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PRELUDE

This book is dedicated to the Russian
People. When I visited Russia in 1992, the shift to Democracy with
the associated inflation was already making things difficult for
the average Russian. Yet, the people had a ... “well, we will
survive this problem also” attitude! After all, it is said that
casualties by the Nazis were 21,000,000. Stalin is credited with
killing 43,000,000! As Yuri says on page 245, “God bless the
Russian People. Why is it that the assholes seem to end up running
the Country?” The people I met treated me wonderful. When they knew
I was doing research for a book they bent over backwards to help
me. As the Russian People continue to struggle to make Democracy
work I hope this novel will give them a small assist by reminding
them of how things were before. For I believe that if Russia
becomes a USA type Democracy, then China, sandwiched between two
huge Democracies, would follow suit. Maybe then our small planet
will be safe.
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METRIC TABLE INDEX

• The eight-ball was approximately 1” from
the end rail and 6” from the right end pocket.

• Andrei’s first ball was approximately 1”
from the eight-ball.

• Ghennady Ivanov is 6’4” tall.

• Colonel Vishinsky is 6’1” and weighs 160
pounds.

• The opening in Stasha’s crotch is close to
2”.

• Stasha is a “shade less” than 5’7
½” tall.

• Yuri’s waist had increased from 33” to
35”.

• Yuri’s dick protruded 2” above the
water.

• Alicia is 6’ tall.

• Vassily is 6’ 5” tall and weighs 249
pounds.

• Mikhail is 6’ 3” tall.

• During 1983-84, the Russian ruble was
worth slightly less than one U.S. dollar.

 


 



Chapter One:
SAKHALIN

​
Lieutenant Andrei Popoff leaned back against the wood paneled wall
of the officers’ recreation room. He pulled a package of cigarettes
from his tunic pocket, extracted a cigarette and lit it in a
single, fluid motion. “Ossipova, look, Ossipova! I’ve got him!”

Lieutenant Gregor Ossipova was sitting in a
lounge chair half reading a magazine, half-napping. There wasn’t
much else to do in the pre-dawn hours of the graveyard shift on
September 1, 1983. Ossipova half raised himself from his chair and
surveyed the situation. Andrei was right. The eight ball was
positioned about three centimeters from the end rail and fifteen
centimeters from the right end pocket. The cue ball was at the
opposite end of the table from the eight ball, but not so close to
the end rail. Andrei had three balls remaining on the table. The
first was directly between the eight ball and the cue ball and was
three centimeters from the eight ball. The second and third balls
were near the side rails, almost opposite each other. They were
positioned so they prohibited Yuri from banking a shot off either
side rail to get to the eight ball. The position looked hopeless
for Yuri.

“Ah, Colonel Lwoff,” said Ossipova, “it
appears the Lieutenant has you.”

“Would you care to wager 25 rubles on my
next shot?” Yuri asked.

Ossipova raised himself up and replied,
“You’re on.”

Gregor had long ago quit playing pool with
Yuri. It was just too expensive. That same fantastic hand-eye
coordination that almost always guaranteed Yuri the yearly
marksmanship trophy of the Russian jet fighter competition carried
over easily to the pool table. The second after his reply passed
from his lips, he regretted it. He had seen the impossible become
possible too many times.

Yuri walked to the other end of the table
and looked intently at the relationship of the eight ball to the
ball in front of it. He then returned to the cue ball, chalking the
tip of his cue stick as he did so. Andrei and Gregor had now moved
close to the table, their necks thrust forward in anticipation of
the coming shot. A sinking feeling came over both lieutenants as
Colonel Lwoff lined up the cue ball because, instead of addressing
the side of the ball, he had his cue positioned almost vertically!
After two or three passes, Yuri struck the cue ball with a sharp
downward motion. The ball curved down the table, made a right hand
turn, and struck the side of the eight ball, propelling it into the
end pocket! “Gentlemen,” Yuri said, “meet my friend Mr. Masse.”

Andrei grinned as he reached into his pocket
for more rubles. Gregor’s reaction was a bit more emphatic. “You
lucky son of a bitch!”

“What a great shot!” Andrei said laughingly,
shaking his head sideways as he paid off his wager.

Andrei was an excellent pool player in his
own right. Although he had beaten Yuri in a game every now and
then, he had never won a competition they had entered together.
Come to think of it, the only pool tournament Andrei could remember
Yuri losing, he lost to an officer who subsequently became the
Moscow City pool champion. Andrei was convinced that it was the
speed with which Yuri struck the ball that separated him from the
other good pool players. Andrei himself could hit the same spot on
the other ball or rail with the same precision

Yuri did, but his speed was often not that
required to make the shot.

“Yuri,” he said, “you must teach me that
shot. How do you call it again?”

“Masse, it’s French. Sure, Andrei, I’ll
teach you the shot.”

Without question, Colonel Yuri Lwoff held the
unofficial title of pool champion for Air Defense Command (ADC),
Eastern Theatre.

Losing to Yuri was never as bad as it seemed
at the time because when they would gather at the local hang-out
after their duty was over, Yuri almost always picked up the check.
The village of Sokol, where their base was located, had only one
restaurant, the Village Inn. In addition to his colonel’s pay Yuri
received extra compensation for being the assistant to the unit
commander. Further supplementing these funds were his substantial
pool winnings. Yuri always carried a large sum of cash, usually in
100 ruble denominations. Not only did this impress the younger
officers, but it was also an intimidating factor when bets were
made, whether at pool or cards. A couple of the lieutenants had
done a survey once and estimated that Yuri Lwoff’s payments to the
proprietors of the Village Inn constituted about 15 percent of
their total income!

Gregor had now retreated to the chair next
to the telephone. After muttering something more about a “lucky son
of a bitch,” he sat there sulking. The phone rang. Gregor picked it
up. “It’s for you, Colonel.”

“Hello. Yes, Borissov. What! What’s going
on? Okay! Okay! How many planes? Okay.” He hung up. “Gentlemen, we
have a Grade One Preparedness. Andrei, you and I will suit up.
Gregor, you will go to Grade Three and wait for further
instructions.”

As they rushed down the stairs to their
lockers, Andrei said, “Yuri, my plane is having a radar adjustment
done.”

“Are you checked out in the SU-15?”

“No.”

“Then Gregor and I will go to Grade One. You
go to Grade Three.”

“Yes, sir.”

As soon as Yuri and Gregor were in their
combat uniforms, they went out the front door of the officers’
quarters and into a waiting vehicle.

“Corporal,” Yuri asked the driver, “do you
know what this is about?”

“No sir.”

Five minutes later, they were seated in
their cockpits. Yuri was in a MIG-23. “Borissov,” Yuri asked his
flight navigator, “what the hell is going on?”

“Apparently an intruder has come in over
Kamtchatka Island. Air Defense Command sent up two inceptors from
Elisoff. One of them, Pilot Kazmin, caught up with the plane but
couldn’t identify it in the darkness. Twice he called it a ‘big
cow’ based on his radar, but it’s probably an American RS-135 radar
reconnaissance plane. Pilot Kazmin had to disengage as he came up
on the return threshold.”

“Are you getting this, Ossipova?”

“Yes, Colonel.”

“Our radio locator stations on the ground,”
Borissov continued, “indicate the intruder is headed southeast and
will soon violate our airspace again over Sakhalin Island. Colonel
Lwoff, your code is 121. Lieutenant Ossipova, your code will be
805.” Both pilots acknowledged. The command was given, “Be
prepared.”

Yuri wondered to himself, what the hell can
be going on? It is much too early for the American RS-135 radar
reconnaissance planes. They normally start to move around 1100
hours. And they don’t fly a straight line, as this intruder appears
to be flying.

The American pilots had a nasty habit of
playing with our nerves. They were able to receive signals from our
radar, as well as intercept conversations between radio operators
on the ground. If one of our radar units were not switched on,
their pilots would fly an “eight” pattern. Their reconnaissance
aircraft flew toward our airspace and violated it, forcing us to
turn on our radar, and immediately turned around. After flying
away, they turned around and came back to test our radar again.
Hence, the “eight” pattern.

Yuri had flown hundreds of flights to meet
the invaders. He knew the Americans’ crew numbers. And they knew
ours. Once an officer from the unit, just back from leave, took off
for an interception. “Hello, Nikolaieff!” came a message. “Where
have you been? On vacation?”

Yuri waited for instructions. He recalled an
unpleasant happening the previous month. Taking advantage of a
weather phenomenon, when fog from the sea moved over the land until
the heat from the sun moved it back over the sea, the Americans
intruded into our airspace for a period of 15 minutes, during which
time they flew all around Zelenyi Island! The fog at ground level
was so thick we couldn’t get even one interceptor up. A commission
was sent to our unit and severely reprimanded us. Believe me, we
got a good thrashing! This incident had greatly increased the
psychological tension level.

“121, 805, take off.” Yuri pushed the
starter, switched on the headlights and maneuvered into position on
the runway. Ossipova was right behind him. Borissov gave him the
heading, the sea. The MIG-23 roared down the runway and quickly
reached the assigned altitude of 8500 meters.

Nothing seemed to make sense here. As Yuri
cruised on, he began to convince himself that the intruder was a
control target sent up by our people to check the response from the
staff on duty, just to test us, and at this ungodly hour! This is
just the exercise some idiot in Air Defense Command would develop
to make us pay for the Zelenyi Island fiasco.

Target in front … airplane intruding against
rules... continues

After about eight minutes Borissov
transmitted again: get in front ...airplane intruding against
course.

Yuri responded: “For some reason PPS (front
hemisphere) does not steer my plane toward target.”

Soon he received another command: “We will
activate the back hemisphere.”

“Nothing doing,” Yuri answered. “I turn
around.” Borissov then sent altitude corrections. “I go after the
intruder,” Yuri announced.

The rising sun was now starting to give some
visibility. All of a sudden, through a break in the clouds, Yuri
saw the intruder. It did look like a big cow! It had flashing
lights on. I’ve seen this plane before, he thought, but where? The
plane disappeared once again into the clouds.

All thoughts of a hoax by Air Command now
departed. Yuri’s senses shifted into high gear. This is what he had
been trained for. All the classes, all the flying hours, all the
training in radar and gunnery, it was for a situation like this. He
was following this plane to interrupt its flight. The first
objective was to make the plane land. Again, the intruder became
visible. Yuri took aim at it with the radar lock-on. At the same
time, the lights on the homing heads came on. The speed of the
intruding plane was less than 1,000 kilometers per hour. Yuri’s was
higher. He tried to equalize speeds. At a 13-kilometer distance
from the plane, Yuri reported, “Target locked-on. I am following.
What shall I do now?”

But Borissov now began to question
him...about heading, target altitude...it should have been the
other way around! What the hell is going on? Yuri thought. Precious
time was being wasted as both Yuri and the intruder had now reached
Sakhalin. Once past Sakhalin, the plane would be over the Sea of
Japan and international waters and lost to the interceptors. The
intruder had gone into some clouds again. When it emerged, Yuri was
much closer. The intruder must have been reducing his air speed. At
the closer distance Yuri could now see not only the flashing lights
but also a row of lights along the side of the plane. Wow! It
suddenly came to him. A few years ago, at the Paris Air Show! Yes!
This was a commercial plane, the one with the double deck in the
front! The Americans must have converted one of those planes to
intelligence. But why?

“121 to 805. Do you have a lock-on?”

“Yes.”

Ossipova asked, “Do I switch the special
system?”

“Understood.”

“Have you dropped your auxiliary fuel tanks,
121?”

“Yes, I have target at left already at
80”

“Understood.”

“It moves with blinkers, with blinkers.”

“Target heading same as before, 240. Am
traveling with lock-on.”

Now that Yuri had satisfied himself that
Ossipova was in position, he could get back to the identity of this
intruder. “Borissov, I’m perplexed about this plane. It looks like
a commercial airliner. Has anyone at Kamtchatka called on emergency
frequency 121.5 megahertz?”

“Not that I know of,” was Borissov’s
reply.

“121...why don’t you call them on
121.5?”

“I don’t have time! I’d have to reprogram
and then I’d lose contact with you. By the time I reprogram, the
intruder would be over the Sea of Japan!”

Borissov then called Ossipova. “805, what is
your position?”

“Am traveling with lock-on. Target heading
same as before, 240.”

“Repeat azimuth.”

“Azimuth 45, range 60.”

“Do you have target in view or not?”

“Do you observe target?”

“Are you asking 805?”

“Yes, am observing.”

“Navigation lights on, blinkers on.”

Yuri called Ossipova. “805, doesn’t this
look like a passenger flight9”

“Yes, but it could be an American trick. A
Trojan horse of some kind!”

Borissov again, “121, your position
now?”

“I have seven and a half, heading 230.”

“Am getting closer to target.”

“121, am following target on range 25, do
you observe9”

“Must come closer to it. Switching homing
lock-on, getting closer to it.”

Then came the command, “121, destroy
target.”

Yuri switched on the booster. The missile
heads started to flash. Then suddenly, from Borissov. “Abandon
destruction. Get to target’s altitude and force it to land.”

“What the hell?” Apparently, they were as
confused on the ground as he was.

Yuri had been closing on the target from
under it. He adjusted his speed and started to flash his lights.
There was no immediate reaction. “What a puzzle!” If this were an
intelligence plane you would certainly expect it to take some
evasive action.

From Borissov, “Shoot warning salvo.”

Yuri shot four salvos, 243 shells to be
exact. But they were armor-piercing shells, not lighted ones. There
was little hope anyone could see or hear them. But, yes! The
intruder was slowing. They were now emerging from another cloudbank
at 800 kilometers per hour. We had already left the island, which
was narrow at that point. Then came from the ground, “Destroy
target.”

This was wrong. Yuri couldn’t explain it,
but it just felt wrong. “I have a malfunction on missile release!”
he reported. “Am going around for another pass with my remaining
armor-piercing shells.” Yuri figured by the time he came around and
repositioned himself to fire, the intruder would be well over the
Sea of Japan.

Then he heard, “Deputy to 805, destroy
target.” When the intruder had slowed to 800, Ossipova simply could
not fly that slowly. Ossipova figured that their tactic was
obvious, for him to go into a spin and crash. He had to pass them
and that is what he did. But he had been trained for this
situation. He dropped 2,000 meters, pushed the booster, switched
the missiles and flew straight toward the target. It worked. He had
a lock-on.

And then he pushed the button.

The first missile was launched when the
distance was five kilometers. Only then was Ossipova able to
examine the intruder. It was larger than our IL-76 but its shape
looked somewhat like that of the TU-16.

He pushed the button again.

The first missile hit under the tail and a
yellow flame appeared. The second missile destroyed part of the
left wing. Lights and blinkers immediately went out.

From Borissov: “Target losing altitude.”

Ossipova: “I don’t see.”

From Borissov: “Target losing altitude...now
at 5,000 meters.”

Ossipova: “I don’t see.”

Finally, from Borissov: “Target disappeared
from screen.”

Yuri’s fuel gauge was already lighted,
showing a low level. He returned to the base. Yuri had heard the
transmissions between Ossipova and Borissov and knew the intruder
had been struck with the missiles. A small group of young pilots
had gathered on the runway awaiting Ossipova’s arrival. They
congratulated Yuri and shook his hand but their eyes turned quickly
to the sky, searching for Ossipova’s SU-15.

Yuri was taken straight to the debriefing
room, where he immediately sought out Borissov. “Borissov, what the
hell were you doing, questioning me about the target heading and
altitude?”

“Yuri,” he replied, “at some point we could
not see either you or him! You were both traveling in a blind zone.
My imagination went wild. I thought maybe you had shot each other
down! You cannot imagine how relieved I was when your transmissions
came through to me again!”

There was a call for Yuri. It was Colonel
Komukoff.

“Hello. Yes, Colonel. Thank you, Colonel.
Just to be sure, was it our plane?”

“No,” the Colonel replied, ‘it was a foreign
aircraft and you and Ossipova can start preparing a hole in your
shoulder straps to add another star.”

After the debriefing, Yuri returned to the
officers’ recreation room where the whole episode had started.
Andrei was waiting for him with a glass of vodka. “What happened?”
he asked.

“Andrei, I’m not sure. It was the strangest
episode. I was afraid we had shot down one of our own planes, but I
just talked with Colonel Komukoff and he said it definitely was a
foreign plane.”

“Why would you doubt it?”

“Think about it. Here is this big cow of a
plane flying along a straight line right over Kamtchatka and then
Sakhalin Island. I remember seeing a plane similar to this one at
the Paris Air Show a few years ago. Can it be an American
reconnaissance plane? But they normally don’t come around until
1100 hours. And they fly figure eights to harass us, not a straight
line. Andrei, what could this plane, if it was a spy plane,
possibly photograph that the Americans couldn’t see from their
satellites? They say they have already plotted every square
centimeter of Russian soil from their satellites. And the plane was
totally lighted. Not only did it have navigation blinkers on, but
also there was a row of lights along the side of the plane! Its
altitude was much higher than the RS-135 flies and it was flying
much faster. Nothing made any sense. Anyway, my missiles jammed,
and before I could come around to shoot my armor-piercing shells
Ossipova fired and hit the intruder with two missiles.”

“Did you see it destroyed?”

“No, I was pulling away. I saw the
illumination from the missile hits, but all lights disappeared
after that and I couldn’t see anything. I was low on fuel so I
headed home. Borissov had the plane on his screen as it dropped to
5,000 meters and then he lost it.”

Just then, there was a pandemonium of noise
as Ossipova was escorted up the stairs by all the young pilots and
a number of the seniors who had just reported for the morning duty.
The unit engineer embraced him; others patted him on the back and
shook his hand. Vodka suddenly appeared, in abundance, from nowhere
and a real celebration ensued. Yuri managed to shake Ossipova’s
hand but that was as close as he got to him. Yuri remembered once
seeing a peacock spread its tail feathers in anticipation of
mounting a peahen it had cornered; the feathers quivered. Ossipova
reminded Yuri of that peacock. He was so caught up in adulation
that he seemed to shake.

Well, now Sokol Air Base had a new hero!
Yuri slipped out without anybody noticing and had the driver take
him back to the barracks. He thought about having the driver take
him to the Village Inn for some breakfast but he was more tired
than hungry.

When Yuri awoke, he noticed that he had not
moved one centimeter in the bed from where he had fallen
asleep.

What awakened him was the incessant ringing
of a telephone. As assistant to the unit commander, Yuri was
entitled to have a telephone in his room. Yes, unfortunately it was
his phone. He reached up and brought the receiver to his ear.
“Yes.”

It was the secretary to the unit commander.
“Colonel Lwoff, please report to headquarters at 1330 hours. Wear
your dress uniform.” She hung up. No explanation, just “report.”
She always called him Yuri so he knew other people must have been
in the room.

He pulled himself upright and sat on the
edge of the bed. He reached over and looked at his watch. 1200! He
had only been asleep for three hours! Something must be up. He
called for transportation back to the base and then cleaned up.
These shoes could use some polishing, and he brushed them up. He
had just finished a roll and coffee when the driver arrived.

“Corporal, what’s going on over at the
base?”

“I don’t know, sir, but two small jets flew
in a few hours ago and a person could be blinded by all the brass
around headquarters.”

As the car approached the Sokol airstrip
Yuri could see the MIG-23 parked where he had left it early this
morning. A guard was standing by the MIG. This was very unusual.
Uh-oh! His heart skipped a beat as he noticed that the missiles had
been removed from the wings of his plane.

Yuri had never pushed the missile release
button! This could be big trouble; especially if the intruder plane
had managed to survive Ossipova’s two missile hits, and then
escaped. This might be the end of his career, or worse.

When Yuri walked into the waiting room next
to the unit commander’s office the unit commander greeted him.
Gregor was sitting in a chair, almost sitting at attention! Gregor
looked like hell. But why not? Yuri surmised he probably hadn’t had
any sleep at all.

“Would you care for a cup of coffee?”

“Yes, thank you,” Yuri answered.

It was very unpleasant; nobody was inclined
to talk. Yuri broke the ice. “What happened to the intruder
plane?”

“It crashed in the Sea of Japan, just off
Mongron Island.”

“Were there any survivors?”

“No.”

Yuri now breathed a bit easier. As long as
the plane had not escaped he did not expect that any reprimand to
him would be severe.

“Whose plane was it?” Yuri asked.

“I don’t know,” replied the unit commander,
“but Air Defense Commander General Romanov and Division Commander
Kornukoff are in my office and have been on the telephone ever
since they arrived. My guess is that we will soon know whose plane
it was.”

The uneasy situation extended for another
five minutes until the door of the commander’s office opened.
Colonel Kornukoff beckoned the three officers into the room.
General Romanov sat in the unit commander’s chair and the three
saluted him. He ordered them “at ease” and all then were
seated.

“Lieutenant Ossipova,” said General Romanov,
“the orders you executed early this morning were correct and
carried out flawlessly. I commend you. The intruder plane had flown
over Soviet airspace for over two and a half hours without
communicating to our ground defense. Its flight deserved to be
halted. Colonel Lwoff, we have some reservations concerning your
actions in this sortie but we are awaiting further information
before coming to any conclusions.”

Ossipova immediately lightened up and
relaxed. It was hard to tell if he was relishing his own
achievement or Yuri’s admonishment more. Yuri suspected it was the
latter.

“However, we have a major problem,” said
General Romanov. “The intruder that Lieutenant Ossipova shot down
was Korean Airlines commercial flight 007.” A gasp could be heard
from the three officers’ mouths simultaneously. The general
continued, “The plane was on a scheduled 11,000 kilometer flight
from New York to Seoul South Korea. Somehow, it veered 500
kilometers off course and nobody picked up on the error. And I mean
nobody; not the Americans, the Japanese or our people. We can only
surmise that the pilot was unaware of the deviation because we have
no record of calls on the 121.5-megahertz emergency radio band.
Korean Airlines reports that there were 269 people on board the
flight. One of these was a member of the U. S. House of
Representatives, an elected official.”

Yuri’s thoughts immediately went to the
passengers and their panic as the pilot tried to control the huge
plane. The fuselage was intact. There was no light. They must have
lurched about for terrorizing minutes before the plane finally
nosed over and dove into the sea.

“In training we were told that it would take
six or seven missiles of the type shot to down a plane of that
size,” said Ossipova.

“That’s true,” replied the general. “We can
only surmise at this point that the missile that hit under the tail
severed the hydraulics. Perhaps, when we recover the Black Box or
inspect the wreckage itself, it will be revealed that the plane was
on a spy mission. But at this moment, it appears we have a simple
navigational error, which has snowballed into a potential
international incident. Therefore, you are to say nothing, and I
mean absolutely nothing, about this incident to anyone. And I mean
you will not talk about it with your wife or best friend or the
other pilots. Not with anybody.

“Tomorrow Colonel Kornukoff will have a
meeting with you two and Lieutenant Borissov. Prior to the meeting,
he will hand-deliver to each of you a written version of the
official text, which Tass has released to the Soviet press today.
In addition, you will be given a text, which you will give in front
of the cameras to some correspondents from Central TV who are
flying in to interview you. Once you leave this morning, I want you
to consider yourselves confined to quarters. Colonel Kornukoff will
have the texts to you before 1900 hours. Study them well. Get a
good night’s rest and dress sharply for your TV interview tomorrow.
Do you have any questions?”

They all replied, “No,” and the meeting
ended. A driver was waiting for them and drove them directly back
to the officers’ barracks.

When Yuri got to his room
there was an orderly waiting to take his dinner order. He ordered
some caviar and an entree of sturgeon. He also tried to get a
bottle of wine, but was denied it!

Yuri cleaned up and took this opportunity to
catch up on some paperwork he had been avoiding. At 1830 hours, his
dinner arrived. After dinner, he ordered some coffee, and when the
coffee arrived so did Colonel Kornukoff. “Colonel, it looks like we
have a hot potato here!”

“That’s an understatement!” was Kornukoffs
reply. He handed Yuri a sheet of paper with a single typed
paragraph on it. It read:

“During the night of August 31 to September
1, an airplane of unknown origin, coming from the Pacific Ocean,
entered our airspace over Kamtchatka Island, then violated for the
second time USSR airspace over Sakhalin. Moreover, the plane was
flying without navigation lights, did not respond to inquiries and
did not establish contact with ground radio dispatchers. Attack
planes sent by the Air Defense Command to intercept the trespassing
aircraft tried to assist it to land at a nearby airport. However,
the intruder did not react to signals and warnings of Soviet planes
and continued its course toward the Sea of Japan.”

“Is this all?” Yuri asked.

“Yes. This is all for the time being. The
Minister of Defense, Ustinov, will have an updated statement for
release tomorrow. We don’t expect the correspondents to be
difficult. They don’t know anything and were scheduled to fly to
Cuba for an assignment. They want to wrap this up quickly so they
can head for the sunny sand beaches. We have already dropped some
hints that we suspect the plane was on a spy mission.”

“But what shall I say when they ask me about
the interceptor flight?” asked Yuri. “That we blithely escorted
this intruder across our airspace and then waved goodbye to them as
they headed out over the Sea of Japan?”

“I don’t know. The interview is scheduled
for 1000 hours. Be there at 0930 hours and I’ll update you then on
the latest directions from Moscow. And Yuri, this information is
coming right from Ustinov, so don’t screw up.”

Yuri awoke even before his alarm rang and he was
feeling unusually fit. He had to admit this was probably due to his
not having any vodka or wine the previous evening. He hadn’t even
gotten up once to take a leak! He made a mental note of this
phenomenon as he had now achieved an age when considerable drinking
in the evening took a toll. When he was younger he could drink a
bottle of vodka, have but a few hours sleep, and as soon as he had
some breakfast the next morning his reflexes were about 98 percent.
Now, at 47, they would be around 85 percent. The last few fly-shoot
competitions he participated in proved this, as he was no longer
the undisputed champion. One thing that had worked to his benefit
as far as recuperative powers were concerned was that he had never
smoked.

The usual morning fog was suspended over
Sakalin Island. It was predicted to be a sunny day, though, and the
TV correspondents shouldn’t have any trouble getting into Sokol on
schedule. Yuri had sent his dress uniform out after returning from
the previous day’s meeting and the orderly dropped it off, neatly
pressed.

Ossipova was already having breakfast when
Yuri got to the cafeteria and Yuri joined him. Gregor had bags
under his eyes and looked somewhat disheveled.

“Gregor, aren’t you feeling well?”

“Hell no, I don’t think I slept but two or
three hours all night. I just keep wondering what these
correspondents might ask me and that I might screw up.”

“Relax! Colonel Kornukoff told me he doesn’t
think they know anything. And anyway, if you or I would say
something we shouldn’t, they will surely be required to delete it
from the final text they submit for publication.”

“I guess you’re right,” Gregor replied.
“Your uniform looks great. Did you have it pressed last night?”

“Yes.”

“I wish I had thought of that. I’ve got
these huge bags under my eyes and I even cut myself shaving. It
took me at least 10 minutes to get the bleeding stopped! I must
have gone through half a roll of toilet paper.”

“Relax, Gregor. The Moscow TV is so bad
you’ll be lucky to recognize yourself.”

The driver was there promptly at 0900 hours
and they headed for Sokol. Gregor chain-smoked all the way to the
base. Yuri made him open his window to let out the smoke. It was
cool out, and Gregor bitched, but Yuri insisted. “Gregor, if you
don’t open the window Corporal Kirov won’t be able to see to drive,
the car will crash, and you’ll blow your chance to be seen on
national TV!”

At 0930 hows they were ushered into the unit
commander’s office. “Coffee, gentlemen?” he asked them.

“Thank you.”

“General Romanov is on his way here from
communications,” the colonel announced. “He should be here in a few
minutes.”

Borissov and Yuri made small talk until the
general arrived. They all came to attention and were immediately
placed “at ease.”

The general handed identical pieces of paper
to each of the three officers. On the paper was a list of items.
“Gentlemen,” he said, “let’s review these items one -by -one.

‘“1— The crew of the intruding plane,
disregarding all rules of international air travel, flew without
navigation and anti-collision lights.’ Any questions?”

“But sir,” said Ossipova, “the plane was
totally lit up!”

“No, Lieutenant, it was not. Do you
understand?”

“Yes, sir.”

‘“2— The plane’s pilots did not respond to
actions of our interceptors who repeatedly attempted to direct the
intruder toward the nearest airstrip.’ Any questions?”

“No, sir,” all three replied.

‘“3— Our interceptor
pilots fired warning shots with tracer bullets along the path of
the intruder so as to catch the attention of the crew on the gross
violation of another country’s air space.’ Any
questions?”

“No sir.”

‘“4— The contour of the
intruder plane closely resembles that of the American
reconnaissance plane RS-135.’ Any questions?”

“No, sir.”

“Now, gentlemen, when taking into account
those four items, it became apparent to the interceptor pilots that
the plane was some kind of a spy plane. As far as I’m concerned,”
said General Romanov, “when answering the correspondents you cannot
mention the phrase ‘spy plane’ too often. Any questions?”

“No, sir.”

“So, that’s it, gentlemen. If you have no
further questions we’ll proceed to the briefing room where the TV
correspondents are waiting to conduct the interview.”

“Sir, I have one question,” said Yuri.

“Yes, Colonel Lwoff?”

“What about the radio communications between
air navigator Borissov, Ossipova and myself? As I recall, I made
statements that refute some of the four statements on this
list.”

“Believe me, Colonel, this will not be the
first time we have ‘cleaned up’ transmissions with the help of an
electric razor. Yes, we have people who can do wonders with the
tape. If either the Japanese or American air defense stations
recorded your conversations, we will deal with the problem when and
if it arises. Any more questions?”

“No, sir.”

“Good, let’s go to the briefing room.”

Upon entering the room, Yuri was surprised
at the number of correspondents and technicians present. He
wondered if there were any left back in Moscow! Cuba must be a nice
place to visit! The lights were very bright. All five officers were
seated at the long briefing table. The bright TV lights brought out
all of Ossipova’s worst features and the heat from the lights was
causing him to sweat. Yuri hoped that Gregor would not throw his
breakfast up all over the table.

General Romanov chaired the meeting. After
tracing the entry of the intruder into Soviet air space above
Kamtchatka, he told how the interceptor pilot had run low on fuel
and “lost” the intruder. The intruder then penetrated Soviet air
space again over Sakhalin Island, he said, and Colonel Lwoff and
Lieutenant Ossipova were sent up to intercept it. General Romanov
then introduced the other officers at the table.

There were four correspondents who were
conducting the interview. Each introduced himself and his news
affiliation prior to asking questions. Most of the early questions
were directed to air navigator Borissov.

“What time were the interceptors
dispatched?”

“About 0600 hours.”

“What was their altitude?”

“They were assigned the altitude of 8500
meters.”

“Did you attempt to make radio contact with
the foreign aircraft?”

“No,” replied Borissov. “I was too
preoccupied with my two interceptors.”

Yuri noticed that one of the reporters had
yet to ask any questions. He sat back in his chair while the others
were forward in their seats, and he slowly puffed on a pipe. The
pleasant pipe tobacco aroma, however, was barely discernible amid
the cigarette and cigar smoke. Yuri thought, “If this smoke gets
much worse we pilots will need radar just to communicate with the
correspondents!”

Finally, after some additional innocuous
questions, the pipe smoker leaned forward in his chair and
spoke.

“General, I have a very important question
for you. My name is Andrei Illesh and I am with Isvestia.”

“Yes, Andrei, nice to see you again. What is
your question?”

“General, do you think it would be possible
to open the door and a few of the windows?”

Everyone burst out in laughter, and after
the windows and door were opened the interview proceeded. Yuri
noticed that Ossipova looked more relaxed now. He had wiped his
forehead with his sleeve and gotten rid of the sweat on his face.
“I suppose he forgot a handkerchief too!” Yuri thought to
himself.

Borissov and Ossipova continued to answer
routine questions about the flight, and Yuri couldn’t help noticing
that General Romanov had a satisfied look about him.

Finally, the first question was asked of
Yuri, and it came from the reporter Illesh.

“Colonel Lwoff, at what time did you
encounter the intruder aircraft?”

“1 would estimate it was 15 to 20 minutes
into the flight, somewhere around 0615 or 0620. I had headed east,
as that is where 99 percent of our intercepts of the American spy
reconnaissance planes RS-135 occurred. But the plane turned out to
be behind me.”

“What was the weather like, and at what
altitude did you first see the plane?”

“There were thin clouds. I saw the intruder
at about 10,000 meters. It appeared as a moving point, measuring
two to three centimeters.”

“Did it have navigation lights on?”

“I didn’t see any,” Yuri lied. “As I closed
to about 13 kilometers I could see that the plane was very large,
just as the pilot who saw it over Kamtchatka had reported. He
described it as a big cow, and that is an accurate
description.”

“What type of aircraft were you flying,
Colonel?”

“AMIG-23”

“What happened then?”

Again Yuri lied. “I fired 243 tracer shells
in front of the spy intruder plane, but all it did was slow its
speed. It would not heed my signals to land at the nearest
airport.”

Illesh then asked, “Did you attempt to
contact the intruder plane on the emergency frequency 121.5
megahertz?”

“Yes,” Yuri lied again, “but in order to do
so I had to repro-gram. By the time I reprogrammed, the intruder
plane was headed out over the Sea of Japan, so I returned to
Sokol.”

The questioning, from other reporters, then
returned to Os-sipova. Yuri glanced at General Romanov, who in turn
gave him an approving glance back. Ossipova then reiterated his
previous statements about the plane having no lighting, his firing
tracer bullets and unsuccessful attempts to force the plane to land
at Sokol, and his utter conviction that the plane was an RS-135
reconnaissance spy plane.

The reporter Illesh then asked Ossipova,
“What type of fighter were you flying, Lieutenant?”

“A SU-15”

“Why did you break off your intercept
mission?”

“The spy plane had slowed its speed to about
600 kilometers per hour. I couldn’t fly that slow, so I had to come
around again. When I did, the spy plane had gone into a cloud
formation, and when I picked him up again, it was too late. He was
out over the Sea of Japan.

“On the way back I checked the instrument
panel. My fuel gauge was already lighted, showing a dangerously low
level. I had enough fuel for a 10-minute flight, and my airport was
150 kilometers away. Finally, I was almost home when I found the
airport covered with dense fog from the sea. But I managed to
land.”

Ossipova continued to talk, not to answer a
question but just talking about the lessons of peace, about the
atom bomb and so on. Yuri could see that this was making the
general uneasy.

Then the correspondent Illesh dropped the
surprise bombshell. “Lieutenant Ossipova, my bureau back in Moscow
reported by telephone that yesterday morning a SU-15 from Sokol,
with a barrage of two missiles, shot down a Korean Boeing 727
commercial flight bound to Seoul from New York. Lieutenant
Ossipova, how does it feel to have caused the deaths of 269
innocent passengers?”

Talk about a pin dropping! Yuri looked to
the general and could see him turning red. Ossipova stammered and
sputtered, and finally got out something to the effect that he
didn’t know what niesh was talking about. He was preparing to say
something else when mercifully the general intervened. Ossipova was
again sweating profusely. Yuri passed his handkerchief to him, and
he immediately put it to good use.

General Romanov spoke. “Gentlemen, there may
be some facts about this incident which we are not aware of, and
rather than speculate with rumor and gossip flying all about, I
prefer to wait until a later date when all the facts are known.
Therefore, this interview is adjourned. Any new or additional
interviews will be held back in Moscow. Thank you.” He then turned
to the officers. “I’ll see you all back in the Colonel’s office in
15 minutes.”

As they left the building, General Romanov
headed off toward the communications center. Back at the
administration building Borissov, Ossipova and Yuri stopped in the
rest room to refresh themselves. Ossipova washed his sweat-covered
face and dried it with a paper towel. Then he handed the
sweat-laden handkerchief to Yuri, who took it by one of the
corners, which was still dry, and delicately dropped it into a
trash receptacle. They then returned to the base commander’s
office.

“I was afraid we might get caught up with
that ‘libretto’ text,” said Yuri.

“You all did as well as could be expected,
given the circumstances,” replied the colonel.

The general returned and seated himself in
the unit commander’s chair. He lit a cigarette, took a deep draw on
it, exhaled and proceeded to speak. “I apologize for putting you in
such an uncomfortable position. We were aware that there had been a
leak from defense, but we didn’t think Isvestia had it so soon.
There was still some consideration being given to denying that the
incident happened at all. That option has now been dropped.”

There was a sharp knock on the door and an
orderly’s head popped in. “General, we have your call to Moscow.
Where will you take it?”

“Here, put it on this extension.”

The general ground out his cigarette, and a
few seconds later the phone rang. “Yes, yes, it’s me.” General
Romanov listened for a short while, then spoke again. “The
interview was a disaster. The pilots denied that anything had
happened, as I had instructed, but Illesh from Isvestia knew the
plane had been destroyed. He also knew the fighter type and how
many missiles were fired. When he spoke this information, we all
just sat there like our mouths were full of water! What could we
say? They knew then that we had been lying. I terminated the
interview immediately and instructed our people not to answer any
more questions. I told the reporters that any further interviews
would be held back in Moscow.”

The general was silent again as the other
person spoke. Then, “Yes, yes, I agree wholeheartedly. We must have
total control. I’ll be overseeing the salvage operations and won’t
have time to chaperone also. Yes, I’ll cut the orders here and send
them to you for approval.” The general listened for a short time
and the conversation was terminated.

“Gentlemen,” said the general, “it has been
decided that your tours of duty here at Sakhalin Island are
concluded. Mr. Borissov, you will be assigned to the aircraft
carrier Kiev, where you will continue as air navigator. Ossipova
and Lwoff are being reassigned to the Moscow area. Do you have any
questions?”

“No, sir.”

All three were delighted to leave this
out-of-the-way post. The general also hinted that there might be
some promotions involved. “Colonel Kornukoff,” he said, “I want you
to personally assist these officers to get their gear packed and
any commercial affairs they might have with the locals concluded. I
want them ready to leave in two days. I’ll sign their orders once
you cut them and forward them for final approval. Okay! Let’s get
moving. We’ve got a lot to do and very little time to do it.
Ossipova and Lwoff will be flown back to Moscow on my plane.
Another plane will take Borissov to the closest port where a
helicopter will transport him to the ship.”

As they were driven back to the officers’
quarters, all three expressed happiness with their new assignments.
Borissov had always said that you couldn’t be a top navigator
unless you had directed flights from aircraft carriers. Gregor knew
that the promotions all emanated from Moscow and the closer he was
to the source, the better he figured his chances would be. Yuri had
been stationed mostly in the Moscow area and his closest and best
friends resided there. Also, his ex-wife and two children lived in
the Ukraine and he anticipated more frequent visits with the
children.

As soon as Yuri got back to his room he made
a list of things to do and a list of the local merchants he owed.
He always kept a relatively large amount of cash stashed in the
room and he could see he had plenty available to pay off his debts.
Then all he would have to do was pick up his final pay voucher from
the paymaster’s office.

The rest of the day and most of the
following day were spent packing. How the hell can one person
accumulate so much stuff in a relatively small officers’ quarters?
One thing, though, Yuri had gained a few kilos in his waist. Some
of his older uniforms were just too tight, as were some of his
civilian clothes. Yuri culled through everything, and in the end,
he gave about one third of his wardrobe to the janitor who cleaned
the officers’ barracks. He vowed that on his first leave in Moscow
he was going to take the time, even though he hated to shop, to
spruce up his wardrobe. And shoes! Some of these shoes must be 10
years old! Or more! Five pair of shoes also went to the
janitor.

The trophies, he decided to keep. He had
never kept trophies that were awarded for other than first place.
They all meant something to him. Maybe someday, he could sit on his
front porch and tell his grandchildren about winning them. It took
the janitor and Yuri over two hours to pack all the trophies in
three large cardboard boxes.

Finally, Yuri decided to keep all the old
letters from his ex-wife even though she had remarried. Many of the
letters talked about the children in their early years and he
didn’t want to lose any of these memories. Colonel Kornukoff had
told Ossipova and Yuri to take their two best dress uniforms and
two flight uniforms along with a change or two of civilian clothes.
He said their other luggage would follow by military transport and
should catch up to them in six or seven days.

As soon as the other officers heard of the
three men’s good fortune, a party was scheduled at the Village Inn.
Everybody attended, including Colonel Kornukoff. Initially the
three were “roasted” by their best friends. Some of the stuff
directed at Ossipova was pretty rough, but of course, he was the
most vulnerable. Yuri stayed with the colonel most of the time. He
was a good person and Yuri had enjoyed serving with him. Although a
relatively strict commander, he had a good sense of humor and would
back to the hilt any man who had tried to do the right thing. Also,
as long as Yuri was with the colonel, the younger pilots would
refrain from asking questions about the KAL 007 flight. The general
had told them to talk to no one and Yuri intended to comply 100
percent. Yuri remembered the missiles having been removed from the
wings of his MIG the morning after the flight. It concerned
him.

A great amount of vodka was consumed that
evening. The inventory of the Village Inn was wiped out by 2200
hours, and they had to send some of the younger pilots back to the
base to replenish the supply. Even Ossipova was having a few
drinks! And after a few, he “held court” with some of the younger
pilots. Although Yuri’s closest friends had asked him if the downed
plane was a commercial plane, he had avoided answering. At this
point, there was a rumor, but nobody had any official information.
Yuri couldn’t help wondering if Gregor’s entourage would be so
admiring if they knew he had sent 269 innocent people to their
deaths.

Later in the evening the toasts got much
more sentimental. Yuri was genuinely moved by some of the tributes.
He had easily been the most popular pilot in the command and these
men made it plain that they would miss his company. The proprietor
of the Village Inn and his wife, along with the pilots, had gone
together and bought Yuri a gift. It was a light brown casual jacket
made from silk. Yuri took it out of the box and tried it on. To his
amazement, it fit him like a glove. He didn’t know how they got it
made so quickly but it would surely come in handy in Moscow while
he waited for the rest of his clothes. After thanking everybody,
Yuri gave a short but sincere farewell. It was easy to be sincere
because he liked this group of pilots, almost to a man. The pilots
gave him a standing ovation. Yuri then thanked the colonel. He
tried to leave but the proprietor’s wife grabbed him, and hugged
and kissed him for what felt like five minutes but was actually
more like one. Finally, he slipped away.

Their plane was leaving at 0730 hours. Yuri
estimated that it would take the small jet about 10 hours to get to
Moscow, with a refueling stop at Novosibirsk.

 


 



Chapter Two:
CROSSCOUNTRY

​
Yuri and Colonel Kornukoff had breakfast together and the colonel
then drove Yuri to General Romanov’s plane. Yuri shook the
colonel’s hand again at the bottom of the steps, then boarded the
plane with his carry-on gear. The co-pilot showed Yuri a closet
where he could hang his garment bag and stash his small suitcase.
The co-pilot then introduced Yuri to the pilot in the cockpit.
Ossipova arrived, and the co-pilot left to help him get
boarded.

The pilot showed Yuri the controls and
described other features of the small jet. He was quite aware of
Yuri’s reputation as one of the top fighter pilots in the Air
Force. He had wanted to be a fighter pilot himself but was
prohibited from doing so because he was too tall. He had a lot of
questions for Yuri and they would certainly have plenty of time
during the next 10 hours to discuss them.

The fog at Sokol was particularly pesky that
morning. When it hadn’t lifted by 0800 hours, the pilot requested
the runway lights be put on, as he had to be in Moscow within a
certain time frame. As the small plane lifted off the runway, Yuri
was surprised at the steepness of its angle of ascent. He doubted
that the pilot would have climbed so quickly if General Romanov had
been a passenger. It was probably a small “testament” to his lost
career as a fighter pilot. They had only climbed to 2000 to 2500
meters when they broke out of the fog. They turned away from the
rising sun and set off to the west.

Upon reaching their cruising altitude, the
pilot put the aircraft on autopilot and then joined his passengers.
First, he offered them a drink. Ossipova started to green slightly
at the suggestion. He rarely had even one drink but Yuri had seen
him have quite a few at the party the previous night. Yuri had more
than he should have, too, and he figured the best way to recuperate
was to “bite a little hair off the leg of the dog that bit you,”
and he had a vodka. The vodka was excellent. There was nothing like
it to be had at Sokol. It was so smooth and went down so easily
that he ended up having two more. He and the pilot talked for a few
hours. They covered about every subject, eventually ending up on
sex. The pilot finally returned to the cockpit and Yuri could not
help marveling at the kidneys the man had. He must have had at
least six coffees during the conversation and had yet to piss!

The flight was going smoothly, and the pilot
believed he was making up the time they had lost at Sokol while
they waited for the fog to clear. As long as they were on schedule,
they would deplane at Novosibirsk for a hot lunch while the plane
was being refueled. Neither Ossipova nor Yuri had much sleep the
previous night. Gregor had already nodded off to sleep during the
pilot and Yuri’s long conversation.

The nacelles were located on the sides of
the fuselage and the droning of the engines along with the vodka
caused Yuri to doze off too. He remembered when he was a young boy,
11 or 12, and he was late for a soccer game. His father, as usual,
would not permit him to leave the dinner table until everyone had
finished the meal; and his brat sister, knowing he had the game,
purposely took forever to complete her dinner. Finally, he was
excused and he headed for the field, which was about a kilometer
away. His route took him from his neighborhood across a bridge and
into a park area where the field was located. He had begun to jog
when he left the house and was going along nicely when a sort of
transformation came over him. It seemed as if the tips of his toes
were all that touched the ground. His gait was so measured that
each step appeared to duplicate exactly the previous step. He
seemed to float through the air, and as he crossed the bridge and
looked down at the river below, he felt as if he was flying! It was
the most magnificent thing he had ever experienced, and he
determined then and there that he would become a pilot. He talked
with his father about it, and his father encouraged him. He also
reminded Yuri that the only place such training was available was
in the military and his school grades would have to be excellent if
he was to be admitted to flight training. From that day forward,
Yuri Lwoff was in the top five percent of his class. He always had
perfect scores in mathematics, but an occasional B in chemistry and
language kept him from being first or second in his class.

The co-pilot brought Yuri back to total
awareness when he came to tell him and Ossipova to prepare for the
landing at Novosibirsk. They had a quick lunch at the officers’
mess, but at least it was a warm meal, and it was good. They were
in the air within 45 minutes and according to the pilot were back
on schedule. Once the pilot had reached the assigned altitude, he
put the plane on autopilot and came back to the cabin with a paper
in his hand.

“Gentlemen,” he said, “while we were on the
ground at Novosibirsk I was given the following radio transmission
from Air Defense Command. It reads: ‘Bring pilots Ossipova and
Lwoff to Sheremetyevo Airport. Have the pilots wait at Gate “C” for
Colonel G. Ivanov of Air Defense Command. He will take
responsibility for them. New orders for your return to Sakhalin
will be radioed to you in flight.’“

G. Ivanov! A rush of joy came over Yuri, but
for some reason he held back expressing it. The best friend Yuri
had was Ghennady Ivanov. It would be great to see him again. Yuri
knew that Ghennady’s last posting had been to ADC in Moscow along
with a promotion to full colonel. Ghennady had written Yuri about
this being a great opportunity for him. In addition, he would be
one of the youngest full colonels in all

ADC. That was about a year ago, shortly
before Yuri had been assigned to Sakhalin. Of course, there was
certainly more than one G. Ivanov in ADC. But the fact that he was
a colonel and in Moscow helped to narrow the field.

“Thank you,” Yuri said without apparent
emotion as he took the message from the pilot. As Yuri settled back
into his seat, many fond memories came back to him.

Ghennady and Yuri had joined the same
regiment to begin their careers in the Russian Air Force. Since
their names were alphabetically so close, I to L, they were
assigned to double-decker bunks directly opposite to each other.
Upon introduction, they immediately liked one another. Ghennady was
extremely bright. When they would play word or math games to pass
the time during the inevitable waiting periods at basic training
for Officers’ Candidate School, it was almost always Ghennady who
won. Ghennady, on the other hand, could not match Yuri’s physical
prowess, whether at soccer or pool in basic training or flying and
gunnery later on at flight school. Each had the greatest respect
for the other’s skills, and this further cemented their
friendship.

Yuri’s flying skills had initially allowed
him to move up the promotion ladder faster than Ghennady. Once they
passed age 40, however, Yuri’s skills had started to decline while
Ghennady’s were becoming more apparent. His being made a full
colonel at 46 almost guaranteed that someday he would make
general.

Yuri smiled as he remembered how the two of
them had devised a plan to neutralize their master sergeant at
basic training. The sergeant had a nasty habit of coming by after
the beds had been made and bouncing a coin off the bed. If the coin
didn’t bounce high enough to satisfy him, he would tear down the
bed so it had to be remade. One morning Yuri missed breakfast while
he remade the bed four times. Ghennady had to re-shine his boots
three times one morning. The sergeant’s main inspection time was
prior to departure for breakfast. Ghennady discovered that the
false windows behind the sinks where they shaved had a sill that
extended below the level of the sinks. While the other recruits
were showering and shaving, Yuri and Ghennady would make their
beds, shine their boots, and dust. Then, as the last of the
recruits returned upstairs to the bunkroom, the two of them would
head for the John and shower and shave. They took their uniforms of
the day with them. When they were done, they would take their dop
kits, reach under the sinks and stash them on the sill. Thus when
they left the lavatory they went straight to the building where
breakfast was served, thereby avoiding the sergeant’s
inspection!

Once, however, after being up particularly
late romancing some of the local town girls and drinking far too
much vodka, they had returned to the barracks to grab a short nap
instead of going to lunch. The sergeant discovered them and had
them remake their beds, dust, and shine shoes. It was bad! It was
Yuri that time that solved the dilemma. He noticed that behind the
huge stucco barracks there was a porch. Access to the porch was
restricted now in the spring, as it was only open to the summer
recruit classes. The porch was only about one meter from ground
level and could be easily reached from outside. There were wooden
benches on the porch. Yuri and Ghennady were experts at being first
or close to first in line for lunch. So, when they needed some rest
at lunchtime, they would eat quickly and then go to the porch.
Taking a nap on the benches was tricky. They quickly discovered
that if either an arm or leg dangled down to the ground, they would
be awakened with what felt like 1000 small pins stuck in their hand
or foot. That, of course, interrupted their sleep, and since time
was of the essence, a solution had to be devised. It was quite
simple. The arms were folded across the chest. The feet were
crossed at the ankles. This solved the problem. Yuri had been
blessed with a built-in alarm clock. Although he used an alarm or
wake up calls when available, it really wasn’t necessary. All he
had to do when he went to sleep was think when he wanted to awake,
and he would. Ghennady was not so fortunate, as he discovered one
day when he took a bench nap while Yuri had drawn KP. He missed
nearly two classes!
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