


Vladimir Megré

TH

N

LW

CIVILISATION

The Ringing Cedars Series
Book 8, part 1

Translated from the Russian by
John Woodsworth

Edited by

Leonid Sharashkin

Ringing Cedars Press
Paia, Hawaii, USA



The New Civilisation by
Vladimir Megré

Translation and footnotes by
John Woodsworth

Editing, footnotes, design and layout by
Leonid Sharashkin

Cover art by
Alexander Razboinikov

Copyright © 2005 Vladimir Megré

Copyright © 2007 Leonid Sharashkin, translation
Copyright © 2007 Leonid Sharashkin, cover art
Copyright © 2007 Leonid Sharashkin, design and layout
Copyright © 2007 Leonid Sharashkin, footnotes

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced
or transmitted in any form or by any means, except for the
inclusion of brief quotations in a review;, without permission
in writing from the publisher.

Library of Congress Control Number: 2007934389
ISBN: 978-0-9763333-8-8

Published by

Ringing Cedars Press

www.RingingCedars.com



GO,

Contents
1. Pre-dawn feelings................................. [
2. Dominion over radiation........................... 6

3. “Goosey, goosey, ga-ga-ga” or

The superknowledge we are losing ... 19
Abigproblem................................. 26
Theredsasolution... ... 37
4. Rejuvenation.................................... 39
Firstordeal ... ... 39
Secondordeal .. 40
Thirdordeal . ... 41
A mysterious procedure ... 44
Awision B 50
5. Divine nutrition.................................. 55
6. Demon Cratius................................... 69
7. The billionaire ... 78
8. I am giving birth to you, my angel! ... . 16
9. A fine state of affairs!. ... ... 137
Talking with presidents... 138
10 the President and Govemment of Russia 144

Thhe science of imagery, and who governs the
country’sideology................................. 146



vi

Boox 8: TuE NEw CIVILISATION
Russia’s Orthodox Church — but is it Russias? ... 157
Occupiers i action............................... 159
10. The Book of Kin and A Family Chronicle............. 161
The Jewish question........................ 165
Letscreate ... 170
Lerter to the Russian President from Germany........... 191
11. One hectare — a piece of Planet Farth ... 198
12. People power ... 206
A law of Russia on Family Communities created by
Russian People’s Deputies on all levels (drafi)............ 208
13. A new civilisation............................... 219
Dmmortality ... 223

Love creating worlds............................. 225



CHAPTER ONE

GO,

Pre-dawn feelings

Anastasia was still asleep. And over the endless Siberian taiga
the first glow of light was breaking across the pre-dawn sky.
This time I was the first to waken, but stayed quietly lying be-
side her on my sleeping bag, admiring her serene and beautiful
face and the flowing contours of her figure, as the soft, heav-
enly light of the advancing morning made them ever more
distinct. It was good that this time she had arranged for us to
spend the night under the open sky. She had no doubt been
able to sense the warmth and gentle stillness of the approach-
ing night, and so had made our bed not in her cozy dug-out
cave but outdoors, at its entrance. She had spread out my
sleeping bag, which I had brought during a previous visit to
the taiga, while she fixed up beside me a beautiful place to
sleep for herself, comprised of flowers and dried grasses.

She looked picture-perfect lying there on that taiga bed,
wearing a thin flaxen knee-length dress, which I had brought
her as a gift from my readers. Perhaps she put it on only when
I was around; she was quite capable of sleeping in the nude.
The colder it was in the forest, the more dried grasses were
applied; after all, a haystack can keep out the cold in the win-
ter too. Even a simple soul without Anastasia’s level of hardi-
ness could sleep comfortably in hay without extra clothing. I
tried it myself. But this time I was lying there on my sleep-
ing bag, looking at Anastasia resting beside me, and I kept
imagining how this whole scene might look in a wide-screen
feature film.
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A sylvan glade in the depths of the endless Siberian taiga. The
pre-dawn stillness is only rarely broken by a scarcely audible rus-
tling of branches in the crowns of the majestic cedars. And bere is
this beautiful woman so serenely asleep on her bed of grasses and
Sflowers. Her breathing is perfectly even and barely audible. The
only thing noticeable is the slight swaying to and fro of a blade
of grass clinging to her upper lip as she inbales and exhales the
health-giving air of the Siberian taiga.

Never before had I managed to see Anastasia asleep here —
she was always the first to awake. But this time...

I took great delight in watching her. Carefully raising my
upper body and resting on my elbow; I studied her face, im-
mersed myself in thought and began talking to myself.

You are still altogether beautiful, Anastasia. It will soon be ten
years that we have known each other. Of course I've got older during
this time, while youve bardly changed at all. No wrinkles on your
Sace. Only your golden bair is now showing one strand of silver grey.
Apparently something extraordinary’s happened to you. Judging by
the masstve campaign that’s been unleashed against you and your ide-
as, judging by what is being said in the press and bureaucrats’ offices,
something is going on in the dark forces’ camp. They keep trying to
get on my nerves, and 1 know how theyd love to get their hands on
you. But their arms are evidently not long enough...

And still, youw've got that grey strand of bhair showing. But it
can't spoil your extraordinary beauty. You know, tinting individual
strands a variety of colours is an ‘in’ thing right now. Among our
young people today highlighting strands is a hip fashion statement.
And you don’t even need to go to a bairdresser’s — it’s just happened
all on its own. And the scar where that bullet grazed you," it practi-
cally gone.

'See Book 3, Chapter 7: “Assault!”.
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The pre-dawn sky continued to brighten, and the scar was
barely noticeable, even up close. Soon it would disappear
completely.

Look at you sleeping so peacefully bere in the fresh asr, in your
own taiga world, while out there, in our world, extremely significant
events are taking place. Researchers are talking about an ‘information
revolution’. Perbaps it is thanks to you, or perbaps they are simply fol-
lowing the dictates of their own bearts, but people in our technocratic
world are beginning to create their own family domains, enriching the
land. They have adopted your image wholebeartedly, Anastasia —
the marvellous image of the future for their family, the country and
possibly the whole order of the Universe. They bave understood all
you bave said and are building this marvellous future for themselves.

And I am trying to comprebend, too. I'm trying my best. I still
don’t completely understand what you mean to me. You taught me
to write books, you bore me a son, you made me famous, you brought
back my daughter’ respect for me — you've done a lot! But that’s not
the main point. Its in something else, the main point. Perbaps its
lying bidden somewbhere within.

You know, Anastasia, I have never spoken of my feelings for you,
neither to you nor even to myself. In fact, I've never told any woman
in my whole life that I love ber:

T've never said that, not because I'm completely without feelings,
but because these words have always seemed strange to me, even
nonsensical. After all, if a person loves another; this love should be
reflected in one’ actions toward ones beloved. If words need to be
spoken, that means there are no genuine, tangible actions. It the ac-
tions, after all — not words — that are most important.

Anastasia stirred ever so slightly, took a deep breath, but
did not waken. And I continued to talk with her, still speak-
ing within myself.

Not once bave I ever spoken to you about love, Anastasia. But if
you asked me to fetch you a star from the sky, I would climb up to the
top of the tallest tree, and pushing off from the uppermost branch, Id
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take a leap in the direction of that star. If I bappened to fall, I would
catch myself on its branches, and climb up once more to the top, and
again leap toward the star.

You've never asked me to fetch you a star from the sky. You only
asked me to write books, and I am writing them. But my writing
doesn’t always come out too well. Sometimes I fall. But I'm not done
with them yet, after all. I still baven't written my final book. I'll try
to write it so you'll like it.

Anastasia’s eyelashes fluttered, a gentle glow flushed across
her cheeks, and she opened her eyes. I caught the tender gaze
of her greyish-blue eyes... Oh, Lord, what a warmth those
eyes always give off, especially when they’re so close to me.
Anastasia watched me without a word, but her eyes sparkled
as though full of moisture.

“Good morning, Anastasia!” I said. “You probably haven’t
had a good long sleep like that before — you’ve always woken
up before me.”

“And a good morning to you, and a marvellous day,
Vladimir,” Anastasia responded quietly, almost in a whisper.
“I should like to have just a wee bit more sleep.”

“So you haven’t had enough sleep yet?”

“I have, and a very good sleep at that. But my dream... I
was having such a pleasant pre-dawn dream.”

“What kind of dream? What was it about?”

“I dreamt you were talking with me. About a tall tree and
a star, about falling down and climbing up again. The words
were about the tree and the star, but it struck me as though
they were really about love.”

“Things can often seem pretty fuzzy in dreams. What con-
nection could a tree possibly have with love?”

“Everything can have a connection, and great meaning too.
It is the feelings that matter here, not the words. This day’s
dawn has brought me an extraordinary feeling. I shall go out
to greet and embrace—"

‘7’
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“Who?”

“This marvellous day, which has offered me such an ex
traordinary gift.”

Anastasia slowly rose to her feet, stepped a few paces away
from the cave entrance and then... She did something she
always did in the mornings — her unique exercise routine.
There she was, flinging her arms out to the sides and a little
bit upward. She gave a momentary glance up at the sky and
then all at once spun round. Then she ran off and did an in-
credible somersault before spinning round again.

Lying on my sleeping bag by the cave entrance, I admired
Anastasia’s darts and lunges and thought: Wow! A mature
woman already, and look how quickly, beautifully and energetically
she moves, just like a young gymnast! Fascinating, how she felt what
I had in mind as I was talking to myself while she was sleeping!
Maybe I really should own up to ber?

And I cried out:

“Anastasia, it wasn’t simply a dream you were having.”

She stopped her exercise routine at once and stood there
in the middle of the glade. Then she deftly turned a couple of
cartwheels in my direction and landed right beside me. She
quickly sat down on the ground and joyfully enquired:

“Not simply a dream? And just how is it not ‘simple’”? Out
with it! Tell me all the details!”

“Well, you see, I was thinking about that same tree. I was
talking to myself about a star.”

“And where, tell me, where did you get these words from?
What produced them — these words?”

“Maybe feelings?”

Our conversation was interrupted by a cry from Anastasia’s
grandfather.

“Anastasia! Anastasia, listen to me right away! Do you read
me?”

Anastasia jumped up, and I got up quickly, too.



CHAPTER Two

GO

Dominion over radiation

“Has Volodya been up to something unusual again?” Anastasia
enquired of her grandfather, who had rushed over to us. And
Grandfather, with a passing glance at me and a brief “Hello,
Vladimir!”, explained:

“He is down by the lakeshore. He dived down and brought
up astone from the bottom. Now he is standing there, clutch-
ingitin his hand. Itis safe to assume that the stone is burning
his hand, but he will not let it go. And I do not know what
advice to give him.”

Then Grandfather turned to me and barked:

“Your son’s down there. You're his father. What are you
standing here for?”

Not fully aware of what was going on, I ran down to the
lake. Grandfather ran alongside me and explained:

“This stone is radioactive. It isn’t big, but contains a good
deal of energy — an energy similar to radiation.”

“How did it happen to turn up at the bottom of the lake?”

“It’s been lying there a long time. My father, even, knew
about that stone. But nobody’s been able to dive down to it.”

“How did Volodya manage it? How did he know about
it?”

“I trained him to do deep-water dives.”

“What for?”

“He kept pestering me to show him, asking me again and
again. You two don’t seem to have the time to look after your
own child’s upbringing — you've been shoving the whole bur-
den onto the shoulders of your elders.”
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“And who told him about the stone?”

“Now who would have told him, eh, apart from me? I told
him.”

“What for?”

“He wanted to know what stopped the lake from freezing
over in winter.”

As we approached the lake, I saw my son standing on the
shore. His hair and shirt were all wet, but the water had al-
ready dripped off them, which told me he had been standing
like that for some time.

Volodya stood with his arm stretched out in front of him,
his fingers clenched into a fist, which he kept his eyes fixed
on like a hawk. It was clear his hand was clutching that same
sinister stone from the bottom of the lake. I took two steps
in his direction. He quickly turned his head toward me and
said:

“Don’t come any closer, Papa.”

And when I stopped, he added:

“Good health to your thoughts, Papa! But keep back just a
little further. Maybe it would be better if you and Grandfather
lay down on the ground. I shall be able to better concentrate
that way.”

Grandfather at once lay down on the ground, and without
really knowing why, I followed suit. For some time we didn’t
say aword, just watching Volodya standing on the shore. Then
a rather simple thought struck me, and I said:

“Volodya, couldn’t you just toss it a little ways away?”

“Where away?” my son asked, not turning his head.

“Into the grass.”

“I must not throw it into the grass. It could cause a lot of
destruction. I feel I must not throw it away yet.”

“So, does that mean you’re going to keep standing there all
day, or two days? What next? You're going to stand there a
whole week? Or a month, even?”
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“I am thinking about what to do, Papa. Let us keep quiet
and give thought a chance to find the solution without being
distracted.”

Grandfather and I lay silently on the grass and looked at
Volodya. And all at once I became aware of Anastasia ap-
proaching slowly — zoo slowly, under the circumstances —
from the other end of the shore. When she got about five
metres from Volodya’s position, she sat down at the water’s
edge, as if nothing unusual were going on. She let her feet
dangle in the water and stayed there that way for some time.
Eventually she turned to our son and very calmly enquired:

“Is it burning your hand, son?”

“Yes, Mama,” Volodya replied.

“What were you thinking about when you fetched the
stone? And what are you thinking about right now?”

“The stone is giving off energy, similar to radiation.
Grandfather was telling me about it. But Man' also gives off
energy. I know that. And human energy is always stronger
than any other — it cannot be dominated by any other. I
brought up the stone and I am holding it. I am trying with
all my might to repress its energy — to send it back inside the
stone. I want to demonstrate that Man has dominion over
any radiation.”

“And are you succeeding in demonstrating the superiority
of the energy coming from yourself?”

“Yes, Mama, I am succeeding. Only it is becoming increas-
ingly hotter. It is burning my fingers and palm just a little.”

“Why do you not throw it away?”

“I feel that I must not do that.”

“Why?”

"Man — Throughout the Ringing Cedars Series, the word Man with a capi-
tal M is used to refer to a human being of either gender. For details on the
word’s usage and the important distinction between Man and human being,
please see the Translator’s Preface to Book 1.
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“I feel it.”

“Why?”

“It... It will explode, Mama. It will explode just as soon as
I open my hand. There will be a big explosion.”

“You are correct, it will explode. The stone is giving off
the energy accumulated inside it. You used your own energy
to repress its flow and direct it back inside. You used your
thought to shape the nucleus within the stone, and your en-
ergy is now building up inside it, along with its own. It cannot
go on accumulating indefinitely. It is already raging within
the nucleus you formed with your own thoughts — it is get-
ting hotter and the stone is burning your hand.”

“I realise that, and that is why I am not letting go of my hold.”

Outwardly Anastasia was the picture of calm. Her move-
ments were slow and smooth, her speech was measured and
with pauses. I could still feel, however, the extremely intense
concentration of her thought — it must have been working
faster than ever. She rose to her feet, gave what appeared to
be alethargic stretch, and said quietly:

“That means you realise, Volodya, that if you open your
hand suddenly, there could be an explosion?”

“Yes, Mama.”

“That means you have to release it gradually.”

“How?”

“Just a tiny bit at first. First, ease up on your thumb and
index finger to expose just a fraction of the stone. Picture
in your mind right off how the energy you directed into the
stone is emanating straight upward like a ray. And its own
energy will begin to follow suit. Be careful: the ray must be
directed only straight up.”

Concentrating all his attention on his tightly clenched fist,
Volodya gradually eased the pressure on his thumb and index
finger. It was a sunny morning, but even in broad daylight one
could see the ray emanating from the stone. A bird flying way
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up high fell into the ray and was immediately transformed into
a puff of smoke. It looked as though a small cloud exploded
in vapour when the ray passed through it. A few minutes later
and the ray was scarcely noticeable.

“Oh, I have been sitting here with you too long!” said
Anastasia. “I think I may go and make us some breakfast
while you amuse yourselves here.”

She took her time leaving. After going only a few steps,
she staggered a bit, and then headed down to the water and
washed her face. No doubt her outward calm had concealed
an incredible inner tension. She had hid it so as not to fright-
en her son and interfere with his actions.

“How did you know exactly what I should do?” Volodya
called out after the receding figure of Anastasia.

“How, indeed?” Grandfather echoed, mockingly. He had al-
ready got up from the ground and was feeling in much better
spirits. “What do you mean, how? At school your Mama was a
top-notch pupil in physics!” And he burst out in a loud guffaw.

Anastasia turned toward us and broke into laughter her-
self, explaining:

“I had not known about that before, son. But whatever
happens, you always need to look for and find a solution. And
not to let your thought be fettered by fear.”

When the ray could no longer be seen at all, Volodya
opened his hand completely. A small oblong stone was lying
quietly on his palm. He stared at it for some time, muttering
under his breath as he addressed the stone: “What is inside
you is no match for Man!”

Then he once again closed his hand into a fist and dived
straight into the water without taking off his shirt. It was
a good three minutes before he resurfaced and headed back
toward the shore.

“I was the one who taught him how to hold his breath that
long,” Grandfather commented.
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After Volodya came out of the water, he jumped up and
down to dry himself off, then headed over our way. I couldn’t
wait, but burst out:

“D’you have any idea what radiation is, son? I guess you
don’t. If you did, you wouldn’t have gone and fetched that
wretched stone. Can’t you find yourself some other business
to poke your nose into?”

“I know all about radiation, Papa. Grandfather told me
about the disasters that have happened at your nuclear pow-
er plants, about your atomic weapons and the dangers now
posed by the storage of nuclear waste.”

“So, what’s all the interest in this stone lying at the bottom
of the lake? What about it?”

“Yes, indeed, what about it?” Grandfather joined the con-
versation. “ou preach at him, Vladimir. I’'m going to go have
alittle rest. It seems that lately your son’s been making quite
a few demands on me.”

Grandfather started heading off, leaving me alone with my
son.

And here he was, standing in front of me in his shirt, all
dripping wet. He was evidently quite upset about the worry
he had caused us all. T didn’t feel like nagging him any further.
I simply stood there without saying a word, not knowing how
to begin. Volodya was the first to speak.

“You see, Papa, Grandfather told me that these nuclear
waste facilities are extremely dangerous. According to prob-
ability theory, they can do irreparable harm to many countries
and the people living in them. And to our whole planet, be-
sides.”

“They can, of course, but what’s this got to do with you?”

“What this means is, if people think the problem is solved,
but the danger still remains, it means they have not come up
with the correct solution.”

“So, what if it 7s incorrect — what does it matter?”
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“Grandfather said that it is up to me to find the correct
solution.”

“So... have you found it?”

“I have now, Papa.”

There he was, standing before me, my nine-year-old son,
soaking wet and with an injured hand, but entirely confident
in himself. And speakingin a calm and confident tone of voice
about how to solve the problem of storing nuclear waste. An
altogether peculiar situation! After all, he is no scientist, no
nuclear physicist and doesn’t even study in a regular school.
Most peculiar! Here is this boy standing in his wet clothing
on the shore of a taiga lake and discussing the safe storage of
nuclear waste. Not counting on any kind of effective solu-
tion on his part, I asked, simply in the interests of keeping the
conversation going:

“Well, what specific conclusions have you come to regard-
ing this insoluble problem?”

“Out of all the possible variants, I think the most effective
is deconcentration.”

“I'm not sure what you mean — deconcentration of what?

“Of nuclear waste, Papa.”

“How so?”

“I came to the realisation, Papa, that radiation in small
doses is not at all dangerous. It is present in small quantities
everywhere — in us, in plants, in the water and the clouds.
But the real danger comes when too much is concentrated in
one place. In the nuclear facilities Grandfather was telling
me about, a whole lot of radioactive objects are concentrated
together in one place.”

“Well, everybody knows that. Radioactive waste is hauled
to specially constructed storage facilities, which are carefully
protected from terrorists. They’ve got specially trained per-
sonnel who ensure there are no violations of proper storage
technology.”
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“Quite right, Papa. But the danger still exists. And a ca-
tastrophe is inevitable, caused by someone’s specific thought
imposing a wrong decision on people.”

“You know, this problem, son, is being investigated in sci-
entific institutes by highly qualified specialists. You’re not a
scholar, you haven’t studied science, and so you're not capable
of solving such an important question. It’s modern science
that ought to come up with an answer.”

“But what has been the result, Papa? After all, it is precise-
ly the inventions of modern science that have caused people
to be subjected to great danger. Of course I do not study in
school, and I do not know the science you are talking about,
but...”

He fell silent and lowered his head.

“What does that ‘but’ of yours mean? Why did you stop,
Volodya?”

“I have no desire, Papa, to be a pupil in that school or to
study the science you have in mind.”

“Why not?”

“Because, Papa, that kind of science is what leads to disas-
ters.”

“But there’s no other kind of science.”

“There is. ‘Reality should be determined only through
one’s own self,’ says Mama Anastasia. I understand what that
means, and I am studying, or ‘determining’. At the moment I
do not know how to put it more specifically.”

Wow! How sure be is of bis convictions! I thought. Then I asked:

“And what is the probability of disaster, as you see it?”

‘A hundred percent.”

“You’re certain of that?”

“According to probability theory and the absence of any
counteraction to destructive thought, a disaster is inevitable.
The construction of large nuclear storage facilities can be
compared to the construction of huge bombs.”
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“And am I to guess that your thought has begun counter-
acting this destructive element?”

“Yes, I have launched my thought into space. And it will
triumph.”

“Specifically, what solution has your thought come up with
regarding the problem of the safe storage of nuclear waste?”

“All nuclear waste concentrated in large facilities needs to
be deconcentrated — that is my thought.”

“Deconcentration — does that mean dividing it into frag-
ments a hundred thousandth or a multi-millionth in size?”

“That is right, Papa.”

“A simple solution. But the big question remains: where to
store these tiny fragments?”

“On kin’s domains, Papa.”

For a moment the shock of this incredible statement com-
pletely overwhelmed me — I didn’t know what to say. Then I
practically shouted:

“Nonsense! That’s utter nonsense you've thought up,
Volodya.”

After I'd thought about it a little more, I said in a calmer
voice:

“Of course, if nuclear fragments are deconcentrated and
spread among various places, a global catastrophe can be
averted. But this will also put millions of families who have
decided to live on these domains in danger. After all, every-
body wants to live in a place that’s environmentally clean.”

“Yes, Papa, everybody wants to live in an environmentally
clean place. But there are hardly any such places remaining
on the Earth today.”

“And here in the taiga, isn’t this environmentally clean ei-
ther?”

“The environment here is relatively clean. Butitisnotideal,
not pristine. There are no ideal spots left, anywhere. Clouds
can bring their acid rain here too, from a variety of places. The
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grass and trees and bushes are coping with it for the time be-
ing, but the filthy places are becoming only filthier with each
passing day. And the number of such places keeps growing
with each passing day. That is why it is essential right now not
to walk away from this filthiness, but attack it. “We need to
create clean places ourselves’ — that is what Mama says.

“From all the possible variants my thought selected just
one. It could not come up with any other. My thought tells
me it is safer to deconcentrate and tame the waste one frag-
ment at a time, and derive a benefit for life on our planet by
storing a tiny fragment on one’s domain.”

“But where on the domain? In alarder? In a safe? Store
this radioactive capsule in an underground cellar? Has your
thought given you any hint of this yet?”

“The capsule should be buried underground no less than
nine metres deep.”

I spent some time thinking about my son’s proposal, which
had indeed seemed incredible at first, but the more I thought
about it, the more inclined I became to accept that there was
some grain of reason in what he said. At the very least, his
proposal for nuclear waste storage would be entirely suffi-
cient to avert a large-scale catastrophe. As to pollution on
the given domain, that was something that could indeed be
avoided, and there might even be a plus side. Perhaps scien-
tists could come up with something like a mini-reactor — or
something similar.

And then, all at once a thought dawned on me. Wow! Here
was another reason for the need to deconcentrate the storage
of radioactive waste. Money!

Huge sums are being doled out by foreign governments
for the storage of such waste. It is these funds that pay for
constructing the facilities, maintaining service personnel and
whole security control systems. And a part of this money
inevitably disappears into the unknown. Why not pay it,
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instead, to every domain where radioactive waste capsules are
stored? Fantastic! Not only would ‘safe contamination’ be
guaranteed, but people would earn money besides.

At the present time nobody can guarantee security from
contamination even for those living far away from the storage
facilities. Think what happened at Chernobyl® — the con-
tamination affected not just parts of Ukrainian territory, but
of Russia and Belarus as well. Clouds can carry the pollution
for hundreds and even thousands of kilometres.

So, even though it is still at the conceptual stage and the
details need fleshing out, my son’s proposal deserves serious
consideration — not just on the part of the academic world,
but from governments, and especially the public.

I was walking along the lakeshore, immersed in my thoughts,
and had quite forgot about my son. He was still standing at the
same spot, silently watching me. His upbringing forbade him
from being the first to reinitiate our conversation. To inter-
rupt the thought of a Man in contemplation was unthinkable.

I decided to change the subject.

“So, you spend your time thinking about different prob-
lems, Volodya. Don’t you have any duties to carry out? Have
you been assigned any work to perform?”

“Work?... Assigned?... I always do what I feel like doing.
Work? What do you mean by the word work, Papa?”

“Well, work is when you carry out some kind of task,
and people pay you money for it. Or when you do some-
thing that’s going to benefit your whole family. Take me, for

*Chernobyl — a town in northern Ukraine with a nuclear-power generating
station. In April 1986 an accident at Reactor N° 4 caused one of Europe’s
worst environmental disasters, spreading dangerous radiation over a huge
land area. As aresult of the accident, the population of Chernobyl (13,000
people) and nearby Pripiat’ (49,000) was evacuated, and these towns, as
well as the larger surrounding area, are now uninhabited.
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example — when I was your age, my parents assigned me to
look after our bunny-rabbits. And that’s what I did. I would
collect grass for them, feed them, clean their cages... And the
rabbits brought our family a bit of income.”

After hearing me out, Volodya suddenly said with some ex-
citement:

“Papa, I shall tell you about one particular duty which I as-
signed to myself — a very enjoyable duty. Only you’'ll have to
judge whether it can be called work or not.”

“Tell me about it.”

“Then let’s go. I have a specific place I want to show you.”



CHAPTER THREE

G,

“Goosey, goosey, ga-ga-ga”" or
The superknowledge we are losing

We started heading off from the lake, Volodya leading the
way. He had changed somehow. His analytical and concen-
trated mood had given way to one of joyfulness and excite-
ment. Sometimes he would do a pirouette as he walked along,
or alittle leap into the air, as he explained to me:

“I never looked after bunny-rabbits, Papa. I did something
else. I am not sure what to call it — gave birth? That will not
do. Created? Notreally... Ah,now I remember. I think in your
civilisation it is called szzting on eggs. So, I sat on some eggs.”

“What d’you mean, you sat on some eggs? That’s a mother
hen’s job, or some other kind of bird’s.”

“Yes, I know. But in my case I had to sit on them myself.”

“What for? Tell me everything, in the proper order.”

“All right, in the proper order. Well, it happened in this
order:

“I asked Grandfather to find me some eggs laid by wild
ducks and wild geese. At first Grandfather grumbled a bit,
but three days later he brought me four large goose eggs,
along with five duck eggs, which were smaller.

“Next in order, I dug alittle hole in the ground, and put some
deer manure in the bottom along with grass stalks, and then I

'Goosey, goosey, ga-ga-ga — the first line of a popular Russian folk song. The
song accompanies a children’s game in which a group of children (repre-
senting a flock of geese) are fleeing home from their feeding grounds while
another child (as a wolf) tries to catch them.
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covered them over with dried grass, and then on top of this I
placed the two sets of eggs Grandfather had brought me.”

“What was the manure for?”

“For warmth. Eggs need warmth to hatch. And they
need warmth from above, too. Sometimes I lay down on the
ground myself, covering the hole with my stomach. When it
was cold or rainy, I assigned this task to the bear.”

“How did the bear keep from crushing the eggs?”

“You see, even though the bear is big, the hole containing
the eggs is pretty small. He lay on top of the hole, and the eggs
were at the bottom. Sometimes I would have the she-wolf
guard the eggs, at other times I would sleep on the ground
nearby myself, until they started to hatch. It was so wonder-
ful to watch them hatching. Not all of them made it, though.
From the nine eggs I started with, were born two goslings and
three ducklings. I fed them grass seed and crushed nuts and
gave them water to drink. Whenever I fed them, I would in-
vite various creatures living on our territory to watch.”

“What for?”

“To show them how I cared for the little chicks, to help them
understand that they should not touch them, but that they
should protect them instead. I would also sleep beside the hole
where the goslings and ducklings were born, except on cold or
rainy nights when I had the bear take over for me. The chicks
nestled in his warm coat, which made it very nice for them.

“Next, if I am to proceed in the proper order: I put up
stakes around the hole with which I made a wicker fence from
branches, and put branches above the nest as well. As the
goslings and ducklings grew and learnt to climb out of their
hole, I would walk around their nest and make short whistling
sounds: tsu-tsu-tsu. Upon hearing this, they would immediate-
ly climb out and run after me. They tried running after the
bear, but I trained them out of it. The bear can travel quite a
distance, and the birds might not make it in one piece.
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“But nothing happened to them. They grew up, feathers
appeared, and they learnt to fly. I would toss them up in the
air to help them along. Then they began flying off on their
own, but always returned to their nest.

“When autumn came and a whole lot of birds started
gathering in flocks to fly south, my grown-up ducks attached
themselves to a whole flock of ducks, and my geese joined a
flock of geese, and they all flew off to warmer climes.

“But I guessed — I was almost certain — that they would
return in the spring. And they did. Oh, how fantastic that
was, Papa! They came back, and I heard their delightful cry:
ga-ga-ga. 1 ran over to their nest and began calling: #su-tsu-
tsu. 1 fed them grass seed and some nut kernels which I had
ground up beforehand. They took the feed right out of my
hands. I was so happy, and all the creatures around heard the
cry and came running oh so happily...

“Look, Papa, here we are! Look!”

There in a secluded spot between two currant bushes I saw
the nest my son had fashioned. But there was no wildlife to
be seen anywhere around.

“You say they've come back, but there aren’t any birds
here.”

“Not at the moment. They have flown off somewhere to
have a stroll or look for food. That is why they are not here
right now, but look, Papa!”

As Volodya pushed the branches aside to widen the open-
ing, I caught a glimpse of three nest holes. In one of them lay
five small-sized eggs, probably, duck eggs. In the other, just
one, slightly larger — a goose egg.

“Wow! That means they hzve come back. And they’re lay-
ing eggs. Only just a few.”

“Yes!” Volodya exclaimed in excitement. “They have come
back and are laying eggs. They could lay more if I took some
of the eggs out of the nest and fed the mothers more often.”
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I looked at my son’s happy face, but could not fully com-
prehend the reason for his joyful excitement. I asked him:

“What are you so fantastically happy about, Volodya? 1
know none of you — either you or your Mama or your grand-
father — eat eggs. Which means that your actions cannot
be called ‘work’ or a ‘job’, since there’s no practical benefit
from it.”

“You think so? But remember, other people eat bird’s eggs.
Mama says it is all right to use anything the animals them-
selves give to Man. Especially for people who are not accus-
tomed to a vegetarian diet.”

“What have other people got to do with your activities
here?”

“I have decided that something needs to be done so that
people living on their domains can be free from the burden
of so many household tasks. Or almost free. So that they
can have time to think and reflect. This is possible — if you
understand God’s intent in creating our world. I find delight
in the science of getting to know His thoughts. It is certainly
the grandest science of all, and it is something that must be
known.

“We need to learn, for example, why He made the birds fly
south in the autumn, but they do not stay in those warmer
climes, but come back in the spring. I have thought alot about
this, and have guessed that He did this so that Man would not
be burdened during the wintertime. In winter birds cannot
find food for themselves, and they fly away. But they do not
stay in the south, but come back — they want to be useful to
Man. This is God’s intent. There is much for Man to learn
from what our Creator has conceived.”

“What you're suggesting, then, Volodya, is that ducks and
geese can live in every domain, lay their eggs, feed themselves,
and then fly off in the autumn and come back in the spring?”

“Yes, quite right. After all, it worked with me.”
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“Yes, I see — it really did work with you. But there’s just
one concern I have... It will probably upset you to hear this,
but still, I have to tell you the truth. Just so you don’t go look-
ing ridiculous with your proposal.”

“Tell me the truth, Papa.”

“Yousee, there’s this science we calleconomics. Economists
are trying to figure out what is the best way of handling the
production of various goods — in this case, eggs. In our world
a lot of chicken farms have been set up, where a whole bunch
of chickens are kept in one place. They lay their eggs, and
afterward these eggs are shipped off to grocery stores. People
can go to these stores and easily purchase as many eggs as
they need. It’s all worked out to ensure the least expenditure
of labour and time on a per-unit basis.”

“What does ‘expenditure of labour’ mean, Papa?”

“It refers to the quantity of time and resources spent on
the production of a single egg. You have to carefully work out
what’s going to be the most efficient method of production,
and that will be the best method.”

“Fine, I shall try to work it out, Papa.”

“When you work out the whole thing, you'll understand.
But to figure it out you'll need expense statistics. I'll try to
get them from some economist.”

“But I can calculate everything right now, Papa.”

Volodya gave a bit of a frown, evidently concentrating, and
after a minute announced:

“Minus two to infinity.”

“What kind of a formula is that? What does it refer to?”

“The efficiency of the Divine economy is expressed in an
infinite series of numbers. Even starting from zero, modern
scientific economics is already two points down.”

“You've got a pretty strange method of calculation there.
I can’t fathom it. Can you explain how you arrived at that

figure?”



“Goosey, goosey, ga-ga-ga” 23

“I set the benchmark for our current case at zero. All the
expenses involved in a chicken factory — its construction,
maintenance and delivery of eggs to stores are summed up in
the figure of minus one.”

“What d’you mean, ‘minus one’? These expenses should be
expressed in roubles and kopeks.”

“Monetary units are relative and will always vary, and so
they are not significant in this methodology. They all need to
be lumped together under the arbitrary value of ‘minus one’.
Whatever expenses there are, in terms of a zero benchmark,
they can be expressed as ‘minus one’.”

“And where did you get the second minus figure?”

“That is quality. It cannot be very good. The unnatural
maintenance conditions and the lack of variety in feed cannot
help but lower the quality of the eggs, and this gives rise to an-
other value of minus one. So we get ‘minus two’ altogether.”

“Okay, let’s say you're right. But in your case, too, there are
huge expenditures of time. Here, tell me, Volodya, how much
time did you spend, as you put it, ‘sitting on’ the eggs, and
then feeding the ducklings and goslings, and watching out for
them?”

“Ninety days and nights.”

“So, ninety times twenty-four hours. And all that in aid of
producing no more than a few dozen eggs — and that only at
the end of ayear! For people living in their domains, it would
be much more efficient to buy some little chicks at a market
or hatch them over the winter with the help of an electric in-
cubator, and in four or five months they’ll start laying. In the

*Ropek (Russian: kopeika) — a coin worth 1/100 of a rouble. It is derived
from the Russian word for ‘spear’ (kop%, pronounced kzp-Y0), in reference
to a warrior piercing a dragon with his spear — a scene depicted on early
Russian coins. The word ‘rouble’ itself is derived from the verb rubit’ (cut
with an axe’) — early coins represented a silver band cut in rectangular
pieces.
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second year, before winter sets in, they’re generally slaugh-
tered, since their laying capacity goes down by the third year.
So they kill them and start raising a new batch. That’s tech-
nology for you.”

“That is the technology of never-ending burdens, Papa.
You have to feed the chickens every day, store up food for the
winter, and every other year raise a new batch of chickens.”

“Sure, you feed them and raise new ones, but thanks to
modern technology it isn’t nearly as time-consuming as your
alternative.”

“But those ninety days will launch a programme that will
last forever. Once they come back, the migratory birds will
raise their young all by themselves, they will teach them how
to get along with human beings and come back to their home-
land. And they will go on doing this for thousands of years.
In launching a programme like this, Man is passing it on to
future generations of his family. He is giving back to them a
little particle of the Divine economy. A hundred years from
now an expenditure of ninety days in calculating the cost of
producing a single egg, will count as minutes, and continue to
diminish with each passing year.”

“But still, there are expenses, and you haven’t taken these
into account.”

“These expenses are offset by a powerful counterweight,
which is no less significant than what is produced by the
birds.”

“What counterweight?”

“When birds once again fly from faraway lands back to
their native woods and fields, people are delighted to see
them. Thanks to their joyful and beneficial energy, many peo-
ple’s diseases are eliminated. But this energy is ninety times
stronger when they do not merely fly back from the south,
but come directly to you and start greeting the Man living on
that domain with their happy cries and refrains of exultation.
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Their singing brings joy and strength not only to Man but to
the whole Space around him.”

Volodya spoke with confidence and inspiration. It would
have seemed foolish to continue arguing with him. I pretend-
ed to be absorbed in contemplation or to be figuring out some-
thing in my mind. I felt a little put out that there was nothing
I could teach my son or even offer him a few hints on.

And what kind of upbringing or education do we have here
anyway? Here is my son standing right in front of me, and yet
he seems like a child from another planet or another civilisa-
tion.

He has a different concept of life, a different philosophy
and speed of thought. He can do instantaneous calculations.
And it is clear, as I have been made aware, that even if I spent
a year on computer calculations, whatever he comes up with
would still be more accurate. It’s as though everything in-
side him were turned upside-down. Or perhaps it might be
more accurate to ask: 1o what degree have we perverted our own
lives — our concepts and meaning of life? All our disasters have
arisen from these perversions.

No doubt this is all true, but still... I’'m so anxious to find
some way of being useful to my son. But how? With no ex-
pectations left, I asked him quietly and offhandedly:

“I’ll give some thought to those economics of yours. Maybe
you're right... But tell me, son: you've been playing with dif-
ferent tasks here, working them out. Have you ever had a
really serzous problem to meet?”

Volodya sighed deeply and, it seemed, rather woefully.
After a brief pause he replied:

“Yes, Papa, I do have a big problem. And only you can help
me solve it.”

Volodya was sad, while I, on the other hand, was delighted
to find something at last where he required my help.

“And what does it involve, this big problem of yours?”
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G

A big problem

“Remember, Papa, when I told you last time you were here
that I was preparing to go off into your world when I grew
up?”

“Yes, I remember. You said you would come into our world
and find yourself a Universe Girl to make her happy. You'd
build a kin’s domain with her, and raise children together. I
remember your telling me. So, you haven’t abandoned your
project?”

“Not at all. And I often think of the future, about that girl
and the domain. I can picture in detail how she and I will live
there together. And how you and Mama will come visit and
see how the dream which that girl and I co-created together
is being turned into reality.”

“Well, then, what’s your problem? Are you afraid you might
not find your girl?”

“That is not the problem. I shall look for this girl and find
her. Come, I shall show you another little glade. And you will
see it all for yourself— you will sense what the problem is.”

Volodya and I arrived at a small glade located right next
door to Anastasia’s. When we reached the middle of the
glade, we stopped, and Volodya invited me to sit down on the
ground. Then, cupping his hands around his mouth, he gave
out aloud and extended cry: A-¢-a-a! First he cried out in one
direction, then another and yet another. In just two or three

’See Book 6, Chapter 2: “Conversation with my son”, especially the section
“I shall make a Universe Girl happy”.
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minutes there began a rustling in the treetops all around the
glade, and a whole lot of squirrels could be seen leaping from
branch to branch, gathering together on a single cedar tree.
Some of them simply sat down on one of the branches and
stared in our direction, while others — apparently the more
restless ones — continued hopping from one branch to an-
other.

A few minutes later and out of the bushes came running
three wolves. They sat down at the edge of the glade and also
began looking our way.

A sable came along and took up a position about three me-
tres from the wolves. Then two goats appeared. They didn’t
sit down, but stood at the edge of the glade, their eyes fixed
on us. Soon afterward came a deer. The last to arrive was a
huge bear, noisily making his way through the bushes. He too
sat down at the edge of the glade, panting all the while, saliva
dripping from his tongue. He had probably been a long ways
off and had had to run for some distance.

All this time Volodya stood behind my back, with his hands
on my shoulders. Then he took a few paces back from me and
picked some herbs. Coming back to me, he said:

“Open your mouth, Papa, and I shall give you some herbs
to eat. This is so they can see that I am feeding you from my
hand, and will not be upset at the sight of a stranger.”

I took the proffered herbs in my mouth and began to chew.
Volodya sat down beside me, put his head up against my chest
and said:

“Stroke my hair, Papa, so that they will fully calm down.”

I began stroking his light-brown hair with delight. Then
he sat down beside me and began to explain.

“I realised, Papa, that God created the whole world as a
cradle for His son, Man. The plants, the air, the water and
clouds — everything has been created for Man. And the crea-
tures stand ready to serve Man with great delight. But we
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have forgotten, and now it is important to understand what
services the creatures can perform, what their purpose and
destiny is. Even today a lot of people are aware that a dog can
guard the house, find lost objects, and aid in keeping one’s
home safe from intruders. A cat, of course, can catch the mice
that raid the larder. A horse is transportation. But all the
other creatures have a specific feature and designation, too,
which should be understood. I have tried the best I could to
determine the function of all that you see here.

“Now they are sitting there and awaiting my command.
This is the third year now I have been working with them
to understand their purpose. Take, for example, the bear.
Because of his big and powerful paws, he can dig an under-
ground cellar, put supplies in it to save for the winter and dig
them up again in the spring. He knows how to bring honey
from a tree hollow.”

“Yes, I know, Volodya. Anastasia told me that at one time
people used bears as household help.”

“Mama told me that, too. But look what I have taught the
bear to do.”

Volodya rose to his feet and stretched out his right arm
in the bear’s direction. The bear drew himself up on his
haunches, and even seemed to stop breathing. When Volodya
clapped his hand against his thigh, the huge bear took several
giant strides and lay down at the boy’s feet. Volodya squat-
ted down beside the beast’s enormous head, gave it a slap and
began scratching behind the creature’s ear. The bear purred
with pleasure. When Volodya got up, the bear did the same,
watching the boy’s every move.

Volodya went over to the edge of the glade, where he found
a dry branch, and stuck it into the ground about ten metres
from where I was sitting. Then he returned to the edge and
approached a small cedar tree about a metre high. He touched
it and clapped his hands twice. Right off, the bear ran over to
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the cedar and sniffed it. And then an incredible thing started
to happen.

My son sat down beside me on the grass and the two of us
began watching as the scene unfolded before our eyes.

The bear spent some time sniffing the little cedar. First
he would walk away from it, as though measuring something,
then he would run over to the spot where Volodya’s dry branch
was sticking up. And all around the branch he suddenly be-
gan scraping away the earth with his front paws.

Working furiously with his paws and their powerful claws,
in the space of a few minutes he had dug a hole approximately
80 cm in diameter and about half a metre deep. He stopped
to admire his handiwork, and even stuck his head into the pit,
probably to sniff it.

After that the bear ran over to the cedar Volodya had indi-
cated, and began to dig out the earth around it. When he had
dug what amounted to a circular trench, the bear sat down on
his hind paws next to the cedar, dug his front paws into the
trench and pulled the little tree out of the ground, along with
a sizeable clump of earth. Rising on his hind legs, he held the
clump between his front paws and headed over to the hole
he had dug earlier. He carefully sat down and lowered the
clump with the cedar into the hole. It turned out the hole
was about 15 cm larger than required. The bear backed off to
take a look at his handiwork. Once more he pulled out the
cedar and set it to one side, while he filled in the hole just a
little more, before replanting the cedar. Now everything was
just right.

The bear backed away to once more inspect his accom-
plishment. This time he was apparently satisfied, as he went
back to the cedar he had planted and began filling in the crev-
ice around the clump from which the tree was growing. He
used his paw to scoop up the earth, stuff it into the crevice
and then pack it down around the newly replanted tree.
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It was quite a fascinating scene, but I had earlier witnessed
how the squirrels brought dried mushrooms and nuts for
Anastasia,* or how the wolves played with Anastasia and pro-
tected her from wild dogs.’

Not only that, but a lot of people can observe all sorts of
tricks with various animals just by attending a circus perform-
ance. My own dog Kedra® also takes delight in carrying out a
range of commands.

What I witnessed in the taiga glade also bore outward
similarities to a circus performance, except that it didn’t take
place in an arena surrounded by a high net, but in natural sur-
roundings. And the performers were not circus animals liv-
ing in confined cages, but free — or ‘wild’, as we call them —
dwellers in the taiga. They might well have seemed wild to us,
but to my son they were simply friends and helpers. Just like
our household pets and farm animals.

However, I must point out one mysterious and incred-
ible distinction in particular: the loyalty of household pets
and farm animals can be explained by the fact that Man gives
them food and drink and provides shelter. People who go see
animal acts at circuses may also notice that after each success-
ful trick the tamer rewards the lion or tiger, giving them some
kind of treat or trifle he keeps on his belt or in his pocket just
for that purpose.

Circus animals which spend years confined in cages have
no opportunity to hunt for their own food. They are fully
dependent on Man. By contrast, the creatures here in the
taiga are absolutely free and fully capable of finding food and
shelter on their own. Yet still they come — not just come, but

“See, for example, Book 1, Chapter 6: “Anastasia’s morning”.
’See, for example, Book 3, Chapter 12: “Man-made mutants”.

SKedra — aname derived from kedr (the Russian word for ‘cedar’ or ‘Siberian
pine’).
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make an enthusiastic dash to respond to Man’s call and carry
out his commands. They carry them out with considerable
desire and even servility. Why? What do they get in return?
Volodya gave no food to the bear. But still, the bear’s joy was
many times more clearly evident than that shown by the cir-
cus animals upon receiving their treat.

The bear that transplanted the little tree on Volodya’s com-
mand stood there shifting from paw to paw; his eyes fixed on the
boy, as though he wanted to repeat the action or perform some
other task. It is strange how this huge taiga bear really wants to
keep on doing something for Man, and for a child at that.

Volodya was not about to set the bear any new task. He
gestured the bear to come over, grasped the fur on the bear’s
muzzle with both hands, ruffled it a bit, then petted the muz-
zle and said:

“You’re a super helper — not like the goats.”

The bear purred with delight. This threatening creature
sounded as though it was at the very pinnacle of bliss.

Anastasia has said:

“Such beneficial energy can flow from Man as has never be-
fore been seen. Every living creature on the Earth needs this
energy just as it needs air, sunshine and water. And even sun-
light is but a reflection of the great energy emanating from
Man.”

Our sciences have discovered a multitude of diverse ener-
gies and even brought about the artificial generation of elec-
trical energy. They have split the atom and manufactured
bombs. But how far (and in what direction) have our sciences
advanced in studying the more significant and important ques-
tion as to the energy emanating from Man himself? Is there
any tendency toward studying this energy at all, including its
mysterious capabilities? Or studying Man’s abilities in gen-
eral, and his function in both our world and the Universe?
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Perhaps someone is trying by whatever means available to
hinder Man from knowing himself. And I mean actual hin-
dering.

It cannot be, it cannot possibly be Man’s destiny to spend
years sitting in a casino or at a bar for a shot of vodka, or
drudging away at a cash register in some store or at a manag-
er’s desk in some office. And even a supermodel, or a presi-
dent, or a pop-star — none of them come even close to Man’s
most important purpose.

And yet it is these very professions of our modern age,
along with making money, that some enigmatic ‘entity’ is pro-
moting today as the most important thing in Man’s life. It’s
what we see in a good many of our films and TV shows, which
concentrate on everything except the meaning of life. All
they do is turn Man into a banana-head.

Isn’t that the reason wars are happening all over the place?
And the Earth is becoming more and more polluted? And
people lose their sense of direction, they see no purpose in
living, and so they take to vodka and drugs.

Who is supposed to stop all this rot that is taking place with
our Earth? Science? But science isn’t saying anything. Religion?
Which religion? Where are the results? Maybe everyone needs
to ponder this for themselves? Ponder it! For themselves!

To ponder, one must first think. But where? When? Our
lives have become one giant bustle from morning ’til night.

Every single attempt that has ever been made to ponder the
meaning of life has been suddenly aborted. Selling magazines
featuring half-naked sensuous bodies — oh, sure! Savouring
sexual perversion — oh, sure! Showing and telling about the
beastly antics of pervert-maniacs — oh, sure! Writing and
talking about prostitutes in the media — oh, sure!

But there is less and less talk about the meaning of Man’s
life and Man’s purpose — it’s becoming more and more a ta-
boo topic.
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I glanced up from my contemplations to look at my son. He
was sitting on the grass beside me, watching me intently. I
thought he might have something more he wanted to show
me. I asked him:

“And what was it you were saying to the bear about goats,
Volodya?”

“I cannot, for the life of me, Papa, determine what their
purpose is.”

“What'’s there to determine? Everyone knows what goats
are for — to give milk to Man.”

“Yes, milk, of course. But perhaps there is something more
they can be taught.”

“What more could they possibly...? Why bother looking
for something else?”

“I have been watching them. Goats are capable of stripping
bark off trees and stumps. And they can bite off branches
from bushes. If you let them into a domain, they could cause
harm to the plants. To stop that from happening, I am trying
to teach them to trim the hedges around the domains.”

“Trim?”

“Yes, Papa, trim. After all, people trim hedges to make
them more beautiful — either in a straight line or in different
shapes. Grandfather told me you call it landscape design, or
topiary art. But the goats do not seem to have any concept of
what I want them to do.”

“And how are you teaching them?”

“I shall show you.”

Volodya reached for a rope made of nettle fibres woven to-
gether, about three metres long. He fastened one end to a
small tree and stretched the rope through a clump of bushes.
Then, gesturing the two little goats to approach, he gave each
of them a pat. He touched the bushes with his hand and even
snapped off a small branch himself with his teeth. He said
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something to the goats, and they set about vigorously gnaw-
ing off the bushy branches. Each time they neared the rope
border, Volodya would give several tugs on the rope and make
some disapproving sounds. The goats would stop for a time,
holding their snouts up and looking enquiringly at the boy,
but then go back to biting off the branches, paying no atten-
tion to the rope.

“You see, Papa, it is not working. They do not realise they
are supposed to trim the bushes in an even line.”

“Yes, I see. Is that the problem you were talking about?”

“That is not the main problem, Papa. It is something
else.”

“Then what?”

“You noticed, Papa, how happily the different creatures
came running to my call?”

“Yes, I did.”

“I have been working with them for several years now, and
they have become accustomed to communicating with me,
but only with me. They look forward to this interchange,
they want to be petted. But once I go off into your world,
they will miss me. They will miss not having a Man ever come
to see them again, or call them and give them something to
do. Ifeel that the communication with Man and serving Man
has become the most significant focus in their life.”

“Couldn’t they communicate with Anastasia?”

“Mama has her own circle, her own creatures she is friends
with. Besides, she is very busy and does not have time for all
of them.

“But, you see, these..” — and here once again Volodya
pointed to the creatures still sitting around the edge of the
glade — these I chose myself, and I am the only one who has
been working with them these past few years.

“Three months ago I asked Grandfather to be present with
me at all our training sessions. Grandfather muttered, but he
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was always there beside me. But recently he told me he would
be unable to replace me.”

“Why?”

“He said he did not have the same interest as I had in
animal-training. And once again he began to mutter that I
should not have spent so much time with the animals indi-
vidually. And that I should not have given them so much pet-
ting. And he reminded me that these creatures look upon me
not only as their leader, but as their child, too, since the older
among them saw me when I was a baby and even nursed me.
You see, I made some kind of mistake, and now I must defi-
nitely correct it. Only now I am no longer able to correct it
all on my own.”

I looked at the creatures still sitting at the edge of the
glade. They gave every indication that they were waiting for
Volodya to give them some sort of instructions or to do some-
thing with them. I imagined how they would miss him if he
were to go away. The same way my dog Kedra misses me when
I have to leave my home in the country for days or weeks at
a time. She has a warm little doghouse and I don’t keep her
chained up — she’s free to roam the fields or the forest or the
village. And I have a neighbour who feeds her every day. He
makes kasha’ for her, and gives her bones to chew on. But my
neighbour tells me:

“She misses you, Vladimir Nikolaevich. She’ll often sit by
the gate and gaze down the road you come home on. And
sometimes she’ll whimper.”

And whenever I arrive, Kedra rushes headlong to greet
me, rubs against my legs, and sometimes she’s so enthusiastic
she’ll jump right up and try to lick my face, soiling my clothes

"kasha — a traditional Russian and Eastern European porridge made with
wheat, buckwheat and other grains.
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with her dirty paws. And there’s no way I can train her to be
not quite so ebullient in expressing her emotions.

But these creatures in the glade... All the time we talked
they sat there quietly watching us, looking the picture of
composure. What do they want? After all, nobody is making
them sit that way or wait on some kind of command from
Man.

My God... A thought all at once bubbled up with absolute
clarity and struck my heart. It was much more than just about
these creatures sitting in a taiga glade — it was the realisation
that all the creatures on the Earth have a specific purpose and
await contact with the highest being on the planet, namely,
Man. They have been created to help Man fulfil his supreme
mission. Like all life on the planet, they were created by God
to help Man realise his grand destiny... But Man...

I looked at the creatures in the glade and began to realise
that my son really did have a serious problem on his hands:
he could not simply abandon these creatures. Nor could he
bring himself to give up his dream about the girl he would be
setting up a domain with.

“Yes, Volodya, that really is a problem,” I told my son.
“Doesn’t look as though there’s any solution. Not one we can
tind.”

“There is a solution, Papa, but it does not depend on me.”

“On whom, then?”

“You are the only one who can solve this problem, Papa.”

“Me? And just how am I supposed to do that? There’s
nothing I can do here, son.”

GO
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There is a solution

“I think, Papa, that you will be able to help me if you really
want to,” said Volodya quietly.

“You think so? But, you see, I have no idea what to do. Tou
may think so, but I have no idea.”

I was still sitting on the grass, while Volodya stood in front
of me, looking me in the eye with some kind of an implor-
ing gaze, his lips whispering something inaudible. I could tell
by his lips that he was saying one particular word over and
over again. Then, without taking his eyes away, he said it dis-
tinctly:

“Sis-ter. 1 earnestly beg of you, Papa, to bear me a sister,
together with Mama. I shall nurse her and raise her myself.
They will help me. We shall not distract you and Mama from
your activities. I shall teach her, when she grows a little. I
shall tell her about everything. She will remain here with my
creatures and my Space.

“Bear me a sister, together with Mama. Unless, of course,
you are ill... or are too tired. That is, of course, if you can.
Grandfather told me that men in your world often get ill and
grow older faster because of the way of life there, the air not
fit to breathe and the foul water. You are a little past fifty
years old, Papa. But if you are tired, Papa... If your strength
is pretty much exhausted... Then spend three days with me.
Just three days. I have everything all prepared, and a great
deal of strength will be restored to you.”

My son was excited, and I interrupted him.

“Whait, Volodya, calm down. Of course I'm a little tired.
But I think I'll have enough strength. That’s not the point.
In principle I have nothing against giving you a sister, but
when it comes to bearing children, a desire on the part of both
parents is required.”
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“I am sure of it, Papa. I know for certain that Mama will
not refuse. If you agree, let us not waste any time, but begin
right now to prepare for the birth of my sister. I have been
studying up on it. Grandfather has helped me a great deal. I
have made calculations and have everything prepared. Stay
with me three days and three nights, and do not go off any-
where, and do not get distracted by anything, Papa. Your en-
ergy and strength will increase.”

“What makes you think I don’t have enough energy or
strength, Volodya?”

“I think you have enough, but you shall have more.”

“Okay, I shall spend all three days with you alone, but we
must go and let Mama know.”

“I shall explain everything to her myself, Papa. I shall tell
her we have a common project. She will not go into specifics
and will not object.”

“Well, all right, then, let’s get started.”

I even began to wonder what my son had prepared that
would restore a great deal of strength and energy to Man af-
ter only three days. And I shall say right off that the proce-
dures he prepared may seem rather strange, but the sensation
resulting from them on the third day defies explanation in
words or writing,

It wouldn’t be appropriate, either, to say that a Man be-
comes ten or twenty years younger, though he may indeed
look as much as five years younger. But on the snside...
Somehow everything inside me seemed to be working differ-
ently. Not only did I have new strength, but the world around
me seemed just a bit different.



CuarTER FOUR

Rejuvenation

First ordeal

No sooner had I agreed to follow through with the proce-
dures thought up by my son than he signalled the assembled
creatures to go «way. He grasped hold of my hand, and we ran
down to the lake. Volodya stopped several times along the way
to pick herbs in various places, which he softened and rolled
into aball. When the ball was ready, he instructed me to eat it,
which I did. And in just a few minutes I noticed a heavy drip
of snot exuding from my nose and I began to vomit. It seemed
that all my stomach juices had been pumped out. I was unable
to speak for all the vomiting, while Volodya explained:

“That is good, Papa. Do not be afraid. It is good for all
that useless stuff to come out of you. Only a pure state will
remain. This is what they do in cases of poisoning.”

I was physically unable to offer any kind of answer, but
thought to myself: Thats true: poisoning victims drink tab-
lets which produce nausea and vomiting. There are laxatives, of
course — castor oil, for example. But what do I need this ordeal for?
I haven’t been poisoned.

As though he had tuned in to my question, Volodya ex-
plained:

“You, of course, have not been poisoned, Papa, but the food
you have been consuming is right on the verge of having a poi-
soning effect. Just let go of everything filthy inside you.”

After the vomiting and the discharge of the phlegm from
my nose, along with a copious flow of tears from my eyes,
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I began having a series of soft bowel movements, and five
times I ended up running into the bushes for a lengthy pe-
riod. The whole procedure lasted two to three hours. Then
came relief.
“Now do you feel better, Papa? Better than before? Eh?”
“Yes,” I affirmed.

G

Second ordeal

Volodya once again took hold of my hand and off we ran.
When we reached the shore of the lake, he instructed me to
wash myself and swim around a bit. Upon coming out of the
water, I noticed him extracting a clay jar from a hole in the
ground, about a litre and a half in size.

“Now; Papa, you need to drink this water. It is called dead
water — because it contains very few microbes. This water
should not be drunk if the air is polluted. But we have pure
air here, so it is all right to drink dead water. It will rinse your
insides and cleanse them, and wash out a lot of microbes and
bacteria from your body. Drink as much as you can, Papa.
When you have drunk up this whole jar, I shall give you anoth-
er, and when you have finished that I shall give you a third jar,
containing living water. And all the microbes and bacteria you
need will be restored in a balance that is just right for you.”

I should point out right off that Volodya and his family
consider dead water to be that found at great depths below
the Earth’s surface and containing a minimum of bacteria. I
believe our mineral water in bottles is precisely what they call






