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Ethnocentricity isabasic feet of the human condition, We tend to make judgements of right and wrong
based on our cultural upbringing rather than any universal concept of goodness.

Of dl the scientists on the planet Xenon, only Mar-L.on was convinced that the world was headed for
destruction. They laughed when Mar-Lon made his prediction before the Council of Eminent Scientists,
Xenon' sgoverning body.

“It'sjust aseries of Xenonquakes,” they said
Stung, Mar-Lon retired to his mountaintop laboratory with hiswife and their infant son, Kla-Lon.

“Our doomisseded,” said Mar-Lon. “But our son shall survive the destruction of Xenon. | have
constructed a spaceship with just enough room to carry him away. Quickly, thereisnotimeto lose”

They sedled the tiny payload into the rocket, stood back, and launched Kla-Lon into space. No sooner
had the rocket cleared the atmosphere than X enon was blown to bits, just as Mar-Lon had predicted.
So much for eminent scientists.

The rocket sped through the galaxies at pretty close to the speed of light for atimeimpossibleto
measure, dueto relatividtic effects. Finaly it Szzled through the atmosphere of agreen, watery, fertile
planet, third from the sun, known to itsinhabitants as Zemlya.

Therocket plowed into the ground just west of the Urals, about two hundred kilometers south of
Sverdlovsk, in the Rossijskaja Sovetskaja Federativnaja Socialisticeskaja Respublika, or the
Russian Federated S.S.R. of the glorious Union of Soviet Sociaist Republics. It cameto rest, smoking, in
awhest field of the Long Live The Heroes Of The October Revolution Collective Farm #56, not far from
where Marinaand Pavel Kentarovsky were munching on raw beets as they lugubrioudy surveyed the flat
left rear tire of atwelve-year-old Spirit of Lenin tractor.

The Spirit of Lenin was an exact copy of a1934 International Harvester except for cast-iron axles and,
as Pave often remarked, “the soul of apig.”

The Kentarovskys hurried over to the space capsule. A hatch popped open. Pavel leaned forward to
take alook.

“Phew,” said Pavd, straightening quickly. “Thislookslike ajob for you.”

Dutifully, Marinareached in and removed the infant. She stripped off his digper, which had gonea
thousand light-years without achange.

“A malchik,” she said, which meant it was aboy. “We'll raise him asif he were our own child.”

“Wadll...” sad Pave thoughtfully, remembering the three boys and four girlsaready filling the
Kentarovsky household. “What if someone comes |ooking for him?”



“Hefdl out of the Sky,” Marina pointed ouit.

“Wadll...” sad Pavel, meaning he thought it might be al right to keep the child, while at the sametime
reflecting that someone had gone to agood ded of trouble to get rid of him.

Back at the tractor, young Kla-Lon amused himself egting clods of dirt while Pavel swested over the
baky lugs of thewhed. Hurling an untrand atable Russian oath, Pave kicked the machine, which
promptly fell off the jack and would have crushed him except for Kla-Lon, who reached up and lifted it
into the air with one hand.

“Put that down,” said Marina, who had firm ideas about raising children, even superhuman ones.
KlaLon put it down, onitsside.

Thethree of them stood in the Russian sunlight regarding the

Spirit of Lenin, then the two adults regarded the infant in Slence. Thelittle makhik grinned up at them.
Marinalifted him and they began trudging back toward the Long Live The Heroes Of The October
Revolution Collective Farm.

“Do you think we should tell the Commissar about this?” Marina asked.
“Wadl...” sad Pavdl.

“| don't either,” said Marina

They named the boy Kyril. That was the name that went on his newly opened file a the MV D, who also
took note of hisremarkably short gestation period. Thisand other odd stories about his childhood were
duly noted and passed on to the NKV D, and later to the KGB, with the result that Kyril Pavelevitch
Kentarovsky was labeled from an early age as apossible spy, Jew, or reactionary element.

In the same way a cuckoo chick elbows the smaller fledglings from its adoptive nest, young Kyril quickly
eliminated his various foster-gblings. One by one they perished in household or farming accidents. Kyril
was entirely innocent of any evil intent. He was smply too strong. The elder brothers and sistersfled to
digtant relatives, while the younger ones kept the village undertaker busy. Kyril quickly became Marina s
favorite, asif he had been her own.

Pavel, too, loved the child, in much the same way heloved the State. In the spirit of experimentation,
Pavel sat out to discover the limits of his son’sinvulnerability. It was not that he resented it when Kyril
tossed the communa bathtub through the washhouse wall, Pavel reasoned. Nor wasit asif heredly
minded the time the boy turned their home on its Side and shook it until al the furniture fell out in a heap.
No, Pavel assured himsdlf, it was smply that he needed to find away to punish the boy, should the need
ever e,

Accordingly, for about ayear Pavel possessed no hammer without abroken handle. All Marina sknives
had bent points and dulled blades. Day after day, Kyril would return from playing in the fields with tractor
tire marks on hisface. Kerosene lamps, vats of boiling water, red-hot horseshoes, and anvils had away
of faling from tables onto the toddler. None of it had the dightest effect on Kyril. Pavel withdrew into a
moody silence, and tended to deep poorly and jump at loud noises.

Luckily for him, the Fascist warmonger Adolf Hitler treacheroudy betrayed the peace-loving peoples of



the Soviet Union, and Pavel was called to do hisduty in the Gresat Patriotic War. He endured the Siege
of Staingrad, where he amazed his trenchmates with his ability to deep through the most harrowing
barrage. Captured, interned in a prisoner-of-war camp in Poland, he was apt to turn to the other
prisonersand say, “You think thisisbad... 7’

A rutted dirt path ran from the collective farm to the nearest village, Meilinkigrad. The road had been
unnamed until 1918, when the Bolsheviks dubbed it the Praise And Honor To The Glorious Heroes Who
Stormed The Winter Palace In Petrograd On November 7, 1917 Expressway.

It was down this path that Marinaled young Kyril one fine day in the 1940’ s. Her intention wasto enrol
him in school. That she dared do thiswas testament to her incredible determination as a mother.

He began his schooling without incident. Soon he was steeped in the glories of Marxist-Leninist doctrine.
He began agrand didectic that wasto last dl hislife.

Kyril joined Komsomoal, the Communist Y outh League. He dreamed of erecting, single-handed,

hydroel ectric earthworks to harness the mighty rivers of Sheria: the Lena, the Ob, the Jenisg. Hewould
boost Soviet industry, defeat the Fascidts, triple the grain harves, tilt the Earth’ saxisto warm thefrigid
north, loft powerful fortresses of Soviet Solidarity into orbit, to the moon itself.

Hewould fulfill hisFve-Year Pan!

Hewould do al thisand more, just as soon as his mother said he was readly.

The Great Patriotic War ended without his help. Benevolent Soviet Hegemony was extended to millions
of formerly endaved peoplesin Eastern Europe. The Western powers treacheroudy betrayed the
long-suffering Soviet people a Berlin and threatened genocide to al who would not travel the Decadent
Capitalist Road.

Somewherein theseterrible times, Pavel made hisway home and sought refuge in the arms of hisfamily.
“Stdin isexecuting returning prisoners of war,” hetold them.
“Yes, weknow,” said Kyril.

“He sayswe weretraitors to be captured in the first place,” Pavel went on, draining hisfirst glass of
vodkain five years.

“Yes, we heard,” said Marina.
“I'll just hide out here for awhile,” Pavel said. “Thisshould al blow over in three or four years.”
“You'resafewith us” said Kyril.

“Thank you for bringing thisto our atention, Kyril Pavelevitch,” said the Commissar, twenty minutes
later. “We |l have him rounded up.”

“It was my duty, Comrade Commissar,” said Kyril.
“Good-bye, Pavelushka,” shouted Marina as the boxcar pulled away.



“Good-bye, Father,” shouted Kyril. “Enjoy your reeducation!”

“Good-bye, Pave lvanovitch,” shouted the Commissar. “1 hear Sheriaisn't redly al that bad.” . “Dress
warm,” Marina shouted.

Kyril’ steachers reported to the Commissar that they had never found amore apt pupil. The Commissar
took an interest, and Kyril received specid attention usualy reserved for the sons of Party members.

It was rumored around Meilinkigrad that the Commissar was actudly Trotsky himself. Thewild shock of
hair, the glasses, the intense expression, therigid inflexibility when it cameto Marx and Engels—adl these
contributed to a growing legend that included dark stories of a stooge taking the great Bolshevik’ s place,
dying in his stead in Mexico. The Commissar did nothing to dispel these rumors, knowing that while they
increased the peopl€e s fear and respect, they were too wild to be believed by those above him. Thiswas
fortunate, ashein fact was Trotsky.

In the wider world, the heroic People’s Army under the leadership of Mao Tse-tung defeated the running
dog Capitdist Readers of the

Kuomintang and forced their degenerate lickspittle tool-of-fascism General, Chaing Kai-shek, into
permanent exile in the Chinese province of Taiwan, from where he would soon be forced into the sea.
Kyril eagerly devoured thelittle red book of the Thoughts of Chairman Mao. He liked it so much that an
hour later he wanted to read more.

There were two important eventsin Kyril’slife during thistime. Thefirst washisbeloved Marind s
descent into insanity.

“Come here, Kyrilushka,” she said one day. Taking him to the basement, she opened atrap door and
removed ashort-waveradio. “Listen to this,” she said, as she tuned to the pirate sgna of Radio Free
Europe.

“I’'m not saying they’reright,” Marinasaid, “and I’ m not saying Comrade Generd Secretary Stdinis
wrong. But hear- for yoursdlf, my darling. | and your father, God rest his soul, used to listen every
week.”

“Rdigionisthe opiate of the masses,” Kyril said.

“Of course, of course, that just popped out,” Marinasaid, glancing around nervoudly.

“And then | heard the most amazing string of lies,” Kyril said to the Commissar, twenty minutes later.
“It does sound serious,” said the Commissar judicioudy. “Perhaps| should send for adoctor.”
“Would you, Sir? Thank you so much.”

“Good-bye, my darling,” Marina called from the open boxcar door as she was taken away for the
doctor’ s prescribed rest cure.

“Good-bye, Mother,” Kyril shouted, manfully fighting back tears.
“Good-bye, Leon,” Marinashouted. “ Take care of my boy.”



“WhoisLeon?" shouted the Commissar, looking around nervoudly.

The other thing that happened to Kyril was named LaraLangarova.

She came from Maoscow, though she would not talk much about that. Nearly two meterstall, with
sxteen-inch biceps and a size eighteen neck, she was the Olympic ided of the New Soviet Woman.
Kyril had never seen anything so lovely. Her thighswere like greet tractor springs, her breasts the mighty
Urds. Her hands moved with oiled grace, as though mounted on ball bearings. In her voice was the song
of athousand balalaikas, and the Red Army Chorus. She could clean-and-jerk two hundred kilograms,
She could bend alarge spanner in haf. To Kyril, she was the Motherland Incarnate.

And her loins, her loinswere the vagt, fertile whesat fields of the Ukraine. One day those loinswould yield
up young Socidigtslike an inexorable factory.

(There were two young Sociaists on the assembly line aready, but Kyril did not know that.)
LaraLangarovawas equaly smitten.

“Hubbahubba,” she said to her girlfriend Olgathefirst day she spied him. “What an incredible example
of Socidist Redism.”

“I'll say,” said Olga. “That’sKyril Kentarovsky. It issaid he can pissthrough armor plate.” Laranaturally
thought Olgawas kidding, but had no trouble imagining equally unlikely and much more obscene fegtsthe

dashing peasant boy might perform.

Kyril began bringing her bushels of potatoes and turnips. He sat behind her in classes, and acrossfrom
her inthelibrary, and their heartswhirred like Diesd turbines, and swooped like MiGsin adogfight.

Then one day sheinvited him to the room she shared with her Uncle Vanyaand six cousns—all of whom
were gone marketing in Sverdiovsk. She was wearing unusual blue trousers.

“Levi jeans,” shetold him proudly. Then she wound up avictrola and put on arecord. She began to
gyrate mogt darmingly.

“I have not heard thismusic before,” Kyril said.

“It'sLouis Armstrong.” She showed him astack of similar records. “1 have dl the cool be-bop, Jackson.
Coleman Hawkins, Thelonious, the Bird, Lawrence Welk. Beat me, daddy-o, eight to the bar!”

“Wheredid you obtain dl this?” Kyril asked, sernly.

“The black market, natch. But it's cool. Don't be cubical, get hep! 'Y ou can score anything in Moscow.
Y ou want some swest reefer?’

“And then she smoked afunny cigarette,” Kyril said to the Commissar, twenty minutes later. Well...
maybe twenty-five. “ And those maddening jungle rhythms... | wasamost undone.”

“Degenerate music,” the Commissar intoned. “It sounds asif the young lady hasfdlen under the grip of
Western influences. | will handleit.”

“Good-bye, Kyril darling,” Lara shouted as the boxcar rumbled away. “ Be sureto write every day.”
“Good-bye, Larushka,” shouted Kyril. “Name one of the babies after me.”



“Good-bye, Commissar,” Larashouted. “It’sdl for the good of Mother Russia, and | bear you noill
will.”

The Commissar merely muttered, then sought out acomfortable patch of straw beside Kyril asthe guard
rolled the boxcar door closed, shutting them in. Their long journey had begun. Kyril merely clanked his
chainstogether philosophicdly, trying hisbest not to accidentally damage them.

“Cheer up, Commissar,” Kyril said brightly. “How bad can Siberiabe?’

“How was | to know she was the daughter of the President of the Politburo?’ the Commissar whined.
“How was | to know she was here to be cured of adight case of pregnancy?’

“The State has spoken,” Kyril said smply. “And we must obey. Twenty yearsisn't so bad.”

Intruth, it wasn't so bad for Kyril. He could have done twenty years standing on his head, Siberia agreed
withhim.

The Commissar was not so lucky, having no superpowers.

They were taken to the Let’ s All Shout Khorosho! To Celebrate The Fifth Party Congress Gulag And
Orphanage. Kyril and the Commissar were bunked side by side in abuilding with Boris Pasternak,
Aleksandr Solzhenitsyn, Lavrenti Beria, Raskolnikov, and Cyd Charisse. Also present in the camp were
Josef Stdin, V.. Lenin, three Ivan the Terribles, seven Napoleons, Adla Stevenson, Jesus Chrigt, and
eight Mae Wests, severa dozen Judy Garlands, and uncounted Marilyn Monroes. Kyril suspected that
many of them were imposters, and some might be insane,

One certain case of insanity was an ancient, toothless man in the bunk next to Kyril. The old man was
convinced that rocks had sexes. Every night he put two stonesin a shoebox under his bunk, and each
morning he checked it for offpring.

“Today ismy birthday!” the old man announced, shortly after Kyril’ sarriva.

“Yes, Father, | know,” said Kyril.

“I"'m fifty-fivel”

“No, father, only forty-one.”

“Fantastic!” exclaimed Pavel. “1 fed younger aready! And only one more year of my sentenceto servel”
“No, Father. Fourteen.”

To cheer him up, Kyril put ahandful of gravel in the shoebox that night. All the next day Pavel showed
off the newborn rocklings.

“| can’t take much more of this, Kyril Pavelevitch,” the Commissar whined one day.
“What' swrong, Sir?’ asked Kyril.

“Wadll, for onething, I’m going to have arectum the size of an SS-20 missile silo,” said the Commissar.



At first Kyril thought the Commissar was spesking of an intestinal disorder, acommon complaint at the
Let'sAll Shout Etc. Gulag. But no, it was something infinitely worse. Kyril was shocked, flabbergasted
to learn such degeneracy could exist in the Soviet Union. For thefirst timein hislife heforgot himsdf.
With the Commissar in tow he marched into the gulag Commandant’ s office. Two guards promptly
riddled him with automatic wegpon fire.

Annoyed, Kyril took one of the firearms away and twisted it into the shape of asickle. Brandishing it at
the Commandant, he shouted heroicaly.

“My friend Comrade Trotsky informs me he isthe unwilling sweetheart of haf the sexud pervertsinthe
barracks. Thisisnot true Socidism!” His stawart Soviet upper lip curled in asneer of disgust. “Each
night they have their will with him, whispering endearments such as‘ snuggle-bunny’ and *angel-buns.” |
have heard these thingswith my own ears. And | tell you, this does not further the international class
struggle!”

The Commandant, aready white as albino snow, fainted dead away. Thistook some of the wind out of
Kyril’ ssails. He glanced at the other guard, whose eyes were large saucers.

“Give methat weapon,” Kyril said petulantly. The guard was only too happy to surrender it.

“When hewakes up,” Kyril muttered, “tell him there will be no more degeneracy in thiscamp. Thiswill
be adecent Soviet gulag, or he'll have to ded with me.”

“Hisbalswill become the next two Sputniks,” said the Commissar.

Kyril nodded; then, to drive home his point, he ate the guard’ s Kalashnikov.

“Y ou are quite strong, Kyril Pavelevitch,” the Commissar ventured as they waded back through the snow
to their barracks.

“I am not of thisEarth,” Kyril confessed. “My mother says| fell from some great Soviet in the sky.”

Kyril then proceeded to demonstrate some of his abilities to the Commissar, running the 100 metersin
.00005 seconds, throwing atimber wolf over the horizon, and jumping over the nearest mountain.

“I’d bet on you in the next Olympics,” the Commissar conceded.

“That has been my dream for along time, sir,” Kyril confided. “To humiliate the Western powers with my
superhuman feets...” He sighed dreamily, but the Commissar was shaking his head.

“Resd the temptation, Kyril Pavelevitch,” he said. “Comrade Lenin himsdlf warns of the cult of
personality. To reved such superiority to the proletariat would sow the seeds of ditism. It would be
counterrevolutionary.”

“Lenin aso said, from each according to his ability, to each according to hisneeds,” Kyril pointed out.

“Ah... no, Marx said that,” said the Commissar, smiling, not at all surewho really said it but pleased at
theintelectud struggle. “But he was not thinking of such as you. Someday, when the State has withered
away, when the New Soviet Man has swept the planet clear of decadent revanchist thought... then,
Kyril, aman like you, aman who has, if | may say 0, legpfrogged over the arduous path of historical
inevitability, could take his place without danger to the New Order. Until then, you must do your Socidist
duty in other ways.”



“And what ways are those, Comrade Trotsky?" Kyril asked, humbled by the vast worldview of this
Bolshevik founding father.

“Don’'t cdl methat,” the Commissar said absently. “The seeds you sow, Comrade
Kentarovsky...”—and the great Communist paused for drameatic effect—- shall be the seeds of the
Soviet Super man!”

They both gazed fanaticdly at the vast Russian sky, eyes gleaming, jaws clenched, biceps bulging,
looking just like a poster announcing Chairman Mao's Grest Leap Forward, except for the fact that
neither was Chinese and the Commissar was so scrawny, stooped, and rat-like.

They held that pose aslong as anyone reasonably could; then Kyril spoiled it by furrowing his brow and
announcing, “I don’'t understand.”

“Y our other powers,” the Commissar hinted. “I mean, surely aman who... that is, he ought to bea
regular galion, if you get my drift, er, urn, what I’'m saying is, hoo-boy! Y ou know what | mean?’ The
Commissar nudged Kyril rlentlesdy, dry-humped the air, rolled his eyes, and blushed dark as a bowl of
borscht, being avirgin himsdf.

“I don’'t know,” Kyril said dejectedly. “I might have found out, but | felt it was my duty to denounce Lara
fird... and you know what happened then.” Kyril was lying. Perhaps his reticence semmed from Lara's
comment when hewasthrough: “That's it?’ It doesn’'t dways pay to be faster than a speeding bullet.

“Never mind,” said the Commissar. “Why, I'll bet you could cover ahundred Soviet women in aday.
No, two hundred! Three hundred!”

“I will try,” said Kyril, stoicdly facing hisduty.

“| seevast breeding farms,” hissed the Commissar. “ Creches, collectives, whole gpartment blocksfilled
with satisfied comrades incubating your brood! | see bright-eyed children by the millions, transforming the
Motherland in asingle generation into the Socidist paradise on Earth!”

“Yes, yes” Kyril breathed. “And | can beginin only eighteen years!”

“I must see what Comrade Lysenko hasto say about this,” shouted the Commissar, and whirled and ran
toward the camp library.

He got six steps, and stopped in histracks. He turned sowly.
“What did you say, Kyril Pavelevitch?’

“Just as soon as We' ve served our sentences, the glorious work can begin!”

Threats were usdless. The Commissar tried to reason Kyril out of his adamant position, and soon saw
that the youngster’ s devotion to proper Marxist thought was asinvulnerable as his damnable skull.

“We could make an exception just thisonce,” the Commissar wheedled, beginning the argument he was
to have every day for the next eighteen years. “ Over the wire, and skedaddle to Moscow. Bullets can't
hurt you...”

“| was sentenced by a properly convened Soviet tribund, dl in accordance with our Congtitution,” Kyril
pointed out virtuoudly.



“Yes, but it was pure influence that got you there. Specid privileges for the Politburo. Isthisthe proper
path for the Party?’

“Itistrue, there seem to be disturbing deviationsin Moscow,” Kyril admitted, furrowing his brow. “But
to escape would be to put my self above thewill of the State.”

Thisargument consumed ten minutes of each working day. The other nineteen hours and fifty minutes
were spent at many other vigorous occupations, interrupted only by the daily medl.

Kyril’ sfavorite job wasin the uranium mines. It made him proud to be digging out the raw materid from
which the purely defensive nuclear wegpons guarding his homeland were wrought. His heart sang ashe
trundled hiswhedbarrow full of ore out of the blackness of the stygian pit. He only wished theinmates
were provided picks and shovels so they could dig that much faster. At night, they al bathed inawarm
glow of accomplishment Kyril swore he could dmost see.

It was with regret that Kyril had to avoid two other occupations of the gulagites: military testing and
medical research. That a projectile bounced off hismighty chest was no measure of the weapon’sworth
on the battlefield. And as hypodermic needles were blunted by hisimpenetrable skin, the new
experimental viruses and bacteria had to be field-tested in other veins.

Two days before their scheduled release, Comrade Trotsky incautiously stopped to relieve himsalf
againg atree, and froze solid. It was acommon mishap in Siberia

Kyril flew north, to Komsomolec Idand, and there established his mighty Fortress of Solidarity. He
brought the Commissar’ s corpse with him and ingtaled it in aglassicebox, where heis il preserved,
like Lenin, only standing, with hischin on his chest, looking in some darm at his cold-shriveled member
held in his scrawny fingers. Lenin getsalot more visitors.

Thisdone, Kyril sped to Mellinkigrad in hopes of finding histrue love.

Larawas gill there. Shortly after denouncing Kyril and the Commissar, her father had been caught upin
apurge. Larahad stayed in the village, married, produced litter after litter of healthy young Socialists.

And she had changed a bit. She didn’t recognize Kyril when she answered the door, and he barely
recognized her. She had amoustache many alad would envy. Her nose would have resembled abeet in
Sze and shape and color, but for the road map of burst, purplish veins. Through her laddered stockings,
Kyril could see varicositiesthe Sze of pythons.

“That' Il bethree kopeks for trench, five for around-the-world,” she said. One brown tooth and three
sted onesflashed in asmile, and she wiggled her four hundred pounds seismicdly. “How about it, you
cossack? Are you man enough?’

“Sorry, wrong number,” Kyril sammered.

Asheflew away from LaraLangarova s door, avast weight seemed to lift from Kyril’ s heart. Hislast
link with the past was cut. His father had died years ago, attempting sexua congress with alarge boulder.
His mother had vanished into the vast benevolence of the Soviet Asylum network. Comrade Trotsky was
safein the Fortress. It wastimeto put Meilinkigrad behind him.



It was time to go to Moscow.

Hefound housing in anicelittle two-room flat in the How ‘ Bout Them Bolsheviks." Revolutionary
Modular People’ s Housing Block #34923. He shared it with seven other people, only two of whom
were KGB informants. It was a 15th-floor walk-up—or it was until the scheduled arrival of elevatorsin
four years—and would be warm and cozy and dry as soon as the roof wasingalled.

He found an opening for amild-mannered reporter with Pravda, and got the job. He intended to use this
asacover, asecret identity.

Kyril had given this matter much thought, both at the gulag and later in the Fortress of Solidarity. To
display superhuman powers as Kyril Kentarovsky would indeed be to court a cult of personality. But
what if he assumed another identity, asort of Spirit of Socialism, anear-mythica character with powers
far beyond those of morta men?

He decided to giveit atry, and thus Bolshoiman was born.

To aid this deception, he needed auniform. With the remnants of hisindestructible Xenonian diapers and
swaddling blankets he fashioned a good, sensible Soviet suit with baggy pants and wide lapels. But he felt
awhite suit looked too western, so he dyed the ensemble the red of the glorious flag of the U.S.S.R.
When hetried it on hefound it had shrunk to embarrassing tightness. The legs and deeveswere Six Szes
too short, and he couldn’t button the coat. So he added Red Army combat boots and a T-shirt with a
capitd “#,” for Bolshoiman. Surveying the effect in the mirror, he decided it was just aswell, asthe
dhrinkage covered up the Sins of his needlecraft.

“It'syou, it'syou,” hisroommate lvan assured him.

“I don’t know,” said hisroommeate Y uri. “Maybeacape... 7’

Kyril started out at Pravda in the classified ads department, Personals section. It stirred his heart to see
how many Muscovites were interested in continuing their education. (*45-yr-old generous Party member
seeks stern third-world instructress for lessonsin leather and domestic service.”) There was aso akeen
interest in art and higtory. (“Ukrainian cross-dresser wants to meet husky workersto discuss Greek
culture. Include frank photo for quick reply.”)

Fascinating asit was, Kyril chafed at being chained to the telephone dl day. He longed to be out on the
dreets, fighting counterrevol utionary elements. He began spending hislunch bresks watching the TASS

teletype machines. All night long he haunted the bars, listening to rumors, checking out leads, looking for
the story that would bresk him into the big time.

The city room of Pravda was where most of the mild-mannered reporters spent the working day. Most
of them were so mild° mannered that they spent the day adeep, waking up only long enough to put their
names at the top of stories asthey were delivered from the various ministries around Moscow. Some
dept atop their desks, some brought in cots, but the mgjority preferred to lean back in their swive chairs,
mouths open. On adow news day the snoring could be deafening, and every day was adow news day
a Pravda.

Only the editor stayed awake al day long. This was because he had not been able to deep properly for



over twenty years.

Comrade Philby took Kyril under hiswing. In afew vodka-soaked months he taught his eager young
pupil everything he knew about the newspaper business—knowledge gleaned from endless screenings of
His Girl Friday, Deadline USA, Each Dawn | Die, and Nancy Drew, Reporter . Unfortunately, none
of it had anything to do with the prudent management of information and propaganda under a benevolent
Socidis regime.

Philby aso taught him to speak Etonian-accented English. They met daily at The Happy Hungarian, 2
Dzerzhinsky Square—right acrossthe street from KGB headquarters—during happy hour (7 A.M. to

midnight), where Hiram the Happy Hungarian poured only three different drinks: 80 proof vodka, 100
proof vodka, and 150 proof vodka

One day Kyril swam to the surface of an acohalic haze to hear Comrade Philby’ s voice coming from
benesth the table.

“Oneday they’ll get me, Kyril Pavelevitch,” heintoned gloomily. “MI-6 will never forgive mefor aiding
the struggle of oppressed peoples around the world by giving England’ s secretsto the Motherland.”

Philby was not under the table because he was drunk (though he was drunk). It was his habitual seet at
The Happy Hungarian. Hefdt safer there.

“That's-why | drink here, even though they water the vodka.”

Philby admitted, gloomily. “I fed safer the closer | am to the KGB. They' ve kept me divethislong. But
MI-6 will haveitsrevenge.”

The five KGB agents at the next table had long ago stopped taking notes on Comrade Philby’ s story;
they’d heard it dl before. The two KGB agents who were actually M1-6 deep-cover moleswished
heartily that they could kill the garrulous old traitor so they could stedl some important secrets, such as
the one about the alien superbeing the Russ ans were dleged to have in hiding somewhere.

Kyril glanced a hiswatch and noticed it had been five years Since hisarriva in Moscow. Most of that
time had been spent at the Hungarian's. The rest was accounted for by standing in various queues, and
dancing the hully-gully with LudmillaLangarova, Lara syounger Sster, who had been hislover for some
timenow.

It wastimeto get to work.

He knew where to find Ludmilla. Through the revolving doors of the G.U.M. department store—largest
in the world, he thought, proudly—up to the third floor, and there she was near the end of a queue for
nylon spandex panty hose from Y ugodavia

“Ludmilla,” he announced, “I must dart fighting for Truth, Justice, and the Socidist Way.”

“Of course, Kyril dear,” she said. “My darling, would you hold my placein linefor just afew minutes?|
heard arumor that a shipment of Polish eye shadow hasjust arrived down at the cosmetics counter.”

Three hourslater, Kyril arrived home with six pairs of reinforced-crotch panty hose. He trudged up the
gtairs and kissed his mother on the cheek, pausing only to wipe the drool from her chin.



“Hi, Mom, I'm home,” he said. “Hello, Y uri. Hi there, Ivan. Yo, Vladimir, Sonya, Fiotr, Sasha, Nikita,
Alesandra, Y uri Junior, Alexel Ilyich, Alexel Andreivitch, Alexei Ivanovitch...”

Kyril had found his mother while doing a story about the great strides made by Soviet medicinein the
field of palitical rehabilitation. When the doctors redized he was her son, they agreed she was cured, and
sent her home with him. And she was cured. Twenty years of eectroshock and drug therapy had
showed Marinathe error of her ways.

There had been afew minor side effects, among them partia paraysis, loss of the power of speech, and
hair that stood permanently on end.

“Itwasasmadl priceto pay,” she had written in her éectroencepha ograph hand, shortly after her release.
“I repent of the crimes of my youth.” At this point her eyes dways|eaked grateful tears. (These weretwo
of the three sentences she knew how to write.)

“Mother,” Kyril announced, “I will now go forth and make the world safefor Marxist-Leninist
Socidiam.”

“Dresswarm,” Marinawrote.

So Kyril marched down the stairs, his Bolshoiman costume in ashoebox under hisarm.

No sooner had he turned the corner onto Kalinin Prospeckt than he spied acrimein progress. There
were three parasitic youths lounging around anoisy Western ghetto blaster, chewing on toothpicks,
combing their greasy ducktails, sneering at the hearty bustle of workers hurrying aong the sdewalk.

“Why areyou not at work?” Kyril asked them mildly.
“Work isfor suckers,” drawled one of the parasitesinsolently. “Take awalk, you old bolshy.”

Kyril hurried around another corner and ducked into a convenient phone booth, evicting the Uzbek
family who had made it their home. He went unobserved as he struggled into his costume except for the
three KGB cameras concedled in the booth, along with one each from MI-6, Mossad—the terrorist arm
of the outlaw Jewish state— and the American CIA. The CIA camerawas far superior to the other five,
and cost a hundred times as much. It would have delivered high-resolution pictures and stereo sound to
itsoperatorsin Langley, Virginia, except that it had stopped working three years before.

He left the booth, leaped into the air, and swooped down on the parasites, who looked appropriately
surprised.

“Your livesof crimeare at an end, socid leeches,” he announced. “From now on your kind will haveto
deal with Bolshoiman!” He grabbed one by the scruff of the neck and, warning the other two not to leave
the scene, legped into the sky again.

When Kyril reached athousand feet and began zooming toward the local police sation, the parasite
looked down and threw up al over him.

He reported to work the next day to find the city room of Pravda filled with activity. Everyonewas
working on stories about the exploits of Bolshoiman.



Comrade Philby showed him asample front page. The headlineread: ISIT A MIG-25?1SIT A
TUPOLEV-144? NO, IT'SBOLSHOIMAN!

“What do you think?" Philby asked gloomily.

Before Kyril could answer, areporter dapped him on the back.
“Nicegoing, Bolshoiman,” said the reporter.

Kyril jumped, then looked around, acting innocent.

“Where?" he asked. “Is Bolshoiman here?’

“Oh... that’sright,” said the reporter, and winked broadly. “He has a secret identity, doesn’'t he?” Wink,
wink. “Well, whoever heis, that Bolshoiman isredly something, huh?” Wink, wink, wink.

“Comrades!” shouted another reporter, damming down atelephone. “ The Comrade General Secretary
himself has requested that Bolshoiman join him at oncein the Kremlin!”

Every person intheroom fell silent and looked at Kyril.

“I'll seeif I canfind him,” Kyril said grumpily, and stalked from the room.

But it was not Comrade Brezhnev, it was Y uri Andropov, head of the KGB, who greeted Bolshoiman.
Andropov stood and held out his hand—then recoiled as Bolshoiman shook it. Kyril felt hisearsgo red.

“I apologize for the smell, Comrade Andropov,” he said. “But | apprehended over ahundred parasites,
hooligans, Jews, and black marketeers yesterday, and at least half of them got air sick. On me.”

Andropov waved it away, and showed Kyril to a seat a comfortable distance from his desk.
“The Generd Secretary will bearrivingin... ah, here heis now.”

Leonid Brezhnev was brought in, strapped to a hand truck, followed by a battalion of doctors who
immediately began hooking him up to kidney dialysis, an 1.V. drip, a heart-lung device, and acluster of
other machines.

“The Generd Secretary isabit indisposed,” said Andropov.
“Ummm,” said Bolshoiman.

A washtub of black beluga caviar was placed convenient to Brezhnev’ sright hand. He scooped up
enough caviar to feed aPark Avenue household for ayear, dapped it onto adab of black Russian
bread.

“I've existed for ten yearson adiet of caviar and vodka,” Brezhnev announced, and ate half the
open-faced sandwich.

“That' swonderful, Leonid Ilyich,” said Andropov, and turned to Kyril. “ All Russaregoicesin your
gloriousexploits” he said.

Kyril blushed heroically.

“Comrade Brezhnev wanted me to award you thismeda,” said Andropov. He held up ared ribbon with



agold star hanging benesth it, came around his desk and pinned it to Bolshoiman’ s chest. “Y ou are now
aHero of the Soviet Union.”

“I wipe my asswith sable pets,” Brezhnev announced.

“Marvelous, Leonid Ilyich,” Andropov said absently. He frowned. “1t' stoo bad the ribbon is the same
color asyour uniform. But the solid-gold star stands out nicely.” Andropov needn’t haveworried. Ina
few daysthe solid-gold star |eft alarge green stain, setting off the red ribbon.

“Every sable pet produced in Siberia” Brezhnev announced. “1 wipe my asswith, it.”

“How drall, Leonid Ilyich,” said Andropov. “And here, Bolshoiman, isyour membership in the Russian
Communist Party, voted in & aspecia sesson of the Politburo only last night.”

Kyril’s chest swelled with pride as Andropov handed him the papers.
“No sableisexported,” Brezhnev announced, “without me first wiping my assonit.”

“Isthat 0?7’ said Andropov. “And one more thing, Bolshoiman. Thisismy own persona contribution. |
thought a cape and a hat might go well with your... er... rather effective costume. So | procured these,
meadeof... erm, ah... of thefinest Russan sable.”

Kyril thought hisinvulnerable heart would burst as he wrapped the cape around his shoulders, and
jammed the hat onto his head.

“What ajoke on the decadent capitalist warmongers, eh?’ Brezhnev chuckled.

“Indeed, Leonid Ilyich,” said Andropov, resuming his sest. He folded his hands and regarded Kyril
paterndly.

“And now, Bolshoiman,” he said. “Tell mewhat you plan to do to further the aims of worldwide
Communism?’

“Well, sr,” Kyril said, sammering abit in the presence of the two great men, “1’ ve been thinking about
thisalot.” Heleaned forward confidentialy. 1’ ve begun to suspect thereisagreat ded of injustice right
herein the Motherland. I’ ve heard rumorsthat certain Party officias have set up specid storeswhere
only they can shop, stocked with hard-to-obtain Western goods. | believe that some of these men have
established private dachas in the woods, or by the shore. It seems certain those with the proper political
connections do not have to wait aslong to buy acar or other consumer goods. With my own eyes| have
seen Party members go to the head of the queue for buying toilet paper.” He folded hisarms and leaned
back resolutdly. “Sir, | would like to root out this evil perversion of the clasdess society and seethat the
perpetrators get their proper punishment.”

Andropov regarded Bolshoiman for amoment in silence. Then he dapped his pam on his desk.

“Wonderful, Bolshoiman!” he crowed. “I gpplaud your egditarian spirit.” Then heleaned forward. “But |
must tel you, wein the KGB are aware of thisscandd. | expect to announce arrests within the month. If
you blundered into this Situation, you might unwittingly undo years of investigation.”

“Oh,” said Kyril, hisheart sinking.

“But | have other work for you,” said Andropov. He rounded his desk again, and held out more papers.
“Hereisyour secret membership inthe KGB. It entitlesyou to lie, cheet, stedl, sabotage, and murder in
the cause of Communism. Hereis an American passport and other identity papers establishing you asa



U.S. citizen, naturalized ten years ago. And hereisyour exit visafrom the Union of Soviet Socidist
Republics”

Andropov took a deep breath, then put his arm around Bolshoi-man’s shoulders. He whispered
intensdly.

“Y ou shdl go to the United States. Y ou will confound the capitalists with your strengths. You will work
to undermine their decadent system from within!”

“How diabalica!” Kyril breathed.

“Thank you,” said Andropov, and extended his hand. Kyril took it, and they both assumed the pose
popularized by the Socidist Redlism school of art.

“Good luck, Bolshoiman,” said Andropov.
“Thank you, Comrade Andropov,” said Kyril.
“| pissin Stolichnaya bottleslabeled * For Export,” “ announced Brezhnev.

Kyril and Ludmillaflew to New Y ork aboard Aeroflot—the world' slargest airline. As soon astheir
bogus tourist visas were agpproved, they threw them away and assumed their KGB-established cover
identities

Ontheway infrom the arport, Ludmillalegped from the moving taxi, vanished into Bloomingda€e's, and
was never seen again. Once amonth her MasterCard statement arrived at 1 Dzerzhinsky Square.
Andropov aways broke into a cold sweat when he opened it, then paid, significantly reducing the
American foreign trade deficit.

Kyril got an gpartment in Greenwich Village and took ajob in the classified ads department of the
Village Voice, where he was amazed to discover an American fascination with Greek, English, and
French cultures fully as deep as any he had seen in Moscow.

Like many agreat revolutionary before him, Kyril decided to begin his campaign for the hearts and minds
of the endaved American people on the Streets. He dressed in his Bolshoiman costume and boarded the
A Train. No onein the subway gave him a second glance.

He got off at 125th Street, where he quickly spotted a group of young, third-world, unemployed
workers. He approached them.

“Crack, man.”* one of them asked him.

“Hey, man, who' syour tailor, Bozo the Clown.”*

“Arise, oppressed workers of Americal” Kyril shouted. “1, Bolshoiman, will lead you out of bondage.”
“Yo' mama, one of the workers commented.

“Y ou have nothing to lose but your chains,” Kyril promised him.

Judging the debate had gone far enough, one of the oppressed workers attempted to stab Kyril in the
back, but the blade broke off. Another swung hisfist at Kyril’s chin, breaking every bonein hishand. A
third produced a.357 Magnum and emptied it into Kyril’ sface. This had no effect, except ontwo



bystanders hit by ricocheting bullets. Kyril reached out, took the firearm, ateit, and lifted the surprised
worker by hishair.

“I must deliver you to the proper authorities,” he said mournfully. “Perhaps you will rethink your politics
while languishing in the hell of the American prison sysem.” Hetook asmall white paper bag from his
pocket and gaveit to the oppressed worker.

“What'sthisfor?’ asked the worker.
“You'll find out,” Bolshoiman said glumly, and legped into the air.

“What do you mean, ”lock him up'?* yelled the gpoplectic desk sergeant. ”| can't even scold him. Did
you read him hisrights? Do you have probable cause? Was there alawyer present when the aleged
assault dlegedly occurred? Do you redize he' s eleven years old?

“What about this?” Bolshoiman said, reaching into the youth’ s pocket and producing severa dozen
packets of a controlled substance.

“That?1 found that just laying on the street, man. | was gonnaturn it in, but aong comes bullshitman here
and brutalizesme.”

“See?’ said the desk sergeant. “Hefound it.”

“And this?’ said Bolshoiman, reaching into another pocket and finding seven Rolex watches and fifteen
diamond rings.

“Them? Them fdl off a truck, man.”

“See? They fdl off atruck. Did you have awarrant for those searches? Do you redize he hasn't seen a
psychiatrist yet?'Y ou redlize just walking down 125th in that outfit is provocation, and entrapment? Here,
kid, take this stuff and get outta here. You,” he said to Bolshoiman, “you | oughtalock up. You're crazy.
Now get outta here.”

Bolshoiman went home and pondered these events long into the night.

At nine A.M. there was aknock on hisdoor. He answered it to find five process servers standing in a
line. Each of them handed him a subpoena.

Kyril spent most of the next year in court.

Both of the ricochet victims sued him for negligence inimproperly deflecting the bullets. One of them died
beforethetrid, so what with loss of projected lifetime income, pain and suffering to the wife, three
children, mother and father, four grandparents, and punitive damages, Kyril had to pay seventeen million
dollars. He got off easier with the survivor, whose lawyer could only manage to find nine hundred
thousand dollars in damages and was so ashamed he gave up the practice of law.

The youth who cut himsalf on the broken knife blade sued for doctor and hospita hills of $4398.03 and
fifteen thousand dallarsin pain and suffering. The fellow with the broken fist contended that he had lost
his means of livelihood—mugging, purse-snaiching, and leg-bresking—and won ajudgement of amillion
five



“Sorry about that,” said Kyril’ s court-gppointed public defender after the fourth verdict againgt him. *But
thisnext caseisfrivolous. No jury in theworld isgoing to convict you for stealing that kid' s gun and
destroying it.”

“Butit'sacrimina charge” Kyril worried.
“Trust me,” said the public defender.

“But just what does a sentence of six monthsto lifemean?’ Kyril asked, through the wire mesh screen of
thevigitors room at the Tombs, two weeks | ater.

“Three, four weeks, tops,” said the public defender. “1 gottarun. Keep your nose clean, and don’t drop
the soap.”

Back in hiscdll that night, one of histhree cellmates crept close in the darkness and whispered in Kyril’s
e

“I represent ABC televison,” said the man. “1 bribed the guard to get in here. ABC will pay ten thousand
dollarsfor exclusverightsto your story. We plan atwo-hour movie of the week.”

“Twenty thousand, and afour-hour two-parter,” whispered the cellmate frorn CBS. “Plus a guarantee to
air during a sweepsweek, Thursday of Friday.”

“They' re robbing you,” whispered the cellmate from NBC. “I’m prepared to offer thirty-five thousand,
and The Cosby Show as alead-in for the first episode of what we envision as asix-part miniseries.”

“Weregonnacal it Bolshoiman: The Risks of Involvement” whispered the man from ABC.
“Weregonnacal it Bolshoiman: The Peril of Getting Involved,” whispered the man from CBS.
“We regonnacdl it Bolshoiman: Is Involvement Worth 1t?” whispered the man from NBC.

“Why don't you just all doit?" Kyril sghed, and rolled over and went to deep to the sound of whispered
bidding.

Kyril was paroled after serving two months. He walked hometo find alittle man in atweed suit Sitting in
hisliving room.

“Good morning,” said thelittle man briskly. “I’ll get right to the point.” He opened his briefcase and
produced a sheaf of papers, which he fanned out on Kyril’ s coffee table.

“I have here your 1040 formsfor the last ten years. In none of these years do you list an income
exceeding seventeen thousand dollars. Y et it has come to my attention that you recently paid out
judgements in the amount of $19,419,398.03, and you paid in cash. May | ask where you got this

money?

Kyril had charged it al to his KGB-backed American Express Gold Card, but began to wonder if
perhaps he should have squeezed lumps of cod into diamonds instead.

“By theway,” said thelittle man, with abrisk smile. “Did | mention I'm from the Internal Revenue
Service?”



Kyril was sentenced to fifteen yearsfor tax evasion, and remanded to the new Jails‘R’ Us privately
operated minimum-security rehabilitation facility outside Orlando, Florida. He wasissued aloud
Hawaiian shirt, apair of Bermuda shorts, sandals and sunglasses and aball and chain, and the bellhop
showed him to histwo-room efficiency cell/suite. It was furnished by the same people who do Holiday
Inns. Therewasasmall color televison, aK-Mart botton' of-the-line “ stack” stereo with miserable
speakers with practically no bass response, and no telephone. He had to share the Jacuzzi with nine other
inmates. When Kyril arrived the inmates were on strike, demanding compact disc players and a better
grade of suntan ail.

He sttled easly into prison life once more. He spent histime reading the Daily Worker , plotting the
overthrow of the U.S. government by force and violence, and wondering if he should escape.

Sometimes he had the weird fedling that prison was his destiny.

While he thought about these things he freebased alot of coke and gained over fifty pounds on the prison
diet. Hetried to swest it off in the daily aerobics class, but then Sunday would roll around again.

“That damn brunch ismy downfal,” he often lamented to the ex-cabinet officers, federa judges, and
Congressmen. “I swear I’'m just gonna have abite, and the next thing | know al the cheesecake isgone.”

When hetipped the scales at an darming three hundred and fifty pounds, he decided he had to make a
break for it. He punched aholein the floor of his cell and began tunndling like atubby, supersonic mole.

After afew miles he lifted amanhole cover and poked his head into the Florida sunshine again. Hewasin
the Fantasyland section of Walt Disney World. He took adow look around, then zoomed back through
the tunnd to the safety of hiscell.

No matter how hetried to avoid it, Kyril’ sfirst parole hearing came up after only two years. He wastold
not to do it again, and set free.

He carried out of the prison gates only his Bolshoiman costume, two hundred pounds of blubber he
hadn’t come in with, and amonkey on hisback bigger than Mighty Joe Y oung. He was met at the gate
by seventeen gorgeous women offering to marry him. The networks had taken hisadviceand dl aired his
story. The part of Bolshoiman had been played by Tom Selleck on ABC, while CBS opted for Arnold
Schwarzenegger, and NBC, in alighter vein, went with Chevy Chase.

Herented asmdl apartment in Miami. It was okay, except for the vampire bats poking their heads
through the walls, the giant dugsin the bathtub, and the billions of invisble antsthat crawled over his
body day and night. While going cold turkey, Bolshoiman wasted down to a hollow-eyed ninety-eight
pounds. His costume hung on him like adeflated zeppdin.

He decided Americawould kill him if he stayed any longer, so he swam to Cuba, where he was
imprisoned for eight years. He never was clear about the charge, but it seemed to have something to do
with his costume.

China had about as much usefor him as Russia. He only did three yearsthere.

Bolshoiman now livesin the People s Stdinist Republic of Albania, where heisreasonably happy. He



resdesin Cdl #5, The Enver Hoxha Glasnost-Free Repentance Academy, 45 Revolution Square,
Tirana, where heis serving 850 yearsto life.

Heiscurrently at work on his manifesto.



