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Death in Paradise

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



     Nina disagreed. "The Air Fore people we take me back," she said. 

     We left the ranch forty minutes later. Total darkness covered the meadow as we lifted off. 
The runway was sanded, though barely visible in the floodlights of the plane. Little did Sergei 
realize, or any of us for that matter, that he would never see his meadows again.
     Once airborne, I pushed the plane into a steep climb. Something wasn't quite right about the 
mission. I couldn't put my finger on what it was. Normally I wouldn't have minded to set out 
on a sixteen-hundred-kilometer journey in the middle of the night in order to help resolve a 
dispute. But this time I did mind. Maybe I was only tired. We should have gone to bed and 
flown in the morning. But this, too, wasn't what was troubling me.
     Once we were in the air, Sergei announced that we had plenty of time for sleeping. I had to 
disappoint him. It wasn't that the plane was poorly equipped. It could practically fly by itself. 
Only in an emergency would the pilot be needed. However, for this eventuality, it was 
imperative that I do stay awake. And to assure that I do, someone had to stay awake also. 
There simply was no other choice available.
     Igor didn't mind. We talked about everything we could think of, in the hope that something 
interesting would crop up that would keep us from dozing off. Eventually Sergei joined us. He 
couldn't sleep. He kept us going as he went off into a long harangue, telling us how much he 
enjoyed those last days.
     "It was a real treat to have nothing to worry about, no more missiles to fear, no more sirens 
to think of in the back of my mind, no troubles to watch for in Moscow," said Sergei. "Also it 
was good to have the house full again as in the olden days when Valentina was still living at 
home. Everybody was happy in those days...."
     I knew what he meant. Except this wasn't the mental background I needed for staying 
awake. I agreed that he was right and stretched myself in the cramped space of the pilot's seat; 
"However, what we need most right now, is a good controversy!" I looked at Sergei, watching 
what his reaction might be. But there was none. He just yawned. I told him what I had said 
right from the start, that the physical removal of the nuclear weapons was not by itself going to 
create peace in the world. "Peace won't be won, just like that!" I added.
     "Yes, but a great step has been made!" he defended himself. He looked tired. I hated to go 
on with this. I should let him sleep, but I couldn't.
     I replied that I didn't dispute what he said; "Except, don't you see, a single step, no matter 
how gigantic, won't do when still a whole race is to be won! Peace, by its nature, goes very 
deep, while society hasn't even begun to touch on anything deep."
     Well, that got him going. Sergei sat up and strongly disagreed.
     I challenged him. I told him about a peace march I was once in, back in Denver, in the 
summer some years ago. A hundred-and-forty-thousand people had come together to demand 
peace. In real terms, though, they hadn't come for peace at all. They hadn't even come in the 
name of peace. They had come to fight, to fight for peace, or more correctly, to beg for it. They 
came there hoping that some government or institution would graciously give peace to the 
world, because of their asking, and that they would put it into their laps or hand it to them on 
a platter!
     Sergei grinned. He asked how the march went.



     I grinned back at him. I was quite awake now. I told him that I had joined the funny band! I 
had noticed the band among the procession. They were all dressed in the craziest costumes. 
Everyone played a different instrument. It was quite something to watch. But that wasn't why 
I stayed with them. I told Sergei that I stayed with the band, because it was the only group I 
felt comfortable being with. "They weren't there to fight, or hold their hands out. People 
around them danced. I knew I fitted in, there, because where they were, there was already 
peace. The singing and dancing was a celebration of peace. We danced all afternoon, that day, 
right through the midst of the city of Denver, and had the most marvelous time doing so."
     "So it was a peace rally, really," Jennie interrupted.
     "Yes, for us it was!" I said. "The point is, we might have been the only group in this entire 
march that wasn't there to protest, to fight governments, but were out to enjoy the peace that 
we felt within. The point is, we were only about thirty altogether."
     "Thirty!" Sergei repeated.
     "Yes, thirty out of a hundred-and-forty thousand, of a city of a million," I said quietly, "that's 
a pittance, isn't it? There should have been a hundred thousand dancing. Can you imagine the 
impact the rally might have had, had there been a hundred-and-forty-thousand people 
dancing through the streets of Denver celebrating a peace that each holds already within? Or 
imagine half a million Russians dancing through the streets of Moscow in a conscious 
acknowledgment of the mentality that creates peace? That's how it was with us, or at least with 
me. I know I had been dancing that day for the enjoyment of something that I realized 
governments will never be able to give."
     "Don't expect this kind of dancing, certainly not on the scale you want, for a long time," said 
Igor.
     I nodded. "That's what I meant, Igor. We still a long way to go. No political event, no matter 
how grand, can overturn in one night what has been building up over centuries. You need to 
go step by step. I accept that a few persons can glimpse something and take bold steps, and 
that these steps were taken, even that these steps were sorely needed, and that the world is a 
safer place because of them, but the momentum mustn't be allowed to fizz out with those first 
steps."
     "In others words," said Jennie, "the underlying movement for war hasn't been stopped yet."
     I nodded. "Not by a long shot, Jennie."

     While we were talking, a red warning light came on the console. A message indicated that 
both wing tanks were low on fuel. We had just crossed the half-way-point on our journey. The 
light, though, caused no alarm. Without the least intervention on my part, the flight control 
system initiated a fuel transfer from the rear tanks. A message indicated as to how much fuel 
would be transferred. Moments later, the warning light went out. Still, the little episode 
brought my attention back to the reality of flying.
     Also, this happened just in time. The radar indicated a clear front with very strong 
disturbances ahead. I phoned in to the Moscow Air Traffic Control Center, asking for 
verification and permission to go higher. Permission was granted. A few simple entries were 
made into the automatic flight control system. As soon as the entries were 'locked' the plane 
responded and began to climb.



     Now where were we in our conversation? Oh yes, the peace march, praying or fighting for 
peace!
     "Would you expect Father Savchenko to agree that there is more integrity in 'dancing' than 
in praying?" I asked Sergei.
     Sergei smiled and shook his head. Sergei told us a story that illustrated his point. A 
computer technician had told him once during the installation of the missile safety project, that 
integrity is a most essential cornerstone in electronics. He explained that electronics is an area 
where nothing can be forced. In order to get results, one has to adhere to the design principles 
that allow things to happen. Any deviation creates chaos and nothing works. The bottom line 
is; you can't achieve a thing without total integrity. You can't short-cut the process, you can't 
bypass it. You can't force any results by doubling or tripling the strength of incoming signals. 
If the processes that use them are not correct, nothing will happen. Stronger signals will only 
burn out the receiving circuits. But if you work with integrity according to the laws that 
govern the electronic processes, you will have instant and precise results.
      "If only people didn't think that life is different!" said Sergei at the end of the story. "Most 
people believe that they can get ahead without integrity. Father Savchenko was quite aware of 
this fallacy," Sergei added, "however, he also turned around and asked me to join him in a 
prayer for peace. He couldn't go as far as recognizing that there is no integrity in any prayer 
that makes petitions for miracles. The process actually prevents people from opening their 
eyes and their mind to exploring the underlying principle on which peace, by its own nature, 
operates."
     I approved what he said. Little was I aware that we ourselves were ignoring what he just 
said. The realization came later. For the present, I had a more tangible problem to deal with.
     The warm front from the South was being pushed back by a ridge of cold air from the 
North. We had just reached the point of collision. The intermittent updrafts and down-shears 
that are normally found in this system in the lower altitudes, extended right into our flight 
path. I had learned to ignore these effects in the past. In a 747 any turbulence of this nature is 
hardly noticeable while smaller aircraft are noticeably being pushed around, sometimes quite 
violently as we were.
     Upon approval from Moscow, I took the plane higher to 16,000 meters, close to the service 
ceiling of the aircraft. "We will be out of this in a jiffy," I announced to everyone.
     I was right. Three minutes, as if by magic, the tremors stopped.
     "Now, where were we again?" I asked.
     "Integrity!" said Sergei. "We were talking about integrity. Yes, I told Father Savchenko that 
praying is dishonest, that it isn't right for a person to expect to be released from the 
requirements of integrity. Whatever miracles may have happened in the past, I suggested to 
Father Savchenko, if they were researched, would lead one to a super keen sensitivity to the 
cause of them. Miracles are not unnatural. They are made to happen by an understanding of 
the principles involved. They only seem unnatural to people, because most people are still at 
the stage of infants when it comes to total integrity. People are blind. They can't see the forest 
in front of their eyes, as you Americans would say."

     I only wish that Sergei had taken note of his words. Something was in progress, something 



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

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

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



runway, we were stopped by the reception delegation. Sergei opened the cabin to them. The 
circus was now irreversibly on.
     "Comrade Arenski, you are wanted in Moscow by Wednesday," said an officer. Sergei 
hadn't even been greeted or been officially welcomed. "The Bureau wants you to meet an 
American delegation to evaluate a project for growing grain in Siberia," the officer said. 
"You're also invited to attend a meeting of the European Council on Refugee Assistance. The 
meeting will start in three days in the South of France. I'm to inform comrade Murakhovski 
which assignment you will accept."
     "Both of them!" Sergei responded.
     "What, both simultaneously?"
     "Yes, our office will handle both," Sergei confirmed.

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



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



statements against him as a tool to destroy his honor as a human being. Someone called him a 
fag, a fag in high places. The moment he admitted that someone of Moscow's hierarchy had 
died of AIDS, things really fell apart for him.
     "Is this the reason why our government officials are by law exempted from mandatory 
testing?" the little man asked. He never even gave his name.
     A fellow staff member nodded.
     "This law was intended to protect fags," said another, "a law for the rich that lets them 
spread their deadly infection throughout the community. Now there's where you should start 
worrying about the lives of people!"
     "Those deadly exposures are real, and they are far more deadly than the bit of pollution we 
have produced," said the plant manager. "But can I see any action on your side? No! The fact 
is, you do nothing at all! You come to us instead, and you look at our tiny mishap with a 
microscope and label us as murderers. Don't you think we care for these people? We care for 
the nation! We give to our country what it needs, as we have always done, even if there is a 
slight risk involved, while you people knowingly go around and spread death. Ah, but the 
good things you fellows want. It's all a big game of pleasing yourself, like your holidays in the 
South of France that you have been invited to. You relish your fame, and your international 
respect...."
     Sergei raised his hand while he was still speaking and called for order. "Now wait just one 
damn minute!" He looked at them angrily. "You people are talking as if I had AIDS personally, 
or if all of Moscow had it! Sure, there might have been a case in Moscow. You can always find 
what you're looking for if you're snooping hard enough!"
     "Now, is that so?" mocked the quiet man. "The fact is, you can't prove your innocence. There 
are no statistics compiled about exempt people, nor public records kept, and the higher you 
look, the more sweeping become the exemptions!"
     Sergei defended himself as best he could, saying at one point that he wasn't afraid to be 
tested; that he had nothing to hide.
     They immediately latched onto that. It gave them a foothold, and keep at him. He finally 
challenged everyone nearby to accompany him to the plant's own testing lab where he offered 
to voluntarily subject himself to be tested for AIDS. He even volunteered us all to be likewise 
tested, Igor and Jennie and I; "so that you can see for yourself!" he shouted at them; "then you 
will have your records and your statistics! I'll prove you wrong. I have nothing to hide. None 
of us have. It is you people who are bent on hiding things. But no longer! Nothing will be 
swept under the rug, not here, nor in Odessa. You may come and test the entire work force of 
the staging center. Let me tell you, right now, you won't find a single person that endangers 
anyone else. Then let me find one single shred of evidence that the pollution laws you have 
adopted, have been manipulated and made too liberal, and God help you!"

     I was going to protest to Sergei. The thought of Jennie being subjected to testing was a great 
blow. However, I had no chance to intervene before our destiny had become cast in iron. 
Things moved that quickly. Before I fully realized what was happening, we were marching 
back to the bus for a drive to the plant hospital. I was astounded at the precision with which 
they developed their case. Every aspect of the entrapment had been extremely well prepared. 



Nothing had been left to chance, not even my protest, which was cut off with a swift move to 
get back to the bus.
     At this point, all I could do was hope and pray that Jennie come out of this clean. Soon, 
however, I became ashamed that I had secretly resorted to the very thing Sergei had 
denounced on the plane as unintelligent. Was there anything, anyone could still do? The 
wheels had been set into motion. To stop them was impossible now. But there must be options. 
Options that were still open to us! I was certain, the test results would be faked. If they 
weren't, the whole circus would have made no sense.
     Reluctantly I gave my blood to be tested. To refuse was no longer possible. Then we waited. 
I saw Igor embracing Jennie as it were for the last time. If she tested positive, indeed, she 
would not be allowed back on the plane with us. She would never see Odessa again, see the 
children, or set foot on the Mary Q. Then, I would never forgive myself for persuading her to 
come to Russia. She would live her life out in loneliness, looked away at some AIDS isolation 
camp beyond the Ural Mountains.
     Igor confirmed that what I feared would happen. He whispered that his father would not be 
able to do anything for her, even if he should want to help, which he probably wouldn't. Igor 
even said, that his father would be totally helpless to save himself out of this trap if he himself 
tested positive. "There simply is no person big enough in the land to stand against a state 
regulation of such a severe nature. This deadly exposure to conspiratorial fraud was probably 
the real reason why the hierarchy has found it wise to exempt itself," he whispered.
     At this point I was so engrossed with fear about Jennie, that I hadn't noticed the doctors' 
return. I became aware of them only when they started to lecture Sergei. They didn't make any 
direct announcement as to the results. This could only mean that they had nothing to 
announce. I grasped Jennie's hand, and held it tight. One of the two doctors preached a long 
sermon on the disease, about its danger to society, its infectiousness. During the speech it 
became clear that Jennie was free, and so were Igor and I! Hurrah! I looked at Jennie, she cried. 
I embraced her, and offered her my handkerchief. Then I had to fight tears myself. I actually 
stopped listening to the doctors from this point on. It didn't even occur to me that Sergei's 
name hadn't been mentioned with ours. Maybe I expected him to be framed, as if it were a 
foregone conclusion that he would test positive. The severity of this thought didn't really come 
to mind until one of the doctors stood up and escorted Sergei towards the door in the back of 
the office. The other doctor turned to us and explained in a sad voice that we must fly home 
alone.
     I looked at Sergei. I was as stunned as he was. He followed the man, unresisting. He didn't 
even protest. He didn't plead or demand that the tests be redone or further tests be scheduled. 
Neither did he ask for our help. He just stood there, looked tired and confused. He stared at 
the ground while the doctor unlocked the door with a key badge. He looked up, momentarily, 
and glanced at us with a bewildered look on his face, and followed the doctor out of the room.

     I couldn't believe what was happening. I saw it with my own eyes, and still couldn't believe 
it. This was the end result of what we had traveled for all night, flown sixteen hundred 
kilometers, sacrificed sleep and whatever else for, that we would be robbed of a friend! No this 
couldn't have happened. This must have been a mirage that I have seen. I became angry in this 



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

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

     "Really, now, what are we going to do?" I said to Igor. I had signed us off from the tower 
and physically unplugged my microphone. "We can't just let them take Sergei away like this! 
There must be something we can do. Can't we find a recourse through the courts? Is there no 
legal system in Russia?"
     Igor nodded. "Sure! But the legal system is against him now. And let me warn you right 
now, that this legal system will come crushing down on us if we stand up and interfere."
     God, I couldn't stand this, this calm nicety. I couldn't bear listening. Why didn't Igor scream, 
shout, and go raving mad? They had taken away his father for the rest of his life! How can 
anyone be calm about that? Don't interfere!
     "Damn! I will not rest until we have Sergei back!" I cut Igor off. "Maybe if we were to steal 
him off the train when it comes through our station."
     Igor replied nothing, then slowly nodded.
     "Well, that's better, Igor!"
     I turned to Jennie; "Do the trains to the 'valley of the lepers' come through our station? Our 
station is one of the main junction points for traffic behind the Urals. Can you find out?"
     "They do," Igor budded in. "They all come through our junction. At least most of them do. 



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



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

     We came to no conclusion on the plane. It was getting light as I throttled down towards 
Odessa's military airport. Nina was unaware that we were coming. She wouldn't be standing 
by as usual, to meet us. However, someone else was expecting us.
     Three vehicles with military police ensigns on their doors and roofs were racing towards us. 
They came racing towards us while we were still rolling. It was obvious that we were their 
target, since no other plane was coming in. Three men got out and motioned me to halt the 
plane on the spot.
     I stopped, idled the engines, flabbergasted at how quickly the state had reacted! "Those 
guys are efficient," I said to Igor. I had to laugh at myself. How could we ever hope to rob a 
train, stealing away the bureau's most prized possession?
     The three officers came walking towards the plane. The other two cars stopped in the 
distance. No one got out of them. Damn, this thing began to look serious. Why did this have to 
happen, now? We had escaped the worst nuclear holocaust, had come through all sorts of 
dangers on rescue missions. Also, we had remained unaffected by the creeping chaos of a 
starving world, to say nothing about the considerable dangers we faced at sea; and now this! 
Had our luck finally run out?
     The thought even crossed my mind that I should have landed in Seattle that day, and never 
taken off again. I wouldn't have to face this now.
     The three officers approached us with their pistols in hand. One of them knocked at the 
door. Igor opened for him. "Comrade Sergei Arenski?" he asked.
     Igor shook his head and told the man that Sergei had been detained in Beregovo, and we 
were on official business in Odessa. He showed the officer his Staging Center ID. Apparently, 
this satisfied the man. He came inside, inspected the cockpit, and examined the luggage 
compartment and food lockers. Then, without saying a word, he left. The three vehicles drove 
off together.

     "What was that all about?" I said to Igor. My heart was still pounding. "That was a 



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

     Nina had just gotten up when we arrived at her apartment. We asked her to come with us 
to the plane. There was no telling if her apartment was bugged or not. With Sergei under 
investigation by some hired clowns in high places, her place would most likely be studded 
with listening devices.
     Igor stopped the limousine half way to the airfield. Across the street was an all night greasy 
spoon coffee shop that called itself "The Eye." I had a hunch we would be safe there from the 
spy circus.
     For the moment, it seemed that we played our part well. Nina suspected nothing until we 
told her, then she cried. She blamed herself for letting him go up to Beregovo in the first place. 
She said she could have handled the call herself.
      "Who told you about Beregovo?" I asked.
      She looked puzzled. "An urgent call came in from Moscow, with the request that Sergei 
take care of this. I told Peter to give the call to me, but he had been ordered to get Sergei on the 
phone."
      "From whom was the call? What did Peter say? Do you remember the name of who called, 
Nina?" Igor asked.
      "He gave no name," she replied, "but he said something about a fox hunt. He said, tell him 
to remember the fox hunt."
     I looked at Igor. Igor hugged her. "It certainly looks like someone wanted Sergei out of the 



way. Assassinations are too easily arranged in a world that is full of traitors, still. Now tell me 
where would a person be save from assassins? The AIDS camp may be the only place that the 
goons don't own," I said to Nina.
     "They appear to own the security services," added Igor quietly, while he hugged her.
     "Maybe someone is planning to take over the operation that Sergei started," Nina replied, 
"to get their hands on cheap labor? The center would be ideal for that. I heard some rumors to 
that effect."
     "If this is true, we are all in danger," I suggested.
     "How fast can these people turn the system against my father?" Igor asked Nina.
     "Luckily, our country is famous for its red tape," said Nina. "There must be a lot of red tape 
that even the hierarchy had to go through until the full weight of the law is triggered in 
Moscow, against anyone. Maybe the big goons in Moscow are still unaware of what has 
happened. This might have also been a local operation, with secret arrangements put in place 
to keep the lid on the thing for as long as is possible. Maybe whoever is behind this might 
want us to smuggle Sergei out of the country. This way they won't have to deal with 
embarrassing investigations, or even a martyr if the assassination succeeds."
     "How much time do you think we have?" I asked Nina.
     Igor laughed in a sarcastic manner. "Do you want to make a bet?"
     "Now, honestly, Igor!" I ignored his sarcasm. "How much time do you believe we have to 
get Sergei out of the country? Do we have a day, two, maybe three? How much of a chance do 
we have to react, before someone from Moscow or the bureau reacts? The goons are after him. 
They are looking for him. We have to find him before they do."
     "That's what I meant," said Igor. "Nobody knows at this stage."
     Nina shook her head. "If this was official, something will likely be in the papers in a week. 
You could have as much as four days. If this was unofficial, he may be already on the train to 
obscurity."
     Oh, I could have hugged her for that, and I did. This hugging, also made our meeting less 
likely to be a political affair.
     There was a considerable background noise in the coffee shop. A lot of people were on their 
way to work, stopping in for some hot brew to warm up.
     "Can we find out which train Sergei will be put on," Igor got us back to the business at 
hand. He almost whispered this when things were exceptionally noisy in the coffee shop. "Can 
you arrange things so that the train will go through our station?"
     Her face lit up. "You mean you're seriously thinking about rescuing him? You would have 
to leave the Soviet Union, I mean Russia. Which country would you take him to?"
     Igor shook his head; "That comes later. First we must determine if we have a chance to get 
him off the train."
     "And then what? How will you do it? This is scary," said Nina. "Do you know what you're 
up against?"
     "Don't worry, Nina," I said, "we'll come riding into the station like the lone ranger." I burst 
out into laughter. Someone was watching us. I made exaggerated gestures. "We'll just pull him 
off the train and then shoot our way free like the best of the Wild West cowboys."
     She grinned, then laughed. She realized what the theatrics was for.



     "Love compels us to do nothing less," I whispered. "Will you help us put on the show?"
     She winked an eye. "We'll have to move fast," she said, "curtain time isn't far off. I can have 
all the AIDS trains routed through Saratov. All traffic via Uralsk moves out of Saratov. That's 
the only logical route. I think your chances will be better to get at Sergei there, if you make 
your move at the Sol-lleck junction. The operation, there, is big and disorganized. Not too 
many workers know who is in charge of what, especially with refugees now entering the 
picture. I think I can have Sergei there in three days if you want me to. I have a good working 
relationship with people of the railway system. They received from highly skilled workers 
from us."
     "Three days," I repeated. I said this would do. I hugged her again, for that. I only hoped she 
was with us all the way and would not betray us.

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

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



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

     Igor and I went back to the ranch. It wasn't hard to persuade Laara to invite Melanie and me 
for tea to the upstairs balcony. I waited until Peter was beyond the garden on his morning ride, 
at which time Peter's wife is always busy in the kitchen.
     "I lied!" I said to Laara. I told her the whole tragic story, and every last detail of our plan to 
rescue the 'prince of the castle.' There was no argument from her side, only a promise for total 
support. Whatever I requested would be done.

     The worst part of our plan was the waiting. We had to sit tight for three days. Every time 
the phone rang I jumped, and hoped that Peter wouldn't notice.
     Laara set the stage by telling Peter during dinner one night that she wished to go along to 
the meeting in France. She told him that she had invited Melanie to accompany her, and 
wanted the children to come, too. Her request was accepted with the finesse I had become 
accustomed with. Besides, she had asked for nothing that Sergei himself wouldn't have 



suggested. Peter had no objections.
     Igor and I began a ritual the same morning that involved the duster being taken up every 
day. We spent our evenings, whenever Peter was around, talking about airplanes. We also 
took the jet up once, to give Igor additional lessons. Of course, those lessons included 
practicing emergency procedures, such as landing on the dry lake several times. We had 
landed with the duster, before, and cleared a strip of rocks and debris. In the woods, nearby, 
we had a tent setup with a cache of hunting equipment, food, and even extra fuel for the 
duster. Landing the jet there, was our final test, the last of the dry runs.
     The very next morning came Nina's call. It came right on time as expected. She phoned 
from Istanbul and told Peter that Igor and I was to pick up a parcel that Sergei had ordered to 
be sent to Sol-lleck station.
     God it was good to hear her voice, and to know that the project was still on track.
     Igor and I were off within the hour, to collect her parcel. Thank God, Peter was not an 
overly suspicious person. He might have wondered why this parcel was sent to the rail 
junction, rather than to our own station. The Sol-lleck junction was mostly a very complex 
freight-shunting yard. It had only a small passenger and freight terminal. It was actually 
smaller than our own. Of course, only we knew that there was no parcel on the way. We never 
even went to check with the parcel counter. Our focus was on the freight-shunting yard.
     To gain access, we purchased a passenger ticket to Orsk. The small terminal wasn't busy 
that day. Maybe it never was. There couldn't have been more than twenty people on the 
platform. We realized of course that once we stepped off the platform, we were invariably 
exposed to all sorts of risks. We also realized that neither of us had any experience in secret 
missions, nor shunting yard procedures. We didn't even know where to look for the train that 
had Sergei's AIDS car attached.
     Igor had one last great idea before we stepped off. He suggested that since we would make 
terrible spies, we shouldn't pretend at all, but walk out there boldly in the capacity we had 
identification for? After all, we were high level officials of the refugee placement project. We 
had come on business! Igor's idea held the most wonderful solution I could think off.
     All fear went out of the window. This adventure promised to become quite exciting. We 
walked to the end of the platform and without waiting jumped down onto the rails. In order to 
find our way around, we boldly stepped up to the nearest worker and asked. We flashed our 
badges. We must have had Moscow all written over our faces, for the man paid no attention or 
even glanced at our badges. Another rail worker, apparently coming off shift for his lunch 
break, saluted us. Nobody requested identification.

     At our station back home, this trick would never have worked. However, we would have 
known exactly where to look for the train with the AIDS cars attached. At Sol-lleck, on the 
other hand, were hundreds of cars, whole sections of trains were being put together. The idea 
to simply walk around seemed unworkable. There wouldn't be enough time to search every 
possible train! And once Sergei's train was out of the station, the game would be over. All hope 
to free Sergei would be lost. Luckily for us, the AIDS trains were guarded by the military.
     Igor spotted an armed guard atop one of the cars. The train must have just come into the 
yard. We watched the man climb down. Igor and I ran over to where the train stood. I knew 



we shouldn't run. Running was dangerously suspicious. Also the automatic rifle brandished 
by the guard further highlighted this danger. It wasn't that I feared being shot. The man didn't 
scare me. The danger was inherent in the system. The rifle merely signified the kind of system 
we were dealing with. A person could much more easily escape out of the reach of his gun 
than he could escape from the all-pervasive reach of the state security organization. This 
thought made our mission actually scary. The shots I remembered hearing at the Victoria 
airport during the rescue missions, were not half as frightening as the rifle the man wore, 
knowing what power this riffle represented.
     We walked around to the backside of the car. It was an AIDS car according to its markings, 
and the right one according to Nina's information. We were also able to verify it to be an AIDS 
car by peeking through some cracks in the shutters over the windows. I didn't see Sergei, 
though. One would have to go inside for this, but how? All sorts of crazy ideas kept coming to 
mind. We could flash our badges in front of the guard and tell him that we looked for an 
escaped prisoner who masqueraded as an AIDS victim. Or we could pretend to be health 
officers and had come to inspect the train. This would give us the power to remove Sergei 
from the car. A vital inoculation might have been missed. Another option was, to simply steal 
him. Except, how does one steal a man out of a prison car, who may be unwilling to be set 
free? Igor and I feared that Sergei might still believe his own rhetoric and regard it as his duty 
to state and country to remain locked up. I could feel a deep compassion for him. We would 
have to rescue Sergei against his own wishes, if necessary.
     It was here, that Igor took perhaps the greatest risk in his life. We walked back six car 
lengths, crossed over, and ran towards the guard shouting that he needed his help. He pointed 
to the man's weapon while he spoke, pleading with him that he needed his assistance to 
apprehend a spy. He told the guard he would leave me behind in his stead, to watch the car 
for him.
     The man responded. Now it was my turn. They had barely left when I rushed into the car, 
searching for Sergei. I was in luck. Sergei still looked tired and terribly despondent. I pulled 
him off his bunk, then proceeded to drag him outside. Sure enough, Sergei didn't want to 
come. I had to swear at him, using the foulest Russian profanity I could think of, and literally 
ordered the man out of the car. I accused him of using the AIDS isolation project as a means to 
dodge a murder conviction. I doubted very much that any of the Americans in the train could 
understand a word I was saying, but I couldn't let off. I couldn't take that chance. Not 
surprisingly, Sergei barked back at me in the same foul Russian language that I used on him. 
He did his very best to follow my bidding most reluctantly. He gave a rather super 
performance, I thought.
     Of course, once outside, behind the next row of cars, we embraced each other. I hid him 
quickly inside an empty coal carrier on a different track. I must have gotten back to my guard 
station just before Igor returned. Nobody questioned me about being away. I heard Igor 
apologizing profusely to the guard, who insisted that it was quite all right. He assured Igor 
that he was a patriot himself, and that it is far better in the long run to be cautious and over-
react, than it would be not to react at all. He and Igor shook hands.
     We both joined Sergei, and waited eagerly for the dusk to arrive. We jumped the fence 
under the approaching darkness of night. We had to wait. Sergei, in his distinct prisoner's 



uniform, would not have made it out of there in any other way. To get out, we climbed the 
four-meter wire mesh fence, dropped to the ground on the other side, and all this close to the 
highway. The next risky thing was to cross the highway itself. Then came the challenge of 
taking off in the duster.
     It was quite a challenge taking off with a plane fifty percent overloaded and no visibility 
because of the dark. I tried the field we had chosen, but couldn't get enough speed on the 
rough terrain. "I have no choice; our only hope is to use the highway," I informed the others.
     "OK, do it!" said Sergei from behind. Luckily there was not a car in sight, and with more 
lucky still, the highway had a slight downhill slope that would give us greater speed. The 
extra speed was the God-sent that got our wheels unstuck. I banked the plane off the highway 
as soon as we could make it over the trees.
     Landing at the dry lake was like an anticlimax after that. I had oodles of room and an 
excellent surface to land on. Nor was there any chance that we would be seen. This landing 
was too easy to spark a great celebration. Only Sergei celebrated. I had never seen him cry 
before. He kissed the earth when he stepped off the plane, snow, ice and all. Inside the tent, he 
stripped out of his prisoner clothes. He threw them out. I burned them immediately. A little 
gasoline goes a long way towards this end. I must admit, Sergei looked rather dashing when 
he appeared from the tent in his old hunting outfit.
     Naturally, we had briefed him about all the details of the rescue plan. He approved every 
step of it, even our assumption as to why he was kidnapped. He assured us that he had no 
idea who might have done this. He also said that it mattered little at this point.
     Before we were off on our way, he gave us some instructions for Laara, instructing her to 
transfer half the family savings to an international account that she would be able to draw on 
in France. Her excuse would have to be, that she wanted to buy art. As an artist herself, she 
would not be under suspicion. Also, she was known in some circles for having donated 
valuable art to museums.

     There was one final thing that needed to be attended, before flying off with the duster. Igor 
and I downed half a water glass of undiluted Vodka, each. God help us to get ourselves back 
to the ranch! But it was necessary. Without the stench of alcohol on our breath, how could we 
account for the lost time. But with it, the task was easy. From the moment we landed and got 
off the plane, we raved to Peter about a delicious brunette we had met at the railway worker's 
pub. Peter said he understood. He said that he was young once himself, as Igor was. He gave 
me the evil eye, though. But the plan worked. He suspected nothing. The only worry Peter 
voiced that night, was that I might not be sober enough the next morning to fly our jet to the 
meeting in France. For this, he devised a test for me. He got me up at the moment of sunrise. 
Laara had provided an early breakfast for this. Unofficially, he invited Igor and me to join him 
for a morning walk. Officially, however, one doesn't just go for a walk with Peter. One is being 
interrogated. And in the climbing, too, Peter always leads the way. One merely follows along. 
Unofficially, I had expected this interrogation, so I was fully prepared for it.
     He took us on a brisk hike up to the top of the local lookout hill from where one can see far 
across the lake. It was cold and windy up there. A few inches of snow had fallen during the 
night. The hill wasn't far to get to, but the trail was steep. Being hot from the hard climbing, 



the icy breeze that swept the summit from the lake, felt refreshing. It was a rather beautifully 
crisp morning. The sky was a deep blue above us, and crystal clear.
     Peter commented on the crispness of the morning. "That's the kind of atmosphere Sergei 
wants to feel when he joins you in France," he said to me. "Sergei is not interested in playing 
games," he added. He paused for a while. "Do you think you can handle this?" He said that he 
wouldn't be at all surprised if Sergei wouldn't get to France for some time. "If he's gone to 
Moscow, the Siberia project might keep him tied down for several days."
     Oh, this talk of Peter's was music to my ears. We assured Peter there would be no problems 
encountered in France.
     He said nothing more after this; not for a while. I suppose he was satisfied. It was very still 
now, on our lookout mountain. All I could hear was the wind and the soft rustle of snow 
drifting through some bushes.
     "What Sergei wants done in France, is to start a revolution," Peter broke the stillness. "But 
note, I said start a revolution, not solicit one! There will be no negotiated treaties brought back, 
no contracts presented for signatures, no games being played. Sergei expects nothing less than 
a staunch commitment to the dignity of all men everywhere!"
     These were tall words for the quiet and rather shy person that Peter was. Oh, if only he 
realized how highly theoretical his noble talk was! I smiled at him, reached my hand out, I said 
that we would prepare the ground for Sergei's arrival. We shook hands.
     "Well, if you promise all this, then there's nothing that can go wrong, is there?" he replied. 
Little did he know that there was a whole world of things about to go wrong, and hopefully 
right for us.
     "No my friend, there is nothing that can go wrong" I replied in the most serious tone I could 
manage.
     It was here, that Peter spotted the crop duster coming in. It came in low over the lake, 
skimmed over tree tops, shot up into the air for a loop with a twist and leveled off upside 
down, skimming close to the frozen lake. It came in for a landing. One final vertical loop and a 
roll, then the Sky-Fire headed towards the meadow where our jet stood waiting for him, to be 
refueled.
     "They will take the jet for an hour," said Peter in a matter of fact kind of tone; "normal stuff, 
you know."
     I nodded.
     "Did you see that guy fly our duster?" said Igor, excitedly.
     "Sure, that guy knows how to live," I added.
     After the duster was on the ground, Peter suggested that it was time to get back. We didn't 
argue. However, on the way down, as I heard the jet engines winding up, I felt that urge to 
take the duster for one last spin. Igor must have been able to read my mind. "Why don't you 
give Pete a ride in the Sky-Fire?" he suggested, "while I go back to the house and get things 
ready." I knew what he really meant to accomplish. He didn't want Peter snooping around 
while everyone packed.
     Peter, who didn't know, took the suggestion as a kind of compliment. He must have felt like 
one of the boys. I put my arm around him and said that it was high time that he be treated to 
some air acrobatics. He became quite excited by the idea. Actually, I did, too. I didn't like 



going back to the house, before I had to. It may seem strange for an airline captain to admit 
this, but I never liked packing. I never liked going away. Also, I wanted this ride on the Sky 
Fire for my own needs. Rather than saying good bye to this place, and leaving in sorrow, I 
wanted to relish for one last time the lovely countryside that had been our home, a place so 
rich with experiences, considering our brief stay.
     Once Igor had left us, Peter and I became quite silly, really. We skittered down the icy parts 
of the trail, then chased each other through the woods, throwing snowballs at one another. 
This turned out to be quite a morning. I felt wonderful. There was an excitement in the air. 
Flying the Sky Fire wasn't so much the climax of the morning, as it was just another addition 
that fitted the pattern. The freedom I enjoy in flying this agile little aircraft made the dangers 
ahead, less real, less foreboding. Also, the way the plane handled exemplified the way our life 
at the ranch had been, a 'knife edge dance' performed with unlimited daring and mental agility 
that made all the times before seem dull. And this wasn't going to stop with the landing of the 
duster. The plan itself exemplified it, which was now in its final phase. I had more reason to 
celebrate, than to look back. The past had made us grow, it had served us well, but there was 
nothing in it to hold us back. Already, we had severed too many ties and burnt too many 
bridges behind us, to be looking back. This flight with the Sky Fire, was a flight on the 'wings 
of the morning,' a flight indicative of things to come.
     We stayed in the air for about twenty minutes. I count them now as some of the finest. I 
gave Peter one the wildest and most wonderful barnstormer experiences. He would either 
have to hate me, or love me completely. We flew, rolled, banked, and twisted. I made the little 
plain jump into tight vertical loops, flew it upside down with our noses skimming over the 
treetops. We would shoot straight up into the air under full power, then tumble back out of 
control and slip almost imperceptibly into the next aerobatics sequence with the patterns 
repeated in different variations and combinations until the gas-tank was quite low.
     More exhausted than we were after chasing each other through the woods, we 
disembarked. The exhaustion was caused by the strain of excitement and the tortures of the 
physical demands these stunts exerted on the body, but to judge by Peter's smile, he didn't 
mind the exhaustion, or even noticed it. After we got out of the plane, Peter and I embraced 
each other. That's just the kind of morning it had been.

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

     Thanks to Peter's planning, our jet was ready for takeoff by the time we finished lunch, at 
precisely 2:00 PM. We left the house. To me, it seemed like we were just going to Odessa, to 
pick Jennie up, or to take Igor there. But it wasn't like that with Laara. It was easy to see that 
she had a hard time leaving the place that she had loved so much and for so long, that had 
become a part of her life, and which she would most likely never see again. To a degree, I 
think, Melanie felt the same way. I hoped to God that Peter wouldn't catch on to their feelings. 
Igor and I did what we could to keep his attention away from them.
     At 2:10 PM we were ready to board our jet. I could have sworn they had washed it at the 



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



contribution to the conference. Sergei couldn't have contributed more himself. Under the cover 
of the earned respect, nobody wondered, at least not audibly, why we had a boat rented for the 
duration, and always kept it close by.
     As it turned out, a quick escape wasn't needed. We left together with everyone else, when 
the conference was over, and we left as we came, with our white jet.
     I had always felt that our plan would have the best chance to succeed if we played the game 
though to the last degree. In doing this, the bureau could hopefully be kept off the case until 
everyone was safely on Alexandros' island. Nina had calculated that it might take the AIDS 
camp personnel five days after their first suspicion to process the paper trail which would 
verify that Sergei had indeed been kidnapped, which according to law, would then trigger the 
security bureau. At this point we would have landed on our island, Nina and Jennie would 
have the Mary Q in international waters and renamed it, and Sergei, as a tourist would have 
gone through several countries and be totally untraceable by even the best secret agents.
     We left Marseilles, as we did the ranch, flying low. We followed the French coastline for a 
stretch as though we were on a sight seeing trip, then turned gradually out to sea and towards 
Greece. The only risk remaining now, was landing the jet on Alexandros' mountaintop. We 
entered Greek airspace so low, that we actually had to climb again as we approached the 
island. In order to have the wind against us, we had to come in from the far side. This made 
the now risky situation rather scary. "Make your seat belts as tight as you can," I almost 
shouted, "and put your head down close to your knees. Here we go!"
      It was dark already. The moon stood low above the horizon. I couldn't remember much 
about how the runway was carved out of the mountaintop by the Germans. However, I 
recalled seeing trees at the far end, the end from which we approached. I feathered the engines 
to avoid a fire if we crashed. I could see the runway now. We barely cleared the trees. We had 
enough height and lift to get to the runway. The runway appeared to be long enough. It 
suddenly dawned on me that this was immaterial now. I couldn't restart the engines if I 
wanted to. We were committed. I had gambled that Alexandros was right, that the Germans 
had indeed landed heavy transports on this mountain. If so, the runway would be long 
enough for us, too. The rest was left to chance. We had no way of knowing if the runway 
surface was still intact after all these years? When I had come to this place with Igor and 
Alexandros, the thought never entered my mind that I would have to land there some day 
with a jet. I could remember that the plateau was heavily overgrown with a carpet of yellow 
flowering weeds. It hadn't occurred to me then to check underneath for lose rocks lying 
around and gaping holes or breaks in the surface. "Brace yourself!" I shouted.
     The trees were behind us now. Things happened fast. I had rehearsed this part a thousand 
timed in my sleep. Air brakes to full extent, flaps down, spoilers on, touch down! I could have 
sworn that I could feel the landing gear tear through the weeds. I pumped the breaks. They 
provided little extra friction to slow us, but the weeds did. Thank God we made it unscathed.

     I didn't care, when we came to a stop, whether there had been potholes and we had merely 
missed them, or boulders that could have torn the undercarriages off, which we might have 
been lucky enough to miss, too. Ironically, what could have killed us all five seconds ago 
simply didn't matter anymore. I restarted the engines again, pulled the plane around, and hid 



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

     Laara stayed behind with the children. They were totally safe now, while Igor and I set out 
to inform Alexandros. But where was the trail? Compared to our predicament now, it seemed 
easier landing the plane than finding the trail that would lead us down the mountain. If only 
we had brought a flashlight. All around us, steep cliffs guarded the plateau. Eventually we 
found the trail, winding its way downward through a crevice. It didn't look at all familiar. But 
finding the trail was easy compared to soothing Alexandros' excitement. There we were, 
fugitives from a country that had the reputation of an iron castle that no one escapes from. We 
told him that the security bureau would soon to be looking for us. We also told him that we 
had our airplane well hidden on the mountain.
      "You came by plane?"
      Igor nodded. "All six of us. We landed last night at Alexandros International Airport. The 
landing was good, but where is the airport hotel?"
      Alexandros thought this over for a moment. "There are six of you?"
      Igor nodded with a grin.
      "My wife and children are still up on the mountain," I said.
      "That's great!" Alexandros exclaimed. "Then you will want to stay on the mountain to be 
save? That's great!" he added.
      "There are six more on the way, including my father," Igor said with a grin.
      "You mean Sergei is coming himself, here to this island?"
      "Yes, we had to escape."
      "You can stay for as long as you like on our mountain," Alexandros replied and said 
something about being honored thereby.

      Alexandros suddenly realized that by the needed development his cherished dream of 
finishing the mountain top project would become a reality. We told him that we would most 
likely want to live there, cultivate it, do everything the German officer had set out do, and 
more.



     This was a cause for celebration for him and for us, if ever there was one. We didn't get back 
to the tents until late in the morning. Actually, there was no need to rush things anymore. The 
rat race had ended.
     Two anxious days went by, though, until the Mary Q pulled into the harbor, and another 
anxious week passed until Sergei arrived on the late ferry from a neighboring island. Now, 
finally, we had won!
     It seemed almost too good to believe that were all back together again! We celebrated for an 
entire week. During this week Alexandros introduced us to his friends in the village. We 
celebrated with his wine, his Oozo, and the usual singing and dancing with the guests 
Alexandros invited. After this, the development project began.

     Sergei didn't see it as a big project. With his talent at organization, backed up by his 
considerable private resources that Laara had been able to bring out through France and 
deposit into a secret account in Zurich, nothing stood in the way of transforming the 
mountaintop into a virtual paradise. Igor and Alexandros already owned the mountaintop. 
Nobody had shown any interest in this inaccessible piece of rock. Nobody on this island 
understood the principle of economics as Sergei did, who recognized within minutes that this 
rock could be transformed into a productive farm with a little effort.
     Before the month was out, a truck load of cement arrived from the mainland, together with 
an old diesel driven cement mixer that Sergei had been able to rent from a near bankrupt 
construction firm, together with other old used equipment including a bulldozer. Soon 
thereafter, lumber arrived at the dock, piled high on an old ten wheeler, an ancient army truck 
that Sergei had 'obtained' from the Greek armed forces, together with a cable winch that we 
also needed to drag the heavy stuff up to the top. Within a month we were able to start the 
construction job in earnest.
     Building the dam was the largest task. It took a month. The old cement shed that the 
Germans had left behind, once its junk was cleared out and the sand used up, became our 
hangar. As the dam began to rise and block off the crevice in the rock, a lake began to develop 
behind it. That was the start of our reservoir. With the water project completed, the next 
project was launched, to create a fruitful field on the mountain and to finish the house the 
German officers had started. Both tasks were done simultaneously. The walls of the house 
were still useful, only the floors needed to be replaced and the missing roof put on.

     The way the house was laid out, and its generous size, provided amply space for every one 
of us. Even Alexandros, who had taken a liking to Nina, became excited by what was going on. 
He became a frequent visitor, the 13th man on the mountain. When the house was structurally 
ready, he sold his own house in the village and moved in with us. He moved in, even while 
the house was still being finished inside. He wanted to be a part of the excitement of building.
     Nina and Alexandros also teemed up to become our procurement officers. Alexandros, of 
course, was the only one who spoke the local language. We were fast learners, though. Still, we 
needed him as our official interface to the Greek world. There were a million things that we 
needed, and not just for the house. The reservoir had been created, not as a swimming pool, 
but for growing food. For this we needed topsoil, fertilizer, seeds, and the best available 



scientific information as to what crops would do best in the prevailing climate. It turned out 
that all of this was easily obtained, including the topsoil that we needed, and we didn't need 
much.
     Sergei was delighted with the way the project progressed, even though he was the driving 
force behind it. Of course, he expected things to move ahead quickly. We had to get the spring 
crop planted in time. That's the way Sergei had always lived, vigorously. What a death this 
would have been for him, languishing in an AIDS camp!

      Many of the villagers, of course, thought we were crazy trying to grow food on a mountain 
top which proved to be unfit, even for gracing. Those people didn't know Sergei. Even I must 
admit that I hadn't known him fully, before. He seemed to thrive on large-scale operations. 
Naturally, the project was financed entirely by him, and he loved it. He loved to create things 
on a big scale, big enough so that people could profit from what was created. He actually 
became restless after the third month when the most of the project was finished. We had 
plenty of water accumulated to last us through the summer. The fields had been tilled. Seeds 
had been selected and stockpiled earlier. All the preparation was completed on schedule. In 
fact he had to wait for the weather to clear, for the seeding to begin.
       The mountain looked totally different now. The yellow weeds were gone, the wild shrubs, 
the trees that just took up space, everything, was gone. With the bulldozer going from 
morning till night and truckloads of soil being shipped to the island, Igor had I spread out 
enough soil to create an eighteen-inch deep field across the entire plateau, covering the 
runway and all. Some of the earth that we needed had been found in shallows. Also, great 
piles had been pushed aside by the Germans. With great care we excavated every bit of earth 
we could lay our hands on, digging down to a considerable depth in some places. The holes 
that we dug in this manner became convenient places to dump refuse in, that we had to get rid 
of, like the many rocks that were left around, old cement, and useless building materials. By 
the time we were ready for seeding, the mountaintop was flat as a board, neatly plowed and 
tilled like a garden, sloping slightly towards the reservoir.
       The soil that we had dug up had been enriched with the topsoil we had bought, river 
sludge, sawdust, and seaweed, and whatever else we could lay our hands on, scrounge or 
scrape together, or import from other places. We even used shredded seaweed to fortify the 
soil and the remains of fish from the fisheries plant of the villages. A few loads of sawdust also 
came in handy that Sergei got for next to nothing from Italy, except for the transport costs. We 
even brought in manure from another island, and a small barge load of peat. The peat, 
ironically, came all the way from Russia. We mixed the whole mess together and tilled it into 
the topsoil, day after day. It took numerous passes using an old tiller that we dragged around 
with the truck. Nobody in the village had believed that we would be able to winch a truck and 
a bulldozer up onto the mountain, but we did it, and still they thought we were crazy.
      By the time we were ready for sowing, there wasn't a square inch on top of the mountain 
that wasn't devoted to growing food. It was quite a marvel, really, what we had accomplished, 
a miracle even, and a wonderful sight to see. The ancient wasteland had been repainted a clean 
even dark brown that stretched across the mountain rich and fertile, ready to bear out its 
promise to become a replica of the Garden of Eden. Although there wouldn't be a trace of 



green appearing for a month, for us this was paradise none-the-less. Nobody cared that the 
place stank on the hot days, because of the fish scraps in the soil. We knew it wouldn't stink for 
long.
     As time passed, the mountaintop did become a paradise, indeed. It became covered over 
with the most luscious green velvet garment the island had ever worn, and months later, it 
became colorful with a bounty of harvest. No paradise could have been more wonderful than 
the one we had created on Aldros Island, as we called our new home in honor of Alexandros. 
There was plenty to eat now, and plenty to give away, or to trade with. On the far side of the 
mountain another trail was built down to the beaches that were ideal for swimming, and the 
sea around us was rich with fish. The Mary Q served this purpose well, as well as it did in 
Hawaii. It certainly was true what Sergei said, that the Germans before us had done their 
homework well.
      Our irrigation lake was constantly being re-filled by the frequent rainfalls that promised to 
maintain our paradise forever and ever, and with just a little further effort on our part. Even 
our drinking water, that we had gathered plenty of, ranked among the best in the world. Our 
drinking water started out as rain collected on the roof, which was then purified by passing it 
through a bed of water hyacinths. After that it was filtered in a multistage process, and finally 
stored in silver-lined tanks. We could proudly say that our water was as a free of chemicals 
and bacteria as the purest mountain spring ever could be. No municipal water supply system 
that I knew of could match this standard of purity, or come even close to it.
     There were other aspects, too, that made life on the island comparable to living in paradise. 
No wake-up call drove me out of bed at four in the morning, not to get me ready for 
transatlantic flights, or for flights with Sergei to handle emergencies. We slept for as long as we 
wanted, except during harvest time. On most days, though, breakfast wasn't called until ten 
and lunch whenever we got to it. Dinner was often spent with friends who came from the 
village, or we went down to them. There was food and drink in abundance and to spare. In a 
way, we lived like a great giant family together with more and more people on the island 
joining in. We became bound together by a sense of responsibility for each other that 
eventually spilled over onto the community in the village below. The villagers were in time 
able to enrich their diet with the produce that came from our mountain. In return, we shared 
some of their fish.
     Aldros Island became an island of modest wealth as the result of our being there, and saw 
more frequent celebrations than there had ever been. Perhaps this was, because the people 
there liked celebrations, or perhaps because Sergei liked them even more. I would judge, 
however, that the cause lay deeper. Life on the island became like it was the fulfillment of 
dreams, dreams that I, for one, had never imagined as possible. We were lucky, indeed, to 
have come to this place. This was paradise. We had reached the zenith of our lives. We had 
risked much and had won much on many occasions. Maybe it was inevitable that it should 
happen this way, and that we, too, should grow by this process, and that this New World 
should open to us new horizons. This life also beckoned us that we should further explore the 
spark we had found in just being alive.

     Sure enough, there were also times encountered when we wondered what greater risks still 



lay ahead in the future, to be faced; or risks that we were facing now and were coming to terms 
with. For instance, none of us knew for certain if Sergei's AIDS antibody test had not indeed 
been positive. If so, had we been wise in rescuing him? There might never have been a political 
ploy against Sergei. His detention might have been the best step his nation could have taken to 
protect itself. I can't deny that there were occasions when this subject was in our thoughts as 
we sat at the edge of our mountain, looking down onto the village below. What did we 
represent to them, in total? Were we the bringers of a new horizon of life, or bringers of death?
     There were times when I couldn't help wondering if the villagers had been unwise in not 
questioning us, in not requiring those tests to be repeated. Could any of them tell how great a 
threat Sergei's presence might pose to their well being? Could any of them judge what level of 
risk is reasonable to accept beyond which no one should dare move? I, however, felt that our 
apprehension in this matter was mostly drawn from a nagging fear that for whatever reason, 
Sergei would be taken from us again, or anyone else for that matter. We agreed among us that 
if the bureau would track anyone to this rock, no matter when, we would move on without 
hesitation to protect one another. We would leave the entire paradise behind once again in 
order to protect what alone is precious.

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

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



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

     Initially, we had worried as to what would become of us once the great construction project 
had drawn to a close. There appeared be no way on the horizon that we could simply stop or 
stand still. To my surprise, we launched a new project that was destined to never end. This 
new project was more demanding, especially on Sergei's time and resources, than anything we 
had started before. This project evolved from the depth of his Soul, and out of his great love 
for his people that was still unquenchable.
     The pain that he may have inflicted on his people with his support of the AIDS isolation 
project, which he had a faint taste of himself, he had felt so deeply that he felt it had to be 
redeemed. That project simply had to be stopped. If he had been wrong in once supporting it, 
he knew he could also set things right. He knew this disease was not the doom of humanity 



like the discovery of nuclear weapons might have become, but was merely another challenge 
which contained dangerous elements that could all be met in a universally enriching manner. 
He felt that with a properly funded scientific crash program, and with proper public education 
and effective treatment, this bug could be wiped out like the measles were. This he set out to 
do. He pursued this vast issue with the same impetuosity that he had devoted to any project in 
the past, and of course he involved all of us as deeply in it as he had on previous occasions.
      Actually, I wouldn't have expected it any different. This challenge had opened up a brand 
new horizon once again, breaking down another barrier against the infinite development of 
life. To us, life had already become a 'knife edge' experience that demanded the total 
commitment of our inner resources. This new project would hone the edge even further. What 
had begun during our journey out of a holocaust was now to go forward even further to bless 
the whole of humanity?
     Sergei devoted most of his days from then on to studying and writing. He wrote books in 
this place on the mountain, his exile as it were, for publication the world over. Most of his 
efforts, however, were addressed to his colleges in Moscow, whose heart he felt he had to win 
to end the isolation project in Russia. He no longer cared about the threat that the bureau 
presented to his life. From the moment the first homosapians became bipeds and stood upright 
on their feet, life involved greater risks than our ancestors could have imagined. They became 
glaring targets standing upright, but they made a success of it regardless of the risks. Sergei 
determined to do the same.
     Actually, that idea was mine. I suggested it to him. What else could we do but stand 'erect 
on our feet?' Failing this, we would certainly die. I might add that Sergei liked the idea. He 
embraced it. He wrote it down in the book that he had begun to write, a book about a journey 
to a mountain top, a journey impelled by fire. Mostly, he wrote this book for his beloved 
Russia. We, of course, helped. We all wrote this book. We even built a special place for him 
where he could work undisturbed, where he could think and write.
     That's how it came about that we constructed the gazebo. We built it for him, perched at the 
edge of the cliff, a stone's throw from the house. This spot had been our favorite lookout point 
before, high above the village and its harbor, a place where the sunsets appeared at their 
grandest, painting the surface of the sea in rich shades of color. Still, the construction of the 
gazebo was only the beginning. It became a place were we all 'worked' in a similar manner, 
exploring new ideas.
     Within a year, we enlarged the gazebo. We all needed more space in it. Also, we planted a 
garden around it. We began to almost live there. We watched the ships come in and the village 
grow. Three major ships had been added to the harbor since we arrived. Also, with Melanie's 
expertise in botany, we had begun experimenting with specialty crops, many of which the 
villagers had never seen, much less eaten. Nina's talents at meticulous organization were not 
lost to the islanders either. Some invited her to become their partner in new business ventures. 
The village had indeed changed in our presence.
     I certainly felt good about it, and so did Sergei. He was invited to more parties than I ever 
wished to attend. It was a good feeling to feel that our 'family' was so universally accepted. It 
added a measure of pride to our existence as human beings.
     Sergei, who still pursued his own, private religion, suggested that this new feeling was in 



fact the real essence of the First Commandment. He said that the commandment to love God 
with all one's heart and soul, was not a demand to pay more homage to a certain God, for 
religious reasons. Rather he saw it as a counsel to pay tribute to oneself, to the human being 
made in the image and likeness of God. For him the commandment was a counsel against 
opting for the cheapest deal, which a cheapness that the whole world was paying homage to. 
The commandment was a counsel to choose the best that life has to offer. It was a counsel to 
live as a human being in the image of God. He raised the commandment to a high level 
perception of our humanity that demanded great honor and furnished great rewards.

     In the third year on the mountain we planted a rose garden around the gazebo, with 
borders of thyme, lilies, pansies, and violets, none of which were native to the island, but grew 
there none-the-less. And so it was with us. We weren't native to this part of the world, but we 
prospered there, we thrived in its environment. Maybe it was the land that caused this, the 
gentle climate that made the best of human nature to come to light as it apparently had done 
so throughout history. We had refurbished the Mary Q and explored with her our new home 
world more extensively. We explored places like Athens, Cairo, and Rome. I can only say it is 
one thing to read about the history of these places in books, and quite another to actually visit 
the places where history was made. Of course it hadn't been unknown to us that this part of 
the world had nurtured some of the world's most advanced cultures. After all this, this was the 
land of Pythagoras, Plato, Socrates, and Erastosthenes.
      We took many voyages at first, mainly to expose our children to the wonders of the ancient 
world. We visited the Acropolis, old museums, we even visited Alexandria where the librarian 
of the famous library of Alexandria, some three hundred years before Christ, had accurately 
calculated the diameter of the earth, by observing the sky. Maybe this feat doesn't sound like 
much in today's world. Our children, certainly, weren't impressed, at least not until the feat 
was drawn into perspective and they realized that it had taken the world another seventeen 
hundred years to seriously consider the same idea again. The ancient Greeks understood that 
the earth is a sphere in space, and is itself a small part of a vastly larger system, rather than 
being the center of the universe. All this became lost in the dust of the lost centuries until 
Galileo once again nudged humanity to open its eyes. For this he was tried for heresy by the 
Inquisition in Rome and sentenced to perpetual house arrest. I felt, instinctively in those days 
of our travels, that our children had sensed that what we had started on the mountain was the 
same type of pushing forward that once forced humanity open its eyes and minds.
     Of course, there were plenty of wonders to be appreciated from the ancient worlds around 
us. We sailed up the Nile, visited the sites where Moses was supposed to have lived. We 
visited the pyramids that could never have been built without the Nile, whose floods of silt 
had constantly enriched the land for thousands of years and made life easy with time to spare 
for spiritual pursuits. We also sailed to the island of Patmos on which the Apostle John wrote 
his famous book, the Apocalypse. Sergei saw himself, in many ways, in the same role. He felt a 
certain kinship with John.
      One of John's 'visions' came to mean a great deal to Sergei, which supported his project. It 
concerned a song that no man could learn. He realized, though, that apparently, we had been 
able to learn it. There was a song within us, as it were. To convey this song, was the core of 



what his work was all about. He realized he could never teach it to his colleges in Moscow. 
How could he teach them the love he felt for his people? You can't teach a person to love. The 
song can't be learned from a songbook, it must be learned by singing, and there are many that 
are longing to be able to sing. Sergei felt that he could, however, share its melodies and the 
process by which we had discovered them, melodies that flowed out of the great riches that we 
had discovered with us. That's what his book was going to be about. He loved one of John's 
verses enough to make it the preface of his book; "I counsel thee to buy of me gold tried in the 
fire, that thou mayest be rich..."

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

     After we had been on the mountain for several more years Sergei suddenly grew uneasy 
about the fact that we had the jet still in our possession, which really belonged to Russia. 
Initially, he saw it as a form of his retirement pay from Mother Russia, which he had well 
earned. Later, he justified keeping the jet as a fair exchange for the balance of his private funds 
that had remained behind in Russia. This excuse, though, didn't sit well with him for long. It 
wasn't that he needed his funds restored. His books were published, and life on the mountain 
posed few monetary demands. Therefore he was more set to square the accounts as a matter of 
principle. So it happened during our last trip to Alexandria in Egypt, that he contacted a long 
time friend in Moscow's high political society who promised him to work out an exchange, a 



simple swap of the jet in exchange for his remaining assets.
     Hardly a month went by when the deal was ready to be finalized. The exchange was to take 
place on neutral ground, in Riyadh, Saudi Arabia. I suggested the place, the only neutral 
country that lay within our reach without refueling. The final date agreed to was set for a week 
after harvest. Igor and I quickly bulldozed a strip of topsoil aside to expose the harder surface 
of the old German made runway. A day later we were off.
     I must admit, I enjoyed flying the trusty old jet again. It flew like it always had. It lifted off 
with ease, propelled by its powerful engines. Our departure was under a crystal sky with 
Sergei, Jennie and myself on board. Sergei was in his favorite place, the copilot's seat. Jennie 
sat in the row behind us. Jennie had come simply for the ride.
     Perhaps I should have worried about the bureau being still on our case. But I didn't. I was 
too excited to be flying again. I hadn't sat in a cockpit for all these years! I was amazed that the 
engines still worked. In fact they started immediately. Who really would have expected this?
     We stayed low over the water until we were well within Egyptian air space. Once we were 
discovered, I took us up to forty thousand feet and identified ourselves. The tower in Riyadh 
appeared to have been briefed about our arrival. No questions were asked. We were given 
immediate landing clearance and detailed taxing instructions. That's when I began to feel 
uneasy again.
    The fast response from the tower was not what I expected. Still, I wasn't too worried. 
Perhaps I should have been. I told myself that air traffic procedures might have changed in the 
last five years. I leaned back and relaxed, remembering the olden days. I couldn't think of ever 
having had any problems connected with landing at Riyadh.
     The taxiing instructions directed us to a small-plane parking lot behind a terminal building. 
The area was a way off from where the big liners were docked. But this didn't bother me 
either. After all, the exchange was to take place somewhere on the airport and it was proper 
that it wouldn't be under everyone's nose.
     I parked the plane at the designated spot and went outside. There were some super looking 
aircraft close by, some executive jets, a few single engine turbo props, and even a few tiny 
stunt planes like our duster. I don't think we had waited more than ten minutes when Sergei 
spotted two officials in brown uniform emerging from of an entrance of the terminal building. 
One carried a briefcase.
     "That must be them!" said Sergei, excitedly, "the uniform looks like that of a Foreign Service 
detachment of the bureau."
     The phrase, bureau, jolted me. "They are from the bureau?" I asked. I didn't like the idea. 
Why would the bureau be involved? No, I didn't like at all what was happening, and I told 
him so. "I simply don't trust big organizations," I said to him, "yours or ours."
     He shook his head; "Don't worry!"
     "No! You are wrong!" I said emphatically. "Organizations like these get their power form 
owning people. They feel threatened when someone claims autonomy and step out of their 
reach. They must do what they can to prevent that. They are conditioned to hate people who 
claim riches of their own. We must be a great threat in their eyes, Sergei, let's get away from 
here. Just forget about the damn jet and your money. Its more important stay out of their 
claws."



     He still shook his head.
     "No! Sergei, trust me, inhumanity is in their nature, they can do no other but to hurt people! 
It's the way these organizations work. If you don't play their game by their rules, you're gone! 
Come, let's get out of here!" I urged him once more.
     He still didn't move. He smiled and repeated that I shouldn't be worried. "We are not in 
Russia," he said. "The bureau has no jurisdiction here."
     "No! You're wrong," I urged him, "I don't like the situation. These people tend to be more 
ruthless, away from home." I added.
     He still said no, and wouldn't hear anything about leaving.
     At this point I saw two more people approaching. They came from the right, from an 
unmarked 737 that was parked in the distance. They wore dark blue uniforms. "Those look like 
American military police," I almost shouted to Sergei. "Why are the Americans involved in 
this?"
     He shook his head.
     The puzzle could add up only to one thing; the meeting that was about to occur wasn't 
arranged for any exchange of goods or money. We have been trapped!
     "Let's get away from here while we still can!" I shouted to Sergei. I nudged Jennie. Of 
course, I had no idea where we should go. "The terminal!" I yelled in a still louder tone. I 
hadn't been taking my eyes of the Russians. Then I noticed something strange. It wasn't a 
briefcase they were carrying, but a black bag, and the man who carried it had his hand inside it.
     Sergei shook his head. He repeated again that there was no cause to worry. That's when it 
clicked; the man was holding a gun in that bag. There was no money at all. He had his hand 
too deep in it.
     "Run for your life, Sergei, Jennie!" I shouted. I glanced at Sergei. Sergei froze. Jennie looked 
confused, but started to run. I ran with her, as fast as I could, then hid behind the left landing 
gear, yelling at Sergei that he should follow me. At this point I heard the Russians yell, too.
     I took Jennie's hand and pulled her down. She understood. We hit the ground and lay as 
flat as we could. Sergei was too far away for me to grasp him. That's when I heard bullets 
overhead. I heard jet fuel gushing from the left wing tank, near where we lay. I looked up. At 
this moment I saw Sergei collapse and fall on his face. Oh my God! What insanity! Why had 
we come here? I pulled Jennie back up to get away from the jet fuel. I took on her hand and 
started to run. There was no time for words now, only for quick reactions. Suddenly I felt a 
sharp pain in my shoulder and in my hip. I fell like Sergei had. Moments later I sensed the 
awful burning of a great fire that I could no longer see.

     I was told the next day that it been a miracle that Jennie and I survived. We should have 
died for the loss of blood, having been hit by several bullets. Most certainly we would have 
died, had the barrage of bullets not ignited the spilled jet fuel so that the inferno forced an end 
to the shooting. The fire drew crowds. It triggered the airport's emergency procedures. I was 
told that the fire brigade saved our life.
     Jennie and I regained consciousness in a Saudi hospital; I a little sooner than she. I 
recognized her in a bed next to me. Sergei, however, was not with us. I wasn't surprised.
     One thing puzzled me. Without the least comment from anyone, we were nursed back to 



health. Nobody spoke about Sergei, or about anything else that had happened. No official 
visitors came to explain why, or came to apologize, or to ask questions. It was obvious that 
everyone knew what had happened, but had chosen to keep silent. We must have become an 
embarrassment to Russia, and to the good old USA, both of which were evidently still 
'infested.' Only one person, a fellow patient, a frail man in dark hair, wasn't too scared to talk 
with us. We told him our story, all of it, from how it all started to the very end that got us into 
this hospital. We had plenty of time for conversation. There was nothing else we could do, but 
talk.
     "You should have suspected the danger!" our friend said at one point, almost scolding me. 
But then he shook his head. "Still, you should realize you haven't seen anything yet!" He 
looked at me and smiled.
     I shrugged my shoulders, as painful as this turned out to be. I did it mechanically. I was 
puzzled.
     He spoke about psychology, his brand of psychology, about the way the mind functions, 
about progressions into the unknown and how I might be surprised in the years to come at my 
reaction to things.
     I realized that we had started to be more honest with ourselves and more sensitive to the 
way things are. He predicted that this would snowball into something big. In a way, he spoke 
like I had imagined the Buddhist monk might have spoken to Orlando, which he had told us 
about during the flight to Alaska. The only difference was that our fellow patient used a much 
more modern terminology. I mentioned to him Orlando's story of the great goddess of 
wisdom, and the doors he had talked about behind which new thresholds lay that lead to other 
doors which must all be opened in turn. Our friend showed no sign of surprise or indignation. 
He acted as though he knew the story and believed it himself.

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



understood the words of the priest. We understood them clearly. The priest spoke of a friend 
called Sergei. He talked about his work in Russia, his struggles with the strategic planners, his 
contribution to a missile safety project, his later involvement during the crisis, during the trial, 
and his immense contribution in getting the refugee placement project to work. What 
happened, afterwards, on the mountain, the villagers knew from their own experience. It 
didn't need to be focused on. But there was a need to focus on the character of the man. The 
priest called Sergei one of the truly great men that humanity has brought forth in its long 
history, a most unselfish person who had the welfare of the world close to heart....

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



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

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

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

     During the days that followed, I found it more and more a challenge to add to his book 
without altering the design of it. However, this refinement had to be done. Without it, his last 
book would have been incomplete, especially in view of what came to light during the service. 
As Sergei had designed the book, Jennie was given a central place in all aspects. This had to be 
modified, because it wasn't so. No doubt, and I knew this better than anyone, she was linked 



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



the monk had spoken off, beyond which lies still another door to be opened, with new 
perceptions and a whole new range of astonishing mentalities to be enjoyed? Our business 
dealings with the villagers on Aldros had become constantly more generous, more honorable? 
And we were respected for that, to the extent that the villagers fought for us a battle against a 
Greek government directive under which the British controlled global federation would have 
expelled us from that country! Apparently, the Greek government had found no code of law 
by which our presence on Aldros might be established. However, as it happens from time to 
time, integrity became a law in its own right, and pressed its own demands.
      It was not revealed to us what specifically the villagers did to fight off the British demand 
of our expulsion. The result was enough. By virtue of a special dispensation of the Greek 
legislative assembly, an ancient precedent was 'unearthed' that had only been rarely evoked 
and had been almost forgotten, which extents a kind of honorable citizenship in exceptional 
situation. This was applied to us, and so, instead of being expelled, we were each awarded a 
Greek passport, that we accepted with obvious pride.

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

     Still, a single victory is not enough to win a war. The honor that was afforded to Sergei in 
Moscow was refused in the same breath to many others. The growing up of that nation had to 
be repeated again and again, just as the pattern we experienced in our journey out of holocaust 
had to be repeated many times an many ways. By this time, however, I had accepted that our 
life was a wonder of constant discovery, of endless searching and opening doors to new 
worlds, or new vistas, a life of adventure. So I wasn't surprised the least, when I got a phone 
call from Sergei's friend, Nicolayevitch, requesting my assistance in smuggling someone else 
out of Russia. Someone whom Sergei had greatly respected, who had been framed, who was in 
danger of being incarcerated in the still operating penal camps behind the Ural mountains. 
Nicolayevitch told me that he had a plane available to fly the man out, but no pilot. He 
described a supersonic jet fighter, the real thing with all the bells and whistles, with excellent 
ground hugging capability. He said I should enter Russia as a tourist, then fly the thing out 
with Foyodor Karakeev on board, who had become the new resident of Sergei's old house, and 
inheritor of his job that later expanded into a population control project which he refused to 
carry out.
     Only when Nicolayevitch mentioned his name, was I surprised, and not a little. A strange 



feeling came over me. I had heard that name before. Then I remembered. Foyodor Karakeev 
had been in the papers. He was named as the person instigating the bureau's raid on us, at the 
airport in Saudi Arabia. "How does this man dare to call on me for help!" I said to myself, 
almost aloud. But then I reconsidered.
     "OK, Nicolayevitch!" I said.
     There was no immediate answer from Nicolayevitch. "You must think about this 
undertaking seriously," he said a moment later. "You must consider all aspects before you 
agree."
     "All right, I agree! You've got yourself a pilot," I said into the phone, almost immediately. I 
wasn't sure about much of anything at that moment, except that I had to be careful about those 
denials of humanity that seldom appeared without some corresponding facet of self-denial. 
Little did Karakeev know, nor Nicolayevitch, that I was finished with denying the dignity of 
human beings, if I could help it. I was one of humanity, as Sergei had always seen himself. 
Neither did I like the subtle self-denial involved in putting humanity down.
     "But it will be a risky flight!" Nicolayevitch jolted me out of my thoughts that became 
heavier and heavier.
     "Never mind, I'll take those risks!" I said. Had I not taken much greater risks before, for 
lesser reasons, and had I not come through with flying colors?
     With this said, some hasty plans were made and promises given. Nicolayevitch, though like 
Peter, was one of Moscow's men. Still, I remembered him as being not quite the kind of rat 
who frames a friend. I felt at ease, trusting him in this risky endeavor. "I'll see you in a week," I 
said.
     He was utterly grateful.
     "Be prepared to move at a short notice!" I said. "I call you when I get to the station!"

     I entered Russia as planned, via Odessa under the identity of a tourist. It wasn't difficult to 
get to Sergei's old oasis; the rail connections hadn't changed much. I called from the station, 
but Nicolayevitch thought it too risky for him to pick me up. Well, the trip from the station 
was only a day's hike, and I liked hiking. Nicolayevitch must have watched out for me. He met 
me on the road, half way to Sergei's meadow. He had the duster nearby. He was proud that he 
had qualified to become a pilot, at his age. We flew north some way, to the edge of a field 
where a farmhouse stood. That's where he had hidden the man he wanted me to smuggle out 
of Russia. The man came running towards us while we were still rolling.
     We stayed as low as possible across the lake. We made a detour around the base to the far 
end of the most distant runway. "There!" Nicolayevitch said. He pointed to the edge of the 
runway. Obscured by the black of the pavement behind the last ramp stood a black sleek bird 
ready for action. We put the duster down. Nicolayevitch rushed us.
     I found a note on the pilot's seat of the jet. Some hand written instructions and a warning. 
"....Never exceed a hundred meters!"
     I nodded. Well, this was going to be some experience. "Climb aboard!" I urged Foyodor. 
Somewhat reluctantly, he did.
     This time we didn't take off in a roar. This one was a different bird. It took to the air with a 
'whisper!' Heeding the caution I found on my seat, I never took us higher than two hundred 



feet off the ground. I prayed to God that we wouldn't accidentally stray near a city. Foyodor 
gave me the necessary directions to avoid population centers. He knew his country well. And 
in between the directions, he started to explain his predicament.
     I asked him not to tell me, but he did so anyway.
     I told him that I couldn't afford to listen. I had to watch both the sky and the ground, and 
the horizon ahead. I couldn't allow myself to think of anything except the business of flying, 
which became quite a struggle. I kept thinking of Melanie, the children, of Jennie, of all the 
things we had shared together, of our future. I knew that our future was now linked with the 
business of flying this death defying mission, of escaping from Russia for a second time, and 
once again with a condemned man at my side. But who can really look into the future? The 
future is always blurred on the level of down to earth living. Only the scientist knows, or at 
least he thinks that he does.

     I ditched this almost brand new plane near the shores of the backside of Aldros Island. It 
seemed like a crime to destroy this marvelous machine. But one man had already been killed 
in the process of returning to Russia its inventory. We parachuted out of the plane and swam 
the rest of the way. The plane didn't even make a splash. It entered the water gracefully like a 
diver in Olympic competition.
     "All right, we are save now!" I shouted to Foyodor as we came out of the water. The man 
hugged me with tears in his eyes.
     "Well, has it been worth it?" I asked myself as we climbed up the mountain. I couldn't tell. 
As it happens when one is about to evaluate ones life, one finds constantly new questions 
arising. How could I tell, whether it had been worth it?
     A bigger question loomed. Where does one go from here? What is one's destiny? We, on the 
mountain, had experienced great riches together. They had been emerging from the depth of 
human nature. Obviously, there remained a great deal yet to be uncovered. Had this latest 
adventure been just another beginning? Time would tell.
     This time Foyodor was the key to change. Right after breakfast, the next morning, he 
suggested that we should go back to "America." He promised to join us if we did.
     "Why, are you not feeling save enough, here?" I asked.
     "No, that's not it. America is the place to be, because there is so much more room there. And 
there's plenty of food," he suggested.
     "After what we've just gone through to get away from there," I interrupted him.
     "It was all for nothing," he countered. "It was the result of a world-wide misinformation 
campaign that has gone on for decades. Don't forget, the ruling elite in the West is still 'owned' 
by the rich families that once were the backbone of the British Empire. They made their money 
from feudal operations, like slavery, money lending, and so forth; and they still do. It was in 
their interest to prevent human progress, because feudalism and progress can't coexist. That's 
why they staged an all-out war to shut down the nuclear power industry. They knew, that 
without it, humanity has no future."
     "And this was done through scare campaigns?" I asked.
     "Misinformation campaigns," he corrected me. "It is amazing what you can do with false 
information, if you repeat it for decades, and you own the media. Yes, there has been a large 



increase in radiation in North America, way above of what is advertised as safe. The paradox 
is, that there are lots of places on the planet where the natural background radiation is greater 
than what you now have in most of the Northern states, and people have lived in these other 
places for centuries. According to some honest scientists, and I know quite a few of them in 
Novosibirsk, a low radiation level is actually rather beneficial. They believe this level is in fact 
quite high, far higher than the average radiation level in most areas in North America. In other 
words, it is quite safe to be there if a few precautions are taken."
     "No, I rather like things where we are," I told him, to end the discussion, before people 
actually wanted to get back.
     "We must do it for humanity," Foyodor replied. "There are over a hundred million refugees 
in the world. Someone must expose the liars and their lies before many more millions of 
people die needlessly. In most places where the refugees are now, the infrastructures have 
been torn down, rather than build-up as Sergei had wanted, that are needed to support these 
people. I've been told that in some areas close to 90% are slowly starving to death, together 
with many people of the local populations that support them."
     "That's insane," Igor budded in. "That's not how we left things. I mean it is insane to let 
people die when there is no need for it."
     "Oh, it's insane, all right," Foyodor, answered and raised his finger at him, "and the source 
of this insanity is, you. Don't forget that the Western Empire has been pushing population 
control for centuries, especially in recent years."
     Foyodor turned and pointed at me, "this means population elimination by whatever means. 
If we can stop this madness, we will have achieved something great for humanity, something 
that Sergei had dreamed of, something that will make it worthwhile that we have lived. Our 
going back to America can be a key element for this. We must do it. We really have no other 
choice. It would also be a great adventure...."

     We didn't decide that day on what to do, but the question would not go away until it was 
fairly answered. So much was certain, in my eyes Foyodor was the key for the next step. We 
had to move on. Life expands. Everything grows. Everything is healthy until the growth ends. 
There is no life in standing still. Foyodor was right. Who knows what worlds upon worlds we 
would still discover if our journey continued? How many more steps must each of us take 
before we fully comprehend the totality of ourselves and our existence? Only one thing was 
clear to me that day, there wouldn't be anymore discovery if that journey of self-discovery 
were to end. In this respect our latest adventure had been worth every risk and every trial it 
had imposed, and so promised the next one to be.
     So what about the future then, and the new horizons? It maybe impossible to answer that 
question. It is certain only that the answer to this question must involve an entirely new story. 
Of course this new story may have already begun. The horizons it holds are already at hand to 
be explored and be translated into a new foundation for the world; ushering in an era without 
killing and without wars; with fires burning only in the heart lit by the torch of freedom. Can 
anyone imagine what kind of stories these must be, of wider horizons and greater wonders to 
behold? Just imagine what horizons will be explored, with adventures unfathomable, when 
that which presently inhibits humanity from being true to its potential, becomes cast aside. In 



these stories that must then be written, the dreams of the ages may be bound up, stories of an 
utopia, stories that should be proclaimed from the rooftops, but which might never be told.
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