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Anastasia herself has stated that this book consists of words
and phrases in combinations which bave a beneficial effect on the
reader: This has been attested by the letters received to date
from thousands of readers all over the world.

If you wish to gain as full an appreciation as possible of the
ideas, thoughts and images set forth here, as well as experience
the benefits that come with this appreciation, we recommend
you find a quiet place for your reading where there is the least
possible interference from artificial noises (motor traffic,
radio, TV, household appliances etc.). Natural sounds, on the
other hand — the singing of birds, for example, or the patter
of rain, or the rusile of leaves on nearby trees — may be a
welcome accompaniment to the reading process.
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Just another pilgrim

There she is! Again before mine eyes flows that mighcy Si-
berian River, the Ob. I had finally reached the settlement
where regular passenger service stopped, and was standing on
the riverbank. In order to continue my journey to the spot
where I could begin my trek through the taiga to Anastasia’s
glade, I would have to hire a small motorboat. Beside one of
the many boats tied up along the shore three men were laying
out some fishing tackle. I said hello to them and mentioned I
was ready to pay good money for transport to such-and-such
a place along the Ob.

“That’s Yegorych’s department. He charges a half-million
roubles’ for the trip there,” answered one of the men.

I was concerned right off when I heard that someone here
was already making passenger runs to the tiny Siberian vil-
lage hidden way up north in the taiga. It was only twenty-five
kilometres from there to Anastasia’s glade. And the prices
they were charging! It meant there must be takers. Demand
creates a price like that. However, bargaining was something
one did not do in the North, and so I asked:

“And where do [ find this Yegorych?”

“He’s somewhere in the settlement. Most likely at the
store. See over there where the little tykes are playing — that’s
his boat. His grandson Vasya’s with them. He'll run and fetch
him — go ask him.”

'a balf-million roubles — approx. USS$100 at the then current exchange
rate — an exceptionaily high price, roughly equivalent to an average
Russian’s monthly income.
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No sooner had I greeted Vasya, a bright-looking lad of
twelve or therezbouts, than he started rattling off:

“So, you need to go there? To see Anastasia? Wait just a
moment! Il go call my gramps in a sec!”

Without waiting for an answer, Vasya went dashing off
to the settlement. 1 realised quite clearly he didn't need an
answer. It was apparent that any strangers in these parts, in
Vasya’s opinion, had but one goal in mind.

I made myself as comfortable as I could by the riverbank
and began to wait. There being nothing else to do, I stared at
the water and drifted into thought.

The River was a good kilometre across at this point. Here
amidst the boundless taiga (which you couldn’t see the whole
of even from an airplane), the River had been flowing on
down through the centuries. What had it carried away of the
past without leaving so much as a trace? What do these Ob
waters remember from those times? Perhaps they remember
how Yermak,® the ‘conqueror of Siberia’, pressed by his foes
with his back against the River Ob, single-handedly tried to
repel an enemy attack, and how his blood from a fatal wound
seeped into the River, which then carried off his enervared
body to goodness-knows-where... What did Yermak in fact
conquer? Perhaps his deeds weren’t that much different from
the racketeering that goes on in modern times. Probably it is
only the River that is in a position to judge today.

Or perhaps of greater importance to the River may have
been the raids of Genghis Khan’s troops? In ancient times
his Horde was considered great indeed. There is a regional
centre near Novosibirsk today known as Ordynskoe, which

*Yermak (ak.a Yermolai Timofeevich, 15407-1585) — a Cossack atawman
(chiefrain), credited with heroic exploits in his campaign to open up the
Siberian wilderness to Russian civilisation. In early August 1585 he was
killed in a battle against the Tatar Khan Kuchum on the River Ob.
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includes a village called Genghis. Perhaps the River remem-
bershow Genghis’ hordes retreated with their plundered boo-
ty, how they seized a young Siberian maiden, while a mighty
vizier, starry-cyed with love, eloquently begged her to go with
him of her own free will, with no resistance. The maiden re-
mained silent, her eyes lowered. All the soldiers under the
vizier’s command had already fled, while he stayed and kept
courting her with loving words. Finally he tossed her up onto
the back of his steed along with a bag of gold, leapt into the
saddle and made full speed for the banks of the Ob to escape
his pursuers.

They began to catch up to him. The vizier started throw-
ing the gold at them, and when the bag was empty he began
tearing off his precious medals he had been awarded for con-
quering various lands and throwing them on the ground un-
der his pursuers’ feet, but he did not relinquish the maiden.
With frothing mane the steed carried him to the canoes at
the shore of the Ob. The vizier carefully helped the maiden
down from his steed and seated her in one of the boats. Then
he jumped in himself. But as he was poling the boat away
from the shore he was pierced by an arrow from the pursuing
forces right behind them.

The current began to carry the boat downstream. The
wounded vizier lay near the stern, not even aware of the three
large rowing canoes filled with soldiers coming ever closer.
He looked tenderly at the maiden sitting calmly and quietly
beside him, and fell silent himself - he had no strength left
to speak. And the maiden looked at him, and then, with a
glance at the overtaking canoes, she smiled faintly at them
(or maybe at something else), tore the ropes off her hands
and threw them into the water. Then this young Siberian
maiden took to the oars. And none of the pursuer’s craft
could catch up to the boat carrying her and the wounded
vizier.
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To what place and into what age did the River current carry
them? And what might the muddied waters of the River be
carrying off at this moment in their memory of us?

Perhaps, dear River, you consider our big cities to be im-
portant? A huge city, Novosibirsk,’ stands on the banks of
the Ob, closer to its source in the south. Can you feel its great
size and majesty; dear River? Of course, there’s no doubt you
would have a great deal to tell about it — you would say it
pours a lot of pollution into you so that your once life-giving
waters are no longer drinkable. But what can we do about
it — where are we going to channel the waste from all the fac-
tories? After all, we, unlike our forcbears, are in the process
of developing. We have a lot of scientists working in the mul-
titude of academic centres around Novosibirsk. And if we
don’t channel our waste into you, we shan’t survive ourselves.
And so the stench has made it hard to breathe in the city, and
in some districts the smell is so bad and nobody even knows
what it’s from. Try to make sense of all this, dear River. Do
you know -~ the technology we have today?! Instead of noise-
less canoes, it’s diesel ships that are now plying your waters.
Including, at one time, my own.

I wonder whether the River remembers me. How I sailed
up and down it on my ship — the largest passenger vessel in
our fleet. It wasn’t new, of course, the ship, and at full speed
all its diesel engines and propellers made such a roar that it
was even hard to hear the music in the bar.

What does the River cherish in its memory as the most
important thing? In times past I would watch its shores from
the upper deck of my ship, from the windows of the bar at the
stern, listening to Malinin's* songs and romances:

SNowosibirsk — with a population of a million and a half, Siberia’s largest city and
major industrial, cultural and academic centre. It began in the 18905 asa major
hub ai the point where the Trans-Siberian Railway crossed the mighty Ob.
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T was going to the city upon a white steed

When a pub-misiress smiled at me sweetly indeed.
Having cauglrt on the bridge the old miller’s sty glance,

I remained the whole night with that mistress, entranced.

The people busy with their activities along the shore
seemed at the time to me petty and insignificant. Now I was
one of them.

Another thing I thought about was how to convince
Anastasia not to prevent me from communicating with my
son. The situation was a strange one indeed, the way it had
turned out. All my life I dreamt of having a son. I pictured
how I would play with him as a little tyke, and then how I
would raise him. When my son grew up, he would be a great
help to me. We'd be business partners.

Now I have a son. And even though he’s not around, it’s
still a jolly thing to know that somewhere on Earth there’s a
human being as close to you as that, your own flesh and blood,
someone you very much wanted.

Before leaving I took great delight in purchasing for my son
all sorts of basic kiddie things. Anyway, I went and bought
them, sure, but whether or not I'll be able to give them to
him — well, that’s still a question mark. If my son had been
borne by an ordinary woman — it wouldn’t matter whether
she were a country or a city girl — it would all be so simple
and straightforward. Any woman would be delighted that her
child’s father was concerned and really trying to provide him
with everything he needed, and take part in his upbringing.

* Alexcander Nikolaevich Malinin (1958-) — a popular Russian singer-song-
writer from Sverdlovsk (now Ekaverinburg), a large industrial city in the
Urals. Famous for his masterfully performed romances, in 1998 he was hon-
oured with the title People’ artist of Russig. The verse here is the first stanza
of his song Befy forr (White Steed).



6 Book 3: TuEe Space oF LovE

In fact, if he didn’t do this voluntarily, a lot of women would
be applying for alimony.

But Anastasia was a taiga recluse with her own views on life
and her own understanding of values. Even before our son’s
birth she made it clear to me:

“He doesn’t need any material goods in your sense of the
term. He will have everything he needs right from the start.
You have the desire to give our baby some sort of senseless
trinkets, which he doesn’t need at all. You are the one who
needs them for your own self-satisfaction, so you can say:
‘Look at how good and attentive T am!™

Why on earth would she say something like that — “He
doesn’t need any material goods™ Come on, now! What can
a parent give his newborn child, then? Especially a father?
It’s still too early to start raising a breast-feeding infant in a
fatherly way. How then can I express my relationship to him?
How can I show him I care for him? A mother can breast-feed
her baby, it’s easier for her, she’s already doing something, but
what can a father do? In civilised circumstances he can help
around the house, fix things up, take financial care of his fam-
ily. But Anastasia doesn’t need anything like that. All she has
is her glade in the taiga. Her ‘household’ takes care of itself
and waits on her hand and foot, which means the boy will get
the same treatment once he’s seen as coming from her,

I wonder how much it would cost to buy that kind of serv-
ice? Sure, one can purchase or get a long-term lease on a few
hectares of land easy enough, but what price can you put on
the love and loyalty of a she-wolf, a she-bear, bugs and an cagle?
Maybe Anastasia doesn’t need any of the accomplishments of
our civilisation, but why should the child have to suffer for his
mother’s crazy world-view? The child can’t even have normal
toys! She sees everything her own way. “The child doesn’t
need senseless trinkets, they'll only do him harm, distract him
from the truth,” she says.
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Maybe in what she says there is some sort of quirky exag-
geration or even downright superstition. There must be some
reason mankind has invented so many different toys for kids!
But s0 as not to quarrel with Anastasia, I didn’t buy him any
rattles — instead I got him a kiddie’s constructor set, where
the label on the box reads: “Develops children’s intellect”.
Along with a quantity of disposable diapers, which the whole
world uses today. And I bought a whole lot of powdered baby
food. I'm really amazed at how easy they've made it. You
open the box and there’s a hermetically sealed package of wa-
terproof foil. You just take a pair of scissors, cut open the
packet, pour the contents into warm water, stir and... presto,
it’s all ready. They've got all sorts of powders — buckwheat,
rice and other cereal grains.

The box says it has all sorts of vitamin additives. I remem-
ber, back when my daughter Polina was really little, having
to go every day to the ‘children’s kitchen’,” and now all you
need do is buy a bunch of boxes and you can feed your own
child with no trouble whatsoever. You don’t even have to heat
it up. Just dissolve in water, and that’s it. I knew Anastasia
didn’t boil herself any water, and so, before buying up a whole
lot, T boughr a single box and tried adding the contents to
water at room temperature — and it worked. I tried tasting
it. It tasted normal — hardly any flavour, because there was
no salt, but likely that’s the way it should be for kids.

I decided Anastasia wouldn’t be able to come up with any
arguments against this powder. It would be silly to say no to
a convenience like that. And that means she’ll have to start
showing a little respect to our technocratic world. It doesn’t
just produce weapons, it thinks about children too.

ehildrens kitchen’ (Russian: domovaya kukbnia) — a govesrnment subsidised
community canteen where parents (particularly mothers who were noc
brease-feeding) could go to get fresh dairy products, specially prepared for
infants and young children.
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But the thing that disturbed me most about what Anastasia
said, especially since it didn’t seem to make any sense, was
this: she said that in order for me to communicate with my
son, I would have to achieve a certain purity of thought, i.e.,
cleanse my inner parts. Only it wasn’t clear to me just whaet
inner parts I should cleanse.

It would have been understandable if she'd said I should
shave, or shouldn’t smoke, when I visited the child, or T
should wear clean clothing. But she goes and talks on and on
about conscious awareness and inner purging. And just where
do they sell the brush that I can purge anything zhere with?
Anyway, what have I got inside me that’s so dirty? Maybe I'm
not better than others, but I’'m no worse either. Hey, if every
woman started making a demand like that on her man, you'd
have to set up a bloody purgatory for all mankind! It’s... it’s
illegitimate, that’s what it is!

I brought along a clipping from the civil code, where it says
that one parent has noright to deprive the other of seeing their
child without due cause, even if the parents are divorced. Of
course, our laws don’t mean very much to Anastasia, but still,
it’s a pretty strong argument. After all, the majority of people
do observe the law. T ought to be able to take a hard line with
Anastasia, too. We should have equal rights to our child.

I had thought earlier of taking a harder line with her. But
now I've had some doubts about my initial decision, and
here’s why Along with everything else in my backpack, 1
had brought along some letters from readers. I didn't bring
them all, because I keep getting so many. I wouldn’t begin to
have room for them all. Many of the readers care a great deal
about Anastasia. They call her a messiah, a fairy of the taiga,
a goddess; they dedicate songs and poems to her. And some
of them address her as though she were their bosom friend.
This flood of letters got me reconsidering my words and ac-
tions in respect to Anastasia.



Just another pilgrim 9

I had about a three-hour wait sitting beside Yegorych’s boat.
It was already late in the afternoon when I saw two men ap-
proach in the company of Yegorych’s grandson. The first was
getting on in years, he looked to be at least sixty, He wore
a cloth raincoat and rubber boots. He was red in the face,
obviously tipsy, since he staggered slightly as he walked. The
second was younger, around thirty; and had a strong build.
As they came closer, I noticed streaks of grey in the younger
Siberian’s darkeblond hair. The elder of the two came up to
me and said:

“Hello there, traveller! So, you're off to see Anastasia?
We'll take you. I¢’ll be five hundr'd thousand for the trip plus
two bottles® surcharge.”

It was already clear to me that I wasn’t the only one try-
ing to reach Anastasia. That was why the price was so high.
To them I was just another pilgrim on my way to Anastasia’s
habitat. But still I asked:

“How did you decide that I was going to see somebody
named Anastasia, and not just to the village?”

“If you be goin’ to the village or no, you'd better have
the five hundr'd thousand ready. If you don't have the right
amount, we won't take you there.”

Yegorych’s tone toward me wasn’t exactly friendly.

They charge so much for the trip and yet don’t talk very
friendly, I thought. Why would that be?

Still, there was no alternative, and I had to accept the terms.
But instead of being happy at all that money, and especially
the two bottles of vodka he sent his young assistant to buy at
the settlement, his attitude toward me only hardened. He sat
down beside me on a rock and kept muttering to himself:

a .
two botiles — i.e., of vodka.
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“To the village — what village? Six houses with people just
barely alive — you call that a village? Who needs a village like
that?”

“And do you often take visitors to see Anastasia? I'll bet
you earn a pretty penny transporting them, eh?” I asked
Yegorych, mostly to get a conversation going and soften his
enmity. But Yegorych only answered in irritation:

“And who invited them to visit? We've got too many un-
invited jerks barging in here. Nothing stops them. Did she
invite them? Did she? No, she bloody well didn't! She told
one bloke about her life. He goes and writes a book. Fine,
write a book. But why give the location away? We never did.
And here he meets with her once, and writes about her life,
and gives the place away. That’s something even females can
understand: if you give it away, that’s the end of her peace and
quiet.”

“Does that mean you've read the book about Anastasia?”

“I dor’t read books. Sashka,” my workmate here, he’s a real
bookworm. Anyway, we can't get you to the village tonight.
"Too far. The motor on the boat’s not too strong. We’'ll make
it as far as a fisherman’s hut, spend the night there. Tomorrow
Sashka'll take you on, while I do a bit of fishing.”

“All right,” I agreed, thinking it was just as well Yegorych
had no idea | was the one who wrote about Anastasia.

Sashka, Yegorych's assistant, arrived with the vodka. Then
they put the fishing tackle into the boat, at which point
Yegorych’s grandson Vasya all but cut the trip short. He start-
ed asking Yegorych for money to buy a new radio receiver.

“I’ve already fixed up a pole with an antenna — I've figured
out how to set it up,” said Vasya. “And I've got the antenna
wire already. All you have to do is plug the antenna into the
receiver and you pick up a whole bunch of stations right off.”

7Sasbha — like Sasha, a diminutive of Alexander:
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Money for crap?

“You see what a bright lad I have for a grandson!” Yegorych
proudly declared with a warmth in his voice. “A healthy curi-
osity, a budding craftsman! Way to go, Vasya! We'd better give
him some money.”

The hint was all too clear, and I started to pull out my wal-
let. But Vasya, encouraged by the words of praise, went on:

“I gotta listen to everything about the cosmonauts. Ours
and the Americans’. When I grow up, I'm gonna be a cosmo-
naut.”

“What?! What's that you said?!” Yegorych suddenly pricked
up his ears.

“When I grow up, I’'m gonna be a cosmonaut.”

“The hell you are, Vasya! You're not gettin’ any money from
me for that kind of crap!”

“Thatain’t crap, noway, being acosmonaut. Everybodylikes
cosmonauts. They're heroes, they show them onTV. They're
always orbiting the Earth on their huge spaceships. They can
talk with a whole lot of scientists right from space.”

“And what good does all that chatter do? They’re flying
away up there, and in the meantime there’s less and less fish
in the Ob.”

“The cosmonauts can tell everybody about the weather,
They know ahead of everyone else what the weather will be
like tomorrow anywhere in the world!” Vasya continued his
defence of modern science.

“So what else is new? You go see Babka Martha." Just ask
Babka Martha and shell tell you what the weather will be
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tomorrow and the day after and next year. She won’t charge
any money, not like your cosmonauts, eh? Those cosmonauts
of yours are wasting Petya’s’ money. Your father’s money.”

“The cosmonauts get a lot of money from the state.”

“And where d’va think the state gets its money from? From
where, dammit? It’s from Petya, your father, that the state
gets its money. I catch some fish and Petya later sells it in
town. He wants to become this smart businessman, see, and
the state tells him: ‘Pay your taxes, give us all your money —
after all, you know, we've got a lot of expenses.” And over in
the Duma’ they just keep on fussin’ and fussin’, worse than a
bunch of old biddies at a well. The way they've over-invented
everything, they think they’re the cat’s whiskers! They've got
all sorts of amenities, their own, clean bathrooms to go to,
those smart asses, and meanwhile our river here gets dirtier
and dirtier. You're not gonna get any money, Vasya, ‘til you
wash that nonsense of yours right out of your head. An’ I
won’t make any more trips, I'm not gonna earn good money
for crap like that.”

Yegorych, probably because of his drunken state, got so
angry he was just about ready to cancel the trip. Then he un-
corked one of the vodkas Sashka had just brought from the
settlement and took a drink straight from the bottle. After
lighting a cigarette, he managed to calm down a bit, and we all
climbed into the boat. So he ended up not giving Vasya any
money and, instead, kept muttering something into his beard
about ‘crap’ during the whole trip.

*Babkba Martha — the word dabba in chis sense refers to the local ‘shamarn’
of the village, an old woman held to be knowledgeable in folk medicine
and weather predictions.

*Petya — diminutive from Petr (pronounced PYOTR), the Russian equiva-
fent of the name Peter:

’Diuma — the national parliament of Russia.
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The ageing motor sputtered noisily along. It was hard to
make conversation above the din. We scarcely said aword un-
til we reached an old hunter’s hut with a single little window.
The first stars appeared in the night sky. Having finished off
en route the bottle he had begun at the point of departure,
Yegorych muttered to his Sashka:

“I'm-m off to sleep. You make yourself comfy here by the
fire or on the floor of the hut. When it gets light, take him
to our spot.”

Yegorych was already bending over to get through the tiny
door of the hut, but all at once he turned around and repeated
with an admonishing tone:

“To our spot! G-got it, Sashka?”

“Got it,” Sashka calmly replied.

As we sat by the fire eating fish cooked over the coals, 1
asked Sashka a question about a phrase Yegorych had used
which rather alarmed me.

“Alexander, can you tell me what this ‘spot’ of yours is where
Yegorych told you to take me?”

“Our spot — that’s on the opposite bank of the river from
the village where you set out for Anastasia’s glade,” Alexander
calmly replied.

“So thats it?” | exclaimed. “Here you go charging all this
money, and you don't even take people where they need to go!”

“You're right, that’s the way we do things. It’s abour all we
can do for Anastasia, to make up for what we've done to her
in the past.”

“What have you done to her? And why are you confessing
this to me? How can you take me to ‘your spot’ now?”

“I’ll tie up the boat wherever you tell me to. As far as the
money goes, I'll give you back my portion of it.”

“So why do me a favour?”

“I recognised you. I recognised you right off, Vladimir
Megré. I read your book and saw your photo on the cover.
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I'll take you wherever you want. Only there’s something 1
gotta tell you... You've got to listen calmly to what I say. An’
think about it. You mustn’t go into the taiga. You won’t make
it... Anastasia’s gone. I think she’s gone way back into some
remote part. Or somewhere else — off into the unknown.
You won't make it any more. You'll get yourself killed on the
way. Or the hunters’ll shoot you. The hunters won't toler-
ate any intruders on their lands. Intruders they deal with at
a distance, so as not to subject themselves to unnecessary
danger.”

Alexander was outwardly calm as he spoke, only the stick
he was stirring the embers with betrayed an awkward trem-
bling, and the sparks flew up alarmingly into the night, like
fireworks.

“Did something happen here? What was it? You recog-
nised me, so tell me, what happened? Why did Anastasia go
away?”

“I’'ve been wanting to tell this myself,” replied Alexander in
a hushed voice. “I've been wanting to tell it to someone who
will be able to understand. I don’t even know where to begin
so’s you'll make sense of it... so’s I/ make sense of it.”

“Tell it simply like it is.”

“Simply? You know; it’s true, it’s all really quite simple.
Only it’s so simple it’s terrifying. Just hear me out calmly, if
you can — don’t interrupt.”

“I'm not interrupting. (sive me the gist of it. Don’t drag
it out.”



CHAPTER THREE

D)
N\

Uninvited guests

Alexander began speaking quietly, the way Siberian people
do, and yet at the same time there was no mistaking the feel-
ing of inner tension in the heart of this young Siberian fellow
alreacdy showing streaks of grey in his hair.

“When I read your book .dnastasiz, 1 was a post-gradu-
ate student at Moscow University. I was interested in phi-
losophy and psychology. I studied Oriental religions, and
was really immersed in my studies. And then along came
Anastasia. Not in some far-away land, but right in my own
neighbourhood — Siberia, where I was born. And I could
teel the tremendous power, logic and significance in her
words! I could feel a kindred spirit — something that really
spoke to me! The foreign theories I had been studying paled
in comparison to the extraordinary feelings that now welled
up in me. I dropped my studies and rushed home, as though
from darkness to light. I really wanted to see Anastasia and
talk with her.

“I came home and began making trips with Yegorych in the
boat to the place you describe in your book. Yegorych and 1
figured out just where it was. From time to time other people
would come and want to meet with Anastasia and ask about
this spot. But we never took them there. The local residents
had sense enough to realise what was happening and not give
encouragement to the ‘pilgrims’. But one time we — or, rath-
er, I alone, without Yegorych — took a whole group of people
to this place.”

“Why did you do that?”
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“At the time it scemed like I was doing the right thing,
something good. It was a party of six. Two of them were
prominent scholars and, from what I could tell, they had con-
siderable resources at their disposal. Or those backing them,
the ones who sent them, had considerable resources. The
other four in the party were their security guards, armed with
pistols, and something else besides. And they had two-way
radios. I was invited to accompany them as their guide. [
agreed, but not because of the money.

“I had a long talk with them first. They didn’t conceal the
goal of their expedition — a meeting with Anastasia. Their
leader was a grey-haired, pleasant-looking chap named Boris
Moiseevich,” He realised that Anastasia, all by herself, could
do more for science than many research institutes.

“They planned to take her out of the taiga and set her up
in a nature preserve where she could live under conditions
she was accustomed to. And they'd guarantee her protection.
Boris Moiseevich told me that if they didn’t do this, someone
else would. And anything might happen. Anastasia was an
extraordinary phenomenon, and they felt obliged to protect
her and study her.

“Boris Moiseevich had an assistant named Stanislay, a
bright young man who claimed to be in love with Anastasia,
even though he had never met her in person. I agreed with
their arguments. They hired a small ship from a co-operative.
They had a truck deliver barrels of aviation fuel to the ship.

“When we arrived at the spot, they set up tents on a prom-
ontory and summoned a helicopter on their two-way radio.
The ’copter was outfitted for aerial photography; it also had a
video camera and some other unusual equipment. Every day

1 - . . - - - . - .

Boris Moiseevich — Here Moiseevich is a patronymic {derived from Boris’
father Moisei), and not a surname. The use of his patronymic here, in con-
trast to Stanislav’s first name used alene, indicartes his position of seniority.
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the helicopter would fly low over the taiga and take pictures,
one quadrant after another.

“The two scientists made a daily examination of the pic-
tures taken from the air. Occasionally they would travel on
the helicopter themselves to a spot that interested them.
They were looking for Anastasia’s glade, where they planned
to land the ’copter. I could only imagine the noise the copter
would make landing in Anastasia’s glade, scaring all the living
creatures around. I remembered Anastasia had a baby and
thought the roar from the 'copter might frighten him too.

“I tried to persuade the scientisis that after determining
the location of the glade they shouldn’t set the ‘copter down
there. I proposed that once they determined the location
they should draw up a map and go to the glade on foot. But
Stanislav explained that Boris Moiseevich would find it diffi-
cult making the long trek through the taiga. Stanislav shared
my concerns about disturbing the peace of the taiga residents,
but assured me that Boris Moiseevich would be able to calm
down both Anastasia and her baby. It all came to a head on
the fourth day”

“What came to a head?”

“It happened when the ‘copter flew off on a routine film-
ing-and-photography trip, and we were busy back at our base.
One of the guards noticed a lone female figure approaching
our camp from the direction of the taiga. He reported this
to Boris Moiseevich. Soon the whole camp was watching the
woman approach. She was wearing a light cardigan and a long
skirt, and the kerchief on her head was tied in such a way so
that it covered her forehead and neck.

“We were standing together in a group, with Boris
Moiseevich and Stanislav out in front. The woman came up
to us. There was no fear or embarrassment showing in her
face. And her eyes... She had the most extraordinary eyes —
they looked at us tenderly, with kindness. And we could feel a
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warmth from her gaze. It seemed as though she was looking
not at our group as a whole but at each one of us individually.
We were all overcome by a feeling of excitement we couldn’t
explain. It was as though we had forgotten about everything
else and were simply drinking in this warmth, basking in it —
the warmth radiating from those extraordinary eyes of hers.
And nobody even invited her to sit down and rest from her
journey.

“She was the first to speak. And with a calm and unusually
tender voice she said:






















































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































