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RATIONALE
The subject of social cohesion in Moldova is on the agenda of the civil 

society and the government. In order to find efficient solutions to strengthen 
social cohesion, we need to identify the causes of its absence. There are many of 
them, of course, and they are complex and controversial. The proposed project 
tackles just one of them – the lack of communication among different ethnicities 
about the experiences they went through six-seven decades ago – the Stalinist 
deportations. Over the past 10 years, the subject of deportations comes up more 
and more often in the public space, especially from the perspective of the victims 
of the regime. Regretfully, the political class uses it to win votes, or to get back at 
those who do not share the same ideas. Unfortunately, the voters are manipulated 
and the gap amidst the ethnicities and generations increases. We, historians and 
adult educators, though, are certain that a different goal can be achieved through 
this dramatic, traumatizing experience, that of social cohesion.

The life stories that flow through tears from these pages were those of children 
– starting with just 2 months old and up to 18 years old. This was exactly how old 
those people I talked to were when they went through the terror of the soviet 
repression machine – the Stalinist deportations. Moreover, three of them were 
conceived and born in the remote lands their young, beautiful and innocent 
parents were deported to. Together with their family members, or all alone, these 
children had to adapt to those very different conditions and survive, in spite of 
all misfortunes. Their lives, seen from a 70 years distance, can serve as a source of 
inspiration for us, who are today looking for values and strategies to overcome 
modern crises and problems, or want to find out the truth in the post-truth era.

Their experiences tell us about the human nature, from sacrifice up to humility, 
from friendship to lack of humanity. Everything that occurred to them and has not 
destroyed them, notwithstanding has made them stronger. They learned certain 
lessons and drew certain conclusions, so that today they are lucid, even though 
they had a difficult life. The values they relied on in infernal moments were what 
brought their salvation: love, faith, sacrifice, diligence and perseverance – all of 
them intertwined have fed their hope to overcome the difficulties. 

Join us along the lines, so that together with these people, we can live those 
moments that for them and their families meant a fight between life and death. 
And they came out victorious! Let us live every moment meaningfully and cherish 
the clear skies! Through love, we can become stronger, because love is the only 
thing that we can multiply by sharing it! Through faith, we can reach heights, 
because it lifts us up! Through sacrifice in the name of truth, through diligence and 
perseverance we can remain humane! Through tolerance and empathy, we can 
build the social cohesion that we all need!
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LOVE 
Lucia Scortescu: I went to Siberia with no clothes, no father, no mother, 

 no nothing...
I met Lucia at the “Serghei Lunchevici” National Philharmonic 

on July 3rd, 2016, when, together with several colleagues, we 
organized the “Deportation Memories” documentary theater 
performance. There were about 300 people attending, the 
majority of which were returnees from Siberia. At the end, several 
people approached me, wanting to talk about their tragic fate. 
This woman, whose story intrigued me, because she had been 
deported at the age of nine, without her mother or father, 
was among them. There are fewer and fewer survivors of the 
deportations from 1940-1941 and to seize the opportunity when 
you meet them and bring their stories into eternity is absolutely 
a must. We met up the following weekend, as she soon was to 

leave for Romania to visit one of her daughters.
She was a woman of neat appearance, energetic, slender, with an impressing 

stock of knowledge on today’s political reality, with a developed critical thinking 
and good story-telling skills. Unfortunately, her story was a sad one, since as we were 
diving deeper in the troubles of last century’s fifth decade, we were progressively 
feeling the pain more and more.

Lucia was the only child of Vasile and Ecaterina Scortescu from the Baroncea 
village, Drochia rayon. Born in the interwar period, the happy memories of her early 
childhood, at the side of her parents who were teachers, well respected by the 
entire village, lived with her. Attending the annual teacher meetings, her mother 
Maria was also taking Lucia with her, so she managed to see the cities of the Greater 
Romania. She even has pictures that became documentary treasures of those times. 

This family’s path, just like those of hundreds of thousands other families of 
intellectuals, was to be changed by the annexation of Bessarabia to the USSR in 
June 1940 as a result of the Hitler-Stalin/Ribbentrop-Molotov Pact. 

Although this family sensed that they would suffer if they stayed in the soviet-
occupied Bessarabia, they could not leave their homeland and parents behind, and 
faced the hostile fate. The first trauma that deeply impacted the Scortescu family 
was the mother’s punishment, being a teacher, she was sentenced to three months 
in the Perm prison for violation of work discipline. 

Having only her father left, Lucia was crying every night because of how lonely 
and helpless she felt. Even her father, Vasile, a grown man, was bewildered and was 
not capable to identify an action plan to protect himself from the regime. Thus, being 
absolutely vulnerable, Lucia was deported on the night of June 12-13, 1941, she was 
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nine, all by herself in the fateful train car that was taking her to terrifying Siberia. Her 
father was separated from her and together with the other men deported from the 
villages of crucified Bessarabia, taken to Ivdelag. 

Maltreated and exhausted by forced labor, he only endured two years there. 
The documents confirming his death date back to 1943, with no indication of the 
cause of death, but the historic sources make us believe that he had been killed 
before his time by the psychological and physical stress he was exposed to in 
the concentration camp. He never got to find out about the bitter cup of life his 
daughter had to drink all on her own in Siberia, but, I am certain, he regretted not 
being there for her. How can a 9-year old child adapt to a foreign, unknown and 
hostile environment in order to survive? Only by forcedly growing up and taking on 
responsibilities unfit for childhood: hard and unpaid work to just have the minimum 
to survive, facing her fears and overcoming her orphan status. Siberia was a school 
of life, a transformational experience that ingrained deep marks in her conscience 
and scars on her soul. She survived cold, hunger, loneliness, all thanks to another 
woman, a mother with a big heart – Rotaru Ecaterina – who did not ignore her, 
therefore, Lucia was not sent to the orphanage. Her mother was not able to go 
on with her life without the child she left in tears at only 9 years of age. Learning 
about the wickedness that happened, she set out to find and get her child back 
at any cost. She went all the hard long way to Siberia, finding her estranged child 
again. This mother’s fight to bring her offspring back is emblematic and symbolic. 
Reaching despair in the Perm prison, Maria Scortescu finds her life’s meaning again 
when she sets off to find her daughter. This is a qualitative leap that happened in 
dramatic circumstances. The first moment when they saw each other again, Lucia 
did not recognize her mother, but as soon as she realized the woman was her lost 
mother, her heart softened. A child that dissolves in mother’s love fills up with light, 
unconditional love and optimism. Regaining her mother, little Lucia found her path 
in life again. I am certain of the feeling of richness that both souls – the mother and 
the daughter – discovered in the middle of the Siberian vicissitude holding each 
other. The mother had become a God descended on earth to save her! This is the 
picture I saw in Lucia’s watery eyes.

To repay the care the adoptive mother showed to her daughter, her mother’s 
heart saved two other children from the Siberian cold. Returned to their home village, 
the mother and the daughter only relied on the Good Lord, facing the hardships 
and harsh times with their head up high. The situation became even more tragic in 
1946, when the Scortescu family was once more included in the list of those to be 
deported. The truth is that in-between the waves of massive deportations, there were 
also deportations to specific regions, affecting certain categories and having specific 
goals. While her mother was in Balti for continuous professional training, Lucia was 
warned about the danger looming over her and she hid in the neighbors’ cattle stall. 
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Precisely in the stall, because the neighbors’ fear of helping this child was greater than 
their duty to show mercy. The mercy, though, came from the school director, who 
being in charge of the lists, insisted that the teacher exempted from punishment by 
deportation since there was a great need for teachers in the village. A selfish approach 
from him, but one that saved at least two lives. On the other hand, we, once again, 
take note of the subjective and hazardous nature of the deportations, or better said, 
the way the lists of people to be deported were compiled.

Today, at a 70 years distance, the mother-daughter reunion moment remains just 
as vivid and emotionally charged. Thanks to that salvation, Lucia is today a woman 
with an unimaginable will, with verticality and civic attitude, expressed through her 
annual participation in the deportations commemoration day celebrations. She 
supported the establishment of the Museum of Memory and the Rehabilitation 
Center for Victims of Torture “Memoria”, and today she earns to author a collection 
of memoires. After having unsuccessfully tried so hard to have her claim on the 
property she lost to the regime approved in Moldova, and was not able to do it, in 
the recent years she managed to achieve that at international court. She managed to 
find out what fate her Ivdelag detained father had met. Based on her own example, 
Lucia continues to raise awareness about the crimes committed to the people she 
loves and represents with dignity. I decided that I would support her in publishing 
her memoires that are as valuable as an entire era, the one of immortality.

On June 12-13 1941, I remember that during the night, they came and surrounded the house, but I was 
just a child and I didn’t wake up. When I did, the carts had already arrived, since there were no cars, and also 
soldiers and Securitate agents were there. My daddy was very scared. Even as a child I realized that the danger was 

extreme… Our house was on the outskirts of the village, surrounded by a hedge. I understood and wanted to run. But 
my daddy, in despair, told the soldiers did. And of course the soldier did! And took me back. Did he even realize the fate 
that expected me?! And because daddy was frightened, he was so lost that he did not take anything for me with us… 

just as I had woken up, with no underwear, in a little dress, this is how they took me… With no clothes, no nothing, 
that’s how they took me! Can you imagine? I don’t know if a bigger crime is even possible..!

When they lifted us, the soldiers came and took everything we had in our house, clothes, good quality things, 
worthies, rings, dad had valuable things. I went to Siberia but-naked, and my coat went somewhere else… I have a 

photograph from the winter right before the deportation to keep as a memory of that coat!
They took us to the train station and put as in a train car. There were other people there too, there was even another 

family from our neighborhood in the village, poor, with many children. There was a woman with four daughters in the 
same car, her husband was also a school director in Tsarigrad, and my daddy knew him. They were taking the men for 
interrogation, and my dad asked that woman to watch me when they were being taken for interrogation. And they were 
taken for questioning once, then the second time, and when we reached Cobalnea they took them again and didn’t bring 
them back! And I was left alone and went to Siberia naked, with no mother, no father, no nothing… (crying).
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Marin Buga: A mother’s love makes miracles happen
Through classic historic research based on 

archive sources one only gets  to know the 
official history, the one built within the walls 
of power. Reaching the subjects of history, 
you deepen your knowledge, enriching it with 
details and nuances, sometimes unexpected, 
other times controversial, but every time 
welcomed. Thus, the picture of the historical 
truth, idealistically speaking, becomes larger 

and comes closer to the original event itself. I invited Marin Buga to co-author the 
picture of the deportations from July 5-6, 1949, providing specific nuances from the 
pallet of his personal life and that of his family. I was given a prompt positive reply 
and with it many vibrant nuances and colors from his childhood, teenage and youth 
imprinted by the soviet regime.

The Buga family, Ion and Vera, became landowners in the interwar period, and 
together with their 5 children (Valentin, Dumitru, Marin, Fiodora and Ana) they started 
working to build their household. Having their grandparents, Stefan and Axynia Buga, 
by their side, the family had shaped and framed traditions. The family home, their 
grandparents’ household, their land plot, the household animals, everything remained 
etched in the consciousness and identity of that child enjoying his childhood – Marin.

The mother’s figure played an essential role in the children’s upbringing, because 
having graduated from the four-grade elementary education, she planted the love for 
knowledge in all her children. During the famine, their mother worked, and prayed for 
her children just as much, protecting them from death. If in the village people were 
dying like flies and there were even two cases of cannibalism, they resisted by boiling 
sawdust with orach leaves, and for desert – poetry, gathered around their mother 
on the inbuilt big wood fire oven you could climb on. The education he got from his 
mother was what served him best in life, he admitted. Today, at the dusk of his life, 
he can consider it the secret of his resilience during the trials he had to go through.

The father’s personality is defined by several crucial moments: serving in the 
Romanian army where he got the watch that still wears the marks of time; three 
years of soviet concentration camp as war prisoner; and being included in the list of 
deportees together with his father who was one of the richest people in the village. 
Thus, the entire family shared the fate that the totalitarian-soviet regime imposed not 
only on the Buga family but on 50 000 other people also deported at the night on 
July 5-6 1949.

His grandfather, Stefan Buga from Mereni village, was also added to the lists, his 
household was a point of interest for the infrastructure of the new occupation regime. 
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Even if he was a child, he vividly remembers that his grandparents were arrested in 
the middle of the night, and towards the morning, the operatives had been on their 
doorstep as well. Marin, together with his brothers, could not understand neither the 
meaning, nor the impact the lifting would have on their family. Only the adults were 
able to catch a glimpse of those things in the future. When the neighbor explained 
to the Buga brothers what “your family is being lifted” meant, the tears were saying 
more than the carefully chosen words. Throughout the story, though, Marin Buga 
did not shed a tear, he only became a little emotional, as it fist a strong man. The 
lump in his throat and his shaking voice still managed to cross over the barrier of 
his composure. Intertwining the story with his own analysis of what had happened, I 
witnessed the monumental artwork of detachment from the past and the moment 
of drawing conclusions.

The road to Siberia meant a forced growing up for him too, because this is when 
he first heard labeling such as “fascists” and “enemies of the people”. They were taken 
down from the train in Sosnovka village, Kurgan, where they survived together with 
tens of other families about which his memory retained certain episodes. The barracks 
were not the best homes, but building a real house was a luxury. Twenty-one of 
them lived on a 20 square meters area, from children to elderly. It was precisely in 
Sosnovka that certain truths opened up to him: nationalities from all over the USSR 
were deported together with Moldovans. Each of them had a specific trait, that of 
Moldovans was that they adapted quickly, they were hard-working and mutually 
supportive. The sanitation and climate were shocks to which the bodies of those 
forcedly deported there got used gradually, sometimes with irreversible losses. If one 
did not master Russian, he/she risked becoming mocked or not integrated. School 
required discipline, but it was streaming a great deal of ideology.

Siberia did not spare anyone. At the age of 10, he had to work by his brothers’ and 
sisters’ side to help their parents. Their father carried the heavy load working at forest 
cutting, and their mother, besides the official job, had to feed and clothe seven souls. 
They buried their grandfather in the cold Siberian ground. He remembers that many 
remained there, some buried, or grieving, others having no one to return to. His family 
decided to return to their homeland in 1956, but only with two daughters, since the 
boys were tied to that place:  the eldest was married there, the second was enrolled 
in the army, and Marin was a student at the Irkutsk College. After graduating from 
college, he returned to his homeland and grew roots again. It was very difficult for the 
family to settle in their native village permanently – several years passed before they 
managed to build a small house. He is one of the few who had the chance to visit 
the faraway lands of Kurgan and Irkutsk 35 years later. The emotional turmoil he went 
through was complex: the pain and wounds that reopened from seeing the grave of 
his grandfather, Stefan Buga, the barracks, the administration, the school and taiga on 
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one hand; and the joy of reuniting with his teachers, school mates and the Moldovans 
who stayed there, on the other hand.

Graduating from the seven-grade cycle with the highest scores possible, he 
continued his studies in Irkutsk and learned the profession that fueled his entire 
life. He visited Irkutsk city and region in the fall of 2016 with my colleagues from the 
“Memory expeditions” team and I really wanted to experience the emotions that 
Marin conveyed through this interview.

I remember the famine from ’46 pretty well! There is a plain in our village, just like in all 
villages. During the famine, people were going around on that plain on all fours looking for orach leaves, they 

were ripping it from the ground with their hands, cutting it with sickles, and they were feeding themselves. They 
were boiling it in a pot and that’s what they lived on. And so did we! It was really hard! People from our village went 

as far as Donbas, or Bucovina, where they were trading clothes, carpets, trading them for almost nothing, just for some 
bread! We were making sawdust and my mom was boiling it together with the orach leaves and we were eating it! 
Afterwards she would sit us all on the wood oven, like a hen with her baby-chicks, and since she knew many poems, 
she was reading to us, she was praying for us, as she was also very faithful!

There were two cases in our village – two babies were killed by their mothers and eaten, because they had 
nothing to eat… And when they were bathing them, they just put a needle through the soft spot of their heads… One 

of my elder brother’s classmates went to graze the cattle on the outskirts of the village. And in the evening, sometime 
close to dusk, his father sees he’s missing! But you could hear him moaning in the ravine. Later the neighbors said that 
they had seen him, that there were two men (you can’t even say they were bandits, because everyone was hungry, like 
animals) and told him to give them a cow! And he said: “How can I give it to you if my father would just throw me out for 
that?!” And then they put a knife through his temple...! The famine is something terrible...! Deportations were terrible! But 
at least there, little by little, those who were working could make it! But that famine – no… you could not make it! It was 
very hard!

We did not know what “to be lifted” meant…
I was at home with my mother. Dad and my middle brother were gone to work our land since evening. So that 

they can get up early in the morning to hoe. There was a lot of hoeing to be done around that date, June 6th, the 
second hoeing. My grandfather Stefan, and grandmother Axynia were on the list. And at 4am two soldiers came, 
entered our courtyard and said to my grandparents: “You can take half a ton per family in the car with you!” But how 
could you take half a ton if the car was small?!

My mother sent me to the field: “Go to the field and tell your father that they’re lifting grandpa!” But we didn’t 
know what “to be lifted” meant… Lifted… up?! What did that mean?!

And she gave me two horses, I mounted one, and tied the second. It was still dark at 4 a.m., but we reached the 
field all well because I was used to it. I gave my dad one horse and he headed home. My brother and I stayed there, 
with one horse.

When the people from Selsovet (village council) realized that they’re lifting my grandpa but his son, Ion Buga, 
was staying in the household, they thought: and what did we gain? Nothing will go to the kolkhoz! And they put us 
on the list too! They purposely lifted hardworking people, because what can you take from poor people?! A hoe, a 
digging spade to make a kolkhoz?!
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Evghenia Novac-Petrova: Our love of people makes us eternal 
The soviet repressions in the occupied and chopped 

to pieces Bessarabia, meaning the territory of the Soviet 
Socialist Moldovan Republic and a part of the Soviet Socialist 
Ukrainian Republic, were a crime against humanity. Their 
inhumanity had strong antinational connotations, because 
the soviet ideology denied nations as separate entities 
promoting the concept of the new man, “homo sovieticus”. 
This structure was not supposed to have a conscience and 
national impulses, and was rather supposed to listen only 
to the party ideology that represented the soviet state. The 
deportations from the occupied Bessarabia should be looked 
at from several points of view: as elements of the “subsystem 

of fear” established in the Stalinist years in the USSR; as elements of the policy for 
the de-nationalization of Romanians living East of the Prut River; as a method to 
depopulate Bessarabia; as a method to fight the “enemies of the people”. “Besides 
their main purpose, to eliminate the “hostile elements” and increase the tempo of 
household collectivization, the mass deportations of the population also aimed at 
uprooting the Romanians from Bessarabia from their native places and change the 
Bessarabia’s ethnic structure to the advantage of the foreign element”. 

Among the deported there were ethnic minorities from the local residents of 
Bessarabia under Soviet occupation. According to the criteria the deportations 
were based on, it was only natural that the other ethnicities, next to the Romanian 

He hugged us, crying: “You will go by train, faraway..!”
In a couple of hours, our neighbor, Ionut, who lived across the road from us, came to where my brother 

and I were: “Go home, you’re being lifted too!” But my brother who was two years older asked: “But what does 
that mean? They lift us how?”. “Well… you’ll go by train, faraway, for a ride...!”, and his eyes filled with tears while he 

was saying that, I remember that well! We were talking on the side of the field, under an apricot tree, and he started 
crying and just hugged us both like that! “Well, my dear boys, you are going far away, for a ride, it will be good for 
you there, you will get an education…” In short, he was saying that to take a bit from our shock and fear. And we 

mounted the horse and went home! It was already half past eight.

Our youngest sister was 6 months old, I have no idea how the Lord protected her…
We had to eat something on the train! The flour that we took from home ran out quickly if there were seven of us! My 

little sister was 6 months old when we headed out and I have no idea how the Lord protected her that she got there all 
right and now she is our youngest, may the Lord keep her in good health! There were many cases of death. Young children, 
usually, because they cannot adapt to such conditions.

Viata_Bate_Filmul_eng.indd   11 16/05/17   10:40



12

THROUGH EMPATHY AND TOLERANCE TO COHESION

majority, were among the deportees. Therefore, we consider the soviet repressions 
to have had a chauvinistic character, oriented against the communities and 
ethnicities that declared themselves anti-Soviet through their mentality and way 
of life.

Thus, both in 1941, later in 1949 and 1951, during the waves of massive 
deportations, we find lists with families of Ukrainian, Gagauz, Bulgarian, Jewish, 
Russian ethnicities that were deported to Siberia and Kazakhstan. 

The occasions to talk to a representative of those national minorities about the 
deportations and their personal story are fairly rare. For this reason precisely, the 
testimonials of my interviewee, Evghenia Novac-Petrov, a Gagauz ethnic on her 
father’s side, are very precious and elucidate specific aspects of the region and her 
ethnicity. This case study is representative for the Southern region of Bessarabia, 
but it also has common elements with the life stories of deported Romanians/
Moldovans.

This traditional, mixed, multinational family with Gagauz, Bulgarian and Moldovan 
roots living in Comrat village went through the web of time and felt all the thorns 
of change on its own skin. Evghenia’s parents were born in the same village and 
married upon the suggestion of their relatives, as it was customary in the patriarchal 
society of the Gagauz community. Her mother, Ecaterina Vlah, becoming an orphan 
due to typhus, marries at 19. Her father, Dumitru Novac, of a family with 8 children, 
starts a household on 2 hectares of land inherited from his parents. His parents had 
5 children more they were raising by working the other 8 hectares. Nevertheless, 
together with thousands of other families, they were considered undesirable and 
with the first wave of deportations, on June 12-13 1941, the entire family was 
deported. The mother with her 5 children ended up in Kazakhstan, and the father’s 
trail was lost because they were separated when they boarded the trains. Ecaterina 
Novac saw her mother-in-law only once after that, visiting her in Kazakhstan. 
But Dumitru did not manage to see his mother alive, while his father’s fate is still 
unknown. These gaps in the family history, and especially missing of grandparents’ 
presence in her life, are gnawing at Evghenia, who has a waking consciousness in 
terms of family heritage.

Bearing the load of separation, the young family, Ecaterina and Dumitru, worked 
in their household in the village surviving the war, famine, collectivization. They 
had 5 children until the following wave of massive deportations, two of them died 
in their early childhood due to unsanitary conditions.  Evghenia was only two and 
a half months old when the soldier knocked on their door and told them they 
were being deported. They put them on a train even if their father was not home. 
Having been warned that he is on the list, he hid in another village, and hoped it 
would save his family from exile. But in two weeks, he himself asked to be deported, 
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following on his wife and children’s fate. This is one of the cases when people were 
forcedly-willingly deporting themselves, following the road to Siberia or Kazakhstan 
going after their families. Although he was sent to the Tiumeni region, he finally 
managed to reunite with his family in the Kurgan region. But he paid for that with his 
health, becoming forevermore disabled. Evghenia is bringing her memories to the 
historic space that emerged between us, lively, painful, about their daily life full of 
hardships and injustice. However, at the same time, my historic source has revealing 
moments about the relationship with the locals and their help which many times 
saved them from misfortunes. For Evghenia and her brothers, her mother’s radiant 
face and her father’s wise one were icons of self-sacrifice for the continuation of 
life. Today she can teach her grandchildren the lessons she had learned from her 
parents. The reflections she can bring do not stop at blaming those who operated 
the deportations, because it is not ethnicities who can be held responsible for 
the deeds of the people who did them. Only the beauty of the soul can make us 
stronger and worthier of a better future, Evghenia concludes.

The suffering these soviet deportations brought along had no ethnicity, it is 
just as deep as it is unfair to all the people who fell under the ruthless repression 
machine. The ethnicities, though, can reveal certain specifics derived from their 
shared culture, tradition and mentality. Thus, the more colorful the ethnical pallet of 
human tragedies from that period, the closer to the truth and diversity our historical 
discourse will be.
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FAITH
Alexandra Istrati-Rusu: With everything that happened to us, all our hope was 
in our Lord!

At her 80 years, we managed to find Alexandra Rusu in 
good health, independent and jolly. She has a good memory, 
a specific narrating plasticity and a reflection ability worth 
appreciating! She outlasts the most emotional moments 
every time she describes them, her tears and sighs complete 
the picture of the recall. Born to Chiriac and Maria Istrati on 
August 22, 1930, in Gura Cainarului village, Soroca County, 
she was the second of four children. Her childhood was 
ordinary, just as all children born and raised in the countryside, 
combining playing with working around the household, 
in the field and taking care of animals. Her parents’ family 
owned about 10 hectares of land, 10-15 sheep, a pair of 
horses, a cow with a calf, and they were working the land 

to ensure they had everything they needed, such as grains, corn, dairy, sunflower, 
vegetables and greens. The specific of Romanian households in the interwar period 
was that they were self-managed and covered the basic needs on their own. The 
families were stocking rations, they kept a certain amount of the crop for the spring 
sowing, and the surplus, if there was any, was sold or traded for goods that could 
not be produced in the household. The village farmers were, thus, good managers 
and had good results, as they were working from dawn until dusk. This is exactly the 
model of the Istrati family who enjoyed their work’s results having a beautiful house 
and everything they needed around it.

The Istrati family was mixed, the mother’s father (Alexandra’s grandfather) being 
of Russian descent and having studied in St. Petersburg, married a Moldovan girl 
and was a mayor of Severova village, after that becoming a judge’s assistant. On 
her father’s line, they belonged to working class and they loved their land so they 
were raising their children in the same idea. They supported the older daughter so 
that she could get education, and she managed to go to high-school in the heart 
of Romania. In full swing of warfare, her father went to bring her home from high-
school, but they were only able to come back in 1945, after the end of the war. In 
the meantime, the new soviet authorities in their village established the red terror, 
just as all over the occupied Bessarabia. 

Settling the accounts with those who were the pillars of the Romanian 
administration, the activists and representatives of the new power shackled the 
people with whom they wanted to settle personal accounts with the chains of 
suffering as well. Chiriac Istrati was considered among them, unfortunately, upon 
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the suggestion of his elder brother who was an agronomist with the mayor’s office. 
In order to escape the red terror, his brother, who was also his wedding godfather, 
included him on the list. When he came back from Romania with his eldest daughter, 
in 1945, Chiriac was arrested immediately, and his family was stripped of all their 
goods, from the house, the cellar, the attic. Moreover, the attic was swept clean 
and all the grain reserves taken. Thus, the mother with three children, left behind 
all alone, started the dry year having nothing. The famine, worsened by the anti-
people and antinational policy, made hundreds of thousands of victims. Alexandra, 
together with her mother, sisters and brother, managed to survive only with the 
bread they made from corn cob flour, and in spring they were using the plants (orach 
leaves and amaranth) that they collected, boiled and ate periodically. It was really 
tough to get through the winter, especially since the pain of the unlawful arrest of 
the father was gnawing at them deeply. The subtleties of Chiriac Istrati’s process say 
very many things about the regime, the justice system and the human relationships 
that fell to a new unprecedented low. Maltreated and humiliated by the people of 
the system, Chiriac was betrayed by his older brother too, his wedding godfather, 
who profited of the circumstances and destroyed his life in the most incredible 
way – sending him to certain death. He served his “punishment” for 10 years and 
survived thanks to the profession he had learned and improved – shoemaking.

During the second wave of massive deportations, the Istrati family – the mother, 
Alexandra, the younger sister and brother to be more precise – was deported to 
Siberia. The soviets used the following mechanism – if the head of the family had 
been previously arrested (being sent to a camp or detained in a local prison), then 
the family (from young to old) was mandatorily included in the list of those who 
were to be deported. Following this model, Alexandra, aged 19, together with her 
mother, younger sister and brother were not able to avoid this scenario. Alexandra 
remembers very well the details of the night when the party activist knocked on 
their door– July 6 1949. These are very emotional moments, retold now, almost 70 
years later, they convey the tragedy, so particular in every case. Alexandra’s mother, 
being arrested, did everything she could to save her children helping them out the 
back window and into the courtyard. But she was left holding her granddaughter, 
her elder daughter’s child. She was speechless from the pain and fear, she could 
not even speak, but she signed to a neighbor who sneaked closer to the fence 
and took the child. This way the girl was saved, soon ending up in her mother’s 
arms (Alexandra’s elder sister that lived in another village). But she couldn’t leave 
her children that were hiding in a village close by and called them to the Floresti 
train station, and from there they headed out to Siberia. The mother couldn’t take 
anything with her, and there wasn’t even anything to take, but some dried fruit. 
Everything else she had at home was confiscated, and taken by those with functions 
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in the village council. Reaching Siberia after exhausting weeks on the road, there 
were close to being assigned to the gold mines, but train cars with hundreds of 
people were brought a day earlier. These were the deported from Latvia, since the 
waves of massive deportations from June 1941 and July 1949 were organized at the 
same time in the Baltic countries as well. The Baltics were also transported to Siberia 
and Kazakhstan in the same inhuman conditions. On that night, being brought to 
the Siberian darkness, the Latvians proved to fit the requirements for gold mining 
work better – they were tall, well-built and strong. Thus, Alexandra and her mother, 
younger sister and brother were taken to Blagoveshensk for city building works. The 
hard and racking work, absolutely not suitable for women and teenagers, the cold, 
lack of food and safety, the fear for tomorrow, they cannot be forgotten and creep 
through the tears of those years spent in the Siberian colds. The relationships with 
the Russians and the other ethnicities deported there just like Bessarabia’s people 
were good, based on mutual support and cultural dialogue, but without excesses. 

From her family’s experience, Alexandra concluded that their suffering started 
from the soviet regime that was based on their lazy, envious and coward fellow 
villagers, which preferred to sacrifice Chiriac Istrati and his family. Their family 
suffered very much because of personal animosities of the so-called local soviet 
leaders – party and Selsovet members. This is why after 10 years of being in a 
concentration camp, their father did not want to return to the village. He chose 
to go to Blagoveshensk, to join his deported family. We have seen other similar 
rather touching cases. Because it is an act of courage to willingly choose to go to 
some remote region of the Soviet Russia! Of course the main reason was the desire 
to reunite his family, to see his children, to be there and to support each other. I 
think that in this case the emotions played a crucial role – being separated from 
his family for ten years, Chiriac Istrati did not hesitate to go to the end of the world 
to see them again! His family was always concerned about helping him anyway 
they could when he was detained in the North SSMR prison – his wife was sending 
him packages, from the little they had at home (this was the period of organized 
famine) they were managing to put something together for him too. They were 
a very united family, young to old, their mother trying to get him out of prison by 
writing letters to Moscow to have his case reanalyzed. Unfortunately, she was not 
successful and her husband was sentenced to 10 years.

After these 10 years had passed, Chiriac saw his family again. The children he left 
behind when he was arrested were now adults. Alexandra was married, becoming 
Rusu, her husband being from deported Moldovans as well. The new family made 
a home there overcoming all the deprivation. They were supporting themselves by 
working hard, saving and enduring the hardships so that they could provide the 
new-born children with the necessary basics. They kept their faith and traditions 
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from home, the baptism and wedding, the prayers, songs and dances they had in 
their hearts. Today, so many years later, Alexandra sang us two songs, as sad as they 
were deep. These songs emerged from the pain and bitterness of her family’s life.

Following Stalin’s death, revising the repression policy, Khrushchev pardoned 
the families deported definitively to Siberia and allowed them to return to their 
motherland but not to their native villages. Although Alexandra mentioned 
repeatedly that her family did not want to return to their village due to what they 
had to suffer because of the fellow villagers. Returning from Blagoveshensk, they 
settled in Floresti, where they built a home again, and several years after they built 
two more houses. They managed to bring up their children, two of which were born 
in  Blagoveshensk, and give them education. The fact that all of them survived, with 
the Lord and the confidence that all the pain would end one day in their mind, is 
significant. They have not degraded morally and have forgiven those who harmed 
them, giving them a lesson of humanity. 

I found Alexandra surrounded by daughters and grandchildren, humming the 
songs of her youth through hot tears seeping through the turmoil of her memories. 
Alexandra was a good storyteller from whom I learned many details about the 
routine life in Siberia and the culture that they have kept religiously. 

Today she is in heaven and her memory is forever alive!
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Liuba Turcanu-Cangea, deported on her birthday: 
Destiny, destiny… God’s plan for you will 

have its way of finding you!
The story of Liuba Turcanu-Cangea, born 

in Mateuti village, Rezina rayon, is one to 
impress right from the start. She was deported 
together with her mother and brother exactly 
on her birthday, on July 6, 1949, when she was  
turning 9. At a young age Liuba remained only 

with her mother and brother left – her father had been arrested by the soviets on 
May 9, 1945 and sentenced to 15 years for being mayor in their village. He had been 
mayor for exactly two weeks, in the period when the Romanian administration 
was withdrawing, and the soviet one was to be established. For this reason he was 
declared “enemy of the people” and was sent to the Magadan corrective labor 
camp. The family left behind, having no support, was subjected to a tough taxation 
regime, just like the entire occupied Bessarabia. Due to the fact that the father, Iacob, 
was mayor during the Romanian administration, the family had a good economic 
situation and this very aspect gave birth to additional incentives for including the 
family on the lists of kulaks. 

This way, her mother, Turcan Natalia I. (b.1911), her brother Turcan Dumitru 
I. (b.1938) and herself, Turcan Liuba I. (1946), were subjected to repressions in 
1949, being included in the lists of “kulaks”. Their family was part of the small 
percentage of people who knew they had been included in the lists compiled 
by the village council. The mother had been warned an evening earlier and she 
decided to hide her children with some relatives herself leaving home as well, 
hoping they would avoid that difficult trial. Although the children were identified 
and found by the soldiers tasked with executing the arrest warrant, their mother 
tended to hope that the two of them, children without supervision would not be 
subjected to deportation and they will make it safely. But it was not the case – the 
repression machine was leaving no hope – the children were to be deported, 
even if unaccompanied. 

And their mother, giving up hope, came out of hiding and joined her children – 
she couldn’t have left them. She went in the courtyard, with her gaze saying 
goodbye to her household, the village and, probably, life. It is very hard to describe 
the despair on them when they boarded the overcrowded trains, all of the just 
the same, but especially the mother, separated from everything that meant life 
and stability for them. The memories of those days and nights in the train cart 
going towards the ever so frightening destination – Siberia – are very much alive 
for everyone who have returned. Liuba told us about how many horrifying things 
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she had to see as a 9-year old: unbearable, suffocating conditions, lack of food 
and water, youth that were shot for trying to escape, the exhausting and hopeless 
road to Siberia where they would have to start over wearing the label of “kulaks” 
and “enemies of the people”. 

At the end of July, 1949, the train with deportees reached Siberia and dropped 
them off, 10-15 families at each station, leaving the Moldovan families scattered 
over many kilometers. The Turcanu family was sent for “definitive deportation”, as 
the soviet documents mentioned, to Kurgan region, Lopatinskii rayon, Borodinca 
village. In order to make it in the new climate and cultural conditions, economic 
misery and psychological pressure, the mother became a real leader and lead the 
family in the most difficult conditions, and, especially, spiritual difficulties. 

They learned to live with minimum resources, to eat very little, to wear what 
could be reused, to sleep with one eye open, to always be ready to protect 
themselves from the Siberian wild animals, and also from certain less gracious 
people. Most of all, though, they persisted in faith and prayer! Today, with tears in 
her eyes, Liuba confesses that without faith and without the Lord they wouldn’t 
have made it, they kept hoping and believing in the Lord’s help and they felt Him 
close! He saved her mother, Natalia, from certain death, He brought back their 
father – Iacob Turcanu, who survived in the camp and found them there, in the 
remote Siberia. The recollection of their reunion with their father are so vivid, that 
it seems they are taken from a movie script, but are, in truth, real dramas that are 
more than any move! 

Reunited, the family became even stronger! Together they built several houses 
in Siberia, keeping animals and birds in their courtyards as it is customary for hard-
working people in Bessarabia, and rising steady on their feet, so that they stirred 
people’s envy again. But this spirit of diligence and hard work, always wanting to 
make it no matter how hard, passes from father to son and is a secret of survival. It 
became known about people from Bessarabia that if they were hard-working and 
savvy householders back home, then in Siberia they were as well, and they gave life 
lessons to those who had been living there long before them but weren’t as smart 
in household matters. Their houses, courtyards, and gardens were tidy and better 
managed.

For all those deported and subjected to political repressions, Stalin’s death 
(March, 1953) and the revision of the personality cult (February 1956), meant a 
reevaluation of their status and a pardon, even if just formal, which made their 
return to their homeland possible. In May 1957, when they were allowed to return 
they had to build another house, not in their native village this time, because it was 
heartbreaking to see their household in a stranger’s hands. They settled down in 
Solonceni village, where they started from scratch again.
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Liuba confessed that there was a Moldovan carpet, her parents wedding gift, 
that went through all the hardships and torments together with them and fueled 
their energy and love in the hardest moments. 

Even today, this carpet carries the old time energy of the parents and native 
village. It is a symbol of strength and immortality, which I hope will be passed down 
to the great-grandchildren as a witness of national persistence!

My name is Liuba Turcan-Cangea, I was born on July 6, 1940, in Rezina rayon, Mateuti village. They 
deported us on July 6, 1949, exactly on my birthday, when I turned 9. The evening before, a neighbor came 
from the mayor’s office and very secretly told my mother that the following night they’ll be coming to pick you up. 
And my mother took us, the kids, to stay with her brother, in the neighborhood: “Go stay there, maybe they won’t look 

for you and maybe we can avoid it!” She then ran to hide together with some nephews, also in the neighborhood. And 
they came looking for us but we weren’t home. And they came to my dad’s brother and found me there. And they took 

me – two soldiers with guns, and they led me away, I was in the middle and the two of them on both my sides (she’s 
crying, trying to hold it back, but tears are still flowing…). And then they found and brought back my brother too. 
My mother was still hiding. She had heard that in 1939, when they lifted people, if the parents were not home, they 
did not take the children alone. And she thought we would manage to escape this fate like this. But no! They said:  

“If your mother isn’t here, get ready and come along!” My mother heard from over the fence what was going on and 
she came out… and came home (she’s crying and suffocating) we left the courtyard, they put us in the car and… took 
us to the station, in Mateuti. It is very painful! It was incredibly hot, July 6th, there was no rain, you were suffocating, 
there was no water, not even a sip. We did not think to bring water with us. We didn’t take anything. Those who managed 
to take at least something, they coped easier. But we didn’t take anything. My mother, as she was in rubber overshoes, this 
is how she boarded the train. And we were barefoot… My father wasn’t with us. They took him in 1945, for being a mayor 
with the Romanians for 2 weeks – when some were going, others were coming. They gave him 15 years in the Magadan 
prison, there is only ice there. He didn’t know anything about us, and we didn’t know anything about him either…  
When Stalin died in 1953, they were pardoned and dad came to us there, in Siberia.
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SACRIFICE
Maria Branza: If this soul was meant to be born, it was in spite of all the hardship!

In the summer of 2016, at an event to commemorate the 
deportations, I met Ion Branza, who told me about his mother 
who was 18 year old when she was deported. Actually, she 
was pregnant, but she didn’t know yet about this news that 
played a very important role in her life. This way, Ion is the child 
conceived in Bessarabia, the fruit of a romantic love, but born 
in Siberia and raised with a lot of dedication, albeit in difficult 
conditions. It is an allegory that resonates with the fate of the 
thousands of people marked by the red terror. I got Maria’s 
consent and entered her house as a daughter to whom she 
made deep confessions. It happens every time that I empathize 
with the interviewees I work with, but most moving is the 
connection I have with the ladies who were young mothers 
or mothers-to-be at the time they were deported. Because the 

fate of a young woman carrying the miracle of life under her heart (her fetus) or 
the flowers of life in her arms (her children) pierces and touches even the most 
impenetrable layers of the conscience and the soul. 

We, historians, we collect testimonials about deportations, we become 
spokesmen not only of the historic cognitive material, but also of feelings (from 
regrets to happiness), perceptions (from gratitude to blaming) which being shared 
with us are transformed through academic tools so that they become a public 
good. And this drives us once more to acknowledge the responsibility, because 
channeling the collective memory, we integrate it as part of the intangible national 
heritage. And shifting from contemplation and analysis to actions with participative 
impact, we contribute to developing a memory policy and civic education at 
national level. This is the approach I use and have the pleasure of also finding in the 
latest European academic space. 

The civic education based on the humanitarian sciences can thus become a 
n auspicious space, conducive to the dialogue between generations, promoting 
tolerance and empathy, encouraging connecting bridges among the ethnic 
groups, etc.

Maria Branza’s case study is precisely an appropriate instrument to be used in 
achieving purposes much wider than purely historical. Following the fate of Branza 
family from Horodiste village, Anenii-Noi rayon, we are once more convinced 
that the institution of family was what saved the nation and the genofund from 
disappearance and degradation. Originating from a family of hardworking people, 
Isai and Tatiana Branza owned land that they worked to raise their children.  
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Only three out of six survived and ended up sharing the hardship that was to come 
with the occupation of Bessarabia: the measures to constrain the people in order to 
increase the collectivization and sovietization of the economy, the artificially created 
famine, massive deportations and multiple repressions that curbed the base for 
harmonious development of the society in general, and individuals, in particular. 
For the parents deportation meant a tragedy with repercussions impacting their 
belongings they had acquired with great efforts, their health, their own safety and 
that of their beloved children. 

For Maria Branza the deportation was a sentimental drama as well, having 
separated her from the boyfriend whom she dreamed of marrying. At the early 
age of first love, Maria and Lavrentie tasted from love’s sweet nectar in May, 1949, 
while thinking they would wed in the fall. But as the song says Dear bride, bid your 
farewells..! As during the second wave of massive deportations, the Branza family 
was deported along with 25 other families from their village. The groom’s family 
was not among them, but he himself was going through the turmoil of separation 
and was trying to stop Maria or join her on the train of suffering. The parents weren’t 
aware of the youngsters’ secret, and actually Maria didn’t know she would not be 
leaving by herself towards the unknown and frightening destination. 

Shortly after she realized she was pregnant and in spite of difficult trials, cold 
and hunger, she carried her pregnancy to term without complications for the child. 
But her psychological and emotional states were especially challenging, as the 
fruit of her love was unraveling, and with it the increasing shame arising out of the 
principles imposed by the patriarchal education. Being separated and, implicitly, 
forced to cope by herself with the consequences of a mutually consented act, to 
face the blaming from her parents and villagers, led to insecurities and a feeling of 
guilt. This would not have happened had it not been for the deportation that kept 
the two youngsters from starting a family in the village. 

We are witnessing a shift in the matrix of human responses – if normally 
a pregnancy and a child’s birth bring about joy and fulfillment, under the 
circumstances of the deportation these unique moments in a woman’s life had a 
different effect – one of despair, fear and shame. Of course, although their feelings 
were contradictory, Maria’s parents accepted the situation wisely, and her mother’s 
role was decisive in raising her nephew whose name reminded them of home – 
Ionel. In the freezing Siberia, both figuratively and literally, a newborn child was a 
miracle of divine providence. 

While many families of Bessarabian deportees were burying younger or older 
members of their families, the miracle of birth was also taking place – but a far 
riskier one than typically the case in their communities back home. But that which 
didn’t kill her made Maria much stronger and more ambitious. She worked on 
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the most difficult forestry jobs, went through the humiliating experience of being 
incarcerated for an alleged attempt to escape the confines of deportation, endured 
physical, psychological and emotional suffering, was one step away from losing her 
younger brother, twice looked death in the eyes and overcame fear and despair, all 
to raise a new life, a new soul – her child.

Of course, given such content, this interview could not have been devoid of 
tears and feelings just as strong as 70 years ago. The paradox I noticed during the 
process and, more so, during the post-interview analysis was a big revelation – the 
simplicity of this woman, her almost monastic purity and at the same time the 
wisdom and strength emanating from her. Her example carves and illustrates those 
civic values that every individual and every healthy society needs: the value of family 
obedience, diligence, brotherly love, unconditional and sacrificing love, maternity 
and life (as a priceless gift), dedication.

Poems, beautiful, romantic lyrics
I was deported with my family but my boyfriend stayed in the village. And I didn’t know I was pregnant… 

I kept loving Lavrentie. He was writing me very beautiful letters, with poems, beautiful, romantic lyrics! God, I can’t 
even tell you..! After we were separated by this regime, he got married to a girl named Maria, just like me. But he kept 
writing and didn’t tell me he got married. He wrote constantly. He already had two little girls and he kept writing and 
I didn’t know a thing… I just told him the truth, that I was expecting a child… And he said “Maria, I cannot come, 

since you are struggling so much, so should I come struggle too, to endure cold and hunger? I’m staying here!” Being 
pregnant, I went to the police and declared that I was expecting a child and my boyfriend stayed home and I want 
to bring him here. But it was not possible. And one time, my cousin writes to me. “Maria, are you still getting letters 
from Lavrentie?” And I said “Yes, I’m writing to him, and he’s writing too!” “But did you know he was married?” 

“No kidding..? I didn’t know!”. When she told me, may God believe me, I felt as if I had died… I felt betrayed, I was 
completely down… And I immediately wrote him a letter, and I taunted him in it! “Why did you get married? Why did 

you get married and did not tell me?” when I learned that he was married I burnt all the letters.
And when I came back from Siberia, he came to ask my father for my hand in marriage “She is the one I started life 

with, she is the one I want to finish it with”. I have two children with my current wife, but I will pay alimony”…This was in 
1953. My dad said that his daughter had to decide. But I thought and told him “No, you have two children, I only have one, 
and only God knows how I raised him. So go raise your children. I will raise mine as best as I can. I don’t want to go on the 
road and have people cursing me and gossiping about me?!” Nevertheless, the relatives were saying “They’ll talk about you 
a little bit and then they’ll shut up. It is as he says, it’s you whom he started to live with, and it’s you who he wants further!” 
But I didn’t want to have people cursing me. I told him to go home and take care of his woman and the two children. And I 
didn’t want to ever marry anymore. 
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It was God’s will that this child is born..!
We all worked, mom, dad, my sister and me. I was doing heavy work so I planned to work very hard, maybe 

the fetus will leave my body, but so it was meant to be, nothing happened. I wasn’t feeling ill, I had no toxicosis, 
this was God’s will that his child is born.

And when the time came for me to give birth, my dad was at work, so was my sister, mom was out and about since 
she had about six children she was working with at the kindergarten. My water broke so what was I to do? That was it, 

childbirth! And I was  just walking towards the bed clinging to it… you wouldn’t believe me, I took two steps and just 
gave birth to the child and dropped it on the floor. I went back, took one of my father’s shirts and wrapped it in it, [she 
is crying…] And I just put it near the stove, ‘cause my dad had built a small one.

So I didn’t struggle at childbirth! I gave birth easily, I hadn’t really felt being pregnant, neither how I gave birth. 
And mom said to dad: “Isaie, we have a boy!” And dad said “I’ll take the gun right now and go shoot her!” And mom 

said “Don’t do anything stupid, it didn’t start with her, and it won’t end with her !”It’s as if I see and hear it even now, 
my mom telling that to my dad.

After things calmed down a little, everyone loved Ionel, everyone was playing with him, mom, dad, my sister, and my 
brother was happy he had a little brother. And that’s how we raised him. But I always had to go somewhere a little farther 
aside to breastfeed him, because I was ashamed. I cut the neck of one of my dresses lower so that I could breastfeed… [she’s 
crying]. And that’s how I raised him, eh…

I named him Ion after a teacher, one of my mother’s cousins, also deported just like us, Ion Calmac. But the Russians 
were calling him Vanea-Vanea, Vanea Rusu: and he was saying “Hey, I am Ion, not Vanea!” Even now many call him Vanea! 
But he says that “I was Vanea while I was in Sibiri, but now I am a Moldovan!”
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Gheorghe Cucereavai: I am Stefan’s archer, but I forgot my mother’s name...
Gheorghe Cucereavai’s life story (who was 

definitely called Cretu before the Russification of 
his last name) starts on October 9, 1921 in Soroca 
county, Nadushita village. He was coming from a 
hard-working family with firm peasant roots, his 
father was a wheelwright , and his mother was a 
housewife. I was moved to have witnessed a sad 
moment – my interviewee could not remember his 
mother’s name…

The childhood and teenage years passed quickly within the Greater Romania, 
and the adulthood was marked by the great changes which deeply impacted his 
destiny. The tragedy comes from the confrontation of the developing personality 
under the new regime that had no place for a personality. He was a colleague of 
Nicolae Testemiteanu at the Baraboi gymnasium, but their paths took different 
directions starting with 1940. Gheorghe was enlisted in the Romanian army in an 
artillery regiment in Brasov and fought at Podul Iloaiei where he was taken prisoner 
by the soviets. From that moment, Gheorghe Cucereavai became a war prisoner 
and went through several soviet concentration camps in 1944-1946. Returning to 
Drochia after the soviet administration changed the policy on war prisoners, young 
Gheorghe found a job in line with what was possible then and proved to be hard-
working and tenacious.

The same year, in 1946, amidst the full red terror organized by the soviet 
regime, Gheorghe Cucereavai joined the “Stefan’s Archers” National Organization of 
Bessarabia (NOB) and became a promoter of the anti-Soviet national fight. Unlike 
other youth organizations that opposed the occupation regime, Stefan’s Archers 
had a national goal. Established in October of 1945 and made up of students, 
this organization wanted the expulsion of the Soviet regime and reunification 
with Romania. In August of 1946, the status and structure of the organization 
were developed, thus, the Archers’ activity had taken shape. Its fearless members, 
Gheorghe being among them, were distributing leaflets with messages calling 
people to disobey the administration, opposing collectivization. Balancing the abuses 
towards the Bessarabian peasants, Gheorghe and his group were promoting certain 
acts of disobedience and resistance against local authorities. As it is well-known, at 
the end of 1947 – early 1948, a part of the members of the group were neutralized 
and prosecuted. Gheorghe Cucereavai was among them and on December 25th, 
1947 he was sentenced to 25 years in a corrective labor camp, being considered 
the head of a nest. He atoned for his charge of so-called “high treason of the Soviet 
Motherland” starting with 1948 and up until 1956 in the concentration camp of Inta, 
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I forgot my mother’s name 
My name is Gheorghe Cucereavai, born on October 9, 1921, in Soroca county, Nadusita village. My parents 

were Nicolai Cucereavai, a wheelwright, and I forgot my mother’s name… There were two of us – my sister and 
me, but she died at a young age. My father’s grandparents raised me, Dumitru and Marioara. I was part of Stefan’s 
Archers and composed a few verses for my fellows.

Why I chose Stefan’s Archers?! Because we were soldiers without arms, but we were stronger than those who 
had them! When we had chances to meet up, we were speaking the truth, we were criticizing the Soviet power! I 
suffered for justice..! I got 25 years in a concentration camp because I was considered the leader of the group. Out 

of the 12 fellow members I was the only one left, all died… I was in the Inta concentration camp, Komi region, there 
are no railways further than that… everything ends there. The main architect of Moscow city was also there in that 

camp, he was also prosecuted.

SSR of Komi. The unwritten laws of the concentration camp, just as the realities of the 
great peoples’ concentration camp, USSR, they hardened and shaped him day by day. 
The camp routine had a deep impact on his physical and mental health, the traumas 
showing more and more as the years passed. In the camp he was just a number – 
582, and he was not considered a person with national identity, a personality and 
aspirations. This number, though, was carrying the will to be victorious in his heart 
and was guided by the fight for survival. 

His skilled hands, sharpness and skills saved him from perdition, and returning 
to his homeland after the concentration camp, he worked in several factories and 
plants. He defeated the regime by the fact that wherever he was employed, he was 
appreciated for his resourcefulness and industriousness. His friendly ties, but also 
the devotion to his colleagues from “Stefan’s Archers” were carefully maintained 
over his entire life. Gheorghe told us that the Archers vowed to take care of the 
families of those who passed. He had a friendship until the last moment with Andrei 
Stoica, one with whom he partook in the hardships of the Inta camp in SSR Komi. 
Almost two years ago, Andrei Stoica passed away, and Gheorghe continues to take 
interest in his grandchildren as a reliable friend.

Today, talking to us, Gheorghe Cucereavai appears as a glorious Stefan’s Archer, 
anonymous, but fulfilled. Unfortunately, his memory, affected by sclerosis, did not 
allow the interviewee to give us details about his activity in “Stefan’s Archers” NOB 
and about who he worked with. The regret I felt and that I think will not feel again for 
a very long time, is that I did not discover this Archer sooner, at least 5 years ago… 
How much it means to be able to meet the man at the right time, in full strength 
and sound, to be able to peruse him like a book.  This book is missing pages now, 
they were torn out, eroded, and all that we can do is read what is left of it.
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DILLIGENCE
Elisaveta Cuzuioc-Andronic: Through diligence and decency, I became a happy 

wife, mother and grandmother. 
The interview with Elisaveta Andronic, born Cuzuioc, was, 

for me, an additional opportunity to discover the strong and 
at the same time fragile human nature on one hand, and to 
discover the most hidden aspects of the soviet totalitarian 
regime on the other.

Accepting my invitation without any hesitation, ready to 
stir the most sacramental memories of childhood, teenage 
and youth, the heroine of this interview sent herself back to 
her tumultuous past, and hot tears like pearls were running 
down her face. I felt a hypnotizing energy emanating from 
her, as over these four hours I was connected to events so 
important that they defined her life and that of her family (both 

her original family – Cuzuioc, and the one she started as an adult - Andronic). 
Born in a family of hard-working people from the Tareuca village (Rezina), 

Cuzuioc Simion Vasile (b.1902) and Cuzuioc Domnica Fiodor (b.1904) diligent and 
frugal both in words and deeds, Elisaveta had a brother (Vasile Cuzuioc, b.1927) 
and an elder sister (Liubovi, b.1929), herself being the youngest (Elisaveta, b.1932). 

They lived close to their grandparents on their mother’s side and they were 
respected in the village. His father’s brother, Cuzuioc Emilian Vasile, had been 
mayor of the village for 17 years. Her mother was an unbelievably good housewife 
and a woman of exceptional wisdom and strength of character. She spoke Russian 
and she immediately realized that dark days would follow, as the new regime did 
not care for private property and the merits of hardworking peasants. 

Elisaveta had good role models and was supported by her parents to pursue 
her studies and follow her dream of becoming a teacher. She studied however for 
only a year at the teaching school in Orhei. The soviet regime did not only shatter 
this dream. It shattered hundreds of thousands of dreams and aspirations all 
across the occupied Bessarabia. Being villagers, owning land, animals around the 
house and a small store, having made it with great difficulty through the artificially 
worsened famine, found themselves on the list for those that were about to be 
deported. 

In Rabnita sector, which included the rayons of Camenca, Rabnita, Rezina, 
Dubasari, Criuleni and Grigoriopol, operation „Iug”/„South” took place from 2 AM 
on July 6th until 6 PM on July 7th. 260 families were planned for deportations 
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from Rezina. Elisaveta’s family, counting 4, was among the 6 families (20 people) 
deported from Tareuca village, as her sister Liubovi, being married, wasn’t included 
on the list. Her father hid, hoping that, given the missing head of household, his 
family would be spared, but this did not come to pass. He therefore decided not to 
abandon his wife and children, coming to the train station out of his own will, where 
trains were puffing with heat, cries and pain. Similar cases happened and they prove 
a high level of responsibility of  those who, in spite of the gloomy scenarios, chose 
to be together, even if the price was death, Siberia, the unknown.

Reaching Kurgan, they were left to live their days and build the soviet heaven 
in a settlement that gave them the chills – the Lebyajesk rayon, Alexeevsk sovkhoz, 
Saratovsk section. Facing the cold, literally and figuratively, the family adapted and 
continued to focus on the children’s development priorities. The younger son was 
encouraged to study the tractor and work as a tractor driver in the sovkhoz, and 
for Elisaveta it was important to continue her education. She went to the Soviet 
school graduating from the 10-grade cycle. A straight-A and hardworking student 
she stood out through her diligence, which ensured her jobs in the remote Siberia. 
There she matured, went through deprivation and tough challenges, by the side of 
her parents, because they lost her brother Vasile at the prime of his life, at 25. Victim 
of an electric shock accident, the brother remained in Elisaveta’s memory as a true 
symbol of decency. It is a pity that his grave in Kurgan is visited by those who share 
his blood only in their memories.

Elisaveta was a well-behaved and well-raised young woman, in spite of the fact 
that she was not coming from money. Her beauty and sharp mind brought many 
suitors when the time came. From all of them, in 1953 she chose to link her fate with 
Vasile Andronic, also from Tareuca. But he was not from among the deported, but 
after serving in the army, he came to find love in Kurgan, Siberia. It was a real surprise 
for everyone that a young man, discharged from the army, would go willingly to a 
special settlement to find a bride! Their correspondence strengthened their feelings 
and both felt that they were two halves of a whole.  Since the husband had found 
work in Kazakhstan, thanks to an uncle that stayed there since the revolution, the 
young family exchanged Kurgan for the Akmolinsk region, the Alekseevsk forestry 
company. There they had the support of the uncle who had a privileged position in 
the community, they became parents and acquired a household. 

Elisaveta’s nature, diligent and ambitious, managed to pay off, because those 
hardships have exerted her will.  The received the news that they were free to return 
to their homeland as a blessing! They could finally see their grandparents again, 
their sister whom they dearly missed and only managed to satisfy their longing by 
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their correspondence! In 1956, returning, they were welcomed to live with their 
grandparents, since their house and household were confiscated and used for the 
purposes of the time-consolidated regime. They moved from one home to another, 
until both the parents’ and Elisaveta’s family built their own houses. The entire 
extended family, both Cuzuioc and Andronic, helped and supported each other. 
They started to manage their households nicely, as this was their nature.

The experience of deportations made Elisaveta diplomatic, obedient and 
submissive. Being aware that she was undesirable to the soviet regime, returning 
to her native village, she took the approach of being exemplary, responsible, she 
graduated from technical secondary education institution. For these merits, even 
though she was one of the repressed, the soviet society integrated her, accepted 
her and she was appointed a secretary of the Tareuca village council, function she 
held for 30 years.

However, Elisaveta felt truly rehabilitated and accepted on December 8, 1992, 
when the Parliament passed the Law of the Republic of Moldova on the rehabilitation 
of victims of the political repressions of the soviet occupation regime (November 7, 
1917 – June 23, 1990).The aim of the law was “to rehabilitate the victims of political 
repressions operated on the territory of the current Republic of Moldova, reclaiming 
their political, social and civil rights and compensation, to the extent possible, for 
the material damage they suffered”. Being recognized as a victim of the totalitarian 
communist regime, the Cuzuioc family repossessed the house they painfully had 
left in 1949, and received other material compensations for their confiscated wealth. 
Thus, Elisaveta’s father, Simion Cuzuioc, left for the heavens from his own home, his 
wish being fulfilled.

The urbanization and the desire to be near her children and grandchildren 
determined Elisaveta to leave her native village and become a city woman in 
Chisinau. The house was sold, unfortunately together with the archive that kept 
letters, vintage photographs, written notes and manuscripts. Moreover, the new 
owners considered they should get rid of that pile of paper. I deeply regretted that, 
since, we are thus missing some nuances that would have spiced up our interview – 
the letters of the sister Liubovi (Tareuca) and the deported family (Kurgan), the letters 
exchanged by Vasile Andronic (from the army, Belarus) and Elisaveta (Kurgan), the 
photographs the two lovers sent, the notes the new family kept over the years.

Here in Chisinau, Elisaveta Andronic is an active member of the Association of 
Former Deportees and Political Prisoners from Moldova and regularly participates 
to remembrance national mourning days, feeling the pulse of the pain emanating 
from so many souls crippled by the peoples’ prison. 
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And yet, Elisaveta has the memory of a happy family, even though they lived 
through outnumbered difficult challenges. Her life philosophy does not allow her 
to sulk, it rather gives her the strength to be optimistic and self-confident! At her 
honorable age, she is active and open to communicate and share her experience!

The big tragedy ingrained in my heart was that my brother died, third day after 
Christmas, in the winter of 1952… He was a 25-year-old young man, the prime of his life! We had all eaten, 
like after Christmas, all kinds of dishes! Our situation was already pretty good, we had killed the pig, we had bread (she’s 
crying)… He went out and gone he was. There was a family of Russians living not far from our little house, the barrack. 
We become friends and he went over to visit them. Being there with them, inside, he noticed that the light was flickering, 
on and off, and he asked: “What’s the problem here?”, the owners said “We don’t know, a power line fell, we don’t really 
know what’s going on, but it’s not working well!”, and he says “God forbid you try to fix it yourself, it’s certain death!” (she’s 
crying). And I arrived there in the meantime too. He said: “Well, you stay and I’ll go! I’m going to register at the club!” since 
he had been appointed chief there at the club! He was a well-behaved young man! He went out and gone he was… 

I remember it as if it just happened! (she’s crying). There was a bench in the house, by the window where the problem 
power post was, and I was sitting on it. At some point, it was as if something hit me to turn around. And I said “What on 
God’s earth is that?!” But I didn’t pay any attention! I stayed a while longer, then I came home! “Why, Vasunea isn’t back 
yet?” because his name was Vasea. “No, dear, he isn’t!” I said “But he went to the club a while ago and he should have been 

back home already!” He wasn’t in the habit of seeing girls or something, he was a serious guy! He’s missing..! He’s been 
missing for an hour, two, three! “Papa, but what could have happened, I was there and he said something…” And 

papa got up and said: “Let me see!”, because you could see those people’s place from our house. He looked outside, 
didn’t see anything… We sat a little while longer, and then some more, until the break of dawn, and he was still 

not showing up! I said: “What is it? It’s not good! Something bad happened!” Papa went out and closer to that 
hole. When he got closer, he was down there, tangled in a wire and with his hands caught in it, as he wanted to 

repair it… Dad came home… “Our Vasunea is dead!”… (crying). “We have to think about what needs to be done! 
He’s dead and we won’t resurrect him!” Calmly, just like that! And mother said: “Go buy half a liter of moonshine, we’ll 

have a drink and then we’ll start, we’ll notify the police, let them come and take him away, and find the culprit and what 
happened.” The electricians were to blame, because they didn’t come to fix the problem. They knew it was dangerous. 
We took him to the morgue. They established the death… We buried him there, in the Alexeevskii sovkhoz. 

In Moldova, in the village, my sister and our grandmother had a funeral service, the bells tolled… They told us 
later, in a letter they wrote, that the whole village was mourning, a really great misfortune! This is our greatest pain! 
It was the biggest pain! It made us realize that neither wealth, nor money, nothing matters! Only the people are 
the biggest treasure! This is a person’s biggest pain in the world, to lose a close soul that he cannot bring back!
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Vera Pascari-Varlan: It’s as if I hear Tamara Ciobanu “I’ve put a flower in my 
hair” and Eugenio Ureche „Where is the bellows 
cheese” even now

This interview was given by a person born in 
deportation, in South-Kazakhstan. Her parents 
started a family there. Her father, when he was a 
young man, was deported together with his family – 
the village mayor’s family. As it is well-known, during 
the first year of soviet occupation tens of thousands 

of people that were mayors, notaries, employees in the administration were arrested, 
maltreated, deported and sent to concentration camps, being charged with treason 
of the soviet motherland. Being added to the lists by the new administration, most 
men were taken to the labor camps of Ivdel, Taishet, Solovky, and the rest of the 
family – was sent either to Siberia, or to Kasakhstan. According to the same model, 
the family ended up separated, and after a year since that, the father – the former 
mayor – died. His wife, with their two sons, were taken to Kazakhstan, to the Aral 
seafront. By growing vegetables and finding jobs, regardless how hard they were, 
all family members put in great efforts to keep the family afloat. And when the time 
came for Timofei to get married, he was allowed to come and take a wife from 
Bessarabia. A rather rare case – a deportee, being a worker there, had the possibility 
to return to his homeland to find a wife. He found a girl suitable for marriage and 
took her with him to Kazakhstan. Although the girl’s parents were against them 
leaving, the boy convinced them to give him the girl. He took her to Aralsk and 
they started a new family. When they returned from deportation, they came with 4 
children, and once back home in Moldova, they had 4 more.

Vera Pascari remembers her childhood years very vaguely, some episodes, 
though, being ingrained in her memory. Talking about her childhood, Vera is the 
primary source. But talking about her parents’ life story, based on what she knew 
from them, she is a secondary source. The episodes full of pain or bewilderment, 
alternate with feelings of gratitude towards the local Kazach population with 
whom they shared a lot – both good and bad. The childhood games on the 
beachfront, the innocent adventures shared with the other children in the 
multinational Kazakhstan remained in Vera’s memory forever. Her face was 
conveying in turn joy, then sadness, tragedy, the revelation of a happy moment. 
What was happiness to a child? How much could this child understand from what 
was happening back then? Surely, she matured early, just like all the children of 
the sacrificed generation did.

Her dad had to overcome several challenges, and he did manage well, but his 
mother passed away. Vera regrets very much that she never saw her grandfather’s 
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On June 13, 1941 there were deportations and my grandfather – Ion Vasile, my grandmother – 
Marioara, my father Timofei and my father’s brother – Teodor were all deported. My father was 17 and his 
brother was 3-4 years younger. They were from Orhei rayon back then, Crasnaseni village.

On June 13 my daddy was a teenager, about 17 years old, and he had a passion – he was 
playing the harmonica. And that day he was going home from the village Culture House, we used to call it the club 
back then, and on his way he got stopped by the mayor. He said “Timosha, go home, prepare some clothes because 
tomorrow morning will be taken to the Rayon center to bring some certificates”. After telling this, the mayor went 
home, not knowing what the regime was planning. And in the evening the mayor came to see if everyone was home. 

He saw my daddy, his brother, only my grandmother was resting having laid down after she had baked bread. He 
said: “Where is your mother?” “Here she is, she’s resting!”, “Ok, very well! Don’t forget to prepare some clothes 
because you’ll go to the rayon center tomorrow morning!” But my grandfather wasn’t home, he went to work on 
a road construction in the neighboring village, in Gaicani! And that night the military came with a truck, took 

everyone away at night, in a wagon, to Calarasi, to the train station. There were lots of people there, shouts, cries, 
orders and after a while grandpa showed up too. He saw them and the only thing he said was “you are here too”… In 
the train cars they were separated, grandpa Ion was taken to Siberia, to Ivdel station, and grandma with the children 
to Kazakhstan. So grandpa was taken to the Ivdel camp in 1941, and in 1942 he was dead. How? They don’t know, 
because they kept waiting for news from him, but they didn’t receive any. And now we have a certificate stating he died 
in 1942.

There were other Moldovans in the little town, there was a young couple from Bolotino, for whom father had 
officiated the wedding. I remember playing outside with the children and my mother was calling us back home when 
Tamara Ciobanu and Eugen Ureche were singing. And I remember that I was running home quickly and it is as if I’m 
hearing Tamara Ciobanu with “I’ve put a flower in my hair” * and Eugenio Ureche „Where is 
the bellows cheese”**  even now! My mother was singing very well, and we were singing with her.

Unfortunately nothing remained, no icon, no photograph. We have nothing, not even one single photograph of 
grandpa’s. I cannot even imagine what he looked like. 

face, because nothing that represented him was left, no photograph or document. 
They only found out in the early 90’s that their grandmother had died in Ivdelag.

Preparing to return from Kazakhstan, Vera, together with her 2 sisters and a 
brother, were nervous, they kept practicing their Romanian, so that they could be at 
the same level as the children back home. I liked the expression “we were returning 
home, really home” very much. But the reality that their home welcomed them with 
was overestimated. They had no place to live as their grandparents’ home that they 
had been deported from was now the Selsovet office.

They had to make a new way for themselves and their 4 children here in Moldova. 
Four more children were born and, together, facing the difficulties, they passed 
through the turmoil of life with flying colors!

*„Mi-am pus floare la ureche” 
** „Unde-i brânza din burduf”
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PERSEVERENCE
Larisa and Victor Stanchevici: If the blade of grass is to rise to the surface, 

it’ll even pierce trough rock!

Larisa I. Stanchevici (maiden name Cuznetova) 
is a successful woman who tastefully blends her 
rich professional life with the family one, in her role 
as wife, mother and grandmother. I was impressed 
by the coincidence of her name, same as her 
mother in law’s Larisa C. Stanchevici, whom I met 

back in 2005. I discovered several common traits among the two Larisa Stanchevici.
Until she took the name Stanchevici, Larisa would identify herself as an offspring 

of the Simon line, from  Zabriceni village, Edinet rayon, though she was born in the 
city of Balej, region of Chita, to a mixed family. The mother, Lidia Imbirovscaia, a 
Bessarabian deported in 1949 and the father, Ivan Kuznetov a Byelorussian deported 
around the same period, from the region of Moghilyov.

Her grandparents and her mother, inhabitants of the village of Zabriceni, 
Edinet rayon, were the victims of the soviet occupation. The head of the family, 
her grandfather Nicolae P. Simon, having been sentenced to forced labor in the 
concentration camp in Krasnoyarsk, survived and came to reunite with his family, 
deported to the Chita region between July 5th-6th of 1949. The soviet regime, 
besides having committed the crime of deporting his family, was also negligent 
by overlooking a rule that expressly stipulated that the family members of those 
who satisfied the military service obligations in the Soviet Army were exempt from 
deportation. His two sons, Vasile and Victor Simon, were fighting on the front lines 
while the rest of the family were being deported, having been denounced by close 
relatives.  

We find that this case study follows the frequently observed scenario where 
personal rivalry and animosity could break lives and destinies, by condemning them 
to deportation. Furthermore, though Nicolae Simon’s family was deported, once 
they arrived at their destination, it was discovered that they had not even been 
included on the list. These constitute the arguments for the most cruel revenge. 
Ana L Simon, old and sickly, passed away without getting to see her husband, who 
rejoined the family after his years of penance. 

As soon as they were allowed to leave the special camps, Nicolae Simon the 
grandfather, his daughter – Lidia Imbirovschi and his Niece – Larisa didn’t hesitate 
in going back to their native village. Larisa’s father, freed earlier, had left to Belarus.  
After the family’s reunion in their native country of Moldova, the young couple 
settled down in Edinet rayon, but had many hardships yet to face. Years later, Lidia 
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Imbirovschi’s youngest, Larisa, forged a family with Victor Stanchevici, who had a 
past marked by deportations. 

Victor Stanchevici’s parents, Larisa and Ion Stanchevici, were deported during 
their teenage years, the former as a member of the  Istrati family from Cainarii 
Vechi village, Floresti rayon, while the latter as a member of the Stanchevici family, 
Floresti village and rayon. The heads of the families from both sides, Chiril Istrati and 
Dumitru Stanchevici, were sent to the Krasnoyarsk concentration camp prior to the 
deportation of their families. After doing the time as sentenced by the soviet state, 
they rejoined their families, that had been deported to Blagoveshensk, in the Amur 
region. 

Victor Stanchevici’s life story is complex. Our speaker plays a double role, one of 
a direct source, recounting the lives of deportees, being born and having spent his 
childhood in Siberia, as well as an indirect source, telling about the period that came 
right before the deportations as well as the deportations themselves. Handed down 
from his parents, the story of the deportation of the Istrati and Stanchevici families 
will seem like a concise speech, as the experience of exile was often hidden by the 
elderly generation. Meanwhile, we managed to recover the memoirs belonging to 
Victor Stanchevici’s mother’s sister, Alexandra Istrati-Rusu. 

The Stanchevici family tree thus includes two phenomenal women sharing the 
same name - Larisa Stanchevici – the first being mother, while the second being the 
wife of Victor Stanchevici. Both of an astounding beauty, in body and spirit. With 
the help of these two women, Victor Stanchevici carries the memory of his lineage 
further. 

 
Whatever God’s will, if I die, let it be with a lit candle...
I, Larisa, was born in 1955. My mother got pregnant, but she continued to work. I think she didn’t go only for the last 

couple of days. No special conditions were offered. Indeed, she had no idea what would happen to her, if she was able to give 
birth in those conditions or she wasn’t. Who would take her to the hospital, they were far off, away from civilization, they 
were in the forest. She was hanging on, be it what may! It was morning when the time came, when the pain started. 

I was born around 10:10, my dad had gone to the forest. No one was in the village. Somewhere at the far end there was 
a little old crippled lady that couldn’t walk and a child who’s shoes ripped and he couldn’t go to school. She got clean sheets, 

put on a clean shirt, lit a candle, set a bottle of brandy on the table and a little glass and said: “Whatever God’s will,  
if I die, let it be with a lit candle and may those who find me have a drink for the peace of my soul and that of my child!” 
And she may have been screaming in pain, because the child herd her and came running! Who knows who he was, 
 I am grateful to him! A guardian Angel! After that the old lady came running too, the poor thing, I don’t know how 

she made it, but they were there when I was born [crying!] When a woman is going to give birth, she is preparing to 
bring life into this world, and my mother, the other way around, was prepared for something else, for death…

It was so hard and I was so pitiful that my mother tried not to give me many details, so that I wouldn’t be 
disappointed. After birth, my mother went back to work, I don’t even know what happened to me, who raised me, 

I don’t know anything. And from there, we returned home together with my mother. I was two years old when 
we got back.
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Hardships made us stronger
But if it is meant to be for a blade of grass or flower to come out to 

the surface, it will even go through asphalt, through rock, and it will come 
out! And this is an extraordinary symbol, it is the symbol of our life. When 
my husband and I got married, this is the only way we went through life. 
You should know that many hardships that came our way, they cemented us 
even more. Those hardships made us stronger and they were a push to go on, 
to achieve something, to become someone. Blood is thicker than water and if 
our parents and grandparents were who they were, we were not allowed to be 
different and meant to be strong people.

If we had had good conditions for our parents, I think they would have 
been much more than we are today, as they were capable, smart people, but 

they went through life with simple professions.

They liked each other and got married
My mother, Larisa Stanchevici, was telling about how on the road to Siberia that they were giving them salted 

fish, and no water. Whoever died was thrown off the train! Not even a funeral! And about half of those who were on 
the train made it. When they reached Siberia, they maintained their relationships, they were helping each other. 
Everyone raised a household. They were given land they could work, they were cutting down the forest and growing 
tomatoes, onions, potatoes, they had crops. In the first year, when they came, it was very cold, they were wearing 
whatever clothes they could make, they were trading for things they could use to make warm coats. 

My father worked at the bridge construction and he was saying how at his 18-20 years of age, he worked building 
the bridge and the temperatures were of -45, -50, and they were making our Moldovan people dive down there, to work 
on the construction, and when they were coming out their clothes were wet and froze on them. But through hard-work, 

diligence, by proving skills, he was persistent in his education as well. He studied and started working on bulldozers 
and excavators.

And these two beautiful young people met there. All the Moldovans knew each other, but these two liked each 
other and got married. Simply, without any big show-off, the relatives came together and sat down for a meal. And 

I was born from their love, deep in Siberia.
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Nicolae Banaga: I love the Truth, Faith and Life 
Most social sciences experts use oral history interviews to 

address multidisciplinary topics where the human factor is 
paramount. But the relationship between the similarity of the 
individual and collective destiny is always different. There are 
few cases when a family (an individual destiny) goes through 
absolutely all stages of a historic process (of a collective destiny).

The interview with Nicolae Banaga is a multidimensional 
and comprehensive one, through which we can follow the 
last century’s historical course of Bessarabia. The immediate 
and long-term consequences of the sovietization have cast a 
shadow on the collective destiny of the oppressed population 
from between the Prut and Dniester Rivers, but also the 
individual one of each member of the Banaga family. 

Thus, the life story Nicolae Banaga reported is eminently balanced by the 
collective destiny and it is worth elaborating on that:

• The story of how the soviet occupation regime was established closely folds 
over the story of the families whose legacy it is carrying on – the family of his 
grandfather, Eugen Banaga, and the family he was born to, the one of Maxim 
Banaga.

• He is an individual with a complex inner world, in which the handsome 
young Nicusor (aged eight when they were deported) and the wise Nicolae 
(the septuagenarian he is today). The grown-up Nicolae carefully answers 
young Nicusor’s questions. And Nicusor’s experiences transcend based on 
Nicolae’s conclusions.

• The core of the modern family of the Banaga line is Eugen and Axynia 
Banaga’s couple, who had nine children. In the interwar period, they were 
given land and settled as a yeoman family. The favorable environment and 
their entrepreneurial skills lead them to a solid economic situation which 
propelled them among the community leaders.

• Together with their annexation by the USSR, the natural development of 
Bessarabia, Bucovina and the Hertza County took a drastic turn, which means 
the Banaga family took a blow below the belt. The values have reversed and 
all members of the family, from young to old, were qualified, according to 
the Bolshevik criteria, as enemies of the people, kulaks, big traders.

• Amidst the hostility that clouded their future, the father and son decided 
to flee to Romania, believing in a better future for their families. They found 
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a new home in the Macrina village, Ramnicul Sarat County, but the saving 
scenario did not last long.

• Their repatriation was imposed by the communist regime established across 
the Prut River shortly. This misfortune did not come alone, along with it came 
to good fortune of the three sisters escaping from the concentration camp. 
But the price for that was that they were forever separated from their parents 
and brothers.

• The grandparents and just four children out of seven, returning to their native 
village, faced the entire rage of soviet “entertainment options”: increased 
taxes, typhus and lack of sanitation, the artificially enhanced famine, double 
identity of some of the villagers. In one word – they witnessed the destruction 
of the traditional community and the construction of the “new soviet man”. 
This impacted each and everyone’s fate directly.

• The apex of the new constructed paradigm was the deportation to Kurgan, 
which aimed at several objectives. 

 — Firstly, to destroy the social and ethnic layers that were undesirable to 
the regime, to consolidate the soviet economic base (creating kolkhozes), 
to strengthen the infrastructure of the new regime, all of these closely 
linked with the denationalization and dilution of the unitary Romanian 
character in the occupied territory. 

 — Secondly, to populate the virgin regions of Siberia and South Kazakhstan, 
to exploit the natural resources and create infrastructure (cities, roads, 
pipes, factories, etc.) in those regions using the cheap labor force and 
forced labor of the prisoners and deportees. 

 — Thirdly, the regime was created based on the social construct of class 
struggle and required free bread and show for the desirable categories 
– impoverished proletarians, enslaved workers, die-hard mankurts, and 
professional opportunists. 

 — Fourthly, raised to the level of state policy violence was the basis of 
Stalinist terror. 

• Thus the Banaga families were targeted by absolutely all aspects of the 
Stalinist deportation objectives. Pushing through the most difficult moments 
of the Siberian experience, they still remained worthy of their ancestors’ 
names, being the first hard-working wise people, and irrepressible Christians. 
Moreover, self-identifying themselves as Romanians and being proud of 
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their native tongue. However, the price the soviet regime demanded was 
too high – the death of the two grandparents and one of the sons.

• The return home, seen as a blessing, was the next trial by fire – Siberia from 
back home. Reintegration in the distorted society dictated new challenges. 
Maxim Banaga’s family was orphaned, literally (returning without the 
grandparents, only with their chest), and figuratively (not being allowed to 
return to the house in the center of Mincenii de Jos village that is until today 
still functional). They tamed Chisinau, not an easy task at all!

• The fall of the soviet regime, the collapse of the USSR and the return to 
national values inspired hope for a rehabilitation de jure and de facto. But the 
numbness the momentum of rebirth was blocked in and the bitter today’s 
disappointment drag this hope into an endless transition. The greatest 
regrets start from the lack of a spirit of civic cohesion and end with the 
insufficient courage for sacrifice.

The memory that I scanned in the course of this interview is especially kneaded 
into the national and regional historic context of the’40 – ’60 of the previous century. 

I noticed several layers of the narrative, since Nicolae Banaga, structuring his 
memories, based his words on what he had heard from either his grandparents, 
uncles, parents (this being a picked up memory), or on his own conscious 
experiences (this being the assumed memory). 

Judging by the subjects he approached, he made incursions in:  
a) the local history, which he documented with the archive perspective (his native 
village – Mincenii de Jos, the neighboring villages – Trifesti, Buciusca, Saharna);  
b) the Banaga family line history – his ancestors origins and the evolution of the 
family; c) the history of deportations from his village; and d) the local Siberian history 
(the Borodinsk hamlet and the mixed peoples with their peculiarities).

A curious mind, just as he seemed since childhood, Nicolae Banaga uses 
different sources to contextualize his memories and to argument his hypotheses 
or conclusions he draws. The archive sources are always present, some of them 
quite original, next to the available historiography and publications. He operates 
with knowledge from onomastics, toponymy, linguistics, which he assembles into 
beautiful Romanian literature and into the imperishable universal values. 

Having a vast, erudite and modest personality, he does that like a true chronicler 
of the villages. He kept many journals over his lifespan, he collected many documents 
and extracts from unusual files, all just out of love for the origins, respect for the past 
and hope for a future matching his ideal – the Nation’s Reunification.

Viata_Bate_Filmul_eng.indd   38 16/05/17   10:40



39

TRUTH IS STRANGER THAN FICTION

THE PAIN OF ETERNAL SEPARATION
First my grandmother died! She was worrying much, especially because of the deportation! She did not know what 

happened to her daughters that stayed in Romania. Besides that, she experienced a serious trauma losing two boys in 
Siberia! Her sorrow, famine, insufficient food, the cold and the attitude of most people gnawed at her.

My grandmother died, and after two-three months, in the summer of 1950, my elder brother, Eugen, named after our 
grandfather came to visit us in Siberia! He didn’t pay for the train ticket since he worked for the railways! It was a great joy! 
Our parents were incredibly happy! But most of all, my brother, Mihai, he was overjoyed! Eugen stayed with us for two weeks, 
least! He wore the uniform of the railways and brought some money, but very little. My father kept asking him what was up 
with his brother, uncle Petru? As he was a war prisoner captured by the soviets. And found out that he had returned from 
prison.

My brother Mihai graduated from elementary school locally, he was a straight-A student, very smart. He was 
already going to school in another village, in Privolie, about 15 km away. There were children of different ages in their 
class that should have been in different grades: third, forth and fifth! Imagine what it was like! There were too few 
teachers. When he was coming home, Saturday, Sunday, our only entertainment was to play chess. We used to cut the 
thread reel in two and paint it to have two different colors.

The owners of place where my brother was renting had some ducks there. And in October the water freezes 
already! IT is really cold and freezing on October 10-15! So according to the calendar it’s already winter. The ducks were 

on the pond. And the landlord lady told my brother and a classmate of his: „Go scare them off and they’ll fly away!” And 
although they were tamed, they were still wild ducks. And he went with that classmate! The classmate pushed him into 

the lake! And then he came and said: „Там этот румын тонет!”(That Romanian guy is drowning over there!) Until 
the people came..! They weren’t too brave! The instinct of fear is well-developed in many! Ando one guy, Mihailov, 

yelled: „Что вы смотрите? Помогите!!!” (What are you looking at? Help him!!!) He even found a boat! There 
was some ice but not everything was frozen, the temperature was -5! And he got him out of the water. 

My brother could speak and thanked him: „Thank you very much” and he sat down somehow and the boat 
turned upside down and he went under again! And the boat was over him and it took that man a while to figure 

it out! He pulled him out again, if he would have performed CPR..! But he probably didn’t even know about that. 
When they pulled him out, his hands were covered in cuts, he hit the ice to save himself. They took him inside, and 

someone said they should put him in the big oven, and they made the fire. But I think they made it worse, they chocked 
him. And he passed away, God rest his soul! An unimaginable tragedy, of course! He was almost 14! He was tall, handsome 

and smart! When I found out..! (crying).
Thanks to the relatives, and especially father’s sister, we were receiving packages from time to time. Her husband 

was from a Romanian family, Ionache Tautu. And my mother’s sister from Tareni (currently the Tareuca village) with her 
husband who was a teacher from Dubasari, Novacovschi (russified name, as he used to be Novac), they were sending us 
two-three packages every year as well and it was a great joy! That it came from relatives was one thing, but the other was 

that you could see a prune or two, dried fruits, nuts! If there were 3-4 apples, my mother would divide them among all of 
us. Corn flour, dried apples, dried sour and sweet cherries – little nothings, but the joy!!! A prune was more than even a candy! 

In ’53, on March 5th, Stalin died. The director called a meeting, there was only one radio, in the teacher’s office, and they 
demanded that we cry. And I said: „I cannot cry!” Three members of our family died, and several other people from the village 
that I knew and respected! Who could I cry to?! I did not shed a single tear about the death of tyrant Djugashvili.

But my sister was in first grade and they held her up at school too. She came home crying. Mother saw her and asked: 
„Aurica, why are you crying?” „Well, our father died!” „What, Maxim?” My mother almost dropped! „No-o-o, our father, 
the father of all fathers, that is what the teacher told us, that our father died and we should cry!” Dear Lord, how much 
doctrine!
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NOTES

Please reflect on how tolerance and empathy build the social cohesion?
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