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Account of Steps Taken By Corby In Ottawa On September 5th, 6th, and 7th, 1945

After turning over in my mind a hundred times the question of where I should go with my statement, I came to the conclusion that this must be made to a newspaper, in order that the whole matter become known to the Canadian people and that public opinion in Canada should demand action from the Canadian Government.

I knew that the system of military intelligence had not its own agent on the staff of the R.C.M.Police in Ottawa, but I did not know whether or not the system of the NKVD had its own agent there.  Therefore I considered that it was dangerous for the whole undertaking to turn to the R.C.M.Police at first as, under the worst circumstances, if there were a Soviet agent there and all this subject were turned over to him, he would be able to direct it into a channel favourable to the Soviet Intelligence and to the benefit of the agent himself.

Taking all these circumstances into account, when I came out of the Soviet Embassy building at 8.30 p.m. on September 5th, I boarded a street car and arrived at the building of the newspaper “Ottawa Journal”.  On asking the lady on duty on the first floor where the Chief Editor of the paper was located, I received the reply that he was on the sixth floor.

On arriving at the sixth floor, however, I was undecided about submitting my statement and went down in the elevator and walked home.  There I told my wife that I had definitely decided to make a statement.  After drinking a cup of tea I returned to the building of the “Ottawa Journal”, this time with the firm intention of making my statement.

However, the Chief Editor was not there then and only junior employees were there.  I turned to an elderly man (rather thin, small, bald) who was pointed out to me as the senior among those present at that time.

I told him the gist of the matter, indicating the importance of my statement. After hearing me he said that he had no authority to print my statement and that it would be best to go to the Justice building to the Royal Canadian Mounted Police or to wait until morning when the Chief Editor would come.  He showed me the address of the Justice Building and how to go there.  I decided to go to the Justice building.  There I asked the man on duty on the first floor (he was in the uniform of the R.C.M.Police) where I could see the Minister of Justice.

He told me that only the secretary of the Minister of Justice knows where the Minister may be found.  But in view of the lateness, and as the secretary was not present, it would be better to come tomorrow morning.  Thus I left the Justice Building that evening without seeing the Minister.

On the following morning I came to the Justice Building with my wife and child.  On learning from the man on duty where the office of the Minister of Justice was located we went there.  Only a secretary of the Department of Justice (a French-Canadian) was there.  He said that the Minister of Justice was probably in the Parliament Buildings.

He conducted us to the office of the Minister of Justice in the Parliament Buildings where he introduced us to the personal secretary of the Minster of Justice (a French-Canadian, dark hair, small) to whom I outlined briefly the gist of the matter, pointing out that I wished to make a statement to the Minister of Justice personally.  He asked me if I knew the French Language.  On learning that I did not know the French language, he began to talk to someone on the telephone in French.  Then he told me that the Minister of Justice would be in the Justice Building.

Placing us in an automobile, he drove us to the Justice building and conducted us to the previously mentioned office of the secretary of the Department of Justice and, after telling us to wait, went out somewhere.  We waited about two hours.  Eventually the secretary of the Department of Justice returned and said that the Minster of Justice could not receive us. 

After leaving the secretary my wife and I decided to go again to the editorial office of the newspaper the “Ottawa Journal".  At that time the Chief Editor was not there.  We were met by a lady reporter whom I informed that I wished to break away from the Soviet regime and pointed out my reasons.  She turned for advice to one of the employees who, evidently, was the senior there.

He advised me to apply to the bureau of naturalization of the R.C.M.Police. On arriving at the bureau of naturalization I again repeated the gist of the matter to the head of this bureau.  The head of the bureau advised me to go to a Magistrate’s office on Nicholas Street.  I asked him to give me protection.  He did not give me any.  During our conversation a young man, apparently one of the employees in this bureau, was present.

As it was already mid-day and our child had not been fed yet and was very tired and sleepy, we went home.  We did not go into our apartment, as we considered it dangerous to do so, but to the apartment of an English acquaintance, Mrs. Bourke, who lives in the neighboring house on Lyon Street.

We did not tell her anything except that we said we had decided to go to the city together to shop and asked that our child might sleep with her and if she would look after him during that time.

Arriving by street car on Nicholas Street we entered the Magistrate’s building.  The man to whom we had been sent was not there.  His office was locked, as it was the lunch hour.  

A little later his secretary came.  She is a French-Canadian lady with dark hair who at that time was wearing a red dress.  She listened to us and then said she would consult with someone.  During our conversation there was a present a young man, apparently a relative or acquaintance of the Secretary.


For a long time she tried to come to some arrangement with acquainted editors, correspondents of newspapers (Citizen, Ottawa Journal and a French newspaper) and with a Catholic Priest.  Not one of them decided to print my statement.  However, one correspondent (from the Ottawa Journal) came himself and listened to me.  He asked me to show him the documents.  I showed him the dossier of SAM CARR.  He advised me to go to Inspector Leopold and gave me his address.

The Secretary asked me if I had good acquaintances in Canada with whom I could hide while she obtained for me a “landing card”.  I replied that such acquaintances could hardly be found.  She explained to me the whole procedure of naturalization, supplied me with an application and told me to complete it and to submit two photographs.

When we left the building of the magistrate it was already about 5 o’clock p.m. of September 6th.  We hurried home to get the child as quickly as possible.  When we came to our neighbor we found that the child had awakened.  Then neighbor served us tea.

After a little while my wife entered our apartment through the back door on the balcony.  On her return she told me that she had found nothing suspicious there and that I could go in with the child.  I went over with the child to our apartment, in like manner by the door on the balcony.  In the apartment I lay down on the bed, extremely tired.   After lying for about 15 minutes I got up and looked out of the window.  On a bench in the park I saw two people who once in a while glanced at the windows of my apartment.

Some time later (about 6 to 6.30) someone knocked on the door of my apartment.  I did not answer.  The knocking continued for about 10 to 15 minutes.  As the child ran across our living room, whoever was knocking was convinced that we were at home.  In the end he called me by name—just once.  I did not reply.  From the voice I recognized LAVRENTIEV, a young man who arrived recently to work in Canada in the apparatus of the Military Attaché as the second chauffeur.  (Light-coloured hair, medium height, simple kind of face.  In those days he wore a light grey suit.)  On receiving no reply he went away.

My wife and I decided that it was dangerous to leave the child in our apartment.  She suggested leaving the child for the night with our neighbour in the same house.  Leaving our apartment by the back door on the balcony I climbed over to the balcony of our neighbor, who was at that time on the balcony with his wife and child.  My neighbor was a military man; I did not know him well previously.  I told him briefly what was the matter and asked him if we could leave the child with him for the night.  He agreed with readiness.

I climbed back over the balcony to my apartment and my neighbor came out on his balcony.  At that moment a tall man in a dark suit approached my balcony from Lyon Street.  He took in the balcony with a glance and, on seeing there was another door there, went away.

When he saw this, my neighbor said:  “I shall go and call the police”.  He mounted his bicycle and went for the police.

The other neighbor, a lady in the apartment opposite mine in the same house, invited us to spend the night in her apartment.  Together with the child we went into her apartment.  By that time the police arrived.  After listening to what was involved he said that a police car would be on duty in the park all night.  If anything should happen, we must give a signal—snap the light out in the bathroom. 

We went to bed.  At approximately 12 o’clock the noise of an arriving car was heard.  We jumped up; however the child continued to sleep peacefully.  The lady of the house snapped off the light in the bathroom, this giving the police the signal.  Together with the lady of the house I looked out of the window and saw that the police car had not arrived. We snapped the light on and off again.  (As it was explained later, the policemen had gone for lunch).  

My wife, who was looking though the key-hole saw how PAVLOV, ROCOV, ANGELOV and FARAFONTOV broke the lock of our apartment, looking about them fearfully the while.  

After breaking the lock they entered my apartment, switched on the light and a little later put it out.  The police car arrived just at that moment.  The police opened the door of my apartment, switched on the light and saw how PAVLOV, ROCOV, ANGELOV and FARAFONTOV crawled out from behind the furniture where they had been hiding. 

The policeman asked them for their names and after looking at their documents remained in doubt.  We heard how he repeated several times: “ I don’t know what to do with you, “ to which PAVLOV replied: “Let us go and that is all.”  Finally the policeman allowed them to go.  The policeman remained on duty with us after their departure.

An interesting detail: All the time while PAVLOV and company were breaking the lock and hid in the apartment, an individual, whom I had never seen before, was on duty in the car which brought them.  The police did not ask this individual for his documents.  When I later interested myself as to why the police had not asked for his documents, the policeman replied that this man was a Canadian as he spoke English well.  (It might be worth while to find out who this man is.)

Soon after this an Inspector of the City Police arrived.  He listened to me and on learning that I wished to make a statement to the R.C.M.Police, said that he would drive me himself to the building of the R.C.M.Police at 11 o’clock next morning.  

At 4 o’clock in the morning again someone knocked at the door of my apartment. The policeman came out to see what was the matter.  This time it was GORSHKOV, the chauffeur of the Military Attaché.  The policeman looked at his certificate and allowed him to go.

In the morning of September 7th the Inspector of the City Police escorted by two policemen drove me to the R.C.M.Police where I finally was able to make my statement.

The statement was made by myself to Inspector Leopold, Inspector Williams and Superintendent Rivett-Carnac.

Gouzenko Statement
W.L.M. King Papers, Memoranda and Notes, 1940-1950, MG 26 J 4, Volume 390, pages C274151-C274154.  Also on Microfilm Reel H-1552.

