Chapter VI: Trips to Russia

20 Close Cooperation With Colleagues
 Some time after my return from Salt Lake City a new colleague appeared at the Crawford Hill location of Bell Laboratories. Herman Presby came to us directly from the university. He joined the same department I was in under the leadership of Henry Marcatili. Herman became interested in measuring the refractive index profiles of optical fibers. The problem of knowing exactly how the refractive index changes throughout the fiber core was even more important at that time when the emphasis was on multimode fibers with relatively large cores. Later on, so called single mode fibers replaced the multimode fibers and the shape of the core index became less critical, even though it did remain important for controlling fiber dispersion. In multimode fibers, the shape of the refractive index profile has a dramatic influence on its information carrying capacity. Initially, Herman followed the practice of other workers of cutting thin slices out of the fibers and examining them under an interference microscope. But then he conceived the idea of trying to obtain information about the inside of the fiber by examining the pattern of light that is either transmitted or reflected when the whole fiber is illuminated at right angles to its axis. In order to interpret the observed light patterns, Herman needed theoretical help and approached me with the request of trying to work out a theory for light scattering from fibers. Thus began a very fruitful and enjoyable period of my life at Bell Labs. Working with Herman was great fun. His enthusiasm and optimism knew no bounds. In his eagerness to make things work, it could happen that he did not see why an idea was flawed. When he discussed the ideas with me, I was usually able to point out why something did not work the way he had expected. Thus, he came to use me as his sounding board. Often he stormed into my office saying, even before he had explained his idea to me, ”Dieter, tell me why this will not work”. I loved to work with Herman because his enthusiasm and optimism were contagious. We wrote many technical papers together. Finally, I suggested to him that we write a book on the subject of measurements of optical fibers. He thought that was a fine idea. After I had written what I thought would be my contribution to the book, Herman had not even started. He promised that he would soon begin, but nothing ever came of it. Thus, I asked him if he would mind if I just finished the book on my own as best I could. I think he was relieved to be rid of this burden and agreed. The book was published by Academic Press under the title ”Principles of Optical Fiber Measurements”.
 After a while Herman needed a technician to help with his experiments. He interviewed a few people and decided to take a girl who had excellent grades in her college transcript. It also helped that she was an orthodox Jew, just like Herman himself. Unfortunately, this choice turned out to be a disaster. The girl had absolutely no practical experience and no manual dexterity, two qualities needed for a lab technician. The following example illustrates her lack of experience. Herman asked her to nail something to a piece of wood. The girl took a machine screw with a fine thread and tried to use it as a nail. This and similar disasters made it necessary to see to it that she was transferred to a different job. She ended up as a computer programmer, where she did very well.
 Finally, my collaboration with Herman ended, when he insisted on taking on a job where I could be of little or no help to him. Our director, Stew Miller, wanted to have the ability in his laboratory of producing so called fiber preforms quickly and cheaply to be able to draw optical fibers for experimentation. So far, these fiber preforms had been produced in Murray Hill so that their production was not under Miller’s direct control. Contrary to Stew’s expectations, Herman set out to construct a very elaborate apparatus which cost much more and took far longer to build than Stew had anticipated. To add insult to injury, Herman’s apparatus exploded when he tried to demonstrate it to our ”supreme leader”, the Vice President for research, Arno Penzias. This disaster did not help to further Herman’s career. But from than on, Herman worked on projects for which he did not need my help. I was sorry that we were no longer working together.
 Over the years, I often worked with other colleagues who needed help in evaluating or explaining experimental results with mathematical theories. One of these was T. P. Lee. His initials stand for Tien Pei, but everybody called him by his initials even though the pronunciation of his full name is not any harder than the pronunciation of the letters. T. P. was born in China and lived in Taiwan after the communist takeover of the mainland. He was interested in using semiconductor lasers for communications. My contribution to his work consisted in modeling semiconductor lasers with the help of rate equations. I liked working with T.P. but my relationship with him was never as close as it had been with Herman.
 An interesting relationship developed between me and Stewart Miller. I have described earlier how Stew was instrumental in hiring me. However, even though he was my first department head and later, through most of my career, my director. I had very little personal contact with him and what contact existed was strictly of a very formal, business-like nature. This changed unexpectedly when Stew came close to his retirement. He had been an excellent engineer, but because of his position had been more involved in management than in actual technical work. One year before he retired from Bell Labs he began to turn away from management chores and tried to involve himself in actual technical problem solving. His interest was in the fluctuation behavior of semiconductor lasers. Since this is a difficult problem best handled by computer simulations, he learned to program computers. He even bought himself one of the earliest personal computers, the Apple II. At the laboratories, he asked permission of his colleagues to use their computers at night and ran simulations simultaneously on up to 10 computers. It was at this time that he came to my office more and more often to consult with me on computer programming problems. Since I too owned an Apple II and was quite familiar with it, I could help him. Even though our relationship was never as close and easy as with other coworkers, it became more and more friendly. When Stew retired, he obtained a consulting job at the newly founded Bellcore company which was split off from Bell Labs by government decree. But even though he no longer worked at our Crawford Hill location, Stew often came to visit me to show me his results and ask questions concerning the improvement of the theory and the numerical aspects of the calculations. I had always liked him but I really got to know him towards the end of his life. Once, he even invited me to his home to show me his computer. Unfortunately, he was diagnosed with cancer of the prostate and died shortly afterwards. I distinctly remember one of his last visits to me when he said, ” I have just written my last paper”. I knew what he meant, but we did not talk about his illness. The fate of his wife, Helen, was even sadder than his. A few years after Stew’s death, Helen began to deteriorate and died several years later of Alzheimer’s disease. Perhaps it was lucky that Stew did not live to experience her sad end.
 21 The Submarine Cable Group
 Towards the end of my career I became involved in the problem of pulse propagation in nonlinear optical fibers. Actually, optical fibers are a quite linear medium. Linearity means that the responses they exhibit to external stimuli are strictly proportional to the strength of the stimulus. But there is a very slight nonlinear response of the refractive index of glass to the light intensity. For short fibers, up to say 100 km in length and moderate light powers, this nonlinear behavior does not matter. But for fibers that span the distance of the Atlantic or Pacific Oceans, the fiber nonlinearity can no longer be ignored. This problem became acute with the invention of optical amplifiers which permitted the transmission of light through optical fibers over unlimited distances. There is an ingenious solution to living with this nonlinearity. Instead of fighting it, one can design the fiber in a clever way to make use of it by means of so called soliton waves. These are special pulse forms that, at a given intensity and pulse length, allow the signal to travel through the fiber unchanged. Such solitons require a nonlinear medium so that the fiber nonlinearity comes in handy. I will not go into the details of why this solution is perhaps not always the best way of designing an optical fiber communications system. But it is relevant to my story that there was a scientist at Bell Labs, Linn Mollenauer, who grasped the soliton idea early and worked diligently and successfully to exploit and develop it. However, Linn was single minded in his pursuit of solitons. So, when he was asked to study what happens to pulses in the nonlinear fibers without the formation of solitons, he refused. I was at the meeting where this request was made and heard the answer. This gave me the idea to jump in where Mollenauer would not tread and offer my services for exploring the behavior of pulses in nonlinear fibers without the use of solitons. The response was immediate. The people who had tried to get Linn to help them with the non-soliton solution were glad that I volunteered to tackle it. From then on (about 1990) to the end of my career at Bell Labs in 1994, I worked exclusively on the non-soliton nonlinear fiber problem. This work brought me into close contact with the submarine cable group at Bell Labs which was located in the main building in Holmdel. This was a great time for me. The work itself was interesting and satisfying because I could see that my results were of practical use to the people trying to design transoceanic fiber systems.
 When my new director, Rich Gitlin, tried to persuade me to give up the fiber work and turn to wireless communications, I transferred officially to the submarine cable group. This also meant that I moved physically from our small building on Crawford Hill to the huge main building in Holmdel. At that time, I was already 64 years old. So, when one year later the company offered an incentive for people to leave during the course of a staff reduction drive, I took the money (almost one year’s salary) and retired. This decision was made easier by the new work environment in the submarine cable group. Initially, I had worked with these people as an outsider from the safe haven of the research department. Once I had transfered to the submarine cable group, I found myself in the unfamiliar world of development. This was far more regimented than the research department. The development people were given specific goals which had to be achieved in specific time intervals. Their progress was monitored in meetings that took place every two weeks. Even though they were polite to me and tried to isolate me from their more restrictive regime, I did feel uncomfortable. A minor incident reminded me of the loss of freedom the move had brought with it. One day I brought a camera to work with the intent of photographing my new surroundings. These were actually quite pretty. The main building in Holmdel is built around an inside courtyard which is filled with living trees which makes it look very attractive. On the outside of the building there are ponds and large expanses of lawn that give the area the appearance of a park. All this I wanted to capture on film. When I was just shooting a picture of the inside court yard, a voice behind me demanded to know what I was doing. The person told me that it was illegal to bring cameras into the building. He walked me to the guard at one of the entrances to whom I had to surrender the film in my camera. This experience left a bitter taste behind and also convinced me that life in a development group is not all that pleasant. So, when the retirement incentive was offered, I was glad to take it. As I shall describe later, I never regretted this decision since from then on I became a free consultant, working at my own pace in my own home without anybody telling me what to do and how to behave.
 Life in a big company has many similarities with the life in a dictatorship such as the Soviet Union. All important decisions are made from above. Meetings are held, whose attendance is compulsory, where the ”party line” is laid down and, allegedly discussed but actually just dictated. The management invents silly slogans with the intent of lifting the moral of the ”troops”. But in truth, these succeed in sowing contempt for the simplemindedness of the leadership. An example of such a slogan at Bell Labs was ”Our Common Bond”. The management distributed leaflets entitled ”Our Common Bond” in which they explained that we were all a big, happy family working for a common purpose. It so happened, that soon thereafter the economic fortune of the company took a turn for the worse and a substantial percentage of the work force was laid off. Now the ”Common Bond” slogan, which had never been taken seriously by the workers, looked like a cruel joke. Perhaps it is inevitable that a large organization, which is run dictatorially, will employ similar means. The only real but crucial difference between Communism and a large corporation is that a state can imprison and kill its people while, mercifully, a corporation in a democratic state does not have this power.
 22 Traveling to Leningrad and Moscow in 1975
 Haide and I have traveled in Russia three times. The first two times, in 1974 and 1986 it was still called the Soviet Union, but the last time, in 1992, the Soviet Union had collapsed so that we did travel in Russia.
 Our first trip to the Soviet Union was with a German group in 1974, when Brezhnev was still in power. In fact, we happened to be in Moscow at the same time as President Nixon. This trip was organized by Haide’s cousin Hannelore and started in Berlin. That was also the reason why we traveled with a German tour group. At the time, it struck me as remarkable that the Soviets never raised an eyebrow when we, as Americans, showed up among this group of Germans.
 We flew from Schoenefeld Airport in East Berlin to what was then called Leningrad. Since we traveled in June, we experienced the phenomenon of the so-called ”white nights”. This means that even though the sun sets, it remains so close to the horizon that it never gets completely dark in Leningrad in midsummer. Inside the Soviet Union the tour was completely organized and supervised by the Russian travel agency Intourist. Even though this was a state-run agency and was certainly under the tight control of the Russian security apparatus, travel with Intourist was pleasant. We were probably watched all the time, but this was done inconspicuously so that we were never aware of it. But we were treated very well. We never had to wait to board an airplane or to enter a museum. Even though there often were long lines of Russians waiting to enter, we, as Intourist guests, were always taken to the head of the line and allowed to enter first. When I asked Russians if they were not resentful of this preferential treatment, they said, ”but no, you are our guests”.
 Leningrad is an interesting city. It was built by the Tsar Peter the Great in the early 1700s. Peter wanted this city to be his showpiece and also his window to the West. He imported many professional people from all over Europe. The architects came mostly from Italy so that the city has an Italian flavor and is actually called the Venice of the North. This name is also justified by the many canals that criss-cross the city and were built to drain the swamp on which it rests. We saw many fabulous sights. One of the most memorable was Catherine The Great’s palace near Leningrad in a town called Pushkin. The palace had been completely destroyed by German troops during the siege of Leningrad during the Second World War. The extent of the destruction was demonstrated by pictures shown in the restored palace. Seeing these pictures makes it even more remarkable how the palace looked in 1974. It did not show any sign of damage but looked utterly magnificent. The Russian Tsars tried to outdo the French and Italians in the splendor of their architecture. The most conspicuous color in Leningrad is the light blue and light yellow of the facades of all the public buildings. Next in line is gold which is used to plate the ornamental domes of the churches. Gold is also abundant inside all the palaces. After seeing Catherine’s palace we were shown another magnificent palace which our guide called by its German Name "Peterhof". Interestingly, in Tsarist times many places had German names. Peterhof is not as compact as Catherine’s palace but here the most conspicuous parts are the gardens surrounding the palace. Finally, we saw the famous art museum, the Hermitage, which is housed in what used to be the Tsar’s Winter Palace. This place is also famous in history since it was here were the Soviets scored their first victory during the revolution by storming the palace. But it should be noted that this Soviet revolution was not against the Tsar. He had been deposed half a year earlier by the Socialist group under their leader Kerenski. The Soviets, in turn, deposed Kerenski. This fact is now easily forgotten. Initially, the famous Russian October Revolution was not as bloody as one might imagine. The real horrors of the Soviet System developed slowly and reached their peak under Stalin.
 In Leningrad, we had one unpleasant experience. We went to a restaurant which was recommended to us as especially nice. Initially, the place made a nice impression, but then a group of people appeared which either already arrived drunk or became drunk very quickly. They became noisy, interrupted the performance of a musical group and made such a racket, that we decided to leave. We were told that these were Finns who come over from nearby Finland to have what they considered a good time in Leningrad. I am not sure if it is true for Finland, but in Sweden, the use of alcohol in public places is severely restricted. If this is true also for Finland, then this Finnish group probably used the more liberal attitude of the Soviets towards alcohol to ”quench their thirst”. I was amazed that the strict, dictatorial Soviet regime did permit such rowdiness without interference.
 From Leningrad we went to Moscow by train. This visit to Moscow was punctuated by several experiences and incidents. On the cultural side, we visited the Kremlin grounds and in particular the Kremlin museum which is full of artifacts from the Tsarist era. We found this museum very interesting indeed. On a personal level, I had a most interesting experience. My second book had been translated into Russian. I knew the editor of the Russian edition, Victor Shevchenko, because he had been allowed to come to America where, among other institutions he visited Bell Labs and there came to see me. To me, this was a very interesting meeting because Victor Shevchenko had written a small book in which he used many of the mathematical techniques which I had used, independently, in my book. Before we went to the Soviet Union, I had written to Shevchenko that I would be visiting Moscow. He replied that he would like to see me there. When I arrived in Moscow, I asked our guide to telephone Mr. Shevchenko in his institute. A meeting was arranged and he came with his private car to pick me up and brought me to the Institute of Radio Engineering of the Soviet Academy of Sciences at Karl Marx Street in Moscow. On this visit to the institute I remember my surprise when we just walked in without me having to identify myself or to sign anything. At Bell Labs, visitors have to sign in and get a temporary badge before they are allowed to enter the building. When I commented about this to Mr. Shevchenko he said: ”You have been announced”. The next surprise was Shevchenko’s boss. His name was Katzenellenbaum. This is obviously a Jewish name. Consequently, Mr. Katzenellenbaum, who was also a well known scientist, spoke almost perfect German, but no English. Mr. Shevchenko, on the other hand, spoke no German and only broken English. Therefore, as soon as Mr. Katzenellenbaum appeared, the conversation switched to German and poor Mr. Shevchenko was mostly left out of it. Mr. Shevchenko invited Haide and me to the circus. Driving through Moscow, he was stopped by the police for a minor traffic infraction. I had not even noticed that he did anything wrong, but he got a ticket nevertheless. We were told that there are two circuses in Moscow, the big official one and a smaller one which is not as famous. It was this latter one we were taken to. We enjoyed the performance very much.
 This third incident I was eluding to could have ended badly. When we came home to our hotel after an excursion, we noticed that the maid had turned off Haide’s immersion heater but all the water was gone from the container, it had obviously all been boiled off. Haide had intended to boil some water but had been sidetracked and forgotten to turn the heater off. This heater was of the kind that does not turn itself off when it overheats. I said in jest, ”Napoleon has managed to burn down Moscow, you tried but failed”. This brought back the memory of an earlier time when Haide almost had burned down the house she occupied in Berlin. There, the heater had started to glow after the water was gone and the metal container had burned a big hole into the floor boards where she had placed it. By sheer good fortune the smoke was noticed before the floor started seriously to burn. This had been a very close call. The incident in Moscow did not proceed quite as far.
 This visit changed my view of the Soviet Union. Before seeing it for myself, I had imagined that the Soviets were eager to abolish all remnants of the past. But seeing how diligently they had rebuilt the destroyed palaces of the Tsars, I became somewhat reassured that the Soviet Union was still basically a European nation intent on preserving at least some of the more valuable treasures of their history. On the other hand, the living quarters of the population looked drab and the people were not as well dressed as people in Europe were at that time. However, most of the children looked pretty, particularly the girls who wore pony tails with pretty bows in their hair.
23 Visiting Academgorodok in 1986
 Our second visit to the Soviet Union in 1986 coincided with the time of Gorbachev’s attempt to reform the Soviet Union with glasnost and perestroika. This time we went there on the invitation of the Soviet Academy of Sciences to the fabled town of Academgorodok. The occasion was a conference on Surface Acoustic Waves. Actually, I was misplaced at this conference. Even though I am somewhat of an expert on surface waves, I know about waves of the optical or more generally electromagnetic type. Of acoustical surface waves I knew next to nothing. However, since the invitation stated that all my expenses inside the Soviet Union would be paid by the Academy of Sciences as long as I managed to get to Moscow, and since I was anxious to see Academgorodok for myself, I accepted the invitation. Academgorodok is located close to Novosibirsk in deepest Siberia. Having heard so much of Siberia, the chance of going there was irresistible. The offer was even more tempting since it stated that after the conference there would be a so called post symposium tour to Irkutsk and Lake Baikal. This was even deeper inside Siberia close to the border of Mongolia. This too I had to see.
 (The following account was written directly after our visit. Even though it is written in more detail than some other parts of my story, I thought it is of sufficient interest to be included here.)
 We flew to Moscow with Air France, changing planes in Paris. The flight took us over the Baltic Sea. This was interesting to me since I grew up on the shores of the Baltic and was glad to see it again, if only from the air. However, the visibility was very good so that islands and beaches and glistening sea were very clearly visible. I was a little disappointed when the plane turned in a more northerly direction before the coast of (what used to be) East Prussia came into view. The plane approached land at the Latvian capital Riga and we had a magnificent aerial view of that city. Arriving in Moscow is almost like arriving at any other airport. Sheremtyevo Airport is very modern and looks like a medium sized airport in any other Western capital. The differences begin with passport control. The control booths are manned by extremely young men in uniform who take the passport and put it down in front of them, out of sight of the visitor. Then they stare intermittently at the passport and at its owner. No word is spoken and the silent inspection seems to take a very long time. Perhaps it actually took only 2 to 3 minutes but it felt like 5 to 10. Finally, when the visitor is convinced that something must be basically wrong and he will surely be denied entry into the Soviet Union, the official returns the passport without cracking a smile and motions the passenger to move on. Next comes custom control. This is less nerve wracking, but it too requires patience. There are long waiting lines at several custom desks. Before entering the customs area one has to fill out a customs declaration which consists in stating how much money one is importing into the Soviet Union, how much jewelry the passenger carries on his person or in his luggage. When we finally reached the custom inspector, she only opened our smallest bag and asked in broken English if we had any books or magazines in our luggage. This seemed to be the item of most concern. We had one copy of the Reader’s Digest and two books. None of these items impressed the customs lady very much and we were allowed to pass. The Academy of Sciences had written me that a representative would meet me at the airport to give me my ticket for the flight from Moscow to Novosibirsk. After getting through customs we looked around but did not see anybody who seemed to be interested in our arrival. Thus, we proceeded to the Intourist information desk and asked if they knew anything about our arrival and about us being expected. They knew nothing but were helpful in getting us a car that took us to our hotel. This ride was already paid for and was included in a book of vouchers which we had purchased prior to our trip. The ride from the airport to the Cosmos Hotel took about one hour. We gave the driver a little solar operated pocket calculator which made him very friendly. However, he was rudely rebuffed by the receptionist when he tried to be helpful in checking us in. This incident is no isolated event. We observed that Russians who do not know each other are often extremely rude to each other. One Russian asking directions seems to be given only monosyllabic answers that leave the questioner confused.
 In the Hotel Cosmos we were given a room on the 18-th floor. The hotel itself is approximately twice as high. It is very modern and looks in most respects just like an American luxury hotel. It was built for the Olympic Games in 1980 which the USA did not attend. We were very glad that the hotel had a good cafeteria where we could eat breakfast, lunch and supper without having to deal with a Russian menu card or waiters. In the hotel every one of the employees spoke either English or German or both. An important part of the hotel was the service bureau. It provided people with information about things to do in Moscow, to get theater tickets, airplane tickets, arrange for transportation by car etc. Even though the scene in this bureau often suggested total confusion it proved to be very efficient and helpful if put to the test. On arriving in Moscow, I tried to use the service bureau to clarify my situation with the Academy of Sciences’ offer to pay my trip to Novosibirsk. Not surprisingly, this did not work since the service bureau had no connection with the Academy of Sciences. But, when I finally told them, two days before our departure, to get me tickets for the flight to Novosibirsk, they took care of the matter and I got my ticket without any further difficulty. However, there is more to this story.
 Just one more comment about the hotel. The window in our room on the 18th floor could be opened wide, like a window on the ground floor. Leaning out and looking down gave one a terrific sensation of panic. The Russians do not seem to worry that some unstable soul might want to commit suicide.
 On our second day in Moscow, just when we were lying in bed to take a nap after lunch, somebody knocked on the door of our room. I jumped out of bed and opened the door in my underwear. Outside stood Dr. Anisimkin from the Academy of Sciences. He was more embarrassed than I and came into the room only reluctantly. He explained that he and Dr. Shevchenko had tried to meet us at the airport but had gone to the wrong flight, a Pan Am flight from Frankfurt instead of the Air France flight from Paris that we had taken. We never understood why the information about our arrival, which I had sent to Novosibirsk by telegram and by letter, did not get to the proper people. Dr. Anisimkin explained that I would have to buy my ticket for the flight to Novosibirsk in Moscow, pay in rubles and get reimbursed in Novosibirsk. That sounded fine since I had already ordered my ticket anyhow. When we went down to the service bureau to inquire about the ticket, it turned out that it had already arrived but that they would not accept payment in rubles. I had to pay in dollars. This experience was typical of the monetary situation. In the hotel there were signs in many places that read: ”payment in hard currency only”. I was amazed that the Russians would designate foreign currency as hard which, by implication meant that the ruble is a soft, second rate currency.
 Dr. Anisimkin also told us that he would drive us to the airport on the day of our flight to Novosibirsk. We should stay in our hotel room, he would be there at 7 a.m. and come to our room. On the day of our departure the phone rang 10 minutes to 7 and he told us to be ready, he would be with us any minute. But by 7:15 he had not shown up. Instead, the phone rang again and an angry woman’s voice demanded to know why we had not come down to the lobby because our car was waiting. On reaching the lobby, I had some difficulty to find out who had called and who was waiting for us. But after some confusion an unknown man rose from a sofa, and asked for our room number. He seemed satisfied that we were the right people, loaded our luggage in a large passenger car and drove off with us. At the airport he had some difficulties finding his way around and got yelled at by several officials whom he asked for directions. But finally, he deposited us in the Intourist waiting lounge. From then on all went well. When we were about to board the airplane ahead of the long line of waiting Russian passengers, I detected Dr. Anisimkin in the crowd. When he saw me, his eyes nearly popped out of his head and he gasped: ”where have you come from? When I tried to pick you up at the hotel you were gone!” Now, it was our turn to be amazed. I told him we thought we had just been driven by his driver in a car belonging to the Academy of Sciences. But he protested violently that this was not so. Neither he nor I knew who had taken us to the airport. Later on Dr. Anisimkin told me he had figured out that we had probably been driven by the people from the Cosmos Hotel since we had a prepaid voucher entitling us to a ride from the hotel to the airport. This was also amazing, since a big sign in the service bureau demanded specifically that reservations for cars had to be made 24 hours in advance. We certainly had not asked for a car, since Anisimkin had promised to drive us. It turned out that he arrived late at the hotel, because he had had a car accident on the way to the hotel and had been delayed by the police. When he finally arrived, we had already left. He himself had reached the airport by taxi.
 But I am getting ahead of myself. We stayed three days in Moscow. The first night we felt discouraged and exhausted. Several things seemed to have gone wrong. Nobody knew of our arrival, we had not met the people from the Academy of Sciences and I did not yet know how I would get to Novosibirsk. Haide had her ticket. We had encountered some unfriendly officials in the service bureau who yelled at us when we inquired about sight seeing trips around Moscow. The lady yelled that everything was clearly listed on a sign, could we not read? But the next morning things began to look much better. We discovered the cafeteria and began to find out that the atmosphere in the hotel was not as hostile as we had imagined the night before. We signed up for a sight seeing trip and were assigned to a group of German bankers. Our small group of perhaps 10 people was driven around Moscow in a large bus, which, unfortunately, smelled very badly of exhaust. Moscow is an interesting city. The streets are amazingly clean by comparison with New York. Many buildings look somewhat shabby and poorly kept up, particularly the older ones. But the people in the street look no different than people anywhere. They appeared to be well dressed and looked happy. In fact, we thought they looked much better and happier than on our last trip 12 years ago. The appearance of Moscow has a peculiar mixture of European and Oriental influences. This latter aspect does give it a unique flavor not to be found in a European city.
 On the evening of the second day we had decided to participate in a tour of the Kremlin that could only be joined at the Hotel Intourist near the Kremlin, but not directly from the Hotel Cosmos. In order to get to the Intourist Hotel we had to ride the Subway. We got ourselves a map of the metro (subway) system and embarked on a dry run to try it out. We felt very adventuresome getting our 5 kopek pieces (the subway fare is 5 kopeks which permits the rider to ride everywhere on the system) from the money changing machines. We then descended into the bowels of the earth on the longest and fastest escalator we had ever seen. The subway stations are 90 m (300 feet) below ground level. Inside the stations there are signs that list all the stations ahead of the present one all the way to the end of that particular line. Thus, knowing which station is located in either direction permits one to choose the train in the proper direction. Of course, it is necessary to be able to read the Cyrillic script to make use of this information. We had to change trains once to get to the station near the Intourist Hotel. It all worked out beautifully. We rode to the Intourist Hotel and back and returned to our hotel with a sense of accomplishment and the knowledge that we could get anywhere in Moscow on our own. The next day we repeated the subway ride and joined a tour of the Kremlin that was conducted in English. German and French tours were also offered. The Kremlin is a fabulous place. It is part museum and part a working entity. Many government ministries are located right inside the Kremlin walls. We visited the museum that is called The Armory. This is a misnomer since it is really a collection of treasures that had belonged to all the Tsars. I wonder if there is another place anywhere in the world where so much gold and so many precious stones are on display. The museum contains gifts that where given to the Tsars by foreign countries as well as articles that were made for them in Russia. Most are eating and drinking utensils and garments, but also thrones, crowns and other things related to life at court. I was most impressed by the room filled with golden carriages and sleds. This collection looks as though it has been taken straight out of a fairy tale.
 Generally speaking, I get the impression of a continuity of history when visiting the Kremlin and other places of interest around Moscow and other Russian cities. The Russians are very proud of their ancient and modern history. They have restored most of the old palaces and churches and keep them in excellent repair. They tell the visitor proudly of the accomplishments of Tsars like Ivan the Terrible and Peter the Great. In fact, the Soviet Union does not seem so very different from the Tsarist Russia one reads about in books. There is still the mixture of fear and fascination with foreign countries that has always existed. The society is still stratified along lines of different degrees of privileges that are far more pronounced than anything encountered in Europe or America. I think that a person used to the life in Tsarist Russia at the end of the last century would find life in modern Russia quite similar to what he was used to. The role of the nobility has been taken over by the party dignitaries. There is definitely a middle class of more privileged people and a lower class of far less privileged workers.
 One afternoon Haide and I rode the subway again to a station where we had been told there was a farmer’s market. These are the places where farmers can come from the countryside and sell the surplus food that they grow on their own small garden plots. We got there late in the day and most farmers had already sold their goods. We bought 4 green apples which we ate sitting on the grass outside the market. I mentioned that the Academy of Sciences had offered to pay my expenses inside the Soviet Union. Since Haide’s expenses had to be paid by us, we had purchased vouchers for her flight from Moscow to Novosibirsk and for her stay there. In fact, for some reason the Russian Travel Bureau in New York had also furnished me with a voucher for my stay in Novosibirsk which we had to pay. Only the flight from Moscow to Novosibirsk remained open and I already told how I had to buy this ticket in Moscow, paying in dollars. When we came to Novosibirsk or, more accurately to Academgorodok, a nice young lady, called Ludmilla, approached me to discuss the payment of my expenses. She offered to reimburse me in rubles. This confronted me with a dilemma. The custom rules permit a foreign visitor to take unlimited foreign funds into the Soviet Union. But this money must be declared and accounted for. In principle one needs receipts for any purchase to prove where the dollars have gone. In practice these receipts are never looked at. It is also permitted to exchange dollars for rubles at the rate of 1.5 dollar for each ruble. On leaving the country one can change the remaining rubles back into dollars. But, legally, it is impossible to change back more rubles than one has originally purchased with dollars. Thus, when Ludmilla offered me 186 rubles it was clear to me that I would have trouble changing them back into dollars since I could not prove that I had originally bought these rubles with dollars. For this reason I resisted accepting the rubles and asked for payment in dollars. But apparently this was quite impossible. Next, I told her to keep the rubles, since they would cause me more trouble than they were worth. After all, the total amount corresponded only to $279. Compared to the total cost of our trip this was insignificant. However, Ludmilla would not hear of keeping the money. These negotiations went on for days. Ludmilla’s English was not good enough for her to understand what the problem was all about. She looked puzzled and pained and wondered why on earth I was being so difficult. For her, there was no problem. I was an American who would have no trouble exchanging rubles for dollars at the airport on leaving the country. She just did not know of or understood the rules of her own government on those matters. Finally, she called for the help of an interpreter whose English was excellent. I had no trouble explaining to her what bothered me. But by that time it had occurred to me, that I could solve all my problems by donating the money to some worthy cause. I could only think of the Red Cross as a recipient. But the interpreter said the magic words ”Chernobyl fund”. This was it. I had read in the New York Times that a fund had been established to which Russians could contribute to alleviate the suffering of the victims of the nuclear reactor accident at Chernobyl near Kiev in the Ukraine. Both ladies smiled happily when I agreed to donate the troublesome rubles to the Chernobyl fund. Soon afterwards I received a receipt stating that I had made this donation.
 The flight from Moscow to Novosibirsk took 4 hours. The time difference between New York and Novosibirsk is 12 hours. This means that in Novosibirsk we were exactly half way around the earth counting from New York. The conference was actually held not in Novosibirsk but in a nearby town called Academgorodok of which more is to be said later. But our arrival at the airport in Novosibirsk opened a new and delightful chapter of this story entitled Natasha.
 As we sat in the airport lounge waiting for transportation to Academgorodok, a beautiful young lady appeared and introduced herself as Natasha. Haide and I stared at her in disbelief, she looked like a younger reincarnation of Haide’s favorite cousin Hannelore. As we got to know her better it turned out that this comparison was even more apt then was suggested by outward appearance. Like Hannelore, Natasha was also a genius, extremely intelligent, marvelously gifted for languages and enormously eager to learn new things. Natasha immediately asked us for our luggage stubs and for our vouchers for expenses in Novosibirsk and disappeared to get our suitcases. She had at her disposal a passenger car with driver for the purpose of taking us from the airport to our hotel in Academgorodok. As invited guests we were given the VIP treatment. During the ride, which took about one hour, she proceeded to tell us facts about Siberia, Novosibirsk and Academgorodok. She had an enormous knowledge about all these things. Whenever she mentioned a scientific institute located in Academgorodok she seemed to know exactly what was being done there and how everything worked. It was simply amazing.
 Unfortunately, the roads around Novosibirsk are incredibly bad. The driver had to swerve around potholes in the road so that the ride itself was quite uncomfortable. Haide got car sick and did not feel like listening to Natasha. I hardly noticed the bumps and the swerves, I was too fascinated by Natasha.
 On arrival at the Golden Valley Hotel in Academgorodok, Natasha said goodbye to us. But she held out hope for a reunion by saying that it was possible that she would be assigned to the group that took the post-symposium tour from Novosibirsk to Lake Baikal and Irkutsk. It turned out that she was correct and that we spent 6 days with her getting to know her quite well.
 Academgorodok (science city) was founded in the early 1950s for the purpose of establishing a first rate science center in Siberia with the aim of helping to develop this enormous region. The town is built right into the forest, called the Taiga. In walking around Academgorodok or driving through its streets it is hard to see very much since most buildings are hidden by trees. This gives the town the appearance of a secluded resort town. The sole business of the town is science. Its inhabitants are scientists and their families. In addition to all the scientific institutes, the town has its own university. Students of this university passed by our hotel on the way to and from classes. It is hard to imagine any other place where so many attractive young people are to be seen. Particularly the girls struck me as especially beautiful. They all dressed in skirts. Blue jeans, which are supposed to be the craze in Moscow, did not seem to be popular among the girls of Academgorodok. Instead they wore colorful skirts. They all looked proud and happy and had beautiful postures. I already mentioned that the conference itself was not very interesting to me. since it was primarily devoted to the propagation of surface acoustic waves in all kinds of ordinary and exotic materials. An additional complication can probably be attributed to language. English and Russian were the official languages of the conference. Simultaneous interpreters translated one into the other. Each conference participant was given a little battery-powered radio receiver with earphones to listen to the translators. The English spoken by the simultaneous interpreters was excellent in pronunciation, grammar and choice of words. They also seemed to know the technical vocabulary. However in spite of all that, I found it very hard to follow and understand papers given by Russian speakers. Thus, I did not learn much and did not get much out of the formal presentations at the conference. But one thing struck me as interesting. Whenever a Russian had finished giving his paper, one or more Russians jumped up and insisted in angry tones that the author had not properly credited their own work. They had done this and that years ago, why was that not acknowledged. Similar discussions can be heard at conferences in the West. But it seemed to me that passions here were more intense and the rivalries very keen and obvious. In part there seemed to be a rivalry between workers in Moscow and Academgorodok.
 From the program I learned that I would be co-chairman of a session on the second day of the conference. My invited paper was scheduled for the fourth (and last) day. On the evening of our arrival in Academgorodok we had a few problems. After checking into the hotel we were supposed to choose activities from the ladies program and other activities that we wished to participate in. Having just arrived, it seemed difficult to make such decisions. Also, it proved to be quite unnecessary since later on we could join or ignore anything that was being offered in spite of our initial decisions. Once we were done with all these formalities we proceeded to the restaurant to try to get something to eat. This proved to be difficult. They did not have a menu card written in English. The Russian menu card was already hard enough to read since it was probably the tenth carbon copy of the original menu. The waitress did not speak a word of either English or German. Fortunately, she directed us to somebody who spoke English so that we managed to order something. No sooner had we done that, the jukebox started up with such vehemence that Haide immediately got up and left the room. I followed hurriedly wondering what the waitress would think of our rapid flight. However, there was no time to worry about such details. When I got upstairs to the corridor where our room was located, Ludmilla stepped into my path and announced it was time to discuss the refund problem. The only good thing about her appearance was that I grabbed her, walked with her back to the restaurant and made her explain to the waitress that my wife had gotten sick, but that we did want the food we had ordered and that I would be back. As always, everything worked out fine in the end. I ate my food in the restaurant and brought Haide what she had ordered. But in all the confusion I made one mistake. Being extremely thirsty, I drank rapidly two large bottles of Pepsi Cola, which is being manufactured in Russia and is readily available everywhere. I had not considered the effect that so much caffeine would have on me. As a consequence, I was unable to fall asleep after this exhausting day. I lay in bed tossing and turning until I finally dozed off at 4 in the morning. The next day I was all but useless and had only one desire, to go to the hotel room whenever possible to catch a few minutes of sleep. It took a few days until I felt rested and well again.
 The most positive aspect of our visit to Academgorodok where the human encounters. Already on the flight from Moscow we sat next to a young Polish physicist, Elizabeth from Warsaw. She could speak English reasonably well so that we passed the time pleasantly talking to her. At the conference we met many people from Russia and Eastern Europe: Poles, Bulgarians, East Germans in addition to people from most countries of the Western world. What made this conference different from any others I have ever attended was the warmth of personal encounters. Everybody was extremely friendly and eager to meet everybody else. It is probably true that the Russians and East Europeans were particularly anxious and glad to meet people from the Western world. Politics was not discussed by unspoken mutual agreement. Thus, there were no animosities and no heated arguments. Rarely have I felt so good about being in a large crowd of many people. A high point of the conference was a boat trip on the Ob Sea, a large body of water that is created by a dam which impedes the flow of the Ob River at Novosibirsk. This lake is huge. It is too big to look across in most places. The Academy of Sciences owns two large boats that look like fishing vessels but, we were told, are used solely for pleasure trips on the Ob Sea. The conference participants and their wives or husbands were taken to a large, uninhabited island in the lake where a picnic had been prepared. Offered were shashlick, cooked over open fires, bread and kvass soup. The latter is made of kvass, a popular Russian drink made of bread but free of alcohol. The soup consisted of cold kvass with raw cucumbers and dill weed. It was not very filling but tasted refreshing on a hot day. Incidentally, it was very hot during our entire stay in Siberia. Daytime temperatures exceeded 84 F every day. It was so warm that Haide and I actually swam in the Ob Sea. Haide swam far from shore and was delighted to see little swallows fly very low above the water only inches above her head. She says she has never seen swallows come so close. Perhaps these Siberian swallows were tame since they were not used to people.
 The picnic had been prepared in advance by the wives of the scientists. A big tent had been set up, meat, bread and other things had been prepared and brought to the island. All this must have required a lot of work.
 Already on the boat going to the island we had met several people we had not yet spoken to. Haide made friends with a man from Poland. I met a Russian professor and his graduate student who was from Lebanon. Everybody knew one or the other of my books. During the time we stayed in Academgorodok I had to give several autographs.
 Among the people that became important to me was Constantine, a young Russian who was introduced to me by Ludmilla as an interpreter. Unfortunately, his English was not very good so that he was of little use when he was called upon to translate a more involved thought into Russian. At first he seemed to be a nuisance since he took an obvious liking to me and followed me around like a shadow. But I discovered soon that he was very sincere and wanted badly to make friends with an American. He told me of his personal life. He had just gotten his degree as a physicist and had been given a job in the Institute of Semiconductor Physics in Academgorodok. He was now working toward his candidate degree. In Russia this is the equivalent of an American doctors degree. The actual doctors degree in Russia is much harder to obtain and ranks higher than the American degree by that name. Constantine had just passed the English language examination toward the candidate degree and told me that the organizers of the conference considered this a sufficient achievement to qualify him as an interpreter. He knew of course, that his English was actually not very good and was self-conscious and apologetic about it. He was unmarried and lived with his parents in Novosibirsk. He had to commute from Novosibirsk to his job in Academgorodok. He said that he did not like living with his parents since they still treated him like a child. He was interested in many things. In addition to physics and mathematics he liked all kinds of music. His serious face with eyes looking out from behind thick glasses appeared everywhere I went. For the picnic he had brought a big blanket on which he invited Haide and me to sit. This was especially nice since we ourselves had not brought anything to sit on and would have had to sit in the sand. Constantine came to the picnic accompanied by his friend Max. Max spoke no English and followed Constantine around as Constantine followed me. On our last evening in Novosibirsk a Russian movie with dubbed-in English was shown in the house of scientists where the conference was also held. Constantine had said earlier that he had seen that movie many times before and thought that it was not that good. But in the end he came anyhow since he knew we would be there. I had given him a little solar powered four function pocket calculator. I took several of these little machines along to give away as gifts. Tipping is not considered good form in the Soviet Union but little gifts are very much appreciated. Thus, I gave Constantine one of my calculators. He did not say very much at first. But when he saw me the next day, he gave me a folder with picture post cards of Novosibirsk. After I had accepted and admired that gift, he pulled out of his briefcase two long playing records with Russian folk music which he gave me also. I was overwhelmed by so much friendliness. My gift seemed small by comparison to what he had given me.
 Constantine seemed to be my most serious friend in Academgorodok. But I met many other people. At the tea party which would have been the cocktail party and grand reception at other conferences (alcohol is very much downgraded after Gorbachev became party secretary) I met a Russian scientist from Vilnius in Lithuania who spoke excellent English. He had been to my home town Koenigsberg and also knew my father’s home town Tilsit. He referred to these places (which are now in Russia) by their German names. He told me that I would recognize very little of the old Koenigsberg in present day Kaliningrad. Only the zoo and the old cathedral were still unchanged. I found it fascinating to be able to talk to somebody who had been to Koenigsberg since it is off limits to any foreigner. (This was soon to change) Once during lunch I sat next to a young Bulgarian. We started a somewhat limited conversation in English. At some point in the conversation I used a German word at which point he asked me: ”Do you speak German?” It turned out that he had studied at Ilmenau in East Germany, a place I once had wanted to go to before I went to the University in West Berlin. The young Bulgarian had an East German wife. He himself spoke German like a native. I asked him what his chances were of ever traveling to West Germany. He said that this would be no problem except financially. I don’t know if this may in fact be true. I do know that Poles and Hungarians can travel in Western Europe surprisingly freely. This does not seem to be true for Russians and I have no idea if it is true for Bulgarians. However, the point about it being a financial problem is well taken. A Russian engineer in a position equivalent to an engineer or physicist at Bell Labs makes approximately 300 rubles or $450 a month. Travel in the West on such a salary poses an obvious problem. The Bulgarian indicated that in addition to having very little money to begin with it was impossible to exchange their local currency to any Western currency. Thus, even if it should be no problem to obtain permission to travel out of the country, it is next to impossible on financial grounds.
 An important acquaintance was Yuri Gulyayev, the deputy (one of three) director of the Institute of Radio Science and Radio Engineering in Moscow. He was clearly in charge and appeared very self assured. I already had met him in the airplane on the flight from Moscow to Novosibirsk. He speaks English fluently since he has been in America eight times. At the picnic he gathered together a group of English and American people and indicated that he had something special to offer, beer. In fact, it was a special offer since no beer was being served in any of the two restaurants in Academgorodok. He led his small group of special guests to one of the two boats that were anchored at the island and descended with us into the cabin. There he opened a big chest which proved to be full of beer. The Russian beer is very strong, containing 13% alcohol, but I had had it in Moscow and liked it. I was somewhat worried that I would get involved in one of the infamous Russian drinking parties. Fortunately, this fear was unjustified. Even though many bottles were opened, nobody got drunk. The discussion in the cabin was interesting. Yuri Gulyayev indicated that he has high hopes for change under Gorbachev. He said that in the past it had been next to impossible to implement any of the developments made at the institute. I don’t know if the institute intends to manufacture equipment that has been developed there, but I got the impression that they want to do that. Gulyayev said that in the past they had been hampered by the fact that many ministries got involved whenever they wanted to do something. Due to so much supervision, nothing ever got done. Now, he said, he had proposed to unify all the activities of the institute under just one ministry. He thought that would happen and would give them very much more freedom to succeed with their projects. Yuri asked me for advice on where to send his young deputy whom he wants to send to America for some time to gain experience in the field of integrated optics. When I suggested Amnon Yariv, he said he thought that was generally a good idea, but he thought it would not work. Yariv is Jewish he said. He is not going to take any Russian into his institute. He said that half of his own staff were Jews but he did not think that would impress or even interest Yariv very much.
 While I was on the boat with Yuri and his drinking companions, the organizers of the picnic handed out gifts to the conference participants. Haide got a beautiful enameled copper tile with the picture of a small country church and a fir tree on it. She considered herself lucky since her gift was small and fitted easily into our suitcases. Some people got big things that must have been hard to carry along on the trip. I was also called to receive a gift but could not collect it since I was ”detained” on the boat. I never learned what I would have gotten.
 One morning at breakfast I stood in front of two East Germans when we waited in line at the buffet. Breakfast was served buffet style each morning at the Golden Valley Hotel. The buffet consisted of some kind of Danish pastry, bread, butter, jelly (sometimes), eggs and, of course, tea. The two men were from East Berlin, which I knew well from the time I lived in Woltersdorf just on the outskirts of East Berlin. Both East Germans were very friendly and obviously delighted to meet somebody who had managed to leave East Germany, and in the end had even managed to go to America. They were somewhat restrained with their questions. But we delighted in exchanging memories about the places we were mutually familiar with. The friendliness of these East Germans contrasted sharply with the haughty, conceited attitude of two West Germans from Hamburg whom I had already met at the airport in Moscow and whom I avoided from then on.
 Among the important people we met were, of course, the interpreters. The ladies had two interpreters, Natasha (a different Natasha, not the one who resembled Haide’s cousin) and George, at their disposal during each day. They appeared in the morning after breakfast with a van and driver and left before supper. They made suggestions of what to do during the day and usually offered two excursions, one in the morning and one in the afternoon. The ladies program had only very few participants. There was Haide, Norma Farnell from Canada, Thresa Hickernell from Arizona, Anna from Italy and a Bulgarian lady. Anna and the Bulgarian lady spoke very little English. But, fortunately for them, Natasha spoke French, which they also spoke rather well. Thus, Natasha would speak in English to the English speaking ladies and repeated everything in French for the other two. I joined the ladies program on several occasions. But I did not go along when they visited the city of Novosibirsk which I did not get to see. One of the things I did with the ladies program was to attend a fashion show. It was given by one of the many women’s clubs formed by the wives of the scientists in Novosibirsk. This particular club has the objective of designing and sewing dresses. I had actually intended to be a ”good boy” and go to one of the sessions at the conference. When I left the hotel, the ladies were just getting into their van. Natasha asked if I did not want to come along. She thought it would be fun and I should join them. It did not take much power of persuasion on her part to convince me to join the group. At the fashion show we were all seated on one side of a long table. Each one of the foreign guests had an interpreter at his or her side. The president of the club made an introductory speech explaining that they intended to design their own dresses. She said the fashion magazines coming from Moscow are so dull that they are very little inspiration. The objective of her club was to design dresses that kept some aspect of traditional Russian clothing but also showed fantasy and initiative. After this introduction, one after the other, the members of the club showed the dresses that they themselves had designed and sewn. To my untrained eye all the dresses looked beautiful. One in particular caught our attention. It turned out that the lady modeling it was the teacher of the group. Instead of just appearing in her dress and turning around a few times, she proceeded to do a solo dance to accompanying music.
 After the fashion show the president of the club announced that now that they had shown what they had to offer, each one of the guests would have to get up and say something to them. She said it did not matter what each person said, he or she should just say what came into his or her mind. Since I was the only man in the group I had to start. After each sentence an interpreter translated our statements into Russian. I spoke of my amazement that Siberia looked and felt entirely different than I had imagined. And, of course, I complemented them on their beautiful dresses. When Haide spoke of her own interest in crafts and how impressed she had been with their sewing, nobody bothered to interpret at first. When one of the interpreters finally was ready for her, she had to repeat her speech all over again. After the fashion show the French club used the same room. We were all invited to stay. Had it been the English or German club, I would have stayed, but I certainly was in no position to contribute to the French discussion.
 A few words have to be said about the Golden Valley Hotel. It is the only hotel in Academgorodok and accommodates Russians as well as foreigners. This is in contrast to the Intourist hotels in other cities which are exclusively for foreigners. As invited guests we were given particularly good accommodations. We had a small entrance hall, a living room, bed room and bath. Everything was very nice except the bath. The plumbing was atrocious. The warm water worked only after the tap had run for a very long time. There were no stoppers in sink or bathtub. But, the bathroom had a bidet. I thought to myself. How amazing, a bidet in the Taiga! But in our bathroom the toilet had a wooden seat which is a luxury not to be found in most public toilets, and it had toilet paper. In the Golden Valley Hotel the staff did not speak either English or German. This made it hard to communicate. At breakfast the lady running the buffet would indicate the price of the meal on her abacus by counting out the number of beads for rubles and kopeks. The abacus is still widely used in stores and markets all over Russia. Haide and the other ladies once were driven through the birch forest to a small house. It turned out that it belonged to the widow of the founder of Academgorodok. This lady in her 80-th invited the guests into her house and showed them around. Haide was impressed that she even took them into her bedroom even though the visit had come completely unexpectedly. The old lady spoke English fluently because she had lived with her husband for several years in the United States. She still receives the National Geographic Magazine by subscription.
 On another occasion we visited a museum of Siberian prehistory. There we saw evidence of the existence of stone age men in Siberia during the ice ages. It occurred to me that these ought to be relatives of the American Indians who supposedly crossed over the Bering Straits from Siberia into America.
 We also visited the Institute of Semiconductor Physics. There we were shown experiments in surface acoustic waves. Not being an experimentalist I cannot really judge the quality of their equipment. They had MBE (molecular beam epitaxy) machines and apparatus for electron beam epitaxy. This equipment looked old and homemade. The electron beam machine was made in East Germany. I think much of the equipment in Russia comes from the Eastern European countries such as East Germany, Poland and Czechoslovakia.
 One of the most interesting adventures in Novosibirsk originated with the Hickernells. I already mentioned that Thresa Hickernell was a member of the ladies group. She and her husband Fred tended to join Haide and myself on many occasions. They are devout Baptists and wanted to make contact with the baptist community in Novosibirsk. They knew from earlier contacts that the baptist minister speaks Russian and German but no English. Thus, they enlisted Haide’s and my help to contact the man. At first they asked Haide to call the minister from a pay phone at the Post Office. Everyone of us had a telephone in his room. Calling from the pay phone must give the impression that something illegal was being attempted. In fact, George, the interpreter, who happened to meet her, asked Haide on return from the Post office what she had been doing. When Haide said she had made a phone call, he asked why she had not used the phone in her room. All this may have been perfectly innocent small talk but, on the other hand, one might reasonably expect that the interpreters are also there to keep an eye on the foreign visitors. Thus, this incident had me worried. I told the Hickernells that I would be a party to their attempts at contacting the baptist minister only if the whole business were conducted out in the open. I did not want to start a cloak and dagger game and arouse the suspicion of the Russians. Thus, when the Hickernells had us call the minister a second time to change the originally suggested time for a meeting, the call was made from their room. To my amazement, the minister agreed immediately to come to the Golden Valley Hotel in Academgorodok. One might think that, being called by some total strangers, he might have been reluctant to agree to anything. But instead, he came in his own car to have breakfast with us in the hotel restaurant. The minister told us that his ancestors had been invited to Russia by Catherine the Great (who had been a German princess) to settle in the Ukraine. During the second world war the German troops had taken the ethnic Germans with them back to Germany. The minister himself, Mr. Fast, had been brought to Thuringia which, initially, came under American occupation. But due to the Yalta agreement, the Americans pulled back and left the area to the Russians. Thus, Mr. Fast found himself again in Russian hands and was deported to Siberia. That’s how he came to Novosibirsk. He studied for the baptist ministry by means of a correspondence course and later went to Moscow to take an examination. His congregation consisted of 9000 people, 2000 of which speak German. There are other ministers helping him. He himself conducts services in Russian and German. The total German population of Novosibirsk consists of 20,000 people, Novosibirsk has 1.5 million inhabitants The Hickernells had heard that the congregation wanted a truck and were authorized to negotiate with the minister on how to get the truck to him. When I asked him about this deal, he said: Yes, initially they had thought that a truck would be nice, since they were about to build another church. But on second thought they had concluded that it would be too dangerous for them to get a truck as a gift from America. Such a gift may arouse the envy of the authorities. I thought that perhaps by Marxist thinking, a truck is a means of production and all production facilities must remain the property of the state. Perhaps for this reason the congregation could not afford to own a private truck. But Mr. Fast indicated that the congregation would happily accept the gift of a passenger car. Such a car would be useful to establish and keep contacts with outlying baptist communities in a 100 km radius around Novosibirsk. He also described the simplest way of getting a car. An American should travel to Moscow and there buy a car with dollars in the Berioska store. The Berioskas are stores that sell all kinds of goods to foreigners for hard currency. I was amazed that even a car could be bought there and would be delivered immediately. I had read that Russians have to wait for years to be able to buy a car, even if they have the money. The minister said that his Volga was worth 17,000 rubles. At a salary of 300 rubles per month one can imagine what a valuable object a car represents. Smaller cars may be somewhat cheaper but must still be very expensive. Mr. Fast drove the Hickernells and me to his church which was situated on the banks of a fairly large river which, I think, was a tributary of the Ob. The river is important since they use it to baptize their members. The church was a wooden structure built by the congregation itself, but it and the grounds are government property which they rent for a nominal fee. Mr. Fast said that now there are very few restrictions on the practice of religion. A new law on religion was passed during the Brezhnev era and he thought that this was far superior to the previous laws. Even under Khrushchev they were more severely restricted in the practice of their religion. Now, he said, there are no problems. They only are forbidden to conduct special services for children. But children are allowed to attend church together with their parents.
 Next to the church was a smaller wooden building for the purpose of social gatherings, for weddings and other occasions. This building contained a kitchen and a large meeting room with wooden tables and benches.
 We arrived in Academgorodok on Monday, June 30, 1986. The conference lasted from Tuesday through Friday. After the conference Intourist, the Russian travel agency, had offered a post symposium tour to Irkutsk and Lake Baikal. On Saturday, July 5 the original Natasha appeared at noontime to accompany us on this trip. There were only 7 tourists, which consisted of the Hickernells, the Italian couple Anna and her husband Patricio, Ali, an Iranian who now lives in Vienna, Austria and has Austrian citizenship, and us. As I said earlier, the Italians did not speak English, which posed a problem. Ali, the Iranian spoke English reasonably well and German fluently. He turned out to be a very nice guy with whom I had long philosophical discussions. He felt that life in Austria was hard on a foreigner. The Austrians do not accept foreigners among their midst, so that he felt a stranger in their country. He thought he might be happier in America. His wife was Polish and their children speak Polish and German. Interestingly, he thought that the overthrow of the Shah in Iran could not be called a revolution. Of course, this is a matter of definition. But to his mind the fabric of society has not changed in Iran and he thought a true revolution would have to turn society upside down.
 On the two hour flight from Novosibirsk to Irkutsk I sat next to Natasha. She had brought with her a book from which she hoped to learn some Italian since she had heard that an Italian couple would be in her group. Interestingly, this book was not written in Russian, as I would have expected, but in German. Natasha said that she wanted to kill two birds with one stone and learn German and Italian at the same time. Her German incidentally, was quite good, even though she was more fluent in English. She showed us pictures of her family and of her favorite friends. When I asked her if she has a boy friend, she said she was not sure. She just met a boy whom she likes very much but she was not yet sure if he likes her.
 Natasha was a never ending source of knowledge and information. She had read an incredibly large number of books by American and British authors from which she could recite whole passages by heart. She was amazed that I and other members of our group did not know most of these authors. She even recited an English poem that she had written as a teenager and which she still remembered. She always carried a notebook and pencil with her and took notes on every word that she had not heard before. She asked the exact meaning of these words and also wanted to hear colloquial expressions. In Irkutsk we moved into the big Intourist Hotel. Whereas the Golden Valley Hotel in Academgorodok had been for everybody, Russians and foreigners alike, Intourist hotels are only for foreigners that are able to pay in hard currency. No Russians can stay in these hotels except those that work with and for the foreigners. The food in Intourist hotels is also very much better than in the Golden Valley Hotel. Generally, the food in Academgorodok was very poor. It consisted mostly of potatoes, tough meat and raw cucumbers. No other vegetables seemed to be available. At the Intourist Hotel in Irkutsk the food was again very much better and had more variety.
 Irkutsk amazed me already at our arrival at the airport which was filled with an unbelievably large number of aircraft. Some were military transport planes but most belonged to the Russian airline Aeroflot. All our flights on Aeroflot left and arrived exactly on time. The airplanes looked almost indistinguishable from Boeing 707 or DC 8. However, their interior looked shabby by comparison. Like everywhere in the Soviet Union, the toilets were poorly equipped on Aeroflot planes. None had any toilet paper. The only toilet paper we saw in Russia was to be found in Intourist hotels. Even at the conference in Academgorodok there was no toilet paper. In fact, most toilets did not even have wooden seats but offered only the bare porcelain toilet bowls.
 The center of Irkutsk has the appearance of an old European city. Since Irkutsk is located in deepest Siberia, almost due north of the Mongolian Capital city Ulan Bator, I had expected a rugged frontiers town with wooden blockhouses. Instead, the city center has old as well as modern buildings that do not look unusual. In a few places we saw old wooden blockhouses, but they were the exception. Only the onion-shaped domes of the orthodox churches, gleaming with genuine gold, gave the city a typical Russian flavor. There was a catholic church that could have stood in any city in Germany. It was built by Polish exiles in the last century. A few years ago Irkutsk had celebrated its 300-th anniversary. Just as in Moscow, we were free to roam through the city on our own. Also as in Moscow there are a surprisingly large number of book stores. The displays in the store windows of most stores did not look interesting. I have no idea how much food may be available. But we did not see any lines in front of any store. In fact, the only line I saw on the entire trip was in front of a theater in Moscow.
 We only stayed two full days in Irkutsk. On the first day we took a sightseeing tour through the town and visited a museum of natural history showing stuffed animals from the Siberian forests. On the second day we went by hydrofoil boat to Lake Baikal. This trip was interesting in many ways.
 In Irkutsk, Natasha was joined by a local Intourist guide, Lena, whose job it was to show us the local sights. She also was a very young, pretty girl. When I asked her why the Russian eagle on a monument had two heads, she did not know the answer but promised to find out. The next day she told me the two heads on the eagle symbolized the unity of church and state under the Tsars. Like Natasha, Lena was always eager to learn and welcomed questions even if she could not answer them. She always tried to find out. She told us that her family had come from the Ukraine. Natasha’s father, by contrast, was born in Riga, Latvia while her mother stemmed from Moscow.
 At the dock, where we were to board the hydrofoil boat, we met an old Russian man. He said he was 90 years old but he looked like he might have been 70. He was very proud that he had known Lenin. He said he had been imprisoned by the Tsar as a draft evader. The Revolutionaries had freed him and he had become an ardent Bolshevist. He was proud of scars from wounds he had received during the second world war. He said to our guides and interpreters that Lena definitely looks Russian but Natasha looks like a foreigner. To my mind quite the opposite was true. But Natasha at first was upset by his remark. Then, after a few minutes she said to me. ”You know, perhaps it is good if I don’t look like a Russian. That means I can go to America and work there for the KGB”. That was the only reference to the KGB that I heard on the entire trip.
 The hydrofoil boat was very modern. It looked as though it was brand new. It traveled on the Angara river at an incredible speed. Looking sideways out of the window it looked as though we were riding in a car. The boat ride took one hour, just as long as the bus ride back to town. Thus, the hydrofoil boat must have traveled at a comparable speed. The countryside along the banks of the Angara river looked deserted. We saw only forests. At the mouth of the river, where it flowed out of lake Baikal, there was a fishing village at which we stopped. The lake itself is 600 km (400 miles) long and so wide that one cannot look across. The water is very clear and cold. In the fishing village, the Hickernells insisted on visiting the small wooden church. Our two guides were not about to come along. They were happy to have a chance to sit together in the bus and to get to know each other. The fishing village was interesting. It was quite small and we saw few people outside their houses. All houses were made of wooden logs. But they all had curtains in their windows and flowers on the window sills. The church was obviously still in use. Most churches in Russia serve only as museums and showpieces of the past. But there are some that are being used. The majority belongs to the orthodox Russian church.
 During the boat trip, Haide and I sat with Natasha and Lena. I asked them if they were afraid of the Chinese who were relatively close at this point. They did not seem to worry too much about a Chinese threat; they were sure their army would protect them. Also, they seemed unwilling to concede that there might indeed be a threat. In Irkutsk, Natasha went shopping. When she came back we asked her if she had bought anything. Yes, she said, the choice of merchandise in Irkutsk had been much better than in Novosibirsk and she had bought a dress. She said she liked the dress very much but was not sure whether she should be happy or sad for having bought it. It had cost 45 rubles which almost used up one month of her allowance of 50 rubles. She wore this new green dress often during the rest of the trip and looked good in it. One evening when we sat down for dinner in the Intourist Hotel in Irkutsk, a band appeared and started playing very loud music. The music itself consisted of beautiful Russian folk songs, but the amplifiers were so loud, that we could no longer talk to each other. As usual, Haide flipped out on hearing such loud music and left the room in a hurry. Of course, I followed her. We sat down on a bench some distance away from the dining room. A few minutes later Natasha appeared, looking very concerned and asked Haide how she was feeling. She said: ”You know, you can come back now, I have asked the band to stop”. Indeed the music had stopped and did not start up as long as we were in or near the dining room. I was amazed that Natasha had the nerve and perhaps even the power to turn off a band in a huge dining room full of guests.
 That same night we had tickets for a folk music concert in the so called ”hard currency bar”. This place is only for foreigners and Natasha said she was not allowed to join us there. We all protested and insisted that we too would not come if she could not enter. That upset her very much and she said she would see what she could do. When we went to the hard currency bar, all seats were already taken, there were only enough chairs left for our group, but not for Natasha. Nonetheless, she came in with us and sat down on a stool next to the bar. There she stayed throughout the entire performance defying the rules of the establishment. Fortunately, the folk music was played without amplifiers and pleased us very much.
 From Irkutsk we flew back to Moscow with a two-hour stop over in Novosibirsk. The flight time itself (without the stop) took 6 hours. It was a night flight and we arrived in Moscow at 2 in the morning. By the time we got to bed it was 4 o’clock. That did not give us much time to rest up for the activities of the next day.
 The distance from Irkutsk to Moscow is larger than from New York to Los Angeles. And this is only part of the total length of the Soviet Union. Flying over it for so many hours gives one the hint of a feeling for the enormous size of the country. Natasha flew with us to Moscow where she had been before. In fact, she said that she had driven with her parents from Novosibirsk to Riga and back. Obviously her father owns a car. They also have a telephone. I learned about that when Natasha said that she had tried to telephone her grandmother in Novosibirsk from Moscow. Obviously this is possible. She finally reached her and was quite relieved. Her grandmother is 91 years old and was alone in the apartment at that time, while Natasha’s parents were on vacation in the Altai Mountains South of Novosibirsk. She was very worried about her mother who might have lung cancer. The doctors had just taken chest x-rays and the diagnosis was not yet clear. One doctor thought it might be TB while another thought it might be cancer. Natasha’s father does not believe in medical science and had taken his wife on vacation in the hope that the problem might go away in fresh air and new surroundings. At first glance this might seem to be a foolish attitude. However, if his wife indeed has lung cancer, there is little that can be done and a final vacation together might be the wisest and nicest thing they can do. If, on the other hand the problem is only TB, than it is far less urgent and a short delay in treatment may not be too serious. Thus, perhaps Natasha’s father is a wise man.
 Natasha said her father believed that body and mind should both be trained. I said to her: ”You know, there is a Latin saying for this attitude”. ”Yes, I know”, she answered, ”mens sana in corporae sano”. I was flabbergasted, this Russian girl even knew Latin!
 In Moscow we took once more the sightseeing tour which, this time, included a ride on the subway and a visit to some of the most ornate subway stations. Some of them are truly spectacular with their elaborate decor they look almost like the rooms of palaces. The entire system is very clean. There is no graffiti and no thrown-away paper or dirt anywhere.
 We also visited the Kremlin again, which I don’t get tired of seeing. This time we were incredibly lucky because we saw Gorbachev at a distance. When we came out of the Kremlin museum and walked along an iron fence, a small group of men emerged from the building behind the fence and people began whispering, ”there is Gorbachev”. Apparently he was accompanying the French President Miterand, who at that time was visiting Moscow. I was amazed at the seeming lack of security. I would have thought the entire Kremlin would be closed to visitors if Gorbachev is anywhere near. However, this is obviously not the case.
 Natasha was thrilled that she had seen Gorbachev. When I asked her how she had liked the Kremlin, she thought for a moment and did not really answer my question. She only said, ”Oh, but I have seen Gorbachev”.
 The post symposium tour ended on July 9 in the morning with a joint breakfast. The Italian couple and Ali, the Iranian, left Russia that same day. The Hickernells wanted to stay on a few more days, and we had a flight booked for Frankfurt on the evening of the next day. Before we all parted company, we wanted to give Natasha a joint gift. I had already given her one of the pocket calculators and our copy of the Readers Digest, since she had shown considerable interest in it when I showed it to her. At first she was very reluctant to accept any gift from the group, but when we told her she would get a gift whether she cooperated or not, she went along to the Berioska store in the Hotel Cosmos. The ladies let her look around and point out what she might like. One of them then bought the gift, because Natasha was not even supposed to be in a Berioska store. She selected a pair of amber ear rings because she said she already had an amber necklace.
 Natasha was extremely impressed with the Hotel Cosmos. Apparently she had never been in such a large hotel. The trip with us from Novosibirsk to Irkutsk and Moscow had been her first excursion with a group of foreign visitors. Actually, she was still a student of linguistics with one more year of study ahead of her and was not yet a full fledged interpreter. It must have been a special distinction for her to be allowed to travel with foreign visitors. When the official trip was over, she tried to stay in the hotel a few more days. She said it gave her the feeling of being abroad in a Western country since nobody in the hotel spoke Russian. The predominant languages were English and German. The Intourist people in Moscow would not hear of letting her stay even one extra day. But she would not take no for an answer and called the Intourist bureau in Novosibirsk. From there she obtained permission to stay one more night. While in the Hotel Cosmos she had to share a room with another interpreter. The first night she had been with a very young girl who also was traveling with foreign tourists for the first time. This girl had kept Natasha awake for the remainder of the short night with questions on how to behave and what to do.
 When we had all parted after breakfast on July 9th, we did not yet know whether Natasha would be allowed to stay on longer. Later in the morning the telephone rang. Natasha called to tell us that she was allowed to stay one more night and asked if she could join us again for dinner. In fact, we then met her one more time for breakfast the next morning. At dinner, Natasha indicated that she too had a gift for us. We were worried that she might have gone to some extravagant expense. But, she pulled out of her bag two tiny oranges which she presented to us with obvious pride. She said that she did not even have to wait in line very long to get these. The oranges actually were very good even though they were small and did not look very impressive. They seemed to have been imported from Morocco.
 After breakfast with us and the Hickernells, Natasha departed very suddenly without saying goodbye. We had all said our goodbyes the day before when we thought we might not see her again. At that time she had told us how sad she was of having to leave us with the thought of not ever being able to see us again. Now, she left quickly because she obviously was close to tears.
 The Hickernells suggested that we go along with them to visit the tall radio tower that was located not far from the hotel. We went there by trolley bus. It was not easy to get tickets for the tower. As foreigners we had to go to a special office where a form had to be filled out for each of us separately, which took considerable time. We had to relinquish our cameras since no picture taking is allowed from high places. This is silly, of course, since we had taken pictures out of the 18th story window at the hotel. Also, what is there to see in Moscow that could possibly be so secret? The observation deck on the tower was 317 m above the ground. That must be comparable to the height of the Empire State Building. The view is correspondingly impressive. On this second visit to Moscow (after the conference), we also went to the All Union Exhibition of Achievement. This is obviously a very popular place since we had seen enormous crowds of people go in and out of it. It was so close to the hotel that we could walk there. Unfortunately, we had far too little time to see very much. This exhibition resembles the Smithsonian Institution in Washington. We actually saw only the space exhibition where they had all kinds of rockets and space craft on display. One of these displays I had seen in Washington. It is the linkup of one of the Russian capsules with an Apollo capsule. The two models seem to be identical. Leaving Moscow was uneventful. We had again to pass passport inspection which seemed to take a little less time than on entering the country. We flew out of Moscow on a Lufthansa airbus. By comparison with the Aeroflot plane its interior looked lavish. We reached Frankfurt at 9 pm and decided to check into the airport hotel instead of trying to reach my sister in the Black Forest that same night.
 Before we flew home to the United States, we drove around Germany by rented car to visit relatives and friends. Our last visit was to Haide’s brother, Eike, in Bremen. On our last day, just before we were scheduled to fly home, Haide broke a bone in her left foot and sprained her right ankle while playing with Eike’s and Heidi’s son, Jan. Haide has very weak ankles and tends to stumble. This time, the stumble resulted in a broken bone. I was very worried how we would be able to fly home with Haide’s injury. At the emergency room of a hospital the doctors wanted to put Haide’s leg in a plaster cast. Haide refused because she reasoned that she would not be able to sit in the narrow seat of the airplane with a leg that could not be bent. Also, we knew from an earlier broken foot that it will heal without being placed in a rigid cast. Thus, we left the hospital without the cast. The doctors thought we were crazy. Their displeasure was partially motivated by a misunderstanding. We had told them that we were flying to the United States. Since we spoke to them in German, they jumped to the conclusion that we were Germans on our way to a vacation in the US. Even though we had given our address on checking into the emergency room, the fact that we were US citizens had not sunk in. When one doctor said with irony in his voice, ”have a nice vacation”, we replied, ”what do you mean vacation, we are going home”.
 The flight home worked out much better than I had feared. We had notified the airline that we needed a wheelchair. Thus, at every airport (we flew from Bremen to Frankfurt and from there to Newark) a wheelchair was waiting for us and Haide was helped by airline personnel moving around the airport and in and out of airplanes. However, we did encounter a problem in Newark. In Bremen and Frankfurt they had wheelchairs that were sufficiently narrow to be able to role down the aisle inside the airplane. But such a wheelchair was not available in Newark. The stewardesses asked Haide to stay on board until somebody would come to carry her out. But Haide was very much afraid that by being carried through the narrow aisle, her foot might be banged against the seats. Thus, under the loud protests of the stewardesses, she proceeded to crawl out of the airplane by sitting on her behind and propelling herself with her arms. Fortunately, she made it without being physically restrained by the air crew. Boy, were we glad when we finally got home!
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