days
it advanced, even though Christians were implicated in being murderers, thieves, and
evildoers.

Many departed to be with the Lord in complete anonymity, and thus they didn’t return
to their church, or to their families and houses. Those who remained among the living
continued to serve God, and therefore they continued to create history. To create
history means to live a life of purpose and meaning. History — a unique masterpiece.
And not only is it necessary to know it, but it is necessary to study and preserve it, and
return to it often, investigating and analyzing it. The history of heroes always inspires
the living in the pursuit of goals. A high percentage of people became heroes only
because they took the example of their predecessors - the heroes.

You are an individual created by God, and you have a history — a story of your life.
Preserve your history; transmit it to your children, grandchildren, and many people. It
will serve as an example and stabilization in real life. For many, it will provide a model
of an exemplary spiritual life to imitate.

BOOK 1
THE BEGINNINGS OF THE JOURNEY
INTRODUCTION



The beginning of the 20th century. Russia is covered with blood. First, the
1905 Revolution, a violent struggle that swept through the Russian Empire. Then
the First World War in 1914. Afterwards, the October Revolution of 1917 that
brought the Bolsheviks to power. The 1920’s brought the destructive civil war and
forced collectivization. The 1930’s brought an extensive famine. The Second World
War continued the carnage as Russia fought against the invading German army.
And without a reprieve, the Ukrainian south suffered extreme hunger from 1947-48.
Meanwhile, during the intervals of these events, through the channels of
certain denominations, an awakening spread with the opening of new churches.
However, with the arrival of the dictator Stalin, there began persecutions and
prosecutions.

As aresult of the acceptance of the decree of VTsIK (All-Russian Central
Executive Committee or ARCEC) and Sovnarkom (Council of People’s Commissars)
respecting Religious Associations (April 8, 1929), church ministers and many active
Evangelicals were arrested. These Believers were often found in prisons and labor
camps (gulags) during Stalin’s regime. It was forbidden to publish Christian journals,
magazines, and literary works. In Moscow and in Kharkov, courses in Bible studies
were eliminated. God’s people were in the crucible of suffering. It was an unjust
opposition.

In December, 1959, a “Letter of Instruction to Senior Presbytery of VSEHB”
was sent to the official government-controlled leaders. [VSEHB is an acronym for
All-Russian Council of Evangelical Christians-Baptists.] One of the main points
stressed in the letter was: to bring to a minimum quantity the baptism of youth, ages
18 to 30, especially those students who went to school and participated in higher
education. As a rule, pre-school children and children of school age weren’t allowed
to attend church services. There were at least thirty similar restrictions imposed by
the authorities in the two official documents governing church life: “Letter of
Instruction to Senior Presbytery” and “New Provision for VSEHB.” [Three Sentences
by Joseph Bondarenko]

The First Secretary of the Central Committee of the Communist Party of the
Soviet Union (CPSU) Nikita Khrushchev announced to the whole world that soon
they will show on television the last Christian, who will say, “There is no God.”

The Council for Religious Cults, with the assistance of the KGB (Committee for
State Security), was assigned the task of taking effective measures to suppress
illegal activities.

As a result, the 1960’s entailed massive arrests, trials, and judgments. Many
Christians received multiple-year prison terms, and were usually exiled. As a result,
families were split up and children were artificially orphaned. Christianity was placed
in the flames of suffering. It was, so to say, history repeating itself in a way similar to the
Church in Rome during the days of Emperor Nero. Instead of the Coliseum with wild,
hungry animals, and instead of the stake and crucifixion on crosses, they substituted
the toughest inhumane tortures in the torture-chamber of Siberia’s coldest and most

severe frost. And in the torture-chamber of Kazakhstan’s cold and powerful winds.



The administration of the USSR had many inaccessible territories, many places of
initial construction, with inhuman working conditions. Many Christians were sent to
those places, where the government destroyed their own people, who were on fire with
the Word of God and the Holy Spirit. These people only wanted to perform deeds of
mercy, to support high morals, and open up to their fellow men the path to salvation
from their sins. This was the same path our fathers and grandfathers followed, showing
a personal example of fidelity and steadfastness in their faith to the young generation.
Their example served us as a lesson of courage, cultivating in us a Christian maturity
and patience, from which comes experience, and experience produces hope, which
does not put to shame. [Romans 5:4-5]

“Thanks be to God for you (and your example). Many of you are already not among the
living. However, as the expression of the people states: We bow low to you (in
salutation).”

The era of the atheistic Communist regime - this was a time of spiritual darkness and
unbelief possessing the minds and hearts of people, who were nourished by a godless
propaganda which put up a dividing-wall between their minds and souls. This atheistic
regime first deceived, then seduced the people, and afterwards destroyed them. The
scattered kernels of atheism, within which exist the seeds of death, spread to other
countries and continents of the earth, where Communism and Socialism was planted.
These seeds of death were vigorously spread throughout Europe, and this misfortune
befell other countries of the west. Europe was left with a dreadful statistic: the fewest
number of Christians than ever before. The treasure of the earth is being transformed
daily into a spiritual emptiness, sinking to the depths of debased morality and sin.
These kernels of atheism, seeds of death, were carried on the winds by Communist
messengers practically throughout the world. Some of the countries still cling to those
atheistic regimes to this day.

Countless numbers of Christians didn’t return to their own homes. Fathers didn’t
return to their own children. Husbands didn’t return to their wives. Many churches were
left without their pastors, who had blessed their flock with the words of their sermons
and prayers. These same pastors, who never returned, had blessed the churches with
baptisms, weddings, and ordinations. They had even blessed the newborn children. Al
that remains is a memory of their faces, always smiling and friendly as is becoming for
Christians in God’s world. A memory remains of their warm consecrated hands,
blessing us and praying for our needs, our pains and sufferings in life’s struggles.

The Church protested against the cruel, animalistic evil of communism and atheism.
There were individual brothers and sisters who were led by the Holy Spirit. These were
people with a purpose.

During Stalin’s regime, interrogations were conducted by the KGB day and night.
There existed an idiomatic expression among the prisoners to describe the process:
“The Conveyer.” It was like a “meat-grinder,” transforming meat into another substance
- a stuffing. Our brothers and sisters were interrogated a whole day without sleep or
food. And if they turned into stuffing from being put through the meat-grinder, they were
placed for a while in a so-called “Glass,” until they regained a stable condition which
allowed them to stand and talk.



Several months ago | heard a Christian program on the radio. The theme was the
singing of psalms. | don’t remember the name of the broadcast director, but he told an
interesting story of the birth of the following psalm:

“l do not want half-truths,

| do not want half-purposes,

| do not want my heartstrings

to ring in vain,

| do not want half-beliefs,

| do not want a half-life.

Let my sinful “I” die

In the furnace of suffering;

From the flames of a free heart

May a new life arise.” [Songs of Rebirth, No. 1294]

Intimes past, the author of this hymn became ayoung Christian woman who received
the Word from the Lord, and she composed the hymn while sitting in a prison hole. Here
was a person with a purpose! Here was the place where people received the Word from
God. Here’s why the atheistic-communist system tried to destroy these kinds of people:
these were people with divine purposes, people within God’s plan, who stood against
the demonic darkness that stupefied the minds of people. In essence, it was the Word
of God that stood against this darkness. And the Word of God was alive and active in
individual brothers and sisters. A living faith in God, that personified the nature and
character of God, opposed this insanity.

All the martyrs were people of God’s plan, and many of them left this chaotic world
to enter a new world, a world without any trouble and suffering. These were people who
understood their actions within a deeper context of God’s Word. They followed in the
footsteps of Christ and the Apostles. All of this was accomplished only because of their
love for Jesus Christ and the Word of God, and their belief in Him.

A thought arises as one returns in memory to what happened decades ago: “Where
did the strength come from? What was the source of the strength that fed the soul in
days of such awful oppression? How, in general, could one survive? How could one
resist and overcome?”

Apostle Paul answers such questions with two solutions:

(1) “I can do all things through Christ who strengthens me.” (Philippians 4:13) That is to
say, for Paul the source of support in all situations was Jesus Christ. It was a profound
mutual relationship.

(2) “But what things were gain to me, those | counted loss for Christ.” (Philippians 3:7)
The source of support for Apostle Paul was:

a. an awareness that all power belonged to Jesus Christ

b. the right selection of priorities

c. the right estimation of values

d. the right conduct of one’s person



CHAPTER1-CHILDHOOD

When | share my memories of my difficult childhood, many are amazed. How could it
be like that! Needless to say, the 1950’s, and midway through the 1960’s, was a very
complicated period of time. People lived very poorly. Many simply lived in poverty.
There are two existing reasons to explain this situation:

(1) The fact is that we lived on the territory of Bessarabia, 90 kilometers (55 miles)
from the city of Odessa (a major seaport on the Black Sea). The territory of Bessarabia
was under the administration of Romania until 1944. It was a very poor country. The
coming of the Soviet Army to the west during World War Il turned the territory of
Bessarabia into southern Ukraine, and part of the territory was annexed to the province
of Odessa, while a part went to Moldavia, making it southern Moldavia.

If collectivization in the former USSR started after the civil war in the 1920’s, then in
southern Ukraine (the former territory of Bessarabia) collectivization started in the
1950’s. The Second World War ended in 1945. Afterwards, there were several years of
horrific famine in this territory. Collective farms (kolhoz) started there only after the
famine.

My memory of the 1960’s, under Khrushchev’s management, is that it was a time of
corn. | well remember those years, for they represented for our family a loaf of bread. |
remember well its value. A small bundle of sugar is also preserved in my memory, and |
remember the kind of sweets we had: candies and pastries. My mother would safeguard
the pastry for the holidays, Christmas and Easter. | knew the value of a store-bought jar
of jam or a piece of halvah. | was totally aware of why my mother prepared the pastries
only for the holidays. | remember very well the work that was beyond our strength, the
yoke for carrying two pails and the deep well located 400 meters from the house. In one
day we needed to carry enough water so that in the evening father could water the
cucumbers, tomatoes, cabbage, and so forth.

(2) The second reason that explains my difficult childhood was the cruel persecution
and extreme psychological attacks, which were way beyond our young minds to
understand. This created an agitation in our rational mind, similar to the waves of a
powerful earthquake. This was done with the ultimate purpose of destroying to its
foundation our stubborn intellect. This pressure was too much for our age.

In 1962, the searching of many Christian homes increased. The ideology of the KGB
was to search for Bibles, Christian literature, and various handwritten poems and
songs. Possessing these forbidden items entailed a criminal act, and for this many had
to pay a heavy price. To publish literature in those days was unthinkable. It was an
isolated land. To write songs, verses from Scriptures, and Christian history became
completely illegal.



ARRESTS AND TRIALS

The arrests began. First they arrested our grandfather. Then the trial. | will never forget
the night of the trial. The days were rainy, but on this day there was something special.
There was mud, a liquid black earth, on the road. On this rainy night, grandfather was
driven in a car that was pulled by a Caterpillar tractor on an impassable route. It was
announced by the KGB that the person in the car was a state prisoner, an enemy of the
people, an enemy of communism and atheism, and a worker for American imperialism.
This was announced to the co-villagers who knew my grandfather as a decentintelligent
man. For many co-villagers he served as a blessing in his council and his charitable
deeds.

It was mandatory for all the co-villagers to appear at the trial, otherwise they might
not receive seed for their fields. The brigade foreman controlled the attendance of his
subordinates by “penciling in” those who were absent.

Our parents designated an overnight stay for us at our neighbor’s house, where the
children were older than we were. Our parents went with the neighbors to my
grandfather’s trial. The trial was a show, that is, a public display. It was the ideology of
Communism and the KGB to slander and belittle innocent people and to frighten others
in order to lessen their desire to hear or read the Bible. Their ideology also tried to
frighten people from going to American-sponsored churches.

Thus, grandfather was put on trial, and he received a sentence of four years. He left
“by steam locomotive” (prisoner’s jargon), that is to say, on the main train.

After grandfather, they arrested his son (my uncle), and after my uncle they arrested
the pastor of the church. The pastor was the husband of my mother’s cousin. They also
arrested a group of brothers from the church. They bared the Church as much as they
could. One older brother and a young man were left with the burden of supporting the
Church materially and physically by rendering assistance to single mothers with
children.

It happened like this: our fragile, thin grandmother took leave of her husband at the
prison camp. Afterwards, she has to see off her son and son-in-law, who had to leave
his beloved wife and three small children. What a fate! O cruel world! Such a feat was
performed only in the name of Christ.

The rest of the people were judged at one trial. This happened in August. It was
extremely hot on the street. The humidity was high where we lived near the sea. The trial
took place this time at the former district center. The KGB again put on display a public
trial. Once again they engineered a large public gathering, with lots of young people who
barely understood anything about Christianity. In order to embitter the brothers, they
attached a fictitious label on them, saying that this was a result of American
imperialism, that these people were spies, and this was not the religion of our land. The
religion was from America.

The plot reminds one of the time of Jesus Christ, when the high-priest Caiaphas and
his priests poisoned the mob with various accusations against Christ.

It was all done to achieve their desired result. And they managed to reach their
objective. A mob is a mob, and it doesn’t take much effort to convince them.



Such were the methods that the atheistic-communist ideology used to battle against
the Church. And the devil was their one and only ideologue. That’s why the plot was
similar, and everything repeats itself many times.

After the trial, the entire group of condemned brothers was placed in a special small
vehicle (Voronok, “Crow”) for prisoners. In the intense heat of the day, the people
surrounded the vehicle in a radius of 10 meters. At this time the brothers inside the
vehicle started to sing a psalm:

“For the Evangelical Faith

For Christ we will stand
Following His example

Always forward, forward after Him.

The battle is intense, the flames are terrible,

And the places are shaking;

Raise the banner higher

Of the victorious Christ.”

[“Pesni Blagovestnika,” Evangelical Songs, No.283]

As they continued singing the evangelical song, the wives, mothers, children and
close friends who came to the trial took one last glance at their departing sons,
husbands, fathers and dear friends. Separation would last not for days or months, but
for years. Our mothers were told, “Now the chickens will rake you away.” This was a
public discrimination to aggravate the public, to demolish and destroy compassion in
simple folk towards all single mothers and fatherless children. This was done to back
the commoners into the corner of fear, which would cause them to turn away from their
faith in God, and no longer serve Him according to the principles of the Bible. The
common people weren’t able to withstand such skillfully refined politics. They had a
mob mentality, and they were easily deceived. And in those days it was easy to
manipulate a mob.

Hard times fell on the shoulders of the mothers. However, the chain reaction
eventually affected all of us. We were the laughingstock of the village and country. We
were an example of shame and contempt, and we were counted as idiotic and
backward. Nevertheless, all the Christian children were excellent students in school.
God blessed all of us. To God be the glory! He promised not to leave the fatherless or
the widows, but to care for them painstakingly. This is his personal promise, his divine
nature, and all the mothers and everyone in the Church sincerely believed it.

“A father for the fatherless, a defender of widows, is God in His holy habitation.
God set the solitary in families; He brings out those who are
bound into prosperity.” (Psalm 68:5-6)

It’s insulting that these people appeared to be so cheaply deceived by the devil. They
were simply compelled to do wrong, oppressing the fatherless and the widows. (Ezekiel
22:7) As a consequence, God also has set down a judgmental decree:

“Can your heart endure, or can your hands be strong,
in the days that | shall deal with you?
| the Lord have spoken it, and will do it.” (Ezekiel 22:14)



CHAPTER 2-SCHOOL YEARS

A new coil of discrimination starts to unwind. Everything was permissible for a
teacher, who could throw all kinds of dirt on any of the Christians in front of the entire
class. This was done deliberately. It was also a political act with a purpose: to place in
the minds of children an aversion towards Christians and God. In this manner the future
generation was trained in the ideology of Communism. “Communism is the youth of the
world, and it will be constructed by them,” wrote the poet Vladimir Mayakovsky. They
tried to break us, Christian children, with this kind of ideology. The teacher was
permitted to take any one of us from our desk and ask so-called stupid questions, which
were far from the subject. The questions were based on distorted views of Christianity.

However, God already at such a young age was teaching us many things. He was
teaching us patience and condescension toward each other. He was teaching us to live
by faith. These years became the foundation of our spiritual growth. Praise God! All this
appeared to the world as foolishness, but to us who are being saved it was the power of
God. (I Corinthians 1:18)

We continued to serve the Lord and to conduct church services. Sometimes, the
authorities found out about our services, and they attempted to photograph our
activities. This was done in the following manner: evidently they waited beneath the
windows, and when we knelt to pray, they quickly rushed in and snapped their cameras.
On the following day in school, the pictures of our service would already be hanging on
the walls. During recess the teachers would walk by and stop, and then they would
ridicule everyone who attended the church services. This was done to intensify the
discrimination and to bring us more pain and suffering. This was mental genocide done
in a public way. They simply tried to disgrace us. We were constantly called American
spies, agents of American imperialism.

We were teenagers, and this kind of pressure caused us to ask as we woke up in the
morning: “Why didn’t the Second Coming of Christ arrive last night?” In our adolescent
mind, our understanding of the Second Coming of Christ was that it would take place
only at night. We waited for that night every day. It was a continuous topic of discussion.

It was sad for us to look at all the mothers, whose husbands were in prison. We often
saw them in tears at prayer meetings or at church services. We understood very little
about the significance of all their tears.

Thus, nothing could really break us, even though the devil desired it immensely. On
the contrary, all of us continued to serve God, zealously attending church services and
participating in physical work: digging the gardens, planting potatoes and picking them
out, cleaning up after the harvest, and gathering trunks of sunflower plants in the field
for the heating of homes. Charitable work is the stronghold of the Kingdom of God -itis
protected by pressing on, by opposition and boldness. That’s why Apostle Paul asked
for intercessory prayer from the brothers and sisters of the Ephesian Church: “So that |
may preach boldly, as | ought to.” (Ephesians 6:20) This was for Paul the source of his
help.



There was an upheaval in the country. It turned out that Nikita Khrushchev, the
president of the Soviet Union, earnestly tried to purge the country of Christian people.
However, it turned out the other way around. The Kremlin (center of government) purged
themselves from him; and besides, he left in disgrace, like an unprofitable leader of the
country.

These kinds of episodes the Bible calls the law of cause and effect — sowing and
reaping. It’s essential to remember this law. Sowing the seeds, you sow only on your
own section, and you alone reap the harvest. Whether you’re a president or a
millionaire, poor or a businessman - in front of God’s justice all are equal. No one can
avoid the law of sowing and reaping: “What you sow, you will reap.” (Galatians 6:7)

A new president comes to power, Leonid Brezhnev. After the congress of the Central
Committee of the Communist Party (CPSU), they started granting amnesty to many
brothers. My uncle was one of the first to be set free, and then the rest of the brothers
were released. Only my grandfather was kept imprisoned to the end.

It was a unique picture: they were riding home and no one was aware of their day of
release. They were riding home on a regular bus route. Along the way they decided to
get off the bus in a neighboring village and walk the final miles home. And so they got
off the bus and walked seven kilometers (almost five miles). The people on the bus,
when they arrived at their destination, announced to the covillagers that the Christians
had been released and were presently walking home from the neighboring village. This
news instantly spread through the village. Many people came out of their houses to
welcome them home. The former prisoners were heroes of the faith, and they walked -
not with heads bowed low in humiliation — but in a worthy manner with heads held high.
They walked with the feeling that they had fulfilled their high calling and purpose before
the Eternal God. In short, the curse that the KGB hurled on the Christian mothers did
not come to pass: the chickens did not rake anyone away. Everyone survived.

Yes, these years of the men’s absence were difficult, but the Lord taught us many
things. He was always our helper in all our misfortunes. Only our grandfather was left to
bear the entire burden of the administration’s wrath. He had to serve his sentence to
the end. He awaited his deliverance to the final bell.

With the release of the brothers, the Church felt revived. The pastor of the Church
once again served his flock. The days of being orphaned were over. The entire Church
family was assembled together. The first Communion (Eucharist) in years was
celebrated. Once again, the Church was prepared to announce to the world that,
against sin and worldly things, it is as “terrible as an army with banners.” (The Song of
Solomon 6:10)

Church services were conducted always under the steadfast eye of the KGB, who
continued to visit and watch all activities. At times the Church had to account for
penalties; it was necessaryto pay for everything. There were innumerable penalties. We
simply became accustomed to them, even though the extraction of the penalty
amounted to one month’s salary.

To complete the secondary education level for Christians was virtually impossible. In
order to be instructed in the 9th class (grade), it was necessary to be enrolled in the
Komsomol (Communist Union of Youth). The student was compelled, after the 8th



class, to travel to the city, finish some courses in secondary school, and go to work. For
Christians, certain jobs were available: for boys, there were construction workers and
drivers; for girls, seamstress or work in manufacturing factories, or wherever they could
get a job. Higher education institutes and technical schools were admitting only
Komsomol members.

In orderto be convinced of my statements, take a look at one example, and then make
your own conclusion about the way in which it was possible to attend an institute or a
university:

“Comrades! A student of the Naval Institute of Engineers, Joseph Bondarenko, is not
permitted to pass the examinations nor defend his thesis for a degree. He is dismissed
from the institute for the propagation of a world view that is harmful for Soviet society.”
[Three Sentences by Joseph Bondarenko] The assistant minister of the Soviet Navy
attended this meeting.

After this occurrence, corrections to the laws of education were enacted. Christians
were no longer tolerated at the higher education level, because it would turn out to be
a disaster for Communist society. These corrections were not advertised; they were not
quoted in the press. It was necessary to continue deceiving the entire world. However,
these corrections were strictly adhered to in certain places by local authorities and by
the rectors of institutes and universities, and sometimes even by the directors of
technical schools.

Our Christian youth approached these restrictions with humility. They didn’t lay
claim to anything. With God’s help they passed over this field of obstacles. There was
no sense in fighting. There was no one to fight with. It was a regime.

At the workplace, the Christians were distinguished from other workers by their hard-
working ethic. They were always one of the best workers. Their behavior was exemplary.
The managers of various organizations saw this with their own eyes. They were
perplexed: Why are these Christians with theirimmense capabilities forbidden to move
forward? There was one answer: “Their religion is harmful. It’s from America. And they
are dangerous to our society.” For many Christians, the only way they could advance in
their career was to forsake their faith. Also, it was obligatory to join the Communist
Party, which paved the way into the future, and looked the other way at many indecent,
and sometimes criminal, acts of its own members.

For example, we had a proverb among the common folk: If you need building
materials, become a member of the Communist Party; if you need to work, become a
member of the “Shtundy” (i.e. Evangelical Church). [Note: “Shtundy” was a derisive
term for Evangelical Christians. The word comes from the German word “Stunde”
(hour). Itreferred to the special “biblical hours” when they read the Bible, said sermons,
and sang spiritual hymns.] The proverb characterized the fundamental doctrines of the
two communities. It was the product of two master craftsmen: Communist and
Christian. The proverb itself dictated to the nation who was qualified for what. God
helped us carry on a victorious life in Christ Jesus! Praise Him! The Church once again
proved its significance with its personal example of conscientious work and behavior
in society. These were times of Evangelical work conducted by personal example.



The year was 1971. | was already in Odessa (near the Black Sea). | completed one year
of school and went to work. | made many new acquaintances among the youth in the
city and in other regions. Musical activities are drawn deeper into various aspects of the
Church services. Good relationships are established.

The waves of the sea beat against the shore, and then the bottom of the sea pulls
everything into the depths. Thus my Christian life pulled me deeper into the depths,
where | went without any resistance. More time was devoted to our home church. The
pastor served many churches, and we gladly started to divide the responsibilities
amongst us. In some churches, a strong youth group was created. The youth were
capable of playing musical instruments, preaching, singing, and reciting verses and
poems. They were mobile and could relocate easily. Practically every Sunday, a
program was created for the Church service. More opportunities opened up, and
acquaintances with the youth expanded throughout the southern part of Ukraine: in
Nikolaev, Kherson, and Crimea. We utilized all the opportunities for evangelism and for
serving in spiritual revivals.

When they talk of the evangelism that began in 1988 - the 1,000 year anniversary of
the Christianization of Russia — we already had courageously carried out evangelical
activities in the 1970’s. However, it was not on a grand scale, and it was under different
conditions. Nevertheless, God’s work was organized, and God blessed us.

We were aware of what we were doing, and we saw clearly that we were within aim of
the KGB’s sharp-shooting eye. We knew that in a moment’s notice they could be
unforgiving, and we would be serving time in prison, just like our older generation. We
also were ready to pay the high price of spreading the gospel of the Kingdom of God in
an atheistic country.

The storm clouds began to gather. Several brothers were arrested in the city of
Nikolaev. Once again, the trials commenced, and then they were sentenced for years.
In 1974, there was a two day trial of Brother Khlevnov in Nikolaev. We traveled with a
large group of youth from the city of Kherson to the trial in Nikolaev. We heard the
sentence of the trial. There would be a separation of family members for years.

Nevertheless, we continued to work in the field of evangelism. Everything we did was
done with a tremendous love in the name of Jesus Christ. It was done only towards the
building of the Kingdom of God. The movements of our collective efforts serve to this
day for us as a profound imprinted memory. We were not ashamed of the time we spent
in our youth. When we meet with each other, we have something to reminisce about.
Also, there is something to tell our children.

Well, and there are details of our Church services, which it is not possible to
completely relate. It was a sacrifice of our time and our life. It was a great risk, all of
which was done for the glory of God!

CHAPTER 3 -- WATER BAPTISM
On the 26th of September, in the year 1973, | entered into a covenant with the Lord

and participated in the sacred rite of water baptism. This festive day took place not in
the city, and it did not even take place in our native church. It took place far away on the



periphery of the city. Everything took place in secret (underground) and in silence in the
darkness of night. The water baptism was performed in a secretive manner by the
pastor because for himit could turn outto have dire consequences from the authorities.

At this time, only my friend, Leonid, and | received the water baptism. The two of us
prayed to God, and then we entered the waters with the pastor. It was a beautiful starry
night, and the weather was pleasant. Nature agreed with our desires to enter into a
covenant with God. It appeared as if Nature even sympathized with us and wanted to
share in our happiness. Once we were standing in the water, we shivered a little as we
looked up at the starry heavens and anticipated the blessed event. We gave precise
answers to all the questions posed by the pastor. We believed that our answers were
instantly heard by God.

We served God, and from that sacred moment of our baptism, we understood that we
had completely dedicated our lives to God. We had entered into an immense
responsibility in our lives before God. We did not possess any exceptional talents, but
what we did have - the beginnings of natural capabilities - they now belonged to the
Lord. Now Lord, you use us wherever we are needed and in whatever we can be of
service to You.

Now we were able to participate in the Lord’s Supper (Eucharist) with the harmonious
family of the Church, where we became part of the mystery of the Lord’s body. And then
there was the consecrated verse that was read to me at my baptism. This verse became
the foundation of my Christian life, as well as my daily life:

“Let your garments be always white,
and let your head lack no ointment.” (Ecclesiastes 9:8)

This festive day was so joyous and memorable that | had wanted a simple photograph
to remember it. However, we fully understood the entire situation around us, and
accepted the inevitable without complaint. Nevertheless, when freedom finally came,
| always had a goal of making the day of my baptism a festive holiday. This day had to
remain an unforgettable day of my vow to the Lord. In life, we often return in our mind to
this day - the day that we promised to serve God with a pure, good conscience. (1 Peter
3:21)

CHAPTER 4 -THE BEGINNING OF EVENTS: INVESTIGATION

My turn eventually arrived. You might practically say it was my Via Dolorosa (Way of
the Cross), which was fated by an unearthly trial. | end up by random distribution in a
training detachment for the preparation of military duty on a naval warship. Here in the
detachment it was obvious instantly - or to say it plainly - it happened that they didn’t
grab me while | was at liberty, but here | simply landed into their hands, like a booty.

On the day of our arrival at the detachment, they changed our clothes for sailor’s
clothes. When we put on the uniform, we looked strange, and we started to laugh at
ourselves. We had our own impressions.

Then after lunch, an officer and a midshipman arrive by turns to begin their
interrogation by fishing for answers: What locality are you from? (As if they didn’t
already know). Where did today’s company of one hundred men join the detachment?



There was one question that disturbed everyone: Why aren’t you a member of the
Komsomol? They also asked about my views in relationship to the Komsomol and
Communism.

It became obvious to me who was trying to catch me in my words. The sailors standing
to the side also noticed this, and that evening they asked me: “Why are they picking on
you? What’s it all about? Are you dragging a trail of tails behind you?”

“Oh, no,” | answered. But to myself | thought: ‘Well now, it is evident to the ordinary
naked eye, and to bystanders, that from the first moment of my arrival, there are eyes
watching me.

Everyday | conscientiously respond to those kinds of questions. That is to say, | evade
direct questions to the best of my ability. Even though it was apparent from the situation
that everything was approaching an imminent discharge.

The thorny path of my life began on the sixth day of my naval service. The game was
over, and the embittered persons - as the expression goes - “put up a senseless fight.”
It happened like this: After the morning relief our platoon was taken up to the second
floor of the building - to the Lenin’s Room (Hall). They gave us a sheet of paper, and it
was mandatory for everyone to write explanations related to the following topics:

1. If you were not a member of the Komsomol - why not? Give reasons and
arguments.

2. If you have any religious persuasions — write about your membership in a
denomination.

For me this trick was completely transparent. Everything that takes place was being
carefully examined. When | received the sheet of paper, | quickly wrote: | am not a
member of the Komsomol organization, and | refuse to join it because | am a Christian.
| have my own convictions, and | belong to one of the Christian denominations.

I was the first to finish writing. The officer took my paper and read it. He had a sly grin
on his face.

At three o’clock in the afternoon, | was called to a special department for my first
interrogation. After that, there was a second interrogation, and so on every day. During
the day there was physical training. Many of the fellows finished their studies. They
knew what | was writing about. In the afternoon there was the regular meeting in the
special department.

At night - | don’t know at whose orders or by which commands - the person on duty
of the company or of the unit, or the first sergeant, could awaken me. They could decide
who wasn’t allowed to sleep for a determined amount of time. In order to make the time
go by fast without fatigue, they would get us out of bed and carry on nightly discussions.
They would ask hundreds of foolish questions about pseudoChristianity and religion,
even though in this sphere they were amateurs. They could hold up three to four hours
of my nightly rest, and there would be nothing left for my sleep. In the morning nobody
asks anything —just fall in line and do your duty.

| started to lose my physical strength, and | felt like | was on the edge of some kind of
physical breakdown or sickness. This continued practically every night. And if | was
fortunate, and they didn’t awaken me, | simply fellinto a deep sleep. For some unknown



reason, | always dreamed of my mother, who wanted to take me by the hand. However,
when | awoke, it was only a dream.

CHAPTER 5 - FIRST ARREST

Thirty-four days of my military service pass, and then my first arrest occurs. On this
day there was a heavy rainstorm. According to the command plan, we were supposed
to go on a forced march - it seems to me - a distance of ten kilometers. In full
equipment. We were soaked through and through. There was water in the boots. In
some places we had to run through puddles. We didn’t have a single square inch of dry
clothing on us.

In the afternoon we returned to the unit and lined up, and in front of 2,000 sailors, it
was announced that | was being arrested for ten days. | was completely soaked to the
last thread. They drove me away in that condition to the garrison guardhouse. And when
they brought me there, they threw me into the basement prison cell, where my fate was
determined.

An iron table was attached to the wall. There was an iron bench. There was a wooden
screen made of planks, and it was fastened to the wall with hooks so that you couldn’t
lay on it during the day. According to the regulations, it was determined that the
cardboard to strengthen the plank-bed would be given out only at 11 o’clock at night,
and it would be taken away at 6 o’clock in the morning. They simply shoved me into the
cell, and at my back | only heard the words: “Here is the place for you so-called
Christians, you sectarian.”

The cell had a harsh suffocating odor, a greasy dampness. | try to examine everything,
since for me it’s all unusual. I’'m walking down this path for the first time. The walls are
painted with black paint, or with tar, for a large part of the walls. But the greatest part of
the wall was simply blossoming with fungus.

| came up to the wall and ran my fingers on it. From top to bottom was a layer of water.
And the floor was also completely wet. It appeared that the entire town was arranged in
a lowland below sea level. And the prison cells were located in the cellars.

Every morning, uponrising from bed, it was mandatory to wash the floor with a bucket
of water. In the corner of the cell, beneath the ceiling, was a small window 40 x 20
centimeters. The opening through the small window revealed that somewhere in the
outside world there is life, and the sun and sky are visible — but here inside the cell there
was only confinement. To lean one’s elbows on the small table during the day was
impossible. | could only sit on the metal bench and walk - that was the entire regimen.

The cell becomes my crucible of suffering. There can be no thought now of any kind
of substantial life. This was simply imprisonment in stench. It was in reality a dreadful
place, like a nightmare. And yet the inner voice repeats: have faith in God, and he will
definitely lead you out of this place. It was absolutely essential at this time to believe
the same way as the majority of Christians believed. They were the heroes of the faith,
and they also passed through the furnace of suffering. After all, God does not send that,
which is beyond one’s ability to perform.



THE FIRST NIGHT

The prison cell has the temperature of an underground basement. The clothes that |
wear are completely soaked. | couldn’t sit on the iron bench. The forced march brought
my entire body and mind to a state of utter exhaustion. When the cardboard was given
at 11 o’clock, | lifted the plank-bed and lay down, covering myself with only an overcoat.
I couldn’t sleep, and | was suffocating from the lack of clean air. | felt nauseous. My head
ached immensely. The stench and the coldness reminded me that | was being
squeezed, like a red-hot metal is squeezed by the mighty hands of a blacksmith. There
was nobody to complain to, and there was nobody to talk with.

And here God begins to teach me practical lessons. | needed to stop all my tiresome
thoughts. | needed to start from the beginning of my journey to learn very many
principles. These principles were to serve as my major support and the source of
strength in such an unequal battle of my solitude. The Lord, and only the Lord, needed
to become my support in this confinement. | remembered the words that | used in my
sermons. They were words of encouragement from a Psalm of King David:

“Seek the Lord and his strength,
Seek His face always.
Remember His marvelous works
That He has done, His wonders,
And the judgments of His mouth.”

(Psalm 105:4-5)

Now | begin to understand — why | am here. | must learn to seek a deep relationship
with God. That means, God teaches in his first lesson, just like a firstgrader is taught his
alphabet, so also | was taught: In this dreadful place, stench, wet and cold, you must
seek the Lord and remember, and not only once, but many times sort out in your
reasoning mind, and do that which you were not able to do when you were free. A free
life is like a mountainous stream - it is continually in one turbulent condition. But here
in my cell | needed to climb up a ladder, with short breaks in between each rung. The
quest for God - it requires reasoning and remembrance.

| couldn’t sleep all night. The basement temperature had its effect on my wet clothes
and on my entire body. Several times | got up to walk with big strides in order to
somehow warm up with the movement. And once again | tried to lie down and sleep, but
nothing came of it. My wet shoes did not serve as a defense against the concrete
basement. On the contrary, they brought nothing but cold to the soles of my feet. So |
walked in my bare feet on the concrete floor. My teeth started to ache, and then the
pains started. Then | would try again to go to sleep. | fell down from weariness on the
plank-bed and covered my body with the wet overcoat. Instead of a pillow, | placed my
arm under my head. Slowly, by this method, the memories returned. God started to
comfort me and give me strength.

| started to remember our brothers in the church, who went through two terms. |
remembered my uncles, my grandfather, the north, and Siberia. Up to this moment, the
north and Siberia were for me the most captivating events in their stories, which | loved



to listen to and waited with anticipation for the next opportunity. But today it was my
own practical reality. It was now the first historical page of my own pains and sufferings.

| remember the stories of my grandfather. In childhood | always loved to associate
with him. At night we’d go through the fields in the colony of his zone (camp) in Vikovo
amongst the overgrown reeds of the island of Yarmak, which was covered in perpetual
fog. This was an awful depth of people’s damnation, their pain and suffering, and
mockery. This was the periphery of penal servitude in the gathering of reeds. And the
overseers of the convoy (of prisoners) had opportunities for unlimited license and
lawlessness.

Many days were spent in the reeds, and grandfather was not able to dry out his
clothes. In the tent, there was one small stove which gave out warmth only when
chopped wood was placed in it, but for the overseers they threw in wood all night. No
one was interested in working in this marsh. At the end of the day everyone was
completely exhausted, and they quickly fell into a deep sleep after the first warm
feeling.

Remembering these stories of life’s experience brought a calming effect. At this
time, my reasoning mind began to realize: Wasn’t this my personal choice? That means
it was my choice of priorities and my evaluation of values. In this manner, and through
these methods, God spoke to me and taught me, giving the first lessons to the first-
grader.

And so | couldn’t fall asleep. | keep walking back and forth at a brisk pace to keep
warm. | finally was able to fall asleep at daybreak. It was only for about one hour. Thank
God for even that. However, at the six o’clock rising in the morning, the guard’s knock
on the door brings back the daily grind. The jailor-soldier takes away the cardboard, the
plank-bed (where | tossed and turned all night) goes up to the wall, and then he tosses
a bucket of water to wash the concrete floor. That’s how we were served.

During the day it felt a little more cheerful, a little warmer. Even the clothes started
to dry out from the temperature of the body. Little by little comes the condition known
as God’s peace, and | come back to my senses, like coming out of a state of shock.

At ten o’clock in the morning, the door of my cell opens, and they take me out of the
basement to the surface of the courtyard. A colonel invited me to sit down next to him
on a bench. The colonel was a commander of the garrison guardhouse. Acting in a
fatherly way, he placed his heavy masculine hand on my knee, and in a very smooth,
crafty manner he started to feel sorry for me.

“Listen, sailor!” he said. “l arrived here last night just because of you. | looked at the
plank bed where you sleep. | looked at your cell, and | wept to myself. Believe me! It
hurts me - to my very soul — to see you like this. | understand you are not the kind of
person that wants to be in the basement. | think that you are mistaken. Your parents
befuddled you from your childhood, and they dragged you - to put it bluntly - into this
religion. They deprived you of the fortunate future.”

The colonel poured out his pity on me for about 15 to 20 minutes. After that he
proceeded in a more serious tone. His music changed, and his tonality sharply
modulated.

“Are you really a member of a religious community?” he asked harshly.



“Yes,” | answered.

“What charmed you, at such a young age, to accept water baptism?” was his second
pointed question.

From the performance of his questions, | understood that the colonel was not a
dilettante in religious affairs — playing the role of a prostitute. He had a good
understanding of the subject at hand.

“l don’t think I’m a new discovery for you,” | replied as | received the word from God.
“I’m sure I’m not the first in this basement, and not the last. Others traveled down this
road before me, and others will travel it after me. Now, exactly, itis my time and my path.
Christ spoke of this when he said, ‘They persecuted me and they will persecute you.
This choice is my right.”

The false compassion evaporated on the face of the colonel, like the morning dew
from the sunshine. He let out several swear words.

“l will let you rot in prison!” he exploded. “Today | will write an order through the
commandant’s office for all duty rosters - to deprive you of all strolls in the fresh air.”

Now there is no more pity left. The colonel looked me straight in the face with a fixed
gaze. Then he squeezed my chin with his hand and quietly said: “Look there in the front
garden. There’s my dog, a German Sheepdog breed. For me she is worth more thanyou!”

He shoved me across my chin with such a force that my flat cap flew off my head. |
stumbled backwards several steps.

“To the cellar with him!” roared the colonel like a bear. “And without an outdoor
stroll!”

Once again I’m in the cell, thinking about all that just occurred. God continues to
teach, and today it was necessary to gaze realistically at two sides of one medal. |
needed to gaze at the pity extended towards me, which played on my feelings and
delved into my subconscious mind. It implored me to gaze on the horizon of the
kingdoms and on the promises of the future. And at the same time to see myself being
thrown away because the colonel did not reach the desired results in our conversation.
And then comparing his dog to me, giving a higher value to the animal than to human
dignity. And finally roaring like a hungry bear, defending his fresh catch.

My thoughts were interrupted, and | was led at the command to the second floor. On
the door was a sign: Investigator. Now it was apparent, and | guessed at once, what
stood behind all this.

| entered the room. A captain of the first rank from my detachment sat behind the
desk. He invited me to sit in front of the desk. He announced that he is my military
investigator from a special department, and that he was required to gather documents.
Then tomorrow he was obligated to escort me to the garrison prosecutor. If | didn’t
change the course of events, then they would open up a criminal case against me. |
would be under investigation, and afterwards a military tribunal would sentence me.

“What do you say about that?” asked the investigator.

“l] am familiar with these kinds of proceedings,” | answered. “And about my actions, |
understand the consequences to the end.”

The investigator switched to another subject very gently: “You know, | received an
order several days ago to take care of your personal file. I’ve already observed you



several times. | watched you from my room at headquarters, and | noticed your attitude
towards your work at the parade-ground. | watched you in the circle of sailors, your
fellow-workers. | watched you in the dining hall. You are a normal man. | do not
understand your religion, what kind of power drives you to undergo such suffering, what
kind of ideology. What will you gain from this? | finished school with excellent grades,
at the highest military college, the academy. My family is educated. But | don’t
understand your belief, all of your ideology that you are propounding. This is a harmful
religion. You’ll ruin your entire life; it is given to a person only once. | do not understand
your God, who requires from you, namely, such sacrifice and pain. Believe within your
own soul and within your own mind - silently. Pray silently! What do you think, that
amongst 2,000 sailors there aren’t other believers, and you’re the only one? They belong
to the Komsomol, and they silently believe to themselves, showing to nobody their
personal persuasions with regard to religion.”

While he was having his say and unburdening his feelings, | knew that | would have to
respond. | remembered the word that Christ formerly spoke:

“Do not worry about how or what you should speak. For it will be given to you in that
hour what you should speak; For it is not you who speak, but the Spirit of your Father
who speaks in you.” (Matthew 10:19-20)

Indeed, God’s promised words poured out, like rain on the earth, and | received the
Word (“Rema,”’ Greek) from the Lord:

“l have heard from your mouth that you are a Jew. Well, | also believe in the God of
Abraham, who became the father of your nation, and the God of Isaac, and the God of
Jacob. | don’t have a painted God, or an image poured out of clay, bronze, or copper. |
don’t have a god sculpted and squeezed out of stone or wood. | don’t pray, nor do | bow
down, toidols and holy images. | bow down only to the God that Abraham, Moses, David,
and others worshipped.”

The officer did not listen any further. He got up from behind the desk and stood to his
full stature.

“So you worship our God?” he asked.

“It appears to be so!” | answered.

After this exchange of words, we parted. They took me back to my cell.

On the second day, they drove me to the garrison prosecutor and my case was
opened up. Now my situation was different — | was under investigation. The journey to
the prosecutor took all day, for it was necessary to travel more than 200 kilometers in
one direction.

At night, after being covered by the overcoat, thought-provoking impressions of the
day come to mind: the meeting with the colonel, the confrontation with the investigator,
and the statements of the warrant officer and other officers on the way. It turned out
that my life was outlined on a KGB chart, where enormous forces were already at work.
Now there was only one road - to go forward. And every day lived would be a written
history of my life.

On the second day, after already experiencing the prosecutor’s office, | was once
again ushered into the room with the sign: “Investigator.” Except this time it would be in
front of the officer of the prosecutor’s office.



A special squad returns from my native land after obtaining all of the information:
every piece of intelligence where they found me at church services, where fines were
written, where | participated in the church services. In short, they brought everything.

With regard to this information, a hastily assembled meeting is conducted with the
detachment command, a special squad, the garrison guardhouse, and an examining
magistrate.

When the investigator became familiar with the papers that provided evidence for
him, the colonel bellowed out: “What did | tellyou? This is not an ordinary bird. He came
by himself into your hands. Don’t you hear how he conducts a conversation and how he
answers you? | understood from the first day that this is a trained man, prepared for a
purpose. Don’t look at his youth. He has followers. It’s precisely these young people
that the west and the USA use in reconnaissance. There is nothing in common here to
tie to God. Here, under the name of God, is concealed the smell of imperialism, our
enemy. It is necessary to let these kind of people rot!”

Again I’m in a cell and entirely involved in analyzing the events of the day. Did | do
everything correctly today? Or did | allow errors to creep into the conversations? Even
though they didn’t ask me many questions. It was necessary mainly to answer only
“yes” or “no.” A picture comes into view - there is no sight of freedom for me. All the
material gathered speed, and it was essential now to move at full capacity, boldly and
only forward.

Now my parents know that | am locked up. The military investigator personally came
to the house of my father and mother and told them the news. It became easier for
those, whose relatives pray at home. It also means that the Church and many of my
friends are made aware of the events. It became warmer for the soul, and this warmth
transformed into a condition of prayer. This was something for me to pray about. And
something for which to thank God!

First: God was the source of my strength, my support, much earlier than my time in
the cell. In good times, God took care of me by instilling in me a love for the Word of God,
which | read a lot when | was at liberty. | loved to study the Scriptures, to memorize the
golden verses from the chapters. We had this kind of practice in the middle of our youth
programs. There were many Christian songs and verses that we knew from memory. |
remembered the most interesting Christian events and testimonies of our brothers and
fathers. God gave me the opportunity to preserve this storeroom, which now has a vast
supply of priceless wealth. | was able to walk in the cell for hours - remembering,
reasoning, and quoting verses from the Bible and verses from songs. And this truly was
a confession of faith! This was my strength!

Second: One of the strongest sources of my support was prayer. It was the kind of
prayer that | had learned in childhood - to pray for hours. It was a result of the life of our
Church in my childhood, where the process of my formation took place. Our fathers and
mothers, and also the older generation of the Church, and my pastor - they were the
teachers of prayer in fervent prayer services. All this became the foundation of my
spiritual life to this day.

During this period of arrest, there definitely were many current events, even though
it was forbidden for me to read journals or newspapers. God gave such solitude, and he



taught the first-grader many disciplines at his desk. This period of time was a mutual
relationship with prayer.

My first term ended. In the afternoon, they took me to the unit (detachment). | look,
and | see fresh faces in the outdoors, in the sun. But I’m all pale and unwashed, like the
wall without sun or air in the basement. | put myself in order, and | flow into the life of
the company. Several of the well-known sailors came up to me and showed compassion
towards me.

“Listen!” the sailors said. “Be reasonable. Look at who you resemble. Renounce your
convictions while you’re in the military. When you return home, you can pray all you
want. Adapt yourself to circumstances! Simply lead a time-serving form of life. Be
smart. Don’t fight at a bayonet point with them. Don’t you understand? Don’t you see
thatthey’llletyourotin prison, or destroy you? They won’t let you live like this! You know
the history of our country. This ideology destroyed millions of people of our own nation
for dissenting. And now you alone want to go against the current. We feel sorry for you!”
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CUFFERING

My Crucible of Suffering by Vasil Zavgorodniy, translated from Russian by Paul John
Wigowsky
[Note: Also published under the new title - “The Treasure of Strength in Adversity” by
Vasil Zavgorodniy. He told me some “brethren” did not approve of the other title.]

MY CRUCIBLE OF SUFFERING:
Surviving Communist Persecution
by Vasil Zavgorodniy

Transiated from Russian
by Paul John Wigowsky
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I had Vasil Zavgorodniy sign his name on a copy he gave me, and he gave me his
honorable word that | could print excerpts online (website). His permission was in
exchange for my spending many hours translating his book - for free! | realize now that
it was good that | had such an agreement with him, because now | see on Amazon that
the book is out of print. And only my excerpts tell the story of this incredible,
courageous man.


http://wigowsky.com/ukraine/vasil/kniga.htm
http://wigowsky.com/ukraine/vasil/kniga.htm
http://wigowsky.com/ukraine/vasil/kniga.htm

https://wigowsky.com/ukraine/vasil/CrucibleofSuffering.pdf

| added a bilingual version on this webpage - it included a couple of extra chapters. The
bilingual version allows the reader to see the writing ability of Vasil Zavgorodniy. Here
are the extra chapters (Ch 6 - 13):

MABA 6 - NPUE3O OEOYLUKA

Wpoyt mon Oyauun B yyebHOM oTpsage.
MHoraa  Bbi3biBaeT  cnegosaTtenb,
uHoraa ocobbit otaen. [lo Bcero yxe
HAaCKOMNbKO MPUBLIK, YTO CYMTANOCh BCE
HOPMOW.

B opHo Bpems yTpom, nocne
3aBTpaka, nogxoauT OO0  MEHs
KOMaHaUp MOEN POTbl U TOBOPUT:

«MNonaém co MHoM»!

M Mbl naém Bmecte rosopum 060
BCEM. Moaxogum  pgo  KIM
(KoHTponbHbit NMponyckHon [MyHKT), u
cpa3y Xe MbICNb — @ Kyaa OH Beaér

meHa? 3axoaum Ha K[, a Tam
oXxupaer MeHs paedywka. Bor 3to
copnpua. 310 Mol nBUMBbIN

YenoBeK, C CUNbHbIM NPaKTUYECKUM
ONbITOM. Mbl BCe Tpoe cenu B
komHate KIIN, u komaHauvp Hadan
BblAaBaTb MHGopmauuiw o060 MHe, u
060 BCEM BOKpYr MeHsi. Pasrosop Lén
Gonblwe Yyaca, U OH NPocUn AeayLuky
NOBNUATL HA MEHSK, YTOObl 8 M3MeHUn
nepeopueHTaumio U Mor eweé cnactu
CBOE nonogeHue. 3atem OH OocTasun
HacC OHMUX.

Ons MeHs OblNO O4YeHb BaxHa
3Ta BCTpeya. H yxe 3a 310 Bpems 3a
BCEMWU cockyuyuncs. CambiM UEHHbIM
ans MeHs Obinu coobLieHus, YTo BCe
Te CNYXEeHUs Haluen rpynnbl
MOMOAEXN NPOAOITKAKTCA MO TOMY Xe
NPUHUBLINY M B TOM XE pexume, B
KOTOPOM Mbl Ha4YMHanu.

CHAPTER 6 - THE ARRIVAL
OF MY GRANDFATHER

My everyday life goes by in the training
detachment. Sometimes  the
investigator calls, sometimes the
special department. | was so
accustomed to everything that it was
considered to be the norm.

One time in the morning, after
breakfast, the commander of the
company came up to me.

“Come with me!” he ordered.

We walk together and talk about
everything. We come up to the KPP
(Control Checkpoint). Suddenly, the
thought occurs to me, ‘Where is he
taking me?’ We enter the building, and
there, waiting for me, is my
grandfather. What a surprise! This is
my favorite person; he has a strong
personal experience. The three of us
sat in the room of the KPP, and the
commander started to give out the
information about me and about
everything around me. The
conversation extended to more than an
hour. The commander asked
grandfather to influence me, in order
that | change my orientation and still
have a chance to save my position.
Then the commander left us alone.

This meeting was very important
to me. Lately, | started to miss
everyone. The most precious thing for
me were the communications that all
the services of our youth group were
still continuing according to the same
principles and with the same regimen
that we started.
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Bbino  nNpuATHOM  HOBOCTbK,  4TO
Mnajlwue 3a Hac co3[alT yxe CBOW
OPKECTP; HallM YYEeHWKU CKOpO nonayT
Mo NIMHUK ABUKEHUSA.

[enywka pacckasan, 4To MHorue
Llepku nocesilieHbl B MOM  CODbITUSA.
O4yeHb MHOrMe MOMATCA, U KOHEYHO
nepenasanu cepaeyHbii npuset. [ns
MeHsi ero npuesn Obin paBHOCUNBHO,
yto Ana  AsBuratenss  BHYTPEHero
crapaHusi — KanuTtanbHbi PEMOHT.

Ham panu Bpems TOnbko ABa
yaca, XOTA €ero nmnoesg yxoaun
BEYEPOM, U €My OCTaTOK BpemMeHu
Heobxoaumo ObiNO nNpoBecTU Ha
BOK3ane. O6blMHO nyckawT C
POACTBEHHUKaMU B YBONbHEHWE, MEHS
3aTon npusunerm nuwmnu. A nog
cneagcTteMeM. HasepHynuCb Cnésbl B
OeaywKUHbIX rnasax, co Bcero 6bino
BMAHO, YTO Ha Aywe ObiNno emy O4YeHb
Txeno npowarteca. C pasrosopa
KOMaHaupa poTbl, OH MOHAN YTO
NPeacToUT pasnyka Ha roabi.

A ceiyac npowaeMmcs WU
nocrnegHue cnoea OnarocrnoBeHus.
310 Obinu Gonblwwme OGnarocnoBeHus
Ha manow 3emne. HoBbIM MUP, TONbLKO
B KpaTkom wuamepeHun. Ocranca A
CHOBa OWH.

There was also pleasant news about
those younger than us, who already
formed their own orchestra; our
students would soon proceed along the
same lines of our movement.

Grandfather related the news that
many churches were aware of my
situation, and many were praying for
my safety. And, of course, they
extended their heartfelt greetings to
me. For me his arrival was the
equivalent of a major overhaul of an
internal combustion engine.

They gave us only two hours for
the meeting, even though his train was
leaving at night. And so it was
necessary for him to spend the
remaining time at the train station.
Ordinarily, they allow prisoners to be
with the relatives until departure, but |
wasn’t given that privilege. | was under
investigation. Tears welled up in my
grandfather's eyes, and it was visible
that it was very difficult in his soul to
part with me. From his conversation
with the commander of the company,
he understood that separation for many
years was forthcoming.

And now he bids farewell and
says his last words of blessing. These
were big blessings on a small earth. A
new world, but short-lived. Once again
I'm left alone.



MABA 7 - BY[HWU

Ha BTOpOi AeHb MEHS Bbi3bIBAIOT
Ha pgonpoc. Moyemy-To 3gecb
NPUCYCTBYET NONUTPYK POTbI, KanuTaH-
nenTeHaHT. Kak TOnbKo S A0NOXuN 0
CBOEM NpubbITUK, OH KaK B30OPBETCH Ha
MEHS:

«#, ecnu Bbl 3Han, 4TO TBOW Aen,
NPUBE3ET HOBbIE CUNbl U MOpanbHyo
noagepxky, s TOT noe3g nogopsan
6bi»! U nowna marepluHa.

MHe npuwnocs monyate. A
u3bpan 3Ty nNo3vuMiD, a B MBbICNAX
BCMOMHWNACh LWKOMbHAas napra, rae
nucan COuMHEHNE Ha TEMY:
«KOMMyHM3M — 3TO MONOAOCTL MUpa U
BO3BewWwarb ero monogsim»! BoTt 3T0
nuyo  odwuuepa, nonuTpaboTHUKA
ONUUETBOPSIOLWErO naeonoruo
KOMMYHU3Ma, CBOMM $3bIKOM, CBOWUM
nosefeHnemM, 3TM AeNCTBUA SABNSKTCS
BUOAUMBIMA U CrbllMMbL.  Tak a 4To
Tam rHes3autcs rnybxe? J3ta GpaHb
nonutpaboTHUkKa npocTo
NMOBEPXHOCTHAs MMOCKOCTb, a u4TO
TBOPUTCSH Noa Hein?

Kyoa Ttak CUnbHO XenawT MeHSA
BTUCHYTb nobbim cnocobom u nog
nwobeiM  npegnorom? Yro cobon
npeacraenser «xopowee 6Gyaywee»
Kyda MEeHsi TOMKalT C HEeMMOBEepHOW
cunow, camu Byayum Tak OCKBEpPHEHHbI
CBOMM Xe SA3bIKOM. 3TO HeBuaumoe
aHo. 310 obellaHua nycTbiHU B
Xapakrepe [AbsBOna, 3TO0 €CTb €ero

npupoaa.

CHAPTER 7 -- WORKING DAYS

On the second day, they send for
me for an examination. For some
reason the political instructor of the
company, a lieutenant-captain, is in
attendance. As soon as | made a
report of my arrival, he exploded:

“If | knew that your grandfather
would bring you new strength and
moral support, | would have blown up
the train!” And then the foul language
began.

| had to keep quiet. | chose this
position, but in my thoughts |
remembered the school desks where
we wrote a composition on the theme:
“Communism is the youth of the world,
and it will be elevated by them!" And
here was the face of the officer, a
political worker who personified the
ideology of communism, with his own
tongue and with his own behavior —
these actions show up to be seen and
heard. But what teems in the depths of
such thoughts? The foul language of
the political worker is just the outer
surface. But what is going on
underneath?

Where do they desire so strongly
to squeeze me into, using every
available means and under any
pretext? What in itself represents “a
good future” — to which they shove with
incredible strength? And yet, they
themselves are so profane with their
own tongue. It is an invisible bottom.
It is the promises of the wilderness
characterized by the devil, and it is his
essential nature. (Matthew 4:1-11)



3HaunTb Mbl Ha npasunbHOM

nytM, W Asuratbcs  Heobxoaumo
Bnepen 6eccomHeHHO. C  Hamu
ocnoap. Mbl  Haxogumcs B

BoxectseHHon npupoae, umes GpaHb
HE NpoTVMB NKAen, a NPoTUB 3na, U
AyxoB 3nobbi NOAHENEeCHbIX.
(EcbecaHam 6:12) Ha aToT pas A ywén
C BHYTPEHUM nokoeM. BHyTpeHui mup
Obln BEXOM MOEro nyTu.

Mue npusaTtHO ObINO paccyxaaTtb
o] Boxbem OTKPOBEHUSX,
NPOCBETMBLLUMX MO pasym. Bor
nokasan ewé pas geranu naeonoruu
ateM3ama, KpacoyHO npenoaaHHble,
A3bIKOM  KPacoyHO  OMOPMIEHHbI.
Obewanun ckonbko Oyayuwlero, XoTd
camu ObinM BecbMa Hec4YacTHbl ¢
Xankumy, CO CBOMMM  WUOEAMM,
KoTopble Obinu 3bibku, 6e3 BcAKoro
OCHOB@HUA, W WCNOMNHANUCL TONbLKO
nosyHramu. B cywHocTH BbINn0 rHUnb.

B Xu3HM He oguH pa3 Mbl
BCTpPEYanu npakTU4eckun  3anu3op.
Nexur bpoweHa aocka, BMA
NOBEPXPOCTHOW MNIOCKOCTU AOBONbHO
He nnoxoin. Ho korga noabiMaellb 3Ty
AOCKY U CMOTPULLL MNOCKOCTb ApPYrow
CTOPOHbI — 3Ta AOCKa nonyrHunas, a
noa Hen 4yepsu. BoT npakTuyeckas
MOEOonornuss KOMMyHU3Ma U areu3ma,
XOTS TEOPUTUYECKAA NMOCKOCTb 3BYYUT
HEe  nnoxo: «KoMMyHU3M  3aTo
MOMOAOCTb MUpa, WM BO3ABUHYTbL €ro
MONOAbIMY.

That means that | was on the
right path, and it was necessary to
move forward without any doubt. The
Lord is with us! We are in God's
nature, having put on his armor, not
against people, but against evil and
“against spiritual wickedness in high
places.” (Ephesians 6:12) At this time
| left with an inner peace. The inner
world was the landmark of my path.

It was pleasant for me to
contemplate God's revelations, which
enlightened my reasoning mind. God
showed me once again details of the
ideology of atheism. It was taught in
colorful language and formed with vivid
images by silver-tongued speakers.
They promised so much in the future,
although they themselves were
extremely unfortunate and wretched.
Their ideas, which were unreliable,
were without any basis and were
carried out simply by slogans. In
reality, it was rotten stuff.

In life we have encountered not
once, but many times, a practical
episode. A discarded plank lies on the
ground. The appearance of its outer
surface seems to be rather good.
However, when you pick up the plank
and look at the surface of the other
side — the plank is half-rotten and has
worms. And so it is with the practical
ideology of communism and atheism —
the theoretical surface sounds rather
good: “Communism is the youth of the
world, and it will be elevated by the
youth.”



FMABA 8 — BTOPOW APECT

Ha atoT pa3 pasbirpanu ewe
OAIHY UCTOPUIO, 3apaHsas Hapucoeas eé
KapTuHy, a noTtoM noxenanu eé
BONNOTUTbL Npaktuyeckn. MWcropus Ha
NCUXONOrMYeCcKU Crnom.

B neHkoMmHare nocTtpounu Becb
MO B3BOA. BXx0oAaT KOMaHAupbl PoThI
M HekoTopble W3  KOMaHAOBaHUS
OTPSAOM. BXOOAT XEeHLMHbI, TOMNbKO
HE TMOHATHO MOYEeMy OHU ceivyac B
yactu, B moen pote? MeHs Bbi3blBaOT
Brnepen, W ycTpavsalT NyGnNUYHbLINA
npecc. 3710 Obina gewésas wvrpa, u
Aeweésas  KapTuHa, Ha  ypoBHe
OETCKOro yMasakoYeHus.

A oauvH cTOKO Brnepeau B3BoAA.
XKeHLWmHbI nooyepeau Havyanu
BbiCKa3biBaTb B Ccnesax O ponu
natpuotuama k PoauHe, 0 Howewn
cynepctpaHe CCCP, o0 Hawein
NpU3HaTENbHOCTU Npes BCEM MUPOM, O
TOM YTO B KOMMYHUCTUYECKYIO CUCTEMY
BXOAAT BCE Oonblie u Gonblie crpaH.
A penurusi — 310 Bpar; U penuruo3Hblie
ybexaeHus — 3To onuym Ans Hapoaa.

Ctos npea CTpOEM, HUYEro He
oTBeYyasi, NpocTo nogymas: A A 4TO
npotve  PoauHbl, unNu  NpoOTUB
narpuotuama K Hen? H Bcero nuilb
XpUCTUAHUH, 7] paunrte MHe
BO3MOXHOCTb TaK MbICUTL U NO 3TOMY
npuvHUBLINY XUTb. W no npaeunam
Bubnuu noctynate B MOEW NUYHOW

XU3Hu! Huyero 8 Tak U He Mor
CKaiaThb. MHe npocto He paanu
BO3MOXHOCTHW.

CHAPTER 8 - THE SECOND
ARREST

This time they performed another
event, having drawn up its scenery and
plot beforehand. Then they desired to
embody it in practice. The event was
created to precipitate a psychological
break down.

In Lenin’'s Room, they erected my
entire platoon. The commander of the
company, and several commanding
offers of the detachment, entered.
Women also enter — except it's not
clear, why are they now in the unit, in
my company? [I'm called forward.
They arranged for public pressure. It
was a worthless game, an empty
picture, on the level of a child’s mental
perceptions and conclusions.

| stand alone in front of the
platoon. One by one, the women
started to speak out with tears in their
eyes: of the role of patriotism towards
the motherland, of the super-country
USSR, of our gratitude in front of the
entire world for the many countries who
entered into the communist system, of
religion being the enemy, and of
religious beliefs being the opium of the
people.

| didn’t say anything as | stood in
front of the system. | just thought to
myself: ‘Why am | against the
motherland? Why am | against the
patriotism expressed towards her? I'm
only a Christian. And | just want the
opportunity to think and live by
Christian principles. Let me observe
the rules and regulations of the Bible in
my personal life.” | couldn't say



B atom MOMeHTe BAPYr OOAUH U3
MaTtpocoB  TepsieT  CO3HaHwe, U
o3nobnexHas nybnuka BCS
obpywunace Ha mMeHs.  Cutyauus
Hakonunacb Ao BbICOKOW
TeMneparypsbil. XeHwWwuHbl  nnavyT
CMNOBHO Ha NOXOpOHax. JToro marpoca
BbIHOCAT Ha ynuuy. A B CTpow
MaTpochl FHyT martel. $ npogomxato
CTOATb B MoOn4yaHuu, kak 6yarto Obl
3aBuC Hag oOpbLIBOM U TONbKO B
pasyme wmMonscb bory. Komy uTtO
ckaxewb? Wnu KoMy 4TO OObACHATL?
A KOMaHaupbl pasbirpas 3Ty UCTOPUIO,
BbINONHUMKM CBOK rpA3Hy0 pabory,
OYeHb NPOCTO U Aeweéso, 6e3 BCAKUX
YCUNUA. Cpenanu MeHss Bparom
PoawvHbl 1 Bparom Hapoaa.

Bce npoucxoasiiee B
neHKoMHaTte crano nogobuem Kakowt-
TO ropoAcKkoi nnowaau, rae Kem-To
oAypMaHeHHa Tonna, NpocTo roTosa
Mebs cenyac pacrtep3atb Mo Knoyam.
A noHuman, 4To TOMMa — 3TO BCeraa
NNOX0, HeraTMBHO.

Bor gan MHe OTKpoBEHWe: BCE
310 ObINO 3apaHee NOAroTOBNEHHO, U
at0 boxbe 4yTbE B MOoen aywe
noaTeepaunu [OBONLHO
yxXmbinswowencs nuua  oduuepos.
BoinonHunu!

B koHue 3TOM Apambl, MHe
obbsiBNAOT cHOBa apect. Marpocsl
NOKUAAIOT NEHKOMHATY, a MHe 3aaaloT
BONpPOC:

«3Haews N Tl Yyto NUbo 0O
ucrtopuun VisaHa Mowceesa»?

anything like that. They simply did not
give me the opportunity.

Suddenly, at this moment,
one of the sailors loses consciousness.
The embittered pubic descended on
me. The situation heated up to a high
temperature. The women cried as if
they were at a funeral. They carry the
sailor outside. The sailors in the
regimen curse everything. | continue
to stand silently, as if hovering over a
precipice. | pray to God only in my
mind. What can | say? And to whom
can | make an explanation?

The commanders played out their
plot and discharged their dirty work. It
was done easily and cheaply, without
much effort. They made me into an
enemy of the motherland and an
enemy of the people.

Everything that took place in
Lenin’s room started to resemble a city
square, where a crowd is intoxicated
by someone and is ready to tear you to
pieces right now. | understood what a
crowd is — it can turn out bad.
Negatively.

God gave me a revelation: all
this was prepared beforehand. And
this intuition from God in my soul was
confirmed by the satisfied grins on the
faces of the officers. They had carried
out their orders!

At the end of this drama, they
announce my arrest once more. The
sailors prepare to leave Lenin's room.

“Do you know anything about the
history of Ivan Moiseyev?” ask the
sailors.



«[Oa», s otBeTUN. «5 HE TONbKO
3HbIKO 3Ty  UCTOPUKD  3BEPCKOro
ybuicTtea VieaHa opuuepamu apmum, a
OH MoW 3eMnsK. Ero poavHa ot moewn
25 xunomeTpoB. W aaxe 30poLlo 3Ha
Ty OQepeeHio, rae xun Mean Moicees.
Poatuenu moum XuBYT Ha rpaHuue C
MonpoBsown».

MeHs1 yBO3AIT B TOT e noasan, B
Ty Xe Kamepy, KoTopas CTaérT Moew
NPONUCKOW, C TOW Xe uBenbo M 6e3
BO3ayXxa. A BCTpeyaww TOT Xe
XKEne3Hbil CTOMUK, Ty Xe XEnesHyrw
CKamenky, TOT Xe LWWUT 3akpennéH K
cTeHe kptoykamu. CO MHOW LUMHEnNb,
KoTopas Oyaer CnyXuTb MHE HOYbI
opesanom. Cnasa bory! Y MeHs ecTb
PyKW, COrHYBLUM MX, HOYbIO OHU ByayT
CNYXWUTb ANA MEHS NOAYLLKOW.

Ha ator pa3 opexaa Obina
CyXOW, HO BCE pOBHO, CHOBa TSXEno
AblWaTh U CUNbHbIE roNoBHbIE Bonu.

Ota Hoyb Obina He A0 cHa.
MHoro aHanu3os B npoucweawem. B
ogHoM  3nu3oge Obina  pagocTb.
[pyron anu3og norpyxan Mou MbICNU
B Kakylo-Ty rnybuHy konogua, oT Kyaa
pa3faéTtca TOMNbKO 3X0.

1-n  3nu3oa: PasbirpaHHas
Apama Obina AywesHOW pPafocTbio U
cepaeyHbiM  MOKOeM, nonyyYus  OT
locnopa bonble npaxkTU4YecKux
HaBblkoB M Ero ortkposeuuin.  bor
OTKPbIN Ty 4YEpHOTY, KOTOPYK MHe
npeanaratT Kak «cyacTtbe Byayuiero»
- 3TO Kakas TO A0oNA AbSBOMbLCKOro
yapcrea npenecren. Bor Bckpbin
NnOAHaroTHOCTb  NPUMEHEHHOW  NO
npeanoxeHHon cxeme B EpeHckom
cagy Ese. 3areM Ha uWCTUYEHUMU

“Yes,” | answer. “l not only know about
the incident of the animalistic murder of
Ivan by the officers of the army, but he
was my fellow-countryman. His
homeland is 25 kilometers from mine. |
even know the village where Ivan
Moiseyev lived. My parents live on the
border of Moldavia.”

They returned me to the same
basement, to the same cell, which
becomes my established residence.
The same mold. Without air. |
encounter the same iron table, the
same iron bench, and the same plank-
bed attached to the wall with hooks.
My overcoat is with me; it will serve me
at night as a blanket. Thank God! |
have arms, and when | bend them,
they will serve me as a pillow.

This time the clothes were dry.
Nevertheless, again it is hard to
breathe, and immense headaches
begin.

This night | was not able to sleep.
There was a lot of analysis of past
events. In one episode there was
happiness. Another episode immersed
my thoughts in some kind of deep well,
out of which resounded only an echo.

Episode 1: The performance of
the drama was happiness to the soul
and peace to the heart. | received
more practical knowledge from the
Lord and from his revelations. God
opened up that blackness, which was
offered to me, as the “fortune of the
future” — it was a portion of the
diabolical kingdom of charms. God
revealed the naked truth — used by the
proposed scheme — in the Garden of
Eden to Eve.



ANUTEeNbLHOro nocrta — Mucycy Xpucry.
A cerogHs Ha npuHUene y Abssona no
3TOW CXEME — ThICAYU XPUCTUAH.

Moé ouwyuieHne, 4To i CNOBHO
nobbiBan B ropoge dununnel, rae Ha
nnowaau pesena ogypMaHeHHa Tonna
npotus Masna u Cunbl. 3T1a TONNa u
onpeaenuna cyabby 3TOM HOYM HaLIKX
OpaTbeB  anocTonos. CueHapuu
CXOXW, TOMbKO YCNOBMA  HALIMUX
OpaTtbeB OCTaBMBLUMX NpUMEpP ANS Hac
ObINM HA MHOTO CNOXHEN.

CueHapuun Bcerga OyayT CXOXw,
HO cTpagaHua u Bonu pasHbiMu. Wx
ounn nankamun, meHsa — Het! WX Horu
3abuTbl K KONoge — 8 UMEeK LWUT rae
MOXHO cnatb. Wx ycnosusi TIOPMbl
ObiNK Aaneko He CpaBHUTL C HaLUMMMU
yCnoBusMU. A YTO CLIEHapun CXOXU —
3To cnasa bory.

Bcé& 3710 CnyxuT yTBEpXAEHUEM,
3HauuTb, ABUralCb NO NpPasBUNbHOMY
nyti. Tonbko bBoxe mow, gan cunsl u
MyApOCTH NPOWNTH ypes 3TU
ucnbiTaHus!

2- 3nu3oA: My4unu MbiCnK, 4YTO
MM u3BEeCTHo O Tparegun MWsaHa
MoiiceeBa. WHTEpecHO: MO Kakou
NUHUMN OHU UMEIT UHdopMauu o
HEM? [loyeMy MHE OHM HanoMHunu o6
aTon uctopumn? Kak pacueHuTb: Wnu
CTpaxomM XOTAT AenaTtb CnoMm, unu

npeaynpexanaoT.

Then, after a long fast, it was
revealed to Jesus Christ. (Luke 4:1-
13) Today, the principles of that same
diabolical scheme are revealed to
thousands of Christians.

My feeling was that | actually was
in the city of Philippi, where the
intoxicated crowd in the square howled
at Paul and Silas. This crowd
determined the fate that night of our
apostle brothers. The scenarios were
similar, except that the circumstances
of our contemporary brothers, who left
an example for us, were more
complex.

The scenarios will always be
similar, but the sufferings and pains will
be different. The apostles were beaten
with sticks — | wasn’t! Their legs were
hammered to a block — | have a plank-
bed where | can sleep. Their
conditions in prison were far from
similar to our conditions. Where the
scenarios were similar — thank God for
that.

I'm moving on the right path. But
my God, please give me strength and
wisdom to go through these tests and
trials.

Episode 2: My mind was
tormented by the thought that they
were informed about the tragedy of
Ivan Moiseyev. It would be interesting
to find out: What kind of information
did they have about him? Why did
they remind me about this event? How
should | regard this: as an attempt to
inspire fear in me and cause a break
down, or only as a warning?



A oyeHb xopowo 3Han o6 aTon
Tpareaun. 310 npousowno 8 1972
rogy, raoe QAeucTBuTenbHo, nocne
MHOMMX W3geBarTenscTs, ero younu
oduuepsl CoBeTcKkOoW apmuu, 3a ero
XpuctnaHckue ybexaeHus, 3a Xu3Hb
no npuHubinam bBubnuu. O6 atom
cny4yae Toraa 3Han BECb
XpUCTUAHCKUIA MUP.

A cerogHs MeHs BOnMHoBan
Bonpoc: PykoBoauTenu cerogHsiLLHero
cueHapusi 3Hanu 3Tt0 cobbiTe no
uHdopmauumn BOOPYXEHHbIX cun
CCCP, wnu arta uHpopmauusa croga
nonana no kaHanam KIFe? [na meHs
cenyqac umeer Oonbwoe 3HaYeHue.
Beab O0OBOMBHO cBEXMEe cneabl 3TON
becyenoseyeckon Tpareguu -
ybuincteo WMeaHa 3a ybexaeHus.
MpoLwno Bcero nuwWb Tpu roaa.

Ho noyemy o6 3Ttoi Tpareauu
HanoMHunNM mHe?  CTtpaxoMm XOTaT
nomartb, unu — unn? Yrto 3a Bcem
3TUM cTouT? WU 4yto MOXHO aymaTts? O
boxe! [lain cunbl TONbKO OCTaTbLCH
BepHbiM! [lait cunbl 4OUTU A0 koHUa!

C TakMmu mMbicnsiMM npoxoauna
nepsas HOYb BTOpOro apecra. W
cHoBa, monsicb bory, s 3acHyn nop
yTpo. A Boxbe OTKpoBeHue Hecrno Ao
MEHS CnoBo:

«Mpepan MNocnogy nyTb TBOW ©

ynosah Ha Hero, u OH

cosepwut». (Mcanom 36:5)
Cnasa bory 3a boxbe obetosaHue
cnosal!

Bo Bpems BTOpOoro apecra, f
nepecran CKpoMHM4aTb. H Havan
HaneeaTb B Kamepe Hawwu necHu. A
KOoraa Hagoeno  AeXYypHbIM,  OHMU
NpOCTO CTy4yanu canoram Ha asepwm,
BO3MYLLAACh BCyX, YTO f noexan

| was well informed about this
tragedy. It took place in the year 1972,
when in reality the officers of the Soviet
army killed him after extensive scoffing.
They killed him for his Christian beliefs,
for living his life according to the
principles of the Bible. At that time,
everyone in the Christian world knew
about this incident. Today, a disturbing
question was on my mind: Did the
commanders of today's scenario know
about the incident by means of
information from the armed forces of
the USSR? Or did the information get
here by the channels of the KGB? For
me it was very significant. After all,
there were enough fresh tracks of this
inhuman tragedy — the murder of Ivan
for his religious beliefs. It happened
only three years ago.

But why did they remind me of
this tragedy? Do they want to break
me with fear, or — or? What is this all
about? What am | to make of it? O
God! Give me strength to remain true
to you! Give me strength to make it to
the end!

The first night of my second
arrest was spent with these kinds of
thoughts in my mind. Again, | pray to
God, and | finally fall asleep at
daybreak. A revelation from God
brought his word to me:

“Commit your way to the Lord;

trust also in him,

and He shall bring it to pass.”

(Psalm 37:5)

Thank God for his promise in his Word!

At the start of the second arrest, |
stopped being overmodest. | started to
sing our songs in the cell. And when it
got on the nerves of the person on



ronoBOW, UNU Yy MEHs noexana Kpbiwa
ronoBbl. Bnepean moxer ObiTb
Gonblion Cpok, a OH noétr. [a,
OEeNCTBUTENBLHO, MOSI CTaThbs Wna ot 4
no 7 net. AMnnuTypa Cpoka B Ce€Mb
okTas. Ho Ha Kakoi oKTase, wnu HoTe
OCTaHOBUTCH ronoc npokypa, KOTOpbii
3anpawvBaer CpoK — BCE Tenepb
3asucuT oT Nocnopa.

Metb MNocnoay ¥ MONUTCA HUKTO
HE MOXEeT 3anpeTuTb. MoryT
nomeHsTb Tebe ycnosus, Moryt GuThb,
MorytT xneb He pgaTtb, NUWKUTL TebSA
BCEro — a MNecHK U MOMUTBY HUKTO He
MOXET OTHATb. Mbl MMEeeM MHOro
cnocoboB, Kak BOCNPOU3BOAUTL MECHIO
M MONMUTBY. J3TO AAHHO Ham OAHWUM
TONbKO BOrom, Tak Kak oOH ycTpoun aTu
UCTUHHbI — KaHanom Hallen CBSi3u C
Hum. Anocton lNaeen nucan:

«Cnogo o] KpecTe Aans

nornbatolumx HPOACTBO €CTb, HO

Ans Hac cnacaemblx — Cuna

Boxua». (KopuHdpsHam 1:18)

Metbe u mMonuTca B noaBanbHOW
Kamepe, OXuaas Ccpoka 3akKnyeHwus,
ONs Mupa KPOACTBOM €CTb; ANs Hac
cunal! [letb ©n wmMonutca Ans
XpUcTuaHuHa B 3TUX yCNoBUSX — cuna
Boxbsa! 310 cywecTsylowmne asa
UCTOYHMKA BENUKOW nOAdEpXKM OT
locnopal!

MeTb U MONUTCA — 3TO HE 3HAYUT
noTparuTb CBOE Bpems, UCNonb3oBaTb
BPeMSA OT CKyku. Hert!

duty, they simply knocked on the door
with the boot. They were verbally
indignant, saying that | was out of my
mind, or the roof of my head had blown
off. There might be a long period of
time ahead, but he sings. Indeed, my
sentence went from four to seven
years. The amplitude of my period of
time was in seven octaves. But on
which octave or note the voice of the
prosecutor, who determines the period
of time, would stop — all now depends
on the Lord.

To sing to the Lord and to pray
was something nobody could prohibit.
They could change your conditions,
beat you, refuse to give you bread,
leave you with nothing — but nobody
could take away the song and prayer.
We have many ways how to reproduce
a song and prayer. This is given to us
only by God. For he arranged these
truths — through the channels of our
connections with him. The Apostle
Paul wrote:

“For the message of the cross is

foolishness to those who are

perishing, but to us who are
being saved it is the power of

God.” (1 Corinthians 1:18)
To sing and pray in the basement cell,
waiting for the end of the term, is for
the world foolishness. But for us it is
strength! To sing and pray in these
conditions is for a Christian — the
strength of God! These are the two
existing sources of enormous support
from the Lord!

To sing and pray — this
does not mean to waste your time, or
to pass the time out of boredom. No!



B kamepe HeobxoauMo HaxoauTtcs 17
4YacoB TOMLKO B 2-X MONOXEHUAX:
CUaEeTb Ha XEene3HoW CcKamenke W
X0auTb NO Kamepe, LWeCTb Laros
Brnepea M WeCTb Waros Hasad, U OauH
war Ha passopot, 6e3 npeccol, 6e3
YTEHUS NUTEepaTypbl.

Metb U MonuTbCA, ceivac Moé
CNy>XeHue, He3aBUCUMO OT YCNOBUA U
obcrostenscts. B 3to Bpema bor
OYEeHb MHOrO roBOPUT CBOUM HEXHbIM
ronocoMm BO  BHYTPEHEM  MOEM
yenoseke. [lecHs U MONUTBA — XWU3Hb
cnacéHHbix locnoaom nioaen.

#1 abconioTHO yBepeH, Kaxablii U3 Hac
nepexuean TakMe MrHOBEHMSi:  Bbl
npocbinaeTecb yTpoOM C NecHen Ha
yctax, a MoxeT ObiTb 310 Oyaer
TPaAULUMOHHBLIA NcanoM Cc  rycnew
lMpoxaHoBa, unu ¢ cbopHuka «llecHu
BospoxageHus». Unu 310 necHb xBany
M NpocnasneHns — 3T0 BCE He BaXHO.
BaxHO 0AHO, 4TO Bbl BECb AEHWU He
MOXEeTe pacTaTbCsi C Menoaven 3Tou
necHn. Bbl HEe MOXeTe pacrartbCs CO
cnosamu 31O necHW. W oHa, Kak Ha
MOMy4MXx Kpbifibsix Bepbl, HECET Bac B
HOBbIM [ieHb, OCBEXas Ball AyX, Baily

aywy v Baw  pasym. 3T10
BOXXECTBEHHbI UCTOYHMK NOMOLLUM ANS
BaC B 3TOM [He. A Bbl

NPUCNyLWanTeCh, YTO 3TUM XOYeT Bam
ckasatb bor.

B ogHo yTpo, s npocHynca c
necHein Ha ycrax, Crnosa KOTOpbIX $
3Han HausycTb. 3TO NecHs ¢ cOopHuKa
«lMecHn Bo3poxaeHus»:

«TeYeT 1M Xu3Hb

nono6Ho peke,

Hecycb Ny Ha rpo3HbIX BONHax,

Bo Bcskoe Bpkms, BOnuau,

BAanexe,

MUPHO,

L

The time spent in the cell for seventeen
hours a day was only in two positions:
to sit on the iron bench and to walk —
six steps forward and six steps back,
with an extra step for the U-turn. All
this without any newspapers, without
the reading of any literature.

Singing and praying is now my
service, irrespective of conditions and
circumstances. At this time, God
speaks often with his tender voice in
my inner being. Song and prayer — the
life of people saved by the Lord.

| am absolutely convinced that
every one of us has experienced such
moments: you awaken in the morning
with a song on your lips. This can be a
traditional psalm from the psaltery
(hymnbook) of Prohanov, or from the
collection “Songs of Rebirth.” It can be
a song of praise and worship — it's not
important. It's only important that you
cannot part from the melody of this
song throughout the day; you cannot
part from the words of this song. And
the song, like on the powerful wings of
faith, takes you into a new day,
refreshing your spirit, your soul, and
your mind. This is God's source of
help for you in this day. Listen
carefully to what God wants to say to
you through this song.

One morning, | awakened with a
song on my lips, words that | knew by
heart. This was a song from the
collection “Songs of Rebirth”:

“Does life flow peacefully, like a

river,

Am |

waves,

At any time, near, far,

| rest in your hands.

carried on threatening



B TBoux 1 NOKOKOCL pyKax.

Tbl co MHOW, Aa, Nocnoab,

B TBOMX A NOKOKOCHL pyKax».

(MecHu BospoxaeHus, Ne 230)

Hackonbko rnyboko BOLWEN 3TOT
ncanoM B MO  Aywy, MeHs
COnpoBOXJan BeCb MOW BTOPOW CPOK
Moero apecta. BoT uMeHHO 3aechb A U
nony4un MHOXEeCTBO Boxbux
OTKPOBEHUIA, MHOrO KOPPEKTUPOBOK B
Moux aencteuax. W Tenepb nuwb f

MOHUMaKD NOYEMY WMMEHHO  3TOT
ncanom gan MmHe Bor, aTumu criosamu
roBOpUNn OH CO MHOW B  3TOW

yAYLWNUBOWN Kamepe.

Boxse xenaHue 6bino, 4ytobbl A
nonHocTbio ycnokounca. Ol xoTten
NOMOYb MHE YCTPOUTbH BHYTPU MOEro
ayxa nokon. W cenyac ana MeHs
MOKOW Ha MHOro rrnasHee, 4Yem Bce
nocneacTaus MOMX uanyeckux
cTpaganun u Gonei.

Bor pan MHe 3TOT Ncanom B MOK
Kamepy Kak OTKpOBEHMe: cenyac
rnasHbiA MOW NPUOPUTET NpeKpaTUTb
BCSKyl0 Oypio B MOEM ayxe, KoTopas
uHoraa Kacaetcs MOMX  YyBCT
HecnpaeeanuBbIX OTHOLWEHUA KO MHE.
Cornacurbcest co BCAKUMM
rMyMNeHuaMu, npuHMMaTe BCE C
poctouvHcTBOoM. [lobBeauTtb NONHOCTLIO
cebsa B mbicnax!

Mokon! Cenvyac camoe rnasHoe!
Bor Hukorga He obujaetcsa B Oypu ayxa
Hawero! bor Hukorga He Oyger
rosopute B Oypu Mbicnel u Ayxa
Hawero! A 3gecb emy Heobxoaumo
auanor co MHOMU, YTobbl NOMOYL MHe!

Tenepb MOW nbin, MOS
rOPAAYHOCTL MOro pasyma ytuxaer. U
Tenepr W NPUATHO CTAHOBUTLCH,
WHoraa cnblwaTtsh 6paHb B MOKO

You're with me, yes Lord,

| rest in your hands.”

[Songs of Rebirth,

Vozrozhdeniya, 230]

This song penetrated so deep
into my soul that it accompanied me
throughout the entire second term of
my arrest. It was precisely here that |
received numerous revelations from
God, many corrections in my actions.
And only now did | understand why it
was exactly this song that God gave
me, and with these words he talked
with me in this suffocating cell.

God’s desire was for me to
completely calm down. He wanted to
help me create peace in my soul. And
now peace and tranquility are more
important than all the consequences of
my physical sufferings and pains.

God gave me this song in my cell
like a revelation: My main priority now
is to put an end to every storm in my
spirit, which sometimes concerns the
feelings | have of unjust treatment
towards me. To agree with every
mockery, to accept everything with
dignity. To completely conquer myself
in my thoughts!

Peace! It is now the main thing!
God never associates with the storm of
our spirit! God will never speak within
the storm of our thoughts and spirit!
Here it's essential for him to have a
dialogue with me in order to help me!

Now my fervor, my bitterness, my
mind becomes calm. Now it becomes
pleasant to sometimes hear abusive
language hurled in my cell. The result
now is — inner peace.

Pesni



Kamepy. A pesynbTar BCErO -
BHYTPEHUN MUP.

A Obin Kak 3axaTt B yromn, Kak
3arHadH B yron. Tenepb A XOTb U B
Kamepe, yxacHble ronosble 6onu He
npekpawanTcs, yxacHo 6onar 3ybbl.
B noaBanbHOM XONOAWUNbHUKE, HO £
ocsoboxaéH ¢ yrna 6ecnokoncTems, C
yrna BOWHbI M Oypu. JITOT MOKOW,
BHYTpEeHUA Mup AaH [lyxom CBSATbIM,
TaK Kak s 3TOro 1 cam xenan.

Bort pe3ynbTaTt NneHua ncanmos U
MOIUTBbI.

Bor npogomxaeTr obbACHATL MHE
CBOM UCTUHHbI, U OIHO T3 HUX: Tenepb
CTaHOBMUTCA rNyOOKO NOHATHLIM BOKPYr
noasura lasna v Cunbl B TIOpbMe B
dununnax, rae nocne [AHEBHOro
nobouwa, Horu 3abutbl B Konoay, a
OHM  Monsck, Bocnesanu  bora.
(desHune 16:25) Yto nocnyxuno
Takomy noaswury? MonoxeHue
anoctonbctea TpeboBano  Takoro
nogeura? Het! Takomy noctynky
NOCNYXWUN BHYTPEHU MUp, nokow!
MoeepbTe! Ecnu 6b1 He GbINO Nokos U
MUpa B UX AyXe, B 3TUX MYyXel Bepbl,
a3ty uctoputo [laena u Cunbl, Bbl
Hukorga ©Obl He npouutanm Obl B
OdesHun Anoctonos. 3TOWM WUCTOPUK
Tam npocTo He Bbino Obl, 1 Bbl HUKOrAa
eé Obl He Hawnu.

C camoro manoro pgercrea s
nobun cnywarte — a Korga Hay4uncs
yaTaTb, MHOrO pas nepeuyutan -—
UCTOPUIO O TPEX MONoabiXx pedar
nneHéHbix B BasunoHe: 3710 Cuapax,
Mecax, u AsageHaro.

| was like a person squeezed into a
corner, chased into a corner. Now,
even though | was in a cell, the
headaches still did not stop, and the
teeth still hurt terribly. | was in a
basement icebox, but | was free from
the corner of restlessness, from the
corner of war and storms. This
stillness, the inner peace given by the
Holy Spirit, was exactly what | had
desired.

This was the outcome of the
singing of psalms, and the outcome of
prayers.

God continues to explain his
truths to me, and one of them is: the
exploits of Paul and Silas now become
profoundly comprehensible. In the
prison in Philippi, after daily beatings,
with their legs hammered into blocks,
they prayed and sang unto God. (Acts
of Apostles 16:25) What served them
to perform such a feat? Did the
attitude of an apostle require such a
feat? No! This kind of behavior was
the result of inner peace, stillness!
Believe me! If they didn't have
calmness and peace in their spirits —
and were without faith — you wouldn't
be reading the historical account of
Paul and Silas in the Acts of the
Apostles. Their story simply would not
be there, and you would never find it.

From my early childhood, | loved
to listen to — and when | learned to
read, many times | would reread — the
story of the three imprisoned young
Hebrews in Babylon: Shadrach,
Meshach, and Abednego.



Muoro cnbixan npornoseged W cam
nponoseaoean o0 ux repouame. [ns
MEHS OHU CRyXunu npocTo
nucTopuyeckumu reposmu Bepbl bory.
A Tenepb B Kamepe, bor paér
noHUMaHue cekpeta Oeccmpalumio
npea BenNWKUM 3aBoesaTeneM mupa —
nmnepaTtopom HaByxoaOHOCOPOM.
®dyHOaMEHTOM MX repouyecKoro
noasura Obin BHYTPEHWA MOKOW, MUP.
3710 nokon bBora! He crpawackh neuwu,
CB C€Mb pa3 CUNbHEN packanéHHom, He
cTpawacb WMnNepaTtopckoro TuTyna.
3TV TPU IOHOLLM OTKPLIBAKOT Npupoay u
nopobue Bora, n 4to ot aroro bora
OHW TMOMHOCTBIO 3aBUCUMBI W emy
OQHOMY CnyXxar.
«bor Haw, KOTOpOMYy  Mbl
CNYXWM, CUMEH cnactu Hac oT
ne4yun, packanéHHon OrHém, u oT
pyku TBOEW, uapb, W30aBUT.
Ecnu xe n He Byaet Toro, To aa
Oynet u3secTtHo Tebe, uapb, YTO
Mbl GoramMm TBOMM CRYXWTb He
6ynem». (daHuun 3:17-18)

310 Obinu ncTopum,
YKpennswoLme Haw ayx, Hawy sepy. A
cenyac ans MEHS cnyxar

oTkpoBeHueMm. bor pgaért noHumaxue,
4YTO A NOMNHOCTLK Cenvac 3aBUCUMM OT
Hero. N oH ceitvyac 3ty kamepy
pacMatpuBaeT Kak CUTO; WMEHHO
37eCb OTCEBAET 4Ype3 3TO CUTO 3EpHO.
Bcé MOE nuyHoe, 4enoBe4yeckoe,
OOMKHO ObiTb OTAENEeHHO, OTCEeSsIHHO,
pasgeneHHo. Moé  yenoseuveckoe
Oynet cunbHO Mewarts B Oopbbe,
MOXeT CNYXWUTb 6obwmnm
NPenaTcTBMEM. A MOXET NOCMYXUTb U
NOPSXXEHUEM.
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| heard many sermons, and | also
preached, about their heroism. For
me, they served as historical heroes of
the faith in God. And now, in the cell,
God gives an understanding of the
secret of fearlessness in front of the
great conqueror of the world — the
emperor Nebuchadnezzar.

The foundation of their heroic
feat was inner stillness and peace.
This is the stillness and peace of God!
They weren't afraid of the furnace,
which was heated seven times hotter
than usual. They weren’t afraid of the
emperor's title. These three young
Hebrews reveal the nature and
likeness of God; they were completely
dependent on this God and served only
him.

“Our God whom we serve is able

to deliver us from the buming

fiery furnace, and he will deliver
us out of your hand, O King.

But if not, be it known to you, O

king, that we will not serve your

gods.” (Daniel 3:17-18)

These were historical stories that
strengthened our spirit, and our faith.
But for me they presently served as
revelations. God gives understanding
that | am now completely dependent on
him. And he looks at this cell as a
sieve; namely, he sows his seed
through this sieve. All of my personal,
human life must be separated, sifted,
and divided. My human aspect will
interfere in this battle, and it will be a
big obstacle. It might even cause my
defeat.




A s QOMKeH ABuratbCs Bnepen
6e3 3aMmeneHuns, He CBOUM
3HTY3Ma3MOM, HEe CBOMM repou3MoM
unu csoum myxectsom. O Het! #AH
NOMKEH NOMNOXWUTL BCE TONLKO Ha HEro.
A pormxkeH pgarts  BO3MOXHOCTb
no3abotutbcs 0060 MHE TONbKO emy,
ropasno bonblie, 4em s cam o cebe.
A pomkeH p[atb BO3MOXHOCTL €My
ynpasuTb MHOW, U YNOPSAOYUTE MEHS.
OH MOXeT 3T0 caenatb, HECOMHEHHO,
HO OH caenaeTt korga s nosaboyych
4yTOObl MHE MMETb MOKOW, BHYTPEHWA
MUP.

3aKoH4MBal A CBOW BTOPOW CPOK
MoOero apecra. ¥ MeHs CHOBa yBO3ST B
oTpsg. W cHoBa cMOTpULLL Ha Nnioaen,
B HUX XW3Hb, COMHLUE-BO3AYX pecypchbl
KU3HU. OTU OHW, ITUX NpuBUNErvin s
He umen. MHe He aanu aaxe BpeMs
nporynki. Bce atm auu Gbinu Ges
COMHUA W eCTeCTBEHHOro CcBeTa.
bnegHbin  Kak CTeHa, He MbIT #“
3apOCLUNA. Bosne 3epkana cebs
CTPaLLMLLLCS.

Mpuesén cebs B nposaoK, U
Ha4an xu3Hb cnyx0bl. Npoxoxy Boane
wraba, U MeHa OoCTaHaenuesaeT OAWH
3 odwuuepoB, yBOOUT B CTOPOHY, U
NPUHAETCA MHE, YTO OH cCaMm TOXe C
Hawux Kpaes, W 3HaeT MOE MecTo

XUTenbcrea. HauuHawTtcs
yBellaBaHus:

«Mocnywan! OTtkaxucb oOT
ybexaeHun aton pknurun. [aio Ttebe
cnoso oduuepa, ecnu Tbl 3TO

caenaellb, A BbITAHY TebS € 3TON AMbI.
A nomory Tebe. EwE BCE MOXHO
nonpasuTb U BOCCTAHOBUTL.
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Nevertheless, | must move
forward without hesitation, not with my
own enthusiasm or my own heroism.
And definitely not with my own
manliness. Oh, no! | must place
everything only on him. | need to give
only him the opportunity to be
concerned about me, by far more than
my concern about myself. | need to
give him the opportunity to direct me,
and regulate me. He can do this,
without any doubt, but he will do it
when | take the trouble to be calm, and
have inner peace.

| finish the second term of my
arrest. Once again, they take me away
to the detachment. And once again, |
look at the people and their life. | look
at the sun and fresh air, and the
resources of life. | didn't have the
privileges that they had. | wasn't even
given time to enjoy a walk in the
outdoors. All these days were without
sunshine and natural light. | was pale
like the wall, unwashed, with
overgrown stubble on my face. |
frightened myself when | looked in the
mirror.

I brought myself into a
semblance of order and returned to my
life in the service. | walk near the staff,
and one of the officers stops me. He
takes me to the side and confesses to
me, that he is also from my homeland

and knows where | live. Then the
admonitions begin:
“Listen! Renounce the

persuasions of this religion. | give you
my word as an officer, that if you do
this, | will rescue you from this hole. |
will help you. Everything can still be



Mpen TOGOWM, BCE pABEPU OTKPLITHI
MHOIMMX BO3MOXHOCTEW. Tbl Monoa,
BecbMma Hanopuct. Takue nwau c
TakuMm YnopcTBOM, B CBOEW Kapbepe
MHOroe pocturatoT! Tbl 4YTO He
BUOULWbL, Y4TO OHU Tebs yHuyTOXaKoT!
Tbl cebs BUAEN B 3epkarne Ha Koro Tbl
NoxXoXx?»

Bor nan MHe cunbHoe CnoBo Ans
oTeeTa: «lMoBepbTe, TOBapULY
koMaHaup! MHe OHM caenawT To, YTo
no3sonut uM caenate bor. MHe OHU
NPUYMHAT CTONLKO CTpagaHuin u bonein
— CKOMbKO paspewwmt um bor»!

Mbl  paccranucb. A way u
paccyxpaw, a MHe Obino Tenno Ha
aywe. Ox kakas Tonbko nobepa!
Cnasa bory! [lonyusnocs TaK Kak
oyaro 6bl xopowo noobegan u 3anun
XOpOoLMM no BKycy Hanutkom. [locne
apecta bor Bo3sén k nobepe!

3™ cnosa ObiNM  ronocom
Boxbum ans MeHa. [poxoas anablie
y MeHsa copBanuCb Ccrnosa nog

Menoauio Ha ycrax. A Tak U He 3Haw
Kakom 3TO ncanoMm, HO nepenonHeH
BOOXHOBEHMEM NPOU3HEC:

«A way Bnepén, MeHs BneYér
TBOE TeYeHbLEY.

corrected and restored. All the doors
of opportunity are open before you.
You're young and very energetic.
These kinds of people, with this kind of
persistence, achieve a lot in their
chosen careers. Don't you see that
they're destroying you! Have you seen
yourself in the mirror and whom you
resemble?”

God gave me a powerful word for
an answer:

“Believe me, comrade
commander! They will do to me only
what God permits them to do. They
will cause me only as much pain and
suffering as God allows.”

We went our separate ways. |
walk and reason in my mind. It felt
nice and warm in my soul. My, what a
victory! Praise God! Itfeltasif | had a
good dinner and finished off the meal
with a flavorful beverage. After the
arrest, God raised me up to victory.

Those words were the voice of
God for me. As | walked a little
forward, a song with melodious words
broke loose in my mouth; | didn't even
know what psalm it was, but | was
overfilled with inspiration as | uttered:

‘I go forward, your flow draws

me.



MABA 8 — SAMNPELWAIOT OTU
B CTOJNIOBYIO

Upe3 Heckonbko AHeW, yTpom npej
NOCTPOEHUEM pPOTbl Ha  3aBTpaK,
noaxoautT A0 MEeHS MOM MNOMUTPYK
KanuTaH-NnenTeHaHT, "
npeaynpexaaer:

«Tbl HE MOXelWwb wuaATM B
CTOMOBYIO KywwaTb. Tbl BEPYIOLWMWA,ThI
XpuctnaHuH. B Tebe He coseTckas
Bepa. M 1ol ectb paboTHUK
aMepukKaHckoro umnepuanuama. Tbl
Bepulb B ux bora. lyctb patT Tebe
nepeaady U KOpmMucb»!

A cnpocun:
cTaBaTb B CTPOW»?

«[a»! orBeTun oduuep.
CTaHOBUCH»!

A passepHyncs u YywWeEn, HO
Tenepb B Moen aywe HeT Oypu. A
uMmero nokon. M 8 ToYHO 3Hako, YTo Bor
0 MHe noszaborutca 6Gonblie, u4em
aaxe S NOMbILNSHO. Yxopsa, =
npowenTan ycTamu:

«Tak 8 Xe Ha npaBUNbHOM
nyTM, U B NpPaBuNbHOM HanpasneHuu!
Ecnu absiBON, Kak pbikawowuin nes,
rotoB Tep3aTb MEHsi, BCE CBATOE BO
MHe, Toraa BCE O3Ha4aeT, 4YTo 8 UMEIo
B cebe Boxbu YacTuubl, KOTOpbIE €ro

«A Mory He

«He

OPa3HAT, W OT Hero OTHUMaKT
CNOKOMCTBUE. Pasgpaxator, #
NpUBOAAT ero K 6e33ymMuio, K KpanHum
Mepam».

[bsiBONa He ycTpauBaeT ogHa
npobnemMa BO MHE — OTKpbITOE,

npakTuyeckoe wucnoseaaHne boxben
npupoabl, ero xaparepa u nog4yMHeHue
ero BOMW, U CNOBOM U B [ENCTBUSX.
[bsBon npeanaraer BCEMU CUNamu,
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CHAPTER 9 - FORBIDDEN
DINING HALL

After several days, in the morning
during the formation of the company for
breakfast, my political instructor (a
captain-lieutenant) comes up to me
and issues a warning:

“You are forbidden to enter the
dining hall to eat. You are a believer, a
Christian. You don’t have the Soviet
faith. You are a worker for American
imperialism. You believe in their God.
Let them feed you with their
communications!”

“l don't have to stand in line?" |
asked.

“That’'s right!” answered
officer. “Don't stand in line.”

| turned around and left. There is
no storm in my soul now. | have
peace. And | definitely know that God
will be more concerned about me than
| can even imagine. As | walked away,
| whispered to myself:

“So | am on the right path, and in
the right direction! If the devil, like a
roaring lion, is ready to tear me (and
everything that is holy in me) to pieces,
then it all means that | have in me
small parts of God, which tantalize the
adversary and take away his
composure. It makes him short-
tempered and brings him to the brink of
insanity, to extreme measures.”

One problem in me does not
suit the devil — an open, practical
confession of God's nature and his
characteristics, and obedience to his
will, in word and in deed. The devil
offers with all his might, with all

the



BCEMU W3OLLPEHUSMU OCTaBaTbCA Ham
BEpyOLWMM B CBOEW Aywe, TO eCTb,
OAeTb Ha Kakoe TO Bpems Macky M
cbirpate ¢ borom B urpy, 6bITb NpOCTO
XabeneoHoM B OTHOLWEHUsX ¢ borom, ¢
Teopuyom BceneHHoW, C CBOMM
Cos3pareneMm. W ecnu Mbl OTKNOHAEM
ero npeanoxeHwusi, Torga roTtoBCb K

CTpagaHuaMm 7 Bonam. A
NPOTUBOCTOSIHUE nobexnaercs
6opbboi.

B 310T AEeHb, NENCTBUTENLHO S
Obin NUWEH enbl, HO 3TO TOMNLKO
npuaano MHe bonbLie
OONONHUTENbHbBIX AYXOBHbIX CUI.

OT1a akuus gowna Ao BbiCWEro
KOMaHaoBaHua  y4yebHbIM  OTPAAOM.
MeHs BbI3biBIOT B wWTab, n korna A
3awWweén B kabuHeT komaHaupa oTpsaaa,
A yBuaen CTOsWEro nonuTpyka,
KOTOpbIA NUWIKN  MEHs  eabl. A
OONOXUN OCBOEM npubbiTUK, U MHE
nocneaosan BOMPOC OT KOMaHaupa
oTpsaa:

«Kto pan tebe npuka3s, 4TobbI
Tbl He Weén B crtonosyw? Kro Tebs
nuwun easi?»

A oTBeTUn, YTO MHe 3anpeTun
naTU B CTONOBYIO MOW nonurtoduuep u
yKasan Ha Hero >ecToM pyKu.
Komangup noaxogut Ao oduuepa,
OepéT pykon 3a e€ero naroH, W
npegynpexanaert:

«Ecnu noeTOpuUTCs 3Ta aKkuus
eleé xoTb OAuH pa3, copBaHHbl ByayT
naroHbl CoseTtckoro oduuepa, WU
Oyaews ysoneH ¢ COBETCKOM apMUny.

his refinements, to us Christians
in our hearts — that is to say — to put on
a mask for a period of time and play a
game with God, and to be simply a
chameleon in our relationships with
God, our creator and creator of the
universe. And if we refuse the devil's
offer, then be ready to face pain and
suffering. But opposition is defeated
through struggle.

On this day | was indeed left
without any food. However, this
provided me with supplemental
spiritual sustenance.

News of the instructor's action
reached the highest commanding
officers through the training
detachment. They called me before
the staff, and when | entered the office
of the detachment commander, | saw
the political instructor standing there.
He was the one who deprived me of
food. | announced my arrival, and the
commander of the detachment
followed with a question:

‘Who gave you the order,
prohibiting you from entering the dining
hall? Who deprived you of a meal?”

| answered that my political
instructor prohibited me from going
inside the dining hall, and | pointed at
him with a gesture of my hand. The
commander walked up to the officer,
grabbed him by the shoulder-strap, and
gave a warning:

“If this kind of action is repeated
ever again, the epaulette of a Soviet
officer will be torn off your shoulders.
And you will be discharged from the
Soviet Army."



3arem, obpaTMBLLUMCL KO MHE,
ckazan: «O60 Bcex akuusix npoTus
TebA, YTO rpPO3UT MHE ONacTHOCTLIO, A
OOMKEH NPUIATU HanpsiMylo B kabuHeT
¥ OONOXWUTb KOMaHAOBaHWUIO».

A ywén, TONbKO HENOHATHO,
3TO0 UMEeT MecCcTO AEeNCTBUTENbHOCTU
UNKU nokasatenbHas wurpa. Bcé
npousowenuwee | OTHEC K paspagy
Boxbein CBEpXCTEeCTBEHHOW 3alUUTbL.
MHe 6bino NPUATHO B MOEM AayXxe, YTo
Bce Mou obcrosTenbcTBa ecTb nof
KOHTponem wmoero bora. Bcs mos
XW3Hb BO BnacTtu Mocnoaa, 1 BCNObHUN
cnoea ¢ bubnuu, cnosa bBoxbero
3acTynHuyecrTsa:

«He BO3gpemMneT XpaHALWMWA

Tebs. He pgpemner u He cnuT

xpaHsawwuin Uspaunsa. ocnoab

— XpauuTtens TBOW; [ocnoab —

CeHb TBOSI C NpPaBOM pyKK

TBoe». (Mcanom 120:3-5)
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Then turning towards me, he
said: “About all these actions against
you, which threaten me with danger,
I'm required to come out straight and
report this to the commanding officers
in the consulting-room.”

| left, but it was incomprehensible
whether this had the semblance of
reality, or was it only an exhibition, a
game. All that happened | attributed to
the category of God’'s supernatural
protection. It felt pleasant in my spirit
that all my circumstances are
controlled by my God. My entire life
was under the authority of the Lord. |
remembered the words from the Bible,
the words of God's intercession:

‘He who keeps you will not

slumber. Behold, He who keeps

Israel will neither  slumber nor

sleep. The Lord is your keeper,;

the Lord is your shade at your

right hand.” (Psalm 121:3-5)



MABA 9 — NMPUE3[ POAHOW
CECTPbI

OOblYHbLIA AeHb, 00blYHOE YTPO
KOTOpoe npeasewano cnyxebHbli
AeHb B apMuu, no cesoemy rpadumky. 5
CrbILLy NO CBSA3U MOWU UMS U (hamMunuio,
4YTO MHE CpPOYHO Heobxoaumo NpuUNTH
Ha KIM (KoHTponbHbi [1ponyckHOW
MyHkt). YT0 cnyyunocs? Kak 6yaro
Obl § HUKOrO U He OXuaaw, cpeavHa
Hegenu. Hukakux HET COOKOLEHUI, HU
MOUX K HUM HU UX KO MHE.

Mpuxoxy Ha KIMN. O! Kakas
BcTpeya. MeHsa oxuparwT Ha Kl mos
poaHas cecTpa C [EeBYLWKOW HalweWn
Llepkeu, B nocnegcTeuMm Ha KOTOPOW A
XEHUNCA, C KOTOpPOM Mbl CO34anu
cembio. Croga yxe ycneno npuiTu
KOMaHAOBaHWE paHblle MEHs, W
Hayanacb NONUTUH(MOPMaUUA O MOUX
penax. Mue B yBONHEeHue B ropoa pe
paspewunn. Ywé pas nourpaB Ha
MOWX YyBCTBaXx:

«Mon, cpenai pelueHue, U C
HUMM cenyac uau, XOTb M Ha [ABOE
cytok. Mol gaxe gagum agpec, rge
MOXHO OCTaHOBUTLCS B IOMEY.

Moin  orteer  6bin, «MHown
CAeNnaHHO OHaXObl pelueHne, u s ero
HE MEHSION.

Toraa obbaBMNO KOMaHAOBaHMe,
YTO B MOEM pacrnopsKeHuu, TONbKO
Aea 4vaca B komHate K.
bnarogapeHve bory u 3a 3tM Kpoxu
BpemeHu. BonHeHue.
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CHAPTER 10 - MY SISTER'S
ARRIVAL

An ordinary day, an ordinary
morning — according to schedule -
heralds another military day in the
army. | hear my name called out by
intercommunication, and I'm to report
without delay to the KPP (Control
Checkpoint). What happened? It's the
middle of the week, and it's not as if I'm
expecting someone. | haven't had any
communications from me to anyone,
nor from anyone to me.

| come to the KPP. O! What a
meeting awaits me at the KPP. My
own sister is there with a girl from our
church, whom | subsequently married,
and with whom | established a family.
Needless to say, the commanders had
already come here before me, and they
had started divulging  political
information from my personal file. |
was not permitted to obtain a leave-
pass into the city. Once again, they
were playing on my feelings.

“‘Make a decision,” they say.
“And you can go with them right now,
even for two whole days. We’'ll even
give you an address, where you can
stay in a house.”

My answer was: “My former
decision that | made still stands. | am
not changing it."

Then the commander announced
that my instructions allowed for only a
two hour visit in a room of the KPP.
Thank God for at least these small
crumbs of available time.
Nervousness.



MHoroe 4TOo XO4eTcs CnpoOCUTb,
y3HaTb, U1 O MONOAEXW, U O Hawewn
rpynne monogéxu. [lpusatHo 6bino
CNbilLaTh, YTO OYEHb CUMbHAO LuArawT
Mnagwoe MoKONeHue; a HeKoTopbie
Cenn 3a WHCTPYMEHTbI yXe B Halem
opkcTpe. MecTo MOro akkopaeoHa yxe
OCBOMM MOW MNaXWWUin POACTBEHHUK
Buktop. Xu3Hb Ha csBoboge kunwuT.
Cnasa bory, ecnu B Hei ecCTb
NPUMEHEHUE, 3HaYUTb 3TO XU3Hb. W
BCE Hayana ectb OnarocnoseHvem
Oyayuwero.

HasHaueHHOe BpemMsi BCTPeuu
NOAXOAUT K KOHUY U Ham HeobXoauMo
npowarbca. Mbl CKIOHUMW rONOBbI U
KpaTKo NoMonunuck. BykBanbHO uypes
HECKONbKO MWHYT Hac pasnyyainT, u
pa3nyyaloT Ha Kakoe BpeMsi — Mbl He
3Haem.

S yweén B oTpaa, a B 3T0 BpeMs
NpPouU3oLWna HEBEepOATHAA CUTyauus.
KomaHaoBaHue nosenu cectép B wrab
oTpada, NOAHSNU Ha TPETUIA 3Tax,
OTKyZa NpoCMaTpuBarcsi XOpoLIo BeCb
nnay. Ha nnauy NpPoxXoasT 3aHATUSA
MaTpOCOB No (M3NOArOTOBKE.

KomaHaupbl rosopst: «BoT Mbl
ceAyac MOXeM NpUrnacutb 3TUX
MaTpOCOB, YTOObI OHU Bac

Hacunosanu,a Mbl NOCMOTPUM Ha 3TO
3penuuie — 3awmTuT nu sac bor?

[esouku oTeeTunu: «[la Haw bor
3aWUTUT Hac»!

Wm yctpounu gonpoc. A nocne
oTnpasunu (o oTpaaa,
OUCKPUMUHTUPOBAB MX.
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There's so much | want to ask
and learn — about the youth, and our
older group of youth. It was pleasant
to hear that the younger generation
was making great strides; some were
making progress learning how to play
instruments in our orchestra. My place
at the accordion was already mastered
by my younger cousin, Victor. Life at
liberty is in full swing. Thank God. If a
person applies oneself to spiritual work
— that means it is life. Every beginning
is a blessing to the future.

The appointed time for the
meeting came to an end, and it was
necessary for us to say goodbye. We
bowed our heads and said a short
prayer. Punctually, after several
minutes, they separated us. How long
we were to be separated — we did not
know.

| left for the detachment. At this
time an unbelievable situation
occurred. The commanding officers

led my sister and her friend to the staff
office, which was on the third floor.
From here they could see the entire
parade-ground. Sailors  were
undergoing physical training exercises
there.

The commanders said: “See
those sailors. We can invite them here
right now, to have them take you by

force. And we will watch this
spectacle, to see — will God defend
you?

The girls answered: “Yes, our

God will defend us!”

They arranged an interrogation
for them. Afterwards, after having
shown discrimination towards the girls,



310 cobbiTe A  y3Han yxe
ropasgo no3ge OT MOel CecTpbl Ha
csuaaHum (yxe B Tiopbme). A Mos
XEeHa BCNOMWMHAEeT 3TOW cny4aW [o
atoro BpemeHn. OuyeHb OoONro 3To
cobbiThe 3aHMMano Mou YacTulbl MOro

pasyma.

KT0 MHe nocTosiHHO npeanaraer
4YTO-TO nyywee? pssHasn
ObABOMNbCKass  MONUTUKA, rpas3Has

urpa. lyratb AeBOYEK HAaCUNOBaHWEM,
HUYEM HE NMPUYACTHLIX K MOeMy aeny —
370 ecTb 6e3ymuemM, aTo ecTb NO30poM
YecT KOMMYHUCTa, 4ecTu oduyepa
Coeetckon Apmun. ECTb nu cmbicn,

CTOSATH, B6opoTtbes 3a Takyro
unaeonoru? Ecte nu  cmbicn
ucnoeeapiBaTth, HacaxaaTtb Takoro
obpaza nonuTuky? 3t0 npupoga

ObABONA, U ero xapakrep.

Mos Bubnua, eé mopanb ecTb
npupoaon bora. Hawa bubnus
TakMMU CyXaeHuaMu He obnagaert:
pelwarb BONPOCH! NyTEM HACUNOBaHUS,
nuwsb Bbl OBUTLCS CBOEro, UNKU NYTEM
rnynbix cpasHenun. bBubnua npotus

BCAKOrO Hacwnus, nNpPOTUB BCAKOW
NOMUTUKM B OTHOLUEHWUAX, NPOTUB
BCAKOW  rps3n. Bubnua  yuur

paccyxaatb, Bectu becenbl, 1 nwobyio
npobnemy pewarbs 4pe3 €& npuamy
BUAUMOCTH. Bor noyemy B He#n
npuoputetsl!  Takum o6pasom, bor
noasepraeT no3opy niobyo naeonoruo
NO30PIOLWLYID NPUHUMNBLI U AEWCTBUS
Hawero bora!

MNMocne yespa cecTép, Hayanach
cHoBa ncux artaka. CHoBa Havanu
noabiMaTth AEXypHbie Mo poTe, Wnu
OeXypHble no oTpsgy, W npocTo
Yyacamu xenanu GontaTb Ha Takue
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they dispatched them from the
detachment.

| learned of this event much later
from my sister during a meeting (when
| was imprisoned). But my wife
remembers this incident to this day.
For a long time, this event occupied a
prominent part in my mind.

Who keeps constantly offering
me something better? Filthy diabolical
politics, filthy game. To scare the girls
with violent coercion — this had no
connection to my case. This is
insanity. This is a disgrace to the
honor of Communism and the honor of
the officers of the Soviet Army. Is
there any sense in standing, and
fighting, for such an ideology? Is there
any sense in professing - in
propagating — this form of ideology?
This is the nature of the devil, and his
character.

My Bible - and its moral
standards — is the nature of God. Our
Bible does not possess such judgment:
to settle a question by violent means or
through foolish comparisons in order to
get one’'s own way. The Bible is
against every act of violence, against
any kind of politics in relations, against
every kind of filth. The Bible teaches to
reason, to hold discussions, and to
solve any problem through the prism of
appearances. That's why the priorities
are in the Bible. Thus, God puts to
shame any ideology that disgraces the
principles and actions of our God!

After the departure of my sister
and her friend, the psychological
attacks began again. Again the duty
personnel started to awaken me at
night, and they would chatter for hours



TEMbl, HE MO CywecTsy, NuwWb Obl
OTHATb Y MEHSI BDKMSA MOEro CHa.

BHyTpM moero payxa Kpoetcs
YyBCTBO: 3a4emM 3TOT npouecc
B0306HOBMNK, YTOOLI NOMaTb MEHs OT
©eccoHHbIX HoYen? [la v Tak NOHATHO,
4YTO OHM BLINOMHAKT YbIO-TO BOMKO,
[oraabiBaTtbCs HE CNOXHO.

bor Hayan nobyxagatb K
MonuTtee. B 3Ton monutee s npocun
Bora, 4ytobbl No ero MMNOCTU, Nnoasén
MEHS K KaKOW-TO KOHKPETHOCTU, KaKuM-
TO u3ameHeHusm crabunsHocTu. WBo
NPOAOMKATL TaK XUTb HEBO3MOXHO.
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on ftrivial subjects, just so the time for
my sleep would be taken away.

Inside my spirit lurks a feeling:
Why did they restart this process, to
break me through sleepless nights?
Yes, it is obvious that they are
following someone’s will. It's not
difficult to figure that out.

God started to motivate me to
pray. In this prayer | asked God to
lead me — through his mercy — to
something specific, to some stability.
To continue to live like this was
impossible.



MABA 11 — YTIJIAHEHAS1 HEHA:
CBUOETENIbCTBO O®ULIEPY

Heckonbko MecsueB Yy MeHs
CNOXWNUCL XOpPOLUME OTHOLWEHUWE C
oaHuM oduuepom. Bceakun pas, korga
OH AeXypun no OTpsialy, OH Bbi3bliBan
00 cebs, Kak Bbi3biBanu Bce ouyepu.
3arem Mbl Wnu B ero KabuHer, U Mbl C
HUM gonroe Bpems Gecegosanu,
UMENK NonNesHble ANCKYCUN.

3artem OH npeanoxwun paboty, B
ero kesaptmpe. Heobxoaumo 6bino
caenatb PeMOHT. 3Has, 4YTo s MOory
aenarb 3TM paboTbl, OH npurnawaer
AOMOW, @ AOMa OH 3HAaKOMW CO CBOEW
cembén. [leicreurensHo, 310 Obina
WHTENUreHTHas CeMbs, [O0CTOWHas
XOpOoLUero crnosa.

Beyepamu. Korga s npuxoaun
Aenatb paboTy, Mbl UMENU Xopolue
HasupatenbHbie beceabl. 3710 ObINO
YHUKanbHoe BpEeMs, U s BUAOEN, 4TO
bor 4TO-TO Aenaetr B 3TOW CeMmbe.
3aKOH4YMB PEMOHT, @ MEHs OHU
NPOAOIMKAKT NpuUrnawiate Ha PEeMOHT.
Tonbko Tenepb Ha PEeMOHT Ayl
yenose4veckux. B ux gome nossunach
Bubnua, u Mbl Tenepb nbém van,
MHoro Oecegyem, uutas mecrta C
Bubnuu.

Bor noBé&n MeHs B CBOIO CTPYHO, U
A NoHuman, sapyr oOHapyXuTCa BCE.
3a HMX npuUAETCS MHE 3annaTtutb
OrPOMHYIO LIeHy, LeHy cBo60oabl, XOTA U
TaK, 6e3 atoro, cutycuma bbina Kak Ha
BOMOCKE. 3areM OHWM  NPOCUNU
MOMUTLCA 32 HWUX, U Mbl CTOS 3a
CTONOM, yxe no obbiyaw, crasBanu u
monunucek bory.
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CHAPTER 11 — APRICE TO PAY: |
WITNESS TO AN OFFICER

For several months, a good
relationship was formed between me
and one officer. Every time, when he
was the duty officer at the detachment,
he would call me — as did all the
officers — to the office. Then we went
to his private study, and we would have
long conversations and  useful
discussions.

Then he offered me a job in his
apartment. Some repairs needed to be
done. Knowing that | had the ability to
do such work, he invited me to his
home and acquainted me with his
family. Actually, this was an intelligent
family, worthy of a good word.

In the evenings, when | came to
do the work, we had good-natured,
edifying discussions. This was a
unique time, and | saw that God was
doing something in this family. After |
finished the repair work, they still
continued to invite me to their home for
repairs. However, now the repair was
of the human soul. A Bible appeared
in their home, and now we drank tea
and read passages of Scripture as we
proceeded with our discussions.

God led me into this stream, and
| understood that this could suddenly
come to light. | would have to pay an
enormous price for them — the price of
freedom. As it was, even with this
situation, | was already hanging by a
thread. After that they asked me to
pray for them. When we stood around
the table, according to custom, we now
would pray to God.



B oguwH pgeHb, s cbinwy ero
hamMunuio  No  CenexTopy. Ero
BbI3bIBAIOT NOYEMY-TO No KabuHeTam, a
MOE€ cepaue yyawéHHO M3OaéT CTyK
BHYTPM MoOero Tena. YTo-TO
NOAO3PUTENBHO. A nbiTawock ero
pasbickatb. 3TO TPyAHO caenatb, HO
BCE Taku bor aan Ham BCTpeyy ax noa
o6en. Mbl BCTpPETUNUCHL 32 OOHUM U3
30aHuN, cobnopan Mepbl
NpPeaocTopoXHoCcTU. [lpu BCTpeye OH
0BbACHUN MHE CUTYaLUIO:

«Hawwn pasroBopbl B  MOEM
kabuHete — BCE nNPOCNYLUUBANUCS.
MeHs otnpaensaT no cnyxbe, a 4to

Oynetr panbwe -~ He  3Hal.
MNpoponxan 3a Hac monutca bory.
Tebs B TeyeHun AOycaTb [HER
apectyioT u Oyayr cyauTsb. Tol

npurotoBcs. bonblioe Tebe cnacubo
OT Hawewn cembu. Mbl O4EHb MHOrO
UHTEpeCHbIX Bewen ysaHanu. W yto
Tenepb y Hac ectb bubnusa, Mol 3Haem
Tenepb Kak OHa YMTAeTCA U Kak OHO
pabortaer. Tbl Bcerga OCTaHEWbLCA B
Hawem cepaue. Mbl o4eHb paabl 3a
3HakomcTBO, paboty, un OGeceabl C
To00. Mbl He xaneem 000 BCEM,
Aaxe ecnu 1 yBonaT C apMumny.

Mbl ropsiyo noxanu apyr apyry
pPykKM U paccrtanucb. A paccTanuchb,
Kak oKasanocb, Hasceraa.

Ha BTOpOW AeHb nocne Kak Mbl
nonpoLLanucs, Bbi3blBaET MEHS
3amMecTuTenb KOMaHagupa oTtpsga no
NONUTUYECKOW NOAroToBKE. Ycnbixan
cBow hamunuio, 8 uay aAa wraba.
OkasbiBaetTcs OH npegHaMmepeHHo
oxuaan y asepen wraba, U korga s
OONOXun 0O CBOEM npubbLITUM, OH
npurnacun  MNPoOMTUCb C  HUM MO
Tepputopum oTpsaa. Msl nownu.
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One day | heard his family name
announced on the selector (intercom
system). He was being called for some
reason throughout all the offices. The
beating of my heart within my body
became more rapid. Something is
suspicious. | try to find him. It's hard
to do that. Nevertheless, God gave us
an opportunity to meet around lunch
time. We took precautionary
measures; we met behind one of the
buildings. When we met he explained
the situation to me:

“They eavesdropped on our
conversations in my private study.
Theyre sending me away - a
reassignment — and | don’'t know what
will happen next. Continue to pray for
us. Get ready, for they are preparing
to arrest you within ten days. Many
thanks to you from our entire family; we
learned many interesting things. And
now we have a Bible, and we know
now how it should be read and how it
works. You will always remain in our
hearts. We're truly happy that we got
acquainted with you, and your work
and our discussions brought happiness
to us. We don't regret anything, even if
they discharge me from the army.”

We shook hands warmly and
parted. The parting, it turned out, was
forever.

On the second day, after we had

said goodbye to each other, the
substitute commander of political
training called for me. | heard my

name, and | went to the headquarters.
It tumed out that he was deliberately
waiting at the door, and when |
announced my arrival, he invited me



OH 3agaét Bonpochl, 1 OTBEYar
ytTo Mory. A Korga 3awnuM Mol 3a
3naHue wraba, oH CTaér nuMuUoM KO
MHe. Masa nonunucb Kak Yy
XWBOTHOrO npen ceBoen  Ao0biyen.
(CaM OH CUNBHOrO TENOCMNOXEHUS.)
Cxsatun asymMs nanbuyamu MOW HOC,
noaATAHYN MeHss [o cebs, 3arem
o603Ban cambiMK TSXKENLIMUA MNITOXUMMN
cnoamu. Hy, a NOTOM MEHsi TOMNKHYnN
OT cebs, YTO A yneTen oT Hero CrMHoOu
Ha3a[ Ha 3eMn, B KaKWe-TO KyCTbl.
OH TONKO NPOU3HEC:

«lapuHa! A Teba BCcE poBHO
nocaxy u CrHoK 3a moero ocduuepa. A
atoro Tebe He npouy».

OH ywén. Y MeHst ¢ Hoca wwna
CUNbHO KpoBb. H ObiCTpO wWén B
30aHve poTbl, NpUaepXuBasl KpoBb.
Bce 6binu B yXace, 1 BeCb okasancs
BbIMa3aH B KpoBu. [ae-To OKOno 4aca,
MOKPbIM MNONOTEHUEM S OCTaHOBUN B
HOCY KpOBOTEYEHUE.

A wuatm Bnepeag Heobxogumo,
npoaomkarts oxuaaTte passsskm. U
BepuTb bory, ubo TOnbKO OH AOMKEH
BC& yCTpOUTb B Bone csoei. H 3Han,
3a 4YTO 3annoyeHa ueHa. Cnasa bory!

for a walk through the territory of

the detachment. We went walking.

He asks questions, and |
answer what | can. When we arrived
at the back of the headquarters
building, the commander stopped and
faced me. His eyes filled up with the
look of an animal facing its prey. (His
physical frame was very muscular) He
grabbed my nose with two fingers and
pulled me to himself, then swore at me
with the harshest vulgarities. Well, and
then he shoved me away from himself
with such strength that | flew
backwards to the ground, into some
bushes.

“You reptile!” he pronounced
distinctly. “I will still imprison you and
make you rot for my officer. | will not
forgive you for this.”

He left. My nose was bleeding
profusely. | quickly went to the
company building, holding back the
blood. Everyone was horrified to see
me all smeared in blood. | spent nearly
an hour trying to stop the bleeding with
a wet towel.

It was necessary to go forward. |
had to hope and wait for a final
outcome. | had to believe that God
would arrange it, as only he could. It
would be according to his will. | knew
for what the price was paid. Praise
God!



rMABA 12 — TPETWUA APECT

MpoxoauT pecatb OXuaaembix
aHen.  [MonHoe 3aTtuwbe, TOYHO Kak
npea Kakuma-To B3pPbIBOM.
OpnuHHaguatbii AeHb. Bce Ha yTpeHein
uszapagke. Mocne duazapsgku
BpEMS 3anpaBuTb KpOBaTb U NPUBECTU
ceba B NOpsAOK Ha BeCb CNyXebHbli
OEeHb.

OauH M3 mMaTtpocoe noaoweén ao
MEeHS U cnpocun: «3To He 3a Toboi nNu
nayT»?

A cnpocun: «Kto»?

«Mogonau K OKHY U NOCMOTPU Ha
nnawuy», ckasan mMaTtpoc.

A nogoweén, CMOTPK CO BTOPOro
ataxa Hawen potel. O aga, vayr 3a
MHOWM, conaartbl KpacHONOroHwmku, BB

(BHyTpenue Boiicka). Wpétr mown
cneposarens, naer MOé
KomaHaosaHue.  Tenepb yxe Bcé!

TeepauT MOE CO3HaHWe, 4YTO MOW
nocnegHWn OeHbs B OTpAge, U no
BEPOATHOCTH, 5 Oonblue B OTpSA He
BO3BpallyCb. Tenepb MEeHs OXuaawT
COBCEM [pyrue nyTu MO KOTOPbIM
HeobxoaMMo uaTW, U Apyrue ycnosus
XKU3HWU. [lpyrue cpaxeHus U Ha Apyrux

nonsx, HW4YEM He rnoxogue Ha
npexHue. O boxe! [Oawn cunbi
yCTOATH!

Bea poTta B cbope,
KOMMYHUCTUYECKas cTaHgapTHas

3aroToBKa, TOMHO Kak Ha yTbonbHOM
none; oAHa U3 KomaHa - ObléT
wrpadHON yaap, HaurpaHHbid nNo
aomawHen 3arotoske. [loabimaroTtcs
MaTpochl, Te, KTO eLlé Byepa
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CHAPTER 12 - THE THIRD
ARREST

Ten days pass by. Anticipation
builds. Complete calm, exactly like the
calm before a storm. Or an explosion.
The eleventh day. Everyone is at the
morning physical exercises. After the
physical exercises it was time to fix the
bed and bring myself in order for the
entire military day.

One of the sailors came up to me
and asked: “Are those soldiers coming
for you?”

“‘Who?" | asked.

“Come to the window and look at
the parade-ground,” said the sailor.

| approached the window of the
second story of our company and
looked. O yes, they're coming for me —
the soldiers of the “red-drivers” (VV —
vnutreniye voiska — internal troops).
Here comes my investigator; here
come my commanding officers. It's all
over! My consciousness confirms that
this is my last day in the detachment.
In all probability, | will not return to the
detachment. Completely different
roads now wait for me, and | will have
to travel those roads. There will be
different conditions, different battles on
different fields — nothing resembling the

past. O God! Give me strength to
withstand!
The whole company was

assembled — the standard Communist
stockpiling — exactly like on a soccer
field, one of the teams kicks the
penalty shot, won by the home field
advantage. The sailors rise up against
me. They're the same ones who just



yneibanca co mHow, obwanuch, C

KOTOpPbIMU 3a OAHUM CTONOM
3aBTpakanu, obenanu, Aenunucb
HOBOCTAMU cnopra, u Opyrumu
BneYvyaTtneHnsaMu. A cerogHa B WUX

pykax 3anucku obsuHsOWKNE MeHSA. He
TPYQHO AoragarbCsl, KTo nucan 3Tu
3anUCKN, HO OHW BCE Nacunu oaHO U
TO Xe: 8 onaceH Ans oduwecrsa, U
MeHs Heobxoaumo ybparthb OT Hero.
MogbimaeTca oauvH oduuep, U
NPOTankMBaeT IOXb, YTO A HOYaMM
xoa4y no Apyrum potam, Byxy yctanbix
MaTpocoB, KOTopble A06poCcOBECTHO
HecyT cnyxby, pacckasbiBalo UM Mpo
CBOKO PENUrnio, U aruTUpy Ux cratb

Ha MOA nyTb. 3O™M mMaTpochbl He
BbICNABLUKUCH, NpUXoasT Ha
TEOpPEeTUYECKME 3aHATUS U TaMm
ApemMaioT.

Kakas Tonbko noxs. Kro komy

He aasan cnatb? BOT Bam 1 Npuémbl
KIb, ¢ ux ycrapeswumn metogamu. U
KTO 3TM MeToadbl He 3HaeTr? 31U
MeToabl M NPUEMbI 3HAKT MHOrMe
niay, KOTopblie UMEKT CBOM MbICNH,
CBOM B3rnsiabl, U XOTAT TX BblpaguTb B
csoboge, M nNO MX NpUHUMNEM
nocTynaTtb, U 3a 3TO OHW 3anfOTUNK
Oonblwyld UeHy Xu3nu. [ns 3TuX
niogei 0YeHb 3HAKOMbI 3TU MeToabl
NOXHbIX 0OBMHEHMA U BCe  UX
3aroTOBKM.

3arem cnegoBarens 3a4UThbiBaeT
NOCTaHOBNEHWE MNpOKypopa, 4TO C
CEerofHsALHero AHs, 8 apecToBaH, W
yTo cyn y meHs Oyaert ype3 15 aHen.
Cyan Oyaoet nokasaTtenbHbiM 34ecCb B
yacTu.
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yesterday smiled with me and
interacted with me; we sat at the same
table and ate breakfast and lunch; we
talked about sports news and other
impressions. And yet, today they hold
notes in their hands that accuse me.
It's not hard to guess who wrote those
notes that state the same thing: | am a
danger to society, and it is imperative
to take me away from it.

One officer rises to promote a lie:
That | visit other companies at night
and wake up tired sailors, who
conscientiously fulfill their military
service, and tell them about my religion
and agitate them to follow my path.
The sailors don't get enough sleep,
and they come to theoretical studies
classes and doze off.

What a lie! Who did not allow
them to sleep? Here are your KGB
techniques, with their antiquated
methods. Who is not familiar with
them? These methods and techniques
are known by many people, who have
their own thoughts and views and want
to express them in a free way and live
by those principles. And for this they
paid a heavy price in life. For these
people, the methods of false
accusations and all their provisions are
well known.

Afterwards, the investigator read
out the resolution of the prosecutor,
that from this day | was under arrest,
and that my trial would occur within
fifteen days. The show trial would take
place in the unit.



Bce npouenypbl 3aKOHYEHbI, W

MEHS CHOBa YBO3AT B Te Xe
noaBanbHble KaMepbl, B Tex Xxe
ycnosuax. Cenyac MHe 00bsBnstorT,

YTO MHE pa3peLUeHHO YuTaTb raseTbl u
XypHanbel. 3a 3t 15 gHen s aonxeH
0O3HaKOMUTBLCA C MOUM NCYHbLIM OEMNOM.
Ecnn ectb Kakue BONpPOCHI, WX
HeobxoauMMO BCe paccTaBuTb A0 cyaa.
BonpocoB MHOro — orseyarb HEKOMY.
3TN NOAW HE OTBEYaT HU 3a cebs, HKU
33 CBOW A3blK, HX 3@ CBOW AEUCTBUSA.
Takast ux no3uuma pyKoBOACTBa CBOEWN
NIUYHOCULIO, Takas MX  OLKHKa
LIEHHOCTEe.

XXanb, 4YTO Ha poAVHE HUKTO M
HU4yero He 3HawT. Ecnu Bbl XOTb
Kakoe-to coobueHue ortocnartb, A
abconTHO YyBEpPEeH, YTO XTU [HK

MOEro oxuaaHus cyga, Obinu Obl
OHAMKM NOCTOB M mMonuTe. Monunuceh
Obl ¥ pogHble, MonMMMUCb  Obl

MHOXECTBO ApYy3ei No ApYruM pasHbiM
ropoaaMm. Ho 3TOro npouecca HWUKTO
He 3Han.

MeHss Bor BEn OAHWUM, KOTOPbLIA
BCE MOE HeBeaoMmoOe, B3An noa CBOE
noAYvMHEHWe, nog CBOK BNactb B
csoen Bone. Tenepb Ha4YMHAETCA MOW
CpOK, @ KakuM AnNUHHbIM OH ByaeT — He
3Haw. Cenyac pelleHbe He3emMHoro
cypa. ®anatuam? HepeanbHOCTbL?
Bcé peanbHo! bor o4eHb 4acrto
oTBEYaeT 4ype3 CTpagaHusi, Cnésbl, U
Bonu.
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All the procedures ended, and
they carried me off again to the same
basement cells, with the same
conditions. At this time they
announced that | was permitted to read
newspapers and magazines. During
these fifteen days | was supposed to
become familiar with my personal file,
and if there were any questions, it was
necessary to arrange them before the
trial. There were many questions — but
nobody to answer them. These people
are not responsible for themselves —
neither for their words nor for their
deeds. The position they take towards
the management of their own person is
the same as their appraisal of values.

Its a pity that no one in my
motherland knows about my situation.
If only | could send them some kind of
communication, | am absolutely
confident that these days before the
trial would be committed to fasting and
prayer. My relatives would pray, and
most of the friends from various cities
would pray. But no one from my
homeland knew about this process.

God led me on a solitary path.
He took all that was unknown to me
under his discipline, under his
authority, and under his will. Now
begins my term. But how long it will be
— | dont know. At the moment, the
decision is in the heavens! The
decision is of an unearthly (heavenly)
court. Is it fanaticism? Non-reality?
It's all real! God very often answers
through sufferings, tears, and pains.



Hous npeaq cygom  Obina
o6conTHO cnokonHas. 310 Obina
MOMUTBEHHAA HOYb, rae A npoaorKan
MOMUTLCS U NonaraTbCsl TONbKO Ha ero
nomows. [MpuxoasT BOCNOMWUHAHWUA
CyaoB, Ha KOTOPbIX MHOro pas
NPUCYCTBOBAnN CaMm; HEKoTopble U3
ApY3ei yxXe OCYXOEHHbl, TAHYT CpokKa.
A 310 Bpemsa Obin B nuHuK. CeroaHs
mMon yepen. CerogHs MOE Bpems.
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The night before the trial was
absolutely calm. This was a night of
prayer, where | continued to pray and
depend only on God's assistance.
There comes to mind other ftrials, which
| had attended many times; some of
the friends are already sentenced and
serving their terms. At that time, | was
in line. But today it's my turn. Today is
my time.



MABA 13 - CY U NPUITOBOP

WHTepecHoe coBnageHue 3Toro
AOHS:
26 ceHTAOpA — MOeMmy OTuy [AeHb
pOXAEHWS.
26 ceHTAOpRs — pOBa roga TOMmy, A
NpUHUManN CBATOE BOAHOE KpelleHue,
BCTynuB B 3aseTe ¢ borom.
26 ceHTA0bpsA — MEHA cyanT.

Mpusén ceba B nopsaoK, Tenepb
YK€ NnoJ KOHBOEM Be3yT B OTpsg Ha
cya. bnaropapHocte bory, 3a
abconioTHbLIV NOKOW B AyLUe.

B wmawwHe no popore A
BCMOMHUN ncanom MONOAEXM,
KOTOPbIA Ma NoBUnNn UCNONHAT:

«MonoabiM KanuTaHam Bepbl,

Hanpasnsowmm B Hebo nyTb,

# xenato Bepbl 6€3 mepbl

M uyTtob myxecTBo kpenna rpyas!
Ha nyTu ByayT BeTpbl FOHEHWUA,
W 3atuwebe, kak menu obmMaH,

W noasoaHble KaMHU COMHEHUIA,
W HeBepbs rHETYLLUUIA TYMaH».
(MecHn BospoxaeHus, Ne 772)

[a, cerogHs 51 B nuHUK. CeroaHs
s AonmkeH ObiTb MMEHHO 3aechb. boxe
mon! [lomoru cerogHs nNPoOUTU 3TOT
kopugop. [Momorn nepexuTs AeHb
cyna. Tenepb Oyner XOTb Kakasa-To
onpeaenéHHoCTb.
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CHAPTER 13 - TRIAL AND
JUDGMENT

There was an
synchronicity on this day:

September 26" — my father's

date of birth;

September 26" — two years since

| accepted holy water baptism,

entering into a covenant with

God;

September 26" — the day of my

trial and judgment.

interesting

After | had tidied myself, they
took me by convoy to the trial at the
detachment. Thank God for absolute
peace in my soul.

In the car along the way |
remembered a psalm that the youth
loved to perform:

“Young captains of faith,

Leading the way into heaven,

| desire faith without measure

And courage to strengthen my

chest.

On the path will be winds of
persecution,

And calm on the shore of
falsehood,

And underwater rocks of doubt,
And unfaithful oppressive fog.”
[Songs of Rebirth, No. 772]

Yes, today | was in line. Today |
was meant to be, namely, here. Oh,
my God! Help me pass through this
corridor today. Help me live through
the day of trial. Now at least there will
be some Kind of certainty.



Cya Havanca B 9 uacos yTpa.
Ha cya npuneknu MHOro NOCTOPOHHWUX
nogen, obLWecTBEeHHOCTU  ropoaa,
MHOrO NoAen, KOTOPbIX BUXY BNepsbie
B vacTu. Mon cya okasancs
obuwecTeeHHbIM 3penuwiem. [lpouecc
cyaa npoxoaun npoaomMKUTENbHOCTLIO
BOCEMb Y4acoB.

Bce obBuHeHUs B MOn agpece:

(1) A vHakombicnawmin. Mos Bepa

HEe MOei CTpaHbl; 3TO 3epHO
penurum us-3a rpaHuubl, 3anag
unu AmMepuka.
Taxown penurum Henb3s
AOBEPSATb; OHa B NOANONbLU
UMEET MHOr0 [rpsA3HbIX Aen,
BOBMEYEHME MOnoAabiX NAen.

(2)

Mevaraerca noanonbLHO
XpucTuaHckas nureparypa.

(3) Bce aTo NPOAYKT
uMnepuanuama. Iopen,
KOTOpble nonanu nog WX
BMusSHWEe, ux  Heobxoaumo

ybupatb ¢ obuwecrtea, nbo OHU

Oyayr panbwe pacceBaTtb 3TU

ceMeHa 3na Ana  Hawero

aTencTu4ecKoro

KOMMYHUCTUYECKOro

obLwexnTus.

Oduuepamu BbinMBanacb Ta xe

NOXb, YTO A 3aHUMAKOCh NponaraHaou,
XOXY HOYbIO MO 30aHUAM APYruxX poT

yrosapuear MaTpoCcoB B CBOKO
penuruto.
Kak BCE TONbKO aewéso

cmoTputhes. Cya npoxoavT Ha ypoBHE
NOAPOCTKOBOro ymasaknioyeHusa. Kak
MOXHO NMPOWTU HOYbKD B APYryi0 POTY,
rae Ha nocTy TpU AHEeBanbHbiX U OAUH
OEXypHbin no pote? Tak, k10
3agypMmaHeH? Koro nbiTaloTca 3aechb
3aQypMaHuTL?
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The trial started at 9 AM. The
trial attracted many bystanders from
the local community, many people that
| saw for the first time in the unit. My
trial turned out to be a public spectacle.
The process of the trial went on for the
duration of eight hours.

The following charges were
addressed:

(1) I was a dissident. My faith was
not from my country; it was a
seed from a foreign religion,
from the west or from America.

(2) This kind of religion was not to
be trusted; it was known for
many dirty deeds in the
underground. It enticed young
people. It printed underground
Christian literature.

(3) It was a product of imperialism.
People who fell under their
influence needed to be taken
away from society, for they also
would spread the same seeds of
hate for our atheistic communist
society.

The officers also spread the
same lies, that | was spreading
propaganda, and that | went at night to
the buildings of other companies and
persuaded sailors to accept my
religion.

How cheap everything appears.
The trial proceeds at the level of a
juvenile mentality. How can someone
pass through to another company at
night when there are three orderlies
and one duty guard in each company?
So, who is fooled here? Who are they

trying to stupefy?



31y cuctemy cnyxObl 3HaOT 30echk B
3ane COTHU CUASALWMX NI0AEer, YTo 3TO
npakTuyeckn HepeanbHoe oOBUHEHME.
oo CMOAT TUXO U CNOKOMHO. U3 HUX
HE NPOMONBUT W CnoBa, XOTS MNpu
BCEM, BCE T[OHMMAKT YTO UM
NPOMbLIBAKOT  MO3rM. He meHs
oaypMaHusaioT. Her.

MHe TONbKO XOTAT [A0Ka3aTb:
«Bor MbI ¥“ Hawa BnacTb. He
cornacuncs oTkasatbCcs — nonyyaw!
3710 B Hawen cune caenarts ¢ Tobon
4YTO Mbl XOTUM»!

B 3an BBOASAT BCEX MaTpoOCOB.
[1Ba Tbica4n.
3an nonmyyYuncs HanuykaH, CroBHO
poiba B cetn. [biwarts Heyem. Ot
nepeHanpaseHus CUMbHbIE TONOBHbIE
6onu, a 3aech eLé 1 Bo3ayxa HerT.

pomoOBbIM ronocomM, MNpPOKypop,
oT umeHn Hapoaa Cosetckoro Colo3a,
Ha OCHOBaHWW MOEW BWHbI, 3anpocun
CeMb NeT CTPOroro pexuma.

«BAy! NOHEecnocs B 3ane.
«3anpocun NOTOMNOK 3TOM CTaTbu».

Cyn ypansetcsa Ha 3acgaluve.
3710 Bpems rpoboBon TULWIMHLL. Bce B
OXUAAHWM, a YTO CKaxeT Ccyabsa?
Kakoe-T0 MrHoBeHue W pasBsska, B
OKOHYaTenbHOM OnpeaeneHuu.

Cnasa bory! B artor peHb
Focnogp xpaHun MOE€ cepaue B
nonHoM Mupe, B nokoe. $ Bsugen
KOHKpeTHO 3awuTty boxbto. OH gasan
CNOBO Ha ycrax Toraa, Koraa
Heobxoaumo Bbino ckasaTb.
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This system of service is known here in
the hall by hundreds of assembled
people; they know it's a fictitious
accusation. The spectators sit quietly
and calmly. None of them dares to
utter a word, even though through the
entire proceedings they all understand
that they are being brain-washed.
They are not trying to benumb me. No.

They simply want to prove to me:
“Here we are and here's our authority.
Since you refused to renounce your
religion — take this! It is in our power to
do with you whatever we want!”

They bring in all the sailors — two
thousand of them. The hall becomes
very stuffy. It's like fish in a net.
There's no fresh air to breathe. The
pressure is too much to bear, and my
head starts to ache severely.

With a thunderous voice, the
prosecutor announces: “By the name
of the people of the Soviet Union,
based on his guilt, he receives seven
years of a strict regime.”

‘Wow!" was the sound that
traveled through the hall. “He received
the ceiling of this provision.” Seven
years was the highest sentence
permitted by law.

The court withdrew for a
conference. This was a time of grave
silence. Everyone waits for the final
verdict: What will the judge say? It will
happen in an instant — an outcome with
a final decision.

Praise God! On this day
the Lord kept my heart in perfect
peace, in stillness. | saw the actual
protection of God. He had given the
word in those situations when it was
necessary to speak, and he had given



[asan  MyagpocTb  BUAETb  BCHO
CUTyaUMio, 1 B HEN OPUEHTUPOBATLCS.
[Ona meHa ocoboro 3Ha4yeHus He umen
MOW CpOK. H npocTto xoten 4Tobbl
ObicTpen Obl BCE 3aKOHYMNOCb Obl.
Cpok, nonobomy yxe Byay TAHYTb A.

«Bcrars! Cyn naéTtr»!
pa3ganack KoMaHaa.

Cynbs 3a4MTbiBaeT Moé
obBuHEHNE, MOE npecTynneHve wu

OCTaHaBNMBAEeTCA Ha CpOKe YeTbipe
roga obwero pexuma. Bpems
nposeaéHHoe B YyacTtu nog
CneacTteMeM He 3acuyuTbiBaTh. Torga
obuwas CINOXHOCTb yeTbipe c
nonosuHon roga. Bcé! 3akoHuunocs!
Basanu noa cTpaxy u B Ty xe kamepy!

Muoro aHanuaos, uTorwm,
BOCNOMUHAHMA  npolleawero  AHs
OTOABWHYNM COH Ha BTOpoW nnaH. He
caenan Kakow-To owubkn B Moen
peuyn? Bcé nu ObiNO NOHATHLIM YTO A
BbiCKasbiBan? Bcé nu 8 caenan Tak,
KaK [0MKHO Bbino BbITh?

Moss monutea k bory! Cnasa
Tebe Nocnoau! Mebl npownu 3TOT 3Tan
BpeMeHn ¢ Tobon BMecTe, U NpoLunu
TO TBOEW CXeMe 1 Nno TBOEWN Bone.

Kak Tonbko Xxo4eTcs nepeparb
3Ty BecTb oTuy U matepu! B Hac Her
HUKAKMX KOHTAKTOB. $ MONHOCTLID OT
HUX OTpe3aH B WHMOPMaUUn yxe
CKONbKO BpemMeHn. OHUM HUYyero He
3HaT 060 MHe, 1 4YTO co MHOK. OgHO

TONbKO 3HAWT — YTO S nog
cneacrteueMm. PasymMoMm nOHMMa, 4To
nonooomy, Kakue-To YyyBCTBa

npoxoavnu Yypes ux cepgue. Xo4etcs
nepegartb:
«Mana n mama! He BonHynTecs!
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wisdom to see the entire situation and
be guided by it. For me, there was no
specific meaning to my sentence. |
only wanted for all this to end as soon
as possible. | will have to carry out the
sentence either way.

“Stand up! The court is in
session!” the command resounded.

The judge reads out the charge
and my crime. He stops at a period of
four years for the total sentence. The
time spent under investigation in the
unit would not be counted. So the total
sum was actually four-and-a-half years.
That's it! It was finished! They took
me under guard and returned me to the
same cell.

A lot of analysis, review, and
recollections of the preceding day
pushed away any chance of sleep. Did
| make any mistakes in my speech?
Was everything | said comprehensible?
Did | do everything the way it was
supposed to be?

My prayer to God — thank you,
Lord! We went through this stage
together. We passed over it according
to your design and your will.

How | wish | could communicate
this news to my father and mother! We
don't have any contact, and I'm
completely cut off from them. | haven't
received any information from them for
such a long time. They don’'t know

anything about me, and what's
happening to me. They only know one
thing — | am under investigation.

Mentally, | understand that either way

there are certain feelings that passed

through their hearts. | want to transmit:
“Papa and Mama! Don’t worry!



Yxe ectb onpepeneHue! Tenepb
TONKO MonuTecb 4Tobbl bor gan cunbl
npouTM W Aanblie AoCTorHO». Kak
TONbKO Xxo4ercs, nocne TX Oypb
nepexvsBaHui, NPUHECTU UM TOMNbKO
CNOBOM CBOWM TULUMHY, AOHECTU UM
BHyTpeHee ucuenexue B8 ux
cTpagaHuax u Bonsx, paspywuTs BCe
NpeanonoXeHus, TPEBOXHbIE
OXWAaHUA nevanbHbiXx HoBocTen. Kak
X04eTCs AOHEeCTU K HUM Cnosa:

«Cnasa bory! Tenepb GyabTe B
nokoe».

Ho yBbl! OHU HUYEro He 3HaKT O
BCEM CBEpLUMBLLUEMCS.

nybokon Houbio, Bor nocertun
MEHA B MONUTBE. MHe cunbHO
XOTenoCb MOMUTCH, U OCTaHOBUTCA
NPOCTO He XxoTenocb. bor HanonHan
ocobon papocTbio. A 3arem A
NOAHANCA CO CBOEro CnanbHOoro wura
(HOpbI) U TPOMKO BCKUKHYN:

«Cnasa bory»!

[lexypHblii  OTKpblBaeT aBepu
MOEW Kamepbl: «4TO0 CNy4unnocsb,
OCYXAEHHbIN»?

A obbcHaw emy:  «[llocnywait
MeHs. Kakue TONbKO COKbITUA B OA4UH
peHb. CerogHs nane Moemy — AeHb
POXAEHUSA, CEeroaHs B POAHOM Aoue
cembsi 6bina B cbope. [1Ba roga Tomy
Ha3aa A NPUHAN BOAHOE KpelueHue,
BCTynuB B 3aBeT ¢ borom. CerogHs 26
ceHTAbpa A nonyuun cpok. Ckonbko
cobbiTuin 26 ceHTROps»!

Huwyero He ckasan, AeXypHbIi
NOCTOAN MUHYTY, AiBE, W 3aKpbin ABEpPb
MOEW Kamepbl.
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A decision has been made! Pray
that God will now give me strength to
continue forward in a worthy manner.”
How | would like — after all the storms
of their personal experience — to bring
them stillness with only my word. And
to dispatch inner healing for their
sufferings and pains; and to destroy all
the assumptions that trouble them as
they anticipate receiving sad news.
How | wish | could deliver to them the
words:

“Praise God! Be at peace now!”

But, alas! They are not aware of
all that has come to pass.

In the dark of night, God visited
me in my prayers. | had a strong
desire to pray, and | simply did not
want to stop. God filed me with a
special joy. | got up from my plank-bed
(hole) and loudly exclaimed:

“Praise God!"
The guard opened the door of my
cell and said, “What happened,

condemned man?”

| explain to him: “Listen to me.
What an extraordinary sequence of
events in one day. Today is my
father's birthday, and today the family
is assembled in our house. Two years
ago, on this very day, | accepted water
baptism and entered into a covenant
with God.  Today, the 26" of
September, | received my sentence.
How many events coincided on this
day!”

The duty officer did not say a
word. He stood for a minute or two,
and then he closed the door of my cell.






Pastor Vasil Zavgorodniy gave me two discs that had his story translated by his daughter
Inna and narrated by Paul J. Wigowsky. | spent hours at a recording studio in a church
in Sacramento narrating Pastor Zavgorodniy’s story. | was glad to work with Vasil on his
story (CDs and book) for free because | was sympathetic with his story, especially since
my father had also spent time in a Soviet prison for his Christian faith.

Listen to the audio version:

https://wigowsky.com/RGT/books/VasilZ1.MP3 Part 1 (28:50)
https://wigowsky.com/RGT/books/VasilZ2.MP3 Part 2 (27:55)
https://wigowsky.com/RGT/books/VasilZ3.MP3 Part 3 (37:18)

TORCH OF FIRE
FROM AZUSA STREET TO

ODESSA, UKRAINE

THE STORY OF
IVAN VORONAEV

- written by Vasil Zavgorodniy
- translated by Inna Zavgorodniy
- narrated by Paul J. Wigowsky
\ {background music)
See Chapter 2 (Voronaev) 2 audio files
https://wigowsky.com/RGT/books/Voronaev1.MP3 (narrated by Paul J. Wigowsky)
https://wigowsky.com/RGT/books/voronaev2.MP3



https://wigowsky.com/RGT/books/VasilZ1.MP3
https://wigowsky.com/RGT/books/VasilZ2.MP3
https://wigowsky.com/RGT/books/VasilZ3.MP3
https://wigowsky.com/RGT/books/Voronaev1.MP3
https://wigowsky.com/RGT/books/voronaev2.MP3

Vaslly Zavgorodnily was b
Evangelical Chureh In the
Union, where almost thre

Christian brothers had been: Bianishe

jails and labor camps. Some of ‘them
7 passed through the GULAG system.inithe

1940’s. In the 1960's, many brothes from o

Bishop  church served time in jails under fhe stict
Paslor Evangelist regime.

During his. childhood and feenage years, Vasily went
through many difficutfies. The church, as well as the families
in the church 'were heavily persecuted by the KGB.

Vasily was amrrested in 1975 and passed through the jails of
the former atheistic communist KGB: Brest, Bryansk, Kharkov,
Odessa, then Kherson.

He was released in September, 1979. Soon afterwards he
accepted a church position in the city of Odessa, and he
was ordained as a pastor, and continued to be followed and
persecuted.

The year 1988 was the beginning of a new epoch for Chris-
fians. Affer the disintegration of the Soviet Union., there was
freedom to preach the Gospel. A new church called Re-
birth* opened up in the city of Odessa, where Vasily served as
the pasfor. He continued to serve as pastor in another
church that opened up, "Emmanuel.” He was also ordained
fo serve as a bishop in the Odessa region. All this time he was
dedicated fo evangelization, opening new churches, and
participation in Bible seminars and conferences.

In 1995, the Zavgorodnly family moved to live in the USA,
where Vasily continued to work in churches and in the orga-
nization of new churches and evangelization services. He
was a speaker at seminars and conferences.

In our fime God has moved Vasily to a new service fo reach
peopie who are in pain and ftears, and many of those who
suffer.

“The Sovereign Lord has given me an instructed tongue, fo
know the word that sustains the wearyr” (Isaiah 50:4)

Vasily has many moving testimonies which help peopie of
this couniry who experience difficult crises. Many people re-
ceive liberation from despair and depression and God keeps
many of them from the brink of crises.




[Note: My personal assessment of Vasil Zavgorodniy’s book “My Crucible of Suffering”
is that the title is appropriate for the subject matter. Vasil spent time in a gulag. In spite
of some brethren making him change the title later to “The Treasure of Strength in
Adversity”, the original title makes sense in the context of biblical references to the
imitation of Christ that a believer performs when he becomes a Christian, and when he
does as Jesus said, “Take up thy cross, and follow me.” | add an endnote citation to
clarify why the original title should stand on solid ground. No changes!]

Endnote citation:

In the Bible, the "crucible of suffering" refers to a period of intense trials and hardships that
serve as a test of faith, much like a crucible refines gold by burning away impurities. This
concept suggests that suffering is not random or meaningless, but rather a divine process
that can lead to spiritual growth, deeper understanding of God, and ultimately, greater faith.

The Bible uses the metaphor of a crucible, a vessel used to melt and purify metals, to
illustrate how suffering can purify and strengthen one's faith. Just as a goldsmith removes
impurities from gold by exposing it to intense heat, God can use suffering to remove sinful
tendencies and imperfections from believers' lives.

Through suffering, believers can develop virtues like patience, endurance, and hope. The
experience can also lead to a greater appreciation for God's grace, mercy, and faithfulness.

The Book of Job, the life of Joseph, and the Apostle Paul's experiences offer examples of
individuals who endured profound suffering and ultimately found redemption and a deeper
understanding of God's ways.

Jesus himself experienced the ultimate "crucible of suffering" on the cross, demonstrating
the depth of God's love and sacrifice for humanity. His suffering provides a model for
believers facing their own trials, offering hope and assurance of God's
presence. https://dailyverses.net/suffering/kjv


https://dailyverses.net/suffering/kjv

