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...How often we are being told that the Soviet man is nothing but utopia,
that he never existed, doesn’t exist, will never exist and cannot exist!
Read the book of a modern author who spent many years in “flourishing”
Europe, and you will see that it’s not truth. The Soviet man is alive and
well today! He doesn’t measure life by money and personal success. He is
compassionate; he lives in work and struggle...
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Chapter 10. Sleeping in a hammock

“Who kindly comes to every home

From a well-known children's book of old?
No scientist, no poet noble,

But won the hearts of all the world?

He's got astounding acclaim,

What is his name? Tell us his name!?”
(“Buratino®‘s Song”)

...Before my trip home for Lisa’s birthday in the summer of 1999, I wrote a letter to an
address in Dublin, which | found in the semi-legal Sinn Fein’s newspaper. That letter
contained a question how could I join their party. At that time it didn’t bring any
privileges, any elective posts in the Dail®, Stormont* or the European Parliament. On the
contrary, the party was still so persecuted that it could hardly be ranked as legal.
Therefore | also did not advertise my intentions (and, of course, | did not tell Geoffrey,
who looked as if he was getting diarrhea after only one mention of “the boys®*).

I received a very strange reply informing me that I could join the ranks of “Sinn Fein’s
Friends Abroad”. There was a special emphasis on financial support: it looked like these
“friends abroad” were far from poor. Comrades, that’s lovely, but | am not abroad! | am
here! So I wrote to them again, but I didn’t receive any reply to my second letter at all. I
was not surprised: obviously, people in their position don’t trust strangers. But my desire
to learn more about them had not decreased, and not because of | was seeking some
adventure. My life has already had more than enough “adventures” at that stage! I was
just looking for a real comradeship. | wanted that feeling of comradeship, a feeling of
belonging to a community. | had also gathered up so much anger during these years that
only a person who himself knew the value of life could understand me. As | have already
said, we shared the same enemies, especially after Yugoslavia®.

Yugoslavia became for me like crossing the Rubicon, after which my life had changed
and | could not return to conventional living. I could no longer live a life where one cares
only about oneself and one’s family, a life of an animal that drags the bits and pieces that
it gathered into its hole and doesn’t give a damn about what else is happening around it.
Many of my acquaintances do not understand this: they think that my “interest in
politics”, as they call it, is just some ordinary hobby, like collecting stamps, something
that can be turned off as the hot water supply in our house during the summer. They do
not understand that for me there is no way back after Yugoslavia and all that followed it;
and not because | wanted it to be so. | would gladly not think about all that garbage
which is officially called “freedom”, “market values” and “democracy”, that hangs
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around the neck of the whole planet, like a rope’s stranglehold. For me it what | am
engaged in, is not “politics”; it is a struggle against all evil and injustice which are called
“politics”, do you understand? Joan of Arc once said: “If I don’t do it, who will?” ... I
cannot “stay clean” when there is so much mess around. Even if that dirt doesn’t touch
me personally yet.

When the ruins in Belgrade were still smoking, | decided to go to a Republican
celebration of the anniversary of the unfinished Irish revolution: the Easter revolt of 1916
that had been suppressed by the British. Supporters of Sinn Fein are called the Irish
Republicans (not to confuse them with the Republicans in Americal).

At that time | had not been to any demonstration for at least ten years. And | had never
been to a demonstration that was advertised on leaflets glued to the street walls in town.
It was from these leaflets that | learnt, that one of the leaders of this party (I will call him
simply Leader, for short) would be present at that demonstration. Of course, | saw him on
Irish television and his name was very familiar for me, but this knowledge originated
long ago in my childhood. On TV they usually showed him being viciously attacked by
journalists after any explosion, which the boys had produced, but he refused to condemn
those explosions, with amazing patience explaining why they had been carried out.

— What an attractive man! — my mum said when she first saw him on TV in Dublin, —
Such a serious, thoughtful face... There is some sort of magnetism in him.

| remembered her words, and now | could acquire the autograph of this attractive man
full of magnetism for her: | had just bought and read his autobiography, for a better
understanding of life in the North.

The book gave me a painful impression. I could not even imagine that not that far from
Dublin so many lIrish people were still living in such inhumane conditions. And most of
the Dubliners, who have got such a cosy life under their “Celtic Tiger”, did not even
think about their brothers’ suffering! Moreover, it seemed that no one on Earth cared
about them, and when they rose up to defend their rights, “the international community”
— that is, NATO’s variation of our “all progressive humanity”” — condemned them in a
chorus of “public scorn”: “One, two: (all together) Shame on you! *

There was a bright spring sun shining that day, almost like Irish summer. Near the Dublin
General Post Office — a historic building, where once the Easter risers fought (traces of
bullets are still visible on its walls) — a decent-sized crowd had gathered, and it seemed to
me that all the people in this crowd knew each other. Not far from there one could see
some people busy reading newspapers: those on official business to keep an eye on such
events.

I expected that the Leader would make his speech right away; that’s what I understood
from the leaflets. But he wasn’t here; instead of him there was an amateur performance,
which in the USSR we would have called “a literary-musical compilation”. I was

7 “All progressive humanity” was a very common term in the USSR



impressed by one actor, who imitated one of the leaders of the Easter Rising: he even
looked like that man. It was strange that the anniversary of the Rising was not an official
holiday: after all, it could be considered the event from which the independent Irish State
began. The fact that the anniversary was not officially celebrated confirmed to me that
this State was still not as independent as it tried to appear.

The official part was over rather quickly, but the parade had just begun: from the centre
of Dublin the gathering intended to march to Glasnevin, in the north of the city, where
Republican heroes were buried. With inner excitement | walked in their crowd for the
first time.

If I say that it was similar to our Soviet May Day or Revolution Day demonstrations then
I will act against my conscience. No, it was not. At our demonstrations there was a
celebratory atmosphere, but this one was covered in the spirit of harsh militancy. This
was emphasized by the music, to the sounds of which we marched: flutes and drums gave
this event the atmosphere which was typical only for the North of Ireland. One could feel
that those people had nothing to celebrate, except for their own strength.

It was in the midst of these people that | felt for the first time such a feeling of concord,
of closeness which | had never felt in all my years abroad, in any of the other capitalist
countries, — the feeling of real friendship, not one where one drinks coffee together or
shops together. Of course, they weren’t my comrades yet, they didn’t even know me. But
| felt that these people would not betray and that they could be relied upon: somebody
who was one of them was like a member of one big united family.

| looked at them, and it sounded in my head:

“Leaden bullets in shower,
Woes in store for our land.

We have shouldered the burden
Of great hardship, my friend.

Right about us the civil war ablaze,
And we fight day and night.

In the field paths are many,

Only true one is right.

Don't you say, oh my mother,
That your lot is accursed,
Through tumultuous Russia

| am urging my horse.

And the red star shines over our fates
Not by chance in this war,

And to it we will swear

By our lives, evermore.



Raven black, stop your circling
O'er the steppe full of dole.

We are going to live on

For eternity whole!

If the thunder again strikes in the skies,
Casting fiery blades,

Say a word or just whisper,

And we'll come to your aid.”®

The Leader was already waiting for us at the cemetery in Glasnevin. And again, it was
the first time that | saw with my own eyes a very different attitude of people towards a
politician. There was something very warm, almost intimate in the air when his people
saw him. It was something very protective, from any external harm. For these people he
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was “ours”, “our guy”.

| had missed this feeling so much in the past years. | missed people on whom | could rely
no less than on myself. I missed being with people with whom | shared the same ideals. |
missed leaders whom you could follow both through water and fire. | looked at them and
| envied this crowd, in a good way.

As it is customary, the bodyguards were surrounding the Leader, but it was obvious that
they were ordinary people, not professionals. When he finished his speech, it seemed as if
the whole crowd rushed to him at once. Everyone wanted to tap him on the shoulder, to
tell him something. He had a good memory for names and knew how to speak with
people. He was very patient and so each person who spoke to him, had a feeling that they
were the Leader’s best friend, even after only a conversation of five minutes. He
obviously had a talent for such things.

Seeing the pressure of the crowd, | became even frightened and decided that | was highly
unlikely to get an autograph for my mother. But then suddenly | was overcome by a
strange feeling: the same as before jumping into the water in a swimming pool from a
diving board. Without even thinking of why | was doing it, | breathed deeply and
suddenly ducked under the arms of the guards who surrounded the Leader, so suddenly
that even they were scared. Luckily, there was nothing in my hands except for his book. |
handed him the book with a pen. The bodyguards were fighting off the pressing crowd,
and | bent down to his ear and asked him:

— Tell me, please, can I join Sinn Fein if I’'m not Irish, but I do live here?

He looked up at me quickly with his brown eyes behind thick glasses.

8  Title song of the film “Elusive Avengers” (USSR) - Soviet popular movie (1966) about the Civil War
in Russia



— If you live here, then of course you can. It does not matter if you are Irish or not. — He
gave me back the book.

Now | had someone to refer to, | thought, if they continue not to reply to my letters. And
| did want to become one of these people. | hadn’t had any real comrades for a long time.
I hadn’t had the opportunity to be such a comrade myself to anybody for a long time.

| had completely forgotten that | had obtained an autograph just for my mother. Instead |
felt that I finally found something connecting Ireland with my Soviet Union! This was the
link that was missing in my life. The sad smile of that long-haired IRA volunteer Bobby
Sands from our Soviet newspapers again stood in front of my eyes... A man who was a
hero in my country and a terrorist for its enemies. And that this was a real enemy, |
already had the opportunity to discover by myself, in real life: not only from reading
books and leading articles of our Soviet “Pravda” newspaper. | was convinced by their
bombs thrown on the peaceful Sudan, Afghanistan and Yugoslavia. By how happy they
were to see our suffering and the destruction of our people, with the help of their best
friends in our country: the reformers who had gone much too far from the CPSU. The
ones who all their life had strenuously tried “to put on a red jacket”, and now they cried
out: “Please take that red jacket off me!”...

And when I returned to Ireland after a holiday (I do not want even to think about how
hard it was to say yet another goodbye to Lisa!), the first thing | did was to write another
letter to the Sinn Fein office.

It cannot be that they won’t answer this time. Now that He himself had told me that it
was possible for me to join them!

... By autumn I had finally moved to the North.

Geoffrey rejoiced and mentally was already planning ahead. He needed to pass this year’s
practice, so, if he finds a place in Belfast, then rather than searching for a room there
(Danny was already quite fed up with him by the end of last summer!), he’d better
suggest moving in with me (he would pay me for the room, of course! At least, as soon as
he would start getting his grant ....) And then he could travel to Belfast every morning.

He dreamed about it so much that he did not even notice that | was moving heavy
furniture around on my own. It had taken him about forty minutes to realize it and to
offer to help me to move a wardrobe and some chairs. “Poor girl, moving such heavy
things on her own!” — was written all over his uncomplicated face. “Luckily, she has
me!”

The house was great! There was such a beautiful view of the mountains, and there was
plenty of room in the yard for a barbeque and to park three motorcycles — Danny’s,
Paul’s and the one he would get.

® A reference to Yeltsin’s words “stop seeing me as a communist”, while in fact he himself had chosen to

make a career in the Communist party.



— Do you know what | dream about when | see these mountains? — Geoffrey asked with a
dreamy expression.

| looked at him ironically.

— 1 do,- I said, unexpectedly to him. — You are dreaming of leaving the house at dawn
when the mist clears, of climbing the mountain and of paragliding from the top! Did |
guess right?

Geoffrey was impressed.
— How did you know? — He asked.

— I know you well enough, not just to guess that, but also to know that you will never do
it and it will remain a dream for the rest of your life. Just like a trip on a motorcycle
around the North, building a house from natural stones, and the reunification of Ireland —
if it were up to people like you to decided it! Thank God that there are other people in the
world, not only the Oblomovs™°.

Of course, Geoffrey did not know who Oblomov was, but anyway, he was offended. How
did I dare, not just to guess his dream, but also to destroy it with my sneers, with my cold
confidence that he would never do anything to realize it? He was about to open his mouth
to argue with me, when suddenly the inside of his nose started to itch, and he sneezed
loudly. After sneezing about ten times in a row, we both realized that he had the flu.

It took me three days to get him back on his feet: after all, | was a graduate nurse,
although a civil defence one. (Geoffrey boasted about it to all his friends, to whom he had
introduced me as “the girl from the city where they make Kalashnikov’s”, not to mention
that my surname was Kalashnikova too! After that, his friends began to respect him as if
he himself held this gun in his hands, if only once in his life). Unfortunately, by
Christmas I myself fell ill with the flu which I contracted from him.

To be honest, Geoffrey did not really want to nurse me for the rest of the holidays, to
stand there ready with medicines and a thermometer. But that was OK; the main thing
was that there was a TV set in the house. When it came to Christmas dinner and cake he
conveniently got them from his mother, including a piece for me. It was good that his
mother lived just across the road; Zhenya found a really good place to settle! Geoffrey
still watched television until the morning, and every time | made an occasional
appearance in the kitchen (to get a glass of water), he praised me and told me how clever
| had been to find this house in such a suitable location..

| had been very patient with Geoffrey for a long time, but on New Year’s Eve, it finally
came to an explosion. | told Geoffrey everything I thought of him. I even quoted an Irish
song that he secretly liked to listen to (with headphones on, of course, so that no one

10 Oblomov — hero of a novel by I. Goncharov, famous for his dreamy laziness



could hear it): “And Ireland, our country would be free long ago if all her sons were
rebels, as Henry Munro*!!”

— What do you know about Henry Munro? He was a Protestant, by the way! And do you
know how he died? On the scaffold! So, is that what | am lacking to be a hero in your
eyes?

Geoffrey was astonished, because a lot of what | had thought of him he did not even
suspect. For example, that he was a lazybones. Or that it was because of people like him,
because of their indifference to everything, that Ireland was still not united. How could |
say this? In fact, didn’t | know how dear the idea of united Ireland was to him? He even
asked me once to buy him an Irish tricolor in Dublin, which still lies under his pillow in
his hostel room. Every time, when he makes the bed, he pulls that tricolor out, admires it
and dreams of a better future. Did I not know this? Is it his fault that none of the
politicians could be trusted?

But I did not listen to him. When | got angry, many English words seemed to evaporate
from my head, and my Eastern European accent became so strong... just like Anna
Kournikova’s accent! It seems that’s what Geoffrey thought, when I painfully tried to
translate into English Gorky’s immortal lines about the stupid penguin, cowardly hiding
its fat body in the rocks*?.

Dreams caused by the sound of my accent captured him so much that at first he did not
even realize that by a fat penguin I meant him! Well, what a comparison!

Geoffrey slammed the door desperately. He did not want to listen to my words about him.
He did not want to think if there was any the truth in them, even in proportion. He just
did not, and that was enough! It was a holiday, after all. He just wanted to have a good
time. What’s wrong with that? Why does everything always need to be linked with
politics?

The street was already getting dark. The public transport stopped working. | was upstairs
coughing heavily. My temperature was close to 40. But Geoffrey did not feel guilty
because after all, he had not forced me to look after him when he was ill! “Now let her lie
alone there over the holidays, if she is such an insidious snake!” He will show me a
penguin!

1 Henry Munro (1758 — 1798) was a United Irishman born in Lisburn, County Down.. Munro was a linen
draper, senior freemason and popular raconteur who became leader of the United Irish organisation in Down following
the arrest of its leader Rev. Willam Steel Jackson on June 5. After the battle of Ballynahinch Munro was betrayed and
captured, and was ordered to be hanged and decapitated before his own door. The sentence was carried out June 16
1798

12 Maxim Gorky’s “The Song of Stormy Petrel” , a short piece of revolutionary literature written in 1901

(“The stupid penguin cowardly hides blubber in the rocks... only the proud stormy petrel soars bold and free over the
grey sea froth! <)
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Without hesitation, Geoffrey picked up his backpack and ran out of my house. He was
glad that at least, he had a place to stay. Of course, he was upset, he had planned to watch
“Star Trek” on TV tonight and his plans have been completely cancelled; his mother
would surely want to watch something else! — But he was too angry.

One millennium ended and a new one started...

This was the first time in my life that | could not even stay awake for New Year: | was
feeling so bad that | took a lot of antipyretic and fell asleep at 9 o’clock in the evening.
And was there any sense in staying up by the Christmas tree all night long on your own? |
did not regret the parting with Geoffrey: | knew it would happen sooner or later. But, of
course, | did not really want to spend the holidays on my own. Nevertheless, | could no
longer stand this empty-headed creature near me and that was that: | have spoken my
mind...

Despite the lack of regret about what happened, when | woke up the next morning, | felt
bad in my heart: we have a saying that the way you meet the New Year will be also the
way you spend it... Does this mean that for the whole new millennium I will just sleep
and be sick?

In addition, the following evening | had to go back to Dublin to work. The fact was that |
still had not completely moved to the North: | had not been able to find work in the North
and therefore | continued to work in Dublin and came to my new house only for the
weekends.

This situation was not pleasant: my mother and Lisa were going to join me in March,
now | that had my own place where | could bring them (I was very proud of that), and
most importantly | had got permission for permanent residence for my mum. This was
after a Professor of Law at Trinity College (that’s how far | had to go in search of
justice!) found me a European law article on the status of relatives of EEA citizens. | was
happy to wipe Mr. Casey’s nose with this law article. But if things did not work out and
everything stayed as it was, | would see my mother and Lisa only on weekends.

In September I left my rather comfortable basement in Dublin: firstly, because it was too
expensive to pay for two dwellings, and secondly because | began to feel uncomfortable
there. From time to time the landlady’s guests in the house blocked up the toilet pipes,
and then the sewage flooded my modest garden, with the smell remaining there for a long
time; the smell did not disappear even after the pipes had been cleaned. Also, I lived
without tenancy rights after the renewal of my tenancy agreement and | felt this
increasingly. When | was away, the landlord sometimes entered my flat, and he did not
even bother to hide his actions from me. His excuse, he would say, was to see if
everything was OK. In Soviet times, they did not do such breach of privacy even in a
student hostel. I did not like his uninvited visits: could not he come when | was at home?
| really could not stand it and remembering his English origin, | had picked up some Sinn
Fein posters in the street and hung them on my bathroom door. After that his visits ceased
quickly....
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... In September, Geoffrey helped me move my things to the North; I rented a car for this,
but I did not have a driver’s license at the time, so he was the one who did the driving.
For the first few months | slept on a mattress on the floor: | did not have my own
furniture. I remember well Halloween night: the wind howled down the chimney, the rain
lashed at the windows, and the neighbouring children knocked at the door, dressed up as
monsters...

The move was a gradual process: bit by bit furniture appeared, even though it was
second-hand, and | found a new job too, although unfortunately, just as before, it was
located in Dublin. If you remember, | hated my previous company so much that | vowed
not to return once I’d obtained a mortgage. The couple of weeks between the two jobs
were filled with great nervous tension, but soon | started to work as a technical support
agent in a well-known company that produced printers and copiers.

But new problems appeared such as where to live for the whole work week? I did not
need much; I only needed a place with a bed and somewhere to take a shower. To pay for
both a flat in Dublin and a house in the North was far too expensive for me, as | have
already said. To travel every day from the North would be physically impossible (I would
not get to work before 10 or even 11 o’clock in the morning). | tried to sleep in a hostel
for a couple of weeks: in a room that was like a barracks with bunk beds, which was
clean enough and with quite decent and interesting inhabitants (mostly young foreigners,
traveling around the country), but it was impossible to sleep there: people came and went
as they liked, as was natural in such a place. People banged the doors right next to your
head, banged heavy backpacks; put the light on at any hour of the night, snored so loudly
that the windows shook, and so on. It had its advantages: staying there was cheaper than
renting an apartment, but it too was not without expense. | could not stand such a lifestyle
for more than two weeks. | gave up and moved into a very small room, the cheapest |
could find. This room was in a house with one of my new colleagues, a Frenchman who
had just married a Chinese woman from Malaysia. The room was in a good new house,
not too far from work (on foot about 40 minutes, or 15 minutes by bus). | actually just
slept there, trying not to cook in the kitchen, and did not even sit in the living room, to
avoid unnecessary expenses, such as paying for the cable TV. The Frenchman and his
new wife did not know about my situation, and probably thought that I was just a miser.
But | had no desire anymore to let anyone else know about my life. Life in this “free
world” is just like being arrested in the American films: “Anything you say, can and will
be used against you”. If you show some weakness, nobody will help you; they would
rather finish you off. People with problems (such as a disabled child) — this is just a
“liability” here, nothing more.

| was very glad that | had managed to find a new job in just two weeks, but | was
working now just to pay my bills and not for my own professional satisfaction. The
company’s office was huge, a real corporate realm, built specifically for this company in
one of the Dublin suburbs, in the west of the city. It had an elegant dining room and a
gym, different training courses and you could even acquire a new profession in the long
term. But it was not the same as in my mother’s Soviet factory: none of the townspeople,
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not even relatives of the employees, could use this gym and other facilities. In this district
of Dublin there was nothing except industrial parks and a huge shopping centre — the only
“cultural” institution for the whole area, where local youth spent all their free time.
Judging by the appearance and behaviour of these young people, one would say that the
“Celtic Tiger” had passed them by...

We worked in shifts; the work was easy, our “team”, mainly people from the
Netherlands, was OK. My new boss was Indonesian with a Dutch passport. He was given
that job because he already had experience in team management: he had served in the
Dutch army. And his working style was in accordance with this... My day began at 7 am,
and | had no other choice but to walk to our industrial park: through the dark streets that
were still unfamiliar to me, where | often stumbled on smouldering remains of cars stolen
by local teenagers, which they set on fire after joy-riding. It was rather scary, and to
dispel the fear, I began to sing aloud. “Bo por bai unda ko bo ke'®“, « Warschawjanka®*-
and “Boldly, comrades, up!*> Often it was raining, and the wind would blow that rain
straight into my face. My umbrella was often pulled out of my hands and turned inside out,
no umbrella could survive in Dublin for longer than a couple months. In Holland, one
could get to work by bike, but in Dublin there was such traffic (and the way the people
drive!) that it was simply dangerous to your life. Also, there were no bicycle paths.

We worked under a huge glass roof, the walls were transparent, too, and all around there
were green plants in pots, they even were going to install a huge fish tank. The huge
office space was divided into sectors in accordance with the countries of Europe. Heated
emotional conversations in Spanish were heard from one corner and slow, calm Finnish
speech from another. | quickly made friends with some Italian girls, especially with a
small girl called Adriana: with her glasses and sharp nose she made me think of
Pinocchio, but she was still very pretty, this native of Turin. She was sharing a large
Dublin house with her Italian friends and went to work driving her own little Fiat, which
she took all the way from Italy. Naturally, when we met, | could not resist the old habit
again — | tried to impress her with my knowledge of her country: Gianni Rodari, Adriano
Celentano, Toto Cutugno, Ornella Muti'®... Strange but true: | was the only one who
talked about such things. The majority of the Irish people did not know anything at all
about Italy (or any other countries, for that matter), except for lasagna and spaghetti
Bolognese... Adriana was not so interested in Irish culture; she loved and knew classical
music well, she read a lot of books and she came to Ireland only temporarily: to gain
some experience to enable her to find a good job at home, where there was a strong
competition for jobs.

That’s, in short, what my situation was like by the New Year.

My small northern town, which | saw only on weekends — so beautiful, so green during
the summer — in winter completely died out. Most of the shops on Main Street were

13 “You can go wherever you want” (Papiamento) — from the song by “La Perfecta” band from Curacao
14 Wwarschawjanka — famous Revolutionary song

15 Russian revolutionary song

6 Italian writer, singers and actress
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closed for the winter. Incessant storms began on the sea. | have never seen any place in
the world where a strong wind blew day and night for weeks — not in one particular
direction, but it seemed in all directions at once. It felt as if the atmosphere above it was
formed by some sort of bottomless drain. When it rained, it did not fall down from the
skies, as in all other corners of the world, but horizontally: right in your face. No
umbrella could stop it. Blue mountains that were just beyond the town worked as a
natural barrier for both Southern Irish TV waves and for the clouds: the clouds would
often hover over them for a long time. If it wasn’t for these mountains, it would rain in
town even more frequently.

Wet up to my ears, still sneezing and coughing (and inwardly swearing that | had to go
anywhere at all in such a condition), that evening | got the last bus to Dublin (there were
only 4 buses a day here!), already thinking how | would tell Adriana about my joyless
holidays. Geoffrey did not even have enough conscience to at least bring me some
aspirin. Pharmacies were closed and | had to ask my neighbors whom I did not know well
yet for something to bring my temperature down...

When | reached Dublin, it was still raining, but less windy. It takes about 45 minutes
from downtown to Clonsilla, depending on the amount of traffic jams in the city center.
Nobody was at home when | arrived; only the dark windows greeted me. That was even
better: I could go straight to bed without the whispering and muffled laughter that could
usually be heard from behind the wall...

| opened the door, looking forward to crawling under a thick warm blanket. A letter for
me lay on the table near the door: judging by the stamp it had arrived just before
Christmas, when | headed to the North straight after work for the holidays... Letters
seldom came to that address for me. Who was it from? | opened the envelope.

A small piece of paper with picture of the Sinn Fein’s badge fell on my palm. Peter
Connolly, the head of the local Party cumann (that’s branch in Irish), informed me that
they had received my letter (what, like 4 months after it had been posted?) and asked me
to phone him to arrange a meeting...

| felt dizzy and my heart began to beat faster. I could hardly believe that it had really
happened. With excitement | dialled Peter’s number straight away, without even closing
the door: strike while the iron is hot.

He answered the phone immediately, as if he was waiting for my call.

— Good evening! Yes, of course, let’s meet today... it’s too late, how about tomorrow? At
8:00? Il pick you up, okay?

Do | have to say that I couldn’t sleep after this? I spent half the night tossing and turning

under a warm blanket, trying to imagine what they were like: these fighters for the
liberation of their country whom I didn’t know...
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The next day also, all my thoughts were about that future meeting. I could not share with
anyone my expectations associated with this meeting: to understand what | felt, you
would have had to live my life. I did not even tell Adriana how the holidays were. It
wasn’t that important at all now.

...The closer it came to 8 pm, the more my heart pounded. As if | had a presentiment that
this event would change my life forever.

Peter arrived exactly at 8 pm: so unusual for the typical Irish flexible attitude to time. My
neighbors, the newlywed couple, exchanged a meaningful look: they understood in their
own way the white Ford’s appearance in front of our house, with a male driver whom |
joined. Well, everyone judges others by their own standards...

Peter Connolly was born and bred in Dublin in a working-class family. Short, dark haired
and blue eyed, he resembled a teddy bear.

— Let’s go to my place, — he said — Our cumann has already gathered there. We’ll have a
chat, you will tell us about yourself and we will tell you what we are doing...

Apparently, Peter did not live far away from me. His wife Deirdre was very nice, but a
little bit rough, like almost all Irish women. She was also a party activist and his right
hand aid. | quickly learned from the conversations that this pair took on almost all the
party work of that branch themselves. Apart from them the branch consisted of a few
young people — almost teenagers (two of them were brothers, refugees from the North), a
taxi driver and a bus driver. Peter had been recently fired from his job for trying to
organize a union in his workplace. “The first whip is for the instigator,” says a Russian
proverb.... Deirdre was temporarily the only bread-winner in their big family, but she did
not reproach him even once. She worked in a bookmaker’s office.

The meeting began. We were drinking strong tea brewed in the Irish fashion: with milk,
and Peter and Deidre’s three children, who apparently were allowed from an early age to
get used to the political activities of their parents, were running around us.

For me it was a novelty to hear about the life of the local people, and what their problems
were: because | was one of the foreign workers, with almost no daily contacts with the
locals. Especially with the local working class and the unemployed, of which in this area
there were many: because our Irish colleagues at work came from very different social
strata. Migrant workers like myself took up almost entire housing estates in Clonsilla
(many affluent Irish bought second homes here as an investment and housed us in these
houses, so that we paid their mortgages for them) — and yet, we did not come in contact
with the local residents, we lived there as if in a parallel dimension. Except for our
landlords, of course, but even them we only saw when they came to collect the rent. We
did not even know about the attempts of our Irish neighbours to create unions in the
workplace: our own employers (mostly U.S. companies) from the first day of our
employment encouraged us to believe that in Ireland even to talk about a union was a
taboo. When we had problems at work, if several people agreed to talk to the employer
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together about their grievances, the employer only spoke to each of us individually, even
when we insisted for him to accept us as a group...

Local residents were suffering from the rampant drug trade in the area; the dealers often
came right to the gates of local primary schools. They also suffered from carjacking and
other local forms of hooliganism that was rooted out in Stalin’s USSR by secondary
school children themselves. But in Ireland there were no followers of Timur'’, and
everybody was out for himself. Except for Sinn Fein members who, it seemed, lived by
the motto “One for all and all for one!” They were the only ones who did care how
people lived.

The police would respond to the calls from west Dublin with reluctance. Now, if
something happened somewhere in Ballsbridge or Dalkey®2... But here — who cares! So
what if one slum hood beat up another or stole his car? Aren’t they supposed to live like
this, after all? You are only looking for troubles if you intervene. That seemed to be the
Gardai'%s attitude, and the desperate people had no choice but to seek assistance from
Sinn Fein.

My new friends discussed the feasibility of using “the Belfast Method” in west Dublin. In
Dublin, too many areas were completely out of any social control, and increasingly the
people’s voices were heard to say that it was time “to deal with the hoods the Belfast
way.” That was when I heard about this for the first time

So, how do the residents of some areas of Belfast deal with their local hoods and drug
dealers in a practical absence of police involvement? The methods that they employed
were, let’s say, unorthodox: this is a severe place to live! But it was the only thing of
which hooligans and dealers were really afraid.

... This happened in the heart of Belfast, in the middle of broad daylight on Friday
afternoon. 38-year-old Paul Daly parked his brand-new blue “Peugeot” in front of the
house of a relative on Stephen Street,?® which at that hour was full of people doing their
shopping for the weekend. Daly was accompanied by his girlfriend and 11-year-old
daughter. When at 3:55 he left the house, armed men in masks rushed him from all
sides... Local residents heard a dozen of shots and a desperate woman’s scream.

... Daly’s body, full of bullets holes, was left lying beside the open door of his car. His
girlfriend and daughter were not even injured.

17" Hero of Arkady Gaidar’s book “Timur and His Squad”(1940) The Timurite movement or Timur
movement (TumypoBckoe aABHxeHHe) was an altruistic volunteer youth movement in the Soviet Union
promoted by mass youth organizations of Little Octobrists and Young Pioneers. The participants in the
movement were called Timurites. The idea of the movement was borrowed from the popular novel for
youth Timur and His Squad by Arkady Gaidar. The youngster Timur and his squad clandestinely did
good deeds: helped the families of the Red Army soldiers and combated the local gang of young
hooligans headed by Mishka Kvakin.

18 Affluent suburbs of Dublin

19 Gardai Siochana — Irish police force (meaning “Guardians of Peace” in Irish)

20 http://news.bbc.co.uk/1/hi/northern_ireland/6069848.stm
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The murder of Paul Daly was the second murder of some of the biggest drug dealers in
Northern Ireland in 2 weeks. Another drug dealer, Hansr O’Kane, of whom residents of
Derry had been complaining for a long time, was killed in a similar way?!, right at the
doorstep of his house. There had previously been an attempt on his life, so he had
installed a very powerful house alarm, transforming his house into a real fortress. But it
did not help him. His murder was well planned: those who executed him in the name of
the community were aware of his every step... Nobody came to help O’Kane when he
was left lying on the ground, badly wounded. Even his own relative, who ran out of the
house hearing his screaming, waited until he stopped breathing before calling the
ambulance...

Northern Ireland newspapers were full of similar reports nearly every day:
“... A drug dealer shot through six times.” “... Jim Lismore, the father of two, was shot
through both hands, feet and elbows during a paramilitary style attack...”

Jim Lismore, as we see, was lucky; the vigilantes decided to spare his life. Apparently,
his crimes against the community were not as severe as those that of O’Kane and Daly.

Who executes these criminals on behalf of the community and why is it useless to contact
the police in Northern Ireland if you are being harassed by the local hoods, drug dealers,
hijackers and car arsonists?

... When a gang of loyalist thugs once again attacked the homes of inhabitants on
Bombay Street — in the Catholic parts of Belfast along the local “Peace Line”, a kind of
local “Berlin Wall” separating the two communities from each other — the local residents
called the police, as any sane person in any normal country would do. However, the
police arrived at the place of the incident only when the thugs had already long fled the
scene of their crime, even though the site was nearby. In response to questions about why
they did not come straight away, the chief “polizei?®** of West Belfast said that his
officers could not come earlier because... “they were on their tea break!” I’m not kidding!
He said this without even blinking.

Therefore, if somebody in the North makes your life miserable, for example, some local
thug smashes your windows, throws paint-bombs at the walls of your house etc. after you
commented on his behaviour — you first need to figure out is he a Catholic or a Protestant.
In the South, where such a religious-political division doesn’t exist, it does not really
matter.

— In the North it is even very important, Peter explained to me, for this to be sorted out
you’ll have to talk to the Boys. But they only work with their own in order to avoid
unnecessary clashes. If it is a Catholic thug, you need to ask our boys. If he is a Protestant
—the Loyalists... It really helps! No one wants to end up with a bullet in his knee... In

2L http://news.bbc.co.uk/1/hi/northern_ireland/1289208.stm
22 Policeman (German)
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most cases, after even the first warning by the boys —they will not listen to any excuses;
they’ll just say, “Hey you, leave this house alone. If you don’t, we know where to find
you” — and your “soulmate” will be all meek.

The effectiveness and simplicity of their method was amazing.

So this was where | first heard that the IRA actually works in their community as the
“people’s militia”. Foreigners usually associate this organization with bombs, explosions,
Kalashnikovs, and the like. And | was proudly told that even in the poorest districts of
Derry, where unemployment often reached 70% (!), there were virtually no drug addicts
and no drug trafficking at that time. Thanks to the “guys,” — the IRA volunteers.

If someone starts to sell drugs, steal cars, vandalize property in the area, their first move
is to call him up for a warning conversation. If he continues, he’ll be beaten with baseball
bats, often with nails stuck into them... They’1l break his legs. Depending on the severity
of the crime, the next stage could be a shot in each knee — so that the offender could be
lame for life, and everybody would be able to see from a distance whom are they dealing
with. If a whole family behaves asocial and prevents their neighbours from living
peacefully (this happens too), people will organize a march on their house, set up pickets
around it — and eventually force them to leave the area. If all this does not help, the
offender will receive an official warning letter from the IRA: to leave the country within
24 hours. If he does not obey that, no one will guarantee his life. Usually, they prefer not
to tempt fate and leave immediately. Finally, there is an extreme form of punishment: the
highest grade of social protection, the death penalty...

Local residents warmly welcome this initiative as they believe that in the absence of a
proper police force the “people’s militia” is necessary as a guardian of peace in the
area....

Weeping mothers of thugs and drug dealers periodically appear on Northern Irish
television. “My boy did nothing wrong! He is such a nice kid!” — they usually say into the
camera, while their “little darling” stares at you from the screen from his hospital bed
with his angel eyes, with bullet holes in both knees and bruised all over...

“... Well, I bet he didn’t!” — grins a Northern Irish TV viewer. “We know this kind of guy
only too well! He was torturing the whole area for half a year. Finally got what he
deserved...”

Paramilitaries often call the ambulance in advance, even before the shooting. On average
Northern Irish ambulances in Belfast alone get about 6 such calls per week. A person
who is called up for punishment knows what fate awaits him in the hands of people’s
vigilantes, and he often gets drunk beforehand, in order to be not so frightened... Wounds
depend on for how long the vigilantes want to nail the punished to the bed — and to
crutches. The most frightening punishment is considered to be what they call a
“crucifixion” — which includes shooting of the palms of both hands, the feet and knees.
There is also the “50: 50” — one shot in the back, where the offender has only a 50%
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chance that he will be able to walk afterwards. “Barbeque mix” — shots in the knees,
elbows and shins... Mostly bullets from 22 calibre handguns are used for these shots. If
this happens at close range, it often results in amputation of the limbs...

... Under bourgeois “freedom” and “democracy”, as is well-known, criminals and
offenders always have “human rights” (that is, if their crimes are not directed against the
authorities). But their victims are far from having such rights! Or, at least they have much
fewer rights than the perpetrators...That is exactly what this Northern Irish folk initiative
— of those who despair for their life — is trying to change.

“This is just an extreme reaction of the people to the fact that there are asocial elements
among them for whom social norms do not exist.... Asocial behaviour demoralizes the
community, but “punishment beatings” are not the solution to these problems... Problems
cannot be solved as long as social alternatives are not found, until complex social and
economic problems are resolved, as well as the issues around the functioning of the
police” — stressed the Leader when he talked about this.

Unfortunately, it wasn’t within the power of the “people’s militia” to change the social
and economic situation of their community: for that, its political wing was fighting. Well,
so what then, do you just sit with your hands folded, chanting nice slogans like the
Trotskyists, and wait for the revolution to fall from the sky? These people have tried as
best they could to secure a semblance of decent life for the vast majority of the
population of their working quarters.

A leader of the loyalist paramilitaries, Billy Hutchinson, also emphasized that to deal
with hoods really should have been the work of the police. It is another thing that the
police weren’t really doing it.... “If you are the leader of the local paramilitaries, who
have always defended their people, and a woman comes to you and says that she has been
raped, and someone else says that his house was robbed, the paramilitaries, of course, are
going to say: “We’ll sort them out” and believe me, they will! The police won’t deal with
it, being afraid to break the “human rights” of criminals. So it is best to outsource it to the
paramilitaries!

It was a very different time from now. A time when Sinn Fein activists in the Republic of
Ireland were automatically blacklisted, fired at the earliest opportunity from their work,
haunted everywhere by the secret services; and on the streets old grannies, after being fed
with establishment newspapers, called them “child killers”. That’s what Peter and
Deirdre Connolly had been through. By the time of the first party meeting in my life, they
already have been in the ranks of Sinn Fein for 11 years, throughout the most difficult
time for the party. “Sometimes you would be sitting at home, cradling your baby, and
under the window a police informant would be lying and listening”, — Deirdre told me.
Modern bimbos of both sexes who seem to have been admitted into the party ranks just
for decoration, or maybe because they did not ask too many questions — those who know
how to make beautiful speeches about human rights so well and are most concerned at
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how to look better on TV — they have not the slightest idea about those times. Even |
have experienced only just a tiny bit of those times...

This does not mean that someone asked me to pick up a baseball bat or a gun and go out
with him “on the road”: the party had many other pressing issues to deal with. Almost
completely blocked in the Irish media (at one time there was even a special law
prohibiting the Irish media from giving voice to any representative of the Irish
Republicans), the party has sought a way to convey to people what it really stands for.
The words “socialist republic” in its program were almost anathema in deeply
conservative Catholic Ireland. But Peter knew what he was talking about, and none of the
priests could deceive him as to what socialism is really all about....

We had to bring leaflets around the quarter explaining the party’s program and reporting
on its activities and local initiatives. Peter and Deirdre published a local newsletter all by
themselves. Our task was to sell the party newspaper. And in Dublin both of these tasks
involved some risk —the stigma, in the first place, and the fact that you would be
blacklisted, just like Peter was himself. But in some places you might have even get a
smack on the neck.

Peter and Deirdre with their modest forces conducted a survey in the neighbourhood:
what were the locals truly concerned about and what action they should take on this. No
“establishment” was ever interested in this, except for maybe a month before the next
elections. On the weekends Peter organized and conducted discos for local children: to
keep them away from drug dealers. He organized a sports club for them at the local
abandoned church. And he did all this not because it was his” job” — it was a calling from
his heart. Before | had only read about such selfless and sincere service to the people in
capitalist Europe in books. And even then, it was in our Soviet books...

Do | need to explain to you how inspired | felt in the company of such people? They
questioned me about my past and my opinions: without the slightest pressure, in a very
friendly way. And | was unanimously accepted to join the local cumann. That evening |
flew home as on wings!

Meeting these new friends was the only outlet in my life. We met once a week, and |
eagerly waited for Peter to pick me up. Those were the happiest moments for me: when
he was coming for me and when he was driving me back home after the meetings. It was
just a total of half an hour a week, but we had time to talk about everything: about the
North, about the IRA, about the international situation, about Ken Livingstone, about the
Soviet Union... In between those two conversations — on the way to the meeting and on
the way back — | was leafleting and canvassing in the company of my new comrades,
under cover of dark nights...
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... Shortly before mum and Lisa were about to come to live with me | got a call from an
employment agency that still had my details in their database.

— I have a great position for you! — the recruiter suavely told me.

In general, | was quite content with my job at that time, and so | talked to her with little
enthusiasm. The only thing that interested me was to find a job closer to my house in the
North! The position which she offered me wasn’t any closer to the North — on the
contrary, the office of the bank that was seeking a credit controller with knowledge of
Dutch was right in the heart of the city, closer to my old apartment in Rathmines. But that
job had a different advantage: it was a night shift position! I wouldn’t need any place to
spend the night in Dublin (and during the day I could go home and sleep, so I thought).
And — absolutely wonderful — it had a work schedule that you would work 7 nights for 9
hours per night, and then you would have 7 days off. It was hard to believe in such luck.
This meant that every second week | would be able to be home with my family. The
salary offered was even higher than my salary at that time.

— But I have no financial experience! — | said honestly.

— Oh, that doesn’t matter! If they’ll take you, they’ll teach you everything.

So I decided to try my luck. I wasn’t especially hoping for anything and therefore
behaved naturally in a strange role-playing game on the phone, in which an unseen client
eagerly tried to convince me to allow her to spend more money than was limit of her
credit card. But no matter how she screamed at me (by the way, she did it very
naturally!), over the years | have hardened on the phone to such a degree that it did not
work on me. | have developed an elephant hide against all curses. And I politely but
firmly declined her request, just as my role required.

— Well? — the recruiter who coached me for this role asked me after my interview
(although I’m sure she was listening to our conversation too).

— Where did you find such a talented actress for the role of the client? — was the only
thing I asked.

— Well, it is really some actress... — the staff responded with weird smiles. Why they had
such a reaction | only realized later.

Perhaps it was because | was not particularly trying hard that the interview went so well.
And | was offered the position.
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There were just 3 weeks left before Lisa and mum’s arrival, and my finances sang love
songs?® , as they say — after purchasing three airplane tickets (I was going to pick them up
as mum alone wouldn’t be able to handle Lisa on the journey). And I decided to take a
desperate step: to work those three weeks in both places: in one place during the night
and in the other during the day....

Of course, I could not do it for the first week because the bank wasn’t going to train its
new employees at night. | had to call in sick at my work number for that week. I went out
of the house as on the prowl in the morning so that my French neighbor wouldn’t blurt
out to anyone that I was not really sick....

The training went on with some fun, and here I finally met that mysterious actress face to
face! It was Margaret from Australia: a healthy coarse aunt who laughed in a loud bass
(among bank employees there was a rumour that she was a transsexual: which almost all
of us began to believe when she had sent herself a bouquet of red roses at the office on
Valentine’s Day). She really was an extraordinary person, if only because she taught us
about banking, while she herself did not have any special education in this field. In
Melbourne she had had a small restaurant which went bankrupt (which already shows
how she handled her own money, right?), After this she left with her longing dreams of
entrepreneurship and went to look for a job in a local bank .. They quickly assessed her
acting ability and made her responsible — not for finances, but for training of the new
staff. She was training us for a job in which she herself had not worked a single day...

Once again, life put me face to face with the Dutch. My co-worker was a Dutch
Indonesian called Ingrid: one of those Indonesians who claim to be more Dutch than the
Dutch themselves. If | recalled my ex-husband from time to time, Ingrid did not talk
about anything else but hers. Her ex-husband was Irish, she once lived here, and now she
had returned to this country, as she expressed it, “to wipe his nose.”

— Let him envy where | work!

Indeed, the bank’s name was so famous that quite a few idiots were jealous of us. At
work, we ate free lunches: the leftovers from management, cooled off and already hard
delicatessen. We were promised that within six months we would have the right to take a
loan from the bank. For now they allowed us to use a credit card, with a small credit
limit.

During the training, | learnt a lot for myself what was useful from a purely practical point
of view. For example, what do the banks pay attention to while processing the
applications for credit cards? There was an entire defined scoring system: so many points
for living at the same address for more than 3 years, so many for owning your house, and
so on. Very useful to know when you apply for a loan or a credit card yourself — even
from another bank! Or that if a customer who has taken a bank loan went to another
country, the bank is virtually powerless to actually recover the money: international
processes would cost it an arm and a leg, so it is easier and cheaper to simply write off

2 Russian expression — “finansy poyut romansy” — “finances sing romances”, meaning money problems
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the debt as a loss, of course, if it is not millions. Clients do not know that, and the bank
struggles to intimidate them to pay: sending them letters, spending hours on the phone.
But in fact it is powerless: | saw with my own eyes every night how my colleague phoned
up a client in Australia, trying to intimidate him, after he emigrated taking with him
30,000 pounds of a loan. The client each time found new excuses and openly took the
bank by the nose. My colleague dialled his number every night again with a sigh, just
because she was supposed to do it. She intimidated him languidly, without enthusiasm.
You could feel that she herself was already fed up with doing it. In my opinion, both
sides realized that the bank money’s was gone for good. If | were in the client’s place, I
would have just changed my phone number. Listening to her conversations with him, |
did not feel sorry for the bank, because I saw how much profit it was making from other
clients...

To forgive temporary spending beyond the budget limits was allowed for those who
could be classified as “big spenders”. Such a client could be forgiven even for delays in
paying the bills, if he paid them, albeit with a delay, but regularly. We were told basically
that we should tremble in admiration for customers who spend our annual salary at once
on purchases in a wine shop. When we were told about these customers, we were
automatically expected to show this admiration. But for me, such waste of money and
showing off could not produce anything but disgust; also, | am not accustomed to tremble
for anyone (except, perhaps, for someone I was much in love with!). “We are not slaves,
slaves are not we?*, remember? To talk to somebody politely and to tremble in fake
admiration are two quite different things.

After working at the bank I find it funny to read on the Internet how some compatriots
complain that no bank would give them a loan when they had nothing to eat, but all the
banks were vying to offer loans to them as soon as they found a well-paid job. A bank is
not a charitable institution. It gives something only because it hopes to get back even
more from you. That’s all that interests the bank. Again, as that Jamaican gangster from
the movie “Dancehall Queen” said: “When | make an investment, / want to see returns”.
What you have nothing to eat, it’s your difficulties. This is not the Soviet Union with its
mutual-aid funds. A man has never been and will never be a friend, comrade and brother
to another man under this system. Otherwise, this system simply cannot exist.

Working the night shift has its own specifics: although you get a lot fewer calls, they call
you at night when there are problems with payments by cards, mainly in some seedy
places (such as a brothel). Many customers in this case are also “tipsy”, and you need
outstanding nerves in order not to lose your temper with them. You can learn many
interesting things about the customers, looking at the computer to see how they spend
their money. That would be an ideal place of work for our marriage scammers! Because
from the bank computer you can find out, among other things, not only the client’s
finances, but also if he is married or not, and his address and phone number... Isn’t it a
good plot for a Hollywood thriller?

24 Phrase from the 1920s ABC books to teach illiterate adults during the alphabetisation campaign in the
USSR
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The training period passed quickly, and we immediately started to work. On the night
shift there is no one to ask something, except for other colleagues (there were only three:
one on the English line, one on the French line, and myself); the boss isn’t around either.
Only in extreme cases — if it is about a very large sum, and you are not sure whether to
authorise it or not — were you allowed to make a phone call to the mobile phone of the
on-duty manager and wake him up for advice.

The first week | was most struck by the fact that our English-speaking colleague — a
young Irish woman who was highly appreciated at work for her real English accent (she
was born and grew up in an Irish family in England), — worked the night shift, when she
was seven months pregnant! In the Soviet Union labour laws prohibited pregnant women
from working on night shifts. When she went home by car in the morning (she lived quite
far away from Dublin, in Kildare), her eyes were literally closed from tiredness. It was a
miracle that she didn’t crash somewhere on her way home!

We worked from 9:30 pm to 7 am, with a break of half an hour. At 11 o’clock we ordered
a take-out dinner at a Chinese restaurant — with delivery to the office. Until 2 o’clock it
was still bearable, but after that you felt gradually growing prostration, to such extent that
you’d try anything, just in order not to fall asleep: one browsed the Internet, although it
was not encouraged in the bank, walked around the office in circles