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The intimate recollections of

From her forthcoming book ‘Twenty Letters to a Friend
by Swvetlana Alliluyeva

The history of modern Russia
may never be told dispassion-
ately; all thar is wricten has to
be weighed against the author's
personal view. The men who
could really rell us the facts are
not the kind who will. Or they
are dead, or murdered, and we
are left to select and reject and,
mn the end, try to assemble, like
a gigantic jigsaw puzzle, the events of 50 years. Now a
new provocarive piece of the puzzle lies on the rable.

When Stalin's daughrer, Sverlana Alliluyeva, came to
this country this year she brought with her 2 manuseripe
called Towenty Letters to a Friend which will be pub-
lished next month by Harper & Row. Here Lire begins
the first of two instalments from her book.

Mrs. Alliluyeva’s work should be read more for per-
sonal experience and the intimare feeling of things than
for political history. Born ar the center of power she
writes of a private world ringed with horror. And out of
her recollections comes a picture of herself as she strug-
gles to find within her fared family the essence of human
dignity. She wrote her book in 1963 as letters to some-
one she prefers not to identify, other than to say that he
is a scientist who belongs to “the world of literature.”

Family pictures in Suvetlaria’s Russian home

Mrs. Alliluyeva says herself
thar her bock is not polirical his-
tory bur adds, "“This does not
mean that the political history
of the country was unknown to
me." She prefers to call whar
she has written “lyrical report-
ing about events which [ knew
myself, about people whom |
knew myself.” That her writing
should be compared to that of Tolstoy and Turgenev
she finds “'very funny,” but her description of the Soviet
scene invites the comparison. Running through the book
is a brooding love for the vast and enigmaric land of
Russia, a fatalistic horror of the things which Russians
did because—as Tolstoy once argued—rheir very Rus-
sianness willed the doing. The picture thar she gives of
her father—a gruff, suspicious, autocratic man who was
unexpectedly prudish in small marters, Byzantine in the
extreme, loving to his daughrer in an absent-minded way
—is one thar only a daughter could know. And Mrs.
Alliluyeva's account of her mother’s death turns new
light on an incident abour which historians have been
uncertain for a generation. Her recollections echo the
tragic Slavic folk rtale—one by one, mother, broth-
ers, uncles and aunts come to violent ends or go mad.
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Jele aleeays w personal attachonent to

talls about her book and her mem- vy father . . . wor what could be
ories of her futher. "I avoided being  called a confidence, Iut an attach-
u judge of wy father, wwhich [abso-  mment, of chifd to father. It wwus there.
lutely comot be,” she explaing. "1 Ver, I cammut forget it—unfortunite-

: 5. WS :{
Iy." In her book she recalls how Sta-
Itn enjoyed stretehing ot ott a deck
chair with a book amd ki official pa-
pers or the newspapers''—us he is at
right, relaxing o the exrly 9301,

n the village of Zhukovka, evening sun
lights the grass and the woods with gold. These
woods are a small casts [outside .\foscow}, an
oasis where roads and dac/tas aren't builc any
more. The grass is mowed in the clearings and
the underbrush cut away. People come here ro
relax, The visitor from Moscow has enly ro
spend three or four hours roaming the farest
and breathing its air ro feel cured, strength-
ened, rebarn, resred from all cares. He purs a
faded bouquet of wildfowers on the rack of
the electric rrain and goes back to the teeming
streets of Moscow. For a long time after that
he will advisc evervone he knows to spend Sun-
day hiking in the woods. Sooner or later they
will all go by on the pach, pase the fence and
the house | hve i,

I have lived in these waonds and this parr of
the warld all my 37 ycars [written in 1963].
What diffecence does it make thar my life and
these houses have changed? The waads are srill
the same. The villagers still draw dheir warer
from wells and do their cooking on kerosenc
stoves. Cows still low and hens cluck inside
the village hurs. Yet relevision antennas stick
up from the gray, mambledown roofs and the
girls wearnylon blouses and sandals from Hun-
gary. Bur the grass and the birch forest have a
sweet smell, the golden pines are just the same
and the same country reads go off ro Petrov-
skoye and Znamenskoye.

This is where | belong—nor in the Kremlin,
where I lived for 25 years. There is-a feeling
of space here; there are ficlds and sky. There’s
a nice old church on the hill. True, it’s not
used any more and the trees have grown up
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rank in the enclosure around it, bur ir stands
splendid in the dense greenery and goes on ser-
ving the cause of everlasting good on carth, 1
don't want to be in the city for anything. |
would suffocate there,

Please don’t think [ look on my life as any-
rhin% special. Most of my generation have had
much fuller lives than [. The ones wha are five
ar six years older are the best of all. They're
the ones who went fearlessly and cagerly
straight from their classrooms to the war. Few
of them survived. These who did are the flow-
crofour time. [ have no greae deeds to my cred-
it: I've never been an acror on the stage. Allmy
life was spent behind the secnes.

Ir's dark behind the scenes. You can see the
audience applavding, open-mouthed with de-
light, following the speeches and blinded by

the mulricolored lights und the scenery. You
can sce the acrors, too, playing cheir roles as
czars, gods, scrvancs and exerus. There'sasmell
of mice and glue and old sers. Bur whar an in-
reresting place ir is! It's where the make-up
men, the prompters and costume people have
their being. No one knows berrer than they thar
life is an enormous theater where by no means
cveryone is cast in the role he was meanr for,
The play goes on, passions boil, the heroes
beandish their swards, poets recite, czars are
crowned, castles on the stage cumble and spring
up again in the twinkling of an eye, the faires
and the evil spirits fly, the ghost of the king ap-
pears, Hamler broods—and [as in Poshkin's
tinal srage insrruction] the People arc silent,

I shall tell you about the very end. the
days in carly March 1953, when I was in

TT’S DARK
BEHIND




my father's house warching as he lay dving.

They were rerrible days. The feefing thae
the seeady, firm and familiar ground was ;u:}u
ing beneath my feer began on March 2, when |
wis called our of French class ar the Acudemy
and told that “Malenkov [Georgi Malenkor,
who succeeded Sealin as premier] wants you
tocome t Blizhny." Blizhny, the Russian ward
for “acar,” was che namie of my father's ds-
cha ar Kuntsevo, just outside Maoscow, It was
unprecedented for anyane bur my father ro ask
me o come to the daclir. [ wene with a feel-
ing of disquier.

N

¢ were through the gares when Khru-

shehev and Bulganin waved my car 1o 2 stop in
the driveourside the hotse, | choughe it must be
allover, They toak meh arms. Thev were
boch in tears. “Let’s go n,” cthey said. “Beria
and Malenkav will rell you everyehing:”
Instead of the usual deep silence everyone
was fussing and nnning around. When some-
ane finally told me that my- father had had a
stroke in the night and was unconscious, | oven
“felt 2 lierle relioved: | had thought he was dead
already They found him ar 3 o'clock in the
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moming, in this room, right here, lying on a
rug. They decided to carry him o the nexe
room, to the sofa he usually slepe on. Thar's
where he was now. The docrors were there
0. “You can go in,” somebody told me.

There was 2 whale crowd of people jammed
inta the big room, Doctors | didn't know —Ac-
ademician V. N. Vinogradov, who had looked
after my facher for many years, was now in
jail—were making a eremendous fuss, applying
leeches to his neck and the back of his head,
making cardiograms and raking X-ravs of his
lungs. A nurse kepe givinghim injections and a
doctor joteed it all down 1n a noteboak. A spe-
cial session of the Academy of Medical Sci-
ences was being held somewhere. Another
group of docrors was conferring in the next
room, An artificial respiratory machine had
been broughe from one of the medical rescarch
insritates. Some young doctors had come wirh
it since no one else h;j the faintest idea how o
work it. THe unwicldy thing wis just standing
there idle-and the young doctors were staring
discractedly around, usterly overcome. Every-
one was tptpeing. All fel that someching por
tentous, something almost of majesty, was
going on in this room,

One person was behaving in a way thar was

very nearly obscene. That was Beria [Lavren-
ri Beria, head of the seerer palice, who was
exceuted nine months later], }:;:: was extreme-
ly agitared. His face, repulsive enaugh ar the
best of times, now was rwisted by ambirion,
erucley, cunning and a lust for power. He was
trying so hard at this moment to strike exacrly
the righe balance. to be cunning vet not too cun-
ning. He went up ro the bed and spent a long
rime gazing into the dying man's face, From
time to time my father opened his Beria
stared fixedly ar those clouded eves, anxious
cven now to convince my father thut he was
the most Joyal and devored of all, Unfortunare-
Iy, he had suceeeded for too long.

During the final minutes, as the end was ap-
proaching, Beria suddenly caughr sight of me
and ordered: “Take Sveclana away!" The peo-
ple who were standing around stared, but no
one moved. The second ie was over he darred
inta the hallway ahead of anybady else. The s
lence arnund the deathbed was sharrered by his
loud voice, the ring of triumph unconcealed, as
he shoured: “Khrustalyov! My car!” [Khrus-
talyav was rhe head of Stalin's personal body-
guard,]

He [Beria| was a magnificen modern apeci-
men of the artful courner, the embodimgn, of
Oriental perfidy, Hatrery and hypocrisy wha
had succeeded in confounding even my father,
a man whom it was ordinarily difficulr to de-
ceive, A good deal that this monseer did is now
a blot on my father's name and in 4 good many
things they were guilty :o%erher. ﬁut I have
nat the slightest donbe that Beria used his cun-
ning to rrick my father into other things and

CONTINUED
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lasighed up his slecve abour it afterward,

Now all the ugliness inside him came inco
the open—he couldn’t hold i back. I was by
no means the only one to see i, Burall were tor-
rified of him, They knew that the momene my
father died no one in all Russin would have
greater power,

My father was unconscious; he had lost his
speech and the right side was paralyzed. When-
ever he opened his eyes they leaned over him,
straining to carch a word or read o wish. [ was
sirting ac his side holding his hand and he looked
at me, though [ am sure he couldn’t see me. [
kissed his faccand his hand. There was no long-
er anything more for me to do.

Ir's a srrange thing, but during those days

of illness when he was norhing bur a body out
of which the soul had flown and larer, dun'ng
the davs of leave-taking in the Hall of Col-
umns [where prc\:t\iﬂcﬂt?uﬂﬂ personalities lie
in state], | loved my father more renderly than
1 ever had before. He had been remote from
me, from us, his children, from all his relarives.
Yer cven the grandchildeen who never saw um
loved him and love him scill. When he found
peace ac last on his deathbed and his face be-
came beauniful and serene, | fele my hear
breaking from grief and love.

Neither before nor sinee have I felt such a
powerful welling of contradicrory emotions.
As | stood in the Hall of Columns day afrer
day, unable to speak, T fealized thae 2 deliver-
ance of some kind was under way. | had no
idea whar kind of deliverance it was or whae
form it was going to rake, bur [saw tharic was
g release for me and everyone else from s bur-
den thar had been weighing on the minds and
hearts of usall. They were playing an old Geor-
gian folk.rune with a melody that was sorrow-
fut and full of feeling. [ looked at that beauriful
face in its sadness and reposc and listened to
the funeral music and felr rorn by grief, |
thoughe whar a bad daughrer [ was, that 1 had
been more like a stranger than a danghter to
him and had never been a help rothis lonely spir-
ir, this sick old man, when he was left all alone
on his Olympus, Yer he was, after all, my fa-
ther, a father who had done his best ta love me
anid to whom | owed good things as well as bad
—mare good than bad, in fact. All those days [
couldn’t ery and [ didn'r ear.

My facher died a difficulr and rerrible deach.
Ir was che first and so far the only time [ have
seen somebody die. God grants an casy death
only t the Just, The hemorrhaging had gradual-
ly spread o the rest of the brain. Since his heart
was healehy and strong, it affecred che breath-
ing centers bit by bit and caused suffocarion.
His breathing became shorrer and shorrer, For
the last 12 hours the lack of pxygen was acute.
His face alcered and became dark. His lips wene
black dand the featares grew pnrecognizable.

The dearh agony wis rerrible. He licerally
choked to death as we wacched. Ar whae
scemed the very lasc momene he suddenly
opened his eyes and east a glance over cvery-
one in the room. [t was a terrible glance,
insane or perhaps angry and full of fear of death

and the unfamiliar faces of the docrors benr
over him. Then something happened thar ro this
day 1 do not understand. :Flﬁed his left hand
as though he were pointing'ts sé'ﬁiethl,}%ah:wy'c
and brin, down a curse on us all. The ges-
rure was full of menace, and no one could say
o whom or to what it mighe be directed. The
next moment, after a final efforr, the spirit
wrenched irscelf free of the flesh.

Thie flesh grew saill. The face became pale
and assumed its usual appearance. In a few sec-
onds it was serene, besuriful, imperrurbable.
We all stoed silent for a fow minutes, Tr seemed
like ages.

The members of the government rushed for
the door. They had o go to Moscow, ro the
Central Committee Building where everyone
was sitting and waiting for the news everyone
was secrecly expecring. To be fair, they were
torn by the same conrradierory emotions as [
—sorrow and relief.

All except the degenerate Beria spent those
days in grear agication, trying to help, yer at
the same time fearful of the future. [ saw Vo-
roshilov, Kaganovich, Malenkov, Bulganin and
Khrushchev in tears, Besides being bound o
my father in 2 common cause, they were under
the spell of kis exeraordinary personality.

Aceording to custom, the body was o lie an
the deathbed for several hours more. Bulgania
and Mikoyun ssayed behind, 1 sar on a sofa by
the opposite wall. The docrors went home and
h;ll!'rgé lighes were pue out. An old nurse whom
1 hud seen around the Keemlin hospital for years
was quietly tidying up che large dining rable in
the cenrer of the room.

This was the room where everyone ace and
where the tiny arcle of the Polirburo used o
hold irs meetings. Affairs of scate had been dis-
cussed ‘and sereled ac chis mble over dinner,
“Coming to dinner” ar my facher's always
meant coming to decide some question. Along
the wallz there wese sofus and chairs, In the
corner there was a fireplace; my facher always
liked a fire in winter. In one corner was a rec-
ord player. My father had a good collection of
Russian, Georgian and Ukrinian folk songs

and didn'c recognize the existence of any other
kind of music.

Cooks, chauffeurs and watchmen, gardeners
and the women who had waited on the rable—
all wenr up to the bed silently and wept. They
wiped their rears away ‘as children do, with
their hands and slecves and kerchicfs. The
nurse, who was also in tears, gave them drops
of valerian,

Valentina [stomina, or “Valechka,” as she
was called, who had been my father’s house-
keeper for 18 years, came ro say goodby. She
dropped heavily to her knees, put her head on
my tacher’s chest and wailed ac the top of her
voiee as the village women do. She wenr on for
2 lang time and nobady ericd to stop her.

All these seevanes of my father Joved him. In
litrle chings he was not hard to please. He was
courteous, unassuming and direcr with those
who waited on him. He never scolded anyone
excepe the big shots—the generals and com-
mandanzs of his bodyguard, The servants had
neither bullying nar harshness to complain of.
They often asked him for help, and no one was
ever refused. During his last years, Valechka
and all the rest had seen more of him than 1
She will be convineed to her dving day thar no
better man cver walked the carth,

Larz char nighr—rather, when it was near
daybreali—chey came to rake the body for the
autopsy. | starred shaking all over with 4 ner-
vous tremble, The bady was luid on a strerche
er. Ir wus the fiese time | had scen my father
naked, It was a beauniful body. It didn't look
old or as if he had been sick arall. Wich a pang
like the thrust of a kaife in the heare T felr whar
it meant to be “fesh of the Hesh.” [ realized
caar the body thar had given me life no longer
had life in ic, yer I would go on living.

You can never understand what this miedns
until you have witnessed che deach of a parent
with your own eyes. You have to warch as “the
spirit depares the flesh.” Tt wasn'vso mueh thar
1 understood this ar the rime, bur | sensed it

The body was tken away. A white car was
driven up to rhe doorway and everyone went
outside. q—hu!c who were standing on the porch

Flanking Stalin's bier as kis body lies
in state in Moseow's Hall of Columms
are the leaders of the new gooernment
that teok over at his death in ry53.
From left, they ave Vyacheslav M.,

Molotov, Minister of Foreign A ffairs;
Marshal Kitmenr Voroshilow, Presi-
denr of the US.S.R.; Lavrenti P, Beria,
Miwister of fmternal Affairs; and—in
the place of honor closest o Stalin—
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or in the driveway took off their hats, T was
still trembling, and someone pur a4 coat over
my shoulders. Bulganin puc his arms around me.
The doors slimmied shur and the car srarred
ap. | buried my face in Bulganin's chest and
finally starred ro cry. He eried, too, and
stroked my hair. The others lingered in the
doorway and then stirted to drift away,

1 wenr to the servanes’ wing, which was con-
neeted to the house by a long passageway thar
was used to bring foad from the kitchen, Every-
one who was left, the nurses, bodyguards and
servants, had gathered there. Somebody made
me ear. “'You're going to have a long day,”
they told me. “You haven’t had any sicep and
you're going to the Hall of Columns soon.
Yau'd better ger your strength uP." | had some-
thing to car and sar for a \\itilc m an armchair.
It was 5 o'clock in the morning: 1 went into
the kitchen. On the way [ heard someone sob-
bing loudly. The nurse who had been develop-
ing cardiograms in the bathroom was crying as
if her heart would break. “She locked herselfl
in and has been crying for hours,” somebody
wld me.

At 6 o'clock in the moming rhe radio would
announce the news we already knew. Bur ev-
eryone needed ro e v, It was as if we
couldn't believe iv otherwise, Finally a voice
came on, a slow voice associared with major an-
nouncements, Evervone took it all in, Men,
women, everyone started crying all over again,
I broke down and wepr and felt better because
I was nor alone, because all these people knew
whar an immense thing it was char had hap-

ed and were weeping with me.

All of them were sincere. No one was mak-
ing & shaw of loyalry ar gricf. All of them had
known onc anather for vears, Al of them knew
me, too. They knew thac | was g bad daughrer
and thar my father had been-a bad father, bur
he had loved me 2ll the same, as | loved him,

The anly places | enjoy thinking back on
are the ones | lived in with my mother: the
apartment we had in the Kromlin up to 1933,
and Zubalovo, our dachs near Usovo, You
could feel Morher's presence in both of them.

Ten years have gone by. My life has changed
very little [in 1963]. [ live, as [ always did, in
my father's shadow. Meanwhile 2 generation
has grown up to whom neither Sealin nor a grear
deal else, bath good and bad, thar is assocrated
with his name means anything.

I would never actempt to write a biography
of my father, which, after all, would have ro
caver 20 years of the lasr century and half of
this one. I can only judge what 1 saw and experi-
enced myself or what 13 at Jease wichin the lim-
its of my undersranding. | can swrite abour the
27 vears that [ spent with my father, about the

le who came to his house or were close ro
m abour everything that was around us and
made up our life.

N)s far from Kuntsevo there is a dark,

empty house where my father spent the last 20
years of his life, after the dc:thprf?my mother.
[Onee] it was a wonderful, airy, modern, ane-
story dachs set among woods and flowers in
a garden. The roof was a vast sundeck where |
loved to run and play. | remember how rhe
whole family came out ro see the new house
and how noisy and cheerful it was. My moth-
cr's sister Anna and her husband, Sranislav Re-
dens [purged in 1938], came there. So did my
mother's brother Uncle Pavel and his wife
Yevgenia, Uncle Aleksandr and Aunc Maria
Svanidze were there, roo, and my brothers Ya-
kov and Vasily.

Beria's pince-nez was already gleaming in 2
comer somewhere. He came up from Georgia
from time ro tnme to “'pay homage” to my fa-
ther and look at the new dache. Everyone
hared him, starring with Redens and the Sva-
nidzes, who knew his work in the Georgian
Cheka [the secrer police now known as the
K.G.B,] only too well. My mother, as my fa-
ther himself tald me later, when | had grown
up, “made scenes” and insisted as carly as 1929
thar “this man must not be allowed to set foot
in our house.” He said, *'] asked her whar was
wrong with him? Give me facts. ['m not can-

the mew prewier, Georgt M. Malenko.
At the right of the bier wee  from left)
Warshal Nikolui A. Belgana, Minis-
ter of Defense; Nikita 5. Khrushchew,
First Secretary of the Central Commi-

tee of the Contomnist Party; Lazsar Ka-
ganovich, Deputy Prermier; and Amas-
tas Mikayan, Minister af Domestic
Trade. Before the year was out, Lo
wrentt Berin wwas sreested wnd exvecuted.

vinced. T see no facrs! But she just cried out
“What facts do you need? | just sec he's a scoun-
drel! T won't have him here!" 1 rold her to gotc
hell. He's my friend. He's a good Chekist.”

My father had the house {ar Kuntsevo] re-
buile over and over again, The same thing hap-
pened with all his houses. He would go south
to one of his vacation retrears and by the time
he went back the next summer, the place had
been rebuile, Either there was oo IEx,rrl: sun-
shine for him, or it needed a rerrace. If there
was one floor, it needed two, and if there were
rwo—well, tear one down.

He buile the second floor ar Kuntsevo in
1948. The following year he held a large recep-
tion in the hig raom for a delegarion from China.
The second floor was never used again.

My father lived on the fleor, He lived
in one room, in fact. He slepe on che sofa, made
up at nighr as a bed, and had rclephones on the
table beside it. The large dining table was piled
high wicth official papers, newspapers and
books. He used one end for caring when he
was alone. There was 2 sidebourd for china
and medicines, My father picked out his med-
icines himself, since the only doctor he erasted
was Vinogradov, whom he called once or rwice
a year. The great soft and the fireplace
were all the luxury he wanred. After the war
the whole Polithuro came for “dinner ncarly
every night in the mam room, where my father
also saw visitors. | seldom entered it and the
only foreigner | saw there was Josip Broz Tiro
[of Yugoslavia) in 1946, But all the other lead-
ers oftic foreign Communist partics—Enghsh,
American, French and Irahan—very likely
have been there. It was in this room thar my fa-
ther lay in March r953. The sofa by the wall
was his death s

My father spent every day from spring ra
fall out on rhe trerraces. During his later years
he was especially fond of the small terrace on
the west side where he could watch the serting
sun. The garden, the Rowers and the woods
around were my father's hobby. He liked ro
see ripe red cherries, apples and tomaroes ev-
erywhere. Once in a while he tock a pair of
shears and pruned a twig or two. He spent hours
roaming the garden as if he were sceking a
quiet, comfortable spot and not finding ir. In
summer he § days at a time wandenng out
of doars and had his official papers, newspa-
pers and tea broughe to him in rﬂ: park. Tﬂs
was luxury as he wanted and understood it

The last time | was at Kuntsevo, two months
before he died, | had a surprise. There were
blown-up magazine photographs of children all
over the walls, a boy skiing, a girl drinking
goat's milk from a horn. There was practically
a gallery of drawings, They were supposed 1o
be likenesses of writers like Gorky and Sho-
lokhov and others [ cannot cemember. Higher
on the wall there was a portraic of Lenin, by
no means one of the best,

After my mather died, huge photographs of
her were hung in my facher’s office and in the
dining room of the apartment in Moscow, but
my father wasn't living there and rhey didn'
mean anything. The idea thar Stalin lived in
the Kremlin is false. It is true only in the sensc
that my father's office and work were in the
Kremlin

Strange rhin|

happened ar Kuntsevo afrer
my father died.

¢ very next day—it was well
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before the Rincral—Beria had the whole house-
hold, servants and bodyguards, called cogether
and said thar my facher's belongings were to be
removed—o ane had any idea where—and thar
they were all to quit the premises.

My father's possessions, his books and fur-
nicure and china, were packed up and tearfully
loaded on trucks. They were all carted off
somewhere, ro the sort of warchouse the se-
cret gn[im- had plenty of. Servanrts were sim-
EI.\‘ thrown out. A good many officers of the

odyguard were transferred to other ciries.
Two of them shor themselves.,

Later, in 1955, after Beria himself had “fall-
en,” they started restoring the dacha, My fa-
ther's things were broughe back. The former
servants and commuandants were invited back.
They were preparing ro the house asa mu-
seum, like l’.)cn?n's h%)us?:nh-nimkiyu Garki.
Bur then came the :0th Pamry Congress [in
1956, when Khrushchev denounced Stalin in a
now famous speech|. After that, of course, any
thoughr of 1 muscum was dropped. The ser-
vice buildings in which my father's bodyguards
used to live are now a hospital or sanacorium.
The house itself is gloomy, closed up, dead.
Sometimes | have a nighrmare about it and wake
up cold wirh frighe.

But once we had quite a differenc house

—a house thac was sunny and gay. Less than
0 miles from the center of Moscow, the house
once belonged ro the younger Zubalov, an oil
magnate from Batum. Mikoyan and his family,
Varoshilov, Shaposhnikov and several other
Old Bolshevik families lived in Zubalove Two,
as it was called, while my father and mother
took over the smaller Zubalovo Four nearby.
The Mikoyans' house to this day is a3 the Zu-
balovs left ir. On the porch is 2 marble starue
of a dog. The walls are hang with Gobelins
and downstairs the windows are of smined
glass.

Our place underwent endless transforma-
rians. Ar the outser my father had the surround-
ing woods cleared and half the rrees cur down.
He was unable merely to conrmplnre nature;
he had to transform ir. He had fruit orees planc-
ed over large tracrs and strawberry, raspberry
and curranr hushes, We children grew up on
whar was actually a small estare with & coun-
ry rourine—haying, picking mushrooms and
berries, our own fresh hancy every year, our
own pickles and preserves, our own poulery.

My mother was intercsted in somerhing clse
—our education and upbringing, Although |
was only & when she died, [ could already read
and write both Russian and German. My broth-
er Vasily, who was already a difficalr child,
had 2 wonderful tutor, Aleksandr Muravyov,
who was forever chinking up fascinating ex-
peditions ro the river and woods: camping out
all night by the river in a lean-to and cooking
fish, nut-picking and mushroom-garhering ex-
Q:dxnm‘!: Winter and summer a reacher named
Natalia Konsmntinovna—no en¢ called them
governesses any morc—spent alternare days
reaching us clay modeling, showmg us how to
make our own toys out of wood, how 10 color
and draw, ’

All this educarional machinery was ser in
maotion by my mocher, yet she herselfwas prac-

ios

Grigory Ordzhonibidze

Anastas Mikoyan

Mikoyan's

rically never home. My mother worked first
on the staff of a magazine and then engolled
in rhe Industrial Academy. She was forever
am:mling mectings somewhere, and she sge:nt
all her free cime with my facher. She was afraid
of spailing me because my father perred and
spnﬂ):d me enough,

What splendid children's parries we had! [ re-
member my last birthday party while my moth-
er was still alive. Ir was February g3z, and |
was 6 years old. The Kremlin apartment was
filled with children. We recited verses in Rus-
stan and German and satirical couplers aboue
shockworkers and political double-dealers, We
danced the Ukminian gopak, Artyom Serge-
yev, 4 friend of my brother Vasily and now a
much-decorated general, crouched on all fours
in a bearskin and growled while somebody read
a fable by Krylov. My father was there too.
He was only warching, but ence in a while he
enjoyed the sounds of children playing.

Nikolai Bukharin, whom everyone adored,
often came for the summer, [Bukharin was
purged and shot in 1938.] He hlled the whale

house with animals, Hedgehogs would be chas-
ing cach other across the balcony, garrer snakes
sunning themselves in jars, a tame fox racing
througﬁ the park. I vaguely remember Bukha-
rin in 2 long blouse and linen trousers and san-
dals, He used o play with the children and
tease my nurse, whom he raught ro ride a bicy-
cle and shoor an air rifle. Everyane had a good
time when he was around. (Years later, lang
after he was dead, “Bukharin's fox™ srill was
racing arcund the empry Kremlin,)

The grownups often had parties of their own
The colorful Semyon Budenny [a gloriously
mustached Waorld War [l gencral] would bring
his accordion and play Russian and Ukrainian
songs. Budenny and Voroshilov had especially
good voices. My father would sing too. He had
a fine ear-and a clear, high-picched voice. (His
speaking voice, on the other hand, was low and
not very loud.) | have no idea whether my
mother could sing, but it is said thar once in a
while she would dance 3 Georgian lezghinka.

Our apartment in the Kremlin was ron by ¢
housekeeper, a German from Riga, Larvia,




The Soviet leaders were Svetlana’s friends

To yoing Svetlyna, the fered and
Jantous men wha surraunded her fa-
ther were friends and weighbors, fre-
qiewt ditttier gues i
he Varorhtilovs and Mika)

theee sons

kolai Bukharin, the ofd Bulthevik,
used to comie for the surmmer with
his wwife and child and had 2 pet fox
oltich lnng around for years. At
parties, snuistachined Marsluad Semyon
Budenmy plryed the aeordion and

Seueyon Budenny

Varoshilow and Stalin would join in
the singing. Abel Fenukidze, a high
official, war Nadya Stalina's smfj.;-
ther and Svetlana called him ** Unele
Abel.” Grigory and Zina Ordzhoi-
kidze—he was Mimister of Heavy

Yaung Swetlena with Lavrenti Beria

Industry—were close family [riends,
Although Svetlana telfs how vmch
she znd her mather disltked Beria (I
ter head of the secret police), she as
a child ance nestled comfortably be-
trween his knees on a country euting,

named Carolina Till. She was 2 charming old
woman, nest and immaculare and very kind,
whe wore her hair piled high on her head in the
old-fushioned way, in combs and wich a chi-
gnon on the crown. My mother enerusted the
whale of our racher modest budger ro her, and
with it he ran the houschold. Up ro ig33 our
honschold was run by my mather oc by a
housekeeper., withour any Chekisrs or body-
guards, -gli: only guard was 2 man who rode 1n
the car with my father and had nothing to do
with the house. He wasn'e allowed near ir.
No one carcd about luxury or posscssions,
though all the Sovier leaders did 1ty to-give a
good educarion o their children. They hired
good governesses of the old prerevolutionary
school to teach German ta their children.
During those years my parents always went
south with [our] friends, with Abel Yenukidze
[purged in 1937], my mather’s gn;lfarhrr. with
Mikaoyan, Voroshilov or Malotov and zll their
wives and children. Somcrimes my father went
hawk shooting with 2 double-barreled rifle. Or
he might go hunting hares at night from an au-

tomobile. Bowling, billisrds—anything that
took a sharp eye, he was good ar. He never
swam; hedidn't know how. He didn't like sit-
uing in the sun. He did like ro go walking in the
shade of the woods, But even this quickly bored
him and he preferred seretching out on 2 deck
chair with a book and his official papers or the
newspapers. And he could sit ar the rable with
guests by the hour. My mother was used ro it;
in this sense she was a perfecr wife. In Mos-
caw once while | wasa {‘l:by and she still was
nursing me, my father felr slightly ill ac
Sochi. She left me without the least hesira-
tion to my nurse and our goar Nyuska and
went to my farher.

In summer our life centered on the termce
downstairs and on my father's balcony on the
sccond floor. My nurse was forever sending
me there. “Go rake these currants ro Papa,” ot
“Bring Papa some violets,” or “Talce him some
lilies of the valley." | would go trotring off and

be rewarded no marter by a warm, tobacco-
scented kiss from my facher.

In spite of being so young my morher, who
was 3o in 1931 was respected by the enrire
hauschold. She was very much loved by cvery-
one. She was extraordinarily gentle and con-
siderate. At the same nme she could be firm,
stubbom and unyiclding.

My mother was render with my oldest broch-
er Yakov, my father's son by his first wife Ye-
karerina Svanidze. Yakov, who was only seven
years younger than my mother, loved and re-
:_Pucred her greatly. My mother was on the

riendliest rerms with the Svanidzes, with Alek-
sundra and Maria, the sisters of my father's
first wife, who had died young, with her broth-
er Aleksandr Svanidze and his wife Maria. My
mather’s parents and her brothers, my Uneles
Fyodar and Pavel, her sister Anna and Anma’s
husband, Stanislav Redens, were at our house
constantly. There were no quarrels, no perry
iq\ﬂbb!(’.‘.

They were extraordinary personalirics, gift-
ed and fascinating. The life of almost ev-
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cty one was cut short in some tragic fashion.

Grandfather Sergei Alliluyey was from a
peusant family in~ Voronezh province. His
grandmorher was a gypsy. It must have been
from their gvpsy blood that the Alliluyevs got
their exoric southem fearures, their black cyes
and Aashing white teeth, their dark skins and
slender frames. Grandfather was gifred wich
his hands and good at all kinds of mechanical
work. In 8% he joined the Russian Social
Democraric Workers' Party. He was never an
imporeant figure in the Party; he was one of
the humble rank and file.

He and hix family had 3 four-room apart-
mene in St Petershurg. |¢ was not large, bur it
would be as much as a Sovier professor could
dream of today. His children went to a high
school and grew up as members of the ingel-
ligenesia,

Al'u'r the Revolution my grandfacher

buile che Shatura Hydroclectric Sarion. Ar onc
nme he was even chairman of the Leningrad
Electric Power Company. As an Old Bolshe-
vik he was close to the Old Guard of the Rev-
olurion. He was a gentle, courteous man who
to the end of his days—he died i 1945 at the
age of 79—retained his spirit 45 a revolurionary
idealist of former times, his integrity and his cx-
rraordinary hovesty.

He lived with us ur Zubalovo and was adored
by his grandchildren. He had a carpenzer’s
bench and was always soldering things, sharp-
ening and planing, fixing the eleciric wiring.

My mother's death in 1933 broke my grand-
farher's spirit, He grew silent and withdrawn.
He seayed in his room for days at a time, mak-
ing things on a lathe. Then he fell ill. [ suspect
it was his spirit that began to ail first, because
he had always had an iron constirurion. In 1938
he suffered a new blow, the death of his son
Pavel. Meanwhile, his son-in-law, Stanislav
Redens, had been arrested, After the war, in
1948, his daughter Anna was sent to prison,
Thank God Grandfucher didn'r live to sec it

| went to sce him in the hospiral noc long be-
fore he died. He was no longer able to speak.
He just closed his eyes and silently wept, for
he realized that people were coming to say
goodby. Many Old Bolsheviks came ro the
open coffin in'the Museum of the Revolution
oodby. And at the cemerery, the old
revolunionary  Litvin-Scdoi made a  specch
which [ didn't fully understand then but now

Maria Svanidzz

Nurse Alcksandra Byckkova
Swetlana Staltna

Vasily Stalin

Maria Korona Svanidze
Nadya Alliluyeva Stalina
Svethma Bukharina

Amna Alliluyeva Redens

undersrand very well, Ie began: “We, the older
generarion of idealistic Marxists . . "

My grandmocher, Olga Fedorenko, wasn't
cven 14 when she tied her clothes in a bundle,
slipped out the window and ran off with my
grandfather in Tiflis. Bom in Georgia, she her-
self was a srr:.u?c mixrure. Although her fa-
ther, Yevgeny Fedorenko, had a Ukraintan
name, his mother was Georgian, Bur he mar-
ried Magdalena Eichholz, who was froma fami-
ly of German serclers. Magdalena Eichholz was
the perfect German houscwifie; she baked fine
cakes and bore nine children, of whom our
grandmocher, Olga, was the youngest. She
brought up all nine in the Protestant church.
Whenever we children started making fun of
her and asking “Where is God?" or, “IFf man

has a soul, where is 112" she would get angry
and tell us: “Wair rill you grow up and you'll
see where, Stop it!"' She was quite capable of
bursting into screams of abuse ar what she
called our “sloppy managers''—all the state-
employed cooks and servants and commandanrs
wha looked on her as a “fussy old freak.”
All four of the children, Anna, Fyodor, Pa-
vel and Nadezhda (“Nadya,” my mother),
were barn in the Cancasus. They were excep-
tionally good-looking, all but Fyodor, who
made up for it by being the most intelligent.
The strangest, however, was my mocher, who
had a special inner fortirude. The others
were much softer, Pavel and Anna were
goodness itself, so much so thar my morher
was always complaining that chey and our

Olga Fedorenka
= Sergei Alliltiyer
|

= Staniskre Redens

— T
Anma Fyadur Pavel
= Yevgenia

Vanly

Susdnt Nadya

= (1) Galia =(2) Yekaterina =(3) Kapitolina

logf Vissarigmovich Dzbugashuifi Svamdze
Stali
g — T T 1
(2) Nadezbda (1) Yekaterina Aleksandra Maria Aleksandr
rNj“fw} =Maria Korona
|
| Jabmreed
Svetlana Vikow
= (1) Grigary Morazay = (2} Yuri Zbdanav = Yulia
| Yebazerina
losif (Kutya) Gulta

Charr traces family trees of Stalin's woives, Vebaterna Svanidze (righr) and Nadys Alliluyeva (lefe), and descendants

1o




Sergei Alliluye

FPavel, Nadya gnd Fyodor Alfiluyew

losif Stalin’s ill-fated in-lawws

Stalin's in-lares—the Alliluyevs and
the Svanidzes (the family of his first
wife)—suffered envrmously during
the years of his rule. Stamislav Re-
dens, the hushand of Nadya Alli-
luyeva's gister Amna, was exeented
at Stalin's order, as was Aleksandr
Svamidee, brother of Stalin's first
wife and husband of Maria Korena
Svanidze, Amwnma Allifuyewa Redens,
Maria Koronta Svamidze and Yew-
imia Allituyeva, wife of Nadya's

ruther Favel, were all arrested and

sz

Arnita Redens in Mascrws's Red Square in 1964

spent years in prison. Fyador Alli-
luyev went mad at an early age—ac-
cording 1 Svetlana, schizophrenia
ruts in her mother's family, Stalin
had Jmewn old Sergei Allituyes,
himself an ardent revolutionary, even
befre tgoo. On several octasiuns
befare  the Bolshevik  Revolution
in tgiy Stalin had hidden our in
the Alliluyev apavement in St. Fe-
tersburg, and it wwas there that he
mer Nadya. Sergei Alliluyev died
a natural dexwh ar the age of 79,

Sergei Alliluyey

grandparents “just ler the children run wild."”

My grandmother was unusually arrractive,
so much so that there was no coping with all
heradmirers. From time to time she hueled her-
self into affairs with a Pole, Hungarian, 2 Bul-
garian, cven a Turk. She liked southern men
and somctimes complained angrily thac “Rus-
sian men are hoors,

In later years my grandmorher and grandfa-
ther had suffered ¥o much from my mother's
dearh, in their own ways, that they lived in sep-
arare apartmenrs. Meeting at dinner in our
house ar Zubalovo, they would stare quarreling
overnothing. As a resule, both encouncered old
age, illness and death alone. Although both
were lanely, neither wanted to give i any free-
dam in the final years. “Freedom, freedom, 1
love freedom!™ Grandmorher loved ro cxclairm,
What she meant was thar it was Grandfather
who had robbed her of fresdom and “ruined™
her life.

Both were urterly impractical, During the
vears when they had privileges such as rarion
books to which' Old Balsheviks were entitled,
they kept on wearing old clothing left over from
before the Revalunon, The relatives of other
big shots in the Party, meantime, were using
similar positions to carve our lives of luxury.
This innocence was annaying ro people. “Look
at that wrerchad old pair,” they'd say. “Can't
their son-in-law [Sealin] ger them something
berrer to wear?"" Their son-in-law, meanwhile,
wate a plain military tunic of linen in summer
and of wool in winter and an overcear thar was
15 years old, He also had 4 short, strange-look-

ing fur coat with squirrel on the inside and rein-
deer on the outside, which he starred wearing
saon afrer the Revolution. He went on wearing
iv with a fur cap ro the end of his days.

My father had known che Alliluyevs a long
time, since the end of the 18g0s. There isa famie
ly legend thar as a young man my facher res-
cued my mother from drowning. It happencd
in Baku, when she was 2 years old. S'gc was

laying on the shore and fell in. He is said o
Eavc gone in after her and fished her our. Years
afterward my mother mer my father again. She
was @ schooigirl of 16 by thar time, he an old
friend of the family, 2 38-year-ald revolu-
tionary just back from exile in Siberia. Mayhe
the face thar he had rescued her seemed sig-
nificant to her, for she was 2 romantic.

A&cr my morther died no one spoke

openly of the pain all shared, but it was pres-
ent. Maybe that's why later, when the house-
hold broke up and meetings became less fre-
quent, my father scemed to be avoiding my
grandparents more and more.

Grandfather used o come o our aparrment
in the Kremlin and siv in my room by the hour
waiting for my facher, Dinner was at 7 or B ar
night. My father was never alone. At best,
Grandfarher mighr get to sir ar the rable with
him in silence. Ar imes, when my father had
brought too many people, Grandfather would
sighand say: "I guess I'll go home. Il come an-
other rime.” [t might be six months or a year

before he came again. He never once asked my
father what had happened to his son-in-law, Re-
dens, though the fate of his daughrer Anna, her
shattered life and the lives of her sons worried
him deeply. He had too mueh pride to beg.

Grandmother was mare narural, She always
had a pile of mmﬂainrs. and in the old days
she used to go ro Lenin. So Grandmather fre-
quently cumned directly to my father: “Ah,
losif, imagine, [ can't ger vinegar anywhere!"
My father would burst out laughing and my
mather would fame. My father would have the
whole thing settled in a second.

Once my mother died my grandmother no
longer fele at home in our house. She lived vi-
ther at Zubalove or in an immaculate lirtle
apartment of her own in the Kremlin, | liked
going there, for it wits quict and cozy and warm.
Bur it was also infinitely sad Whar did she have
ta talk of bur sorrows? She was wonderful-
looking even ar yo. She had no wrinkles, She
never could understand why her daughter Anna
should be in prison. She would give me lerers
for my father and later take them back. She
knew it wouldn't do any good. In the carly
spring of 1951 she died of a heart arcack ar the
age ot 76.

My mother's favorite brother was Pavel,
wha beeame a professional soldicr. At the end
aof the 19208 he was sent as our military rep-
resentative to whar wag then pre-Nazi Ger-
many. He and his family lived there until 1933,
Somerimes he sent my mother a dress or some
good perfume, bur my father took a puritanical
view of “foreign luxury™ and refused even ro
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tolerare the scent of perfume. My mother had
o emjoy these presents surrepeitiously, al-
though she did qu the perfume. Somerimes
she came to my room to stroke my head as |
was_falling asleep. T could smell the exoric
perfume on my pillow for hours afrerward.

To the end ofF!'ﬂs days my facher would ask
me with 1 look of displeasure, “Is thar some-
thing foreign you've got there?” He beamed
whenever | told him no, it had been made in
the Sovier Union.

Before Uncle Pavel's dearh in 1938 he used
o come m our aparrment in the Kremlin and
sit by the hour in Vasily's room or mine and
wait for my facher the way Grandfather and
my Uncle Aleksandr Svanidze did. When Alek-
sandr Svanidze and his wife and my Aune
Anna's hushand Seanislav Redens had all been
arrested, Uncle Pavel came to my father again
and again ro plead for colleagues of his in the
army, It never did any good. In the quramn of
1938 Pavel went w Sochi on vacation. When
he got back he found that cvery onc of his col-
leagues had dissppeared. Pavel dropped dead
of a heart artack m his office.

Beria made up varitous stories about Pavel's
death and kepe erving to put them over to my fa-
ther. The most Far-fetched was thar Pavel had
been poisoned by his wife. A full decade larer,
in 1948, he had Pavel's widow accused of spy-
ing and poisoning her husband and she was
thrown into juil. She and Anna Redens—Re-
dens himself had been shot 10 years before—
were given 1o vears. Neicher was see free until
1954

Anna Redens was goodness icself, the em-
bodiment of the Christian spiric. Her arrirude
never failed to exasperare my father, whocalled
her an unprincipled fool' and remarked chat

“this sort of goodness is worse than any
wickedness.” She had once been very beauti-
ful, slender as a reed, with fearures chat were
finely chiseled and regular, warm brown eyes
and magnificent teech. She married young, gor
fat and stopped lmkini:fm' her X
She worshiped her husband, a Polish Bolshe-
vik. To her he was the best man who had ever
lived. People say Redens was tough, that he
put on airs and wouldn'e stand being conrradict-
ed. But 1 won't presume to judge whae [ don't
remember and didn't see.

A&cr the Civil War he was a leading

Chickist in the Ukeaine, Larer he was teans-
ferred to the Georgian Cheka. This is where
he came into conflice wich Beria, who had ambi-
tions to become head of the Cheka in Georgia.
They took an instant dislike to one-another. |
shall come back ro Beria, who scems to have
had a diabolical link with cur family and who
wiped out & good half of its members.

Beria's appointment as head of the N.K.V.D,
[formerly the Cheka] in Moscow meant trou-
ble for Kedens, and he knew it, He had been
assigned ro the N.K.V.D. in Kazakhstan and
he and his family had lefe for Alma-Ara. They
had not been there long when he was called
back to Moscow, He went with a heavy heare
and was not seen again.

Toward the end he, like Uncle Pavel, tried
to sec my facher to intercede for people. Bur
once my father cast someone he had knawn a
long time out of his hearr, once he had relegat-
ed that someane to the ranks of his enemies, it
was impossible to talk to him about thar person
any more. Any effort to persuade him made
him furious, No ane, ncither Redens nor Uncle
Pavel nor Aleksandr Svanidze, could get any-
where, When he saw each one of chem for the

last time, it was as if he were parring with
someone who mighe no longer be a fn'nl:g. with
someone who was in fict an enemy already.

My Aunt Anna and her children came o
Mascow after Redens was arrested. Unlike the
wives of others who had vanished, she was al-
lowed to keep her apartment, But she was no
longer permirted to came to our house. Being
only 11 at the time. | couldn't make our what
had happened. Where had everybody gone?

Aunt Anna refused to accepr the fact rhar
her husband had been shor, though my father
was heartless cnough ro inform her of it in 1938
ar 1939. To her friends” credit—they were old
Parry inrellectuals, like her husband—every
one of them stood by her. Ofren she would say,
“I'll go call on Voroshilov (or Kaganavich, or
the Nﬁlmo\rs) - . ."" And she would go. though
nobody else in her shoes would have deeamed
of such a thing.

During the final years of the war someone
suggested chat she write her own memoirs, She
lacked the lirceary ability, bue she told it all to
an editor named Nina Bam who wrote it up
into a book. | didn’t find it very interesting.
Nonetheless my father was outraged when the
book came our in 1947, A devastating review
appeared in Prevde, rude, shockingly unfair
and dogmatic. The more acid phrases could
only have come from my farher.

l{ver_vonc except Aunt Anna was frightened
to dearh. She just laughed and said she was
working on the next volume. But she never goc
the chance, In 1948, when 2 new wave of ar-
rests swallowed up and sent back o prison
those who had already seeved (o-year sencences
starting in 1937, not cven Aunt Anna was
spared. She spent part of the nexe six years in
solitary confinement but mostly in the prison
haspital. The curse of heredity—the schizo-
phrenia that plagued my morher’s family—had
caught up with her, When [ saw her the first

Her two children scarcely saw their grandfather

Ar o growdfather, losif Stattn cas
senmgely aloaf. He never even both-
ered to meer five of kis eight grand-
chitdren, ami the time Stlin spent
with Svethmna's children, losif and
Katya, could be metrired i haurs,

n2

loxif in a guridei

Setlana tetls hows “seared” she s
the first timee that she took losif, whe
was then three, to meet her father.
Stalin played with the bay for half an
haur and Svetlana remenmbers “that
she was “in seventh heaven.” Sver-

lana, her father amd her e children
were all together on only ene ocea-
siom, and that war i New. §, 1952,
the 2ath anmversary of Nadya St~
lina's death and oniy a few months
before Stalin himself ~eas dead. Svet-

baria had arranged a meeting at Sta-
lin"s dacha ar Kiatrevo, Stalin: tonk
one louk at 2-year-old Kitva, who
Yuas fummy as a button, with pink
cheeks and dark eyer that were big
ar cherries," and burst out laughing.

With Katya i her teens




Yakov's daughrer, Gulia. Stranger still, he dis-
played Jove and tenderness taward my son losif,
the son af my first husband, 4 Jew my facher re-

never forget

day she wus back she was unable to recognize
her two grown sons,

She is beside herself [ 1063] when peaple ralk
abour “the cule of personality.” She talks on
and on: “They're cxaggeraring. They always

fused to meer even once. [
how scarcd | was the firse time my facher saw
exaggerate in this country, Now they're blam-  losif. He was abou 3 and very cute with huge
ing everyrhing on Stalin, But he didn'chavean  shiny Jewish cyes and long lashes. My father
easy time cither. And we musm't forger the  melred. -
goad things he did!"” [Anna Redens died in Av- It was in 1940, one of the very few visics he
st (9hy in a section of the Kremlin hospical  made after the war to Zubalove, which was de-
F:c:trd out of Moscow. Afrer prison shehada  serred by now, There were only three people
grear fear of locked doors bug despite her pro-  living in the place—losif, his nursc and my old
tests she was locked up one night in 2 hospital  nurse, who was ill by this time. 1 was in my
ward. The next marning she was found dead.]  last year ar the university and living in Mos-
The story of my mother’s brothers won'tbe  cow. My father played with Tosif half an hour,
lete until | say something about Fyodor.  wandered (or rather, ran) outside the house—

Life descroyed him a bit sooner than che ach-  he had rhe brisk step of 2 young man unvil his
ers. He was so gifred thar he was accepred for  dying day—and wentaway. | stayed behind re-
the aristocratic Marine Guards. Then camethe  living that half hour and going over cverything
Revalurion and the Civil War. Of course he  in my mind. 1 was in seventh heaven.
went into the army. He was assigned ta ineelli- My father saw losif rwice mare, The last

ce. The legendary Kamo wanted him.  rime was four months before he died. losif was
%l?.nma was 4 psendonym used by an Armenian 7 and had just started the firse grade, “What
wha was a kind of Bolshevik Jesse James.] He rhonghrfu.lcyci." my father said. “He's a smart
had kaown the family in Tiflis. But not cvery-  boy!” Again | was overjoyed.
one could bear whar Kamo and his men could {mif, toa, remembers this last meeting with
stand. Once he staged a mock raid in which it his and how well they hit it off, Un-
was made to look as if the whole of the unit  polirical chough he is—he's like the resc of his
was smashed while on the floor lay the corpse ﬁmcmm—hc put his grandfacher’s picrure on
of the commander, his heart tom out. is desk 2 long rime ago.

Unele Frodor dida't pass. One look ar the My son is 18 now [in m6z]. OF all the pro-
chans and blood and he wene right our of his  fessions he mighe have chosen, he has picked
mind. He was u semi-invalid the rescof his life,  the most humanitarian, thar of docror. I'm glad.
4 kind man who lived on a pension and died As for my dmt%lttcr Yekateeina (“Kar-
abour rhe age of 6o, He was slovenly dressed  va"), my facher was fond of her father, who was
and he slopped up his food ar the rable. My fa-
ther was sorry for him. But he avoided him and

my second hushand, and liked the entire Zhdanov
family. [Svetlana’s second husband was the son
Andrei Zhdanov, whose death in 1048 was
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followed by the purge known as “the Lenin-
grad affair.”] Yet he wasn'c especially fond of
aur daughrer. He saw her once, when she was
1. She was funny as a butcon, with pink checks
and dark eyes that were big as chernes. He took
one look ar her and burst our laughing. The
rest of the evening he never stopped laughing.

Ir was Nov. 8, 1952, the 2oth anniversary of
my mother's death. T ook the children and the
theee of us went to the dacur, It wasn't casy
mbringuﬁ'.as [ had trouble gerring to see my
father during his final years.

It was the next ro last rime ['saw him, four
months before he died, The table was piled high
with good things to cac—fresh fruit and veg-
crables and nurs. There was good Georgian
wine, straight from the countryside and scrved
in tiny glasses. He always insisted on having
an enormous selection, practically a barrery of
bottles on the cable, cven though he himself
might not touch it. He didn't ear much either

only picked ar things here and there, but
he insisted on having an abundant choice on
the rable. Thar was his rule. On this occasion
the children feasted on fruic and he was pleased.
He liked ro siz ar the table and warch other peo-
ple car.

It was the firse and only nme | and my fa-
ther and the two children were all together. It
wasz nice the way he had wine served ro the chil-
dren in the fashion of the Caucasus,

It's serange thar of his cight grandchildren
my facher saw only three, my two children and
Yakov's daugheer, Although he always was
cold and unfair to Yakov, he Felt renderness for

l made fun of his cccentricities. of /

We are sitting out an the porch. My son is
hawing up an ysies; my daughter is d‘ap ma
science-fictian novel; Mishia the et is pure-
ing. It's hot and still. The wonds all around
are buszing awith wasps and bees, The linden is
in biom. I's & quiet, wilting heat. Nature is
prmfu!. bmunjnl? perfect.

Oh Lard, hows lovely is this exrth of yours
and how perfect, every blade of grass, every
Sflowwer and ! What a terrible thing that
there are so many madmen in the 2orld! What
a terrible thing, wnd how wrong, that they erect
aims for themselves and for the ske of these
aims consider the destruction of ife irelf to be
Justified.

To the e it is platn that
stich a thing cxomot be allnced 1o happen. Yer
wien and womnen who claim to be civilized [ail o
see it. The Chinese Commnnists wha claim to be
Marxist believe thar i is not wmerely feasible,
but necessary, for human beings to destroy one
atther.

Evil and insanity are on ane side of the
seale; imtelligence,  progress, o and
huwmaneness an the other. Warld peace hangr
int this kellish balance.

1t seem to me that i v time ke m God i
the same thing as faith in the ultivaate trizeopli
af good over evil, By the tine [ wwas 35 and had
seen something of life I, whe had been taught
Jrom earliest childhoed by seciety and my farni-
Iy o be m atheist and a meateriolist, was
already one af those nelo cannot live withonr God.
Tam glad that it is so.

A.leksmdr Svanidze, the brather of my
father's first wife, was theee years younger
than my father and one of the carly Georgian
Bolsheviks. Fe was handsomne and well dressed
to the point of being 2 dandy. An cducared
Marxist F?f the uld!school. he I:‘zcw Orienral as
well as Faro anguages and was expert in
history, emnﬁ?m :imh'guncc He hu:ﬂi the
first People's Commissar of Finance [in Geor-
gia] and a member of the Parry Cenreal Com-
miteee. He alse married my Aunr Maria, who
was a singer with the Tiflis opera, She was
very beauriful, She was from 2 wealthy Jewish
family, the Korons, of Spanish extraction.

Do you think it odd that I ralk all the ame
abaut cverybody being beauriful or handsome?
fr was a different age—pcople really were
good-looking then, Just look ar the old Russian
revolutionaries. They all had marvelous faces,
eyes thar were full of expression, firm lips and
high, intellecrual foreheads.

Uncle Aleksandr and Aunt Maria livid in a
wing of Zubalavo Two and would come over
to our house on foor. They had mavies chere,
and there was a tennis court and even a Rus-
sian bath for thase who liked it. The Svanidzes
had # son witch the peculiar name Johneeed, in
honor of the American journalist, [John Reed,
Ten Days That Shook the World.] When he
was little we all called him Johnny or Johnik,
but now he is Ivan Aleksandrovich.

Uncle Aleksandr had ideas abour Johnik's
upbringing. Onee he found out rhar Johnik had
sguﬂ:d his kirren into the fireplace and singed
it. He grabbed his son by the hand, dragged
him to the fircplace and thrust his hand nro
the flames. The lirtle boy howled with pain.
Uncle Alcksandr told him, “It hare kiery roo!™
My futher loved both the Svanidzes, especially
Uncle Aleksandr, and rreared them as mem-
bers of the family, Were there polirical disa-
greements berween my father and Unele Alek-
sandr or Redens or Uncle Pavel? Maybe,
People were not afraid of having their own
opinions in those days.

Soon after Redens was arrested in 1937 hach
the Svanidzes were arrested.




Suerlana was only 6 when her math-
er died, and writes that she can bare-
Iy remember her face. Her image of
her mother as warm and lmum}'u.f.
leving and strict—perhaps the e~
bodiment of good—ras buiit up over

cap—five years before she married  then she nas, ¢
Stalin. Nadys wwas o recolutionary  awith Suvetlonz at o birthday parey.

Her mother was her favorite parent

the years by stories told by murses  herself, and worked for Ledin for
and friends, and old pictures. At yers. In the years just before her
left is young Nadya as she losked  deark at age of 30, Nadya (at right,
ar 13 posing in matching muff and  center picture) ;ppmwd Jor elder

r right, she chats

S‘Uf’r[{”fa CONTINUED

How could such a thing happen? How could
my father do it? The cnly thing I know is that
it could nor have been his idea, Bur if 2 skillful
flatterer, such as Beria, whispered in his ear
that “these people are against you," that there
were “dangerous connections” such a3 trips
abroad, my Father was capable of believing it.
His opinion could be manipulaced. Tt became
possible to insinuate thar even chough Se-and-
0 had been well thoughe of for years, he only
seemed to be all rght. “Actually, he's an en-
cmy. He's been saying bad chings about you;
he opposes you. X, Y and ¥ have given evi-
dence againsthim.” Whatmy father didn'c want
to realize was that in che cellars of the secrer po-
lice, X, Y and Z could be made ro rescify.

And when the “faces™ convinced my Fathcr
that someone he knew well had rumed ouc
“hadly,” a psychological metamorphosis came
over him, This was where his crued, implaca-
ble naturc showed itsclf. The past ceased ro
exist. Years of Friendship might as well never
have been. He could wipe it all out at a stroke
—and X would be doomed. “So, you've be-
rrayed me, " some inner demon wnuf:.l whisper,
He couldn’t go back. He couldn't even remem-
ber. In his cold-blooded way, he cared abour
only one thing. How is X ucring himself
now? Does he admit his mistakes? All Beria
had to do was bring him the record of the inter-
togarion in which X “confessed,” athers “con-
fessed" for him or—waorse yee—X refused o
“eonfess.”

Uncle Alcksandr refused to “confess” or
“ask forgiveness."” He refused ro wrire letters
appealing to my father. He was shot in Feb-
rudry 942, ot the age of 6o,

That was during the war. In 1942 a greac
many people in prison camps were shot. Lhave

n4

no idea why this h:Kpcm:d, whether it was be-
cause of the way the war was going—it was
still going badly—or whether Beria had simply
made up his mind to ger rid of those who knew
about his erimes and had no trouble talking my
father into it.

When the sentence that had been carried our
againse Uncle Aleksandr was read to my Aunt
Maria [who was in another prison camp], she
dropped dead of a heare attack.

Ihc time has come when I'll have to

tell you about my mocher. There arca lot of leg-
ends about her, some of them false, romantic
or absurd, others downrighe hostile. Some say
my mother wasa saint, ochers that she was men-
tally unbalanced. Neither of these things is rrue,
any more than the stary tha she was murdered
is true:

My mother was born in Baku and her child-
hood was spent in the Caucasus. People who
didn't know Georgia sometimes took her for a
Georgian. Actually she had rhe looks of 1
southern Slav—the oval face, dark eycbrows,
slighrly turned-up nase, dark skin, soft brown
eyes and seeaight black lashes that one sees in
the women from Greeee or Bulgaria or the
Ukraine.

Her sigcers and two brothers loved her and
spniltd her. It is a happy, well-behaved, affce-
tionate girl we see in her carly letrers,

May 1, 1916
“Dear Alisa Ivanovna,

“Forgive me for mking so long ro answer
your leteer but | haven't had cime, 1 wassuch a
fuzybones last summer char 1 had ro spend 10
full days studying. . . . I think I passcid every~
thing bur Russian composition. . . ."

Here is a letter of Feb, 17, 1917, the eve of
the Revolution, ** . . . I've been terribly busy

all this time. Bar now school’s closed for the
fourth straighc day because Perrograd is so un-
serrled, so Thave some free nime. bt's very, very
tense here. ., "

The same day, Feb. 27, she sent a postcard:

“. . .agreavday has come, the 27th of Feb-
ruary! . . . Papa's very excited and stays by
the telephone the whole time. Abel Yenokidze
arrived roday ar the Nikolayevsky Station
[from Siberia]. To his surprise, he was in time
for all the celebrations. . . "

What they were celebraring was the Febru-
ary Revolution. My father was in exilc at this
time.

On Oct. 19, 1917 my mother wrote another
letter:

“We've no plans for leaving the city. It s still
pos!ihlcm%;: food. Milk, bread, mear and eggs
are all available, though costly. . . . There are
rumors going around thar the Bolsheviks are
going ro do something on Oct. 20 but prabably
there’s nothing to it, . . ."

The Bolsheviks did “do something,” as it
turned out. On Dec. 11, 1917 my mother
wrote:

** ... I'mhaving a grear fight with the school.
They were collecting moncy for the civil ser-
vanes and everyhody was giving two or three
rubles. When they got to me, I said, ‘I won'r.”
. » « Now they all say I'm a Balshevik. , , "

Here is my mother’s last letter from Petro-
grad. It was writren in Febroary 1918,

“Greetings, my dears. I'm glad vou finully
gor the cigarerres | sent you. . . . There's real
hunger in Petrograd. They hand our only an
cighth of 2 pound of bread every day and one
day they gave us none ar all. I've even cursid
the Bolsheviks. . . . I've lost 20 pounds and
had to alter all my skirts and underclothes,
They were all falling off me. 1've lost so much

ple are even suspecting me of being in love.”

My mother was marned [ro Stalin] shortly




A daily round of school, home and books

larta and her brother Vasily srw Sta-
lin at dirmer each evening, and the
dictator found time to inguire about
their lessons and to s
cards. Below, at lefr, Svetlana, at the
age of 9, steps out of « Soviet-made

o

after this. She and her husband wene to Mos-
cow and she went to work in Lenin's secre-
tariat. A new life had begun, noc for her alone
but for the whale of Russia,

I always think of my mother as extremely
beaurifil and [ don't suppose I'm the only one
who thoughe so. | can’t remember her face, but
I have the tmpression thac she was graceful and
light of step, and that she always smelled of
aice perfume. She seldom kissed me. My fa-
ther, on the other hand, was always carrying
mie in his arms, giving me Joud, moist kisses
and calling me pet names like “lirtle sparrow™
and “lirle fiy." Once 1 ruined 2 new table-
cloth with 2 pair of scissors. My mother
spanked me across the hands until ic hure. |
cried 50 loud that my father came and kissed
me and comforted me. He couldn't stand the
sound of a child crying or screaming, My moth-
er never gave in to me and scolded him for
spoiling mo,

This is the only lecter | have from my moth-
er to me. It was wrirten in 1930 or 1931,

“Hello, Svetlanochka!

**1 had a lecrer from Vasya [Sverlana’s broth-

er Vasily] saying that my licrle E"rl is carrying
onand being rerribly naughey. T hate getring let-
rers like chae about my ﬁnlc girl. 1 Lho&:ﬂit
was 3 big, sensible girl | was leaving behind,
and now It rumns our she's only 2 lirde girl after
all and doesn’t know haw to behave like a
grownup. . . . Please write and let me know
whether you've decided o be good or not. . . .
Your Mama."

My father's letrers were very different, [
have two lerters chue [ chink [ must have re-
ceived from him abour thar same rime, between
1930 and 1932, bocause they are printed in big
block letters, His letters always ended “1 kiss
you.”" Untl 1 was about 16, he usad to call me
“Seranka.” (Thar was whar I aalled myself
when [ was lirle.) He also called me “House-
keeper.” Whenever | asked him for anything,
he liked to answer: “Why are you only asking?
Give an order, and 'l see o it right away.”
That's how we starred the ot “orders,"”
which we played until [ was about 16. He also

invented 2 perfect lintle girl named Lyolka as
an example for me o follow, Lyolka always
did just what she was supposed to, and of course
1 hated her for it

My father was demanding and serict with

Vasily, but lenient roward me. My mother was
more lenient with Vasily, since be had enough
discipline from my er already, bur was

strict with me to offsec my father's affection,
Yer she was the onc [ loved more,

[ remember asking my nurse one day: “Why
ig it 1 love Grandpa berrer than Grandma, yer [
love Mama bereer than Papa?” My nurse was
horrified.

My mother saw to it that our time was filled
up. We had our lessons, We made herbariums,
tended rabbits—anything to keep us from be-
ing idle. In one of her letrers 2y a sehoolgirl my
mother had stated the rule that “the more time
you have, the lazier you are.” Even asa tiny
child my mother me enrolled in a music
class for about 20 children of preschool age.

She was only jo in :9;|.Shewninrhe§n-
dustrial Academy studying synthedic fibers,
My mother would have made a fine iali
Her notebooks are neae and clean. sec-
retary of the Party Committee at the Acad-
emy wis 34 young man named Nikim Khru-

ev, who had come there straight from the
Donbas. He became a foll-time Party worker
after he graduated from the Academy.

My mother was only seven years older than
my oldest brother Yakov, She saw him through
the death of a baby daughrer and was a com-
fort t him throughour his unhappy first mar-

riay

Einy mother was tectibly upser when Yakov
tried to commir suicide in 1928, or it may have
been 1929. In despair over the artitude of my fa-
ther, whe refused to have anything to do with
him, Yakov went to the kitchen of our Krem-
lin aparement and shot himself. Luckily he was
only wounded. The buller wene righe through.
My father made fun of him and liked to sncer:
“Ha! He couldn't even shoot scraighe!” Afrer
his at suicide, Yakov went to Lenin-
grad and lived in my grandfather's aparrment.

My mother's sister Anna told me that my
mother used to think more and more in her last
ears about leaving my father. After a quarrel
L’w&u:hﬂnin 1926, when | was six months
old, my mother took me and my brother and
nurse and went up to Grandfather's in Len-
mgrad intending o stay. The quarrel was
caused by some rudeness of my facher's, some-
thing small in itself. My nurse told me thar my
father telephoned from Moscow, wanring to
come and make up and rake us all home. My
mother, not without a certain malicious humer,
replied: “I'll come back myself. It'll cost the
state too much for you to come here.” So we
all went hame,

My mother never had an eye to the main
chance. The things her position gave her meant
nothing to her. She refused to go to the Acad-
emy in a car or even let on to the other st~
dents who she was. Many of them did not know
for a lang time who Nadya Alliluyeva was mar-
ried to,

My nurse rold me that before she died my
mother was unusually irritable and sad. One
day an old friend from Leningrad came to see
her. They sat and talked in my nursery. My
nurse heard my mather say thar “cverything
bored her,” that she was “sick of everything”
and “‘nothing made her happy.”

She wasn't sy to touch alcohol. It had
2 bad effect on her. She didn't like it and was
frightened when ather peg| ing to
drink. My father rold me later that once she
came home vc?lrri:k after a parcy at the Acade-
my where she had had something to drink. She

cramps in her arms. My father put her ro
ﬁﬁ and comforted her. “So you love me a lie-
tle after all,” she said to him.

The last time [ saw her was on the eve of
her death—not more than a day or two before.
She called me to her room and had me sit on
her favorite takine, or Georgian sofs. “‘Don't
touch alcohol!” she said. *Never drink wine!™
These were echoes of her quarrel with my fa-
ther, who was forever giving his children wine.

She looked older than she was because she
never lec herself go. Her tremendous discipline,

CONTINUED

A i elild grozsing wp befare Worid
War I, Suvetlana lived in her futher's
apartment in the Kremitn, sud her
life swes o round of school, the Pio-
weers (the Conrmumise children's or-
ganizatian), horse and books. Sver-
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their repart

ar in the country. At center, she
lazes o haremock on the
of their country dacha Zubalove. At
right, as a young teen-ager, Svethma
pawres. on her bicycle, sporting the
kerchief and the pm of the Pioneers.
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‘He didn'’t

The flonver-baiked body of Nadys

Alliluyena Stalina lay in - state jnr
tuwn days after her untiniely death tn
November 1932, Then her funeral
procesvian muarched thraugh the sim-

\l't’f[[!h’!! CONTINUED

ion and discontent buile up more and
e within until finally she was Jike
a coiled spring.

The immed

te occasion was trivial. It was
aminor fallmg « ar 3 banquer in honor of the
t5th anniversary of the Ocrober Revolution.
My farher meeely said to her: “Hey, you! Have
a drink!"" She screamed: “Don't you dare talk
o me that way!™ And in frone uf(:\u'mm she
got up and ran from the table,
nurse starred telling me how ir all hap-
;ums shortly before she died. Our housekeep-
Carolina Till, always woke my mother in
rh- morning. My 'nﬂrhhrblrprm.: room by her-
, and my father & slept either in his office or
ina ]mlL room witha rclrp'mm next to the din-
ing room. Thar's where he was sleeping chat
nighe, after r geering home late from the banguet,
My morther had come in carlier and had gone
ro her own room.

Carolina Till got up carly char day a3 usoal.
She gor breakfast ready and wenr o wake my
mother, She came running to the nursery shak-
ing with frighe and motioned to my nurse, un-

ns

able to say 2 word. They wenr back rogether,
My mocher was lying beside her bed ina poal
of blood. She had in her hand a lirtle pistol that
Pavel had broughe her from Berlin. The body
was cold. Faint with fear, mainly fear thar my
father might appear ar any second, che two
waomen laid the body on the bed. T hey called
the people whe had precedence in their eyes:
the chicl of the Kremlin Guard, Abel Yenu-
kidze, and my mother's clase friend Polina Mo-
lotov [wife af the diplomat].

Everyone came running, Meantime my fa-
ther \Iup[ on. Molotov lmj Varoshilov came.
Inc*. were all in 4 &

rhu dmmg room. "i:mf. d
no longer with us.”

har is the story my nurse rold me. Poli-
nz Molotov told me me.htng very much like
it. She had been at che banquet with my morher
and all the ochers. All of them wimnessed the
qarrel and my mother's departure, but no onc
gave it much imporrance, F”uhm Molarov left
the banquer with my mother so she wouldn't

.

e

be alone. They went out and walked around
the Kremlin Palace several rimes.

“She quicred down and talked abour rthe
Academy and her chances of starting to work,
a prospeer which oecupied her mind and
pleased her a good deal, Your father was rough
with her and she had 4 hard lifi wich him, Ev-
eryone knew thar. But they had spent a good
many years together. rh:\ had a family, chil-
dren, 4 home, and everyone loved Nudya, Who
could have thoughe she'd ever do such s thing?
It wasn {Aput' tmarriage, of course, but then
what marriage 157

“When she seemed cnrnpiaul\, calm,” Poli-
na Molotov went on, *“we went our sepanare
ways for the mghh was perfectly sure every-
rhm[{ was all righe, thae it had all subsided. And
then in the morning they called to tell us the ter-
rible news."”

| remember how we children were senr our
at an unusual hour thar moming ro play. T re-
member how Natalia Konstantinovna kepe wip-
ing her eyes with a handkerchief at breakfast.
For some reason we spent a long time playing,
Suddenly we were taken to the dacka at So-
kolovka, where we had starred going thar fall
instead of to our beloved Zubalovo. It was al-




even go to the funeral. He never visited her grave!

ber streets of Moscorw tonverd Novo-
Deviclii Cemetery, Behind the or-
mate, Jorse-drawn herrse walks o
Young bay, u-year-olid Vasily Sor-
lin, At right of hins is his vncle Stari-

slav Redens and Nadya's godfather,
Abel Yenukidze, Svetlang was too
young ta areend the funeral, but when
she was older she was told thar Szlin
had been extremely upiet—so vl

so that people fered to leave him
alone. At one point he stalked dra-
matically away from the ¢offin, and
“he didn't even go to the funeral,"
Swetlana says. “He never wemt 1o

visit her grave.” Bur later at Novo-
Devichi he erected a slender white
marble shaft to Nadya, inseribed
with the words “Member of Bol-
shevik Party, fram I V. Stalin.”"
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ways fearfully gloomy ar Sokolovka. The
rooms were cold, uncomfurtable and strange.
Larer that day Voroshtlov came. He rook us
walking and tried o play with vs, but he was
weeping. [ dan’t remember how they rold me
my mother was dead or how [ took it. (For
vears she thoughe her mother had died of ap-
pendiciris.)

[ began to reslize something hud happened
only when they ook me to the building where
GUM (the Stare Universal Store) is now, but
which was then an_official building of some
kind. The open cofin with the bady was in a
big room and 4 leave-taking ceremony was be-
ing held. T was terribly frighrened when Zina
Ordzhonikidze took me by the hand and led
mie right up ™ my mother's face and told me to
“'say goodby." | gave a loud cry and drew back.
Someane quickly carried me into anorher room.
Unele Abel Yenukidze took me on his knecs.
He played with me and gave me fruic to cat. |
wasn't raken to the funeral. Only Vasily wenr.

Larer, when [ was grown up, | was rold char
my facher had been rerribly uEnkcn. Why hud
such a rerrible stb in che back been deale o
him? What was he being punished for? Heasked
those around him whether he had been incon-

siderare. Was it really so imporrant i Fhe hadn’t
always been able to go to the theater with her?
Did it make thar much diference?

My father was in such a stace that they were
afraid to leave him alone. He had sporadic firs
of rage. The reason was that my mother had
left him a lerrer.

parently she wrore ic the night she
dicd. Necdlessro say, Lhave never seen it, Very
likely it was destroyed right away, buc people
wha saw it have rold me of its existence. It
was a terrible leceer, full of reproach and accu-
sations. It wasn't purcly personal; it was part-
ly political as well. Afrer reading ir, it would
have been possible for my father to think
that my mother had been on his side anly
outwardly, but in her heart had been on the
side of those who were in political eppasition
1o him,

At the civil leave-raking ceremony, he went
up to the coffin for 3 moment. Suddenly he
pushed it away from him, turned on his heel,
and lefr. He didn't cven go to the funeral. He
never went to visit her grave.

It was only in his last years, not lang before
he died, thar he started calking to me aboue ir. 1
saw that he was desperarely looking for the res-
son—looking, and not finding ir. He starred
blaming Polina Molotay, Aunt Anna and Un-
cle Payel, whao had brought her a pistal so tiny
it looked like a toy. He was trying ro discover
“who was guilry” and “'who pur her up to it.”
Bur if he failed to understand her at the time,
then later he must have forgorren what she was
like. One good cthing, though, is that 0 ycars
later he srarted speaking abour her more gen-
tly. He seemed even to pity her and no longer
blamed her for what she had done.

People were more honese and emotional in
those days. If they didn't like life the way it
was, they shor themselves. Who does thar kind
of thing now? Who cares thar much aboue life
and ditterences of opinion, about his own con-
victions or rhose of his opponents, or abour
whether ane course of action is better than an-
other?

Our careflree life of gaiecy and games fell
apart the moment my mother died. In the sum-
mer of 1933, when we went to Zubalovo, [
found that the playground in the woods, with
its hoops and swings and its “Robinson Cru-
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soc" tree house, had vanished. The only things
left were traces of sand in the woods.

Our governess Nanalia Konstantinovna lefc
right away. Whether she left voluntarily ar was
dismissed [ don't know. My brother Vasily's
tutor, Aleksandr Muravyov, lasted anocher two
years, Then Vasily gor annoyed with him. So
he too disappeared.

My facher moved o a different aparcment be-
cause he couldn't bear to stay in the one where
my mather died. [t was most uncomfortable to
live in. Ir was on the first fioor of the Senare
building. Tr had walls nearly five feer thick and
high vaulted ceilings, These rooms, which had
been \ were converred into an 3 .
for my father hecause his office was in the same
building one flvor above.

His rime for seeing me and Vasily was dur-
ing dinncr at the apartment. He would ask me
abour my lessons, look ar the book my marks
were enrered in and sometimes ask me to show
him my exercise books, He used to sign the
boak conmining my marks, us parcnrs were
supposed 1o do, right up to the war, He also
eonrinued taking us with him to Sochi.

Bl?t inwardly things had changed cats-
strophically. By 1937 or 1938, exeept for my
nurse, there was no one lefr of the people my
mother found. One vear | came back for school
in Seprember to find chat our old cook, Yeli-
zaveta, was Eum: Larer they gor rid of Tanya,
a big, fearfully ugly but cheerful woman who
to carry the heavy kitchen crays. Finally
our housekeeper, Carolina Till, was thrown out
roo. kt was 1937, and her German ancestry
probably had something o do with ir.

The whole houschold was run ar stare ex-
pense. The “service personnel,” as they were
called to avoid the bourgeois word “servants,”
increased enormously. At each of my father's
houses there suddenly sppeared fanks;
details of bodyguards, tach with & chief, rwo
cooks and 4 double smff of waitresses and
cleaning women. These people were all hand-
picked, and once they had appointed as

of the houschold staff they automatically
E:ant employes of che police.

In 1939, when people were still disappearing
righe and lefr, somebody came up with the in-
formarion that my nurse’s husband, whom she
leftduring Wurlzleu 1, hud been a clerk inthe
czarist palice, Having heard there was a ploc
afoox to get rid of my nurse, 1 set up a howl.
M];‘fn:hu couldn’t stand tears; besides, m{-
be he too wanted to express some protest. In

ed "'them™

any case, he gor angry and
to leave my nurse in peace.

It wasn'e just i our house thar the new sys-

benefics they have lose. Yefimov lived well, too,
bur on @ modest scale with the oth-
ers. Toward the end of my facher's lifetime
Yefimav, 2 general in the secret police by that
time, fell out of favor, He was removed and
“eaten alive” by the other generals and colo-
nds:dh:rmznmd‘ a peculiar “court" around
m Y

!.'Anatbu gencral, Nikolai Viasik, who was
ﬁm:slignedmmy&dmbythellcdz\rma
as a bod in 1919, was in charge of 2
my father's security arrangements. Though he
was incredibly stpid, illiterate and uncouth,
he behaved like @ grandee and rook it on him-
self in my father's last years to dicrare “'Com-
rade Stalin’s rastes.” No Bolshoi gala on the
eve of Nov. 7, no state in St. G '
Hall of the Kremlin was allowed to take :L::
withour Viasik's passing on the program. He
would graciously pass the word whether this
or that movie or even the shapes of the sky-
scrapers had found favor with my facher. While
my mother was alive he never set foot in our
house. Later he was 4 permanent fixcure at
Kuntsevo. From there he ran all my farher's
orther residences, which became more and more

numerous.
In addition to Kuntseve and Zubalovo, my fa-
ther had two other plices putside Moscow
alane. They were Lipki, an ancient esrare on
the Dmitrov Highway with 2 pond, a wonder-
ful house and an enormous park lined with rall
lindens, and Semyonovskoye, a fine old estare
that had large, spring-fed ponds dug by serfs in
the old days. Now it's a government darha,
My facher seldam visited either place, some-
times not for a year at 2 time, bur rhe sraff
always expecred him at any momenr and was
in a constant statc of readiness. They all
awaited these visitarions like Judgment Day,
bur the one they were most frightened of was
crude maraner Viasik, who loved giving

them all hell.
Another specimen all too typical of those
times was Licutenant (later Mm} Aleksandra

Nukashidze of the stare security forces. She
red theough the good offices of Beria,
Eﬂg 4 cousin of his wife. She didn't mean any
harm and did more damage because she wasn't
very bright than because she acrually wanted
to hurt anybody. Being gniy vior iz, [ was
wo to appreciate how grocesque it was
to have Beria's personal spy in the house. My
Aunes Anna and Yevgenia, Pavel's widow,
merely inquired whether she knew how to run
nhomcmprcpame‘gimfood.'%ly.w."
Aleksandrs Nakashidze replied innocently. “[
never did anything ar home. My mother did all
the housework and I never oven washed my

own cup.”
Soon after this my aunts were barred from
our Kremlin apartment. Yakov and my grand-

parents were the anly ones still allowed o come
there. Probably Alcksandra Nakashidze had in-
formed on my aunts ro Beria.

Aleksandra Nakashidze ruled the roost in our
mnent until 1943, when my father himself
1 her our. One of her duties was to ger as
close a5 she could ta Vasily and me. She was a
gigely woman who was fairly new to secret po-
lice work and had not yer acquired the man-
ner. In any case, Georgian women aren't cur
our for that sort of thing. She was a kindheare-
ed person, on the whale, a hapless pawn caughe
in a monstrous sysem.

Shem-bu’m:_pnrringourhmriuor—
der—not my father’s rooms, of course, since
no one was allowed in there, One year when [
gor back from the Sourh 1 didn't know my own
room any more. Where was the old carved side-
board given me by my morher? And the counr-

less from Aunt Anna? [ had kepe the
hm figures Naealia Knumnl:?ﬂxovm'
raught us to make on the top shelves and
old albums of drawings and exereises in Ger-
man and Russian on the borrom. Aleksandra
Nakashidze thoughe it was all 1 lor of nonsense,
She goe rid of a round rable and some chairs
my mother had put in my nursery. And she had
replaced ivall by furniture which was, in facr,
mare modern, hut cold and utrerly lacking in
character. She did the same with ‘my brother
Vasily's room.

We came ro realize thar under the new sys-
tem everything in the house was consiercd
stare and anything old and dilapidaced
would be “invenroried” cach year and carted
off God knows where. Later | saw some of
these things in the apartment of Aleksandra Na-

‘kashidze's brother and sister.

Once in a while my father gave our unoffi-
cial guardian Vlasik over-all dirccrives. Ir was
in line with m:c]:llimcr(i‘ve of this kind rhar a
governess named Lidia Georgiyevm appearcd
on the scene unupectdl;og:c and my nurse
gﬂfiﬂ.maﬁghnhevcryﬁmdny.lhwd Li-

ia Georgiyevm out: “Remember
place, Comrade Bﬂkm! You've no right ro
talk ro me like thar!”

I rold her: “Fool! Don't you dare insult my

nursc!”
- She had hysterics. She laughed and sobbed ac
the same time and called boch of us names. [
was “an Hl-mannered girl” and my nurse was
“unculrured.”

The quarrel died down, bur she and I were
naw encmics, After five years | implored my
father to get rid of her. My father had no
special symparhy for a hunchbacked old maid
who flirted with every man in sight, and |
was set free.

wm&uzap.u;h:i?cﬁm. bur no househ “ﬁ
a quasi-mi atmosphere as ours,
reason was du:;;ry&mu was a widower,
i Yefimoy, who was commandant ac
Zubalovo while my mother was still alive, was
transferred o my father's dache st Kunese-
vo, OFall the “chiefs,” he was the kindest and
the one least out for himself. He had some hu-
man feeling toward us as a family. The other
bodyguards had none. They all buile chem-

sclves country houses and drove
cars, and all of them now bewail :ﬁ material
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Her first stirrings of doubt

about her father—the romance be shattered and
ber two unbappy marriages




