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Preface to Volume 3

Thanks once again to all the contributors for this year’s edition. One contributor deserves
special recognition for a treasure box of material. Last Spring, the editor received an air
mail package from cousin Sandra chalk full of surprises: a complete journal of three
different continental excursions, one of which is included in this volume and two of which
will be kept in the family archives to be published in future editions. Her trips are all
intriguing and well-written, her style witty and entertaining, perfect for family enjoyment.

Many important family adventures still have yet to be submitted and/or written. Maybe
our feature story from Sandra will inspire others on her continent to send along their stories

for next year’s volume. Essays, poems, and other genre as well as travel journals will also
be accepted.

The editor hopes you will enjoy the diversi ty of these recollections from the corporate
memory of our Gordon clan.

December 23, 1995
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GOLDEN WEDDING ANNIVERSARY

It was Monday evening, October 28, 1974, and a small car was traveling along a road,
headed towards Rio Verde, Goias, Brazil. The sunset was providing a magnificent, golden
painting in the sky, and from inside the car came the sounds of “Day is Dying in the West.”
Don and Helen Gordon were heading home, to the town where they had lived from 1936
to 1961, to the town that was most grateful for a hospital, a nursing school, and a church. In
the car with them was their son Gary, and Don’s brother Carl, both of whom had come
from the United States to join in the occasion.

The road was an excellent paved 2-lane highway. The car had left Campaigns Monday
morning, and we stayed overnight at Prata, about 400 miles distance. The hotel was clean,
with some rooms with private bath (called “apartamentos”). The next day we still had
almost 300 miles to go, but we left bright and early, so as to arrive at 3:30 p.m. From other
parts of Brazil, other cars were setting out for the same journey. From Sao Paulo Hope's
family, the Joao Silvas, started their journey on Tuesday morning. And almost 1000 miles
to the west, two cars with the Alan Gordons and the Alma Doles started a caravan to Rio
Verde on the same day. Other friends were also heading for Rio Verde, including four
from the state of Minas Geraes, and eleven from the state of Sao Paolo.

Since the town had inquired specifically what time we planned to arrive, we were careful
not to arrive too early. So we had a leisurely lunch at Itumbiara before starting our final
lap. Still about 10 miles out of town we noticed a couple of cars on each side of the road,
with a few people standing around. We were going to whiz on through, but slowed down
to take a look; when we recognized some friends, we stopped. We were informed thata
few more cars were waiting down the road; so after greetings all around ,w e drove a little
further. A larger group of cars, and more greetings. But the official welcoming point was
still down the road a piece. Finally at the “4 Km” post we found the official welcome, with
firecrackers and an open 1929 Ford, all decked out in red for the official entry into the town.
After more greetings and photographs, the procession of 40 cars (maybe 50) drove into
town, led by the 1929 Ford with the anniversary celebrants in the back seat.

The procession drove into town, with blaring horns, and ignoring traffic lights (yes, Rio
Verde now has them). It went by the Gordon’s home, the hospital, then down by the First
Presbyterian Church (yes Rio Verde now has more than one), and then down to the main
street, where we saw the building that used to be a hotel, where we stayed our first night in
1936. On through to the cemetery, on the other side of town, and then back through town
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to end at a local square, near the hospital. There it ended, and we got out of our cars and
the mayor made a fine welcoming speech, followed by speeches by the Gordons. We had
showers earlier in the day, but the rain stayed away during all the ceremonies. Finally the
official welcome was over, and the folks went to Eugenia’s (one of their Brazilian
daughters) where they were to stay for the week.

For the rest of the Gordon family, the Hospital and Nursing School did a wonderful thing,
They emptied out the entire nursing school building, with nurses living at their homes, if
close, or with friends. So instead of being scattered all over town, with difficulties in
getting together, we were able to love together and eat together. The hospital kitchen, after
serving their regular staff, put on a special meal for the guests. (The first evening the
kitchen didn’t get the word on how many had arrived, so Uncle Carl and I had food
enough for twenty people). Upstairs in the N ursing School, Uncle Carl and I had a room,
with other rooms for: Donald and Jonatas, Mark [Tim Dole] and David [Davi], Helen and
Sylvia, Sonia, Sandra, Suzie, and Selma [Joy), and finally Marcia, Simone, and Susan.
Downstairs were rooms for: Hope and John, Alan and Alma, and Dick and Alma. The
room assignments had all been laid out, so that was one less item the parents had to deal
with. A few other out of town guests were also taken care of by the hospital.

Tuesday evening and Wednesday morning were fairly relaxed, with time for letter writing
and shopping. We found that the Banco do Brasil, in spite of their 70 employees or so,
could not cash an American Travelers Cheque in less than a week (it had to go to Brasilia
and back). The Silvas arrived fairly early on Wednesday, and the Dourados caravan
arrived in the late afternoon. After that events seemed to come thick and fast. Wednesday
evening was talent night, and the program was pulled together with Alan the master of
ceremonies. Several numbers were by town people, and well done, but the Gordon family
contributed a large part of the program. Dick did a skit of a telephone call to save a woman
hanging from a ledge; Mark played the piano for his grandmother, and the Alan Gordon
girls did their dance “Oh for the life of a wife of a sailor.” Dr. Carols, who had worked
with Father many years, has a talented family that contributed a few numbers. Mother and
Alan played a piano duet, and one of the high points was when Mother and Father sang:
“Eu nasci so p’ra te amar” (“I was born just to love you”).

The official meeting at the Town Hall was scheduled for Thursday night, but the day was
fairly full. After breakfast we attended hospital prayers at 8 a.m., a custom that Father
started and I was glad to see still going on. The older girls (Gordons, Silvas, and Patricios)
led the music, and Alan led the service. There were about 50 or so in attendance, almost
three times the number present on Wednesday morning. Later in the morning Dona Nelci
(a doctor’s wife and our main hostess) and I took most of the children (about twenty)
swimming at the Club Campestre. This private club out of town has a beautiful swimming
pool, with two smaller ones for younger children. Susan and Marcia spent a good part of
their time at the playground, so I didn’t have to do much “life-guarding.” I think it was
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Thursday that we visited the first of two “chacaras,” a farm outside of town. We ate a few
cashews, that is, we ate the fruit and threw the nuts away: the nuts grow on the outside of

the fruit, so they form a nice handle while you eat. I also found a few “jambos,” a fruit that
many of us had not tasted for years. We also found a couple of owls, and Uncle Carl took

some photographs of them.

The official meeting at the Town Hall was a number of speeches. There was a place of
honor for Father and Mother, and reserved seats for the Gordon children. But the Gordon
grandchildren, along with most of the audience, had to stand; the room was small, and
there were one or two hundred in attendance. Unlike many Brazilian meetings, the
speakers tended to be brief and to the point rather than elegant, fiowery speeches; some of
the seemed to be saying exactly what they felt. There were many warm words of welcome,
and of thanks to all that the town owes to the Gordons. With a microphone, portable tape
recordler, and earphone, I was able to translate most of the speeches for Uncle Carl. He also
made a speech with the two Portuguese words he had learned: “Muito Obrigado” (“many
thanks”).

After the speeches, we went to the Club Rio Verdense, nearby, for a reception presented by
the town. The reception was “by invitation only,” which kept away a lot of people looking
for free food and drinks. But those that went to the formal part of the evening at the town
hall, heard the “invitation” given to everyone in attendance. In deference to Mother and
Father’s well known wishes, there were only soft drinks served, notably Guarana which is
a widely distributed Brazilian soft drink. Unlike most receptions I've attended, everyone
sat down and was served; for about 20 or 30 minutes everyone had a chance to relax and
enjoy the food and refreshments. Then people began to get up and go and talk at some
table, greet some friends, etc. A special unveiling (which I think was Thursday, but maybe
Wednesday night) was of two photographs showing the past and the future. The first was
a picture of Joao Eduardo’s home, where we lived and had the first clinic (‘36 - ‘37); the
second picture was an architect's sketch of possible future additions to the hospital. It
shows the hospital being extended back down the side street the full length of the block, to
the corner where the clinic was run for many years (the old consultorio). It was
heartwarming to see not only the hospital work going on, but plans for enlarging the
already great facilities. Father took great satisfaction in the fact that he had acquired
enough land (when it was at the edge of town) so that now such expansion is possible.

Sometime during the week we had time for a tour of the hospital and also of our former
home. I have never seen the grounds looking as well as they did. It appeared to me that
everything, inside and out, had been painted this year in honor of the occasion. The
hospital had had one more expansion since Father’s retirement in 1962. There is a new
pediatrics section. There is room for parking outside the clinic, something we hardly
needed when the hospital was first opened. The laboratory has impressive equipment, but
still headed by Lucas, who used to play with Alan when he was a boy. Our home has been
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divided for two families. But it has been well kept, and was polished spic and span; the
family living in the front part graciously let us look all through it, even opening cabinets,
and served us a delicious dessert.

The official celebration, November 1, 1974, finally arrived. Itstarted at 5:00 a.m. with a
dawn concert by the town band. Surprising as it may seem , the director of the band is the
same man that was directing the band when we arrived in 1936. There was a slight mix-up,
since Father and Mother came early to the nursing home where the band was scheduled,
but the band knowing they were sleeping at Eugenia’s, went there first. After the concert,
the band was invited in to a breakfast of coffee and buns. Alan played the accordion for
them, while everyone chatted and had a good time.

During the day we were quite busy with various errands. Uncle Carl and I went around to
several homes where the cakes and sweets had been gathered. There were two wedding
cakes, each about four feet long and almost three feet wide. I heard it took two ladies six
hours just to decorate one of them The recipe starts off with: “200 eggs....” Someone told
me the town’s supply of confectionery sugar was all used up. The trays of sweets and
candies covered the floor of two rooms at Dona Natalicia’s home. She had headed up the
committee that had canvassed the entire town for donations of money and sweets for the
occasion. (The following Tuesday she told us how she had just received a contribution of
$100 that just covered the last remaining debt). She had worked for months on this, and
told me how on Thursday evening she had been unable to sleep; every once in a while she
would get up and just look at all the goodies contributed by the town. She told us how she
had kept going from door to door, even when she was exhausted and the day was hot.
Now she has the memories of this effort, and a glow of satisfaction that w:ll last the rest of
her life. '

During the day we also had rehearsal for the wedding processional. This was mainly for
the grandchildren, and they learned their part quite well. It was also an opportunity to see
many hard working people bringing things to the club and decorating it with many
flowers. We also took time to visit the town orphanage. It was about the only request
made of the family, so most of the Gordon family went there, saw the whole orphanage,
and also entertained the children with various songs.

The main event of the evening was a re-enactment of the wedding ceremony. Since there
was no organ there, Alan had gone to the catholic church, and taped the necessary music
earlier in the day; this was then played over the loud-speaker system. Leading the
processional was Mark [Tim] Dole and Susan Gordon, followed by the rest of the
grandchildren in increasing height. Then came the children, including the adopted
Brazilian children: Luci, Maria Bueno, Geraldo, Lucas, Eudoxio, Alcita, Aurora, Eunice,
Eugenia, and Lulu (I'm not sure if those were all in the processional; they may have had
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other duties). Mother wore the same wedding gown she wore 50 years ago. Right after the
ceremony she changed into a lovely golden gown made by Suzie Silva (or maybe Helen).

I came in with Mother, while Marcie carried the train. Father came in with Alan as best
man through the side door near the platform. For the actual ceremony Hope, Alan, Alma,
and Tstood in back of our parents. The ceremony was conducted by Severino, whom
Father and Mother helped through school and seminary, and who is now pastor of the
Second Presbyterian Church. The ceremony included the question: “If you had this to do
over again, would you still take this woman for your wedded wife?’ After the formal
religious part, there were numbers from the church choir, and the four of us sang a
Brazilian hymn to the tune of “Blest be the Tie that Binds.” Alan invited the grandchildren
and adopted children up on stage, introducing the all, and we all sang “Wonderful Grace
of Jesus.” Then came the recessional.

There were seats for at least 600, and several hundred others stood. The rest of the evening
was informal, and the large number of people made it a little difficult to get around, or to
see the people you really wanted to see. But there were refreshments for everyone, and
Father and Mother cut the wedding cakes. Dick circulated with a golden book for people to
sign. The rest of us kept meeting people with the usual comment: “Do you remember me?”
A very few thoughtful individuals would come right up and say: “I'm so and so.” In most
cases I would say that the face was familiar, but I couldn’t remember the name. 1didn’t feel
so bad when someone said: “Do you remember me? Let's see, are you Gary or Alan?” All
during the week when Uncle Carl was introduced as Father’s brother, the standard remark
was: “They do look alike.” The Friday evening was the climax of the official program; with
almost a thousand people in attendance, it was quite an end to the four day program.

The next three days were still quite busy, but somewhat more relaxing. Saturday morning
the Silvas departed, as they wanted to be home by Sunday evening. The rest of the family,
plus a number of close friends, were invited to a “churrasco,” a barbecue at another chacara
(farm) out of town. It was a lovely setting and a lovely relaxing time. Most of the folks’
adopted children were there. I enjoyed seeing an operating “mijolo,” a water powered
device to take the husks off of rice. There was plenty of guarana, meat, rice, manioc, etc.
We sat out under the blue skies and sang songs and talked.

Later in the day we visited the place where Granfather Gary had been buried. This was
Memorial Day in Brazil, and there were many people at the cemetery. There were only a
few of us there, but Mother asked us to sing a hymn, and then Father said a prayer. A lady
came up and asked us to sing a hymn at the grave of her husband, so we did. In this small
way, my parents continued to witness and serve the people of Rio Verde, as they did so
much in the 25 years they were there.
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We got a few more talks and doings in with the Dourados Gordons before they left on
Sunday morning. The large number of Alan Gordons (augmented by Donald) took turns
riding with the Doles. As usual, Alan had a large amount of baggage mounted on top of
their VW Microbus (Kombi). The Doles had brought Pudgie, their little dog. Later on
Sunday we attended Sunday School at the First Presbyterian Church, and in the evening
the church service at the Second Presbyterian Church. In the afternoon Uncle Carl and 1
moved out of the nurses” home, and into a small guest house in the back of one of the
doctor’s homes (Dr. Benjamin) four our last two nights in Rio Verde.

When I had received the invitation from the committee, they asked for suggestions. So I
said I would be willing to talk about satellites, but didn’t know when it could be worked in.
It was scheduled for Monday evening, and was sponsored by the local “Faculdade de
Iilosofia” which corresponds to a college (maybe a junio college). Monday morning when
we were eating breakfast, I was invited to speak to a local ginasio class (jr. high). Ihad
twenly minutes to decide, to get to the school, and to think up a talk that would not
duplicate what I had planned to say in the evening. They actually combined two classes,
and I spoke to them about my early satellite work with the TIROS weather satellite built by
RCA. They were a good audience and quite attentive. Someone told me that the word
spread among the students that this was a good speaker.

For the evening I told Father that I would be satisfied if 50 people showed up. The man at
the club told me he had set up seats for 200; actually Monday evening about 400 showed
up. The audience was younger than at the other festivities, and it was delightful to see so
many students that were really eager to learn. A number sat on the front row with tape
recorders. I hope the numbers I gave were correct; I was doing a lot of conversion to the
metric system during the talk. We managed to get a vugraph projector, although I don’t
know if I'd had time to assemble it, if it wasn’t for Uncle Carl’s help. Italked for an hour
and a half, and received quite a few good questions. The talk, about COMSAT and
international communications by satellite, seemed to be well received, and I enjoyed having
this chance to speak in Rio Verde.

In addition to the ceremonies Father and Mother were showered with gifts, both in Rio
Verde and back home in Campaigns. Tuesday morning the Rio Verde doctors presented
their gift - a photo album containing 100 8” x 10” photographs of the week’s events, from
the Tuesday entry into the town until the wedding ceremony on Friday. Someone must
have worked hard on Saturday, Sunday, and Monday to have it ready!

The rest of the week had a few high spots, and quite a bit of mileage covered. Tuesday we
had lunch at Goiania, and that night we spent in Brasilia; we saw some of Brazil’s new
capital Wednesday morning. Wednesday and Thursday we did lots of driving. Thursday
afternoon we left Father and Mother in Campaigns, and Uncle Carl and I went on to visit
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the Silvas. Friday afternoon we returned to Camnpaigns, Saturday we returned to New
York City on Varig’s new DC-10, and Sunday morning we flew home.

We have kept many memories, and many photos, of Father and Mother's Golden Wedding
Anniversary. (Gary D. Gordon, c. 1974)
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A CHILDHOOD MEMORY

It was another cousins get-together with the Alan Gordon girls. This time we were
vacationing in a cabin at Massaneta. One evening, I believe it was New Year's Eve, we
were gathered in the family room around a cozy fireplace for devotions led by Aunt Alma.
My favorite part was always the singing. After many familiar tunes were sung, we sat
quietly and listened to Aunt Alma share some thoughts of God’s love for us over the past
years. She then took slips of blank paper and passed them around the room and asked
each of us to write three things we wanted to commit to God for the coming new year.
Then we were to fold up our piece of paper and throw it into the fire as a symbolic way of
handing over our commitments to God. I don’t really remember exactly what it was she
asked us to write on the paper, but I do remember that I sat there for the longest time, pen
in hand, with a blank sheet of paper, not really understanding what it was we were
supposed to write. One by one everyone else was casting their papers into the fire, while
still no ideas came to my head. The longer I thought, the more frustrated I got because I
could not think of a single thing to write down. AllIcould think of was everyone else is
finished except me. Tears began to roll down my cheeks and my vision became blurred as
my eyes flooded with more and more tears. Someone next to me leaned over and knowing
my predicament tried as best they could to help me come up with something to write.
Somehow they relayed to me the fact that what I write doesn’t have to be in response to all
the instructions we were given, but as long as it was from our very own hearts, no matter
how simple, it would be pleasing to God. Finally, I wrote the only thing that came to my
mind: “I'love you, God.” Idrew a big heart around the words and with the tears still
pouring out, I folded the paper and walked over to the fireplace to cast it into the flames.
As the paper flared up, then quickly turned to ashes, I stood still watching my gift to God
disappear. It no longer mattered that I was the last one, the youngest one, the slow one, the
only non-missionary-kid girl there, the one who couldn’t pray out loud as eloquently as her
cousins. God still loves me just the same. And ever since that evening, I've looked back on
that experience as the beginning of my becoming a Christian. It was also during that same
vacation that Aunt Alma invited me to sing with the girls in Portuguese, a song I had never
heard before. It was then that I learned the song “Seek Ye First.” (Carol S. Gordon,
December, 1994)
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TOKYO TO JERUSALEM VIA THE TRANS-SIBERIAN TRAIN

I'was going to regret it - I knew I was going to regretit. Last minute packing resulted in not
only my planned backpack (40 kg!) and guitar but also a briefcase, two bags, a thermos and
my waist pouch. But it was all important.

Even with Aya to help lug it, even before reaching the neighborhood subway train, I
regretted it. Mentally, I shrugged - my shoulders were too laden - and continued to the
ship at Yokohama, which took me, two days later, to the bus at Nahodka (Russian port),
which took me to the train in Vladivostok. I had a continent to cross, time to sit back and
enjoy it, and a promise to keep.

August 16
I'was in Vladivostok for half an hour but, alas, I couldn’t find a telephone directory to check

it against Tom Lehrer’s book as proof of plagiarism. Train car and berth assigned on ticket,
so gotin and met my new roommates: a Russian and a Japanese college student. Tanya
speaks Russian, French, some Spanish; Eiko speaks Japanese, English, come Spanish and
then me. Then one of my table mates came by - Swiss, who speaks German, English and a
little French and the languages flew with many a translation and side comment. We gota
mattress, sheets, pillow and blanket when we goton the train - had a ticket for them we
did, which they asked for promptly. Haven’t bothered about the train ticket yet. Have a
berth all my own and the soothing clack of the wheels - first class this is. Just a tad too hot
and wit the company of two flies who are traveling first class also. In the morning we reach
Khabarovsk and transfer to the Trans-Siberian train proper. Its been a long day gping from
boat to bus to train - waiting is hard work. My face is washed. My bed is made.

August 17
Breakfast right before arriving at Khabarovsk was a riot. The two English couples and I

arrived too early and were told to “come back at nine.” So I'sat and chatted with one
couple (the ones nearest to the restaurant car of course) for half an hour. They are quite
interesting. Have identical hats and fans. They will go to Leningrad and Helsinki after
Moscow. Anyway, 9 o’clock we troupe back and Isit with three Japanese next to the table
where the two English couples sat. A lady comes and asks the obvious. One guy atour
table said in English: “Why, breakfast!” “Coftee?,” I said hopefully. Nyet. Chai. And chai
[tea] it was, only. Four girls came in and after five minutes had salad, eggs, butter, cheese
AND chai. We were doing something wrong obviously. So then both the English couples
and we got the waitress and pointed to the girl’s food and then to us. The English got
salad, eggs, butter, marmalade, yogurt to add to their bread and tea. We got eggs - must
have pointed differently. There is always bread on the table and hot tea will usually follow
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but the rest seems to be up to what they wish to understand you said or what the kitchen
wanls to serve.

On the Trans-Sib! Ihave the cabin to myself at the moment. Sitting here with coffee and
cookies reminds me of you, Mom. Groups are rather amorphous, regrouping often. I've
left off my dinner companions from the boat now but have my cabin mates from the last
train still with me. Dad, the scenery in this area (the Soviet Far East) is the same as in Mato
Grosso do Sul. So if you and Mom would like to do the Trans-Sib cheaply just go ride
around that area for two days then go over the Andes! There is one car road, parallel to the
tracks, on the northside, and China is not too far south of the tracks.

Stopped! Ah - the announcement - well that certzinly cleared things up: “Vorsky-sootchi
brohf” or something. But a train is passing and we are probably waiting for it - yes, we're
off again to the great outdoors. Tanya and I hopped off at the last stop. She bought
cucumbers and tomatoes from some very good business women it looked like. I'm
surprised at how everything is still sold in glass and metal here - not tin foil, plastic and
paper. A bottle of milkis... in a bottle! Tanya bought raspberry jam in a glass jar and
didn’t pay any deposit! Many things are sold in a metal dish, something you could cook in
over a fire. Simply amazing. Dark clouds are gathering now - I am having so much fun. I
didn’t think it could get any better that the ship but this is a different kind of nice. People
are friendly and visit back and forth among the rooms and the wagons. Am in my room
now with an older woman and her son. They are both sleeping and its peaceful. An hour
ago we also had an engineer in here. He used to be a seaman and has traveled widely,
good English. He lives in a nine-story house “not so well” now. His stop came up when I
was one train car down, visiting Tanya, and he came by to say good-bye and to have a nice
trip. It seems no one takes the train to Moscow all at one go like I'm doing. Shigata ga nai
(Ah well). The rain has started. God’s goodness is in relief at the moment.

August 18
[ got into translating a political discussion this noon between a Japanese and Russian using

English and French. That was a lost cause. Basically there are problems here but
Gorbachev is still popular.

August19

Let me tell you about Rimma. 22 years old, a recent engineering graduate and very
curious. She spoke enough English to make conversation possible and what she couldn’t
understand by ear she had me write and would immediately understand. Talking a streak
a minute to the two other passengers in our compartment and I, translating between them
and me, she rode to Irkutsk. We went around Lake Baikal and it did look like the sea when
we suddenly came upon it. Beautiful weather to show it off all five hours around it.
Children splashing in the water, some boating - a regular lazy Sunday afternoon. We
climbed up a mountain side and then down into Irkutsk - 23°C HOT! I told Rimma I
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wanted a picture of the lake so whenever the trees cleared she would jump up and say
NOW! NOW! until I took it. The sun was pretty bright in the window so I don’t think they
will come out but it was great entertainment. If they do come out, they will also catch a
good portion of Siberian dirt on the window. Can’t be opened so can’t be helped. When
we all got out in Irkutsk, Rimma came up to me and said, “Sundrah, let us kiss you,” and
gave me and the other two a Russian good bye - three kisses. Now where have I seen that
before?

August 20
My French is improving, my hair is greasy, my Japan scrapbook is going to run out of

pages before I run out of scraps and all in all 'm moving right along. HA! I make small
joke. See you in the movies!

This is the last part of Eastern Siberia. This section has more houses and villages. Tonight
we reach a city of 1.5 million “the Chicago of Siberia” and then enter Western Siberia and
3,000+ km on to Moscow. My two cabinmates leave me tonight: Galina and Argelia. My
gallant military man I haven’t seen since right after lunch. I returned to find him playing
with my puzzle. He brought me tea yesterday evening and lifts and carries for me at the
slightest hint that I want something. There is a compartment for luggage under the bed
and I put my backpack and toilet bag there so the bed must be lifted if I ever want
something from them - just manageable with one hand while the other pulls the bag out.
Very nice to have someone else hold the bed up. Then underneath half the bed is space you
can slide bags under. My briefcase and food bags are there. My guitar is above the top bed
in a compartment above the door.

Argelia looks like a seaman complete with tattoos and one earring, a pink maple leaf.
Galina is a mother of two and very warm-hearted. Also talks constantly but not like
Rimma's streak, more like a cow’s lowing - soft and quiet. Both of them have the biggest
round blue, piercing blue, eyes. Justa while ago Tanya came and said “Come quick!” Sol
rushed right out - to a watermelon party the Japanese group was having. Yummy. It was
10°C in Novosibirsk (km 3343). Alexandre and I picked up two Russian dog-trainers
traveling to Moscow also, so now our car is complete for the rest of the way.

August 21
For conversation purposes all I have with me is the Trans-Sib Rail Guide which has two

pages in the back with phrases in English and Russian, plus the alphabet. Rather limiting
for conversation. Galina yesterday was able to tell me she was an engineer and lives in
Petrovsk-Zabajkelskij (near Ulan-Ude; now doesn’t that explain everything?) and that she
was going to Novosibirsk but I couldn’t ask why and I probably wouldn’t have understood
the answer anyway. I don’teven have any words for family (brother, sister, etc.); mama
and papa are easily enough understood. But then she pointed to “I am hungry” followed
by “l don’t understand” which in the context I took to mean that she would like to be able
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to talk with me but can’t, so is sad. Pretty creative. Later she tried to marry me off. Came
bustling in and asked for my book. Found the phrase “Are you married?” and pointed to
Alexandre, the gallant military man and shook her head “Nyet.” Then pointed to me and
did the same. Then clapped here hands together saying, “You, friend, Sun-drah” adding in
Russian what seemed like “I want to help you be happy.” I bowed (can’t break that habit
yet) and spaseebahed [sic] and smiled, “Nyet, today.” She laughed and Alexandre looked
embarrassed. But then tea was served. They paid for mine (10 kopek). What do you think,
did I pass up the chance of a lifetime?

I continue collecting quite a variety of bruises. Sea legs have nothing on train legs. There is
a constant but irregular sway which throws one to the left and right as one walks down the
corridor in such a manner impossible to foretell. So if one has nothing in ones hands and is
holding onto both sides it is barely possible to arrest the body from slamming into the wall.
But it is unusual not to be carrying anything and so one learns to try and hit the wall with a
thigh or shoulder which takes the impact rather well. Some of my bruises attest to the fact
that I have not always been successful. One interesting bruise on the back of my ankle
came from innocently washing my face of a morning and the train hitting (what feels like) a
brick wall but managing to break through. It happens quite frequently and the only
explanation I can figure is that one of the tracks isn’t quite in line at that point. Itis a
consolation to know that such a jolt would not be due to running over anything live being
squished under the wheels. ButIdigress. Washing my face with feet 80-100 cm apart
which counteracts the swaying but not these jolts, I was thrown back two paces and hit the
toilet flushing lever on the floor with my ankle. What a stupid place to put one anyway!
Not really, but with soap in my eyes and hopping on one foot as the swaying allowed, it
did seem so at the time. But all this is preliminary and infantile compared to the real
challenge of getting between cars. Needed: one set of knee pads, one set of elbow pads, one
set of shoulder pads, crash helmet, boots and plenty of clothing layers. Due to lack of
foresight I go shorts and T-shirt. The door out to the entranceway is fairly manageable -
just the regular enter-while-swaying technique. The next door is a different matter. It takes
both hands to turn the handle and haul it open, hopefully in tempo. Then, one must open it
far enough to pass through without it closing on an arm or a leg but not so far as to catch
the sway and slam you back against the wall as it goes its full 180 degrees. Let's say, for
argument’s sake, one succeeds and is holding the door the proper 72° 19 wide, anchored
with one hand and the other hand against the door jam. Step two. If one is agile and times
it just right one can land on the bucking platform connecting two cars on the upper plate
just as it levels off for a split second before continuing its sine curve path. The sound of
rushing wind and metal alone makes concentration for such precision gymnastics very
difficult. Now you have a choice. You can close the door you just came through and then
use two hands to reverse the procedure and get out through another door to the next car
OR if one feels claustrophobic or speedophobic or any other phobic, one can possibly (with
phobic strength) maintain the one door open, while opening the other. All the while riding
the bucking plates and viewing the Siberian taiga, or tundra, or turf and tracks racing by
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beneath you, for there is as much space as platform in the “connecting room.” I usually
close the door behind my first, unless someone is following me through, then only
unintentionally. Why, I've only lost one or two people at the most in this way. Yesterday
night I quite enjoyed myself. The y-axis of the sine curve was especially long and I “rode
the plates” with both doors closed with the appropriate ‘Yee-haws’ and such for quite a
while. What with the noise of the train, none were the wiser and I am looked on as a sane,
rational being yet today. But the score is a sad fact Sandra 1, Train 15.

(Afternoon) Now this is the Siberia I expected! Overcast, dense fog hanging from tree tops.
A cold nip in the air and smoke coming out of the occasional chimney. ButIcan never
again picture frozen waste as Siberia. Greenery, fields and haystacks. I was surprised
especially in the Far East region how neat the brush looked - almost like someone mowed
those thousands of kilometers. Parts of it looked like a golf course. Then I saw some men
working with a scythe very methodically going through a field four abreast cutting grass
and having seen all the haystacks, it suddenly clicked that someone had “mowed” these
areas. Icould just see their job description: Grass cutter and haystack maker; Location:
Siberia. From October to March, I'm told, it stays at freezing or below and all these
waterways and swamps would then produce the famous frozen aspect.

The sky changes moods with lightening speed. After being heavily overcast for hours, all
of a sudden we hit a hole in the cloud coverage and brilliant blue sky and sunshine pour
over us. After another hour there aren’t any clouds. When we stopped at Sverdlovsk, the
last (or the first) town in Siberia, it was just gorgeous for pictures AND I was hungry so
Elhena, Olga, Alexandre and I hustled outside. It was huge! Twenty or thirty tracks
between us and the station so [ didn’t try to go there. Olga stopped at a kiosk for some
cabbage sticks and cake. Alexandre disappeared and Elhena and I took off running
towards the stairway above the tracks. Climbed up some 20 meters of the most rickety
stairs I've seen (since Uncle Gary’s old backyard stairs, before Alan fixed them) and the
most panoramic pictures at the top. Elhena seemed panic stricken so we ran back again
buying this or that to add to our supper along the way. It was a feast! Potatoes, tomatoes
and pickle dish with Elhena’s homemade sour cream on top. The ubiquitous brown
sourdough bread, ham, bacon (uncooked - I passed) cabbage rolls, melon, eggs, cake, tea,
coffee - and it turned out to be Olga’s birthday . .. champagne! (Which must be somewhat
illegal or improper for they brought it for the with much giggling and proceeded to lock the
door). I'shared some chicken bouillon I had brought and they oohed and aahed over that
taste. Also, I found some more pens to give as gifts and Olga made me to understand she
will be the envy of everyone back home. Then Alexandre did some rope tricks, always
explaining each one after accomplishing the trick. No secrets here. I showed them some
card games and we just had a good time. Elhenahas a great knack for including me in all
conversations no matter how long it takes to explain. She has five children and wants a
chow chow (Chinese dog) very badly but makes 200 rubles/month teaching and her
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husband (“my man” she always says), would - gesture for hanging by the neck - if she
spent the 2000 rubles to buy one.

I want to describe the great STINK of the train. Argelia was the worst. Whenever he
moved around in the cabin, I'm not kidding, one forget that air was a necessity of life in an
effort to avoid the perfume. If he sat still somehow the molecules adjusted themselves in
areas other than around my nose. The women that have come through here don’t seem to
smell bad unless right under the nose but these Russian men must put in a full day of work
in the salt mines before getting on the train. Except for Alexandre - oh! what a relief! - not
only gallant but smelling of soap, toothpaste and (heavenly!) aftershave. I'm sure he must
have wondered at the blissful grin on my face when he walked in.

August 22
I'think us cousins should get together and come in the winter to do the Trans-Siberian. Que

tal? T'll start a sign-up sheet. But this is nice alone too. Ican do exactly as I please most of
the time, though the Russians seem to take international relations very personally and my
present roommates see to it I'm fed regularly and properly and go to any lengths to arrange
photographs for me to take. Twice yesterday they went storming up and down the train
until they found someone willing to open a door or window for me to get a good shot. I
lahv it! One of the shots is the obelisk that marks the boundary of Asia/Europe (km 1777).
L almost just wrote it off as another telephone pole - and this after waiting in the open door
with the wind pounding my face into a hideous grin for 15 minutes, well, 10 actually, but
the idea’s the important thing. So now I'm in Europe. And actually yesterday was the first
time my body wasn’t in the right time with the sun. At5 p.m.Icouldn’t stay awake any
longer and though my roommates seed rather surprised they accommodated by low lights
and whispers and I was up very rested at 3:30 a.m. when we topped at Kirov and have
walched the daybreak sitting out here in the corridor on a seat that folds into the wall.
Have also been reading, last night and this morning, my Trans-Siberian Guidebook.
Discovered such useful sections as “What to bring” which Susan had evidently read also
for there in black and white AND highlighted in fluorescent green was “Russian phrase
book.” Yes, well ... preparing for trips is not my forte. Now if Susan had been here, I could
have had my cake and eaten it too. A side benefit of not having the phrase book is the
continued creativity of how we use the 40 or so words I do have. Yesterday, I pointed to
what I thought was the word “FHow” in the phrase “How old are you?” then to “traveling”
because I wanted to know how Elhena and Olga’s dogs were traveling to Moscow. But I
hadn’t even gotten to the concept “dog” when Elhena wrote 34 and then told me Olga’s and
Alexandre’s ages too, for god measure. So then I pointed to her picture of her dogs and few
a car? plane? train? and she said “Aah!” and poinled to the plane. We are becoming great
drawers. Elhena is a great one for inventing ways to communicate and my lack of
comprehension in no way inhibits her non-stop flow of Russian at me. So much so that two
gentlemen having observed us for a while came over and started speaking to me in Russian
also! The other suggestion of what to bring that I have missed somewhat is powdered
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milk, though black coffee doesn’t taste so bad anymore. And there is always plenty of
sugar around for a bonified cafezinho. Alexandre brought with him a kilo of cubed sugar

- (1 inch rectangles). Russians put 24 of these in the tea and once when I didn’t accept,
Alexandre went into a lengthy explanation of Liow he had gotten the box fro free (they all
learned this word yesterday and use it whenever possible) because of something and
someone so please use it! The book also has descriptions of this trip from other travelers.
One gentleman took this trip in 1908 and paid 37 yen from Japan to Vladivostok (I paid
60,000 yen) and 5 1/2 rubles for one night in Moscow (80 rubles for me). So - if we're going
to take this trip in the future, cousins, we had better do it soon! AND I will have you know,
oh you great preparers of life - U. Gary, Tim, Susan, Woody - to mention only a few, plus
the entire Japanese nation, that I have read ahead - yeah! true! - to the descriptions,
problems and solutions of Moscow to Berlin. As Joy would say, “I amaze myself
sometimes.”

So many impressions and thoughts crowd my mind these days I can’t seem to get it down
on paper fast enough. The power lines have gotten more numerous and more complex the
further west we came. One line became one on each side of the track and now at least two
on each side for between lown and at each town such crisscrossing, boosters and splitters as
is only seen in fishing line left tangled in a tackle box. Also, I was puzzled by these round
concrete discs, 6-20 on any one pole, to put tension on the wires. But my handy dandy
guidebook once again explained, I think, telling me they run 1000 kw in their power lines
here and one had jolly well better insure the stay up. Snow and ice must create extra wear
and tear also, for even the poles are shored up on either side by two short poles.

An engineer - this time a train engineer - came up and asked where I was from in Russian.
[ had my 40-word page ready exchanged info such as name, occupation, home location
and, in this case, that he liked his job, though he seemed surprised at the question. Also,
due to my “proficiency,” I got him to tell me the speed of the train by pointing to the word
“traveling” then the train itself and making VROOM sounds. He wrote 90-100 km /h
which I had guessed but wanted confirmation. Its misty again this morning. Can’t see
much beyond the windows. Igotout with ccffee and cake in hand and watched them
change what I suppose to be a brake. The mist was especially thick then and figures
emerged and vanished, checking and cleaning the train like something out of a Humphrey
Bogart movie. The train lists 59 stops from Vladovistok to Moscow, divided by 5.5 days
gives roughly 1 tops a day, whereas my guidebook said “the train only stops, on an average
two to three times a day.” Obviously, an update is needed.

Let us speak of liberty. Travel - is one kind, and the obvious starting point on the Trans-Sib.
“Sun-ta” as Elhena called me, “How many ... Berlin, Moscow?” One day, I answered, 27
hours really. Amazement all around. Then I asked the question that precipitated the
conversation, “You go Berlin?” Nyet. “But your friend (one she had tcld me about) can
go? Why? (palms up at shoulder level).” With Elhena doing most of the talking but
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Alexandre and Olga occasionally jumping in they told me of their thoughts and dreams
behind a locked door, joking about “spions,” but even so checking behind the door every
now and then.

“Money.” Elhena began, “It costs a lot to travel and stay somewhere and I don’t have
much. Visa, I can’t get one. IfIgo to Berlin,” she laughed, “they’ll tell me ‘Where is your
visa? No! Ican’t give you one. Go home! My friend,” she continued, “has a friend in
Berlin. My mother has friend in Bulgaria, they can get visa. Russia is very big but I can
only go to North Russia, or South Russia, or East or West. . . but you have been to 33
countries (she pointed to my passport that they had been looking at), me, one. Gorbachev
in US, great. Here, bad. In Novosibirsk, I can get Pepsi but not Coke. Ican’t get imported
things ... Ican’t even get socks!” Her laughter died out. “Sun-ta, Bush is great president.”
[told her some Americans didn’t think so and she laughed again. “Then, let's exchange!” .
.. “Yes (sarcastically) Russia is great! We can get beautiful scenery, trees, snow, lakes . . “
she sighed, then turned to me and asked, “Restaurant?” So we went to eat. The restaurant
only had salami and fried eggs, which irritated her. Istood and watched out the window
after that and had so much to say that I decided to write it down in English and giveitto
Elhena to take to her friend who she said spoke English, taught English in fact. This is the
gist:

You are sad because you cannot travel but I tell you that every man in every country has
some limitation. There is a man who cannot walk because he has no legs. There is a man
who cannot leave his city because he has no money or he has no dream. There is a man
who cannot laugh because he is too sad. You can do all these things. You are sad because
you cannot get many things here - but I tell you things cannot make you happy by
themselves. A wise person once said, “Be careful of what you want because you may get
it” I'will pray you get to travel some day. Keep on dreaming - but keep your laughter too
- and live each day.

After that there were only a couple of hours. Isaw the Volga, not even one km of its 3700
km - but one shouldn’t be too picky. And we gave gifts and exchanges back and forth. I
ended up with one Russian mechanical pencil, a thermometer, a hippopotamus soap dish -
pink, and messages and autographs. Such fun! It was raining in Moscow. The big streets
are even bigger than I remember and the metro escalators faster. All three of them brought
me and my luggage trough a maze of metro system and deposited me at my hotel. With a
kiss and a wave they were gone. Loving - yes, that too is a kind of liberty.

PS - (from postcard I received from Elhena in Jerusalem) “Hello, Sandra! Iam glad your
letter. Photo is very good. Our dogs live good, they is very nice. Sandra, if you can and
want, please, come and see us on week. I promise you riding on horse on Siberian taiga.
For this you must prolong transit visa on week and in visa show town Uckumuu. Out of
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Moscow send a telegram and we meet you Novosibirsk, if you can not do it then give me
your constant domestic address, please. Goodbye, Sandra. Elhena.

August 23
(Hotel Belgrad ) Thave no idea what impels hotel business here in Moscow but it is NOT

the customer. For almost the same price (I paid more here) that it costs at the Swiss Air
Hotel in Boston where I got porters, room service and limousine service not to mention the
smiles and information available, I have received one room, with radio and bath (NO hot
water - now there is a sure way to save on water!). It wasn’t clean but the sheets were when
I made the bed up for the night. When I came back down to inquire about hot water, I
stood at the desk 30 minutes while one lady just shrugged her shoulders at my English and
the only other attendant was busy flirting. When she got around to me though she did
smile (she smiles all the time - don’t think she is Russian) and then made the cutest face
while apologizing for no hot water that I had to laugh. Her face expressed: oh-it-is-so
ridiculous-not-to-have-hot-water-but-I'm-so-sorry-that’s-the-way-it-is. She must be in her
50’s (and speaks four languages that I heard) so “cute” is not really the correct word,
“appropriate” might be better. I dragged myself back upstairs and sat contemplating
whether to forgo my long awaited bath. Finally decided for - really felt much better once I
was warm again.

Walked leisurely around town today. On the way back to the hotel to pick up my bags
explored an old fashion kind of street with antique lanterns curved overhead. Little shops
on the sides and sidewalk booths too, rain and all. Saw some girls who looked 15 with
babies on their backs and with some little 3 or 4 year old boys gleefully standing on a
sidewalk vent where hot air was coming up. It would have been a great picture but I just
enjoyed watching. Bought one more ice cream - the best of all!

August 24
Either they actually had to change the wheels to a different gauge from the Russian or it

was the most thorough search between borders I've yet seen. About 7:30 a.m. we pulled
into a hangar structure between jacks the height of the train. A big jolt - the engine being
pulled off Isuppose - and then a mechanic came into our compartment and pulled outa
pin from the floor, a 5k variety, not the sewing kind. Our wagon was jacked up and then
set down again, I suppose, on our new set of wheels. Meanwhile there were three guyson
the inside dusting - checked the windows, the carpets, the ceilings, floors and walls. Even
pulled the shades up and down felling the corners. Another team of three came through
for passports and customs declaration. Most interested in how much money I had and in
what currencies. All this took about two hours of officials telling us alternately to get in or
out of the room depending on their business. Each car was separated with all doors locked
(HA! Yes, I tried one) at the ends. They searched everything except our luggage. Thena
guy came through, put the pin back in and we went forwards and backwards four times
before backing up to the station platform. Then, a very curious tin happened. One of the
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officials came back, asked if  had rubles and through an interpreter asked if it was
“necessary” to change. Idiplomatically said it would be good to get some German marks.
There was an interchange and the one who spoke English said “follow him” and
disappeared. So off I went. First to the hostess’ room on my wagon where he rummaged
around and found my customs declaration paper, then to another official who opened his
briefcase and produced my passport and then proceeded to escort me through a labyrinth
of buildings and hallways at breakneck speed for various and sundry official stamps and
requests for this paper or that. Finally, ata bank counter, the official cut in front of the line
and handed in my rubles and gave me. .. dollars in return! Three to be exact. After which
my escort saw me back to the platform and left. Probably muttering something about these
funny Americans who created so much trouble for so little money. And Istill don’t have
my marks to use the subway tonight to transfer between stations. That’s travel. Love it or
leave it.

(Poland) I got the unlucky number this time. This train doesn’t honk or beep, but the rattle-
rattle-rattle-crash describe it perfectly. AND I got the room next to the bathroom. AND the
lower quarter of the bathroom door is missing the odors in this direction. AND if one is
next to the bathroom, one is also next to the smoking area, adding that perfume to the other.
AND there is a 3-year-old in the compartment with me. The whole wagon is dirty and
rusty and generally disagreeable with ONE redeeming factor - it is going in the right
direction. Everything else, after all, is really secondary.

August 25
(Berlin) Arrived at 21:30 last night and another independent traveler, Amy, and I spent the

next two and a half hours going from place to place with all the baggage (!) as various
people indicated to find out about changing money and train times to Frankfurt (for me)
and Prague (for her). When we finally were directed correctly, my last train had left for the
night - 10 minutes earlier. So, I've had six hours to whittle away, only two left. Bought my
ticket, bought a supper. Found some people from the train from Moscow and we settled
down in the corner on the floor along with about 100 bodies strewn about. Very active,
brightly lit, modern (info, computers and personnel still available at midnight!) large
station. Watched an animal show in the middle of the floor around 2 a.m. Policemen
patrolling constantly, got rid of some drunks earlier. I am definitely going to do this trip
again even if just so I can whiz in and out of Berlin! Amy is a treasure in a foreign city. We
had no money for the subway so Amy merely stood at the information desk lamenting the
fact OUT LOUD that we just needed 40 finnick . . . 40 lousy finnick . . . oh dear! what could
we do. .. until someone put 50 finnick in her hand. And she continued to do this at every
point in various forms until we had luggage carrying help, phone call help and two guys
(who looked none too savory to me) who actually escorted us to the (RELIEF!) correct
location for train info, buying our tickets (in dollars with change given in marks) and then
took Amy and her luggage to another station to catch her train (with 3 minutes to spare)
and came back here to make sure I was o.k. for the night and everything settled about my
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ticket. “So I go home now” and he left. Itis great to be proven wrong, and we had been at
the end of our rope from trekking everywhere with no results.

Amy could imitate anyone and entertained me for two hours with mimics on the train into
Berlin. In response to Amy’s request for a receipt at the Soviet Embassy in Beijing: “This is
an Embassy, NOT a video arcade; you can get your passport Thursday!” In response to
Amy’s request to change rubles back to hard currency: “Vot! You hahv noh reeceipt!
MahDAHM! You hahv been deceived!”

After being up all night at the Berlin station, slept mostly on the trip to Frankfurt. Did see
huge sections of the ex-wall. East Germany so lax at borders that I still have the portion of
the visa they should keep, a souvenir, like my rubles (re-acquired amidst fierce bargaining
for a samovar cup holder on the Russian train - Amy instigated it, of course). Frankfurt was
traveler’s heaven. My friend Regina (met in Amsterdam ‘83) picked me up, quiet, beautiful
home, hot bath, hot food, walk in the park, gave me my plane ticket, a MOST comfortable
bed and put me on my plane the next morning.

August 26
(Jerusalem) And here I am. Sitting at Ben Gurion with two other students also just arrived -

someone mentioned “notebook.” It suddenly hit me - I'm a student again and I left a trail
of notebooks and papers across Siberia trying to lighten my luggage. I have no notebook.
Do you think they’ll send me home? I have crossed a continent and kept my promise - to
put pen to paper and describe it. A new day begins.

(Sandra H. Gordon, August, 1990)



