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The novel is fiction. It takes us into the twilight between nuclear war and an attempt to
prevent it. In the resulting shadow a world where the past no longer applies. A quiet
search begins for what is ultimately real, for something that goes deeper than
conventions.
In the stories a multithreaded romance begins with is unfolding a sense of humanity
that comes to light in the form of natural universal love and brotherhood. Once the
conventional institutions become laid aside, a kind of love happens that seemed lost. It
comes to the foreground as preciously enduring and evermore valid as the artificial
axioms fall away.
The unfolding love is reflected in the stories of five families; two Russian, one
Canadian, one Japanese, and one American. Their stories take us on a voyage across
fifteen time zones against a background that is constantly changing. They take us into a
New World, with a new life in Russia where the protagonists face new challenges and
tragedies, and also triumphs from the depth of their growing love that gradually becomes
brighter.
The novel is focused on exploring the vital issues in building a richer and brighter
civilization. Hence the title: Brighter than the Sun.

Chapter 1: Boris Mikheyev.

When night falls a new dawn begins at some distant place on our planet. A faint
hue appears on the horizon. The river is calm. A flock of birds can be seen among the
rushes. There is an intense immediacy in the air. Everything happens now. Everything is
vital. Everything counts. The bird's voices ring clear and shrill. What happens each
morning speaks louder than all that has lingered from the day before, orchestrating new
perceptions, feelings, struggles, hopes, victories. But the night is laden with fears; a
wilderness haunted by doubts, insanity, and tired emotions that keep the mind slow, rigid,
locked onto tradition. The sound of a siren cuts through the dark of midnight; it cuts into
the mind, sharp, harsh, it echoes in thought, but it comes as no surprise to Boris
Mikheyev. He raises his head. The practice alert has begun, the one he was waiting for.
He knew it would be called.
To the others at Lenin Base the call of the siren is little more than another
disturbance in a long train of impositions that the men have taken for granted as a part of
life. To Boris its pulsating sound brings on a feeling of being intensely alive. The timing
is perfect! The alert came as though it was written into a script. He is alone in the pit. He
is ready. For days, every step of the plan has been rehearsed, timed, and re-timed, and
then committed to memory. He puts his lunch on the ground, quickly, and then starts
running towards the bulldozer. The eerie whine of the siren stirs an uneasy feeling as he
climbs into the cab. The feeling is quickly suppressed; he starts the engine. This is no
time for emotions, he tells himself. He knows that he has less than five minutes to prevent
the shutdown of the automatic firing sequence that he knows will be initiated during an
alert procedure. He moves the bulldozer to where a stone marker lines up with the trunk
of a tree. He cuts back to idle and waits.
The plan has been rehearsed until each move became implanted in the deep
recesses of consciousness. Nothing could be allowed to go wrong. In forty-five seconds
he will know if the alert is true. Fake alerts were not uncommon. He leans out of the cab
window, his stopwatch set. He listens. At forty-seven seconds he hears the faint grunting
noise of a silo cover being drawn aside. He resets his watch. He is now in synchronism
with the launch sequence.
What takes place from this point on is no longer the result of deliberate will. His
actions become mindless; mechanical; a series of rehearsed reflexes. The plan is in
control. The plan has been in control of his life for the last two weeks. With ever-growing
intensity, it crowded out his personal feelings. Now it has taken over his life.
He accelerates the bulldozer. While the machine gathers speed he struggles with
himself for one last time to take control of his actions. He knows that he can still call it all
off, scrap the plan if he wants to, and walk away - nobody is forcing this plan on him!

At the third marker, the last timing checkpoint, he makes a correction in speed. He
notes that the plan is still in control. Its sequence proceeds uninterrupted. Eighteen
seconds to go, seventeen, sixteen. The speed should be correct now! With the precision of
a finely tuned mechanism the plan is acted out step by step. He verifies his speed and
position at a forth marker. This is the starting point of the final, full power run. His timing
is now correct. He moves perfectly with all the extreme precision that is required. There
is a narrow time slot during the pre-launch sequence in which he must sever the power
cable to the Launch Control Complex. The task must be accomplished precisely within
the narrow window of time when the missile's internal sequence has been started for its
system initialization phase, but before the end of it, when the launch control officer
verifies the ready status and aborts the launch sequence. This brief window of time is his
window of opportunity to change the world. It is less than three seconds wide.
His last cue is the air blast that indicates that the fuel trunks have been jettisoned.
This also marks the beginning of the internal launch program. Only the data link trunk
remains connected securely nestled inside its slip-off hatch.
The mouth of the silo amplifies the air blast, as by a giant trumpet. Boris can easily
hear it. It ruptures like a gun shot followed by a noise of rushing air that takes on the
sound of a train conductor's whistle at it fades. Boris knows that within six seconds the
internal sequence will be aborted. He checks his position against his final marker. He is
right of on the mark, infinitely more precise than he needs to be. The bulldozer is now at
top speed, racing towards a trough of loose dirt below which lies the cable. He reaches
forward to lower the blade. Here he hesitates!
At this final instant at the crossroads of history, as if time itself stands still, he
hesitates, pulls his fingers back from the lever. In this moment as if all time were frozen
like in some galactic vortex of western SCIFI novels, a torrent of thoughts is flooding his
mind from all conceivable directions; images of Tania - bright, sad, beautiful - of her
waving, crying. She cries bitterly. She begs him. But whom is she crying for? For him?
For the children? For mankind?
He sees the masses of humanity reaching out to him. He alone knows the secret! He
alone has the key to change, the key for mankind to have a future. His plan is perfect! No
one is in danger! Not a single person will die. Only the system will be destroyed that is
poised to destroy humanity if it is not overcome.
Only why is he seeing Tania in tears? Is it a warning? Or is it just a reflection of his
own fears, fears of the night, of doubts, of his reaction to emotions....
+++

Two weeks before this day he was free, unaware of his stupendous involvement
with the destiny of humanity.

"Its time to get up, Boris!" Tania said when she woke him that last morning of his
vacation, kissing him while he tried to open his eyes. She smiled at him when he saw her.
He pulled her head down and shut his eyes again. "I don't want to go back. I want
to stay with you forever!"
"Oh you!" she grinned. "Except your wish doesn't count. They'll punish you if you
don't get back on time!" She urged him to get up, but in vain. "Hey, you said yourself,
they allow no excuses, not even missing the bus. It's four o'clock, Boris! You have no
time to waste."
He shook his head vigorously and without opening his eyes, said no!
She kissed him once more. "I'll make some coffee for you. Would you like a fried
egg for breakfast before you go?"
He yawned. "You're an angel, you know that," he said. He pulled her onto the bed.
He kissed her three times in quick succession. "At least to me you are an angel," he
grinned.
"Oh, go on!" she answered. She got up and disappeared through the open doorway
into the kitchen.
"Ah, but you're also cruel," he called after her. "Don't you know they're heartless up
there?"
"You shouldn't talk like that, Boris," her voice came thinly from the kitchen.
Minutes later she came back to his bedside and urged him to get up.
"Did I ever tell you how pretty you are and how much I love you?" he said and
smiled at her. "You're even lovelier now, than when we first met. Do you still remember
that day in Kasli, in the Ural Mountains, that marvellously windy day in the spring?"
She smiled. "You really haven't got time for all that, but I love you for saying it."
She went back into the kitchen.
He got up at her bidding. He paused briefly and looked at the photographs on the
family shelf; a portrait of her; a black and white wedding photo; and pictures of the
children. The shelf was by the window. There were other wedding pictures, and many
small photographs, mostly of the children.
The family shelf had long become a sacred spot. Most of their treasured
possessions were displayed there. The most notable was an intricately painted vase, a
family heirloom. It had been passed down for generations within Tania's family. And
between the vase and the wedding photos was another heirloom, a plaque that displayed a
Medal of Honor that his father had earned during the Second World War. He loved his
father, especially the fact that he had been a hero. Still, their wedding pictures portrayed a

shift away from the old values. In contrast to family tradition, he had not worn his
military uniform during his wedding.
"Do you remember when we went mushroom picking," he called out to Tania who
had gone into the kitchen, "when I proposed to you? Did you know that I had tried to
pose the question much earlier, but was always afraid you would say no; and when I
finally did, you asked me why I waited so long? Do you know what courage that took?
Do you realize that I'm still afraid of losing you?"
"Oh, you!" she called back. "You'd better hurry!"
During breakfast Boris reached across the table and put his hand in hers. "Things
are not right at the base," he said. He looked straight into her eyes. "There are times when
I fear I will never see you again."
"You shouldn't worry so much," she replied and turned back to the stove where the
coffee water was boiling.
"No, you don't understand," he said, "I'm serious. You can't imagine what goes on
at the base!"
He told her about the practice alerts. At times there are two a week. "You can't
imagine what it is like. The siren goes off. You get up, half asleep. You tell yourself it
isn't real, because it never is, but you don't know. Your stomach turns every time you sit
at the console and turn the ignition key for the missile firing sequence to start."

Boris loved fried eggs, but eggs had been hard to get. Tania had found only two,
one for a cake, and one for his breakfast. It hurt to see him in that frame of mind that had
come over him, triggered by his worries. He gulped that one precious egg down without
so much as a smile.
"A month ago we had the biggest scare ever," he said to her as the last bite
disappeared. "Normally we end the exercise immediately after fuel transfer and
pressurization. At this point the silo hatches are open. Coolant is flowing. That's seconds
before the ignition begins. That's when the launch is usually called off. But it wasn't that
day! I stood there. I could hear the engines firing. I had only one thought; to run to the
control panel and to somehow shut the whole thing down, stop the launch, close the silo
hatch, do anything!!!
But I didn't do it. I couldn't move. I looked at the commander; I yelled at him; 'Selfdestruct!' But the commander just shook his head. The self-destruct command wasn't
given. I would have cried if I had been able to. We launched a SX-29-C with sixteen high
yield warheads that could have wiped out a dozen cities."
Tania came and stood behind him. She began to stroke his hair. This had always
helped to calm him in the past.

He talked more softly now. "Who wasn't there can imagine what it means seeing
this... this 'thing' burn itself into the sky...."
He said the words much more relaxed now, and turned around to hug her. He
explained that it wasn't fear that he had felt, but pain, an overwhelming pain of knowing
that what he had consistently tried to shut out of his thinking was now reality. He told her
that he closed his eyes in order not to see it, but instead saw millions dying in its flame.
"What crime have these people committed that we should kill them?" he said to
her. He suggested that there might have been countless Tanias, people like her, who had
no hope of survival, and technicians like himself, at American bases, following orders
like he did, possibly with the same efficiency, the same obedience, and the same pain.
Suddenly the Cold War had taken on a human dimension. He told her that he could have
intervened and stopped the missile. But even in his pain he couldn't act except to follow
orders. The missile was five minutes down range when the self-destruct command was
given. "Do you know how long five minutes can be?" he said.
He told her that the commander stood up the next day and told everyone that the
launch had been intended to test their stamina, to allow each one to prove to himself that
he was MAN enough to take the final step. He was lying. I found out later that the
launching was needed for a radar penetration test, to test the boost phase detection at low
altitudes.
"I had no idea," Tania replied and kissed him across the table. "Can't you resign?"
"Resign!" He began to laugh. "No one ever resigns from any top secret technical
post. No one has ever done this. No one resigns from a missile base. If I were a common
soldier I might have gotten a transfer to another outfit, but once you're stuck in secret
technical services there is no way out. You don't even dare think of it out of fear that
they'll find out somehow!"
Tania got up and stroked his hair again, then poured another cup of coffee.
"If I had only taken the trouble to find out what I was getting into!" he said.
"But you were so happy when you were offered the job," she reminded him.
"Oh I could never get that kind of pay any place else, and after five years, doors
would open to high career positions in government, limousines, a bigger apartment; five
years didn't seem like anything, then, Tania. How could I have known that a single year
would be, well, an eternity."

While they cleared the dishes away he apologized to her for dragging her into all
this, telling her that it could be dangerous if anyone found out.
She turned and kissed him; "I won't say anything, it's all right."

"No!" he replied, "I've spoiled our holiday now. But I couldn't help myself. I had to
tell someone. There are things a person just can't keep inside forever. You know, our
commissar - yes, they still call him the commissar - he told us we should be proud to
have carried out our assignment unhampered by personal feelings! I shuddered as my
comrades cheered him. The whole affair stinks. It's rotten to the core. And then the
commissar had the gall to say: 'what makes you strong as a pillar in our new and free
society, is your unquestioning willingness to serve the cause of Mother Russia! At Lenin
Base - we are called Freedom Base One now - this means letting the end justify whatever
it takes!' So it isn't all right Tania. What's happening scares me. There is more tension
now in the air than there has ever been during the Soviet era."
Boris told her that one thing scared him most of all, namely his realization that the
old commissar's arguments were the very same as those under which he had joined the
army years ago; to let the end justify whatever it takes. "If only the old commissar could
see to where this approach leads, and whom he gives his loyalty to! But an old man like
the commissar would never see such a fine point. His blabbering of worn out slogans
about serving faithfully and unquestioningly is rooted in the old patriotism that once built
the Soviet Union. But all this is gone. Who knows who is giving the orders now? London
has more control over our lives than Moscow has. When it comes to the crunch, who
knows where the loyalties will lie? Well, I tell you, this devout servant of the military
was fast asleep that day when the damn test-launch happened. He had not the faintest idea
of what he was talking about. We live in an era of increasing insanity."
Tania smiled and raised a hand to stop him. "Calm down my love. Nothing would
have moved your old man anyway, even if he had been there."
"That's what worries me, Tania. Once a man is becoming dead as a human being,
his actions become increasingly irresponsible. And what's more; this is the kind of
mentality he is also determined to impress on everyone else. What if he succeeds? Maybe
he has already succeeded without me feeling it."
"Yes, this is frightening," Tania replied. But that was all she could say. The depth
of the experience was obviously far beyond anything that had ever come into her life that
could have given her a measure by which she could judge Boris' struggle. She actually
smiled at him when he spoke of his deep anguish that she couldn't feel.
"Frightening?" he repeated her response. "It's much more than that. We call
ourselves men, but without being aware of it we've become mindless tools; it's terrifying
to realize that about yourself. And by God it's damn real!"

Boris' hands were shaking by the time he put his coat on to leave. He told Tania
that he wouldn't kiss the children good-bye; that he couldn't bear it; that he could never
say good-bye again. His eyes began to fill with tears.

"I'll give your greetings to the children when they wake. I won't come to the
window either, to wave. We will never say good-bye to each other. My thoughts will be
with you for as long as we live, there won't be a need for any good bye."
Boris approved. He left after one last, long embrace.
Tania kept her word. There was no one waving good-bye at the window as he
walked away. The street was empty. Oh, it would have been far easier if he could have
seen her face, her smile. How stupid he had been to deny himself that! Still, he did notice
her outline behind the lace curtains that were partially drawn open. Her thoughts were
with him as she had said.
At the place where he usually crosses the street, he turned around once more and
waved back to her anyway. At this moment the window flew open. Tania leaned out as
far as she could and waved to him.
He grinned now. "I love you!" he shouted unabashed through the stillness of the
morning, "and I always will."
"I love you too!" she called out to him.
Minutes later he boarded the bus.

+++

The airport was crowded, like it had been years ago. He remembered fondly, how
in those days, even when it was still early, it seemed that all of Russia was on the go soldiers, farmers, party executives. There were few soldiers now and no farmers. In the
new society the soldiers had become outnumbered by foreign visitors, and of course, also
by the new-rich civilians. In a corner of the departure hall a group of businessmen were
gathered together, possibly for a trip to Moscow. Years ago these would have been
farmers going to sell their products in the big city. They used to be organized into
delegations, with a few individuals going as well.
At the center of the hall an official was organizing a group of tourists. In the early
days, crowds like these would have been construction or factory workers, many of which,
perhaps, had never traveled before and were proud of the opportunity they then had. The
rest of the crowd, now as then, was ordinary folk with destinations to possibly any place
in Russia or abroad.
Air travel had become popular in the Soviet Union after its cultural awareness
focus had been implemented. It had been intended to draw the different regions closer
together; to make people more appreciative of their national heritage, their identity, their
land, and to give them a feeling for each other's strengths and ideals.

The cultural programs that came out of it had caught on instantly. They had
become so popular that the original aim was soon superseded. They also brought
economic benefits as people discovered not only each other's strengths, but also each
other's problems. The sense of unity that resulted sparked a spirit of sharing, especially
ideas. While the new freedom could have threatened the system, it didn't. It became no
threat. The renewal of pride among the people had brought a genuine feeling that they
lived in one of the best countries on earth.
Naturally, the emphasis on individual autonomy required corresponding
investments in civil projects. The Kiev airport was a typical result of it. It became a
monument to the Soviet way. Also, it ranked equally in style, comfort, and efficiency
with any of the great airports of the world. In the deeper sense, though, nothing had really
changed; not then; not now. Russia was still Russia, and the Cold War that had been an
overbearing reality had prevented the victory that should have been felt in the country's
struggle towards a new life that had even been achieved to some degree.
On the way to the gate Boris noticed an old woman, aimlessly moving through the
crowd. "Babushka?" he inquired.
She was looking for the gate to Sverdlovsk. "...I am visiting my daughter's family
there," she said with noticeable pride in her voice, and added, "My daughter has been
promoted to an important position at the Hospital. She is a fine doctor, you know. I stay
with them every year for the summer..."
"The flight to Sverdlovsk leaves over there," Boris explained, pointing to a sign in
the distance that indicated gate 26. "I'll be on the flight myself," he said, and wished her a
pleasant journey.
A long line of people had already queued up at the gate. Standing in line was not to
Boris' liking, however, so he went on to the coffee shop to have a piece of hot apple pie,
served with ice cream. He had learned this combination from an American businessman
at this same coffee shop on a previous trip. He had come to love it. While eating his pie,
he suddenly felt himself nudged from behind.
"Hey, comrade Mikheyev," a voice said.
He turned.
"Alexei, the king of the games! What a surprise! But isn't Kiev a bit out of your
way? Aren't there more direct flights from Minsk? You're going to the base, aren't you?"
Alexei nodded. "I'm here because my flight out of Minsk was over-booked. I was
in Moscow last week."
"In Moscow!"
"That's right! I was ordered to testify before the military security commission.
That's Chernyakov's department!"

"My God! Not before Chernyakov himself?"
Alexei nodded and smiled.
"You mean you actually met the man?"
"He was interested to find out how closely the 'incident' had been kept secret. He
never actually referred to it as an accident, or as a practice-launch, just like the
commissar. He had referred to it as 'the incident.' Does that tell you anything?"
Boris shook his head.
"How long were you in Moscow?"
"My session had lasted for four days. I had come down with an Air Force cargo
plane. You know, the commissar was also kind enough to give me four extra days for a
visit home."
"Well, I'm certainly pleased to see you," Boris replied through a mouthful of pie.
"If I hadn't been on leave myself, I would have missed playing games with you, or should
I say, loosing games to you? How is Naya?"
"Oh, Naya is fine, she was happy to see me."
"By the way, did you tell Chernyakov what we thought about the new safety
procedures. Did you tell them that they've got it all wrong?"
Alexei nodded again and grinned; "I did, Boris."
"Well...?"
"No! Not here, Boris. It's too crowded to talk..."
Boris pointed to the half-eaten pie. "...Want some?"
Alexei declined. Still he helped himself to Boris' coffee.
"Oh You! ... Ah, never mind," he mumbled to himself while Alexei burst out
laughing.
"Mamushka, another coffee please for my friend," he shouted across the half-filled
room. The older waitress smiled and obliged him.
"Did they like our idea?" Boris asked again.
"Yes, and No. That's all I can tell you here. I also met Sasha there, the fellow who
always beats me playing the FT13 game over the Internet. I should have realized that he
works for the security service. He's slick, and he's good. He destroyed thirteen of my
civilizations in a single night's playing. I guess, this makes him a champion."

Boris took another bite in haste while Alexei spoke about the game, and then
another one before he had fully finished the last. As soon as he had stuffed down the last
bit of his pie, they left. Boris pointed to the clock. It was five minutes to eight. "We don't
have long," he said to Alexei.
"Didn't they tell you, we've got one-hour delay? The flight was late getting out of
Odessa. As you can see," he grinned, "we are right up with the best in the world. We've
got over-booked flights American style, delays like in London, and everything else the
West has that goes with sophisticated air-travel. We are part of the West now."
Boris smiled.
Near the entrance of the main hall, a tall and well-dressed gentleman came towards
them. The man had an air of distinction about him, a lean face, blue eyes that blended in
tone with his gray hair. The blue eyes strengthened his stern look.
Boris recognized the man immediately. "That's my old mathematics professor from
the University!" he nudged Alexei. "Remember I told you about him, Sashi Ivanov...."
"That's him?" Alexei chuckled.
"Hello there! You are Boris Mikheyev, am I correct?" the professor addressed him
as he came near.
"Yes I am, Professor Ivanov...."
There was a slight gesture of satisfaction in the professor's looks as Boris greeted
him with his proper title. At the university this kind of respect had been demanded, now it
was by choice and most appreciated by him. One could see it on his face.
"Are you going to Moscow?" the professor asked. "If so, you may join me if you
like."
"Unfortunately not. We're on the way to Lenin Base, via Sverdlovsk."
"I am sorry to hear that." The professor hesitated for a moment. "I would never
have approved of this," he said, "this waste of your fine talent," he remarked acidly. "But
I'm not angry at you," he added. "It's the system. It gets me down you know, to see all the
fine scholars like you put into the army after I've spent years molding their minds,
making them into keen analytical thinkers."
"I'm not in the Army," Boris protested. "I am a part of the Strategic Rocket Forces,
stationed at Freedom Base One, the most modern installation of our country's nuclear
defense system. It used to be called Lenin Base."
"You have intercontinental missiles, no doubt," the professor added.

"Indeed; and that's all we have. I'm a fully qualified Fuel Systems Specialist!" Boris
boasted.
"Well, that's far from the academic career I had envisioned for you. You should
have become an educator. You could have made a contribution to the development of our
people and their potential. You would have ennobled society, enriched its culture,
increased its potential. But now, all that seems irrelevant. It seems you've made your
choice. Still, I must urge you to be careful, comrade Mikheyev, you're treading a
dangerous ground by having chosen a mindless profession."
The Professor shook Boris' hand before he rushed on and disappeared into the
crowd.
Boris was shaking. A mindless profession? How dare he!
Still, the Professor was one of the few men in his life that he instinctively looked
up to. "You should have seen the 'prof' in the classroom," he said to Alexei. "That man
was like a commander in battle. There was no fooling during his lectures. You'd let your
attention slip one second, and you'd miss a vital point. And believe me, he would get you
for it. He seemed to sense if someone wasn't right with him."

The two walked on silently. "You have no idea," he said later to Alexei, "how I
wish I had followed his advice."
"Let's go across the street," Alexei suggested once they were outside the terminal
building.
Facing the terminal was a newly created park that featured a large reflecting pool,
which also doubled as heat sink for the terminal's air conditioning system. At the far side
of the reflecting pool, a row of flags welcomed the arriving travelers on their way to the
busses and the train station. The bright colors were mirrored in the surface of the water.
Each republic that had remained in the Union was represented. There had been more
flags before.
"We're alone now. We can talk freely here. Also, I won't be talking about computer
games," said Alexei in a serious tone once they reached the pool. "I was in Moscow as
you know." He said this as if it explained his caution.
He paused for a moment, looking back and across the pool as if to assure himself
that no one was near.
"The first day in Moscow was uncomfortable," he continued. "I was asked a lot of
tricky questions. I was never certain what exactly we were allowed to know at the base,
and how much of it I was allowed to reveal, even to them. They wanted to know every
detail of everything that has happened. I hope I didn't incriminate anyone. They wanted
to know what our reactions would be in a real situation. They asked specifically if anyone

was reluctant to do his job during the launch or immediately afterwards. They even
wanted to know to what extent the guys talked about it afterwards, among themselves..."
"Speak softly, Alexei, there's someone by the flags," Boris interrupted him.
"You're right," Alexei said, looking towards the flags and back down the path they
had come. He spoke on, quietly. "When I presented our plan, I told them what you had
said about the likelihood of an accidental war, with all those missiles being fully targeted
in their silos. You should have seen the big boss! He became white in the face. I didn't
know at first what to make of it."
The two men stopped. Boris looked thoughtfully across the pool, observing the
reflection of the flags while Alexei continued. "I explained that the situation would be a
great deal safer if our missiles were pre-targeted to fall into the ocean, which would then
be electronically re-targeted if an intended launch had been confirmed. A hot missile
wouldn't harm anyone then without this post launch in-flight targeting."
"Well? Did they like the idea, Alexei?"
"Not at first. They made a lot of excuses, like it being impractical, and the cost
being prohibitive. Ah, but I was ready for that. I told them that no new exotic hardware
would be needed. One would simply use the existing equipment in a different way."
"I think we had better move on or talk softly until this group gets past the flags,"
cautioned Boris who pretended to study the flags and their reflection in the water.
Alexei spoke on, but more quietly, still. He said that he suggested to them that the
existing data link could be used to transmit the target parameters. It wouldn't take much
to make a few program changes in the on-board computer. In case of a false launch this
procedure could save millions of lives, he had assured them. He said they just shook their
heads. "'Capitalist lives!' Chernyakov corrected me."
"Capitalist lives? My God, Alexei what are you saying!"
"They said that an accident might be a good thing, that it would wake the capitalists
up!"
"Didn't it ever occur to them that we are all taking the same risks, Alexei? If we hit
the US, they'll hit us back, city for city. Don't they realize the immense risks we take
every time we play those alertness games with live missiles?"
"Hush, someone's coming, Boris."
"Who cares, Alexei! Let them hear us. If our leaders can't see the security
advantage of pre-targeting all missiles into the Arctic Ocean, what else can't they see?"
"Quieter Boris! Remember we're discussing national security information here.
You know that even in the open, someone might be listening."

"I wish the whole world could hear us," replied Boris angrily, though somewhat
toned down. "Far too few people know what's really going on. If people knew what
games are being played with their life, things might be different. Maybe someone ought
to tell them."
"You're right," said Alexei, "I agree with you. But not everyone would agree. In
fact, hardly anyone would listen to you if you spoke up on these issues, unless, of course,
you represented the government. The people at the committee simply wouldn't listen to
the proposal I had made, with one exception, a fellow, named Zalygin. He approached me
after the hearing and apologized for his colleagues. He explained a lot of things that
really opened my eyes. Possibly the man had said more than he was allowed to. He
confided to me that our proposal had already been implemented. It is reality, now! It has
even been tested. It is fully operational. It works!"
Boris stopped Alexei and looked at him questioningly.
"Now, can you imagine what a bind I have put everyone in?" said Alexei. "They
had to comment on something that was top secret, something that absolutely no one was
supposed to know about. They weren't prepared for the bombshell I put in their lap."
"So the man felt he should say something to keep you quiet, and me, too?" said
Boris.
Alexei nodded. "He gave me a quick overview of what they had built so that we
would stop pushing our idea."
Alexei told Boris that the man, personally, felt that every officer at the base should
know about what he is working with.
Alexei motioned Boris to sit down at a bench. There was a woman not far from
where they stood. "Zalygin told me," he said in a hushed voice, "that not even the
technicians who had modified the missiles during normal maintenance knew what their
work had accomplished. They all follow procedures, and know nothing more. Not even
the base commander knows as much about it as we do now. Only a very few select
people in high places know that our 'incident' had been the final test to verify the
practicality of the in-flight targeting process. He said that all of our missiles are now
targeted at the Mojave Desert, somewhere south in the US. That's their default target."
Boris stood up and shook his head. "That's essentially what we had in mind, isn't
it?"
"Except their way is cheaper. It required only minor changes in the guidance
sequence. Defaulting to the Arctic Ocean, as we wanted, would have required greater
inertial variances. These could not be achieved. The bottom line is, they've come up with
a parallel invention to our own, and a more practical one. If a missile gets away, it simply
blows a hole into the desert!"

Boris said that this was very good news. He could well imagine how shocked the
people in Moscow must have been when Alexei presented the very plan to them that no
one was to know about.
"Just think, if the Americans had found out," said Alexei, "what a great advantage
they would have gained. They would know, that if they destroyed our communication
system, they would render all of our missile forces harmless!"
"That's one aspect I never considered," said Boris.
"But they have, and they are doing something about it. In two or three months they
will have several additional long-range transmitter stations in operation far away from the
base. Anyone of them can do the re-targeting then, and this as far away as 700 KM
beyond our borders. Once the stations are operational, nothing that we launch will reach a
real target on the American continent that is not intended to do so."
"This gives us a great advantage," Boris observed. "This allows us to launch two
minutes earlier than before. We won't need to be as cautious anymore."
"That makes a big difference, Boris, in a process where everything is counted in
seconds. Under these new conditions everyone will be safe no matter what happens, and
that's where the tragedy lies," said Alexei and paused for Boris' reaction.
"Tragedy?" Boris repeated.
Alexei nodded. "They want to use the advantage to make a point that might save
humanity from a real nuclear war. They are hoping for an accidental launch. This would
hurt no one, but it would scare the hell out of the world. It might scare the world to its
senses. At least this is what the current perception is, in the Bureau. That is as crazy and
frightening, Boris, as it is brilliant."
Boris shook his head and looked around. "This is not brilliant, this is insane," he
almost shouted to Alexei. "It's absolute madness that the Bureau favors the idea of a
nuclear accident, now that things are finally safe. How can anyone hope for an accident
to occur? How can you, of all people...?”
Alexei cut him off. "Isn't it obvious? With the new procedure in place no one will
be hurt, while something that comes so close to being real would bring immense pressure
to bear on the world's governments to agree to a real and meaningful solution. Nobody
has ever talked about a real solution until now, Boris."
Boris took his time answering, and he did so with a smile as if he found the
solution for preventing the whole madness. "They must realize," he said, "that this will
not be possible when the long range stations are ready. These stations will then be able to
transmit the self-destruct orders."
Alexei nodded, "They are aware of this."

Boris became more thoughtful now. "Tell me why did this fellow, Zalygin, reveal
so many of these secrets to you?" asked Boris after a minute of silence. He didn't look up
as he spoke, but started nervously checking his watch. "Could it be that the man is hoping
for more than just keeping us quiet? Is he asking us to do this? Is this what the whole
charade is all about? You didn't meet me here by accident. You were looking for me.
This is why your flight was re-routed through Kiev, and why my flight was delayed. God,
this is all crazy!" He shook his head and looked up. "That's insane, Alexei."
Alexei got up from the bench. "I didn't like Zalygin's attitude either," he said
quietly, "at least no at first. I said to myself that even if it were possible to stage such an
accident, how could anyone be certain that the other side would react in a rational
manner? I asked myself how such an accident would have to be regarded from their
perspective. They would see a missile coming towards them. Would they believe us that
the launch is an accident and that the missile is technically secure, that it won't harm
anyone? Or will they fire their own missiles long before we can demonstrate our case?"

Boris made up his mind on their way back to the terminal entrance. "I think the
people at Bureau are responsible people," he said to Alexei, "they wouldn't contemplate
taking such risks. This renders Zalygin a traitor."
Alexei walked quietly beside him, but then ended up telling Boris that he felt
exactly like he now feels.
"Don't tell me you support the idea of staging a nuclear accident in order to shake
the world to its senses?" said Boris. "That's lunacy! That's sheer madness, Alexei!"
"No Boris, that not lunacy. They refer to it as a calculated risk, a risk that they feel
they must take in order to save the world," Alexei replied calmly. "You are as much a
soldier as I am," he continued. "You know the rules of war. You know as I do that a
military commander is expected to put his people at great risk if a vastly greater number
of people are thereby protected. If you loose ten men to save a thousand, or even ten
thousand, the result justifies the sacrifices. Zalygin talks about saving the life of not just a
thousand, or a million, but five thousand million people."
Boris just shook his head.
Alexei turned to him again. "There are other factors involved, Boris, the scope of
which is too big for a single person to grasp. They have teams working on the problem,
think tanks, computer analysts, and scientists of every description. Just imagine the
problem they face of having to cope with space weapons, chemical weapons, terrorism,
cultural subversion, economic sabotage, not to mention the determination of the British to
break up our country into tiny little pieces. They call us an empire. They stated publicly
that they want to eradicate Russia from the face of the earth. Just try to correlate all this
into one single, responsible policy. Then add to this mess the latest stealth technology.
They got planes and missiles that radar can't see. On top of all that, NATO has now
captured some of our previous allies. This enabled them to bring their missiles practically

to the doorsteps of Moscow. Tell me, how would you defend the country against such a
vast threat and the range of unforeseeable possibilities that goes with it, such as nuclear
terrorism? Tell me, how would you deter a terrorist from using the bomb, or the religious
fanatics who have shown to have no regard for human life? We have seen their own
children being expended by the thousands to clear minefields in front of their advancing
tanks? How do you formulate a rational policy in this chaos, and one that one can live
with? The fact is, you can't! Nobody can! You've got to change the game in order to have
any hope at all. You've got to change it into something reasonable, from the ground up.
You need dramatic changes, dramatic actions. Believe me, Boris, Moscow is not alone in
wanting this game stopped before it gets out of control. Yes, I want it too, and so do
many others. We can't all be crazy, Boris. Hoping for an honest to goodness accident,
something crude, something of the old tradition, and something that can be relied upon to
be perfectly safe, that's a sane approach to the problem. An untargeted nuclear missile,
like the ones we have at Lenin Base, would fit the bill just fine, provided that someone
apart from the government sets it off."
Boris turned his face away, "Oh God, Alexei, what are you saying? What if it
doesn't work? Who can dare take such great a risk?"
"No, no, Boris, you must ask yourself; can we afford not to take the risk? Can we
afford to let even the faintest chance slip away in the face of infinitely greater risks that
are mounting up with every passing day if the present situation is left unchallenged?
Think about this."
Boris answered nothing.
"I know what you are thinking," Alexei replied. "You think the responsibility isn't
ours. We are not responsible for the whole world. Humanity should have dealt with this
issue. Humanity should have stopped the game long before now. Damn right, it should
have. Except, most people are blind, or stupid, or too lazy, or have been made blind,
stupid, and lazy, by those who intend to profit thereby. Most people simply don't care.
We wouldn't be in this mess, Boris, if people did care. All too few people do, Boris. I
think Zalygin does care. I think he cares very much, and he is scared. You should be
scared, too, Boris, if for no one else than Tania."
Alexei turned around and looked back. He suspected there was a man behind them
approaching at a fast pace. He could hear the footsteps on the gravel pathway! Had he
overheard their conversation? Alexei nudged Boris. Boris just shook his head, but then
nodded slightly. He pushed his coat sleeve back, exposing his watch and pointed to it. He
suggested to Alexei that they should run.
Alexei nodded, and both started to jog. The two men stopped at the far end of the
plaza in front of the main entrance, just briefly, long enough to look back. The man hadn't
followed them. After hesitating for just a moment, Alexei whispered to Boris and
laughed. "Far greater risks then these are being taken right now, today, and tomorrow
again, by all of us together. You may not have heard about the new American super
stealth bombers that are considered totally undetectable by radar. And I mean, not a trace!

So how do you defend yourself against that? You can't. There is only one defense
possible, and that is to inspire mankind by whatever means required, to stop playing with
nuclear weapons. There are no physical defense measures possible against stealth
bombers and stealth missiles."
Boris hushed him. "Alex, you're not supposed to know about these things!"
Alexei grinned; "Ah, but one never stops learning?"
Boris and Alexei started to jog again. Soon, the crowds slowed them.
Alexei was out of breath by then and tried to whisper, but had little success at it.
"Can you imagine what this means for national security?" he said to Boris, still trying to
catch his breath. "Imagine, the Americans are now able to invade our airspace
undetected, anytime they please, from their strategic bases as close as three hundred
miles away from Moscow. They've already done it three weeks ago during a test flight
from Turkey to Norway, and they can do it again. They took a whole squadron right
across our country, right over Moscow, totally undetected. Can you think of a more
shocking demonstration that they now possess the capability to destroy our entire country
before we know they have come?"
Alexei, finally, was beginning to whisper. He whispered into Boris' ear; "I'm
certain Zalygin is hoping for something equally dramatic to head off the uncontrollable.
Rumors have it that the Bureau is thinking the same way. Of course, their hands are
bound. They can't do anything."
Alexei scanned the big departure hall for a quiet spot in the direction they had to
go. He motioned Boris to follow him. "Zalygin confided in me that at least three top level
people at the Bureau are at odds with the policies of our military strategists. The are
frightened, Boris! And if they are frightened, we should be frightened, too. In military
circles, there is talk about launching a coordinated nuclear-assisted strike against the
entire West European complex in order to take the wind out of NATO. Our nuclear forces
are strong enough to take Western Europe. It wouldn't take three days, if the world would
last three days. Rumors have it, that in order to keep the Americans at bay during the
operation, our strategists are calling for a synchronized nuclear barrage against the US
mainland that will obliterate 98% of the population in a single blow. The term they use, is
saturation coverage - fireball upon fireball, a sea of fire from which no one can escape.
Unlike the US, which is of no use to them, our strategists want to keep Europe intact.
They need it for a springboard into Africa. Rumors have it; they will go soft on Western
Europe with precise surgical strikes, such as with RF weapons that will only stun.
Preparations for such a thing may even be under way right now. Things are coming to a
head, Boris, at least that's what I heard in Moscow!"
"If this ever happens I won't want to survive," answered Boris and urged Alexei to
get going. Their flight had already been called.

"That's easily said," said Alexei and grinned. "The fact is, it's much easier to do
some reasonably promising fighting to protect one's life." He started off into the crowd.
Boris followed him.
Soon they were engulfed by a mob of people that wasn't easy to move through,
very quickly. Still, they reached their plane in time to get on, but not in time for their seat
selection to be still valid. That, though, didn't disturb Alexei. A few friendly words with
the head stewardess gave them access to the seats the crew normally occupied.
"You have always been a charmer," remarked Boris.
"Heh, they don't have time to sit down," Alexei explained; "and what's that about
me being a charmer? Didn't you see the girls smiling at you? It wasn't me, my friend. It
was you and your sharp uniform that got us these seats. She gave them to us to please
you," Alexei replied. "The girls love charming men in their fine uniforms!"
"No, no," Boris vigorously denied the suggestion, "the only lady I hope to charm is
Tania! You of all people should know that, Alexei. If you had any idea of how afraid I
was this morning that I might never see her again, you wouldn't say these things! The fact
is, I'm still afraid."
"That's a healthy sign, Boris!" Alexei assured him.
"Not if you want live at the base and stay sane," Boris replied and began to laugh.
Alexei smiled, "I think you will learn that, too. That's the challenge that comes with
being alive."
"Tell me about your friend Zalygin from the Bureau," Boris asked moments later.
"Is he married, has he got a family as we have? If he is...." Boris stopped talking for a
moment. He watched through the window an Air Force fighter taking off. He envied the
pilot. There was such a sense of freedom in this being in control of one's own flight.
"Well, is he?"
"He didn't say," Alexei replied. "I would guess that he is not a family man. I spent a
lot of time with him, often for dinners at fancy restaurants. I never saw the man in female
company, or heard him talk about a wife or family. His interests were taken up with more
important things."
Boris turned the conversation onto a new subject. He mentioned that Zalygin had
told him that the base had been granted its request for building a recreation center at the
premise. He said that he had even seen the plans during one of the dinner meetings.
Alexei spoke of it in glowing term; a glass enclosed sports center, far bigger than
anything they had dared to ask for. The crux, however, was that for security reasons they
would have to do the construction work themselves, as much as they were able to do this.
The base commander has already promised the availability of volunteer manpower. The
promise was crucial in getting the funding allocated to Lenin Base, instead of to another

base elsewhere. "And this, my friend, means that your assistance with the construction
project will be appreciated." He gave Boris a gentle nudge and grinned.
"My assistance, Alexei?"
"Sure! Weren't you foreman, once, in a construction camp? You told me yourself
that you had on the job experience with heavy equipment?"
"No, no, that was a long time ago," protested Boris. "That was in the olden days of
the Soviet era when everyone was urged to prove their worth by applying their hands in
heavy manual labor. This must have been ten, maybe twenty, years ago, if not more."
"Be honest, Boris, wouldn't you like to be driving a bulldozer again or the big
concrete pumps, or maybe operate one of those tall cranes? Don't tell me you didn't love
that work."
Boris nodded slowly. "I suppose it will come back to me. It was fun in those days,
driving heavy machines. Did I tell you about those tall cranes and my first encounter with
them...?”
"So you will help with the project?" Alexei interrupted him.
"Of course I will, just as I helped the guys in Kiev. Did I tell you that I nearly
tipped one of those cranes over?"
"No! You didn't."

The next hour was spent with Boris recounting to Alexei some of the more hairraising moments of his days in the construction camps at Kiev. It was intentional. The
time passed more quickly that way, but more importantly, it passed without having to
come to terms with a nuclear-armed world.
Boris was happy now, about the way the day unfolded. Before they reached
Sverdlovsk he remarked to Alexei that he was glad they had met at the airport, and that
he had told him about the construction job. He said that he now had something nice to
look forward to, apart from playing computer games with him.
Alexei smiled and added that he was glad, too.
"Except, I rarely ever win against you," added Boris. "Before I can think of a
strategy to protect my civilizations you find a gap in my defenses and knock them out."

+++

The tables were turned against him the moment that Boris entered the commissar's
office to report his arrival at the base. It was his duty to report in. In fact, it was his first
priority the next morning, even before breakfast.
It was in the commander's office that morning that it became instantly clear to
Boris that Alexei had been serious about everything he said. The nightmare of their talk
at the airport was re-kindled. He had barely entered the office when he noticed a large
drawing spread out on the table, - the construction plans. Those were the construction
plans that Alexei had spoken to him about. Recreation; was all he could read at first
glance. He was drawn to the plans like by a magnet. The base commander was not in the
office when arrived. The plans confirmed to Boris that this man, Zalygin, existed, if this
was indeed his name. Boris' fears certainly existed. Was Alexei responding to his fears or
was he exploiting him? He suddenly felt that he was drawn into something he didn't want
to be part of, in spite of his fears for humanity, but was no longer able to back out of.
Alexei had even hinted that this might happen.
He walked across the room to the commissar's desk, hoping to find nothing in these
planes that linked his promised participation with the hopes of the party to do this great
and secret thing for the world that would usher in a new era for mankind. He looked at
the plans in passing. The word, recreation, stood out now like a bad dream. There, right
in from of him on the table lay tangible evidence of a nightmare that now was promised
to come but might yet be preventable. Everything that he and Alexei had talked about
became instantly alive again in his thoughts. But what about backing out of it? He gave
his promise only to Alexei.

He sat himself down in front of the commissar's desk, as he was requested when the
man entered the room, and listened to the commissar's words. He heard every word, but
his mind was at the other table, and the two were somehow intertwined, so it seemed. He
recalled the few things he had been able to make out on the drawing, and was puzzled
about them and about what he expected to see, or expected not to see. Barely aware of the
commissar's routine questions, he answered a mechanical YES whenever it seemed
appropriate. Finally, the commissar stood up and shook his hand. He vaguely was aware
that he had agreed to participate in the construction project as he had already promised
Alexei that he would, who had apparently passed the promise on without his knowing.
News like these travel fast at the base, he thought.
The commissar told him in a proud gesture of approval, as a father might be proud
of a son who brought home an excellent report card from school, that he really
appreciated his eagerness to help. He told him that his help was especially valuable
during the excavation phase. "We've got no one else on the base with actual work
experience in handling large bulldozers..."
After a lengthy handshake the two men went to the table where the commissar
presented to him the plans.

Boris took them. He received them out of the commissar's own hands. He spread
them out again, bent over them in a frantic search for a clue that would confirm or deny
what Alexei had said to him about the Bureau's hopes for a false launch of one of their
missiles. This project would be a link. It had to be. Everything did fit. But how? Indeed,
how could the whole thing fit together if it wasn't by design and of a manner that he
could recognize? He felt that if the Bureau had a secret scheme, it would have to become
evident to him in this manner, and would have to be clearly recognizable in these
drawings. He searched them carefully, looking for insignificant seeming details, all the
while hoping against hope that he would find nothing.
Unfortunately, he did find what he was hoping not to find. Ironically, he almost
missed it. It was so obvious. One of the drawings showed an underground power line
crossing right under the excavation area. It was marked as a steel-wrapped high voltage
cable that had been laid ten years earlier. It connected the control center with the power
station. If someone were to break the cable at the right moment, someone as familiar with
the procedures as he was.... It wouldn't be hard to cause an 'accidental' launch.
"Damn!" He hated the idea. He almost choked at the thought of it, but could he do
it? Could he do it for Tania? He knew he would. They had died so many times in his
dreams. They would die no more. Before him lay the key.
He shuddered momentarily as he stared at the thin line across the sheet of paper. He
understood what it meant, what the entire construction plan was all about, the timing of
the construction, his inevitable involvement, his inability to pull out. It all became totally
clear. Before him lay an invitation by the state from the highest levels, to commit an act
of sabotage for which he could be executed, but which would save humanity and save his
own life, and with it, that of his family. It was an order for great actions. It was a
command encoded in a manner that only he would understand.
So, the nightmare was true, he thought, it had begun in earnest. The state was
making a demand that was taller than any other demand that was ever made on him on
anyone at the base. He knew he would have to find a way of coming to terms with that
new situation.
The plan was as convincingly authentic as any direct order would have been,
signed and delivered by the chief himself. There was the location of the building. The
location was logical only for its location above the power line. He could see no other
imperative for it. And then there were all the other coincidences that fitted together into a
web of total consistency. Those were all too well drawn together to be a mere
coincidence. For instance, as he had told him already, there was no logic in Alexei taking
a flight through Kiev, coming from Moscow, unless there had been a deeper reason
behind it that was linked to the plan. Evidently, there was a vast organizational network
in operation behind the scenes that had the power to alter airline schedules, allocate huge
amounts of funding for frivolous projects while the nation was starving. On the other
hand, he found it still hard to believe that anyone would actually devise such a plan,
considering the consequences if something went wrong, unless... Perhaps this meant that
nothing could go wrong. Perhaps it meant that the entire project was 100% safe.

Absorbed in his pondering over the clue that he found, he barely noticed the
commissar standing beside him. "Let me give you your own copy. You may wish to
study them." The commissar said these things proudly as he handed him a long cardboard
container. He could sense that the commissar didn't know what this was all about, but had
been given 'recommendations.' This meant that probably nobody else knew about this at
the base, except Alexei.
Boris thanked the man and left. He took the drawings immediately to his room, hid
them, and went back to his post at the control center. Thus began his first day back,
which ended an all too short vacation.
Since there was never much work to be done at the launch control center, he had
ample time to think about what Alexei had said.
In one respect the idea of creating an accidental launch seemed too insane to
consider, but Alexei's arguments also seemed valid. The new targeting method did
guarantee that no one would be hurt by a false launch. He had seen it in action. It was
evidently so safe that the commissar didn't even bother to get out of bed to witness it.
This strange assurance somehow reshaped this insane concept into a sensible goal. An
incident of this magnitude would certainly focus world's attention onto the fragile nature
of the so-called nuclear peace.
"But what if things were to go wrong?" he kept asking himself, over and over.
"What if he missed one crucial point, one-minute aspect that perhaps he had no
knowledge off?"
He sat for hours by himself, looking aimlessly through the large safety glass
window onto the missile fields. In the distance, at the bottom of a gentle slope, many
dome-shaped objects dotted the landscape. They seemed innocent, while in reality a
single one could trigger the end of the world. On the other hand, it also could, with his
help, trigger the end of the world's coldest cold war. Except, had he or anyone the right to
force this change, to force an issue that no one had been able to deal with for decades
upon decades? Shouldn't he let the Bureau do its own dirty work? Or had these people
already done as much of it as they could, and now needed his help for the final step.
Damn! Why did he have to become a tool to serve their scheme? Was this the reason why
he had been offered this lucrative job at the base?
If Alexei was correct in one aspect, the odds that a person might succeed in ending
the arms race with this plan were greatly in his favor. "Without this, this...." He could not
even think the word. All he knew for certain, was that Tania would never forgive him if a
single person were killed in the process, regardless of the possibility that scores of
millions might be spared the agony of going through a real war.

As time went on, many more arguments came to mind, both for and against staging
the accident. If only he could ask someone for advise. But whom could he trust? He
certainly couldn't talk to Alexei anymore. Once before he had tried to ask Alexei about a

secret subject. Alexei simply quoted what his wife had once told him: "If you have a
secret to keep, never let me know. Tell me nothing that can't be printed in the papers."
God, if only Alexei had regarded this advice back in Kiev. But he hadn't. Could it
be that Alexei had actually acted under orders, then?
Boris felt increasingly that he had been set up for this job, framed by the
government! There was no question that he could do what they required, and in a way
that nobody would find out. It must have been easy for them to recruit him, knowing as
they must have known that he was the only person at the base with practical experience in
driving a bulldozer. Was this the chance that any patriot would be eagerly waiting for, a
chance to come to the aid of his country, to provide a service for his people that only he
can provide? And undoubtedly, this chance was as real as Alexei's involvement with the
man from the Bureau and the plans he had in his room.

The hours at the control center had always seemed long, but never as painfully long
as on this first day back. And even after an entire shift of thinking and puzzling, his
struggles had yielded no answers. His confusion remained like the landscape he had
stared at all day long, through the window of the control center.
In the evening he went to the small brook behind the meadow where the forest
begins. Maybe he could think more clearly there, he reasoned. But after hours of looking
into its fast flowing water, he found no answers. The problem was too great! Already he
felt that he was no longer his own master. He felt pushed into something he hated to think
about, but he felt pressured by the realization that as soon as the long-range transmitter
stations become operational, the chance to do something big for humanity would no
longer exist, and perhaps never come again. This was his chance to affect history, to alter
the world for the better, to make his being alive meaningful. He finally decided that he
would most certainly do it if he could be assured that his conclusions about the project
were not just a product of his imagination.
Except, how could anyone be sure about a thing like that? He couldn't just ask if it
was OK to launch an ICBM with sixteen large warheads against the United States of
America. No one would as much as admit that a safety procedure exists. He began to hate
that he had offered to serve at the construction project.
Angry and disappointed, he walked back to the center from the brook, through
stands of tall grass. On the way, he suddenly stopped. It came to him most clearly that he
didn't have to do anything, that he was still his own master. No one was demanding
anything directly. No one was forcing him against his will. He was a free man!
On the day the equipment arrived, however, he felt differently. He felt that by
simply going along with the project, he would keep his options open. He could render a
final decision later. With these thoughts in mind, he began his job at the construction site
the next day.

Of course, he worked mostly after dark. His official excuse was that it was cooler
at night. The real reason was that he couldn't afford to have people around. The other
reason was that practice alerts, so far, always came at night.
As it was, he managed his time well. He was always alone at night. He drove both
the truck and the bulldozer. The commissar gave him a free hand in this. The second
night he spent ten consecutive hours working at the pit, and all this besides his regular
duties. The commissar praised him for his "outstanding initiative."
Only when the excavation had progressed to the point where the cable could be
reached at any moment did he cut his efforts back and began to wait. The project had
become a game. He was quite aware, that even at this reduced level of working he had at
the very most four days of work left. Once all the bulldozing was complete, his chance
would be forever gone. On the other hand, his involvement would also be over at this
point. This meant that the practice alert would have to be called within this four-day time
frame.
"Then, the tormenting will stop," he said to himself, searching for a comforting
thought. Strangely, there was no longer any comfort in this prospect either, because then,
his nightmares would never end.

At the point he was at, he knew exactly where the cable was located. He had
uncovered it briefly, and then covered it up again. Oddly, the cable was not nearly as
deeply buried as was indicated on the drawing. Was this a clerical oversight, or was it
part of the plan that even included an alibi for him? This oversight meant that no one
could hold him responsible if the cable were damaged. It wasn't his fault that the plan was
drawn up incorrectly. But this argument, too, left a bitter taste.
So once again a feeling that he had been systematically set up overwhelmed him.
Everything seemed to have been taken care of. The care and precision, with which the
plan had been prepared for him, amazed him. Only, who was responsible for all that was
happening? Who had drawn up those plans that included these vital combinations of
mistakes? Who was that person that now masterminded his life? Or was it all, in spite of
the complexity, nothing more than a series of unrelated errors and coincidences?
Fortunately, the decision did not have to be rendered that day. His work was
complete. Every step had been considered. Every move had been planned. Every stage of
it had been timed and put before him, but by whom? He felt that he had become but a
tool.
He realized that the final decision wouldn't have to be made until the moment when
the siren signaled the next alert. Maybe there would not be another alert until the
construction project was finished. Maybe that dreaded decision would never have to be
made.

He slowed his activity some more, but didn't quite stop it. He just rested more and
attended to trivial tasks. As the time drew on, the agonies of the waiting increased and his
mind became once again burdened with weighing the risks of the plan against the merits
of his hope. He had time now to contemplate in the quiet of the night.
In earlier days he would go to bed tired from his work, but now, he found it hard to
sleep. One night, after doing virtually nothing at the pit, which became more and more
difficult to conceal, he stayed up until morning. He walked through the forest
surrounding the base. He walked until the dawn broke, all the while pondering. He slept
briefly, had breakfast and then went back to his normal post where he promptly drifted
off into a deep sleep. He slept half way through his period of duty. As it was, the
infraction was graciously excused since he had spent all his spare time at the construction
pit.
When the siren finally did sound the next night, a great relief came over him,
though he was no more-ready to make a decision than he was on the very first day. He
was awake, rested, and alert. The timing was ideal. It was midnight. He was alone. All
preparations were finished.
The idea was very strong now that the entire game had been set in motion in
Moscow, but it wasn't imposed. It was a 'floating' request that he was invited to honor, or
disregard if he could. It was an order without any direct authority backing it, something
that was totally foreign to him. It had become a plan that has taken over his life. The
game had become real, he could feel it, and he was powerless to stop it. It had become his
game, his plan. Or more correctly, he had become a prisoner of the game and the plan.

The plan had become an entity of its own that had invaded him and had taken
control of his mind and body as though he were a machine, an instrument, a tool for a
purpose. He, himself, had been reduced to the role of a spectator. He consciously
observed his own actions as though they were someone else's actions, actions that he
loathed deep in his soul, but which he performed faithfully as he was demanded to do, by
the plan. Not the tears of Tania or the cries of humanity, or his own feelings could
override what drove his compliance with the plan.
+++
Five meters before the trough of loose dirt was reached he snaps out of his
confused stupor and forces his fingers against the lever that lowers the blade. He closes
his eyes. That's all he can do. He lets his fingers push the lever down. He feels the
hydraulics kick in and thrust the plow blade with its worn down hook towards the earth.
This simple task had been done a thousand times before to break up the brittle sand stone
formation. Now the blade has been engaged for a different task. Oh, how easily it was
done! The last step had been performed without hesitation.
He leans back now as he withdraws his hand from the lever, and shudders. For the
first time in two weeks he feels a deep emptiness creep into his soul.

He is alone, totally alone. The task has been performed that was imposed on him,
though no one had demanded it. He performed it by his own volition, but now, it can no
longer be undone. What he does from this moment on is no longer a factor in the plan. He
is riding the machine like a spectator viewing a sequence of a familiar movie. He is aware
of everything that is happening, of every step and of every movement. He knows the
outcome, but like viewing a movie he cannot alter it, -- not anymore.
A pain churns his stomach as the blade scrapes on rock, then breaks free. The
machine dips forward into the loose earth. He can feel how the cable suddenly resists its
great weight. A hundred tons of steel, pushed with the momentum of a flying wrecking
ball, prying against the tensile strength of the wrapped trunk line that supplies all
electricity to the base. An 'eternity' passes before him as the machine lurches forward
irresistibly, and then rolls free again!
He puts on the breaks, stops the engine, covers his face with his hands, then climbs
out of the cab and runs to the crest of a hill. The countdown cannot be stopped. Not now;
not by him or by any power known to man. He hears the ignition of a missile. A pillar of
smoke shoots from the meadow. For a third time in history the most fearsome weapon
ever built by man has been unleashed. The game to save humanity has started! Can its
flight fulfill the hopes he has placed on it? What if he has missed one tiny vital point?
The pillar of smoke shoots upwards now, pushed by fire, then broadens over the
launch site while the dull howl of the power buildup in the engines becomes a roar that
begins to vibrate the ground. Moments later the nose cone appears barely visible behind
the smoke and fire. As if drawn by the hand of an invisible giant the huge missile rises
out of the silo. Then it is clear. A great thunder, now, coming out of the mouths of its
rocket engines, shakes the earth. The thunder displaces the stillness of midnight and the
earth tremors as though a cavalry of a million horses was invading the base. Soon the
noise abates. The missile recedes into the midnight sky. The silence returns. The smoke
fades with the wind.
Boris stands petrified. He stands in awe of what he has done. He keeps watching
the flight of his missile until it is but a faint spark in the sky. Soon, it can no longer be
seen. He shudders again as he climbs back into the cab of his machine. "Tania, Tania," he
wants to cry, but he can no longer utter her name. His thoughts reach out to her, for her
comforting touch, for a forgiving gesture, but he can no longer find her in his thoughts.
The world has become chilly, cold.
"Now the phones will be ringing," he says to himself, "both in the Kremlin and in
Washington. Oh God, let them act prudently for once!"
He starts the engine again and begins to work as hard as he can, digging at a large
rock near where the cable had been. He tries to dig the rock out; both to cover his tracks
and to keep himself occupied so that he may not go mad over it all. Those had been
frightful flames that he saw, flames that illumined the night, flames of hope to stop the
greatest of all fires! He should be happy. Strangely, this concept seemed foreign now.

Chapter 2: Sergei's Oasis
Sergei had retired when the emergency signal sounded. It had been a day filled
with happy events and much eating and drinking; his daughter's wedding day. The siren's
pulsating whine injected an eerie feeling over the satisfaction and happiness the day had
brought. A new reality dawned that didn't fit this delicate human world. Anything prior to
this moment became meaningless, suddenly, in the face of an impending extinction. He
was well aware of what the siren meant. Its whine was a call to battle stations. It was a
call to a kind of battle that no one had ever fought before. It was a wake-up call that
stirred a new world into existence which had been carefully hidden within computer files,
strategic models, thick walled steel tubes buried deep within the earth, and in submarines
that carried death for the world's great cities.
This 'parallel' world had been intentionally ignored, though everyone knew of it.
Few had dared to confront it or even speak of its danger, and those who did were scoffed
at and ridiculed. In this fashion the myth of a benign nuclear force lived on like a fairy
tale mythology of a mighty motherhood holding back the tide of evil. The reality was
different. There was no greater evil in the world than the thing itself.
Sergei could feel it in his gut that the myth had ended. The real face of deterrence
was about to appear in all its full ugliness. Nourished for ten-thousand days by armies of
tireless workers, supported by the 'blood' of whole nations, the monster was about to
unfold and shake the earth, and turn back history to its primordial beginnings when life
was scarce on this planet.
Half asleep and half drunken from the day's celebrations, Sergei Arenski hurried
from his bedroom as fast as he could, barefoot in his long nightgown, his robe hanging
from one shoulder. He struggled to get his arm through the other sleeve as he rushed
along the dimly lit corridor to the top of the stairs towards his office. He stopped briefly
at the hall, looking down the circular stairway. There was no one coming, except Peter,
his secretary. Apparently the guests below had not heard the siren. The music continued
uninterrupted. Peter came running up, two stairs for each step, mumbling something
Sergei could not make out.
Moments later, in the conference room, the two men looked at each other in
silence. There was no need for words. As soon as the computer terminals came ready
they would know how serious the situation was. One fact was in both their minds; the
siren had never sounded before.
While they waited, the muted sound of the party pervaded the stillness. How happy
Natalia had been, Sergei thought. She had danced like a whirlwind, deep into the night.
She was everyone's favorite. She had always been loved and respected by everyone.
That's just the way she was.
"She's a real ball of fire, that girl!" Sergei's friend Nicolayevitch had exclaimed to
him after he had returned from the dance floor with her, wiping sweat from his forehead.

"Oh, is she too much for you, old friend?" Sergei had asked him, grinning and
raising his glass for a toast.
All this was history now, a bright shadow of the past.
The wedding party had grown into one of the best of those legendary Russian
celebrations. Vodka had flowed from early morning; spirits were high, exploding into
vigorous singing, dancing and tall story telling, interspersed with bursts of laughter.
"What must it feel like," Sergei thought. "Would one even notice anything at all, being
evaporated alive?"
Deep in thought, he stared at the amber message on the computer screen. It told
him to be patient. It indicated that the log-on was in progress. Both he and his wife Laara
had treasured the moments of the wedding when Natalia's face had radiated great joy.
Laara was convinced that Natalia and Gorki were the finest couple on earth, which no
mother would likely dispute.
The wedding had been special in another way. While it was a civil wedding, a brief
religious ceremony had been conducted in the private domain of his house surrounded by
his friends and the local priest whom he knew and loved. The priest had been a friend of
the family for a long time. Sergei and the priest more than respected each other in spite of
their differing viewpoints, or maybe because of them. In any case, Sergei respected the
clergy in a historical sense. Of course he claimed not to be a pious man, himself. He
boasted that he had never set foot inside a church in all his life. But there was a Bible in
his bookcase, an old copy, leather bound, with a heavily shaped back. The book had been
taken down from time to time. Sergei was fascinated with historical things.
When acquaintances talked about religion, he would answer that he had his own
religion, a private way of looking at spiritual reality. When asked to explain, he would
sometimes talk about the struggles of the Siberian oil workers that he came in contact
with when the northern bases were built. He would say: "Surely, if there is a God, he
must live in those people up there and others like them, who toil against incredible odds
to bring their product to far away markets, serving their fellow man and their country in
the best way they are able."
Often he would add, "Out there, is where my church is."
Seldom anyone disagreed with him. His type of religion was one that easily crossed
doctrinal boundaries. Its essence was an unbounded respect for his fellow man, which
was deeply intertwined with a respect for the country he loved.

The silence in the big conference room was a brooding presence that crept into the
mind. The feeling it roused was amplified by the soft background noise that filtered
upstairs from the party, muffled by the heavy carpet that covered the floor. He could hear
their laughter. It did not fit this world anymore that the guests downstairs were unaware
off. Sergei became impatient, staring at the screen. He began to sweat. It seemed ages

since the sign on had been started to gain access to the National Security Network.
Eventually the logo appeared with a menu of eighteen control options. "Look at the
message file," Peter suggested, waiting for his own sign-on to complete. A few
keystrokes later a page of messages appeared on the screen.
"Damn! Damn!" Peter exclaimed. He slammed his fist on the table. He had never
done this in Sergei's presence. Moments later his own sign-on had completed. He rushed
to his terminal. Within seconds a long stream of Russian profanity flowed from his lips.
"Display the message file," he said to Sergei again.
"Actually, it isn't that bad," Sergei replied. "We should be thankful it wasn't a
global attack."
"But can we be sure that it won't get to that," Peter cautioned him. "You don't know
if our launch wasn't an automatic response to an incoming missile. In fact, we don't know
anything. There are no details logged! Is everyone asleep?"
"You're right, the launch reason should have been updated into the message file,"
said Sergei, a great deal calmer now. "The system is designed to journal these things,
including the reason for any action taken. It might be just an exercise, Peter."
"What about the Strategic Committee, could these idiots start a war on their own?"
Sergei shook his head. "Theoretically yes, but not in practice. And if they had, a
message to that effect should have been logged in the system. That's just the problem,
Pete, nothing's been entered. All there is, is this single entry from North Point radar,
reporting a launch from Freedom One, that's Lenin Base. There should have been lots of
messages: Who authorized it? Why it was ordered? Who was in command of the launch?
And, damn it, why was only one missile sent? For heavens sakes, why hasn't Lenin Base
responded with a launch confirmation or denial? Even if something went wrong, there
should have been an explanation of what has happened?"
"Maybe nothing has happened."
Sergei shook his head. "If North Point station was seeing a ghost, Lenin Base
should have immediately responded with a denial."
"It really looks like they're all asleep up there!" said Peter, and leaned back in his
chair.
Sergei agreed. "You'd better call Lenin Base and find out what they know.... Unless
they have been wiped out by a surprise attack."
Peter stared at him. The two men looked at each other in silence. "Stealth Cruise
Missiles would not have been seen by North Point radar," said Peter.

"You're right. You'd better get me a line to NORAD first," said Sergei. "Get me
Ralph Weissenberg if he is there. I met Ralph and his daughter at Disney World last year.
We've talked a number of times since. We understand each other; he won't lie to me."
"Shouldn't you leave the diplomacy to Moscow?" Peter replied.
"No, Peter, don't argue, just do it. Moscow is talking to the generals, I want to hear
the story from someone in the war room, someone with lesser rank, someone I can trust."
Peter complied with his wishes.

Sergei felt that if this were an accident, he would be partly responsible. It was his
primary duty in the service of his country to keep the strategic planners in line so that
there would be no accidents! Safety was regarded equally as important as strength. Only,
could one man, working alone, do such a thing and do it in secret? An impossible task! If
he failed, it wasn't his fault, he reasoned. He had done his best, had he not?

One of the most recognized facets of the old Soviet political system, under which
his career begun, has always been its secrecy. In this regard, nothing had changed. The
veil could still be so dense on occasion that several departments might try to control the
same mission without any one knowing of the other. The Department of Strategic
Planning was one of these.
The strategic planning office resided in a thirty-nine story concrete tower in the
capital's university district. Were it not for a ten-foot iron fence surrounding the grounds
and military guard stations at its entrances, the complex could well be mistaken for an
institution of learning or research. In a broad sense perhaps, it was an institution of
research and learning. Behind its vast mosaic of double pane windows, the country's
strategic thrust was born. With mathematical precision, strategies of nuclear deterrence
and war fighting capabilities were formulated, modeled, studied, evaluated, modified....
Unknown to all but a few, a second Strategic Planning office existed thousands of miles
away, set up to keep the thrust of the first within reasonable limits. This was Sergei's
domain.
His operation was based inside an old country estate in one of the finest ranching
districts south of the Ural Mountains. Its location was ideal, on a high plain near a lake,
surrounded by forests and open lands. The ranch once served as a summer escape for
Moscow's nobility. Sergei called it his oasis. For his purposes the place and location was
ideal. It provided the needed isolation that his job depended on. He needed to be distant
from the influence-seeking mania that reigned within the strategic department in
Moscow. He had selected the ranch himself. He needed a place to take the various policy
makers to, when he felt they needed to get away from their desks in order that he might
re-shape their ambitious plans by injecting some common sense, as it were. He felt this
could be achieved in the solitude of a country-estate setting.

Usually, when his visitors arrived, they had a long journey behind them. Usually,
he would have them arrive by train from Gurjev, which can be reached from Volgograd
via a local air service with a twin engine turbo prop. Peter would pick them up at the train
station, adding a two-hour bus ride to the end of their journey. This was all part of the
plan. He could have arranged for air transportation right to the ranch. The ranch featured
an airstrip long enough for a small bomber to land on. Except this fast access would have
destroyed the feeling of isolation which he felt his visitors needed.
Officially, the ranch also served as Sergei's home. The top floor of the main
mansion had been converted into a totally self- contained apartment, his inner sanctuary
within the oasis. Often he spent his mornings there, having breakfast with is wife. The
third floor features another balcony, also facing the lake. On clear winter days the railway
station can be seen from the balcony, and on hot days it can serve as a place for having
tea, combined with lengthy discussions. These things happened frequently.
Once Sergei lamented to Laara that he was facing great difficulties in keeping his
veil of secrecy in place. "Most of our people at the center are kindly inclined and
considerate in their private affairs." He had paused and reached for a piece of cake that
day to have with the tea. "But as soon as they pass through the gate into the strategic
center they become 'cool-headed' planners and suppress their human sensitivities. I find it
harder and harder to persuade them to pull back and think as human beings with human
feelings. The hardest part is, that it must be done without me directly ordering them to do
so."
"Perhaps they may not be aware that they are losing touch with their own nature,"
Laara replied. "Many men have cut themselves off from humanity and encapsulated
themselves in a dream world that is not in tune with the nature of a human being. I don't
think your men at the center have the faintest notions of what monstrous games against
themselves they have become involved in."
"They built mathematical models," Sergei replied, "to analyze the stress/terror
balance and calculate a security index from which they determine a numeric
representation of deterrence. The whole process is then subjected to critical path analysis
to define the size and types of the required weapons to match the country's political
aims."
"You would have done better to employ women," Laara grinned. "Woman are less
torn by sexual urgencies than men, they would react from a different basis, we might
never have had an arms race. Even if men would find it possible to be more true to their
nature, which has made the human species such a successful survivor, we wouldn't be in
this mess of threatening to blow each other off the face of the Earth!"
Sergei grinned back at her; "You are joking of course."
She just shook her head; "You don't even know what I am talking about, do you?"
"All that I know," said Sergei, "is, when the pressure mounts at the center, it is
nearly impossible to maintain a level of sanity befitting a human being."

Laara just nodded.
"If I bring them to the ranch for a man to man talk," Sergei added, "the men
become angry with me and restless. The back to nature perspective doesn't help
anymore."
"You don't know what your nature is," Laara said sadly and turned away. "You
insist on suppressing it. You simply don't know anymore!"

While waiting for his connection to NORAD, the feeling grew on Sergei that Laara
might have been right. It was obvious that the ranch hadn't helped much, except to keep
his position a mystery. Still he hated the feminist movement even more than his own
bunch. The feminists hadn't done anything for their own ranks, but stir up trouble. Sergei
was a practical man, interested in results. That's why the thought that he may have failed
in his assessments, which now weighed so heavily on him, especially now that the world
might be called upon to pay the price for his failing. This was the undeniable, practical
reality that stared him in the face.
A beep from the terminal indicated that the call routing system had accepted Peter's
telephone request, and that the request was now cued, pending security clearance. This
was a normal response, but still, time consuming nonsense, as far as he was concerned.
Time was critical now!
He bit his nails. How would he explain this to them? How would he explain to
them that this was an accident? He knew nothing more than they did. And damn! What if
it wasn't an accident? What if it was a calculated, sinister plan to start a global offensive?
"You should also scan the alert lists," he said to Peter. "See if Lenin Base had
anything special going at this time!"
Sergei himself was busy trying to gain access to the security system's log file, to
see if it contained a clue as to where the launch had originated.
"Did it ever occur to you that the whole thing may be a test?" said Peter. "Maybe
someone is testing us to see how fast we can respond?"
"If this is a test, I'll hang the one who thought of it. But it doesn't look like a test,
Peter. Nobody would call a test with no information to respond to. No Peter, that's no
test, something has gone awfully wrong, I just can't figure out what it is."
At this point the telephone began to ring. The National Security System had finally
established the requested telephone link to NORAD center in Colorado that Ralph was
assigned to.
"Its about time!" Sergei muttered. "The whole world could go up in smoke before
one can get any response out of these damn machines."

The commanding officer was on the line, shouting angrily at Sergei before he had a
chance to speak a word.
"I suspect you have registered our launch," Sergei replied calmly.
"What the hell is going on?" the American commander requested.
"I wish I knew," Sergei replied. "But let me speak to Ralph Weissenberg if he is on
duty, he speaks Russian better than anyone else at your base. Actually, I only want to
verify with you what our own radar has reported."
Weissenberg was less excited.
"OK, what can you tell me, Sergei," he asked in Russian. "Is this another one of
your famous tests, eh?"
"I have a gut feeling that this may be a test of some sort," Sergei came back,
"except I see no entry in the system about a test, or anything else, only a radar report that
something has been launched from Freedom One, that's Lenin Base."
"You've launched one all right," Ralph replied, "Alaska confirms that it came from
Lenin Base. Our generals here are wondering why it hasn't been terminated yet. Usually
your tests are terminated very quickly...."
"Lenin Base should have issued the self-destruct before it left the base perimeter,
unless it was a malfunction during the alert," Sergei responded. "The trouble is, Lenin
Base didn't even acknowledge that anything went up, nor did they respond to my
emergency call. You wouldn't have attacked them with your new stealth aircraft, would
you?"
"Hey, you don't honestly believe that the Air Force would inform us so that we
could pass information like that on to you? Not a chance my friend. We, too, only follow
orders, and are told no more that we need to know. And I can assure you, the only thing I
know for certain, is that your damn missile is still coming towards us, and that your
people haven't made any effort to stop it."
"Don't worry Ralph, we have a good team in the north," Sergei replied. "If the base
hasn't been blown up, by an accident or whatever, they'll get the thing terminated before
it goes out of range. They always have in the past, haven't they?"
"...Yes, but it has never taken them that long!"
At this point Peter came to the phone, saying that he had gained access to the alert
files. "Lenin Base had an alert in progress, for launcher 243."
"Get me the missile status file, Peter."

"Eh Sergei! Your missile is still coming," Ralph shouted in the phone. "It's six
minutes down range, now. It should have been destroyed if you were serious at bringing
it down."
"Maybe they had a computer failure at Lenin Base, or an electrical failure; that's all
I can think of," replied Sergei.
"I don't care about your computer or your power failures, get that thing terminated,
you hear! Stop trying to snow us!"
"Relax Ralph," Sergei repeated as calmly as he could. "Even if Lenin Base would
fail to get the missile terminated, you are in no danger. We have a new system installed
that sets up missile targeting after the launch. If a missile is erroneously launched, it will
have no targeting parameters applied. When this happens there won't be any separation of
the warheads. The warheads will remain clustered inside the missile and burn up with it
on re-entry somewhere over the dessert in New Mexico. Most likely, there will be no
nuclear explosion taking place at all."
"And you expect us to believe this!" Ralph shouted back.
"Don't worry, no one will get hurt," Sergei assured him. "Our strategic committee
in Moscow is probably telling your President the same thing right now."
"The guys here don't believe your fairy tale," Ralph replied.
"Well Ralph, what more do you expect me to say. I invented the Post-LaunchTargeting system myself, and had it installed under my personal supervision, and I
personally verified it. I tell you it works! It isn't a fairy tale!"

For six long years Sergei had struggled with his invention, to get it approved, to get
it implemented. A fairy tale they called it! Little did they know how he had fought for
their safety, gave his life to it, risked his position so that innocently targeted people
wouldn't get killed if some technical mistake happened. And now, the very people he
tried to protect scoffed at his efforts.

The idea had come to him six years before the project was finally installed. It came
during an afternoon's ride with his friend Nicolayevitch, an ardent horseman. There were
days when the two would go out riding for hours, sometimes just to talk, which seemed
easier on horseback, and sometimes to ride quietly, to think. There had been great
opposition to his project when he first announced it. It took thirteen months of political
fighting to get it approved. And even after it was built, the project was still in danger of
being canceled at a moment's notice whenever there were political uncertainties.

Ironically, the safety of human beings mattered nothing against the concerns of
national security, as if the two weren't one and the same thing. It took countless hours of
arguing to get the simple fact acknowledged that the security of people's life, everywhere
on the globe, and the security of Russia, were in essence related. There was always a
fight going on for the project's survival, throughout every stage of it. The ranch proved to
be a valuable asset during those days. If it was good for nothing else. This one thing
alone was worth the price of it.
Most of the opposition came from high ranking military officers over whom Sergei
had no authority. He went to rather grotesque extremes to address this impasse. Once he
staged a foxhunt to persuade a certain general to drop his opposition. It was no small task
to convince the general just to accept his invitation, though this proved still easier in the
end than organizing the hunt itself. Foxhunts had long been stopped. A fox had to be
found. Hunting rules had to be researched....
Peter had bee put in charge of all the arrangements. Peter was a genius when it
came to organizing unusual events. But even he had a hard time getting the fine details
worked out, to find the proper hounds that were not too swift....
Sergei's plan depended on the fox having a better than even chance. The hunt
needed to be a lengthy affair, long enough for his guest to become fond of the little
creature. Ideally the fox would escape many times before the hounds cornered it. Then he
would hand his exalted guest a rifle, urging him to put an end to the fox. This would
leave the general only three options. He could refuse to accept the rifle. Or he could have
pity on the little creature and forego the killing. Or, if Sergei's hunch were correct, he
would shoot the fox.
Once he shot it, it would then become Peter's task to make certain the general felt
as rotten about it as could possibly be arranged. The rules of the hunt would decree that
the general must carry the blood stained, lifeless body back to the house. Peter would
insist on it. At the house, then, he would take the fox from him, examine it, declare it a
worthless mess, and hurl it into a garbage container with obvious disgust.
It was a risky plan. But the plan worked. In fact, it worked so well that it had a
greater impact on the general than either Sergei or Peter had envisioned.
Two weeks after the hunt, Sergei received a call from Moscow. He was informed
that the general was about to resign. Laara suggested that he might have been already
wavering, but as an old guard general, didn't want to lose face. He may not have shot the
fox if it were up to him.
As it was, the general's resignation didn't fit Sergei's plan. The named successor
was a 'bloodhound!' Sergei needed an ally in high places. So, several more invitations
were required, and hours of patient arguing preceded the old general's promise to remain
in office long enough to convince the rest of the generals that it was in their own best
interest to let the security project proceed.

In time, Sergei and the general became good friends. On one of his later visits the
general explained how deeply this incident had touched him. "The idea of targets
suddenly appeared in a different light. Code-names no longer hid the fact that our targets
were children, men, women, struggling to build a life for themselves in an often hostile
world." He told Sergei, he became disgusted with the idea of regarding people as factors
in a mathematical equation. "There was something about the fox. He had outwitted us.
And it wasn't the dogs that killed him. I did that." What bothered him, was that we could
have pity on a fox, but not on our fellow human beings.
With the general's support, the post-launch-targeting project became a reality. The
exotic recruiting had paid off, while the controversy surrounding the project continued to
smolder in high places.

"Damn! Ralph; hold it! I can prove to you that I'm not lying," Sergei shouted into
the telephone in response to Ralph's outrage. "Let me supply you with evidence that we
really have this Post-Launch-Targeting system installed. I will send you a copy of the
status file for the missile that got away. This file will contain a target list with no names
entered, which means that targeting is in a 'reset' state. In other words: there are no targets
assigned to the launcher."
Sergei leaned back into his chair while Peter entered the appropriate request to
access the status file for launcher 243. As the list appeared on the screen Sergei nearly
fainted. The list wasn't in a reset state! It was active. Targeting had been applied. Post
targeting was indicated as being turned off, but it shouldn't have been; Peter had been
successful....

A meeting of two weeks prior came to mind, while he struggled not to faint at this
crucial hour. At this meeting he had pleaded with the technical people not to make the
targeting mode optional. They hadn't listened. What happened now was the direct result
of it. Or was it his fault? Had he not pressed hard enough? Was there anything more he
could have done?
A group of visitors had announced themselves that day. They had phoned Peter
from Volgograd, informing him of their arrival. As usual, Sergei watched for them.
Peter's bus could be recognized from the upstairs balcony a long way off by the cloud of
dust that it raised on a dry day. Sergei got up to get himself ready when the bus was half
way back. Looking at himself in the mirror, he remembered a clown he had once seen at
the waterfront boardwalk in Odessa. The clown, in entertaining a group of children, had
attempted a rope trick. He had cut a piece of rope in two and let the children examine it.
Then he took the two pieces and went through some impressive contortions to join them
back together again. At last he was finished. In a ceremonious gesture he let the rope
unfurl in front of the children's eyes. There was laughter. A great big knot joined the two
pieces of rope. When the laughter had faded, he asked the children. "Well, what did you

expect? Magic? Nobody can do real magic, he told them. Make-believe magic, yes, but
never real magic."
Afterwards the clown had invited the children on a make believe train ride. Perhaps
he wanted to show them that dreaming is easy and often nice, yet never a bit more than
just a game of make believe. He made train sounds with his accordion as he led the
procession. A child behind him blew a whistle. Excitedly, the procession marched off and
disappeared among the crowd.
Sergei had been thinking of this episode still, when he heard Laara calling that his
guests had arrived.
The visitors were not statesmen. They were a delegation from the engineering team
of his project. Normally such a visit would have been a matter of protocol, but the fact
that the chief engineer himself had made the effort to come meant that something was
deeply wrong.
"We've come to report, not to negotiate!" said the spokesmen right off.
Sergei bought himself some time to evaluate the situation by offering everyone a
glass of Vodka. With their glasses in hand he invited them to join him in the garden.
What could they have come to report? The project was finished. He was puzzled.
Their arrival made no sense.
"Is it safe to talk in the open?" asked the spokesman.
Sergei assured him that it was. "But if you like, we can go upstairs to the
conference room," he added.
They decided to stay. It was cool in the shade of the large oak tree. A breeze came
in off the lake.
"We have bad news," said the chief engineer. "Every significant measurement that
was recorded during the test at Freedom One Base fell short against the design
specifications. Of the five re-targeting cycles that were planned, only three were
executed. The rest of the time was taken up with transmission retries and subsequent data
verification. These were all tasks that you insisted should be run after a communications
error. The Bureau feels that a three hundred percent safety margin is not enough. For this
reason, they have ordered Post-Targeting to be made optional until the long-range
telemetry stations are on line. This means that post targeting can be turned off in times of
a political crisis."
"Does this also mean that everything is left to someone's discretion?" Sergei
inquired.
"Without the long-range stations we can't be sure that correct targeting will take
place," said the chief engineer.

"It will be turned on and off according to political conditions," said the spokesman
of the delegation.
"Right now, the system is switched to the old mode," said the chief engineer. "You
can find out which mode it is in by looking at the Status File frame on your terminal."
"You can inspect the status, but you won't be able to alter it," added the spokesman.
"Don't tell me a three hundred percent safety margin is not enough?" Sergei blasted
his guest. "Being engineers, you know darn well that it is plenty enough."
"Yes, but the Bureau says it is not. It will take another two months to get the longrange stations working."
Sergei was angry now. "They were supposed to work before the system was up!"
"We had hoped to import some major components for the data link from the USA,"
said the spokesman, "but the US Commerce Department refused to issue IBM the
required export permits. We have to build the required equipment ourselves. As you
might appreciate, it is expensive to get such a huge task done in two months. The lab is
working three shifts a day, seven days a week. At this rate we might just make it in the
two-month time frame that we quoted to you."
"Until then our country's entire missile fleet will be hot, armed, and dangerous?"
Sergei interrupted the speaker angrily, staring at the spokesmen of the group who
obviously represented the interests of the Bureau. The man was becoming red in the face.
"It wasn't an easy decision," the spokesman defended himself. "It was made at the
highest level. They are all well aware of your concerns with respect to safety, comrade
Arenski, but they are also worried about an unconfirmed report of a secret new weapon
that is being deployed in the USA. They would rather be cautious under these
circumstances. In any case, comrade, your work hasn't been scrapped. They have
committed a lot of resources to get it implemented as quickly as possible. So you see, it's
only been delayed."
He stood up as if this finished the meeting. "Besides," he laughed, "the undeniable
fact is that our missiles are no more dangerous now than they had always been."
"Sure!" Sergei approved, "but can't you see the danger the old system presents?
Compared to this, I see no justification why the new system had to be made optional," he
sniped back. "How can you be dissatisfied with a three hundred percent safety margin
compared to the risks you impose on the people in the target zones!" He swallowed a half
a glass of Vodka in one gulp.
"Comrade, we did not come to argue," said the head of the delegation in a firm
tone. "I hear what you say. But it is also true that neither of us can change the matter. We
only come to tell you how things stand, and to tell you that this information is to be kept
absolutely secret. This was the reason why we hadn't telephoned." The spokesman

pointed out that since the change in policy was temporary, it would not be announced to
everyone. He said that only a few would ever know. The spokesman warned Sergei not to
go around and lobby to get the decision changed. That was the real reason why they had
come.
Nothing more was said at this meeting about the project. Laara had interrupted their
discussion with a pot of coffee and a tray of sandwiches. On the next morning, the
delegation departed. There was nothing left unsaid that would have changed anything.
Peter brought the bus to the front door after breakfast. Everyone seemed satisfied, except
Sergei. The spokesman thanked him kindly for his hospitality and waved briefly as the
bus started to roll.
Ah, but when Peter returned, Sergei called him upstairs to his office to make plans
for a big lobbying effort.
"I know who might be behind the cancellation," he said in a whisper.
"There isn't anything you can do about it," Peter cautioned him, "you might put the
whole project in jeopardy, including your job. What would you have achieved, then?"
"If we proceed cautiously we may succeed! It is irresponsible to keep our missiles
at a volatile state when it can be avoided. We must at least try, even if it is a bit risky."
"Well, let me warn you," said Peter, "and urge you to stay out of this."
"No, that's not what you should do. You should help me. Go to Moscow and try to
find out what this new US weapon is all about. If it poses no immediate threat, I will
come to Moscow myself to get the project re-activated."
"I suppose, I could try," Peter gave in.
"Not just try, Peter! You must go and do all you can to find out what the US is up
to. You have worked at the foreign office, you know a number of people there, and some
have connection to the Bureau. Surely someone must know. It's probably just a myth,
another justification to shut my project down."
"I can't believe that," protested Peter. "Did it ever occur to you that the Americans
may really have a new weapon which could make everything we have built, obsolete?"
"Ah, and did it ever occur to you if such a weapon really worried them, I would
have been informed about it?" Sergei told Peter that he suspected there might be a plot
involved by some underground organization. He felt the situation was serious enough that
Peter should leave on the first train the next morning. He even said he would drive him to
the train station himself. "We can't get the Air Force to fly you, everyone would
immediately suspect that we are snooping. It has to be done quietly, with finesse. It is less
obvious to travel by train. Tell everyone you are visiting friends in Moscow."

It was a clear morning as the two men set out for the two-hour drive to the railway
station. A cool breeze swept off the lake. Some stands of foxglove by the road provided a
deer its morning meal. The deer sensed that the familiar bus posed no threat. It continued
feeding as the two men drove by.

Nothing had changed at the ranch that reflected in any way the political tensions
Sergei worried about. Nothing projected the reality that in fact everything had changed.
Now, he realized, this change had affected the world. All he could do now, was
stare at the screen that indicated that the targeting was not reset and a missile was on its
way. In the background he could hear Peter talking to Boulder.
"Here it comes," Peter announced, "the target list is released and cued for
transmission. You should have it in a few seconds, NORAD!"
"I have linked it to Ralph Weissenberg," said Peter to Sergei.
Sergei, his eyes glued to the screen, didn't answer.
"Is not modern technology marvelous," Peter said to Ralph, who was still waiting.
"It's great to have this computer link-up so that we can transfer information between us,
to avoid these.... Oh my God! Sergei! Look!" Peter interrupted his conversation as the
summary page of the file appeared on his screen.
"Have you gone mad," Ralph shouted into the telephone almost at the same instant.
"You, son-of-a-bitch!"
Sergei heard it and took the receiver again.
"Is that what you call reset?" Ralph shouted at him. "Look at it: Seattle and
Bellevue! Tacoma! Olympia! Everett! Aberdeen! Montesano! Bellingham! Oak Harbor,
our naval-air-base! And Bangor, our Trident nuclear submarine base! And Pasco, the
Hanford Works! God help us, you're blowing up the world's biggest plutonium plant and
reactor fuel re-processing facility, and the country's largest nuclear waste dump! If that
goes up the whole country will be polluted!"
"I see it!" Sergei responded, "but I can't believe what I seem to see! I swear it
wasn't there two days ago. I checked every file...."
"The Bureau must have changed them," Peter butted in. "The Bureau are the only
ones authorized to make changes."
"Or the system had made the switch by itself," added Sergei. "In extreme situations
the system can override...."
"Something frightening," said Peter, "must have upgraded the...."

"You haven't heard about our second stealth bomber test flight, have you?" Ralph
came back. "Last Friday, we had a group of three bombers cross your country...."
"You did what?"
"Didn't they tell you?"
"No Ralph, they didn't! I've been out of touch for the last two days, because of
Natalia's wedding. What again, did you say, your Air Force had done?"
"They took three BXS17s to Norway, from Turkey, right across Moscow, and
totally undetected, as before. They did it twice, undetected. It was a great success!"
"Success!!! How the hell did you think the Bureau would respond to that? It all
becomes totally clear now. With that hanging over their heads, they couldn't possibly
keep the missile's status in a reset state. With stealth aircraft entering the equation, there
wouldn't have been time for any post launch targeting. You forced them to go back to the
old way. They might have even gone one further and switched to automatic launch on
warning, which has never been tested, for obvious reasons...."
"Actually I don't give a shit about your computers and targeting modes," Ralph
interrupted him. "All I care about right now are four million people in the target zones
that you're about to incinerate. Can't you stop that damn missile of yours? Stop it! You
hear?"
"No one can stop it now! I have worked for six years to prevent a situation like
this," Sergei cried. "No one can stop a missile in flight. We've got nothing to do it with.
There might have been a chance if we had our long-range stations on line."
"Who gives a damn as to what might have been! You'd better think of something
that works now, and quickly," demanded Ralph. "Alaska says your missile is still
coming. Washington has ordered a reprisal if we see no evidence that you are trying to
stop your bird. Can't your people do anything to get this damn missile down?"
"There is nothing that can be done at this stage," replied Peter.
Sergei had put the receiver down. His hand covering his face, he sat motionless in
his chair.
"I see a broadcast message," Peter told NORAD, "that twelve squadrons of fighter
aircraft are on their way to intercept, with anti-satellite gear. But, I doubt they'll have a
chance."
Ralph agreed.
"If only our long range telemetry links were operational," said Peter, "it would be
easy to self-destruct the missile, but they aren't built, because your government had
withdrawn the promised export license from IBM for the data communications

equipment we had intended to buy. You can verify this with IBM, at AFE headquarters in
New York. So, it is partly your own fault, isn't it?"
"Alaska has verified the squadrons," Ralph replied in a less violent manner, "but
your aircraft are out of range. They scrambled them too late!!! Damn, can't you guys do
anything right? At first you let your missiles run away, then you get your fighters away
too late, and now you have the gall to blame us that you can't stop your own damn missile
over your own damn stinking country!!!"
"Shouldn't you better get ready to intercept the warheads at the re-entry points?"
Sergei interrupted his shouting. "I'll send you the entry data."
"We've already got that," Ralph shouted back. "But how the hell do you expect
them to hit anything? Those guys have no hope. They won't even see the damn warheads.
It's like shooting at a cannon shell closing in at fifteen thousand miles an hour. And even
if they could see it, they wouldn't be able to react fast enough to take aim, and even if
they could react that fast, their damn airplanes wouldn't respond that quickly. If we have
had LaRouche's Star War system built, we might have had a chance, but your people
wouldn't cooperate. LaRouche practically begged you, but you gave him the finger and
had him put in jail to shut him up."
Sweat was running from Sergei's forehead as he searched for an answer. Time was
running out. He felt hot and exhausted in spite of the open windows. The open window
allowed the cool midnight air to flow through the room. What else could he do? What
more could anyone do?
"I have news from Alaska," Ralph came back. "Their analysis indicates that your
missile is going to New Mexico as you said. They also said there is no sign of a
separation of the warheads from the missile, which should have taken place. Maybe you
are right. Maybe the thing is pre-targeted for the desert."
"I wish to God it would be," Sergei replied, "but NO! The fast burning boosters that
we use now, allow us to extend the bussing phase till midpoint. You didn't know that, eh?
That, too, was all part of our great safety measure that you forced us to turn off."
"Damn!" Ralph came back. "Isn't there anything logged in your system that shows
whether the mode was changed after or before the launch?"
"There should be, but I can't get to it," Sergei apologized. "Maybe I am missing a
password. I am tired. I don't feel well."
"I can't help that," said Ralph.
"You'd better make preparations assuming that the Pacific Northwest will be
destroyed unless some miracle happens on your side," suggested Sergei.

"I see a note on my screen that we've sent you the self-destruct code," added Peter.
"They are also setting up a line through which we can transmit the command sequence
ourselves, if you can provide a transmitter."
"But this works only until separation time," Sergei cautioned.
"That's not enough time!" Ralph replied. "You're almost at midpoint now."
"Damn! There's nothing more we can do from our side," shouted Sergei, almost
crying again.
"There's nothing we can do from this side either," commented Ralph, swearing
profusely in his own way. "We couldn't even get an intercept missile up. We haven't got a
damn thing to sent up! And even we had, they only have a five percent success rate."
"God, it hurts just sitting here, waiting for the thing to blow," said Peter.
"Our technicians are wracking their brains too, to come up with something," said
Ralph. "But they can't do miracles. The missile is over our territory now and we can't do
a damn thing, either. Not a damn fucking thing! It's maddening, I tell you! My own
daughter lives in Seattle," Ralph cried, "you knew that, didn't you?"
"Yes, Ralph, I'm terribly sorry...."
There were tears on Peter's face as he tried to gain access to the system's log file to
find out when the targeting mode was changed, as if this could somehow forestall the
disaster. Perhaps it was modified after the launch, he hoped.
"Sergei! Somebody wants to know what the numbers on the target list mean,"
Ralph came back.
"The first two digits indicate the warhead size, in metric megatons," Sergei
explained. "The next four digits indicate ignition altitude in meters. The other group of
numbers define the geographical location of the target and a coded description."
While he talked, Sergei reached for the hard copy of the status file that Peter had
printed earlier. "For the Trident base this translates to a 25 megaton warhead," he
explained, "set for ground level! The Hanford Works at Pasco are shown three times, that
corresponds to three warheads, each being a ten megaton device."
"Can you imagine what this means?" Ralph replied. "We have five nuclear subs
docked at the Trident base. A 25-megaton blast will excavate every one of them out of
the ocean and evaporate them, missiles and all! Some of the 1200 warheads they carry
may be triggered, to say nothing about their nuclear fuel, and those thousands of
replacement missiles that are stockpiled at the base together with spare fuel rods. God
help us when this shit comes back down as fallout. The entire Northwest will become
uninhabitable for hundreds of years."

"And Western Canada too," added Sergei.
"...And what's the asterisk for behind Montesano?" Ralph demanded.
Sergei gulped. "The asterisk indicates that a nuclear power utility has been chosen
as mark zero," Sergei replied.
"What the hell are you trying to do?" Ralph screamed back into the phone, "are you
trying to poison the whole country? I see a total of four asterisks on your list!"
"Hey, you of all people should be familiar with this strategy, it was invented by
your own people in the Pentagon," Sergei replied. "Offense is the best defense. It was
agreed upon to increase deterrence! I have been fighting this idiocy for decades, but
nobody is listening. There is no physical defense possible. You jailed the only person
who could have saved you."
"You should realize that our target selection is automatically adjusted by the system
according to the severity level of the threat at a given situation," Peter interrupted. "It is
based on a mutually agreed upon algorithm by which the target lists are generated.
Obviously, your stealth aircraft scare affected the target selection pattern."

After this exchange Ralph was called away from the phone. His last words
indicated that separation had taken place. "So the nightmare is on!" he shouted into the
phone and said that he would leave now.
"Yes, it appears these devices will accomplish what they were created for," said
Peter and cried.
"And so will ours," added Ralf and plunked the receiver onto the table.
A lesser officer, who could speak some Russian, came to the phone.
"The official response to your aggression is still being discussed in Washington,"
the new officer said in Russian. "We expect a retaliatory response to be ordered. If this
happens, you are advised to make no counter moves so that the affair will not escalate
into a full-scale war. Is this understood, Sergei Arenski?" he demanded.
"Jawohl Herr Hitler!" Sergei replied in English. "You're crazy if you expect me to
sit idle while you reserve yourself the right to murder our cities in a deliberate act.
According to every bit of evidence known to us this launch from Freedom Base One was
an accident. It was tragic, but it was an ACCIDENT! Let me warn you my friends. If you
respond to this accident with deliberate murder, I will personally destroy the rest of the
USA. And don't think I can't do it. I can do it without getting out off my chair. From my
computer terminal, I have access to every missile base in the country. I can launch
eighteen hundred missiles at you, and you won't be able to stop a single one of them as
you have already demonstrated."

"I don't believe...." started the NORAD officer.
"You better believe that there are means to get by any security lock," Sergei replied
in the same calm manner in which the NORAD officer spoke. "You'd better think about
that before you start retaliating! You also should consider that you need our help in
evacuating half your country that may become necessary. If you destroy Russia and
Eastern Europe, you won't have a place left in the world that can take in your refugees
and support them."
The officer muttered something about Washington, and Moscow, and agreements,
and having been ordered.
"Dam it, you're dealing with me, not Washington or Moscow! And to convince you
that I mean business, I'm sending you a copy of the command index frame that is on my
screen right this minute. Then you can judge for yourself whether or not I can launch
1800 more missiles, and you'd better rush to your phone and tell your president not to
make any hasty moves. You may also tell him that there is nothing Moscow can do to
stop me unless they want to shut the entire country's defense network down, which they
won't do."
"Calm yourself," NORAD came back, "we're not going to murder your cities. We
have something more effective in mind. The future of your cities will depend totally on
your own action. You may recall NASA's Jupiter mission that was canceled four years
ago. It was never meant to go anywhere. It's a military rocket. In about thirty minutes,
when fuel loading is complete, the old C5 will lift a warhead launcher into orbit that has a
hundred targetable devices on board. This automatic platform will be parked in a
synchronous orbit near your border. And now you listen! Its warheads will be pretargeted and a timer that must be reset at frequent intervals will control their release. If
for any reason our communication link to the platform is lost, the timer will expire and a
hundred warheads will descend onto your cities. You'd better be careful my boy! The
least nuclear explosion anywhere will probably be enough to interrupt this vital
communications link."
"You realize of course, that you're also putting your own head into this noose,"
Sergei replied. "If those warheads come down, all of our missiles will be launched
immediately, as an automatic response."
"Certainly," Colorado agreed, "and then we will respond in kind. You should also
realize that there is no telling for how long those hundred warheads can be held up there
before a system failure occurs. I would urge you, therefore, to stop us from launching it.
I've been informed by the president that our congress demands that you agree
immediately to a total nuclear disarmament with unrestricted on-site verification...."
"You guys are crazy," said Sergei. "What is there to inspect? Half of your country
will be polluted with fallout and you talk about inspection rights. We should talk about
rescuing people!"

"That's inconsequential at the moment," said NORAD. "Remember you have less
than thirty minutes to respond to our offer to prevent the liftoff at Cape Kennedy. If
you're sincere and you have any influence at all in Moscow, I urge you to please use it.
As far as we know at NORAD, Moscow isn't agreeable to anything. You should also
realize that it would be extremely difficult for us to retract the space platform once it is
launched. Its internal defense mechanism won't allow any approach of another spacecraft,
not even our own space shuttle. So you'd better call Moscow right now!"
With that the telephone was hung up in Colorado.
Sergei and Peter stared at each other, stunned.
"Can they do this?" Peter asked.
"Yes Peter, I have seen the booster. It is an immense rocket. I was certain at the
time that it was a remnant of the defunct Jupiter mission. But it also looked like it was
launchable!"
"Maybe they are bluffing as you were when you sent them that page from your
private file, suggesting that you could launch all our missiles?"
"Peter, they had no way of knowing that it wasn't real. Not even I know whether or
not such a command frame actually exists. It's entirely possible. The Americans certainly
couldn't risk the chance that it might be real."
"Don't you think Moscow isn't in the same bind right now?" asked Peter. "They
may also be wondering whether the Americans are bluffing. How can anyone make a
sound decision with no information to base it on? That super missile sounds like science
fiction fantasy, but it may also be real."
"This one is real!" Sergei replied.
"You realize, of course, that you broke your own rule by pulling the first bluff,"
Peter reminded him, "and this at a time when trust is of utmost importance."
"I know," Sergei admitted quietly. "The important thing is to assume that the
Americans are not bluffing. We could never risk calling this bluff."
Sergei leaned back into his chair. "Did I ever tell you that Ralph grew up in
Seattle?" he asked a moment later. "His daughter still lives there. If situations were
reversed, I really don't know how I would have reacted in his stead." He wiped the sweat
of his forehead again.
"Considering this, Ralph behaved exceptionally well," Peter replied.
"Indeed he has. They all have, Peter."

"Shouldn't you call Moscow?" said Peter. "Maybe you can persuade them to
agree!"
"No, you must call them, Peter," Sergei replied, looking aimlessly out the open
window. Lanterns were lit in the garden below. Some of the guests were outside, talking
quietly.
"You must call Moscow," Sergei repeated, "because they won't listen to me
anymore, not after this. They might listen to you, though. Remind them that nothing
would have happened if they had not made my project an optional mode. No Peter, you
better not say that."
Sergei stood up, switched his terminal off and walked to the door. The sounds of
the party could still be heard in the background. He stopped by the door, briefly, and
turned toward Peter. "I'm much too involved in this mess, Peter," he said. "I might say a
wrong word and get them angry. I might botch it. It's up to you now, Peter. If anyone has
a chance at all, it's you, the diplomat. If anyone can cool Moscow, it's one of their own
that they trust. And you're a giant in that respect. Trust yourself with this one. You can do
it."
Before he left the room, Sergei hesitated and turned around once again. "I think I
am going to get drunk now," he said. "That's the very best I can do at the moment for my
country."
As the heavy oak door fell shut, Sergei heard the phone ring. "By God, Peter, do
it!" he said to himself as he walked downstairs to join the party.
He went directly into the cellar where he obtained a fresh bottle for himself. As he
came up, he met his friend Nicolayevitch. He motioned him to join him in an adjacent
room. "Come Nicolayevitch, help me to celebrate the end of the world."
Nicolayevitch shrugged his shoulders, smiled, and raised his glass....

Chapter 3: Lunch Break.
"It's a miracle, Harry! A world-record!"
Harry smiled. "No, Paul! It's merely the first time we've got out of O'Hare without
a line-up. We'll be in Seattle before the noon flights arrive."
I agreed. I liked Harry. We hadn't flown together before, but I had heard good
things about him. When I volunteered to substitute for the Chicago - Vancouver run, I
had no idea that this was my opportunity to meet him. All I had in mind, was to get as
fast as possible away from the sweltering heat that had transformed the East Coast into a
steam-bath, and of course away from anything whatsoever that was even remotely
connected with the seminar which had just ended. Who else, but the government would
have thought of holding a seminar in Miami, in July? The subject was as hot and dreadful
as the weather, a course on civil rescue procedures for the eventuality of a nuclear war!
Vancouver's 'perpetual' rain and relative isolation seemed like paradise suddenly. And
beyond that I was looking forward to being with my family again. It had all been
arranged. We would meet in Vancouver for a visit with Frank. The occasion was Frank's
birthday and a three-day hiking trip to Garibaldi Park. The anticipation of this hike into
the mountains had made the depressing two weeks in Miami almost bearable. I played a
game with myself. When the topic of the course became too frightening, I imagined the
four of us and our children camping among glaciers and mountain lakes, with a peace
surrounding us as pure as the sky.
Spending two weeks in a classroom, for eight hours a day, had made me want to fly
again so badly. I would have done it for nothing. Well, it turns out that one can't do that.
One also has to accept the money that comes with it. I was lucky on top of all that. I got a
direct route via Chicago and Seattle to Vancouver.

"United 023 Heavy! ... How's the weather at 40,000?" Seattle tower called in as we
approached. We had confirmed our projected arrival at 11:37 as per schedule.
Harry made a gesture of approval.
"United 023 Heavy to SEATAC - Harry says it's smooth up here..."
Harry smiled.
"Hey, is that Harry Sallinger you're referring to?" SEATAC came back.
"The very same. The one and only, the original, the..."
"Would you give him a message, that Felix got the trailer hitch for him that he was
looking for."

Harry grinned and switched his mike on. "I heard that, Felix! That's great! Thanks a
million; over and out!"
He turned to me with a big smile. "I was lucky that I didn't lose my whole trailer
last weekend when the mounting bar cracked. It nearly broke off, coming down from
Snoqualmie Pass. Somebody might have been killed had the trailer gone wild!"
It turned out that Harry and I had much in common. We both loved mountains,
photography, music, opera. We had talked about hiking most of the way out from
Chicago. Having been born in Seattle, Harry knew every mountain of the Pacific
Northwest that was worth climbing. When I told him about our planned trip to Garibaldi
Park, he smiled. Naturally, he knew that area too.
"Will you stay right at the lake on the battleship islands, or camp at the meadows?"
he asked.
"The lake, I would think," I replied. "Frank knows someone who owns a float
plane. He'll fly us in, in total comfort, and pick us up three days later...."
"A bunch of Sunday climbers, eh!" he remarked.
"It will be a family affair, with kids! We have a four-year-old daughter, who isn't
quite ready yet for a ten-hour hike."
"That's not much of an excuse," Harry grinned. "A guy like you should be able to
carry the kid!" he joked. "But jokes aside, you'll love it, let me tell you! I've hiked in
several times with my son. It's beautiful there. The meadows, the lake, and you'll love
climbing the Black Tusk. It's an easy climb with a nice chimney. And then let me tell you
about the glacier, a feast for the eyes...."
"I'm sure we'll have a good time there," I interrupted him. "It wouldn't even matter
if the place wasn't that great. It will be fun, and more so with both our families together.
We've known each other for years now. We always enjoy being away from it all in the
mountains. That's where I bumped into them in the first place. I met Frank one morning
in the Rocky Mountains near Boulder, where I live..."
"Somewhere near Milner Pass?" Harry asked.
I nodded.
"There is a trail that goes from the 12,000-foot level, right near the parking lot...."
"Yes, Harry, that's where I met Frank; at the end of the trail, on the lookout hill,
searching for his 28-mm lens. He looked terribly distressed. He said it had slipped out of
his hands when he swapped lenses. I helped him look for it. It's the natural thing to do...."
We were interrupted at this point by Rosalinde, Harry's favorite flight attendant.
She had come onto the flight deck asking if we wanted coffee or tea.

I ordered milk!
Harry declined.
"Would you rather have a glass of cold apple juice?" she replied. "I have great
biscuits to go with it."
I said yes, to the whole package.
Ken Collins, our flight engineer declined also.
"One apple juice coming up," she remarked as she left the flight deck, as cheerful
as she came.
"I was lucky to have found Frank's lens," I continued. "It had tumbled behind a
rock. You should have seen Frank's face. The camera had been a birthday present from
his wife. He was so pleased to have his lens back that he invited me to his trailer where I
met his wife Jennie. Actually he wanted me to see the motor home he had built, a
converted school bus. He was proud of it, and rightfully so. Even the wood paneling was
made by hand, of narrow cedar strips, covered with four coats of varnish. The old school
bus was a real cozy home...."
"Did you just say that his wife's name is Jennie?" Harry cut me off.
"Yes. Do you know them? Frank is also a pilot."
"Frank and Jennie! Hmmm! The combination sounds familiar. I met a couple like
that at one of the conventions. She has dark hair, if I remember correctly, and a nice
smile. Frank would be somewhat taller, with a freckled face, full beard. Am I right? I
think he was working for CP-Air when I met him."
"Absolutely. But that was a while ago. He hasn't got the beard anymore."
"Oh, what a shame! Still, they are both very nice people."
"That's an understatement, Harry!"
"We really should get together for a visit," said Harry, "your family, his, and ours.
You should all come to our place, for a week perhaps, for two if you can spare the time. I
would give you a personally guided tour of the entire Northwest. I would show you
Seattle as you've never seen it...."
"That sounds great!" I interrupted. "Let's do that. I'll talk to Frank about it. I'm sure,
he would love to see you again."
Harry grinned. He always grinned when he was delighted with something.
"What is your wife's name, Harry?" I asked, as we crossed the last of the Cascade
Mountains.

"Eloise!"
"That's a lovely name, Harry."
"She's a most lovely person, too, Paul, warm, gentle, intelligent. She is a
psychology professor at our local university... And your wife's name is?"
"Melanie! Melanie is an artist, one of the finest. But I don't suppose you can judge
art, or an artist that way..."
On our descent, Harry pointed out some places he would love to take us to. And
later, as Seattle lay stretched out beneath us he explained in great detail all there is to
know about Boeing's plant, whatever is noteworthy about the city, our company's office
tower, his sailing club, and of course the locality of his home.
"Here, go take my binoculars," he added. "See if you can recognize our house. It's a
two level rancher on that rise over there by the water." He pointed to it. "It's the house
nearest the edge, the last on the block, look for a circular driveway...."
"Yes, I think I can see it. There is a greenhouse in the back of it, and an above
ground swimming pool...."
"Right! Can you see anyone in the pool?"
"Harry! The whole neighborhood is in your pool."
"Ah, that's the way it is on a normal day. When you come, be sure to bring your
children and your bathing suits," he added.
He took the glasses back, after that, and I took the yoke. "I can see Brian," he said.
"Oh, and there's Eloise. Did you notice the garden table?"
"Yes."
"Then you have seen Eloise; the most beautiful blond you ever laid eyes on. Her
hair shines like the sun; her figure like you wouldn't believe. You simply must come for a
visit and meet her." He handed the binoculars back, "Here, would you like to take another
look?"
I had to decline the offer, since at the very moment the tower called us for landing
instructions.
We were barely four miles from the Airport when the shrill sound of the National
Emergency Broadcast abruptly ended whatever train of thought I had at that moment. I
felt like I was back in Miami in an emergency response exercise session.
+++

SEATAC had just opened an international addition to its collection of remote
terminals that were accessible only by subway. As expected, this latest addition was the
most sumptuous, and probably the most expensive passenger terminal ever built, for its
size. It featured a small, but elegant restaurant, thick carpeting, a free movie theater, and
two sculptures in its central lounge, and a stairway made of glass that led to a glassed in
observation deck.
Leaning comfortably into the soft leather seat, Frank was engaged in a conversation
with Melanie. Frank had remarked on how absolutely marvelous their days together had
been. "Just look at the children!" he said, smiling at her.
The children were on the observation deck. They had a bet going, as to who would
be the first to spot United's extended capacity 747, a redesigned version of the twice
stretched, extended capacity short haul jumbo jet that the older of Frank's boys called an
overgrown dragon fly. They had their eyes glued on the runway, watching for Flight 023
coming in that would take them to Vancouver.
It was the children's idea to stay an extra day. "We want to be on daddy's plane,"
they had demanded. "We want to surprise him!" "He likes being scared," Fiona added.
"Being scared and surprised isn't the same thing," Melanie explained.
To judge by their gestures, the older kids on the observation deck had an exciting
conversation going. Frank smiled, "They are probably figuring out what to brag about,
when they get back to their friends at home; riding the Monorail, having lunch at the
Space needle, staying at a hotel with two swimming pools and a whirlpool!"
"They would have missed all this," said Melanie, "if you hadn't convinced me to
trust Dick as a baby sitter."
Dick, the oldest at twelve, was more excited about the airport than anything else,
especially about the subway trains that linked the various terminals together.
"If only Jennie could have come with us," said Melanie. "She would have really
enjoyed this little holiday."
"I'm sure she would have," said Frank, "except she wanted you to go. She knew
you would enjoy the opera more than she ever would. We only two tickets."
"That is why she stayed home?"
Frank nodded, and smiled. "I had to promise not to say anything until now. She
was afraid you might refuse her offer."
"Certainly I would have refused! You guys are really something. I should have
realized she was up to something like that. That's just the kind of friend she is, a real
angel! Both of you are just too much, you know; you're simply the best friends anyone
could ever wish for."

"Paul would have enjoyed the opera," added Frank.
"He's been away far too often," Melanie replied. "He should have better routes that
he has been getting."
Frank began to laugh; "He should come and work for our outfit!"
A wall of plate-glass gave a sweeping view of the runway and its incoming traffic,
takeoffs, and lineups. Melanie glanced at the clock now and then and then at the runway.
"What does this new plane look like?" she asked Frank.
"Is this where daddy's plane is coming to?" asked Fiona in a loud voice, with her
arms stretched out towards a doorway where some people were lining up.
"No Fiona, he won't come to this door, but he will be here soon," said Frank. Frank
took Fiona in his arms and went to the window.
"I can't wait to show him my dolly," Fiona exclaimed. "I love my daddy, you know.
I'll tell him about the circus, and the fun we had."
"That wasn't a circus, Fiona," Frank explained. "You got this dolly at an
amusement fair. There is much more to see and to do at a fair, than at a circus. For one
thing, you can't win a dolly at a circus."
"But there was a clown there," Fiona remarked. "Right? He made funny faces. Isn't
that what a circus is? Clowns are funny..."
Before Fiona could say more, the shrill sound of the National Emergency
Broadcast filled the building. Then came its dreadful message.
+++

We must have gone two or three miles before it dawned on me that this was not a
school exercise. I was shocked! The runway lay before us. Only seconds ago, everything
was normal. The tower had spoken to us about a slippery spot in the breaking zone of the
runway. "Hold your braking until..."
The high pitched sound cut the tower off in mid-sentence.
"Attention!" a voice called out. "Attention! This message is NOT a test..."
Those little words, "not a test," turned black into white, and white into a dark,
murky, bottomless, gray: Nuclear War had begun! It was incomprehensible.
For one thing, the announcement sounded much too sweet for what it said. It
sounded like a call for afternoon tea, too nicely spoken, too unemotional; and so it had to

be. There is no voice on earth that can roar as loud in order to say what should be said to
do justice to the pain that will be!
"...A Russian missile has been launched at the Pacific Northwest with sixteen
warheads on board," the voice told us politely. It listed names of cities, small towns that
were targeted, homes of people! Seattle was first on the list.
We were less than five hundred feet off the runway and still coming in when it
finally clicked. Hey! You can no longer land here!
In a series of automatic reactions, I pushed the throttles open, the yoke back. I
could feel the engines responding, building up speed, and developing thrust. Slowly the
giant plane pulled away from the ground.
Moments later we were in a steep climb with all four engines blasting out smoke
and thunder as much as the fuel management system would allow. We were in a race
now, for our life. Still, it seemed futile to run. Where would we be able to run to, that
would not likewise become an inferno? Would there be any safe place left in the world?
Still, running for our life was the only thing we could do at the moment, in hope that
there may be some flaw or rent in this tapestry of destruction that was about to unfold.
With the engines screaming at full power, I throttled back to conserve fuel.
Getting away was no small challenge. The announced target areas surrounded us.
Two cities to the south were to be hit, and Everett in the North was targeted. To the West
was the Bangor submarine base. It would likely get the largest warhead. Only a narrow
path remained safe, slightly to the northwest, across the lower tip of Hood Canal, and
from there over the mountains and out to sea.
Those were tense moments when it dawned on me that we were dead over ground
zero. They had said that we had fifteen minutes. But what if they were wrong? Should I
trust such a forecast, cut power, reduce our rate of climb to save fuel while wasting
precious seconds? Which would matter most in the end, fuel or time?
I throttled down. I had to make the fuel last.
As I banked the plane towards the Olympic Mountains, I noticed a lake in the
distance with a chalet at its shore. I wondered if this was one of those places Harry
wanted us to see. He had spoken of lunches so big, almost impossible to eat, strawberry
shortcakes smothered with whipped cream, desserts that were like a meal in themselves,
served in an atmosphere of genuine hospitality. All would be but a memory within
minutes. Whose memory? Who would be there to remember? The sunshine that still
sparkled over the landscape, it would turn into the blackest of nights within minutes if the
forecast would come true.
At the seminar they had spoken of overlapping fireballs, flooding the ground with
temperatures hundreds of times hotter than the surface of the sun. Can anyone imagine
what this does to a city? Oh God, how I wished I hadn't been at that damn seminar! They

made it so clear that the Hiroshima bomb was no longer valid as a yardstick. Its fireball
was so minute that it never touched the city at all. This won't happen again. We live in an
era of the superlative, the huge, the outrageous! Our cities will become oceans of fire, so
they told us, from which there is no escape.
Harry's children came to mind, and shoppers at the mall we had flown over, and
people in swimming pools. None had a chance. They had shown a film at the seminar of
a rather modest explosion by today's standards. That test blast had caused an entire island
to be erased from the Pacific. The blast left a hole in the ocean floor, 175 feet deep and a
mile wide. They said this had been a six-megaton blast over a solid rock. How infinitely
more fragile than rock, are people? Those people had lied to us at the seminar by calling
the game, nuclear war. It isn't war, by any measure. No one has a fighting chance in this
computer automated extermination that is 'affectionately' accredited the name of war.
+++

Frank stood at the plate glass wall when the emergency broadcast began, holding
Fiona in his arms. The high pitched sound caught everyone's attention. Then came the
message, "This is not a test..."
"My God!!!" Frank exclaimed. In a daze he turned to Melanie, then putting Fiona
on the floor he shouted to Melanie to come and get her, while he ran upstairs to the
observation deck. "Come quickly kids! Dick, hurry...!" he yelled furiously at the kids, to
make them move. As they came running, he pointed to a gate where there had been a
boarding lineup. "Run for your life kids, gate 92 is open, run, run! Quickly!" he shouted
to them, "There had been a boarding call at Gate 92 five minutes ago!"
Dick responded instantly. Reluctantly Robert started to run, to catch up. The rest
followed him.
"You must get on that plane," Frank shouted after them.
Melanie had picked Fiona up and had gone ahead some way. At the gate the
children hesitated. They looked back, uncertain, waiting, waiting for Melanie.
"Go kids!" Frank shouted as loud as he could. "Don't wait for us! Get on that plane,
that's your chance to stay alive!"
Robert burst into tears, but responded and moved down the ramp while Frank and
Melanie followed, carrying Fiona. Frank was in tears as the children disappeared down
the ramp, following Robert.
He had taken Fiona from Melanie, but the children were able to run faster. As he
reached the plane with Melanie, the door was still open. What a glorious sight! But the
crowd had become stalled. People pushed, shouted.

"At least let the children on," shouted Frank.
Melanie began to cry. She and Frank were near the end of the line.
"At least give the children a chance...," said another woman, repeating Frank's plea
while her voice gave way to tears. Frank noticed someone actually struggling to get back
out of the plane. "I must get out to my babies," a woman cried, "I must go... Please let
me...!" She struggled in vain against the relentlessly pushing crowd that forced her still
deeper inside.
Soon all were on board, and the door was shut. Frank heard the engines start to
wind up. And even then, people were coming through the food service entrance.
Mechanics, supervisors, baggage handlers, traffic officers, whoever on the field was near
came climbing up over the service vehicle. A food module, quickly thrown down from
the plane had become a stepping stone. People pushed and pulled each other up onto the
service platform, and hung onto the plane. No one was prepared to move the service
vehicle off. As the plane started to roll, under reverse thrust, miraculously everyone
cleared the service vehicle railing. Not one stayed behind. They hung on for dear life, like
a living clump while the plane was already on the taxiway. The plane sped forward under
a burst of full power, racing to compete with others for takeoff.
Frank shook his head as the pilot pushed the throttles wide open while still turning
onto the runway. Some people fell, and the rest at the door where thrown in, while the
door fell shut behind them. "That guy has gone mad!" remarked Frank to Melanie. "But I
love him, he is beautiful."
Frank could appreciate the pilot's struggle against the clock. "I must congratulate
that glorious cowboy," he said. But Melanie held him back; "Later!" she urged him. "We
must find the kids first!"
Frank agreed. But finding them was easier said than done. There was no order on
the plane. People were stumbling, crying, praying, swearing, some were quietly looking
for empty seats. Frank said he thought he had recognized Robert in the next cabin, but it
seemed hopeless to get there. A steward shouted to Frank from a corner across the center
row, to sit down, pointing to two empty seats in the middle. Frank was still holding
Fiona. "Keep the kid on your lap," the steward demanded.
Reluctantly Melanie gave up on locating the kids and sat beside Frank.
Through all this, the Emergency Broadcast continued without interruption, relayed
through the intercom. It was barely audible over the noise in the plane. It repeated the
main points of its dreadful story, while giving advice about what types of shelters are
useful at which distances from the blast.
"...There will be an immensely bright light for more than ten seconds," the voice
said. "Be prepared! Don't look up! With the light comes a burst of intense radiation and
heat, followed by a wave of high-pressure air gusts that can reach supersonic speeds. Past
that, you will face fires. Keep water handy. You will become extremely thirsty and water

will be hard to find. Also, it will become totally dark after the blast. You must remember
not to expect outside help for several hours, or maybe days or weeks. You must be selfsufficient and do whatever you can to protect yourself! You have ten minutes.... God be
with you...."

"Were you able to see Paul's plane?" Melanie asked a long time later.
Frank shook his head. "He might have come late and aborted his landing. He would
go straight to Vancouver in this case. But where are we going?" Frank stood up. "Does
anyone know where this flight is going?" he asked in a loud tone.
"Tokyo," a man replied in a dry soft voice.
"Tokyo?" Frank repeated. "My God, not Tokyo, not now!"
The man didn't comment. There was an icy silence between them in the chaotic
tumult that Fiona alone ignored, playing quietly with her doll. By rights she should have
screamed! Even a child must have sensed the dread and hopelessness everyone
apparently felt.
Across the isle from them sat a young man with his wife and children who had
brought him to the airport fifteen minutes before the broadcast began. He still was unable
to control himself, biting the side of his cheek. He raved about what he would do to the
Russians and their evil empire if he had the chance. He would....
It became too ugly. Finally, a husky man in a baggy suit stood up and slapped him
in the face and told him in no uncertain manner to stay put and shut up, "or else...."
His wife clutched their little daughter, almost strangling her.
"That's all nonsense!" said another man, "you don't need to be afraid, nothing will
happen to Seattle. Calm down everyone, relax, the Air Force will take care of it."
"Sure they will!" said another.
"They're magicians!" said a third man from behind Frank.
"I feel so helpless," said Frank to Melanie. "We all know it's coming, we know it's
not too late yet, the people are still living in the city. You want to hope that there is some
way that somehow something can be done to keep the people and the city intact. You
want to jump up and do something. But you know that nothing, absolutely nothing can be
done."
"I refuse to believe that!" protested a boy. "They could shoot an atomic bomb at the
missiles. They could explode the warheads in space, or deflect them out of their path on
re-entry. There are lots of ways...."

Someone in the crowd praised the boy for his "fine intelligent thinking."
"It would be possible," said Frank to Melanie. "Except we've got no hardware built
for any of this. We've done the opposite, instead. We agreed multilaterally to give each
other our cities as hostages to deter aggression. We call it Mutually Assured Destruction.
No doubt, the Air Force will make some heroic effort. They may even launch a suicide
mission of the nature the boy has suggested, like exploding a bomb in the re-entry path.
But to get the timing right would require super human precision, a one in a million
chance. They may very well take this chance, for the lack of anything else, which places
us in great danger again."
Melanie's face turned white. She got up. "I am going to the children, one way or
another. I don't care what it takes!"
"You need not to go, lady," said an elderly gentleman behind her. "The broadcast is
wrong. The Russian missiles will be aimed only at military targets; not at the city."
"Yes, but those targets are in the city," said the woman next to him. "And what
happens to the rest of the warheads for which no military targets exist? They'll be used
against people." She paused and smiled briefly at Melanie. "You'd better go to your
children, lady, while you still can. I wish to God I could do the same." She began to cry
bitterly, holding a photograph crumpled in her hand. She looked at it, and showed it to
Melanie.
+++

Harry was one of the finest men I had flown with. He was thorough, methodical,
careful, alert, and efficient. Not the slightest detail went unnoticed by him. Emotionally,
he displayed the same character. Some referred to him as the Rock of Gibraltar. His
hands still held the controls, but he was no longer in command of them.
I looked at him. How would I feel? Moments ago he had seen his family by the
pool, alive, entertaining friends. How must anyone feel? A part of his being was to be
murdered. His thoughts were with them no doubt, for one last embrace.
I felt a tremendous respect for him, which was superseded only by the compassion
I felt for the city as a whole. "The only hope I see for us," I said to Harry, "is to cross the
mountains out to sea, before the blast hits. We might get some cloud cover over the water
to shield us from a possible heat-burst. Can you remember how cool it gets on the beach
when a cloud comes along?"
But Harry said nothing. He didn't even change his expression.
"Hey, Harry, wake up!"

It seemed important somehow, to get him out his stupor. But he simply would not
respond. Suddenly I felt ashamed of myself. We had come so close, seen his house, his
family, yet not close enough to touch, to say good-bye.
My thoughts turned to Melanie and the children. Would Vancouver be in danger
too? Would I see them there? I felt a flash of great fear, but didn't know why. We had
arranged to meet in Vancouver, and Vancouver was not on the target list. I should be
exploding with joy!
The trauma ended as the door behind us was flung open. Rosalinde burst onto the
flight deck complaining bitterly that I hadn't informed the passengers as to why the
landing had been aborted.
Rosalinde, a tall girl, slender, pretty, with beautiful red hair, but a sharp tongue,
was no stranger to the flight deck. "It's not fair!" she yelled before she even closed the
door behind her. "You guys screw up and I have to take the shit for it!"
I had to remind myself that Harry had warned me not to misjudge her. "Beneath
that brusque facade is a heart of gold," he had said. "Deep down she's everyone's
favorite."
When she noticed Harry's condition, her tone changed.
"My gosh what happened? Is Harry sick? Is there anything I can do to help?"
"Please lock the door," I said, "I will explain..."
"I am sorry for storming in like this," she replied. "I had no idea."
"No, the problem isn't with Harry," I said. "Its much worse."
"We aren't going to crash, are we? I came to complain for a concert violinist in
First Class. He has a performance tonight...."
"We won't crash, but he won't play tonight either...."
"But his whole career may be at stake. Why can't we land? He's going to kill you,
you know, when he finds out. He's got bumped off the flight from New York, and now
this! He may be here any minute to blast you if you won't let me tell him why.... And
what has this to do with old Harry?" she added, "I don't understand."
"Damn; it's hard to explain....," I said. In a way I was glad she had come up. I had
totally forgotten about the passengers. They had a right to know. Some, no doubt, lived in
Seattle or in the neighboring targeted areas. But how could I hope to tell them if I didn't
even know how to tell Rosalinde?
"The violinist will not play in Seattle tonight, or at any other night, because there
will not be a concert, an audience, or anything but a two-hundred-foot deep hole of

burning ashes. In less than ten minutes a nuclear bomb will explode. The whole damn
city will be erased..." I had to stop, I felt like throwing up. I switched the intercom on and
looked up at Rosalinde. She had grown pale. Tears hung in her eyes. I noticed a man
standing beside her, his hands covering his face. "Did you know that Harry has family in
Seattle?" I asked Rosalinde.
She nodded. "I know his family. I love them. Who doesn't?"
I pressed the switch to the intercom to make it audible on the cockpit, with
Rosalinde still standing beside me. I needed her support. "Ladies and gentlemen," I said,
"this is your captain speaking. We have been informed that a missile has been
accidentally launched against the United States of America. The missile carries sixteen
nuclear warheads, targeted at Seattle, Bellevue, Tacoma, Everett, Olympia, Aberdeen,
Montesano, Oak Harbor, Bellingham, the Bangor submarine base, the Hanford works at
Pasco..."
I had to be brief. Each word defined a world. I could sense the people's pain
reflected in their outcries. Never had I felt so consciously that those behind us in the
plane were honest-to-goodness real people, not just passengers. I couldn't say anymore. I
excused myself and simply connected the PA system to the emergency broadcast. I put
my head down and wished to God this broadcast would never end.
The mountains passing beneath us gave the feeling that at least we, in this plane,
had a chance. Minutes later while I was still holding Rosalinde's hand, Ken let out a
shout, pointing at the ridge ahead. "There it is!"
Behind the ridge, a carpet of clouds came into view over the sea, reaching far into
the distance. I had hoped for a massive front, but these seemed to do.
Under normal conditions a power dive into low-lying clouds would have been
criminal. This time the situation was reversed. So, tensions rose once again as the giant
aircraft, like a World War II dive-bomber, raced nearer and nearer to the ground. I
leveled off, just as we entered the clouds, as if we would land on them, and slowly eased
ourselves into the gray mist. I felt reasonably safe at this point, while the monotone voice
of the broadcast continued.
This broadcast was our only link to the world of an impending tragedy. As long as
the broadcast continued Seattle, where it originated, was still alive.
It could have been two or ten minutes later when it stopped in the middle of a word
as if someone had switched the transmitter off. At this instant the clouds lit up. It felt as if
a thousand lightening bolts surrounded us. We were flying through the very presence of
light itself. This brightness stayed with us for almost ten seconds. But there was no blast
yet. I knew Aberdeen was over fifty miles to the south of us. Sound travels slowly. A
deep eerie silence followed the light. Only the noise of the wind, the engines, and some
outcries from the cabin could be heard. After apparently ages had past a loud noise shook
the plane, followed by a roar of ten thousand lions. Then there was silence again.

"Was this all?" I thought. The shock felt no worse than a really bad thunderstorm. I
scanned the instruments on the cockpit. We had sustained no damage. Rosalinde was still
standing beside me. Everything was exactly as it had been. The amber glow of the
instrumentation hadn't changed. The indicators hadn't moved. The controls still
responded. We had a fully functional airplane and were still safely enveloped in clouds,
eight hundred feet above the ocean, flying at a steady five hundred and forty-three miles
an hour. Hurrah, the end of the world had come and passed us by!
In a sense, it all happened as anticipated. There were no surprises, except one, that I
couldn't sense the pain or the outcry of those millions who had just perished or suffered
great agonies. All I could feel, was an overwhelming relief that we ourselves had
survived.
Once I allowed myself to relax, to collect my thoughts, I glanced over to Harry. I
noticed he wasn't in his seat anymore. It struck me as odd that I hadn't noticed him
leaving the flight deck. Some time later Rosalinde left. She came back with a pot of hot
coffee and four China cups. How beautiful this simple gesture was, the product of human
culture: art, design, economy, and caring. The realization gave me an indescribable
feeling that we live in a richly beautiful world that we had steadfastly ignored until now.
I thanked Rosalinde and commented that this was probably the finest cup I'd ever
had.
She smiled as I drank it.
Minutes later I initiated our ascent into the sunshine. It was noon. The sun felt hot.
Its brilliance was blinding. The song of a violin emerged from the cabin below. Our
emergence into the sunshine sparked a celebration. So, there was a concert after all. The
music was soft, but distinct. It carried a sad, deep-reaching melody that echoed the depth
of my feelings, giving them form and definition. It was a song of solitude that reminded
me of the mountains, the hiking trip we had planned with Melanie and the children.... But
had Vancouver indeed been spared?
I pushed the throttles open to find out. I was impatient. I had to find out. Under full
power the plane rose quickly over the mountains. I didn't care about the fuel this cost us. I
had to see if Vancouver was still alive. Ken hadn't been able to contact Vancouver
Tower, or Victoria. He had called several times after the blast. But there was no response.
As I banked the aircraft to the right, towards Vancouver, two huge pillars of smoke came
into view, and some lesser ones. One of the larger pillars was so immense that it
dominated virtually the whole sky. I leaned back now and cut power, relieved that the
pillars of fire were too far in the south to be from Vancouver or Victoria. This meant that
our destination was safe!

No person on the flight deck said a word. Everyone stared at the frightful spectacle.
What we saw was unbelievable. The pillars were alive, boiling within, surging upward,
and billowing out into an immense top at the edge of the stratosphere. Several of the

smaller pillars of smoke had already began to merge at their tops into a dome that
threatened to fill the entire sky, overpowered only the two immense pillars that had risen
sixty thousand feet or higher, spreading horizontally in the stratosphere to form a gigantic
double T.
It was painful to look at these pillars of fire. But in spite of the agony, one couldn't
look anywhere else. The sight was captivating, of a scope alien to this world. The white
volcanic cone of Mount Baker stood like a tiny dwarf in this scene of fire and smoke of
unprecedented dimensions. I never felt more insignificant than on this day, a speck of
dust in a boundless theater of horror.

As usual, Vancouver lay beneath a low overcast.
"Thank God Vancouver is still all right!" I exclaimed when I was able to lock our
guidance system onto Vancouver's beacon.
"But you forget the fallout," said Ken. "Vancouver may not be all right. It may only
be a matter of time before the fallout turns the entire city into a death trap."
"We must land somewhere," I said. "Besides, I expect my wife and children to be at
the airport," I said to Ken, "and my friend's family."
Vancouver appeared like an oasis of life, surrounded by death.
"We don't have enough fuel anyway, to go anywhere else," Ken replied. "We have
barely enough left to get us down." He added that he would try to contact the tower again.
"Tell them that I have already started our descent."
Ken transmitted the message, and repeated it continuously. By the time we were
submerging into the clouds for a landing, Vancouver responded.
"You have a problem," said the tower, "we expect a tidal-wave. We can't let you in
until it is over."
"Negative! We don't have the fuel. We can't stay in the air an extra minute. Please
prepare the runway!"
"OK, then; this is what you will see. As you break through the clouds you will face
a large fire in the mud flats in front of the runway. That's a DC9, burning. Go directly
towards it and through the flames; the runway starts 200 feet behind the fire. You must
use every inch, because the far end of the runway is blocked. The fire there is from a
DC10 that was stormed by the crowd. The pilot was forced at gunpoint, to take off. The
guy didn't have a chance. He couldn't get the wheels 'unstuck.' On the far end of the
runway they had a collision."

"I'll be happy with half the runway," I called back.
As we came into the clear below the clouds, Ken called to the tower that we
couldn't see any tidal wave.
"It must have passed," the Tower came back. "It must have traveled in a way that
didn't affect us. Lucky for you, you're clear to come in!"
Actually I didn't feel lucky. The fire was large. There was danger that the burning
aircraft, feeding it, might explode as we flew over it, causing shock waves. Still, in spite
of the danger, it was wonderful to have a runway in sight again, and to be met by real
people. We were coming to an oasis where there was life!
During the final approach I felt a strange uneasiness, a frightened feeling. It was
echoed in the violinist's music that still came from the cabin below. It was a song of high
aspiring melodies pervaded with sharp dissonances, a frightful and a beautiful sound, a
song of a precarious paradise. Then, over the runway, the apprehension became still
stronger. I sat in my seat, stiff, like a frightened child, my hands trembling. I felt a sense
of kinship with the wheels as they touched the fast moving concrete - squealing and
burning, - their inertia stubbornly resisting the momentum of the massive structure that
bore down on them. I could feel them pull, slide, then slowly give in to the force that
makes them roll.

My hands were still shaking after we had docked at the gate. I listened to the
engines wind down. Eventually three uniformed men appeared on the flight deck. I
referred them to Ken. I got up and insisted that I had to find my family. Surprisingly they
let me go.
I passed Harry in the cocktail lounge. He was facing the door to the flight deck, his
head bowed. He didn't even notice me walking by.
On the circular stairway down, I met Jennie. She came running up.
Oh, what a sight she was to my eyes! We embraced each other.
"Thank God you've made it through!" she said.
I looked at her. She was smiling. "I'm not sure that we made it," I said. "I'm not
sure that any of us can say this. This thing has just begun."
She nodded as her smile faded. "You can't imagine what it was like here in
Vancouver. I can hardly believe that we escaped and you are standing here; I mean that,
that you weren't held up in Seattle. How did you get away? It seems like a miracle."

Her smile was wonderful to behold. She had always been great to look at. She
appeared more so now. I loved her soft light hair, her face, and her gentle looks. She and
Frank were one of a kind. I had loved her smile for as long as I had known them.
"Is Frank up here with you?" she asked. The door to the flight deck was open. She
could see it from the stairway. She pointed towards it. "And the children, are they up
there too?"
I shook my head. I was confused, suddenly. What was she talking about?
"Are they not with you?" she asked. Her smile was beginning to fade.
I didn't answer. I couldn't saw a word as if I couldn't speak.
"They must be still downstairs, Jennie," I replied later when I realized that they
might have come with her as I had expected.
Her smile vanished. "Frank and Melanie.... Didn't they join you in Seattle?" She
gave me a blank stare.
I turned my face from her. "In Seattle?" I asked.
"They had waited to be on your flight on the way home. Didn't you know that?"
I closed my eyes hard. I knew I wouldn't be able to bear seeing her reaction. "We
didn't touch down in Seattle, Jennie, there was no time," I said quietly, almost inaudibly,
since I couldn't comprehend what I was really saying, or didn't want to accept the
incomprehensible. "I thought they had come back yesterday," I said after many long
moments had passed in utter confusion. What dawned as tragic reality, couldn't be re real.
I kept pushing the thought away, pushing it back. "Frank had phoned...," I added. I
couldn't say anymore.
She didn't answer. I turned to look at her. There were tears streaming down her
face.
I put my arm around her back, to comfort her, as if the tragedy that now engulfed
us concerned only her and not also myself.
"The children wanted to come home with you," she said through showers of tears.
"It was supposed to be a surprise!"
"Oh, oh my God!" The word 'children' struck me like a blow, and this connected
Melanie. It all came back to mind that they were in Seattle together. Frank had called
from Seattle. He must have stood at the window when I aborted our landing. They all
must have stood there. I embraced Jennie as tight as I could. I felt her tears on my cheeks,
but couldn't find any myself. Oh God! Why couldn't I cry? I was facing this tragedy that
was tearing my life apart, and I couldn't even cry.

"No, no!" I muttered to myself, defending my sanity, "this can't be!" Everyone
gone! Everyone turned to smoke and ashes. It was incomprehensible, but my head told
me that it was so. I had seen the pillars of fire. I remembered Harry's kids. Two miles
away from them Melanie and the children had been waiting for me. I remembered
glancing at the international terminal where we were supposed to have docked. I
remembered seeing people at the observation deck. Had those been our children? I had
been aware of many things as we flew by, though I couldn't comprehend what exactly
was happening.
"We never touched down in Seattle," I repeated. I felt empty inside. I stood there
bewildered. I couldn't grasp what had obviously happened. I even smiled. Not being able
to cry was like crying for joy, but in reverse. At least Jennie could cry.
I felt closer to her in this dreadful bewilderment than I had ever allowed myself to
feel before. I also could sense that we were infinitely distant from one another because of
this great, great loss that overshadowed everything and made everything else seem
meaningless. My hands were holding her. My fingers were touching her back, caressing
her. I had dreamed of holding her like this. Now that the dream had come true a deep gulf
emerged between us. She was Frank's woman, Frank's property. When my touching
became too sensuous, she broke off the embrace. My escape into another dimension was
over; it became blocked before it even stated as it had been for most of my life.

I remembered having a poster in my room when I was a boy. The poster was a
picture of a beautiful tropical beach. I had daydreamed about this beach for years; about
palm trees, soft sand, gentle winds, swimming in warm clear waters. Years later I stood
on such a beach on the island of Lido. The sand stretched as far into the distance as I
could see. The dream had become reality, only the reality was different. The day was hot.
To was July. The sand burned like coals. I had to sprint not to burn my feet, whenever I
wanted to get to the water. Now the situation repeated itself. Jennie was so near, the only
person remaining now in the world that was dear to me, that had always been dear to me,
but the space between us had become an impenetrable barrier. It felt to me as she was
standing at the edge of the surf and I reaching out for her across a beach of hot glowing
coals. I felt her warmth as we embraced, her breast pressing against me. I smelled her
hair, touched her shoulders, but we were world's apart. I let my arms fall away from her.

In time my tears came. Those were bitter tears. Everything I had held dear had been
turned to ashes. And with the tears came, strangely, a feeling that it was somehow
possible to go on.
Jennie and I went back upstairs in our sorrow and sat facing each other in the plush
first class cocktail lounge, trying to come to terms with the unimaginable. We didn't
speak anymore. The silence was interrupted only when Ken called me back to the flight
deck. He also called Harry. I saw Harry respond. I watched him stand up. He went into

the cockpit without saying a word, barely taking note of us. Reluctantly I followed. I
motioned Jennie to come with me. She nodded and wiped the tears from her face.

Chapter 4: Operation Noah
"We are taking seven hundred to Calgary," Ken informed us as we entered the
flight deck.
"Seven hundred?" I repeated.
"Yes," Ken confirmed. "The aircraft can haul 200,000 pounds. If we take no
freight, no baggage, we can carry more than a thousand passengers, if we can squeeze
them in."
"Seven hundred... A thousand... It's all the same to me," I said to Ken as I climbed
into the captain's seat. "If you feel that taking seven hundred is safe, it's all right with
me."
Actually the number startled me. In order to get seven hundred people on board
they would have to be stacked like sardines. I was startled by the idea that this might be
possible. By the same token my pathetic attitude towards this rescue venture startled me
even more. I determined to pull myself together. "Let's take a thousand if you think we
won't exceed the floor loading limits," I told Ken.
Ken nodded, "OK skipper, a thousand it is!" Ken relayed the change through to the
tower and to the boarding gate. After he conferred with Harry, he turned to me once more
and added; "This may be the first flight of the largest airlift the world has ever seen."
As I said this, I noticed Harry becoming interested in what Ken and I had to say.
Ken told us that the Government of Canada had received offers of assistance from
all over the world. "A thousand planes will be involved. Vancouver must be evacuated
within ten hours, before the fallout becomes critical." He began to grin and almost
whispered, "I hope you gentlemen don't mind that I volunteered our services."
"That's quite all right, Ken," I said to him.
It didn't seem important to me from this point on what happened to me. Besides, I
couldn't get anyway from this plane anyway. With people streaming in, there would be
no way open to get out. And if I did, where would I go?
"We'll do this together," I said. I was fully prepared to go on flying until I dropped
dead. That's as much as I cared about myself. I could understand Harry now. I told him
so.
Harry nodded in agreement about flying together.
The tumult of loading passengers had started at this point. Someone with a loud
voice directed the people to squeeze together. While this happened, I noticed that we
were also taking on fuel. Ken was in control of everything. I was glad that one of us had a

clear head still for the necessary administrative thinking. Harry was slowly coming
around. I heard him telling Ken not to skimp on the fuel. "Give us a 20% buffer, even if
that put us over the landing weight limit" he demanded.
Wondering about how many people we would eventually take, I felt more and more
satisfied that flying an airplane at this time, was the best thing anyone could do to devote
the rest of his life to. I reasoned that our life probably wouldn't last long anyway once the
nuclear conflict got into full swing.
At this point my thoughts went back to Melanie and the children. I pictured them
waiting for us, cheering among themselves as our giant aircraft approached in the
distance, but only to see me pull the wheels up and never touch the runway, disappearing
in the distance in a trail of black smoke while the broadcast started to tell its gruesome
story. I couldn't get this scene out of my mind.
I trained my thoughts onto Jennie. I had directed her to the spare seat behind me. It
hurt that now the only person that I had left, which I felt very close to, seemed so far
away. That tragedy had created yet one more barrier. I puzzled over this problem until I
felt the plane moving again. Harry had the controls. I motioned him to carry on.
"What is our flight number?" he asked, as he was about to call the tower.
Ken didn't know.
I shrugged my shoulders. "We certainly aren't United 023 anymore," I said. "United
Airlines may have ceased to exist. Just tell them the 747 is ready," I said to Ken, "They'll
understand."
Harry nodded, and started to call.
"Wait," I demanded, "I've got it! Tell them 'Operation Noah' is ready and
requesting clearance for takeoff!"
"Operation Noah?" Harry repeated. He made a face like a kid rejecting its porridge.
"I like it!" Ken came to my rescue. "It has a ring to it. Let's stick with that."
"Let's make it official," I added. I called the tower myself, and then switched the
PA system on. "Friends, as your captain, let me welcome you to the first flight of
Operation Noah. The flight that you are on marks the beginning of what will become the
largest airlift in history. Some of you may have lost a great deal today, homes, friends,
and family. What I personally have lost, cannot be measured. But I am alive, thank God,
and so are you. To keep things that way, a thousand aircraft have been offered to Canada
to evacuate every citizen of Vancouver and Victoria before the fallout reaches critical
levels. This kind of commitment means only one thing, that the world is rooting for us,
that we are held dear in the hearts of mankind at this hour." I turned the intercom off and
leaned back.

"That was a fine speech," Harry approved, as we became airborne.
"A fine theory anyway," I added. "I needed to say something positive, something
that would get myself out of the rut."
"Well, did it work?"
"Not quite, Harry. Not quite."
"Maybe in time, it will."
"Yes, maybe," I replied.
"Anyway, your speech was perfectly timed," said Ken as we came through the
overcast. The passengers now came face to face with the mushroom clouds.
I left the flight deck to check on the passengers. As soon as I opened the door, it
became obvious that Ken was mistaken about the seven hundred passengers he felt we
could carry. We must have had far more than a thousand persons on board, many of them
children. Every square-inch of floor space was occupied. People were standing in the
aisles, in the galleys, wherever one could sit, crouch, or squat. Even the stairway was
occupied. It was almost impossible to get down to the main cabins. The luggage racks, as
far as I could tell, accommodated most of the children. I saw people climb over other
people's seats to reach the toilets. Most people had someone sitting on their lap, and this
in those cramped spaces. To my surprise, I noticed Jennie in the crowd holding a bag of
diapers in her hand. She was helping a woman with three tiny babies. It felt good to see
her somewhat happier again and occupied.
The mood, in general, was one of despair, confusion, anger, hope, and gratitude, all
mixed into one. I saw an old man who could not remember why he was there. He called
for his wife, but no one answered. Some people cried while they looked out the window.
Some swore at the Russians. In the rear cabin, most remarkably, undisturbed by the
commotion, a group of youngsters were playing a card game. Maybe they have the best
idea, I thought.

The weather was perfect in Calgary. We encountered no storms, no crosswinds,
and no overcast. It was a rare, perfect day! The landing was equally perfect, thank God.
We seemed to be dangerously overloaded. I could hardly feel the wheels touch the
runway, so gently did I get us down. While we taxied to the gate I stressed the need for a
quick and orderly disembarking. The 'passengers' complied so well that the plane was
empty before we had finished refueling. Five minutes later we were in the air again,
going back.
This time we flew directly toward the clouds that consisted entirely of white fiery
smoke. The clouds were visible at a great distance. Their mushroom shapes had
disappeared. The tops of the larger ones had joined to form a horizontal shelf supported

by several pillars. Near the ground the picture was equally frightening. Layers of smoke
extended from the base of these clouds, spreading like fingers over the surrounding area.
Harry shuddered.
The silence on board was interrupted when the call came from Calgary tower,
requesting us to service Abbotsford. "Vancouver has become unusable because of violent
wind currents, some in excess of two-hundred knots," said the tower.
Harry and I were both familiar with Abbotsford airport. It was well known to both
of us, as to everyone in the region, for its annual air show. Also, it served as an
emergency backup for the Vancouver International Airport. We both knew it consisted of
nothing but a big runway surrounded by fields with a few small buildings on one side. It
offered no ground support, no security services, and no large-scale boarding facilities.
We would be on our own in a wasteland of panic. Without saying a word Harry executed
the required course correction and initiated our descent into the smoke filled Fraser
Valley.
From a technical standpoint, I knew we could service Abbotsford. The runway was
long enough. We certainly didn't need any special facilities. We required nothing, not
even fuel. We had been refueled for a full round trip. The lack of security bothered me.
The prospects of having no one to back us up were frightening.
Harry shook his head as we approached. "The runway's down in there," he said,
pointing to a bank of dense smoke that lay over the Fraser River valley and the
surrounding hills. Carefully we descended through layers and layers of smoke, fog, and
muck, into a valley with a low ceiling over dark haze. A faint line of lights appeared
beneath us, the headlights of countless cars. Their trail marked out the highway into the
mountains, the same mountains we had seen from above, being also covered with smoke
from the mushroom clouds.
Looking at the endless string of cars, I wondered how soon all the gas stations
would be pumped dry and the traffic become stalled, turning that desperate escape into a
trap. It seemed impossible for anyone to reverse direction in such an armada of cars.
The people at the airfield appeared to have realized the hopelessness of driving to
safety. They had turned to the only other escape there was open in the valley. The fields
surrounding the runways were littered with cars, and the airfield itself was crawling with
people, so such so, that we had to abort the first landing approach and come around for a
second attempt. Even then, we had barely slowed and entered the taxiway when they
came at us with ladders. Who knows where they got them from? We were forced to stop
hard in order not to run anyone down.
Harry and Ken, both volunteered to man the door, and of course the telephone. We
needed to be in constant communication in order to end the loading once the plane was
full and before a riot broke out. Jennie stayed with me at the flight deck. She manned the
PA phone, telling people to double up on each seat and stow the children in the luggage
racks. I also needed her to watch the proceedings on the ground while I remained in the

cockpit monitoring the engines. She said it was a marvel the ladders didn't break and that
no one got sucked into the engines. I didn't dare turn the engines off. We had to be able to
roll at a moment's notice, whereby to stop the loading when the plane was full. We
couldn't exceed the floor-loading limit, although that seemed not likely to happen if our
last run was an indication. Our biggest problem would be to persuade those fighting for
their life to voluntarily remove the ladders. Would they comply and step back without me
somehow having to force the issue? The image of the burning DC10 at Vancouver was
still vividly in my mind.
I stood up in my seat, telephone in hand, looking at the sea of humanity. They were
desperate to get out. Some had a chance now. But was there any hope for humanity as a
whole? How long would it be before the whole Earth was a burnt out cinder? Would they
really be safer where we would take them? Would anyone be safe? Still, taking them out
this hell was the only imperative for now that ruled the day, and the only human gesture
we could extend to them in this grossly inhuman place that our world had become.
It was clear that they could force their way into the airplane much more easily than
we could stop them. The initiative to end the boarding had to come from the people
themselves. This seemed unlikely to happen.
"Is the plane full yet?" I asked Harry.
"No, maybe another hundred."
"A hundred is nothing," I called back and increased the speed of the engines, to
signal the crowd to back off. Since the doors couldn't be closed with the ladders still in
place, and I couldn't see us pushing the ladders over with people still hanging on them, I
did the only thing that made any sense at all. I put on power, making a racket. But it was
to no avail. So, I increased the speed of the engines again.
I stood up, opened the flight deck hatch, and watched the proceedings. The
increased noise still didn't deter them. When Harry's call came to stop the boarding, the
only solution I could think of was to increase the speed of the engines still more. This
time I remained seated. With the breaks full on, I increased power again.
The noise of the engines, which must have been painful before, should now have
become unbearable. The shrill shriek of the blades, the bearings, the thunder of the
exhaust, all merged into a thundering scream of frightening intensity.
I called to Jennie.
"They're still on the ladders," Jennie informed me.
I increased the power again to 25% below the red line. The drone became
deafening, even in the cockpit it became loud now. I could see from the flight deck
window that some people had backed off now. But the ladders were still in place and the
people still held on. Struggling to get on board, they pushed and yelled while those inside
moved deeper into the plane.

My heart went out to them. The people were fighting for their life, but so were we
now.
"We're too full! Do something!" Harry shouted into the phone.
"Try to shut the door, then!" I yelled back into the phone. It was hard to understand
anything on the phone anymore.
"I can't!" he shouted back. "I can't get near it!"
Reluctantly I increased power to 90%. All four engine heat gages were already
beyond the red line. Even with the brakes fully secured, it became uncertain at this point
whether I could keep the plane from creeping forward. Rarely is this power level ever
used, not even for takeoffs on short runways. The whole aircraft shook and twisted under
the force of its engines, as if flying amidst a thunderstorm. With the ladders not too stable
on the ground, boarding, now, became a dangerous affair. The engine intakes were also
too close. The suction created turbulence at this power-level that could pull a hat of a
person.
Fortunately, sanity prevailed. The people responded.
The moment the last person had stepped off; the ladders were taken away. "All
secured! Doors are closed! Go!" Harry called.
I throttled down and leaned back into my seat. Sweat poured down my face as I
carefully let the brakes go. How good it felt to get rolling again! Minutes later we were
over the runway, facing a dark gray sky. We climbed sluggishly with the throttles wide
open, leaving the desperation behind that still ruled on the ground and would for a long
time to come. Thank God, we had won!

Calgary was only a transfer center, a stop on their journey. Trains and busses would
take the people further east. But this was also to change. As we landed, the word came
down that we had flown our last flight to this city as the area had become endangered,
itself. Its airport would soon be needed for the city's own evacuation. It didn't make much
sense to dump people where they wouldn't be safe, but we didn't have the fuel to go
further.
"They'll be safe for a while," said Harry. "The others on the coast need us far
more."
Before we left, a decision had been handed down to divert all available long-range
aircraft to more distant destinations. For us, this meant flying to Hawaii. We were
refueled one last time, and sent to Victoria enroute to Honolulu. Because fuel was already
scarce at the capital, we were fueled up for the entire trip. The tower cautioned us that
much of Victoria is on fire, "but the airport is still safe, and boys, flying to Honolulu will
compensate for that, lucky you," the man at the tower remarked.

"What do you think that 'lucky' is supposed to mean?" asked Harry.
I shrugged my shoulders. "Victoria couldn't be worse!"
"Worse than it was at Abbotsford? Not likely!" said Ken.

When saying good-bye to Calgary, possibly forever, I felt the urge to get my
captain's hat out and put it on, as if it were to salute the great city of Canada's oil patch
that was, like Vancouver, destined to become a ghost town. Harry looked at me and
shook his head. He must have thought I was crazy.
"Let's do a better job this time," he said after we were back at 30,000 feet. He never
explained what he thought we had done wrong in the first place, nor did I feel like
probing for it. So we left it at that. I think the strain was getting the better of us all.
Considering everything that had happened, it was a marvel we were able to cope at all.
As we crossed the Rocky Mountains Jennie came to mind. I remarked to Harry that
she had been most helpful throughout our trips.
"Why don't you go down to her," answered Ken. "Go, and spend a little time with
your friend. The way you've been looking out for her ever since she came on board, I
would say...."
"She's his best friend's wife," interrupted Harry.
I nodded to Ken, and left the flight deck. Harry was at the controls anyway.

I found Jennie at the lower First Class cabin. She was searching the lockers for
food. She had some coffee brewing. Fortunately, she hadn't noticed me. Tears stood in
her eyes. These were hard times for all of us.
Uncertain as to what I should do or say, I leaned against the wall of the aircraft and
was content just to watch her.
My thoughts went back to the time when Frank first introduced me to her in his
camper on the summit of Milner Pass. Her face seemed to sparkle with a rare inner joy. I
was captivated by it. I had been in love with her from this first moment on. She
impressed me as someone quite special, although I could never really define what made
me feel that way. I thought it was her eyes, perhaps, or her voice. Her voice was lovely
and clear. She spoke with a vitality that was hard to ignore, and a smile that was had to
forget. I will never forget her gesture when she invited me to stay for lunch. There was
something profoundly gentle and inviting about her.

After lunch at the camper we talked and then went for a short hike together. When
we returned it was tea time. I was given the privilege of viewing their photography work.
Jennie's work consisted mostly of studies of people - at work, on the farm, hiking,
playing, attending school, and riding the bus. Those pictures portrayed a rare sense of
humanity and a humor that never degrades its subjects, but shows a deep compassion.
The picture of a workman caught my eye. He was kneeling on a sidewalk,
apparently in the process of reaching into a manhole when the back of his pants had come
apart. He smiled as he tried to cover the rent. Another picture portrayed a small girl,
running as fast as she could against the background of the gold colored glass-facade of an
office building. "Can you see the wonderful strength that radiates from this fragile
looking girl?" Jennie asked, "and how it contrasts against the hidden fragility of the
magnanimous, represented by this glittering front?" Then she added that the picture was
taken a week before the corporation that owned the building had gone into receivership.
Jennie's work impressed me also in other ways. It was similar in a way to the work
Melanie did as a print-maker and sculptor. They both transformed abstract ideas and
feelings into concrete shapes.
Frank's pictures, on the other hand, were quite different, photos of mountains,
happy companions, of tiny wild flowers growing in patches of earth between rocks. One
photo looked straight down, on a wide alpine valley, partly filled with a layer of fog. The
scene was framed on two sides by Frank's climbing boots dangling over the void.
"Which do you treasure most?" I asked him. "The exciting ones?"
He nodded. "Yes, those at first. But one grows up, you know. After one has
conquered again and again, and still longs for more, one finds a new way to win. With
this comes a new series of pictures."

I looked up at Jennie. How little all this mattered now!

It was several hours past midnight when Frank and Jennie had accompanied me
back to my car, two miles below the summit. We walked quietly, arm in arm, in the
moonlight.
Naturally, I drove them back to their camper before I set out for home on a long,
lonely drive after a most exiting day. The mountains across the valley stood ominous in
the dark; huge imposing, monolithic shapes from an alien world, created by a civilization
of giants, so it seemed. They stood tall and cold and ominous against the moonlit sky.
There was no color in them, no richness of detail, only gray against black. Everything
was as gray and dim as the moonlight itself.

In some respects, this somber scene was reminiscent of the way my marriage had
become. What had happened to the fine texture and colorful detail, the noonday
landscape? How much of it had been allowed to fade? I thought of Melanie's devotion,
her caring, her smiles, and her achievements. I was ashamed of my response to them, as it
had become. Where was the bright intimate glow that should be touching us?
Getting back to Boulder was a two-hour drive. But the drive didn't mark an end to
this new friendship that was sparked on the mountain. Rather, it marked a beginning. As I
was driving home through the lower parts of the mountains, a series of yellow signs
became illumined in the shine of the headlights. They contrasted brightly against the
black of the night, like highway markers. However, those weren't highway markers. They
bore an inscription that made me shudder as I read it. "Posted, Private Property,
Trespassers will be prosecuted."
A week later I remembered the signs again when Frank and Jennie stopped by on
their way home. I swore to myself that there would be no such signs posted between us. I
made a special effort to assure that the opposite would be the case. I invited them back to
us as often as it was practical, and we were consequently invited by them in return. Out
of this beginning, that started oddly with a protest, a long series of visits evolved that
added a bright new dimension to all our lives. As for Melanie and I, being touched now
and then by our friend's gentleness and excitement with living, brought back a certain
color into our marriage and some of the fine details that for a period had become lost.

Now this association seemed to be broken. Both of our families were evidently
dead, unless...! Unless, they had managed to get away from Seattle on a plane!
Hurrah, that was it! That's what must have happened! What an idea! What
possibilities! Immediately I made myself known to Jennie.
"Have you ever thought that Frank and Melanie might have gotten onto a different
plane and escaped the holocaust?" I said to her softly. "They were all waiting for me right
at the airport, were they not?" I stepped closer towards her in the brightly-lit galley.
She began to smile at the thought. "Excuse me for crying," she said and looked
away. "I was thinking about Frank and the children, I couldn't quite accept that they
should be dead. I couldn't feel it. You may be right that they could have gotten away. Do
you think it is possible?"
I nodded. "It is reasonable to assume that they found space on one of the aircraft
that I saw standing around. Surely, some of the aircraft must have been fueled up and
able to get away. After all, they had the same fifteen minutes warning that we had! Ten
minutes should have been enough to get safely away, and five minutes to board them!"
Jennie's face lit up. "Maybe it wasn't quite as frantic there as it was in Vancouver."

With that thought her lovely smile came back. I began to dry the tears off her face,
with a napkin. Jennie was familiar with SEATAC's satellite terminals that are well spaced
out and usually less crowded. With them being cut off from the main complex via the
subway link, there might have been less panic with fewer people around. I suggested that
it might have been easy for them to get away, certainly in comparison to what we have
seen. "They might have simply walked on an aircraft. There were several aircraft docked.
Some might have been ready for takeoff!"
As I spoke, tears came into her eyes again. "I should have thought of that myself,
Paul. That sounds totally possible. How foolish of me to lose hope so quickly!"
She put her arms around me.
"Go on and cry, Jennie," I said to myself.
I began to cry myself moments later. Those were the first tears that came, tears of
joy, and her embrace of me felt wonderful.
Our embrace lasted for a long time, and with it a new feeling emerged that I hadn't
felt for her for a long time. We had been alone together on occasions, but never like this.
She had become more than a friend to me, suddenly. She was a woman struggling with
this chaos as I was. I had always admired her as a woman, even while I had loved her as a
friend. Now everything was different. The boundaries became blurred. The woman
became to the foreground. Our embrace ended with a kiss. We smiled at each other, but
in a different way as before. It seemed that we had become drawn closer to one another
by the power on that great joy that now enveloped us, born by a bright hope.
"Just look at yourself," she said gently when our kiss ended. "If you go on crying
like this you might ruin your uniform!" She took a paper-napkin from the tray and
proceeded to wipe the tears off my face that I hadn't even been aware off.

The flight to Victoria was a short one. When the engines slowed, I excused myself
and headed back to the flight deck. Harry looked at me. "It's about time!" he grumbled.
I sat down. In my mind, I was still with Jennie. "I didn't stay away that long!" I said
casually.
"That's not what I meant!" Harry came back, short, sharp.
His manner shocked me. "Then what?" I asked, still puzzled by it all. There wasn't
an emergency. He was well able to fly the plane by himself. "What's eating you, Harry?"
"Must I spell it out. Jennie is your best friend's wife!"
"Yes!" I said. "So what's the fuss about?"

"Is that how you show respect?"
I sat back, flabbergasted. What happened to him? I looked at Ken. "Nothing
happened between Jennie and I," I said to Ken. "We just realized that our families might
have had a chance to get away from Seattle in time. They had been waiting for me there.
They couldn't have been in a more ideal place for getting away." Suddenly I coughed and
stopped. "Forgive me," I added quietly.
"You better calm yourself," Ken said to Harry. "You've been through so much!"
"Calm myself!" Harry replied to Ken. "Look who is speaking, the womanizer!
You're worse than he is. I have eyes. I've seen you lots of times with girls of every
description, dozens of them, a different one in every city: stewardesses, waitresses, office
girls. The way you're carrying on is...!" He searched for words.
"Oh my God," I said to myself, "if this is a delayed response, this madness could
grip me, too." I determined that it wouldn't.
Ken defended himself. "Pull yourself together, Harry," he said calmly.
"Why should I? You disgust me," Harry came back, "no decent man goes out with
other people's women!"
"Why the hell not, Harry!" Ken raised his voice at him.
"Because it sickening, chasing after every skirt that crosses your way!"
"Oh, is that so? Let me tell you what is sickening! Segregation is sickening. The
way you flaunted your wife, that is sickening!" Ken blew up at him. "People are not
property that you own like a car. You speak of your wife like she was some piece of
property, your most precious possession. It's you who's disgusting. Half the guys in the
company have been invited to met the great Harry Salinger’s gorgeous blond wife, 'with
the best figure you ever laid your eyes on.' Isn't that so, Harry? That is disgusting. I never
said this before. I let it be. In fact, the whole damn stinking society that we've become
disgusts me; a bunch of slave owners that isolate their woman. It is a wonder they don't
use branding irons on them!"
The conversation stopped abruptly when the flight deck door opened.
Jennie entered with a stack of trays. "Your dinner, gentlemen!" she said kindly, and
handed each of us a plate of sandwiches, coffee, juice, and a glass of wine.
I asked her to come closer, and as she did, gave her a kiss. I couldn't help but
glance at Harry out of the corner of an eye, to see his reaction. He looked away and shook
his head.
"We have plenty of time for eating," said Harry moments later as he arranged the
cutlery on his tray. He spoke in the nicest manner suddenly as if the previous moments

hadn't happened. He explained that we had been rerouted to come in from the North. The
best approach was from the North, because of the smoke from the fires.
Eating that fine food, mere leftovers that Jennie had found in the First Class freezer
locker, created a strange feeling. Here we were, dining like kings, drinking wine and
freshly brewed coffee, descending toward a burning city that we knew was absolute hell.
It didn't seem right for us to even have a meal.
The tower asked us to slow our approach. We were number seven in line.
When Jennie left the flight deck to put the dishes away, Harry apologized quickly.
The landing itself was routine. From there on, however, it wasn't. It was as though
we had ventured into a dragon's lair. A powerful, disorganized frenzy possessed
everyone. We were at the mercy of the beast, the tower. Safety was no concern. Who
cared about trivialities like that? Survival was the game! This game applied to airplanes
as it did to people. We were fast learners to realize that. Since there was obviously no
room anywhere, we were assigned a small spot on a grassy field beside the runway, a soft
boggy patch. It was risky to stop rolling. I protested and went back onto the paved area
that was terribly clogged with planes loading passengers and fuel. By some miracle I
squeezed our giant crate into line. I was surprised also, to see a tank truck race across the
runway, to meet us.
"Operation Noah, we'll top you off!" the tower called. Who knows how he
managed to guide the tank truck to us? There wasn't much fuel needed. Then came the
dangerous part, the passengers. They came in a long string of busses that appeared out of
nowhere over a field.
We got twelve busloads, seven hundred all told, and twenty-five boxes of food to
feed them. The whole loading process proceeded like a finely executed military
operation. In seven minutes the doors were closed, and one minute later we were lining
up for the runway.
During the loading shots could be heard in the distance, but no one regarded them.
It didn't even strike me until we had time to think, how desperate the situation must have
become that people would start shooting at one another in times like these.
"I think the people in this city are the lucky ones," I said to Ken. "They stand a
chance to be all rescued. In the moment of this deep crisis the world appears to be
responsive to the human need and will do all it can to meet the emergency."
"This won't last," said Harry. "In a day the airports will be out of fuel. When the
fallout comes down on the East Coast, there won't be an airlift operating to rescue
anybody. Nothing happens without fuel, and the fuel cannot be produced without a
functioning economy. People won't go to work when they are scared for their life. Nor
will there be food when the transportation and distribution system breaks down. More
people will likely die in the chaos of the economic disintegration than will die of
radiation related causes."

Ken muttered something about Harry being mad. Eventually though, he agreed,
wondering if there was enough fuel in Honolulu to sustain the airlift for more than a day.

Honolulu was a different world altogether. This became evident before we even
saw the islands. There was order on the islands, politeness, and concern. We were the
first of the great airlift to reach Honolulu. Low clouds concealed the islands as we began
our descent. The air traffic control center reported showers and gusts, advised on
breaking conditions. The runway was ours, we were told. We had priority over everyone.
No wait was imposed. This was VIP treatment. The weather was insignificant, compared
to the nature of the operation. Gusts or no gusts, we were coming in. We were heavy, but
not too heavy.
As we disembarked we were welcomed as honored guests. They were obviously
aware that the nature of this airlift was such, that it would soon touch the lives of nearly
everyone on the island. Still they opened their doors in a magnificent welcome. In a way,
I realized, it had already touched everyone.
An appeal for accommodation and volunteer help had gone out. It had met with a
strong response. Banners were strung across the halls on the arrivals level. "Welcome
operation Noah," they read. The Salvation Army was present with food counters that
resembled World War II field kitchens, dispensing soup from boiling vats, and hot
chocolate, coffee, milk, tea, and sandwiches. Service clubs had set up other tables.
Numerous organizations eager to help meet the most urgent needs of the flood of
refugees were present, and it seemed that more were expected. Church and social groups
offered assistance for those who required special care. The National Guard was also on
hand to provide transportation to hotels and homes.
I wondered if this great urge to help was not in effect a celebration of a growing
awareness that the nuclear war had remained limited to just a single missile, a fact that
must have seemed most unlikely at first, something that we hadn't had time to
contemplate before.

The same warm reception we got on the ground, had previously been extended to
us in the air. "Welcome to Hawaii, Noah One," the tower had greeted us as soon as we
signed on. We were given VIP treatment in every respect but one. "Could you fly another
mission?" the tower practically requested in the first sentence. "We've got no replacement
crew yet, and as you know, the situation is critical back on the mainland."
We all knew that this was the understatement of the year. It was no doubt getting
more desperate by the hour. How could we refuse?
Harry tried. "Look man, we've been seventeen hours in the air," he called back.
"Don't you think that's enough?"

"Right," the tower called back. "Normally it would be criminally irresponsible to
send a man on another ten-hour flight after seventeen hours in the air. But nothing is
normal anymore...."
"We'll go!" I called back.
"I'll have some camping cots set up in the upstairs lounge, as sleeping quarters..."
the tower responded.
I knew that I would have gone back even without those arrangements, and Jennie
likewise.

We got off the plane when the mechanics arrived.
As we entered the main hall, Jennie let out a shriek of surprise: "See, your creation
is famous!" She pointed to the banners across the hall.
"Actually I am not proud of it," I replied some minutes later.
"Why not? It's a great idea!"
I told her I had noticed TV reporters among the crowd, probably gathering up
stories of broken families, lost possessions, tales of panic and worse.
"Did you see the TV cameras?" I asked. I pointed one out to her. "That's why I
think it was a stupid idea," I added.
Now and then one could see a camera pointed at the banners as if this
compassionate effort by so many people could be wrapped up under a central theme, like
a motto for a party.
"This isn't a party, or some miraculous dispensation of the grace of God," I said to
Jennie. "This is the loveliest natural thing in the world; people helping people in need. To
make it into something unnatural or miraculous distorts what it really is. It is degrading to
the human spirit!"
She agreed.
Perhaps people didn't see it as some miraculous thing. It was wonderful to witness
the caring; the compassion of those volunteers; to see how it lightened the glum faces that
had emerged from our plane.
We paused near the entrance to the hall. Jennie said that she was hungry. That's
when I spotted the soup kitchens. I also noticed a stocky man with a brightly colored shirt
coming directly toward us. He marched directly towards us, smiling. His shirt was the

brightest I had seen for a long time; it was almost fluorescent. He could only be a tourist,
I thought. I felt that an Islander would never wear a thing like that.
"Howdy!" he greeted us in a loud voice, shaking my hand.
I stood perplexed and returned the greeting.
"Are you the captain of that Noah ship that came in?" he asked.
I hesitated, but couldn't deny it.
"It's mighty nice to make your acquaintance," he said. "I am Peter McTaggert, from
Fort Lauderdale, Florida. My great, great grandparents were rescued by someone like
you," he explained. "I always wanted to meet a person who would do a thing like that.
People like you are rare nowadays!"
I looked at him. Wondering what he was up to, I glanced at Jennie. Jennie shrugged
her shoulders.
"Is there something we can do for you?" I asked.
"What's happening here," he said, "is similar to what happened to them." He
searched for a way to explain himself. "Before my ancestors got married they became the
focal point of a violent family dispute. As I heard their story told, a traveler became
aware of their plight and helped them to get away. Supposedly he bought them passage
on a boat, bound for New Orleans. He even gave them money to live on. I've always been
intrigued to find out what kind of person this man might have been."
"I can assure you, you haven't found this person in us," I replied to McTaggert. "As
you may realize, there was considerable self-interest involved. Where would we have
gone, if we hadn't stayed on the airplane? Flying this air-lift was out of necessity, rather
than by choice."
"And we'll be flying right back in about fifteen minutes," added Jennie, "and
tomorrow we'll do the same again, and many times after that until everyone has been
evacuated."
"And we aren't the only ones," I added mechanically. My heart wasn't in it. Having
reached some degree of safety at last, I was in a good mind just to stay put. In fact, this
was my intention deep down in my thoughts, though I didn't think it would ever happen.
"There will be a thousand flight crews involved when the airlift gets into full swing," I
said to McTaggert.
"...That's a dangerous business, isn't it, because of the radiation?" McTaggert
replied.
"Radiation is the least of the problems," I said. I began telling him about our
experience in Abbotsford, and about the shooting in Victoria; "Sure it's dangerous, but it

is far more dangerous for the people that are left behind who have to worry about
radiation. It's important to get them out as quickly as possible. Actually, it may well be
too late already. Still, we must do everything we can to give them a chance." I had to be
careful not to grin here, not to let on that I really had hoped against hope that it would be
possible for us to stay.
McTaggert, who had been blunt and boisterous before, became quiet now. He
remarked thoughtfully: "It's a strange thing, what is happening here. I have never met
anyone like you people in all my years in business. My business is in Chicago. I buy real
estate when I see a chance for development. Then I bring in the resources, exploit the
need and make a profit. That's how business works. That's how money is made, through
sheer self-interest. Now you're almost telling me that I should be ashamed of the way I've
lived."
"No, No!" replied Jennie. "You mustn't judge yourself so harshly."
"...But I must!" McTaggert replied. "Either I have been wrong all my life, or you
people are crazy, which I don't think you are."
McTaggert hesitated, looking at the floor. "What you are doing goes against the
most basic laws of nature. It's unnatural for one to risk one's life to help others, especially
if you don't even know if it will do any good. And yet, you're telling me it is being done
all over the place..."
We talked several more minutes along these lines. Finally, we excused ourselves.
Jennie said it was time to get back on the plane.
"That means you have another ten more hours to fly," he remarked. "But you look
tired already. And what happens to you after you come back?"
"Oh, we'll find a hole to crawl into," I joked. "Did I tell you that I came from your
home-city this morning, and from Miami before that?" I said to him. "We nearly landed
at SEATAC. We were facing the runway when the holocaust was announced. Luckily we
had enough fuel to get out of there, and get to Vancouver. After that the real flying began
back and forth across the mountains, landing in chaos, amidst gunshots. Yes, it's been a
long day. Eighteen hours in the air, maybe more...."
McTaggert shook his head. He raised his hand, but said nothing. Moments later, he
reached into his upper pocket, brought a bundle of keys out, and slid one of them off the
ring that held them together.
"Here take this!" he said to me. "It's for my flat in an apartment complex on Maui,
called Papakeea. You may be in need of a place to sleep when you get back. I don't have
any need for it now. I would like you to use it. The apartment number is on the key. The
complex is a short way past Lahaina, right at the far end of Kaanapali Beach. You can't
miss it. But don't get the idea that I think you're right," he added. "I am giving you this
key because it is my pleasure to do so, not because I feel I should."

Jennie and I assured him that we appreciated his offer.
I even said that I would gladly pay for the use of it, except I didn't know if the
company I worked for was still in existence.
"No, no, there's nothing to pay," he insisted. "With what's happening these days,
money isn't worth anything anyway." He shook our hands, saying good-bye, and left
quickly.

We went to the sandwich counter for something to eat, and walked back to the
plane. I didn't know how to tell Jennie that we shouldn't go back. I checked my watch.
We were five minutes overdue already. They probably locked the doors already or had
left. I hoped they would have, then I wouldn't have to explain. But the doors were still
open. I heard the engines wind up. I knew Harry couldn't fly this mission by himself. I
also knew that it had to be flown. How then is a person to react? I just couldn't turn my
back at him. Staying behind in paradise was a dream that would never be, a wonderful
dream, but nothing more than that. I put the key in my wallet.
"What the hack," I said to Jennie as I stepped aboard with her, our sandwiches still
in hand. She stared at me questioningly, as I locked the cabin door behind us. She might
have been wondering what this, 'what the hack,' was all about. I didn't let on. I reached
for the phone and called Harry up on the flight deck. "Let's roll Harry!"
We both went upstairs. Jennie said nothing and started to smile again. I could hear
the engines accelerate to get us rolling. I shared my sandwiches that I had collected. So
did Jennie. The sharing was more a nice gesture than a necessity. "We've got boxes and
boxes full of food," said Harry, grinning. "There is enough here to feet eight hundred."

"Noah Heavy, you've got the runway," the tower called back.
"All right, here we come," Harry exclaimed. Within seconds we thundered once
more over the concrete and out over the sea.
"Good luck Noah!" the tower signed off.

The return flight was our sleeping and dining cruise. First we ate our sandwiches,
then some of the buns and biscuits out of the food boxes. We hadn't reached cruising
altitude when the flight deck became suddenly rather empty. We had agreed among us
that Harry, Jennie and Ken should sleep first. I would have my turn at sleeping on the
way back to Hawaii.

It soon became apparent that this was a bad decision. I should have asked for
someone to stay with me. It was hard to stay awake in this lonely dark world of the
cockpit with no one around. The soft whine of the engines, the hiss of the airflow over
the hull, the occasional clank of a storage compartment door left open, were the only
sounds to be heard.
At first I gave myself to star watching, for something to do. The aircraft flew more
accurately by itself, under computer control. Still, I couldn't dare fall asleep. The pilot's
job is to handle emergency situations. Harry had specifically warned me about the risks
of falling asleep. It had happened to him once when his captain was off the deck for
dinner and the altitude control system malfunctioned. He nearly executed four hundred
people while sleeping.
As it was, far more fearful feelings came over me, than those about falling asleep.
As I looked out into the dark star-filled sky, I became afraid for humanity. As if the clock
had moved forward and the war had sequenced on, our plane suddenly appeared in my
mind like it was the last outpost of a dying species seeking refuge at the edge of its
poisoned world. The thought shocked me. Frightening images crept into the mind in the
dark. For all I knew, these images could have already become reality. Our destination
cities might lie in ashes when we arrived, with no place for us to land. Our 'ark' might be
cradling the last remnant of the civilization that had once created it. And that too, I
realized, might last only another six hours until the fuel ran out and this final flicker of a
once proud civilization would end. I also realized that the autopilot would than need
constant adjusting to bypass the dead cities. But adjust it to what? That's when I awoke.

The Earth was dark below us as we were halfway the coast. Clouds covered the
sea. A high overcast at 40,000 feet shielded the stars and the mushroom clouds were still
far from our sight.
In order to hold back more of those gloomy dreams, I resorted to singing. A most
unprofessional Hallelujah, Hallelujah, according to Handel's famous chorus, filled the
flight deck. But this didn't do much good either. Consequently, I went downstairs and
brewed myself a pot of coffee and drank it black, then went for a walk through the dark
aircraft, my cup in my hand, and brought the rest of the coffee back to the 'bridge.' Here I
invented a game of checking and re-checked the navigation systems.
I went downstairs twice more, once more for a walk, and once for something to eat.
The main cabins were in a terrible state, as filthy as a cattle car, but, surprisingly, they
didn't stink. There had been no time anywhere, for a cleanup.
The long flight ended with an automatic descent initiated by the flight control
system. The engines were throttled back. The nose dipped ever so slightly. Giant glowing
pillars of fire marked the horizon. I quickly woke everyone up.
Harry said that I shouldn't have waited so long. Jennie was surprised that the night
was already over. There was a faint sign of dawn on the northern horizon. I went and

prepared breakfast with more coffee and a lot of re-heated buns and an assortment of jam,
but no butter and no fried eggs. In fact, we were still having breakfast, such as it was,
when I landed the plane.

We were a part of a military style formation of ten aircraft, landing at thirty
seconds intervals. On this run our assignment was to service Vancouver. The chaos didn't
seem to bother me anymore; shots, outcries, confusion, and haste by the control tower,
had become normal business. I no longer expected it any other way. Oh how fast one can
get used to this! The desperation was no less and no more than what we had seen in
Victoria. In some ways the atmosphere was less tense in Vancouver while many more
gunshots could be heard. I even invented a new measurement for chaos, expressed in
gunshots per minute.

We took on eight hundred people from Frank's hometown, were refueled in record
time, and sped down the runway in exactly twelve minutes from touching down. On
takeoff, the tower repeated a routine warning to all flight crews not to mix with the
'passengers.' The fallout had become heavier. "You can't see it, feel it, and smell it," the
tower said, "but it settles on people's clothing and may be deadly. Don't take any
unnecessary chances."

The return trip was my time to sleep. Sleep wasn't easily accomplished, in spite of
being dead-tired. Although this flight was becoming the best organized yet, there was too
little room left in the aircraft for anyone to sleep comfortably. And it was noisy! The First
Class cabin below us had been designated as a nursery. The bar became used as a
changing table, and the upstairs lounge, where I hoped to sleep, served as an emergency
hospital. We appeared to have picked up a section of a hospital ward. I fell asleep,
though, crouched on a seat by a window. A man in great pain needed my camp-cot much
more urgently.
When I woke, the noise had abated. Sunshine filled the cabin. Jennie sat next to me
with a bag of sandwiches and a Styrofoam cup of tea. I gazed down onto the sea below us
while eating breakfast once more.
"Guess where we're heading," said Jennie with a twinkle in her eye.
"Honolulu?" I replied mechanically.
"Guess again!"
"Ah, then it must be Maui," I replied.
"Right on!" she said, "but how did you guess it so quickly!"

"Because that's where Papakeea is," I said with a grin.
"Papakeea what?"
"Our new home; the apartment complex."
"Do you know where it is?"
I shrugged my shoulders and pointed to the horizon. "Somewhere there. We'll find
it. Just wait and see!"
"Oh you!" she said and punched me gently.
Looking down unto the sea it seemed to me that we were coming near to the
islands. The weather had improved. The morning sun had burned off the clouds over the
water. There were some white cumulus 'mountains' scattered across the sky, and one big
gray one in the distance that was producing some rain. We tried a game of matching the
shadows on the sea to the clouds that caused them. Also there were many light patches of
shallow turquoise waters. "That's where the divers must get their corals from," Jennie
observed. She was very close to me now. We both looked through the same small
window while we talked. Still, I didn't dare touch her.
"How long has it been that we have known each other?" I asked her at one point.
"Seven years. Maybe more. Why do you want to know?"
"Because I still remember the day we met, that bright morning in the Colorado
Mountains when Frank introduced me to you. You responded by asking me to stay for
lunch. Your smile felt so warm, I shall always remember it. I've loved you ever since,
you know. Now something is happening again."
"You are different," she replied. "I've always felt comfortable being with you,
knowing that you would keep our relationship at a level that would require no
compromises. But now I'm afraid that what we once meant to each other may be gone,
and be gone forever. Still, I'm not scared."
"Is it wise to keep things the way they were?" I asked. "We both have changed,
Jennie. What has happened has changed us. The world itself has changed! But we are still
human beings and respond to our feelings as we always have. Even if it were possible to
go back to the way we were, I'm not sure that I would want to."
She smiled in reply and said nothing more on the subject.
I pointed to the sea once again where I had spotted a fishing boat. "We must be
close to the islands," I said, and hugged her slightly. I was right. Soon, the windward side
of Maui came into view. It was high time for me to get back to the cockpit. I kissed her
quickly, and hurried to the flight deck.

The warm feeling that this simple kiss generated stayed with me. It felt great! I felt
at this moment as if I could take on the world and win. Indeed, the world had changed,
and I with it.

The tower at Kahuluie cautioned us that our landing would be difficult. The runway
wasn't designed to handle heavy long-range jets, overloaded, sluggish in response and
slow to stop. But that 'small' obstacle didn't disturb me, not in the least. It was merely a
challenge. The weather was ideal. I felt great. I felt as though I could do anything. And I
did. I trimmed the engines just right. I eased the giant crate onto the first fifty feet of
runway without the slightest bounce or undue loading of the runway. At the end I stopped
the thing with room to spare.
It was all done with ease. The passengers must have thought that I did this stunt
twice a day, to have executed it so perfectly; not that anyone was aware that this had been
a dangerous landing. In a way, it was almost a shame that we were getting off now. The
tower had already told us that a new crew stood ready to take over, and that
accommodation had been arranged for us at a small hotel in Hana.
"In Hana!" I exclaimed as we taxied to the ramp. I had always wanted to stay in
Hana, but never managed to do so. I promised Harry and Ken that they would have a
wonderful time there. Then I showed them the key to our own place.
"Lucky you," Harry grinned as we said good-bye to each other.

We were on our own from then on. Luckily, the local airlift committee had a few
rental cars for needy VIPs like us. They said it had been chaotic, even on the islands, but
things were back to normal, except for the flood of refugees coming in.
While we drove away, I told Jennie that it had been a couple of years since my last
visit to the island. Surprisingly, nothing had changed. I said that everything appeared
exactly as I remembered. A wonderful sense of peace flowed from this familiarity.
I had selected the long route, through the center of Wailuku, and from there via a
narrow highway along the base of a mountain range, to the coast. I had fond memories of
this drive. I wasn't disappointed at seeing it again after more than ten years. The
mountaintops had always been shrouded with clouds and they still were. I supposed to
Jennie that they would most likely continue to be that way for a long time after the last of
mankind might be exterminated from the face of the planet.
She just laughed.
Being touched by this timeless familiarity was like a celebration for me. We passed
beneath archways of branches that stretched from both sides across the narrow road lined
with wildflowers. Nothing had changed. Far to the left lay sugar cane fields, stretching

endlessly into the distance. I felt as though I had just come home from a war, to a place of
deep peace.
Driving along the coast, we came into a dry area. Nothing grew there; however, the
sea sparkled beautifully in the sunshine. "Let's stop somewhere along a beach," Jennie
suggested.
I recalled that there had been many beaches along this road. One especially came to
mind, not too far off from where we were. I had loved this particular beach for its
unusually soft sand. Also it was right beside the highway.
We found it ideal. There wasn't another person on the beach with us. Though it was
close to the highway, it was just another one of those quiet and beautifully lonesome
stretches of sand that the islands had long been famous for. Its closeness to the highway
didn't seem to matter. I didn't to us. There was no traffic, anyway. Only the sound of the
surf could be heard, and the wind.
The air was clear, cool, and the sand as soft as I remembered it. With each step our
feet sank two or three inches. Neither of us spoke as we walked along the edge of the
water, wading through the shallow surf. In time some unimportant small talk interrupted
the quiet when one or the other remarked on the lack of seashells or driftwood.

While we walked, I recalled another morning like this, with Melanie and the
children. I closed my eyes for a moment and listened to the surf. Scenes of our holiday
came to mind, of bodysurfing, swimming, snorkeling. It had been a wonderful vacation
for the whole family. Now the beach was empty, with no children's voices shrieking for
excitement when the waves pushed them down. Jennie and I were alone, carrying within
us the agonizing realization of how much had changed in the world. Still it was
wonderful to be at this beach, to be away from smoke and chaos, to see clean water, feel
the fresh moist air, look up into a sky that portrayed not the slightest hint of the pain and
horror that we had become so closely linked with. I couldn't shed the feeling that we
would soon be right in the middle of it again. In this respect, our walk on the beach was a
holiday, too, a holiday of a different sort, from an ugly reality! I vowed that I would savor
this holiday to the utmost. A day in this age of uncertainty might well be like half a
lifetime; and a single experience of living not grasped, like a touch of life lost forever.
With this background in thought, our walk on the beach took on a new meaning.
The sand, the surf, the air, the water, to be able to feel, to be aware of them, all were like
miracles now. I wondered how many thousands of billions of miles a traveler would have
to traverse the far reaches of space to locate other worlds comparable in riches to our
own. I looked at Jennie with total appreciation and smiled as if she were the most
precious miracle in the universe, which indeed, she was. She must have thought that I had
gone 'bonkers' to smile as I did when all the evidence of the world would have one cry.
But how could I not smile at her? She appeared like a jewel to me. In my way of looking
at things, she was a jewel within a jewel of the universe. Her legs looked infinitely soft,

smooth, perfectly formed; her figure graceful, shapely, well proportioned, and her
gestures were always gentle. Of course I realized that beauty was a response rooted in the
beholder, a reflection of values found in the Soul and acknowledged in appreciation.
Here the thought struck me, that from the first moment I met her, my heart had
been filled with such a deep appreciation for her, which went so deep that I had never
dared to admit its wonder to myself, much less proclaim it to others, least of all to her. I
stopped in my tracks and thought about it, all the while watching her. I observed her
every move, wondering if it was possible to re-capture that dizzying feeling that I had felt
when I first fell in love with her, that I had later learned to suppress.
Her image blended well with the silver hue of the water reflecting the bright sky at
the beach. Her hair barely moved in the breeze of the morning. Her breasts appeared so
inviting to touch. But I also knew that I ought not even to think about this level of
appreciation. Discouraged, I let my gaze fall. The crude reality was, that mankind had
become much more segregated than most people would admit to themselves. The
East/West segregation, enforced by nuclear war, appeared almost shallow by comparison
to what happened on the deeper, private level.
Oh boy, I thought, did we ever fool ourselves with vain hopes, believing that we
were close to resolving the nuclear arms crisis! How could we even dream to tackle the
East/West segregation while a much more deeply rooted segregation governed our heart
and soul in our everyday private living?
Deeply discouraged by this realization, I suggested to Jennie that it was time to go
on.

In the car we began to talk about Papakeea. We had to face the situation that we
would be living together. I suggested to her that McTaggert's apartment was probably
much like the one we had during our last holiday. Most of these complexes appeared to
be basically alike. "You will love it," I said to her. "It will be one of those wonderful
places by the sea, surrounded by lawns, palm trees, and small gardens with lily-ponds. It
may even have a few swimming pools, and certainly a Jacuzzi."
The subject got Jennie to ask all sorts of questions. She wanted to know how big
the kitchen would be, and the living room; whether the place might have a dining room or
a dinette, and how many bedrooms and beds we had in our last apartment there.
I answered as best I could. There was only one bedroom in the place we had rented
earlier, but I couldn't remember what it was like.
"If there's just one bed, I'll sleep on the Chesterfield, or we'll buy a camping
mattress or something like that," I said to Jennie at one point. "There are plenty of stores
in Lahaina, where I could get a cot."

"We should stop there anyway," she suggested, "we need to get groceries, tooth
paste, soap, I need a bathing suit and a few other things..."
"Sure," I agreed, "but who knows, maybe the stores aren't open anymore."
It suddenly dawned on me that she would also need a nightgown. If the stores were
still open, I determined that I would buy her one. It would make a lovely surprise present.
With this thought in my mind we came to Lahaina.
Some places were closed, as we suspected, but most were open. There was
commotion, here and there. People were milling about in the streets, some debating the
war. We heard talk about Russia taking us over, which someone said had already started,
which I denied. However, while listening to their talk, the idea came that it would be wise
to stock up on groceries for more that just a few days, especially the none-perishable
items.
Since I had most of my expense money left over, as it has been hard to spend
money during the seminar, we went on a gigantic shopping spree. We shopped in three
super markets. Surprisingly, groceries were as freely available as at any time before. Also
our money was still accepted without the slightest hesitation, something McTaggert
would have found strange. Luckily we had a car to transport everything.
Afterwards, while Jennie was trying on bathing suits in a store, I slipped out to a
store across the street and purchased a nightgown for her. I hid it in a grocery bag and
gave it to her as a "housewarming present," the moment we entered our apartment. She
seemed pleased. She smiled and remarked on how 'thoughtful' it was of me, emphasizing
the word, thoughtful.
I blushed and gave no reply. We quickly carried our groceries in and stashed them
away into cupboards and closets, and piled the larger items in a corner of the bedroom.
McTaggert's apartment was not a large place. It had a bathroom, a bedroom with
two single beds, and a kitchen/dining-room/living-room combination, nicely appointed. It
was situated on the second floor. I barely noticed that it offered a sweeping view of the
ocean, with palm trees in the foreground swaying in the wind.
"We'll be able to see the sunset from the kitchen table," I said to Jennie as I put the
rest of the groceries away.
She was in the bedroom by then, getting the beds ready for our much-needed sleep.
"There are always beautiful sunsets here," I repeated.
Actually she was right not to answer. Sunsets mattered little at the moment. We had
been on the go for twenty-eight hours, much of it under difficult circumstances. What we
needed more than anything in the world, were a few hours of uninterrupted sleep,
followed by a proper hot dinner and some relaxation before our next sequence of flights

would begin. I was certain that Jennie would want to come back with me, and that we
would remain together no matter what happened.
I kept the windows ajar and the balcony doors wide open for our sleep. It was quiet
outside, except for the sound of the wind in the palm trees. We were far from the road. In
the background, the surf could be heard. The thing I remembered having loved about the
islands, was the gentle breeze of warm moist air that constantly sweeps in from the sea,
and the timeless sound of the surf. I remembered that it had always been easy to fall
asleep in this wonderful, gentle atmosphere. It certainly was so again.

Chapter 5: The Sound of a Bird Woke Me
It was late afternoon. The birds' voices rang shrill and clear over the silence. A
gentle breeze swept through the apartment. Jennie was still sleeping. The air was fresh,
smelling of the sea.
As quietly as I could, I made my way to the kitchen. I had a craving for tea. I put
the kettle on and sat by the table in the living room enjoying the sunshine that came
through the partly drawn curtains. The atmosphere created a warm, peaceful feeling that
underlined the stillness of the hour. The mellow sunshine shimmered in the palm leaves
near the balcony, where a lizard made its way up the brickwork of the building. It moved
effortlessly. It halted once, looked into the room through the window and continued
straight up the wall. Moments later it disappeared. I went onto the balcony to see where it
had gone. I couldn't find it as if it had vanished off the face of the Earth.
In the distance, a sailboat negotiated a turnabout in its play with the wind. On the
grounds below us children were playing, diving into a circular swimming pool, and
splashing each other.
I leaned over the railing to watch them. As I did, I remembered Harry's kids. Seeing
the children at play jolted me. I felt a sudden emptiness. Fiona came to mind. Could I
have seen her at the airport behind the wall of plate-glass if I had known that they were
there? They must have been all there. They must have seen my plane approach. Fiona
might have been told that this was daddy's plane. But they saw me pass them by without
stopping at the most dangerous hour in their life, a mere ten feet over the runway, hardly
a thousand feet from where they stood. We had come so close to meet, but too distant to
touch and too far for a cry to penetrate.
I was glad when the kettle began to simmer. It woke Jennie. When I noticed her,
she stood drowsily in the balcony doorway. She yawned, then joined me at the railing.
She brushed her hair back, looked into the sunshine, squinted, then smiled at me.
"How fortunate she is, to be partly asleep," I thought. She didn't seem tortured by
the thoughts I had just encountered. Hearing the kettle boil I went into the kitchen to
make tea. The kitchen counter was open to the living and dining room area of the
apartment. I could see Jennie perfectly from the kitchen as she stood in the light of the
setting sun. She stepped back after a while, put her hands over her head and leaned
against the frame of the balcony door, still looking out towards the beach. She said she
was glad to see the sunshine.
Seeing her in the thin nightgown that I had bought her aroused a deep, profound
feeling in me that became almost painful. Her silhouette was like a scene from a dream
world in the light of sun touching her. Although she probably wasn't the beauty queen of
the world, to me she was more than that. What I saw was angel, excitingly female,
beautiful to look at. Only once before had I felt anything nearly as powerful as this, when
I first met Melanie. Now this feeling resurfaced again in a new dimension. It pervaded

my being. It fed me with life. It separated the moment from the logical, the familiar, and
the things I had control over. It was insanity in the conventional sense, but it was totally
sane in our new unfolding reality and Jennie was at the center of it.
This response, a response to a greater sanity, seemed to be built into the design of
the human being that thereby becomes transposed into the surreal world where the
conventional is replaced with the wonderful and the inexplicable. A door had been
opened between us by the recognition of a truth that had been stored away in
consciousness to be triggered into life by a greater openness towards reality. With so little
certainty left now in the world, our being together became more profound in its reality.
She was tangibly real. Our being together was real.

I remembered the day when I first met Jennie high up in the Rocky Mountains. She
was coming out of Frank's camper to greet me. I had already felt a bit of that same feeling
then. For one brief fleeting moment something had happened that day that had brightened
the world. Perhaps it was the surprise of the situation that allowed her to respond without
reservation to the innermost design of her as a human being, letting go for that moment
all the traditions of relationships, responsibilities, commitments, obligations, and the
myths surrounding them. There had been magnificence in this moment, a brightness that
made the glaciers appear dull by comparison, and the mountains insignificant. Moments
later when Frank introduced us the formality of it became a call to 'order' that drew the
attention back to the conventional world by which the magic ended. Still, its echo had
lingered in the mind.
Seeing Jennie leaning in the balcony doorway re-kindled still another feeling, one
that I had first felt at the beach after we arrived on the island. It came as a sense of peace
that unfolded by taking a holiday from the so-called real world, setting aside all the
rationality of the ages that has kept mankind 'politely' distant from each other, including
Jennie and I.
I knew that it was not by accident, therefore, that the nightgown, which I had
bought Jennie for a present, had been selected by me for its exquisitely thin fabric that
now appeared almost transparent. I should have looked away from her according to the
rules of politeness, but there was something in the honesty of the moment that didn't
allow this. Also, I had the feeling that I was not the only factor in the equation of this
moment of peace. Humanity played a large role in its unfolding. I realized that I hadn't
designed the nightgown that I had bought. I had merely bought it. It already existed when
I entered the store. It had been created for a purpose, perhaps the same purpose that it
now fulfilled, a purpose that is rooted in the design of our humanity, a design to
acknowledge and respond to what is intrinsically beautiful and good.
Jennie's slender body stood darkly against the sunlit fabric. The sunlit gown suited
her. She looked grander in it, grander than the most beautiful model may ever have
looked, and more exquisite than the most exquisite work of art. How could I not gaze at
her? How could I look away?

Gazing at her was wonderful. Nor did I design the feeling that I felt. I didn't design
humanity. I wanted to touch her, kiss her nipples - right through the fabric if it had to be run my hands over her back, her thighs, her chest. I felt infinitesimally close to her!
I knew that Melanie would never have allowed this, nor would have Jennie herself,
just a day earlier. But now, we lived in another time. Our world had been turned upside
down. We had become a part of another world in which everything that was human had
become immensely more precious.

In the background to this peace and joy, thoughts of doubt resurfaced. I feared that
we would never see Frank or Melanie again. We had bee hoping against hope that they
were still living, somewhere on this earth, we had been building scenarios that they might
have escaped by. But was this just hopeful dreaming? They seemed too far distant, too far
out of reach. And even if they lived, how would we ever find each other again in this
overturning world? I wished them well. I wished them a good life wherever they would
end up if they still lived. I dearly wished that we would see them again, but I wished
more deeply that they would find hope, peace, joy, and happiness until that day would
come. I wished that their world would be one without grief and without pain. I also knew
that I was dreaming again. The world had become too much a caldron of agony for that to
be likely.

I was going to say something to Jennie about this, but I decided not to. I didn't want
to spoil the peace of the moment and its magic 'eternity' that had somehow crowded out
the world we had known too much of, and the ugly reality we had seen. The unfolding
peace had substituted in its place a different reality that I wanted to hold on to. I wanted
this moment to remain. I wanted it to linger for all times.
When Jennie finally turned around and looked at me with a sad smile, which was
so unlike her, the magic was over. But moments later the sadness vanished. Something
was in the air. Did she realize what my thoughts were? She looked at herself, blushed,
and stepped out of the sunshine. She went to the far side of the balcony where there was
shade, and looked down onto the garden.
Strangely, at this moment I became angry with myself. I wanted to join her there. I
longed for her, but couldn't move. Some hero I was! I realized that it was pure delusion
when I imagined that one could simply cast to the wind the great apartheid that had
divided mankind by sex since the most distant ages.
"I need you, Jennie," I heard myself whisper, but whisper was all I could do. Oh,
why must the world of women be shunned out of respect, divided by marriages? Why did
this apartheid exist? I needed more at this moment than it allowed. Mere survival was no
longer enough in this unfolding theater of tragedy. Something had to drive the urge for
survival. Survival should have felt like the most precious privilege in this torn-apart
world, but it didn't suffice any longer. There is more to being alive than mere survival.

Survival didn't seem precious in the face of the constant denial and self-denial that draws
everything down to the lowest denominator. Why couldn't I acknowledge to myself what
I felt deep inside? Why couldn't I tell her about it? I had to laugh at myself. What a
hypocrite I was!
A girl named Vanessa came to mind; a stewardess I had long admired; a black
African girl. She had told me how a friend of her once tried to console her in a time of a
great personal crisis. This friend had said to her, "But Vanessa, I have never regarded you
as a black person!" The girl nearly committed suicide over this blatant denial of the worth
of her identity. And, damn, I was doing the same thing in a different way and couldn't
help myself! I was saying to her, you are a wonderful friend, while I should be saying to
her that I cherished her deeply as a most precious, beautiful woman, a gem from the
treasure chest of our humanity. What on earth was I lying to her for with this act of
silence, and subjection to apartheid? Was I even lying to myself?
Before I could find the answer, Jennie altered the situation. She came in from the
balcony and sat into the living room, on the sofa across the way from me in the kitchen.
There, I could see her clearly again, in her full beauty. "Would you like some tea?" I
asked. I could almost kick myself. That was the least of what my thoughts were centered
on. I poured the tea.
I pulled myself together as I looked for a cup. I promised myself; this time I will be
honest! I started by serving the tea that I had made, and I did in a manner that allowed me
to come close to her. I sat down beside her, almost trembling.
Oh how does one deal with a mythology, like marriage, that has persisted over
countless centuries that shouldn't allow such closeness? I didn't know how. Apparently,
neither did she. Once I had served the tea I feasted my eyes on her, unabashedly. That,
apparently, was all the honesty I could muster. Naturally, it didn't escape her attention.
She responded with a smile, a lovely, gentle smile. She didn't seem to mind that couldn't
help myself, noticing, but neither did she come right out and talk about it. Nor did I.
Thus, the silence continued, but in a more 'gentle' way, now.
Eventually, I became embarrassed by it all and escaped into the kitchen once more.
My excuse, this time, was that I had forgotten the sugar. Of course, I could see her from
there just the same.
Looking at her from a distance was different. Or was it? I had thought, that by
retreating, the situation would become less intense. I was wrong. It remained as beautiful,
as exciting, and as agonizing beyond measure, as it had been when I sat right beside her. I
experienced a paradox in this that I couldn't resolve. There was a deep peace in those
moments that refreshed the soul, but this peace left me exhausted as though I had run a
mile in three minutes.
I filled the sugar bowl, set a small pitcher of milk beside it on a tray, and went back
to her. The sugar bowl was shaped like a coconut. I had found it the night before in a

cupboard. I placed some slices of lemon on a plate beside it. I did everything I could to
avoid what I really wanted to do.
My heart began to pound as I came close to her again. She looked at me with a grin
as if she wanted to comment. Perhaps the grin was in response to the shape of the sugar
bowl. Still, she didn't say a word. God, she was as shy in her way as I was, and I was too
shy to ask what in heavens' name the grin was for.
Eventually, I retreated to a chair at the dining table across the room. I knew deep
within my mind that this wasn't a game. It was an exploration to find whatever had been
lost through centuries of false civility, a search for something that could bridge the
isolation which had kept us apart since the day we met. I feared that pushing too hard
could widen the gulf, and pushing too little would cause the isolation to persist and
perhaps be strengthened.
I suggested to Jennie that I should open the package of pound cake we had bought.
I sliced it carefully, though still watching her out of the corner of an eye. She smiled
when our eyes met. Moments later she got up and came towards the kitchen. She stopped
at the doorway for a minute or two, until I had finished slicing the cake. I arranged the
pieces carefully. Then she grinned at me. I responded with a grin of my own that turned
quickly into a stare as she lifted her nightgown over her shoulder and pulled it off.
"Let's not play games with each other," she said to me as she folded the gown and
leaned back against the doorpost. Let's stop playing games.
I stood petrified, with the plate of cake in my hand, my mouth wide open, stunned.
There she was, like a beautiful dream: naked, honest, inviting, beautiful. The odd thing
was that I still couldn't touch her. I began to reach out, but pulled my hand back. I held
onto the plate of cake and carried it into the living room. I offered her a piece. She
declined. Thank God she declined! I put the cake down. With the deepest honesty that
was within me I put my arm around her and hugged her, gently. "Thanks, Jennie!" was all
I could say.

I let go of her after a long time had passed, so it seemed, and sat on a nearby chair
and kept on looking at her. Oh, why was she so patient with me? Was it compassion? Did
she feel my great need? Or was it love? She felt soft, warm, wonderful, why did I let go
of her? I valued her as a fragile remnant of a fragile world that was fast slipping away. I
was frightened. What a laugh! Me, a veteran of thousands of flights, being frightened?
Yes, I was. I was frightened for both of us. I knew she wasn't a dream, she was tangibly
real, and the chaos in the world was real, too, but the two realities had become exclusive
of one another. I also knew that none of that was cause. The cause was that I loved her.
I beheld her like a delicate butterfly, fluttering through the open balcony door
where she had stood. As I saw her standing before me in the same brilliance, like the
loveliest of all women, bold, free, delicate, infinitely precious, more cherishable than the
most delicate butterfly, I stood up and embraced her again. "I am in love with you,

Jennie," I said. "I always have been." I felt wonderfully alive. We were no longer just
surviving, but living. At least I had begun to life. How absurd the denial of the past now
appeared that I had wallowed in, in my thoughts before for all these years before, and
even earlier, whenever I met another woman, which had blocked from me this wonderful
experience of a boundless unity, of being alive as a human being.
Out of the depth of this re-awakening arose the total acceptance of her, and of
myself too, a total honesty, an acceptance of my own feelings, an acceptance of her as
she was, a feeling of unity unfettered by any myth or fear. On this platform I was finally
able to embrace her fully and without reservation. It was as if we had gained access at last
to a new dimension of reality that we hadn't even been aware of before.
She felt warm. I felt her breasts resting tightly against my chest. She felt wonderful
to touch, soft, smooth, gently outlined. There was no shame in this union anymore, or
tensions to mar it, or guilt, or torment, and no pain in the heart in response to being
honest and free. Neither was there the rage of excitement that might have been associated
with such moments had we stood on lesser platform, like a platform of uncontrollable
passions that drives the human spirit to fill an emptiness with the intensity of rage. There
was no emptiness in my feeling that led up this, that needed to be filled. There was only
love that needed to be acknowledged and allowed to be. The isolation had been
invalidated. Something had been created that was infinitely rich, which would now
remain. "I have been in love from the first moment I saw you," I said quietly.
"I too," she said softly.
We remained for a long time in each other's embrace. It seemed that this moment
would never end. The peace of it was reflected in everything. The lace curtains moved
gently with the wind. The sun stood low, painting the sky a warm orange red.
"What a precious thing our human world is!" said Jennie with a soft smile once we
faced each other again.
"And what a privilege it is to be part of it!" I answered and smiled back at her, "and
to be able to experience its wonders!"
She nodded. "We should never take anything for granted that is so intrinsically
good and beautiful."
"Especially not each other," I added, and kissed her. "What we take for granted we
lose. We must build on what we have achieved. If we don't move ahead and build on
every achievement no matter how slight or profound, we stand still. But life can't stand
still. If we let life stand still, we may be in danger to loose everything."
She smiled at me and pointed to the sunset, which she said was but the prelude to a
new dawn.

I kissed her for this wonderful thought. The silence between us had finally been
broken. For years I had respectfully nurtured 'this' silence. Now we had drawn the
curtains aside.

The sky had turned a dark pink. The palms at the beach stood tall and black against
the richly colored sky. There were no shadows on the lawn any longer. Still, the sand on
the beach glowed as brightly as before.
"Oh, if only we could know where beyond the horizon our children might be," I
said, "and Frank and Melanie!"
She nodded; "I wish I knew what they are doing, if they are well, if they are
happy." Moment later she began to cry. "If only I could see them once more!"
I tried to comfort her. I said that they could be anywhere in the world, in China,
Mexico, Japan, Europe, possibly even in the good old USA. "They might be in Honolulu,
for all we know."
"Wouldn't it be wonderful if we bumped into them in Honolulu on our way back!"
she said smiling again, and wiped a tear off her face.
I had to smile at the thought myself, but then I shook my head: "Don't get your
hopes up too high, Jennie. There's a slim chance of finding them until there are computer
listings compiled to help locate the displaced persons."
"But we are going back, aren't we?" she said.
I nodded; "I can't be at peace with myself in any other way, Jennie. I must go. We
both should go, because our world is a human world and this world needs to be cherished.
This means rescuing of it what can be rescued. The earth without human beings would be
an empty sphere. It would be like a solar system without a sun," I said. "We must protect
our humanity I all aspects and raise it up, because we are a part of this world, and this
world is a part of us. We need it to be alive and the means consciously living, treasuring
life, fighting for it."
"I had hoped you would say something like that," she said and put a finger over my
lips. "You said enough, and you said it more beautifully than I could have. We'll both go
back," she added. "Only let's treat ourselves to a quiet dinner together, before we go back,
if we can. We need to celebrate what we have built here. That's an acknowledgment, too,
isn't it? We need these celebrations."
I replied with a nod and a gentle embrace. "I know just the place," I said. "There is
a great restaurant not far from here. It's a small place and right at the beach. There is a
large tree growing right through the middle of it. We must celebrate our day there! This
would be fitting our first day of really being together. Afterwards, I'll give Honolulu a
call. I promised then that I would call to see what time they need us."

"Why don't you call before we go for dinner?" she said, and kissed me. "While you
call, I will freshen up."
I raised my hand, slightly. I didn't like the idea. But she didn't respond.
"If you call now, we could plan our time better," she said moments later.
Of course she had a point there. Deep down, however, I couldn't shed the feeling
that this was not what I ought to do.
"Maybe, they won't need us," she added.
"Ah, there is little chance for that," I replied.
Without saying another word, she went into the bathroom. Reluctantly, I went to
my flight uniform and got the 800 number of the refugee center from my top pocket. I
kept hoping that I wouldn't get a line through, but I also felt bad about this thought. The
thought was that Honolulu was on another island and might be hard to reach. Still, I took
the phone off its shelf and brought it to the chesterfield near the open balcony door as if I
would be dialing for a long time. I knew I would give it my best in spite of my nagging
reservations, because going back was in both of our thoughts. Skipping out in this hour of
need was not an option.
As I waited for the circuits to create a channel to the operations desk of my airline,
the desperation in Vancouver came to mind and our experience in Abbotsford. Would the
chaos have become worse? It seemed logical that it should have. It might be absolute hell
by now. We had to expect that. Fallout would surely have risen past the critical level. I
was just about to hang up when I finally got through.
"Yes, can I help you?" said a voice.
"Do you still need volunteer pilots for the airlift?" I said. I stuttered out of a hidden
fear when I asked for my airline, hoping in some slight fashion that the voice would
answer, No!
"I'll connect you," said the voice.
I was connected to our Honolulu office. I was told that our company didn't exist
anymore.
"I would like to speak with someone who is in charge of the airlift," I added.
I was passed back to the switchboard, then to security. Someone switched me
through to the control tower. The tower, however, was too busy for anyone to answer the
phone. Eventually I reached someone who had some dealings with what was going on.
"Just come any time you're ready," the man said, "we'll fit you in. The traffic's
unbelievable. It busier than it was during the war. They group them into squadrons before

they land or take off. And this goes on hour after hour. And the crowds we have here, like
you wouldn't believe!"
"Do you know what the situation is like in Vancouver?" I asked.
"Vancouver was terrible to the end! It's closed now. They've got three-hundredmile-an-hour winds that are feeding the firestorms in the South. Vancouver was shut
down an hour ago. At midnight we'll have the last run coming in from there."
"Already?"
"A lot of people have fled to Vancouver Island. We're picking them up through
Alaska. Alaska is one of the few places with enough fuel for an unlimited number of
round trips. It's close enough too, to get to the island and back without refueling. The
problem is, we have to land on a highway. An earthquake has damaged the only large
airport in the north of the island. Can you land a 747 on a highway?"
"On a highway?" I asked.
"Yes on a highway! They took the dividers off a four-lane highway."
"Have we lost any aircraft there?"
"Some. Eleven all told. That's not bad, considering the risks."
"That's terrible."
"Oh, if you want an easy mission, I can pass you through to the East Coast
Operations Center. All our big aircraft will soon be withdrawn. They have plans in place
to evacuate the entire northeastern United States all the way down to St. Louis. The
fallout has already spread as far as Kansas City and is getting more radioactive the farther
East it goes. In two days it will be over New York like the Mt. St. Helens ash-fall had
years ago."
I could well imagine what this meant.
I assured the man that I would much rather service a highway outpost than fly into
the big eastern cities in such a crisis. I told him I would call back as soon as we were
ready to leave.
"Don't hurry too much!" he replied. "I have no plane to give you at the moment, but
I'll put you on the 'Vancouver Island run.' I have a small 747 coming in after midnight
that is suitable for the Alaska run. I have you logged in for around two-AM!"
I said that was great. I had only one more question after that, how to get to
Honolulu from Maui at two in the morning.

"Take the shuttle!" he said. "There is an hourly shuttle between Honolulu and all
the islands to distribute the refugees. Take the midnight shuttle!"
I thanked the man, put the receiver down and called to Jennie.
"They want us!" I called to her.
There was no answer. I knocked on the bathroom door. "Vancouver has already
been shut down. Three-hundred-mile-an-hour winds shut the airport down. Most have
already by evacuated to Vancouver Island by boat."
"Not the entire city! That can't be closed already. That's impossible! That can't be!"
Her voice came through the closed door, strong at first but getting fainter.
"Well, Jennie, that's what the man said. Most of the people have fled to Vancouver
Island. We are going to lift them out from there! Apparently they have converted a
highway into some primitive airport."
"Why don't you come in, Paul?" she interrupted me. "It's no good talking through a
closed door."
I didn't need to hear this invitation twice. She was sitting in the bathtub surrounded
by a sea of foam, with only her head sticking out. What a peaceful sight!
"I feel terrible that I asked you to call," she said. "This mission is troubling you,
isn't it?"
I nodded. "Maybe we shouldn't go. Its tempting to just stay put."
"But if Melanie or Frank were there, and the children, wouldn't we go?" she asked.
"Of course we would. We would do anything to get them out."
"That's why we must go, Paul. That's why we must help, whoever needs our help."
"But not on the East Coast, I made that clear to them!" I said strongly to Jennie, and
then laughed at myself. When I became serious again, I told her about the fallout pattern
and the evacuation plans that the dispatcher had talked about.
"Of course I'm not scared of the fallout," I insisted at the end, "I'm more scared
about the 200 million hand guns that people own, especially in the East. No! I'd rather
take my chances landing on a highway in the remotest part of the wilderness."
I told her about the north end of Vancouver Island. This part of the world was
apparently still free of fallout, but was crawling with over a hundred thousand people
who became stranded there, waiting to be airlifted out. "We're their only hope," I said
firmly; "we must go to them."
She stood up and reached for a towel. She looked rather sad now.

"Hold it! They won't need us until 2.00 AM!" I said. I tried to cheer her.
She began to smile again, and sat down deep into the warm water. Eventually she
sat up and handed me the soap and a brush. "Would you wash my back, please?"

It felt wonderful being there, kneeling beside the bathtub, washing her back gently,
her shoulders, legs, breasts.... The situation didn't seem at all strange or unnatural. It was
peaceful. The disaster seemed so far away in this moment of intimacy that I tried to make
last for as long as I could. Eventually she stood up and invited me to join her.

"Let's go to the bedroom," I broke the silence a long time thereafter.
She shook her head; "Maybe we shouldn't, I haven't any pills, I...."
I interrupted her, "I wish to God that we had enough of a future so that this
mattered! How long will it be until someone hits the button in earnest and retaliates?"
I noticed tears in her eyes again. "Why did you have to say this? Couldn't you keep
the illusions alive by which all those rescue flights have some meaning? There is always
a reason for one to hope. There must be."
"And then what?"
She thought about it for a moment and began to laugh again; "OK, Paul, it still
won't work. I have no pills, nor anything else. If we do come though this alive, and I
know we will, we may have to survive under the most primitive conditions. Becoming
pregnant in times like this might be fatal."
Now I began to laugh, too; "No, I don't want to invade you and get you pregnant. I
want to appreciate you. There are better ways for doing that than getting you pregnant,
don't you think?"
She looked at me astonished after I had stepped out of the tub. She let herself slide
back into the hot water. She didn't even reply right away, but looked at me with a gentle
exploring look.
Actually I was surprised myself, at the language I had used. How vulgar! I told her
I was ashamed of it, but still couldn't think of a better way to say it.
"This means that you are totally serious," she came back.
I nodded slightly.
She shook her head slightly, but then handed me the towel again.

It was cool in the bedroom, refreshing, and comfortably peaceful in the dark
atmosphere. One could see the shadows of the palm leaves projected on the far wall and
the ceiling.
Eventually, and all too soon as it seemed, we dressed. I went outside onto the
balcony, waiting for her there. I watched the gas-torches on the grounds. A breeze had
come up. The giant fans of palm trees were swaying in the wind. The flames flickered. I
wondered what we might have to face when we resumed our mission. Would we be able
to return? Would we be able to stay together? Would we survive the next day, or would
the nuclear fire spread further and destroy everything that is fragile, beautiful, and
human?
When I looked up I noticed Jennie standing beside me. She smiled at me. She said
she was ready now.
"We may not survive this," she said. "But if this is the end, let's end our life as
human beings, helping one another."
I smiled back at her and nodded. Still, in spite of the happiness I felt being with her,
I couldn't shed the feeling that this day might be our last one on the islands, if not our last
day altogether. I didn't dare voice the thought. However, to judge by her lack of
talkativeness, she might have been thinking the same.
I took great care to close all of the windows, took my coat from the rack, stepped
outside and locked the apartment thoroughly, dead bolt and all, as though we wouldn't be
back for many days. This time I decided to be true to my feelings. Perhaps Jennie did,
too, for she suggested that we select the longest possible route to the parking lot, across
the gardens, lawns, along the beach, past both of the swimming pools, the lily pond....
At the lily pond, we stopped to watch the old toads with great interest. Jennie had
to laugh. They obviously believed themselves to be perfectly hidden, while in fact they
were right in plain view near the torchlight. We could actually touch them before they
would notice us and jump away.
It was fun chasing the toads, seeing Jennie laugh again like a child, and holding
hands with her as though we were children, indeed, holding on to each other. By this
playing the heavy mood dissipated. It was as if the New World we had touched upon had
won us over. The Old World lay in flames, everything of value in it had been torn apart.
But out of this chaos and fear a new spark had sprung that lit a fire in us that was new, a
flame-less fire that seemed to be building, a fire that wasn't destructive.
We walked to the car arm in arm. I felt great. For years I had denied myself the
right to be this close to her. I had denied myself what now seemed like one of the most
basic rights of any human being to associate intimately with other human beings. We
ended up embracing each other in full appreciation of our newfound reality, as two
human beings, male and female, bound to one other by nothing more than a commitment

to being alive. And this we were. We were intensely alive. In this fashion we arrived at
the restaurant.
"Oh, what a romantic place this is!" she said excitedly as we entered. She was
delighted with everything about it, the setting, the decor, and the atmosphere. I shared her
feelings. The place was charming, simple, and comfortable. By name it was a steak
house. We had smelled the aroma of roasting steak long before we crossed the street.
Still, Jennie wanted to have something special, something unique to the islands, rather
than steak. Following the waiter's suggestion, we ordered the Mahi Mahi, which simply
means the 'right' fish, the finest fish of the season. It was well prepared, covered with a
delicious dressing, graciously served with a glass of white wine.
We had been seated in a quiet corner, at a table by the seashore. We could see the
surf in the moonlight. The place was dimly lit. Soft music filtered from nearby speakers,
mingled with the sound of the surf. This was exactly the contrast that we needed, a
contrast to a world that we tried so hard not to think about. It was amazing that the
restaurant was still in operation, and that the prices had remained the same as one would
have expected in normal times.

Isolated by hanging baskets of flowers and planters filled with tropical greenery, I
had the feeling that we were totally by ourselves in the restaurant. Perhaps we were. I had
feared that the place would be crowded with angry people, all debating the horrors of a
nuclear war. The opposite was true. Maybe the people were all glued to their TV screens.
In this atmosphere of horror, they probably didn't feel like celebrating their living, not
even that they were still alive. Or perhaps they didn't realize, as we had realized, that they
have a great treasure in themselves that is worth celebrating. We needed this wonderful
intimate supper to celebrate those treasures of our humanity. This celebration also
marked the beginning of a new era for us.

The service at the restaurant was not the greatest. There was only one waiter,
probably the owner. But who cared? Who needs speedy waiters in times like these? We
didn't. The place was an oasis for us, in which there was no talk about war. There was
only music in the air that spoke of love, a flow of gentle melodies for and by a gentle
people, the native Hawaiians.
"We are on a holiday," I said to her. "We are on a holiday of the kind I had
dreamed about at the beach. We are on a holiday of love, filled with the most precious
romance."
She nodded.
We smiled at each other across the table, often in silence. I wanted to tell her how
much I appreciated the privilege of being with her. I wanted to say to her; I love you! I

love you! I love you! But those words were not needed. They would have spoiled
everything. There was no need to tell with words what our eyes said much better.
The gentle silence in these moments was filled with a symphony of
communication, heart to heart, soul to soul. When words intruded the scene, they were
anticlimactic.
"I knew that you have always loved me," she broke the silence. "You have loved
me from the moment we met, as you said earlier. I had seen it in your eyes. You had
loved me as no other man ever did, including Frank. I believe you even loved me in a
way you never loved Melanie, or ever could, because in spite of her loveliness she also
represented a barrier for you against other women. There had never been such a barrier
between us. That made our love richer. I only hope that some day we can dissolve this
barrier that Melanie had given herself to become, so that your embrace in love will be as
rich as ours is."
She paused for a moment. "Except, why had I always felt so embarrassed for loving
you? Why could I never allow myself to acknowledge my love for you openly, and to
acknowledge our love? Would Frank have stood in the way? I always assumed he would
have, without giving him a chance to defend himself against this indictment? I shouldn't
have been that cruel to you and unjust to him."
I tried to answer, but she hushed me. "I don't think an answer can ever be found,"
she said. "It belongs to the past and the past is no more."
While we chose the desert, it struck me that I hadn't realized since we left
Vancouver, how charmingly she was dressed. She wore the same black velvet dress and
jacket that I had seen many times, that blended beautifully with her hair and her
complexion. Perhaps her appearance hadn't had the same meaning before. I was lost for
words, suddenly, to pay proper homage to her. I could only wonder why it had taken me
thirty-six hours to notice what now was so overwhelming. I put together some phrases of
flattery about her fine appearance, but they missed the mark by a long way. I finally
invited her for a dance to the soft music that pervaded the place, a dance between the
courses of our meal.
She began to grin when we sat down and I thanked her most cordially. She replied
to me with that same smile on her face that I had cherished from the moment that I saw
her that day at the summit of Milner Pass. "You're quite handsome yourself, Captain!"
she said in the most romantic tone of voice as we became seated again.
Our dessert consisted of a giant orange, expertly peeled at the table, sliced, served
on a bed of sherbet, and topped with a creamy sweet sauce that I had never tasted before.
Perhaps it tasted so great because of the mood I was in. Perhaps the simplest, sloppiest
pudding might have tasted just like that, as we gently stared at one another. I was glad we
were quite alone in the restaurant. I had experienced something that day that I had never
experienced before, a touch of life that I had virtually forced myself to ignore in the past,
as much as the whole world had done, so it seemed.

"Tell me," I asked her, "what prompted you tonight to take your nightgown off?"
She grinned. "It was necessary! If you could have seen yourself, you wouldn't ask.
You needed it off. But more than you, I needed this done. For most of my life I had hid
beneath my wedding veil. Frank was everything to me, but it wasn't because this union
was the pinnacle of my existence, as I told myself it was, but because there was nothing
else. When the PA system announced in Vancouver that we had only fifteen minutes left
to live, my whole world was suddenly empty. I needed Frank, but Frank wasn't there.
Suddenly the whole airport erupted into a mad scramble. Everybody rushed about to get
on a plane, any plane, to get away! People were crushed to death. Can you imagine what
this was like? Then someone taps you on the shoulder. A stranger stands in front of you
with a yearning to appreciate one final moment to live as a human being. Paul, in those
moments before you die, you don't think anymore, you react by reflexes, you live by
what's deep inside you. I embraced this man, can you believe this. The experience
changed my life!"
I didn't know how to respond. I didn't know whether to shake my head or nod.
"Paul, when it became evident later on, that we were going to survive, Frank came
to mind, and with it a feeling that I had done some great wickedness to Frank. I felt
ashamed for it, but out of the depth of my soul came another message, a deep-seated
protest. What should I be ashamed of? Ones feelings aren't the domain of another. My
feelings are mine, not Frank's! In reacting to them to what flows from the depth of my
soul, how could I possibly hurt Frank, unless he regarded me, indeed, as his property,
which I was sure he never had."
"It felt so good being myself at last," she said. "It overwhelmed me. In this
tumultuous overturning I saw myself no longer as Frank's wife, but as simply me. I saw a
person standing on her own two feet, though still deeply in love with Frank, except this
love was suddenly richer. Now, this new dimension of love has expanded to also include
you, fully, and the world," she grinned.
"When you landed in Vancouver, there was hope again. You were the last plane
coming in with people on board, except you came without Frank. I felt a numbness
setting in, an utter hopelessness. I stood there in tears, as you know. But if this had
happened ten minutes earlier I might not have been moved by my love for Frank, as I had
been then. I might have felt totally empty inside, as if, with Frank gone, there remained
nothing left of my life. This brief episode at the airport during the moments of chaos and
an unfolding love for a man who might have struggled against similar barriers, had
somehow taken away the wedding veil and given me my life back in which I could love
Frank for the wonderful person he is and always will be."
I could only stare at her as she said these things. "I had no idea," I said.
"It really feels great being my own master again," she added. "I feel a freedom
now, that I can't even define, that I've just begun to explore. I feel so different, so rich!"

My mouth hung open. "I thought you and Frank had the most wonderful marriage
anyone could possibly have!"
She nodded and smiled. Her smile was as gentle, just as it had been all evening.
"Paul, I wasn't referring to that when I spoke about the wedding veil. I was referring to
the veil itself, which one creates in one's own mind, which isolates one from the world.
Frank had not done this. I had created the veil. Humanity had created it. A veil hides, you
know. It hides and hints at something mysterious, and by that it takes away from what
there really is. That's what I'm free of. That's why I had to take the nightgown off which
you had bought me. It had become an impregnable veil. This beautiful thin nighty
suddenly appeared to me like another wedding veil, if you believe that. It had to come
off. I'm free of those myths now that I have lived under, the mythology that forces a
person under its spell to behave like a different human being. It dawned on me during the
moments of great crisis when I embraced the Russian soldier that I really wasn't any
different than I had always been. I was the same person that I had been before Frank and
I were married. The veil of the mythological was gone, that separates people. It has
separated the sexes into two isolated camps, and I had been stuck in such a camp for so
many years, but I am no longer. This doesn't mean I won't wear your beautiful nighty
again. I will gladly wear it, but not as a veil. I will wear it as a token of your love for me.
I will wear it proudly, whenever it can be worn proudly, when it is no longer a veil, even
if it is so thin that it won't hide anything."
She told me that she actually had to laugh when she realized the utter absurdity of
this 'thing' called a wedding veil. She said that it is a contradiction in language. "A
wedding should signify a union," she said in a most serious tone. "Not a separation. A
union that is solid, secure, a platform from which one can build upwards to reach for
infinity and embrace the whole human race. Frank and I should have supported each
other in this reaching higher on the scale of our existence, instead of mysteriously tying
each other down as servants to some ancient model for relationships which reveals itself
as inherently unnatural, which in the end isolated me from my own self. This model had
strangled both of our lives, Paul. This is what I'm beginning to feel free off, that allows
me to love Frank and not mourn him, that allowed me to love you and take my nighty off
for you with love. I really wish that Frank could be here so that I could tell him about my
great breakthrough."
I suppose, I must have smiled, maybe grinned, or laughed.
"That's not something to be taken lightly!" she protested. "You're caught up in this
river, too. I know are, even as deeply as I was. I also know that you have become freer.
Everyone will come to this point who is honest with himself, or herself. The man at the
airport was a soldier, Paul! As far as I could tell he was from Russia, a naval officer
whose ship lay at anchor in the harbor. I am sure he would have laid his life on the line to
defend his world. It didn't really sink in until much later that the soldier I held in my arms
had in effect stood ready to kill the very person he himself would be, were he by birth
married to the other side. And he would have done it gladly, Paul! The mythological veil,
whatever its name may be, hides mankind from itself. Under this veil, atrocities are
committed with ease. Maybe that is what I meant when I said we mustn't play games with

one another. God only knows how many people have been put to death under this veil, or
been tortured to death. In ancient times the death sentence was actually being applied
against those who violated the prescribed marriage boundary."
I was amazed at her; flabbergasted! I knew instinctively that she was right. She was
telling me in a different context what my experience that evening had in essence been all
about. Nobody would have convinced me of this earlier. I would have laughed had
anyone suggested that she would say the kind of things she said. I felt closer to her that
night than I ever felt towards anyone before. She had laid out my own soul before me and
defined for me what I felt, which until this moment had lacked a clear definition.
The next time the waiter came by, I quickly requested another coffee to make those
wonderful moments last for us as long as we could make them last. The waiter suggested
a fine liquor when he came back, which we sipped ever so slowly to savor the mood we
were in. Something was in progress here, something gentle, and something that had no
name because it was still too new, even though Jennie had courageously dared to define
it.

We left the restaurant totally satisfied. We went to town, strolling hand in hand
through the old parts of Lahaina, along dimly lit streets, amidst crowds of people. We
passed the windows of the town's brightly-lit shops. The absorbing intimacy of the
evening had made the pain of the world appear so far away, so unreal, so like a dream.
There were many glum faces in the crowd, but those no longer mattered to us. What
mattered, was, that we smiled, that we felt intimately at one with each other.
We stopped at every display window, I am sure of that, and often went inside the
stores to examine the wares. Everything that a tourist would want was on sale, from
seashells to exquisite diamond jewelry. Browsing created the feeling that the world was
in the midst of the deepest peace. I relished this feeling. Maybe others did, too. Maybe
that's why things appeared so strikingly normal and people had wisely determined to keep
it that way.
Still, as time wore on, the glad feeling faded. The weight of what we would soon
have to face exacted its toll. The cruel reality became stronger than our new inner peace,
even though that peace was founded on a more solid reality. As if it were in response to a
deeply drawn urge to acknowledge this more solid reality, with which to hold back our
fear, we put our arms around each other and avoided even the slightest syllable about the
awesome task that lay before us.
As time passed, we walked slower, and slower, and went into every shop. We even
tried on various items of clothing that we saw, though we had no intention to purchase
any.
At the center of town, we stopped and purchased an ice-cream cone each, in a
brightly colored and brightly-lit store. We had a double scoop of Pina Colada, and
another scoop of Swiss Orange Chocolate, both of which tasted wonderful, and on top of

that a scoop of the finest vanilla. The giant cone in itself was enough to make the evening
last for as long as it possibly could. We took the cones outside to the park and ate them
under the legendary Banyan tree that covered the entire Town Square. The tree had long
been a famous landmark. For decades, people had loved and dreamed beneath its
branches. My dream that night was for a safer world, and that our paths would never part.
Actually, I felt these were related, though I couldn't see how.

Long after our ice creams were gone, Jennie said quietly that she was now ready to
face the world. But those were just words, bravely spoken. I was certain that Jennie was
no more-ready than I was.
Still, while being careful not to hurry, we turned back towards the car. We stopped
at every window again, browsed through every store, tried on hats, scarves, and bracelets,
and checked out the trinkets and toys that were offered for sale.
"Let me buy you a present to remember this day by," I said to her in a small,
narrow shop in a side alley. The walls of the shop were covered with everything that was
interesting and valuable, from rare seashells to fine wooden boxes, carved figures, items
of brass, silver, and gold. In long glass cases behind the counters, a wide variety of
jewelry was displayed, polished pink coral - an ideal present for her, I thought.
She smiled when I asked her, but urged me not to buy anything. "Not now," she
entreated. "Wait until the last day."
Reluctantly, I agreed.
But what if this is our last day? I wondered. What then? Who can be certain that we
may live through to the end of tomorrow? Was her denial of my present a rejection of
some gnawing fears?
Evidently, neither of us was ready to face the world, I was sure of that. But if so,
why were we going back? The answer was simple. We had no choice. The human need
was too great to be ignored. The rescue work had to be carried out. There existed no other
option. Not to go, to suppress the compassion I felt for those in need would have been a
betrayal of everything I believed in, even a betrayal of myself. That, I could allow no
longer. I had stepped too far away from this grave to step back into it. We simply did not
have a choice. Our love to one another was intertwined with that sense of unity that
embraced all.

It was quiet in the car as we drove back to the airport. There were shadows on the
road, shadows of trees projected by the moonlight. We spoke only of trivial things now,
of make-believe ideas that seemed supportive in some way.

As we turned away from the shore, Jennie noticed that the mountains were still
wrapped in the same covering of clouds that we had seen when we came. "I suppose they
will still be like that tomorrow when we come back," she said.
I agreed, but I couldn't shed the feeling that we would not make it back to see them.

At Kahuluie airport we had almost an hour until the next shuttle arrived at one o
clock. We had just missed the midnight shuttle and I was glad that we did. This also must
have been the first time in my life that I was glad for having to wait at an airport. With
great joy I also realized that I no longer wished that shuttle would never come.
The wait didn't delay us. It gave us plenty of time, though, for one last stroll and a
cup of coffee in peace. The air was moist and aromatic. We walked arm in arm in the dim
moonlight and held each other close. The thought that this may indeed be our last day on
the island, in not forever, grew stronger. The feeling emerged that this might indeed be
our last day. The feeling grew to such force that I nearly protested out loud; NO; no; no;
that can't be! - There will be a tomorrow - and it will be as beautiful as we care to make
it! I didn't voice those words.
We strolled back to the terminal more quickly now. I would have loved to run. I
was happy in the night. As soon as we came near the terminal, I excused myself and
sneaked away into the souvenir shop. Luckily the shop was still open. The storekeeper
said it was because of the shuttle flights, which kept coming in all night.
I bought Jennie the most delicate, red coral necklace the shop had, and two cups of
coffees as a decoy, and a package of chewing gum. I kept the necklace well hidden until
we were on the plane and back in the air.
As we where alone in the plane, I brought the necklace out and placed it in her
hand. Tears formed in her eyes as she asked if this was the souvenir that should not be
bought until the last day.
"Yes!" I nodded and laid the necklace on her neck. "This may be our last day on the
island, or maybe our last day altogether. It certainly has been our last day of exile from
each other," I added. "It is fit, therefore, Jennie, that a souvenir be bought to remember
those moments by, to celebrate the way in which the conventional has ended, the
celebrate the last day of the Old World and the joy of seeing it disappear from the
horizon."
I grinned at her as I closed the clasp and moved back to see how it would
compliment her wonderful charm. It did full justice to it. "May this gift adorn my lovely
female friend who brings out the female in me," I whispered to her.
She smiled back at me.

Maybe an emergency shuttle isn't the most likely place to celebrate the beginning
of something that may never fully be. The plane was filthy. There was a sour stench in
the air. There were no snacks or drinks served. But for me, this filthy plane was fit
enough to celebrate our 'continuous' beginning. The physical surroundings no longer
seemed to matter. Not even hope seemed to matter. The moment itself, just being alive,
was enough.
Jennie looked down at the necklace that blended well with the black velvet of her
dress.
"Tomorrow, perhaps," I said to her, softly, "I may need to buy you another present
like this for another reason, and maybe another again, the day after, and at all the days
after that."
Her smile faded. She turned to me and whispered as it were a state secret; "Do you
think there is the slightest possibility that I could have been infected by the man at the
airport? The man at the airport said that he had the AIDS virus. It didn't matter, then."
I shook my head. "Hack no! It takes more than a single kiss, no matter how
intimate, to become infected." I almost laughed. "And even if you were infected; so
what?" I said. I began stroking her hair as we faced one another. Thinking in terms of
years suddenly was like thinking in terms of eternity. "I wish we had the kind of a future
where all of this matters," I repeated. "What matters is, what happens here, today, now!
And even if it should happen, against all odds, that you have become infected and the
world should hold together for many more decades and centuries, a cure for AIDS may
not be far off when this happens, so don't worry my love."
"That's what I thought, too," she said, and began to smile again. Soon her smile
turned into a gentle grin. The dark mood that had gripped us and had receded several
times during the past hours, now appeared to have been turned away for good. It was
replaced with a hope that actually didn't seem important anymore compared to the
excitement of just being alive at the moment, and to be with each other the way we were.
There were tears in her eyes when we kissed. It had been a significant day in every
respect. Everything fitted together. When the wheels touch the runway, I remarked that
this was probably the finest day we could possibly have had.
She nodded and smiled, touched her necklace, and then added that it must seem
totally ridiculous for anyone to make a statement like this in a time of the deepest crisis
that ever occurred in the history of humanity. "But I know it is true!" she added and
grinned.
I kissed her in response. "This has been our day," I said, "and it still is. May it
never end."
She closed her eyes, embraced me, and agreed that it was so, with a kiss.

Chapter 6: Igor Arenski.
As soon as we got off the plane in Honolulu, we were reminded that our fears had
not been unrealistic. Sounds of angry people came from the departure level. Jennie
suggested we go and see. The crowd was chasing a man with dark, bushy hair. He ran
behind one of the counters. When he noticed us, he ran toward us. "Please help me," he
said. He spoke in heavily accented English.
I was wearing my captain's uniform at the time. Perhaps that's why he approached
us. The man was tall, heavily built, athletic looking.
The crowd came after him towards our end of the building. It appeared that there
were a hundred people on the move. The man placed himself behind us, near the stairs to
the lower level. When the crowd arrived he made a daring attempt to defend himself,
using me as a shield, arguing with some in the crowd. But he achieved nothing. He only
made the people angrier. Some where barely ten feet away from us.
Before I knew it, I was involved trying to negotiate a peace of some sort.
"What has this man done to you?" I called to the crowd in as calm and authoritative
a voice as I could manage, hoping that my captain's uniform would lend a measure of
power to my words. I felt that I had to find a way to calm the crowd before a riot broke
out that might endanger our mission.
"He's one of those Russians who sent us the bomb," shouted a tall man in a
business suit.
"Kill the murderer! Kill the murderer!" shouted others, mostly young people.
"A murderer? Whom did he murder?" I shouted back.
"The Russians sent the bomb!" shouted the young people. One tall one chap in
particular, chanted with his fist raised.
"But don't forget that we built the bomb first and held it over their heads!" I replied.
"What does that matter!" shouted a stout woman in a bright Hawaiian shirt.
The crowd came pressing upon us. I knew if I stepped back, the game would be
over.
"Remember, we made it quite clear to the world that we had no qualms about using
it if our interests were not observed," I shouted back at them. At the same time, I was
calculating the distance between the elevator and us. I saw the elevator light coming on.
It was going up. Thirty seconds between floors, I reasoned.

"Well, what did you expect the Russians to do, to sit idly back and buckle under?" I
shouted. Twenty seconds now. It was time to go.
I no longer answered their accusations. If I could only keep them confused for
another fifteen seconds.
"So who is to blame when a technicality fouls up and one of those disasters which
we have prepared for each other, happens? Think about that!" I shouted at them, angrily
now. "Don't straight-away condemn a man simply because he is a Russian!"
At this moment I took hold of the Russian's arm and marched him off with swift
steps towards the elevator as any security officer might have done.
Some people in front of us stepped aside. The young people, farther back,
protested. I hoped to God that I could fool the crowd long enough to get us to the doors,
and that the doors would open in time. They did.
As the doors closed, slowly as if driven by molasses, a shot was fired! It exploded
in the cab. For a split second I thought it had hit someone. In fact, I was surprised it
hadn't hit me. Then I noticed the Russian sink to the floor. Jennie was white as a sheet.
We were both shaking. But the Russian was all right. He had merely fainted.
No doubt there had been military guards patrolling the airport. We had seen many
the first night. But where were they when we needed them?
At the top level, the three of us ran from the elevator as far and as fast as we could.
I told the Russian I would take him to our office where he would be safe. But then I
remembered that our flight base no longer existed. Everything served the airlift now,
which in turn, was controlled by the armed forces.
With no definite place to go to, we hid in a washroom. "Would you like to go on a
mission with us?" I asked him.
He shrugged his shoulders.
"A rescue mission?" I said, "evacuating Canada!"
His face lit up; "Canada!" he said. "Yes, I would love to assist you to help
Canada!" he replied.
He introduced himself as Igor Arenski, and immediately thanked us for "saving"
him.
"You are very courageous to stand against so many," he said to me.
"Courageous?" I said. "No, that wasn't courage! That was stupidity, an act of
desperation. I was scared to death! You may not be aware of how many people carry

guns in the US. If the shot had been fired one second earlier, you might be dead now, or
I, or Jennie."
"I feel honored that you took such risks for me," Igor replied.
"To be honest, it wasn't totally for your sake. If anyone had been killed, it might
have hampered the rescue operation. On the other had, you are a human being as much as
any one of the people that we've been putting our life on the line, to rescue. This will be
our sixth rescue flight."
When nothing happened for some minutes, I peered cautiously out of our
washroom to see if the hall was still clear. When it seemed safe, we sprinted on to our
flight base room.
"You've come to the wrong place," a woman said as we stated our purpose. "This
office coordinates supplies, nothing more." She looked tired and not eager to help.
So off we went again, from one office to another. All I wanted was to find out who
ran the damn show.
Eventually I got lucky. I knew we had come to the right place when someone
asked: "Can you fly a 747, and bring it down on the face of a dime?"
"Of course," I replied, quite eagerly by then.
"That's all they have left on Vancouver Island to land on, a short piece of highway.
It's not much of an airfield, " the official explained.
I nodded. I told him I knew about the highway. I told him I had called earlier.
He shook his head. "I was sure you wouldn't come," he said.
I could smell the acid odor of evaporated sweat. His hair was a mess, his dark blue
shirt soiled with coffee stains.
"I wasn't sure at the time. I am now," I said.
"Then it was you, that I talked to earlier. So, you are willing to go," he said and
looked me over.
"That is why we are here," I said.
"That's fine," he said without looking up for a second time. He opened a walkway
through the counter. "Come, I'll tell you about it."
"But why do you want to take a 747 in there?" I asked him as we passed some
desks to his corner.

He stopped and looked at me over the top of his rimless glasses as if I had asked a
stupid question. "It carries more people. Why else? Also it has a better weight
distribution through its four sets of wheels. You should know all that." It was easy to see
that the man was tired.
"Here is the situation," he said as we came to the corner of the room where he had a
large map pinned onto the wall. The entire room looked like the New York Stock
Exchange after a day of heavy trading. Every desk was littered with slips of paper and
folders.
"Initially, a Navy task force was coming in from the north," he said to me, sipping
from a half empty cup of coffee that he carried with him. "The Navy has already
evacuated the coastal areas by helicopter from an carrier escort that was on maneuver
north of the strait. But you can't evacuate a hundred thousand by helicopter. It just can't
be done. So they pulled back to a point south, on the West Coast, to take on traffic out of
Port Alberni. Although they say, there isn't much movement through Alberni anymore."
He put his coffee on the desk.
"The carrier task-force, itself, will soon anchor at Nootka Sound," he pointed to a
map on the wall. "They'll use their supply aircraft to service the nearby towns, landing on
highways. But the main task falls on us," he said. "If only there was more time available
to do the job. The fallout is moving north. It has effectively trapped most of the people."
"How difficult is it, I mean desperate? Do we have to worry about security?" I
asked.
"The pilots say, it's no easy matter getting in," he replied. "They've got no beacons,
no radio, no nothing, and the weather is bad. Once you're on the ground, you're on your
own. No services! No fuel! Should anything go wrong with your aircraft you're lost to us
until we can fly a repair crew in. This won't happen for months. It may not happen until
after the radiation has dissipated. That may take years. So be careful."
I promised I would. "When do we leave?"
"Not so fast my friend, not so fast. In order to reach the highway with enough fuel
to get back, you'll be working out of Alaska. Fairbanks will be your new base. Portland or
Frisco are closer, but out of action because of an earthquake triggered by the blast. And
so is LA. The shock waves from the blasts unlatched the San Andreas Fault. The quake
along the fault has put the Campbell River airport out of action. The quake has also
caused landslides on the Gold River highway," he pointed to the map again. "If it hadn't
been for the landslides, the Navy would have dealt with the situation overland, but with
the only cross-island highway blocked, they can't get the stranded people across to the
other side of the island, to the West Coast. Nor can they sail around the island to get to
them. The fallout would get to the people long before the Navy could. As I say, we are
their only hope."
I scratched my head. "And what about Vancouver?" I asked. "Can it be used in an
emergency?"

The man shook his head. "Never again in your lifetime! Vancouver is off limits for
the next fifty thousand years. There is plenty of plutonium dust in the fallout from the
nuclear rector that got hit in the South. There is also talk about radioactive cobalt from
weapons labs being dispersed in the fallout. The military still uses Vancouver's airport,
but only with special protective gear. Without it, anyone landing there is committing
suicide."
I shook my head.
"Do you still want to go?" he asked Jennie.
"Yes," Jennie replied firmly.
After issuing us a security pass, he wished us good luck and passed us onto a young
woman who checked my ID and got us registered, including Igor. Jennie and Igor were
officially classified as flight attendants.

At 2:20 AM, our aircraft was ready, fueled up, stocked with food, medical
equipment, and countless rolls of plastic sheet for the waiting masses as a protection
against the worst of the fallout that would soon be upon them. I sat down and started the
engines. There were two people already in the cockpit. The only thing we said to each
other was, HI!
At 2:30 AM we were rolling on the runway. We lifted off from Number Three,
leaving behind us our treasured paradise of sunshine, fragrant air, and memories that I
was certain I would never forget. The sky above us was clear. The Pacific lay black
beneath us. A faint reflection of the moonlight could be seen on the water. We had a fine
day ahead of us, leaving the islands. This promise no longer pertained to us. Once we
were out of the genial tropics the opposite would be our work-environment.
Flying empty, the 747 gained altitude far quicker than it normally would. If it
weren't for the fact that we carried no passengers, the flight might have been a vacation
charter to a fishing resort on an island. The crew, too, was oddly different compared to
our earlier rescue flights. There wasn't the usual friendly atmosphere. Maybe the others
didn't like Jennie on board, or Igor, or disapproved of her kissing me before I sat down.
Nobody said a word for some time.
At cruising altitude, I got out of my seat and introduced us. First I introduced
myself, then Jennie, then the Russian. I made no excuses for being with Jennie and for
bringing the Russian on board. I played it straight. The truth is the truth. I gave them the
bare facts. I loved Jennie. I respected the Russian. We were human beings with plenty to
love and respect. The time had come to stop 'honoring' one another with lies. We had a
long flight ahead of us, six hours and some minutes before refueling. It seemed
imperative that the atmosphere be cleared up.

In introducing Igor, I realized that I knew very little about him. He had to tell his
own story. Slowly, the atmosphere began to change. I gave everyone a short
familiarization of the plane, which helped a little to break down the barriers. I focused on
safety, on the need to make this mission a success as if there would indeed not be a
tomorrow, so that the success of this mission actually mattered in a big way. It dawned on
me, that this was in effect what we had done all along since the nightmare began. We had
gone through the motions of rescuing people as if there was an absolute hope. I talked
about a hope which common sense seemed to deny. I promised myself to make sure that
this trend would continue.

We were a mixed crew. Next to me in the cockpit was a fellow in shorts and a
bright green T-shirt. He introduced himself as Jack Steele, an ex-SAC pilot who had
retired from the services and become a professional in spiritual matters. He described
himself as someone akin to a priest.
"You are a preacher then?" I asked.
He smiled, but denied it. He said I was close enough, though.
Our navigator was born in Thailand. He had earned the right to become a US
citizen during the Vietnam War. He called himself Orlando, since few Americans were
able to pronounce his real name.
Igor had the most interesting story to tell. He had come to Hawaii for a chess
tournament. "For this I had to win every major competition in my district, back home," he
said, "and then win against the best of Russia and few republics of the old Soviet Union."
"Hey, a whiz-kid!" Orlando mocked him.
Igor ignored the remark. "I was the very best!" he continued proudly. "I had to be,
to be representing our country against the elite of the world. But it wasn't supposed to end
like this!"
"Nobody believed that such a thing could ever happen," mumbled Jack, cynically.
"Our government assured us that our missiles existed for no other purpose than to
deter the Americans from starting a war," said Igor.
"That's our story," replied Jack. "We have Peacekeeper missiles to prove it, didn't
they tell you that?"
Jack had a way of shutting every one up. Jennie tried her best to get some
conversation going. "What did you do in Vietnam," she asked Orlando.
"Military intelligence," Orlando replied shyly.

"Military intelligence," Jack repeated. "That's a contradiction of terms. That's what
Nam was, a blood-gut mess! It was a contradiction by intent. Now it's happening all over
again, and again, we have to clean the mess up. It's always the same."
Again there was silence. Jack had succeeded once more.
"What's the matter with you," Jennie approached him gently.
"I'm mad. I'm boiling mad, because I hadn't done all that I could. Sure I had been
involved in peace groups. We were screaming our heads off while the world sat idle and
watched itself build more and more bombs...." He planted his face in his hands, moaned,
then got out of his seat and left the flight deck.
"He had family in Seattle," explained Orlando.
Half an hour later Jack returned and apologized.
I told him that no apology was needed, that we understood what he must be going
through.
"No, no, you don't understand," Jack replied. "You can't possibly understand what
it means to have your parents...." He stopped in mid-sentence.
"We campaigned against this madness," he said a wile later. "My father was a
minister in Seattle. But had we done enough? Who listened to us? The city was profiting
too much from the cruise missile business. It was sacrilegious to speak out against it. But
my father did. We both did. Except we didn't really speak. We whispered! We organized
peace marches. Once we had 200,000 in attendance. But all what this was good for, was a
front-page story and a two-minute coverage on the evening news. We even pressured the
church to support a nation-wide 'Freeze' referendum, which won by popular support by a
wide margin. Maybe that's a miracle for a city that profits from bombs. But it wasn't
enough. The people's wishes were considered none-binding on national security matters.
Maybe we should have made them binding. This is a democratic country in which each
individual counts. Is it not? That was a delusion. Now my parents are dead, and I blame
myself for not doing enough for peace!"
"Or not the right thing," added Jennie, gently, "but who knows what the right thing
is?"
Her reply seemed to help him.
There was a deep silence after Jack stopped talking. I remembered Harry. I
remembered seeing his family. I remembered Seattle as it was, and than those giant
pillars of fire. I could still remember my own agony, before I found some faint reason to
hope again. Jack had no such reasons for hope. As a diversion to keep my mind occupied,
I scanned the instrumentation panel: airspeed, fuel, temperature, pressures. Everything
looked normal. I looked out through the window. The stars seemed especially bright this
morning.

A while later, Jack began to talk again. "I wonder how democratic our government
really is if the people's voice can be so blatantly ignored. We had a man running for
President. He was second in popular support. He advocated economic development rather
than military imperialization. The refused to even speak his name, much less put it on the
ballot, and were he did get on he was denied the delegates that the people had voted for.
In America democracy died before the country died, and we all stood aside and let it
happen."
"You shouldn't blame out government for what the Russians have done," countered
Orlando.
"No, it was our fault!" Jack blasted him. "I blame us, all of us, for what WE haven't
done. It's our life, our country, our future, and our responsibility to guard them. It was our
stupidity, not the Russian's madness, or a human failure under pressure, or whatever else
caused this in a technical sense. We should have known that this would happen, and we
did know! We made movies about it, wrote books about, preached sermons about it.
What we are facing now did not happen unforeseen. It was assured to happen. In theory,
nuclear deterrence is fine. In theory anything is possible. In real terms the policy of
Mutually Assured Destruction is not a deterrence, it is an assurance that it will happen."
He turned to me. "Were you ever successful in balancing two steel balls, one on top
of the other? The feat is theoretically possible. The physical principle exists that allows
this to happen. But did you ever meet a man who can do it? Of course not! It simply can't
be done in practice. It's a damn miracle that no one can pull off. It is an endeavor in
which failure is assured. We should have gift-wrapped our whole damn missile force as a
present to the Russian people for the anniversary of their revolution! We should have
invited their film crews to witness the destruction of the launching facilities. Then, with
our hands emptier of bombs, we might have built a road towards peace and Seattle would
still be alive today, including my parents..." Here, Jack broke down again and cried.
I put the plane on autopilot and suggested that we should retire to the first class
launch for breakfast. I had a plan. I would invite Jack to help me to figure something out
that had nagged me ever since this nightmare begun.
"We have all lived with this holocaust for three days now," I started out. "I am
puzzled why no one has seriously asked the question, why did it happen? Who bares the
blame?"
"We all expected this to happen," Jennie replied, "so that when it actually did
happen no one was surprised that it did. We had said to ourselves that sooner or later
something was bound go wrong, and it did, and when it did we all said, fine. Sure, we all
groaned and shrieked in agony, but deep down we expected it, we said fine. We had even
built a national warning network that would let us know that the expected has arrived.
That's why nobody asked why. We all knew why."
"That's right," Jack approved. "We complained, we argued, we did our best to live
with what has happened as if it was one of those unavoidable natural disasters like a

flood, a hurricane, or an earth quake. We accept these things; we don't ask why. Except
this disaster should have been different, but we did react towards it the same."
"But why did it happen?" I asked again. "What did eventually trigger what was
universally expected to happen in some form?"
Igor turned and looked at me surprised, "what do you think is behind this disaster?"
I shrugged my shoulders. "I don't know, but I aim to find out. I was hoping that one
of you might know something that I don't."
"We may never find out," said Jennie.
"I'm not looking for meaningless details," I countered her, "like who pushed the
button and when or why. I don't care if we never know about these things. I want to know
about what when on behind the scenes. Who set the stage? Who wrote the script? Who
arranged this terrible thing? It didn't happen on its own. That much I think we can be
certain. This thing was made to happen, but for what purpose? If we can answer that, we
are half way home to finding a solution. Except, no one asks these types of questions.
These are the questions that should be asked."
"Someone wanted this to happen?" Jack asked, angrily. "Someone arranged this?
Are you mad?"
"That's just a conspiracy theory," Orlando responded.
"Indeed it is. We all conspire to achieve certain ends," I replied to him. "We do it
every day. We arrange the world in such a manner that certain things happen. That's how
careers are build. That's how politics work. Without conspiracies to change the world
there would be no scientific and technological progress. Humanity would not exist in its
present form if we did not conspire to create the conditions for a rich and productive
culture. The same goes on also the other way. There are people at work who conspire to
destroy. For two hundred years the British Empire has conspired to break up other
empires, and it even boasts about its success. Now they call the big nation-states of the
world, 'empires,' which they have openly declared they aim to break apart. That's not a
theory my friends, that's the reality of our world according to their own words. This is
their publicly announced intend. This is their policy. Indeed, they are proud of it. This is
the same policy that the British Empire has followed for the last 200 years already. Also,
there are plenty of people in high places who conspire to murder, who conspire to reduce
the world population to a very low level, as they said so themselves. Their stated goal is
to reduce the world-population to less than one billion people. Of course they didn't say
openly that their goal is to bring back the golden age of feudalism. Actually, in a round
about way they did say this too, and when they did, they said they would need the nuclear
bomb for it. All these aspects have been put forth in public statements just as Hitler had
published his agenda before he carried it out. There are no conspiracy theories involved.
The holocaust that just happened fits this pattern perfectly, even though it appears to be
just a small aspect of it.

"Also there are others who want to wipe out all forms of economic and scientific
progress in order that the nations become more compliant to their rule," I said. "They call
for an utterly deep reaching poverty, which they call an 'sustainable' environment. This
means that they are out to break up Russia in any way they can, ideologically, politically,
economically, and militarily if all else fails. They also want to break up China in the same
way. Just imagine the arrogance of some of these people. Their agents in America
recently told the Chinese that they are fully aware that China doesn't pose a threat to the
US, because it doesn't have the capability to deliver its few nuclear weapons that far. But
they also told China that if its economy continues to develop, China would become able
to build such weapons systems some time in the future, that could then threaten America,
and this they won't allow to happen. Therefore, in other words, China won't be allowed to
develop, and if it does, it will be destroyed one way or another, just as the presently
developed nations will be broken up into impotent microstates by any means possible. I
am certain that the present holocaust is an integral element of these strategies. I just don't
know the specifics, yet."
I told Jack that he shouldn't blame himself for not doing enough. I told him that he
had been looking in the wrong place for causing change. He should have been aiming his
efforts against the world's biggest empire, with the goal to disable it at its very core by
pulling humanity out from under it. Anything else, no matter how intensively it might be
carried out, will prove to be a waste of time and effort.

My speech seemed to help. Jack became calm during our long drawn out rest that
should have been breakfast. As it was, nobody was hungry yet. While we talked, the sky
before us had become brighter. We were flying east, toward the rising sun. We got back
to the flight deck just before the sun emerged. Soon, a faint sliver of a fiery arc appeared
over the glowing horizon.
"Jack maybe right too," said Orlando after a lengthy period of silence. He spoke
while we watched the sun come up. Jack had gone to the back of the plane to be alone, to
puzzle things out. Orlando said he remembered an allegory that was told to him by a
Buddhist monk when he was a kid back home in Thailand. The monk had told him that
he had searched through the wisdom of all the ages for the meaning of life, that he had
traveled from temple to temple in search of the perfect knowledge that would open to him
the door to the sublime. His journey ended in Java, in front of a stone carving of a
goddess whose name was synonymous with 'Perfect Wisdom.' There the monk heard
about an ancient story that was supposed to be true. A beggar had come before the
carving of the same goddess wishing for the same thing, and also a rich man had come.
However, the secret that both came to find could not be given to them. They were told
that first; they would have to learn the meaning of the unknown. The goddess only
revealed that there exists no door to a threshold to paradise. What they were seeking
could never be found. Behind each threshold lies yet another door, the monk explained,
which when opened, leads past another threshold to another door, and so forth without
end. The monk explained that the only way they could tell whether they have crossed

beyond a threshold and come closer to where the goddess stands, was in finding
themselves to be able to do things they had never dreamed of being able to do before.
"Here the monk had asked the teller of the story why the story was about a rich
man and a poor. The answer was that this was a clue for detecting the first threshold, and
the easiest clue. "There is no threshold beyond which lies peace?" said Orlando. "If the
Buddhist monk is right, there will be states and stages of consciousness that will become
manifest by the masses of mankind becoming surprised at themselves for taking a stand
on some issue greater than themselves. This stand will be a stand for a truth that they
never imagined themselves as able to take. This is the only way we can know that we
have touched a grain of truth. Obviously, both the rich man and the poor had their life
encumbered with an outdated concept of living, based on too low a level of perception.
He said the rich and the poor man were not opposites to each other. They both
represented the same low-level perception that they were challenged to step beyond.
They were challenged to leave their outdated concepts behind."
I nodded. "The monk may have hit the nail right on!" I said cautiously. "I also think
we have helped Jack in the same manner to cross one of those thresholds to a higher level
of thinking."

The sky before us had become brilliant while we talked. Soon the sun stood high
above the waterline radiantly blinding. We were flying directly towards it. It filled the
flight deck with a brilliance that finally woke everybody out of their somber mood that
had prevailed ever since we had left Hawaii.
"OK, it's light now. It has to be breakfast time," I announced a second time. At this
very moment, as by command, like an angel out of the blue, Jennie appeared. She stood
in the doorway behind us, with a pot of coffee, some plastic cups. "There are plenty of
goodies cooking outside," she said. "Breakfast will be ready and served in ten minutes."
I got unto the intercom and called Jack back.
"How do you like that," said Orlando to Jack as he came through the door. He sat
down, behind the controls again. "Just imagine, breakfast at a quarter to four! Now that's
service! I'd bet you, in all your years flying for SAC it's never been like that!"
Jack grinned. He seemed to have fully recovered.
"Jennie's a good kid," I said to Orlando.
Jack agreed.
"She's from Vancouver," I said, "they're all pretty good kids there. Besides, we'll
have the whole plane packed full of them soon."

"...Provided we can get this thing in one piece onto the ground," Jack said. He
stopped grinning. "How do you intend to land this thing on an itzy bitzy highway? What
tricks have you in mind that you like to share?"
"Tricks!" I started to laugh. "No tricks are needed. We'll swoop in," I gestured with
my hands, "and when we see the highway, spoilers on! Plonk! We'll set the thing down,
easy like a feather, you'll see."
Jack just shook his head.
"Hey, seriously, Jack! After years of flying these jumbos, one acquires a feeling as
to how far one can push one's luck."
"Luck!" Jack scratched his head; "that's what I was afraid of. Another barnstormer,
eh?"
I raised my hand in protest, then started to laugh.
Jack began to laugh, too. "No, Paul, don't take me wrong. I am behind you one
hundred percent. We've got to get the job done. If you were to ask me, I wouldn't know a
better solution. I was just curious!"
To judge by the way he spoke, Jack seemed transformed. Was it the breakfast? Or
was it his time alone? I didn't want to find out. "A Barnstormer!" I repeated, cautiously.
"I thought you guys flying for the Strategic Air Command were all expert barnstormers.
You spoke about flying for SAC. You're trained to sneak across the Russian border, just
below their radar, taking your super stealth bombers at treetop level into enemy territory,
following every hump of the terrain. It's like riding a roller coaster isn't it? Barnstorming
must be tame compared to that."
"No luck, Paul," he grinned. "I left SAC before the stealth babies came on line. In
fact, the B58 and me went out at about the same time. The B1Bs were just coming in
when I left."
"All right then, if you're not one of those, I'll have to do all the hard stuff myself," I
said. I grinned back at him and patted him on the shoulder.
"Chief, that's the only way you can be sure it's done right," he grinned back at me,
then laughed out loud. "That's like it was in the Air Force. They never really trusted
anyone, either. As God is my witness, they had good cause not to trust me. I would never
have dropped their atomic bombs on a city. I think I would have sooner crashed our kite
along the way, then causing millions of deaths. Why should I have to kill millions of
people, simply because our politicians are too stupid to accommodate the needs and
hopes of other nations? There are no natural enemies among mankind. Stupid people
created them. Insane politicians create wars out of them, and a foolish society elects the
stupid politicians. Killing people by the millions doesn't get us out of this mess. It never
did and never will. I would never become a murderer at the call of idiots."

"Oh stop it, you are lying to yourself!" said Orlando. "You would have done
exactly as you were told. You wouldn't have deviated one inch from your orders."
Jack nodded, silently. "Orlando and I go back a long way," he said moments later.
"Orlando is right. Most of us at SAC would have done it. Who knows, I might have done
it too? I might have closed my eyes and pressed the button according to the script that we
were acting out. Do you know how easy it is in real life to kill a million people without
raising an eyebrow?"
I turned away from him and looked down.
"You better believe it is easy. Let me tell you, it is done through relentless practice
that shapes your very soul. You'll do anything! It's drilled into you with a finesse...! It
works like this. You're trained first in playing games. There is never anything totally real
about what you do. You attack simulated targets in simulated missions and chalk up
simulated scores. And this goes on day after day. At first it bothers you a bit when you
hear your teammates cheer as the team scores a hit on the computer score board.
Everyone knows that not a single person is ever killed. You never see an actual target,
although you can feel the bomb falling. It's all mathematically simulated. It's simulated to
such realism that no one would be able to tell it from the real thing. Still, you know it is a
game. Soon you allow yourself to become entangled in this game. You become like one
of the players who all play their role well. In this role you kill with a smile! You destroy a
few simulated Soviet cities in the morning, a few more after lunch. You get shut down
once or twice a week. Of course, like your targets all have code names instead of names
of real cities, your plane has a code name, too, against which the incoming hits are
logged. It's a gentlemen's war. It has nothing to do with life and blood, down to earth
killing or dying. It would be just like it in a real run. You would open the bomb bay, but
instead of the computer simulating the effect of the lost load, it would be real, but you'd
feel no difference. During practice, the computer analyzes wind, speed, direction,
altitude, and calculates from this information by how many feet you're off target. The
same would happen if the bombs were real. The two types of games are designed in such
a manner that the borders begin to blur, so that in the end nothing feels real and anything
becomes possible. Still, I like to think that I might not have done it if it ever had come to
dropping a real bomb. But honestly, I really don't know."
I raised my hand to stop him, though to no avail.
"While playing the game," he said, "you can't help but cheer with your team mates
when your simulated hit scores dead center. We all might cheer the same in real life.
After every hit a code-named city gets automatically erased off the map. At this point you
enter the coordinates of the next zero point and fly on. We flew those missions thousands
of times. We had packed box lunches and coke on board. The whole game was carefully
veiled to avoid the slightest human dimensions."
For some odd reason, Jennie began to laugh as if this were the biggest joke ever.
She leaned over Jack's shoulder, "Forgive me, a crazy BC cartoon from our local
newspaper came to mind."

Jack turned and looked at her astonished.
"Its about fish!" she added.
"Fish!" Jack repeated. He looked at her as if her interruption was in very bad taste.
"Two fish see an elephant's trunk dangle under water. One supposes it to be a
worm. It bites. The next thing you see, the fish is raised out of the water at the end of the
elephant's trunk and is being inflated like a balloon until it bursts. Alas, an ant, after
observing this, runs to its dad excitedly and asks him if he saw the mammoth blowing up
a fish. At this very moment it goes kabooom again. The dad raises his hand slightly and
without looking up, calmly answers, 'twice.'"
Here Jennie turned to Jack. "You were right. One disaster won't prevent the next
one from happening. We had Hiroshima and Nagasaki; that was the first kabooom. Now
we had the second. When nothing inspires changes that will cause people to acquire a
higher and richer standpoint for looking at themselves, the tragedies of the past will be
repeated and it will go kabooom again. What happened in Seattle can happen again
tomorrow some place else. As far as I can tell the game has not changed. We are too far
into it. We have become blind to it. We have to deal with the mammoth and we have to
deal with the fish that take its bait."
Jack sat silent for a while. "Let me assure you, I'm not a fish!" he came back at
Jennie. "I'm totally aware of how deeply I was involved with killing thirty billion people
in hundreds of simulated missions."
There was silence again. The atmosphere in the cockpit became more tense now,
more electric!
"Yes! Go on, stare at me!" Jack broke the silence. "Stare at the monster who killed
five times the world's population in cold blooded, calculated, deliberate acts. Our team
scored a thousand times the casualties of all the wars in history combined. As soon as I
realized this, I quit. I'm not the stupid fish you think I am!" he said firmly.
He also said that it was terribly painful to give up a prospective twenty-eight-year
career with a total loss of pensions. But staying on would have been harder. You pay a
high price as a person for being constantly manipulated into becoming insensitive to
people as human beings.
"The Red Army murders its soldiers more openly," said Igor, "it tells them what to
think, how to feel inside, whom to hate, whom to be loyal to, what their conscience ought
to allow, what it ought to reject, and so on."
Jack tried to stop him.
Igor simply ignored him, saying that this kind of total subjection to authority is
necessary to establish the 'discipline' that enables people to butcher one another in
combat.

Jack's face lit up. He praised Igor. "You've been there?"
Igor nodded.
"Would you have dropped a bomb?" Jack asked.
"I was in the Navy," Igor replied.
"That's all the same," Jack insisted.
Igor shook his head. He pressed his lips together, then nodded. "Fortunately," he
sighed, "I was never put into the position."
Jack said that he quit and went back into the ministry. He felt that only in this way
could he really serve his country.
"That makes no sense at all," Igor came back at him. "You hated being
manipulated, how can you turn around and subject others to the same rotten treatment."
Jack shook his head, and raised his hands. "Not in my church!"
"Ah!" said Igor and began to grin again.
"Igor," Jack said to him, "this isn't a laughing matter. The ministry has become
exciting! My work focuses on the dignity of man in God's image, not in the image of
slaves sacrificing their lives on the altar of institutions."
Igor interrupted him. "A likely story!" he grinned. "If this church were real, it
would be the most explosive revolutionary force ever seen."
"Explosive!" Jack repeated. "You don't know what explosive is! You don't know
what resistance is! I'm hitting at the very heart of the hierarchy, Igor, any hierarchy, any
controlling system, including our own church authority. I'm out to deliver a deathblow at
them for the sake of mankind!"
Igor shook his head and didn't say anything more.
A weather report came in. The hourly update for the Northern Hemisphere by the
International Control Station at Gander, Newfoundland, was relayed to us through
Fairbanks. The Fairbanks signal was weak. We could barely hear it over the radio noise
from all the atmospheric disturbances caused by the blast. According to the report, our
flight pass to the North would be clear. It looked bad for Alaska though, and for the entire
West Coast! Storms and more storms were promised as the fires in the South had altered
the continental weather pattern.
Jack shrugged his shoulders; "So what!" Then he turned to Igor and began to laugh!
"In a way you're right," he said, "there isn't anything alive in our church to deliver a death
blow to. The church has mostly fallen apart. It began when the organization built an

extension to its home edifice. With generous funding from around the world, the
organization constructed a magnificent temple, the grandest building in the city. But the
result was devastating! The sheer magnificence drew people away from the working
environment of the autonomous churches, so that right at the center, around the central
organization, the entire field became a field of 'poverty.' The dynamic involvement in
which individuals build their life and their development experience became blocked at
the center. It didn't take place. There was a vacuum building up around the center. Out of
this vacuum the organization that created the vacuum, soon began to extend itself further
across the field and spread its slowly creeping devastating influence all across the globe."
Jack said that he wasn't surprised anymore. It appears to be the nature of the human
struggle to add extension upon extension instead of engaging in self-development. This
pattern became the pattern of modern education in recent years. They stopped teaching
the art of discovery, scientific reasoning, intellectual self-development. To the contrary,
they took whatever existed in terms of a budding humanity in the student's mentality and
flushed it out with irrational and degrading philosophies. With that they destroyed the
nation and its economy. Education became a process of diminishment. They created a
mindless population that can be easily controlled. If you want to build an empire, you
need a mindless population that can be easily controlled. How else can you threaten the
whole world and get support for it? How else can you start wars to set the world on fire,
and do it with impunity?
Jack became nevermore agitated the more he spoke. "Our church had been
pioneering the process that is now destroying the world. My father and I fought against
this process. We tried to uplift the church and rescue it from its self-made doom, and
rescue humanity with it. There was no acceptance, no return to what the church was
designed to be. Instead of the church becoming uplifted by the work we had done, we
became excommunicated from it. You can see the same pattern nationally in respect to
our country's Constitution. The Constitution still exists on paper, but its principles have
all been shredded and trashed."
While Jack spoke, another weather update came over the radio. Alaska issued a
warning to all northern flights to turn the automatic flight control systems off, because of
intense electrical discharges in the atmosphere.
I switched the system off. The news didn't seem to bother Jack. He carried on,
talking about his church.
He told us that the next extension came via video tape and closed circuit satellite
television. This opened a whole new opportunity. The annual pilgrimage was stopped,
but re-introduced in an expanded version as a worldwide affair, with synchronized events
seducing the entire field to look for spiritual riches in mass syndromes. Awareness to life,
compassion, sensitivity to truth, all the great qualities that make the human scene
productive were suddenly devalued into insignificance. Mass awareness became the
thing. This trend mushroomed further into the dispensing of lectures simultaneously
across the world via more TV satellite facilities, with additional organizational
presentations and meetings, until finally the church services themselves were dispensed

through the airwaves. The working churches in the field were closed down after that,
more and more, and their membership enticed to put their efforts into feeding the central
host.
"There isn't a working church left in the field," said Jack to Igor, "except mine, and
its existence isn't acknowledged by the hierarchy." He turned in his seat to face Igor.
"The sad part about this trend is, that it happens in some measure everywhere. This sad
isolation of human beings from what supports their life goes on universally. I used to
complain about the Air Force. I don't anymore! The fact is the military treats its people a
lot fairer than humanity treats itself. There simply isn't any place in the modern world
where central systems or organizations aren't pushing the human being out of the scene.
We celebrate globalization today. That term only means globalization of control over
society. Globalization means global looting; global destruction; global privatization of
people's resources, even their mentality; it means global war."
Jack turned to Igor. "Russia was our prime target in all of these areas of attack
against a people's self-development, especially their freedom to exist. I guess someone
had had enough of it. Whoever did this had probably been screaming for years, for
change, and no one was listening. I know exactly what that feels like."

As I looked up from my breakfast plate that was almost spoiled by Jack's ranting,
though I agreed with everything he said, there was another background emerging that
bothered me more at the moment. A large black streak had appeared on the horizon.
"We should think about getting into Alaska?" I interrupted Jack. "This must be the
front that Gander had warned everyone about."
Jack shrugged his shoulders again. "I've seen those storms before," he said.
"Then Alaska must be your old hunting ground. SAC used to be big up there," I
said to him and grinned. "Then you probably know this place better than I do."
"Every little hill," Jack replied with a grin.
"In this case, you better take control. I don't have much experience flying in the
North without a flight control system to guide us."
"I'd be honored to take us in," said Jack. He made himself comfortable as he took
the controls. As he did, he turned around to Igor and grinned; "Did you hear that Igor?
Didn't I just tell you about extensions, that they take away from a person's life? Even our
distinguished captain has just admitted that he has lost some vital skills in his homage to
the god of automation." Jack turned around again and grinned and faced the instruments.

The coastal mountains were completely hidden as we approached the coast, visible
only on radar. Beneath us, below a white carpet of clouds that now spread from horizon
to horizon, Jack assured us, lay an inhospitable world. As we descended, we encountered
layers of heavy smog such as I hadn't seen before. "I have been trained for such
situations," he said and grinned. "We were trained to cope with the chaos we were trained
to create with our bombs. It was all a part of the package."
We barely saw the beginning of the runway as we touched down. We were almost
flying blindfolded. Thank God we had Jack on board! At least one of us was familiar
with the place.
"The weather is worse down south," the tower explained when I commented on the
bad conditions. "Still, the pilots manage to get in and out. A hundred and fifty flights
have gone in so far, all told! That's not bad for a highway outpost."
"I agree!" I radioed back.
Once our short introduction was over, the tower was busy with other flights. Two
planes requested landing instructions, and five others were lined up for takeoff.
"Go to the right of the terminal and park behind the Pan Am," the tower called back
to us. "And wait there! I have some buns for you and your passengers, with sausages
from Germany. I'll also send you a tanker to fill your belly up. And one more thing, guys,
don't take all day! Make it snappy!"

It started to rain as we requested departure clearance. By the time we got the goahead, the rain had increased to a downpour. The windshield wipers hardly made a
difference. Was this an indication of what was to come?
We began to roll. I could barely make out the centerline of the taxiway. It was hard
enough to recognize other aircraft, let alone some narrow strip of paint on the road that
guided us to the runway. The rain and mist blurred everything. It was no different once
we were on the runway. The strip of concrete barely stood out from the muddy grass on
either side, but soon it didn't matter anymore as we rose into the gray sky and into the
heart of the storm that had drenched us.
"How on earth are we going to find our highway landing strip if the weather is this
bad in the South?" Jennie asked.
Jack and I looked at each other. "I really don't know," I replied. "They won't have
any approach beacons that will guide us in. It will have to be done all visually. We'll just
have to wait and see."
Fifteen minutes later we were in bright sunshine again. At 38,000 feet we were
above the storm that stretched far to the East, and partly over the Pacific.

We had just over an hour now before we had to descend again. I used this time to
familiarize Igor with the cabin doors and the telephone system. I asked him to come
downstairs with me and with Orlando. It was important that everyone understands the
responsibilities one shoulders during boarding. Jennie had already told them what it was
like in Abbotsford. "It won't be any less difficult," she promised them. Most likely she
would be right.

Igor was highly impressed by the enormous size of the airplane, much more than he
was about the job that lay ahead. He had no idea of what lay before us. He still lived in a
dream world in this regard. There might even be shooting again as people scramble to get
on board.
"It seems remarkable that this beast gets off the ground with a thousand people on
board, plus fuel," he remarked.
"It is only remarkable if you don't recognize the principles involved," I replied.
"Once the fundamental principles are understood and applied in the form of technologies,
the seemingly impossible becomes reality. Technology is the natural extension of the
human intellect, the only extension of power that makes any sense. From the moment on
that mankind has conspired to take to the air like the birds, it has begun a series of
research efforts to search for the principles of flight which lies behind the flight of birds."
I asked Igor to look at the airplane as a testament of the human spirit that always
explores the unknown and enables discoveries that enrich human existence. "This applies
to every aspect of life," I added, "even to rescue missions. Only in this case we don't have
centuries of experiences to make the necessary discoveries in order to make the rescue
operations more efficient. That's why we will probably fail in comparison to the real
need."
When I left Igor and Orlando behind to let them discuss their task between them, I
felt that they were beginning to understand to some degree what we would be facing once
again. Compared to that, the weather and the task of flying in it, seemed more predictable
and less precarious than what we would face if we did actually succeed to land our
aircraft in the panic stricken crisis zone.

We were advised in Alaska to follow the coast to Vancouver Island, then use
Queen Charlotte Strait as a guide to get us to the north end of the Strait of Georgia, and
from there approach Campbell River from the sea. A few miles south of the city would be
our highway. I also asked Jennie to go downstairs and join the crew on lookout duty. I
made it clear to them that we would require their services as never before. I turned the
lights off, assigned everyone a window and then conducted an intercom test. Thanks to
the cordless phones that had become a standard feature on the newer aircraft, the test
worked great!

At around ten o'clock, Jack initiated our descent. Within minutes the sunshine
ended. We became submerged once again into a world of fog mixed with smoke and
brown muck.
"This is getting serious," said Jack and motioned that it was my turn from here on,
"to drive the ship," as he put it. He leaned back into his seat, took his hands off the
controls and called for Jennie to pour him a cup of coffee.
It took him a moment to realize that everyone was already at the lookout posts.
Without comment he climbed out of his seat and poured the coffee himself. "It won't be
fun!" he said quietly as he sipped on the steaming coffee. "Let's hope that the tower is
wrong about conditions at our destination."

Unfortunately, the tower was right. The lower we descended, the denser became
the soup of fog and smoke. I leveled off at four hundred meters. Even at this low level
there was nothing to see but fog and smoke. At times the smoke was so black and full of
grime that it smeared the windshield.
I realized that neither of us had any skills in flying a large aircraft in this sort of
'weather.' I could have given Igor the controls and we wouldn't have been any worse off.
By then we were flying strictly by radar. Finding a highway under these conditions
bordered on suicide. We were required to land in a hilly terrain, and this with so far
absolutely no visibility. Still, it had to be done. Too many people depended on us
succeeding with the mission.
I knew approximately where the town should be. Alaska had had no detailed charts
left. All they had were Xerox copies of a road map. The general route that everyone
followed, as we were told, was superimposed on the map with a highlighter pen. We had
to come in from the North, approach from the East, and exit southwest over the
mountains. This rule was their collision avoidance procedure. Everything else was up to
the pilot's individual imagination and skill, which Jack translated into, "blind luck,
guesswork, and sheer daring."
Mostly it was daring!
"Trees!" - shouted Orlando as we came close to where we thought the highway
should be. I opened the throttles and pulled the plane up.
"Don't you know these green stubs are trees?" said Orlando moments later, after we
had all caught our breath.

"You never told me anything about us having a tree cutting license," Jack joked and
put his coffee aside. He requested that he take the controls again.
It was clear now that we had no ceiling at all. I told Jennie and Igor to look out for
a town. Jack concentrated on flying by radar, looking for hills and the highway. I kept an
eye on the altimeter and the electronic compass.
"Let's switch the GPS back on," I said at one point.
Jack said no. "The satellite signal won't penetrate this muck, and if it did it would
give us erroneous readings," said Jack. "The atmospheric reflections from the metal
content in the fallout create interference patterns and phase shifts. That's probably why
some of them crashed as they told us they have, and Gander advised to turn the system
off. This was well known when we first got the GPS during the end of my days with
SAC."
Eventually Jennie recognized a faint line in the fog. We followed it. It disappeared
and re-appeared, but there was no landing strip that we could make out.
"We've gone too far," said Jack. The compass confirmed that we probably had. I
turned us sharply to the northwest to set us up for a second try. After flying a huge loop,
we came in from the East again. This time we came in low enough to be able to see the
city of Campbell River on radar. We still didn't see the landing strip, though.
Again we looped back for a third run, then a fourth. We knew where the highway
was supposed to be in relationship to the town.
It wasn't until the fifth pass that Igor yelled into the telephone: "Stop right here and
back up some, we've found it!" He said there was a straight stretch of road with fires
burning on either end.
Our sixth pass was for a close up inspection. We came in extremely low. I could
see the runway now. I could see it clearly enough to land. I could see the crowds of
people waiting for us. But the runway was blocked. Damn! A plane was right in the
middle of it. I noticed smoke coming from its fuselage.
"Shit!" shouted Jack as he pulled us back up into the clouds. "Aren't there any
professionals around anymore? Those bloody amateurs! Everybody is screwing up!
Where the hell do we go now?"
Jack and I looked at each other. He was red in the face. "Excuse me for swearing,"
he said, "but where do we go? What's the backup plan?"
"Shit is right!" I said. "There is no backup plan, not in civil aviation where
everything is supposed to work."
"OK, what now, Paul? Really, where do we go?"

I shrugged my shoulders.
"We can go to the Air Force base at Comox. It's only a hundred miles south. They
can truck the people in," said Jack.
"Any place is fine," I said.
I almost cried. This wasn't supposed to happen. We couldn't even reach Fairbanks
anymore. We were totally on our own now.
"Let's get out of this soup first and tell Alaska about the crash!" said Orlando.
"They must halt everything until the runway is cleared."
At 28,000 feet we came into the sunshine again. Jack talked to the tower at
Fairbanks and informed them about the crash and about our plan to try Comox Base, then
we entered the smoky world once again.
"The Base is right on Georgia Strait," Jack explained.
Thus, a second round of searching began, with trial approaches and close
encounters. It took seven passes this time, to locate the strip of concrete and the few
buildings that constituted the base. An eighth pass was needed for close inspection; and a
ninth pass to verify what we saw.
Initially, I felt a great relief. The runway was clear. But there were no people. The
entire complex was deserted! There should have been frantic activity, vehicles, airplanes,
and helicopters moving about. Instead, this place was a ghost 'city!'
"What do you make of it?" I asked Jack.
He shrugged his shoulder.
"Why don't you look at the radiation counter," yelled Orlando over the intercom.
"That's probably why there is no one there!"
Without adding another word, Jack pulled us into a steep climb.
"Then the people at the highway are in great danger," he noted as we saw the sun
again. "We must try the highway landing strip one more time, in case they've got the
runway cleared."
I agreed. Thus, a third round of searching began.
It should have been easier, this time, to find the highway. But it wasn't. It seemed
more difficult. We were getting tired. Our reactions were slower. When we finally found
the highway, it became clear that nothing had changed. The plane was burning now,
adding another layer of black smoke to the already dense muck.

It was hard giving up. We had come so far, risked so much. We had come so close,
close enough to see the people whose lives depended on us, but we couldn't help. We
couldn't even dump the food we brought. The cabin doors open to the outside against the
airflow. And even if we could dump our cargo, the food would be destroyed on impact.
Jack pulled us up. It was a painful turning back. We both had tears in our eyes. We
had achieved nothing. I noticed tears in Jennie's eyes too, as we reached the sunshine
again and everyone was back on the flight deck.
"We'll try again tomorrow," I told him. "Let's go back."
Jack nodded. He didn't answer. He didn't even look up. Suddenly he pointed
feverishly at the fuel indicator, shaking his head as though he couldn't speak. "We won't
make it back to Alaska!" he yelled. "We don't have enough fuel! Damn!"
I glanced at the indicator. He was right. We looked at each other in disbelief. "How
could this happen?" I asked Orlando.
"It happened, because we didn't have the engineering station manned," said
Orlando calmly. "I should have been there, but I was needed at the lookout below. If the
flight control system had been active, it would have given us a warning, too. Obviously
we used too much fuel during our low-level approaches. Who thinks about fuel in times
of such a severe crisis when the life of so many people is at stake? These details fall be
the wayside. Don't blame yourself. We've all pushed ourselves to the limits. That has its
consequences."
"We must have burned an awful lot more than either of us had realized," I said to
Jack. "Maybe the muck in the air had an effect on this."
"This means we must abort," Jack replied at last.
"What would you have done different as SAC?" I asked.
"If this had been a SAC training mission," said Jack, "we would have selected a
secondary airfield and started again in the morning. Unfortunately, there are no airfields
big enough that we can abort to, at least none that are located outside of this poisoned
land."
"What about the beaches on the West Coast?" I suggested to Jack after a minute of
silence. "The West Coast may still have clean air with the storm front coming in. The
West Coast has a long sandy beach right n the middle. If the tide is low, I have a feeling
we might be able to land there."
"A feeling!" Jack commented. He shook his head. "It's like the way it was in Nam.
We never thought twice about committing huge resources for rescue missions. I think we
just blew a fifty-million-dollar airplane. But go ahead, if you have a feeling that's fine
with me. At least we have a human element in this equation, something reliable,
something to resort to."

Five minutes later we crossed over the mountains to the West Coast. My hunch was
right; the visibility was still normal on the windward side of the island. We had a
thousand-foot ceiling, no smoke, and no radiation. So, once again, we came in low for an
inspection pass. The tide was out. The situation looked good! The risk seemed
acceptable.
"What do you think of the beach?" I asked Jack.
"I'd rather try the road that leads onto it," he replied. "If we approach it from the
inland side, against the wind, we might make it."
I agreed.
"But is it wide enough?" asked Orlando.
"For the two inner carriages, yes," I to him.
After two overflights it was decided that we would risk it. It was a democratic
choice. I send Jennie and Igor back to their lookout stations. They too, feared that the
sand might be too soft. However, as we were gliding in on a shallower angle the road
appeared not as straight as it had looked before. I goosed the engines, pulled back on the
yoke. We were less than a hundred feet off the ground when the giant crate responded
and rose into the sky again.

I remembered our holiday on that beach that was now below us. A picture of us
riding bicycles on the beach flashed through my mind. My narrow gage tires had never
sunk into the sand, even when one of the children was riding piggyback on the rattrap. I
remembered that riding on the wet sand was like riding the bike on hard pavement.
"We are going to land on the beach!" I announced. I didn't even ask for any
approval. I pulled us out of the climb, into a turn, and came around over the beach for our
final descent, working against the crosswind to keep the plane level. This technique was
something I was good at. I eased the giant bird towards the beach as lightly as a feather
and as level as the sea itself. It was important for our success that all sixteen wheels
would contact the sand simultaneously.
"Spoilers!" I shouted to Jack when the plane was in position.
"Spoilers active!" he replied.
We were committed now. The plane settled gently. The touchdown was barely
noticeable! The sand carried us well! It even provided sufficient braking so that we didn't
need the reverse thrust. In fact, as soon we had slowed enough, I wound the engines up
once more to full power, and with a final burst of thunder and fury pulled us into a tight
turn to get the aircraft as far away from the water as the plane would go in the soft sand

that lay beyond the reach of the surf. We came to rest at last in a sea of tall grasses near a
pile of logs that would have stopped us anyway.
I leaned back after this, wiped off my sweat. My hands were shaking. Jack
switched the engines off. I sat in my seat motionless and listened to the great turbines
winding down and coming to a stop.
"The goose has gone to sleep!" said Jack when the indicators read zero on all four.
Then, likewise, he stretched himself.
It became very quiet after that. For nine hours we had listened to the whine of the
engines, the airflow over the hull. Now we could hear the wind, the surf, and the voices
of sea birds. The plane stood motionless in the wind, as if it were rooted to the ground
and had stood at this place for a thousand years.
"Congratulations, that was a first class landing!" Jennie interrupted the quiet. I
turned around. Igor was standing behind her. Jack was getting out of his seat. He wiped
the sweat off his brow. "I must admit," he said, "this beach is a better airfield than I'd
dared to hope. Thank God we had somebody on board who is familiar with the area!"
I looked at him and grinned. His words sounded familiar. I nodded to him, then
looked back at our tracks in the sand. The wheels had made five even furrows that led to
a small mound in the distance where we had touched down.
Eventually, I left my seat, also. It was good to stand up. I embraced Jennie and
kissed her, then left the flight deck and went downstairs for something to eat. We had
boxes full of German buns and all kinds of sausages. I opened the passenger doors to let
some fresh air in. The air was cold, but welcome. I went to the rear with Jennie to look
for some coffee. We opened the rear cabin door too, where we talked for a while, about
what to do next.
"This is the end of the line," I said. "This plane will not fly again for a long time to
come."
"Well, so be it. I'm not sorry that I came along," said Jennie.
After a while we went back to the others. At the curved stairway I overheard Jack
and Orlando debating the same issue upstairs. We went up to join them. Orlando was at
his console trying to contact Fairbanks, but couldn't reach them. The others made
themselves luxuriously comfortable in the first class lounge. "Alaska responded to other
calls, but not to us." Orlando said he would try again later.
"What if we can't reach them?" Jack asked.
I shrugged my shoulders. "We might find a car and drive south to Port Alberni.
Maybe the Navy is still there."
Orlando shook his head; "The Navy wouldn't have waited this long."

"I think we should look for a boat," Jennie suggested.
"A boat?" Jack repeated. "You mean a sailboat?"
She nodded, and smiled.
"Hey, let's do that!" Igor agreed.
I suggested that one of us could go to Tofino to see if there was anything left in the
harbor. "We may be able to catch up with the Navy."
"You'll have to move quickly, though, before the fallout gets here," Orlando
suggested. "It really doesn't sound practical."
"If we find a good enough 'ship'," Igor suggested, "we might sail right back to
Hawaii. I would feel safer, if we sailed away from this coast as fast and as far as
possible."
"Safer!" exclaimed Jack. "You call that safe, floating on the big ocean in one of
those apple crates? You'll never get me in one of them."
"What happened to the hero who hates giving his soul to organization?" I replied
joking.
"He is too deeply committed," Orlando replied quietly, "he lacks the skills to feel
safe on the ocean."
"I don't think there is any need to take a boat," commented Jack. "I'm certain
Alaska will be looking for us. They wouldn't just let a fifty-million-dollar airplane sit idle
on a beach, not at a time like this!"
"Oh, they'll come all right," I replied, "but will they come in time? You should
think about that."
"I'd rather take my risk with drowning," said Igor, "than sitting here, hoping for
someone to respond."
"I would love to come with you," said Jack, "if only I didn't feel so helpless in a
small boat."
"It's really quite safe," said Igor.
"I believe you, but I can't do it," said Jack.
"All right, forget the boat then," I suggested.
"No, let's not," said Jack. "We don't need to be in total agreement. We don't owe
any allegiance to one another. Everyone should feel free to do what he must do."

I supported Jack on this point.
Orlando disagreed. "No, we should vote," he said, "and then do what the majority
demands."
"No!" said Jack. "If I want to stay here, I should have every right to stay here,
regardless of the majority."
"That's exactly the point I'm trying to make," said Igor. "You should stay here if
you want to, while Paul and I should have the freedom to search for a boat without
feeling guilty at leaving anyone behind."
"But I don't want to stay alone," said Orlando.
"I'll stay with you," said Jack.
"I don't want you to stay behind just for my sake," Orlando replied.
"Didn't you hear me?" said Jack. "I want to wait right here till we are rescued. It's
always been like that at SAC. It always worked."

Since the discussion didn't seem to lead anywhere, I went downstairs with Jennie
and Igor to get the luncheon together.
"I can't sit in this airplane and wait for the unknown," said Igor. Jennie agreed, and
so did I. "Still, I hate to leave Jack and Orlando alone," Igor added.
"Why is it so hard to claim one's right to protect one's own life, the right to protect
oneself in the best way one is able?" said Jennie. "That's really what everyone is
claiming, even Jack. We just don't see it all the same way."
Igor smiled at her. He kissed her quickly on the cheek and went upstairs, happily.
Jennie and I brought all the food upstairs that we could carry. We ate this last meal
together in all the posh comfort reserved for the elite of the world. And we did it in the
finest tradition. Igor had discovered a few bottles of champagne that had been hidden in
the plane. He insisted on serving the champagne himself, and the meal too, out of sheer
gratitude for having been rescued. The real reason, obviously, was different. Serving the
champagne enabled him to pay special attention to Jennie that he became attracted to. He
smiled at her whenever he refilled her glass, and once, when he thought that no one was
looking, when he stole a kiss from her. Of course, whenever Jennie desired something
special, he was only too eager to oblige, until in the conversation, we began to talk about
Frank and the hiking trip we had planned.

In this context I brought Jennie's suggestion up once again. "What do you think of
it now, honestly?" I asked everyone. "It could be a great adventure to get away from here
by boat."
"I would like to take my chances here," answered Orlando without hesitation. "I
can't see myself doing anything else."
"Me too," said Jack. "I would hate to see you people taking such a great risk,
exposed to storms, fallout. But if you must, so be it!"
"I want to look for a boat," answered Igor.
"I'm with Igor," I said, "I don't feel comfortable sitting here. Thus, sadly, our ways
must part."
"Why can't we let go of each other?" said Jennie. "We care for one another, don't
we? Why then should we deny each other the freedom to do what we individually feel we
must do?" She added that she was coming along with Igor and me, to look for a boat.

We started out right after lunch was completed. We embraced each other, one by
one, and wished each other farewell. This was an honest farewell, in the spirit of Jennie's
words. I noticed tears in Jack's eyes as I climbed down the rope ladder that we had
brought along for a different purpose. Jack handed me the heavy coats that we had
brought from Alaska. He commented that Jennie's velvet jacket was too thin and no
match for the cold northwestern that swept in across the beach.
Jennie followed me down the rope ladder. Igor came last. I helped Jennie jump.
The ladder didn't quite reach to the sand.
Before the three of us walked away I went to the back of the plane and inspected
the undercarriages. I touched the wheels that had brought us to a safe stop. Everything
was in perfect condition. The plane appeared to be totally new; the landing gear, the tires,
the huge engines; or it might have been newly refurbished. I felt it was a terrible shame to
let this beautiful airplane corrode by the sea. I told Igor so.
"But what else can we do?" he asked.
"Our first allegiance must be to ourselves," said Jennie, "never to a hunk of tin no
matter how grand it appears. Our allegiances must be to the requirements of our life."
We walked away, happily, with this thought. I felt no regret. We turned around
several times and waved back to the others who stood at the front cabin door, watching
us. "Are you quite sure your mind is made up?" Jack called after us.
"Yes!" I shouted back to show him that nothing had changed.

"Good luck then! God be with you! Good luck to all of you!" Jack shouted to us in
return.
"Thanks, and the best luck to you, too" I shouted back.
We continued walking after that, without looking back. It was too painful. Parting
was difficult in this time when so much of humanity had been lost that it appeared more
precious now to hold on to than at any time in the past.

It took us some hours to hike to Tofino. We hadn't expected it to be quite so far, nor
to find the place totally deserted. From what we could see, it had become an instant ghost
town. We saw cars parked in the streets. The stores were still open, lights burning. Even
the bank was still open for business.
"The Navy has been here," said Igor. "When the military is commanded to
evacuate, no one has a choice. At least, that's the way it would be in my country."
"It might also have been that they couldn't afford to waste time," I said. "I am sure
the task force didn't sit idle for them. The operation was probably a sideline project,
carried out while the force was steaming ahead at full speed. The longer the choppers
waited on shore, the farther they would have to go to catch up with the fleet, and the
fewer people they would be able to rescue. The people were probably given no choice,
because there was no choice out of necessity. So they had to make it snappy."
"I guess you have a point there," said Igor.
"I know I have," I said to him, "just look at this!" I pointed to the open vault at the
bank, as we walked through it. "They wouldn't have left the vault open if they had time to
close it."
Igor went into the vault and came back with a bundle of money in his hands.
"You're absolutely right," he said, "see!"
"But Igor! You shouldn't!" Jennie chided him as he stuffed the money into his coat
pockets.
"We will consider it as a loan," he replied. "We may need it. Who knows where we
may end up? When things are back to normal, we will pay the money back," he promised.
Before we left the bank, Igor closed the vault. We went on to the harbor.
At the harbor, the same scene presented itself. We found boats of all sizes, but no
people. Everything seemed to indicate that they had been forced to leave on the spot.
There were tools on the deck of one boat; an open paint can with a brush sitting on top, at
another. "Look over there!" said Igor, pointing to the forest of masts and riggings in front

of us. "There!" he shouted excitedly, and ran down the jetty to a dull green boat. "That's a
fine 'ship' that one," he shouted to us, waving his hands above his head to make us hurry.
"A fine ship, eh?" I asked. "What's so fine about it."
The boat looked grubby to me. Obviously it hadn't sailed for some time. The paint
had peeled in some places. But it was a large boat, about fifty feet long, sturdy looking. It
had two aluminum masts, tight rigging, and sails ready in place, meticulously covered,
although dirty. Its name was Mary Q.
"A boat like this is worth a fortune," Igor replied excitedly. "I can recognize a good
ship when I see one, and this is a very good ship. It will get us anywhere in the world," he
said.
He was right, it was an ocean going yacht, and in good enough shape to get us to
Hawaii. It was rather clean inside, even comfortable and apparently well equipped.
Everything was neatly in its place. The outside needed a lot of work, mostly cleaning and
painting...
"But before we can get anywhere," Igor jolted my daydreaming, "we must get fresh
water, food for the voyage, and all the diesel fuel it can carry." He said he would
volunteer to work on the boat, if Jennie and I went back to town to get food, clothing,
bedding, and whatever else one would need for a journey of several weeks.
We accepted the task. Fortunately, none of these items were hard to find. We had
three large stores to choose from. Neither was it hard to find a car that had its keys still in
the ignition. We 'borrowed' an old brown Honda hatchback, to transport our looting down
to the boat. It took us three trips loaded to the hilt, to fill the boat up. The biggest task,
actually, wasn't finding the food, or transporting it, but finding space for it on the boat,
and stashing the whole lot away without any of it getting in our way. Once this was
apparently accomplished, and there was no room left on the boat, Igor was ready too.
"Would you like to take the helm," Igor asked me.
"Me?" I replied, "I don't know the first thing about sailing."
Igor laughed.
It was the same with Jennie.
"That's all right!" Igor said with the biggest grin on his face, "don't let this trouble
you. I'll be the captain from now on! I have the skills, the experience; I'll rescue you. I'll
teach you all I know. And for the time being, you are my crew!"
He stopped grinning, suddenly, and looked around, searching for something.
"We will be both crew and passengers," I corrected him, wondering what he was up
to.

"In our country," I said, "it is the passengers who tell the captain where the ship
goes. And we would like the captain to take us to someplace nice, to the island Maui,
please."
"Yes, but in my country we have a tradition, also," he answered while he was still
searching, "and under this tradition it is the captain who decrees where the ship goes.
Now, as captain of this ship, I shall set sail towards the Southwest, into the direction of
Hawaii, from where we just came. This is the captain's wish!"
"Well, if that is so," remarked Jennie with a smile. "Then we must let the captain
do what he wants." She motioned me to come to the fore deck to test how it feels to lean
against the cabin windows.
"Yes, we must obey the captain," I agreed. "So back to Hawaii, sir, captain, lead
on!" I mocked him. Jennie grinned.
"Except, we should first sail back to the plane and let the others know that we're on
our way," suggested Jennie.
Igor agreed to that.
"And then we must count how much money we've 'borrowed,' so we can settle our
debts later on," I said to Igor.
"No, you've both got it wrong," Igor replied. "The first thing we must do, is find the
ignition key, so that we can get the engine started. Then we must remove the coverings
from the sails, and then..."
"...He is right, of course," interrupted Jennie, jokingly.
"Certainly he is right," I agreed, "after all he is the captain!"
We laughed, and started a frantic search for the engine key, which was nowhere to
be found.
"Let's just jumper the switch," I suggested. I remembered the tools that I saw lying
on the deck of another boat. I ran quickly back and collected whatever screwdrivers and
pliers I could find. We removed the dashboard and were able to jumper the starter. But as
we did, there was a dead silence. No spark, no noise. No nothing! The batteries were
dead.
As we scurried around for a new battery, I found a small outboard motor that
looked like it would do the job just as well. And it did. Igor found a place where we could
mount it. That's how the Mary Q got under way. It slid effortlessly into the open waters
under the soft tugging of our outboard motor, until a few hundred yards off shore, Igor
unfurled the main sail. This set us off on our journey across the Pacific. The dream of a
few hours ago, had become a reality.

We sailed first to the plane, as Jennie had suggested. I took my captain's hat off,
and put it on Igor. "As long as we are on this boat, this is yours to wear," I told him.
He took if off, examined it carefully; "You have worn this for many years," he said.
He gave it back to me; "I could never take this. As far as I am concerned, with all
honesty, there will always be just one captain on this boat, and that is you." He put his
arm around me gently, and smiled. "I'm merely a better sailor," he added. "Actually, it's
not all that difficult to sail a boat. If you want to turn it this way, and the wind comes
from over there," he pointed to it. "All you have to do is this. You see how the boat
comes around. But watch out for the boom!!! OOPS."
We spent half an hour in this fashion. We talked about the various features of the
boat and the different kinds of sails it had. He was most knowledgeable on the subject.
Also he seemed right about what he first said, that this boat would get us to any place in
the world. It felt solid, easy to handle. There was plenty of room. We had three large
bunks in the front, five in the back cabin - far more than we needed. The only thing we
did not have, was a radio.
Since the ship's batteries were dead, nothing of any kind that was electrical worked.
"I should have brought a portable radio from the store," said Jennie.
Actually I couldn't care less. It seemed that we could live for a few weeks without
electric lights. We could certainly sail without radar, and without the depth finder. We
had one single flashlight, and while searching for the key, I found a box of candles and an
old oil lamp.
"But without a radio, I feel so cut off from the world," said Jennie.
"That's just fine with me, Jennie," I said.

It was way past suppertime before we got back to the beach. The others saw us a
long way off, apparently before we even realized they had seen us. Jack had opened the
emergency exit and had climbed out onto the wing. I saw him waving with both hands.
He appeared to wave us good-bye, not to urge us to come back. As we came closer,
Orlando joined him.
Igor lowered our sails and set anchor. We stood in this fashion for some time,
facing each other across a strip of sea and a beach. Eventually, Igor suggested that we had
waited long enough to give them a chance to change their minds if they wanted to. He
lifted the anchor again, set the sail, and turned the 'ship' into the wind toward the open
Pacific.

We were far from shore when the setting sun lit up the overcast from below. It
drew a brilliant, golden line on the water. Jennie came up just in time to see it. She had
gone down into the boat to change and wore a bright red jump suit when she came up.
Wow! We had found the suit in a store in Tofino when we were looking for something
comfortable to wear. But it hadn't looked nearly as wonderful as it did now.
Igor was telling me all about our 'ship,' as Jennie came up. He explained that the
type of boat we had was properly known as a ketch.
Jennie interrupted the talk with a shriek of surprise at seeing the sun. She smiled as
she looked into the glare of the sunset. Her red jump suit appeared almost florescent in
the bright sunlight. She turned and hugged me. I welcomed this open affection! I had
been right on Maui. This had become another grand day! We held each other in a tight
embrace.
"I am so glad we got through this day and still have each other," she said quietly.
I glanced at Igor. Igor looked straight into the sunset, not at us. He seemed
uncomfortable with what was happening.
Some time later Jennie tried to get him to restart the conversation she had
interrupted. "Is a ketch classified as one of the tall ships?" she asked.
"To be honest, I don't know," Igor said, smiling again. "Hey, look over there!
There's a whale spouting!" he added, pointing to a place near the sun's glittering
reflection on the sea.
"Isn't it great!" Jennie exclaimed. "Isn't it grand, just to be alive, to be free, to be
surviving.... There is so much beauty in this world, so much vitality..."
"...And gentleness," I added, looking her in the eye.
"Yes, that too," she said, smiling. "Do you recall seeing that mother, yesterday
evening by the swimming pool, with her tiny new baby?"
I shook my head.
"Oh yes, you were looking at me," she grinned. "Anyway, the mother held the baby
in her arms, smiled at it, and gave it its bottle. In the background were flowering bushes,
flooded with sunlight. It was a beautiful scene. I wished that I had my camera with me.
To me, this simple scene was incredibly rich, a marvel, so full of beauty and life,
endowed with feelings and integrity." She turned to Igor. "By what insanity do people
conspire to sacrifice all this, and what for?"
She looked at me, and then at Igor again to watch for our reactions.
"Scientists say the ozone in the air shields us from the sun's ultraviolet rays. They
say that once nuclear war has destroyed this protection, the beautiful gentleness that I saw

by the pool won't ever be possible again," she said. "Nothing as complex as human life
will likely survive or ever come back. The earth won't last long enough for the
development to repeat itself that created us as a species with such profound spiritual
qualities that we find in our humanity. By what madness do people feel justified in
destroying this delicate world that supports so much beauty, including their own being?"
"Strategists don't think in these terms," said Igor. "Our country alone has build
enough bombs to burn out entire continents. We may all be dead by tomorrow. Then,
what's the hype for that caused us to build bombs for protection?"
"We do it to maintain a looting empire in power that makes a mockery of law and
humanity," I grinned. "We do it to protect a financial system that is looting the needy. We
do it to maintain an economic order that generates hunger and death. We do it to have a
world in which dictators are given free reign. We build the bombs to protect financial
manipulators, arms dealers, drug czars, who together wield power more sinister and
destructive than a thousand Hitlers put together."
"Of course you know our story," said Igor. He grinned cynically. "We only want
world domination, global control, global population management, global cultural control,
a world without nation states, a world ruled by us!"
"All this our rulers want, too," I said, "and they were on the way to getting it!"
"Gentlemen! Must we talk politics?" Jennie interrupted.
"Eh, you asked the question!" I defended us. "You wanted to know why we build
bombs. You wanted to explore for what insanity the Earth is now at risk of being
destroyed!"
"I'm sorry," she said, "I didn't bring the subject up to generate despair. I just wanted
to make the three of us more aware of what we have, of life, of the beauty around us, so
that we could better appreciate what we have. Just look where we are!" She left us and
went to the front of the boat. She grasped the main stay and leaned into the wind. "Isn't it
a marvel," she shouted back to me, "to have boats, to be able to cross the wide open sea
in comfort, to have each other, to feel alive, to experience these great wonders? Maybe
this kind of sanity, it we can make it contagious, will in time allow humanity to get rid of
its nuclear bombs!"
I joined her at the front of the boat. I laughed. I put my arm around her. "You,
dreamer! You, wonderful dreamer!" I said.

While we talked, the setting sun painted the clouds a bright purple. We spotted
more whales spouting. I felt a kinship with the whales. Those creatures of the deep had
long been an endangered species. Now we had become so ourselves. Would we win our
race against extinction? Jennie's words came to mind, "isn't it marvelous to be alive and
free and surviving!" She had looked me curiously in the eye when she had said it.

Perhaps she meant to ask why mankind is so eager for war to assure its future while the
present is ignored and left to die in a growing backlog of unrealized potentials.

"What about you and Frank, and the children?" I asked her. We watched the last of
the sunset, our arms around each other.
"What about them?" she replied.
"What would Frank say if he saw us?"
"He would say; 'Right on Jennie; you are a marvelous kid!' He used to say that
quite often. And he would add, 'be happy, live, and go on living!' I don't think we ever
pretended to own each other's existence. We had shared our life, loved each other, and
tried to enjoy each other's excitement with living. Everything else, it seemed, like the
wedding veil, was ultimately artificial. Perhaps we didn't go to any great length down that
road that we had started on, but we had gone quite a bit further than most people do. Of
course, I realize that we had barely begun. If only Frank could be with us now! What
riches we could share on that higher platform where we now stand!"
Her smile faded moments later. She paused for a moment. "But what would
Melanie say? This would be hard on her."
I hushed her. "That's not important now, not here. It doesn't matter what other
people are unable to perceive, what small horizons they have, what narrow models of
thought control their lives, what agonies they impose on themselves. The only thing that
matters to us, is what we can see, what freedom we are able to claim and enjoy. With that
we can uplift Melanie. I am certain she would meet us on this level."
Jennie agreed.

We made ourselves comfortable. There was a place on the foredeck where we
could sit and lean against the cabin windows. We feasted our soul on the wind and on the
sound of the hull cutting through the waves, the stars that became faintly visible through
breaks in the cloud cover, and the freedom we now had from the world of the tumultuous
humanity. We were free. We were free from having to care, struggle, and toil. We were
free from having to justify ourselves. We were cut off and set in a world where nothing
mattered except what we perceived of ourselves and of the world around us that was still
grand.

For a while a school of dolphins accompanied us. We had seen some seagulls
earlier, but they had left us and returned back to shore. It was as if the dolphins welcomed
us into their universe of endless space. How irrelevant were the world's models of
relationships in this world of theirs, like ours that sent people through hell, not to mention
the fight between East and West, each struggling to impose its own model on the whole
of humanity. Thank God neither had yet succeeded. A one-model rule would be absolute
poverty, a total fundamentalism, and utter blindness to the infinitude of existence.
I watched the dolphins. In their world there was no model, or a form of government
that was artificial. Their existence seemed enforced by a principle that lay embedded
deep in their soul. This, too, was freedom. The dolphins, and we on this ship, with our
hopes, were as one in that regard.

The daylight faded quickly after the sun had set. Since the boat had been hastily
pressed into service, we were unprepared for the dark. I couldn't even find the flashlights
we had brought. Jennie and I relieved Igor at the helm, after he gave us a crash course on
how to 'fly' the boat. But Jennie dozed off to sleep minutes after Igor had left us.
"Sleep well, you, beautiful dreamer!" I said softly to her over the hiss of the North
Wind. We were both dreamers. I had dreamed of thousands of models of relationships
governing mankind in love, as many as the sand on the sea. I could see that that the
world's little schemes of communism and capitalism were drowned out in the tide of their
multitude. I could see a new wave of a new humanity, each having as its principle what
lies in each person's heart for supplying the human need, in whatever form that may
appear. The principle alone seemed important, and not the form. Some dreamer I was!
Except in this dreaming Jennie and I were one. "Oh, my dreamer!" I said to her once
more, gently, and hugged her, asleep as she was. I remained alone on the deck. Shift
change would be in eight hours.
+++

Waking up has never been a virtue of mine. The sun stood high on the horizon
when Igor stirred me. It was dark in the aft cabin. I opened the curtains, looked outside
through the small porthole. It appeared to be a bright and beautiful day. I looked at him,
something was wrong, shouldn't he be at the helm? "Who in heaven's name is driving the
ship?" I asked him.
He grinned. "Jennie is!" he said. "She's at the helm and doing fine. And so she
should. I've taught her!" He seemed pleased with his accomplishments as a sailing
instructor.
I rubbed my eyes. I wasn't certain for a moment if I was really awake.

"I've already made breakfast," Igor said proudly. "Everything is ready to be served.
All you have to do is get yourself up, come up on deck, and eat."
"That's fine," I replied without thinking about it, and proceeded to lie down again.
"Jennie and I expect you on deck shortly. We're eating in the sunshine today! So up
you get!" he said in a commanding tone of voice. "Quick, my friend, quick! Davarish my
comrades!"
Half asleep still, I got up and followed him. The brightness on deck was almost
blinding.
"Good morning everybody," I said as I sat down. It was hard to open my eyes to the
morning sunshine, and still harder to keep them that way.
"I've watched the sun come up," Igor announced, thoroughly pleased with himself.
"Good for you, my boy!" I said, opening my eyelids, but letting them fall closed
again.
"I've been at the helm most of the night," he explained. "I knew you couldn't take
the night watch for long. You both fell asleep. I had to rush up and save the boat. It
wasn't easy to get you to bed, though."
He was right. I didn't remember going to bed.
"You missed a beautiful dawn," he said. "Witnessing the sun come up and rise
slowly above the water in the distance, seeing the universe in motion, realizing that for
countless ages it has always been the same, inspires a feeling of awe. You're watching a
phenomenon that nothing on earth can ever hinder or advance, nor any scientist can fully
explain."
I scratched my head and stared at him out of one eye. "That's elementary, Igor!"
"Oh, is it? Then tell me what gravity is?" he asked. "You can see its actions as it
locks the planets into orbit around each other. But can you really tell why? It certainly
isn't an electrostatic or magnetic force. You can step inside an electrostatic shield, let an
apple go, and it still falls on the ground. Likewise, you can shield yourself magnetically
from the universe, let an apple go, and it still falls. There is simply nothing anyone can do
to shield oneself from gravitational attraction. It is also easy to measure its force, but you
can't break the link that exerts the force. So, it is something marvelous, don't you agree?
When you look up in the morning and the sun appears over the horizon, slowly moving
upwards, but fast enough so that you can see it move, you stand in awe, witnessing the
universe in motion, you marvel at the principles involved. You stare at this sight until the
sun becomes too bright to look at. That's when you drift back to your little world. This
was also the moment when Jennie got up. She was happy to see the sun."
"Good for Jennie," I replied. I had barely been listening to Igor.

Igor was full of vigor, aiming to rouse me.
"I had a marvelous time with Jennie this morning," he said. "I taught her a lot of
things about sailing! She is a quick learner you know, and such a pretty one too."
"...And you are a good breakfast maker," I told him as I tasted the pancakes he had
made. It seemed that opening my mouth was easier than opening my eyes. "You're also a
deep thinker," I added, as I finished the first pancake.
This seemed to increase his vigor even more. "Just wait 'till I tell you about the rest
of my philosophy," he replied. "It came to me this morning that the world would be a
tremendously more beautiful place, if people could discover a mental equivalent to
gravity; something equally strong; something that no one can get away from, that can't be
blocked or be shielded against by any means."
"This attraction exists, Igor," I answered.
"Yes, but if this attraction could be acknowledged it would remove the need for
domination, political camps, the need for nuclear war," he added.
"It is already being acknowledged," I waved him off. "But you've done some very
good thinking," I added with a mouthful of pancake, patting him on the shoulder. In the
same breath I also asked Jennie for some more coffee to wake myself up. "The attraction
is love and on a lower level sex," I said to Igor and let my eyelids fall again.
Igor stopped talking. He stopped abruptly as if someone had turned a radio off. I
knew it was my fault, but what to do about it? I shouldn't have been so cold. I should
apologize.
"I'm sorry for cutting you off," I said quietly. "The reason is that I'm half asleep
still. It's not that I don't appreciate you or what you're sharing with us, or done for us. I
had eight hours sleep in three days before we got on the boat. Please forgive me."
"Oh, be honest, Paul, I know what you're thinking deep inside," Igor said in a sharp
tone. "I was stupid to believe that you are different than the rest. You Americans are all
the same. You think we Russians are scum, don't you? You think we're barbarians,
animals that don't have any feelings. Well, I have news for you. I am a chess champion,
and that makes me no less a man than you are, Captain! I may even have more feelings
than you have. At least I am not immoral, playing around with my best friend's wife as
you do. That's who Jennie is, isn't she? She is your best friend's wife and you are
screwing her!"
"Yes, she is," I muttered, totally surprised at this turn of events. I stared at him,
which made him still angrier.
"You're just as disgusting as my one-time friend, a policeman," Igor went on. "The
creep went to work in the morning, but he didn't always show up. His wife would cry her
eyes out when she found out that he had spent the day with his ex-wife, or whoever else

he had, like you do. Only her pain never bothered the man, he never changed his ways. I
bet nothing bothers you either, you have no integrity like most men. Sex is your
attraction. Yes, it all becomes totally clear!" He spits into the sea in disgust.
"Oh, Igor!" I answered, "if you only knew!"
I closed my eyes to think of something. How can I reason with someone whose
mind is infested with an unyielding fundamentalism and a view so narrow that he can't
see? I puzzled by this challenge. The thought was painful. If only I was more awake! I
faced the sun, drank some coffee. I had to help Igor. I had to defend Jennie.
"Did you ever consider that your friend may have acted out of a deep seated need?"
I said to Igor. "You said most men are scum when it comes to sex, drifting outside of
their marriages. Maybe there is a reason for it. Sexual proliferation is what makes any
species biologically strong. Maybe this force made the human species the successful
survivor it has been through the ages. Maybe you are condemning your friend for
something that is ingrained in his very nature as a male human being. Did you ever
consider this? I'm sure his wife never did! Maybe he is responding to a deep basic need?"
There was peace for the moment. I was facing the wind, looking up into the sails.
Igor didn't respond. What more could I say if he 'exploded' like this again? I couldn't
possibly let him condemn the whole male component of the human race. I knew that if
there were to be peace on this ship, it would have to be an honest peace, one without
condemnation, and not a silent peace!
I looked into his face. But, oh my God what had I done! His face was distorted,
twisted.
"The pig hadn't honesty!" Igor responded angrily once he had gained my attention.
He dropped his usual care in using proper English. No doubt, he did this intentionally. It
was evident by his mispronunciations.
I took a deep breath. I needed courage now. I needed to defend myself for what I
had said about sex, that there was a force that attracted humanity to each other like
gravity, that nobody could escape from, a force linked to one's identity that could not be
ignored, only the response to it could be withheld. Out of the resulting emptiness arise the
passions and the rape that he had associated with sexual attraction. But how could I
defend the innocence of the whole human race and create a platform for freedom against
his accusations? I thought of the night before, the peace Jennie and I had felt.
"Look, Igor," I said, "dishonesty always appears, whenever honesty is made
impossible. You wouldn't know for sure whether your friend might have wanted to tell
his wife, but she wouldn't her of it, or he might have been afraid because his feelings
were regarded as evil by society."
I wished that I could hush Igor like I did Jennie the night before, and let us all enjoy
the peace and freedom of our New World that surrounded us. Why did Igor have to bring
the petty little world of a distant humanity into our oasis? But I had to remind myself that

his was the real human scene, pervaded by a narrowness of thought as ancient as the
human race, for which countless millions had died in countless ways and countless wars.
If there was to be peace and freedom on this ship, we needed to get away from this
influence, and I needed to help him with it, not hush him up.
"Do you have the slightest idea about what Jennie and I have been through over the
last three days?" I said to him.
He shook his head, still looking angrily at me.
"I wish you knew," I said, "because then you wouldn't make those judgments. Both
of our families were in Seattle, Igor. All our children! Jennie pointed out to me that I
must have aborted my landing right in front of their eyes. They were waiting at the
airport to join me on the last leg of my flight to Vancouver. The flight had been
scheduled to land in Seattle for refueling. Both of our families had delayed their return
trip for a day, just for that, to join me on the way home. I had to abort that landing, Igor,
right in front of their eyes. I must have pulled the plane into a climb right in front of the
window behind which they were waiting for me, without ever touching down. They
couldn't have been a thousand yards away. I hadn't known about their plans then. It was
supposed to be a surprise, but can you imagine the hurt this caused later? I saw them a
thousand times in my thoughts in the mushroom clouds during our rescue missions. I saw
them in the clouds boiling with fire. Can you imagine what this means, seeing those
whom you loved and cared for, for so many years, burnt to death? It means that your
whole world has gone up into smoke and ashes with them. It means you have nothing
left. It means starting from scratch. That's when one looks at everything anew, and the
only point of reference one has left for that is what one feels deep inside. It's the only
thing one is able to trust. Now tell me, how the hell do you expected us to react when
Jennie and I met in Vancouver? We were the only survivors of a group of ten. It was in
Vancouver where we met, when I found out that our families should have been on board.
Jennie told me that they had remained behind. We are no mental giants, Igor. We are the
only survivors of a closely-knit group of ten people. We are trying to cope with an
immense tragedy! Can you expect us to behave like sane, well-adjusted adults? We had
to hold on to each other to not go crazy! Out of this deep honesty with ourselves we may
have re-emerged with a greater sanity than the world ever has displayed. Sure, we realize
today that our families may have managed to escape, but this doesn't alter what we had
found out about ourselves under the stress of despair."
I must have made Igor feel terribly small. He no longer dared to answer.
I put my arm around him. "Don't mind us, Igor. We are living the best way we can.
Maybe your friend, the postman, did the same. And maybe, so did his wife. Maybe their
lives weren't as deeply shaken as ours were. Maybe they just couldn't let go of the
conventions of the world as easily and appreciate the uniqueness of their situation. Maybe
they were like a 'mountain climber' and a 'deep sea diver' who were drawn into love with
each other but couldn't deal with the conflicts because of the diversity of their
conventions. They should have embraced each other and enriched each other's world with

their diversity. Who knows what depth and breadth of experience their wider association
might have added to their lives, were it not for the world's narrow minded dictates?"
Igor said that he was sorry and apologized. He stood up and walked slowly to the
front of the boat and sat down again, and looked unto the sea.
"I don't want you to be sorry, Igor!" I called out to him. I sat beside him. "I just
want you to accept us the way we are, and if you can, recognize that there is nothing
immoral going on between Jennie and I. I also hope to hear more about your
philosophies. I wish you would tell us more about them, and about the discoveries you
made this morning. That is, if you can forgive me for cutting you off."
Igor nodded. "Some day I will tell you," he called back, "when you're feeling more
up to it."
He came back a while later and climbed down into the galley again. "For the time
being," he called up from down below, "there are more important things on the agenda.
There are more pancakes to be made. Its close to lunch time!"
When he returned there was a smile on his face, a plate of pancakes in his hand.
The tensions had dissipated. He was relaxed, joking again. In fact, we all became quite
silly after that. We even found something silly to say relating to pancakes in general,
though I forgot what that was.

It was remarkable how our lives had changed since we left Tofino. The rescue
frenzy had ended for us. Before, we were working night and day, almost without
sleeping. Now we had plenty of time on our hands, time to relax, to think, to love, and to
reorient ourselves to the changing world. I smiled at Jennie across our makeshift coffee
table. She appeared at ease, happy. The brooding desperation had gone. We could sit
back and have breakfast for a whole hour, if we so desired. What a luxury! We could
spend half a day talking about philosophies, or joking, or do nothing at all. Our link with
the disaster stricken world had been completely broken. We were on our own, surrounded
by the sea, a sea without bounds. We were in a world of our own set aside from the real
world so it seemed.

The relaxed atmosphere had immediate side effects. I personally felt as if I hadn't
slept for six weeks. In a sense this was true. The two weeks in Miami had not been
conducive to a good night's sleep. I had slept only a few hours at a time. But that was all
history now. We had time a-plenty! And so, after lunch was over on our first full day at
sea, I felt inclined to take another snooze. I decided to indulge myself.
"Can Jennie handle the boat by herself?" I asked Igor.

"Don't worry about Jennie, I have taught her well," he said. "But don't sleep too
long, you might miss snack time," he joked.
I thanked him for making breakfast and lunch, especially after a whole night at the
helm.
He just grinned and said to think nothing of it. He said he had enjoyed it
tremendously.
After lunch I helped by clearing the dishes away. "Now we are equal," I said to him
as I disappeared into the galley. "I saved your life in Hawaii, and you saved mine by
feeding me."
He grinned again, especially when I patted my stomach.
I watched him readjust the wind vane. He gave us a quick course on its functioning.
It was quick but precise. He appeared to be a decent chap, quite likable, considerate,
except for the argument we had had, which was really my own fault. Certainly, he was a
fine shipmate. And best of all, he had volunteered for night shift on a continuous basis.
With someone like that on board, I was looking forward to our cruise together. For the
time being, however, I really needed that sleep.
Jennie came down into the galley with me to help me wash the dishes. She knew
from days past that I had never liked washing dishes, but who does? This time, though,
with Jennie around, it was fun.
Soon, I emerged with a couple of blankets and a pillow on deck. I made a place for
myself under the sails. It was comfortable lying there, listening to the wind, looking
straight up into the sails and the sky, or at the vast, beautiful ocean which had become our
home. I listened to the water splash against the hull and watched a flock of cumulus
clouds parading across the firmament.
It was grand having so much time to waste, to just lie there, gazing aimlessly into
the blue; time for daydreaming!
I dozed off quickly. How restful it was to sleep without a worry! Except, I had
barely fallen asleep when I felt someone touch me. "It's time to wake up," a voice said.
"Wake up?" I repeated. "But I had just closed my eyes," I protested.
For a moment I thought it was Jennie talking to me, except it wasn't Jennie's voice.
"You must raise your seat in preparation for landing," the voice said. "I am sorry to
disturb you, sir, but in five minutes we'll be landing in Vancouver where you have to
deplane."
"Vancouver," I repeated. "No! We can't land in Vancouver!" I raised my head to
see who spoke to me. To my surprise I saw a stewardess standing in the aisle beside me.

This was odd. I thought I had been in a boat. I reached over the empty window seat and
pushed the shade up. It was dark outside, but below us lay the city of Vancouver, its
lights glistening, the moon reflected on the ocean.
"What has happened?" I asked her.
"Sir, you've slept all the way from Chicago," she said quietly. "Did you have
pleasant dreams?"
"Dreams?" I repeated, "Yes, thank you, I must have."
Before she went on, she took my earphones away which I had in my hands in a still
unopened plastic package. She must have handed them to me in Chicago, though I
couldn't remember.
Chicago? Today? The thing was a puzzle to me. I pushed the window shade all the
way up. This was Vancouver all right. When we touched down I recognized the terminal
buildings of Vancouver's International Airport, its new control tower, everything was
intact and operational. The buildings were brightly lit. Planes were docked at the gates. I
knew exactly which gate we would dock at, where we would turn. No one was in haste,
no shots could be heard. It was business as usual, a normal night. Nothing at all had
changed! Nothing whatsoever! Whoopee!!!
Then the holocaust had never happened, I realized. I had dreamed the whole thing the thing about the bomb, Seattle being blown to bits, Vancouver having become
uninhabitable. What a terribly awful dream! It was good to be back!
When I remembered the seminar at Miami, the nightmares it had brought. With that
as a background that terrible dream seemed totally logical. It was merely a nightmare
arising from one of the kooky hypothetical scenarios of the nuclear emergency
workshops. It all came back to me now. I was going to meet Frank and Jennie in
Vancouver. That's what I had come for. I remembered the hike we had planned! It all
came back to me as if we had planned it just the day before. By the time the plane
docked, the nightmare had ended! The flight-director's announcement was a familiar one.
It indicated the termination of flight 023. "If your plans call for air travel again in the near
future, we like to invite you to choose the Friendly Skies of United..."
It was like music to hear those words; I could have hugged the girl who spoke
them.
As soon as the engines became silent, I noticed the baggage handlers coming out
with their carts. A food services vehicle appeared in the distance. Everyone I saw wore
short-sleeved open shirts. No one wore protective clothing, facemasks, breathing
apparatus! There wasn't even any smoke. No one screamed. It was beautiful. Nothing had
happened! Nothing had happened to Seattle or any other place. It had all been a dream, a
lovely, horrible dream. How lucky I felt!

I stood up and got my coat from the rack and walked along with the others. No one
spoke. No one murmured. We went through the tunnel to the immigration and customs
reception area. There were the usual lineups. Most people looked tired. But I was happy.
I was happy as a lark. I welcomed the lineup as a chance to re-adjust myself to reality.
Outside of the customs gate, a large assembly of demonstrators greeted us, or rather
confronted us. "Don't fight the bomb: BAN the bomb!" their posters read. There was a
kid among them, a boy of about twelve. His poster was the best, a two liner; "Peace starts
at home, within yourself!" it read. What a refreshing idea! I thought. Then I spotted Frank
and the kids, and Melanie holding Fiona, and Jennie standing beside her! I rushed over to
meet them. Melanie gave Fiona to Frank. We practically fell into each other's arms. I
greeted Frank and embraced him too, like a long lost friend, and gave Fiona a kiss. Frank
must have thought I'd gone mad. But of course, he knew where I came from. I knew he
would understand.
Afterwards I hugged Melanie for a long time. We kissed while the kids swarmed
around us. It felt like I had come back from the moon or Mars, or from a dangerous war.
"How was the seminar?" Frank inquired. "They want me to take it in September."
"Terribly intense and tiresome," I replied, "and immensely frightening, and
frustrating, and depressing, but somehow it was worth the trouble," I said to him.
"But would you go again?" Melanie asked.
"Again? No, never!" I replied. "I wouldn't want to go through that again. It was
sheer hell most of the time!"
"I may even have flunked the course," I said to Frank. "Half the time I simply
couldn't cope with what was presented."
"Let's go on, you can tell me later," said Frank when my luggage had arrived. "I've
got the van parked at a meter, so we must hurry."
"Not so fast Frank," I replied. "I'll pay for you're parking ticket. I must go to those
demonstrators first, and show my support for their efforts."
"Hey come along," I motioned to the others.
"You guys are beautiful," I said to the chief of the group, the person who carried
the biggest poster. I asked if he had a blank poster left, and some extra paint. "Don't just
ban the bomb," I said to him, "you must go further! You must ban everything that those
bombs are required for. You will never ban the bomb without banning the need for it.
You must go to the root of the problem. There simply is no other way. Write on your
posters: Peace must be earned - be alert - it can never be won! If I have learned anything
during the past two weeks, surely this is it!" I said to the leader of the group.

The chap just stood there, dumbfounded. He didn't say a word, but looked as if he
were about to start a discussion. I felt it wise to leave quickly.
I turned to the boy who had impressed me the most. "How does peace begin at
home?" I asked him.
His face lit up. "By taking the garbage out before being asked, by sweeping the
floor, helping with the dishes, sharing my lunch with a friend when he forgets his own."
"Do you like it?" I asked him.
He blinked his eye and smiled. "It takes a little effort at times," he said, "especially
helping with the dishes. But it feels good afterwards."
I raised his hand up, and held his poster high. "Here! Look at this! He is right!" I
said out loud, then left the scene.

On the way into town I asked Frank and Jennie if I might invite them out for
supper, to The Roof perhaps. They had no objections. They hadn't prepared anything yet.
They rather liked the idea. "That's super!" I said to Frank, who couldn't quite understand
my enthusiasm for wanting to go out after such a long trip.
"But I have a surprise for you, also," he added. "Would you like to guess? Ask me
where we've been for the last five days? I mean, all of us together!"
"All of you? Where have you been, Frank? Wait! - You haven't been in Seattle by
chance?"
"Now on earth could you have known?" he replied. "Someone can't keep a secret
around here. We've been at the Ring, Wagner's Ring, Paul. Did Melanie tell you?"
"Of course not, Frank! No one told me, except you. You had talked about it a lot in
the spring," I reminded him.
"You took Melanie and the kids along, to an opera?"
"Of course, and it was great, Paul! Everyone loved it!"
"Including myself," said Jennie, "though I don't care much for operas as you
know."
"Well that's terrific," I exclaimed, and I meant it. The tortures I had gone through,
apparently had been just a re-construction of things that I had already been aware of.
"Still, I have one up on you," I said to Frank. "I can tell you who's got the ring today. It
hasn't been given back to the Rhine Maidens, as the opera suggests. The battle isn't over,

Frank. But this is a long story, Frank. It's a story for the camp-fire nights that we are
going to have."
"Right!" Frank grinned. "Incidentally, everything is ready. We'll leave tomorrow
morning. A friend will fly us to Garibaldi Lake. He'll pick us up on Wednesday. This
leaves us three full days for hiking and two nights for fires and stories, provided that
camp fires are allowed."
"Actually, I don't mind missing the fires," I replied quietly. "Fire has become
something ugly to me. Maybe one ought not to have campfires at all, with kids around?
Kids are so sensitive. Who knows what damage we cause in their minds, carelessly?"

The entire subject was forgotten when we stepped out of the elevator on the
restaurant floor of the old Vancouver Hotel, all ten of us, the kids included. Of course this
wasn't New York, and the place wasn't the world renowned New Ritz, but as far as I was
concerned, the Ritz couldn't have been any better. It would have been too 'ritzy' to have
the kids along. This it was a kind of royal treatment we got. At this place, they didn't just
roll the red carpet out. It was a wall to wall red carpet in every respect. One simply
couldn't find a more fitting place in Vancouver to celebrate the end of a terrible dream.
"What's your fancy," I asked Melanie, after we were seated and given the wine list
and the menus. "Shall it be steak tonight? Or would you prefer fish?" I turned to Jennie
momentarily. "How about the 'Right Fish?' Would you like that?"
Jennie nodded ever so slightly and glanced at me with a frown. Obviously my
suggestion meant nothing to her. To judge by her reaction, we had never been in Lahaina
together! It was all part of a big crazy dream. The realization was wonderful! Except,
what had made the wonderful parts of the dream so wonderful, also made me feel
irrepressibly sad since they were now lacking. Something between us was lacking that I
had treasured above the brightness of the sun. I stopped making suggestions for the meal
after that.
"Let's have the best the house can provide," Frank suggested. We agreed, and so we
ordered Chateaubriand.

By the time the dinner was about to be served, my sadness was long forgotten. The
notion had resurfaced that this dinner was to be a celebration. I made a short speech about
this being a beginning of living again, after a two-week visit to hell.
"What is your next destination?" I asked Frank while we ate our soup.
"I've got a charter to Tahiti, with a three day lay-over like you wouldn't believe.
Jennie will be along, too. Our Tahitian pilot will be flying under me," said Frank.

"And you? Where will you be going next?" Jennie asked me.
"Me, well! I've got the Fall Season Hawaii special, twice a week for six months," I
replied. I showed Jennie the key for the apartment I had already rented. "Maybe we can
all get together on Maui, for a few days. Would you like that?" I talked about soft sandy
beaches and sugarcane fields and restaurants open to the sea. I talked about shopping
strolls among brightly-lit windows, and about eating ice cream under Banyan trees...
I glanced at Jennie to watch her reaction. She didn't react at all. I smiled at her. She
didn't even smile back. Instead, she started a conversation of her own, with Frank.
"Eh, we are going to Hawaii!" announced Tammy to the other kids.
"Hawaii! Wow! That's super!" exclaimed Robert, landing a gentle punch on my
side. "Is this on the level, dad?" he added with the most serious sounding voice.
I nodded.
"Hooray, we can we go snorkeling again and watch those beautiful fishes like they
show on TV?" said Tammy. "... And we'll sit in the Jacuzzi every night until we are hot
and boiling, and jump into the cold pool to cool off, and chase frogs after that."
"Certainly," I replied.
"...And I will have Macy-Macy nuts again," noted Fiona, "to feed to the birdies,
right?"
"Wrong!" Melanie replied. "First of all, they are called Macadamia nuts. They are
very special and very expensive, Fiona. They are definitely not meant for feeding to the
birdies. They are for eating."
"Yes, they are for my tummy; right?" she corrected herself, "and I like them with
lots of chocolate all over! Hmmm! .... And then we'll go back to that beach where we get
pushed over by the waves," she added. "That was fun!"
I could almost hear the sound of the surf behind Fiona's words. I could hear its
rhythm, its cycle of washing onto shore and flowing back again. I remembered the day
when we were bodysurfing. I even heard the surf splashing against the rocks at the far
end of the beach where the sand ended. Only those splashes sounded more 'hollow' than
crisp. They sounded like water hitting the side of a boat!
The thought of a boat woke me. I sat up. I looked around and almost cried. I was on
a boat after all. The holocaust had happened. Being on the boat, running away from the
holocaust, that was the reality. This Hell was the real world and Vancouver a dream. I
looked up. Above me were those sails I had seen before, and the same puffy white clouds
that I had watched pursuing each other across the sky.

When I fully realized what had happened, I stood up, stretched myself and stood
beside Jennie who was still at the helm.
"Did you have a nice sleep?" she asked.
"Oh, I slept beautifully," I told her.
She smiled and showed me what Igor had taught her about sailing while I slept.
"I believe I had one of the nicest dreams in all my life," I said. "I dreamed I was in
Vancouver. Everything was clean and beautiful. I met everyone there. Frank, Melanie,
you, and the children had all come out to the airport to meet me. Then we went out for
supper, to The Roof. I tell you, it was absolutely great seeing everyone again. During
supper we talked about Hawaii. The kids became excited about it. While they talked, it all
came back to me. I remembered our holiday. I could even hear the surf rushing up onto
the sand. That's how I woke up. The noise came from waves hitting the side of the boat!"
"Oh, I envy you. I wish I could dream like that!" Jennie replied.
"Indeed, it was a beautiful dream. It was grand except for one thing. Something
was lacking. I missed that wonderfully close feeling that has developed between us. At
one point, before we ordered our meal, I asked you if you preferred steak or fish, and I
said something to you about the 'Right Fish.' You reacted as if you had never heard the
phrase before. Your reaction was great in that it confirmed that the disaster hadn't
happened. But it also hurt deeply, because something that I had come to value
tremendously, suddenly had never been. Did you know how unattractive you could be as
a 'married' woman? And look at you now! I felt such a great loss when all of this was
denied. I should have realized right there and then, that the whole thing was a dream."
Jennie didn't answer. She gave me a kiss instead, and asked me if I would take the
helm. She went to the front of the boat and stood there, and looked out onto the sea.

Late in the afternoon Igor got up and announcing that it would be time for a snack
soon. I nodded, and told him about my dream.
"You are a dreamer, indeed," he replied with a grin, adding, "but so am I. You
practically told me the very thing when I came out of that bank-vault yesterday with my
pockets stuffed full of money. That money is worthless, you know. Our being rich is a
dream, nothing more."
"It better not be," I replied, "we may need this for food, and began to laugh."
"How much do you have?" he asked him.
"About 20K in American and Canadian bills."

"Only a fool will give us anything for this," Igor grinned. "It's worthless. The
moment that those bombs exploded the world-financial order ceased to exist. This money
represents a claim against an economy that no longer exists on the face of the planet.
America has ceased to exist. Canada has ceased to exist. You saw the mushroom clouds.
You know about the poisonous radiation they lofted into the atmosphere. You also know
that this poison gets carried east by the wind. The fallout from it is expected to rain down
over the eastern half. It will likely poison the entire area from Montreal south the
Philadelphia, and from Chicago eastward to the Atlantic coast. This means, a hundred
million people will die. They may flee to the South or just remain and die from radiation
poisoning. The infrastructures don't exist which would be needed to evacuate a hundred
million people to Europe. A few people may survive. Maybe a million people might
manage to escape, if that. The rest with remain bottled up on the North American
continent and stay there and die. If an economy looses its workers, its production
facilities, its power infrastructure; it too, will die. When this happens the food production
industry also becomes fatally disrupted, and likewise the transportation industry and its
infrastructures. As a consequence, many millions of people will die throughout the
United States and Canada. They will die from hunger and from gunshots when desperate
mobs go on plundering rampages looking for things to eat. The point is, when this
happens to the biggest economy in the world, all financial portfolios around the world
become worthless. When a people's trust in the system goes out the window, even the
strongest currencies in the world may no longer be negotiable, especially the two
American currencies which no longer represent a living economy."
"Do you know what you are saying?" I asked Igor. "You are telling me that
everything that has been stolen from the world-economy, by which the world-economy
has been destroyed over the last few decades, has become worthless."
Igor nodded. "Some bitter irony this is!" he added a while later. "But let's face it,"
he said, "all the world's fancy dreams of financial riches that were stolen out of the living
economy have never been more than dreams to begin with. Only now, the little that was
still real in economic terms, went to hell with the rest of it."
"Then, tell me, what was this holocaust for?" I asked again.
"My friend, you can't think too many steps ahead," Igor grinned. "The manipulators
of the world have this problem too, except they can see a bit farther than you do. They
knew that the financial bubble was overdrawn, and that the whole structure of artificial
values was about to disintegrate anyway. This means they had to do something to restage
the world in their favor. If they had done nothing the big nation-states of the world would
have put the financial system through bankruptcy reorganization the moment that its
bubble popped. In this case the global financial empires would have lost out dearly.
Therefore, they had tried to destroy the nation states by breaking them up, but this didn't
go fast enough, Paul, compared to the breakdown within the financial system. So, they
resorted to an ugly game of starting small wars all over the place, but this too, proved to
be futile. My guess is that they started this holocaust to eradicate the USA as an
economic, moral, and military power, in order to be able to control the rest of the world.
Their greatest fear must have been that China, Russia, India, and the USA combine to

become a giant economic development block. If this had happened their feudal empire
would have been finished for all times to come. They couldn't let this happen. They
probably sacrificed America and the mighty dollar before they would loose everything."
"Then I was right when I told Jack that this holocaust was staged for a purpose," I
said astonished. It was a mere guess on my part. "I had said this to prevent Jack from
destroying himself with guilt," I said to Igor.
"This was organized from London," Igor said quietly. "I heard somebody boast
about such a plan during the last chess tournament that was hosted by the city of London.
I had brushed this talk aside then, as a sick fantasy. Apparently it was real. They boasted
that any empire with enough financial resources could create itself the needed political
infrastructures to control a country. They said this would be especially easy if they can
throw the targeted country into economic and political chaos, as they did in the case of
Russia."
Igor paused and looked at me, searching for words with which to explain the worst.
"I bet the entire operation that created this holocaust was controlled, financed, and
supervised out of London, right down to the target selection," he said. He spoke very
quietly. "At least this is what they had boasted about in London, that they could do. All
this came up during a table conversation at the victory dinner for the tournament."
"Did you win the tournament?" Jennie asked. She had overheard our conversation.
He shook his head. "Both of my opponents were able to see one move further than I
could. I lost to both of them. I can only see things five moves in advance."
"I'm sorry I asked," Jennie replied.
"No, don't be sorry. I was proud to be able to play against the best in the world and
come that close to holding my own. That's a tremendous achievement. This, however,
cannot be said about the people who arranged this holocaust. Their short-sightedness, in
spite of their ability to see many steps in advance, may have killed the empire this time,
which they would save, together with a hundred million innocent people. Unfortunately,
this aspect won't bother them. The way they spoke, they have no empathy for people
anyway."

Igor's revelation took our appetite away. None of us asked for snacks after this, or
tea. Somewhat embarrassed by it all, Igor dropped the subject and gave both of us a few
more pointers on sailing, and another lesson on how to set up the wind vane. He paid
special attention to Jennie while explaining the tricky parts. It was easy to see that he
loved being close her, and it was lovely to see this unfolding affection. It was also
obvious that he wanted to kiss her, but could not bring himself to do it. It was as if he was
afraid of being close to her. Also, being completely alone with her for no specific purpose
made him uncomfortable as far as I could tell.

One day, when the sailing lessons were concluded he cautiously started to talk
about marriage, especially after he ran out of interesting things to say about sailboats and
riggings and which side of the ship is starboard and port. I tried to avoid the subject. I felt
that he resented my being close to Jennie as if a married man had no right to that.
I replied something about this being a stranglehold on life. "If marriage confines
two people exclusively to each other, what have they got?" I asked him. "It should be
considered immoral when two people unite, only to imprison each other." I hoped that
this paradox would end the subject. In a way it did. What ended his interest in the subject
for the moment, however, was not the subject itself, but his hunger for food.
"Come, let's get dinner ready," he said, pointing toward the galley. "You still
haven't shown me where everything is that we 'bought' in Tofino."
He was thoroughly surprised when I showed him our provisions. Jennie and I had
filled the boat up with provisions while he had been busy making it seaworthy. The entire
front cabin was filled with provisions, from the floor to the ceiling. The heavy items were
placed on the floor, the lighter ones on top.
"Oh my God, we can live like kings for months to come," he remarked with
astonishment. His face lit up more as he searched through our boxes of canned goods.
"We'll have three quarters of that left over, possibly more!"
"Didn't you tell us to bring enough food for three months?" I asked him.
"Three weeks, I told you," he said, "not three months."
"What does it matter anyway?" said Jennie, as she came down. "The boat is meant
to carry eight people; we are only three. So weight isn't a problem. The food was sitting
on the shelves with no one there to use it. So what's the big fuss about? We may depend
on this extra food some day."
Actually, we had more than just extra food. We had dozens of cans of fish,
vegetables, fruit, enough pancake mix to last for a year, and jars and jars of jam and
peanut butter, baking supplies of all description, and a whole lot of spices. We had
eighteen large bags of flour, lots of sugar, milk powder, rice, macaroni, and an entire flat
of tomato sauce cans, to say nothing of pizza mixes, cake mixes of all sorts, even a giant
bag of smoked Salami, and an entire crate of chocolate bars.
"Maybe we took a bit much," said Jennie.
One thing was sure, we wouldn't starve for a long time. We also brought a large
supply of soaps, detergents, paper towels, and rolls and rolls of toilet paper. And to top
the pile off, we had dragged a Coleman stove along, and cans of gasoline in case the onboard stove wouldn't work.

"What did you think we had to make three trips to the store for?" I asked Igor.
He shrugged his shoulders. "You guys are all right," he said. While he had been
busy carrying diesel fuel to the boat, Jennie and I had filled the entire forward cabin with
whatever we could find in the supermarket. What Igor didn't know, was that we also used
the storage lockers under the bunks in the rear to distribute the heavy stuff.
Igor suggested that, whoever felt bored in the long afternoons, should go down and
sort the mess out and get things put away properly. He said we should start, beginning the
next day.

The dinner that we cooked that night was a great feast for a true celebration. We
celebrated our freedom from being tied to the holocaust. In order to make the dinner it
into something special, we had planned it as a gala event.
All three of us worked for two hours getting the dinner ready. The preparations
were finished about an hour before sunset, and the dinner itself lasted for two hours, until
the sun was just down. We had 'borrowed' a big roast from the store at Tofino, and a lot
of fresh vegetables that had to be used up, and a lot of potatoes that wouldn't keep
forever. Naturally, the fresh food had to be eaten in a hurry. Since the batteries were
dead, the ship's refrigerator didn't work. The problem was that we couldn't find any way
to light the pilot. The fridge was one of those modern, automatic, computer controlled
gizmos that are totally useless in a primitive environment.
Our dinner, however, wasn't primitive. It was a feast. We had roast beef with gravy,
new potatoes, and Yorkshire Pudding. Dessert was furnished, not from a tin can, but by
virtue of our overflowing fresh fruit basket. We even had a modest wine cellar in the
engine room. It furnished the crowning touch to our celebration. We celebrated our
'glorious escape' from the fallout stricken world.
Those were Igor's words, with which he proposed a toast to our good health, our
survival, and the very best of luck in finding our families again.
The feast was indeed a celebration. Perhaps we all celebrated in our own way. I
couldn't help but think about what Jennie had said the night before, concerning the
woman by the pool with her baby. This feast seemed infinitely more than just a meal. The
roast beef, the way it was prepared, the way it was served, was really a major miracle on
a cosmic scale. Jennie was right, the earth is so rich in beauty, in intricately lovely things,
which I had to admit I had been blind to all my life. How much I had taken for granted
without appreciating it! How much I had taken Jennie for granted! I looked at her across
the table. She smiled back at me, and commented that having dinner at sea was a rather
romantic affair. I agreed, but I wondered if she realized what worlds upon worlds this
included.
One of those worlds was that of fine clothing. We had also stocked up on clothing
in Tofino, though Jennie didn't wear any of that during the celebration. She wore her

black velvet jacket again, and I still preferred my old uniform when the occasion was
formal. It seemed we all like the familiar. Igor wore the brightly colored Hawaiian shirt
that he loved. Perhaps we were afraid to be too daring with the new clothes we had
brought. Was it right to introduce a strange new dimension into the celebration? What if
we didn't measure up in each other's eyes? I noticed that Jennie wore her pink coral
necklace that I had bought for her in Kahuluie. No doubt I had done right, in buying it. It
had remained to be a memento of our last day there, or our last day in the Old World that
had been even then fast fading away.
After dinner, however, as if by common agreement, one by one, we slipped into
more comfortable attire; such as slacks, sweaters; Igor found a steel blue silk shirt and a
golden yellow vest. We had raided this ghost town well. I wondered, as I browsed
through our spoils, how many years would go by before the area would be inhabitable
again. I found a nice woolly pair of exercise pants that I had set aside earlier and put
away neatly into our clothes closet, together with an all-wool sweater that matched
Jennie's.
"Are you happy?" I asked Jennie when I poured her more wine later on. The new
clothes somehow matched this New World of small spaces, wood paneling, and mellow
light from our oil lamp. Jennie looked at me and smiled. She seemed relaxed. I didn't
need to have asked that question. What a change had come over her, since the day we ate
our ice cream together under the Banyan tree. It had been a tense night that night before
driving back to the airport! At one point during the conversation that unfolded now in the
atmosphere of ease, Igor raised his glass, as before, for a toast. "Let's drink to our
friendship!" he said.
I said, "Thanks Igor, that was well spoken." We all drank. Still, I wondered what
his interpretation of friendship might be. "I love you both," he said, commenting on his
toast. "You are very precious friends to me. I know we've just met, yet I feel we have
known each other for a long time."
We both thanked him. I never doubted his sincerity. I only felt sorry for Jennie. He
was constantly around her, trying to talk to her, trying to please her. He didn't give her
the 'space' that was due to her. And when she did meet him half way, he shied back and
became silent for a while. Why did he torture himself and Jennie who tried hard not to let
her disdain be noticed? To break the train of this tension, I proposed a toast also. "Let's
drink to a safe journey home, for Igor, to the Soviet Union," I said.
We all drank to that with the same sincerity as we had to Igor's toast. And then,
there were several more toasts proposed, until we put our heavy coats on and went out on
deck with our glasses to watch the rest of the sunset. There was hardly anything left to be
seen by this time.
Jennie and I washed the dishes while Igor re-checked his navigation and the setting
of the wind vane. Eventually he went to bed. His shift at the helm started at 2 AM.

Jennie and I went back outside, while Igor slept. This was my shift at the helm. All
that anyone had to do was to watch out for other boats and verify periodically that the
wind hadn't changed direction. We had made a miniature wind hose out one of Jennie's
stocking and tied it to the railing, since our electronic indicators didn't work. Actually,
this makeshift indicator didn't work that well either in the dark. There was just enough
light to see the horizon and the caps of the waves, but not the dark stocking. Still, it was
beautiful in the dark. Some stars were visible, and a tiny sliver of moon stood high above
the scattered clouds.
We talked about my dream again. Jennie said she wished she would have one just
like it. "Only dreaming makes the reality so much harder to deal with, afterwards," she
added.
"And does it solve anything?" I interrupted her. "When I awoke that first afternoon
from my wonderful dream, I had to deal with that dreadful feeling of separation all over
again."
"You're right," she agreed. "Frank told me once, 'dreaming never solves anything.
It gives you that boxed in feeling. You know what I mean. It boxes you in, rather than
showing a way out.'"
I suggested to her that Frank must be a very deep feeling person. I had been friends
with him for seven years, but now, listening to Jennie, it struck me that I hadn't known
him at all.
She said that Frank had told her at one point that life wasn't a tea party. It begins
with agony and is moved along by it! He told her that without a painstaking, conscious
choosing, pondering, and experiencing, one's existence degenerates into a dull silent
suffering that accepts all fears and beliefs as unalterable facts.
I watched the moon's reflection on the water, while she spoke. She was right! I
thought. The scene of the world had become that of a giant tea party, all trapped within
the stupor of pleasant illusions, inconsequential pursuits, meaningless 'small talk,' and
artificial niceties. Nobody dared anymore to step out of line. Everyone was inter-married
by virtue of a universal rule that governed everyone's life and allowed no one to move.
Nobody had ventured to leave the festive surroundings and stick his neck out into the real
world.
I could see our world in this; its nuclear deterrence a self-imposed stagnation; a
silent suffering; a religion that labels intelligence treason; a moral blindness that
discourages compassion, that calls frustrations bliss.
Jennie smiled when I told her what I thought. "Oh, indeed," she replied, "if people
only realized what a deceitful game deterrence is! It redefines 'suffering' as livable and
demands that the world agrees!"
"But I will never agree!" I said. "I'm a rebel, a villain to turn the bliss of their tea
party into gnashing of teeth for the good of the human race."

Jennie began to laugh. "That you are indeed!"
"We both are," I added. "We are daring adventurers, roving elephants in the china
shop of conventionality. I love you Jennie, and I love to make love to you. Maybe sex
isn't the zenith of existence, maybe there is more, but I want to have all there is, and don't
want to deny anything. I want to have beautiful adventures with you. Sex can become a
series of adventures when it becomes a part of life instead of a way of life. It can open
horizons!"
She grinned but didn't say anything.
"That's a totally unconventional view, isn't it?" I carried on. "The very thought of it
is an adventure in itself. There is movement in this! There is no tea party here!"
Here she laughed again. "It was never that, Paul, not on Maui, anyway!" Then she
began to grin. "Did you know that our sharing at Papakeea was basically lesbian in nature
for you? You were exploring a rarely acknowledged side of your being, the female in
you, which you may never have dared to accept."
Here I grinned. "That's what I said to you in the shuttle, on the way to Honolulu,
when I put your necklace on you. Didn't I say that it is a present for a most beautiful
female who brings out the female in me? Isn't that what I said? Life is an adventure of
moments strung together. Your necklace is made of jewels strung together to form an
endless seeming chain."

We talked a great deal about adventures that night, about daring feats, mountain
climbing, sailing, risking treason, risking peace! In this fashion our night together wore
on quickly. Before we knew it, my shift at the helm had come to an end. The shift change
was signaled by a soft melody coming from my wristwatch at alarm time. It was Igor's
turn, now, at the helm. This meant that I could get even. But I didn't want to wake him,
not so soon. "Let's give him another hour," I said to Jennie and cuddled up to her, much
closer than before.
She agreed with me, with a kiss.

Chapter 7: Yoshi's Mission.
Frank, Melanie, and the six children had successfully escaped the holocaust,
meaning that they got away alive. In real terms no one escaped out of the reach of this
catastrophe that has changed the face of the world more deeply than any other event in
history. When the sky lit up, and minutes later the terrible thunder shook the plane as if
some primordial force was poised to rip it apart at its seams, people became frightened
and confused. Most were too overwhelmed to scream, but many did.
It wasn't until a long time after the noise had abated that the people in the plane,
too, fell silent again. No one seemed to be physically hurt. Still, a great injury appeared to
have been inflicted on the soul. An elderly Japanese man who hadn't said a word since
the plane had taken off in Seattle occupied the seat next to Frank's. His face was cold and
distant, as distant as Japan itself. To Frank, Japan was a mystery. In spite of the Toyotas,
cameras, and computers, Japan was only known to him through vaguely remembered
adventure stories that he had loved as a boy. As if time had stood still, Japan remained to
him a frontier that had kept its face carefully veiled, a mysterious mini-continent afloat in
a misty sea.
When Frank noticed the man beside him, he saw the same character reflected in
him; - unemotional, mysterious, silent, afloat in a misty sea of thoughts that posed
unanswerable questions. It seemed to Frank as if the seat beside him was empty. Only
when the brightness of the bomb had flooded the plane did Frank notice a change in the
man's expression. He moaned. He uttered some indecipherable words. His face became
grotesque. Every muscle tightened and twisted. With his eyes closed his hands began
shaking. He remained in this state until the roar of the blast came and passed them by.
Then he receded back into the stupor of his blank stare.
Gradually, after what seemed like a long time, the man began to speak. "I know
what is happening to them!" he said to Frank.
Frank nodded quietly, as if words were too painful to be used.
"I have been there," the man said, "I have seen the suffering, the hopelessness, burnt figures crying for water, unrecognizable human shapes twisted in pain. I have
helped as a rescuer once..."
"In Hiroshima?" Frank interrupted him.
"Nagasaki," the man said quietly, almost reverently. "I was searching for my wife
for three days. I never found neither her, nor our small daughter. I had been in Osaka at
the time of the blast. Our daughter wanted a special doll for a birthday present, a large
doll, which could speak. She had wanted one for a long time. Those were hard to get."
The man paused. It appeared had for him to continue. "I still have it the doll at
home, you know. Our daughter's birthday never came. It would have been her fourth

birthday that year. Friends told me that I should think myself fortunate to have been away
at the time, that I was lucky to be still alive. But I couldn't see it that way. I still can't. I
should have died with them. It would have been easier."
Frank turned and reached his hand out to him.
"It is impossible for someone who wasn't there to comprehend the suffering that
was endured," said the man. "I know that's why you are afraid, now, to go to Japan," he
added with his first faint smile since they left, grasping Frank's hand; "You are afraid that
some long forgotten sentiments will be stirred up."
Frank cautiously agreed.
"My friend, you underestimate us!" the man replied. "The bombing was an
immeasurable tragedy, incomparable to any other in our history, but it was the
consequence of a war. Every Japanese man, woman, and child knew that our country was
at war, and that it was a war that we started. They also knew instinctively that in a war
mankind's humanity becomes suspended. War excuses everything. War becomes a
vacation from sanity. I kept telling myself that we started this ugly trend ourselves. We
started it at Pearl Harbor where we killed thousands of people without warning and
destroyed much of America's Pacific Fleet. We also launched an attack against Malaya,
Hong Kong, Guam, the Philippine Islands, the Wake Island, and the Midway Island. We
launched a massive surprise offensive extending throughout the pacific region. We
started a trend of attacking and killing without cause, which became an avalanche
working against us, which has never stopped. Nagasaki and Hiroshima became a
milestone in this avalanche. It took me years to connect Nagasaki to Pearl Harbor and to
the wider war in the Pacific that we started. And it took me more years still to begin to
see all of these events as a failure of society that has nothing to do with war. That deeper
failure takes us back to the distortion of the image of mankind that Aristotle represented
with his mythology about slave races and master races. That single treachery became the
greatest curse in human history. Rome was its first victim. Japan followed the same
course. We should have never fallen into this trap. We saw ourselves as one of those
master races, like the British Aristocracy saw itself, and Hitler did in Germany. We were
a stubborn nation in this regard. We were very proud and determined to win that war
against humanity. We were so focused of ourselves as rulers that we couldn't see the
world around us as a world of human beings. Hiroshima didn't cause us to put our
weapons down. Our high-nosed self-esteem was like a national disease..."
"Speak for yourself!" interrupted another Japanese, who had overheard the
conversation. "Nagasaki was murdered! You can't call it anything else. There was no
military need to strike again within three days. The fires in Hiroshima hadn't even gone
out when they killed again like raving beasts. It took us longer than three days just to
realize what had happened. The impact was so great! It was bigger than war!"
"Why, then, did we not surrender after Tokyo was firebombed?" asked the man
who sat next to Frank. "The Tokyo bombing happened several months prior to

Hiroshima. The loss of life was far worse in Tokyo. Most of Japan's cities had been
firebombed, in many cases repeatedly until there was nothing left worth bombing."
"You asked why we did not surrender," said the man from in front of them. "The
fact is; Japan had offered its surrender through the Vatican several months before
Hiroshima was bombed. The surrender wasn't accepted. America kept the war going until
the bombs were ready and had been used. Then America accepted our surrender. As you
can see, the atomic bombing had served a totally different purpose. It had nothing to do
with World War II. The bombing had been required as a demonstration show to terrorize
the nations of the world into surrendering their sovereignty into the arms of a single,
imperial world-government. They had been lobbying for that for years. They killed a
quarter of a million people just for that. That was not war. That was murder. And the
driving force behind that wasn't America. America was used for that. It played the role of
a useful fool. Japans was in a similar position. "The Emperor saw himself as a divinely
appointed ruler, destined to bring 'the eight corners of the world under one roof;' Japan's
roof that is. The Americans would have done better to have killed him instead of our
people."
The man next to Frank just shook his head. "America was duped into this, just as
we were duped into becoming a fascist empire," said the man quietly. "That is true.
Unfortunately, not many people see it that way."
"That is why I must strongly advise against your coming to our country at this
moment," said the man from the row in front.
"Actually, we have no choice," said Frank. "If Japan is where the plane goes, we'll
be going there too. If it is dangerous, well, so be it."
"No, no, you'll be all right, you'll see," commented one of the aircraft service
people who had scrambled on board in Seattle.
The mechanic was a husky man. He had found standing room in the isle not far
from Frank. "I was in Germany after the war," he said. "It was terrifying to see what our
bombings had done to their cities. Some cities had been completely leveled. But no one
hated us for it. No one attacked us. We were exceptionally well treated. And the same
happened in Japan. After Germany collapsed I was assigned to the Pacific. MacArthur
was received like a hero, and for us GIs the red carpet was rolled out. We were welcomed
with open arms when the people saw that we weren't the savage barbarians the Emperor
had made us out to be. Some of the Japanese girls, when they saw that we weren't raping
them after all, offered themselves freely for a small consideration of course, but largely
out of gratitude that somehow that terrible war had ended. I could feel no hatred there,
either. And let me tell you, the bombings were most vividly in everyone's mind at this
time."
"Ah, but that was a difficult period for our nation," said the Japanese who was
leaning over the back of his seat. "The Emperor had defined the end as 'enduring the
unendurable.' We had lost everything. Our honor, or national image, everything had been

torn from us. By the hundreds, people had committed suicide, so great was the void. The
MacArthur euphoria temporarily filled this void. Today the situation is no doubt
different. The Hiroshima experience is seen in a distorted light as it has been passed
down through history books, with a strong nationalistic taint added. Still, the history
books say nothing about why it all happened. We were a part of a grand alliance to form
a world empire. The alliance included the leading circles of Germany, Italy, France,
Spain, end England. The plan was to quickly defeat Russia, and then, with the combined
naval forces, defeat America. America was weak and corrupt. Japan was to be the center
of Asia. We were destined for greatness. That's how the bill was sold to us. People were
made to believe that. The war still stands in people's minds as a symbol of a time when
Japan's dignity was trampled under foot. The history books are silent as to who was really
behind this grand betrayal. But it all happened, and who can estimate what consequences
may be drawn from issues that involve insulted honor. The truth should have been told.
There is contempt today against the bomb, even more now than ever. It also spills over
against those who continually threaten the world with it. I fear that especially the youth
may feel that today's tragedy was invited to happen as the result of sheer stupidity. We've
boxed ourselves in with our dogma of mutually assured destruction. And that's what we
got, assured destruction, nor have we seen the last of it yet. But again, nobody will tell
the people the truth as to who carries the blame."
"The blame of course, lies in ourselves as human beings," said the man next to
Frank. "We failed ourselves. Therefore, I fear that this tragedy is likely to happen again
for as long as these failures continue for which the weapons remain. If we see them gone,
that is evidence that we have changed."
"I feel that day is still far away," said the man leaning over the back of the seat.
"That is why I can't blame our young people who hold this view of rage. They don't know
the truth. They don't know that they, in their own rage, are protesting against themselves,
against society's foolishness not to have done what should have been done." He turned to
Frank. "I can only repeat my warning to stay out of Japan if this is at all possible. You are
not safe in an 'irrational' land. Stirred up hidden emotions can make people irrational."
"How can you talk about politics and history while so many people are dying down
there?" scolded a woman from across the isle. "Don't you have any feelings for them?"
"My dear, that's just it," replied the man next to Frank. "To say that they are dying
is a gross understatement. I saw what happened in Nagasaki. That is why I try to look at
this on a different level, so that I won't go insane. This doesn't mean I don't feel the
deepest respect for them. To the contrary, I could hardly respect anyone more than those
people that I have seen struggling to stay alive."
The woman didn't answer.
"If you'd like to stay with us," said the man to Frank, "my wife and I would be
honored to have you as guests in our home. You will be safe with us; I can assure you of
that."

Melanie's face lit up. She searched for words. She reached for his hand, grasping it
gently. With tears in her eyes, as she thanked the man, she asked if the children could
come too.
"You have more children?"
"Six altogether," said Frank.
"They are all on this plane?"
"Yes, somewhere in the front, I believe. Three are mine, and three belong to my
friend. I have seen one of them as we came in, in the forward cabin."
"My wife will be glad to have children in the house again," said the man. "It will be
cramped, but we'll manage. My wife will love to have you all."
"I'm most grateful," said Melanie with tears running down her cheeks.
The man smiled and extended his hand, "My name is Yoshi Yakimoto," he said to
Frank. "Forgive me for not introducing myself sooner."
As they shook hands, Frank introduced himself and Melanie and remarked that he
felt he should also become involved with the rescue operations. "I am a pilot," he said to
Yoshi. "Experienced pilots may be in great demand."
"Oh, I intend to help also," Yoshi replied. "We all must do what we can."
"Then we understand each other," said Frank.
Yoshi turned to him and whispered that he had some influence in his country's
nuclear energy agency. "If I can persuade them to donate radiation proof clothing for the
rescue effort," he said, "I might volunteer as an instructor in the proper use of the gear."
Frank suggested that there might also be some assistance offered from Russia.
Yoshi nodded. He said that this would most likely be channeled through Japan.
"Then you will have plenty of work, airlifting the Russian supplies to the West Coast.
With proper radiation proof clothing, the two of us might be able to fly those supplies
right to where they are needed the most." Yoshi supposed that he and Frank might be
very busy during the next several weeks.

The men were excited about the prospects of getting involved. Melanie apparently
wasn't. She didn't comment.
"...After we come back, I will take you on a grand tour of Japan," said Yoshi with a
smile.

At this moment a makeshift meal service had begun. Since there were many more
people on board than had been planned for, the food had to be shared, four people per
tray. The serving was difficult, hindered by crowds of people standing in the aisles and
the galleys.
"Would you like some tea?" a stewardess asked Yoshi in Japanese, as she worked
her way by.
"Yes please, for me and my friends here," he replied to her in English, smiling.
Soon, however, it became clear once again that this was not a social flight. The
captain announced that they would not be able to reach Japan. The heavy passenger load
required more fuel. He announced that the flight was re-routed through Alaska. "Some
European countries, as well as Japan, have opened their borders to refugees," said the
captain. "Transportation will be arranged at Fairbanks."
After the captain spoke, some clapped their hands, some cheered, but Yoshi
insisted that simply accepting refugees is not enough. "Much more than this is needed.
We must get the survivors out of the devastated areas. We need a rescue mission that
goes deep into the fringe areas where not every person has been instantly killed. That's
where help is most desperately needed right now." He added that this help was needed, if
for nothing more than to ease the pain. He assured me that most people in these areas
would die soon anyway, within days or weeks, as soon as the radiation damage took
effect. "We must realize that their hopelessness doesn't alleviate their need to be helped,
to be treated humanely." The man stood up and without waiting for Frank's response,
went to the flight deck. All that Frank heard him say as he left his seat, was that he
wanted to contact Tokyo to see what could be done in setting up such a mission.
"If my hunch is right," said Frank to Melanie, "Yoshi has no intention of going on
to Japan. He has gone looking for a rescue mission that we can join, and he may well find
one. Alaska is an ideal launching point for such a mission. It's far enough from the
fallout, but hardly more than an hour away by plane. Naturally, if Yoshi goes back, I
must go with him, especially if he is offering us refuge in his home."
"I understand," said Melanie.
"You realize what this means," said Frank. "It means that you and the children may
have to go to Tokyo by yourselves."
"I don't mind going alone. Nothing is more important than having a home for the
children."
"Would you be able to get back to Vancouver to look for Jennie and Paul?"
Melanie added
"That would be the worst thing I could do," said Frank.

"I know, I'm dreaming," said Melanie. "I know they must find their own way out of
this. But we could telephone from Alaska and leave a message on your phone recorder in
case they get back to Denver," said Frank. "Paul may call home. I certainly would."
Frank agreed. "We'll do it as soon as we land."

Yoshi looked happy when he returned. He had been gone for some time. "I have
good news," he said. "There will be a rescue attempt. Our government has donated the
747 we are on."
"What!" I interrupted him. "What are you saying? You mean you just asked
permission to use this fifty-million-dollar aircraft?" He smiled slightly. "It will be used
for an airlift between the city of Reno and a special rescue base the US Army is already
setting up inside the blast area. I've also talked to the captain who is currently flying the
plane. He will be coming, too. Radiation proof clothing has been allocated to us through
the FAA. The Atomic Energy Commission maintains a supply depot in Alaska for just
such an emergency." His smile became more definite now. "I take it that you will join
us," he added.
Frank told him he would. He said that he could count on him one-hundred-percent.
"Well, with two experts flying the plane, the mission can't go wrong, can it?" said
Yoshi. He also told us that he has already enough seats reserved on a KLM flight from
Fairbanks to Tokyo to accommodate Melanie and the children. He turned to Melanie.
"I've also spoken with my wife. She will meet you at Tokyo International Airport. I gave
her a detailed description of you and your little daughter. I also told her about the other
five children. She will meet you right at the immigration counter. She said she would
wear a light turquoise dress, embroidered with a traditional Japanese pattern. I'm sure you
can't miss each other...."
"But how on earth," Frank interrupted him, "did you manage to get all that
organized? You phoned your wife, made airline reservations, arranged a rescue mission,
commandeered a whole airplane for it, and a big one at that...."
"It was easy," replied Yoshi. "My friends at the commission had the whole thing
organized before I called. They did all the work. In fact, they were looking for
volunteers," he grinned. "All I had to say, was yes. It may interest you that the airplane is
technically on lease to the US government for the duration of the crisis. The cost of the
lease, apparently, is one US dollar."

Yoshi seemed pleased with the way things had worked out. "But there is one thing
I must ask you to consider," he said to Melanie and Frank; "and I mean both of you. I can
assure you this mission will be dangerous. You may want to reconsider."

Frank said "NO," without hesitation. He turned to Melanie; "If Jennie, Paul, or the
kids were in there we would be grateful for the chance go and do something for them. For
the same reason I must go and help whoever needs our help."
Melanie understood; "Don't worry about us," she added courageously, suppressing
the tears that were starting to come; "we'll be fine."

Melanie was quiet after that. At 2:40 PM, under a crystal sky the giant 747 touched
down on runway number three at Fairbanks, Alaska. The plane was assigned to gate 21
where workmen stood by to install modifications for the "Deep Penetration Mission."
The mission departure was set for 3:45 PM, slightly more than an hour away. The only
thing that was left to be said now, was good-bye.
It was a precious hour of embracing, crying, smiling, and good wishes. Melanie,
Paul, and the kids were inside the terminal building, looking across the airfield onto snow
covered mountains. Yoshi stayed on the plane and observed the work crews.
"It wasn't supposed to end like this," said Frank to Melanie. "Our holiday should
have ended happily."
"Maybe it did. We are still alive and together, are we not? Who knows where we
might be, otherwise?" Melanie replied.
"For how long will you be gone, dad?" asked Frank's eldest son, Dick.
"Two weeks, maybe three," Frank replied. "But don't worry, I'll be back. All I will
do, is fly an airplane, the same one we were on. It's only work, so don't worry." Frank had
put his hand on Dick's shoulder as he spoke.
"Will you rescue Patty, the girl I played with in the pool?" asked Fiona after
Melanie had explained to her that Frank was going back to Seattle to rescue people.
"Should I tell them?" Melanie asked Frank softly. Melanie had tears in her eyes
again.
Frank shook his head.
"No, Fiona," Frank replied quickly. "We will rescue people from another area.
Your friend Patty doesn't need to be rescued."
"I am glad," said Fiona. "I liked Patty. We had fun splashing each other in the
pool."
Dick began to cry, also. "I know what you are saying, dad," he said quietly. "But
you can't be certain of that." He accompanied his father to the cockpit. "Downtown

Seattle is a crater now, two hundred feet deep, surrounded by a mound of burning earth,"
said one of the workmen.
Dick cringed. He knew that their hotel had been downtown. He had had a swim
before brunch at the rooftop patio surrounded by skyscrapers, before they checked out at
eleven-thirty.
"The people we went horseback riding with, yesterday, may come out of this alive
if help reaches them soon enough," said Frank. "That's why I must go back, Dick. There
may be many like them who need our help."

Dick wasn't crying anymore when he left the cockpit. He hugged his father, then
waved to him as a military official escorted him off the plane. He re-appeared moments
later with the others at the window of the departure lounge where they waved to each
other one last good-bye until the boarding for the KLM flight was announced. Frank put
his earphones on and spoke to the tower; "Rescue Heavy! We're ready for departure. Do
we have clearance?"
"Affirmative! You are cleared for runway five...."

At 4.00 PM the aging jumbo lifted off the runway and began to climb. The log
entry indicated nothing of the momentous nature of this flight. It merely registered the
takeoff as number 39443 destined for a Seattle area Army base.
The jet, heavily loaded, and trailing black smoke, climbed sluggishly into a crystal
sky. The air lay bright and still over the land. At the right appeared Mt. McKinley, its
slopes glistening in the sun. Everything was beautiful this afternoon. The scene would
have been a tourist's delight. Nothing hinted at the desperation that reigned several
hundred miles to the south.
A storm warning came in for the south coastal regions.
"The storm won't be of any consequence for us," said captain Suenaga to Yoshi.
Frank nodded; "What do you think it will be like?" he asked the captain and Yoshi.
They had just crossed the pacific coastline turning south. Frank was told that the
plan was to approach low, near sea level, somewhere to the North of the Olympic
Mountains. Frank shuddered at the thought of going back to the place they had barely
escaped from with their lives, only hours ago.
"The weather won't be of any consequence," Yoshi agreed with the captain. "No
storm will penetrate to where we are going. It's a world of its own, and it won't be a joy
ride, I can guarantee you that."

"Six cities have been hit," said the captain to Frank. "The fact is; nobody knows
what it will be like. The army base reported that it is totally dark, hot and stinking.
Nobody even knows how an aircraft of this size will handle in there. The army only uses
choppers." He said the chopper pilots reported strong air currents, feeding the firestorms.
They couldn't see any direct destruction, except forest fires ignited by the blasts.
Yoshi said that he had been assured that the base would be at a safe distance from
the fires of the blast area, in an open field crossed by a six-lane concrete highway.
"The smoke will be intense and radioactive!" said Yoshi
"Dense smoke doesn't bother me," said the captain, "but people carrying guns, do!"
He stood up and leaned over the back of Frank's seat. "Under stress, people are likely to
resort to violence. Now add to this a lot of guns! There will be shootings for sure!"
The captain told us that he had a dream, once. Someone had handed him a gun to
prevent a man from getting away from a robbery. It seemed important that the man not
get away. Suddenly the gun went off. There was no provocation, no attempt to escape;
the man had been kind, easy going, polite. "Suddenly he wasn't smiling anymore," said
the captain. "It was terrible. And the worst was, that in his extreme pain the man was still
polite. 'Please help me,' he pleaded; 'I feel terribly ill....' Then he fell to the floor."
The captain said that he was shocked, petrified! When he awoke, he couldn't get
back to sleep again. He had shot a man, but had not intended to do so! "The trigger is so
easily pulled."
"Let's remember that and be cautious," said Yoshi.
"It is strange," said Frank, "we leave our families and risk our own lives to help
people who may shoot us, and who have virtually no chance for survival beyond a few
months in a hospital. Still we do it. It seems we must do it. I wonder what moves us?"
"We do it, because living goes deeper than just being alive," answered Yoshi. "A
friend told me: 'It is not enough, not to kill, to honor life.'" Yoshi said that he had kept a
knife under his pillow when he was in the services. The knife was for his protection, he
told himself. His friend's comment was harsh. "If you have a knife, you are contemplating
murder, and so you break the law," he had told him. Yoshi added that it took him a long
time to get to the core of what his friend was telling him. His said he realized now that
this wasn't about killing at all, but about living. He told us that he was fully aware that
going back into this hell was a dangerous mission. He also told us that it had a meaning
that wasn't easily put into words.
"Our friend has a point," said Leo, our one-time Air Force navigator and
communications officer who had volunteered his services for this mission. "There is
something about a person helping people to survive. It honors the dignity of life, and the
dignity of man itself, which appears to be the same thing." He began to laugh suddenly.
"The thing is, we should have done this in the first place. It makes one ashamed to realize
for what childish reasons the Russians and us have heaped intimidation upon one another.

It's bullshit, and everyone swallowed it. Unless we can free ourselves of it, we will drown
in it. Even if we dismantled all nuclear weapons, tomorrow, the world wouldn't be safe.
Somebody would make new one's the day after. Nothing will do any good until we get rid
of the bullshit...."
"There! There it is!" Frank interrupted Leo.
"Is what?" asked Yoshi.
"The cloud!" said Frank. He pointed straight ahead towards the horizon. In the
distance, a dark hump appeared to hover just above the horizon.
"It's unbelievable!" Leo muttered. The dome shaped object had become nearly as
wide as the horizon itself.
"What we see is the surface of an ocean of smoke, fire, and ashes, fifty thousand
feet deep, or more," commented Yoshi. "And at the bottom of that muck are people
struggling to stay alive. That is what this is all about, gentlemen. That is where we are
heading for, right to the bottom of that sea of muck."
"Nobody can fly in there!" Frank exclaimed. "The aircraft will burn up. The
engines will stall for lack of oxygen. We'll get ashes drawn into them."
"No, we won't," said captain Suenaga. "We'll ride in with the air currents that feed
the fire-storms. We'll have plenty of oxygen that way, and also the best possible
visibility. We'll glide in over Juan de Fuca Straight, turn south nine degrees at the edge of
the land...."
"No, don't!" Leo corrected him. "The outpost is further north than originally
planned. It will be just about in line with our flight path. But the strip won't be easy to
find. Ground command says everything is burnt black. Visibility is zero. They said they
marked the landing strip with white powder. Nobody actually expects us to see it until we
are right over it. They'll set up some lights, but they doubt that we'll be able to see them
through the smoke. They also plan to have a portable beacon set up. The ground
commander has only one message for us," Leo concluded, "he doesn't care how we get
there, as long as we do."
Leo handed the captain a cup of coffee while he conveyed the message. "The
commander trusts that we'll do our best. He's got a thousand people waiting, already.
Every tent is full. They need more face masks, oxygen equipment, and a lot more tents."
"Do you see now why we're here?" said Yoshi to Frank. "If I didn't find life so
infinitely precious, I wouldn't set foot in this hell. I wouldn't go in there for any other
cause. In fact, I wouldn't do it if there were an organized cause involved. Every 'great'
cause in history has trampled the dignity of individuals under foot and made life cheap.
My cause has become that which all the causes of the world tend to suppress. And for
that I endure whatever lies ahead."

The 747 began descending toward the base of the mushroom clouds a long distance
off. The main pillar of fire loomed high above like a hundred-thousand-foot mountain.
The sea was covered in whitecaps, the air hazy. Yoshi and the captain had left the flight
deck to don their protective suits.
"Before we go in, I want to contact Vancouver," said Frank to Leo. "I'm looking for
a close friend who flies for United Airlines. If he's alive, he may be working out of
Vancouver right now."
"OK," Leo replied, "you're on tower frequency." But Frank didn't have a chance to
get a word in. By all accounts, there was a constant state of emergency at the air traffic
control center in Vancouver.
"Delta heavy abort!" Vancouver was calling, "there is a DC8 behind you that ran
out of fuel."
Delta 109 acknowledged.
"OK, everyone waiting for takeoff, get ready, here comes your chance. As soon as
the DC8 is down I want to see the first of you rolling and the next one on the pad. You
get ten seconds each."
"Hey Delta watch out! - You're are not alone up there - there are two more aircraft
on your level, don't crowd them."
Delta acknowledged.
"Air Canada Heavy, you're next," the tower announced. "Make a big loop and come
in slowly and watch out for the last one taking off. There are twelve planes lined up to
go."
Air Canada acknowledged.
"Vancouver this is Northwest flight 72, requesting landing instructions..."

"Do you still want to talk?" Leo asked.
"No thanks!" Frank replied. "That's worse than where we will be going."
They were ten miles from the wall of smoke when Frank gave up on contacting
Vancouver. But where was the funnel of fresh air that the captain expected to find
feeding the firestorms? The lower Frank descended, the denser became the smog. Soon,
the visibility was zero. He flew strictly by radar from this point on.

When the captain returned, Frank and Leo rushed back into the lounge to get their
own suits on. It was totally black outside. Frank glanced quickly out of the window. The
only thing visible was a reddish glow now and then. Every mountain slope seemed to be
burning. For a brief moment there was a break in the smoke. It revealed a terrifying sight,
a scene like hell itself: fires that looked like rivers of lava creeping across the land.
No one spoke on the flight deck when he returned, except for the necessary
confirmations of instructions, needed to keep the plane on course. Every unnecessary
light was turned off on the flight deck. The instrumentation lamps were dimmed. Frank
and Leo could barely see one another as they returned. On the flat lands, the fires
apparently had already gone out. They were in a world of total darkness, blacker than the
blackest night. At this point they approached the landing strip that they couldn't see, but
could recognize on radar. Yoshi read the altimeter. "A hundred feet, seventy-five feet,
fifty feet, forty feet..." At this point two lights flashed beside them and dim lines could be
seen. "Spoilers!" shouted captain Suenaga. "Spoilers on," Frank replied. Then came the
test!
The last few miles were flown in a team approach. Leo directed the captain via a
radio link to an Army communications center, linked to three separate radar sites to allow
for accurate triangulation in spite of the filthy muck in the air that could easily play havoc
with radar waves.
From the word "spoilers on!" there was a deep silence, until the familiar noise of
tires contacting a runway sparked a cheer. Frank put the breaks on, deflectors on,
power....
As the two blurry lines ended that marked the runway, the aircraft came to a halt.
Frank could just make out the 'end of runway' light. He breathed deep, cut the engines
back, brakes on, and with everybody else rushed downstairs to the cabin doors. Yoshi
unfurled the rope ladder and climbed out with Frank to open the cargo bay. They climbed
into total darkness, unable to even see the ground.
Fortunately, security was well established. Not the slightest incident occurred while
the cargo was being unloaded. The work was done in haste. They were in a race against
time. Every item was desperately needed: fuel, water, food, medical supplies, blankets,
stretchers, flashlights, tents, and most of all, better protective clothing for the workers
themselves. And there was a great urgency to get the injured out of this hell.
Leo lent a hand with the unloading to relieve Yoshi. The captain had stayed at the
flight deck and now assisted Yoshi in giving several Army officers a ten-minute crash
course on radiation proof clothing. The cocktail lounge had become a classroom in this
fight to save lives. Strangely, the radiation count was still low.
"It hasn't come down yet," said Yoshi. "The heat is driving everything up."

Our cocktail lounge was the only place left, anywhere there, that was still free of
smoke, where the course could be held. The officers needed to see what the air control
valves looked like, before they would be able to explain their use to others.
Frank marveled at how the unloading was done. Every item vanished into the eerie
dark, filled with smoke, penetrated dimly by powerful floodlights without which the
unloading would have been impossible. It appeared like a miracle to Frank that the army
had managed to establish this base in total darkness, and all in less than four hours.
As soon as the unloading was complete, a flood of people scrambled through the
doors, bandaged, burned; some were carried, some in great pain. A farmer and his wife
were the most remarkable among them. They had survived the ordeal almost unscarred.
They told everybody how they had hidden themselves in their root cellar under a pile of
blankets and pillows. Their house, the barn, everything was gone when they got out, as if
blown away by a great wind. Nearby a mountain of burning uprooted trees had collected
where there had been an open field with a lake at the center. He said that the whole
landscape had changed. Nothing could be recognized anymore except the road that led to
his house. He couldn't understand how this could be since they lived a hundred miles
from Seattle. They said the root cellar had saved them only because it was covered over
with big mound of earth.
"Everything was immensely bright at first," said another person, "then the earth
shook and it became night."

Eight hundred people were flown to safety out of this hell. The trip was a short one,
a one-hour flight to the city of Reno where an emergency treatment center was set up.
After a brief stop the routine was repeated. Time after time they flew in along the same
path, coming in low across the sea, guided by radar and guesswork. Volunteer crews for
this kind of mission were scarce. Consequently, their hours were long. They rested
mainly while airborne, and then only during the calmer portions of the flights.

The passing of days could scarcely be noticed after a while. The huge fiery pillars
soon vanished, but it remained dark at their destination as if the sun had gone out over
this part of the earth. Nothing ever changed inside the charred wasteland. The forests
continued burning for days, as minute by minute untold acres fell victim to voracious
flames and more people suffocated or were burned to death in their effort to find safety.

When the first dim trace of dim daylight that found its way to the ground in later
days, it revealed a grotesque scene around the base. For many the masks, the oxygen and
tents had come too late. Frank commented to Yoshi that Goya and Picasso had once
captured the pains of man's savage assaults against man, but that he could find none of
this savage ferocity displayed at this scene of automated annihilation. All that he could

find was the unemotional effect of a machine's relentless efficiency. There was no enemy
soldier on this field of battle, no hatred. There was only disbelief that it had happened.
The inhumanities of all the wars in history combined, of people set in a rage against
people, didn't equal this silent, crushing horror of impersonal automated murdering.
Yoshi put his hand on Frank's shoulder. He said that he never promised it would be
easy.
"Yes, but this makes hell look like paradise," Frank replied. "Never in my life have
I seen anything like this, that blackens the mind with its ghastly display of dying."

Yoshi told him one day that the worst feeling of this episode came from realizing
that the tragedy would most likely be as much in vain, as that of Nagasaki had been. A
nobler humanity didn't arise out of these ashes.

Throughout the numerous flights that followed for several more days, neither Frank
nor Yoshi made the slightest reference as to whether or not the Russians felt responsible
and would help. It seemed irrelevant. The words, communism, freedom, democracy,
paled into insignificance, and were never spoken. The only statement that Yoshi added to
what he had already said was that peace obviously means infinitely more than just an
absence of war.
+++

The descent towards Tokyo should have been a happy occasion. The white cone of
Mt. Fuji appeared in the distance above a sea of haze and smog that brooded over the
landscape and the city. The great white mountain stood royally alone, spotless, in perfect
symmetry. To Yoshi it had always been more than a landmark. It signified a feeling that
seemed to be shared by the whole nation. But it meant nothing this time. Yoshi was
alone. He sat in his seat behind the pilot of an old KC135 transport, looking aimlessly
onto the city. The smog over the city complimented the mood he was in, as if the smog in
which he and Frank had labored had invaded his being. Its weight became heavier with
each mile they came closer to the ground.
A little girl occupied the seat next to Yoshi, a girl four years of age whose family
had died in the flames of the holocaust. Her name was Lisa. Yoshi had telephoned ahead
of his coming, but he had not mentioned Lisa. He had asked his wife to meet him in
Tokyo, to bring Melanie and the children and meet him at the Meiji shrine. The shrine
had long been their favorite place in Tokyo, especially the garden where it is pleasantly
cool on a hot day, and often quiet. Here he would be able to meet the challenge and not
get bogged down emotionally. None-the-less, he would have to be brief.

He met them precisely as arranged. He spent the first moments alone with his wife,
then introduced Lisa and took Melanie by the hand and asked her to step aside.
"Frank isn't coming back," he said bluntly, his voice trembling. He spoke with long
pauses, looking constantly to the ground. ".... I was not there when it happened," he
added.
Melanie's face, that had radiated happiness when he arrived, became distorted. She
hid her face and turned away.
"It happened on our twenty-second mission," Yoshi continued. "Frank spotted
some people when we came in to land. This in itself was nothing unusual, it happened
almost every day near the end. Frank went out with one of the chopper crews to locate the
people he has seen. He found them all right, but the moment everyone was on board the
chopper, one of the men they had found became violent and demanded that Frank give
him his protective suit. The man pulled a gun and said that he had always taken what his
heart desired, if it couldn't be bought. He held the gun point blank at Frank's face. Frank
collapsed with a heart attack and died before the chopper could land. We had been
working for twenty hours that day. I had tried to persuade him not to fly this last mission.
He never took my advice before. He was determined to go the last mile. I should have
forced him not to go."
Melanie had tears on her face. She should have screamed, cursed... but she said
nothing. She turned, and ran off into the garden and disappeared into the crowd.
Yoshi went back to his wife and the children, and told them about Lisa, and how
Frank had spotted her from the air. "We always kept an eye open for survivors," he told
them, "it was normal routine before we landed. We discovered hundreds of persons this
way. Most were wandering aimlessly about. Usually we marked their location on a map,
and let the choppers go out and bring them into base."
Victor and Dick listened patiently, then asked him why their dad hadn't come home
with him. Yoshi told them that he would answer that question when Melanie returned.
"She won't be long," he said.
The wait must have seemed like an eternity to the children. They could sense that
something was wrong. Dick began to cry, quietly. It was nearly half an hour before
Melanie came back. She explained to the children what had happened. They stood
motionless, then streams of tears washed over their little faces.
In early evening, when the crying had stopped, Yoshi invited everyone to a nearby
restaurant where he had planned to take Frank. He had rented a van at the airport, for the
trip home. It seemed cruel to ask the others to ride on the city bus. The busses were
always crowded. The children needed space to think, perhaps more than they themselves
did. Also Melanie needed this space.

It was quiet in the van. No one wanted conversation. After they had driven for
some time through Tokyo's perpetually heavy traffic, Yoshi stopped and took a small
package from under his seat and handed it to Melanie. It was carefully wrapped in white
paper.
"Please open it," he said.
The package contained a binder filled with pages of signatures.
"In honor of a great man," read the first page. It was finely printed by a skilled
hand, and signed by the artist.
"With deepest gratitude for our lives! To a friend," an inscription read on the
second page, under which a long list of signatures began.
"There should have been tens of thousands of signatures here," said Yoshi, "or
smudges, or whatever marks the individuals were able to make. But most had died before
the signatures could be collected, and some were too weak to hold the pencil. But those
who were able to sign, have all signed in some fashion."
Yoshi told them, they had made four, sometimes five trips a day, carrying six
hundred to a thousand people at a time. Some had died even before they landed. "Nobody
will know how many of them will have normal lives again."
Melanie nodded, quietly. "Jennie will treasure these signatures you have collected,"
she told him, "if we will ever see Jennie again."
"No, I have not collected these," Yoshi replied. "They were collected by a friend of
the man who had struggled with Frank. He couldn't believe what his friend had done. He
had never drawn a gun before. He despised guns! He had never owned one in all his life.
'Who knows where he got this gun from?' his friend had cried."
Yoshi started the van up again and the drive continued, as silently as before. Only
now and then, Yoshi's commenting on the folder of signatures interrupted the silence.
"The man who collected them had large burn wounds on his arms, legs, and face," Yoshi
said. "He was hurting badly while he hobbled from bed to bed, getting others to sign. He
would accept no help from anyone." Yoshi said that he had twice offered his help, but
was refused, because it wouldn't have the same meaning then. Only near the end, did he
allow some of the less injured to help him. In this fashion all the pages were filled, one by
one. "I was allowed to watch, nothing more," Yoshi said.
"Maybe this will give you a feeling for the dimension of our struggles," he said to
Melanie a while later. "Maybe, if you know all this, you may not misjudge Frank as
someone irrational or foolish. It will never be possible for someone who wasn't actually
there himself, to understand what lay behind the risks we took and the sacrifices we

made. It must seem stupid to someone who doesn't know, but it wasn't stupid. It was the
finest, most intensely human thing anyone could have done and experienced."

The van rolled quietly on, stopped at traffic lights, merged with the streams of
traffic. "Most people at the emergency hospital weren't expected to live for more than a
week," said Yoshi, "and there was little the doctors could do about it. They could only
keep them comfortable and ease the pain."

Yoshi knew that this was a gross understatement of what had actually happened.
He tried to explain that there was more compassion expressed by the workers of this
hospital, than is normally found in situations of caring for patients. There was more hope
in this place of dying than seemed rationally justifiable. "Maybe the deep compassion
everyone felt, nurtured this unexplainable hope," said Yoshi. He told them that he had
rarely felt such a deep sense of humanity as he had seen in the fortitude of those who
bluntly denied the obvious, and in those who helped them, who knew that they had
reached the end of the line. Irrational as this might have been, rarely did anyone see the
hospital as a death-camp, which it really was.
Yoshi drove on in this fashion for well over an hour. He criss-crossed the city on
congested streets filled with light, his beloved Tokyo that he had intended to show off to
Frank. Perhaps the drive served as a diversion, to help him forget his own grief. Or
maybe he was tracing the path he had planned to take with Frank, who could not be with
him now to share his city.
The drive became more involved as time went on. It became a slalom ride through
alleys and wide, fast, elevated highways, past twisted neon signs and flashy advertising,
each twirling and flickering nervously in every imaginable color; a drive silent with grief,
that should have rung with excitement. They plunged into sudden tunnels, or soared high
above the river, crossed lesser streets and highways on overpasses high above an endless
labyrinth of buildings choked with cars or people or both, bathed in lights of a thousand
shades of color.
Throughout most of the drive it remained quiet in the car. The tires made most of
the noise, tapping softly on the concrete. Yoshi made a final stop before driving home.
He stopped at a place overlooking the city. He turned to Melanie, "There is one page I
have left out of the folder," he said. He said he wrote this page himself; "It contains the
first impressions that Lisa gave of her plight, after she was found. Maybe her words can
explain why we had to keep on going back. Frank had spotted her coming down a trail
from a charred, burnt out hillside. She kept asking the chopper pilot why the trees had to
die? Her words sounded like a poem, as she, in her bewilderment, told us a bit at a time
what had happened." Yoshi gave the page to Melanie.
I was happy by the river,
Singing, climbing on rocks, playing,

Laughing,
Chasing a squirrel,
I watched a beetle sleeping,
I watched a rabbit under a bridge.
Then fire came,
With a big light,
The forest was burning,
With screams,
There was no more sky...
There was night,
Not a voice.

Chapter 8: The House of the Sun.
Our voyage to Hawaii was not the holiday it started out to be. The weather
changed. Strong winds stirred the sea. The waves lifted themselves into mountains.
Showers of spray swept across the boat. There were days when seasickness overcame us.
But there were also other days, the kind one remembers fondly, days of excitement, when
we struggled to keep the boat trimmed, riding the surf of a traveling wave.
Igor's expertise as a sailor proved invaluable. Without him, I wouldn't have dared
go anywhere, much less crossing the ocean. Then Jack would have been right that it is too
scary to venture onto the open waters in an 'apple crate,' especially when the weather is
rough. And rough it became, brutally rough, so much so that Igor himself questioned the
wisdom of having undertaken the voyage. In those situations, it helped to remind us that
this was in fact not a pleasure cruise, but a desperate attempt to save our life.
The same precariousness prevailed in the end in regard to our navigational skills.
Our instruments, the only ones that were working, were an old compass that was no
longer water tight, and a sextant. Working with them was like stepping back into a
bygone age, - a giant step away from gyros, satellite navigation, and computer assisted
orientation systems. Sure, I had used the sextant once, back in school, briefly. But that
was years ago, and then only for fun, never for any serious navigation. This time our life
depended on it. If we were only a few degrees out, we would miss the islands and sail
past them. Igor and I remembered vaguely how a sextant worked, the rest we had to
figure out for ourselves.
Under these circumstances Igor and I spent many pleasant hours working together.
We plotted the day's course from where we thought we were, adjusted the wind-vane,
guessed a great deal about everything, and boldly went forward.
Apart from navigation, we faced another great uncertainty. Would the islands still
be a place of refuge for us, or be another hell. We had no radio on board, and no TV. We
had been isolated from the world for three weeks. So much could have happened in those
three weeks while we were at sea. Three weeks are like an eternity in an age when
continents can be wiped out in the time of a lunch break.

On the morning we sighted land, or rather Igor did. I had already felt that we might
have the missed the tiny group of islands that were mere specs on the map. Upon seeing
land, we declared a day of celebration. It happened quite early during Igor's midnight to
morning watch in the early dawn. Almost unnoticeable in the distance, two tiny humps
appeared. One appeared a little larger than the other. Igor came running down to us, to
wake us up. "Hurrah, hurrah!" he shouted.
I tried to figure out what was driving him.

"I can see the islands! We've made it!" he yelled.
My first thought was one of relief that our navigation had been correct. Then,
within moments, a wave of excitement came over me. I was on deck like a shot. The
sleepiness vanished at an instant. The sky was totally clear. I felt a feeling of gratitude
that the weather had cleared at this essential moment, because the two humps were not in
line with our projected route. Had the storm continued, we might not have seen the
islands and might have indeed passed them by, almost within 'touching' distance. Igor
handed me the binoculars. "My God, the volcanoes!" I exclaimed. I gave the glasses to
Jennie.
"It's a beautiful, beautiful sight," she remarked.
Her comment was totally on the mark. It was a beautiful sight. Out there, now in
front of us, was the confirmation of our hopes. We had expected to see those two humps.
We figured the volcanoes should be visible from a great distance on an ideal day. We had
hoped for an ideal day. We began cheering each other after each had a look, and kept on
peering through binoculars time and time again. The weeks of apprehension were history
now!
The main question, however, remained unanswered. Would the islands still be
inhabitable? Would they be safe? Our progress was painfully slow that morning. The sea
was calm. The storm of the day before had dissipated. We couldn't expect an early
resolution to this vital concern. A half an hour later the sun emerged behind us. It flooded
the sea with its mellow light. Now the two humps stood out somewhat brighter, but not
bigger.
Since we were up now, and wide-awake, Igor announced that it should be breakfast
time. Well, we agreed. This was probably the earliest breakfast we'd had on our entire
voyage. It seemed fitting though, to celebrate this beginning of a new epoch with a hearty
meal in the freshness of dawn, immersed in the bright morning sunshine of a new day.
We were celebrating our second arrival in paradise!
In tune with such a momentous occasion, we didn't just have breakfast, but a feast,
complete with Caviar, wine, and hugging one another out of sheer excitement, gazing
through binoculars....
Now and then, one or the other would scan the islands for signs of life. Still, it
wasn't until many hours had past that we could reasonably assume that the islands had not
been destroyed. Igor said at one point he was sure he saw sugar cane fields.
The discovery that the islands were safe gave rise to more jubilation. Lunch
became a feast, with cheese, home made bread and all sorts of fancy trimmings. All the
'good' stuff that we had saved was brought out. At least this one thing was certain,
regardless of what the state of the world was, there was a refuge left that had been spared
the torch of destruction.

The sun stood already low when we passed through the narrow channel flanked by
Maui, Molokai, and Lanai at the far side. And under the last rays of the setting sun we
laid anchor into the coral near Papakeea. The greatest journey in our life was over! We
had come full circle. We were back where we had started out on one last desperate
mission that had accomplished nothing for humanity. Only we, ourselves, became greatly
enriched by it.
Igor volunteered to stay on board while Jennie and I paddled our rubber dinghy to
shore to investigate. We encountered a few people on the beach. They didn't seem to take
note of us. Our next task was to determine if McTaggert's apartment was still ours. Jennie
decided to row the dinghy back away from shore, after I disembarked, in order to keep it
safe. It turned out that this had been unnecessary. Not a thing had changed on the island
as far as I could make out. The people I met were as friendly, or as grumpy, as they had
always been. Our apartment was still ours. A musty odor pervaded its stale air. The
pound cake that we left on the table had dried and become moldy. The main thing was
that the apartment hadn't been taken over by hoards of refugees.
How lucky I felt that we had this lovely place to come back to. I ran back to the
beach as fast as I could. Jennie's face lit up when I told her.
We traded places. Then we rowed back together to Igor and set sail for Lahaina
harbor.
It was already dark when we arrived, but not dark enough for us to realize that all
the docking spaces were taken. There were boats everywhere. After much looking
around, asking questions and some begging, we were given permission by a few boat
owners to tie the Mary Q up in front of their jetties, effectively blocking everyone's exit.
The Harbormaster didn't like the idea. We pleaded with him to let us stay, or to find us a
better spot. We even offered to pay, and pay him well. He just laughed, in an unkind way.
He told us to keep the money. He said it isn't worth the paper it was printed on.
Grudgingly, though, he allowed us to stay.
After we left his office, Jennie suggested that I should have telephoned home. "If
Frank and Melanie are alive, they would be at your place in Denver," she said to me,
"wouldn't they? At the very least they would have left a message on your phone
recorder."
Ashamed, I had to admit that I hadn't thought of it in the excitement of coming
home to the islands.
Jennie shook her head. "I hadn't thought about it myself, until now."
"You said there's a telephone at the Harbormaster's office?" said Igor as we walked
back to the Mary Q. "Why don't we go back right now, maybe he'll let us use it."
"That old grouch! After what happened just now, Igor! Not in a million years will
he let us use his phone," I said, "especially not for a long distance call." I must admit, I

dreaded the thought of going back and facing him again. I was ashamed to beg once
more, after we had just finished insulting the old sailor with an intended bribe.
"Just go!" said Igor, "what have you got to lose?"
"It would be worth a try," Jennie agreed. "Hasn't the man bent the rules already in
our favor in allowing us to stay? Isn't this an indication that he's willing to forgive and
forget?"
Reluctantly I went back to his office: "The phone? Certainly you may use the
phone," he replied. I had told him why we were so desperate to make the call. But when I
mentioned that it was Denver I wanted to get to; his face changed. He mumbled
something about this being impossible. He told us to sit tight and wait. He went into the
back room behind his desk, a storeroom as far as I could make out. He didn't say why we
should wait. Moments later he came back with the worn out page of an old newspaper.
"Here, read this!" he said, as he handed me the paper and went quietly back to his
desk.
The heat in the office was oppressive, even at night, in spite of the open window.
The page was from a local paper. It contained a map of the USA. The map was overlaid
with a large gray band that extended from the Northwest all the way south to Texas, and
north to Newfoundland. It covered the entire East Coast. I recognized the map
immediately. I had seen such a map once before, outlining the Mt. St. Helens ash fall.
Except, this one went further south. I was about to say that we already knew, but there
was something else that caught my attention. A headline above it foretold a grim story
that was explained in the text below: '100 million homeless, 14 million dead, 100 million
trapped in a poisoned world.' The figures were gruesome. Also, the paper was nearly
three weeks old.
I stared at the map, at the headline, at the sailor, in total disbelief. The gray band
extended across Colorado, across nearly all of it. It suddenly took on new meaning! "Do
you see now why it is impossible to phone anyone in Denver?" said the sailor as he saw
me staring at the map.
I remembered the option I had been given when I phoned Honolulu that night. I
could have flown missions in the East. That's what the coordinator had meant! My God,
the whole country had become a poisoned land that needed to be evacuated, not just a
city or two!
The text beneath the map described that a 25-megaton blast over the nuclear-subbase near Seattle. The paper said that all the forests and towns in the immediate seventymile radius spontaneously ignited. The burning forest became all-consuming fire. Within
minutes the burning forests became uprooted by the supersonic shock waves. They
became fiery projectiles. The paper compared the blast to that of a much smaller test
explosion in the 1950s in which eighty million tones of earth were evaporated. An entire
island had been vaporized by that blast, leaving a crater a mile wide and almost two
hundred feet below sea level.

The paper said that the giant blast that eradicated the nuclear submarine base had
triggered many of the nuclear warheads aboard the submarines stationed there, and in
storage facilities, resulting in a giant 500-megaton explosion that sent shock waves
through the San Andreas Fault. The shock waves had set off earthquakes as far away as
South America. San Francisco had been totally destroyed. The big quake that had been
anticipated for decades had erupted and virtually wiped San Francisco off the map. Los
Angeles escaped the brunt with being just partly damaged. In the North, entire counties of
Oregon and California were turned into rubble.
The paper also described the smaller nuclear blasts, the ones that erased the
Hanford Engineer Works at Pasco where quantities of reactor fuel were stored and reprocessed, where Plutonium was being manufactured for America's nuclear weapons
programs. Everything there had been evaporated and carried east in the high altitude jet
streams. The paper quoted scientists estimating that over a billion tines of earth, metals,
and nuclear materials were evaporated and injected into the stratosphere, where it
condensed and fell back to earth as invisible and highly poisonous dust that was tasteless
and odorless. Most of the fallout, however, was eventually carried east by the jet streams.
And this too, apparently, was only a part of the story.
I laid the paper down. I couldn't bear anymore. Without speaking I passed the paper
to Jennie. She glanced at it and immediately gave it to Igor.
After a while the old sailor came to me. "They've all been moved to the South," he
said, "but don't expect to find your friends there. It's chaos down there. All industries
have stopped, commerce has halted, and the needs of people have become staggering. All
the crops in the north have been poisoned. There is nothing to eat anywhere in the US.
The US is forced to ask an already hungry world to share its food, and this with no
currency of any value to pay for it. The dollar is dead, gone with the wind!" he said; "In
fact the US has ceased to exist as a viable nation, much less than a world power. We have
become beggars."

I always found it hard to imagine a world in which the US had never existed. Now
such a thing was becoming reality. Had the US never existed, no Statue of Liberty would
have been build, Hitler might rule mankind with his iron fist. Who knows what
industries, forms of commerce, financial structures and technological advances, might
never have appeared on the human scene. Man might have never walked on the moon,
and never have produced multiple warhead missiles. Nuclear explosives might never
have been invented... I felt ill.
"The real holocaust hasn't yet begun," said the sailor. "People will die by the tens of
millions once hunger takes over and becomes extreme. Millions more will die because of
a lack of housing, and through secondary effects, such as violence. Just consider the task
of finding housing for 200 million refugees, crowded together in a very small area of the
country, with many of then becoming ill from radiation poisoning. They'll have to live in
cars, trucks, sewers, under bridges, in offices and warehouses, and eat anything that is

green or looks remotely edible. Imagine the chaos that is bound to result when you add to
such a scene two hundred million handguns."
"Chaos is a mild word," I muttered.
"I heard that Western Europe and Russia have pledged to take as many refugees as
can be transported," said the sailor. "Also many shiploads are on the way to the islands.
Rumors have it that they are already starving on board of the ships. That's what we have
to look forward to," he said. He spoke with a slightly British accent.
All I could do was shake my head.
"What I told you is a pittance," he said, "compared to the overall size of the
problem."
I looked at the old sailor with a blank stare, thinking of Melanie and the children.
"We've been lucky out here," he said. "The flood of refugees hasn't reached us yet."
Obviously he didn't know about the airlift, or the airlift hadn't continued long
enough to overcrowd the islands.
"Just wait until those ships come in," he added, "then look out! It's hard to evacuate
a whole city, but to evacuate an entire continent, that's an entirely different thing. The
way I see it, I think it can't really be done at all. This makes those from the highest risk
area the luckiest devils of them all, because they got out while there was still space in the
world. Just wait until the ships get here from the mainland, then remember what I said.
That's when our paradise turns into hell."
We both shuddered at the thought. I thanked him, handing him his newspaper back
and returned to the boat. Earlier I had thought of getting some ice cream, but now without
money being accepted, that would be hard to do. Anyway, I didn't feel like having ice
cream after that. I was too shocked. I wished Jennie had never thought of phoning home.

We went straight to bed that night. It had been a long day for us. But no one could
sleep. I twisted and turned. I probably kept the others awake. I wondered again and again
what might have happened to Frank and Melanie and the children. Maybe they went to
New Mexico, to Melanie's mother? And if they had managed to get there, would they be
safe? How could anyone tell anything? And then, how would any of the officials know in
the recipient countries at which concentration plutonium fallout, carried on people's
clothing, becomes dangerous? The concentration that might be regarded as harmless by
one official, might be regarded as deadly by another, and how would they react to that?
And again, if Melanie and the kids were only slightly contaminated, would they die
afterwards, years later, like so many Japanese have died years after Hiroshima and
Nagasaki? The questions tormented me immeasurably. It was impossible to sleep now.

Will it ever be safe for anyone to return? I wondered. Can a government make such
a decision? Can one believe those who make the rules? Do governments have even the
right to decide? Even if it might seem reasonable according to the best possible scientific
evaluation, there might be pockets of lethal radiation concentrated by the winds when
loose fallout gathered into sheltered locations behind ledges, in courtyards, between
buildings? Who can be certain to what extent the groundwater has not been polluted? It
may be possible to monitor public water supply systems, but what about private wells?
They might be clean today and poisonous tomorrow. In a similar way, who can tell which
crops are safe to eat as the fallout danger decays? When will hunger drive people to take
chances with questionable foods? And most of all, would our families be among them if
they are still alive?
It became clear that the longer I lay in bed, trying to sleep, the worse the questions
would become. I even began to worry about us. I realized we had flown several times
through polluted areas and could have come in contact with others who had been
extremely contaminated. I also began to worry about the nightmares I felt I would
certainly have if I did go to sleep.
I felt much relieved when the others decided to forgo sleeping and do something
productive. Our most urgent task was to take the boat back to Papakeea and unload our
stores of unused food. Everyone agreed that this was best done under the cover of
darkness. Since no one could sleep anyway, we set sail right away, long before midnight,
back to Papakeea.
"How long do you think it will be till the refugee ships arrive?" asked Jennie.
"A few days," said Igor, "a few weeks at the most." He shook his shoulders.
"Hopefully they won't come until we can find out where our families are," I added
quietly. "We may need a whole week for this, or perhaps more."
"More than two weeks!" Igor added. He also said he would try to contact his Father
in Russia, the first chance he had.

We unloaded all of our food that night. We did it quietly and as fast as we could. It
seemed suddenly important to get this done in the dark, and to be back at the harbor
before dawn so that we wouldn't lose our spot. As it was, we made it back just before the
sky began to turn orange. Nobody asked in the morning where we had been.
We slept on board until noon that day. Tired from the hard work, I was finally able
to sleep. Still, as expected, intense nightmares began. I was glad to be wakened when
Igor called.
Drowsy, I stumbled on deck and said good morning in a grumpy, discouraged,
tone. Igor and Jennie had sandwiches prepared. I munched them down quickly. The only
thing that seemed to matter this morning, that was all I could think of, was to get to the

store which the sailor had told me off, that he said carried computer listings of displaced
persons. We practically ran there. But the lists yielded nothing of interest to us.
Disappointed we returned and took the boat out once more, to Papakeea, to unload
our clothing and the rest of our gear. However, before we left, I was able to make a deal
with the Harbormaster. He agreed to make room for us at his own jetty in return for
allowing him to lease our boat out to a reliable native family for fishing, for which he
would get a percentage of the catch. We, too, would get some, which promised to provide
us with an extra 'income.' To seal the deal, a package of pancake mix and two tins of
cooked ham, which we had kept on the boat for supper, changed hands. He also offered
to trade our share of the fish, if there was more than we needed, for the occasional use of
his car. He said he owned a gas station, and would rather have it run dry now, before the
island became crowded with refugees. "If there's no gas left," he said, "then no one is
likely to put bullets into me for some lousy gasoline."
I was pleased with the arrangement. Contrary to our first encounter, a genuine
friendship appeared to be in the making. Our boat seemed reasonably safe in his hands,
now that he had a vested interest in it. The arrangement suited us in another way, too, in
that it satisfied our most urgent need for transportation. Somewhere on this island, there
would have to be more up-to-date refugee lists.
I think it was this hope, more that anything else, which made us decide to stay on
Maui for as long as we did. I was prepared to stay on until the first refugee boats from the
mainland arrived, just in case they brought some more complete lists.

Jennie remained at Papakeea while Igor and I took the boat back to Lahaina. We
walked home from there. The distance wasn't much by car, but walking was different,
especially along the beach. The sand was soft. Luckily the weather was great, so that the
walking was rather enjoyable. The afternoon sun was bright over the water. A cool breeze
came in from the ocean.
Igor didn't say much at first. Still, by his smile it was plain to see that he enjoyed
himself. After a while he began to talk about his home in Russia, the Ural Mountains, and
about his parents. He said that he hoped to stay with us for a while, until his return to
Russia could be arranged. "If you don't mind me crowding in," he added.
"That's not a problem," I assured him. "You aren't crowding us. You're welcome to
stay for as long as you like," I said and reached my hand out to him, for a handshake.
He smiled as we shook hands. He wasn't one for smiling too much. He grinned
when things were funny, or else remained serious. But this time he did smile. "I hope I
can repay you some day for the rescue you staged for me," he said.
"Hey Igor, you've repaid us plenty in getting us back to Hawaii. Besides, whoever
said anything about re-paying? What I did, I had to do. It was for ourselves, mostly."

He shook his head. "In any case, I want to do something for you." He told me, he
might be able to help us with our families. He said that his father is an influential man in
Russia. He would surely be able to assist us once things became more normal.
I thanked him for his kind offer, and assured him that he was welcome to stay even
without this offer, and that I doubted that his father could do anything significant for us.
"Nobody can help us in this," I said in a rather sad voice. "We have no choice but to keep
looking for those computer listings and not give up hope." I also told him, that once we
knew where our families were, then his father might be able to assist us in getting us to
them. "But until then, Hawaii is as good as any place in the world, if not the best place," I
said.
"As soon as we know where they are, we will leave immediately," said Jennie. "We
may even be able to sail you home to Russia along the way."
"That wont be necessary," said Igor. He assured me, that once his father found out
where he was, he would send a plane. "Then we won't need to worry about food anymore,
or desperate people," he added.
"Food isn't critical at the moment. We can last for months if we're careful." Still, I
had to admit that the prospects of having to deal with desperate refugees frightened me.
The shots I had heard at the airports were still too fresh in my mind. "These arriving,
starving people don't have any roots on the islands. They wouldn't care whom they hurt
or kill to get food. Violence will erupt."
"How would you like to escape this menace altogether, and come with me to
Russia, to the remaining part of the old Soviet Union?" Igor asked.
I shook my head, then stopped momentarily and looked at him. "Would we face the
same polarization there? We would be the strangers, outsiders with no connection to the
nation or the land. We might be seen as intruders, as an American group living by
American philosophies that they wouldn't trust. The least incident in the community
where we would live, would be blamed on us."
Igor shook his head. "I think our people will take some responsibility for the
damage their country has done and make an effort to accommodate you."
I shook my head again. "No Igor, it wouldn't be like that in practice. No holocaust
in itself, no matter how cruel and unjust it might have been, can erase the underlying
polarization that has caused it in the first place, fueled by decades of cold war no matter
for what purpose it had been created."
Igor agreed; "But you, personally, wouldn't have any problems," he argued. "You
don't subscribe to any political philosophy to get caught up in this polarization," he
grinned.
"Thanks a lot," I said and punched him.

"Hey, I really meant it!" he said. "You are both too smart to get involved in
political games. Besides, you would be living on my father's ranch, which isn't the same
as living in Moscow where everyone would be watching you."
"Well!" I placed a hand on his shoulder and extended the other one for a
handshake. "Maybe it might be all right living in Russia. Russia is probably one of the
few places in the world where there is enough food at the moment, and enough room with
reasonable security. It mightn't be all bad."
"Thanks a lot," replied Igor and punched me back.
"Ah, now we're even," I said.
"Oh you," he grinned. "You just said that, because you have no real excuse for not
wanting to come. Why don't you admit it? You're afraid you might like it there."
He grinned again. He must have found the thought funny that the smart American
airline captain couldn't be honest with himself on such a simple matter.
One thing struck me as odd about his grinning. It didn't stop. For someone who
usually finds it hard to smile, he did a lot of grinning during this walk along the beach. Of
course, I should have guessed what lay behind it. At first he talked about his father's big
house back at the ranch. "We can all stay there," he said. "We can all remain together. I
would love you to come, Jennie too."
We had come to a long stretch of lovely orange sand, at this point. No footprints
had disturbed the surface. It was quiet there. We took our shoes off and waded through
the edge of the surf. I looked at him. He still grinned.
"You are deeply in love with Jennie," he remarked right out of the blue; "I can see
that you are."
I shouldn't have been surprised. "Now wait a minute!" I said. "Does our association
bother you?" I hadn't made the connection yet, between this, and his invitation to come
and live in Russia.
"No," he said; "but I envy you...." He spoke quietly, drawing his foot through the
sand. His food dug a narrow channel that was erased by the next wave.
"I appreciate your honesty," I said, putting my arm around him in a gesture of
friendship. I told him that I had long noticed his feelings for Jennie. After all, we had
lived for three weeks together on a boat, in close contact with each other. "I know how
you feel. I have eyes, I notice things."
He blushed. "What I meant to say, Paul, is that I don't want be in competition with
you," he said. "If we honestly respect one another, and each other's needs, there can't be
any competition, right? But I don't want to loose you either, especially not Jennie."

I motioned him to sit down for a minute. "Does Jennie mean that much to you?" I
asked.
We made ourselves comfortable in the sand.
He nodded, looking away from me. For a moment I didn't know what to say. We
should have talked, but we didn't. He picked up a stick and began to draw on the sand.
"Your friendship means as much to me as Jennie's," he added quietly. "I don't want to
have to choose."
Instead of talking about it, we sat beside each other mostly in silence. We sat there
for half an hour, watching the breakers roll in.
"If I were you," Igor came back in the end, "I would seriously consider moving as
far away as possible from the North American continent. I know you will be tempted to
go back. It would be the most natural thing to do, but it could be dangerous. Large
quantities of plutonium were evaporated and might have settled on the ground almost
everywhere. Plutonium 239 has a half-life of 24,000 years. It will take 48,000 years
before its radioactivity has decayed to 25% of its present radiation level. If you go back,
you face a nearly permanent and deadly pollution."
He reminded me of the great difficulties the nuclear industry has in finding
repositories for radioactive waste that will keep the stuff out of circulation for the tens of
thousands of years it will take for it to become harmless. "Except, now the stuff is spread
all over the countryside."
It genuinely worried him that Jennie or I would some day risk our life in going
back there. I was flattered by this concern. I hugged him before we got going again. "I
didn't know you cared for us that much," I said. "It's mostly for Jennie's sake, isn't it?" I
added.
He shrugged his shoulders; "You tell me."
I couldn't answer to that. He had to find the answer himself.

Jennie had put the apartment in order when we returned. She had set up a bed for
Igor and made dinner. The chesterfield was one of those convertible types. Igor he was
delighted with it. Also the dinner smelled great, some canned meat and vegetables that
we had bought when we first got there.
"What an angel you are, Jennie!" Igor proclaimed.

The days that followed were pleasant days, mostly, with only minor frustrations
along the way. We were consistently unable to find up-to-date computer listings of

refugees. Nor were we able to establish any telephone connections outside of the islands.
But those were just irritations. We were high on hopes, and were looking forward to the
arrival of the boats from the mainland. Most days, thus, we spent having a holiday. We
went swimming, cycling, snorkeling, anything, just to pass the time. In the evenings we
would go for walks along the beach after a nap in the hot afternoons. Snorkeling,
however, was my favorite pass-time. I loved to watch the brightly colored fishes that
lived among the coral reefs. I spent hours in the mornings, observing them.
Of course, we also enjoyed just lying on the beach. Once we observed a group of
tiny sand crabs popping out of their holes. They foraged around the beach in great haste,
for whatever food they could find, before returning to their holes only moments before
the surf would wash over them. Once the surf had flowed away, out they came, and the
sequence repeated itself.
These were romantic days. It was lovely being close to Jennie. Igor felt more at
ease, now. We had plenty of time in this paradise to enjoy each other's company. We
were told that it would take two weeks for the bulk of the refugee boats from the
mainland to arrive. We considered this space a two-week holiday for us, a break of peace
before a new round of danger would begin.

During this time, there were also times when Jennie and I were totally alone, when
Igor kept his distance. I noticed his growing interest in her, but he seemed afraid to
intrude into our relationship, as he saw it. At the beach, he usually left us and went
swimming, and then lay down some distance away from us. He said he liked swimming
more than anything else. This seemed not totally honest, but it seemed to be the easy way
to avoid the complexity of relationships. To me, his artificial separation felt more strange
and uncomfortable then his earlier compulsion. He seemed to behave in extremes. He
was a prisoner, bound head and foot, to the old marriage mythologies that controlled him.
One morning the three of us bicycled to the beach where Jennie and I had stopped
when we first came to the island. He went swimming right away. No other beach has
such super-soft sand. The morning was bright. The air sparkled. It was just as peaceful as
it had been that day. A gentle breeze swept in from the water, filled with the aroma of the
sea. He didn't stop to enjoy any of it. I wondered if there was another reason for this that
Jennie and I hadn't figured out? After a while I stopped trying.

As I gazed out onto the sea I felt a deep peace. As on our first day at this beach,
nothing indicated in the least that the world was in great agony. Maybe that's what scared
him. Our picnic basket was rich and full. It even contained a white tablecloth, Brie cheese
from France, homemade bread, smoked Salmon, and our portion of the Mary Q's catch
fried in oil. What luxury! Life for us was rich indeed. We feasted of the very best while
others were dying for lack of food. But we had no way of helping them. Maybe I should
have felt rotten out of sympathy and made salad prepared of sea weed, but I didn't feel

that way. With a great appreciation I relished this fleeting taste of culture. I relished it
more than I ever did in my life. It was as if there was a link between a lack of
appreciation for all that is beautiful in human existence and a tolerance for a defense
posture built on Mutually Assured Destruction. To me our lavish feasts were like protests
against the self-devaluation of humanity that allowed the nuclear nightmare to occur. Our
protest was an act of patriotism for the human race.
This picnic was no exception also to Igor's rule. After we had finished eating, Igor
went swimming again. Jennie and I talked about that, and about all the other things in the
larger world, things that should have been obvious to us, things we didn't see or didn't
want to see, or didn't want to become involved in and thus did nothing about them. "We
are lucky to be still alive," I said. "We had let everything ride with the wind."
"Actually, we are more than lucky," she smiled, not knowing what I was driving at.
"It shouldn't have been luck that kept us alive," I said. "It's wrong to rely on luck.
We knew that our world was in trouble. We should have taken steps to protect our life
while the holocaust was still building up. We should have devoted everything within us
to resolve whatever impasse caused this to happen. But what did we do? We cried out for
stronger leaders. We made the governments masters over our life, instead of making them
servants for us. We shouldered them with the responsibilities that we were not willing to
carry ourselves. We'd rather spent our days climbing mountains, playing chess, amusing
ourselves with trivial pursuits. Frank and I ferried tourists across the world. We must
have thought the approaching nightmare was like a dream that would go away by itself."
"You're not fair," Jennie protested. She sat up, leaned over and kissed me. "People
would have done anything if they had known what to do."
I nodded. I pulled her towards me for a second kiss. "What does a general do in a
battle?" I asked her.
She began to grin; "He looks at the scene and evaluates his options."
"Absolutely, Jennie! That's what you did that night when you took your nighty off!
Now tell me about poor humanity being too stupid to understand its needs! Most of all it
took guts, didn't it? No Jennie, humanity is more like a general who knows what he ought
to do, but hasn't got the courage to stand up for what he feels deep inside. So he sticks
with tradition and sends his troops into a charge that his time honored model on warfare
decrees. And the soldiers jump to the tune. That, too, is all they have the courage for.
God, it takes guts to stand up for your life, your freedom, to stand up for love! Igor loves
you more than anyone on this earth, but he doesn't have the courage to step out of the
mythologies that isolate him. He thinks I own you. I can't tell him that he is wrong,
because he wants to own you then. He has to learn out of his own resources that no
person owns another. That's a scary thing to do. Fortunately, he is a bright boy. He may
yet figure it out."

Jennie laughed again; "Who should know this better than you that it takes a great
courage, my hero? Can you remember how scared you were that afternoon to even talk to
me?"
Now, I had to laugh. "I didn't say I was any better than most people are! A hero?
No Jennie, that, I wasn't."
"Didn't you know, that by looking deeply and honestly at a problem, just for what it
is, the problem will provide its own solution?" she asked.
I couldn't deny that. I said I had already experienced it. "What we started that night
at Papakeea in becoming sensitive to life, to our needs as human beings, was the best start
anyone could have made towards peace. We started a game of expanding freedom and
life! The best game that you, my beautiful friend, and I have invented!"
She grinned, and punched me gently; "Flattery gets you nowhere! And let me tell
you: It wasn't a game!"
"Ah!" I replied, "it was a game, a beautiful game!" I pushed her back into the sand.
"And the game still goes on."
"We are not playing a game!" she replied firmly.
"Yes we are! We are playing a beautiful game called love, peace, freedom, a game
that's the opposite of the game of isolation! Ours is the best game in the world!"
"Except it isn't a game!" she said and grinned. "It is a necessity process for
survival!"
I stretched myself luxuriously out on the sand; "Yes, it is a game! It always was.
Love is best game you can name! Every day when I open my eyes I see us enveloped in
love, and I pray to God that this envelopment will never fade."
"Hey, do you want to repeat history right here on the beach, and find out?" she
started to laugh and threatened to take her bathing suit off.
"No, don't!" I said. "The world isn't ready for that. It may not survive our game of
survival."
"Oh you! I'll teach you survival!" she said. She raised herself up and started to
tickle me. I had to flee.
"Survival isn't sex!" I shouted back to her.
"Oh, isn't it?" she shouted, chasing me.
"Yes," I said, "but it is a game." I kept running as fast as I could.

We ran all the way to the end of the beach, much farther than I had realized the
beach extended. The sand stretched out behind us for as far as I could see, unbroken,
except for our own footprints.
We smiled at each other when we came to a halt, exhausted, and collapsed onto the
sand.
"Now do you agree with what I said?" I asked. "Appreciating love, a love for all
that is good and beautiful, most of all you, is a game of survival! It's the best game in
town. It's a game if you're playing the odds! It is not a game if you need courage to stand
up for your feelings. That's life!"
"No, Paul, it's a science if you approach it intelligently. You've got to hone in on
the right standpoint without fail so that nothing is lost and everything gained! Life is too
fragile. You don't have room to play games!"
Still, we played this game anyway and relished it to the full.
Afterwards I had to declare that she was the winner of it. She corrected me, saying
that we both were.
Eventually we walked back towards the part of the beach where we left Igor. Jennie
suggested that we join him for a swim.
"Yes!" I said. "I have grown quite fond of Igor, you know."
"Well now, is that so?" she replied, and sat down on a log. "I think you are a bit of
a hypocrite. I bet you don't feel as close to Igor as you feel toward me, and you haven't
taken one step to correct that." She looked at me with her great beautiful eyes, as she
spoke. I knew she was right.
"Of course I don't," I replied somewhat puzzled.
"Oh! But why shouldn't you, Paul? Did you ever ask yourself this question?"
I shook my head.
"Why not, Paul? Why shouldn't it be the most natural thing for a man to be close to
another man?"
I shook my head.
"So, it never occurred to you? That doesn't make sense?" she said. "There is your
answer, Paul, why you are both so distant toward each other. You are living with the door
closed to whatever may be cherished as a gentle honest appreciation of one another. I
think Igor needs your love more than anything else. Are you up to that? This is the way
you were with Frank, too, always hiding yourself, probably for my sake," she added.
"You've known Frank for over eight years, but I bet you never knew him. You never had

any feeling for him as a person. You never knew what he felt like to be touched, what his
fears were, what made him happy. You never knew any of that, did you? In fact, both of
you carefully avoided finding this out. You played power-games. You knew how fast the
other could run and which was the highest peak the other had climbed, but did you ever
share what you felt when you stood on top of your respective mountains? You imagined
each other as best friends. The irony is, neither of you realized how shallow your
friendship really had been for all those years."
I knew she was right. I remembered our first evening on the boat when she talked
about her relationship with Frank, something that I could never ever have imagined,
much less knew existed as a reality. I told her so.
"Ah, and now you feel justified in making the same mistake again with Igor," she
said with a grin. "The way you keep Igor distant from us makes me feel awkward. I feel
as though we were a conventionally married couple."
"Now wait a minute!" I said, "I didn't ask him to stay away. That's his game. He
feels he's doing us a favor."
"Oh what lovely loyalty you two have for each other to cheat one another out of so
much!" she said. "I bet you never tickled each other!"
She spoke with the most wicked grin and immediately reached for me again. So I
had to run once more. I ran back to Igor and straight into the water. Thank God for the
ocean!

Besides enjoying the beaches, and the pool at Papakeea, we spent our days
exploring the island. For a change of scenery, we would drive to the windward side, to
the tall cliffs where countless sea birds rode the up-welling air currents. We stood there
for hours and watched them, or walked the wind swept gravel road that wound its way
along the edge of the cliffs and observed their aerobatics. At times we came with a picnic
basket and sat the edge of the cliffs, looking down onto the surf and the ocean far below.
Early one morning we set out for a visit to the north coast of the other side of the
island. A narrow road twists its way along the shore through lush vegetation at the foot of
the big volcano. Nowhere on this island had I seen tropical growth as dense and richly
varied as there. We followed a foot trail into a bamboo forest, to a lofty view point, and
another trail into a narrow side valley that had been turned into a research garden of palm
trees, bread fruit trees, numerous types of flowers and tropical plants. It was still and
humid in there, and for a moment or two also quite wet. Thank goodness for the giant
banana tree leaves that gave us shelter during a sudden downpour.

On another day we drove to the top of the volcano. The natives had called it
Haleakala: The House of the Sun. I could see why. The volcano's crater was high above

the clouds, a moonscape unfolding below a deep blue sky dominated by nothing but an
all-pervading brilliance. The access road, a paved highway with wide curves, wound
endlessly though a world of rich green meadows, forests, occasional layers of clouds to
the 10,000-foot level where the air is dry, crisp, and the landscape barren. The highest
point was covered over in asphalt, a parking lot ringed by mounds of stone, except for the
side towards the crater that offered a wide view of a dessert world of volcanic ash. A
hiking trail led down to the crater floor. The trail wasn't visible for more that a short
distance before it blended into the landscape that had no features.
A sign indicated that the crater measured seven miles by two and a half, the size of
a small city. "But what does that mean?" asked Jennie.
"Can you imagine this as a fountain of lava with jets of hot ash rising tens of
thousands of feet into the air, pouring millions of tons of gases and ashes from it into the
stratosphere, possibly darkening the sky around the world for years after an eruption?"
said Igor.
I nodded, and reminded him that even this giant among volcanoes, no matter how
enormous as it might have been, was still insignificant compared to modern weaponry.
"The mighty Vesuvius," I said, "is believed to have released barely a third of the power
packed into an average ICBM. Even the Tambora eruption in Indonesia that gave the
world a year without summer in the early eighteen hundred, was smaller than the force
released that evaporated the Bangor submarine base. "In comparison with nuclear
weapons," I said to Igor, "the world's volcanoes have lost their once awe inspiring
majesty."
We talked very little during the rest of the time as we looked across the huge
dormant crater. Obviously, we had a need to come to terms with our own, private feelings
about another, still larger crater that had been torn into the landscape of our life. I knew
that the USA and Russia had built enough nuclear weapons, that if they were divided into
Hiroshima size blasts, would blanket the earth with explosions spaced ten miles apart in
every direction, covering land and sea.

The viewpoints at the crater rim were not the only attraction that interested us.
Almost hidden, a bit off to the side in front of a radio station's transmitter shack, Igor
noticed a baby Silver-Swords cactus. We were told that the Silver-Swords cactus is such
a rare plant that it grows only on the volcanoes in Hawaii, and even there it can be found
in only a few spots. We almost missed it. We gently touched its shiny silver-white leaves.
The texture felt smooth, delicate, with a fur like covering. Another item of interest that
we came across that day was an old Japanese newspaper. Igor had found it in one of the
shelters near the lookout point at the edge of the volcano. He showed it to me.
"What do you think?" he asked. "Would you say this is Chinese writing?"

I took the paper, looked at it, turned its pages; "Yes, I suppose so," I replied. I was
about to hand the paper back to him when I recalled a picture that suddenly startled me. I
imagined that I might have seen Frank's face on one of the pages. I had ignored the
possibility. Only when I closed the paper did the feeling become stronger that this might
have been Frank's face indeed. It made no sense that I should see Frank's picture in a
Chinese newspaper. Puzzled, I retained the paper to look for it. I opened it again to the
section where I thought I saw it. Sure enough, there was a picture of a man who looked
exactly like Frank. I called Jennie to come over. "Have a look at this! Isn't that Frank?"
"Frank?" she repeated. "Oh my God it is!" she exclaimed immediately and hugged
me. "Can't you see his dimple, there, to the left of his chin. This is Frank's picture. I know
it! We've got to find out where he is and what the paper says about him. Maybe it says
something about whether the children are with him. We must find someone quickly. Can
the Harbormaster read Chinese?"
I shook my head. I noticed tears in her eyes, although she smiled.
"God, this is what we've been waiting for, Paul! Don't you realize this will get us
all back together again?" she said.
"First, we must get off this mountain," I said. "If that is really Frank, and we can
find somebody who can read this paper, we may set sail tomorrow..."
"Sure it's him, Paul, I am certain!" she said and started to run towards the car. She
turned around and motioned us to hurry, while she kept the old newspaper hugged tightly
to her chest. "Please! Quickly! Come on!" she yelled.
Before Igor may have realized what was happening, I was running after her. She
was way ahead and had reached the car by then.
No doubt, I too was caught up in the excitement. I had the car started before Igor
joined us. I raced down the mountain with the tires squealing. I barely slowed driving
back through the clouds and fog banks. Jennie still hugged the old paper tightly to her
chest.
Down in the valley we stopped at the first house we came to. I asked if there was
someone who could read Chinese. They shook their heads, but one of the older children
said that there was a Chinese community in the city. So we rushed on. The city they
referred to, was Kahului. They said that we could find a Chinese community at the edge
of the city on the left side of the highway.
It wasn't hard to locate the community. Except, to our great disappointment, no one
there could read the paper. One woman told us that it was Japanese, and another woman
said that she knew a Japanese farmer who lives above the sugarcane fields on a hillside
near Lahaina. He drew a map for us on the ground, with a stick.
Jennie hugged the woman out of sheer excitement, or gratitude. Then we raced off,
across the Central Valley to the West Side. We drove at dangerous speeds, much too fast

for the winding road that leads towards Lahaina. We drove as though our lives were in
great peril. Then came the turnoff!
A long way after the turnoff, at the end of the road, stood a small Japanese
farmhouse or cottage, adorned with delicately crafted woodwork. The farmer must have
seen us a long way off. Nobody would not have seen us racing up the steepening hillside
on the dusty dirt road. He and his wife stood in the doorway to their house to greet us.
Jennie, as if she were out of breath, simply handed the newspaper to the woman
and asked if she would be able to translate the writing for us.
The farmer's wife, without looking at it, handed the paper to her husband. He
explained that she couldn't speak English.
"Please, sir! It's terribly important to us," Jennie said to the farmer and showed him
Frank's picture and the article that apparently went with it.
The farmer glanced at the paper in a casual manner, then folded it, stuck it under
his arm and took his glasses off. It looked as though he was going to explain something,
but he didn't.
"Please, sir! The man in the picture is my husband," said Jennie, "his name is
Frank." She told the farmer how we were all separated when Seattle was destroyed. "I've
got to know where he is. We all have. Our children are likely with him. Please, if it says
anything in the paper about him, and about six children and a woman named Melanie, we
must know. Melanie is my friend's wife and the children...."
The farmer raised his hand. "All right, all right!" he said to calm Jennie in broken
up English. Speaking seemed difficult. "Everything in good time." That's what he seemed
to say.
"You must come into the house and have tea with us," his wife insisted. She spoke
with a different accent, but her words were easier to understand. "After tea my husband
will read to you what it says in the paper."
Since we had no other option, we agreed.
I was sure that it had never taken a person longer to make tea, than it took the
farmer that afternoon.
While we were dutifully sipping the tea, I couldn't help wondering why this kind
old farmer wanted to torture us. After making tea he placed the paper on a table near the
wall, and there it lay. He made no references to it. Had Jennie not made it perfectly clear
that we were dying to know what it said about our families? From all that we could sense,
he appeared not to be a man who would intentionally hurt anyone. But why did he not get
on with it and simply read us what was printed?

Soon the puzzle fell into place. Without taking another look at the paper, the farmer
turned to Jennie as she put her cup down and said in a quiet voice: "You were right, the
story is about someone named Frank. Dear lady, if this is your husband, he is dead. He
died of a heart attack during one of many rescue-flights to a devastated area North of
Seattle..." What he said had been broken into small phrases with a pause between each,
but the message was clear.
The great joy Jennie had expressed all the way back from the volcano was suddenly
crushed. She stood up, hid her face and asked to be left alone. She ran outside. She ran
down the dusty road, then turned into side-road into the sugar cane fields. The stalks
dwarfed her. She could no longer bee seen. Eventually she reappeared for a while in the
distance and looked back, then she went on and disappeared from sight where the road
evidently turned.
"The paper also talks about a woman named Melanie," the farmer went on, "and
about six children." He said he had read the paper while preparing the tea. "The woman
and the children are alive and well, living in Japan. They are the guests of a Japanese
scientist named Yoshi Yakomoto who also took part in the rescue operation. He was with
him when the man named Frank died. So it isn't all bad news," he added.
I stood up and hugged the old farmer, tears in my eyes, and went out after Jennie. I
wasn't as much affected by Frank's death as she was. To me, the joy of knowing that
Melanie and the children were still alive and safe was stronger than the grief I felt. I went
along the road a long way before I caught up with her. Her eyes were red with tears. I
remembered the time when we met in Vancouver after the holocaust had just happened,
when I couldn't find any tears to cry. This time my reasons were different for the sadness
I felt, and I was able to find those tears. I told her that the children were safe, and that
Melanie was safe, too. Evidently those good parts of the news made little difference to
her at the moment. How deep must have been her feelings for Frank. She was right, I had
been blind towards Frank. It seemed now that I had not known him at all.
"I envy you, Jennie," I said while holding her. For a moment she smiled and
hugged me, then cried again. We went slowly back to the house.
I kept thinking about Frank on the way back. I remembered how we met, on that
mountain in Colorado, and how delighted he was when I found his lost lens cap. I
remembered the pride in his eyes when he showed me his camper, and when he
introduced me to Jennie.
By the time we made it back to the farmhouse across the sugar cane fields, both of
our faces were wet with tears.
At the old farmer's bidding, we stayed awhile. We stayed for another cup of tea and
for a word for word translation of the story about Frank in the paper. "You'll probably
want to go to Japan and look for your children," said the farmer as he put the paper down.
I nodded. "We will leave tomorrow morning," I said to him, "or at the very latest,
the day after tomorrow."

"I wouldn't do this, if I were you," said the farmer. He told us, according to what he
had read in the paper, Americans were not welcome in Japan at the moment. "The
government would let you into the country. You would have no problem there. The
government is not against you, but it can't protect you either." He spoke about outbreaks
of violence and looting at American firms and personnel. "It's an ugly scene," he added in
a soft voice. He also said that he suspected Frank's story had been published in an effort
to help diffuse the anti-American sentiments that were up welling, which had become an
official embarrassment to the nation. "Young people are all too easily worried when it
comes to their country's security, especially now," said the man. The man explained that
Japan had aligned itself militarily with the US. This had totally altered Japan's
relationship to the rest of the world, since America was no longer a stronghold of power,
or any power at all, except a nuclear power.
"The Japanese youth is angry at America for having maneuvered their nation into a
situation of dependency on them," said his wife when he finished reading the paper.
"Now they hope that a strong anti-American posture will outweigh Japan's previous
coldness towards Russia and China, the two remaining powers on the planet. Japan is no
longer safe for Americans."
"But we must go there! We must find Melanie and the children," answered Jennie.
"It would be unwise," the farmer repeated. "Not one of you speaks Japanese. Where
would you go? Whom would you ask? It wouldn't help your children if you were to get
killed. Be patient. Wait until things become more normal again. You might locate Mr.
Yakomoto by phone. Maybe he can arrange for you to meet your children in a different
country. I'll give you the name of the newspaper. Maybe they can help you find out in
which city he lives."
"Couldn't we just sail there?" said Jennie again. "It would be so much easier. We
have a large sailboat. Couldn't we just ask the immigration officials to get us in touch
with this Mr. Yakomoto?"
"This would be risky, too," the farmer's wife repeated her husband's warning. "Who
knows, the official you would talk to might feel the same way as many of the young
people. He might have connections to underground organizations that would only be too
glad to hear from him. I must urge you to stay away. I know, it is hard..."
"My father might be able to help," Igor interrupted. "My father is a respected
member of the government in Russia," he explained. "It may be possible that he can
persuade the Russian Embassy to make a discreet inquiry. Diplomats are very good in
these matters, and it would open the channel that the Japanese now will likely seek to
establish."
The farmer approved. He seemed relieved to hear that. He smiled again and put his
glasses back on, then disappeared into the kitchen. Some minutes later he returned with
five tiny cups of hot Saki, to wish us well.

His wife was almost in tears as we left.
After a cordial thank you, we climbed into the car and drove off. On the way home,
Jennie remarked on how glad she was to have met these remarkable people who were
more concerned about our welfare, as strangers, than they were concerned about their
own nation's honor. With this thought in mind, we arrived back home, at Papakeea.

Igor went directly to the telephone. "I'll get through to my father if it takes all
night!" he said. He started to dial.
First he had to get through to Honolulu, then, either by way of Asia, Alaska, South
America, or Australia, to connect up with the Russian Federation. How far he got, usually
depended on the amount of traffic and the skill of the operators. Most of the time, he
couldn't even get an operator. International telephone service was restricted, so it seemed,
in order to keep the lines open for military or diplomatic use. Only on rare occasions
were private calls allowed through.
Perhaps this was just arrangement, since it was the military that kept the phone
system operating at all. Overseas operators became reclassified as military personnel
under a newly created UN accord, called the War Emergency Services Accord, designed
to keep all vital international services operating in times of a crisis. Igor found out that
the operators were paid in food rations, like any other military personnel.

On coming home, Jennie went immediately into the kitchen to get dinner started. I
went back outside. I wanted to clean the car, before taking it back. It appeared that no
one's job worked out. Igor kept fighting the telephone in vain. Jennie began to cry. I
became frustrated because I couldn't find the garden hose. I went back inside to look for
it. Instead, I stayed with Jennie, to comfort her. I found her sitting at the dining room
table, her head bowed, tears running down her cheeks. "Go on girl and cry," I thought to
myself, "cry as long as you must."
Eventually the soup boiled. I called everyone together, for supper. Jennie came
reluctantly. She couldn't suppress her tears. But she did her best.
We had soup that night and baked fish with potatoes, with a few vegetables from a
can added. Our dinner was once again a feast in these times of famine. Jennie ate some of
it, bravely, while now and then an occasional tear came running down her face. This was
the first time since I'd known her that she didn't finish her supper.
After dinner, Igor went back to fighting the telephone, and Jennie continued crying.
I left her alone and washed the dishes. The thought occurred that it would be best to go
outside for a stroll along the beach in the early evening. I suggested it to Jennie. She
agreed. Igor didn't mind, either.

We left as soon as the dishes were done. As it was, we got only as far as the stone
wall that protected the lawn from the surf. Jennie sat down and looked out over the ocean.
Igor and I stayed with her. None of us spoke. I didn't know what to say. Still, the silence
wasn't for long. The sky had become overcast while we were at the farmhouse. We had
barely noticed it. Now, the sea before us was gray, the horizon dark. A storm was about
to sweep in. The palm trees bent in the wind. Jennie's hair blew wildly about. Her face,
though, was still unchanged, sad, torn with pain. I got the feeling that it didn't help her a
bit to stare silently at the endless gray sea.
"What is it?" I asked her. I felt that someone needed to break this agonizing grief.
"Frank was always more alive than anyone I have known," she replied. "He was
always there for people to help them, even to dig themselves out of the rut. I loved him
for that. Now the very thing I loved him for has cost him his life. Should I have held him
back? Should I have urged him not to do what I admired him for doing? That's what
keeps going through my head. That's what I am struggling with. It hurts to realize that I
will never see him again, even though I know that he lived to the very last minute the
kind of life he had always tried to live. If I had held him back he may still be alive, but I
also feel I would have lost him much sooner then. Was I selfish? Was I a traitor as a
friend?"
I sat beside her, stunned by the depth of her struggle. Should she have held him
back? Who could answer this? I was relieved when Igor came up with something.
"I went for a walk once," said Igor. "I was in a large wooded park near Kiev. I
observed a child, a little girl, running among the trees and bushes. The child stumbled and
fell. The father ran over to her and picked her up, brushed the dirt from her clothes and
comforted her. When the crying stopped, he simply put the child down, and away she ran
as before."
Igor turned to Jennie; "I thought that was a lovely thing to do. The father didn't
scold the child. He didn't take her by the hand and say, 'Now you must never leave the
paved path; never run anymore!' Instead, he did what all fathers would probably have
done. He put the child back on its feet and let her go on enjoying the world."

Igor's story brought a smile to Jennie's face, a faint smile, but also more tears. It
wasn't for long, though. She got up, took her sandals off and walked to the edge of the
water. Igor and I followed her. We joined hands with her. It felt good to splash through
the shallow surf. For the moment, the burden seemed to have gone. The simple act of
splashing was coincident with the sense of freedom that Igor had talked about out in his
story. It didn't seem to matter to us that it had begun to rain by then. So what if we got
wet? The rain felt refreshing, cleansing. At times it poured so heavily that the rainwater
came up our nostrils while breathing. At this point the surf and the ocean felt actually
drier than the air. Luckily the rain wasn't cold. We were drenched to the skin before we
got back to the apartment. It was getting dark by then.

After we had dried ourselves off, Igor went back to the phone, determined to get
through to his father no matter what it would take. Jennie opted for a bath, while I, for the
lack of anything else to do, made myself comfortable in front of the TV. The local news
was on. The networks on the mainland had all stopped operation. A local newscaster, a
woman, voluntarily operated a small independent station on Maui for a few hours each
night. Usually she ran a movie, then dispensed some rumors about the world. Facts were
hard to come by in those days, except for local happenings. Rumor had it that some kind
of disarmament was in progress, demanded by Russia, China, India, Germany, and
France. All of these nations had made it a prerequisite for their assistance in refugee
matters. Short-wave radio connections were her main source of information in those days.
Most of them came directly from Russia.
We had rarely watched television except for that night. Watching television that
night offered a welcome diversion. Still, there was more to it that I saw than we had
bargained for. The movie was interrupted by reports of a frightening development. The
newscaster had received a video from a fellow reporter that showed the first refugee boats
arriving in Honolulu harbor, with fifteen thousand hungry people. With the city already
overcrowded and virtually out of food itself, the refugees were no longer welcome.
Neither did the refugees care about that. They went about stealing whatever they could.
The reporter despaired at the thought that there were six more boats under way, one of
them destined for Maui, one for Kawai, and two for the big island. What I hadn't realized
until then, was the great danger this posed for us. This didn't really sicker in until the
reporter showed scenes from the wharf in Honolulu where the refugees raided a fishing
boat. They had raised it before it even got to the dock. Shots were fired. The crew had
barely cast the line to tie the boat up when one of them was shot dead in full view of the
camera. Four more of the crew were killed. They raided the boat before the military
restored order. The boat was cleaned out to the last fish.
The reporter explained that the refugee boats carried several times their normal
capacity with hardly enough food on board for a simple meal every two days. In days
past the ships had brought extra food to the islands, now they were bringing the opposite,
crowds upon crowds of starved people; extra eaters! The Honolulu reporter followed a
group of refugees into the fields where he saw them pounding sugar cane into pulp,
cutting banana leaves for salads, raiding pineapple fields.
"They can't possibly digest that stuff," Igor remarked. He had put his telephone
down and watched the news special with me. Jennie was still having her bath. "We've got
to get out of here. We must leave before a refugee ship lands on Maui," he added.
"Are you suggesting that we...?"
He nodded; "We better leave right now!" he interrupted me. "We must go tonight!
Our boat is in the harbor only at night. We have no choice!"
I nodded.

"The timing won't be better, tomorrow," Igor replied. "Whatever day we leave; it
will have to be at night. We wouldn't dare transport our food during the day. So why not
tonight? Tomorrow may be too late."
I suggested that he had better get his watertight jacket on. I rushed into the
bathroom and told Jennie. She wasn't at all surprised. She agreed that we should leave,
although this meant she would have to cut short the last bath she was likely to have for a
long while. Igor and I virtually ran to the car. The rain had not yet stopped. To the
contrary, it had become windier and cold. It had become a miserable night. We set out
into the dark.
Jennie was out of the bath before we left. She said she would have everything
packed before we got back.
Dropping the car off was easy compared to her task, except her task was safer. One
could feel the tension at the harbor office. Something was in the air. As this was to be our
last visit with our friend the sailor, I was aching to say things that could no longer be said.
I took him aside, but he hushed me. "We are not alone," he added hastily. "Where, my
friend, did you say you want to go fishing?" he added in a normal tone.
"Kiholo Bay! We are pulling out tonight," I replied. "I want to have a line out at the
crack of dawn, I hear the big ones are taking bait at Kiholo bay, on the far side that is."
The old sailor smiled. "I've heard about that," he said. "A friend had offered to take
me along, but I'm too old for long fishing trips!"
We shook hands. I knew we understood each other. If only he had been alone, I
would have hugged him for a proper good-bye. But I couldn't risk letting it be known that
we considered a long voyage, which would inevitably mean that we had lots of food on
hand. As I gave our friend his keys back, I thanked him for letting us use the car. "But
you ought to get the spare tire repaired," I said to him with a twinkle. He understood. His
face lit up. I had stashed a few bags of flour and rice in the trunk, and a tin of cooked
ham.
"And where will you fish after Kiholo bay?" he asked quietly.
"We don't know yet," I replied. I took him aside and told him about the newspaper
that Igor had found.
"I wish you success with your fishing," he said smiling, as we left the office.
I closed the door behind us. I didn't want to. Then we sprinted into the dark. We
raced each other to the jetty. Igor won, of course. Minutes later we had the Mary Q loose
and the engine started.
The boat was fully operational now. Its batteries had been charged, and the tanks
had been kept filled in accord with our 'lease' agreement. A new starter switch had been
put in. The Mary Q was a well-equipped fishing boat now. To us, though, it was much

more than that, especially now. In the situation as it stood, the Mary Q was a luxury
yacht. Proudly we motored her into the black stormy sea.
At Papakeea she became anchored for one final stop. Now, a lot of work had to be
done in as short a time as possible. Also, one of us had to remain on board at all times.
One person was needed to row the dinghy to shore and back, to ferry our belongings
across. The third person had the hardest task, which was to carry everything we owned,
packed by Jennie into green plastic garbage bags, from the apartment to the beach. After
some rounds, we changed positions. We worked through the night and thanked God for
the rain that kept people snugly in their houses.
At three o'clock the rain ceased. This should have made our work easier, but it
didn't. I was beat! Still, we didn't dare stop. It wasn't until five o'clock that we had the last
bag on board, and the dinghy hoisted out of the water. We quickly deflated it, locked it
away, raised the anchor up, and with a last burst of willpower the white sheet of our main
sail was successfully hoisted aloft. The job was done! We practically collapsed, but we
were on our way!
Every one of us was wet to the skin, cold, exhausted, tired, and barely able to stay
awake. Still, I forced myself to stay awake. It was just getting light as we began to move
off. The wind was still brisk. We made good speed leaving the beach behind us - our
island world, a world of bright memories, a gentle paradise. Looking back, as we moved
away, I wondered where on earth our journey would end. One thing seemed certain that
any place in the world would be better than staying on the islands.
Jennie had written a note of thanks to McTaggert and had put it with the keys into
the office's mail slot. I doubted, though, that he would ever come this way again if he still
lived at all. An era had ended, for him, for us, and for the islands, too.
While we pulled away from the shore of the Papakeea development that had been
our home for two-and-a-half precious weeks, searching for familiar landmarks, I noticed
a brightly dressed jogger on his morning run. I asked Igor for the glasses and observed
him for as long while. He seemed to run in defiance of the deep changes in the world, like
a lone sentinel of a way of life that was destined to become history.

With strong winds from the night's storm filling our sails, the shoreline receded all
too quickly. Soon, the jogger could no longer be seen, even with the glasses. Even the
Volcano was virtually invisible. As usually, clouds hid it. Nothing but a faint outline of
its base could be made out from this distance. We were surrounded by water once again,
for as far as the eye could see. Only after we were much further away, as we were we
able to see above the clouds surrounding the islands, were we able to recognize the
familiar black hump with our binoculars, that was unmistakably the giant volcano,
Haleakala.
Igor commented on its name. "They call it the House of the Sun," he said. "Jennie
may well remember it as a house of tears," he added.

"No, Igor," I said to him, "I doubt that she will. We will always remember the
mountain for what it is. Haleakala is The House of the Sun. It was the house of the sun
for us, as it was for the native Hawaiians. It has proven itself, has it not? It is linked to the
fulfillment of our fondest hopes, which will in time outshine the grief that was also felt."
Jennie smiled, and gave me a gentle hug. I could sense her approval. As far as we
were concerned, the volcano had been named correctly. It had brought a spark of life into
our world, a horizon as wide as the endless sea and a New Hope for our future.

Chapter 9: Time Zones
"It is right that we should be driven by the wind," said Jennie. "When a storm
comes up one feels alive! Then, all that one has within one, that one is, is weighed in a
balance."
"Indeed, there's nothing trivial about the wind," Igor commented.
I agreed with them both, though I counted us lucky that we weren't in a full-blown
storm.

By eight o'clock the overcast began to break up, patches of blue appeared, and an
hour later, puffy, white, innocent clouds filled the sky as if the rain had never happened.
Only the wind was still a bit strong. This posed a problem. We needed a day of calm, to
put our 'ship' in order. The cabin was filled to the ceiling with everything we owned. The
weather couldn't have been better for sailing. The sky was bright, the air brisk, warm,
inviting, the ocean was stirred up into long waves that one could ride for extra speed.
Except, speed wasn't what we needed. I was as sleepy as I had been after leaving Tofino.
My eyelids were heavy. The brightness caused me to squint. I fell asleep at the helm.
Sometimes Jennie roused me, sometimes the rocking of the boat did, sometimes Igor.
Jennie and Igor kept themselves awake by working. The most urgent task was to clear a
passage to the rear bunks, and to make some room in the galley. Eventually, Igor slept on
a pile of clothing, bedding, dishes, and junk packed tightly together.
"This will take us weeks," I heard Jennie mutter and then call for help to move a
box of canned food.
"Who cares about time?" I said. "We've got plenty of time for that later. Just make
a passage to the bunks and to the stove if you can."
"That's easy for you to say," she shouted back against the noise of the wind. I'm
sure she did her best. It wasn't until late afternoon that she had breakfast organized. The
afternoon felt surprisingly short. We had decided to change shift every four hours. I think
my initial shift was more like ten hours long. Still, in one way or another, we all got
plenty of rest.

The cleanup project continued for days. Still, it had to be completed before we
could make plans as to where we would go. For the time being we simply sailed with the
eastern trade winds. Without taking inventory of our food supplies, we had no idea of
how long we could survive at sea.

We sailed west with the trade winds for four days until the job was accomplished.
At dinner that night, the big moment finally came to decide on a destination. The
inventory had revealed that our supplies would carry us for at least fifteen weeks. We
were provisioned to reach any place in the world without requiring any extra food.
Jennie suggested that Australia might be a good place to go. "Australia has plenty
of room, no shortage of food," she said. Her plan was to stay there until we could go to
Japan and be re-united. I, on the other hand, had China in mind. I wanted us to be close to
Japan at all times. Igor, however, suggested the most daring plan of them all, something
way out that I had never considered as a practical possibility. He wanted us to sail
through the Suez Canal to the Ukraine that was once a part of the Soviet Union and was
still friendly to it. It was obvious we all had made our private plan. Now it was time to
choose one of them. As we considered the possibilities, one at a time, the most important
criteria were food and room to live. Our next concern was for the children. Would they be
safe? One question about Russia came to mind. It grew in importance the longer we
talked about it. Would we be able to continue our association in Russia, or would we be
separated?
We decided to delay the decision until the next morning, with one more night to
sleep on it so to speak. "What choice do we really have?" I asked Jennie in private after
Igor had gone to bed.
"The most important factor is to find our families again," she said. "Anything else
comes second."
I nodded.
We were talking outside in the dark. It was so dark that night that I could hardly see
her standing next to me.
"Are you saying that our own personal lives no longer matter?" she added. "Is it
right that we are duty bound to an endless slavery to our families?"
"It seems that way," I said. "This commitment makes us richer, Jennie! It is not
slavery, is it?"
She agreed.
In the morning, the final decision was quickly made. Jennie had called for a secret
vote. There was unanimity on the first ballot. Igor's plan was selected. Igor explained that
our voyage would take us to the Philippines, across the South China Sea, around the tip
of Malaysia and the tip of Sumatra, across the Indian Ocean, the Arabian Sea, the Gulf of
Aden, and up the Red Sea to the Suez Canal. From there we would cross the
Mediterranean, the Aegean Sea, the Sea of Marmara, and via the Bosporus, the Black
Sea. At the northern end of the Black Sea was our destination, the city of Odessa. Igor
said, the voyage would take us across twelve time zones and would last no more than
thirteen weeks, probably much less.

It was a crazy plan, but the only plan that made sense. How else would we get Igor
home? And without his father's help, what chance did we have to see Melanie and the
children again? And without all this, how could we stay together and maintain our
friendship? Indeed, Igor had figured it right, right from the beginning. The only aspect I
had problems with, was that we actually had to live in Russia.
Sure, we had talked about the eventuality on the beach. I had admitted to Igor that I
might like the idea. But those were just words, empty phrases easily spoken. It was
theoretical then. But going there to live, possibly for the rest of our life, was a different
story. What also bothered me, was the feeling that our association would more likely be
threatened there, than be kept alive. Russia was known as a country of stern conventions.
It would be difficult enough to justify our association in the liberal sphere of the West,
but in Russia...!
I talked to Jennie about it at great length. The gulf between what we felt for each
other, and what a traditional communist society might expect, appeared to be more than
twelve time zones apart, that we had all to cross. "The thing that I can't accept," I said to
Jennie the next evening, "is stepping backwards in time."
"Maybe it doesn't have to be a step backwards," she replied, sitting next to me in
the dark. "Communism, if it still exists in people's feelings, doesn't have to touch us if we
don't let it. I like to see the twelve time zones we have to cross, as steps ahead, not steps
backwards in time."
The thought made me smile.
"It maybe challenging, going to Russia," she added, "like climbing eroded
mountains of loose rock with slippery footholds. That can be exciting. One needs to
beware of every crevice, test every ledge before standing on it, nothing can be taken for
granted; but that doesn't sound like stepping backwards. It will make us better climbers. It
will open doors to places that few people have ever been at."
Seen in this way, Igor's plan was undoubtedly the best one. Also there was plenty
of food and room in Russia. So it was decided.

Our first stop along the way was to be Manila. Igor already had the necessary
charts on board. He had been planning ahead, collecting whatever charts he could locate
in the Harbormaster's storeroom. Igor said that Manila would be an important stop,
especially for us. He said he would try telephoning his parents from there.
"Surely, your family must think you are dead," said Jennie, "it's been five weeks
since they last heard from you."
"They wouldn't give up that soon," said Igor. "My father is aware of the upheavals
that a large nuclear blast can cause. It is his job to know. In fact, he will be expecting my
call."

I wished Igor luck.

It was easy sailing with the trade winds. As the days passed, our concerns for the
world receded. They were replaced more and more with the down to earth immediate
concerns of dealing with each other. Perhaps it was selfish of us to allow this to happen.
On the other hand, it could have been a deeply natural delayed response to a tragedy that
had shaken the very meaning of being alive.

The rules on board were simple. As before, Igor volunteered for the early morning
shift, from 2:00 AM to breakfast. He loved to see the sun come up. My shift at the helm
was from evening to 2:00 AM. In the daytime it was Jennie's turn to watch over the boat.
Usually the boat would fly by itself, being kept on course by the wind vane. An
occasional lookout for other boats was usually all that was required.
In the evenings, while Igor was sleeping, I spent many hours with Jennie on deck.
On the colder nights we would huddle under a blanket, sharing each other's innermost
thoughts. I also spent many hours alone with Igor. I had requested that he wake me
whenever there was a sunrise worth seeing. He was only too glad to comply. We would
sit on deck and talk for hours. His favorite topic, usually, was Jennie.
"Now that you're certain your wife and children are still alive, you're in a bind," he
opened the conversation one morning. "Do you intend to drop your wife, now, and marry
Jennie?" he asked bluntly. "I am well aware that you are deeply in love with Jennie. Or
do you intend to drop Jennie and go back to your wife?"
"Marry Jennie!" I repeated, surprised. "I couldn't marry Jennie," I said in a firm
manner. The question shocked me. Often, I was half-asleep when we looked at these
sunrises, together. This day was no exception. But this question jolted me. "If I should
marry Jennie," I said to him, "I would lose them both. Sure I love Jennie, but I could
never marry her, or anyone else. Loving Jennie has been good for me, even in respect to
my feelings for Melanie. If Melanie were here today, I know, I would treat her much
better than ever before."
Igor looked puzzled.
"I realize that doesn't make much sense," I said and smiled. "If one falls in love
with another person, Igor, the whole world looks different. One automatically treats
everyone with more respect and kindness. At least that is what I have noticed about
myself since I've been together with Jennie. How can I pull back from this? Using
marriage to gain ownership rights over a person is like someone cracking his whip,
commanding his slaves. What happens to joy and happiness? If marriage means
ownership of one another, then it becomes a wall that isolates one from the happiness of
sharing life with the world? If marriage causes isolation, who needs it? Who would want
it? In its isolation it opens the door to lust that becomes a prison, and stages a life

ensnared by duties, boundaries, and demands of submission to codes until there is little
joy left in it. It's absurd to believe that this marriage isolation can induce happiness. What
a trip! If I married Jennie and were unhappy, she would have to see it as her fault and feel
forced to correct it! The burden would be tremendous! I couldn't put such a burden on
Jennie, or anyone else. Could you?"
Igor looked at me with a blank stare. Of course he didn't know what I was talking
about. It had taken me a lifetime of patient effort to see through the myths. "There is no
renewal of affection in a closed relationship," I tried to explain this. "What closes the
door to the world also forces one to deny one's innermost feelings, which cannot truly be
hemmed in. That's when a person gets into a bind, Igor. The myths associated with
marriage demands force one to become blind to what life is as it is expressed throughout
the world. Marriage, then, becomes a murderer. It becomes a power-structure that
demands one to become dishonest, even to deny one's very soul to oneself and to others."
"Are you going to drop Jennie, then, and stay with your wife?" Igor repeated his
question.
"Of course not! It isn't that simple, Igor! I would never do this," I said to him.
By then the brilliance of the rising sun, together with the fresh air, had fully
wakened me.
"Why should I deny my feelings for Jennie because she is a woman and society
dictates that there should never be more than one woman in a man's life?" I asked.
"Society is wrong, Igor! Why should I care about those myths people have chosen to
strangle themselves with? Why should I deny my feelings for anyone? What you suggest,
Igor, is a gross form of self-denial. You would have me deny what I honestly feel. I feel
what I feel, and I will not deny it! Those few months of being with Jennie have opened
the door to my soul. How could I not acknowledge the touch of her gentleness that makes
me feel warm inside? Why should I deny that I am touched by her openness that makes
me more honest with myself, by her excitement with living that makes me feel more
alive? Instead of denying it, I can't help but shout to the world that I cherish being with
her, that I love to feel her response, that I treasure her smile. Why should I disavow that
all of this exists, and that it feels wonderful? What would I gain by not allowing us to
love one other?"
Igor still shook his head.
"The fact is, Igor, I couldn't drop anything anyway that's anchored deep within me.
I could pretend, perhaps, and lie to myself about it, and to the world. But I'm not willing
to make this sacrifice. So, the only solution I can see, Igor, is to let the past catch up with
the present. The present can't be reversed. A workman, who has put his hand on the plow
and looks back, is not worth his hire. I must let our association stand. Jennie is my open
door to breach the segregation of humanity!"
"Hey, you can't expect the past to catch up with the present. You can't expect to
have the world bow to your wishes. Surely your wife will object."

I nodded in silence. After a while the thought came quite strongly that the world
has already changed. "What Jennie and I mean to each other cannot be undone, nor would
Melanie want to undo it. The world will change to accommodate us both, Igor. It already
has changed. And it will change more. I also expect the war-creating isolation between
nations to catch up with today's clamor for uniting with one another in a common effort
to save what is left of humanity and our world. Yes, Igor, I expect a tremendous change
in attitudes around the world."
Igor shrugged his shoulders; "I hope you are right."
I added nothing to that.
"OK, Paul! Let's assume you are right and the world will change," said Igor, "but
for now, you must face the fact that you are a married man. You have responsibilities to
your family that you cannot ignore."
"Now, what has this one got to do with the other?" I asked, sharply. "Who said that
I wasn't going to honor my responsibilities anymore, nor Jennie hers? Why do you think
we were struggling so hard to find our families again? We will honor our commitments
and responsibilities. It will always be that way, because it comes from what we honestly
feel from within. Love is what has been rooted in the depth of our being. I couldn't cut
Melanie out from this place even if I wanted to. Our home will always be the dearest spot
on earth, Igor, except that it will now become a focus for greater affection instead of
being a circumference that would make it a prison for love that then can no longer flow
freely. That's logical, isn't it?"
"Logical! My friend you're dreaming," said Igor, with a grin. "I should really do
you a favor," he said, "I should take Jennie away from you!"
"Congratulations, now you're becoming honest! That's what you've been up to from
the beginning," I grinned. "Except it wouldn't work, Igor. I don't own Jennie, neither do I,
nor would I ever intend to own her. That notion has to stop that one person owns another.
We can only envelop one another with love. In that out-flowing process we enrich one
another. But wan never own one another."
Igor didn't look happy after that.
"How could I possibly give her to you, as you suggest I should, or you take her
from me?" I asked him gently. "I don't control Jennie's life. I realize that you have deep
feelings for Jennie and that hold yourself back on my account. That notion puts on the
table the proposition that Jennie is somebody's property. Don't do this! Actually, I can't
even tell you not to do that. You must find your association with her on your own terms
and feel honest about it in your own heart. You don't require my approval to underwrite
what you feel and what you love. Your own approval is all what should really matter. But
it is tough to simply let one's love flow. I have no right to approve or disapprove what
you should or should not feel in your heart. But when strands of love meet, that's when
the world becomes brighter. As far as I am concerned, I think there should be countless
such strands, and it takes time, and effort, and honesty, to let them unfold. Besides, I've

never regarded your affection for Jennie as a form of competition. I would have, if loving
were a matter of exclusive rights. But it isn't that. So, what's there to compete against?
Would one ray of sunshine compete with another? The fact is, I feel touched that you,
like I, appreciate her, that we are both in love with the same woman. I think it's great, if
that is really the case."
At this point our conversation ended. Igor didn't answer anymore. We sat quietly
on deck for a while, Igor deep in thought, I silent. The sun had fully come up at this
point. Its brilliance was blinding. It glittered on the surface of the water. It was painful,
but lovely to see. I enjoyed especially its reflection on the water.
"Have you considered the possibility of Jennie having AIDS?" I wanted to say
before returning to be. "We all could have been infected during the rescue missions.
People were wounded, bleeding."
I didn't say it. Saying it would have broken the silence that seemed to nourish him.
Also, I would have said too much. So I left him alone with his thoughts whatever they
were. I embraced him, briefly, and then went back to bed for a couple more hours while
he remained on deck and kept watch.

It appears that I didn't underestimate him. He had breakfast ready when I got up.
He was a changed man, polite, not shaken. However, he was no longer as exuberantly
happy, either. He loved Jennie, but couldn't allow himself to get close to her. Maybe it
was because he had indeed aimed at marrying her, at winning her exclusively for himself.
No doubt he wanted to include her in his life, but it seemed he no longer knew how. I had
become an obstacle in his path, and the more I became open to him, the greater an
obstacle I appeared to be. I had closed the door to hope, so it seemed, while he couldn't
see the door that I wanted to open.

I thought about how exuberant he had been when he got me up for the sunrise that
morning. His face radiated with anticipation. Now he sat silently during breakfast, his
head bowed, his gaze resting on the vast ocean surrounding us. I must have shattered all
his hopes. Only once he smiled at me, briefly, shaking his head in disbelief. Still, I felt he
was more gentle with Jennie, more genuine, rather than coercive.

As the days passed, his jokes, which Jennie and I always appreciated, became more
sensitive than they ever were. He seemed to have a way with jokes like Jennie had with
photography. Unfortunately, they wouldn't stand up in re-telling. Divorced from the
moment and the intimacy of the situation through which they were inspired, they become
meaningless. But in spite of it all, he still didn't allow himself to be closer to Jennie.

The daily routine on board became similar to our previous voyage. Breakfast
frequently lasted till noon, lunch was at three, and dinner quite late. Between breakfast
and dinner, Igor would settle down for his traditional mid-day snooze. In the evenings we
would stay up together until Igor would retire for his second sleep, prior to his early
morning shift. With such a lazy routine, the days passed pleasantly.
One morning we sighted land. The sighting came precisely according to our
calculations. It proved that our navigational skills were far better than we gave ourselves
credit for. We were at the entrance of the Bay of Manila. This precise arrival was
instantly interpreted as a cause for jubilation and celebration. We had circumnavigated
the North end of the Philippines in a big sweep, and approached the Bay of Manila
almost dead center. In a burst of excitement, Igor and I embraced each other to celebrate
this most marvelous feat of navigation we had yet accomplished. It had been a struggle at
times, to interpret our readings from the sextant. But all this was history when we sailed
into the bay, three expert mariners, masters of our little tall-ship.
The stop in Manila was important for us as an opportunity to buy fruit, bread,
vegetables, and to refill our fresh water tanks. Most of all it gave us the opportunity to
place the much needed phone call to Igor's dad. Luckily we had found some Japanese
money among the worthless stuff Igor had taken from the bank in Tofino. As it tuned out,
the purchasing of supplies was not a problem. The phone call, however, didn't work out
at all. Since all business activities had stopped in the US, virtually all satellite
communications systems were out of order, on which the Philippines relied.
Disappointed, we returned to the Mary Q, which turned out to be the greatest stroke
of luck since our finding of the newspaper on Haleakala. When we came near enough to
distinguish the Mary Q from other boats, we found two boys busily unloading our food
supplies, and other items, including our sextant. Had the phone call gone through, we
might have returned to a half-empty hull? As it was, we got every single item back. We
even retained the crowbar that the boys had used to break in with. The scare they caused
us, however, was more than enough to convince us to forgo other stops. We let the boys
go, but not before we gave them some bread and some fruit for a meal. These two taught
us a valuable lesson. We decided right there that we didn't really need to stop anywhere.
Drinking water could be gathered by harvesting the torrents of rain that frequently
washed over our boat. We had enough food, cooking fuel, even fruit, in cans, to last us to
the end of the world. And whatever bread we required, we could bake ourselves.
Still shaking, but wiser, we said fare well to Manila and to the Philippines and set
sail toward Singapore. At this point the South China Sea lay before us, the world's most
famous waters in terms of being infested with pirates. We were scared every time we saw
another boat on the horizon. But we were also lucky. We survived the crossing without
the slightest incidence. Well, almost, that is.
I remembered reading about the captain of a sailboat, like ours, who boldly aimed
dead center against a pirate ship's steel hull, to ram it. He was able to convince the pirates
to leave. I certainly wouldn't have had the stomach for facing their guns in such a bluff.

Something else happened, though, on the South China Sea that was less dangerous, but
equally as exiting.
The weather was usually hot. We had more time than we knew what to do with. We
had barely left Manila when we drifted back into our lazy routine of eating, sleeping, and
exploring each other's innermost soul. One morning, after Igor had retired for his mid-day
sleep, Jennie prepared herself a place on deck to sunbathe. She brought out a blanket,
mattress, and pillows, and spread them out on the top of the main cabin. Then she
stripped all her clothes off, standing right in front of me on top of the main cabin. I
suppose it shouldn't have meant anything special, seeing her naked. After all, we had
been most intimate with each other that night on Maui and on other occasions thereafter.
But it did feel exciting, seeing her naked. One doesn't seem to get used to that sort of
thing.
I was at the wheel at the time. She grinned, and motioned me to keep her company
under the sail. Our time on Maui came back to mind. I suppose; if it hadn't been for Igor
finding the newspaper, the time we had on the islands might have never stopped. There
had been something precious about this unity. In a way, it hadn't really stopped, certainly
it hadn't in consciousness. Naturally, I joined her.
"I feel so wicked sunbathing in the nude," she grinned.
"But it feels wonderful to see you," I added. "And why should you feel wicked?" I
asked. "Igor is asleep and who else could you possibly hurt with your wickedness?"
She looked at me; "God, I suppose. Jack would call it an offense unto God;
wouldn't he?" Then she laughed.
"Maybe he wouldn't!" I replied.
"He would call it a sin, though," she grinned.
"And what does that mean?" I asked as I joined her under the sail just as naked as
she was.
"Who would deny that sex is a ponderous subject?" I said to her. "It appears to be
one of the great paradoxes of human existence. If one reads the Penthouse letters one will
find it praised as the greatest thing under the stars. And if one reads books on evolution,
one will have sexual desire explained as the end product of eons of natural selection,
where proliferation enriches genetic development and increases the survival rate of the
species. If one listens to a preacher, he will deny that even exists, except for the narrow
window that is needed for procreation. With that, the preacher who defines the human
being as the image of God, drags that image down to the level of an animal existence
where sex exists exclusively for procreation and has no link to universal love. Thus we
face paradoxes upon paradoxes." During those days on the deck of the Mary Q in the
noonday sunshine, we put those paradoxes aside.

"Extraordinary sexual involvement may have been the corner stone of our
existence today," said Jennie. "Human strains with lesser urges might have died out. And
the other hand, one can read books on morals, written by the pure and white angels of
society fighting prostitution. And finally, there is this thing call sin." She just shook her
head.
Indeed, I felt there was something interesting and odd about the notion that sex is
sin. I told Jennie so.
"Interesting?" she repeated. "You mean destructive! The very notion of sex being
sin immediately closes the door towards any appreciation of a person's nature as a human
being, and if you allow it only in marriage, then you reduce the human being to the status
of a piece of property. Whoopy! So what is sin? The notion of sin itself is sin, isn't it?"
I suggested to her that the root meaning of the word is synonymous with mistake,
or failure. "The mythological notions about sex and marriage are that failure of
perception," I said. "Maybe that's what it is all about, Jennie? Maybe the wise men of old
meant to warn humanity not to set their scope of mutual appreciation too narrow. They
might have had the very opposite in mind of what is accepted today. Indeed, if one
magnifies a specific aspect of living, and blows it up out of proportion to the rest, one
would most certainly cheat oneself out of something else that is equally of great value." I
think Jennie accepted this definition.
"But that's not how it is seen," she grinned. "In any case, I was right, then, wasn't I
in what I said."
"Certainly, you were right, well almost," I replied, ginning back at her. "Mankind is
inclined to make a mystery out of whatever it magnifies. So, the narrow view that is
magnified is also mystified. Thereby, whatever is of substance becomes lost. The end
result is, that we end up with essentially nothing."
She thought that this was an interesting way of looking at sex.
"I wonder if Jack would admit that?" she said, and grinned.
I shrugged my shoulders; "That's not really important to us, is it? What is
important, is whether we will admit to ourselves that the whole myth has been further
mystified through the addition of still more parameters. Why do we talk about love in
such terms as, love 'within marriage,' or love 'outside of marriage?' These introduced
modulations and distortions have twisted the image of sex in relationship to love
something fierce over the ages, into something so fantastically abnormal that you now
feel instinctively wicked for it."
"It's sad, isn't it?" she said.
"Sad!" I repeated. "It's absolutely tragic! Homes are torn apart, crimes are
committed, people are killed over it; and these are the least of the tragedy. As a tradition
bound person you tie yourself all up inside! You feel guilty, or empty, or frustrated. You

feel everything except what is potentially there to be realized. This must be the most
twisted, distorted, perverted, and abused facet of human existence. Not even communism
has been so badly misconstrued."
"It's the great paradox of existence alright," Jennie grinned, "a wonderful world of
confusion, hatred, jealousy, accusations. It's like a hockey game!" she said, and laughed.
"And now the puck stops here?" I added and I began to grin, too.
She nodded. "It has just stopped, hasn't it?" she said, still laughing. She found the
correlation funny.
When she was serious again, she reached for my hand and placed it on her breast,
and invited me to kiss her nipple. Jack came to mind. I remembered his enthusiasm at
keeping the focus on the human aspect of humanity.
What unfolded here from this was something along that line and promised to be
equally as vital. What came out of it was apparently quite different from our last time
together, on Maui. It was freer. The appreciation had a different focus. It was richer.
After a while she began to talk again. "A normal wife would become enraged if she
saw her husband with another woman. I certainly would have in the olden days. That's
warfare, too, isn't it? But for me, I think, the puck really has stopped. The sex game is no
more justifiable than the marriage game. Sexual appreciation is like breathing. It's simply
a part of being alive. As is love."
I agreed. I felt a deep compassion for all to whom this world of appreciation was
closed. Their needs were the same as mine and hers, and Igor's, too. I hugged Jennie
tighter. The thought of a world so bound up in games that every door to the heart is
closed appeared ugly to me.
"Can you imagine love without involving games?" I asked Jennie. "I mean as no
one has ever seen it; pure, undistorted, natural, free, incomparable to anything, something
which doesn't deny human nature but embraces it like the air one breathes, something
which doesn't hide nor inflate appreciation, but unites all that is good to enrich the
experience of one's being?"
She didn't answer. Perhaps, she couldn't. Perhaps, no one could. Perhaps this kind
of love didn't exist yet.

We didn't talk anymore after that. We lay down and looked into the sky. I had
talked enough. I had an infinity of feelings to sort out. We looked at each other now and
then in silence, with a gentle smile, with a caring touch. We embraced one another and
shared each other's nature and being in the most intimate way.

During those hours her hair shone like stands of gold, it moved with the breeze. I
noticed some seabirds in the sky. I traced their flight. I reasoned that we were close to an
island. For the time being, however, there was no island to be seen. There was only
sunshine and the wide open sea, and Jennie and I. She was a gem, a treat to behold, a
bundle of life more beautiful than any flower or bird, an open door to experiencing the
grandest of creation that outshines in 'brilliance' even of the sun. She felt beautiful to
embrace - a dream of dreams. And now there was nothing between us except a deep
peace that echoed from within everything I had felt for her before. There was no lust,
shame, fear, nor romance, only a feeling of being totally free, of being at ease with each
other under the sails that stood like giant white wings against the deep blue sky.

It seemed as if ages had passed before we got dressed again to wake Igor up. We
needed Igor for a course correction. The island that we had expected was visible now. We
were heading directly towards it. But it wasn't necessary to call Igor. As I went to look
down into the cabin, to my surprise, I saw him leaning against the forward mast, compass
in hand. I looked at Jennie, at him.
He began to grin. "You forgot that the forward bunk is immediately below the
forward deck, right behind the main cabin!"
Jennie began to laugh.
After the required course correction was made, Igor went back inside and started to
prepare lunch.
I hugged Jennie once more, briefly, and very tightly. Her breasts felt hot and her
body lovely to touch. And in this tight embrace, there was no overlapping of identity, no
trespassing into Melanie's realm. This distinctness, also, felt precious to me.

It soon became evident that he had over corrected our course and had to adjust the
wind vane once more. Thus, for now, Igor and I swapped duties. He was the indisputable
expert on wind vanes and loved teaching Jennie about it. And so, my morning with
Jennie on deck had come to an end and was replaced with work in the galley.
The rest of the day was on the surface like any other day. But deep inside, things
were not. Neither did our episode end here. The next day, the very same sequence
repeated itself.
"How would you define love?" Jennie asked, as we were once more stretched out
on top of the boat. "You asked the question yesterday," she added.
I shrugged my shoulders. "It can't be defined as the opposite to hate, because then
you would see it in terms of hating." I shrugged my shoulders again.

"I know what it is," she grinned, "but I won't tell you! See if you can guess."
"It's not magic! And it isn't sex either," I said. I shook my head.
"Don't give up so soon! It was you who told me, you just didn't define it as such!
Try again!" she said.
I thought for a moment, then shook my head again.
"Oh, I will tell you," she said. "It's so simple. The purest form of love is that which
meets the human need, that nourishes, honors, extols, that refreshes the soul. Anything
else is attachment, emotion. Love cannot be emotion. It must be alive in deeds, in errands
of mercy, opening doors that emotions have shut. It's something that few people
understand, that all carry in their heart, and that most people spare no effort to suppress."

By the time our meeting was over for the day, I felt, I knew what she meant. And
this trend continued for many days. Each day I felt certain we wouldn't reach the same
deep interchange that we had reached the day before. But I was wrong. There appeared to
be no end to this unfoldment of the nature of this peace.
We spoke of attachments. They can't be love. Ties of attachment invoke bondage,
not freedom, and bondage can't be love. We spoke about violence and sexual pleasures,
and how the sternest, most restrictive, most religious countries are the most violent with
profound punishments, 'nuclear holocausts,' chilling murder, cruel jealousies. We met on
our rooftop to explore pleasures of the heart, not sensualism, which isn't possible anyway
because one can't love with the senses. The senses can only confirm what the heart has
accepted, and to this we had opened our doors as wide as anyone could.
In this fashion our meetings under the sail continued for days. Time and time again,
her invitation was renewed. I shall never forget those bright and lazy hours of pleasures
of the heart, love, and excitement, which constituted the most wonderful peace-workshop
ever launched on the high seas. However, as it turned out, this workshop was a blessing
beyond what we could imagine, a storeroom of riches that I needed later to draw on.

It wasn't until after we had sailed around the southern tip of Malaysia, that Igor
began to wake me in the mornings to a series of exceptionally beautiful sunrises. Because
of the heavy traffic through the Straight of Malacca, we sailed close to shore. The
weather was calm. Often there was barely enough wind to fill the sails. An orange glow
would appear over the shoreline, sometimes silhouetting a low range of mountains.

Igor was unusually quiet one morning. He didn't talk about Jennie anymore. Still,
the way he acted was vaguely familiar.

After the fiery disc of the sun had appeared one morning, drawing a brilliant line
over the water, he did mention Jennie briefly, saying that he loved her. He said it calmly,
with his feet stretched out against the railing. This, too, was strange behavior for Igor.
Also, he looked directly into the glaring sun as though this self-torture might stand as an
excuse for not looking at me. This wasn't like Igor at all.
Eventually he started to talk. "Do you recall when I saw you both naked that day?"
he said shyly.
I said that I remembered.
"Did you know that I felt terribly jealous, then?" he added. His voice became firm
now. "I felt jealous, Paul, as never before. But the problem isn't Jennie. I wanted you!
Can you believe that?"
"Me! Why me, Igor? You're not in love with me, are you?"
"Why not, Paul?"
"Because..."
"Because of what? Is it because of social conventions, Paul?"
I shrugged my shoulders.
"It's either that, or you're terribly phony," said Igor quietly. He often used the word
'terribly' when something moved him deeply.
"But why me, Igor? Why me?" I asked, perplexed.
"Why not you? You're a lovely person, Paul! The truth is, I don't really know why I
feel the way I feel about you. In fact, I'm terribly embarrassed to talk about it. Can you
realize what it took just to get the nerve to say it? It took ten days, Paul, ten days! I'm
scared to talk about a thing like that, yet I had to say it."
"But why, Igor?" I repeated in disbelief, all the while knowing deep within that it
was my own reaction that was unfounded, rather than his. He was honest to himself. I
sensed that I wasn't.
"I don't know why I want you, Paul," he said quietly. "Maybe I need to feel some
tangible proof that you're not just using me to get to your families again."
"Hey, we are not using you, Igor!" I said strongly, "I certainly don't, I respect you
too much for that. You are my friend!"
He shook his head. "That's just part of the problem, Paul! I don't want to be
respected. I've been respected for years. I have thousands of fans that respect me! I feel
such a distance between everyone and myself. Don't respect me. Prove to me, that what

you say, you also feel! Maybe I want to feel loved just for being myself. Maybe I need to
feel this, especially from those who pretend to respect me, as a proof that shows that all
this respect isn't phony; that I am worthy as a person, worthy to be loved."
"Hey, I do love you as a person, Igor, you know that!" I replied and leaned over
and hugged him.
He glanced at me briefly; "Oh, really! Do you, Paul? How would I know that? I can
see that you love Jennie! Anyone can see that! But me? Did you know that you have
touched me only once in all the time we were together, when we hugged each other at the
entrance to the Bay of Manila? Of course you had reason to love me that day. I was
useful to you, wasn't I?"
"Now hold it, Igor! What in heaven's name do you want me to do?" I said almost
mechanically, lost for a real answer.
"You should know that yourself, Paul," he replied without hesitation. I had tears in
my eyes by then. "I can't do what you ask," I said, frustrated at myself.
"Why not?" he asked sharply, less patiently now. "It is really because of social
convention? If it were, I could accept that, perhaps."
I didn't answer. I stood up and went towards the cabin entrance to go back to bed as
though the whole conversation had been in bad taste and needed to be stopped. That
really, was the opposite, though, of what I wanted to do. I was so deeply disturbed that I
couldn't face myself.
"Don't you realize; this is the main reason we're on this boat?" Igor added as I went
inside.
I stopped at the door. "What do you mean?"
"Don't you see, Paul, all the military establishments in the world are male empires,
macho cults. We are in the middle of this nightmare because it has been so damn difficult
for a male to relate to any other male, except in power plays. We will all kill each other
because we're so damn scared to love one another. Killing is easy, its honorable, you get
medals for it, you don't have to deal with the complexities of loving man to man. And
now, even you, are looking at me as if I were scum."
I nodded in disbelief. God, had I been blind all my life? I prided myself on being
progressive, alert, liberal, intelligent. Now I was forced to acknowledge that I hadn't even
begun to move in an honest direction.
"Now I can understand why the world builds more and more nuclear weapons,"
said Igor quietly. "If males can't relate to one another except through power-plays and
phony respect, mankind has no choice but to resort to weapons in order to feel secure.
What else is there to inspire trust?"

I couldn't answer Igor beyond that. I could only nod and whisper good night.
That night I cried new tears. Why couldn't I love him as he wanted me to? I was
disappointed in myself. I was disappointed in my blockage to the love that I also felt.
I thought of monks, of ancient times, who had shut themselves into their
monasteries and sworn an oath to keep eternal 'silence;' never to speak again, never to
look at a woman again, never to gaze at the sky, the trees, and the world! Now I could
feel for their anguish, their inability to correlate the wonders of life with the austere
demands of an ill-perceived purity that they could not understand because it was itself
total perversion. What must it have meant to a man to shut himself off from all that is
good and beautiful, from life itself, in order to purify his soul so that he may experience
the crown and glory of existence which turned out to be utter emptiness! Was I, too,
following in their footsteps just as humanity had done in some measure ever since? I was
confronted with a most reasonable demand to enlarge my definition of love. And, oh
shame, I couldn't move!
I cried those tears, even though I wasn't certain if it was really sex that either he or I
wanted. I simply didn't know. So it wasn't sex that I cried over. I had loved Jennie for
many years before our first sexual contact took place, and she admitted later that she felt
that love that couldn't find expression tearing on her soul, a love she couldn't respond to.
Without this love unfolding freely in the background, sex would never have happened. I
suddenly realized that Igor only said that he felt he ought to be loved. He said nothing
about sex. I alone had made that connection. Perhaps it wasn't a question of needing sex,
or that sex was merely like an inevitable consequence of accepting another's identity with
total appreciation. He wanted more than sex. Indeed, between Jennie and I, sex had never
been a game for orgasmic reactions. It had become the tip of a pyramid with a broad and
square foundation. It had to do with pleasures of the heart.

I knew that the general homosexual scene was never one of extreme satisfaction. I
also sensed that this was totally unrelated to what Igor was after. Igor was starved for
love. He was looking for something substantial, something that would stand on its own
merit, something rich and full of life. I remembered the first morning when we struggled
and quarreled over the navigation of the boat. Neither of us was prepared to accept the
other, seriously. We weren't even prepared to accept ourselves at face value. We had to
prove ourselves in contest with each other. If only it were possible to find a platform on
which we could love each other for who we are. Shouldn't love be that platform on which
we can feel secure, on which we can accept sex as a by-product if it had to be, instead of
as an end in itself, which made no sense anyway?
I found no answers that night. Eventually, I fell asleep.

Breakfast was served late that day, at eleven o'clock. Igor hadn't dared to wake me
sooner. It was a tense breakfast. Neither of us spoke a word. Thank God, Jennie didn't ask
why.
The challenge I faced was to claim back for humanity what had been lost through
centuries of restrictive convention. If anyone had suggested a day before that my greatest
challenge would be to learn how to love, I would have laughed out loud. Now I was at a
loss as to where to start. How does one love a person contrary to the weight of
convention?
I could examine the way I loved Jennie. Perhaps there was a starting point in that.
But how could this be translated into an attitude that both Igor and I could feel
comfortable with and understand? I had to ask myself if what I honestly felt for Igor was
love. And if not, why it wasn't. I soon realized that this approach, too, was invalid.
A newspaper article came to mind as I pondered. An elderly gentleman had handed
a copy of it to me on during flight to India many years ago. He had come to the flight
deck and handed a copy to each one of the crew. The article was a hundred years old,
from the late 1800s. It was totally centered on love. I had read it and laughed at it, and not
understood one word. It was the account of what seemed like a miracle; I lie I thought. It
was the story of a woman who was healed of partial paralysis. Her family had become
destitute, her home a virtual hell. She decided to leave, never to return. That day she
encountered a crowd of people coming from the railway station. She had never seen such
a crowd in her small town before. She reasoned that they must have come for something
important, so she followed as best as she could. She came to homestead just outside of
town where the crowd had gathered around a house with a balcony from which a woman
addressed the vast crowd of people who had come to hear her. Except, she was too far in
the rear to hear a single word. She cried over this once again added disappointment that
had become the way of her life. Still, she remained there and watched.
When the people were leaving she made her way back to town. It was there, on the
way back as she was crossing the street, she noticed a team of horses approaching. She
stood aside and watched. To her surprise she saw in the carriage that passed by, the same
woman who had addressed the people from that balcony. She also saw that the woman
noticed her. She wrote in that article that she had never seen such an outpouring of love
in any human face as that of the woman, a love that enveloped her during these moments.
She wrote that she suddenly realized, as the carriage receded from sight, that her paralysis
was gone. With a great joy she returned to her home, where she found her home situation
also healed.
As far as I could remember, that happened in a small town in New Hampshire. I
had thrown the copy of the newspaper article away that day, but its substance apparently
had not faded. After all those years I finally realized that I knew nothing about love at all.
Even Igor seemed to have noticed that. I left the breakfast table and went on deck to cry
over my emptiness.

Perhaps love is like the sun, I reasoned. Its rays reflect the sun's own brilliance, and
with it, it illumines the universe. I realized that our brilliance as human beings is our
humanity. Our universal human Soul is our Sun. I suddenly realized that Igor was
complaining that there was not sufficient sunshine on the boat. Perhaps this was the
reason why he chose the early morning shift, perhaps without realizing it, hoping day
after day for an unfolding dawn in the real world in which we lived, the world of love. I
began to realize that what he had asked for wasn't about him at all. It was about me. I had
become a sewer rat that was happy in the dark. If love is a light that flows forth from the
riches of our humanity, from the One Human Soul that we all share, then the object that
we love is in us. The warmth is in the sun; and with our rays of warmth we touch one
another. Our rays of sunshine then mingle and merge and do indeed illumine the world.
Oh, if this could only be done universally!
I had to cry when I realized that I stood far from this world, this world of an
outflowing love, and that I wasn't alone in my darkness. I had to cry for my own country
for the same reason. America had been like me, an empty nation, a sewer rat that shunned
the sunshine, and more than that. America and me had been like a black hole in space that
draws everything into itself and calls that love. America had sucked in the substance of
the world and issued threats in return. There hadn't even been enough love left to care for
our sick, homeless, and wounded. We demanded the world to invest their living in us,
and what the nations wouldn't give willingly we stole with the fist of war. Yes, Igor
demanded that there be love once more, because a black hole is a dangerous place. It
even drew from humanity a nuclear bomb with which America destroyed itself. Igor was
right to cry out for us. This mustn't be allowed to happen on our ship. He had cried out to
me, wake up, Paul! Wake up!

As it was, neither of us spoke a word to each other that day. The 'technology,'
apparently, hadn't been developed yet. I had put my life on the line to rescue people. Now
I couldn't even rescue myself. I had become a beggar and a coward. I had become like
that woman, partially paralyzed. I needed to be touched by the same love that had healed
her, and that love had to come from my own Soul. No greater challenge has ever been
faced by anyone, so it seemed, than the challenge that I finally realized I could not avoid.

The next day was the turning point in our journey. We rounded the northern tip of
Sumatra. The Indian Ocean lay before us, India to the West, and far in the distance, the
Arabian Sea. I knew that once we left Indonesia, it would be weeks before we would
reach the Gulf of Aden and see land again. Much of it promised to become a rough
voyage, as the monsoon was about to change direction. And even once we crossed this
stormy sea, we would still have a long way to go to the north, through the Red Sea, the
Suez Canal, the Mediterranean, and a bunch of lesser seas after that. All considered, I felt
it was imperative that the tensions between Igor and I be resolved before we left the
sheltered regions of Sumatra and Malaysia. The Indian Ocean promised to be enough of a
challenge without us adding another one. I also felt, that if we didn't tackle the challenge

between us before we got out there, we might never take it up again, and the loss would
be unbearable. There was a potential in this opportunity that promised a new kind of
freedom.

Igor sat quietly at the front of the boat as we sailed past the northernmost city of
Sumatra, just below the island of Breueh. This wasn't his usual place. Usually he stayed
at the helm. He was embarrassed, so it appeared. He didn't want to talk about any subject
anymore. I felt no less rotten at not being able to respond to him. It was plain to see that
we both needed to be more honest with ourselves.
Not surprisingly, a hyper-tense atmosphere had developed that even Jennie could
not ignore. The thought came that it would have been infinitely easier to simply have sex
with the man, if this could have resolved the situation. Except, it wouldn't have settled
anything. Much more than a just a shallow solution was demanded. I felt urged to do
something concrete to cause a change in the atmosphere between us, something down to
earth, something simple and honest. I brought him a cup of coffee to the front of the boat,
and sat down beside him. I had never done this before. He was leaning against the cabin
window, watching the last of the Indonesian islands vanish into the distance. "What do
you expect me to do?" I repeated the question I had once asked days ago.
He smiled. "I really don't know," he said. "That's a laugh, isn't it? The very thing
that's so terribly important to me, I can't define. I really don't know what I want." Then he
laughed, "...did you ever hear of an international chess champion being stumped by such
a simple question? What do you want? All I know, Paul, is that I felt jealous seeing you
intimately involved with Jennie. I felt as if I had no chance of getting close to either of
you, as if I didn't belong."
I scratched my chin and pondered. "I wish I could help you, Igor."
"I wish you would."
"You don't really have the right to make demands on me that I can't possibly
fulfill," I replied very softly, as if I was afraid he would protest again.
Well, he didn't protest; "Yes, that's true, Paul," he said, "but remember, you are
making equal demands on the governments of the world, aren't you? You're asking them
to give up their military attitudes and deal with each other honestly, man to man."
"OK, that makes me a hypocrite, as you once suggested," I replied.
Igor didn't respond to that.
"It would make me a hypocrite if it was exclusively my fault that you don't feel
loved," I added. "But is it really all my fault, Igor? I know that I love you. Maybe we are
not talking about the same thing? Maybe I should have been more open? Maybe you

should have been more open to me, sooner?" I put my arm around his shoulder. "It
certainly is a lot easier to make a person feel insecure instead of secure," I added.
I told him how my younger brother and I had once treated our cousin when we
were children. We would frequently drive into the country with our father to visit
relatives that owned a farm. The little canvas-covered truck that we came in fascinated
our cousin, as a farm boy. Often, before we left for home, our dad would give him a ride
to the next town and back. We were about ten years old at the time. One day, things went
wrong. I told Igor that I didn't remember anymore how it started, whether we drove in a
different direction, or drove further than usual before turning back. Our cousin became
noticeably uneasy. "You guys are not going to take me with you to the city?" he asked.
We immediately teased him. "Of course we are...!"
I explained to Igor that this was the worst thing we could have said. Our cousin
became panic stricken and proceeded to climb over the tailgate. We held him back, tried
to reason with him, we pulled him back inside the truck, but he escaped from us again
and again and finally succeeded in climbing over the tailgate. In utter desperation my
brother and I pounded against the small window in the back of the driver's cab, hoping to
alert our dad or the driver, in order to stop the truck. We pounded as hard as we could,
but got no reaction while the truck creaked and twisted on over the bumpy dirt road. We
had seen our cousin fall. He rolled over several times, before he came to a rest.
Fortunately, he seemed not to be badly hurt. In time the truck stopped. What followed
was a sad drive back to the farm. We never became close friends with our cousin during
all the years that followed. We had done everything wrong that we possibly could.
"I did a similar thing once," said Igor. "When I worked in Kiev in the construction
camp. The commissar invited me at times to his home. He was an excellent chess player,
but he didn't tolerate political dissent. One day I couldn't help myself. That evening, over
dinner, I made a single stupid remark about the 'Bureau.' We argued at first. I defended
my position. Was that ever the wrong thing to do! It ruined the whole evening, dinner and
all. In fact, I was even punished for it by not getting paid the next week. I still remember
being quite hungry that week. I lived on dry bread, water and cheese, except for the free
lunch that we all got at the camp."
"I went hungry several times myself," I said to Igor, "after I had spent all my
money renting a car..."
Igor laughed. "I know exactly what you mean," he said.

In this fashion, Igor and I spent hours reminiscing on our disappointments and
triumphs, our boyhood sex experiences, about lessons we had learned, dangers we had
seen. It seemed we had a great deal in common. We talked until Jennie finally called us
for dinner. We stood up and embraced each other. Jennie, naturally, noticed it. She had a
big grin on her face as we entered the galley where the dinner was served. It seemed the
ice was finally broken.

The effect of this little episode was not at all dramatic at first. I could tell, however,
that our occasional quarrels over navigation procedures lessened, that a deeper friendship
unfolded. We often sat together at the front of the boat after that, with our backs against
the cabin window. We talked about Russia, the US, about flying large airliners, about
chess tournaments, the old Soviet Navy that still existed under a new name, and all the
many places Igor had been. Of course, there were plenty of jokes mixed into all this.
One morning, during sunrise, I voiced my reservations again about coming to live
in Russia.
"Don't worry," he said, "it will be fine. I am sure I can get my father to find a nice
position as a pilot for you. My father has far reaching connections through his work with
the government. You may even get on as a captain with Aeroflot! Would you would like
that?"
I shook my head; "I don't need half that much, Igor! I will be happy to have a place
to live, where it is safe to have our families together, with a modest income to support
ourselves."
"Ah, but you ask for too little, my friend," said Igor in a strong voice. "What you
ask may be enough for you, but it certainly would not satisfy me. I will not be satisfied
until you are both happy in our country, and I'll see to it that you get a chance."
I noticed tears in his eyes as he spoke. I had no words to reply. We embraced each
other in silence. I felt his fingers pressing into my back.
Tears came gently that day. This was our first real sexual embrace.

It took many days after that, to reach the southern tip of India, and many days later,
as we had suspected, we encountered strong north-easterly winds that stayed with us right
across the Arabian Sea. The boat leaned heavily port side for hours. Unfortunately, the
wind could not be trusted at this time of year when the monsoon starts changing
direction. Naturally, the sea was correspondingly rough.
Igor and Jennie and I worked together in those days, like a finely tuned team, all
three of us. Igor and I adjusted the sails. Jennie was in charge of holding our course
through the squalls. Naturally, there were frequent embraces when things got rough and
we made it successfully through some tough moments. Igor looked beautiful under stress.
He stood tall, strong, alert, his bushy hair resisting the wind. He also looked beautiful in
embrace with Jennie. One could see his love for her. He also looked more beautiful to
me.
He said he could detect a change in the wind by the way the clouds were shaped,
and thus we got the boat prepared for it before the wind changed. At times he took the

helm himself to trim the course according to the changing winds. I watched him. I
marveled at his finely shaped hands as he worked the helm. In spite of his obvious
strength his hands were gentle, smooth, unmarred. He gave me the wheel once. "Straight
ahead," he shouted against the wind, just as a gust of spray enveloped us all.
Jennie, of course, was an equal member of the sailing team. I don't know how we
ever got through those many nights. Everyone's help was almost constantly required on
deck. Usually, at the very minimum, two persons were needed to keep the boat going, the
third, theoretically had four hours off for rest and sleep. The shifts changed by rotation
whenever it was possible to operate the boat with only two people. The worst times were
at night.
It must have been the sheer intensity of constantly having to pay attention, which
made this part of the voyage the finest of our whole journey. A sense of freedom was in
the air. Things were happening fast, but we were in control. The winds weren't pushing
us around, we were moving with them, harvesting them. We were the masters of the sea.
I felt the same freedom toward Igor and Jennie. Nothing was forced between us anymore.
Jennie once remarked on how lovely Igor and I looked together. "For the first time I feel
totally free to be myself," she added when she said this, "being unattached yet in love
with both of you." Actually she didn't just say it. She shouted it over the howling of the
gusts.
This stormy period was also a time for strenuous action. When clouds hung low,
the sea was gray, and the nights totally black, we held our own against the fury of the
elements. Thus, there was never a crisis on board. Everyone knew what to do. Everyone
carried 'his weight.' No one overslept. Once during a sudden squall, it became necessary
to wake Igor early. I disliked doing it. He slept soundly, quietly. I turned around and went
back up on deck without waking him. "Let's try to make it by ourselves," I shouted to
Jennie at the helm. I vaguely remembered how Igor had handled the kind of situation
before, how he trimmed the sails, the angle in which he approached the wind.

On our arrival at the Gulf of Aden, the sea was considerably calmer again. Thus,
finally, long periods of sleep and rest were in order, a season for trusting the wind-vane.
It wasn't until we were half way north on the Red Sea that everyone had fully recovered
again.
From this point on, it became holiday time once more. The air was warmer, the
water smooth. Our progress was hardly noticeable on some days. With weather like that,
life on board mirrored our earlier days of lazy, pleasant times together. Only there was no
tension now. Igor spoke a lot about his home in Russia. He was interesting to listen to. He
had a way of making the strange and distant Russian world appear less and less ominous
as the days went by. And with the tensions between Igor and myself out of the way, it
became possible for Igor to get a great deal closer to Jennie, too. He was moving with his
own wind now. This was evident in many ways. I could see it in their eyes, in the ease

with which they now talked to each other, in the kind of gentleness that I hadn't noticed
in Igor before.
One early morning, on the Great Bitter Lake of the Suez Canal system, I saw Igor
and Jennie in a long and tight embrace. There was a great sense of freedom reflected in
this scene, for them and for me. I enjoyed seeing their kiss.
Igor was high with excitement later that day, smiling, and full of vigor, full of
jokes. He appeared to be the happiest man alive. He cooked breakfast for us, and lunch,
and dinner. The next evening after we set out from Port Said into the Mediterranean, I
noticed Jennie come out the cabin with Igor close behind her, both happy and smiling. I
was repairing a loose stanchion at the time. It was about an hour before sunset. Igor
grinned from ear to ear when he saw me, as if he had the greatest of all jokes just ready to
roll out.
Well, it wasn't a joke that he had ready. It was a bottle of Henkel’s finest. He
announced that we had reached another turning point in our voyage and in our journey as
human beings.
"And this in more ways then one!" I added.
"So let's celebrate the momentous occasion," he said. "We are now crossing into
Europe, the old part of our world. I also know that we are ready for it, considering the
many and by far larger crossings that we have all made toward each other."
I smiled, and agreed with him. We all had made our journey across ages and spaces
to a point we never thought possible.
As might be expected, when living on a boat that is always in motion, our
champagne bottle cork came out with a bang. Its sweet bubbly sprayed high into the air.
Still, we rescued most of it. Moments later we stood at the bow and cheered one another
with the remnant that we had harvested from the 'fountain,' and embraced one another.
We toasted each other three times as three of the closest friends possible, in every
respect.
We celebrated for many hours past sunset, right through the night by the glow of
the lantern that came with the boat. I told Igor that when I saw him come out of the cabin
all excited, toting another champagne bottle, and his other arm around Jennie, that he
looked as though he was about to announce a wedding.
He grinned. "A month ago I would have gladly done that. But not now! It's too late
for that. That kind of marriage is no longer a possible option. I'm already too deeply
married that way to my parental family back home, which I recognize, will strangle me
with its involvement with state affairs, if I don't watch out. That kind of marriage is no
longer an option for us. No is anything still smaller than that, a possibility from now on.
We are already too deeply married to one another on the lager platform of universal love
that anyone of us could step back again to something small and narrow that we've
outgrown."

I asked him to explain what he meant by being strangled with his family's political
marriage to the state. He laughed and began telling us about his father, one of the kindest
and most considerate persons one could ever meet. "He'll go out of his way to the nth
degree to help you, if you're in trouble. But on morality, he is the staunchest
fundamentalist. His life is controlled by the rule of law, not the rule of love, which are
often at opposite ends of the spectrum. Can you see how that can strangle a person?
Everything is black or white to him, a perfect straight-line fellow who expects the whole
world to toe the line that has been described and honored for countless ages. He demands
this especially his family and members of his household."
I thought of AIDS, of Jennie, and of her being afraid at the possibility that she
might be infected by it. If Igor was right. Not the slightest syllable of this must ever be
mentioned. It would have the effect of a bombshell exploding.
"I think your father is a very poor man!" said Jennie, gently. "How is his own
marriage then? Does he treat your mother well, Igor?"
"My mother is merely a privileged servant," Igor sighed. "He favors her from time
to time with affection. But he has no idea what it is like to feel close to a person. He is
like I was. He lives shut up in his black and white world, a very good man in every
respect, though out of touch with reality. He doesn't even know that the real world exists,
not as we have discovered it."
I took Jennie's arm and raised her cup of hot chocolate for a toast. "Let's drink to
what we have found in each other," I proposed. "Let's drink to our riches."
"Let's drink to the sunshine we have in our heart, that makes our world bright," said
Igor.
We all drank to that.
"Do you remember singing a hymn in church," Jennie asked, "that 'God has
ordained no other bands than united hearts and hands?'"
I said that I didn't.
"Anyway, let's make a solemn proclamation," she proposed, "to give the old myths
about marriage that split people apart, no significance in our life!"
Igor agreed. "That may be a difficult challenge in the presence of my father," he
said, "who thrives on rules no matter how stupid they are, and on obedience to them.
However, people like us should be able to find a way around that. No darkness can
penetrate our home within anymore, in which we truly live!"
Jennie hugged him for this.
I raised my cup of hot chocolate as I had before.

"Wait!" said Igor. "What about your own marriage, Paul?" he asked me. "Do you
think you can continue to make it work?"
I raised my glass higher for the toast. "It has always worked," I said, "and as I
recall, it has worked the better, the less I have focused on it. Perhaps we weren't really
married in the conventional sense. A contract was made and then filed away in a closet. I
am beginning to realize that we were living by and large as close friends, as much as this
is possible between supposedly married people. Naturally, we will stay together and
cherish each other as before, if not more so. I have no doubts about that. With more
sunshine unfolding that world is bound to become even brighter than it ever had been.
And why shouldn't we experience this growing brightness universally? I even think, that
now, we might get back to the height of appreciation that brought us together in the first
place."
"I hope you are not dreaming," said Igor.
"I'm looking forward to that," said Jennie. "In spite of my friendship with Melanie,
there has always been an invisible wall between us," said Jennie as her smile faded.
"Melanie never spoke about it, but I think she felt a bit envious when she realized that
Paul had fallen in love with me. She probably felt threatened. She became defensive after
a while. There was no light in what remained of the relationship between us, or warmth
that could have been."
"Thank your lucky star that you didn't live in our house then," said Igor. "Under the
'order' imposed by my father your marriage would have been destroyed altogether, just
for that!"
I looked at Jennie. She smiled. "I had no idea that there was any stress between you
and Melanie?" I said.
She shook her head. "I wasn't aware of it myself at first. Melanie might not have
been aware of it, either, at first. But all of that is history now. The opposite is about to
unfold. I think Melanie will embrace us all in that new light. In time, this cannot be
avoided. Igor's parents will become enveloped in this as well. Igor's whole house will
become a palace of light."
We both embraced Jennie for this wonderful thought.

We stayed on deck this evening right through the night. Huddled closely together,
we kept ourselves warm and continued talking until the sun came up. This new dawn
marked a new era, but one that we knew would change nothing between us except to
make our world still richer.
Igor raised himself up at the beginning of the sunrise and gazed into the brightness
of the fiery globe that appeared over the horizon.

"When we reach our journey's end, we will face a new division between us for a
period," he said sadly. "But that will only be superficial. For me, Russia is home. For you
it is a New World. For my parents we represent a challenge from another world that they
cannot yet see. I sincerely hope that you will learn to appreciate Russia as I do, that we
can develop into a basis for bridging that gap."
"Will our association be officially challenged?" I asked him.
"I wouldn't be surprised," he said. "We will have to be wise."
"That may not be enough!" I countered. "We will have to be as precise in our
dealings with each other as we had to be sailing this ship through the storms. We will also
stand against the conventions themselves. If we are sensitive to your father's needs, we
may even be able to reverse them, provided that we don't violate the laws of integrity.
We've got to be right on the mark in everything. We can't afford to mess around. In fact,
we owe it to ourselves to do this. How else can we maintain a reasonable level of
freedom from whatever is false, enslaving, or damaging to a person's identity? And we
need to do this also for Russia! It is a fact that no one lives in total isolation. The
freedoms we claim; we claim for all mankind. We claim them for Russia, and for the
world. It is time that people realize this and appreciate their importance."
Igor nodded. He didn't smile anymore. "You may be asking the impossible," he
said. "It's a paradox to enter the Soviet Union with intentions like this. I can assure you,
living in Russia won't be a holiday in this respect. It will be like war!"
I smiled at him. "That sounds wonderful, Igor! Then we can defeat what is wrong
and backwards. Remember, Igor, the Soviet Union exists no more because no one had
challenged it strongly enough to change and uplift itself. Even the Russia that you once
knew exists no more. Everything has changed, and rarely for the better. Maybe a new
type of war will be needed to stir up the pot, to let love come to the surface. That's been
overdue for a long time."
Igor replied that he would be behind us all the way. I embraced him for it. We
kissed each other. The power of our embrace filled me with gentleness. It was 'insane'
what lay in this universal kiss. It was a kiss of life. The final leap had been made to be at
one with humanity. We all shared this universal kiss.

Igor volunteered to stay on deck until mid morning. Jennie and I went below to
sleep. The shift change was set for eleven-thirty-AM.
It was Igor's idea that we stop for a night in Greece. He said he needed to make
inquiries about the entrance to the Marmara Sea. He told us that he knew someone on the
islands who once belonged to the Greek Navy. He said that this person is a good friend.
Jennie and I agreed to the stop.

So it happened, that on one brilliant morning the Mary Q entered a crescent shaped
harbor at a fishing village near the foot of a mountain. It was the kind of place that one
expects to see on travel posters, a collection of whitewashed houses, many built on a
slope that had been terraced. Igor went straight to the harbor office to inquire about his
friend, while Jennie and I stayed on board. We had temporarily tied the Mary Q to the
nearest pier. The harbor was mostly empty that morning.
"The fishing fleet must be out for a catch!" remarked Jennie. She tried to start a
conversation with some people on a boat next to us, to find out. But it didn't work. They
couldn't understand each other.
When Igor returned, he was as excited as a little boy. "My friend still lives here!"
he said. "His house is at the edge of town, up this hill." He pointed to a sixty-degree
hillside. "His house has a windmill built on it. They told me at the office that we couldn't
miss it. They also gave us permission to keep the Mary Q moored where it is. The fleet
won't be in until noon tomorrow. Also we don't have to worry about theft. The
Harbormaster said that in his harbor every boat is totally safe."
Still, we locked the Mary Q as securely as we could. The damage we had suffered
in Manila had not been completely repaired, nor had the shock been forgotten. I must
admit, I didn't feel comfortable leaving the boat.
"Just trust them," said Igor. "It will be all right, you'll see."
I looked back several times from the steep trail that led away from the harbor to the
edge of the village. Far above the village, the mountain appeared to level off into a high
plateau that might have been used for grazing.
The hard climb, even as far as Alexandros' house made it quite evident to me that
we had been confined to the boat for ten consecutive weeks. None-the-less, apart from
running out of breath, and a detraction along the way that cost us half an hour, we had no
problems getting to the house with the windmill on top. Also, the detraction along the
way turned out to be a pleasant one, it gave us a chance to rest. About two thirds the way
up, we had come upon a small church, a whitewashed stone structure. In typical tourist
fashion, Jennie and I sneaked inside to observe what was going on. Igor followed. To my
surprise, a wedding was about to begin. Without saying a word, an usher bid us welcome.
He was most gracious about it. So we stayed in the back and watched.
The ceremony was conducted entirely in Greek. Not one of us understood a word.
The bride looked beautiful in her long wedding gown, white like the village houses,
shrouded by a veil. The groom, a tall man with dark hair, clothed in a dark suite, stood by
her side like in any western wedding.
I caught Jennie's eye. I had been looking at her to observe her reaction to the
wedding. She smiled gently. I caught Igor's eye also. We were at one with each other. In
a way, this ceremony seemed to hold a special meaning for me, not as a marriage
ceremony, but as the opposite. For me it celebrated an attachment dissolved into love.
The gentle feeling that had evolved between Jennie and I required no bond, no marriage.

It made no demands, other than the demand to let it be. Thus, the marriage celebration
that we witnessed became an un-marriage ceremony for me, since we had realized where
the real marriage of humanity is constituted, that this ceremony might deny if it went into
the old direction.
Our association could have easily become another marriage relationship too, with
attachments and confinements. I became aware of that there, and celebrated that it hadn't
become that. If Jennie hadn't been so profoundly moved at the Airport in Vancouver, it
might well have become that. Indeed, it started out as an attachment and a stranglehold,
and the coral chain necklace nearly symbolized it. But it didn't come to that. She was too
proud to be caught up in attachment to persons, systems, and relationships, and to
anything, but her own nature as a human being. By the time the necklace was bought, this
new move had already begun, by both of us. So it never came to represent an anchor
chain around her neck, but an unbroken sequence of links of jewels, encircling the center
of her identity.
This sentiment of freedom and of the dignity of the human being, appeared to be
echoed in the words of the priest, though undoubtedly this was not what he talked about.
The sound of his voice conveyed a feeling of reverence for the good and beautiful, the
rights of men and woman acknowledged in freedom, honesty, loyalty, integrity, love. I
wondered if he knew about the infinite complexities behind a union of hearts, the
significance of un-marriage, the mental technology that forms a focal point for affection
and furnishes freedom instead of walls and barriers. I thought of Melanie, and everything
that had drawn us together, and I saw the same union of hearts reflected in it. It was all
still there. It would exist forever, and come to light whenever honesty to oneself and each
other caused the walls that would get between people, to be taken down. I looked at
Jennie standing beside me, and smiled to myself.
The priest pronounced his words carefully. His words were filled with vitality and
life, but they were a religious sermon born out of the accumulations of centuries of selfnarrowing traditions. If this was the essence of what the wedding signified, I felt ashamed
to witness it. But maybe on this isolated paradise, life was less bound to the world's
myths and narrow traditions. The whole village conveyed this feeling. The village was
lively, clean, cared for, simple. It was the home of a hard working people. Patches of wild
flowers grew in the rocky soil. The sermon was like a song that reflected the earth-bound
rhythm of the island. But did it also reflect the aspirations of the sons and daughters of
God holding in their grasp the freedom of human beings and the riches imbedded in the
design of humanity? Those fishermen were a free people, but did they really know the
meaning of freedom that is rich in love? Maybe the fishermen, more than the priest, knew
the secrets whispered by the heart to the human consciousness.
The bridegroom's godfather, or relative, placed two wreaths of flowers linked to
each other by a band, and blessed by the priest, on the couple's head. Then the priest
continued the ceremony. The guests, many of them children, stood in reverent silence as
two beautiful 'blossoms' in the prime of their life became enshrined within a mental
power structure against which the world has been unable to protect itself throughout
history.

I stood up and left quietly before the ceremony concluded. Jennie came too. We
waited for Igor outside in the sunshine. When he returned we climbed higher up the steep
trail towards the windmill at the edge of the village. Igor said that his friend Alexandros
was a shoemaker. He said that his friend spoke only Greek and a few words of Russian.
He said that they had met years earlier during a joint naval rescue operation and had
stayed in touch via an occasional letter. He said that his friend was quite a character.
Alexandros was that, chubby, humorous, with a clear melodic voice. He received
us most kindly, and with no little astonishment. He couldn't believe his eyes at seeing
Igor. He barely recognized him at first.
After the usual introduction with kisses and embracing, we had lunch, Greek style,
or at least in Alexandros' style. He told us that he wasn't married yet, and wouldn't be
until his shoe-making business was more established. The meal consisted of mixed
salads, course bread, and a rich measure of conversation during which we drank
considerable quantities of his homemade wine. Later he took us to the top of his
mountain, as he called it. He spoke of it in a hushed voice as if the mountain was holy.
He brought up an old wartime story that sounded like ancient history, but not to him. His
eyes were sparkling. There was a fire in them.
Getting to the top of the mountain was nothing to him, while to us, it was absolute
torture. Still, the torture was worth it. The mountaintop was a marvelous place, quite flat.
In some places it was covered with a sea of yellow flowers, wild grasses, some olive trees
at the far end. He said that it had once been used for grazing, but this was long ago. At
the end of the slightly sloped plateau, near some trees, he pointed out was a deep
depression that would have cradled a lake were it not for a large split in the rocks. "The
split goes deep, almost ten meters, it makes a good climbing chimney." Then he showed
us a house nearby that German officers had started to build during the Second World
War, the size of a mansion. The roof was missing, the floors had rotted in many places,
but the important stone work was still intact. The house, of course, was connected with
another war story.
Alexandros also told us that the German officers had planned to fill the chimney in
the rocks with concrete, so that the depression would become a lake. He even showed us
a cache of bags of cement and a large pile of sand that had apparently been flown in. The
cement was stored under a tin roof, but had become stone hard. The sand, however, was
still useful. Alexandros told us that he hoped to finish the project some day.
The story sounded rather fantastic. It had all the makings of a great war-tale. I
could envision the big four engine transports landing on the plateau, unloading sand,
cement, stones, lumber. There appeared to have been a landing strip cut out of the natural
terrain of the plateau. I wondered what influence the German officers must have had to be
able to draw these kind of resources away from the German war effort. Or maybe it had
all been a part of the war-effort, like a secret base for communications that was
abandoned before it was completed.

Anyway, Alexandros was all exited when he showed us around. Igor asked him at
one point if he really owned the plateau. Alexei, as he called him, shook his head,
indicating that this would forever remain a dream.
"How much would it cost to buy the mountain?" Igor asked him. Alexei stretched
his arms apart and pointed to the sky. Igor grinned in reply and reached into his body
purse. He brought a bundle of Ruble notes out. He explained to Alexei that this was his
prize money for winning the world championship, prior to coming to Hawaii where he
won third price. He peeled a few bills off and gave the rest to him. "Would this be
enough?" Alexei fell to his feet and cried, then gave the money back. But Igor refused it.
He embraced Alexei. Some words were exchanged between them that Igor didn't
translate. Finally, he announced that they agreed to be partners in this venture to own the
mountain.
Now, as a partner, Alexei could accept the money with pride. I had the feeling,
though, that he saw himself more as a custodian than a partner, as Igor translated. I could
only guess at the nature of the debt that Igor owed to Alexei, for which he gave away a
sum of money that few people on this island could earn in a lifetime.
"Hey, people, let's celebrate!" Alexei said on the way down, "I'm now part-owner
of a mountain top!" he bragged. At Alexei's house, however, we had to rest more than
anything else, drink more of his wine, and listen to more of his stories. Eventually, Igor
couldn't handle anymore, and I don't mean just the wine. He was exhausted, and not just
from the climbing. He was tired of translating everything that was said, as far as things
were translatable. So we just sat there, rested and drank, and smiled at each other. Late
the same evening Igor counter-invited Alexandros for a visit to the boat. We gave him an
USA style supper of instant gourmet delight a-la-tin-can, which, incidentally, allowed us
to enjoy our guest's visit uninterrupted. Indeed, he rather enjoyed our supper. He loved
the corned beef with fresh cabbage and potatoes that Jennie had bought at the local
market with Igor's Rubles while Igor was at the harbor office.
The night that followed took on a rather romantic flavor. The water shimmered
with a thousand colors reflecting the lights of the houses and the darkened colors of the
sunset. Sounds of laughter and dance filtered down from the hill were the wedding party
was still in full swing. "It sounds like a true Russian celebration," said Igor to us, "so
filled with singing and dancing..."
"And, Oozo, Oozo!" added his friend.
Igor replied something in Russian that, again, he didn't translate, that contained the
word Oozo. Both men smiled at each other, and burst into laughter. Igor grinned at us,
but didn't comment on it.
We sailed away the next morning, after having served a western style breakfast to
Alexandros. The fare consisted of pancakes with apple slices, topped with a flood of
maple syrup, no doubt an unusual combination for someone living in a fishing village on
a remote island in the Aegean Sea.

Our journey continued on a northerly course. The winds were light, progress slow.
But who minded the lack of speed that made for a leisurely cruise through one of the
finest sailing areas in the world? Alexandros was still on my mind, the friendly
atmosphere of the village, the sound of the wedding celebration, and of course his way of
saying "Oooozo, Ooooozo."
In this manner we sailed North, enjoying the leisure of a great ocean cruise. Still,
something bothered me. The closer we came, the uneasier I felt about Russia. We were
about to enter a police sate. In a police state one is married to the state. The Soviet State,
though the name had changed, would own us to the last hair of our head.
As the days passed, the thought of entering a police state weighed more and more
on my mind. Perhaps Jennie felt the same. It caused a growing silence between us, which
contrasted with the carefree peace we had established for ourselves on the boat. On the
boat we were safe. The peace we had established here was founded on an unwritten
constitution that guaranteed each person the rights due to a human being, a noble
constitution that no country on Earth could match.
Igor must have noticed our apprehension. One day, when I had brought some
pillows out on deck, and had managed to let my thoughts drift without aim, or purpose, or
direction, so that I fell asleep, I woke to Igor's humming the melody of a Russian folk
song, the song of the Volga Boatmen. I joined in, quietly at first, from where I lay. Jennie
too. It was a lovely, soft and sad melody. Eventually Jennie asked him if he knew the
words to it, and if he could teach them to us. He nodded. Soon we were singing and
laughing again, in the now cooler afternoon sunshine. He taught us also other songs,
happy songs, some of which we were able to dance to while the Mary Q sailed quietly
northward under a crystal sky.

One morning when Igor prepared breakfast, as he often did with his favorite apple
pancakes, he was all smiles, whistling a tune. Whenever he managed to come near Jennie,
he found an occasion for a quick kiss. Of course, being the resourceful 'choreographer'
that he is, he came near to Jennie quite often that morning.
"Tell me what do you like best," he said to her while he served her the first pancake
of a batch. "Do you like them with apple or blueberries inside? Or would you rather have
fresh strawberries with whipped cream as a topping piled a mile high? And for dinner, do
you love French Onion soup with roast beef, or would you prefer Russian Borscht
perhaps?"
He bowed somewhat, waiting for her answer.
"I want to know everything that moves you," he continued. "I want to know what
you think of, what music goes through your head when you get up in the morning, what
kind of flowers you love in the spring. I would like to know what books you enjoy when

you're lonely at night. Of course, that's a stupid remark since I don't know many
American books. What I'm trying to say is this: I love you, Jennie! I love what you are,
everything you are. I want to find out what it is that makes you so precious to me!" He
blushed slightly.
Jennie smiled, and blushed, too. "What if I'd never tell you?" she answered. "What
if I tell you, you have to discover all this for yourself, in your own way?"
"Then I would reply that this would be the most exciting challenge I've ever faced,"
he answered. He was beaming from ear to ear as he disappeared into the galley.
"But for now," he called back from the inside, "for this morning, I hope you all
love apple-pancakes!" He stuck his head out of the door, and added. "And you'd better
say hmmm!"

Our days on the Aegean Sea were carefree, apart from my gnawing fear of Russia.
Igor said that we were fortunate to have come that far without any major problem. Even
now, the weather was calm and clear, exactly as we needed it, since the entrance to the
Marmara Sea is narrow and sometimes hard to find. "But in weather like this, it will be
a...!"
"It will be a cinch!" I helped him out.
He had fun with this word. It almost seemed that he would go to any length to be
funny in order to soothe our fears of Russia.
As things turned out we wouldn't have missed the entrance to the Marmara Sea. We
wouldn't have missed it even if it had been no wider than a hundred feet and shrouded by
dense fog. Before we came close enough to recognize anything about the shoreline, a
Turkish patrol boat intercepted us. The high-powered boat came directly toward us.
When it drew alongside, Igor shouted a few words in Russian to the officers. Strangely,
they saluted him and Jennie and I. Naturally, we returned the salute, whatever it might
have meant. But instead of moving away the patrol boat stayed with us and escorted us to
the entrance of the narrow waterway that led to the Marmara Sea and the city of Istanbul
at the far end of it.
"Shall we go shopping in Istanbul?" Igor asked Jennie. "Would you like to buy
silver, copper, or gold? Would you like silk dresses, scarves...?"
"Hey! Now you're being silly," said Jennie and kissed him.
"I'll buy you anything you like," he repeated his offer.
She smiled and blushed again, and shook her head.

As we approached Istanbul, another patrol boat met us. And as before, Igor spoke
to them briefly in Russian. They saluted us and gave us escort part way through the
Bosporus, the famous gateway to the Black Sea.
Here, we faced our last 'ocean' and the end of our journey. A few days of sailing
north, and we would be at our final destination, the city of Odessa.
For a while I was puzzled by the strange coincidences of the patrol boats guiding us
at the very moment when we were in special need of navigational assistance. At one point
I assumed that Igor had radioed ahead from Greece and arranged for them to meet us. I
wasn't too concerned, therefore, that no other boat was treated in the same manner. I had
in mind to ask him about it. But later, after we were on the Black Sea, I forgot all about it.
It didn't seem important. This ancient land of minarets and mosques and endless sunshine
had always been a mystery to me. The incidences with the patrol boats might have a
logical connection with the strange customs of the land, or had something to do with
Igor's earlier days when he had served in the Soviet Navy.
As the Turkish shoreline disappeared behind us, I thought about the coincidence
once more, but the puzzle soon lost its importance. The old familiar atmosphere was reestablished. We were alone in open waters, isolated from the world for as far as the eye
could see.
Still, things were not totally the same. I started to think more and more, about
Russia as the days passed. What would we find? How would we be met? How would we
get to Russia at all, crossing the Ukraine without a passport? Also the nights became
gradually colder as we sailed north, which added another facet of Russia. Soon the warm
clothing was needed once more that we had brought from Alaska, that we had dragged
half way around the world, almost unused.
As the days slipped by and all those things began to change, a sad feeling set in, a
feeling of regret that we were near the end of the longest and most memorable holiday
that any of us have ever had. The colder weather underlined this feeling. We had crossed
twelve time zones on our journey from the 'paradise' in the Pacific that wasn't a paradise
anymore. We had come a long way indeed. I could still picture Igor's face when he first
proclaimed in Tofino that this old boat would take us any place in the world. Well, he
was right, the Mary Q had come through the long trip without a scratch. Aboard 'ship,' as
Igor still called it, things where just as they had been the first day we set sail. We had
more room now. Most of our food had been eaten. But that was all that was different. We
ourselves, however, had changed. The twelve time zones were like ages in time that we
had crossed mentally into a new era.
One morning, while Jennie and I were alone, we talked about our prospects in
Russia.
"What will happen to you?" I asked her. "Do you intend to stay with Igor? Do I
lose you again? Or will we continue to remain close?"

She nodded, then shook her head. "It will be fun living with Igor. We both have
much to contribute in support of each other. He will teach me to love Russia, and I'll
share with him what I know about life and the world. We may raise my family together. I
think we could have a fine association. Of course it won't be a marriage in the
conventional sense." Here she began to laugh. "No Paul! We won't lose each other. We
couldn't lose each other even if we tried, since we never owned each other in the first
place. What has brought us together isn't something that can be lost. It isn't something
artificial. The 'door' between us can never be closed since it has been opened by integrity.
Things won't be the same even again as they had been before we began to build our New
World in Hawaii. We lost each other once before in our life, the night after we first met,
because we didn't know how to go forward. We won't repeat this again, I'm certain of it.
In fact, I think we won't be able to stop moving forward, still."
"Those days we had together were beautiful. I will never forget them," I replied
with a hug. "Can there really be more? Can we go further?"
She nodded; "We've grown. Why should we stop? We are ready to face the world,
finally, and who knows what wonders will unfold as we do? It may be that we have
barely begun to be alive again."
"Indeed," I said and smiled at her. "Can you remember our first night in Lahaina,
how shy I was and yet so bold in feasting at the wonders you presented?"
She nodded and smiled back at me. "This trying time won't repeat itself. I will
treasure it as a part of growing up, as a landmark of where we have been. There is no
need to re-build again what is already solidly established between us. But our association
can develop further as we boldly move ahead to greater challenges, to wherever our
honesty will lead us. There is so much yet to be discovered about being alive and
enveloped in love, so much to be explored, to be appreciated. I think we have really just
begun, Paul, to let our adventure unfold. Whatever may happen, though, we mustn't stand
still," she said and kissed me.
I nodded and embraced her and kissed her back. We didn't talk much after that. We
made ourselves comfortable on some blankets, cuddled up to each other on the forward
deck and looked into the bright blue sky. She grasped my hand and squeezed it slightly. It
was warm. There was a world of meaning in this gesture. Volumes might have been
written about it, a oneness based on reality, hope, life, and a need to give credit to
everything we felt about our own existence.
The blue of the sky contrasted sharply with the white canvasses of our sails. We
had traveled twelve time zones and there could have been no better scene to echo my
feeling for the future than this scene of our sails contrasting against the sky which was of
the same blue right around the world, even at the door-step of Russia. We were coming to
a stranger world perhaps, than we had knows, with customs and attitudes that would be
challenging to us, but it was still a human world. And in this human world there was hope
for a bright future since there is but one humanity, which unites us all.

The weather remained warm during the noon hours, though we had sailed North for
quite a few days. Occasionally an old Russian Coast Guard aircraft came by. Its presence
made it clear that we were infinitely distant now from the South Pacific or the South
China Sea. We were facing our journey's end. A new land lay before us that was destined
to become our home. Also, for the first time I felt ready for what we would face. How
lucky we were, really, that we hadn't made this journey by jet. The dawn of a new epoch
needs to unfold slowly.

It was two days after that, on a cloudless morning right after breakfast was served
that a Ukraine Coast Guard cutter came steaming towards us. Igor jumped to his feet.
"Hooray we've come home!" he exclaimed.
Jennie and I jumped to our feet and embraced him, pancake in hand, as we watched
the cutter close in.
"We must be very near the shoreline," said Igor. He used the glasses to scan the
horizon. Evidently, this was just an excuse. The approaching vessel drew his attention.
Five minutes later the vessel was aligned with us port side, a short distance from us. Igor
shouted something to them in Russian. They talked back to him via a megaphone. He
threw a rope across to the Russian crew. One of them started to laugh as they pulled us
closer. Then Igor began to laugh, too, and called out in plain English towards the Russian
boat: "All right you guys, come on out!"
Here, as on queue, our children came running on deck, the little ones with their
arms stretched out, followed by Melanie, followed by a well-dressed civilian gentleman,
and a woman. "These are my parents," Igor explained; "Sergei and Laara Arenski."
Ah, now I understood what the Turkish patrols might have meant. They came out
to meet us on Igor's father's request, to guide us through the narrow waterways, to get us
safely 'home.' Igor must have called his father from Greece, with enough time to spare for
his father to make arrangements to bring Melanie and the children from Japan to Russia. I
also realized that finding the entrance to the Marmara Sea had been just an excuse for
him to be able to stop in Greece. It was the best surprise that could have happened to both
of us, me and Jennie. Jennie had tears in her eyes. We both hugged Igor for what he had
done.
Indeed, it was a great joy to see Melanie and the children again! With a wink I
excused myself from Igor's parents. His father winked back. It was a time for embracing,
for tears, bear hugs and kisses, and countless "how are you", and "how have you been."
Eventually Igor's father suggested that some of the cutter's crew should sail the
Mary Q into port.

"Sure," I said, "that's fine!" I said it without taking my eyes off Melanie and the
children. Everyone looked well and beautiful.
On shore, Igor introduced us properly to his parents, who welcomed us as though
we were part of their own family returning home from a long war. What a warm feeling
this added to my image of Russia. His dad and I embraced one another. Someone also
suggested that we should have lunch.
As we left the docks, I noticed the Mary Q entering the harbor. We stopped for a
moment and watched her dock. Two security people tied her to her moorage. I turned
back once more as we walked away and waved to our faithful old ship. Then we boarded
the Army bus that Sergei had brought. The bus was dirty, primitive, with an utterly
unfriendly atmosphere compared to the Mary Q.
On the way to lunch, Sergei told us that he would give us a quick tour through the
city. Later, after lunch, he would take us to the airport for a specially arranged flight back
to his ranch near Uralsk in Kazachskaja.

Chapter 10: An Invitation to Dance.
Our tour through Odessa gave me my first glimpse of what was once a part of the
Soviet Union. Most likely, not much had changed. I had read about Kiev, Moscow,
Stalingrad and other places, but had never actually been inside the Soviet Union while it
still existed. Now, there was only Russia of it left. I had visions of old and massive
buildings, huge parade squares, no cars, police on every corner of every block. But this
was not the way Odessa was. Perhaps this brooding world had existed only in my dreams
and in spy novels, as in the political propaganda that had degraded the Soviet world in
order to keep the Cold War tensions alive.
I was impressed with what I saw in Odessa, even though the Ukraine, as a newly
independent country, had been suffering terribly under the western looting imposed
economic austerity that had totally destroyed its economic foundation. Some of this
tragedy seemed to have vanished. A few faint signs of prosperity seemed to have
returned, which belied the economic reality that I had been aware of about this country.
We saw its spacious streets alive with people. The people appeared friendly, well dressed.
I even recognized some Americans in the crowd, or rather, some American T-shirts, one
advertising the Big Apple with a flashy "I love New York," printed in bold golden letters
on the front and the back.

The Soviet era had ended, but the Union of republics and nations that once
comprised the Soviet Union, I was told, had largely been re-established after the
holocaust. It had become an economic union, but also a broadly based political one. This
new union also included all the other giants of Asia in a cooperative bond, such as China,
India, and Indonesia. The new union had formed a survivors’ club of sovereign nationstates based on the platform of a community of principle and a common commitment to
the universal development of the entire Asian region, and Eastern Europe. The union was
founded in opposition to the free trade ravishing and speculative looting that the
WTO/IMF Empire had imposed around the world, that had been tearing everything down
to the lowest possible denominator. The forming of the survivors’ club had really been an
emergency response. The western economic looting had cut so deeply into the fabric of
the targeted nations, including Russia, that a German demographic institute found it
necessary to warn Russia that it would loose 80% of its population through biological
deficiencies over the next 50 years if no fundamental changes were made.
It appeared to me that the nuclear holocaust merely provided the final incentive for
a whole range of long-debated changes to be enacted. The resulting grand political and
economic union, thus created a world within the world. It created a shield against the
shockwaves of the disintegrating Western world-financial system that had added one
more dimension of chaos to the global chaos of the nuclear holocaust.
Naturally, we had had no idea about any of this. We had no idea that we had
arrived at some kind of an oasis in an otherwise dying world.

We had lunch at a restaurant by the sea, a quiet place that once served as an officer'
mess for the armed services. The meal was correspondingly plain. Fried fish with mixed
vegetables was on the agenda, and milk instead of Cola for the kids. From the restaurant
we drove to a military airfield ten miles outside the city, where an old DeHavilland DashSeven STOL-plane stood by, operated by an Air Force crew. None of the crew spoke
English, as far as I could make out, or they didn't let on. The plane itself was probably
older than the people were who flew it. Who knows where they dug this ancient relic up,
I wondered. Still, the flight to Sergei's ranch was one of the loveliest flights I'd had for a
long time. We flew low across rolling hills, endless fields, woodlands dotted with lakes,
an industrial area black with pollution, a large reservoir that stretched on as far as one
could see and would not end there. Sergei told us that this was a part of the country's
hydroelectric infrastructure that is feeding the national power grid.
After refueling at Volgograd, the pilot took us north to Volzskij, but first to the
great dam, which holds back the Volga for almost five hundred kilometers in a huge
reservoir. Igor pointed out the details. The pilot took us down to two hundred feet above
the smooth surface of what was once a mighty river. Then he turned and followed the
river down stream towards the Caspian Sea.
"Let me introduce to you the real Russia," said Igor proudly as we flew above a
part of the Volga that had remained in its natural state just as it had been for countless
ages. "This is Volga Matushka, our mother, the heart and soul of the private world of
Russia." He turned to me and smiled; "It may look like just a river," he said, "but her
presence reaches deep into the lives of all Russian people. One might say, the country is
married to the river."
Igor's father approved, and explained that thirty percent of the entire Russian
population lives somewhere in the Volga river basin that encompasses the heartland of
Russia. For centuries the river has carried Russia's commerce, and it still does, perhaps
more so, now, than ever.
"The Volga spreads itself across the county in the shape of a giant star," said Igor,
"it comes from everywhere, north, south, east, and west, and provides access to
everywhere via other rivers and two inland seas. The Volga is built into the nation. It is a
part of our national identity. If anyone ever wants to find out what moves Russia, he must
follow the Volga. If you look for Russia in Moscow, you will never really find it. You
must go to where the pavement ends. You must follow the river. Its 3700-kilometer
stretch is a history-laden presence of a country that few in the West have ever noticed,
much less understood. If you look to Moscow, you see nothing more than the shadow of a
myth that had in part been created by your own Sovietologists and Soviet specialists,
back during the Cold War days. Sure, you will find what you expect to find there, a
political facade. But you won't find Russia there. To see its private face, you must look
beneath the whitewashed garment of the many isms with which her governments have
clothed her people over the centuries. Russia isn't communism, imperialism, or anything
they teach in schools in the West. You must go to where steam heated concrete structures

give way to farmhouses in villages and factory towns. There you will see people laugh,
joke, suffer, cry, smile, love, hate, like any other people on earth.
"Communism wasn't Russia," said Igor, "neither is the madness we have today, a
facet of the real Russia. Russia is humanity, a sea of common people bound to much of
the same superstitions and fears that all people on earth are, driven by the same needs,
bending in their ways like the Volga bends and winds its way through the country,
yielding here, compromising there, surging, struggling, moving. The real Russia is a flesh
and blood world of living day by day the best way a person can, a world of toil, sweat,
victory and agony, a world that has been immortalized in many songs about the Volga,
songs that every human being understands."

It took us five hours to get to Sergei's place on the sightseeing course, including the
stop for re-fueling. Near the end of our journey the country became dominated by
grasslands, interlaced with lakes and patches of forest. There were few signs of
civilization apparent when Sergei suddenly announced, apparently in the middle of
nowhere, that this was home. The engines slowed. We began the descent towards a lake.
"Look, behind the lake. Can you see the large white building? That's our house,"
said Igor to Jennie. He pointed to a gleaming white mansion that soon came more fully
into view as we approached across the water. "Can you see it now? It's like I told you,
isn't it?" he said excitedly. "My parents have plenty of room for all of us in the big
house."
Jennie agreed and said that it looked wonderful, better than anything did she had
hoped for.
Sergei pointed to the stables as we flew by. "Look, that is where we keep the
horses. Your children have enjoyed the horses already," he smiled, and turned around
towards the rear of the plane, to were the children were. "And what about you?" he asked
me. "Are you interested in horseback riding? Do you think you will enjoy living in
Russia?"
I nodded and said that I was delighted with what I saw.
"Welcome to our ranch, my friend," said Sergei and reached out his hand for a
handshake.
"Thank you, friend," I said in return. "You do have a beautiful place here, and
thank you so much for inviting us." We shook hands. He smiled, but said nothing more.

The plane touched down on a gravel airstrip that belonged to the ranch. We landed
in the middle of a big meadow, bordered on one side by the lake and a forest on the other.
When the aircraft came to a stop, a small bus appeared. A civilian driver, who greeted us

in English, drove us to the house. Sergei introduced us. He said his name is Peter, his
personal secretary.
At the house two Japanese people greeted us, which Melanie introduced as Yoshi
and Rumico, their Japanese host for several months. "Yoshi and Frank have worked
together as a team during the early rescue missions, until Frank's death," Melanie
explained.

I could hardy believe what was happening. I remembered the man's face from the
newspaper picture. I had determined that some day I would seek out this man. Now he
stood before us. I felt tremendously honored that this man and his wife had made the
effort to accompany Melanie and the children to Russia. I said something to the effect as
we shook hands. He told me that Frank had spoken a great deal about me when they
worked together, and that he was glad to meet me in person. I could have hugged the
man, but felt this might not be a Japanese custom.

The great house was as much a surprise as anything else we had so far found in
Russia. It was larger than it appeared from the air. The ceilings were high. The front
doors were made of panels of solid oak, carved with a family crest. The entrance hall was
immense. It featured an open semi-circular staircase that rose an imposing three stories
with an appropriately large crystal chandelier hanging low from the domed ceiling. Two
full-length windows illumined the entrance hall. On the ground level, two opposing
mirrors set into the walls complemented the windows. In between them, three sets of
sliding doors gave access to the various rooms. One door was partially left open. The
room behind it was a formal dining room. It was a large room with oriental carpeting and
equally large windows that offered a view of the lake and the garden at the side of the
house. However, before we had a chance to see more of it, we were told by Peter that
dinner was ready and would be served in fifteen minutes. Apparently, the flight had taken
longer than expected.
On Igor's urging we hurried upstairs, got washed, changed our clothes. Igor told us
all about the customs that would be observed in his father's house. Rule number one: No
one is ever late for a meal. Rule number two: On formal occasions, the dress code is
formal. That day was definitely a formal occasion. "Tonight's dinner will be the most
elegant affair you have ever attended," he said. He lent me one of his own suits for the
occasion. Jennie borrowed one of Melanie's dresses. The children were at their best.
Melanie told us they'd been given a brand new wardrobe in Japan.
Actually, Igor was only partially right. No only was the affair undoubtedly formal,
the dinner was a mighty feast complete with caviar, champagne, home made fruit juice
for the children, a selection of fine pastry for dessert. "Not even our daughter's wedding
had been as gracious as this," I overheard Laara telling Melanie.

Our first great feast on the boat came to mind, on the second night after we left
Tofino. We celebrated our escape from a dying world. In a way, this celebration in the
twilight of a fading world had marked a turning point. Now, a much grander feast seemed
to mark another turning point again, for another beginning, the start of a whole new way
of life. There was an air of excitement in all this. Certainly, seeing all the food spread in
front of us created a warm feeling for our future. However, the feast also roused a certain
sense of guilt for having left the Hawaiian Islands short of one fishing boat that might
have made the difference between life and death for some people.

Between the main course and dessert, Sergei, sitting at the head of the table, stood
up and addressed the gathering. He spoke in English and proposed a toast. "Let this day
be remembered as the greatest of all days!" he said. "We have had birthdays before,
weddings and anniversaries; and we know well how to celebrate them; but never did we
have cause to celebrate the return of a son that everyone told us would be surely dead. By
all accounts, Igor should have been dead, a victim of the greatest tragedy of our time.
According to his itinerary he should have been in Seattle the day of the blast. But he was
delayed in Honolulu. Still, he would not be in this room today where it not for the heroic
deeds of two American strangers who risked their own lives and stood up for him."
I began to blush as Sergei looked at me as though he wanted me to address the
assembly.
Besides us, the Air-Force crew was present that brought us to the ranch. Other
guests were a priest and a high-ranking officer from a nearby Air-Force base. Luckily, he
didn't expect me to speak. He continued on by himself. "I'm looking forward to a
productive association with these American people and their families," he said, then
winked at me, and smiled. He also spoke about his fears for Igor, about his grief over
loosing a son, and his subsequent joy at hearing Igor's voice on the phone.
I could imagine what Sergei must have felt like; considering the way I felt that day
I saw Frank's picture in the newspaper in Hawaii. I could certainly agree with Sergei
when he suggested that this celebration was one in which everyone present would
hopefully be able to share in his joy.
This 'end' of a long trail was worth a celebration for each of us, to celebrate the
riches and the trials we each had experienced in our own way. I smiled at Jennie across
the table, and then at Melanie sitting next to her. I sat with the children on the opposite
side. When Jennie returned the smile, Melanie noticed it, but there was no sign of a shock
on her face. She smiled back at me, and put her arm around Jennie. I felt as if a stone had
been lifted from my soul. The one moment that I had most dreaded, had become a most
beautiful one instead.

This supper became a celebration in more ways than one. "I have another
announcement to make," said Sergei, raising his glass. "Not least, at this occasion, I

would like to honor two men, one named Frank and another named Yoshi. Frank is a very
special person, I've been told, a man who has lost his life in saving others to give them a
chance to live, perhaps a few days longer than they otherwise might have lived, and a
chance to die with dignity in an atmosphere of peace. Yoshi was his friend and teammate.
Both men had risked their life equally, to help others. Nothing could have been more
dangerous than flying rescue missions in this atmosphere of crisis, except being trapped
in the poisoned land without help. I have seen many heroes in my days in the service for
our country," added Sergei. "Some of those have likewise risked their lives to save the
lives of others. I feel these men did more, far more. I would have loved to be Frank's
friend. With Yoshi, this is still possible. I am honored that Yoshi accepted my invitation
to this reunion."

I could have hugged Sergei, too, for what he said. He certainly wasn't the kind of
man I expected to find in Russia. His obvious respect for a man he never knew brought to
mind how much more intimately I had come to know Frank through Jennie who had
loved and respected him. She had opened my eyes to him. Frank was intertwined with so
much that Jennie stood for. I was surprised at Sergei, though that he could feel at least
some of that respect, perhaps through what Melanie may have told him.
"And there is one more announcement," Sergei ended his praise of Frank. "The
flight that brought us from Odessa was a volunteer mission flown in Frank's honor, and in
honor of Yoshi Yakimoto. I told their story at our local Air Force base when I visited my
friend Sasha. I didn't request the flight to Odessa," he said, "the men offered it to me."
I must have stared at Sergei. He raised his hands as to defend himself. "The service
was offered by the airmen at the base when I mentioned that his wife was coming in
through Odessa. I was told this flight was offered in honor of one who had brought honor
to all fliers. So let us drink in Frank's honor now," said Sergei, raising his glass of
champagne, "and let us also honor Yoshi who stood at his side as an equal in this period
of great tragedy until the men became separated by death."
As he put his glass down, Sergei pledged that he would spare no effort to prevent
the disaster that had ravished the world, from repeating itself. We drank to this pledge,
also.
Yoshi stood up and accepted the honor. He also spoke about Frank, about his
courage when he himself would despair. He spoke about the madness of the situation in
which Frank was murdered by a man who wanted his protective gear. He said that the
man didn't live long after that either. He was shot while he tried to rip off Frank's mask.
Sergei said something about forgiveness, which had not been easy to achieve, but which
came gently when he realized that this man had been himself a victim of a trend by which
the rich and arrogant were able to take or steal from society whatever they wanted. Sergei
raised his glass after that and suggested that we should all seek to make room for
forgiveness in our hearts.

In time, it became my turn to propose a toast. I honored our hosts with a note of
thanks for bringing our children to Russia, and for the warm hospitality they had
extended to us. I also thanked Igor for his excellent sailing skills, without which we
would not have survived. My speech was nothing, compared to Sergei's. Still, those few
words helped ease the tensions for me that came with the formality. As the evening
progressed my respect for Sergei had reached a new high. I admired his gentleness, his
honesty.
With the speeches over, it was time for coffee, homemade ice cream, cake, cookies,
and of course a generous measure of exchanging stories. There were many stories that
needed to be told. The biggest subject, however, had apparently been carefully avoided.
Only after the food had been eaten and the formal part ended, when the Air-Force
crew and other visitors had left, did a more family like atmosphere begin to prevail.
That's where the question of the holocaust could be addressed. But first, it became
everyone's pleasure to help clear the dishes away, and for Sergei and Laara to show us
through the rest of the house.

"The guest rooms are located on the second floor," Laara explained as we followed
her upstairs to the floor where Igor's room was, where we had already been. Then we
went up to the next floor. "Most of the second floor has been set up to accommodate
Sergei's guests," she explained. She showed us a large room with a balcony looking out
over the lake and the meadow in the distance.
"This place is fit for royalty," I remarked, casually. The decor was a bit old
fashioned, perhaps, but charming, as charming as the surrounding countryside was. Laara
called the room, the Green Room. There was a greenish tint in the wallpaper that
contrasted with long cream colored drapes that framed the windows.
"This will be your room," she said to Melanie and me. She spoke in a routine sort
of fashion, and with a twinkle in her eye as she glanced at Melanie, smiling. "The
children's room is across the hall," she added.
It turned out that Laara had put Jennie into a smaller room next to ours. Jennie was
intensely excited about everything. "It's like a palace!" she exclaimed more than once. Of
course she exaggerated. The place also had its inconveniences. The single bathroom on
the floor had to be shared. There were only three bathrooms in the entire house.
"You'll appreciate having the children all put together into the same room," said
Igor to me while Jennie and Melanie admired the view from the balcony. It was a clear
night, with a nearly full moon. Sergei and Laara appeared to have gone back downstairs.
"My parents would have split the children into separate rooms, but I suggested they
shouldn't. Having them all put together, provides a common space that maintains the

union they had become accustomed to." He grinned as he showed me the children's room,
a large room with three double bunks and an open area in the center for games. Also,
there were some tables by the window for schoolwork. "It's an excellent solution to the
problem, don't you agree?" he said, smiling.
"What problem, Igor?"
"You know what I mean. It provides a common space to meet Jennie!"
"No Igor! You aren't trying to suggest that Jennie and I come here to be alone
together, like making the beds or supervising schoolwork? I do appreciate what you're
trying to offer. Surely, you can't expect me to accept that. Igor, that's not the way our
association has been. When we require private space, there must be nothing secret about
it. What is right must be able to exist openly or there won't be any profit in it for anyone."
Igor looked at the floor and shook his head. "What I meant," he said softly, "is that
Jennie and I are going to get married, and that this won't close any doors." He raised his
hand. "I know; you may be shocked."
I reached my hand out to him for a handshake. I smiled. "No Igor, I'm not shocked.
I see your gesture as a commitment for each other's support. I know your country wants
formalized commitments. The whole world does. We got to have peace treaties before we
can make peace. I appreciate you're wanting to make a formal commitment before the
whole world to honor Jennie for the rest of your life. That's beautiful Igor, if that is what
you are aiming to do. But ask yourself, is it really necessary. What is important, Igor, is
what you do, not what you commit yourself to on paper or in a ceremony. On this more
fundamental basis, peace could have been won long ago and the holocaust been avoided."
Igor looked up and smiled. "Living in our society is not like living on a boat. My
father, too, likes things clean and tidy. Our marriage won't be for building boundaries. It
is going to be a public statement of the way we regard one another. It brings things into
the open. Isn't this what you just said about the children's room?" His smile turned into a
grim. I noticed a twinkle in his eye.
"You tricked me!" I said with a grin, then I turned and hugged him.
"I had to teach you a lesson," he grinned back. "Still, does your marriage mean that
Jennie and I must meet in secret from now on?" I asked him.
He nodded, slightly. "My father is a simple man," he said in a soft but firm tone.
"He likes his house tidy!"
"If you were in my shoes, Igor, that wouldn't be acceptable to you, would it?"
He shook his head.
"Well, there's your answer," I said.

He took a deep breath. "I know," he sighed. "Unfortunately we are not on the boat
anymore. Still, the idea to have the children together in one room is not a bad one," he
said. He smiled after that, punched me gently. Then took me to the third floor for a
guided tour through his father's office and his private quarters, the inner sanctum of the
oasis, which very few people have been privileged to see. His office was no doubt
familiar to many, a large area consisting of three rooms, one the size of a conference
room. Attached, was still another room containing communications equipment, video,
film, and slide projectors, and a sound studio. The rest of the floor was off limits to the
world. Our tour of it was correspondingly quick and superficial.
The inner oasis appeared to be a complete apartment, as far as I could tell,
including a kitchen with all necessary facilities for housekeeping. "The real living,
though, is always done on the main floor," said Igor with his familiar happy grin. "You
will soon find that we are one large family in this house, without anyone pulling rank or
distinction, even among the children, and that includes your children, too. The only
exception you will notice, is that my father sits at the head of the table during meals."
On our way down from the third floor, I told Igor that I was greatly impressed with
the house, that I found it marvelous, friendly, warm, and delightful! And so it was. The
walls of it were decorated with old paintings in heavy gold-painted frames. The hall on
Sergei's own level featured a hand-tufted Persian rug.

An hour after supper, with the house tour concluded, everyone re-convened in the
living room where Sergei had already lit the fireplace. The living room was a comfortable
place, cozy, with the lights turned low. Outside the windows the landscape was bright,
bathed in the full moon that now was reflected in the lake. The living room was a fine
setting for pleasant conversation. But that wasn't what was on the agenda. Painful
questions had to be asked as to what precisely had taken place on the day of the
holocaust. None of us knew precisely how it all started. I could see that Igor was itching
to ask the question, but he also knew that there was a time for everything in his father's
house, and the time for this question had not yet come.
Sergei's living room certainly wasn't the most natural setting to ask such a question,
or to discuss war. It wasn't adorned like a king's palace or the drawing room of a general's
mansion, or some extravagant retreat of business tycoons who spend their days playing
games with other people's lives. Sergei's living room was too comfortable to discuss a
disaster. It was too unintimidating. It had a charm that few palaces can match.
It is difficult to describe what exactly created the comfortable intimate feeling,
whether it was the color of the walls, the texture of the wallpaper, or the long curtains
beside the tall windows. Or perhaps the intimate atmosphere of it was caused by the
paintings that covered both of the major walls, and the arrangement of them.
"An art exhibition isn't a likely place to talk about war, is it?" whispered Igor to me.

Most of the paintings in the living room were old. All but a Van Gogh near the
entrance to the room were unfamiliar to me, painted in dark colors. There was only one
modern painting in the room, a nude female figure painted on black velvet. It hung
somewhat hidden between two curtains behind the grand piano.
Since Igor remained silent and no one else spoke, I got right to the subject that no
doubt was in everyone's mind but which no one dare to address.
"No it wasn't an accident!" Sergei responded. "Not in the common sense of the
word. A saboteur set off the holocaust that destroyed the North American Continent. The
man served as an officer at a missile base. His name is Boris Mikheyev. This misguided
person caused one of our missiles to be launched during a routine readiness test
procedure. He caused the launch intentionally, although under the belief that it would
cause no harm. Our security measures should have prevented this harm. Unknown to him,
they had been disabled at the time."
Jennie and I looked at each other. I could still see in my mind the mushroom
clouds. I could see the desperate masses of people at Abbotsford, and hear the shots that
we heard during the rescue missions. I remembered the sick feeling that we all felt when
we had to abort our landing on Vancouver Island where a multitude lay stranded with the
fallout just miles away. I remembered the newspaper in Lahaina that had told us of a
hundred million homeless and tens of millions having been killed.
"Oh, God, all this had been intentionally staged!" said Igor and shook his head.
"What kind of a man can do such a monstrous thing?" I heard myself say to Sergei.
I was bewildered, confused. What I heard was incomprehensible.
"The man was a patriot," said Sergei quietly. "He tried to save humanity from its
folly, and thereby prevent something much worse."
Sergei's secretary, Peter, turned to me. "The man did nothing more than what most
of the world's governments have always done. Which country hasn't played around with
nuclear weapons? Humanity has built 33,000 of them. Something had to happen. No one
had bothered to lift humanity out of this entrapment. Yes, the man is guilty, but not as
guilty as we all are."
"As I said, this wasn't an accident," interrupted Sergei. "The saboteur, Boris
Mikheyev, had everything meticulously set up. Every step had been prepared days in
advance while he wrestled all this time with the decision of whether to go ahead with it or
not. Ironically, when the final moment came, he could not make any decision at all. He
struggled with it, but more confused than ever before, he couldn't think and let things
happen that had been carefully set up over many days. As the pressure built up that
fateful night, he simply pushed the lever down as he had rehearsed many times before,
and let the plan to proceed."
Peter turned to Sergei, here. "Did it ever occur to you that this 'saboteur' may have
actually saved our skins?"

Sergei shook his head, then stood up. "We should really leave this question until
tomorrow," he said gently, "or else we may sit here all night."
"No!" protested Igor, "after what you just told us."
Melanie, Jennie, and I agreed with Igor. Only Laara remained neutral. She smiled
as if she supported both sides and couldn't favor one over the other. She looked beautiful
in her black velvet dress. It was a full-length dress, like an artist might wear to perform
on a world class concert stage. Her hair was tightly curled. Her expression was gentle, but
sure. She commanded attention!
"All right!" said Sergei as he gave in to Igor's bidding. "But remember, you asked
for it!"
Thus Sergei sat down and made himself comfortable in his large armchair near the
fire. "Yes, Boris Mikheyev had his doubts," said Sergei. "He conceived his plan under the
assumption that my safety feature had been activated, which had been designed to assure
absolute security in the event of a false launch. Still, in the back of his mind he had
doubts. However, he also knew that certain risks had to be taken, and that those risks
were smaller than the risk of a full-scale nuclear war that the world was moving ever
closer towards, with every single day. More and more countries were threatening to use
nuclear weapons. America had threatened nearly the whole world, even the biggest
nations on the planet, especially Russia. So Boris Mikheyev created a plan to interrupt a
training alert in such a manner that a launch would occur. He was trusting that his missile
would be safe as he had been assured that it would be, by a friend who had been told
about the safety feature by a high ranking government official."
"His friend had convinced him that the government wanted an accidental launch to
happen," said Peter, Sergei's secretary. "He believed the government wanted it, order to
scare the Americans, and would make sure it would be safe. Most of all, he wanted to
shake the world out of its boxed-in state. The whole of humanity had been boxed in by
this dream that there is security to be found in the doctrine of Mutually Assured
Destruction."
"Boris was not aware that the safety feature that he relied on could be disabled,"
said Sergei once more, "and that it had been disabled at the time for reasons of a growing
strategic vulnerability. He couldn't have known that."
I sensed a great compassion in Sergei's voice for the man. I also sensed a feeling of
hurt when Igor interrupted him.
"This man killed a hundred million people for a political ploy!" Igor exploded. Igor
looked at me, at his Father, at Jennie, studying their reaction. "It's immoral!" Igor
shouted, "the man should be shot!"
Laara’s expression became stern, sorrowful, her face became white.

Sergei raised his hand. "I can promise you, Igor, that in five minutes from now you
will wish you hadn't said that. What you said echoes my own reaction at first. However, I
have spoken with this man at length. I've come to respect him as a person of remarkable
integrity. He acted from the noblest of motives."
Sergei told Igor that he found the man to be a very kind and gentle person. He said
that it was only out of a deep concern for humanity, and out of loyalty to the leaders of
his country that this man even considered this plan that he had personally rejected from
the first moment on. In fact, he had hated it.
"The man is not a criminal," said Laara. "He merely played with dangerous toys.
He didn't invent nuclear confrontation. All of us together wrote his script. We placed it in
his hand. We prepared the stage, and put him there. A thing called blind loyalty, which
we drilled into him, had impelled him. Loyalty is the most powerful motivator known to
control another person. Had we ever expected that the people we put on this stage would
not act? Societies train soldiers and patriots to follow any script that is laid before them."
Laara’s eyes sparkled when she spoke.
Sergei turned to Igor; "You knew the man yourself. You know him personally. He
worked with you at the construction brigades in Kiev. You must be familiar with the
name Boris Mikheyev, think back to your time at the construction camps."
Igor looked shocked; "Is he tall, slender, freckled, always quiet and polite?"
Sergei nodded.
"No!" Igor cried, "You must be mistaken. The Boris I knew wouldn't do such a
thing!"
"But he did! He admits it himself!" said Sergei.
Igor looked down, "Yes, this he would." Then he began to cry.
Sergei spoke softly now. "So you, too, see in him an honest person, a sensitive
man, a patriot! Could you ever fault a man for being a patriot? If I had been in his place, I
might have done the same thing. In fact, I feel responsible for this crisis myself. I have
created the condition that became the key element in his plan."
"No! Not you, too!" said Igor, nearly in tears now.
"Yes, it's true, but not in the way you think. Do you remember when the Americans
launched their first missile carrying submarines, how scared we were then? These
submarines had reduced the launch to impact time to less than fifteen minutes. We could
have never launched an ICBM that fast in order to respond in kind. They could have
wiped us off the map without any consequences to themselves. So we hardened our silos.
Except the Americans didn't stop pushing. They created the MIRVs and the MARVs, and
then those fancy radar guided re-entry vehicles that compare internally stored data against
radar readings of the terrain and automatically hone in on the target with absolute

accuracy. Against such pinpoint precision hits, the most hardened silo is useless. Next,
they reduced the flight time of their missiles to four minutes. In order to respond to such
an attack, the life and death decision for mankind had to be made within seconds by very
fast computer networks. This hopelessness created a great panic within the Strategic
Planning Center! You all know what this was like."
Sergei ended his little speech, looking at Igor and Peter. He smashed his fist onto
the side table next to his chair. "Damn, they had no right to force us into an automated
launch on warning position! It is sheer madness to put computers in charge over the
existence of humanity! But we had no choice. We gave in. We disarmed some of our
missiles, but even as we did, out of the laboratories came new weapons; chemical
weapons, biological weapons, radio frequency death ray weapons that can immobilize
whole cities without destroying anything except the people. The more the world tried to
disarm, the more volatile it became. Nothing was out in the open, anymore. The Cuban
missile crisis seemed like a holiday, by comparison."
"The madness lies in letting the thing develop this far," said Laara.
"But what could have been done?" asked Melanie.
"I can tell you what could have been done," Sergei replied. "When we installed my
missile safety project, one of the technicians came up to me, looked me straight in the
eye: 'You are insane!" he said. "If you knew about design mistakes, operational failures,
unexpected situations and the like, that can never be totally planned for in designing
computer systems, but which do happen, you would scrap the whole thing.'"
Sergei looked at Melanie. "That's how we should have reacted, every one of us,
with absolute indignation, horror, and enough courage to stand up against all the odds of
succeeding, and maybe, just maybe, we would have succeeded then. But who was
prepared to do such a thing, apart from this one technician?"
Sergei told us that his technician insisted that it was impossible to write perfect
computer code on any scale, much less on such a huge scale. He also suggested that it
might be reasonable to accept such a risk in commercial systems for the advantages of
automation, but to risk the lives of nations in this manner is criminal. Sergei quietly
added that the man spat on the ground before him, in contempt of him, before walking
away.
"That man took great risks," Igor commented.
Sergei nodded; "I could have punished him, severely." He turned to me and shook
his head as if to ward off an expected condemnation. "Somehow the man trusted that I
would realize, that whet is right, is right. It was I, who felt the shame. I know that if he
hadn't been so blunt and gross I might not have seen what he saw. My post-targeting
system was the best response anyone could have come up with to limit that danger. If a
missile were launched in error, the safety system would have given humanity a second
chance. Nothing would have happened. Without receiving its post-launch targeting, any
missile under my regime would have fallen into the sea, or a dessert. Except that was not

good enough. The very feature that Boris had placed his hopes, my safety feature that had
been fully operational, had been switched off by some strategy bureaucrats at the time
when it was most needed."
"It was a universal human failure then, that killed all those millions?" Igor replied
to his father.
"Don't you think I have not told myself the same thing a thousand times already,"
said Sergei. He hit his fist on the table once more. "Damn!"
"Sabotage is always a human failure," added Laara, "it is a design failure of our
social system which blocks the very best of our humanity from becoming to the
foreground, and from becoming realized."
Sergei raised his hand in protest.
"No, I don't mean a technical design failure," said Laara. "We can talk about
technical aspects all night. We will never come to a conclusion if we assume that life is a
technical issue. The design of the human nature is excellent, but we block it. We fail
ourselves by not addressing this blockage. I have wondered many times how I would
react if I ever saw one of those monsters being launched. I'm told that the ground shakes
as if an earthquake is in progress. Should there be no fear? You bet there should be fear.
Fear is regarded as the foundation of deterrence. But fear is a two edged sword. Fear
drove Boris to his desperate act. No person should be subjected to this kind of pressure."
Sergei rejected her answer. He said that this was motherhood stuff, nothing
practical that could be applied to prevent a mishap in the future. He gave us a long
dissertation on how the holocaust developed, seen from his vantage point during the
fights he has had with Moscow and NORAD during the critical first minutes.

While he spoke, Laara stood up, smiled, and left the room. I felt she took his
rejection in good spirits. I also felt that she was totally right in what she said. Both were
right. Sergei was right as a technician and she as a sensitive human being.
Laara came back a while later with a basket of cookies and a pot of tea. Peter had
also left by then. He went outside to fetch more firewood. Laara made herself
comfortable in Peter's chair, which placed her opposite to me and next to the piano. I was
impressed by the contrast of her appearance with the slender elegance depicted in the
black velvet painting behind her. She was the opposite of the figure in the painting. She
was a full breasted, stout woman, not especially sexually gorgeous, but her face was
alive. It radiated a vitality that revealed an inner strength, which made her more beautiful
in total than many a woman who is merely pretty. There was something about Laara that
is rarely found. It puzzled me. When she served the tea, and she served it with the grace
of one trained in the finest social tradition, I felt that I would have much sooner chatted
with her about the deeper things beneath the hardened crust of wars and disasters. She
offered something warmer than to go on to listening to Sergei's discourses. I found

Sergei's discourses interesting, exploring the technicalities of a holocaust that was
irreversible history. It could never be retraced and be backed out of. It was water passed
under a bridge. She seemed to be looking at the spring for the water. Still, I felt it as my
duty to listen to Sergei. After all, I together with Igor had requested that this gruesome
story be told.
Jennie was more involved, however, in the story that Sergei told. She agreed with
him that society had done nothing but let the crisis develop. "We set the stage, we created
the circumstances, we pushed a sensitive person into a desperate act. We are to blame!"
Laara supported her. Jennie told Sergei about a case in Texas where a boy shot his
mother. It was night. The boy woke and heard noises in the house. It was dark in the
house. The mother had been in the kitchen, pouring herself a glass of milk. In the dark,
the boy mistook her for a burglar, a natural reaction, the kind one can see on TV. He went
for the gun that his father had bought for protection. Had there been no gun in the house
his mother would have lived. "So, who is guilty?" asked Jennie. "Is the boy guilty who
killed to defend his home? Or is the father guilty who had purchased the gun, which
fulfills no other purpose than to kill human beings? This is a crucial question, because the
same happened again in Boris' case. Society had provided the missile and it suffered by
it."
Sergei replied that Jennie had raised a good point, still he kept on with his
relentless probing and testing each answer against the premise that no form of killing is
just.

Twice Laara brought tea. She gave us an intermission. It was clear that Sergei
wouldn't let us off the hook until we delivered a judgment that was both just and
scientifically correct about the staged nuclear accident, which Laara insisted was
impossible.

After the second tea and snacks break, while helping Laara clear the dishes away, I
staged a minor accident of my own. I staged a gentle collision with her in the hallway.
"Oops! I'm sorry!" I said, and grinned.
"No, you're not!" she replied. She stopped for a moment and grinned back at me
and said, "I'm not sorry either, except to note that you're also a liar, at least on the surface
you are. Underneath, you may be a very honest person. Most men treat me as if I had the
plague. They avoid me at all cost, out of respect no doubt. Some respect!" She smiled at
me and then went on, and disappeared into the kitchen.

This certainly wasn't the reaction I had expected. I returned to the table and entered
the discussion again: "If one looks at the situation in its larger context," I said to Sergei,
just to say something smart to get the smile off my face, "then Boris' involvement with
the nuclear disaster is actually quite minute." I knew that I couldn't go wrong with this
statement, and I would get his attention. I was right. With this my purpose was fulfilled.
In the process I supported Sergei's position in a way that eased his self-condemnation.
"How did Boris know about the safety feature?" I asked. "Who told him about it, and how
did this man find out about something so sensitive and so secret? At the end of this trail,"
I said to Sergei, "you might find the real culprit. Nor would I be surprised if this trail ends
in America," I added. "It may even end in Seattle."

"There were times near the end of the discussion, high points for me, when Laara
took an active part again." I pointed out to Sergei that the missile launch, the targeting,
even the target selection appears to have been intentionally placed into Boris's lap. "Boris
was set up, and the people who used him for their own ends were most likely setup for
this themselves. But this trail does have an end, and that end can be found."

I suggested to Laara that this crisis resulted from a far-flung conspiracy, and
suggested to Sergei that he keep his eyes open in case he stumbles upon some unguarded
bits of evidence of it.
Laara said that she already came upon some evidence. She said she found a book in
the library in Moscow in which one of the highest members of the British monarchy said
he wanted become reincarnated as a deadly virus in order to be able to dramatically
reduce the number of people living in the world. Laara said that such a goal is insane, but
is totally achievable. "Everything has been privatized in our country. Even sensitive
defense projects have been privatized into hands that are no longer under our control,"
she said. She said that it is totally possible that the British Empire, which had been trying
to destroy Russia for two hundred years already, might have wished to use Russia as a
launching pad for a suicide strike, by which both the USA and Russia would have been
destroyed together.
"That's the kind of games they play, and must play," said Laara. "A feudal empire
cannot exist in a highly developed world," she concluded. "In order for the Empire to
survive and to maintain its capacity for looting the world, the Empire must destroy
everything that is progressive in the world and promote everything that is ugly and
destructive to society."
Igor agreed. He reminded her that someone told him in London that the Empire has
the capacity to use Russia in this manner, since it already owns most of it by now. He
also suggested that some patriots in America may have refused to retaliate during the
staged destruction of America, and might have thereby spoiled the Empire's plans.

Laara smiled. She agreed with Igor. Sergei though, didn't smile. He said quietly
that he had ordered Peter during the flight of the missile to persuade the men in Moscow
to agree to whatever the Americans would demand in response to this 'accident.' He said
he wanted Peter to persuade Moscow that the Americans must be told whatever they need
to hear to give mankind one final chance to exist. "That's not my normal way of
reacting," he added, speaking in the same low voice as if he was afraid that someone
would hear him. He said that when he invited Nicolayevitch that night to celebrate the
end of the world with him, Nicolayevitch was stunned at first, then he ran off. I told us
that when he followed Nicolayevitch to his office, he found him with Peter putting a
message through to the secretary of the Central Committee, Anton Schwack. The
message was simple: "Remember Madelin, Budapest, 1943." When Peter asked him to
explain, he said that this was in response to Sergei's instructions.
Laara explained that Anton was born in Budapest during the Second World War.
His family was Jewish. Madelin was a young woman at the time, not yet twenty,
expecting a child herself. She knew Anton's father. She would stop in his drapery store
from time to time, for some conversation and take little Anton in her arms, cuddle him,
and pretend that he was her own baby. When Hitler came months later and rounded up
the Jews, she took the little boy into her home as a part of her own family. But on the day
of the boy's birthday, a friend of his mother had brought a gift with her. She came from
the ghetto and was followed right to her house. Three Nazi officers arrived that night and
demanded that the 'Jew-kid' should be identified, or they would all be shot.
"God knows what courage it must have taken to refuse them," said Laara. She
explained that when two of the officers were called away, the third officer who stayed
behind suggested that he might spare Anton if Madelin had sex with him for several
nights. "Who knows what agony this woman went through," said Laara. Laara said that it
took twenty-five years before the woman was able to tell Anton that she made her
decision that day while looking at herself in the mirror. She knew that the shame and
disgust of having sex with the German beast would pass in time and be forgotten, but that
she would never be able to look herself in the eye again if Anton were killed because of
her refusal. Thus, Anton lived, and we live because of him.

Laara told us, that when Anton Schwack got the message, he knew how to
persuade the Central Committee to concede to the Americans' demands, which seemed
brutal at the time. With only minutes to spare, Anton said to his colleges, "if our ideals
prevent us from protecting the lives of our people, they ring empty in my heart and are
worth nothing."
Laara told us that those present in the Kremlin took a vote, after which the
American demand was accepted.
"Actually, Nicolayevitch didn't really save our lives!" said Peter. "The aging
Saturn-23 rocket, apparently had developed a leak and blew up during fuel loading."

He turned to me; "I guess you weren't aware that the explosion of the rocket
triggered the warheads that were installed. The resulting blast erased Cape Kennedy. It
wiped it from the map to a hundred feet below sea level."
"Yes, they blamed us for this, too," said Sergei, "and rightfully so. Internal
subversion, drug smuggling, financial destruction, and of course every possible form of
military sabotage are everyday facts when you're fighting a cold war. We probably had
sabotaged their rocket engine. We did that sort of thing routinely."
"You should also tell them about the American girl," Laara interjected.
"Yes, there was this technical officer, a young woman, in charge of
communications at the NORAD Center war room," said Peter. "Apparently she told her
fellow officers, as the retaliation was ordered by the President, that she had sensed a deep
honesty in Sergei's voice. She explained that Sergei's voice had trembled when he read
the target list. 'That's not the voice of a cold blooded monster,' she had told them. By
some miracle she had been able to stall the initial rage for retaliation until it was later
called off."
"Nobody knows the exact sequence of events," said Sergei. "Things happened
extremely quickly on both sides with so many people playing their part, and all events
were interlocked. It could well have been that girl, who kept the world alive. Who
knows?"
"Or it might have been you!" Laara said to Sergei. "You're too modest! In any case,
we are all still victims to whatever the Empire chooses to dish out to humanity. I was told
that the nuclear blast might also have been intended to overshadow the disintegration of
the world-financial system that was about to occur."
Sergei grinned at her, raised his hand, and changed the subject.

It was well past midnight when the conversation came to a halt. People began to
leave. I stayed behind for a while and watched the glow of the coals, thinking about
Harry, about Seattle, and about the agonies we had been through. It suddenly struck me
that Yoshi and his wife had said nothing at all during the entire evening, except for his
speech during dinner. I reasoned from this that the conversation that followed had
probably been too shallow to match the depth of his experience, of flying with Frank
deep into the polluted areas where no sunlight could penetrate and the air was thick with
danger. It seemed remarkable to me that these missions could be flown at all, considering
what we had experienced, which must have been like a picnic in comparison with what
they had faced.

Melanie had gone into the kitchen to make hot chocolate while I remained at the
fireplace. Jennie had gone upstairs to get ready for bed, and Igor was busy closing the
house up. Minutes later Jennie come down once more and joined me by the fire.
"It's chilly up there!" she said, and cuddled up to me.
"We are not on Maui anymore," I replied. "Our world has changed in more ways
than one, Jennie. On Maui I would have said I love you. Today I would say I love us!
You may think I'm crazy, saying this."
She shook her head and smiled, "I know what you mean; you mean all of us. I feel
something like that, too. I feel something wonderful about Melanie that I never felt
before."
"Me too," I added, "and also towards Laara, and Sergei..." I bent down at this point
and stirred the fire. This seemed like a good way to hide the nervousness that had come
over me. A stream of sparks was released and drawn up into the chimney.
"Laara is a beautiful woman, isn't she?" said Jennie after we watched the flames for
some minutes in silence.
I nodded. "The beautiful thing about her is, that she loves herself," I said. "One can
feel an inner peace that seems to touch everyone she comes in contact with."
Jennie grinned; "I noticed how you couldn't keep your eyes of her."
I grinned back and began to blush.
"Hey, you're in love with her, aren't you?" said Jennie and hugged me; "that's
wonderful!"
I nodded, shyly. "I also have a warm feeling for Sergei," I added.
"You must have noticed the gentleness with which he treats the children?" she said.
"It's the same with Laara, too, only there is something deeply moving in my
feelings for her."
"Tell me," Jennie responded, "can you imagine yourself in an situation with Laara
that might include sex?"
I nodded reluctantly. "Yes, if it is appropriate...." I searched for words. "I certainly
wouldn't rule it out. Still, this is only a small part."
"And what about Igor and Sergei?"

"That has already happened, Jennie, has it not? When Sergei and I embraced each
other at the docks, it was a kind of sexual touching, was it not? We were two men
embracing each other with a deeply honest regard for one another."
"Yes, I've noticed something precious in the way Sergei and you regard each
other," she said. "What I observed between you and him was more beautiful to me than
the great feast we have had, and more touching than all his remarks about Frank."
"Now that was a lovely thing to say," commented Melanie from behind us.
"Gosh," I said, "I had no idea that you were back."
She smiled.
I nodded to her. I knew I should have noticed Melanie come in.
She placed her tray on Sergei's side table by the hearth. She had brought hot
chocolate in three large stone mugs, and cookies!
"Why did you bring three mugs?" Jennie asked.
"Oh, I had a hunch that someone I know, who also likes hot chocolate, might want
to join in," she grinned.
"Thanks Melanie," Jennie smiled, "you're an angel!" She kissed her.
Melanie replied in kind.

It turned out that three mugs were not enough. Laara joined us minutes later. She
too was in her pajamas, which were barely noticeable beneath her thick purple robe that
extended almost to the floor.
"Someone in this house must write a book about what happened," she said when
she returned from the kitchen with her own mug of hot chocolate. "One of you must do
this. The truth needs to be told."
"But what is the truth?" said Jennie.
Laara smiled at her. "You are perceptive," she said. "That's the point I am trying to
make. No doubt, countless books will be written about this tragedy, and many of those
will be a travesty of lies or of emotional responses to serve an injured people whose
identity has been deeply torn to shreds. Many American writers will see this as a brutal
attack and howl about it accordingly, and many Russian writers will gloat over the
patriotism that spared humanity a still greater tragedy that no one would have survived.
Others will celebrate and say that America had it coming. None of them will even come
close to the truth. So, who will tell the truth then? Who will say that this was a universal

human tragedy for which the whole of humanity is responsible? If you peel away the
technical aspects you will discover that the tragedy has a human face, the face of a human
failure that has been ignored, which grew worse. You will discover that the only failure
behind this horrendous hurt was a lack of universal love. I have a feeling that one of you,
or even all of you, have already touched the hem of this love and experienced its essence
to some degree. On this basis one of you should write about what happened. There is a
need to bring to light the hidden truth. You might call the book, Silent War."
I agreed with her that focusing on the technical aspects gets one trapped into
meaningless argumentation and accusation that can never be resolved, but tend to hide
the real issue. "Nevertheless these aspects are a part of what happened. They are all
undeniably symptoms of the disease. They all need to be told and be explored. Perhaps if
they are told against the background of the underlying failure to love universally, which
I'm certain is the core issue, the real truth can thereby be brought to light. The problem is
that this is extremely difficult to do. It has never been done before. The principle of
universal love has been around for a long time, but everybody is moving against it in
every respect. It is shunned politically, economically, ideologically, religiously, even
socially, especially socially; probably even in this house."
Laara closed her eyes and nodded slightly.
Laara changed the subject slightly thereafter. "If the truth is to be told, all aspects
need to be told in a manner that enables humanity to grow out of its failure," she said.
"For this we have the greatest resources right here in this house. Sergei has access to
Boris who can tell us his story. That may take time. Also, as you know, Sergei was
involved personally right through the first fifteen minutes, and you were all involved
from that moment on. You were touched by this tragedy as deeply as anyone, especially
during the rescue missions. I cannot believe that none of you has not been deeply touched
by the principle of universal love that came to light as the guiding force during those
missions. Perhaps none of you were consciously aware of it, but the evidence indicates
that you were moved by it at the deepest level of you being."
She turned to me. "How many rescue missions did you fly? How many times did
you risk your own life to help those stranded people that were desperate for help? How
many times did you struggle against incredible odds and dared to do the impossible even
if there was little chance that you would succeed? You did it to meet an overwhelming
human need. What you did was powered by love. How many times were you moved in
this way to do the near impossible, Paul?"
"We couldn't do anything less," I said. "This happened again and again. Anything
less would have been a deep-rooted self-denial, a denial of our very humanity as human
beings. There was no heroism involved, Laara. There was no choice involved at all. What
we did was our response to being human. We couldn't have done anything less."
"Then you have touched the hem of universal love," said Laara. "I cannot believe
that this deep reaching self-discovery, this unfolding of universal love that is rooted in
each one of us, didn't change your life and your perception of love itself. Nobody comes

through such an experience unchanged. I know that Sergei has moved miles in that
direction during the time of his struggles to get his missile safety project accepted. He
too, touched the hem of universal love to some degree. We all have, maybe not as deeply
as you have, but we were all forced to dig deeper."
Jennie stood up and kissed Laara and embraced her. "There is one woman in this
house, a beautiful, sensitive human being," she said, "who has her eyes more fully open
than any of us. That's Laara."
Laara acted somewhat embarrassed by the embrace, but a moment later
reciprocated fully. "Thank you. I feel greatly honored," she said to Jennie when the
embrace ended.
"I think Paul embraced you first," Jennie replied, still facing her.
Laara nodded. "Yes, I felt that. I had expected something like that, considering
your background and what you've must have come though. Paul couldn't hide that. No
one can hide what comes from the heart."
Laara said good night almost immediately after she said this and left. Perhaps she
felt that she had said too much already and too soon, or that nothing more needed to be
said. She left no clue as to which it was. That question remained open.
+++

The house rules were simple. Breakfast time was at 8:30 sharp, lunch at 12 o'clock,
and dinner at 7PM. Igor informed us that no deviations would be allowed. Without strict
rules the operation of any large household would become chaotic. I could agree with that.
Sergei's 'family' had grown into an assembly of sixteen people. Peter and his wife were
both from Hungary. They had two children. Our arrival added to the household five
Americans and four Canadians. The Russian population in Sergei's house was thereby
outnumbered four to one. Thank God Sergei wasn't a nationalist, and Laara a person who
enjoyed having the house full again! "There's no vitality in an empty house," Laara
commented to Melanie the next morning. "The house feels so dull, dead, and wasted if
there's no one around to enjoy it."
In order that we could meet the daily schedule, the alarm clock was set for six
thirty. There was plenty of work involved in getting meals ready for sixteen people. Also,
there would be far more house cleaning required, now, with six extra kids around. Still,
Laara smiled. She welcomed the extra help she now had. I don't think that any of us
regarded helping her as a chore. I enjoyed working in the house out of sheer gratitude for
having a home again. It was a privilege to be there, to have us all together, to be adopted
as we were, into Sergei's home. Also there were no tensions between us. The future
promised to become one endless party. Laara was telling Jennie and Melanie about
Natalia's wedding, while they prepared the breakfast table. Igor and I were put in charge
of the coffee, toast, orange juice, and laying out the silver ware.

For some reason Igor was troubled if not deeply disturbed that morning. He wasn't
the happy, carefree character that I had come to know on the boat. I noticed that Sergei
was concerned too.
"It started first thing this morning," said Jennie quietly when Igor had gone into the
kitchen for more coffee. "Perhaps he feels ashamed about the harsh judgment he made
last night."
Sergei thought about it for a moment. "He's always been sensitive to unfairness,"
he said.
"Now he realizes that he has been grossly unfair himself, towards a friend," said
Jennie. "Something like that must deeply hurt a person."
"It certainly hurts to discover such a thing about oneself," I added.
"Was Boris a very close friend?" Jennie asked before Igor returned.
"He may have been," said Laara.
Sergei nodded. "Back in Kiev, I think they were. Boris seemed to indicate this
during the investigation."
Igor came back into the room.
Sergei turned to him. "They are pressing for the death penalty!"
Igor didn't respond right away. When he did, he spoke softly like a child that has
cried, rather than an adult who was raging mad. "What is it going to accomplish?" he
said. "Why add still another murder?"
Sergei cleared his throat before he answered. "The death penalty appears to be a
forgone conclusion, Igor. There will be a trial in four weeks, but it won't be easy to
defend this man, regardless of who may attempt that. This is going to be an open and shut
case. The evidence is irrefutable."
Igor left the table and went to the window. "I knew Boris only in passing," he said
quietly, looking aimlessly onto the lake. "Most of the fellows liked him. I did too, except
he wouldn't go fishing with us, because he couldn't bear the thought of killing the fish."
Laara’s eyes were focused on Igor. Her hands trembled.
"I'm not so sure if we can help Boris," said Sergei to Igor. He looked away from
Igor, to Laara. "I suppose one must try."
"Boris is not a killer!" Igor came back. "Any of us might have done what he did,
under the same circumstances. I might have become the same murderer in his place. God,

it doesn't seem to matter anymore what is in a man!" Igor looked puzzled, and angry. He
looked directly at Sergei and paused. "Don't you see? You must defend Boris. In so doing
you are defending me and everyone else."
Sergei turned to me without answering Igor. "Tell me, what do you think. Is it right
to defend a proven murderer of millions of innocent people as the whole world see this
man?"
I didn't answer. He looked at Melanie, at Jennie. None of us dared to reply.
"Come on! Think! Would it be right?" he repeated his demand more vigorously
now. "Doesn't anyone have even an opinion?" He turned to me. "Just tell me what you
think about it, this very moment without trying to justify yourself!" He leaned over the
table and looked me into the eye. "The facts are indisputable," he said slowly, "Boris
Mikheyev started a holocaust that has claimed upwards to a hundred million lives. What
he set in motion exceeded the combined casualties of all the wars of the last century."
I must have looked shocked. He scolded me. "Why are you surprised? More than
two hundred million people have been displaced. Half of them have most likely died.
Those who didn't die during the evacuation had to cope with the summer heat in the Deep
South. As far as I know, there were only few places safe in the southern states that they
could go to. Florida is out. They blew it up themselves, and much of the rest is swamp,
farmland, and dessert. Those who had the means to escape from the North before the
fallout hit them, maybe fifty million at the most, would likely find themselves forced to
survive in most cases without shelter, clean water, and for long periods without food. No
country on earth can support such massive inflow of refugees at the height of a
horrendous crisis."
"Food, probably became like gold," I agreed. "Murder for food probably became a
common practice, we had seen the beginning of it already in Hawaii on TV. Some people
might actually have considered themselves fortunate not to have had any food like our
friend the Harbormaster had hoped that his gas station would run dry before the refugees
came with their guns. But those who were fortunate enough not to have any food
probably died just the same. They probably collapsed in the streets."
"I have heard it being said in Moscow that the stench from rotting bodies lying in
the streets had become unbearable in some places," said Peter. "It was said that it took
often days before a truck would come around and take the bodies away. No doubt
diseases have set in, which likely exploded into epidemics over night with no medical
help available to stem the wave of the dying. It has been estimated that over ninety
million people died in this fashion, or from radiation poisoning when they could not get
away from the danger zones in the North. That figure may be much larger by now, and..."
"Most likely that chaos was intended," Laara interrupted him. "By design, nuclear
weapons are anti-humanity weapons! As far as I know that strategic plans were designed
to maximize this effect in the name of deterrence."

"Now tell me," Sergei demanded me sternly once, sating at me, "is the person who
launched this holocaust not undeniably guilty of the most horrendous crime ever
perpetrated against humanity?"
I shook my head. "Did he manufacture the bombs?" I asked. "Did he develop the
strategies? Did he select the targets in cold-blood? Did he invent the game of Mutually
Assured Destruction with the sinister intent to mass-murder as many people as possible,
and as efficiently as possible? He is guilty of something all right, but not of that. His only
guilt probably is that he was too eager to cooperate with the leaders of his country that
deceived him. Are you going to execute a man for that? If so, you probably have to
execute half of humanity."
"On the other hand he may have indeed saved the world," added Peter.
"Should he then not be declared innocent, because of that alone?" I said.
"He should be declared innocent!" said Igor in a tone s if this was his last word.
"Now be careful," said Sergei. "If you declare Boris innocent because of that, you
are saying that murder is acceptable if a noble cause warrants it. You would create a
license to murder."
Igor looked puzzled. He ran his hand through his hair. I had seen him do this in
tense situations.
"But if you declare Boris guilty," Igor came back, "what have you to gain by his
death? You would kill a man for revenge. That makes you a murderer, too."
I shook my head. "This is a hard one to answer," I commented.
"Try answering anyway," Sergei urged me, "think about it! Take all the time you
want, ponder over it! Imagine that you were his judge, your judgment and yours alone
would be final. What would you decree based on your highest sense of right?"
"What more can I say that I have not already said," I replied. "They are after the
wrong man, Sergei."
"I would exonerate him!" said Peter. He smiled when he said the word exonerate,
as though he was pleased for having remembered the correct English term for what he
wanted to say. "The man should be declared a hero!" he added. "If it were not for this
'accident,' who is to say that any of us would be still alive today? The arms race had gone
out of control. Everyone knew that. We were teetering at the verge of exterminating all of
humanity." He looked at Sergei, "That's a fact, Sergei!" he said gently.
He agreed that it was sickening that so many people have died in the process, but
he pointed out that it is also a fact that the arms race has slowed and is coming to a halt
because of it. Nobody is threatening Russia anymore, or China, or India, or Iran, or the
Arabs. Peter reminded Sergei that thousands of warheads have already been dismantled

since that day, and that the rest were scheduled to follow, which meant that thousands of
potential Hiroshimas or Seattles would now be avoided. "If this had been done four
months earlier, nothing would have happened at all," said Peter.
He paused, then went on with a softened tone of voice, "I'm convinced, that if Boris
hadn't done what he did, the hundred million that people that we now cry over might have
perished anyway, along with the rest of mankind. No one can threaten the whole world
with ever-greater rage and expect to get away with that without a reaction. With every
single threat against humanity America tightened the noose around its neck, notch by
notch. Is it really relevant to focus on who tripped the trap door? We should focus on why
the situation wasn't diffused, if we want to focus on anything at all."
Peter paused again and observed our expression. "If you must judge this case
strictly by the numbers," he said, "then you should weigh the hundred million dead
against the six billion people around the globe that are still alive today, whom our
collective insanity might have destroyed had he not acted. The only question that should
then be asked is this: Should a man be executed who has saved the human race from
extinction, while has missed his goal by a margin of less than three percent? I would
declare this man a hero!" Peter repeated.
Sergei shook his head.
"No, Sergei, you are wrong!" Peter defended himself. "You cannot deny that it
would have been only a question of time...."
He stopped in mid-sentence and turned to me. "You've have probably heard about
the Pentagon's latest weapon, the ACOM system. It is an anti-communications-weapon; a
space based nuclear explosive in the two-hundred-megaton range to be detonated several
hundred miles over the Soviet Union. A single such weapon is capable of destroying
every electrical network in the country, from power grids to telephone networks and
computer systems, including every form of electronic automation, satellite
communication, radar installations, even satellite navigation systems. It would have
jolted the country back into the Stone Age. We wouldn't have been able to notify our
bases that the country was under attack."
He turned to Jennie next. "To give you some idea of the impact of this weapon, you
must consider that we would have been forced to authorize every base commander to
make his own launch decision if there was a communications blackout. We gave them the
training for detecting high altitude blasts, but who can be certain? Suddenly the radio
goes out and the computer links fail. Anything could have happened. Our 500 individual
launch units are spread all over the country, exposed to every kind of weather. Can you
imagine how risky this would have become? A communications blackout can have many
causes. So how is a commander to react? He knows he must react quickly. He knows that
an anti-communications-weapon will precede a full-scale attack. He may be tempted to
think that a quick response will lessen the brunt. So he launches his entire fleet of
missiles and Western Europe disappears, or mankind as a whole becomes extinct when
the process can no longer be contained! And now you want to tell me, that the man who

has saved us from this fate is not a hero! It would have been only a question of time,"
Peter repeated. He looked Sergei straight in the eye as he said it.
Sergei nodded. "But you still say that it is right to kill for a noble cause."
Peter looked angry now. "My father got a medal for breaking through the German
lines," he said. "He and his man smuggled food into Stalingrad during the war and saved
hundreds of thousands. He was declared a hero, even while the mission cost him eighty
percent of his men. Should he have let the city die in order to prevent these deaths? Do
the needs of the many, outweigh the sacrifices of the few?"
"Gentlemen! Don't you see, this argument will get you nowhere," Laara
interrupted. "Wars are initiated long before the first shot is fired. The holocaust was
initiated eons ago. Boris is innocent. The blame rests with society. Is as simple as that.
Peter and Sergei are both wrong. Every time that Paul and Jennie set out on a rescue
mission, they took their life in their hand. They knew the risk and they were willing to
risk their life to save a thousand people. And when they saw one single man in mortal
danger and felt they had a chance to help, they did the same for one single man. And so
Igor lives. But all of these potential risks were taken on the basis of universal love as an
expression their humanity. No one had forced them to do this, except their own humanity.
The soldiers that Peter referred to no doubt acted by the same imperative, to save an
entire city. Those who fell weren't sacrificed, they sacrificed themselves, not willingly
perhaps, but they took the risk out of love for their humanity. Boris did the same thing.
He took huge personal risks. He was under the impression that the government needed an
'honest' accident and that he would likely be executed even if he succeeded to save
humanity, because they would have had to make it look good. Military justice is harsh,
and he was willing to take this risk. This means that he was moved by the same principle
of universal love that impels all the heroic acts in our world. Now have to judge
ourselves. Can we take the risk to set this man free on the basis of the same love of our
humanity that had impelled Paul, Jennie, Peter's father and his men who saved a city, that
also impelled Boris to save humanity? Remember he was assured by people whom he
trusted, that no harm would come to anyone. Can we take the same risk and be impelled
by our humanity and judge from a basis of universal love? I say we cannot afford not to
take this risk. I we had taken this risk earlier, and honestly, there would not have been a
holocaust. We are the guilty party by reason of omission. We stand condemned for failing
to do what out humanity had impelled us to do, that we had refused to act on."
"I say, Boris Mikheyev is not guilty in this case," I said to Sergei. "If the blame lies
within us all, it clearly doesn't rest with Boris specifically. So, you have to ask yourself
now whether our precious premise of justice is correct. Would we now execute the whole
of humanity to enact our revenge?"
"That is an interesting question," said Sergei. "Since we can't execute the whole of
humanity for that crime, would we be justified to execute a single man if he were guilty
instead of us?"

"Doesn't that question ridicule out entire premise of justice by punishment?" I
asked Sergei. "It sure does," I added with a mile. "It forces us to create a platform of
justice married with affection rather than punishment, meaning justice based on universal
love."
That's a hard one to deal with, isn't it," said Laara. "It's simpler to put a person an
trial and execute him. But with justice married to affection, the onus is on healing what
has caused the harm. If we don't do this, we never solve the problem. That is why
punishment to respond to a crime is such a counterproductive thing that never even
touches the real issue. If had married our justice to affection all along, this tragedy would
never have occurred. That's obvious, isn't it?"
"The disaster that occurred has been in the making since the end of the Second
World War," I said boldly. "We knew what needed to be healed from that madness from
the day on that Hiroshima was destroyed, but no serious attempts were made. Who
carries the guilt for that failure? That shows how ridiculous this guilt thing is."
"The question of guilt should never have entered the sphere of justice," said Laara.
"One should have looked for omissions and ways of correcting them, and left it at that."
"Focusing on guilt adulterates the identity of man that justice should uphold," I
added. "Thereby, punishment becomes the greatest miscarriage of justice itself."
Sergei stopped me with a rather shocked look. "You realize that the courts would
declare you insane," he said.
I nodded. "Certainly they would!"
"But I love what you said!" he added after thinking about it. "I would even say that
Boris Mikheyev has tried us on this platform and has found us wanting. No doubt, he had
intended to show us our fault."
"He failed,” said Laara, "because he played the very game he tried to defeat, and he
played it rather badly."
Sergei turned and looked at me, puzzled as though he searched for the appropriate
words. "You may be right," he said to Laara. "On a platform of justice that doesn't
recognize guilt there might have been a more productive way to accomplish what he was
after."
"Maybe, and maybe not," said Jennie, "there might have been better ways if the
situation hadn't been neglected for so long. But we let it go too far. Every war that was
ever fought has primarily killed the best and ablest people. The cream of the crop became
the elect fighting forces, and the officers who led them into battle were the best of them.
And the best of these were put in the most difficult battles and were the first to be killed.
Religion has exacted a similar toll, mentally. It has smothered the most innovative
thinkers of all ages. If you compare history with cultivating a garden, mankind has
constantly uprooted its best 'plants,' and used the weakest to propagate the species. No

gardener would ever dream of doing that. To reverse this, mankind needs to rebuild itself,
become aware of its strength, such as universal love, and open up avenues to apply it. I
can't fault Boris for not finding a better way. I wouldn't have. None of us had. How could
he have created a rose garden when for centuries all the best plants have been routinely
ripped out and trashed? Just look at what we've got left. Violence in entertainment,
violence in games, violence in government, violence in economics, violence in the
schools, violence on the streets, violence in the military, violence in justice. That doesn't
smell like a rose garden to me. It smells..."
Sergei raised his hand to stop her. "I get the point," he said.

I had a feeling that Sergei agreed with what we all said; though he never came right
out and affirmed it. Nor did he have to. He had stated his case the night before. Evidently
Igor didn't hear him. It appeared to me that Sergei put himself on the line, perhaps not
intentionally so, to draw out from us what Igor needed to hear, which had to come from
us, rather than from him. Maybe Sergei might also have wanted us to probe the issue to
the kind of depth we hadn't bothered to pursue. Or, maybe he needed our conclusions to
draw on, to strengthen his own conclusions. I certainly respected him for all of those
reasons, if indeed those were his reasons. His questions seemed to indicate them. Or was
he just testing us?

Life became quiet after the initial excitement had worn off, of coming to a new
country, a new situation, and to a new home. Soon we were almost forced to relax.
During the first several days Sergei invited Yoshi and his wife, and the rest of us, to
long horseback rides and outings with the sleigh. In the high country winter came early.
Those sleigh rides, of course, were wonderful. We felt we had been transposed back to
the time of the Czars. This was the stuff fairy tales were made of. The Nutcracker ballet
came to mind, so magical were the surroundings. Occasionally, in the early morning the
forest resembled a crystal palace. In the evenings, we usually sat by the fireplace and
talked. Our conversations, however, were not centered in dreamlands or ancient times.
Yoshi frequently spoke about his experiences during the rescue missions; "...we got
Thirty-Thousand people out of there," he said one night after almost a week had passed.
He appeared to feel comfortable now, to talk about these things.
"Thirty-Thousand! That's a small city," remarked Peter to Rumico, Yoshi's wife.
Yoshi nodded. "Considering that we had only one aircraft to work with, we did
well."
"You had only one aircraft?" Sergei repeated. "One aircraft was all Japan could
provide?"

Yoshi shook his head. He explained that the army couldn't have used any more.
"Their biggest challenge was in locating people that were still alive."
"It was a success, then?" said Peter.
"Success! No!" Yoshi shook his head. "It wasn't a success. It was disgusting. Do
you have any idea how many people had lived in the area from which we rescued those
thirty thousand?"
Peter shrugged his shoulders.
"Those Thirty-Thousand were the sole survivors of a huge population center. In
Seattle, itself, nobody survived. Three closely spaced one-megaton blasts tore the city
apart for a long distance out and evaporated everything at its center. No one survived
that. The people we rescued lived far out in the suburbs, and even of those, very few will
survive. The doctors think, maybe 20% will pull through. No more than that."

Yoshi's story was grim. The largest population center of the Pacific Northwest had
shrunk to no more than a handful of people that could be seated five times over in an
average football stadium. "That was no success," said Yoshi, "that was a tragedy. It still
turns my stomach now and then, just thinking about it."
"Six thousand are better than none at all," Peter commented. "Surely, anyone of
them will tell you that the mission was worthwhile."
"I didn't say the mission wasn't worthwhile. It was that. In this respect it was a
marvelous mission," Yoshi smiled, "a miracle, even. Let me tell you it was a miracle we
didn't crash the plane."

As he spoke his smile faded. "If only there had been more people to transport out!"
Yoshi's remark, suddenly inspired Sergei to talk about the new mission he had just
been given, which had also to do with rescuing people. He said he had been put in charge
of integrating a large portion of the refugees that were airlifted out of North America.
I could imagine the challenges. Sergei explained that the mission involved the
placement of almost ten million people into a society that the same people that now
needed help, had bad-mouthed for decades, and had attacked in countless different ways.
Suddenly these people needed help, and were to be put into a society whose customs and
language were strange to them and difficult, all of which they had to learn and adapt to in
times of a great crisis. And on top of all that, the integration had to be done quickly. He
told us that things weren't working out at all, at the moment. He ran his fingers through
his hair. "The Odessa staging center is choking with refugees," he said, "We must find a
way to get them up-country into other cities."

This seemed to be characteristic of Sergei. Whenever he was frustrated, he ran his
fingers through his hair. The project bothered him. I asked if I could help in some way.
Yoshi asked him, too.
"No, no! How would you help?" he replied. "Neither of you is familiar with the
way our country operates. You don't understand how our people feel, how they think,
what moves them." He turned to Yoshi; "Besides, my friend, you are here for a holiday!"
"I wouldn't mind helping," Yoshi assured him.
"No, no!" he repeated. "In any case, it's not a total emergency situation yet." He
explained that the airlift had long been closed down, by which the influx had slowed to a
trickle. He said that the entire airlift operation had logged over 84,000 flights. Most of the
people were held in staging camps in Western Europe and the Western parts of Russia.
He told us that one of the receiving points from the South Pacific and the Orient was the
staging center at Odessa. He said that a final wave of half a million refugees were still in
transit on naval and commercial shipping, and due to arrive during the weeks ahead.
Yoshi remarked about Sergei's task that it was an immense challenge by any
standard.
"It's nothing, really!" he grinned. "Whatever effort it will take is as nothing
compared to the great need. The airlift, too, was a huge effort, providing 84,000
transatlantic flights for millions of people. Nevertheless, the result was still barely felt, so
great was the need!"
Sergei said that his country didn't have enough food to send to America to help
keep the remaining hundred million alive. He said that they sent what they could. Reports
were received with the last arriving planes, that some of the remaining refugees were
already migrating back to their polluted cities. "How many of them will survive and be
able to rebuild their shattered lives," he said, "cannot be determined. Large parts of North
America will remain uninhabitable for a long time to come, because of the radioactive
fallout. Some radioactive isotopes have a half-life of tens of thousands of years. They
may be washed into the ground water, or be washed into the soil and remain there as an
ever-present danger for maybe one or two ice ages. It will take 96,000 years for the
plutonium dust that was spread across the country as fallout to decay to 6% of its present
radiation intensity. No doubt, in time some form of commerce will get going again in the
lesser-polluted areas in North America. Most likely a new American currency may be
printed some day and fields will grow food again, as before...."
"...And when everything is rebuilt, the nuclear rivalry might start all over again,"
interrupted Yoshi.
Sergei smiled at that, almost laughed; "My dear friend, a thing has to have ended
before you can talk about it starting up again. The nuclear-war rivalry is far from being
over."

Yoshi shook is head; "I find this unbelievable. Who would still be engaged in this
madness?"
Sergei grinned; "Madness, yes! That's just the problem. You forget that all nuclear
forces are designed to remain functional under the worst imaginable circumstances, short
of their outright destruction. That hardening was required for deterrence to work! So, it is
not a joke when I say it isn't over!"
Yoshi continued shaking his head. "It's sad," he sighed, "but hopefully not for much
longer."
"That's why what happens right now is so important!" said Sergei. "We have turned
a page in history. We have untold opportunities. Once a pattern is set, it is hard to break
out of. We must be careful to start something intelligent this time that lets us step away
from nuclear weapons and war altogether."
"So we're are back at manipulating people," I said shyly. I had said too much
during the last several days.
He turned towards me, shook his head and bit his lips together; "No," he said after
a few moments, "but it does take a conscious effort to avoid the manipulation of people,
perhaps even a greater and more determined effort! Are you satisfied now?"
I nodded. I could have cried out of shame for having misjudged him.
Sergei went on and explained that the handling of the refugee placement effort has
the potential of having a significant impact on future international relations. He said that
his handling of the strategic balancing job earned him the much more prestigious
appointment to head up the refugee placement project in the South European Region.
"The job requires a delicate touch. Moscow fears that the many conflicting political and
cultural ideologies that must now be combined in a non-disruptive fashion, can easily
spoil the chance we now have to built a new platform for peace."
I agreed that there was no better man in Russia to do the job.
Yoshi smiled and agreed also; "Moscow reacted quickly!" he added. He reached
out his hand. "Congratulations my friend!"
Sergei blushed; "To be honest, I just found out yesterday. You must have seen me
leave during supper."
He turned to me. "To be honest, I haven't the foggiest idea of how to pull the job
off, as you Americans would say!" He grinned to me. "You may yet have to help me.
Moscow tells me that the project is in a mess, and that they need someone to clean it up!
But how?"
Yoshi immediately repeated his offer to help him also.

"It's a hard job!" Sergei cautioned him.

As it was, Yoshi was not invited to help. My feeling was, that Sergei didn't even
know what had gone wrong, what the problems were, what the extent of his involvement
would be. All these things needed to be researched before he could even begin to think
about a solution.

Out of this necessity it became my task, and Melanie's, to keep our visitors
entertained. Jennie and Igor were already involved in assisting Laara with the neverending housework. One day Jennie got to work and polished Laara's entire stock of silver
ware. She commented that she enjoyed working, "you can't sit around and talk all day."
She worked quickly and efficiently, and her attitude seemed contagious. In no time at all,
I found myself looking for things to do, too, to be productive. Not that I didn't enjoy
keeping Yoshi company. He was an interesting man to talk to. We went for walks and
rides together. However, one morning I found Igor in the woodshed, splitting firewood,
singing at the top of his lungs. I went out and joined him. We made a fine team.
Sergei, himself, seemed to have caught the work fever, too. There was a feeling of
hope in the air that translated itself into a dynamism that was hard to get away from. He
wasted no time in getting started with his new assignment. One morning, with a smile all
over his face, he announced during breakfast that he had a solution in his mind that would
make the refugee project workable. "I will have to re-organize everything, scale things
down, move things around, make everything more equitable! It's all too complicated as it
has been set up." He admitted that the idea was still just a vague concept. "Ah, but you'll
love it once you see it work," he grinned. "I will give total autonomy to each district,
there already exists a tradition for this, in principle. The districts, in turn, will be
mandated to grant procedural autonomy to individual groups or functions under their
jurisdiction. I can't tell them how they must solve the problems on their grass roots level.
I will have a central set of by-laws drawn up that will outline what must be achieved. The
rest is up to them."
Sergei passed and smiled happily. "I will get involved only when funding above a
certain level is required," he said at one point later on. "I hope this will make me very
busy. I hope this setup will lay the groundwork for many large projects to be initiated,
that will enrich the life of every person throughout Russia and what used to be the Soviet
Union. There may even be a new Soviet Union coming out of it. We've got to take this
golden opportunity to build up the entire country! We now have some of the most
educated and industrious people in the world come to live with us. We should not treat
them as a liability, as they have been treated until now, but as a golden asset for our New
World. This asset must not be squandered. It must be developed, and as wisely utilized as
possible, and be helped to unfold. We have the potential to build the brightest future ever
imagined for the whole of humanity, with these vast resources that are poring into our

country. We may never get such a chance again, to uplift ourselves and the whole of
humanity, as we have now."
Sergei was excited about his new idea. He talked and talked; he was bubbling
over with enthusiasm.
"And where will you get the funding from?" Yoshi interrupted him at one point.
"Money!" he said. "My friend let me tell you about money! We look at money
differently than you do. Accountants run the capitalist world. In terms of capitalist
accounting procedures, investment is an expense. In real terms, according to the way
money affects the physical economy, investment creates wealth. Investment is an asset.
The more money you spend to uplift your world and your society, the richer you become.
With over twenty million new people coming to live here, this country requires great
wealth, and my plan will generate this wealth. We can print all the money we need to
unlock the real wealth in the world that human beings are able to create. Money isn't a
thing. Money is an idea, a tool, a facilitator."
Yoshi nodded. No doubt he found Sergei's concept of economy interesting. "But it's
a risky plan," he said.
"Absolutely not!" Sergei came back. He turned to me; "What I propose is classical.
It's been proven to be effective. It's the American method of economy pioneered by
Alexander Hamilton that had made your country the richest country in the world, until
your perverted accounting procedures turned the thing around on you."
To judge by the way Sergei grinned, he knew that he was right.
"That's a very interesting theory," said Yoshi and sat up straight in his chair.
"That's what sets communism and capitalism apart," I said, quietly. I didn't know
whether Sergei liked that comparison. "It makes a lot of sense," I said to Yoshi.
"Sure!" Sergei grinned. "In the West people try to create wealth by trading financial
papers. This activity creates nothing but a bubble of dreams that will surely burst. In
trading the financial papers, the capital isn't flowing into the physical economy. To the
contrary, it is siphoned out of it. This reverse process is inevitable under your current
mentality that counts investment as an expense. To us, at least as I perceive communism,
money exists exclusively for building, for opening doors to allow the human intellect to
become fruitful."
Then Sergei turned to me. "You should have learned from your Apollo project. All
the billions you've poured into the project, you got back ten-fold, or hundred-fold in some
cases. You got economic returns nobody had imagined when the project was launched, to
say nothing of the spirit of optimism it generated that can't be measured in dollars."
"Unfortunately you didn't learn your lesson," Yoshi interrupted. "Your government
sent in its teams of cost accountants that convinced its people that your country couldn't

afford that kind of investment into its own self-development. After that, you sent those
accountants to us, who taught us the same lies."
"The reality that they didn't want you to see is quite different," Sergei interrupted.
"The fact is, neither of your country could afford to stop making that kind of investment
in the human spirit. Still, you stopped it anyway. You were so obedient to your misguided
accountants, that you literally stopped investing on the whole front of human
development. Then, when nothing worked anymore you rolled out the nuclear bombs and
threatened the whole world with them. Your once proud and prosperous industries
became rust heaps in this process, monuments to economic idiocy, defacing the
landscape. After that you did the same thing politically. The only way we can even hope
to solve that refugee problem that came out of all this, that has been put onto our
doorsteps, is by adopting something which has been proven to work, which is the
opposite of what you have done in the West. This means pouring investment into the
development of our humanity. It means industrialization on a vast scale, and building
infrastructures for improved living. It means new investment in farming, housing,
transportation, education, culture, health care, and so on."
"Eh, chief, that's the most wonderful thing I've heard from a state official in the past
twenty years!" I interrupted him.
He began to laugh at this point. "Actually, it didn't take a great deal of intelligence
to figure this out." He gave me wink, and started to eat again. "All I had to do is crank
open the history books and read up on Gottfried Leibnitz, Benjamin Franklin, Alexander
Hamilton, Abraham Lincoln, Franklin Roosevelt. Their names, of course, are household
names for you."
I shook my head.
"I rest my case," said Sergei. "But I am not disappointed. Your entire generation
has been educated not to remember their names. Even two generations were so educated.
You have been educated to forget these names and what they stood for, and to block you
mind to the principles that once made your country the most admired and the richest
country in the world. This is what I will represent again, and it will transform our
country."
"If this is so simple and so 'old hat', why hasn't anyone thought of it before?" I
asked.
Sergei shrugged his shoulders and continued eating.

Naturally, Sergei had no time for social niceties anymore, like sleigh rides, fire side
chats. He was busy with organizational details, with negations to get Moscow's
agreement, with taking stock of the country's needs to find out where the new wealth
would be most immediately felt. The project involved a lot of physical activity, too, like
running up and down stairs a lot. While he did most of the work in his upstairs office at

the computer terminals, he needed the conference room too, located on the main floor,
where he had numerous maps laid out on the floor which he poured over from time to
time with a note pad in hand.
In this fashion, the flurry of activity that Jennie had pioneered had stirred everyone.
It finally stirred even Yoshi.
One morning, as Yoshi and I returned from our usual walk that neither of us
enjoyed very much anymore, Yoshi blew up at me: "That's it!" he protested. "I am going
upstairs to help him whether he likes my help or not. I'll force it on him!" he grinned. "It's
a disgrace how guests are treated in this house, even the children are treated better!" he
added with a twinkle in his eye. And he did go upstairs. As he went, I asked him why he
had waited so long.

The children had adapted themselves well to their new lifestyle, living at a ranch.
Their days were busy. The mornings were spent at school, the afternoons at the stables
where they helped with the horses, which earned them the opportunity to take a horse out
now and then for rides. They enjoyed this privilege tremendously, especially Rita, Dick's
younger sister. The evenings were devoted to homework, and if time permitted, some
games. Only I was left floating in space, as it were, with no fixed assignment to fill my
days.
One morning, several days after Yoshi had joined Sergei's activities, Sergei
announced at the breakfast table that he had thought about me and had two possible jobs
lined up that I could have. Both jobs were for a pilot! My face lit up, my heart 'danced,' I
would be flying again! Hurrah!
Sergei revealed in a matter of fact fashion that Aeroflot was considering a new
Pacific route between Moscow and Hawaii that would connect up with Los Angeles as
soon as conditions became normal again. He promised his assistance in getting me
accepted as a second officer, if I was interested.
Oh boy, was I interested! I was exited! "This sounds like it is going to be the
longest and most prestigious route in the world," I bubbled out.
"I thought you might be interested," Sergei grinned. "Aeroflot will be using the
Boeing 797s on this route. They ended up with eighty of them left over after the airlift
was closed down. The 797, that's home turf for you, isn't it?"
I didn't have to answer; I couldn't either, I just smiled.
Sergei said that the new route would go across Egypt, Saudi Arabia, India,
Malaysia, and Indonesia with a branch to Australia, China, Japan, the Fiji Islands, and
Hawaii. He said the new route would open up great opportunities for holidays at the most
exotic places on earth; "places that most people don't even dare dream about," he grinned.

"And it's going to have A1 service on board," he said, "it will be the most glamorous
white glove job ever...."
"I'll take it, I'll take it!" I interrupted him.
He said he would call Moscow in a day or two if I hadn't changed my mind by
then.
I assured him that I wouldn't change my mind.
"Let's just wait and see," he said.
As it was, I never even thought to ask what the second job was. I found out about it
later that afternoon. Sergei said he needed to take some time off from work, and asked me
come with him for a ride. Naturally, I agreed. He invited Yoshi, too. But Yoshi declined.
He was engaged in a discussion with Peter. Yoshi's wife also declined. She had
discovered a violin in the house, her favorite instrument, and Laara accompanied her on
the piano. They were in the middle of playing a passage of a Mozart concerto. Jennie also
declined. She was busy taking pictures of the great concert artists, using the 60mm reflex
that Yoshi had brought as a gift from Japan. Igor couldn't come either. He was chopping
wood again. So, Sergei and I were going alone.
We started out on the trail along the lakeshore. We hadn't used the trail for long,
because of the snow. Riding was easier in the forest. "This is also the quickest way to the
meadow," Sergei explained. We cut right across the meadow when we got there, towards
a tall stand of forest in the distance, near where an old crop dusting plane was parked.
The old duster seemed to belong to the ranch. It was a part of the landscape, so it seemed.
Consequently, I didn't think much about it. Every ranch should have a crop duster. I
couldn't figure out why it was needed here. It just felt right to see the old plane there. So
it didn't bother me until Sergei halted his horse right in front of it, and dismounted. He
motioned me to do the same. Then it struck me. This was that other job that he had
offered. For God's sake, no!
Without comment Sergei walked towards the old plane as though he had come to
inspect it, to find out how it had fared in the weather. I stayed beside him. We walked
around to the other side; he raised his hand, pointing to it: "This could be a very good
job!" he said.
He spoke in a serious tone. I had no doubts that he meant it. We walked around the
old plane several times. I looked at it, then at him. Where was this leading? There wasn't
the grin on his face that I expected if this was a joke; so it wasn't; he was serious about it,
he wanted me to fly this thing, but why? The plane was a scruffy looking old bucket. The
paint was scraped off; the tires were bald. The 'cabin' had no canopy or even a
windshield. The engine cover was gone....
"I need someone to fly the crop duster for us," he explained calmly as we came to a
halt, looking at it. I walked around it once more by myself, like a general inspecting his

troupes. The old bucket was in terrible shape. It was without doubt the most run down
airplane I had ever seen.
"Go and take a close look at it," Sergei urged me.
Reluctantly, I complied. I was afraid of what I might find. And the reservation was
justified. The controls were corroded. The back of the pilot's seat was cracked. It looked
like it was fifty years old. The only instrumentation it had was a gas gauge, put in
afterwards, and a rolling ball level. That wasn't all it had. The thing was filthy inside. I
brushed some snow aside, carefully, so as not to expose more of the grime than I needed,
in order to see whatever, it was that I thought I could discover. There was no telling what
I might find.
"The plane could be useful for picking up the mail at the railway station and do
errands," Sergei suggested when I joined him again. "Would you like to give the airplane
a try?"
I raised my hand, cautiously. I wanted to protest.
"Let me get us some goggles out of my saddle bag," he said, "and some scarves,"
and off he went towards his horse.
I just stood there, not knowing what to think. I took a step back from the plane and
looked at it seriously. It was clear now that he wanted me to fly it. But to go as far as
calling this pile of junk an airplane was murdering a perfectly good word. This was no
airplane. It wasn't an airplane in the most basic sense of the word. The thing looked like it
would never fly again. It wouldn't get off the ground. And if it did, God help us then.
Surely, it wouldn't hold together for very long. The idea seemed irresponsible to take
someone up in it, but that was what he wanted. He was already coming back with two
scarves in hand, and two sets of goggles.
In order to prove to him that the old crate was mechanically unfit, I went to its wing
tip and put some pressure on. I pressed hard. I put my whole weight on it. Strangely it
wouldn't break loose, or creak, or anything. I took hold of it, in desperation, and shook
the wing as violently as I could. I had to prove to him that it wasn't airworthy.
Surprisingly, there wasn't anything sloppy about the wing. To the contrary! The struts
were tight. The plane was as rigid as any old stunt plane had ever been that I had flown
in, in the past.
"That's what it must have been," I said to myself out laud. "It's an old stunt plane
made into a crop duster." My university days came to mind. While studying at the
University of Texas, I had worked between semesters on a cattle ranch. They had had a
number of these old planes around. The rancher had taught me to fly one, the smallest. It
had all been part of the job of herding cattle. In fact, that is how my flying career began.
And now I stood at the crossroads again. The choice was between stepping back in time,
flying the old buckets again, or choosing the giant planes that I was familiar with in
which the pilot had no task to perform. The only task I fulfilled there was to be handy for
emergencies and tricky weather situations that the automatic flight control equipment

couldn't deal with. Of course, deep down, I knew that I had in fact no choice at all. It was
clear what Sergei wanted. Sure, I would have liked the comforts of the big planes, the
prestige, the glamour, but considering the strange manner in which Sergei had acted,
something greater appeared to be offered that I couldn't yet see.
Why shouldn't I fly this duster? So I asked myself. The filth could be cleaned up.
New tires could be put on. The thing could be re-painted and repaired. It looked scruffy,
yes, at first glance, but on closer inspection, it looked like it could become quite a useful
airplane again. I tested the rudder. Nothing was loose. There was no excessive slop that
would prevent me from taking the plane up. Mechanically it appeared to be sound. I gave
the propeller a turn. It turned smoothly. The motor looked like it had been worked on
recently. All in all, it looked safe enough to take it for a test flight.
I actually began to like the idea of crop dusting, or whatever flying needed to be
done for the ranch. There was more integrity in increasing food production in days of
great disaster, than in flying executives around the world. In addition to that, those
endless hours in the cockpit came to mind, and the weeks away that those international
routes would require, saying nothing about jet lag and time changes.
"I would love to fly this plane for you," I said to Sergei, and held my hand out for
the goggles.
"Good!" he replied, without changing his stern expression. He proceeded to put his
goggles on and climbed into the plane as if this was an every-day affair. I knew he was
pleased with my answer, but for some reason did not allow himself to show it. I knew
that Melanie would agree that accepting this crop dusting job was the right thing, in fact
the only thing I could do. There was no choice involved. He knew it, and I knew it, why
then was he pretending that I had a choice? Why was he so close-lipped about it all?
I climbed up into the cracked seat in front of him and searched the dashboard for
the starter switch.
He tapped me on the shoulder; "You must turn the propeller to get it started!" he
said with a grin.
So I climbed back out and got the old crate started. "Contact!" I shouted. The old
motor fired immediately, it ran smoothly. The dull hum it made was a reassuring sound.
It didn't cough once. It didn't sputter. It ran like a clock, even under full power as we
rolled down the snow-covered runway. We were airborne in a jiffy. That old plane flew
just fine. In fact, it flew beautifully. It responded instantaneously to the faintest move of
the rudder, compared to a jetliner. This test flight was turning into a great deal of fun.
At first I behaved myself. I flew the standard maneuvers. I flew close to the ground
like a crop duster should, skimming over treetops, following the terrain, hopping as it
were, over the gently rolling hills of the countryside. There's a great deal of freedom in
this. The plane responded to the slightest command.

Obviously, Sergei knew more about the plane than I had given him credit for. "Is
this all you can do?" he asked with a grin, unable now to hold back. "This plane is
certified for air-acrobatics."
Without a reply I pulled us into a steep climb until it stalled. Without doing a
Hammer-Head I let it tumble back and rolled it out of its tumble into two vertical loops
followed by a half-turn roll that had us skipping upside down over the frozen lake with
our noses just yards above the ice. Oh boy, that old bucket was a marvelous stunt plane.
The ease with which I gained control coming out of the stall inspired a feeling that I
could attempt almost anything with this plane, and get away with it. There was a sense of
freedom in this kind of flying that I hadn't felt for a long time. Maybe it wasn't by
accident that this freedom coincided with the flurry of activity back at the house. There
was an intense vitality in this kind of flying, in being able to do with ease whatever I
wanted to do.
I glanced back at Sergei to see if he was pleased with my flying, or had passed out.
He enjoyed it. He held his thumb up, grinning from ear to ear. After a several more rolls,
loops, and tumbling uncontrolled through the air, he tapped me on the shoulder and had
me fly across the lake to the nearby Air Force base where he said he had business to
attend to. I responded with a quick turn and had us skipping across the frozen lake in no
time flat, sometimes upside down, sometimes just inches off the ice.
On the far side across the lake were two parallel runways, extending right to the
lake, well, almost. We landed on a patch of grass between them where the snow had been
blown away.
"Now what?" I asked, after I stopped the motor.
"Come," said Sergei and climbed down.
We went into one of the hangars at the side of the runways. Three officers came
across the hall to greet him. To judge by their gestures, the men and Sergei appeared to
be close friends. Sergei put his arms around two of them as they walked off towards an
office in the corner of the building from where they had come. They stopped if front of it
and talked for a while, then proceeded to go inside. I stayed behind, just far enough so as
not to intrude on their conversation. I was happy just to be tagging along. Sergei was fun
to be with. He was good natured, intelligent, and it was nice to know that everyone liked
him. In a way, it seemed as if the whole world was family to him.
While Sergei and his friends talked, I admired the sleek fighter aircraft that were
stationed at the base. One of the officers waved at me at one point, and motioned me to
follow them. We went through the office into the next hangar that was almost empty. The
hangar was large enough to house several 797s at once. I noticed a few more fighter
aircraft in the back of it. In the middle, standing all by itself, as if it were the centerpiece
of the air base, stood an elegant two engine executive jet. It was painted totally white. We
went closer to have a look at it.

"It has given us a lot of good service as a trainer," said one of the officers. He
explained, that because of its small size and good handling characteristics, the plane was
ideally suited as an intermediate step, before the new pilots tried their hands on the big
transports and intercontinental bombers. He urged me to climb aboard.
I was surprised to be afforded the privilege. The plane looked new inside. It had a
dozen seats, nicely appointed. The cockpit was well equipped.
"The plane has a five thousand kilometer range," said one of the officers. He spoke
in English. He was proud to show it off. As he spoke, I noticed the hangar doors being
opened. A tow-mobile appeared. It came directly toward us.
"Are you going to take her up?" I asked casually, expecting to be let off before they
started the engines.
"You are going to take her up," said the officer who spoke English. He sat down in
the co-pilot’s seat and made himself comfortable.
"I suggest you'd better take your place," said Sergei to me and grinned. "I suppose
you want to show them what an American airline pilot can do with this bird."
"You really mean that?" I looked at Sergei. He looked at the two officers who stood
beside him. "Would I joke about a thing like that? Ask them!"
The officers both smiled. One nodded his head. "Please sit down," said the officer
who spoke English.
At this point the tow-mobile started to tow us outside. As soon it had disconnected,
one of the officers who sat with Sergei gave command to start the engines up. The copilot took care of this, then folded his arms, "It's all yours, comrade, take her up!"
I grasped the throttles, opened them slightly, momentarily. I felt the surge. We
started to roll. I got this strange, uncomfortable feeling, sitting at the controls of an
unfamiliar aircraft with four pairs of critical eyes watching my every move. I was about
to be learning to fly this thing, and be doing the exam at the same time. I had never flown
anything like this before. To play it safe I decided to follow the strictest airline
procedures, which I had seldom done in everyday work.
The officer beside me selected the runway and handled the communications with
the tower. When I got clearance, I opened the bird up for all she was worth. She
responded like a tiger, a flying tiger, there was a lot of fighter in her, compared to the
giant crates I was used to. Boy, there was power in those two little engines!
"This plane has four times the thrust per ton than your big planes have," said the
officer next to me with a grin. The plane lifted off smoothly. Its flight was smooth. It was
surprisingly easy to handle. It was much like the duster, but in a luxury class.

While we climbed, the officer explained the functions of the instrumentation and
the performance limits I mustn't exceed. At twelve thousand meters, he asked me to try
out a number of maneuvers to get the feel of it. I turned it and twisted it, took it up to its
service ceiling and down for a few landing approaches. After half an hour of airtime, the
officer next to Sergei asked me to take the plane back to base. The plane touched down
like landing on a pillow. God, what a fine flight this had been!
We left the plane parked outside the hall. I said good bye to Sergei's friends and
thanked them for letting me try one of their finest. Then we walked back to our old
duster. Some snow had drifted across the ground and gathered behind the wheels. I
crawled under its carriage and pushed some of the snow aside, to make room for the rear
wheel. I didn't mind crawling around on the ground. I was happy. Sergei seemed happy,
too. He smiled as if he always smiled. The officers were waving to us from the hangar as
we got rolling again. I, of course, was grinning from ear to ear. What a day this had been!
As we were airborne and turned away, I noticed the tow-mobile being hooked up to
the trainer. I certainly had enjoyed flying that plane. The duster seemed rather small now;
but it had an appeal the trainer couldn't match, that was equally as exiting. I could do
anything with the duster. It flew, jumped, rolled, twisted like a high powered butterfly,
except that a butterfly can't fly upside down. One simply can't do those things with a jet.
Absorbed in the special fun that the old duster afforded, I nearly forgot to ask Sergei what
this episode with the jet had been all about. It wasn't until after we had landed and were
riding back through the forest that I asked how the various events fitted together.
"How did I do up there," I asked at first. "Were they pleased with me? Or did I
embarrass you?"
"Oh, they were delighted," he said. "You passed their test, you know, and with
flying colors!"
"What test, Sergei?"
"An entrance exam towards a license that will allow you to fly our plane."
"What license? Does one need a license to fly a crop duster in Russia?"
"No, but one needs a license to fly a jet. This was our jet that you flew. The plane
comes as part of the package for heading up the refugee project. The Air-Force didn't
need it anymore."
"They just... I mean, they just gave you a million-dollar airplane?" I stuttered in
disbelieve.
He grinned; "No, they didn't just give it to me. I demanded it. The plane is like an
investment. I need total mobility to be wherever I need to be in order to get my economic
revolution under way. This plane will give us access to every city. It will reap benefits;
you haven't dreamed off! Besides, I think the Air Force people are tired of constantly
having to provide transportation for me."

I was flabbergasted. The development was like a fairy tale, and I was part of it. I
just couldn't believe that this was happening.
We rode on for a while in silence while I digested the good news.
"They'll keep our plane in the hanger over there, and we'll keep the duster at the
ranch. When we need the jet, they'll bring it over and take the duster back. Or, if you like
to, you may fly over and get the jet yourself. Whichever way you prefer."
"That's great, Sergei, but why did you choose me? There must be hundreds of
young pilots, begging for a chance like this."
"Sure, there are hundreds I could have chosen from, but who of them could
measure up to you? You have experience around international airports. Besides, Igor
won't be nagging me anymore now, to find a job for you that you would be happy with.
But most of all, I need you on my teem. The fact is, of all the pilots I had available to
chose from, I have chosen the one most suitable for the task at hand. I need a person who
thinks the way I think, whom I can trust to do the right thing when it is hard to tell what
the right thing is. The flying is secondary. Fortunately, you happen to be good at that, too.
Now tell me again, that I can get pilots like you by the dozen. The truth is, there aren't
any. Neither could I find another official way to get you involved in the project."
This praise was like music to my ears. My only hope, now, was that I would
measure up to his expectation. I cautiously told him so.
"My friend, you already have," he grinned. "Tell me, who else would have chosen
to fly the pile of junk you saw on the meadow, over the fanciest airline position in the
world?"
"Oh, that was a test, then?" I asked.
"That was Yoshi's idea," he said quietly, then spurred his horse.
By God, I would have hugged that man if we hadn't been on horseback, just to say
thank you. Even that wouldn't have been enough, for the way I felt.

Sergei enjoyed being mobile again. The isolation that the ranch had provided had
served him well, but times had changed. The isolation had become a hindrance. Sure, he
had the option to ask the Air Force to provide transportation, but the very task of having
to request and provide detail after detail to justify the request, was a hindrance, perhaps
even a greater hindrance than the isolation had become. This barrier had suddenly been
removed, and to prove this freedom of movement to himself he scheduled our first flight
to take us to Moscow. He even planned it to be an exclusively private affair. This would
never have been possible before. He had scheduled the flight to Moscow for nothing
more than to see a ballet with Laara, at the Bolshoi, and to have a private dinner before
the grand cultural indulgence. Both of these had been overdue for more than two decades,

ever since the day that he and Laara had moved to the ranch. Now, what would have been
a three-day journey to the city had been shrunk to a trip of two hours. It was a privilege to
be able to play a part in this newfound freedom. To my great surprise, this privilege
extended much further. I was invited to take part in their private celebration of their new
freedom to move.
Naturally, I made every effort to stay as far in the background as I could. This day
was their day. Still, Sergei had a way of preventing my intended isolation. He even
suggested after dinner that I should invite Laara to dance.
Dancing with Laara was a trying experience for me, since I hadn't seriously danced
for a long time and she appeared to be a very good dancer. Still, I remembered dancing
with Jennie at the restaurant in Lahaina, and the 'foundation' that we danced on. This had
made the dancing a brilliant occasion back then, illumined by ideas that stood like stars
on a new heaven over a new earth. That atmosphere of deep appreciation that had
resulted, an appreciation for one another, welled up again in the presence of Laara. It
became stronger the more I thought of it. It encircled Laara, Sergei, and all present,
especially Laara. I danced in this light of boundless appreciation. I danced with the
female of her. I danced in appreciation of her affection, her beauty, her tenderness, wit,
sparkle, and grace that she so richly embodied. I enjoyed her smile, which became
brighter with every minute as the dance went on.
Sergei was proud later that night, to introduce me to the Bolshoi and to Swan Lake.
I had never seen the Swan Lake performed before. His introduction also became an
introduction to Tchaikovsky for me, whose music I had never heard before as a Russian
hears it. Sergei spoke of Tchaikovsky as a patriot of Russia. He spoke of him in the same
tone in which he spoke of the German poet Friedrich Schiller of whom he said that his
humanity had once saved Russia from a terrible defeat that would have destroyed the
entire nation, forever. He told me that all this had happened a number of years after
Schiller, himself, had been assassinated; even while he lay dead in the grave. "This is
what I value," said Sergei. "I value the humanity in people and their effort to advance
civilization. This value bridges all bounds, all boundaries, all nationality, language,
religion, and divisions by sex or color. This is what great art represents to me, all the
good and beautiful that exists. Humanity needs a constantly moving renaissance, or else it
will not survive. It needs the pioneers who push back the frontiers, who create new forms
of beauty, new foundations for unity, new insights into the principles of the universe.
Humanity needs their contributions no matter how small these contributions might be.
The absolute most that a nation can do for itself, therefore, is to open the doors as widely
as can be arranged towards the unfolding of the humanity of its people."
His speech, the music, the dance on stage, and my dance before with Laara, all
became mixed into one, that evening. The intensity of the perception stayed with me
through the night. After a lengthy nightcap we retired at one of the 'diplomats' hotels
which the government normally selected as a place where to impress its foreign visitors
with Russian hospitality. Indeed, the choice was well made, but it also had a drawback.
Sergei was immediately recognized as we entered the Hotel's restaurant for breakfast. He

was invited to a group of older men. Some might have been generals. I noticed a great
urgency in their manners. As a consequence, Laara and I had to have breakfast alone.
A different kind of conversation unfolded during breakfast than the one we had had
the night before. The conversation was focused on Sergei's vision for a new renaissance
with breakthroughs in every dimension of living, creating new freedoms, discovering
new forms of beauty and their principles, contemplating the principle of unity, even
economy. I don't know how long Laara and I talked at the restaurant and how many cups
of coffee it took to bridge the time till Sergei returned, but I do remember his apology for
leaving us and for now having to ask us to fly back home alone. He explained that a trial
was being contemplated for the person responsible for the missile launching, and to judge
by what he had heard about the trial, it didn't bode well. He said that he had no choice but
to take part in laying the groundwork for a positive outcome. He said that this would keep
him in Moscow for at least a week.
"I am sad to see Laara disappointed," he said to me privately. "See if you can make
it up to her, somehow. Be nice to her. Maybe you should ask her to show you Moscow
before you return home. She would like that."
I didn't reply. How could I have?
"I'll call you when I need you to come and get me out of here," he said to me as he
said good-by to Laara and me and walked off with the generals, or whoever they were.
Laara's reaction was surprising in that she didn't react. She got up and left the
restaurant with me as if this had happened a thousand times before. Obviously, she
understood that Sergei's departure was unavoidable. Still, there was no tenderness in
Sergei's gestures before parting that made her feel special. There was no hug, no kiss, no
embrace, and no tear.
Laara did show me some of the most famous parts of Moscow, as I had requested,
but her heart wasn't in it, and under the circumstances, neither was mine. During lunch
she asked if I had seen enough. I simply nodded. She said that she wanted to go back.
Indeed, so did I. She suggested that we leave as soon as we had eaten. In this glum and
sad mood, we boarded the bus back to the airport. An hour or so later we were in the air
again.
"Allow me to make you some tea," I said to her when we reached our assigned
cruising altitude. I had set up the autopilot to take over. I didn't even wait for her answer.
I simply turned the kettle on and made myself comfortable at the small table across from
her, facing her. I knew that I couldn't ask Laara what's wrong? Nor did I need to ask. A
blind man could see what was wrong. But what to do to help? That proved to be a much
harder question.
"Start a new renaissance," said a voice from within me. "You are deeply in love
with her as a woman. Why don't you trust this love to be sufficient to carry her to higher
ground? Take her beyond anything that might have been had things gone normally. Don't

try to console her. This would be a cheap attempt. Create a New World for her to live in.
Create a world that never exited before, with a brightness that outshines everything."
Oh my God, this went far beyond even what Sergei might have said, but how to do
it? Here, Jennie's words came to mind, "Let's not play games with each other." These
were the final words of wisdom drawn in an atmosphere of an up-welling honesty. I
repeated those words to Laara with a deeply honest explanation of what I cherished about
her.
Long before I was finished with what I had to say, her face became bright again
and her eyes filled with tears, "do you really feel that way about me?" she asked.
I nodded and closed my eyes momentarily, searching for an answer she could trust.
Then I opened them again. "Jennie and Melanie can vouch for this," I said. "The plain
fact is, it is hard to hide the joy I find in being in contact with you, experiencing your
smile, your humanity, your alertness, your beautiful nature, your sexual charm. I'd love to
touch you, kiss you, embrace you, and this right down to the most intimate level, and
uplift you if I can. You have no idea what an effect your presence has on me, or when I
see you in my thoughts. I will never forget this beautiful night when we were all gathered
around the fireplace and you played that piano solo. I can't remember what you played. I
can only remember that I felt intimately close to you that night. I felt that you being a part
of it tremendously enriched our world. It was a precious feeling. It still is."
Laara didn't answer. A lesser person might have slapped in the face for this brash
outburst and daring. Laara responded more honestly. Her expression became still lighter.
It exploded into a great big smile. Moments later she stood up and asked me where the
tea bags are kept. I could have told her. Instead, I showed her the entire intricate layout of
the plane's kitchen until none of that mattered anymore.

A new union had unfolded that day on the plane that enriched even what had
existed before. With this, another New World opened up that I hadn't realized could be
discovered. It created a renaissance of love in the house where hierarchic borders had
ruled for so long and for such a large extent.

In preparation for dinner the next evening, Laara asked me to give her a hand with
opening a new bag of potatoes. We went down into the basement on a winding cement
stairway. I had heard about the wine cellar, but had not been there before. Next to it was a
large room with rows of shelves stacked with food, a small supermarket as it were. Only
the bright lights were missing that would have made the scene complete. Instead, a dim
bulb over each isle gave just enough light to read the hand written labels. In the vegetable
corner were several large paper bags of potatoes laid on wooden shelves. The bags were
sealed with a seam of heavy stitching. Laara remarked that the bags are hard to open.
Evidently, this was an excuse to provide another opportunity for us to be together by

ourselves. I noticed a pair of scissors nearby, on an upper shelf that she could have used
to open the bag.
"I'm worried about Sergei," she started a conversation just as I had begun to undo
the thread with which the bag had been sown together. I didn't dare touch the scissors.
"Sergei doesn't have the depth to see his chosen task through," she said. "To him,
everything is a technical problem. He will lose big time if the trial is judged on a purely
technical basis. He can only win by lifting the entire trial onto a higher level.
Unfortunately, this is one arena in which he has no skills and no experience. I know some
of the men he met. They are playing dirty games. I am afraid they are setting a trap for
Sergei. They aim to destroy him. What Sergei represents, the New World that he is
speaking off, won't be tolerated by Russia's enemies and the enemies of mankind. These
people come from the same background, from the same oligarchy and financiers, than
those that assassinated your President Kennedy and many others. Targeted assassination
has many forms. Sergei may have become a target. We must help him. We must help him
to become a human being in the highest sense of the world. Otherwise he will loose at the
trial and we will all be in danger."
There was a great sense of concern in her voice and sincerity expressed in her face.
Both made her more beautiful in the dim light where the lesser types of beauty fade.
"If Sergei doesn't win his case, I'm afraid he will be devastated. He will lose the
party's respect, which counts more than you know, and as a consequence he will loose his
commission. I am certain that this is their plan. But more than this, he may also lose his
self-respect."
I asked how I could help.
She shrugged her shoulders and just stood there. She asked me if I remembered the
great dams on the Volga River that she had pointed out during our flight from Odessa on
the day of our arrival.
I nodded. How could I forget the lakes that formed behind the dams, some of which
were hundreds of kilometers long?
"That's how I see Sergei," she said. "There is nothing moving in him that is
vibrantly alive, that reflects the spirit of the human Soul. He has great political power,
yes, but it's artificial. He is a political technician, and the very best of them. But on that
platform, they control the game. He can only win on a higher spiritual level why they are
all totally bankrupt. That is their weak flank. He must fight them not on their home
ground, but asymmetrically, on a higher ground where they will incriminate themselves.
They have no skills in that arena. There is nothing moving behind their facade.
Unfortunately, Sergei had become like them. He has ceased to be the kind of intellectual
power that once made him a vital force for Russia. They destroyed him in Moscow. For
many years, his entire existence appears to have been dammed up as it were, behind a
myth centered on status and rank."

"A myth?" I repeated, and continued to work on the potato bag. I knew that the
string could be unraveled by first uniting the knot that locked the end of the chain of
stitches. But the knot was tight. It was tempting to reach for the scissors.
While I worked on the knot, Laara told me about an article she had read. She said
that in the very early times on this planet the first homosapians might have left the
northern forests for the vast grasslands of Africa. There, they may have been forced to readapt themselves from a tree dwelling existence to a life on the plains. Out of this need,
perhaps, the two-legged stride developed which proved highly advantageous for their
survival. Not only could they see farther by walking erect, but could also wield sticks in
their now free hands for use as weapons or as tools. Of course, the new posture exacted a
price. Walking erectile reshaped the pelvis into a configuration that decreased the
diameter of a woman's birth canal. As a consequence, the smaller babies survived the
birth process more easily than the larger ones. This may have started a trend of premature
births. That also meant that the earlier born babies needed more care; often a great deal
more than the mothers, themselves, could provide. The result was, that the infants who
had the support of both sexes in a cooperative effort, survived far more readily. Laara
said that this theory was put forward to explain the urge in human nature for extended
pair bonding. However, as civilizations developed, this once necessary tendency became
ritualized, magnified, and enshrined into social models out of which developed political
models. She commented that such formalization tends to block further development. She
said that this trend is most tragic when it comes to aspects that are essential for survival.
She said, that while the complexities of life have enormously increased over the
centuries, humanity's social development has remained frozen at essentially the Stone
Age level. She pointed out that this lack of development has created an impasse that is
now threatening our survival.
"Just look at Sergei," she said, "his world is one of sexual isolation, a world of male
to male power plays. The unity between human beings hasn't developed, as it should
have. Instead of advancing the unfolding of unity, the social scene is ruled by a
formalized platform for isolation. Just look at Sergei, he has isolated himself from half
the human race, supposedly to honor me. Ironically, this so-called honor, which is
isolating people, is driving the human species towards war and self-extinction. Speaking
as a woman, I must say that it doesn't feel at all good to be so honored, to be isolated by
it."
I simply nodded. I explained that I had seen the evidence myself and had struggled
with the same isolation.
"The irony is," said Laara, "that women have never been regarded as equal
members of the human race. We have always been isolated. Sure, most men tread me
courteously, in a ritualistic sense, but they shun me as a woman who is no longer
'available,' who is someone's property as it were, and they call this respect. I feel like I'm
someone's property, all right, and the rules concerning property mustn't be violated. There
is no honesty in this kind of social setup, Pete, or life, or vitality. People are like a
dammed up river that isn't flowing anymore."

She looked as though she was about to cry when she finished speaking, like
someone who had carried a great burden for a long time, who finally was able to let it all
come out.
It was plain that Laara couldn't have talked to Sergei about this. The mote between
them had become too wide. Sergei was a technician's technician; he understood
everything to the nth degree that could be understood through technical cross-referencing.
His political power rested on that. But life isn't a technical question. Even the economic
aspects that put food on the table, are not technical aspects. None of it would exist
without the great cultural foundation that was built on honor, the pursuit of beauty, and
the discovery of underlying principles, the discovery of truth, the experiencing of love.

The bag of potatoes was easily opened once the knot was undone. Laara selected a
dozen and put them in a wicker basket. I took the basket from her to carry the load. She
kissed me for it. "Would you like to visit me tonight?" she asked with a gentle grin. "We
can talk some more if you like. Just come upstairs anytime you want. Wake me if I'm
asleep."
I promised that I would, but when we came up from the cellar, I wondered if I had
been dreaming. My head felt dizzy. I had been transposed into a fantasyland. I needed
space, room to think! I went and joined Igor who had gone to the wood-shack to chop
firewood. Between the two of us we produced a whole week's worth of firewood, each
for his own reason.

Laara was a lovely person to be with, generous, intelligent, but also a lonely
woman. Even back at the boat, when we first met, I had felt this kind of warm feeling for
her and had sensed her isolation. The way she presented herself demanded respect, but
she always hid herself at the same time. Later that night, during the discussions, her
gestures and contributions added to this feeling of respect. There also unfolded to an even
greater measure, a deep welling appreciation for her as a beautifully feminine woman.
Nevertheless, I felt like a traitor that night when I entered her room in response to her
daring invitation. I respected her honesty. No doubt it took great courage to be honest
with herself to such an extent as was reflected in her invitation.
I had kept the lights on in my study that was on the same floor as her room. I had
told Jennie about the invitation, but not Melanie. Jennie felt rather excited about the
breakthrough and promised to keep Melanie company. I, though, felt ashamed about not
telling Melanie. I felt more scared and apprehensive than exuberant. The mythological
boundary that kept our hearts apart was still too strongly dominant to be dealt with in the
available time frame. Secrecy was the only available option. No matter how I despised
this option, there existed no other option, and closing the door on Laara was not an
option.

The saying that "failure is not an option" had been established during the American
Apollo space program, and in those days the consequences of failure were minor on the
global scale, which was not the case anymore in the context of the games that were being
played.
The chandeliers had all been turned off by the time I went upstairs to my 'study.' In
the dark the giant chandeliers filled the open space over the entrance hall with a ghostly
sculpture of dark crystals and wires. A dim night lamp on each floor gave a bit of light
that reminded me of the dark in the cellar. It was totally still in the house. Whatever noise
might have been audible, was muffled into a dead silence by the thick carpets on the third
floor. The carpets were as old and as well kept as this grand old mansion was, which, no
doubt, has been the scene of many events: tragedies, celebrations, and daring escapades
of love like the one I was engaged in.
Laara's suite was adjacent to Sergei's computer room that also served as my study.
The door was normally kept locked from the inside. It was not locked that night. The
heavy oak door that linked the two rooms was left slightly ajar. I could see a faint light in
her room. "Paul!" she called, when I opened to oak door a little further.
She sat up, expecting me to enter. A reading lamp at her bedside was the only
source of light. She wasn't reading, though. As I entered, she smiled for a greeting and
invited me to join her with a gesture.
She was wonderful to touch in so many ways. She was soft, warm, gently
responding, and her hair like silk. She was also easily touched in thought with profound
ideas, especially with ideas focused on how we could help Sergei with his own struggles
with the things he couldn't see. We embraced each other.
"You don't know what it feels like to be treated as a human being," she interrupted
the silence. "I am a woman. Is it too much to ask to be appreciated for that? Sergei takes
me for granted. I play the role of a wife for him. That's an exalted servant by definition.
In return for this favor he expects me to keep my distance from every man who comes
into the house. This house has become a world of denials and tensions just as the world at
large. Is it any wonder that people build nuclear bombs?"
I put my finger over her lips and hushed her. "Do you want us to be here out of
compassion for each other, or out of love?"
She shook her head; "Compassion doesn't satisfy! Love does," she added, softly;
"but what is love? Can you answer this question?"
I nodded, then shrugged my shoulder.
She smiled in return and stroked my hair.
"Love is not something that can be defined by itself," I broke the silence a while
later. "Love must be seen in context with truth and justice. The three are all interlinked.
Not one of them can stand by itself. Love is the outcome of truth. It is bearing justice to

it. On this basis I have no choice but to love you, Laara!" I said. "One cannot alter truth
by choice. It is what it is. And its imperative is that one responds justly. Then, what
happens if one combines justice and truth. The end result of this has to be love, a love
that becomes a commitment to enrich one another's existence. By truth one is compelled
to enrich what one is cherishing. None of these aspects are by choice, Laara, they just
happen when one becomes more alert to the demands of reality. What we call love
reflects a fundamental principle that makes its own demands, that one cannot mock with
human will, without tragic consequence. To truly love requires a sensitivity to everything
that is good and beautiful. Love can't be just shallow, formal, or personal affection, but
must embrace every aspect of beauty and truth that surrounds us, including the sexual
dimension. Without this sensitivity there exists no love, really. Without it one is
essentially dead like a dammed up river, to use your own metaphor."
Here Laara began to smile. "You certainly aren't like a dammed up river, are you? I
felt something moving, something wonderfully alive, the moment you entered our home.
I felt the same in your ideas about the universal innocence and beauty of humanity. That's
how love manifests itself. What else could it be?"
I put my arms around her and kissed her; "Oh, I love you," I whispered, "we're one
of a kind."
"Actually, this is an incomplete statement by your own definition of loving," she
replied and smiled at me with a great big grin. "It would have been a complete statement
if you had just said, 'Oh, I love.' When you say, I love you, you make love exceptional,
confined, and therefore limited, which, I am sure, isn't what you meant. Technically
speaking, what you said can't be done anyway. If you are isolating me, by saying that you
love me, even if you include me into the same sphere with Melanie and Jennie, and
perhaps someone else as the case may be, what transpires in this sphere wouldn't be love,
not really. You have a lot of emotional stuff to contend with in this sphere. Although this
sphere is much larger than any I know, it is still surrounded by walls. You must be
careful that you are not engaged in a process of drawing more and more people into the
sphere. Love is only valid when it radiates universally, when it exists without building
walls. I already get the kind sort of love that builds walls, from Sergei, a-plenty."
She paused for a moment and looked at me ponderously. "The love that I am
looking for can't be anything less than an honest, unavoidable response to the
extraordinary beauty of things around us, such as the birds, the trees, the world, to human
beings. This kind of love doesn't isolate. I have been isolated far too long. Did you ever
realize, that if one is isolated in any way, one cannot be in touch with oneself? If you're
isolated, you cannot be truly alone. This seems like a paradox, but it isn't, because, if you
are not truly alone you cannot be at one with the universe that surrounds you. You cannot
love! To be alone, means to own oneself. From that position I can embrace the whole
world. That is how I want to embrace Sergei. We would have a richer life if he stopped
playing this ownership role. If one is not truly alone, one is not truly oneself, and so one
cannot be truly alive. I have not felt the connection between these aspects for a long time.
You invited me to break my self-isolation and stand alone. You made me feel rich for
what I am. So, please don't say ever again I love you, as people do; though very few

people even say that. To say I love you, sounds to me like 'I want to have you.' That
isolates me. Just say, 'I love.' Nothing less will do."
I felt tears in my eyes when she said these things. Something majestic and beautiful
was happening here. Did I have to come all the way to Russia to learn the meaning of
love? It seemed so.
Indeed, it was so.

I also realized something else that night, long after our brief meeting had been
concluded, while I pondered in my study what had taken place. I realized that she said
that Sergei was in great danger of becoming trapped into a political quagmire that he
lacked the skills to avoid. He lacked the background in universal love to lift himself
above that quagmire. I realized that night that Laara might have been reaching out for
help, a chance to test her first faint footsteps on the slopes of universal love for which no
textbooks exist to offer guidance. Or perhaps it was also an invitation to me, to climb
with her those slopes as pioneers, to become guides for Sergei to bring him with us upon
his return.
I remained in the study till two in the morning, pondering. Unfortunately, no
solutions came to mind.

An entire day went by without a solution. I went for a long walk in the snowstorm
that had come up. Often, walking in the fresh air had brought new ideas to the surface. It
didn't help this time. I probed the issue with Igor and Jennie on a theoretical platform, but
the resulting conversation became quickly peppered with meaningless platitudes. I tried
to reach beyond what we had achieved over months of struggles and moments of heart
wrenching trials. We had achieved wonders, but not enough to meet the new demands.
Disappointed with myself for the lack of a solution to Sergei's unfolding problem, I
sat down in one of the two easy chairs by the window of my study and watched the snow
drifting by on the outside, which was whipped into great clouds. I skipped the walk that
morning. The new snow had already covered parts of the garden where it had gathered
into large drifts. As I watched the snow, Laara came to mind. "Ask Laara," I said to
myself, "there is no one else left who can help now. No one is closer to Sergei than she is.
Igor and Jennie are too remote from this situation to help."
My problem was that if Laara was right, Sergei was in danger of becoming trapped
into a judicial nightmare that might destroy his career, and the only solution that I could
see was that he would stand above the entire issue and treat it from a higher level. Laara
understood this to some degree. All that I was certain of was that he had to operate from
beyond the level of guilt and hatred. He had to step beyond the confrontational level, on
which the problem was defined, which was their ground on which their games were
centered. He needed to step up to the level of universal love. Except, this he seemed

determined not to accept. Igor had said so; Laara herself had indicated as much; and his
own reaction in Moscow almost proved that their assessment was correct.
Since Laara wasn't downstairs I knocked at the door to the inner sanctum of the
house. "I need your help," I called.
Her answer came thinly through the heavy oak door, almost inaudibly. "Come in,"
she repeated.
Perplexed, I found the room empty.
"I'm in here," she said. "I'm in the bathroom."
"I would like your help in figuring out how we can uplift Sergei into the sphere of
universal that seems to go against the very grain of his thinking," I replied. I pulled the
chair up to the bathroom door and made myself conformable. "I am wondering if you can
help me to help him get there. This must happen before the trial begins. I fear that his
career depends on our success in that. So we must help him. Except I don't know how. It
took us more than a dozen years to gradually uplift ourselves while we were forced to do
this by the circumstances. Sergei doesn't have that much time, and we have to provide the
circumstances. But how? We're now half way through the week and haven't come up with
a single idea that might to work. Have you?"
"Come in," said Laara.
"Me? Come in? Now? Are you sure?" That was all I could answer. The very
thought burnt like a flame in me, that behind this dark wooden door was someone soft,
warm, inviting, someone I adored. I longed to hold her, hug her, just for a second.
"It's all right Paul, come in, the door is open," she said in reply.
The reply came like a shock again. This was too easy! Slowly I pushed the sliding
door aside. Oh boy! There she stood, towel in hand, her bath water still in the tub.
"I had this crazy urge, just for a moment. You can't imagine what went through my
head." I spoke as softly as I could, scared that someone might hear me.
She turned and smiled. "Well, what are you waiting for?"
I could think of nothing during the next moments except that my longing had been
fulfilled. It felt great embracing her just as she was! I needed to hug her this way, and to
be hugged by her, especially after my disappointment at not getting anywhere with
finding a solution for Sergei. I needed to feel her, be touched by her love. "Why do I love
you like I do?" I asked her. "You're so absolutely beautiful to me." I embraced her again."
She stood back afterwards. "Me, beautiful!" she grinned. "I'm not!"

"Yes, you are!" I argued back, "I wouldn't be here if you weren't. I wouldn't have
dared to come in here to see you."
She shook her head. "You're only responding to the nature of your being. It's an
undeniable fact that there is an inequality between men and women in sexual needs. You
didn't know that, did you? You may call it God's dirty trick on humanity. I've heard that
in some cases men may require sexual release three times a day, while most women can
exist happily for several weeks without the least sexual release whatsoever. Of course this
inequality isn't always as extreme as the researchers believe, but it exists and is profound
enough to be a strong factor in society. It's one of the factors that has evolved out of eons
of natural selection. Any biologist will tell you that cross-fertilization enriches a species.
The tribes, in which cross-fertilization was practiced the most, became the strongest.
Those were the most resourceful, and thus the most successful in terms of survival, while
the other tribes died out."
I raised my hands to cut her off. I told her that I knew all this, that it was
elementary. But was it important?
"Oh you knew this?" she said, smiling. "Well, the simple fact is," and she began to
grin at this point, "that you are presently responding to this urge that has been nurtured
through the ages, that made human survival the number one success story ever recorded.
The question now becomes this; does this turn a man into a rotten person, like you are
now seeing yourself in patronizing another man's woman?"
I shook my head. I knew where she stood on this issue.
"Of course it doesn't make you a rotten person," she answered. "I would call this
answer honest, and intelligent."
I was flabbergasted, not by what she said, but at the depth of her sensitivity. In fact,
I was amazed that she had researched this subject at all, and to such an extent. She
certainly was full off surprises.
"You talk about beauty!" she laughed. "There isn't a woman on earth that isn't
thought of as being beautiful by some man. People respond to what is in their heart.
Naturally, there are differences in people's responses to each other. One would be a fool
to deny that, but in the larger context, no one can go against the grain of this design and
live in isolation, especially not in respect to sex, whether society decrees the isolation or
not. There is a need and the need must be met. For this reason, prostitution exists, and
pornography. For this reason, half the married men over forty-five have affairs outside of
their marriages in some form. If there wasn't such a need these things would never
happen, but they have happened throughout all of history in every society or culture that
ever existed on the face of the earth."
I gazed at her with my mouth wide open.
"You talk about universal love," she continued, "but you say to me in the same
breath; let's bypass this aspect, and avoid that part. You say this when you find yourself

challenged to be true to the principle that covers the whole ground. That's why you
hesitated at the door before coming in. Am I right?"
"Well, should one not respond to what has been cultivated into ones Soul out of
respect?" I said quietly. "Or should the imbalance of urgencies between the sexes be
ignored? Some people exploit this for profit. Some respond out of compassion. Some
don't respond at all. Others cry shame and protest, feeling that they are being taken
advantage of. They feel offended by any honest response."
"Oh, do you feel offended, by me not being offended?" asked Laara. "Would you
feel offended in my stead?"
I shook my head.
"There you have it!" she said and smiled. She laid the towel aside and stepped back
into the bathtub. "I just got out to let you in, and welcome you as you would love to be
welcomed."
"You are most wonderfully kind to me," I replied with a big grin.
"You are most perfectly welcome my love," she replied. "Isn't that how a human
being should greet another human being?"
"That's wonderful, but all too rare," I replied, "and marvelous when it happens."
"Isn't it marvelous that the human species has evolved in a manner that it finds
great satisfaction in appreciating one to another?" Laara asked a while later after she had
immersed herself into her bubble bath. "It's all there, built into our Soul, yours and mine.
Why should we be ashamed of one another, and ourselves and be offended by what lies
deep within us? That goes for you and for me. You don't have to invent anything to
happen that you most deeply want and most urgently need. The foundation for universal
love is rooted in each one of us. You can trust it to be there. It is in our Soul, and Sergei
is no different than you and I. The only difference that I can see lies in our individual
determination to reject the principle of universal love. And even while people reject that
principle, they go to any length, even dangers, to experience the appreciation of it,
including the very element they reject. They are often even ridiculed for seeking this out
what they cannot avoid, and are scoffed at when their innermost honesty to themselves
puts them outside of the social norm. The bottom line is, and that is hard to believe, that
people can't easily escape their attraction to one another. It's more difficult, really, to
reject the principle of universal love, which would be self-rejection, than it is to move
with it. That is why most people move with it regardless of the cost, because the
alternative involves a still greater cost."
"But it is also all too often not done," I said.
"She shook her head. "People try to escape from themselves. Really Paul, at what
cost? Sergei is an example. Some people even believe that they have succeeded in
shutting the voice of universal love out. But I have my doubts about their success. A

person can never get away from what's is imbedded within. And why should they try?
There is no evil in responding to one's innermost nature. In fact, is, that universal love has
been a vital factor in our evolution. The concept of evil is a totally invalid term when it
comes to evolution. Evolution is the end product of successes and failures. The concept
of evil does not fit into this sphere. If the human race fails to function in its design
environment, it will simply find itself unfit to survive in it, and die out. That has already
begun, hasn't it? So, there isn't anything evil in this, is there? There is a lot of stupidity
involved, obviously, but no evil. On the other had, when the human species comes to
terms with its situation and itself, and adjusts its lifestyles accordingly, it succeeds and
the species lives on and develops its civilization with all the resources it has at its
disposal. Universal love is one of these resources, similar to the human intellect that
opens our world to scientific discoveries and technological development. The two are
closely related and must be developed together, but there is nothing extraordinary about
this process when it finally happens, except that it gives us the tools to determine our own
evolution. Just because universal love, including the sexual expression of it, hasn't been
allowed to stand for thousands of years, or only partially so, doesn't mean that it doesn't
exist. It doesn't diminish the fact that we have the capacity to change this and utilize our
resources to the fullest. In today's world we need to do this. We need to utilize all the
resources that we have, and develop them to the fullest extent possible. I wouldn't call
this an extraordinary thing to do. I would say it is merely intelligent, Paul, to do this, and
to go with open eyes through the world, and not to deny what one has in one's very Soul."

Our meeting didn't last long that day, barely half an hour, but it set the stage for
hope. She had taken the principle of universal love out the heavens of the incredible and
planted it firmly on the earth as something profoundly natural that I felt that I could move
with, and gladly did.

The kind of love that we were building on from that day forward had been no
different really than that which had already made us all richer. But I could move with it
more freely now. This freedom touched Melanie, Jennie, Igor, and Laara, even Peter, in
countless different ways according to our different worlds. It had altogether made our
days brighter, and our nights more intimate. What Jennie and I had pioneered on the boat,
Laara had recognized instantly, and had now accepted and taken further. That unfolding
and expanding love now seemed to encircle all.

When Sergei called from Moscow at the end of the week with the request to be
brought home, everyone came along to provide a grand reception for him, on that 'larger
scale' that our unfolding love had inspired. I felt closer to him, because of that. We all
did. I felt a more enriched appreciation for him as a human being. Gone was this artificial
respect that his position had before inspired. By the same token it also broke the isolation
that Laara found herself in.

Somehow, Sergei realized to some degree what had taken place, but he didn't say a
word about it. Not to me, he did. Still, I observed him on the balcony from the window of
my study, saying a few things to Igor about those "traitors" that he had brought into the
house.
Actually, he had more than a few words to say, and so did Igor. Igor responded by
asking his father by what power he thought his son was still alive and standing before
him. Igor didn't bother to wait for an answer. He told him that it was out of the depth of
that same kind of love which now encircled everyone in the house, that someone had
dared to save his life in a mortally dangerous situation, risking his own life for him. He
said that this kind of love had embraced him at his most desperate moment in his life. He
had stared death in the face. Igor spoke about the bullet that nearly hit him before the
elevator doors closed. He gave his father the bullet that would likely not have missed,
otherwise. He had kept it in his wallet.
"Don't you recognize the principle that is involved here?" he scolded his father who
continued to be angry. "When you draw a small circle around yourself," he said to Sergei,
"your love gets limited by it and doesn't touch the world. But Paul and Jennie's circle was
not small by any standard, it was large, even infinite, so much so that their love touched
everyone there, even against the threat of death, even for a Russian whose people had
brought death to millions of his own people. That is love. That goes beyond emotion. It
has something to do with truth. If the world had any sense of that, there would have never
been an atomic bomb invented."

Chapter 11: The Trial of Boris Mikheyev.
"Tell me, how else do you plan to defend Boris Mikheyev, except you do it by
uplifting the trial onto a level of truth, and love, an justice," Igor asked his father
moments later. "You do plan to defend him? Or will the trial be just a big show, the kind
that you can walk away from afterwards? Do you plan to defend him by analyzing his
deeds as an act of insanity? Or do you plan to defend him by exposing the powers behind
the scene who had used this innocent man for their purposes, who had organized and
staged the entire tragedy from its concept to completion? Are you prepared to name the
names? Are you prepared to put the finger on London and say to the world: They did this,
they financed it, they selected the target, they arranged the timing? Are you going to say
that it was they who tricked one of Russia's bravest patriots to serve their purpose? That
would be the truth. They used a human being, destroyed the world by his hands, and
ruined his life in the process. Are you going to condemn that man further and let the real
culprit walk away? Or are you going to defend him by standing up for the truth, no matter
how hard this may be, end envelop your country in love by defending one of his smallest
citizens who should have never been put at harms way to such treachery? That is what
love is. You are a man, aren't you? Or are you afraid to name the names that stand behind
the destruction that was unleashed, even if they may be honorable names? Yes, I agree, it
would be damn easy to put the finger onto Boris. Everybody in the world wants that
done. They want to see him hang to clear their own conscience for having failed to built a
world in which nuclear bombs have no place. But you mustn't. Instead, put the finger
onto London. That would be the truth. Don't let them walk, because if you do, sooner or
later they will walk over you. Love, on the other hand unfolds from the truth. That's a
hard one to learn, but that will heal humanity. I know that isn't your perception of love. I
know this for a fact, because the circle that you draw around yourself is too small. I do
greatly fear for you, therefore, because you don't really care what happens to humanity. I
fear for you, because that will also be your undoing."
I was shocked to hear Igor speak to his father that way. I remembered however
that this kind of talk had healed my self-isolation from him on the boat.
I couldn't hear Sergei's answers. He spoke too softly. I could only see him shake
his head.
"I guess you will walk away then, from humanity's needs," Igor continued, "in
order to save your precious career. I can guarantee you, if this happens, a greater crisis
will follow than the one we now lament. The puck has to stop. It has to stop here! We
have all the resources to assure that. This is what Paul has been aiming to inspire in you,
in his loving way. He has been trying to uplift you into a world of truth and love. He is
expecting a lot, I know, because nothing less will be enough."

"Boris Mikheyev will have free government counsel," Sergei replied during
breakfast the next morning.

Igor threw his arms up. "What good will that do? With this you aid the cover-up.
With this you will put the blame on Russia, instead of exposing the real traitors, you rat.
And let me add this, if you don't defend Boris you will be the traitor in this house, against
all of us."
Sergei looked away and covered his face.
"You must defend Boris to defend Russia, and by defending Russia you are
defending humanity," said Igor, putting a hand on his father's shoulder. "Nothing less will
do. Let us help you. You cannot do this alone."
Igor sat down after this and said nothing more for a long time.

I overheard Igor speak to Sergei in his office later this morning. The door to my
room wasn't fully closed.
"Can't you see that Paul merely filled a void that had existed in this house for
decades," Igor said gently. "He filled a void that no one had bothered to address. The
circle of his affection was wide enough to feel this void on the first day we set foot in this
house together, and he was able deal with it in a manner that enriched our world with a
new sense of honesty. You have no cause to be upset. You are upset because your
affections never reached that far. I also know that you, too, are capable of that love,
because you are a human being. You have demonstrated this in so many, many ways.
You are just afraid to admit it, as I had been when we were all stuck together on the boat
for six weeks. I even blamed Paul for my being afraid to love, can you imagine that?
Now you are called upon to demonstrate this capacity as you have never been able
before, because if you don't, you will never survive at the trial. You have bees set up.
You have been framed. I don't know how you got into this mess, but you are in it, and we
can help you with this if you let us."
Sergei became quiet after that. At the end, it appeared that he accused Igor of being
cruel.
"No, I am your friend," Igor responded to him. "I am trying to break the yoke that
will strangle you if nobody cares to take it from you. I am trying to open your eyes to a
platform that allows you to live again as I was told you once lived. You must expand the
circle of your affection to embrace the whole of humanity. That is what you were once
known for. Don't be so pitifully selfish to take the easy way out by putting the blame for
what happened onto Boris. Defend Russia; expose the real traitors with the truth! If you
don't, your unspoken lies will kill you. Likewise, don't ever take the easy way out in your
relationship to Laara, by putting a cage around her as you have done. Open your heart to
relish the riches that she has to offer. Extend the circle of your love so wide that she feels
welcome in it. If you don't do either of these things, what incentive do you have for
protecting our world from the next nuclear war or something worse? What's there to
protect, but an empty shell?"

Having said this, Igor simply walked out.

Laara told me that Sergei cried bitterly this evening. She told him that everyone of
us, especially her and I, had spend practically the whole week wracking our brains to
develop a higher level platform based on the principle of universal love that he could
accept and utilize. She said that she told him that he needed this platform in order to
uplift the trial to some level of truth, so that he wouldn't be beaten into the ground.
She came to me and threw her hands up, declaring that all our efforts might have
been in vain. She asked for our help. "But what more can we do?" she said. "What more
can anyone do?"

In the end, it was she, herself, who found the answer. She realized that the only
answer Sergei would accept was one that he formulated for himself. Towards that, she
alone could help. This she did in her usual, gentle and generously grand style. She
requested Sergei that he would take her to several more of these cultural evenings, as the
one in Moscow that had been aborted. To back up her demands she purchased six tickets
for a performance of Schiller's Don Carlos, performed in Novosibirsk. She purchased six
more tickets for Shakespeare's Hamlet, performed in English in Kiev. And for the
greatest surprise, she purchased six tickets for a rare modern performance of the ancient
trilogy, "Prometheus Bound" that had been written in the early part of the Greek Classical
period.
Laara understood her task perfectly. She had to lift Sergei out of his political
quagmire into a human world where truth and love are of greater importance than the
games of manipulation, which defy them.
We all signed up to this task. Igor even created a measurement by which to judge
Sergei's progress. It would be measured by his readiness to accept my love for Laara and
to accept her sovereignty in accepting it.
Luckily, Sergei had a great respect for Friedrich Schiller, the author our first
cultural event. On the way to Novosibirsk I asked Sergei to tell us how Schiller had saved
Russia from a defeat that would have otherwise destroyed the nation. He had made a
remark about that some time earlier.
Sergei smiled, "This happened during the time of Napoleon, when Napoleon
crossed into Russia with over 400,000 men and 300,000 horses. Every patriot in Russia
wanted to fight the invaders. If they had fought, every one of them would have been
killed. Russia had nothing with which to match Napoleon's strength. But Russia had one
advantage. Russia had a man who could see the struggle in the context of the universal
human scale. This man had been a close associate of Friedrich Schiller. Actually, Schiller
was already dead at the time Napoleon invaded Russia, but William von Wolzogen was
very much alive, living in exile in Russia. He had studied with Schiller the human

dimensions of war, the tragedies, the arrogance, the strengths of people and their
vulnerability. Schiller was aware of the little minds of society that met the great
opportunities in history with a pathetic weakness of character, by which the greatest
opportunities became lost and humanity suffered as a consequence."
Sergei explained that Schiller wrote great works of tragedy in which this paradox
becomes plainly laid out in a way that the audience of his plays becomes more widely
involved with the dimensions of our humanity as human beings, and thereby becomes
better men and women. He enlarged the sphere of their concerns so that they could step
beyond their petty little affairs and think about enriching and uplifting the whole of
humanity.
"When Napoleon invaded Russia," said Sergei, "Wolzogen made it Russia's goal to
survive. Nothing else mattered. He also knew that this goal couldn't be achieved by
fighting Napoleon. Wolzogen had only one choice. He took the patriots out of their
narrow concerns and opened their eyes. They wanted to block Napoleon's way. He asked
them instead to draw Napoleon as deeply as possible into the country. He asked them
never to engage Napoleon more than was necessary to irritate him, to make the troops
feel vulnerable. He said that this would suffice to slow the advance. It was Wolzogen's
tactic to create a logistical nightmare for Napoleon, and a strategic vulnerability that
Napoleon in his narrowly confined thinking didn't recognize until it was too late. By the
time Napoleon's army had reached the gates of Moscow, 500,000 of his men lay already
dead along the path of the invitation. Most were picked off along the supply trail. Some
huge battles were fought, which cost both sides dealt, but gained no one any advantage.
The human dimension defeated Napoleon, the collapse of its logistical infrastructure."
"The history books may say that the Russian winter caused Napoleon's defeat," said
Sergei. "This is a lie. Eight-five percent of Napoleon's army was already dead before he
reached the gates of Moscow long before the winter began. Only seventy thousand of
Napoleon's troops were killed by the bitter winter, and this, again, was the legacy of the
dead poet. Wolzogen knew that if Napoleon would be able to utilize Moscow as a shelter
through the winter, he would recover his strength and fight anew in the spring and then
defeat the weakened nation. Thus, Wolzogen did what Schiller's pathetic heroes of
tragedy could never do. He persuaded the Russian elite to completely evacuate the city of
Moscow before Napoleon's arrival, and then, even while it was occupied, gradually burn
the city to the ground from within. Wolzogen knew that Napoleon would have little
choice in the end, but to abandon the city with the first onset of the Russian winter. Out
of 630,000 men that crossed into Russia under Napoleon's command, no more than
twenty to thirty thousand made it back."
Sergei repeated that Napoleon was not defeated by the vastness of the land, nor by
the Russian winter, but by the ennobled character of man that had focused on the welfare
of the nation. He said that this man succeeded even to the point that it became possible
for Russia to allow its finest city to be sacrificed in order to protect its people and the
nation as a whole.
Igor approved his analysis.

"But you already knew the story," said Sergei.
"Sure I did, word for word," Igor grinned, "but I wasn't so sure that you still did.
This story provides an excellent background to the play we are going to see, and the task
we have on hand before us."
Igor talked about the play, how the entire sequence of the play unfolds towards the
one moment where a single act could revive the welfare of a world, but at this crucial
moment the central figure of the play, who finds himself in a position to act, fails to act.
This pathetic character, who thereby betrays all that is good and honorable, is Don
Carlos, the son of the King of Spain. The king is universally despised as a brutal dictator
that has ravished the nations of Europe. The king is also a murderer who eventually
murders Don Carlos' best friend. At this point, exposing the King as a murderer in front
of all the nobles of the realm, Don Carlos takes the sword from the king. He recounts in
front of the elite of the nobility how rotten and unworthy that despicable man is to be
king. In this situation Don Carlos has the support of the nobles. They would dethrone the
king if they were so requested. There has never been a clearer cause for such an act by
which all of Europe would have been freed of the tyrant. Alas, Don Carlos' circle of
concern did not extend this far. He could not grasp the magnitude of the moment and its
imperative for humanity. We find Don Carlos to be contend with merely humiliating the
king. Having done that, with his victory virtually assured, he pulls back and fails in his
duty as a human being. He gives the sword back to the rotten tyrant. 'You are my king
once more,' he says to him, and bows, and surrenders.

Igor told us that this narrow range of concern must not be allowed to rule at the
trial of Boris Mikheyev, nor at home, nor anywhere else. "The trial of Boris must be
transformed into a profound historic occasion." Igor turned to his father. "You must play
the role of Wolzogen at the trial, and not the role of Don Carlos. If you can take the
initiative at the trial to lay bare the makeup of the real traitors and pull Russia out of this
trap and establish the truth, the future of humanity will be radically altered. There will be
light once again."
"But who can do such a thing?" said Sergei, quietly.
"You can," Igor answered. "You have the respect, the prestige, the connections, and
the needed intelligence. This trial will be the most crucial moment in your life where
everything that you have accomplished in your life comes together into a single focus, for
that one single purpose which is to achieve this goal. By this you will be able to say to
yourself that the life you have been given, has made a difference for the advance of
humanity."
Igor turned to the rest of us. "We all have a role to play in this. We must think in
terms of universal history. We must think in terms of changing the world for the better."
He looked at Sergei and smiled. "Paul and Jennie have taught me that," he said to him.
"Me?" I asked. "When?"

"Yes you did, when you rescued me from the crowd in Honolulu," he said.

Hamlet was performed in Kiev the week after. I had a distinct feeling that Sergei
enjoyed our cultural escapades. Perhaps, he did so only in part to relish his new freedom
of movement. Or, perhaps, he did so because he could actually recognize the immediate
importance of these plays for his part in the trial, for Russia, and for humanity as a whole.
If he did, he didn't let on that he did.

Laara spoke about Hamlet on the plane. She called him a noble prince who carries
a great responsibility, but turns out to be a fool out of sheer fright of the unknown.
"Should he, or shouldn't he?" that is the question he faces. "He knows what history
demanded of him," said Laara, "but he doesn't have the strength of character to demand
this of himself."
Melanie recalled that Hamlet's father, the king, had been murdered by his uncle
who took the king's throne and his wife. All this is being revealed to Hamlet. Hamlet's
task is to establish justice in the realm, but the outcome is uncertain. Who can move
against the king, against a king who has the power to retaliate? By Hamlet's inaction in
fighting for truth and justice, and love for his nation, the murderer remains untouched, by
whose continued treachery everyone, including Hamlet, dies in the end.
Laara pointed out that every person alive needs to contemplate what happens in this
play, especially us, because this is the essence of the challenge that we face at the trial.
"We are Hamlet. We understand the truth. We also know that in telling the truth we have
the power to strike out against the mightiest empire on the face of the planet. One man,
standing against an empire makes Hamlet's task appear safe by comparison. But we must
ask ourselves; can we afford not to tell the truth? Hamlet thinks he can, but he is fatally
mistaken."
Here Jennie spoke up at this point. She rarely ever gets involved in these
discussions. "This shouldn't be our criteria for acting," she said. "This scope of thinking is
still too narrow, too closely confined." She pointed out that the whole Hamlet tragedy is
centered on the invasion of Denmark by the Norwegian army. While the approaching
forces are recognized at the beginning of the play, the threat to the nation is pushed into
the background by the narrowly focused concerns that may seem immensely important to
Hamlet, but are absolutely trivial in the larger context.
"It strikes me that the tragedy of Hamlet is really his inability to place himself into
the larger context," said Jennie at the end. "In this context his choice would be
imperative, and clear."
Sergei didn't care to comment on that. He may have realized for the first time since
this trial was announced that he had been thrust into a position where he is demanded to
make precisely this choice, and like Hamlet, it frightened him, as far as we could tell.

Prometheus Bound was performed in a small theater, four days after Hamlet and
four days before the trial. The intelligence gathering for exposing the truth, for which
Sergei had engaged trusted help in high places in Moscow, had been fruitful. The work
was almost complete. One of his agents had told him that they had been successful,
because it is infinitely easier to find the evidence if one understands the truth. Sergei had
registered himself as one of the counselors for the defense. He had sworn, as he signed up
for the task, to seek out the truth. He said he had become a member of a team of five. He
also said that he was the only one on the defense team who wasn't there to just defend
Boris, but to defend Russia and humanity. He understood that it was literally up to him,
and that there was no other way to defend Boris than to play Hamlet's role they way it
should have been played, the way Wolzogen would have played it.
On this trip to our last theater engagement, I felt it was my turn to explore the
dimension of the tragedy that would be performed for us in the theater. I knew precisely
what needed to be done in order that a greater tragedy would be avoided on the larger
stage of the world than we already had faced.
"Prometheus is a god who has defied the club rules of the gods of Olympus," I said
to everyone. "He is the god of universal love who has given mankind the power of reason
and the power to create fire. For this infraction which defied the rules of the Aristocracy
of Mt. Olympus, Prometheus is bound by the Olympian mob and is subjected to eternal
torture. Being a god, he cannot be killed, but he can be tortured. But even while he is
tortured by the mob of the Olympian god, he tells them that he already foresees their end
and the reason for it. Obviously, the Olympians want to know what he knows, and so, in
order to gain this knowledge from him, they offer him his freedom in exchange. Ah, but
he refuses the Olympians. He stands his ground and elects to be tortured rather that to
give us his secret. He knows, of course, that the real tragic figure in this interplay is not
himself. His opponents are the tragic figure. He foresees their demise. He knows that he
can endure the pain that they can inflict, as agonizing as it is. He also knows that by
enduring the pain his opponents have played out all of their cards and have played them
in vain. They have thereby proven themselves to be powerless. If this is the worst
punishment they could impose, and do no more, they have no real power at all and no
status as gods. That impotence becomes their demise.
My analysis was that we had the task of Prometheus to fulfill, to disprove the
power of kings and empires by making it clear for all times to come that they truly have
no power. They only have the power that humanity allows them to have, and this can be
denied. "It is our task," I said, "to prove and proclaim loud and clear throughout the world
that kings, dictators, or empires, have no power in themselves. It must become
understood throughout the world that they have power only to the degree that humanity
bestows this power on them, which can be withdrawn. Thus, power should be denied to
them as Prometheus denied power to the gods of Olympus." I pointed out that this had
indeed already happened to some degree, and the modern day gods of Olympus were
quite aware of the fact. I suggested that they knew that the platform of their power, the
world financial system of their own creation that had looted the world, was is reality no

more than a bubble of hot air that was about to pop. I pointed out that their nuclear blast
was a desperate attempt by them to create a diversion designed for restaging the world
into their favor. It pointed out that this desperate act was their last and final claim of
potency. But that dark plan has failed. "They have destroyed the world. There is nothing
left that they can take away. This pitiful failure has proved their powerlessness. Their
only hope is that the truth remains a secret. The global exposure of their inner emptiness
must become their undoing that they cannot survive. In a sense, they are as powerless as
Napoleon had been," I said. "Wolzogen knew this. This was also the secret of
Prometheus. He knew this, too. And we now too, know this 'secret' today. All that
remains, is for us to act on this knowledge."
Sergei approved my analysis. He reached his hand out to me and to Laara, and said,
"I hope you two can forgive an old fool. We have work to do from now on. Let's go
forward together." He turned to all and said, "we must go to this trial together. I invite
you to join me. We must act as a team within a team. Together, we can change the
world."

The trial of Boris Mikheyev began on a Monday, right in the center of Moscow.
When we arrived at the airport, we were taken by shuttle bus to one of the large
international hotels that housed the participants. Most of the hotels happened to be within
walking distance of the private convention center where the trial was to be held. The
hotel was drab, cheap, and a beehive of activity. Everything revolved around the trial.
The trial was on everyone's mind. It was talked about in the lobby, in the bar, and in the
restaurant. "Are you coming for the trial, comrade Arenski?" the front desk clerk asked as
he processed Sergei's room reservation. Sergei simply nodded.
After we were settled in our rooms, Sergei explained the procedures that would
govern the mechanics of the trial.
"An international tribunal will preside," he said. "There will be an American judge,
a Russian judge, and a judge from India who has been personally chosen by the secretary
of the UN."
Sergei further promised that there would be a full TV coverage provided, broadcast
live, internationally. We were also promised that there would be a large representation
present from the international press. The entire first ten rows in the auditorium was
reserved for the press, and the rest of the seats divided between public officials and the
companions of the participants in the trial, people like us.
Sergei's time-slot for presenting evidence for the defense was scheduled to begin
after the lunch recess on the fifth day. His was to be the third presenter of arguments and
supporting evidence for the defense, before the judges. He said it took a great deal of
prodding by friends in high places, for him to be permitted to make a presentation at all.
In fact, it was without precedent that a non-judicial person was allowed to take part in a
judicial procedure of this scope. Friends told him that the permission for him to present

evidence was granted most reluctantly. He said that these so-called friends lied to him to
the last minute, since it was their intent to drag him into this trap that they set for him, to
humiliate and destroy him.
"Luckily, they have no idea what a giant of a man Sergei is about to become," I
said to everyone. "Sergei's participation will became an intervention that totally alters
their game and defeat it."

Before the trial, the papers referred to the event simply, as "the trial." It was to be
the trial of the century! In legal terms, it was the case of Humanity versus Boris
Mikheyev. The terms of reference had been broadened to take into account the
international scope of the case. Only the mentality that was expected to prevail at the trial
had not been updated with the change in the world. From all that one could read in the
papers, Boris was to meet the 'gladiators' in a fight to the death, his death. This was to be
a modern version of ancient Rome, a replay of the old Roman imperial mentality. The
only difference was that in this modern arena the outcome of the fight was more
obviously fixed then in the olden days when the arbitration by the pointing of thumbs
decided a captive's fate only at the end. The modern 'gladiators' wore shiny black robes
and gray wigs and had the verdict already in their pocket. One could read in the smirk on
their faces, or in their arrogant manners.
Some wore military uniforms. Only a few wore civilian clothes. One of them, a fat
fellow who slouched in his chair, cradling his belly, his feet stretched out, was the most
notable of them all, and he for gawking at the girls at the recorders' table.
Like in Roman times, the modern gladiators were treated as heroes. Their pictures
were paraded on the front pages of the international press. Little did they know that they
were engaged in a fight to the death, as in the olden days, which included their own
death. As Sergei now saw it, the 'gladiators' could not possibly be allowed to win this
trial, even though the outcome was so obviously rigged.
Every one of the players had published his platform on civil rights and duties. The
press published all the essays. Jennie was quick to note that there were no women on the
panel of the presiding judges of the international tribunal. Laara also pointed out that
there wasn't a single woman among the supporting conscripts of layers, scholars, and
experts. Supposedly, they were all chosen from among the most dedicated in their fields.
Laara doubted this
Officially, the trial was to be a showcase of justice. Melanie joked about this, since
the selection of the participants, as we found it, caused one to doubt the sincerity of the
entire setup.
The proceedings were scheduled to last for a minimum of three weeks. This too,
was a farce. It was obvious that no real justice was intended to be rendered. The
atmosphere was that of a circus. The mere fact that the trial was to become a showcase
for the world, should have made anyone suspicious of its real nature. The trial wasn't held

in search of justice, in search of the truth. It appeared that those words had been banned.
They weren't found in any of the opening statements, not one of them, except in the
statement presented by Sergei Arenski.

It was a bitter cold and windy day, when the actual trial began. Icy winds swept
over the snow-covered streets of Moscow's central district. The traffic was light, perhaps
because of the cold. It was so light that it was almost nonexistent. The natives, obviously,
had grown wise through experience and had kept their cars home on this blustery day.
The chill cut right through the heavy black coat I was wearing. Drifting snow blew into
our faces. The cold hurt my ears, and my head. No wonder that no one else was walking
that morning. Snowdrifts had formed on the sidewalks. We had to wade through several
them on the way from our hotel to the convention center. The smaller drifts we could
walk around.
The hotel clerk had told us that it was only a short walk from the hotel to the old
granite structure where the trial was staged. Sergei could have requisitioned a car or a
bus. Many officials came in busses. He chose not to. He didn't want to be stuck waiting
for it, and be late as someone might have arranged.
The guards surrounding the trial compound did greatly appreciate our venturesome
spirit. They treated us with more respect than they did the dignitaries who came in long
black limousines. I guess we stood on their ground, the ground of the common people.
Between the entrance and the road was a row of flags set up, blowing wildly in the
wind. The proverbial red carpet had also been laid out, which was already partly covered
over with snow. The stairs, too, leading up to the front doors were visible only in a few
places. We had to clear our own path through the loose stuff and then venture up the icy
steps at the center of the stairway that should have been de-iced. I realized that this
pattern of neglect of the human dimension might dominate the whole of the trial.
My face was numb when we finally reached the front door. The facade of the
building appeared as cold as the weather was. But it was different inside. The building
was comfortably heated. The reception was courteous. Still, since admission was by
invitation only, our papers had to be checked at the gate, and re-checked further inside,
and then once more at the door to the hall were several armed guards were stationed.
Inside the hall, other well-dressed and armed officers examined our papers one last time,
who then directed us to our seats.
The atmosphere in the hall, in contrast to all this security overkill, was warm and
inviting. The trial stage wasn't set up like a traditional court room in which the judge
resides elevated above everyone else, and the decor is overbearing in a way that gives one
a glum feeling. The hall in which this trial was held was actually a dance hall. The walls
were gaily decorated, in bright soft colors. There were several huge windows at the back
of it. The entire setup projected a comfortable atmosphere, well lit for a worldwide TV

audience. The warm atmosphere, however, wasn't reflected in the trial itself, as we soon
found out.
Boris Mikheyev sat with a group of lawyers to the right of the speakers' podium
that was set up in front of a huge flag. Boris' head was bowed. He didn't converse with
the layers; neither was his wife with him.
"His wife is in hospital," I overheard a woman in front of us telling her companion
in a broad Russian dialect, loudly spoken; "...I read it just this morning, it's been in all the
papers, she's recovering from a suicide attempt!"
Jennie closed her eyes at this point, as if to blot out the vision this statement
brought to mind.
The judges of the tribunal had their podium arranged to the left of the flag. It was
put onto a slightly raised platform that also contained the witness stand. The wall behind
them was bare, except for a large sculptured replica of the emblem of the old Soviet
Union that someone had donated as a historical treasure.
The seating had been arranged in the same manner. The tribunal and the witness
stand were symbolically separated. The historic emblem that seemed out of place in this
context dominated the resulting gap.

To the left of the raised platform stood a second huge flag, a relic of more recent
times, the star spangled banner of the Unites States of America. The two flags
overshadowed everything, which, too, might have been symbolic, considering how the
trial was set up.
The proceeding began exactly on time. The organization was as clean as the room
was sparkling. Attention was given to the finest detail. Boris had been transferred to a
prisoner's box. He sat in a posh chair behind a small table on which there was a jug of ice
water and a glass of cut crystal, identical to those the judges and the layers had been
provided with.

The trial began with a speech by one of the judges, outlining the case of the people
against Boris. Great care was exercised to convey the impression that justice was the
goal, not revenge, although the penalty, if the accused were to be found guilty, was preannounced to be death by firing squad.
After the judge's speech, the stage was set for the lengthy ordeal to begin. The first
part of the show, and this was scheduled to go on for days, was devoted to the
prosecution of the case. There were three state attorneys present, representing the people
of Russia, the people of the United States, and the people of humanity as a whole
represented by an attorney of the UN. Their manners were impeccably polite, as much as

this was possible with a mind focused on guilt and punishment. They treated the prisoner
with respect and used a language that was carefully staged to give the impression that the
proceedings were fair, while the underlying reality was one of mental rape. Throughout
the prosecution phase, Boris was called time and again to the witness stand to answer
incriminating questions, the answers to which, from pretrial proceedings, had already
been printed in newspapers all over the world. This continuing intimidation, obviously
didn't serve the cause of justice, but was required for theatrical purposes when the script
called for a whipping boy in order to prepare public consciousness for the long
anticipated death penalty as a fair and just rendering of the case.
I would have been outraged at the procedure had I not remembered the conclusions
we had reached when we first discussed the issue at the ranch. We concluded that the trial
would have to facilitate some sort of 'rape' on the dignity of the human being. We had
realized that unless the total innocence of Boris, reflecting the essence of human nature,
was being accepted at the trial, the consequent acceptance of guilt inevitably drives that
scene into the mire of revenge. This was happening exactly was we had recognized that it
would, starting right at the first day.

The proceeding was staged in a manner that gave one the feeling of being involved
in a science fiction plot, conducted by alien beings. What was said wasn't real, in terms of
truth, and in terms of honesty. There were actors on a stage performing a script. The
precision with which this managed drama unfolded was so totally predictable that it
became almost boring. We saw acted out in real life what we had discussed weeks before
as a theoretical possibility.
Each prosecutor repeated the pattern in his own way, while the defending attorneys
carried the theme forward to the next logical step, instead of countering it, and to the next
step thereafter. There was no real defense offered at all. The breakout from this quagmire
into something resembling reality, that we had hoped might happen at some point, didn't
happen. Everything followed the script, and the script hadn't been designed to cater to the
needs of justice, but to soothe the emotional needs of the affected countries, and of course
to hide the truth. The judges and lawyers seemed like hired actors who had learned to
play their prescribed role with unyielding finesse.

After several more days of this process it became Sergei's turn to present arguments
in support of the defense. His time came after lunch. I almost despaired when I thought
about the momentous task he had to undertake. His task was to untangle all the expertly
woven webs that had become anchored in the sentiments of the whole world and had
been reinforced day after day of legal presentations of argument. All these proceedings
had cemented into place an image of guilt. When Sergei walked towards the platform, my
impression was that he couldn't possibly pull it off. Who can turn such a thing around,
and so late in the proceedings. For one, his appearance was hopelessly out of line when
compared to the decorated dignitaries who had been at the center of the show-trial until

then. Sergei wore merely a business suit. He flashed no medals, no stripes, and no
ribbons. Also, he had chosen the unpleasant task of denying the world the revenge it saw
already within its grasp. Of course, nobody knew this when he begun to present his angle
on the defense.

"We are here to seek out the truth," he said to the judges. "We do this by
considering the evidence we have available. On this basis judgment must be rendered.
We have accusations, slanders, insinuations, but what facts do we have? We know that a
missile was launched from Freedom Base One, but contrary to the assertion of his
accusers, Boris Mikheyev did not launch this missile. The launch occurred as the result of
an alertness exercise which had been ordered by a high level authority within the
country's defense hierarchy. Boris is guilty of interfering with the exercise in such a
manner that a launch would occur. This is all he is guilty of, which I am going to proof."
Sergei produced the architectural drawings for the new sports center that Boris had
been requested to help build. Sergei pointed out to the court that the location for the
center had been selected in such a manner that it would be directly above the power cable
that supplies the launch control center. "Boris Mikheyev didn't select this location," said
Sergei. "It was selected for him. Nor was Boris eager to volunteer to work on the project,
he was practically ordered to volunteer. The puzzling question is, why, and by whom?"
In order to answer this question, he brought Boris' friend to the stand who had told
him about Zalygin, the man who had told him about the bureau's desire to launch a mock
attack that wouldn't harm anyone, that would bring peace to the world. Sergei then called
Zalygin, himself, and his superior officer, Cherniakov. Both denied what Alexei had told
Boris about them. Sergei just smiled.
At this point however, Sergei's world was beginning to fall apart. As soon as
Zalygin finished testifying he accused Sergei to be the real traitor in the plot to destroy
America.
"Is it not true that you, yourself, are the original architect of the missile security
system?" he asked Sergei from the witness stand. "You accuse us of giving out
information that was under your control. Is it not true that this tragedy would not have
happened had your system not been implemented? We tried to persuade you not to do it,
but you rammed it through. We told you that it would be safer to have the system
volatile, as it would deter saboteurs. But you wouldn't listen. Didn't you in fact want this
thing to happen? You told everybody that we had a safety system in place that would
make our missiles harmless until they would be targeted in flight, and then as soon as
everybody knew that, you turned the system off. It was probably you who told Boris
Mikheyev what to do, and when to do it. Only you would have known when the safety
system was turned off, because you turned it off yourself. That's the only scenario that
makes sense. I just can't understand who you might have been working for."

Sergei just smiled and shook his head. "You are miles off the mark my friend," he
replied. "First of all, I didn't want to have the safety feature made optional. I fought
against this insanity. I have witnesses to this effect. Nor did I have any control over. They
made it quite clear that only the strategic committee had the capability to turn the safety
feature on and off. And they also made it clear that I wouldn't be informed of any change
in the status. Sure, I had access to the status files, but that meant nothing since the status
could be changed at a moments notice. They were also adamant about secrecy. They told
me that nobody but you people in Moscow would be told that the safety feature could be
turned off. They even came to my office in person to tell me about all of that. They
warned me that I shouldn't lobby to have the turn-off option removed."
"And who are they?" said Zalygin with a sly grin on his face, emphasizing "they."
The Russian judge motioned Sergei to answer.
"The chief of the engineering team headed the delegation that requested the
meeting. I think his name is Iziaslav Ivanovich. They were a delegation from the
Novosibirsk team. They came two weeks before the catastrophe happened," said Sergei.
"There were two women on the team, one called Galina and one Olga Grigorevna, and a
man by the name Vasilevich. I think Tverdislav was his first name."
Zalygin immediately conferred with the Russian judge, who called an armed
officer. The officer received a piece of paper and left. Moments later Zalygin left also.
"Your honor, I have not concluded my work with this witness," Sergei protested.
"For now you have. I declare a fifteen-minute recess," said the Judge.
At the end of the recess the judge stood up and declared that the court had been lied
to by Sergei. Sergei was immediately taken into custody.
The judge declared in a solemn voice with a document in hand that the so-called
meeting that Sergei had cited for his defense had never happened, that it was a complete
fabrication. He said it couldn't possibly have happened because the so-called team leader
Iziaslav Ivanovich had died in a car crash two years prior to the supposed meeting, and
Olga Grigorevna had died one year after that. He said that Tverdislav Vasilevich is
reported to have died in the same car crash and that no records existed in Novosibirsk of
a woman by the name of Galina, nor a record that a delegation had been sent to Sergei's
office."
"Lies!" shouted Peter. "The delegation did come, and the meeting did happen. I
personally picked the delegation up at the railway station and drove it back. That's an
hour's drive each way. That all happened." He identified himself as Sergei's secretary.
The judge just laughed and had Peter arrested too. "How much did he pay you to
lie?" he said. "Why would an entire delegation travel by train if Mr. Arenski's estate has
an airstrip near his house? But no, all these people took the train." The judge laughed
again. "I think we know who is the prime conspirator in this case, by his lies," said the

judge and ordered that Sergei be placed with the defendant's box together with Boris.
"Whatever penalty we derive at should apply to both men," he concluded his remark.
I was about to protest about this miscarriage of justice when someone else
intervened and beat me to it.
A frail man came forward from the back row. "It is a curious thing that is
happening here," he said when he came to the middle of the room while Sergei was still
being placed in the defendant's box. You say that Tverdislav Vasilevich died in a car
crash two years ago, but I assure you, he is very much alive. I am he. I am Tverdislav
Vasilevich. I can also assure you that Iziaslav Ivanovich, our team leader, was very much
alive that day when we met Sergei Arenski at his base of operations, which by they way,
is not an 'estate' as you say, but is the property of the people of Russia. The meeting that
you say you have no record of, did indeed happen exactly as Mr. Arenski had told, and I
can prove it." He reached into his pocket. "Here is the ticket stub of the railway ticket,"
he said. "The reason why we took the train is simple. It costs less." He presented the
ticket stub for evidence.
"How many lies are we going to listen to?" said the judge. "A railway ticket does
not proof that what has been said by Mr. Arenski is true. Anyone can buy a railway
ticket."
The man picked the ticket up and smiled and said that it is conclusive evidence. "It
has the date on it and the destination," he said, "and it has a serial number." At this point
he reached into his briefcase and brought a photograph out. "This photograph shows
Iziaslav Ivanovich, and Galina Nikolayevich, who you say doesn't exist, and shows
together with Mr. Sergei Arenski in discussion in the garden at the back of his house. If
you look closely at the photograph, you will see this ticket stub in front of the empty
place on the table with the serial number clearly readable since the number is printed
quite large."
Moments later he brought another photograph out that showed Iziaslav Ivanovich
standing beside a flip chart with Sergei sitting in front to the right. "If you look closely,"
he said, "you will see our names listed on the flip chart, and you will see the objective for
the meeting listed. You will see that the objective was to inform Mr. Arenski that the
safety feature has been made optional." Having said this, he produced a miniature tape
cartridge, which he said contains a complete audio recording of the entire meeting. He
placed the items on the table. "The reason why I am still alive and not just another one of
your statistics is probably due to the fact that I had been doing some photography up
north and no one could find me to do me in. Someone, and I don't know who, sent me a
ticket for this trial. That is why I am here. It is a good habit to keep records of major
events, isn't it? In times like this it pays to keep records, as no one can be trusted
anymore."
He stepped back and faced the other two judges from then on. "It is curious," he
said, "that the state wishes to deny its own doing. The meeting did take place, and what
was said confirms that Mr. Arenski told no lies. You can listen to the tape yourself. The

curious thing is that the state lied. They lied about everything, even me being still alive. I
just can't figure out why they would do that."
"I can tell you that," said Sergei.
"You are out of order," said the Russian judge.
"I want to her him," said the American judge.
"I had expected these lies," said Sergei. "I was prepared to shatter them with
telephone records, but you just wouldn't allow me to present these records since they are
obviously too incriminating."
Sergei handcuffs were removed. He was released and given his briefcase back from
which he submitted the telephone records to be marked as evidence. The telephone
records linked both Zalygin and Cherniakov with a British architectural firm that had set
up a branch office in Moscow. The drawings for the sports complex were produced by
one of the firm's subcontractors, under its guidance. On the British side, the firm had
links to very high places. The trail went so high that the judicial authorities disallowed
the Telephone Company to reveal the names of those involved.
Other phone records also linked Zalygin and Cherniakov to a British/American
defense electronics company that had established several branches in Russia. Ironically,
this firm had been put in charge of expanding Russia's military communications system,
its missile tracking network, and its telemetry stations. The construction of the sports
complex, itself, was as gift to the state by one of the related companies.
Sergei entered financial records into evidence. The records showed that these
companies had donated $440,000 US for the sports complex, as compared to a mere
$3,000 having been collected from all the other donor sources.
Sergei also showed that he had requested a subpoena for the managers of these
firms to testify. By some strange coincidence every one of these people could no longer
be located. Employees, however, testified under oath to local authorities to the fact that
the firm had been contracted by Zalygin to develop new missile targeting patterns and
oversee the installation of these patterns into the country's defense system.
Sergei further brought financial statements before the court, which show that the
parent company of these firms is 99% owned by an investment firm that works
exclusively for the very highest layers of the British aristocratic society. These statements
showed that large sums were given to the electronics firms at precisely the time that
Zalygin and key officials of the bureau were treated to a free holiday in Las Vegas where
most of them became exceedingly rich on the gambling tables.
Finally, Sergei called Zalygin back to the stand. "Would you please show us your
right hand," he said. Then he asked that the court record be read of Alexei's description of
Zalygin, given at the pretrial hearing. It described a cigarette burn on his hand that was
still partly visible at the location where it was said to be.

At this point in Sergei's presentation the Russian judge had Zalygin arrested. It also
looked like as if he tried to have Sergei arrested too, once again, but that the other two
judges seemed to have blocked that. They argued among each other pointing repeatedly
at Sergei.
"You were in charge of security," the Russian judge shouted at Sergei at last. "It
was your responsibility to know what your departments were up to. You are as guilty as
they are." The Russian judge raised his fist in a solemn gesture. He asked Sergei to step
unto the witness stand and requested the clerk that he be sworn in.
Sergei defended himself calmly. "Where have you been during the last five years?"
he asked the judge. "The finance ministry has contracted out half of the country's defense
responsibilities to private firms. These firms were thereby made answerable to the
finance ministry, not to me. Zalygin and Cherniakov are private contractors who work for
the state for a tenth of the cost that our own defense departments had previously
incurred."
Sergei then addressed the international judges and told them that he had requested a
subpoena to bring the director of the finance ministry to court, but he was told that this
man too, could not be located anymore.
"That's right said a man from the audience." He identified himself as a member of
the Duma. "I had the finance director arrested. Most of the man's income came from the
IMF. The government didn't run the country anymore. Foreign agencies did. They stole
everything we had. They looted our industries and sold them for scrap. They privatized
the government functions. Foreign agencies even selected our ministers for us. The whole
process was underwritten by our corrupt President." The man sat down again. "Russia
was being destroyed by foreign agencies, and still is," he added while sitting down.
Sergei continued to defend himself against the charge of negligence. He thanked
the man for his support. Moment's later Sergei presented a book from his briefcase. He
registered the book as evidence, and then read from it. He read passages written by the
highest official of the most powerful empire on the planet. The official lamented in the
foreword of the book that there were too many human beings in the world, and that it was
his highest wish to become reincarnated as a particularly deadly virus in order to rectify
the overpopulation problem.
Sergei put the book down and commented that the author was the acting head of a
very powerful financial society that literally owns the IMF, the WTO, and to a large
degree even the UN Organization. He called it the British American Oligarchic Society,
the BAOS. He explained that BAOS is really a private world government apparatus. "It
creates the wars that humanity must suffer," said Sergei.
Sergei then presented another book into evidence. The book is called, "The Great
Game." He explained that this book describes to some degree the old British Empire's
commitment, beginning 200 years ago, to break apart Russia by creating constant wars at
its southern flank, from the Balkans right to the border with China. "This commitment is

still alive," said Sergei. "The BAOS carries out this commitment to break up other
empires, meaning thereby the great nation states of the world, such as China, India,
Indonesia, the Congo, Brazil, the USA, Canada, and many more. Here, you find the root
of the tragedy that Boris Mikheyev is accused to have caused for humanity," he said.
The Russian judge became angry with Sergei after this, "why have you not come
forward with this information before, before this tragedy occurred? It could have been
prevented."
"It could have been prevented by you," said Sergei, "not by me. I was ignorant
about all of these things until my son came back from Hawaii after the holocaust had
happened. My son told me earlier that several members of the last chess tournament in
London had boasted that their Empire, the old British Empire that sill existed in the
background as a world-controlling force, would use Russia as a means to destroy
America."
Sergei stepped closer to the judge and looked him in the eye. "They have pulled
this off exactly as they said they would, and without anyone being aware that they did
so," he said. "My son had regarded their boasting as a sick joke until the day it happened.
However, my son had also put that sick joke on record with his report, together with
another 'sick joke.' When he reminded his fellow chess players back in London, that
America is one of the Empire's best allies, they had laughed at him. They had ridiculed
my son. They had called him a naïve dreamer, saying that the Empire has no permanent
allies, only a permanent objective. They said he would soon see the light."
Sergei produced a copy of the report from his briefcase. "The original report is in
your archives," he said to the judge.
He turned to the UN appointed judge. "I was outraged that my son had put such
sick jokes on record when he told me on the phone what he had done. I was ashamed of
my son. That was my reaction at first, one of deep shame. But my son also came upon
other people who were convinced that what he reported was not diatribe of sick jokes but
a sad fact of the modern world. That's when I started to look for evidence."
Sergei paused and raised his hand as it were for a warning. "The fact is," he said
solemnly, "the empire nearly succeeded. Russia doesn’t exist as a nation anymore. They,
whoever they are, own us. They owned us then. We are still owned by them today, lock,
stock, and barrel, with our own government included. They used our finest patriots in
their calculated madness to destroy America. Our country's leaders have never been
perfect in the past. Many had made huge mistakes. Nevertheless, in most cases our
leaders were all patriots at heart. Under the rule of democracy, this seems to have ended.
We live in a democracy where the power of money rules. Democracy has become a tool
for the transfer of power into the hands of the empire of money, without any violence and
without any recourse. Our country has become invaded and defeated without a single shot
being fired. What Napoleon and Hitler failed to do, what the Russian people had rebuffed
with enormous sacrifices throughout Russia's history, has been achieved with the tool of
democracy."

Sergei paused and looked around the courtroom. "The principle of democracy
itself, has been killed in our hearts," he said. "What we allowed it to become has robbed
us of our Soul, just as it has robbed America of its once beautiful Soul. It has also killed
humanity's patriots, the last representatives of the principle of universal love. We have all
been dragged together into this courtroom here to rubber-stamp this very same process,
and to execute what might be the last bastion of patriotism that we still have left, the
bastion of the humanity of the human being. If we execute this man, we execute
ourselves as we have largely already done."
Sergei paused again to let this idea 'ferment' in people's thoughts. "We have already
executed the principle of justice by marrying justice with punishment and revenge," he
continued. "This court should represent a union of justice and affection. Nothing less will
do. Instead, this institution has come to represent a marriage of rage and guilt and
punishment under the noble flag of justice that thereby has been tragically soiled. Under
this soiled flag our humanity is dying, and has been dying for a long time, so that the
tragedy that we now face is nothing more than one of the end-results of this process of
the murdering of our humanity."
Sergei paused again and turned to the audience. "We should stop this process right
here, today," he said. "The tragedy that has resulted from this process cannot be undone,
but the conditions can be undone that would inevitably lead us into other such tragedies.
Let us therefore, for once, be just with ourselves and lay a cornerstone right here in this
courtroom for a New World in which humanity can live with itself in prosperity and
peace."
Sergei turned without pausing now, and raised his arm and pointed at the Russian
judge with his finger. "If you would do today," he said, "what you accuse me not to have
done prior to this holocaust, you would render humanity an immensely great service.
That service would be immeasurable, because the empire that has unleashed one of our
missiles against America still exists. It remains in power to the present day, and continues
to be committed to destroy China, India, Russia, Indonesia, Brazil, and other countries.
That is their commitment according to their own words as they spoke them to my son and
have printed for all to read, in their book, the Great Game. Naturally, nuclear weapons
will continue to play a role in the world for such purposes. No other means exist to carry
out these types of objectives. This danger, that we had a foretaste of, will remain with us
for as long as that empire rules humanity."

More people from the audience got into the act after this.
"Try to save Indonesia," someone shouted.
"Look at the millions of people who were murdered by the mining companies that
captured Zaire for its resources," shouted another.
"Look at the millions who died in Russia of starvation," someone else shouted.

"Look at the millions who died in the Ukraine," added a woman with a quiet little
voice.
"Where were you, our leaders?" shouted a young woman from the back. "Were you
all drunk or asleep, or on vacation at your dachas?"
As the audience exploded more and more into anger, the Russian judge stood up,
ripped his wig off, and then shed his robe as he left the podium. I could notice tears in his
eyes, which he tried to hide with his hands.
The remaining judges stood up and raised their hands to calm the crowd. They
briefly conferred with each other. The American judge sat down. The UN appointed
judge, a newly appointed judge from China, a small woman; remained standing until the
atmosphere was calm again.
She addressed the audience in a compassionate voice. She said that the case against
Boris Mikheyev has been dismissed by the consent of all judges. Boris Mikheyev is a free
man. She even said that this man should be honored as a patriot for his country. "Boris
Mikheyev has acted against his own conscience to be obedient to a demand made by his
leaders, by leaders who convinced him that his courageous act would harm no one and
save the world from a terrible fate. The blame falls on us all," she added, "who allowed
this terribly perverted leadership to develop that cannot be trusted by anyone anymore,
anywhere in the world."
The judge then stepped away from her podium and closer to the audience. "This
day must never be forgotten," she said, speaking as a private person now. "What has
unfolded here today must be remembered for all times and be enshrined in stories, poetry,
and songs. This day must be made into a beginning for a new era. Go home and think
about what has happened here, and tell you neighbors and friends about it. Tell them how
one man in this room had dared to stand up for truth against great perils to himself. He
had been arrested and been slated to be executed on the basis of lies. Apparently he
expected this danger. Still, he dared to start a revolution that may yet save our life from a
fate too terrible to image. And when you tell his story, say too, that this revolution for
acknowledging the truth, that he has started, must continue in the same spirit until the war
is totally won on the side of humanity, and for humanity."
She then stepped back and shook Sergei's hand, and bowed slightly.
With her speech the trial ended.

The article that Pravda issued the next morning, praised Sergei. It stated that his
defense had done more in those three hours to normalize relationships around the world,
than had been accomplished in decades.
I showed the article to Sergei. He read it, but dismissed it as an exaggeration.

"Did you send that ticket for the trial to Tverdislav Vasilevich?" I asked. "Did you
know he would back you up?"
Sergei shook his head. "I had this crazy idea that universal love really is a universal
principle. Consequently, I trusted that there are plenty enough people left in the world
who are in love with their humanity to whom the truth means something; who would
fight for it and not let me stand alone. I was right, wasn't I? That is how we will win the
next challenge too."
"The next challenge?" I asked.
"That wasn't the end," he said and smiled. "We are in great danger now." He spoke
to us quietly, in an almost hushed voice. "The real war has just begun. At the end of the
trial I thought I had won like Prometheus did, but the Chinese judge convinced me that
the empire hadn't even been weakened. Still, Prometheus didn't surrender. He represented
universal love, the greatest power in the universe. Perhaps, whoever wrote this play did
understand something about universal love, and that it ultimately cannot be defeated."
On the way to breakfast, Sergei predicted that he would likely be assassinated
within a year, unless the world, by some miracle takes up the fight to defeat the oligarchic
empire that is strangling it and killing its patriots. "But that attempt too, will fail," he said.
He added moments later while we were waiting for breakfast to be served, that the
real tragic figure in this game that is being played, is humanity. "It is unhealthy for
humanity that so very few people stand up for the truth. It is tragic, really, that I stood
almost alone. Do you realize what it would have meant if I had lost? Nothing would have
changed if I had lost. Do you realize that in this entire huge judicial circus only
Tverdislav Vasilevich and I had represented the truth? Yes, only us two, out of all those
many dignitaries were defending humanity. Humanity has no right to be so stupid to let
this happen," he said angrily. "Too much depends on far too few."

During the week that followed the trial a lot of things began to change at the ranch.
The very next day after we got back from the trial that should have lasted for weeks, but
didn't, Sergei had to go to Odessa where his presence was urgently required to reorganize the Odessa Staging Center. The way he described it, it was a huge center and the
only one in the Ukraine.
As we landed in Odessa I asked him if I could be of any assistance to him, there. I
had a feeling he needed help. He should have had a few days off after the trial that had
taken so much out of him. He looked exhausted.

He said I couldn't help him with what he had to do. He told me that I should take
the plane back and be ready to assist him from his operations base back at the ranch,
which was his computer room and communications center. He had already familiarized
me with the equipment.

It was a Friday, when he wanted to return. I didn't feel happy, though, leaving him
there. On the way back, in the quiet of flying alone, I thought about how much he had
done for me and for our families, and how little I had been able to do in return. Still, I did
cause him some happy moments. I remembered his smile when I was able to oblige him
on our first business flight as now a fully licensed pilot, with the flight instructor merely
tagging along as a passenger to fulfill the formalities in terms of the required
accompanied hours of airtime. To demonstrate his confidence, the instructor had made
himself comfortable in the rearmost seats of the plane, with a book. He wanted to have a
few days off in Moscow, in the big city, as he put it.
For an entire week prior to the trials I had spend ten hours a day at the air-base,
receiving the mandatory flight procedures instructions, and real time familiarization with
Russia's air traffic control rules, not that I didn't know them, and with communication
conventions, airport procedures, navigation systems. Some equipment on our jet was new
to me. The control system was less automated than on the big planes. Nevertheless, there
was a modern autopilot installed that had many of the features that had made flying the
big planes more relaxing on the long hauls. When the day of reckoning came, Sergei took
the initiative and told the instructors that the certification exercise would have to be
combined with our first business flight. He needed to travel. The certification had to be
done along the way.

Sergei was all smiles when the instructor handed me the long overdue official
government certificate in Moscow. The certificate made it now legal for me to fly
Sergei's jet anywhere he wanted to go. It also rendered all of our previous flights illegal.
In real term the certificate was but another piece of decoration for our office wall. I
couldn't help but grin at him when we received it. I showed him the seal. He just nodded
and grinned back. Finally, he extended his hand to congratulate me. I asked him in return
if congratulations were in order on his side, too, regarding the project.
He just grinned and stuck his thumb up. We shook hands. We embraced each other.
Yes, we had come a long way since then.

"My friend, I must be mean to you," he said to me quietly after we got under way
on his return trip from Odessa one Friday night.
"Oh! Why?" I asked. We had just reached cruising altitude and I was about to lay
the course in, into the autopilot.

"I have to send Jennie and Igor to Odessa. I have no choice. I need a management
team there that I can trust. The Ukraine project is too important to me. Nothing must
upset the cooperative atmosphere of the new union between our two countries. I must
have the best people there that I know. I'm aware that you'll miss having them around,
especially Jennie. I know how much she means to you, but this mission is of critical
importance. Sending them there can't be helped."
"No! Don't apologize," I said to him. "They will love being in Odessa."
"And you?"
"Of course I'll miss Jennie, but we don't depend on one another. What we mean to
each other is carried within. What we have, isn't a relationship that depends on the
juxtaposition of external factors. Ours is a relationship that isn't a relationship. It's hard to
explain. It has its own magic."
"Explain it anyway, Paul, try!"
"Well, it is something that defies common sense, something that you can't judge
with standard comparisons. You may look at it as an association in which no one has any
hooks in another that must be constantly cemented into place so that they won't break
loose. And since there are no hooks, it doesn't really matter whether we are near or far
from each other, or whether we have intimate sex three times a day or never again."
"Oh, it's that shallow! I thought what you meant to each other went deeper than
that?"
"Deeper? Love can't go any deeper! Let me tell you about my feelings for her, they
have been so intense on occasions that I had to get physically out of the house to take it
all in. I needed space and the infinitude of the open sky to measure it. The house was too
small. I know, it sounds crazy to talk about your wonderful house, in that manner, as
being too small."
Sergei said nothing in reply.
"You think I am crazy, don't you?" I asked after some moments of silence.
"NO!"
"Or at least irrational."
"No! What is rational anyway? Is humanity rational, how it behaves; has it ever
been rational? A person's behavior can be natural, this I can accept; or scientifically
motivated, that, too, I can accept; but rational? Has it been rational to stockpile nuclear
arms to the point that we can extinguish all life on this planet? I've grown suspicious
about what is deemed rational; the opposite of it is probably the most rational thing to do.
So don't tell me about rationality? The word has no meaning left for me, except...."

"Except what?"
"Well, what I see happening between you seems rational!"
I nodded. Then I asked him what day of the month it was.
"The twenty forth, but why do you want to know?"
Without answering, I took my pocket calendar out of my jacket and marked the
day.
"Now what is this supposed to mean?" he asked.
I leveled the plane, checked the course, then activated the automatic flight control
system and leaned back into my seat. "I marked the calendar, because this is a very
significant day. I marked the day, because I hadn't realized before this how deeply
sensitive you are. You made me take notice of something I had taken for granted. I had
taken Jennie's love for granted without recognizing what it really stood for."
Sergei blushed. "I have eyes, you know!" he said quietly.
"Yes, and so do most people, but can they see? No, they can't!"
Sergei looked puzzled.
"Most people live very isolated lives," I sad, "they don't see beyond themselves,
beyond the boundaries of their mentalities, their sex, their color, all of which isolate them
from the world. They don't see humanity as one, they hide from it under the blanket of
rationality. In reality nobody lives alone. We live with each other. We share the same
humanity. We don't need ties, therefore, that hold together what is already inseparable.
One only needs to look beyond the so-called rational, to what there is, and not to what
one wants to see."
Sergei looked puzzled.
I began to laugh. He must have felt I was rude. I told him about the frogs I had seen
in Lahaina that sat under a lamp and thought they were perfectly hidden. "People are like
that," I said to him, "they think they are perfectly pampering themselves by looking
strictly after their own immediate wants and needs. Little do they realize how cruelly they
are cheating themselves. They can't see that they live in a small world. By not responding
to the universal needs, they let the human scene slip away. In their isolation they see only
themselves, consequently they will invest nothing in the world around them. The world
around them will consequently fall apart and drag them down, too, into the poverty they
themselves have helped create. Jennie and I have been doing the opposite. We have been
building each other up, never withholding what another needs. I can only say, it has been
a tremendously rich experience. Of course, that's what you've bee saying all along,
haven't you, that investment is never an expense that ought to be avoided, but is a thing of
life that flows back to one, a hundred-fold."

"That's what I've been saying, indeed. It's true in every respect. You are right, it
doesn't apply just to money."
"But is this rational?" I grinned.
"No!"
"That is why I have marked the calendar. I've come across another person in the
world who knows the secret."
Sergei nodded, and smiled again. "The world locks people like you up into nut
houses, and throws they key away!" he said, and began to grin, too.
I told him about a painting I had seen in New York. It showed a man and a woman.
The woman is standing erect. She had fastened onto her headband a sparkler, shooting
brilliant sparks into every direction. She is the brightest star of creation. However, her
head is bowed and her face in buried in her hands. The man is not standing, but kneeling
at her feet, his face turned up to her with the most agonizing yearning. He holds her at her
hips, begging her, shaking her. But his yearnings remain unanswered and her needs
unrecognized and unmet. "This is humanity," I said to Sergei. "Humanity is already
locked up, put in irons, locked into the innermost cells of a prison. People aren't sensitive
enough to recognize the grotesque isolation in which they live, isolated from each other's
needs. There is no investment being made, and no wealth being harvested. It's a dead
scene."
Sergei agreed.

"We'll fly Igor and Jennie to Odessa on Sunday morning," said Sergei after a long
silence. "We must move quickly on this. Odessa is running out of space. We've got to get
things moving."
"You mean, flying!" I joked.
He just grinned.
"Sunday is fine," I answered.
"We're also taking Yoshi and his wife with us. They have seats on the biweekly
Moscow to Tokyo run that stops for refueling in Odessa. From there it goes on to Kuwait,
Calcutta, Beijing, and finally Tokyo. Their flight leaves Odessa on Sunday at three PM.
We should plan to have lunch there before they leave."
"At the same restaurant that we went to before?" I asked.
Sergei shook his head. "I found a better place," he said.

+++

Jennie and Igor didn't mind to be put in charge of a five-thousand-room complex,
part of which was still under construction. They loved the challenge that came with the
job. The facility had originally been designed to become the nation's largest resort hotel
complex. Vacation space had been badly needed. The idea had already begun to unfold
that people must be able to refresh their minds by getting away from the daily routine.
They would become more productive in this manner. Now the facility served a still
greater purpose. For a vast flood of Americans who were fortunate enough to escape the
fallout in the East, this staging center was their gateway to a New World. The Staging
Center wasn't the Statute of Liberty, but it promised life. Sergei said the facility was filled
to the brim now, and there were more ships on the way.

For most people, their arrival ion Odessa was destined to become the beginning of
a good life if Sergei's dreams were to come true. Most people would likely end up in the
South European Region or remain in the Ukraine which was once the food belt of Russia
before financial looting and disinvestment had turned the Ukraine into a zone of hunger
and biological disintegration. During the Soviet years the Ukraine had also been a center
for high technology industries, and had once the most highly educated work force in the
world. This is what Sergei was determined to revive. He had convinced the Ukraine
leaders that this could be done in the same manner in which it had been done before, with
the refugees taking an active part in the process. He told them they should count the
refugees as an asset, not a liability. Sergei said he also needed more people in the other
republics, in places like Rostov, Volgograd, and in the large industrial centers farther
north.
It wasn't until Sergei's project got us right into the middle of things, that I realize the
vast scope of his operation. The Staging Center had been put into operation even before
the construction work was fully completed. Sergei gave the responsibility for finishing
the facility to the refugees themselves. The completion of the construction had to be done
in parallel with operating the center. I could certainly appreciate why Jennie's assistance
would be invaluable, together with Igor's. As a team they could interface between the
Russian and Ukrainian operational personnel and the American refugees who were
immediately needed as construction workers, counselors, teachers, clergymen, doctors,
musicians, and other service providers. Theirs’s was probably the most sensitive post
within Sergei's entire organization, because of the vast productive potential of this region.
I could see Igor's role mostly as someone supporting her. For this he had an ideal
background as a Navy officer, a chess player, and being the son of the boss as well.

On the last day before going to Odessa, Igor invited me for a walk. A new blanket
of snow had fallen overnight. He wanted to talk about Jennie. "Will you miss us?
Certainly you'll miss Jennie."
"There we go again," I said to myself and sighed. Igor was quite different in this
regard, than Sergei. He was always blunt and direct. I loved this in him. It made it easy to
be open.
"Don't worry!" I said, "I'll be fine."
He didn't answer right away. "You should come with us to Odessa," he said a while
later. "It bothers me now that your flying job which I had pushed so hard to get for you, is
now moving us apart. We would have made a great team, like we did in the past."
"Hey, we still are a team," I said.
"But you won't have Jennie!"
I put a hand on his shoulder. "We haven't needed each other ever since we came to
the ranch. And if we ever do, so what? Odessa is only three hours away, is it not?
Besides, Sergei will bring me to Odessa more often than either of you might want to see
me. I could have sex with Jennie three times a week if this would be necessary."
Igor smiled; "Well, if that's what you need, the door will be open." Then he shook
his head; "Could you have imagined back in Hawaii, that we would be talking like this
some day?"
I shook my head; "It's been a long haul for all three of us, quite a struggle at times,
but it was worth it, wasn't it? It was an investment in life?"
He grinned, then became serious. "Why?"
"Your father called it that, Igor. Freedom is a tall prize, never a gift. Your father
said this. It must be earned."
"Yes, I suppose my father may be right."
"Actually, I said it first," I said to him and punched him gently.
Igor stopped at this point; "We are rich beyond measure," he said; "all three of us
are. I love Melanie, too, you know." He reached out his hand for a handshake. Our hands
met. "This investment has brought us treasures that no marriage can ever buy," he added
and embraced me.

We went quite a long distance into the forest that day, the day before their leaving,
taking no note of the passing time. Before we realized it, it had become late. We had to

run back, and run hard so as not to miss supper. We were racing each other and reached
the house just in time, though in total exhaustion. We embraced each other before we
entered, a hug between friends, if indeed, the term friendship was still valid.

It was a festive occasion when I landed our jet on the meadow the next morning,
white against white. Everything I felt, or saw, or experienced, added up to a great
celebration. The snow sparkled on the meadow in the early morning sunshine. The air
was crisp, cold, clear. I saw Peter's bus at the end of the runway. Someone was standing
beside it, watching my approach. No doubt it was Sergei. What he witnessed, was a
perfect three-point touch down. I slowed, taxied to the bus, cut the engines, and then
turned them off once I was in position. Our passengers emerged from the bus, one by
one, stepping up to the plane. For a moment I felt as if I was operating a real airliner
again. I was the proudest of all captains. This was a special flight. It was a good feeling to
be at service to those I loved.
The first to enter was Jennie. She wore her coral necklace again. She smiled when
she saw that I noticed it. Was it symbolic? I nodded in agreement. This was the end of an
era. Another one was about to begin. Would this one lead to a still wider scope of vision?
I remembered what I had said to her on the night I had bought the necklace and put it on
her in the shuttle to Honolulu, that every new day would be as beautiful and as grand as
we would make it be. Perhaps she remembered. She grinned when our eyes met, and
kissed me before taking her seat. Igor smiled understandingly and gave me a hug.
Actually, everyone smiled who came aboard. Everyone was delighted with our
aircraft every time they came aboard. Even those were delighted who wouldn't come with
us to Odessa. Melanie came on board with some of the children, for a visit to see us off.
The plane was attractive, comfortable. It looked as good as it was fast. Of course no one
except myself, perhaps, could appreciate the technical details which had a beauty of their
own, appreciable only to someone who had grown up with airplanes and had a special
interest in them.
The plane was designed with comfort, safety, fuel economy, and performance in
mind. It was a dream to fly. There was one aspect that I came to appreciate most of all.
The plane came with just the right amount of electronic wizardry, not too much, it didn't
make a pilot feel obsolete, and not too little. A lot of the wizardry was devoted to reduce
fuel consumption. I'm sure, our three-hour flight to Odessa required no more fuel than a
big jumbo had burned up each morning standing in line at O-Hare airport, waiting to get
onto the runway.

In Odessa, a young woman came to meet us. Sergei introduced her as Nina
Ostropovitch. As far as I could make out, she acted as coordinating secretary and as the
second highest person in command; superseded only by Sergei himself.

"I have a feeling you are a highly efficient person in this operation," I said to her as
we introduced each other while the luggage was being unloaded. I also introduced
everyone else, especially Igor and Jennie who would be working with her.
Before the day was out, I realized that my assessment of her was an understatement.
No detail escaped her attention. Nothing was forgotten or left undone. Her work has done
with a smile, without a complaint, without a lot questions being asked. I said to Sergei
that she was perfect.
Nina blushed, which made her even more attractive. She was a pretty girl with
short hair and a smile that could make one’s heart melt. I had to congratulate Sergei on
his skill in selecting people.
"No, no. I select nothing," he corrected me. "I merely specify the required skills; I
open the door; the people then come and select me!"

Lunch that day had been followed up with a tour of the staging center, arranged
exclusively for my benefit and our Japanese guests'. In parallel to this, Nina and an
engineer from Moscow gave a separate tour to Igor and Jennie. The tour was arranged to
show them around, to introduce them to the staff, to explain the current status of the
building project, to inform them about the major problems and the goals that had to be
met. Obviously, that, too, was well planned. The entire complicated piece of business was
concluded in time for us to meet again at the airport to see Yoshi and Rumico off.
After this, we had dinner together, all five of us. It was like a farewell supper for
Igor and Jennie. We drove them to the docks afterwards, to the Mary Q, where they had
chosen to live. No one had claimed our precious Mary Q since the day we had availed
ourselves of it. Perhaps the owners were no longer alive. Thus it remained ours. I
doubted, though, that it would have been released, anyway.
Nina assured me that the boat was desperately needed, to supplement the city's
scarce living space. She added that the boat was in fact luxury accommodation, as things
stood in general. She said that although the boat was small, it was roomier and much
more beautiful to live in than her own apartment, or any other apartment or place she
would have been able to get for them.
Nina had the boat implemented with electric heating and electric appliances. It was
even fueled up again, for emergencies. A telephone had been installed, a tiny television,
and an old computer terminal that was connected by a phone line to the refugee services
network. I'm sure, nobody could have done more for them, to make them feel welcome
and able to devote their energy immediately to the task of running the Staging Center.

I don't know why I had assumed that Sergei would want to fly home again once all
this was taken care of. I should have known better. I began to realize what was up when

Nina took us to her office that was set up in her apartment, instead of driving us to the
Airport. I found out that she had made room for us there; luckily I had put a night bag on
the plane. As we stopped at her place, I found my bag in the back of her bus, together
with Sergei's bag. God knows how it got there.
She explained to me, as she showed me around, that her apartment doubled as an
office in the daytime and as a hotel for us at night. Hotel space was so scarce during the
refugee crisis that for all practical purposes there was none. "But with you guys staying
here," she said in perfect English, and with a grin, "I managed to get the place reclassified
as a hotel and attached to the Staging center. I wouldn't have been able to keep such a
large place, even though it contains also my office."
"Why would they take her office away?" I asked Sergei.
He smiled. "There are still too many little minds in our bureaucracy who want to
over fulfill their tasks by trying to squeeze everything into a given space, instead of
creating more space. Still, they're doing a good job. We would be in a terrible mess, if
they hadn't. There are not many families in this city who were able to evade their
'patriotic duty' to take in temporary boarders."
I shook my head, and smiled. "Except one person did!"
"You're wrong!" Nina replied. "Sergei! Why don't you tell Paul, why?" Her voice
came thinly out of the kitchen. I could smell coffee being brewed.
I looked at Sergei. He grinned from ear to ear. "We are going to be permanent
guests, at least for two weeks, or until our business is over."
"What?" I asked, surprised. Actually, I didn't mind it at all. I didn't mind being
cramped? And there was an added bonus. Nina was part of the package. Also, living at
'headquarters' had a certain advantage in terms of efficiency.
It seemed ironic that for one of the most visible operations with international scope,
so little room was available. But maybe that was its virtue. Three desks, with stacks of
papers and books piled high upon them, were shoehorned into the living room. This was
our base of operations, the nerve center for an entire area that stretched from Poland to
the Ural Mountains, and from Minsk to the border of Turkey and Iran.
Still, our region wasn't the largest in terms of land, but it included more major
ethnic groups than any other. I couldn't help wondering how Nina could handle this vast
amount of work. Actually, I didn't see any work being performed. Sergei explained that
her office no longer responds to anything other than the few details that aren't taken care
of by automatic procedures. "Her new job is having a holiday," Sergei joked. Of course,
she knew that he was joking. Still, there wasn't a single phone call received that night.
In the mornings, before we left on our daily trips to the hot spots in the territory, an
office girl and a well dressed young man came to work in her office, who would remain

there until we returned, or be replaced by another person. "These are the real workers,"
said Nina with a note of pride in her staff, as she introduced them to us.
No, she couldn't fool us with that. It was plain to see who did most of the work. We
left before dawn, every day, came back late at night, and never encountered a single
instant when the day's activities hadn't been minutely prearranged. Of course, the
problems that required Sergei's personal attention weren't many. All routine business was
handled by the districts, the rest came to her, and what she couldn't handle was passed on
to Sergei, and very few cases of these required an on site visit. Without exception, these
cases involved requests for special funding. Requests for funding, over a certain limit,
required his presence for a first hand investigation. Funding priority was determined
according to a project's ability to support extra people. At instances, when funding was
delayed, or denied, Nina job became a diplomatic one. Mostly these cases required her
personal visit as well.
If funds were approved, the project plans were appended with descriptions of
opportunities for specially trained people. These were passed on to the Staging Center to
be matched with available manpower. The filtering was done according to job-title,
qualification, preference, educational background and a political impact factor. I was told
that some job matches had been made while the people were still in transit on ships, or
put up in intermediate camps in England, France, Germany, Norway, Poland, Hungary, or
wherever else the air lift service had taken them. The job matching process was
interfaced with NATO Operations in Brussels, which also handled transportation of the
selected persons to the various staging centers abroad.
While none of this was specifically Sergei's invention, he found a way to make it
work best for him. Nina noticed right from the beginning that the districts that accepted
the most people, required the least supervision, the least auditing, and got the most
money. Sergei merely expanded on this trend, and by doing so turned the whole
economic picture around into a profit making enterprise that began to upgrade the general
welfare throughout his region. He promised a rule of no supervision and ample funding to
whoever would best utilize the capabilities the refugees had to offer. This allocation
process wasted not a talent. The most viable opportunities were exploited first, for
everyone's immediate profit. This scientifically managed process, based on the principle
of physical economy resulted in a fifteen-percent rate of growth. That kind of economic
success would have been the envy of the world a year earlier, and a thorn in the eye of the
chairman of the US Federal Reserve who hated economic growth like the plaque.
I found it amazing that we could actually see the results of our efforts coming in
right from the beginning. Good things were happening all over the place. The project ran
by its own steam, so it seemed. The machine tool industry was revived. New agricultural
machinery was being built. Transportation systems were repaired and upgraded.
The Staging Center in Odessa soon served the whole Ukraine as a job placement
center and as an educational institution, mostly for language training. The initial objective
was to provide basic language training. There was a great need for more advanced
training. Most teachers came out of the refugee's own ranks, at first, but were soon hired

from out of the population. The center also became a supply organization for which
special clothing was manufactured, which was dispensed to those destined to the high
arctic regions. Also, the center became the world's largest travel bureau. It arranged train
trips, flight schedules, bus rides, including whole itineraries with 'hotels' along the way. If
job matches were found, the center could take people to any plane within the new union
of nations, often far outside the Ukraine and even Russia. The Staging Center also
dispensed loans for small businesses and housing. People were expected to repay their
travel costs. The costs were minimal, but repayment was mandatory. Life was not to be a
gift.
The new policy structure had been Sergei's idea. He was proud of it. It assured that
the refugees would be fairly treated, and fairly paid. There would be no free labor for
anyone to exploit. Many of our trips were exploratory visits. Sergei wanted to see how
his policy worked in practice. As far as I could see, he was pleased, or else he didn't let
on that he wasn't.

Our first schedule of trips took us to various cities of the Ukraine, even onto side
trips into the country. We averaged as many as three stops a day, which was possible only
because of the work Nina had done a forehand. Wherever we touched down, a delegation
was on hand to receive us. A schedule of tasks was handed to Sergei by the head of the
delegation, prepared under Nina's guidelines. It governed meeting, concerns, solutions
that must be worked out, facilities that should be inspected or that Sergei wanted to see.
Rarely were inspections made unannounced.
In a way, Sergei's comment was right, that running the project was like a holiday.
In fact, Nina saw to it that it was that. There wasn't the last minute haste to include this
and that, or changes in plans to alter stops or hold meetings that hadn't been planned
because some districts didn't care to discipline themselves. We never did cater to poor
discipline. In this fashion, most of our business was done efficiently, with enough time
left for a few social niceties before we would be off to our next destination.

"Really, now, where did you find a person like Nina?" I asked Sergei one evening.
He just grinned and shrugged his shoulders.
It was plain to see that I wasn't the only one impressed with her abilities. Sergei had
nothing but praise for her. Actually, her work wasn't the only thing that impressed us. She
was as interesting as a person in private, than she was efficient in her work. She was a lot
of fun to be with. We certainly had ample cause to be proud of her. There wasn't a day
when she wasn't exquisitely dressed. She was one of those rare individuals who looked
great in almost anything.
One day she told us her secret. She had sewn her clothes herself, even her uniform.
She wore it smartly; graced by a small cap that suited her as though it was designed for
an evening at the ballet.

One day I came upon the standard issue of the uniforms that were handed out to
persons of her rank. I could see why she made her own. It wouldn't have blended with her
gentle expression and her blue eyes. She couldn't have worn it. That's just the way she
was, a true individualist.
In the same sense, our association with Nina wasn't the standard worker to worker
association, either. Nor was it the kind of relationship where women are politely treated
as a different species, or gloated over and pursued as a sex object. It wasn't that her
presence didn't stir my heart and soul. Indeed, being with her was a treat, a privilege, an
honor. She was a female's female, and was proud of it. One could feel it. Going out with
her in the evenings was a sexual experience of the deepest intimacy without anyone
touching another. Many times, after the day's duties were done, we would go for a dish of
ice cream, a piece of cake, a dance if we were no too tired, or just to have some
conversation over a glass of wine. If the weather wasn't too cold, we would stroll along
the empty streets of Odessa after our return, like some school kids, arm in arm, with Nina
in the middle, to unwind from the daily tasks. There were times when I needed to unwind
after being with her, when I felt like 'Alice in Wonderland' with the difference that the
wonders of our days were all totally real, which took some getting used to.
Against this background it didn't seem unnatural that we shared a single room
whenever we stayed over in a city. Sharing rooms may have been imposed as a necessity,
but for us, it seemed the logical thing to do in response to what we felt towards each
other.
The thing that had startled me quite early on our tour, when a locality couldn't
provide the promised lodging, was the accommodating spirit of everyone. Sometimes we
camped in the plane, slept on the seats pulled together and kept each other awake out of
agony for being cold and uncomfortable. It wasn't surprising that the subject of sex
surfaced in our minds, and popped up from time to time. I could recognize myself in
Sergei's reactions, who reacted the way I had half a year earlier.
One morning, in a village hotel in the Ukraine, while Nina was in the community
washroom for her morning shower, Sergei commented cautiously on her wonderful
figure, and added with a grin; "Wouldn't you love to be in bed with her?"
I smiled at him; "Would you?"
He smiled back, faintly, and didn't say anything. Obviously, he was too honest to
answer with a denial. I could well imagine what he wanted to say, and how this conflicted
with what he felt he ought to say, being the boss and all. So he couldn't say anything.
"I would love to share a bed with her," I broke the silence. "Why not?" I could
almost see Sergei's mind working, churning over the implications, wondering how I had
resolved the conflict. I grinned at him; "There are a million ways to appreciate a woman
as a woman," I said, "sex could be one, but doesn't have to be, and then again it might.
Besides, where does one draw the line as to what is sex, and what it isn't?"

I cautiously mentioned to Sergei what Laara once told me, how evolution has
favored long time bonding between the sexes as an instrument for increased survival.
This couldn't have grown out of sexual attraction alone. Other factors must have entered
the scene, perhaps many factors with sex being but one. "All these factors are still valid
in our life," I said to him. "Sexual attraction should be viewed in context, neither
magnified out of all proportion, nor denied as invalid."
Sergei shook his head. He raised his hand to cut me off, but I stopped him.
"I can't name what these factors are," I kept on. "I just feel good in the presence of
some woman, and I know you do, too. That's what makes it so wonderful being human. I
don't have to go to bed with anyone to feel like this, and if I do, it rarely adds a great deal.
However, it does take away the myth. It takes down boundaries."
Once again, Sergei didn't respond. There was silence again between us.
"Sure, I'd love to go to bed with Nina," I came back; "it would be fun. No, fun isn't
the right world," I corrected myself.
He looked puzzled.
"The thought of fun is too seductive," I added. "The thought tends to elevate
something that is natural into something extraordinary. It takes away the elegance, by
projecting it as something artificial or extraordinarily unnatural."
Sergei shrugged.
Oh Sergei, I must have turned his neatly pegged world upside down. I knew I had
been at this point once myself, in Lahaina. But it had all been overturned. What I had
experienced in those days wasn't an ecstasy, but a deep satisfaction. Appreciation was the
key. It was an element that had made us both able to go on, to face the world in a great
crisis.
"I pity people who can't grow up," I said to Sergei, "people whom society seduces
into perpetual infancy, parading a myth in front of their eyes while it keeps their hands
tied behind their backs that they can't test the myth for its substance."
Suddenly, it came as a shock to me, that I might be referring to him. I stopped
talking. I smiled at him, and moments later the smile was returned.
"Now, tell me, would you dare asking her?" I challenged him.
He shook his head; "I can't! I simply can't!" He became embarrassed by it all and
shook his head in a more pronounced exaggerated fashion. "But what about you?" he
asked, and started to grin. "Would you really be so daring as you boast. Go on, prove it!
Go on and ask her into bed with you. See, if she'll kill you!"

I grinned back at him, paused for a moment; "Certainly, I will," I said firmly.
"There is nothing daring about what one had recognized as totally natural!"
"Totally natural!" he repeated. He began to laugh. "You have a strange sense of
reality."
"Maybe to you, I have," I replied immediately. "But have I really? Would I risk
what we feel for each other, if I felt I was convinced that sleeping with Nina was
unnatural? Just look where this train of thought leads to. We've built giant cities and live
closer together than ever before, but our cities have become capitals of high-density
isolation, or rape capitals, or lust capitals, or seduction capitals! This, my friend, is
unnatural! I don't think I have to prove any of this! Humanity is proving it for me.
Virtually every opera, every musical, every operetta or love song ever composed, deals
with the subject of isolation and loneliness at its core. Either the plot develops towards
marriage, or is exploring facets of being married, or is searching out the dimensions of
friendship, or togetherness. Even Elvis Presley cashed in on the theme. You may
remember that song of his, from so long ago: Are you lonely tonight?"
Sergei was quiet again. Maybe he was cautious, or he wished he had never
'unleashed' the subject.
"I think you can't respond, because you are married," I broke the silence. "It isn't
that Laara imposes this on you. You can't allow yourself to respond to your feelings, not
because your life is somehow linked to another person, but because it is linked to a myth
and is enveloped by it. Your marriage wouldn't impose this isolation on you if you would
recognize your marriage as but an expression of a larger truth that we are all human
beings, sharing a single humanity. Most people get stuck and isolate themselves, because
they fail to recognize this universal principle that no one has created, that is as natural as
the sunshine. Shouldn't we respond to these kind of higher principles? There is nothing
wrong with a child learning to walk, taking a first step. But there definitely would be
something wrong, if the child wouldn't continue after the first step."
I was interrupted by Nina coming back. Immediately, I popped the question.
What I suggested came as a shock to her. Her smile vanished. Her expression
became a blank stare. "How dare you!" she said in appropriate Russian terms. Then she
began to smile shyly and developed a delicate pink rose complexion.
"Why is everybody so obsessive with this being daring?" I asked.
Sergei just grinned.
"What I have asked is no more difficult to say then asking if you want another cup
of tea. There isn't that much to it. Still, it would be nice; don't you agree?"
The red in her face faded slowly, but the silence remained.
"I ain't think'n of anyth'n heavy," I added in a drawn out American country slang.

She began to laugh now. Maybe the drawl sounded funnier than I realized. It broke
the spell. "OK, boss!" she replied in an upbeat tone of voice and began to grin. She
emphasized the word boss and spoke with a put on, husky sounding voice, like a Texas
cowboy acknowledging his foreman.
We both had to laugh now.
"I knew she'd come around and say yes," I turned to Sergei.
She grinned, still slightly embarrassed; "Sergei, too?" she added.
"Whatever is appropriate!" I replied and shrugged my shoulders.
Sergei shook his head; "Leave the boss out of it!" he said. He sounded totally
serious.
I nodded in silence. I felt sad for him. It was plain that he had turned down the very
thing he would have loved to accept with all his heart. I could see it on his face. It was a
hard thing to turn down, but a harder one yet to accept. I felt compassion for him. I knew
what the consequences would be. And I was right. As expected, his manners were colder
during that day, and a great deal harsher, especially during his business dealings with
other people. I felt I should help him. But how could I? Looking back over the past
months I felt that my satisfaction with living was far less dependent on the mercy of
others than it had once been.

After twenty more cities were visited, the time had come for us to return to the
ranch. One of the last things Nina arranged for us, was to have a Family Services worker
bring Tania's two children to the airport at Kiev where we were scheduled to refuel on the
way home. In recognition of her thoughtfulness, Sergei offered her an extra week of
vacation and invited her to visit the ranch; "A well deserved holiday!" he commented.
I suspected that the reason was slightly different. "Laara will be pleased to meet
her," he said to me as we were getting on the plane. "She always wanted me to bring
more woman into my departments. She will also be pleased to know that the South
European Refugee Project leads every other district in the Soviet Union on sexual
integration. We have achieved a fifty- percent female staffing level in every major area.
We are also maintaining an even balance between American and Soviet personnel."
I congratulated him. I was about to raise the question of whether jobs should be
awarded by qualification, rather than sex. But in view of Nina's outstanding performance,
raising such a question would have been absurd. In any case, he repeated several times
that Laara will be pleased when she finds out that the second highest position within the
project had been awarded to a woman.

I couldn't agree more with him. As I knew Laara, she would most certainly be
pleased seeing Nina, and possibly also for other reasons as well. Sergei had chosen a fine
woman to lead the team. Laara had been interested in seeing female qualities added to the
public scene, to enrich it. Still, she wasn't demanding the supernatural, either. Superbeings are not representative of the masses of humanity. Their extraordinary
achievements tend to cause one to underestimate oneself. Nina wasn't like that. She was
super, but in human terms, as a human being. She made one proud of one's own humanity
and human heritage. It was truly an honor to know her.
"I should have done this years ago," added Sergei at one point.
"Done what?"
"Bring more woman on board. I didn't see it as worthwhile, then. I told myself that
if equality means anything, then sexual mixing shouldn't matter. However, that kind of
thinking causes one to leave one precious element out of the evaluation process. Whoever
coined the phrase, 'she is only a woman,' should be regarded as a traitor of humanity."
"Is this the reason why you can't bring yourself to sleep with Nina, even though
you would love nothing better?" I asked cautiously. "Isn't that the same issue, though in a
different context?"
Sergei nodded. "What you suggest opens up an arena in which I am a beggar. It
wouldn't be fair to her for us to meet on this level. Most people meet each other in the
sexual arena as beggars, expecting another to provide a fulfillment in life that they can't
find in themselves. That's like beggars begging from beggars. One day I will be rich
enough to meet Nina in a way that enables us to share our riches, and enrich one another.
I am not there yet. I have a lot of growing-up to do, Paul, before I am able to meet her in
a meaningful manner that enriches us all. Still, I think I have made a start."
"There already exists total equality in worth between all human beings," I said.
"We are all extraordinary beings of the same humanity. The trick is to let this 'sun' within
us shine brightly in all the rich colors of our individuality. The more we invest in this
process to enrich our individuality, the more we have to share and to enrich our
wonderfully human world with. In that department you are not a beggar, Sergei, but a
giant. You are richer in this department than all the kings that ever trod the earth. It is an
honor to be touched by you, to be embraced by you, even just to know you. Without you
the earth would be a darker place. That is also how I see Nina. I think she respects the
unfolding need for this to be acknowledged."
"Few would," said Sergei.
"Why wouldn't she?" I replied. "She is a woman and proud to be one, and
'preciously' so. Shouldn't that be acknowledged?"
"Sure," he said, "but who would have known this, then? It's easier to see now,
seeing how much more life and enthusiasm is expressed at the refugee project than there
had ever been found within the walls of the strategic planning center. I had lived in a

world in which the term 'humanity' was banned, never to be mentioned, never to be
thought of. How else could we do what we felt we had to do? So you see, I have a lot of
growing-up to do."
I nodded, and grinned; "Gosh, Sergei, don't we all? Don't I know it? Don't ask
where I stood half a year ago?"
"You, too?" he grinned back. Then he paused for a moment while I aligned the
plane to our beacon. "I shouldn't say this," he said, "but I am grateful to you that you fell
in love with Laara. It opened my eyes. I've never been as much in love with her as I am
now; as we both are."
"I'm not in competition with you," I replied. "Love isn't an Olympic game where
only one can win. It is the opposite. It is an arena where one can only win when all win at
the same time. That's a much greater challenge than winning a Gold Medal. That's a
challenge that the Olympians have yet to recognize and accept."
"That's not exactly what I meant, Paul," said Sergei quietly. "But you are right. You
opened my eyes to what it means to love. I think Laara can feel this."
"Gosh Sergei, I had hoped you would say something like this one day. I value our
friendship, Sergei. I value it tremendously. I also value Laara for the wonderful person
that she is. I can't deny this to myself or to her. She exists. She is a beautiful woman that I
am proud to know, and she values this acknowledgment. I still hope to get her to know
more intimately as time goes on."
"That's what is so exciting about our friendship," Sergei grinned. "We are both in
love with the same woman, and we honestly respect each other for this. I thought I would
never be able to say this. This shouldn't be possible, Paul. We really have created a New
World, and a very rich world at that."
"Is this what you had in mind, back then, when you said you need someone on your
team whom you can trust to do the right thing when it becomes unclear what the right
thing is?" I asked.
Sergei just grinned. "Maybe I did without knowing? But, I also think that our being
together with Nina was crucial. It that opened my eyes a great deal more. Some day I will
be able to meet her not as a beggar. Then we will celebrate."

As we came in for our landing Sergei called Nina to the cockpit. I saw Melanie at
the far end of the meadow. At least I thought so; or perhaps I wanted it to be her. She was
standing beside a horse drawn sleigh, waiting for us. She looked beautiful. She wore a
heavy fur coat, a fur cap, and a long scarf that matched the length of her coat that was as
white as the sleigh and the horses. I was fascinated by her right through the landing. She
looked like a snow-princess from one of those romantic Russian fairy tales that I

remembered from childhood. "This is my wife!" I said to Nina as we came to a stop near
the sleigh.
"You're a fortunate man," she said and smiled at me.
I didn't feel right about what I had said, and Nina didn't feel that comfortable with
her reaction either, I could see it on her face. It wasn't right to refer to her as 'my' wife. I
should have invented some new terminology, calling her a kindred soul that I love to
share my life with. I think she understood that we all had a lot of growing-up to do, yet.
While I installed the engine port covers to keep the turbines from freezing in, I
overheard Melanie speaking with Sergei who unloaded the luggage, asking him if he
wouldn't mind taking the sleigh back. "I would like us to walk," she added.
I glanced at Sergei. He grinned. He said he didn't mind. "But, don't forget it will
take you at least an hour to walk to the house from here."
"You're mistaken!" I butted in. "I think, it will take us at least two hours, maybe
more!"
Sergei laughed. He climbed on the sleigh. "Don't forget that in two hours is supper
time!"
I promised that we wouldn't forget. I gave him a hand with the luggage, and helped
the children and Nina onto the sleigh, which earned me a hug from the children, and a
kiss from Nina. To Nina, and the children, I was 'family.' I was a part of Sergei's great
family that included the whole human race.

As soon as everyone was on board, Sergei commanded the horses to go. I waved a
good bye after them, arm in arm with Melanie. At the end of the meadow, Nina and the
children looked back once more and waved again. We waved back, then strolled slowly
on, across the meadow relishing the crisp cold December sunshine. The sun stood low,
casting long shadows. In the fresh powder ahead of us, tiny crystals reflected the sunlight
into flickering sparks, like rays of gold, a mirage of a magic that sprung to life and
disappeared in rapid succession. Not until we got to the forest, did I notice the brooding
silence that unfolded between us. I tried some conversation. There was little response.
Whatever I said, dissipated, as if thoughts, too, could be muffled by the fresh snow. This
silence wasn't Melanie's way.
In time, she started to speak. "Why are you doing this to me?" she said.
I was puzzled for a moment.
She was slow to explain.

"Well, the way you carry on," she said eventually. "The way you chase after every
skirt you see. God only knows what must have gone on the last two weeks! It was the
same with Jennie, wasn't it?"
"Now, now, you better hold it!" I stuttered. "No doubt, you are referring to the kiss
you saw. Why does that trouble you?"
"Come on, Paul, that wasn't merely a kiss! A blind person could sense that it
wasn't. There was something going on."
"Sure there was. At least I would hope so! Nina is a very lovely person that I am
proud to know and be associated with. I would lie, if I said I don't feel close to her. It was
the same with Jennie, very much so, and it still is. I went to bed with both of them, if you
must know, and there were others, too. I feel so fortunate, so blessed. But why do you
feel this concerns you? What has my loving others cost you as a loss? Do I love you less?
This can't be, Melanie. I think the opposite happened. Love is like a bank account that
grows richer the more one draws from it."
There was silence again, a tense silence. I cleared my throat; "What am I stealing
from your existence by responding to life! I never swore to you that I wouldn't live. Love
is life. You can't have one without the other. Neither of the two can exist in isolation."
She raised her hand to stop me. "OK, you are right, I don't want to know what went
on between you and those women."
"Why shouldn't I tell you. I swore an oath once that I would share my life with you,
honor you, support you, cherish you, be open towards you. However, I never gave myself
to you as some property that you own. Slavery has been abolished. A human being is not
property! As a human being I must respond to life as it touches me. If I'm not permitted
this, I might as well be dead. However, I take it, what you are enraged about has nothing
to do with my commitment to you, has it? It is based on some groundless ancient
mythology. What I feel for you, I feel, because there is something about you that makes
me feel wonderfully rich just to know you, and proud to know you. I have not stopped
responding to that and never will. This is what my commitment to you is built on! I
cherish you for what you are. I always have. I always will."
"Still, it wasn't right what you did. I never gave you any cause to do this to me,"
she said.
"Wow! You better explain this one," I said. "If I hadn't told you what went on you
would never have known. Your life would have been the same as it always was, or as it is
now if you don't destroy it for some silly reasons."
With this the brooding silence ended. There was no time from now on to even catch
one's breath.
"All right!" she said. "I agree it made no difference to my life what happened
between you and those woman, but..."

"Now you're going to be wrong again," I said. "What happened between Jennie will
have an impact on your life. It has had an impact already. I don't feel quite as 'dead'
anymore. You may have noticed that. I feel richer, and by this, the life we share has been
richer for you, too. That's unavoidable!"
She raised her hand again to stop me; "I only wanted to know where I stand."
"That is unavoidable, too. Nobody lives in isolation. But this is easier felt than
explained. Hack, it took Jennie and me months to move a few steps ahead and closer to
one another. We dared to take these steps that the whole world had refused to take. If it
had, America might not have been destroyed. Unfortunately, the very concept of
universal love has been banned. You practically said it yourself, it is deemed to be
treason. Yes, Jennie was a great help in taking a few steps in this direction. Let me tell
you, that was scary! Other people were helpful, too. There is no profit in hiding what has
happened. There is only a lot to uncover that stands against it."
We stopped walking. He began smiling at each other as we talked, until we finally
embraced one another, and kissed. "You're quite something!" she added at one point and
shook her head.
"And you are an angel!" I replied immediately, holding her tighter still. "The fact
is; I am as deeply in love with you as I ever was with anyone. I admire you for what you
are, in the same way that I admire others for what they are. And there is a lot to be
admired. Humanity is a wonderful species; don't you think?"
She nodded, smiled, but replied nothing. We walked on. The forest appeared to
reflect this lighter mood. We stopped now and then for a quick kiss. Our steps became
lighter, too. The silence we found in the forest was no longer a tense silence. We could
hear the rhythm of our feet. There was less snow in the forest, except in the nearby
clearing. The trees surrounding the clearing were covered with tufts of white powdery
stuff as though they had donned their most festive garments. The scene mirrored what I
felt.
Walking swiftly, now, we reached the end of the trail much sooner than we had
intended. At the junction, we noticed Peter's bus approaching. I recalled that Sergei
expected some guests from Sverdlovsk. Peter stopped and asked if we wanted a ride. He
introduced us to Sergei's guests who had come for a conference. We accepted his offer. In
this way, we were back in plenty of time for supper.
"Why, did you run?" Sergei joked, when he saw us by the fireplace talking with
Nina.
"Run? No! We came on the wings of angels, on the wings of love!" I grinned.
Sergei grinned too, then nodded.

Dinner that night was one of those formal occasions again, for which the good
silverware was brought out. Only at this rare occasion the 'home crowd' outnumbered the
guests. After the meal, stories were exchanged between Sergei and his visitors, political
stories that meant nothing to Melanie or me. Later, Sergei withdrew with his guests and
with Peter, to the upstairs conference room to conduct their business, while for the rest of
us it became dish-washing time.
In the mornings, we all stayed together for light conversation, sleigh rides before
lunch, and a few drinks afterwards. In the afternoon, it was conference time again. On the
third day, the conference concluded. A formal breakfast was served, a few drinks, too.
Afterwards I got the plane from the air base. All this was followed up by a leisurely flight
to Volgograd. Sergei's visitors were part of a Chinese delegation on a mission to
exchange experiences in handling refugee problems. What was discussed, was however
kept in strictest confidence.

With the visitors gone, the ranch became quiet again. We went for walks with
Nina, spent the evenings in front of the fire with a book, or just listening to the piano.
Laara had been a concert pianist at one time. Nina had studied music in Moscow in her
earlier days. Sergei certainly wasn't wrong when he suggested that the two would enjoy
each other's company. This was an understatement. In this manner the rest of the week
passed quickly. Before I knew it, I was in the duster again flying to the Air-Force base to
pick our jet up. On this "adventure," as Nina called my flights in the duster, going to the
air base, she came with me. She didn't regret it. She enjoyed the special air show that she
became a part of.
"I think Melanie would enjoy accompanying you to Odessa," said Sergei to me
over lunch before our departure. "She might like to visit Igor and Jennie, or do some
shopping with her friend as she had done in the past. Maybe the children would like to go
along, too."
Melanie's face lit up as she overheard this. The children cheered. We left right after
lunch that day. It was the 23rd of December. Sergei smiled as he saw us off at the
meadow. "Have a merry Christmas!" he added with a grin as I closed the cabin door and
secured it from the inside.

So it was that we all spent Christmas together, as we had many times in the past,
except for Frank. We all slept on board the Mary Q, which added a romantic flavor to our
visit. Of course it was near impossibly crowded now on board. The children had to sleep
on the floor. But they didn't mind, they thought it was great. The same could be said
about the rest of us. This visit was great! It was good to see Igor and Jennie again, to be
aboard the Mary Q, to lean against the old railing, and sleep in the old familiar bunk. It
brought back memories of a different world, a world of extremes, of great pain and great

love, of struggles, trial, and tears. I loved seeing the old table again. How many times had
we had supper around it, wondering what the next day would bring?
I recalled that first celebration we have had on board, the sumptuous roast beef
feast on the very fist night after leaving Tofino. Maybe that scruffy old table, around
which we now celebrated Christmas, didn't look special to anyone who hadn't lived in the
boat as we had. To me it stood for long hours filled with hopes, fears, kisses, endless
discussions and occasional victories. It was the same with the sink in the galley? How
many hours had we spent there, talking and smiling at one another, making meals and
washing the dishes when the boat was rolling in heavy seas, or leaning thirty degrees in a
stiff wind? It felt good to be reminded of these difficult times, too. In a sense, the entire
period appeared more like a fairy tale now that seemed so remote from the world we had
come to as if it never had happened.
The Mary Q itself, and Jennie's red coral necklace that hung on the cabin wall near
the forward bunk, where the only links that we had left to testify that this far away world
had been real. They testified that we had been there, that we had come through some hard
times together that eventually became wonderful times.
Too much had changed, and in too short a time. Even our love for one another had
changed, though it remained fresh and came alive in ever-new dimensions. It was
appropriate, therefore, that we should have Christmas dinner on the boat. Perhaps this
was why I didn't feel sad that I hadn't brought any presents. Just being together was
enough. Igor had a surprise for us, however. He and Jennie had organized a Christmas
party at the refugee center, to which we were all invited.
The party, though, was not the joyous celebration that the season ought to inspire.
It should have been a time of singing, dancing, and story telling for the children. It was a
time of silently reflecting on the past. It was a time of bitter, heart-wrenching grief for
some, and at the same time one of great gratitude for having somehow escaped the hell
stirred by the holocaust. For most, this Christmas had become a time filled with tears. I
could see the pain in their faces. I could feel it in their silence. It was hard to experience
this Christmas in which no one would smile, or even speak much except of great
tragedies. A feeling of unutterable tragedy now overshadowed this Christmas season for
most of them. Their grief apparently went deeper than anything I could possibly
understand did. It was as if the general agonizing silence had been enforced by a
shameful knowledge that something had happened which should never have been
allowed to take place, for which they felt they somehow carried the blame.
Attempts were made for a few carols to be sung. Also, time was set aside for telling
Christmas stories to the children. Even Santa was there. But the children's faces, there,
were sad, too. Only a few responded. It was with the same with the adults. It wasn't until
near midnight that slowly a little more enthusiastic singing of the old hymns filled the
hall.

The next day's activities were happier. A circus was staged at the center, with
clowns and magicians, to bring some measure of laughter and excitement back into the
children's faces. Maybe this was the better part of Christmas. There certainly was enough
excitement among our own children on the boat. As soon as the last bite of lunch was
eaten, they were up. They got themselves ready without being asked to. They were eager
to go. They were constantly checking the time; after all, it was a 20-Minute walk to the
center. As we watched them hurry down the jetty, disappearing behind the Coast Guard
station, Igor reminded Melanie that she had wanted to go out for some shopping.
"Oh, yes!" she replied, "will you come with me?"
"Certainly, if you like," said Igor with a smile. "You wouldn't know where to go,
anyway. But let me warn you. There won't be many stores open. It won't be like shopping
on Fifth Avenue in New York."
"That's good," Melanie replied.
"OK! Then let's go!" he grinned and held out his arm.
"Why don't we all go?" added Jennie.
"No, no! There is no need for everyone to go," said Igor, "it is cold outside. Also
somebody must stay home for when the children get back."
Jennie agreed.
I noticed that before Igor and Melanie got on their way, Melanie hugged Jennie.
"We'll be an hour or so," she said.
"You'd better make that three hours if you want to buy anything," said Igor. "It's a
long ride into town, and the few stores that are open may be crowded."
"Then make it four hours," said Melanie as she walked down the jetty with Igor
arm in arm.

"Did you hear what I suggested," asked Jennie after they had gone, "that we go
with them? I would have given away our only chance to be alone together. It was as
though it didn't matter."
"Oh, I've noticed," I replied. "You are right; it wouldn't have mattered. Of course
I'm glad that we stayed."
We hugged each other for a while, unhurried, as in times past. Then Jennie
suggested that we bake a cake for something to do. "Won't they be surprised when they
come back out of the cold!"

"Let's do it," I agreed. I sealed the answer with a kiss, actually two. Those kisses
felt wonderful. Also, this cake baking was becoming quite an adventure. She brought two
aprons out, cleared the table....

We made a pound cake, the kind we had enjoyed in Hawaii. We had the most
wonderful time with it. That is, Jennie did most of the work while I stood aside and
watched her.
"I'm glad you didn't bring any presents," she said at one point.
"I never felt good about bringing presents," I said. "It just doesn't seem the right
thing to do. Presents can be seductive. If I have to give you presents to make you feel
good about me, what do I have won? In fact, I must ask myself; what have I done to you?
I would either try to coerce you, or worse, I would cause you to feel cheap, as though you
could be bought."
"I give presents out of appreciation," she replied and smiled, "as my way of saying
thank you!"
"But if you felt that strong and that deep about someone, giving a present wouldn't
add anything of value, it would at best be a superficial substitute for what in such a case
communicates itself from heart to heart."
Jennie nodded; "That must have been the reason why I didn't want you to buy me
anything on Maui, at least not until the last day had passed and we were in danger of
being torn apart again by the course of events."
"It was an ego trip on my part," I said, quietly. "I would have bought you the world,
then, if I could, to show how much I loved you, as if you didn't know. I would have given
everything. I wanted to be so good to you. God, was I stupid! That present wasn't inspired
by love at all. It was designed to make me feel good. I home it didn't make you feel
cheap, as if these things mattered. It just won't happen anymore. It would tear chunks
away from your soul. Love should imply that there is no need to give gifts. The giving
should be commonplace whenever there is a need. That's what is has become. Hasn't it?
The tribute of love that I bring to you, that says thank you for being a light in this world,
acknowledges a fullness and satisfaction with life that needs no embellishment."
She grinned. "What you just said was the best Christmas present anyone ever gave
me. I see, we understand each other." She said and smiled and embraced me....

Just to be with Jennie, Igor, and Melanie, was the finest Christmas celebration I
could think of, not as a celebration of the love we had for each other, but as a celebration
of love itself. And it was rich in blessings. The warmth of it and the joy of being in love,
stayed with me on the way home. Melanie, too, was touched by it. I saw it reflected in her

smile and in what we said to each other and to the children. I saw it reflected in a growing
tenderness. Those days in Odessa, in spite of the agony at the center and the fact that
Frank's absence was felt deeply, had been one of the finest Christmases we had had
together. Even Sergei was all smiles when he picked us up at the meadow. Had anyone
told him?

As it was, Christmas was by no means over. When I took our jet back to the air
base, another surprise awaited me. The old duster had been radically transformed. One of
the mechanics, an expert in forming plastic, had built a canopy over the cockpit. "For
rainy days," he explained.
I thanked him, but he just waved his hands. "I liked doing it," he insisted. "I like to
be comfortable, myself, when I take the thing up in the cold."
The plane had also been given a new pair of wheels. The airmen had raided the
scrap pile and retrieved two discarded nose wheels off the big fighters. The wheels
almost fit. The machine shop did the rest.
The greatest surprise, however, was that it had been given a new paint job. For a
moment I didn't recognize the old duster. It sat outside, in front of the hangar in which
our jet is usually kept. It looked like a new plane. As I looked at it, everybody came out
and cheered. Half the base came together to watch me take our new duster up for its
'inaugural' flight. It had been painted bright red, and given a name at last. 'Fire in the sky,'
was written on its fuselage in large hand painted Russian letters.
It certainly was a great Christmas present to be allowed to share in the fun they had
had with it! The Sky-Fire, as they called it, had been lately more in their hands than in
ours. It was easy to see, by the way they babied the thing, that they enjoyed flying it as
much as I did. For this, our jet also received the best possible care. The unfolding fun also
meant, that whenever we required the jet, there was never a shortage of volunteers to
deliver it to the meadow in exchange for the Sky-Fire.

This cooperative arrangement created a warm friendship between us, which, in
time, became an invaluable asset to me. But this lay still far in the future. At the moment
I was content that there lingered no personal problems in our lives, except for Boris'
despondency. Sergei had brought him to the ranch. We had the room. He needed the
company of people who cared. Still, he remained as withdrawn from us as he had been on
the day he came back with us from Moscow. He sat by the window for hours at a time,
staring out onto the lake. He rarely spoke. Nothing moved him. No reason touched him.
For Tania, these were difficult times. To Sergei, however, the problem was merely an
indication that more work was needed in his defense. Except, no one knew how to
proceed.

"We should have taken him for a holiday," I said to Sergei. "We might still be able
to reach him in a different environment."
I suggested India or China might be the right place, for their large populations and
throngs of people in the cities. We could take him across the Himalayas. I discovered that
he had long been interested in this part of the world. As much as I knew, he had hoped to
trek up to the famous base camp at the foot of Mount Everest. I told Sergei that we could
stop over in Katmandu, if we ever had to fly to Japan. We might even escort him on the
trail. We might also show him the trail from the air. I could see us already fly over
glaciers, along rivers, past an endless array of gargantuan icy shapes. Tales of expeditions
came to mind, of isolated monasteries hidden in remote valleys.
On leaving Katmandu, we would follow the Ganges River across India or fly south
across the Indian subcontinent. If we flew low enough, Boris might be able to see the
thousands of villages and towns that he had helped keep alive. I suggested to Sergei that
we would visit some of the villages. "Maybe there, in the heart of this vast land where
survival depends on the simplest forms of agriculture, he may glimpse a new image of
humanity, an image that is no longer visible in our automated society." I suggested that if
Boris saw the dignity of these people, who had not the slightest awareness that their
world had almost crumbled because of a glitch in the arms race, he might regain a feeling
of dignity about himself.
"Maybe it will help," said Sergei after a while, "and maybe it won't. In any case,
that's too expensive!" These where his last words on the issue.
"India is only twice the distance to Odessa," I was going to say, and suggest that he
reconsider. But I didn't say it. The incentive that would make this worthwhile had to
come from Boris himself. We had no right to force him into making strides that he was
not yet prepared to make.
"But we can help him to clear the obstruction out of the way," I said to Sergei.
Sergei nodded. "Assuming that we know what the obstruction is. Unfortunately, we
don't know what it is. It's like telling to a smoker that he ought to stop smoking, saying
that it's bad for him. It won't do any good."
Also, there was another thing that bothered me. The obstruction that Boris was
facing was reaching very deep. He might unconsciously regard this obstruction as
something he wants or needs like a safety valve, something that gives him a feeling of
security that was in real terms not justified.
"Maybe if we were to take him on walks," said Laara, "if we let him feel that we
understand why he had done what he did, he might recover and regain his inner strength."
"It's an odd situation," I suggested.
"It may take months or years," said Melanie.

I wondered if we could stay with him that long.
"But we must," said Laara.
I was in favor that we should give Laara's suggestion a try. There were days in
which we were quite hopeful that we would succeed, or had in some aspect already
succeeded. But those periods of hope were short-lived. He quickly found a flaw in our
defense of him, and then re-established his self-condemnation.
It seemed there was nothing one could say or do, which would sway him.
Sometimes his arguments against us were totally logical.
One day he came upon the original text of the Hippocratic Oath. He said the
ancient oath was considered to be moral law for all practicing physicians, though it
contained not a word about healing. The oath only demanded that the would-be healer
causes no harm. "Against this law, I did wrong," Boris concluded. "I had failed to assure
myself that my actions were as totally harmless as I thought them to be."
Well, what could I say to that?
Laara said that it was a hopeful sign that he was at least contemplating the issue on
a deep level and was trying to be honest with himself. However, those occasions were
rare. More often, the smallest reminder of the accident was sufficient to send him running
to his room, crying for hours. At one occasion, the act of eating pudding triggered the
pain. The spoon had reminded him of the bulldozer's blade. At another occasion, as we
sat by the fireplace, the shape of a flames reminded him of "his missile" lifting itself into
the midnight sky. He held on to these visions with the same tenaciousness with which he
held on to the arguments that he was personally at fault.
"Let's not push him," said Laara. "If we make demands that he can't fulfill, we'll
only drive him deeper into his senseless guilt."
"As our madness drove us into the arms race," said Sergei, "we pushed each other
deeper and deeper into situations that none of us had the smarts to deal with."
I agreed with Laara that we should back off and be more compassionate with his
fears.
Everyone agreed with that. This was our Christmas present to Boris. I suggested
that it was probably the hardest task a person could take on.
Everyone agreed with that too, and promised to give him the freedom to heal
himself.
+++

The one quality I admired most in Sergei, was his dedication as a family man.
During the day he was devoted to his work, but from suppertime on the business of state
was tabled till the next morning. This was family time. It hadn't always been that way,
but it had become so. A ritual became established, that right after dinner, for a half an
hour news events were discussed that pertained to the family, little things that occurred
during the day, or big things of world affairs that could also affect the family's welfare.
Once this was concluded, it became story time for the children.
One evening, however, a long time after Nina had returned to Odessa, the normal
order became reversed to everyone's surprise. The family news time was brought
forward, ahead of the meal. Sergei announced proudly that he had received a letter from
Yoshi with an invitation to all of us, to come for a visit.
"Wow, Japan!" said Dick and squirmed on his seat.
After Dick calmed down, Sergei explained that we were invited to their silver
wedding anniversary in late spring.
"I hope you all like Japan as Dick does," said Sergei, putting the letter down. "As
you may know, there are twelve seats on our plane."
"You really should have a co-pilot for these long flights?" commented Peter.
To my surprise, Sergei ignored Peter's remark. This wasn't Sergei's way! Without
reacting to it in the least, he stood up, went across the room to a heavy oak chest that he
always kept locked, and produced a bottle from it. He carried it back to his place as if it
were the Holy Grail. Then he began the speech of the evening.
"This is a very special bottle," he said solemnly, "and today is a very special day."
I wondered what the hack he was up to. Surely he wasn't referring to Yoshi's
invitation, as exciting as it was.
"I once chose this bottle from our cellar and brought it up here to celebrate the end
of the world with. This was on the night of Natalia's wedding. As you can see, the bottle
hasn't been opened and the world hasn't come to an end. I propose that we open the bottle
tonight and drink of it together." He reached for the corkscrew. Then he said something
about Japan.
"Wait!" I interrupted. He put the corkscrew down. "Flying to Japan, to Yoshi's
anniversary, isn't that important. You should keep the bottle for a much more momentous
occasion, like the beginning of peace."
I wasn't sure what exactly to say next. All I knew was that a trip to Japan didn't
measure up to what the bottle had been saved for. "You might want to keep it until all
nuclear weapons have been removed from the globe, or have been disabled. This would
more accurately commemorate the reason for which the bottle was not opened," I added.

He looked at me. "Well spoken, my friend!" But while he praised me, he reached
for the corkscrew again. "That's why I must open the bottle tonight," he said. He looked
at his watch while he spoke. He explained that exactly two hours and twenty-two minutes
ago that condition that I described had been fulfilled. He looked at me with a wicked grin,
then continued. "I got word from Moscow this afternoon. The last nuclear warhead has
been removed from America's soil, from the soil of Russia, India, China, Israel, England,
France, and wherever else these weapons had been planted. Every last missile, every last
warhead, from the smallest type to the largest, is a relic of history now. Over the next
three years the plutonium will be reclaimed and re-processed under UN supervision into
fuel for nuclear power utilities. I hope that you all know what this means?" he said
solemnly. "It means that for the first time since the beginning of World War II, the world
is once more, safe. That's cause for celebration, isn't it?"

Indeed, it was good news, and worth celebrating. I smiled. Everyone did. It was
wonderful. The 33,000 holocausts that stood ready to be ignited at any moment could no
longer happen! I could have shouted, hurrah! The terror had come to an end. What
greater news could any man offer?
"I think the foretaste that Boris provided has been too bitter," Sergei kept on. "No
government thirsted for more..."
While he yet spoke, bottle in hand, a sudden burst of applause and laughter erupted
out of the living room next door. Moments later, Nina, Igor and Jennie and their three
children came rushing in. "We got here as fast as we could," said Igor and embraced his
father. "Your friends from the Air Force were delayed in Odessa," he explained.
"I know," Sergei smiled. "That's why we held back on the dinner."
Within seconds some extra dishes were brought out, then finally, we were ready to
eat. "Hey, but don't open the bottle just yet," said Igor. Sergei had already reached for the
corkscrew again. "You should wait until the conditions no longer exist for which the
nuclear warheads were once designed and build. It takes time for people's fears to die.
New missiles and warheads can be built all too easily. Their destruction today is no
guarantee for peace for tomorrow. Only when the mental background no longer exists for
which these weapons were made in the first place, can anyone be justified in celebrating
the beginning of peace."
"You know Igor is right," I said to Sergei, "the fight against war hasn't been won
yet, it does take time. But a start had been made, a significant start, a miracle has
happened. This, I must acknowledge. This I must celebrate. I must acknowledge that
humanity is the brightest phenomenon in the heavens of life to have achieved such a
miracle. This has always been my belief. Today, I see the evidence of it. Tomorrow we
will begin to build on this evidence a New World. For today, the achievement that has
been made will do." He reached for the corkscrew again and drilled it down into the cork.

A year earlier I might have protested. I might have pointed out that it takes time to
move humanity onto a new platform, time to build a New World, and that the time for
celebration had not yet come. I would have argued that the bottle should remain
unopened, that it be carried back to the giant oak chest across the room and be locked up
for another season. Since that time, however, I had learned to see the world in a different
light. I had seen the world in transition and been a part of this changing world. Miracles
had happened. Wonderful things had become commonplace that I had never dreamed off
to be possible. I knew with all my heart that Sergei was right in opening this bottle as an
acknowledgment of a marvelous light on the horizon. I knew deep in my heart that
nothing could turn the clock back again, from now on. The world had changed too much
for this to happen. Chaos might still erupt, and the villains and murderers of this world
might still try to drag humanity back into the mud, but they will no longer succeed.
Prometheus had found his freedom.

We all, except the children who had apple juice in their glasses, drank from Sergei's
bottle this toast of joy in honor of the new era that had begun. Sergei said that this
marked the fulfillment of his innermost wish that he had harbored since childhood, that
this hour might come. "And the hour has come," he said, "but this is not an hour for rest.
It is an hour for the joy of looking forward. It is an hour for committing ourselves to go
forward to enrich one another's existence in as much as the nations of world have begun
to commit their energies to the general welfare of mankind. It is an hour to celebrate the
sovereignty of the world's nations and its individual people." We all drank to that.

Actually, we found a lot more that we had to celebrate with than champagne.
Melanie, Laara, and I had worked for two hours in the kitchen that day to prepare the
greatest desert ever made, with home made ice-cream, two types of cake, and a thick
raspberry sauce.
While we feasted on the dessert Sergei remarked that no one should feel tempted to
think that we live an outrageously opulent life in this house, that we should limit
ourselves to dry bread and give the rest to the poor. No, he said, we should see ourselves
as pioneers and make a solemn promise to uplift humanity to this level where everyone
lives richly, where this becomes the rule.
"Humanity is an exceedingly rich species," he said. "We live in a world of
inexhaustible resources. Nuclear energy gives us infinite power for millions of years to
come, and in the rocks of the earth are bound up all the metals and minerals we can ever
want. We must never forget that the potential to harvest this abundance lies within us.
What we partake of today," he said, "is a taste of the future of humanity if we commit
ourselves to the task of getting there from where we are now."

When all the food was consumed, and everyone was satisfied and felt comfortable,
Sergei stood up once more for his second speech.
"I would like to announce that we have a co-pilot in training," he said, pointing to
Igor. "This means, when we go to Japan in May, we will travel in style, fully equipped,
so that our friend Peter won't feel uneasy traveling with us." Sergei added that he wished
he could have responded to Peter's comment, earlier. He said he hated being rude, but he
didn't want to give his punch line away until the whole crew was present.
Peter commented that he was used to this kind of treatment. He had been associated
far too long with Sergei that something like this should surprise him at all.
Igor smiled, somewhat embarrassed by it all. The children didn't care. To them,
these things were trivialities; they cheered. Sergei also announced that he would send me
to Odessa more often than before, to give Igor the extra airtime he needed. Our jet was
definitely larger than the aircraft the Air Force was training him on in Odessa.
"Also, from now on, whenever we have visitors coming," Sergei continued, "we'll pick
them up in Odessa instead of at the railway station. And if anyone has business in
Odessa, for anything at all, shopping, or going to the movies, he or she is welcome to tag
along."
"Did you say movies?" Fiona's face lit up. "Are children allowed, too?" she asked
shyly. "I love movies..."
"On occasions, yes!" answered Sergei sternly, but then he smiled, which earned
him a hug from Fiona and a kiss.

Chapter 12: In the Gazebo.
Nina, Igor and Jennie stayed at the ranch for another three days. It was holiday
season, a season to celebrate the relative peace of a nuclear weapons free world. What
greater cause could anyone have for celebration? On the night of the third day, however,
this celebration of peace was interrupted. It wasn't the siren, this time, but the telephone
that brought us back to reality. It was eleven thirty. I remember watching Sergei's face
while he was on the phone. Initially he was laughing, then he became dead serious. This
change shook me. It didn't fit into this time of celebration. Even after he hung up, his
expression remained a blank stare.
"What has happened?" I asked.
He shook his head and asked me to get the jet ready.
"Now! Tonight?"
He nodded and sat down at the table. There wasn't much to explain. A revolt had
erupted at a nuclear materials lab, over safety concerns. Four people had already been
injured, one seriously. A plutonium compound had leaked in the air-conditioning system
from a waste encasement process. It had reached alarming levels, which, however, the
officials in charge had interpreted as being still safe. The legal limits, apparently, had not
been exceeded, at least not by much. However, an American scientist from among the
refugees had challenged those limits. He had told everyone that those so-called
acceptable limits were in fact ridiculously high. The dispute developed quickly into some
bitter fighting during a shop meeting, the established forum where worker's concerns
ought to be aired, but seldom are. Two camps developed. On one side stood most of the
production workers and managers who would loose their bonus payments if the plant
were shut down for a cleanup. Their argument was that the government regulations were
adequate to protect workers. They called the Americans saboteurs and troublemakers.
However, as the arguments became more heated, the opposing camp grew. Suddenly, the
Russian workers began to be concerned about their health, and became less inclined to
risk their well being for anything. It seemed that the American refugees were well on the
way of winning their case.
That's apparently, why Sergei became involved. I could sense by the way he acted
that he was annoyed by the whole affair. He called the dispute childish. His take was that
within a month or two the plant's design could be altered and the exposure be removed.
Then there would be peace forever, while without this response, the situation was
destined to explode into something messy. Those managers were playing with people's
lives. He hated that. That's also why he was concerned about time.
He spoke with a low voice as he repeated his instructions to me, to get the jet ready
and to have the fuel tanks topped off. Our destination was Beregovo at the Hungarian
border. He said he didn't want to hear anything about refueling in Odessa. He didn't even

want to stop there to let Nina, Igor and Jennie off; "They'll have to come with us. We'll
take them home on our way back."
Nina disagreed. "The Air Fore people we take me back," she said.

We left the ranch forty minutes later. Total darkness covered the meadow as we
lifted off. The runway was sanded, though barely visible in the floodlights of the plane.
Little did Sergei realize, or any of us for that matter, that he would never see his
meadows again.
Once airborne, I pushed the plane into a steep climb. Something wasn't quite right
about the mission. I couldn't put my finger on what it was. Normally I wouldn't have
minded to set out on a sixteen-hundred-kilometer journey in the middle of the night in
order to help resolve a dispute. But this time I did mind. Maybe I was only tired. We
should have gone to bed and flown in the morning. But this, too, wasn't what was
troubling me.
Once we were in the air, Sergei announced that we had plenty of time for sleeping.
I had to disappoint him. It wasn't that the plane was poorly equipped. It could practically
fly by itself. Only in an emergency would the pilot be needed. However, for this
eventuality, it was imperative that I do stay awake. And to assure that I do, someone had
to stay awake also. There simply was no other choice available.
Igor didn't mind. We talked about everything we could think of, in the hope that
something interesting would crop up that would keep us from dozing off. Eventually
Sergei joined us. He couldn't sleep. He kept us going as he went off into a long harangue,
telling us how much he enjoyed those last days.
"It was a real treat to have nothing to worry about, no more missiles to fear, no
more sirens to think of in the back of my mind, no troubles to watch for in Moscow," said
Sergei. "Also it was good to have the house full again as in the olden days when
Valentina was still living at home. Everybody was happy in those days...."
I knew what he meant. Except this wasn't the mental background I needed for
staying awake. I agreed that he was right and stretched myself in the cramped space of
the pilot's seat; "However, what we need most right now, is a good controversy!" I looked
at Sergei, watching what his reaction might be. But there was none. He just yawned. I
told him what I had said right from the start, that the physical removal of the nuclear
weapons was not by itself going to create peace in the world. "Peace won't be won, just
like that!" I added.
"Yes, but a great step has been made!" he defended himself. He looked tired. I
hated to go on with this. I should let him sleep, but I couldn't.

I replied that I didn't dispute what he said; "Except, don't you see, a single step, no
matter how gigantic, won't do when still a whole race is to be won! Peace, by its nature,
goes very deep, while society hasn't even begun to touch on anything deep."
Well, that got him going. Sergei sat up and strongly disagreed.
I challenged him. I told him about a peace march I was once in, back in Denver, in
the summer some years ago. A hundred-and-forty-thousand people had come together to
demand peace. In real terms, though, they hadn't come for peace at all. They hadn't even
come in the name of peace. They had come to fight, to fight for peace, or more correctly,
to beg for it. They came there hoping that some government or institution would
graciously give peace to the world, because of their asking, and that they would put it into
their laps or hand it to them on a platter!
Sergei grinned. He asked how the march went.
I grinned back at him. I was quite awake now. I told him that I had joined the funny
band! I had noticed the band among the procession. They were all dressed in the craziest
costumes. Everyone played a different instrument. It was quite something to watch. But
that wasn't why I stayed with them. I told Sergei that I stayed with the band, because it
was the only group I felt comfortable being with. "They weren't there to fight, or hold
their hands out. People around them danced. I knew I fitted in, there, because where they
were, there was already peace. The singing and dancing was a celebration of peace. We
danced all afternoon, that day, right through the midst of the city of Denver, and had the
most marvelous time doing so."
"So it was a peace rally, really," Jennie interrupted.
"Yes, for us it was!" I said. "The point is, we might have been the only group in
this entire march that wasn't there to protest, to fight governments, but were out to enjoy
the peace that we felt within. The point is, we were only about thirty altogether."
"Thirty!" Sergei repeated.
"Yes, thirty out of a hundred-and-forty thousand, of a city of a million," I said
quietly, "that's a pittance, isn't it? There should have been a hundred thousand dancing.
Can you imagine the impact the rally might have had, had there been a hundred-andforty-thousand people dancing through the streets of Denver celebrating a peace that each
holds already within? Or imagine half a million Russians dancing through the streets of
Moscow in a conscious acknowledgment of the mentality that creates peace? That's how
it was with us, or at least with me. I know I had been dancing that day for the enjoyment
of something that I realized governments will never be able to give."
"Don't expect this kind of dancing, certainly not on the scale you want, for a long
time," said Igor.
I nodded. "That's what I meant, Igor. We still a long way to go. No political event,
no matter how grand, can overturn in one night what has been building up over centuries.

You need to go step by step. I accept that a few persons can glimpse something and take
bold steps, and that these steps were taken, even that these steps were sorely needed, and
that the world is a safer place because of them, but the momentum mustn't be allowed to
fizz out with those first steps."
"In others words," said Jennie, "the underlying movement for war hasn't been
stopped yet."
I nodded. "Not by a long shot, Jennie."

While we were talking, a red warning light came on the console. A message
indicated that both wing tanks were low on fuel. We had just crossed the half-way-point
on our journey. The light, though, caused no alarm. Without the least intervention on my
part, the flight control system initiated a fuel transfer from the rear tanks. A message
indicated as to how much fuel would be transferred. Moments later, the warning light
went out. Still, the little episode brought my attention back to the reality of flying.
Also, this happened just in time. The radar indicated a clear front with very strong
disturbances ahead. I phoned in to the Moscow Air Traffic Control Center, asking for
verification and permission to go higher. Permission was granted. A few simple entries
were made into the automatic flight control system. As soon as the entries were 'locked'
the plane responded and began to climb.
Now where were we in our conversation? Oh yes, the peace march, praying or
fighting for peace!
"Would you expect Father Savchenko to agree that there is more integrity in
'dancing' than in praying?" I asked Sergei.
Sergei smiled and shook his head. Sergei told us a story that illustrated his point. A
computer technician had told him once during the installation of the missile safety
project, that integrity is a most essential cornerstone in electronics. He explained that
electronics is an area where nothing can be forced. In order to get results, one has to
adhere to the design principles that allow things to happen. Any deviation creates chaos
and nothing works. The bottom line is; you can't achieve a thing without total integrity.
You can't short-cut the process, you can't bypass it. You can't force any results by
doubling or tripling the strength of incoming signals. If the processes that use them are
not correct, nothing will happen. Stronger signals will only burn out the receiving
circuits. But if you work with integrity according to the laws that govern the electronic
processes, you will have instant and precise results.
"If only people didn't think that life is different!" said Sergei at the end of the
story. "Most people believe that they can get ahead without integrity. Father Savchenko
was quite aware of this fallacy," Sergei added, "however, he also turned around and asked
me to join him in a prayer for peace. He couldn't go as far as recognizing that there is no
integrity in any prayer that makes petitions for miracles. The process actually prevents

people from opening their eyes and their mind to exploring the underlying principle on
which peace, by its own nature, operates."
I approved what he said. Little was I aware that we ourselves were ignoring what
he just said. The realization came later. For the present, I had a more tangible problem to
deal with.
The warm front from the South was being pushed back by a ridge of cold air from
the North. We had just reached the point of collision. The intermittent updrafts and downshears that are normally found in this system in the lower altitudes, extended right into
our flight path. I had learned to ignore these effects in the past. In a 747 any turbulence of
this nature is hardly noticeable while smaller aircraft are noticeably being pushed around,
sometimes quite violently as we were.
Upon approval from Moscow, I took the plane higher to 16,000 meters, close to the
service ceiling of the aircraft. "We will be out of this in a jiffy," I announced to everyone.
I was right. Three minutes, as if by magic, the tremors stopped.
"Now, where were we again?" I asked.
"Integrity!" said Sergei. "We were talking about integrity. Yes, I told Father
Savchenko that praying is dishonest, that it isn't right for a person to expect to be released
from the requirements of integrity. Whatever miracles may have happened in the past, I
suggested to Father Savchenko, if they were researched, would lead one to a super keen
sensitivity to the cause of them. Miracles are not unnatural. They are made to happen by
an understanding of the principles involved. They only seem unnatural to people, because
most people are still at the stage of infants when it comes to total integrity. People are
blind. They can't see the forest in front of their eyes, as you Americans would say."

I only wish that Sergei had taken note of his words. Something was in progress,
something sinister was brewing on the horizon. I could feel something. Questions came
into my mind as we came nearer to the city. Why had Sergei been drawn into this
confrontation which wasn't strictly a refugee matter? And why did he have to respond
instantly, in the middle of the night? The controversy had been going on for some time.
Thus, why the haste? Also, why did Sergei break his own precept and agree to meddle
with the internal affairs of an autonomous unit? Local autonomy was the backbone of his
operation. There was nothing in this case that required his presence for special funding
from Moscow. Everything about the mission was different, and yet he seemed eager to
go. Something was wrong, deep below the surface, but what? I felt as though we were
racing into a trap that none of us could see. I felt as though I should stop Sergei, turn the
plane back. But I couldn't, we were almost out of fuel. Besides, Sergei would never agree
to that.

My thoughts were interrupted when the mountains came into view. Their icy
shapes, illumined by moonlight, supported the feeling that was tearing me up inside.
Would I even be able protect myself?
I responded by telling myself that I wasn't even sure if a trap existed. Maybe these
things are normal in Russia. But were they? I knew I had never studied human nature to
any great extent, so I hadn't the slightest idea were precisely peace begins and warfare
ends. I could only sense something, something odd that told me that we were being
drawn into a war. But if I was right? And if I was right, who was our enemy?

Upon seeing the mountains below us, of the range that divided Transylvania from
the rest of Poland, which trail out deep into the South to the Aegean Sea, I made ready to
descend. The flight control system was set to manual control. I took the throttles and
eased them back and the yoke forward ever so slightly. This was it. The descend had
started. What else could I do? As the city came into few, I felt the same feeling again that
I felt the day of the holocaust when I was landing the 747 in Vancouver. I should have
rejoiced that we made it through the worst, alive. Vancouver should have seemed like an
oasis, a paradise of life in a wasteland of senseless dying, but I couldn't feel this. As it
turned out, my feeling had been correct. The city had become a deathtrap for anyone who
hadn't been able to escape.
Fifteen minutes later the Beregovo airport was in sight. I could make out its three
runways, it airport structures. Landing clearance was given the moment we called in. No
doubt, we were expected, though I still couldn't see why.
"This has been a good flight," said Sergei as we touched down. He stood up. We
were still on the runway, taxiing towards an exit to the boarding area.
"Yes it was a good flight," I replied half heartily. "With a co-pilot like you at my
side, what could have gone wrong?" I joked, though I didn't feel like joking. "This is a
trap," I added.
He shook he head. "Nothing could have gone wrong! Nothing did, and nothing
will," he said quietly.
I don't know if it was the way he spoke, or if it was the uneasiness of his moving
about the plane, or whatever else it was, I just couldn't help thinking that he might not
feel good about this mission either. I thought I should talk to him, warn him again, and
take even this last minute to warn him one more time. But there was no more time left.
As soon as we got off the runway, we were stopped by the reception delegation. Sergei
opened the cabin to them. The circus was now irreversibly on.
"Comrade Arenski, you are wanted in Moscow by Wednesday," said an officer.
Sergei hadn't even been greeted or been officially welcomed. "The Bureau wants you to
meet an American delegation to evaluate a project for growing grain in Siberia," the
officer said. "You're also invited to attend a meeting of the European Council on Refugee

Assistance. The meeting will start in three days in the South of France. I'm to inform
comrade Murakhovski which assignment you will accept."
"Both of them!" Sergei responded.
"What, both simultaneously?"
"Yes, our office will handle both," Sergei confirmed.

There was an official greeting, after this. Then, the delegation chief, and a group of
workers and engineers, drove us in a bus to the lab facility inside a production complex
on a nuclear reservation located many miles outside the city. We drove, without stopping,
past the armed guard station at a gate in the middle of nowhere. The buildings we saw
later appeared to be all brand new. The whole place appeared completely new,
surrounded by tall stands of forest. It was all peaceful in the night. The parking lot, lit up
by low yellow lanterns, was half-empty. I noticed no signs of tensions or the tell-tales of
violent clashes, or of strikes sparked by an irreconcilable confrontation. We were warmly
received by whoever was on shift inside the building.
The sickening feeling that I had in the plane about this affair being a trap, grew
stronger. A new set of questions now plagued my mind. Why wasn't Sergei's invitation to
Moscow and France relayed to us by radio? It would have been easy to do. We had called
Moscow several times. Why didn't anyone pass on the message if it was so urgent, unless
the assignments had come up conveniently to be incorporated here into something for a
different purpose? This alone could explain why Sergei was put on the spot the moment
we arrived. The engines hadn't even stopped turning, when this issue was thrust upon
him. Who in his right mind would worry about assignments three days off, at half past
three in the morning?
Another thing bothered me, that they made reference to this mission while we were
shown through the building. It bothered me, because I couldn't think of answers to the
questions involved. I glanced at Sergei as we walked past the research labs, behind huge
panes of plate glass. Sergei looked tired. He looked like someone who would agree to
anything at this point, just to get the business over with. He also looked as though he was
troubled by something. Maybe the prospect of getting involved with growing food in
Siberia, something he would normally have relished to contemplate, or the meeting in
France was on his mind. It might have opened up big complicated questions.
While the delegation of workers and managers showed us through the plant, his
appointments to France and Moscow were viewed with envy. They were seen as the
result of privileges given to Moscow's own. There was a subtle, invisible hatred in the air,
which bothered me. I was sure, the whole lot of them together hadn't served their country
and their fellow beings as well as Sergei had served.
The main aspect of our mission arose out of the very disinterest in human
conditions that set them apart from Sergei. It was true, there had been a violent dispute,

and below the surface it was still going on. We inspected the plant in question, verified
the measurements, listened to the American complaints. There existed unmistakably a
safety exposure that would be costly to correct and might be easily covered up. Sergei
demanded that the problem be corrected. He became quite vocal at this point.
"You subject innocent people to a terrible and slow death. I can't imagine why the
problem hasn't been fixed once it was brought into the open!" He fairly shouted at one
point, at the plant managers who sought his 'cooperation' at sweeping the dirt under the
rug. The manager focused on the need of the country, to continue production.
"For whose benefit?" Sergei wanted to know.
"It's for the good of the people!"
"You can save your tired slogans," Sergei came back. "Those workers you kill are
people too, not inventory that you take from the shelf and expend in production." Sergei
was furious.
The plant manager on the other hand was calm. In fact, they were all very calm; too
calm to my liking. I could see that every one of them had reasons to see someone like
Sergei maneuvered out of the way. I watched their games. I watched the plant manager,
the delegation leader, the nuclear research director. Each of them would benefit if Sergei
was on their side, or put out of the way. What angered me most, was their damn
confidence that they had already won. I could see no reason for it. I respected them as a
potential enemy, a very dangerous one indeed, but not as winners. Sergei held the upper
hand.
Oh, was I ever wrong, thinking this! The fatal blow came almost unseen, out of left
field. It was introduced long after the main part of the business was concluded, after the
needed reconstruction of the facility was agreed upon and the American scientist was
nominated as safety officer to assure that the change would be adequate. The trap was
opened up casually, just as we were about to leave for a hotel. The issue of people
suffering a slow death was linked to AIDS. One man of the delegation, a small chap in
dark messy hair, who hadn't said anything for the night, equated nuclear poisoning with
AIDS and accused Sergei of gross dishonesty.
"It's easy to force us little people to accept sacrifices," he said. "Your success at
bending us will no doubt make headlines in the press and mark you as a champion of
humanity. But it is not nearly as easy to clean up your own act. God knows how much
death is spread out of the high places in Moscow. Hasn't only last week somebody of the
upper echelon succumbed to AIDS? How many more must die? Now tell me about
protecting innocent people!"
The man didn't joke about any of what he said. Perhaps he should have. Perhaps he
didn't need to. Perhaps he had judged Sergei right. Sergei couldn't see the scam that was
being set before him, the trap he was still rushing into. At first he tried to deny that a
problem existed. Then he denied that he was personally involved. Sergei reminded me of
Richard Wagner's great hero, Siegfried, the hero of the Ring Cycle. Throughout a

monumental three opera sequence, Wagner had built the case of a hero, designed by the
noblest of the gods as an instrument to keep the gods' precious, decaying empire alive.
There, too, while the hero frolics in the greatness of his might, his adversary, a sly and
slimy dwarf, has the hero already irreversibly entangled in a 'web' patiently built for him
over time.
The blow against Sergei was set up equally subtle, using the strength of Sergei's
own statements against him as a tool to destroy his honor as a human being. Someone
called him a fag, a fag in high places. The moment he admitted that someone of
Moscow's hierarchy had died of AIDS, things really fell apart for him.
"Is this the reason why our government officials are by law exempted from
mandatory testing?" the little man asked. He never even gave his name.
A fellow staff member nodded.
"This law was intended to protect fags," said another, "a law for the rich that lets
them spread their deadly infection throughout the community. Now there's where you
should start worrying about the lives of people!"
"Those deadly exposures are real, and they are far more deadly than the bit of
pollution we have produced," said the plant manager. "But can I see any action on your
side? No! The fact is, you do nothing at all! You come to us instead, and you look at our
tiny mishap with a microscope and label us as murderers. Don't you think we care for
these people? We care for the nation! We give to our country what it needs, as we have
always done, even if there is a slight risk involved, while you people knowingly go
around and spread death. Ah, but the good things you fellows want. It's all a big game of
pleasing yourself, like your holidays in the South of France that you have been invited to.
You relish your fame, and your international respect...."
Sergei raised his hand while he was still speaking and called for order. "Now wait
just one damn minute!" He looked at them angrily. "You people are talking as if I had
AIDS personally, or if all of Moscow had it! Sure, there might have been a case in
Moscow. You can always find what you're looking for if you're snooping hard enough!"
"Now, is that so?" mocked the quiet man. "The fact is; you can't prove your
innocence. There are no statistics compiled about exempt people, nor public records kept,
and the higher you look, the more sweeping become the exemptions!"
Sergei defended himself as best he could, saying at one point that he wasn't afraid
to be tested; that he had nothing to hide.
They immediately latched onto that. It gave them a foothold, and keep at him. He
finally challenged everyone nearby to accompany him to the plant's own testing lab
where he offered to voluntarily subject himself to be tested for AIDS. He even
volunteered us all to be likewise tested, Igor and Jennie and I; "so that you can see for
yourself!" he shouted at them; "then you will have your records and your statistics! I'll
prove you wrong. I have nothing to hide. None of us have. It is you people who are bent

on hiding things. But no longer! Nothing will be swept under the rug, not here, nor in
Odessa. You may come and test the entire work force of the staging center. Let me tell
you, right now, you won't find a single person that endangers anyone else. Then let me
find one single shred of evidence that the pollution laws you have adopted, have been
manipulated and made too liberal, and God help you!"

I was going to protest to Sergei. The thought of Jennie being subjected to testing
was a great blow. However, I had no chance to intervene before our destiny had become
cast in iron. Things moved that quickly. Before I fully realized what was happening, we
were marching back to the bus for a drive to the plant hospital. I was astounded at the
precision with which they developed their case. Every aspect of the entrapment had been
extremely well prepared. Nothing had been left to chance, not even my protest, which
was cut off with a swift move to get back to the bus.
At this point, all I could do was hope and pray that Jennie come out of this clean.
Soon, however, I became ashamed that I had secretly resorted to the very thing Sergei
had denounced on the plane as unintelligent. Was there anything, anyone could still do?
The wheels had been set into motion. To stop them was impossible now. But there must
be options. Options that were still open to us! I was certain, the test results would be
faked. If they weren't, the whole circus would have made no sense.
Reluctantly I gave my blood to be tested. To refuse was no longer possible. Then
we waited. I saw Igor embracing Jennie as it were for the last time. If she tested positive,
indeed, she would not be allowed back on the plane with us. She would never see Odessa
again, see the children, or set foot on the Mary Q. Then, I would never forgive myself for
persuading her to come to Russia. She would live her life out in loneliness, looked away
at some AIDS isolation camp beyond the Ural Mountains.
Igor confirmed that what I feared would happen. He whispered that his father
would not be able to do anything for her, even if he should want to help, which he
probably wouldn't. Igor even said, that his father would be totally helpless to save himself
out of this trap if he himself tested positive. "There simply is no person big enough in the
land to stand against a state regulation of such a severe nature. This deadly exposure to
conspiratorial fraud was probably the real reason why the hierarchy has found it wise to
exempt itself," he whispered.
At this point I was so engrossed with fear about Jennie, that I hadn't noticed the
doctors' return. I became aware of them only when they started to lecture Sergei. They
didn't make any direct announcement as to the results. This could only mean that they
had nothing to announce. I grasped Jennie's hand, and held it tight. One of the two
doctors preached a long sermon on the disease, about its danger to society, its
infectiousness. During the speech it became clear that Jennie was free, and so were Igor
and I! Hurrah! I looked at Jennie, she cried. I embraced her, and offered her my
handkerchief. Then I had to fight tears myself. I actually stopped listening to the doctors
from this point on. It didn't even occur to me that Sergei's name hadn't been mentioned

with ours. Maybe I expected him to be framed, as if it were a foregone conclusion that he
would test positive. The severity of this thought didn't really come to mind until one of
the doctors stood up and escorted Sergei towards the door in the back of the office. The
other doctor turned to us and explained in a sad voice that we must fly home alone.
I looked at Sergei. I was as stunned as he was. He followed the man, unresisting.
He didn't even protest. He didn't plead or demand that the tests be redone or further tests
be scheduled. Neither did he ask for our help. He just stood there, looked tired and
confused. He stared at the ground while the doctor unlocked the door with a key badge.
He looked up, momentarily, and glanced at us with a bewildered look on his face, and
followed the doctor out of the room.

I couldn't believe what was happening. I saw it with my own eyes, and still couldn't
believe it. This was the end result of what we had traveled for all night, flown sixteen
hundred kilometers, sacrificed sleep and whatever else for, that we would be robbed of a
friend! No this couldn't have happened. This must have been a mirage that I have seen. I
became angry in this bewilderment. While the door still closed behind Sergei, I jumped
up, driven by a violent impulse to intervene. I ran towards the door and shouted "NO!"
Igor caught me from behind and held me back; "Are you mad? Stop it!" He literally
shook me. "Don't cause my father any further trouble," he whispered while he guided me
back to my seat. "And, for heavens' sakes, don't endanger us too!"
He physically forced me down into my seat; "You're playing into their hands like
my father did!" he said softly. A moment later he stood up again and went over to a
window were Jennie stood. It was still dark outside.
"Let's go back to the airport," said Jennie to me, when she returned with Igor. I
agreed. Igor found someone from the motor pool that gave us a lift back. It was hard to
comprehend that Sergei wasn't with us, or ever would be again. His briefcase still lay
open on the seat. It was lonely now, in the cockpit. The affair had all the appearance of a
terrible nightmare that I wanted desperately to wake up from, but couldn't. Of course I
knew that this nightmare would not end with the break of dawn but go on and on.

At one point, during the flight back, I actually accused myself of not alerting him
about the trap he faced. Or I should have refused to fly that night! We should have stayed
home, gone to bed like any normal human being. Then, fresh and alert, Sergei wouldn't
have stumbled into this trap for which he was now destined to be sent to some death
camp. It didn't even hurt anymore that he had exposed Jennie and Igor and I, to the same
fate he now faced himself. I felt only a deep pity.
Climbing out of this grave, I kept the throttles open wide open. But there was a
second thought behind it, as if punishing the aircraft could somehow aid in setting Sergei
free. This of course, was sheer insanity, but it made me feel better. I was so upset by what

had taken place, I began to experience difficulty in breathing. This difficulty faded once
we were over the mountains again.

"Really, now, what are we going to do?" I said to Igor. I had signed us off from the
tower and physically unplugged my microphone. "We can't just let them take Sergei
away like this! There must be something we can do. Can't we find a recourse through the
courts? Is there no legal system in Russia?"
Igor nodded. "Sure! But the legal system is against him now. And let me warn you
right now, that this legal system will come crushing down on us if we stand up and
interfere."
God, I couldn't stand this, this calm nicety. I couldn't bear listening. Why didn't
Igor scream, shout, and go raving mad? They had taken away his father for the rest of his
life! How can anyone be calm about that? Don't interfere!
"Damn! I will not rest until we have Sergei back!" I cut Igor off. "Maybe if we
were to steal him off the train when it comes through our station."
Igor replied nothing, then slowly nodded.
"Well, that's better, Igor!"
I turned to Jennie; "Do the trains to the 'valley of the lepers' come through our
station? Our station is one of the main junction points for traffic behind the Urals. Can
you find out?"
"They do," Igor budded in. "They all come through our junction. At least most of
them do. AIDS trains are restricted to secondary lines so that they won't be too visible.
That puts our junction on top of the list."
"Well, if there are some that don't come through our station," I concluded, "then we
must make sure that Sergei won't be on one of those?"
Igor nodded again.
Jennie said that Nina might be able to assure this.
Igor smiled at that thought. The first faint smile I had seen on him since the
nightmare begun.
"Do you think about something like a commando raid, to get him off the train!" he
laughed. "That would get us all killed!"
"What else do you have in mind?" Jennie asked him.
I was too shaken to add anything.

Igor shrugged his shoulders. "We might try a concealed operation. You realize of
course, that everyone involved will have to flee the country, afterwards! Nina would have
to leave, too. If we get Sergei off the train, nobody will be safe who was associated with
him. The system will unleash a holocaust the moment he is missed. We will all be hunted
down like traitors! People will think they are doing a good deed for the country, to turn us
in. You simply can't cheat a state that has been a police state for so long, and expect to
get away with it."
"We will be the first to be hunted," I replied emphatically.
"What other options do we have?" Jennie asked.
"Other options?" said Igor, and laughed. "There are no other options. This is it!
This stupid scary plan is the bottom of the barrel."
Jennie stared at him.
"Well, there is one option," he said quietly, "which isn't really an option for me. We
could do nothing and force ourselves to forget Sergei, purge his name from our minds as
though he never lived. We could go about our business as normal. Many had to go this
route. This is no doubt possible to achieve. This is what the new Mafia expects. It just
isn't an option for me!"
"No, not for me either," said Jennie, quietly.
"If we did this we would be graciously allowed to keep our jobs," said Igor. "We
might be spied on for some time until the state has re-assured itself of our loyalty...."
Jennie raised her had and stopped him. "No, Igor!"
"What about Peter, could he help us?" I asked Igor.
"For heaven's sakes, no! Peter must not suspect anything as long as Sergei remains
inside this prison," Igor almost shouted. "Peter's loyalty lies absolutely with the state. He
is Moscow's official watchdog, an undercover informer. Peter must never, ever, find out
what we're up to. The man's soul is married to Moscow. Moscow owns him. Friendship
has never played much of a role in his life. To confide in him would be suicide."
"All right, I get the picture!" I said to Igor.
"But how can we prevent Peter from finding out?" said Jennie.
"We have to act fast!" I said. "We won't have much time!"
"We must coordinate what we are doing with the Staging Center?" said Jennie.
"Everything must be above board. We simply assign ourselves official missions to affect
wherever we require."

"The first thing we need is an accurate train schedule," I said to Jennie. "You have
access to those, haven't you?"
She shook her head; "Internal travel planning goes through Nina's office."
Igor and I looked at each other; "No, no, no, we won't!" said Igor. "It's too risky to
have too many people involved."
"We can trust Nina!" I replied.
"Sure! And then she is in danger, too," said Igor.
"Answer me one question," said Jennie; "would she be willing to flee the country
with us, as we said earlier?"
"That's too much to ask of a stranger," said Igor.
I raised my hand and looked back from the cockpit. "Nina isn't exactly a stranger.
Still, I can't answer that question for her," I said to Jennie. "I think she would be willing
to take the risk. She might also help us without getting too deeply involved, couldn't
she?"
Igor shook his head. "That's not a possibility. A person is either involved, or is not!
A single slip-up, and it's the end of the line for her! That's being involved."

We came to no conclusion on the plane. It was getting light as I throttled down
towards Odessa's military airport. Nina was unaware that we were coming. She wouldn't
be standing by as usual, to meet us. However, someone else was expecting us.
Three vehicles with military police ensigns on their doors and roofs were racing
towards us. They came racing towards us while we were still rolling. It was obvious that
we were their target, since no other plane was coming in. Three men got out and
motioned me to halt the plane on the spot.
I stopped, idled the engines, flabbergasted at how quickly the state had reacted!
"Those guys are efficient," I said to Igor. I had to laugh at myself. How could we ever
hope to rob a train, stealing away the bureau's most prized possession?
The three officers came walking towards the plane. The other two cars stopped in
the distance. No one got out of them. Damn, this thing began to look serious. Why did
this have to happen, now? We had escaped the worst nuclear holocaust, had come
through all sorts of dangers on rescue missions. Also, we had remained unaffected by the
creeping chaos of a starving world, to say nothing about the considerable dangers we
faced at sea; and now this! Had our luck finally run out?

The thought even crossed my mind that I should have landed in Seattle that day,
and never taken off again. I wouldn't have to face this now.
The three officers approached us with their pistols in hand. One of them knocked at
the door. Igor opened for him. "Comrade Sergei Arenski?" he asked.
Igor shook his head and told the man that Sergei had been detained in Beregovo,
and we were on official business in Odessa. He showed the officer his Staging Center ID.
Apparently, this satisfied the man. He came inside, inspected the cockpit, and examined
the luggage compartment and food lockers. Then, without saying a word, he left. The
three vehicles drove off together.

"What was that all about?" I said to Igor. My heart was still pounding. "That was a
preview!" he said, "but a lucky one for us. Did you notice that they didn't know about
Sergei being detained? If the bureau doesn't know, nobody does! This will make
everything a bit safer for us. Only, why is Sergei's detention being kept a secret?"
"Maybe it wasn't a trap. Maybe someone did Sergei a favor in Beregovo," Igor
replied quietly. "Maybe my father was in trouble with the bureau that nobody ever
escapes from, except through the back-door."
Suddenly it dawned on me what Sergei had said after the trial. He predicted that he
would likely be killed within a year's time. The Chinese judge had warned him that the
empire that rules the world, that owns the world's governments and institutions, had been
deeply wounded by him at the trial, but had not been destroyed. I also knew that Sergei
wasn't stupid and had plenty of connections. If there was a way out, I was sure he would
find it. I told Igor that his ridiculous assessment might yet be right.
"Except, escaping an assassination by way of an AIDS camp," Jennie remarked, "is
really far out."
"I like to believe that someone rescued my father from their claws, or he was drawn
into this setup without being aware of it, by a high ranking patriot who didn't mind
putting himself into danger for someone whom humanity needed in its fight against the
empire."
I felt a bit better after the meaning of the revelation became clear. Nevertheless, the
need remained to get Sergei out of the country. I rolled up the engines again and parked
the plane near the hangar where it is usually parked. "Let's play this as if nothing
happened," I said to Igor and Jennie.
Igor agreed. He signed out the biggest black limousine that he could find in the car
pool.
"We have to behave according to Sergei's rank, to avoid suspicion!" he whispered.

Nina had just gotten up when we arrived at her apartment. We asked her to come
with us to the plane. There was no telling if her apartment was bugged or not. With
Sergei under investigation by some hired clowns in high places, her place would most
likely be studded with listening devices.
Igor stopped the limousine half way to the airfield. Across the street was an all
night greasy spoon coffee shop that called itself "The Eye." I had a hunch we would be
safe there from the spy circus.
For the moment, it seemed that we played our part well. Nina suspected nothing
until we told her, then she cried. She blamed herself for letting him go up to Beregovo in
the first place. She said she could have handled the call herself.
"Who told you about Beregovo?" I asked.
She looked puzzled. "An urgent call came in from Moscow, with the request that
Sergei take care of this. I told Peter to give the call to me, but he had been ordered to get
Sergei on the phone."
"From whom was the call? What did Peter say? Do you remember the name of
who called, Nina?" Igor asked.
"He gave no name," she replied, "but he said something about a fox hunt. He said,
tell him to remember the fox hunt."
I looked at Igor. Igor hugged her. "It certainly looks like someone wanted Sergei
out of the way. Assassinations are too easily arranged in a world that is full of traitors,
still. Now tell me where would a person be save from assassins? The AIDS camp may be
the only place that the goons don't own," I said to Nina.
"They appear to own the security services," added Igor quietly, while he hugged
her.
"Maybe someone is planning to take over the operation that Sergei started," Nina
replied, "to get their hands on cheap labor? The center would be ideal for that. I heard
some rumors to that effect."
"If this is true, we are all in danger," I suggested.
"How fast can these people turn the system against my father?" Igor asked Nina.
"Luckily, our country is famous for its red tape," said Nina. "There must be a lot of
red tape that even the hierarchy had to go through until the full weight of the law is
triggered in Moscow, against anyone. Maybe the big goons in Moscow are still unaware
of what has happened. This might have also been a local operation, with secret
arrangements put in place to keep the lid on the thing for as long as is possible. Maybe

whoever is behind this might want us to smuggle Sergei out of the country. This way they
won't have to deal with embarrassing investigations, or even a martyr if the assassination
succeeds."
"How much time do you think we have?" I asked Nina.
Igor laughed in a sarcastic manner. "Do you want to make a bet?"
"Now, honestly, Igor!" I ignored his sarcasm. "How much time do you believe we
have to get Sergei out of the country? Do we have a day, two, maybe three? How much
of a chance do we have to react, before someone from Moscow or the bureau reacts? The
goons are after him. They are looking for him. We have to find him before they do."
"That's what I meant," said Igor. "Nobody knows at this stage."
Nina shook her head. "If this was official, something will likely be in the papers in
a week. You could have as much as four days. If this was unofficial, he may be already
on the train to obscurity."
Oh, I could have hugged her for that, and I did. This hugging, also made our
meeting less likely to be a political affair.
There was a considerable background noise in the coffee shop. A lot of people
were on their way to work, stopping in for some hot brew to warm up.
"Can we find out which train Sergei will be put on," Igor got us back to the
business at hand. He almost whispered this when things were exceptionally noisy in the
coffee shop. "Can you arrange things so that the train will go through our station?"
Her face lit up. "You mean you're seriously thinking about rescuing him? You
would have to leave the Soviet Union, I mean Russia. Which country would you take him
to?"
Igor shook his head; "That comes later. First we must determine if we have a
chance to get him off the train."
"And then what? How will you do it? This is scary," said Nina. "Do you know what
you're up against?"
"Don't worry, Nina," I said, "we'll come riding into the station like the lone ranger."
I burst out into laughter. Someone was watching us. I made exaggerated gestures. "We'll
just pull him off the train and then shoot our way free like the best of the Wild West
cowboys."
She grinned, then laughed. She realized what the theatrics was for.
"Love compels us to do nothing less," I whispered. "Will you help us put on the
show?"

She winked an eye. "We'll have to move fast," she said, "curtain time isn't far off. I
can have all the AIDS trains routed through Saratov. All traffic via Uralsk moves out of
Saratov. That's the only logical route. I think your chances will be better to get at Sergei
there, if you make your move at the Sol-lleck junction. The operation, there, is big and
disorganized. Not too many workers know who is in charge of what, especially with
refugees now entering the picture. I think I can have Sergei there in three days if you
want me to. I have a good working relationship with people of the railway system. They
received from highly skilled workers from us."
"Three days," I repeated. I said this would do. I hugged her again, for that. I only
hoped she was with us all the way and would not betray us.

We didn't drive to the plane as we had planned. Igor drove to the boat where Nina
and Jennie got off. My plan was that we would take the boat out. Igor let it be known at
the center that Sergei had given his secretarial staff a few days’ vacation, as a bonus. I
acted as his driver. Everyone at the center understood the bonus principle, and for this
bonus the Sergei had granted we had to give the boat a trial run to see if everything still
worked. A mile from shore, I felt, we would be safe from all the snoopers.
There, huddled together on deck, we made our plans. And even then we had to be
careful. It was possible that a listening device might be installed in the cabin that might
pick us up speaking on the outside, if we spoke loud enough.

The plan we came up with was still basically the same as the one we hatched on the
plane, a risky one, but one with a remote chance of succeeding. According to the plan,
Nina and Jennie would stay on board and take the Mary Q to Greece. They were to leave
as soon as the kids came out of school. The plan was ideal. Jennie knew how to find
Alexandros' island. Nina would work via the ship to shore phone to direct her operations.
No one would ever suspect her to be involved in Sergei's rescue. Igor and I would be
enough to carry out the actual rescue task. We would fly back to the ranch and inform
Peter that Sergei stayed behind at Beregovo and would go on directly from there to
Moscow. I, of course, wouldn't need an excuse or Peter's permission to gain access to the
Sky Fire. There had been plenty of times in the past when I had flown to the railway
junction to pick up mail for the office, or to visit the air base. In Sergei's absence, I was
the king of the air. Igor and I would fly with me to the junction several times, since I was
officially teaching him. We would locate a suitable field or roadway that could serve as
an airstrip. I was confident the Sky Fire could carry three people if I pushed the old
engine a bit. It would be tight fit with Sergei and Igor sharing the back seat, but it would
work.
I also had a place in mind where we could hide Sergei. There was a dry lake half
way between the junction and the ranch. The lake dried up every summer, exposing a
hard surface salt bed large enough to land the jet on. The plan was that I would get Peter

to notify Moscow that I had been designated by the boss to take his place to the
conference in the South of France, and take his place there until he would join me. Since
Nina had already known about the appointments, they seemed in order. She would also
officially notify Peter, herself. She was sure that he would never suspect what was behind
the scene.
The longer we thought about it, on the boat, the more confident we were that the
conspiracy against Sergei, to trap him into an AIDS camp, had some form of high level
sanction for his security. I felt safer, because of this knowledge. If our hunch was correct,
no one would challenge us taking the jet abroad, nor prevent us from taking our families
along. For the same reason wouldn't the Mary Q be challenged on the high sea. But if our
hunch was wrong, God help us!
Peter, as always, filed the flight plan to the conference. I selected the route, the
refueling stops, the most ideal altitude, and Peter looked after the rest, like visas and
payments. My first refueling stop would be in Yugoslavia, where according to plan.
Sergei would get off there. The plan was that we would all meet at Alexandros' island,
but arrive there by different means. Of course, before all of this could happen, a thousand
details had to be worked out, and be executed flawlessly. A minor official, somewhere,
being more alert than he ought to be, could spoil our whole plan.
Nina was the most hopeful of us all. She was certain that Sergei's absence would
not be discovered until the train arrived at the camp. That would leave us twenty hours
after we got him off the train, to get him into the jet and out of the country. At this point
the Mary Q should have passed Istanbul and be outside Russian controlled waters. With
all going well, the boat could be on Greek territory before any Russian official reacted.
Once past Istanbul, the girls would re-name the Mary Q. Jennie had found some paint on
the boat. In any case, the danger for them to be captured at sea would be minimal. Igor
and I would carry the greatest risk.
Once the plan was firmly cemented in our mind, Jennie motored the Mary Q back
to shore. I didn't wait until the children arrived, but urged them not to delay their
departure beyond that. The kids must have come right as we left. The first thing Igor and
I did, after being airborne again, was to fly over the harbor. We came just as Jennie had
unfurled the majestic Main Sail. In my eyes the Mary Q lacked nothing to the famous tall
ships that once filled the seas. With its sails filled by a stiff breeze, Jennie moved the boat
quickly off shore. I made one last circle above the harbor for a farewell 'kiss' and banked
the jet sharply to the East. The race to get out of Russia was irreversibly started.

Igor and I went back to the ranch. It wasn't hard to persuade Laara to invite
Melanie and me for tea to the upstairs balcony. I waited until Peter was beyond the
garden on his morning ride, at which time Peter's wife is always busy in the kitchen.

"I lied!" I said to Laara. I told her the whole tragic story, and every last detail of our
plan to rescue the 'prince of the castle.' There was no argument from her side, only a
promise for total support. Whatever I requested would be done.

The worst part of our plan was the waiting. We had to sit tight for three days. Every
time the phone rang I jumped, and hoped that Peter wouldn't notice.
Laara set the stage by telling Peter during dinner one night that she wished to go
along to the meeting in France. She told him that she had invited Melanie to accompany
her, and wanted the children to come, too. Her request was accepted with the finesse I
had become accustomed with. Besides, she had asked for nothing that Sergei himself
wouldn't have suggested. Peter had no objections.
Igor and I began a ritual the same morning that involved the duster being taken up
every day. We spent our evenings, whenever Peter was around, talking about airplanes.
We also took the jet up once, to give Igor additional lessons. Of course, those lessons
included practicing emergency procedures, such as landing on the dry lake several times.
We had landed with the duster, before, and cleared a strip of rocks and debris. In the
woods, nearby, we had a tent setup with a cache of hunting equipment, food, and even
extra fuel for the duster. Landing the jet there, was our final test, the last of the dry runs.
The very next morning came Nina's call. It came right on time as expected. She
phoned from Istanbul and told Peter that Igor and I was to pick up a parcel that Sergei
had ordered to be sent to Sol-lleck station.
God it was good to hear her voice, and to know that the project was still on track.
Igor and I were off within the hour, to collect her parcel. Thank God, Peter was not
an overly suspicious person. He might have wondered why this parcel was sent to the rail
junction, rather than to our own station. The Sol-lleck junction was mostly a very
complex freight-shunting yard. It had only a small passenger and freight terminal. It was
actually smaller than our own. Of course, only we knew that there was no parcel on the
way. We never even went to check with the parcel counter. Our focus was on the freightshunting yard.
To gain access, we purchased a passenger ticket to Orsk. The small terminal wasn't
busy that day. Maybe it never was. There couldn't have been more than twenty people on
the platform. We realized of course that once we stepped off the platform, we were
invariably exposed to all sorts of risks. We also realized that neither of us had any
experience in secret missions, nor shunting yard procedures. We didn't even know where
to look for the train that had Sergei's AIDS car attached.
Igor had one last great idea before we stepped off. He suggested that since we
would make terrible spies, we shouldn't pretend at all, but walk out there boldly in the
capacity we had identification for? After all, we were high level officials of the refugee

placement project. We had come on business! Igor's idea held the most wonderful
solution I could think off.
All fear went out of the window. This adventure promised to become quite
exciting. We walked to the end of the platform and without waiting jumped down onto
the rails. In order to find our way around, we boldly stepped up to the nearest worker and
asked. We flashed our badges. We must have had Moscow all written over our faces, for
the man paid no attention or even glanced at our badges. Another rail worker, apparently
coming off shift for his lunch break, saluted us. Nobody requested identification.

At our station back home, this trick would never have worked. However, we would
have known exactly where to look for the train with the AIDS cars attached. At Sol-lleck,
on the other hand, were hundreds of cars, whole sections of trains were being put
together. The idea to simply walk around seemed unworkable. There wouldn't be enough
time to search every possible train! And once Sergei's train was out of the station, the
game would be over. All hope to free Sergei would be lost. Luckily for us, the AIDS
trains were guarded by the military.
Igor spotted an armed guard atop one of the cars. The train must have just come
into the yard. We watched the man climb down. Igor and I ran over to where the train
stood. I knew we shouldn't run. Running was dangerously suspicious. Also the automatic
rifle brandished by the guard further highlighted this danger. It wasn't that I feared being
shot. The man didn't scare me. The danger was inherent in the system. The rifle merely
signified the kind of system we were dealing with. A person could much more easily
escape out of the reach of his gun than he could escape from the all-pervasive reach of
the state security organization. This thought made our mission actually scary. The shots I
remembered hearing at the Victoria airport during the rescue missions, were not half as
frightening as the rifle the man wore, knowing what power this riffle represented.
We walked around to the backside of the car. It was an AIDS car according to its
markings, and the right one according to Nina's information. We were also able to verify
it to be an AIDS car by peeking through some cracks in the shutters over the windows. I
didn't see Sergei, though. One would have to go inside for this, but how? All sorts of
crazy ideas kept coming to mind. We could flash our badges in front of the guard and tell
him that we looked for an escaped prisoner who masqueraded as an AIDS victim. Or we
could pretend to be health officers and had come to inspect the train. This would give us
the power to remove Sergei from the car. A vital inoculation might have been missed.
Another option was, to simply steal him. Except, how does one steal a man out of a
prison car, who may be unwilling to be set free? Igor and I feared that Sergei might still
believe his own rhetoric and regard it as his duty to state and country to remain locked
up. I could feel a deep compassion for him. We would have to rescue Sergei against his
own wishes, if necessary.
It was here, that Igor took perhaps the greatest risk in his life. We walked back six
car lengths, crossed over, and ran towards the guard shouting that he needed his help. He

pointed to the man's weapon while he spoke, pleading with him that he needed his
assistance to apprehend a spy. He told the guard he would leave me behind in his stead,
to watch the car for him.
The man responded. Now it was my turn. They had barely left when I rushed into
the car, searching for Sergei. I was in luck. Sergei still looked tired and terribly
despondent. I pulled him off his bunk, then proceeded to drag him outside. Sure enough,
Sergei didn't want to come. I had to swear at him, using the foulest Russian profanity I
could think of, and literally ordered the man out of the car. I accused him of using the
AIDS isolation project as a means to dodge a murder conviction. I doubted very much
that any of the Americans in the train could understand a word I was saying, but I
couldn't let off. I couldn't take that chance. Not surprisingly, Sergei barked back at me in
the same foul Russian language that I used on him. He did his very best to follow my
bidding most reluctantly. He gave a rather super performance, I thought.
Of course, once outside, behind the next row of cars, we embraced each other. I hid
him quickly inside an empty coal carrier on a different track. I must have gotten back to
my guard station just before Igor returned. Nobody questioned me about being away. I
heard Igor apologizing profusely to the guard, who insisted that it was quite all right. He
assured Igor that he was a patriot himself, and that it is far better in the long run to be
cautious and over-react, than it would be not to react at all. He and Igor shook hands.
We both joined Sergei, and waited eagerly for the dusk to arrive. We jumped the
fence under the approaching darkness of night. We had to wait. Sergei, in his distinct
prisoner's uniform, would not have made it out of there in any other way. To get out, we
climbed the four-meter wire mesh fence, dropped to the ground on the other side, and all
this close to the highway. The next risky thing was to cross the highway itself. Then came
the challenge of taking off in the duster.
It was quite a challenge taking off with a plane fifty percent overloaded and no
visibility because of the dark. I tried the field we had chosen, but couldn't get enough
speed on the rough terrain. "I have no choice; our only hope is to use the highway," I
informed the others.
"OK, do it!" said Sergei from behind. Luckily there was not a car in sight, and with
more lucky still, the highway had a slight downhill slope that would give us greater
speed. The extra speed was the God-sent that got our wheels unstuck. I banked the plane
off the highway as soon as we could make it over the trees.
Landing at the dry lake was like an anticlimax after that. I had oodles of room and
an excellent surface to land on. Nor was there any chance that we would be seen. This
landing was too easy to spark a great celebration. Only Sergei celebrated. I had never
seen him cry before. He kissed the earth when he stepped off the plane, snow, ice and all.
Inside the tent, he stripped out of his prisoner clothes. He threw them out. I burned them
immediately. A little gasoline goes a long way towards this end. I must admit, Sergei
looked rather dashing when he appeared from the tent in his old hunting outfit.

Naturally, we had briefed him about all the details of the rescue plan. He approved
every step of it, even our assumption as to why he was kidnapped. He assured us that he
had no idea who might have done this. He also said that it mattered little at this point.
Before we were off on our way, he gave us some instructions for Laara, instructing
her to transfer half the family savings to an international account that she would be able
to draw on in France. Her excuse would have to be, that she wanted to buy art. As an
artist herself, she would not be under suspicion. Also, she was known in some circles for
having donated valuable art to museums.

There was one final thing that needed to be attended, before flying off with the
duster. Igor and I downed half a water glass of undiluted Vodka, each. God help us to get
ourselves back to the ranch! But it was necessary. Without the stench of alcohol on our
breath, how could we account for the lost time. But with it, the task was easy. From the
moment we landed and got off the plane, we raved to Peter about a delicious brunette we
had met at the railway worker's pub. Peter said he understood. He said that he was young
once himself, as Igor was. He gave me the evil eye, though. But the plan worked. He
suspected nothing. The only worry Peter voiced that night, was that I might not be sober
enough the next morning to fly our jet to the meeting in France. For this, he devised a test
for me. He got me up at the moment of sunrise. Laara had provided an early breakfast for
this. Unofficially, he invited Igor and me to join him for a morning walk. Officially,
however, one doesn't just go for a walk with Peter. One is being interrogated. And in the
climbing, too, Peter always leads the way. One merely follows along. Unofficially, I had
expected this interrogation, so I was fully prepared for it.
He took us on a brisk hike up to the top of the local lookout hill from where one
can see far across the lake. It was cold and windy up there. A few inches of snow had
fallen during the night. The hill wasn't far to get to, but the trail was steep. Being hot
from the hard climbing, the icy breeze that swept the summit from the lake, felt
refreshing. It was a rather beautifully crisp morning. The sky was a deep blue above us,
and crystal clear.
Peter commented on the crispness of the morning. "That's the kind of atmosphere
Sergei wants to feel when he joins you in France," he said to me. "Sergei is not interested
in playing games," he added. He paused for a while. "Do you think you can handle this?"
He said that he wouldn't be at all surprised if Sergei wouldn't get to France for some time.
"If he's gone to Moscow, the Siberia project might keep him tied down for several days."
Oh, this talk of Peter's was music to my ears. We assured Peter there would be no
problems encountered in France.
He said nothing more after this; not for a while. I suppose he was satisfied. It was
very still now, on our lookout mountain. All I could hear was the wind and the soft rustle
of snow drifting through some bushes.

"What Sergei wants done in France, is to start a revolution," Peter broke the
stillness. "But note, I said start a revolution, not solicit one! There will be no negotiated
treaties brought back, no contracts presented for signatures, no games being played.
Sergei expects nothing less than a staunch commitment to the dignity of all men
everywhere!"
These were tall words for the quiet and rather shy person that Peter was. Oh, if only
he realized how highly theoretical his noble talk was! I smiled at him, reached my hand
out, I said that we would prepare the ground for Sergei's arrival. We shook hands.
"Well, if you promise all this, then there's nothing that can go wrong, is there?" he
replied. Little did he know that there was a whole world of things about to go wrong, and
hopefully right for us.
"No my friend, there is nothing that can go wrong" I replied in the most serious
tone I could manage.
It was here, that Peter spotted the crop duster coming in. It came in low over the
lake, skimmed over tree tops, shot up into the air for a loop with a twist and leveled off
upside down, skimming close to the frozen lake. It came in for a landing. One final
vertical loop and a roll, then the Sky-Fire headed towards the meadow where our jet
stood waiting for him, to be refueled.
"They will take the jet for an hour," said Peter in a matter of fact kind of tone;
"normal stuff, you know."
I nodded.
"Did you see that guy fly our duster?" said Igor, excitedly.
"Sure, that guy knows how to live," I added.
After the duster was on the ground, Peter suggested that it was time to get back. We
didn't argue. However, on the way down, as I heard the jet engines winding up, I felt that
urge to take the duster for one last spin. Igor must have been able to read my mind. "Why
don't you give Pete a ride in the Sky-Fire?" he suggested, "while I go back to the house
and get things ready." I knew what he really meant to accomplish. He didn't want Peter
snooping around while everyone packed.
Peter, who didn't know, took the suggestion as a kind of compliment. He must have
felt like one of the boys. I put my arm around him and said that it was high time that he
be treated to some air acrobatics. He became quite excited by the idea. Actually, I did,
too. I didn't like going back to the house, before I had to. It may seem strange for an
airline captain to admit this, but I never liked packing. I never liked going away. Also, I
wanted this ride on the Sky Fire for my own needs. Rather than saying good bye to this
place, and leaving in sorrow, I wanted to relish for one last time the lovely countryside
that had been our home, a place so rich with experiences, considering our brief stay.

Once Igor had left us, Peter and I became quite silly, really. We skittered down the
icy parts of the trail, then chased each other through the woods, throwing snowballs at
one another. This turned out to be quite a morning. I felt wonderful. There was an
excitement in the air. Flying the Sky Fire wasn't so much the climax of the morning, as it
was just another addition that fitted the pattern. The freedom I enjoy in flying this agile
little aircraft made the dangers ahead, less real, less foreboding. Also, the way the plane
handled exemplified the way our life at the ranch had been, a 'knife edge dance'
performed with unlimited daring and mental agility that made all the times before seem
dull. And this wasn't going to stop with the landing of the duster. The plan itself
exemplified it, which was now in its final phase. I had more reason to celebrate, than to
look back. The past had made us grow, it had served us well, but there was nothing in it
to hold us back. Already, we had severed too many ties and burnt too many bridges
behind us, to be looking back. This flight with the Sky Fire, was a flight on the 'wings of
the morning,' a flight indicative of things to come.
We stayed in the air for about twenty minutes. I count them now as some of the
finest. I gave Peter one the wildest and most wonderful barnstormer experiences. He
would either have to hate me, or love me completely. We flew, rolled, banked, and
twisted. I made the little plain jump into tight vertical loops, flew it upside down with our
noses skimming over the treetops. We would shoot straight up into the air under full
power, then tumble back out of control and slip almost imperceptibly into the next
aerobatics sequence with the patterns repeated in different variations and combinations
until the gas-tank was quite low.
More exhausted than we were after chasing each other through the woods, we
disembarked. The exhaustion was caused by the strain of excitement and the tortures of
the physical demands these stunts exerted on the body, but to judge by Peter's smile, he
didn't mind the exhaustion, or even noticed it. After we got out of the plane, Peter and I
embraced each other. That's just the kind of morning it had been.

On the way back to the house, we met Igor. He came for us with the bus, to give us
a ride; "Lunch is ready," he said, "and in an hour we have to be on our way. We don't
have much time left!"

Thanks to Peter's planning, our jet was ready for takeoff by the time we finished
lunch, at precisely 2:00 PM. We left the house. To me, it seemed like we were just going
to Odessa, to pick Jennie up, or to take Igor there. But it wasn't like that with Laara. It
was easy to see that she had a hard time leaving the place that she had loved so much and
for so long, that had become a part of her life, and which she would most likely never see
again. To a degree, I think, Melanie felt the same way. I hoped to God that Peter wouldn't
catch on to their feelings. Igor and I did what we could to keep his attention away from
them.

At 2:10 PM we were ready to board our jet. I could have sworn they had washed it
at the base, for the occasion. They knew about the mission, the big meeting in France.
Little did they realize that this was going to be the most important mission I had ever
flown in my life, that made the biggest international meeting pale by comparison. Peter's
wife, and their two children had come to the meadow to see us off. Even Boris and Tania
had come. Officially, this was going to be a long deserved vacation for Laara, the first in
years. Everyone wished us well. The children waved to us, shouted good bye. "Have a
good journey!" I heard Peter say. His strong voice stood out above the others'. Only Boris
didn't say anything. It was as though he wasn't there. He stood motionless, wearing his
father's war medal that he treasured. He stared into space, possibly thinking of simpler
times. Tania stood by his side. She had long stopped crying for him. She smiled and
waved to us. Melanie and the children threw kisses back to her while Igor drew the door
shut.
It was as if they all knew. It was a celebration. Even after I had started the engines,
none of them moved off. They merely stepped back a few feet and watched us in spite of
the noise. They stood there as we raced down the runway, they watched us lift off, I could
see them in my tiny mirror. I stopped our ascend at three hundred meters and circled back
for a low-level path across the meadow, and then the same once more going the other
way.
I kept the plane at three hundred feet. Our next stop was going to be the dry lake,
only minutes away. Those fly by exercises over the meadow set the pattern that would
allow us to land at the dry lake without anyone noticing. We never came high enough to
get picked up by radar that would then log us in with the air traffic control system and
track us for as long as we were within Russian controlled airspace. Sergei, of course, was
ready. He had been ready for hours. He had his tent packed, all traces erased. Only an
empty fuel canister remained that could have been left by anyone.
We climbed back to three hundred feet for one last flight across the meadows. We
could spot the bus on its way back to the house. Now it was time to open the throttles, to
climb to our planned cruising level of thirty-one-thousand-feet. It didn't take long, with
the throttles wide open to make up for the time lost at the lake. By the time we were
logged in, we were back within the limits allowed by the flight schedule. Now, we were
home free. Nobody had a reason to suspect anything.
Our next top was outside the Russia's old territory. We landed at the international
airport in Sarajevo Yugoslavia for refueling. Sergei got away without any questions being
asked. He became a tourist, toting his tent.
"Good luck my fried," I said quietly to myself as we were in the air again, taking
off near the edge of the city. Still, this was more sentimentally said than with any logical
reason. Sergei had made it. It was us who needed good luck. There was still the
conference in France, we had no choice but to attend, and this could get us trapped. But
this, too, went as smoothly as everything else had gone. The officials had received a note
from Nina that Sergei will be delayed or may not arrive at all. Igor and I were treated
with all the respect due to his personal representatives. We were also given the

appropriate freedom that is afforded to respected dignitaries. That freedom made it
possible for us to prepare several escape options, should a sudden escape be necessary.
With this kind of back door open to us, our precarious position was quite tolerable, even
enjoyable. While none of us knew for how long the peace would last, as it could change
like the weather, we acted as we had the world at our feet and made no little contribution
to the conference. Sergei couldn't have contributed more himself. Under the cover of the
earned respect, nobody wondered, at least not audibly, why we had a boat rented for the
duration, and always kept it close by.
As it turned out, a quick escape wasn't needed. We left together with everyone else,
when the conference was over, and we left as we came, with our white jet.
I had always felt that our plan would have the best chance to succeed if we played
the game though to the last degree. In doing this, the bureau could hopefully be kept off
the case until everyone was safely on Alexandros' island. Nina had calculated that it
might take the AIDS camp personnel five days after their first suspicion to process the
paper trail which would verify that Sergei had indeed been kidnapped, which according
to law, would then trigger the security bureau. At this point we would have landed on our
island, Nina and Jennie would have the Mary Q in international waters and renamed it,
and Sergei, as a tourist would have gone through several countries and be totally
untraceable by even the best secret agents.
We left Marseilles, as we did the ranch, flying low. We followed the French
coastline for a stretch as though we were on a sight seeing trip, then turned gradually out
to sea and towards Greece. The only risk remaining now, was landing the jet on
Alexandros' mountaintop. We entered Greek airspace so low, that we actually had to
climb again as we approached the island. In order to have the wind against us, we had to
come in from the far side. This made the now risky situation rather scary. "Make your
seat belts as tight as you can," I almost shouted, "and put your head down close to your
knees. Here we go!"
It was dark already. The moon stood low above the horizon. I couldn't remember
much about how the runway was carved out of the mountaintop by the Germans.
However, I recalled seeing trees at the far end, the end from which we approached. I
feathered the engines to avoid a fire if we crashed. I could see the runway now. We
barely cleared the trees. We had enough height and lift to get to the runway. The runway
appeared to be long enough. It suddenly dawned on me that this was immaterial now. I
couldn't restart the engines if I wanted to. We were committed. I had gambled that
Alexandros was right, that the Germans had indeed landed heavy transports on this
mountain. If so, the runway would be long enough for us, too. The rest was left to chance.
We had no way of knowing if the runway surface was still intact after all these years?
When I had come to this place with Igor and Alexandros, the thought never entered my
mind that I would have to land there some day with a jet. I could remember that the
plateau was heavily overgrown with a carpet of yellow flowering weeds. It hadn't
occurred to me then to check underneath for lose rocks lying around and gaping holes or
breaks in the surface. "Brace yourself!" I shouted.

The trees were behind us now. Things happened fast. I had rehearsed this part a
thousand timed in my sleep. Air brakes to full extent, flaps down, spoilers on, touch
down! I could have sworn that I could feel the landing gear tear through the weeds. I
pumped the breaks. They provided little extra friction to slow us, but the weeds did.
Thank God we made it unscathed.

I didn't care, when we came to a stop, whether there had been potholes and we had
merely missed them, or boulders that could have torn the undercarriages off, which we
might have been lucky enough to miss, too. Ironically, what could have killed us all five
seconds ago simply didn't matter anymore. I restarted the engines again, pulled the plane
around, and hid as much of it as I could under some of the trees that we flew across.
It wasn't until the engines had slowed to a halt that I noticed my hands shaking. I
leaned back into my seat, covered my face with my hands and cried. A million things
could have gone wrong, but hadn't. I looked up. I remembered Jack's words after we
landed our 747 on the beach on Vancouver Island: "The goose has gone to sleep."
Now what, I thought? A deep silence set in. Nobody spoke, not even the children. I
think it was I who broke the silence.
It dawned on me that there was urgent work to be done. We had to cut foliage,
gather weeds and branches and whatever we could find to hide the plane. It must not be
noticeable on spy satellite photos. The security bureau must not be tipped off by them
spotting the plane.
Once I gave the OK to get up, the children were the first out of their seats and out
of the plane. Dick and the two older boys put up the tents that were standard equipment
for an aircraft designed to operate in the vast spaces of Russia. The plane was equipped
with three emergency tents. It was also furnished a tarp, large enough to cover the plane,
which in turn we covered with branches. At last, we were save for the night.

Laara stayed behind with the children. They were totally safe now, while Igor and I
set out to inform Alexandros. But where was the trail? Compared to our predicament
now, it seemed easier landing the plane than finding the trail that would lead us down the
mountain. If only we had brought a flashlight. All around us, steep cliffs guarded the
plateau. Eventually we found the trail, winding its way downward through a crevice. It
didn't look at all familiar. But finding the trail was easy compared to soothing
Alexandros' excitement. There we were, fugitives from a country that had the reputation
of an iron castle that no one escapes from. We told him that the security bureau would
soon to be looking for us. We also told him that we had our airplane well hidden on the
mountain.
"You came by plane?"

Igor nodded. "All six of us. We landed last night at Alexandros International
Airport. The landing was good, but where is the airport hotel?"
Alexandros thought this over for a moment. "There are six of you?"
Igor nodded with a grin.
"My wife and children are still up on the mountain," I said.
"That's great!" Alexandros exclaimed. "Then you will want to stay on the
mountain to be save? That's great!" he added.
"There are six more on the way, including my father," Igor said with a grin.
"You mean Sergei is coming himself, here to this island?"
"Yes, we had to escape."
"You can stay for as long as you like on our mountain," Alexandros replied and
said something about being honored thereby.

Alexandros suddenly realized that by the needed development his cherished dream
of finishing the mountain top project would become a reality. We told him that we would
most likely want to live there, cultivate it, do everything the German officer had set out
do, and more.
This was a cause for celebration for him and for us, if ever there was one. We didn't
get back to the tents until late in the morning. Actually, there was no need to rush things
anymore. The rat race had ended.
Two anxious days went by, though, until the Mary Q pulled into the harbor, and
another anxious week passed until Sergei arrived on the late ferry from a neighboring
island. Now, finally, we had won!
It seemed almost too good to believe that were all back together again! We
celebrated for an entire week. During this week Alexandros introduced us to his friends
in the village. We celebrated with his wine, his Oozo, and the usual singing and dancing
with the guests Alexandros invited. After this, the development project began.

Sergei didn't see it as a big project. With his talent at organization, backed up by his
considerable private resources that Laara had been able to bring out through France and
deposit into a secret account in Zurich, nothing stood in the way of transforming the
mountaintop into a virtual paradise. Igor and Alexandros already owned the mountaintop.
Nobody had shown any interest in this inaccessible piece of rock. Nobody on this island

understood the principle of economics as Sergei did, who recognized within minutes that
this rock could be transformed into a productive farm with a little effort.
Before the month was out, a truck load of cement arrived from the mainland,
together with an old diesel driven cement mixer that Sergei had been able to rent from a
near bankrupt construction firm, together with other old used equipment including a
bulldozer. Soon thereafter, lumber arrived at the dock, piled high on an old ten-wheeler,
an ancient army truck that Sergei had 'obtained' from the Greek armed forces, together
with a cable winch that we also needed to drag the heavy stuff up to the top. Within a
month we were able to start the construction job in earnest.
Building the dam was the largest task. It took a month. The old cement shed that
the Germans had left behind, once its junk was cleared out and the sand used up, became
our hangar. As the dam began to rise and block off the crevice in the rock, a lake began to
develop behind it. That was the start of our reservoir. With the water project completed,
the next project was launched, to create a fruitful field on the mountain and to finish the
house the German officers had started. Both tasks were done simultaneously. The walls
of the house were still useful, only the floors needed to be replaced and the missing roof
put on.

The way the house was laid out, and its generous size, provided amply space for
every one of us. Even Alexandros, who had taken a liking to Nina, became excited by
what was going on. He became a frequent visitor, the 13th man on the mountain. When
the house was structurally ready, he sold his own house in the village and moved in with
us. He moved in, even while the house was still being finished inside. He wanted to be a
part of the excitement of building.
Nina and Alexandros also teemed up to become our procurement officers.
Alexandros, of course, was the only one who spoke the local language. We were fast
learners, though. Still, we needed him as our official interface to the Greek world. There
were a million things that we needed, and not just for the house. The reservoir had been
created, not as a swimming pool, but for growing food. For this we needed topsoil,
fertilizer, seeds, and the best available scientific information as to what crops would do
best in the prevailing climate. It turned out that all of this was easily obtained, including
the topsoil that we needed, and we didn't need much.
Sergei was delighted with the way the project progressed, even though he was the
driving force behind it. Of course, he expected things to move ahead quickly. We had to
get the spring crop planted in time. That's the way Sergei had always lived, vigorously.
What a death this would have been for him, languishing in an AIDS camp!

Many of the villagers, of course, thought we were crazy trying to grow food on a
mountain top which proved to be unfit, even for gracing. Those people didn't know
Sergei. Even I must admit that I hadn't known him fully, before. He seemed to thrive on

large-scale operations. Naturally, the project was financed entirely by him, and he loved
it. He loved to create things on a big scale, big enough so that people could profit from
what was created. He actually became restless after the third month when the most of the
project was finished. We had plenty of water accumulated to last us through the summer.
The fields had been tilled. Seeds had been selected and stockpiled earlier. All the
preparation was completed on schedule. In fact, he had to wait for the weather to clear,
for the seeding to begin.
The mountain looked totally different now. The yellow weeds were gone, the wild
shrubs, the trees that just took up space, everything, was gone. With the bulldozer going
from morning till night and truckloads of soil being shipped to the island, Igor had I
spread out enough soil to create an eighteen-inch deep field across the entire plateau,
covering the runway and all. Some of the earth that we needed had been found in
shallows. Also, great piles had been pushed aside by the Germans. With great care we
excavated every bit of earth we could lay our hands on, digging down to a considerable
depth in some places. The holes that we dug in this manner became convenient places to
dump refuse in, that we had to get rid of, like the many rocks that were left around, old
cement, and useless building materials. By the time we were ready for seeding, the
mountaintop was flat as a board, neatly plowed and tilled like a garden, sloping slightly
towards the reservoir.
The soil that we had dug up had been enriched with the topsoil we had bought,
river sludge, sawdust, and seaweed, and whatever else we could lay our hands on,
scrounge or scrape together, or import from other places. We even used shredded
seaweed to fortify the soil and the remains of fish from the fisheries plant of the villages.
A few loads of sawdust also came in handy that Sergei got for next to nothing from Italy,
except for the transport costs. We even brought in manure from another island, and a
small barge load of peat. The peat, ironically, came all the way from Russia. We mixed
the whole mess together and tilled it into the topsoil, day after day. It took numerous
passes using an old tiller that we dragged around with the truck. Nobody in the village
had believed that we would be able to winch a truck and a bulldozer up onto the
mountain, but we did it, and still they thought we were crazy.
By the time we were ready for sowing, there wasn't a square inch on top of the
mountain that wasn't devoted to growing food. It was quite a marvel, really, what we had
accomplished, a miracle even, and a wonderful sight to see. The ancient wasteland had
been repainted a clean even dark brown that stretched across the mountain rich and
fertile, ready to bear out its promise to become a replica of the Garden of Eden. Although
there wouldn't be a trace of green appearing for a month, for us this was paradise nonethe-less. Nobody cared that the place stank on the hot days, because of the fish scraps in
the soil. We knew it wouldn't stink for long.
As time passed, the mountaintop did become a paradise, indeed. It became covered
over with the most luscious green velvet garment the island had ever worn, and months
later, it became colorful with a bounty of harvest. No paradise could have been more
wonderful than the one we had created on Aldros Island, as we called our new home in
honor of Alexandros. There was plenty to eat now, and plenty to give away, or to trade

with. On the far side of the mountain another trail was built down to the beaches that
were ideal for swimming, and the sea around us was rich with fish. The Mary Q served
this purpose well, as well as it did in Hawaii. It certainly was true what Sergei said, that
the Germans before us had done their homework well.
Our irrigation lake was constantly being re-filled by the frequent rainfalls that
promised to maintain our paradise forever and ever, and with just a little further effort on
our part. Even our drinking water, that we had gathered plenty of, ranked among the best
in the world. Our drinking water started out as rain collected on the roof, which was then
purified by passing it through a bed of water hyacinths. After that it was filtered in a
multistage process, and finally stored in silver-lined tanks. We could proudly say that our
water was as a free of chemicals and bacteria as the purest mountain spring ever could be.
No municipal water supply system that I knew of could match this standard of purity, or
come even close to it.
There were other aspects, too, that made life on the island comparable to living in
paradise. No wake-up call drove me out of bed at four in the morning, not to get me ready
for transatlantic flights, or for flights with Sergei to handle emergencies. We slept for as
long as we wanted, except during harvest time. On most days, though, breakfast wasn't
called until ten and lunch whenever we got to it. Dinner was often spent with friends who
came from the village, or we went down to them. There was food and drink in abundance
and to spare. In a way, we lived like a great giant family together with more and more
people on the island joining in. We became bound together by a sense of responsibility
for each other that eventually spilled over onto the community in the village below. The
villagers were in time able to enrich their diet with the produce that came from our
mountain. In return, we shared some of their fish.
Aldros Island became an island of modest wealth as the result of our being there,
and saw more frequent celebrations than there had ever been. Perhaps this was, because
the people there liked celebrations, or perhaps because Sergei liked them even more. I
would judge, however, that the cause lay deeper. Life on the island became like it was the
fulfillment of dreams, dreams that I, for one, had never imagined as possible. We were
lucky, indeed, to have come to this place. This was paradise. We had reached the zenith
of our lives. We had risked much and had won much on many occasions. Maybe it was
inevitable that it should happen this way, and that we, too, should grow by this process,
and that this New World should open to us new horizons. This life also beckoned us that
we should further explore the spark we had found in just being alive.

Sure enough, there were also times encountered when we wondered what greater
risks still lay ahead in the future, to be faced; or risks that we were facing now and were
coming to terms with. For instance, none of us knew for certain if Sergei's AIDS antibody
test had not indeed been positive. If so, had we been wise in rescuing him? There might
never have been a political ploy against Sergei. His detention might have been the best
step his nation could have taken to protect itself. I can't deny that there were occasions
when this subject was in our thoughts as we sat at the edge of our mountain, looking

down onto the village below. What did we represent to them, in total? Were we the
bringers of a new horizon of life, or bringers of death?
There were times when I couldn't help wondering if the villagers had been unwise
in not questioning us, in not requiring those tests to be repeated. Could any of them tell
how great a threat Sergei's presence might pose to their well being? Could any of them
judge what level of risk is reasonable to accept beyond which no one should dare move?
I, however, felt that our apprehension in this matter was mostly drawn from a nagging
fear that for whatever reason, Sergei would be taken from us again, or anyone else for
that matter. We agreed among us that if the bureau would track anyone to this rock, no
matter when, we would move on without hesitation to protect one another. We would
leave the entire paradise behind once again in order to protect what alone is precious.

Since we ourselves, never derived at a final conclusion, whether or not we were a
danger to the village or each other, we passed no judgment. The only judgment we were
able to make, was a humbling recognition that no person could ever reach an absolute
conclusion on any issue. People are not computers that make crude decisions based on
black and white issues. The human being has a far greater capacity than a computer and
is able to weigh a near infinite range of factors and derive from them conclusions that
may be fifty-percent yes and fifty-percent no. The only thing that we agreed we could
accept with a reasonable degree of certainty, was that the deeper one looks into any issue
in search for judgment, the less likely one would be making any judgment. We found,
that the more sensitive we became to the human dimension, the more did our
consideration flair out as though it reflected the geometry of an exponential horn. We
were facing, literally, the measure of infinity.

Perhaps Boris should have thought about this factor before he had volunteered for
his assigned task. If he had done this, he might not have involved himself in an arena of
such complex uncertainties as the arena of life where so much is at risk to be destroyed
by shallow impulses. Had he probed deeper into his own nature, he might have glimpsed
something of this strength and his capacity for a wider vision than being just a mere
follower. He might have thought about the question in a different light that he had posed
himself, whether mankind was justified in trusting its existence to Mutually Assured
Destruction as a doctrine for deterrence, as it had done. Maybe this trusting his inner
resources would have saved his life.
Still we couldn't judge Boris whose life ended in an act of folly when his trust in
himself became overburdened with fear that led to inaction, that forced the human spirit
into 'exile,' into a denial of itself, its nature and its strength. In its self-denial the human
race is destined to die like Boris did, like vegetables deprived of the sun, like married
people fenced in against the world. We, who had come to Aldros mountain, each one
having been tested by fire, had made great efforts to cross beyond the threshold of fear
with a determination to live as human beings, with our eyes set high in search of new

horizons and a freer life. I could feel that to some degree we had succeeded in this quest.
With this feeling was linked a deep compassion for the human race that was still bound to
its old traditions, its old mythologies, its age-old self-isolation, and its timeless self-denial
and self-strangling inaction.
In the light of this compassion, the great risks that the builders of nuclear
armaments had taken, in acts of insanity, for their defense, appeared no longer like the
unimaginable evil that I once saw in it. Rather it came to light as a facet of life where
taking risks is part of the stride of human existence whose existence evolved out of
exploring every avenue towards the infinite. The nuclear age with its terror also provides
humanity with the open door to infinity. Without nuclear energy to power its future,
humanity would have no long-term hope whatsoever. If we had learned anything on this
mountain, and we had built a gazebo for ourselves in which to ponder the universe, we
had learned that the opposite is true to what humanity regards as truth. We had learned
that the doom of humanity would have been assured if nuclear energy had not been
discovered, because the future of humanity depends on the development of ever greater
energy resources, which must necessarily be rich in energy density in order for humanity
to survive.
In terms of energy use is must be counted as absolutely wasteful to farm a barren
mountaintop, but in term of mankind's long-term development that was just the beginning
in the utilization of our creative capacities. Vastly greater energy resources would be
required to farm the desserts, and create indoors farming fifty stories high, for which the
resources already lay in our hands to be developed.
Boris' failure, on the other hand, reflected the failure of the world, which believes
that humanity has been doomed by its discovery of nuclear power. That surrender to
impotence may yet kill us, as it closes the door to the discovery of the principles that we
require with which to protect our existence. We have proved the doom-prediction not to
be true. We found them not true, because we had experienced in our own existence that
the human being has the capacity to move ahead so fast and so far that the genie of
nuclear weapons could be left behind in the dust if we set out mind to the task. And we
realized that this movement had already begun, and that were still moving forward in
spite of the roadblocks that were still being set up all over the place.

Initially, we had worried as to what would become of us once the great
construction project had drawn to a close. There appeared be no way on the horizon that
we could simply stop or stand still. To my surprise, we launched a new project that was
destined to never end. This new project was more demanding, especially on Sergei's time
and resources, than anything we had started before. This project evolved from the depth
of his Soul, and out of his great love for his people that was still unquenchable.

The pain that he may have inflicted on his people with his support of the AIDS
isolation project, which he had a faint taste of himself, he had felt so deeply that he felt it
had to be redeemed. That project simply had to be stopped. If he had been wrong in once
supporting it, he knew he could also set things right. He knew this disease was not the
doom of humanity like the discovery of nuclear weapons might have become, but was
merely another challenge which contained dangerous elements that could all be met in a
universally enriching manner. He felt that with a properly funded scientific crash
program, and with proper public education and effective treatment, this bug could be
wiped out like the measles were. This he set out to do. He pursued this vast issue with the
same impetuosity that he had devoted to any project in the past, and of course he
involved all of us as deeply in it as he had on previous occasions.
Actually, I wouldn't have expected it any different. This challenge had opened up a
brand new horizon once again, breaking down another barrier against the infinite
development of life. To us, life had already become a 'knife edge' experience that
demanded the total commitment of our inner resources. This new project would hone the
edge even further. What had begun during our journey out of a holocaust was now to go
forward even further to bless the whole of humanity?
Sergei devoted most of his days from then on to studying and writing. He wrote
books in this place on the mountain, his exile as it were, for publication the world over.
Most of his efforts, however, were addressed to his colleges in Moscow, whose heart he
felt he had to win to end the isolation project in Russia. He no longer cared about the
threat that the bureau presented to his life. From the moment the first homosapians
became bipeds and stood upright on their feet, life involved greater risks than our
ancestors could have imagined. They became glaring targets standing upright, but they
made a success of it regardless of the risks. Sergei determined to do the same.
Actually, that idea was mine. I suggested it to him. What else could we do but
stand 'erect on our feet?' Failing this, we would certainly die. I might add that Sergei
liked the idea. He embraced it. He wrote it down in the book that he had begun to write, a
book about a journey to a mountain top, a journey impelled by fire. Mostly, he wrote this
book for his beloved Russia. We, of course, helped. We all wrote this book. We even
built a special place for him where he could work undisturbed, where he could think and
write.
That's how it came about that we constructed the gazebo. We built it for him,
perched at the edge of the cliff, a stone's throw from the house. This spot had been our
favorite lookout point before, high above the village and its harbor, a place where the
sunsets appeared at their grandest, painting the surface of the sea in rich shades of color.
Still, the construction of the gazebo was only the beginning. It became a place were we
all 'worked' in a similar manner, exploring new ideas.
Within a year, we enlarged the gazebo. We all needed more space in it. Also, we
planted a garden around it. We began to almost live there. We watched the ships come in
and the village grow. Three major ships had been added to the harbor since we arrived.
Also, with Melanie's expertise in botany, we had begun experimenting with specialty

crops, many of which the villagers had never seen, much less eaten. Nina's talents at
meticulous organization were not lost to the islanders either. Some invited her to become
their partner in new business ventures. The village had indeed changed in our presence.
I certainly felt good about it, and so did Sergei. He was invited to more parties than
I ever wished to attend. It was a good feeling to feel that our 'family' was so universally
accepted. It added a measure of pride to our existence as human beings.
Sergei, who still pursued his own, private religion, suggested that this new feeling
was in fact the real essence of the First Commandment. He said that the commandment to
love God with all one's heart and soul, was not a demand to pay more homage to a certain
God, for religious reasons. Rather he saw it as a counsel to pay tribute to oneself, to the
human being made in the image and likeness of God. For him the commandment was a
counsel against opting for the cheapest deal, which a cheapness that the whole world was
paying homage to. The commandment was a counsel to choose the best that life has to
offer. It was a counsel to live as a human being in the image of God. He raised the
commandment to a high level perception of our humanity that demanded great honor and
furnished great rewards.

In the third year on the mountain we planted a rose garden around the gazebo, with
borders of thyme, lilies, pansies, and violets, none of which were native to the island, but
grew there none-the-less. And so it was with us. We weren't native to this part of the
world, but we prospered there, we thrived in its environment. Maybe it was the land that
caused this, the gentle climate that made the best of human nature to come to light as it
apparently had done so throughout history. We had refurbished the Mary Q and explored
with her our new home world more extensively. We explored places like Athens, Cairo,
and Rome. I can only say it is one thing to read about the history of these places in books,
and quite another to actually visit the places where history was made. Of course it hadn't
been unknown to us that this part of the world had nurtured some of the world's most
advanced cultures. After all this, this was the land of Pythagoras, Plato, Socrates, and
Eratosthenes.
We took many voyages at first, mainly to expose our children to the wonders of
the ancient world. We visited the Acropolis, old museums, we even visited Alexandria
where the librarian of the famous library of Alexandria, some three hundred years before
Christ, had accurately calculated the diameter of the earth, by observing the sky. Maybe
this feat doesn't sound like much in today's world. Our children, certainly, weren't
impressed, at least not until the feat was drawn into perspective and they realized that it
had taken the world another seventeen hundred years to seriously consider the same idea
again. The ancient Greeks understood that the earth is a sphere in space, and is itself a
small part of a vastly larger system, rather than being the center of the universe. All this
became lost in the dust of the lost centuries until Galileo once again nudged humanity to
open its eyes. For this he was tried for heresy by the Inquisition in Rome and sentenced to
perpetual house arrest. I felt, instinctively in those days of our travels, that our children

had sensed that what we had started on the mountain was the same type of pushing
forward that once forced humanity open its eyes and minds.
Of course, there were plenty of wonders to be appreciated from the ancient worlds
around us. We sailed up the Nile, visited the sites where Moses was supposed to have
lived. We visited the pyramids that could never have been built without the Nile, whose
floods of silt had constantly enriched the land for thousands of years and made life easy
with time to spare for spiritual pursuits. We also sailed to the island of Patmos on which
the Apostle John wrote his famous book, the Apocalypse. Sergei saw himself, in many
ways, in the same role. He felt a certain kinship with John.
One of John's 'visions' came to mean a great deal to Sergei, which supported his
project. It concerned a song that no man could learn. He realized, though, that apparently,
we had been able to learn it. There was a song within us, as it were. To convey this song,
was the core of what his work was all about. He realized he could never teach it to his
colleges in Moscow. How could he teach them the love he felt for his people? You can't
teach a person to love. The song can't be learned from a songbook, it must be learned by
singing, and there are many that are longing to be able to sing. Sergei felt that he could,
however, share its melodies and the process by which we had discovered them, melodies
that flowed out of the great riches that we had discovered with us. That's what his book
was going to be about. He loved one of John's verses enough to make it the preface of his
book; "I counsel thee to buy of me gold tried in the fire, that thou mayest be rich..."

In the fifth year on Aldros Island we turned our gazebo into an all-weather
dwelling. The expansion reflected the growing realization that the human being is
undeniably the most incredible being ever to walk on this earth. Humanity appeared to us
stronger and more dignified than it had ever appeared to us before. The voice of its
magnificence spoke louder and clearer at the end of this journey of coming out from a
holocaust, than it had in all times before. The essence of what we beheld in the gazebo,
John on Patmos had symbolized as 'light!' I couldn't agree more with his symbolism, for
there was no 'night' to be found any longer.
Actually, the realization of this fact came like a shock to me. I had imagined when
we arrived on Aldros, that our journey through so many experiences had made us grow.
This appeared to be nonsense in the end. It struck me one day that the dream I had on the
Mary Q after we left Tofino, in which I had dreamed of a boy among the peace
demonstrators who had a remarkable insight, was in fact the 'gold' of my own
consciousness reflecting itself back to me. The boy I had dreamed about, and the poster
that I had been so proud of, which proclaimed that peace must begin at home, had never
existed. These were images of a dream, but they also pointed to the fact that I must have
been aware of all these things right from the beginning. The realization came like a shock
to me, that I had actually achieved nothing at all during our journey, or in the gazebo. All
that had apparently been accomplished, was an uncovering of what already lay within
everyone of us. I wasn't surprised, therefore, when I realized that the one person, in
whose company I spent most of my days on Aldros, was Melanie. Life had become a

process of merging the past, the present, and future into one. Nothing was unfolding that
hadn't been always true, and by the same token, nothing that was true could ever be lost. I
didn't realize then, that this very thought would soon become an invaluable aid for my
survival.

After we had been on the mountain for several more years Sergei suddenly grew
uneasy about the fact that we had the jet still in our possession, which really belonged to
Russia. Initially, he saw it as a form of his retirement pay from Mother Russia, which he
had well earned. Later, he justified keeping the jet as a fair exchange for the balance of
his private funds that had remained behind in Russia. This excuse, though, didn't sit well
with him for long. It wasn't that he needed his funds restored. His books were published,
and life on the mountain posed few monetary demands. Therefore, he was more set to
square the accounts as a matter of principle. So it happened during our last trip to
Alexandria in Egypt, that he contacted a long time friend in Moscow's high political
society who promised him to work out an exchange, a simple swap of the jet in exchange
for his remaining assets.
Hardly a month went by when the deal was ready to be finalized. The exchange
was to take place on neutral ground, in Riyadh, Saudi Arabia. I suggested the place, the
only neutral country that lay within our reach without refueling. The final date agreed to
was set for a week after harvest. Igor and I quickly bulldozed a strip of topsoil aside to
expose the harder surface of the old German made runway. A day later we were off.
I must admit, I enjoyed flying the trusty old jet again. It flew like it always had. It
lifted off with ease, propelled by its powerful engines. Our departure was under a crystal
sky with Sergei, Jennie and myself on board. Sergei was in his favorite place, the copilot’s seat. Jennie sat in the row behind us. Jennie had come simply for the ride.
Perhaps I should have worried about the bureau being still on our case. But I didn't.
I was too excited to be flying again. I hadn't sat in a cockpit for all these years! I was
amazed that the engines still worked. In fact, they started immediately. Who really would
have expected this?
We stayed low over the water until we were well within Egyptian air space. Once
we were discovered, I took us up to forty thousand feet and identified ourselves. The
tower in Riyadh appeared to have been briefed about our arrival. No questions were
asked. We were given immediate landing clearance and detailed taxing instructions.
That's when I began to feel uneasy again.
The fast response from the tower was not what I expected. Still, I wasn't too
worried. Perhaps I should have been. I told myself that air traffic procedures might have
changed in the last five years. I leaned back and relaxed, remembering the olden days. I
couldn't think of ever having had any problems connected with landing at Riyadh.
The taxiing instructions directed us to a small-plane parking lot behind a terminal
building. The area was a way off from where the big liners were docked. But this didn't

bother me either. After all, the exchange was to take place somewhere on the airport and
it was proper that it wouldn't be under everyone's nose.
I parked the plane at the designated spot and went outside. There were some super
looking aircraft close by, some executive jets, a few single engine turbo props, and even a
few tiny stunt planes like our duster. I don't think we had waited more than ten minutes
when Sergei spotted two officials in brown uniform emerging from of an entrance of the
terminal building. One carried a briefcase.
"That must be them!" said Sergei, excitedly, "the uniform looks like that of a
Foreign Service detachment of the bureau."
The phrase, bureau, jolted me. "They are from the bureau?" I asked. I didn't like the
idea. Why would the bureau be involved? No, I didn't like at all what was happening, and
I told him so. "I simply don't trust big organizations," I said to him, "yours or ours."
He shook his head; "Don't worry!"
"No! You are wrong!" I said emphatically. "Organizations like these get their
power form owning people. They feel threatened when someone claims autonomy and
step out of their reach. They must do what they can to prevent that. They are conditioned
to hate people who claim riches of their own. We must be a great threat in their eyes,
Sergei, let's get away from here. Just forget about the damn jet and your money. Its more
important stay out of their claws."
He still shook his head.
"No! Sergei, trust me, inhumanity is in their nature, they can do no other but to hurt
people! It's the way these organizations work. If you don't play their game by their rules,
you're gone! Come, let's get out of here!" I urged him once more.
He still didn't move. He smiled and repeated that I shouldn't be worried. "We are
not in Russia," he said. "The bureau has no jurisdiction here."
"No! You're wrong," I urged him, "I don't like the situation. These people tend to
be more ruthless, away from home." I added.
He still said no, and wouldn't hear anything about leaving.
At this point I saw two more people approaching. They came from the right, from
an unmarked 737 that was parked in the distance. They wore dark blue uniforms. "Those
look like American military police," I almost shouted to Sergei. "Why are the Americans
involved in this?"
He shook his head.
The puzzle could add up only to one thing; the meeting that was about to occur
wasn't arranged for any exchange of goods or money. We have been trapped!

"Let's get away from here while we still can!" I shouted to Sergei. I nudged Jennie.
Of course, I had no idea where we should go. "The terminal!" I yelled in a still louder
tone. I hadn't been taking my eyes of the Russians. Then I noticed something strange. It
wasn't a briefcase they were carrying, but a black bag, and the man who carried it had his
hand inside it.
Sergei shook his head. He repeated again that there was no cause to worry. That's
when it clicked; the man was holding a gun in that bag. There was no money at all. He
had his hand too deep in it.
"Run for your life, Sergei, Jennie!" I shouted. I glanced at Sergei. Sergei froze.
Jennie looked confused, but started to run. I ran with her, as fast as I could, then hid
behind the left landing gear, yelling at Sergei that he should follow me. At this point I
heard the Russians yell, too.
I took Jennie's hand and pulled her down. She understood. We hit the ground and
lay as flat as we could. Sergei was too far away for me to grasp him. That's when I heard
bullets overhead. I heard jet fuel gushing from the left wing tank, near where we lay. I
looked up. At this moment I saw Sergei collapse and fall on his face. Oh my God! What
insanity! Why had we come here? I pulled Jennie back up to get away from the jet fuel. I
took on her hand and started to run. There was no time for words now, only for quick
reactions. Suddenly I felt a sharp pain in my shoulder and in my hip. I fell like Sergei
had. Moments later I sensed the awful burning of a great fire that I could no longer see.

I was told the next day that it been a miracle that Jennie and I survived. We should
have died for the loss of blood, having been hit by several bullets. Most certainly we
would have died, had the barrage of bullets not ignited the spilled jet fuel so that the
inferno forced an end to the shooting. The fire drew crowds. It triggered the airport's
emergency procedures. I was told that the fire brigade saved our life.
Jennie and I regained consciousness in a Saudi hospital; I a little sooner than she. I
recognized her in a bed next to me. Sergei, however, was not with us. I wasn't surprised.
One thing puzzled me. Without the least comment from anyone, we were nursed
back to health. Nobody spoke about Sergei, or about anything else that had happened. No
official visitors came to explain why, or came to apologize, or to ask questions. It was
obvious that everyone knew what had happened, but had chosen to keep silent. We must
have become an embarrassment to Russia, and to the good old USA, both of which were
evidently still 'infested.' Only one person, a fellow patient, a frail man in dark hair, wasn't
too scared to talk with us. We told him our story, all of it, from how it all started to the
very end that got us into this hospital. We had plenty of time for conversation. There was
nothing else we could do, but talk.
"You should have suspected the danger!" our friend said at one point, almost
scolding me. But then he shook his head. "Still, you should realize you haven't seen
anything yet!" He looked at me and smiled.

I shrugged my shoulders, as painful as this turned out to be. I did it mechanically. I
was puzzled.
He spoke about psychology, his brand of psychology, about the way the mind
functions, about progressions into the unknown and how I might be surprised in the years
to come at my reaction to things.
I realized that we had started to be more honest with ourselves and more sensitive
to the way things are. He predicted that this would snowball into something big. In a way,
he spoke like I had imagined the Buddhist monk might have spoken to Orlando, which he
had told us about during the flight to Alaska. The only difference was that our fellow
patient used a much more modern terminology. I mentioned to him Orlando's story of the
great goddess of wisdom, and the doors he had talked about behind which new thresholds
lay that lead to other doors which must all be opened in turn. Our friend showed no sign
of surprise or indignation. He acted as though he knew the story and believed it himself.

We left Riyadh some days later. Our discharge papers contained a one-way air
ticket to Athens - our ticket home, a ticket to 'heaven!' However, coming home wasn't
like I had expected it to be. Life on the mountain wasn't the same without Sergei. The
gazebo was empty. The whole world seemed more empty, and this not merely because of
the loss, it was the senseless waste, the lack of humanity that brought on a feeling of
emptiness that I couldn't stomach.
In order to fill the void, I decided to finish Sergei's book, the one that he had started
first but had never brought to an end. The discipline required for writing would give me a
new perspective. I re-wrote portions of the book. I added things, things that I had seen
and experienced, and I wrote about feelings that others had felt. In a very real sense,
everyone on the mountain contributed to finishing this book; Jennie, Igor, Laara, Nina,
Melanie. They came to the gazebo, all in their own time and for their own private reason.
Perhaps it was a form of paying homage to the man who had elevated our lives with his
richly human spirit.
The villagers also paid homage in other ways. The priest of Aldros, in Sergei's
honor held a special funeral service. It was held in the same white church that we once
stopped at on our way to Alexandros' house. The place was filled with people. Some had
come from other islands. All had learned to respect him. Naturally, we were invited. This
service was different, however, than the wedding service that Igor, Jennie, and I had once
observed. This time we understood the words of the priest. We understood them clearly.
The priest spoke of a friend called Sergei. He talked about his work in Russia, his
struggles with the strategic planners, his contribution to a missile safety project, his later
involvement during the crisis, during the trial, and his immense contribution in getting
the refugee placement project to work. What happened, afterwards, on the mountain, the
villagers knew from their own experience. It didn't need to be focused on. But there was a
need to focus on the character of the man. The priest called Sergei one of the truly great

men that humanity has brought forth in its long history, a most unselfish person who had
the welfare of the world close to heart....

At this point I did something, I would have never dreamed of doing. Our friend at
the hospital was right about that. I stood up and interrupted the funeral service. I
protested. I didn't like Sergei being labeled an unselfish man. I said it wasn't true.
"Nothing could be further from the truth," I said to the people assembled. "Sergei was a
man who had unfailingly been true to himself, to what lay within his nature, within his
soul. Sergei lived, as he had to live, he could see no other choice than this. Whatever he
may have achieved for humanity, he did for his own needs as it were an investment in
life, his own life, which invariably touched everyone."
I told the assembly that I had worked closely with Sergei on some of his most
productive ventures in which the welfare of humanity was the central issue. "Never did I
hear him complain or even suggest that supporting humanity was a burden that he
shouldered, or as a duty that he took on but didn't want to perform. Never had he
indicated in the slightest that he would rather sit by his fireplace with a good book in
hand and a glass of wine, instead of laboring for humanity. Not once did he tell me;
'Come on Paul, I know it's a drag, but let's do it because the world needs our help.' He just
wouldn't have said such a thing. Was he unselfish, therefore, because he worked ten to
fifteen hours a day when he saw a need for it? His own nature as a human being wouldn't
have allowed him to do any less. He had no choice but to do the work he did. In his eyes,
the welfare of the world was linked to his own welfare, a perception that was anchored in
his soul. To say that Sergei was an unselfish man is a cruel denial of the person he was, a
denial of his nature. He was one of the most self-respecting people I knew, which led to a
total respect of anyone else. In fact, his mental 'vocabulary' didn't include the concept of
unselfishness. The way he saw himself, unselfishness was an impossibility."
I looked around the assembly to observe their faces. "He may have seemed
unselfish," I said, "but the fact is, that by supplying another's need, he met his own need.
He was no philanthropist, but a champion of man. His work was an investment that he
trusted would be returned to him countless times over. And, friends, thus it had been. I've
seen the returns. His efforts were reflected back to him, often more than a hundred fold, if
such things can be measured at all."
I suggested to the assembly that Sergei must have recognized an unwritten law that
no person does ever exist in isolation, that it is an impossibility to be serving the world
without serving oneself in the process. This was the spirit he was true to. He was an
absolute selfish man to the highest degree as only the Son of God can be true to his divine
selfhood that pervades his being. I told them that the riches Sergei achieved in this way
and shared with many, and the honors that he had won the world over, all bear witness of
a truly divine nature. I suggested that he might not have acknowledged himself as such,
but that he was loyal to that idea of man as a divine and boundless being, thereby
exhibiting a selfishness of the highest degree.

I paused, then continued. "Please, let us not look upon Sergei Arenski as an
unselfish person. An unselfish person lies to itself. It performs deeds that its soul does not
support. I have seen unselfish philanthropists whose money came from sweat shops and
other's hard labor. But Sergei was a selfish man who devoted his existence to
replenishing the Earth or the country that he regarded his home. His life was devoted to
honor his fellow man, which was also the source of his own self-esteem. The projects he
headed up were always focused at making the planet a better place for people to live in,
of which he was one. He gave of himself for the glory of humanity, and his own glory!
Could he have done less? Could anyone have done more?"
I looked at Nina. I knew she didn't totally agree. Indeed, there were times when he
denied himself, when he denied his innermost feelings, but those self-denials were
extremely rare and never as gross as Boris Mikheyev had experienced them. Boris barely
knew himself. And even that little self-knowledge was set aside in the service of a
misguided patriotism. A political religion had ruled Boris most of the time, one that
demanded unwavering, unselfish servitude to a cause, an unremitting devotion to a
mission, the devout worship of the official ideology, a relentless subjection to obedience.
That unselfishness destroys a person and the civilization, if not the world as a whole.
Boris Mikheyev was indeed an unselfish person. He was perhaps one of the best in that
field, which made him one the most dangerous persons alive. No, Sergei was never like
him, by any comparison. He was the complete opposite.

I did my best that day to explain this difference to the people assembled in Sergei's
honor. To judge by their expression, only a few understood me. But I didn't blame the
others. I didn't fully understand the thing myself; or else they would have all understood
me when I was finished. Only one thing I understood for certain, and that the people
could accept, that I felt that I was right in what I had said about Sergei. And another thing
they came away with, that Sergei's honor had somehow a deeper foundation than that of
him being merely a nice guy. There was something in their eyes that reflected what I had
to tell them, a certain 'light' that made this chapel bright from within.

I didn't sit down, either, after my speech was concluded. I merely stepped aside and
stood by the flag of the country that he had loved. I stood guard for him. I stood in his
place until the last person had finished speaking. I stood in honor of him and I remained
there until the Priest, who soon commenced speaking again, completed the service and
the last of the villagers had left. Only then did I step away and returned to Aldros
Mountain.

During the days that followed, I found it more and more a challenge to add to his
book without altering the design of it. However, this refinement had to be done. Without
it, his last book would have been incomplete, especially in view of what came to light

during the service. As Sergei had designed the book, Jennie was given a central place in
all aspects. This had to be modified, because it wasn't so. No doubt, and I knew this better
than anyone, she was linked to so much that stood for a person's higher selfishness, but
there were others who were no less deeply involved than she, though perhaps less
dramatic.
I thought of Nina several times during the service. She might have been the only
one who really understood what I was saying. She alone shook her head when I rambled
on in Sergei's praise. No doubt she remembered the time when Sergei forced himself to
be unselfish and had denied his strongest feelings towards her in order to be faithful to a
myth that demanded the isolation of people. Her story was a part of the whole, and could
never be left out. Without her devotion to him, our rescue of Sergei would not have
succeeded. And there was Laara. No doubt, she was aware that his zeal to cleanse his
country was not born in his heart, but was adopted, although she was at a loss at dealing
with the phenomenon.
I knew that writing this book would have served no purpose if it focused only on
the main players and shut out the others who had come with us to the mountain, who
shared the gazebo. Our lives were interlocked, and so they had to be portrayed. That was
the essence of what I had presented at the funeral service. But now, I also had to live by
my words. To leave even one person out would present a false view. To pass over one
iota born out in a single life, and the structure would fall apart into a collection of short
stories. Writing this last book that Sergei had begun but could not finish became a greater
challenge than I had imagined, and once more a mortally dangerous one. Even though he
was dead, his unquenchable spirit remained alive and continued its demands for our
commitment to the humanity we all share.
Even Sergei's relationship to the villagers was important to a complete picture of
what had he been, and what had taken place in the sunshine of his life.
In the gazebo we had looked at our world, and ourselves and where we had been
and might be in the future. Without Sergei's involvement, his energy, his considerable
resources and his talents, the lives of our families might have fizzed out in some remote
corner of the world, in utter poverty. We all acknowledged this fact. Sergei was more
than just a technician. He was a man whom not even Laara had fully appreciated, back
home. He was a man who had left his mark on the world, even in this remote island, in a
way that would last forever, even as he left his mark in our hearts.
Here, in the world of our Gazebo we had successfully reversed for ourselves the
trends prevailing in the world abroad. While the world at large had regressed and had
been spending its energies on renewed projects for murdering and dissolving the meaning
of sovereignty between nations in order to establish a unified global imperial control, we
had done the opposite. Instead of scheming to create peace and unity, which turned out to
have accomplished nothing except to put peace further out of reach, we had
acknowledged a unity that is a basic condition under which human beings exist on this
planet. We didn't dissolve borders. We had come to respect each other's domain by
respecting each other's integrity. And this is how we treated the villagers.

Maybe the old proverb is right that the proof of the pudding is in the eating. This
was eventually reflected in the way the villagers regarded us. No treaty on Earth could
have established the genuine closeness that had developed. Life was richer. There was no
longer the void that went begging to be filled with sex or romance. Sex, romance,
marriage, weren't factors anymore to dedicate one's life to. The villagers must have felt
something of that. This was the process of an unfolding self-acknowledgment according
to the successive portals that the monk had spoken off, beyond which lies still another
door to be opened, with new perceptions and a whole new range of astonishing
mentalities to be enjoyed? Our business dealings with the villagers on Aldros had become
constantly more generous, more honorable? And we were respected for that, to the extent
that the villagers fought for us a battle against a Greek government directive under which
the British controlled global federation would have expelled us from that country!
Apparently, the Greek government had found no code of law by which our presence on
Aldros might be established. However, as it happens from time to time, integrity became
a law in its own right, and pressed its own demands.
It was not revealed to us what specifically the villagers did to fight off the British
demand of our expulsion. The result was enough. By virtue of a special dispensation of
the Greek legislative assembly, an ancient precedent was 'unearthed' that had only been
rarely evoked and had been almost forgotten, which extents a kind of honorable
citizenship in exceptional situation. This was applied to us, and so, instead of being
expelled, we were each awarded a Greek passport, that we accepted with obvious pride.

As time passed, this focus on integrity, that had so richly born fruit, became more
and more heightened. Every facet of our being became pervaded by it. We were no
longer denying anything of ourselves or of each other. Whatever there was, was
acknowledged. It was allowed to exist unrestrained, to project its own worth. I even
started to grow a beard in those days. The ritual of cutting away a portion of myself stood
out like a persistent denial of an aspect of my being. I could no longer allow this to
happen. Even the Russian hierarchy seemed to vaguely catch on to this feeling. The
remains of Sergei's body, as I found out several years later, had been returned to Moscow
and were buried with the proper honors due to a person of his rank. He was laid to rest in
his country and honored as a man who gave his utmost for his fellow beings on this earth.
This is how he lived on in the hearts of the people of Moscow, even as he will live on in
our hearts and in the hearts of the people on Aldros.

Still, a single victory is not enough to win a war. The honor that was afforded to
Sergei in Moscow was refused in the same breath to many others. The growing up of that
nation had to be repeated again and again, just as the pattern we experienced in our
journey out of holocaust had to be repeated many times an many ways. By this time,
however, I had accepted that our life was a wonder of constant discovery, of endless
searching and opening doors to new worlds, or new vistas, a life of adventure. So I wasn't
surprised the least, when I got a phone call from Sergei's friend, Nicolayevitch,

requesting my assistance in smuggling someone else out of Russia, someone, whom
Sergei had greatly respected, who had been framed, who was in danger of being
incarcerated in the still operating penal camps behind the Ural Mountains. Nicolayevitch
told me that he had a plane available to fly the man out, but no pilot. He described a
supersonic jet fighter, the real thing with all the bells and whistles, with excellent ground
hugging capability. He said I should enter Russia as a tourist, then fly the thing out with
Foyodor Karakeev on board, who had become the new resident of Sergei's old house, and
inheritor of his job that later expanded into a population control project which he refused
to carry out.
Only when Nicolayevitch mentioned his name, was I surprised, and not a little. A
strange feeling came over me. I had heard that name before. Then I remembered.
Foyodor Karakeev had been in the papers. He was named as the person instigating the
bureau's raid on us, at the airport in Saudi Arabia. "How does this man dare to call on me
for help!" I said to myself, almost aloud. But then I reconsidered.
"OK, Nicolayevitch!" I said.
There was no immediate answer from Nicolayevitch. "You must think about this
undertaking seriously," he said a moment later. "You must consider all aspects before
you agree."
"All right, I agree! You've got yourself a pilot," I said into the phone, almost
immediately. I wasn't sure about much of anything at that moment, except that I had to be
careful about those denials of humanity that seldom appeared without some
corresponding facet of self-denial. Little did Karakeev know, nor Nicolayevitch, that I
was finished with denying the dignity of human beings, if I could help it. I was one of
humanity, as Sergei had always seen himself. Neither did I like the subtle self-denial
involved in putting humanity down.
"But it will be a risky flight!" Nicolayevitch jolted me out of my thoughts that
became heavier and heavier.
"Never mind, I'll take those risks!" I said. Had I not taken much greater risks
before, for lesser reasons, and had I not come through with flying colors?
With this said, some hasty plans were made and promises given. Nicolayevitch,
though like Peter, was one of Moscow's men. Still, I remembered him as being not quite
the kind of rat who frames a friend. I felt at ease, trusting him in this risky endeavor. "I'll
see you in a week," I said.
He was utterly grateful.
"Be prepared to move at a short notice!" I said. "I call you when I get to the
station!"

I entered Russia as planned, via Odessa under the identity of a tourist. It wasn't
difficult to get to Sergei's old oasis; the rail connections hadn't changed much. I called
from the station, but Nicolayevitch thought it too risky for him to pick me up. Well, the
trip from the station was only a day's hike, and I liked hiking. Nicolayevitch must have
watched out for me. He met me on the road, half way to Sergei's meadow. He had the
duster nearby. He was proud that he had qualified to become a pilot, at his age. We flew
north some way, to the edge of a field where a farmhouse stood. That's where he had
hidden the man he wanted me to smuggle out of Russia. The man came running towards
us while we were still rolling.
We stayed as low as possible across the lake. We made a detour around the base to
the far end of the most distant runway. "There!" Nicolayevitch said. He pointed to the
edge of the runway. Obscured by the black of the pavement behind the last ramp stood a
black sleek bird ready for action. We put the duster down. Nicolayevitch rushed us.
I found a note on the pilot's seat of the jet. Some hand written instructions, and a
warning. "Never exceed a hundred meters!"
I nodded. Well, this was going to be some experience. "Climb aboard!" I urged
Foyodor. Somewhat reluctantly, he did.
This time we didn't take off in a roar. This one was a different bird. It took to the
air with a 'whisper!' Heeding the caution, I found on my seat, I never took us higher than
two hundred feet off the ground. I prayed to God that we wouldn't accidentally stray near
a city. Foyodor gave me the necessary directions to avoid population centers. He knew
his country well. And in between the directions, he started to explain his predicament.
I asked him not to tell me, but he did so anyway.
I told him that I couldn't afford to listen. I had to watch both the sky and the
ground, and the horizon ahead. I couldn't allow myself to think of anything except the
business of flying, which became quite a struggle. I kept thinking of Melanie, the
children, of Jennie, of all the things we had shared together, of our future. I knew that our
future was now linked with the business of flying this death defying mission, of escaping
from Russia for a second time, and once again with a condemned man at my side. But
who can really look into the future? The future is always blurred on the level of down to
earth living. Only the scientist knows, or at least he thinks that he does.

I ditched this almost brand new plane near the shores of the backside of Aldros
Island. It seemed like a crime to destroy this marvelous machine. But one man had
already been killed in the process of returning to Russia its inventory. We parachuted out
of the plane and swam the rest of the way. The plane didn't even make a splash. It entered
the water gracefully like a diver in Olympic competition.
"All right, we are save now!" I shouted to Foyodor as we came out of the water.
The man hugged me with tears in his eyes.

"Well, has it been worth it?" I asked myself as we climbed up the mountain. I
couldn't tell. As it happens when one is about to evaluate one’s life, one finds constantly
new questions arising. How could I tell, whether it had been worth it?
A bigger question loomed. Where does one go from here? What is one's destiny?
We, on the mountain, had experienced great riches together. They had been emerging
from the depth of human nature. Obviously, there remained a great deal yet to be
uncovered. Had this latest adventure been just another beginning? Time would tell.
This time Foyodor was the key to change. Right after breakfast, the next morning,
he suggested that we should go back to "America." He promised to join us if we did.
"Why, are you not feeling save enough, here?" I asked.
"No, that's not it. America is the place to be, because there is so much more room
there. And there's plenty of food," he suggested.
"After what we've just gone through to get away from there," I interrupted him.
"It was all for nothing," he countered. "It was the result of a world-wide
misinformation campaign that has gone on for decades. Don't forget, the ruling elite in
the West is still 'owned' by the rich families that once were the backbone of the British
Empire. They made their money from feudal operations, like slavery, money lending, and
so forth; and they still do. It was in their interest to prevent human progress, because
feudalism and progress can't coexist. That's why they staged an all-out war to shut down
the nuclear power industry. They knew, that without it, humanity has no future."
"And this was done through scare campaigns?" I asked.
"Misinformation campaigns," he corrected me. "It is amazing what you can do with
false information, if you repeat it for decades, and you own the media. Yes, there has
been a large increase in radiation in North America, way above of what is advertised as
safe. The paradox is, that there are lots of places on the planet where the natural
background radiation is greater than what you now have in most of the Northern states,
and people have lived in these other places for centuries. According to some honest
scientists, and I know quite a few of them in Novosibirsk, a low radiation level is actually
rather beneficial. They believe this level is in fact quite high, far higher than the average
radiation level in most areas in North America. In other words, it is quite safe to be there
if a few precautions are taken."
"No, I rather like things where we are," I told him, to end the discussion, before
people actually wanted to get back.
"We must do it for humanity," Foyodor replied. "There are over a hundred million
refugees in the world. Someone must expose the liars and their lies before many more
millions of people die needlessly. In most places where the refugees are now, the
infrastructures have been torn down, rather than build-up as Sergei had wanted, that are

needed to support these people. I've been told that in some areas close to 90% are slowly
starving to death, together with many people of the local populations that support them."
"That's insane," Igor budded in. "That's not how we left things. I mean it is insane
to let people die when there is no need for it."
"Oh, it's insane, all right," Foyodor, answered and raised his finger at him, "and the
source of this insanity is, you. Don't forget that the Western Empire has been pushing
population control for centuries, especially in recent years."
Foyodor turned and pointed at me, "this means population elimination by whatever
means. If we can stop this madness, we will have achieved something great for humanity,
something that Sergei had dreamed of, something that will make it worthwhile that we
have lived. Our going back to America can be a key element for this. We must do it. We
really have no other choice. It would also be a great adventure...."

We didn't decide that day on what to do, but the question would not go away until it
was fairly answered. So much was certain, in my eyes Foyodor was the key for the next
step. We had to move on. Life expands. Everything grows. Everything is healthy until the
growth ends. There is no life in standing still. Foyodor was right. Who knows what
worlds upon worlds we would still discover if our journey continued? How many more
steps must each of us take before we fully comprehend the totality of ourselves and our
existence? Only one thing was clear to me that day, there wouldn't be anymore discovery
if that journey of self-discovery was to end. In this respect our latest adventure had been
worth every risk and every trial it had imposed, and so promised the next one to be.
So what about the future then, and the new horizons? It maybe impossible to
answer that question. It is certain only that the answer to this question must involve an
entirely new story. Of course this new story may have already begun. The horizons it
holds are already at hand to be explored and be translated into a new foundation for the
world; ushering in an era without killing and without wars; with fires burning only in the
heart lit by the torch of freedom. Can anyone imagine what kind of stories these must be,
of wider horizons and greater wonders to behold? Just imagine what horizons will be
explored, with adventures unfathomable, when that which presently inhibits humanity
from being true to its potential, becomes cast aside. In these stories that must then be
written, the dreams of the ages may be bound up, stories of an utopia, stories that should
be proclaimed from the rooftops, but which might never be told.
- The End.

Postscript
The novel, ‘Brighter than the Sun’, was written in the early 1980s during the 'hot'
years of the Cold War when the doomsday lock stood dangerously close to the midnight
hour. The story was developed in the light to what led up to this stage and to counter the
kind of thinking behind it that fostered an ever-deepening division and isolation among
the nations, and of society from its humanity.
What began as a strategic rivalry that became known as the Cold War gradually came
to a head in a crisis that nearly destroyed our civilization. The so-called 1962 Cuban
Missile Crisis set off a shock wave around the world that quickly escalated into the full
scale planning for nuclear war, probably on both sides, East and West. It was evidently
the horrendous scope of the kind of scenarios that were being considered that led to the
famous comment by President Kennedy, who is quoted to have said, after one of the
strategic briefings, "and we call ourselves the human race?"
The planning for nuclear war has never stopped.
The Cuban Missile Crisis was actually nothing more than Russia's response to an
existential threat by America. In 1962 America had 27,297 operational nuclear weapons
in its arsenal.* (Bulletin of the Atomic Scientists, NRDC Nuclear Notebook Nov/Dec
2002 - http://www.thebulletin.org/issues/nukenotes/nd02nukenote.html)
Some of these were installed in missiles stationed in Turkey less than 200 miles from
Russia's border. The staging of a number of Russian missiles in Cuba was a natural
response to an unfolding existential threat, an attempt to even the playing field.
Russia's nuclear arsenal was relatively small at the time, a mere 3,322 warheads.
America's arsenal was more than eight times larger. Nevertheless, the resulting
confrontation over Cuba brought the world to the brink of nuclear war until Russia finally
pulled back. Over the years thereafter, Russia built up its nuclear forces. By 1978 a
precarious parity was achieved by Russia, in terms of the numbers of deployed warheads.
While Russia's buildup continued, many new factors entered the equation in this time
frame, such as the hardening of the missiles, technological advantages, and an evergreater accuracy of the new delivery systems that were being built, including long range
cruise missiles.
At the end of this decade, going into the 1980s, over fifty-two thousand nuclear
warheads were actively deployed against humanity. They were owned by five nations
across the world. The UK became a nuclear power in 1952, and France and China in
1964.
This was the background when the writing of this novel was begun as a study of the
human dimension of a development that could only described as sheer insanity. The study

was designed to explore the consequences that would likely result if a single missile, of
the thousands that had been built, would actually be used. For the purpose of exploration,
a medium sized ICBM was selected, with only a dozen MIRVed warheads, the kind that
are now probably carried on submarines with a shorter range, of course.
Over the next six years, till 1986, while the writing on the novel continued, another
twelve thousand warheads would be added to the world's arsenals, for a total of over
sixty-five thousand, against which there existed no physical defense as is still the case
today.
Ironically, the One weapon that was supposed to make the world more secure, the
nuclear weapon, had in reality made the very concept of national security built on the
basis of force, an obsolete concept. The security of any nation could no longer be assured.
The very notion of defending a country had become a relic of history. It was no longer
physically possible. The existence of entire nations from that point on depended solely on
the good will and the 'wisdom' of others not to use these massively destructive weapons
that had saturated the world, against which no reliable physical defense is possible.
The greatest tragedy of the entire nuclear period was, and still is, that no massive
buildup was happening in the storehouses of good will on which our security and
existence depended, as it still does. To the contrary, the United States of America, which
is extremely exposed to the nuclear dangers of its own creating, is now threatening
almost the entire world in numerous different ways. America has begun to threaten many
nations' existence under the doctrine of pre-emptive regime change by the force of
subversion and war. On this warpath, which also has a strong economic equivalent,
America has sadly become the most hated nation on the planet. This, all by itself, is a
great tragedy if one considers what America once represented.
While a replay of the Cuban Missile Crisis is no longer on the horizon, the type of
existential threat that is now sweeping the world has caused an actually deeper crisis that
has grown in leaps and bounds. We see a new rise of fascism in the world that becomes
increasingly centered in America's. We also see with sense of horror, the world's growing
reaction against it. However, we simply don't know at which point the threshold will be
crossed when the atrocities of fascism can no longer be endured and someone,
somewhere, begins to react in earnest against the existential threats as did Russia in 1962.
The principle for such a reaction to happen is anchored in America's own history. We
find it prominently laid out in America's Declaration of Independence.
WE hold these Truths to be self-evident, that all Men are created equal, that they are
endowed by their Creator with certain unalienable Rights, that among these are Life,
Liberty and the Pursuit of Happiness -- That to secure these Rights, Governments are
instituted among Men, deriving their just Powers from the Consent of the Governed, that
whenever any Form of Government becomes destructive of these Ends, it is the Right of
the People to alter or to abolish it, and to institute new Government, laying its Foundation
on such Principles, and organizing its Powers in such Form, as to them shall seem most
likely to effect their Safety and Happiness. Prudence, indeed, will dictate that

Governments long established should not be changed for light and transient Causes; and
accordingly all Experience hath shewn, that Mankind are more disposed to suffer, while
Evils are sufferable, than to right themselves by abolishing the Forms to which they are
accustomed. But when a long Train of Abuses and Usurpations, pursuing invariably the
same Object, evinces a Design to reduce them under absolute Despotism, it is their Right,
it is their Duty, to throw off such Government, and to provide new Guards for their future
Security.
Regime change has become the modern watchword probably on both sides of the
fence, and the nuclear weapon has once again put into the forefront of the arena as the
Nuclear Posture Report for the New American Century clearly indicates.
Before Russia had developed nuclear weapons, which occurred in 1949, demands had
had been made in western policy circles, that the USA wipe Russia off the map preemptively. Luckily this policy thrust had been resisted. The policy of pre-emption,
however, has been revived in recent years, and with it the old ghost has been brought to
life again. The target is again Russia, which is surrounded with American bases, with
China added. The slogan, "After Baghdad, Beijing!" is already being heard.
Regime change by the power of massive military force has already been achieved in
the case of two of the weakest nations on earth. Regime change is also being pursued by
means of genocide as in the Middle East wars against Palestine. America's Middle East
focus is also rapidly widening, so that a new watchword has been coined, "The Greater
Middle East." The new watchword reflects somewhat "The Greater Israel" policy that
also originated from American policy circles. We may soon reach the point at which
nuclear weapons play a role again, which Israel has already threatened to use against Iran.
America too, has officially taken its nuclear arms out of the strategic strong box and
placed them on the shelf with three new planning groups assigned for devising strategies
for their use.
Evidently, however, America may not be alone in this game of issuing nuclear threats.
America's new posture is forcing the world to respond in kind. The response may well be
similar to the 1962 Cuban Missile Crisis, but on a wider playing field and in a less open
fashion.
Since 1945, more than 128,000 nuclear warheads have been manufactured around the
world. The global stockpile of 'active' warheads, fortunately, has been reduced from the
65,000 level at height of the Cold War, to a little over 20,000 now held by nine nations,
the USA, Russia, Britain, France, China, India, Pakistan, Israel, and North Korea. The
status of the over 90,000 warheads that had been manufactured, but which are no longer
active, is officially unknown.
No reporting is required for warheads that are no longer classified as 'active. A larger
portion, obviously, has been simply decommissioned and put into storage. A large
portion, obviously, has also been dismantled with the materials having been recycled.
The destruction of inactive warheads is not required under current arms control
agreements. The 2002 Moscow Treaty (the Strategic Offensive Reductions Treaty), for

example, contains no verification provisions. The treaty also completely ignores all "nonstrategic warheads," whatever that means. The world's nuclear weapons stockpiles have
thereby become gradually opaque and been moved underground. The result is that they
are more difficult to estimate now, and even more difficult to track with precision.
Some portions of the no longer 'counted' inventories may have already been stolen off
the shelf, for all that anybody knows. In today's world where theft, threats, lies,
desperation, and insanity reign, and conspiracies in high places abound to the point that
the principle of truth no longer means anything, it must be deemed naive to assume that
none of the 90,000 deactivated 'treasures' (to some) are completely accounted for and are
under complete control of the governments that created them. Does anybody know, for
instance, where Israel got its arsenal from that is estimated to contain over two hundred
warheads, which officially too, doesn't exist?
We have entered an age in which more and more security services and government
tasks become privatized all over the world and the military morale is being drowned with
atrocities and maltreatment, with as of late, increasing financial hardships added. In this
kind of environment, the once most impossible scenarios, that a fiction writer might
never have considered as credible, might become increasingly possible. When people
become pushed against the wall, even the most powerful internal restraints tend to fall by
the wayside. With that, the little that has remained of the world's security in the age of
nuclear weapons is fast being thrown out of the window, including the security of the
USA, which has become the prime moving force for the degenerating conditions. At one
point, evidently, the gloves will likely come off, in some way, by someone or some
group, or agency, or nation. What form this may take is open to anyone's guess.
The scenario that had been chosen for the novel had been considered as extremely
unlikely at the time. It may not be that anymore. The mere possibility should both,
heighten our vigilance and our concern over the direction into which our world is being
pushed, to the point that a positive change begins. So far, the opposite seems to be
happening.
While the same physical vulnerability still exists that existed in the 1980s when this
novel was written, the counteracting psychological deterrent that had made the described
scenario extremely unlikely, has been rapidly reduced. The growing wave of terrorism
indicates that countless 'fires' are now burning under the surface in the psychological
realm. It has been said in Britain, that one man's terrorist is another man's freedom
fighter, depending on one's perspective. In addition, the growing rage for terrorism has
been utilized and organized by powerful groups engaged in deadly games, who also
welcome the growing hatred against America and artificially increase it, while America's
physical vulnerability remains or may have even become worse.
The scenario chosen in this 1983 novel is hopefully still an unlikely one, but one never
knows. It certainly remains a possible one, especially since the tensions in the world have
increased. What once appeared as a most unlikely scenario may well be America's
weakest flank. The Pacific Northwest is undeniably rich in nuclear materials. A
concentration exists west of Seattle at the Bangor nuclear submarine base, and further to

the Southeast along the Colombia River at the Hanford Nuclear Reservation, where spent
reactor fuels are stored in huge quantities. The 37,000-acre site once housed America's
premier plutonium production facilities. Now it hosts the biggest nuclear waste disposal
dump in the country, if not in the world.
While the plutonium production in the USA has obviously diminished, the nuclear
materials exposure at the Hanford Reservation has dramatically increased since the novel
was written. It has become the leading nuclear waste dumpsite in America, with another
70,000 truckloads of radioactive waste scheduled to be added in 2004.
To date, 440 billion gallons of contaminated liquids have been dumped into the
ground at Hanford over the past 50 years. In addition, Hanford now holds over 80% of
the Department of Energy's highly radioactive spent reactor fuel; 2,100 tons in total. It
also holds the largest volume of High-Level Radioactive wastes; 58.9% of the national
total; and the largest amount of Buried Transuranic Wastes; 75,800 cubic meters.*
(Portland Independent Media Center - Jim Lockhart: Importing Nuclear Waste to
Hanford - July 21, 2002 -http://portland.indymedia.org/en/2002/07/14797.shtml)
The point is, that if a single large hydrogen bomb can evaporate several hundred
million tones of earth, the targeting of Hanford could evaporate a lot of what is stored
there and hurl it into the atmosphere in the form of a fine, largely invisible, poisonous
dust. Some of that will undoubtedly be carried east by the jet stream, as the volcanic ash
had been from the Mt. St. Helens' eruption in 1980, of which traces had been found as far
away as the East Coast. A large hydrogen bomb explosion can easily supersede such an
ash fall in total tonnage, possibly by a significant measure.
It was precisely this kind of long distance exposure from radioactive fallout that had
forced all atomic testing underground. In a report commissioned by the US Congress in
1998, conducted by the National Cancer Institute and Centers for Disease Control and
Prevention (NCI/CDC), the link between massive fallout and health risks was confirmed.
The report was remarkable, because it represents the first time the US government has
released an assessment of the spread and consequences to human health, of radioactive
fallout from global nuclear testing. "This report and other official data show that hot
spots-areas of intense radiation occurred thousands of miles away from the test sites,"
commented Dr. Arjun Makhijani, president of the Institute for Energy and Environmental
Research, regarding the significance of the report. "Hot spots due to testing in Nevada
occurred as far away as New York and Maine," he pointed out. "Hot spots from US
Pacific-area and Soviet testing were scattered across the United States from California to
New Hampshire." It is even believed that some of the radioactive materials from those
atmospheric tests still circulate in the atmosphere. *(In These Times - Independent News
- Jeffrey St. Clair: Nuclear Fallout - April 12, 2002 http://www.inthesetimes.com/issue/26/12/news2.shtml)

To the best of my knowledge no large H-bomb test has ever been conducted in the
atmosphere. Nor can anyone really imagine what the consequences would be if such a
blast occurred over the world's biggest nuclear waste dump and right under the flow of a
major jet stream feeding into the US East Coast. I suspect that the consequences can
hardly be exaggerated. I also suspect that the likelihood of some kind of a strike against
the Pacific Northwest can likewise not be exaggerated.
Since the Pacific Northwest may be the weakest flank, exposing us to dangers that can
disable the US and Canada in a single blow without much collateral damage, the
likelihood for such an event is evidently high. No one should discount the potential that
some deranged patriot, or politician, or terrorist, or conspirator, or insane activist, or
someone who has nothing to loose, might yet unleash the unthinkable in a moment of
hyped up rage, disgust, or intense fear, setting off a tragedy that defies the imagination.
Nor would the process take longer than the space of a coffee break, if a prior warning can
be given at all.
And who would prevent it? Who would even know where such a bomb came from, if
a submarine launched missile, or a cruise missile, takes to the sky in the midst of a storm?
Many nations have nuclear capable submarines. Even tiny Israel has them. With this
multiplicity of potential attackers, the dogma of Mutually Assured Destruction as a
deterrent, no longer holds water. Who would one retaliate against?
The fact is plain. We still don't know, even now, who organized the September 11
attack on America. America has pointed its finger in many directions, but we really don't
know for certain. Nor do we know how it was possible for the attacking organization to
penetrate the most secure air-defense system in the world and disable it for over an hour
while the attack was in progress with live TV coverage of the even occurring in real time.
All of this happened while the security services of eleven countries had warned the US
about rumors in the underground that something big was afoot.
In comparison to density of the East Coast air security blanket, the Pacific Northwest
may well be considered an unprotected frontier. Not that this matters in the end, since
apparently even the best defenses can be defeated. What happened on September 11 had
an air of science fiction about it that the most experienced science fiction writer would
have difficulty in making believable. But it happened. It happened in broad daylight with
the whole world watching the tragedy unfolding. The September 11 tragedy totally
obliterated the assumed boundary between the credibly possible, and the incredible.
The point is that we have come to the end of the line. We have to rethink the direction
in which we are going. While no once can predict the future, it is possible to predict the
outcome of trends in progress if the trends remain unchanged. For example, when an
airplane runs out of fuel at 40,000 feet, one can predict that it will eventually land and
may even crash in the process. It is also possible that in-flight refueling might replenish
the supply and the fight continues. Right now we have run out of fuel on many fronts,
economically, financially, politically, morally, civilly, and even spiritually. Our humanity
has given way to violence, hatred, murder, threats, theft, intimidation, domination,
enslavement and so forth. Nor have we been able to cleanse the world of nuclear

weapons. To the contrary, we hail them as guardians of our security and continue to build
more of them.
In order to get the airplane flying again we need to get back to the principle of flight.
We need to supply what fuels its engines. In the same sense we need to replenish our
humanity that powers our civilization. We need a huge store of good will in the world
today. For that we need to develop the age-old principle of universal love. We have no
choice in the matter. Our convention to threaten one another has become a rage of
potential suicide. Everything that we have been doing over the last half century that has
moved us further and further away from the principle of universal love and made our
existence more insecure, our world poorer, and for many people, life unbearable. Nor has
any empire that has been built on such a platform ever endured. The only thing that has
been enduring in the world has been the spirit of renaissance that emerged when the
empires that destroyed the human spirit have collapsed. Indeed, the United States itself, is
the product of this ever-recurring spirit of renaissance. Its founding was the direct result
of it. Should America ever destroy itself by its policies, one of mankind's most precious
treasures would thereby become lost. Its history is intertwined with the greatest humanist
achievements that were ever made on this planet. The Preamble of its Federal
Constitution is fully founded on the principle of universal love, the first in history, even
though that principle itself goes far deeper and is wider in scope than what has been
implemented.
The Golden Renaissance represented this profound principle to some degree, and so
did the next Renaissance that developed out of the accepted principles of the
Renaissance, reflected in the 1648 Treaty of Westphalia. That historic treaty ended eighty
years of war in Europe in which half the population of Europe had been destroyed, often
in the most gruesome manner. For the millions who perished in those wars that raged for
eighty years, the principle of universal love had been put on the table too late. The same
could happen again. This novel, ‘Brighter than the Sun’, is designed to help to prevent
this from happening again. It explores the exposures we face and the human drama of a
great tragedy, but also our human strength and the humanity of the human being that is
forever intertwined with the principle of universal love.
After the novel was completed, a new project was begun. The project was to explore
the principle of universal love for its own merits with only scant references to the dangers
of nuclear war. This shift in focus, to focus directly on the principle of universal love,
penetrated all the way down to the grassroots social level. It became a huge challenge not
to over-stretch the envelope of credibility. The unfolding exploration gave rise to a series
of eight novels with the summary title, ‘The Lodging for the Rose’. The challenge is
rooted in the fact that universal love is deemed hopelessly esoteric in the shadow of
today's world of "down to earth rule of force." Nor has the principle of universal love
ever been allowed to be reflected in the social domain where it is regarded as treason; or
in the business domain, where it is banned; or in political world where the game is to
conquer, divide, exploit, and rule. Still, history suggests that this small thing, the
principle of universal love that is presently almost universally rejected, comes to light as
our only option to save our world and our civilization.

Some say that the great challenge that this principle poses is too extensive to be
practical, even acceptable. Unfortunately, if we believe this, that also means that the war
that we have been working towards for the last half a century will happen. I personally
think that the architects of the 1648 Treaty of Westphalia would disagree with us if we
believe that, and point to their historic achievement as proof. They might also add with
tears in their eyes, "if only we had developed that conviction sooner to prevent the
tragedies in our time!"

Modern Asymmetric Warfare
Asymmetric warfare is not a new invention. Alexander the Great had used it to some
degree to defeat the armies of the Persian Empire that outnumbered his forces by a large
margin. The most notable historic case, of course, was Russia's defeating Napoleon. One
might call it a textbook case of irregular asymmetric warfare in which Russia' hopeless
strategic situation had been turned around into a victory that defied all standard military
logic.
Napoleon had attacked Russia with a force of over 400,000 men, 100,000 horses,
armed with modern weapons, and preceded with a reputation that must have send shivers
down the spine of any opponent. Compared with Napoleon's grand army the Russians
had a tiny force. But with that tiny force they utterly defeated the military giant, and it
was done using irregular warfare. Historian tell us that some Russian leaders had been
eager to face Napoleon head on in symmetric battles. But they would have been
hopelessly slaughtered. That's when an exiled German patriot, a man who had worked
with the great German poet of freedom, Friedrich Schiller, who had explored with him
the folly of the Thirty Years War, told the Russians not to face Napoleon head on. He
told them to draw Napoleon into the country and attack the logistics in the rear that
supports the front. Napoleon wanted blood, but the Russians gave him hunger. Russia
was saved on the strength of that idea of asymmetric warfare, the legacy of a dead poet.
It is commonly believed that it had been the Russian winter that destroyed Napoleon.
That is not true. It was irregular, asymmetric warfare that had enabled the Russians to
defeat Napoleon. Asymmetric means the opposite to fighting head on, tit for tat. It means
throwing out the rulebook and doing things differently than expected, like looking for a
weak flank and exploiting that flank to the full. That is how the Russian 'mouse' killed the
boisterous 'elephant.'
By the time Napoleon had gotten to Moscow, delayed by many mock battles, and he
got there before the winter had even started, his grand army was already a wreck. It had
been reduced to barely 100,000 men from half a million, with the reinforcements
included. And the men were starving. Even the horses were dying from lack of fodder. Of
course the Russian winter also took its toll. Forcing Napoleon to retreat at the onset of
winter had been a part of the asymmetric warfare strategy.
When Napoleon had triumphantly entered Moscow a surprise had awaited him. He
had found nobody there. The city was empty. Napoleon had conquered a sea of empty

buildings. Then, as the winter set in, a few Russian patriots burned the city to the ground
right under Napoleon's nose, to force Napoleon out of the city and into retreat. It had not
been by choice that Napoleon started his long trek back home in the dead of winter. At
this point he had only 90,000 men left. It had been that small remnant that was no longer
a fighting force that had to face the horrors of traversing an icy land that they hadn't been
equipped for. Of the 90,000 that left Moscow only a few thousand made it back home.
The cold had claimed many of them, and many had died in the final Russian ambush
when the straggling collection of desperate men crossed the last river, fleeing Russia
virtually defenseless. Many were picked off like sitting ducks.
Now it appears that the asymmetric strategy is being applied in the nuclear world.

- What is the face of nuclear asymmetric warfare?
Here the same process applies. We see the end of the nuclear weapons standoff. The
Cold War was symmetric in nature. Everything was matched, missile for missile, threat
for thread. It resulted in a standoff in which nobody dared to upset the balance. To do so
would have meant getting clobbered in a big way. The doctrine for maintaining peace had
been the famous doctrine called Mutually Assured Destruction.
But then something happened asymmetrically. A new weapon came to the forefront
that promised to be more devastating than nuclear war when used in large quantities, and
which could be used through the back door. It was of a type that wouldn't have to be
thrown at an opponent directly. It became sufficient that it be used nearby. Nor would its
killing effect even end, as in traditional warfare when the war ends. The killing effect of
this weapon is of a type that continues forever. No defenses can be erected against it. No
bunkers can be built that can shield a people from its effect, nor is there a place on earth,
no matter how distant, where people would be safe from it.
With the new weapon now in place in large numbers the ancient goal of the Western
Empire to defeat Russia and China for all times to come has become achievable. A new
kind of war is on the table. A hidden war has been set up to begin that is about to be
staged in the shadow a mock-up war. The age of total asymmetric warfare has begun.
America's open threat is against North Korea is getting louder, but the real target is
China that has set up for a hidden attack through the 'backdoor.' China has no defense
against the new asymmetric weapon, especially when it is not openly attacked. Nor does
China have the military resources to prevent the cover-up war by which it would become
mortally endangered.
The same can be said about America's boisterous threats against Iran, for which the
real target is Russia. Russia will have to defend itself against a deadly attack that won't be
staged on its territory, but outside of Russia in a different country, for which Iran has
been chosen. Both China and Russia are in this position now. They find themselves
forced to respond to the deadliest threats they ever had to face. This can only be done
asymmetrically. The old symmetric balance of power in the world is history. It appears

that both Russia and China are determined to respond in this manner through the
backdoor to save their existence.
The new weapon that threw the world's strategic balance out of the window is the
depleted-uranium bomb, the DU bomb as it is being called. The weapon is clouded with a
different kind of asymmetric warfare. The weapon is not shielded in concrete bunkers
like the big ICBMs had been, but is instead shielded with far-flung misinformation
campaigns that make the weapon appear small. The DU bomb is described to be totally
harmless, according the U.S. military that has deployed it. The evidence, as one might
expect in asymmetric warfare, is to the contrary. Even the name of the weapon is a
deception. The weapon is paraded as a "depleted uranium bomb," to make people feel
save, while there is nothing depleted about it. It is depleted only of a specific isotope that
is essential for making nuclear reactor fuel and nuclear bombs, a tiny portion of a half a
percent. The remaining 99.5% is still uranium, undiluted, a powerful emitter of alpha
radiation with a half-life of 4.5 billion years that keeps on killing people forever when it
becomes a part of the air and the general environment.
The DU bomb itself was initially preceded by DU munitions that are physically ideally
suited for penetrating the steel armor of tanks in anti-tank warfare. Uranium is heavy,
dense, and when it impacts a tank with high speeds, 'flows' the steel of the armor like a
hot knife through butter. And it is truly a hot knife. The impact compression heats the
uranium. At high temperatures uranium becomes extremely flammable. It burns with an
intense fire exceeding 5000 degrees Celsius. In one case a few children who had stood
nearby when a tank was hit with DU munitions, had their clothes burnt off instantly, and
also their skin. The rest becomes indescribable. The uranium itself vaporizes in these
extreme fires. It fractures into tiny uranium oxide fragments, half of which are smaller
than the wavelengths of light, and a third, many times smaller than that in the order of
one-tenths of a micron. Being so incredibly small the particles become invisible. They
disperse into the air like a gas would and become transported with the winds across large
distances, eventually globally, where they become a part of the environment and the air
that all people breathe.
Being a part of the air the minuscule DU fragments or particles flow through the
lungs. Some get trapped there, but many enter the blood stream that feeds the living cells
of our body. Inside the cells the minuscule DU particles have been found in studies bound
directly onto the DNA chains. But no matter how small these fragments are, they are
highly radioactive, emitting alpha radiation that causes havoc in a living cell.
Alpha radiation is made up of nucleonic clusters of two protons and two neutrons that
are ejected from the core of an atom with a speed equal to 1/20th the speed of light.
Because the clusters are large and bump into things, they dissipate their energy quickly.
A few inches of air can stop them, or a heavy piece of paper. In the minuscule world of
the human biology, however, the concept of distance is meaningless. Distance is not a
factor. The little uranium cannons are lodged right where it counts for maximum damage.
The nucleonic clusters from alpha radiation can knock out DNA links with ease, ionize
sensitive chemicals in the cell and alter their chemical balance and function. If an
infected person is lucky the so damaged cell dies, which then becomes removed by the

body's cleansing process. If a cell muddles through, however, and replicates, its 'babies'
no longer know what they are. Their makeup has been altered. They are no longer team
players for the bodily functions, but do their own thing and replicate and spread like a
fungus would. They become cancers. Eventually they disrupt the bodily functions of a
person and the person dies.
Low-level radiation is said to be harmless to human beings, since alpha radiation,
which falls into this category, dissipates without getting very far. This perception is
evidently true as the entire crust of the earth contains traces of uranium. We have lived
with uranium in the environment for our entire history. The human body has developed
defenses against this heavy metal. However, we have never lived with uranium particles
smaller that are smaller than the wavelengths of light that evade the biological defenses
and get deep into the human body like sand get into one’s hair on a windy beach. With
the submicroscopic size of the particles comes a grave danger that is new and is unique
with the DU pollution that has become a part of our air and our environment since the
DU weapons have been used. The smallest of the particles compare to a red blood cell
like a man would compare standing on a slope of a 50,000-foot mountain range. A man
would be an insignificant spec in this vast scenery. That illustrates the new exposure we
face with uranium pollution from DU bombs and munitions.
With the DU particles being small and able to get to every part of the body, the
outcome is reflected in a large array of different diseases. Over 90 different diseases have
so far been attributed to DU particles. Cancers are a major category. In some areas the
rate of new cancers has increased 20 to 50-fold. Also exotic cancers have now become
quite common, like breast cancer in teenage girls, stomach cancer in young boys,
multiple types of cancers occurring simultaneously in adults, and entire families, even big
families of nine, all being stricken with cancers. And then there are the birth defects, too
ugly to look at, babies with no eyes, or bulging tumors were the eyes should be, or with
stunted limbs, clumps for fingers, and intestines growing outside the body. And those are
just the mild forms. That's the face of the new humanity that has come upon us, and the
damaging effects on the integrity of the human blueprint held in DNA are never ending
and accumulative over time.
An accomplished Iraqi artist, Nuha Al Radi, and author of the "Baghdad Diaries,"
wrote in her journal prior to her death from leukemia in Sept. 2004:
"Everyone seems to be dying of cancer. Every day one hears about another
acquaintance or friend of a friend dying. How many more die in hospitals that one does
not know? Apparently, over thirty percent of Iraqis have cancer, and there are lots of kids
with leukemia.
"The depleted uranium left by the U.S. bombing campaign has turned Iraq into a
cancer-infested country. For hundreds of years to come, the effects of the uranium will
continue to wreak havoc on Iraq and its surrounding areas."*(see:
http://www.currentconcerns.ch/archive/2006/03/20060312.php)

The above was written in 1993 when the DU-weapons usage was very small
compared with today.
A retired chemical physicist, Marion Falk, who had built nuclear bombs for more than
20 years at Lawrence Livermore Lab, was asked if he thought that DU weapons should
be classified as dirty bombs.
He said, "That's exactly what they are. They fit the description of a dirty bomb in
every way." He added, "I would say that it is the perfect weapon for killing lots of
people."*(see above reference)
While the present DU-pollution level is still small, though the effects are already felt
worldwide, we face a 50 to 100-fold increase in the DU pollution should the now prepositioned uranium bombs be exploded. This intended vast multi-fold increase needs to
be seen against the already horrendous worldwide effects of the still mild pollution. In the
USA, for example, according to a CNN report of March 2006, the U.S. lung-cancer rate
has increased 6-fold for Jan/Feb of 2006. The timing suggests that increase coincides
with the start of the big bombing campaigns against Iraq and Afghanistan. In a similar
manner has the worldwide rate of type 2 diabetes increased from 30 million cases prior to
1991 to 230 million cases today. Can you imagine what a 50-fold increase in the global
DU pollution would bring in these sensitive areas, especially in the regions much closer
to the source of the DU pollution, like Russia, China, and India, for which Iran and North
Korea have been chosen as the intended source?
It seems that Russia and China have both determined that the currently prepared
deadly increase cannot be allowed to unfold, especially so near their most populous areas.
A new asymmetric warfare movement seems to be afoot to pre-emptively stop the
American bombing campaigns once they start. It appears that this might be attempted by
eradicating the U.S. homeland with a massive nuclear strike against U.S. West Coast
targets. The jet streams would then spread the fallout across the Eastern USA and disable
the country. China appears to have such plans. China has recently built and tested a brand
new intercontinental missile system, the Dong Feng 31, that is specifically designed to
target the U.S. West Coast. It is a truck mounted system that is easy to hide, hard to
detect, almost impossible to defeat, and comes with a 3-megaton monster-warhead, or a
cluster of three small 90-kiloton warheads. With this weapon China could shut down the
USA all by itself in a single attack. Russia too has tested and paraded its latest
achievement in defensive atomic weaponry, a super-fast new missile of its Topol class
with a hyper-maneuverable self-steering warhead that can evade any antimissile attacks
on it. Iran too, has tested a few new types of missiles. The year 2006 has been the year of
the new missile tests, but also the year in which the DU-bombing death-threats are heard
evermore loudly. The age of a new insanity appears to have begun.
That the DU death threats are huge is indicated to some degree by a U.S. dossier that
reports on the America's DU bombs that have already been pre-positioned in South
Korea. The Korea Times reported on December 23, 2005, from this dossier that 2.7
million depleted uranium bombs (DU-bombs) have been pre-positioned in South Korea,
apparently to be used against the North. The Korea Times is citing a declassified dossier

from the U.S. Pacific Command in Hawaii, as its source. The document dated, August
2003, says that the U.S. base in Suwon of Kyonggi Province has some 1.3 million DUbombs; another 930,000 are in Chongju, North Chungchong Province; and 470,000 in
Osan, Kyonggi Province. The Korea Times adds that the total figure is eight times that of
the 300,000 that Kadena Air Base on Okinawa, Japan, reportedly has.
On the assumption that the above report is true a proportionately larger amount will
likely have also been pre-positioned across the 20-pluse U.S. Air Forces bases
surrounding Iran, to be used against Iran to defeat Russia. The combined total could
easily add up to 15 million uranium bombs containing 75,000 tons of uranium. Can you
imagine what this means to the population of Eurasia when half that amount is vaporized
into radioactive particles smaller than the wavelength of light that become suspended in
the air which people breathe? It appears that no one can imagine such a world. It appears
that Russia and China are committed to disabling the bombing the moment is starts. They
appear to be scared. Even the U.S. military leaders are scared. A number of high-ranking
generals are reported to have threatened to resign in mass if the order is given to attack
Iran.
Countless calls have been heard from many people demanding that the current U.S.
leadership be impeached and new leaders be appointed in order to remove the growing
war-threats that mankind cannot survive. But no impeachment has happened, has it? With
the U.S. Congress and the Senate refusing to act to defend the nation, an asymmetric
response by the people of the USA might become necessary here too. The ball is now in
the court of the people of the USA with the challenge put on them to save their country
and themselves, and to save the world.
I am not saying these things as an adversary of the USA, but as a human being trying
to save the USA from a fully that few of its people and of the world would survive. The
loss of the USA would be a great tragedy in itself, and not just only for the people living
there, but also for the entire world, as would be the loss of any country, or the loss of any
people. The tragedy of terror, especially state terror, has already run its course much too
far. Nothing can possibly justify the still enthroned insanity that is staging a terror so
intense that it now spreads like a blanket of darkness across the world that might smother
us all. The question, ‘Can we Survive War?’ is further explored with a wide-ranging
focus on my web site of the same title*(http://peace.rolfwitzsche.com/global/canada/index.html).
Thus, the onus is on the people of today to rescue themselves asymmetrically from all
forms of terror as Russia once did to save its existence. It has become the task of the
people of the USA and the people of the world to remove the threat of terror beginning at
the source. Russia succeeded in this when it defended itself against Napoleon and came
out winning. Only the footsteps need to be different today, not the method. The
asymmetric answer to the force of terror, which has no principle, is the Principle of
Universal Love. There is point in fighting terror with terror. Mankind's new asymmetric
approach to peace might well be built on love, a profound love by mankind for its
humanity. Since everything that we cherish is now globally at risk, we might yet begin to
value more what we stand to loose globally, and thus find the power within us, within our

love, to protect it. On this platform the necessary details will become apparent, unfolding
the footsteps that can take us directly to the peace we need to survive, without becoming
trapped into great tragedies on the road to peace.
War is not inevitable, only peace is. When in the past war had exhausted the strength
of society, peace always resumed. Peace is inevitable that way. This has been the
experience of the world for millennia. But in today's world the weapons of war have
become too powerful for mankind to survive their fury. Our task today is to skip the war
that no one might survive. We must do this in order that the planet might not be left with
a peace that has no human voice in it to give the peace a meaning. Only love can provide
this active peace in which love puts aside war and succeeds in building a renaissance.
Rolf A. F. Witzsche, Oct 1, 2006

