
My first experience with Russia and especially the Russian army was listening to my grandfather’s stories 

of his time on the Eastern Front during World War 2.  

There is no need for me to emphasize what a tremendous and absolute hell it was for my grandfather 

who was eternally grateful for a head wound he received during battle which, although probably saved 

his life, also prevented him from ever properly digesting solid food in his life again. He ate mainly 

porridge and soup until he died many decades later. How anyone can be grateful for such a terrible loss 

boggled my mind as a child. Now, as an adult, I sort of understand, that anything was better than being 

there, even death.  

You see, according to my grandpa, Romanians and other allies fighting alongside the Soviets at that time 

were considered by them disposable cannon fodder and would be sent first into battle against the 

Germans without bullets too many times, just to tire them out. It did not matter how many people died. 

Their hopes and dreams were inconsequential as they were nothing, nobodies, just like my grandfather, 

simple peasants forced into the army against their will, conscripted, given barely any training and rarely 

any bullets to fire. Not that he would have. He never killed a man, not even once, during his entire stay 

on the Eastern Front, his religious beliefs would not allow him to take a life. So, he fired into the air if he 

needed to or just played dead during battles. He would have rather died than killed a man who was just 

like him, somebody’s son or brother or father with hopes and dreams of his own. He would be sent into 

battle in the dead of winter with no appropriate winter clothes or shoes and given vodka to feel some 

warmth and courage. Food was also scarce and the foreign battalions, the cannon fodder, would be the 

last to receive any, of course. But, he was a better man than most people I have known in my lifetime. 

He did not hate the Russians after this experience, he learned to forgive them. He just did not trust them 

anymore, they lied to him too many times, he thought.  

Later on in my life, I realized, through my studies, that not only the foreign foot soldiers like my 

grandfather, were insignificant subhumans for the Russian leadership, but all poor foot soldiers, 

worthless peasants, Russian or otherwise. They were all sent into battle with no food, no winter clothing 

and very few if any bullets. You see, for the Soviet elite, the only people who mattered were the Soviet 

elite, nobody else counted at all and that has not changed in Putin’s Russia.  

On the other side of my family, my grandmother was living in what at that point was Hungary and 

experienced both German and Russian occupations. What horrified her the most, remembering it clearly 

till the end of her days, were the Russian army and their trampling through Hungary on their way to 

conquer Berlin. Her sister was gang-raped by Russian soldiers in front of her entire family, her baby 

brother hanged and nearly killed while the whole family was put against the wall to be shot, including 

my then 12-year-old grandmother. And all because the German army, after forcing the entire family to 

live in the barn, took possession of their home and used it as their kitchen.  A Russian officer saved them 

at the last moment, he did not like his men killing innocent children, you see. This was also remembered 

by my grandma, there were good people among them, too, not only monsters. My grandmother could 

never talk about this experience fully, it was like a coup de grace after an infinite number of years of war 

and want that destroyed her childhood. Her family, my family, never recovered completely, their self-

worth, their identity was stolen from them then and in the years to follow the war,  but that is a story 

for another day.  



I am telling you this because I think Germans have changed, they learned from the horrors of the war 

they unleashed upon millions of civilians, but I do not think the Russian leadership and their army ever 

did.  

I do not doubt that the Russian army kills mercilessly, and rapes on their way to battle just like they did 

almost 100 years ago. You see, while the Nazi horrors were exposed to the world and their leadership 

brought to trial, the soviets never were.  

Where I come from, even today, when a woman gets her monthly period, a form of slang to describe it, 

is to say the Russians are coming. It is in reference to the Raping of Europe done by the Russian army in 

1944/1945, on their way to Berlin. A way to get out of rape that women used was to simulate a period in 

hope of Russians finding it disgusting. They would spread jam between their thighs to avoid brutal gang 

rape. It was so devastating for millions of women that even today, we remember and it has become part 

of our culture.  

Everyone I know back home grew up with such stories our grandparents told us of horrors perpetrated 

by both nazis and communists. In the East, as we were sold off to the Russians, the horrors continued, of 

course, as now the Soviets and their brutal army were in control. They continued looting everything 

worth anything for decades, terrorized populations and lied unscrupulously and without limits.  

So, yes, I believe the Ukrainian civilians when they say there are being deliberately targetted, the 

anguish of the women at the prospect of being brutally raped, being given no food in occupied Russian 

territory and I know what will happen to the Syrian volunteers they just invited to fight on their side in 

Ukraine. They will be used as cannon fodder just like my grandfather was in the hell known as the 

Eastern Front almost 100 years ago. If there is anything my generation in Eastern Europe has learned 

since we were old enough to listen is not to trust the Russians and we don’t.  

And yes, my heart bleeds for the millions of innocent Russians in Russia, too. I have no doubt their 

leadership is willing to starve them into submission by denying them food or the truth with no remorse 

just like they did so many times before. I know there are many good people among them, not just 

monsters. Their lives and the lives of hundreds of thousands of famished and cheated conscripted boys 

are not inconsequential, at least not to me.  
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