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Sky Fire

     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 reestablished 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 nation-states 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 Dash-Seven 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 Lahina 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 reentry 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 he 
was right was 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 vantagepoint 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 enter 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 never-ending 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 were 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 closedliped 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 
copilot'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 planes 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 re-adapt 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."
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Selected stories from the series of novels
The Lodging for the Rose

 and from other novels by Rolf A. F. Witzsche 

 
  

A selection of love stories and stories about 
love

The primary focus is on the Principle of Universal Love in 
social relationships.

Stories focused on healing

The focus for healing is wide-ranging, from bodily 
healing to the healing of perceptions, limitations, small-
minded thinking, etc..
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War Stories

There are many types of wars being fought with the 
ferocity of lightning  that flashes brilliantly until the 
driving energy is spent. Then peace resumes.

Stories about sex

While the focus if on sex, the explorations focus on a 
passion for love in a higher sense than erotica, opening to 
the Principle of Universal Soul reflected in the 
brotherhood of all mankind as human beings.

 

Oh, to be King for a day!

If we had the power to change the world, how would we 
change it? But don't we have that power already in our 
hand?

Political exploration
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  The Lord of the Rings' Metaphors  
 
It is a rare thing in literature that one finds a tale written a 
long time ago that is reflected in the present to such an 
extent, that it seems the writer had created a script for the 
future and the future has obeyed. Such a thing can be 
said about the story of J.R.R. Tolkien's mythical tale, The 
Lord of the Rings. 

    

Novels

  Flight Without Limits   
(science fiction) 

The novel is a science fiction work with a touch of reality. 
It is about a space voyage to Alpha Centauri, the nearest 
solar system to our own.  But in metaphor, the novel is 
rally about being able to move mentally without limits. 
Physically we may never be able to overcome all limits, 
but what would hinder us to break all limits mentally?

  Brighter than the Sun
(playing with nuclear matches) 

This novel has two opposite centers. One reflects the 
tragic domain of our nuclear armed world, and the 
second the domain of spiritual freedom where old axioms 
become discredited and fall away while love unfolds its 
universal face. Will the latter prevail? 

  

The Lodging for the Rose  
a series of nine novels 
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 * Episode 1 - Discovering Love 

Here begins an epic story that spans eight novels. The 
subject is freedom powered by universal love, the largely 
unexplored 'country.' Few people have dared to cross its 
borders and travel its landscape.

 * Episode 2A - The Ice Age Challenge  

"The Ice Age Challenge" refers to the challenge that we 
face to create a new foundation for living when the 
coming Ice Age climate shuts down most of the world’s 
agriculture. The resumption of the Ice Age could happen 
possibly 100 to 150 years from now. It may take that long 
to build the vast facilities that will be needed to feed the 
world from indoor agriculture. But is our love big enough 
that we can achieve the physically near impossible in 
order to assure a future for mankind beyond the space of 
our time? What limits would we put on the dimension of 
universal love? It appears we are in a triple race to meet 
all of these challenges. The big question is, do we have 
the skills to stay the course?

  * Episode 2B - Roses at Dawn in an Ice Age 
World 

With the Ice Age resuming 100 to 150 years from now we 
are challenged to embrace the still rejected renaissance 
principle, the Principle of Universal Love, without which 
mankind may not survive. But will we able to upgrade 
our human dimension sufficiently to accept the Principle 
of Universal Love and to reflect it in our daily living? 
God is Love, universal divine Principle. Do we dare to 
love universally in the social domain? Or do we pretend 
that the divine Principle of Universal Love doesn't apply 
there, especially when it comes to our personal loved 
ones and friends? 
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Spirituality and Healing - research, 
exploration, pedagogicals

  Universal Divine Science - Spiritual 
Pedagogicals 

Unknown to the world, Mary Baker Eddy created a 
scientific monument in the form of a vast pedagogical 
structure for the advance of universal Divine Science. The 
pedagogical structure is so large that she made all of her 
major works a part of it, and so far-reaching that it may 
have been a contributor to the rare period of nearly 50 
years of peace in the world between 1866 and 1914

  Science and Health with Key to the Scriptures 
in Divine Science  

A special Divine Science exploration of Mary Baker 
Eddy's book, Science and Health with Key to the 
Scriptures, in a unique presentation interwoven with 
editorial notes and research into Mary Baker Eddy's 
pedagogical structure for what she hinted may be termed 
Divine Science.
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