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HAPPY NEW YEAR

“"And Lord, make me realize this year that you are by my
side every moment," concluded Boris.

Stanley prayed next. "God, proteect us throughout this
Year, and help us to always live for you. Amen."

It was past midnight in the beginning of the new yesr 1966.
The young people from the Russian Gospel Temple were gathered to-
gather for their own Few Year's Party. It was customary to see
the old year out and great the new year in with prayer. This
year the people did not feel enthusiastic about praying. Whoever
wanted to pray prayed out loud while the others listened. During
the past new year's parties, everyone prayed together so that
someone listening to the praying would think that there was a
wind sterm in the building. BPBefore, everyone wanted to 1ift the
load of sin off his shoulders by erying out to fod for merey and
for success in the future. There was always the desire to do mure
for the kingdom of God by making converts out of poor lost sinners.
This year it was different. WNo'one really understood why it was
different, only that they felt that 1t was. .different. Some thought
that the leaders weren't leading, others didn't care apymere, still
others had other interests in mind, while only a few st4l1l had a
faint hope of doing something about it.

After prayer, everyone filed into the food 1ine. The girls
had prepared delicious pastry, delightful fried chicken, tasty
rice, appetizing salad, and nEhar palatable dishes. Chairs were
prnvlded for everyone. Some were anxious to play games. The men
gathered around the pool table, the women played Chinese checkers,
the checkers enthusiasts playaé eheckers, while the ping-pong lovers
paddled the ball acrosz the net. Those whe didn't care for gamas
chatted with friends and drank coffee. In one corner was an ad-
mirer of books who was reading about Genghis Khan and about his
heroic adventures. Then, of course, there were several who didn't
especially ecare to remain, so they iaft to seek excitement else-
where. It seemed like everyone was enjoying himself. Life was
not boring as long as something was being done.

The party was held at Stanley's house, downstairs in the large
hall that he had remmdeled for social purposes. Stanley was the
social leader in the young people's Eroup. He always tried to do
hig best for the group. Mo one really did appreciate all the for-
mer efforts that he made in keeping the group together and happy.
Somehow every party that he organized was a failure. And, natur-
ally, ke was blamed for unsuccessful parties. Perhaps he tried
to redeem himself in the eyes of the group by remodeling the empty
hall in his house for the use of the young penple. He had a food
counter installed in one corner for the purpose of serving re-
freshments to everyone who would visit the place. With the help
of some pool enthusiasts, he bought = fairly decent pool table.

He constructed =z ecuple of ping-pong tables and bought half a
dozen of second-hand checker sets and half a dozen second-hand
Chinese checker gets. All together, the entire construction was
guite a success. Everyone was pleased with it.



By three o'eclock in the morning, everyone had left except for
& group of fellows who had other plans. There were six of them,
and they were eager to set out for the long awalted snow trip.
Stanley, who was to be the driver, went upstairs to catch a few
hours of sleep. Heuben, the youngest of the group at seventeen
years of =zge, went home also to sleep a little. Boris and Arnie
went home to gather their eguipment together and make other last
minute arrangements. Paul and Adelf, brothers of Stanley, stayed
to play some more pool. Everyone of them was to be ready to go
at five o'eclock in the morning. Each perszon felt that this was

oing to be a most adventurous trip, a trip that would never be

%nrgntten. Excitement was expected, but what leind of exeitement
ne one actually realized at the moment.

By four-thirty o'clock, Boris and Arnie had returned and were
ready to go. Poris was twenty-five years old, had gradusted from
2 theologlesl college with a B.A. degres, and was now attending
Junior college with the intention of seeking a career in dentis-
try. He was a medium tall fellow, being sevaral inches under six
feet, was sort of stocky, but not fat, had a short ivy league hair
cut, had museular arms and had a very well tullt body. Fis face
ﬂapictad another phase of his charaecter. While his body was very
manly, his face was unbelievably childish. It was not childish
in the sense of l-mature, but in the sense thet all the features
of the face were so smooth and unsoiled. The well formed tan on
his face gave him a more manly lnnki but nevertheless, under the
tan ke was still the man with a boy's face. His foreheas pro-
jected just a 1ittle beyond the rest of his fage, mairly because
his hair was furtrer back on his head. His cheek bones were buried
under the soft layer of flesh that covered his face. The brown
@yes that stood out under almost unnoticesble eyebrows sparkled
with a sort of jubilant light. After observine the mannerisms of
his eyes, a person could almost write an entire story about them.
Perhaps most of his character was foecused in the use of his eyes.
Right under those mysteriocus ®yes was a round nose that dizstinetly
displayed two parte. It slmost seemed as 1f two little pear-shaped
bulbs were glued on the lower part of the nose. More interesting
yet was the shape of his 1ips. They were wide and thieck, but both
the upper ard lower lips were very fleshy. His chin fit perfectly
into the pattern of a round face. On the whole, his face was a
character within 1tself.

Arnie was ouite a different craracter than Boris. While
Boris was formed like 2 working man, Arnie looked like a2 born
scholar. He walked with an erect body, as if there was a lot of
the intellectual within him. "o doubt some of his wall-formad
stature was due to the excessive trainipg in the air force. Rizht
now he wzs steadily learning about electronics in ecllege. His
helght and aze were about the sare as Boris!', But that is where
the similarities end. Arnie was more quiet, more at ease, and more
content with 1ife than Boris. Arnie was more of the practical kind
who lived life with no fear of losing anything. Boris looked for
too mueh meaning ir 1ife, always searching for reasons and solutions
to every probler. The contrast between the two eould be further



depicted in theilr social life. Arrie was riot too interested in
glving some kind of an impression to every person he met. BHoris
desired to find favor and =dmiration in the eyes of his acquaint-
ances. Arnie was intrinsieally not too emercetie in seeking =
mate in 1ife. Boris had suppressed that desire, even though it
still burred passionately within his heart. Arnie, in general,
almost seemed as a flawless person, unless some Southerner talked
with him and discovered his eastern aceent. But after all, his
eastern American accent was quite anusing to listen to.

"Well fellows, ready to go?" asked Poris as he enteresd the
social hall.

"Sure," answered Paul as he shot another ball in the side
pocket. "We're poing to have to wake up Stanley. He's probably
dead asgleep right now.”

"Why don't you go wake him up?" msdvised Arnie =2 he fsllowed
Foris into the hall.

"I have to finish this panme first," apologized Paul as he
almed for another shot.

"Don't worry. We've got lots of time," said Adolf =s he
sleepily lesaned on his pool stick waiting for his turn.

Faul and Adolf were friendly brothers. Since Paul had re-
turned home from Bible College, they had somehow begun to realize
that they were actually brothers, brothers that coulé ‘elp each
otrer and talk together about common things. Even though Adolf
was ten years older than Paul, there was not mueh difference in
their height. Both were 'orly several inches zhove five feet,
neither was too stoeky, both had sturdy bodies, and both had a
good sense.of humor, no doubt inherited from their mother. Eut
here also, the similarities erid. Adolf was already thirty years
cld and was a bachelor throughout his long life. He was a painter
by trede and an admirer of good art and musie by taste. He en-
Joyed soecial life and meeting people. He didn't care too much
for books, probably because of the little education that he had
due to lack of opportunities, But he did care about having an
enjoyable 1ife even though he believed that 1ifs had very little
to offer. In spite of a lonely life, he made the best of 1life
by being very friendly and humorous.

Paul was just beginning to live life. Two ¥ears azo he was
very naive about life, about things in the world, and about peo-
ple. But two years in a theclogical eollege taught him many
things about how to live. Tt was only this year that he began
to really live indeperdent from his parents. He always despised
being in constart feer of his parents dilsapproval or punishmert.
Mow he no longer cared. His eharactar was neither in his face
no? in his actions, but in his thoughts. He had learned how to
think for himself. He loved bocks. Ha érnjoyed reading all kinds
of literature, from rovels and short storles to poetry and essays.
At present he was majoring in Bnglish Literature in a Junior col-
lege. Formerly a strong patriot for the cause of religion, Paul
now was an indifferent person toward religion. Ee prafered to
live 1ife philosophieally instead of practically. FHe enjoyed



dizeussing ideas and theories about 1ife and about things in life.
As in most people, he also had a variety of interests, such as
musie, singing, art, and food, but his mein interest was to simply
Iva.

Paul knocked on the front door and stood waiting for his
brother Stanley te wake up and open the door. Paul knoeked again,
a little louder, and Stanley appeared at the door.

"Don't make so much noise. The baby's sleeplirg,” said Stanley
sz he opened the deoor.

"Hurry up and dress. Everyone's walting for you downstalrs,"
mentioned Paul as he turned around, ready to go back downstairs
for another game of pool.

"I'11l be out in a couple of minutes," replied Stanley as he
eloged the door and started zetting resdy for the trip.

Stanley was married now for almost four years apd was living
guite an enjoyable life. He tried to plesse his wife, evern though
at timesz it was difTicult. Womer seem to be very demandirg, and
Stanley's wife was no different. He was & 1ittle taller than his
two brothers and bullt a 14ttle heavier. He had the blue eyes
ard blonde hair of his younger brother. 1In fzet, some people
thought that bot! lookdvery much alike. Stanlay never wss too
close with his brothers, probsbly because he pgot married at such
&n early age and wag too much .concerned about his wife. But after
all, that is rarried life, and Stanley wasn't puch differant.

Five o'elock came and averyons was ready and impatiert to
get started. The skiis were securely tied to the roof of Stan-
ley's gtation wagon and the rest of the equipment was stored ip
the back of the sutomobile. Everyone was wice awale at the com-
merncement of the trip. Before Stanley drbove on to the highway,
Boris prayed a short prayer for God's protection and for His per-
mission in allowlrg an enjoyable trip. It was still dark. Paul
and Boris chatted in the back seat while Reuben was beginning to
doze off. Adolf and Arnie entertained Stanley ir the front seat.
The radie softly played clessical music in the backeground. The
group was planning to stop at Sacramento for & snappy breakfast
before they continuwed on their trip up to the srowy mountsins.
Before they approached Sacramento, Borls woke up Paul so that he
wouldn't miss the aetion overhead. Directly above the Speeding
car flew ranks and files of thousands of ducks. They were all
migrating south for warmer weather. It was guite & specticle.

The ducks were in perfect forrnations, some in V-shapes, others in

direct straight lines, and still otrers in curve furma;iuna. It

;is quite impressing fo observe that ducks had such well orzanized
ves.

By seven-thirty o'clock the boys wers already seated arourd
& restaurant table esting their egss and toast. They received a
repart that Heaverly Valley, the desirerd destination, was jammed
with traffic. So they decided that it was best to avyold the traffic
and head out toward Sguaw Valley instead. Horis took the chore
of driving and it was not too long before they drove into snow



eountry. Being a very precautious driver, Boris smoothly and
slowly guided the ecar over the snowy road. It would be gquite a
while before they would reach their destination at the speed they
were travelling. But it was best to be eareful. At the present,
evaryone was endulged in observirg the beauty of ths snow covered
landscape. For Paul it was more thar twelve yesrs since he last
saw snow. Heuben had never seen bushels of srnow like he was see-
g now. The rest of the group were freguent visitors to the snow
ecountry, mainly for the purpose of sperding a day or two on skiis.

The soft white erystals of snow covered the entire country-
side. Higher in the mountains the trees were decorated with large
pieces of spnow. In areas where the virgin srnow sloped dowu a
slight ireclinement tlere was the rerarkable pattern of a perfect
geometric curve. The snow was about four to five feet deep, and
it was so delicate that if a person stepped intoc it he would un-
doubtedly sink to the bottom without diffiemlty. The biting ecld-
ress of the snow when placed to the finger tips almost paralyzed
and freezed the naked hand. But the smell of the snowy 2tmos-
phere refreghed the senses of & person. The freshrness and rewness
of the air was so invigorating ard healthy. It almost made a per-
son feel like a different person.

Everybody loves snow when it's for erjoyment, and the boys
were no exception. They were very anxious to stand in the wet snow
and feel thelr feet get ecold. Arriving at Souaw Valley, they
didn't give any consideratior to anybody else. FEaech departed in
his own company to joir in the excitemert of the day. Arnie and
Boris were rirst to try out the smow runs. They took a ride high
up inte the mountains. From the top they slowly maneuvered their
way around precarious trees and unever slopes. Arnie was quifte
a professional on skiis. He twisted his body and bent his knees
in every direetion with a steady rythym so that it almost seemed
as if he was keeping time to a beat of some familiar song. Boris
was not gquite as skillful, nevertheless, his style was developing
into a very smooth glide. Adolf eaught up later with the pro's,
after losing them for a while. He had a style all of his own.

His small body moved with the speed of lightning. He was so con-
fident in his turns t'at it almost seemed as if he dddn't make any
turns. He just sort of twisted to the left ard rigrt every other
second. Stanley was still not too femiliar with the sport, so

he stayed rear the smaller slopes. A couple of times he lost
control of his turns ard sterted speeding downhill. Of course,

the only alterrstive was to fall sideways, slide, and stop all
covered with snow. When he care to a stop rinaliy, he had almost
already started & snowstorm. It was a danrerous way of skiing,

but what mattered was that he 4idn't break a leg. With Paul and
Reuben it could have been a Aifferert story. They were skiing on
the beginner's slopes with very little luck. BPut after all, not
much could be expected from beginners. It took Paul three trips
before he aven learne’ how to stay on a chair 1ift without falling.
When he finslly 7id get to the top, he didn't know how to get downm.



e tried to ski sideways first. That didn't work too good. Wext
he attempted to try turnirg. That was a complete failure. So
what does he do next? He skis straight down the hill. Flop!
Better luck next tire. Heuben wasr't so eouragecus. He took

his time and slowly braced hiiself from one position to anotier
until he reached bottom, then he tried agzain. By the end of the
day, no one really wanted to leave. Fut the place closed down
and it was time to seek a refume for the night.

The next idea was to go to Heavenly Valley for the night.
But had fortune disappointed the boys. After travelineg for fif-
teen miles, they stumbled intoc a detour. The road was closed.

So the nex{ best bet was to sleep overnight in a hotel near the
borderline and then leave early in the morning for Heavenly Val-
ley. That night, new year™s night, the boys strolled into a
Hevada Casino Restaurant. They haedn't eaten all day and were
starved. Ado)T and Btanley were starved for seme lucki Their
ratural instinet compelled them to try their luck at some slot
machires and a eouple of dozen bingo gares. The odds weren't in
their favor, but the loss wasn't too great. After dimner they
all fell sound asleep within a matter of minutes in their little
hotel.

Bext morning, the boys woke up =2 1ittle late. It was ten
o'eclock by the time they crossed the border into Vevada and started
driving around Lake Tahoe toward the day's skiing arena. The sore
museles had recuparated sirce yesterday, and no one dared miss
ariother chance at skiing. Heavenly Valley wasn't as congested
with ski fans as Squaw Valley, and orce agair everybody chose his
specifie slope according to H{E ability. Everyone improved
Just enough to enjoy skiing just a 1little better. But all good
things alsc have their erd. By five o'eloek the boys were ready
to bid farewell to skiling and snow, some for only a few weeks,
others for another year.

Onee again, the boys hadn't eaten all day, and their sto-
machs ached from hunger pangs. They could hardly wait to get to
Sacranento where they would esach order his steak dinner and en-
joy the last moments of a most enjoyable trip. But it was still
a long trip before they would finally arrive there. They had to
travel through slippery snow country and the night was already
beginning to show its dark side.

Starley preferred %o drive back home, sensing that the road
wasn't ir best of conditions and felt more secure in bearing
the responsibility. Snow chains were only an obastruction and a
nuisance, ard in fact, the highways were safe for driving without
chains, ever though the road was lcy and slippery in a few places.
Stanley was & zambler when it came to driving. He would run the
car faster thar required in hazardous sreas. Around curves he
frequently was discourteous and forgetful in lowering his high
beams. At long stretches, when too many slow-moving vehicles
crowded the road in front of him, he would step on the zas and
would pass sometimes three or more cars a2t a time. This danger-
ous driving kept all the boys awake. They didn't want to miss
the harole gestures of such a risky driver. Within another hour,
snov country was far back in the distarce, and now ths car began
to pick up spesd on the dry highway. Oecasional curves kept the
driver alert and awake. It was only twenty miles before they



would reach Saeramento snd food. .

Suddenly, as if out of nowhere, there appeared a faint
dividing line on the highway. This line guided the driver for
about twenty feet to a road-dividing islard. The island, which
was about six inches in height, was formed out of concrete in a
narrow and long V-shape. Instead of following the line on the
right, Stanley becarme hyprnotized by the mysterlous intrusion of
the 1ine on the left.

Being aware that the car was moving in the wrong direction,
Reuben oulckly warned, "Where are you going?"

Having noticed the mlstake, Stanley tried to veer the car
go as to avoid the concrete islard.

Boris, sitting next to Stanley, having also observed the
11lusion into which Stanley stumbled, tried to deviate the ear
to a safe position by cguickly grabbing the elosest part of the
steering-wheel and jerking it to the right.

The car did not swerve far enough to avoid the almost in-
evitable ecllision with the concrete islard.

Before Stanley could end his exelamatory statement, "What
theés..," the car had already climbed on top of the conecrete,
simul taneously causing such an impact with the back left tire so
as to produce an instant blow-out. The car was traveling at such
a helpless speed, about sixty-five miles per hour, that such a
contact exposed one's life to an unprecedented peril.

Stanley was paralyzed at the wheel upon impact ard every-
thing went "black." He held firmly to the wheel out of an
instinctive struggle for survival. His feet grasped the floor
without touching either the zas or the brake pedals.

Thgbther passengers slightly ducked into a tucked position,
with the bodies inclined downward. This reaction was not of
fear or shock, but for the gake of self-protection.

The ear rolled on top of the islard for about twenty Teet
before it skidded jaggedly back on the highway. The flat tire
in baek produced friction with the road wrich caused the rim to
rip out half-an-inch of asphalt on the ‘raversad part of the
highway.

The car slid off the road and was heading toward a telephone
pole. But five feet off t'e road was a muddy diteh wrich was
about about fifteen feet deen. The car had almost succumbed to
a8 stop before it reached the szlanted forty-five depree diteh. A%
the momert, erough inertia and momentum prevented the ear from
coming to a stationery stop.

Everyone ir the car was silent. Everyore's attention and
eorselous thirking was foeunsed on the final outcome of this aec-
cidental experience.

Reuben noticed the advancirg pole and ducked, e¢lingire to
Adolf's arm. Up till this polnt he thought that éverytﬁiﬂg would
turn out fine, but row his heart began a rapid thump and his mind
almost audibly stated, "Oh nol"™ It was as if his instinctive



eriotions felt an Impossibllity eof eszeape from decth.

Things were moving too fast for Adolf to keep track of them.
Before he could recover from the impact with the concrete, he
noticed the ear swerving off the rozsd. He caught & rapid glimpse
of the pole before his eyes caught full sight of the unexpected
diteh. There was no need to paniec, for withip his optimistic
mind he already felt that thirgs wouldn't be too bad. But he
did fear that someone right eventually get hurt or badly injured
unless the ecar stopped. And that was what he expected before
he saw the unwelcome ditech.

; Paul was throwr upwards in his seat when the car thumped
into the conerete and landed only in time to see the black sky
silhouetted in the background. He was stunred and wondered why
in the world everything was moving so fast. He wanted to see
what was happerirg, but somehow the commotion inside the car ob-
structed his view. He saw only the moonless sky as he was thrown
viglently sgainst the door.

Arnle's reactions were calm and diseiplired. He firmly clunge
to the geat during the beginning of the wretehed ordeal. Having
alraady experierced a similsr affair several years back, re re-
menbered that the ost important step in sueh an accident was to
be uneoticnal. He gragped the side of one seat and braced him-
self for an irpact, if such occurred. But as he noticerd the
fairt pole in the dfstarce, he crouchred down in his seat so that
hls face would be covered if glass happened to fly inte the car.
He was sitting :rext to the door in the front seat opposite the
driver. If anything happered, he evaluated, it would happen either
on the driver's gide on #» his own &ide. He wished for the best.

Stanley's senses wera dazed by the impact with the concrete,
and as he tried in wein to regain certrol of the car, he des-
perately breathed for elir, as i1f e visualized a ghastly end and
tried to esecape 4t. He hoped for some kind of luck =5 he effort-
lessly watehed the car head toward the pole, the diteh, and des-
truction. He greatly valued his car and at that mumané he conldn't
believe that something drastie eould happen to it. He furiously
Eripped the wheel, hoping to protect the ear to the erd.

A Boris was an observer throughdut thé entire episode. Hs

had trained himself to notice minute details ir everything in
life. He sat and watehed the ear glide off the conerete beck

on the highway. He noticed 2 field in the forezrourd a-d hoped
that the ear would safely fird a solace thera. Upor sight of the
pala, he caleulated automstieally tiat at the speed of the car
the pole would be missed by several fest and eo: fortably uunfiéad
in his observation. But the unforeseen ditch stattered Boris!
:ggﬁluslve result for the speedy flicht. He saw the car turning

After sliding helplessly into the diteh, the cap
and softly scraped the driver's side. It thén curzinu:grﬁgdrgfzr
onto the roof of the ecar. The foree of the impact forced the



the front window to fold outwards so that the ertire window
shattered into several large pieces. But not a pilece of glass

flew inside the car. With the car turned upside down, the boys
inslde were being Jolted into an upside down position also. Their
legs sprawled out in the air zs their heads solidly collided with
the roof of the ecar and the ground. The skiis, which were secured
to a ramp on top of the roof, were crushed into the muddy ground,
and, at the sare time, were unloosed with part of the ramp as the
car slightly slid on its roof. With the skiis stuck in the ground,
the ear proceeded to roll on to the other side. Foree was atill

in operation as the side opposite the driver was squashed into

the ground. The front door window shattered ints hundresrs of tiny,
sharp pieces, all of which remained in the mud. The rest of the
door was dent irward about six inches in depth. The car kept on
rollirng. It almost began on its second tire around when it for-
tunately was hurled into a farmer's steel feree. The strength

and weight of the car ripped an opening in the fenece, but the

fence was solid enough to bring the ear to a eomplete stop, flat
on its feur wheels.

While rolling downhill, everyore in t'e car remasined silent.
There was too much upheaval of bodles, clothes, boots, and other
articles. The erushing car frame and glass was the only sound
heard. Everyore was waiting for the climactic moment.

Stanley remembered his adorable wife and his cute two-year-
old girl. He could have cried if there was tire to do it. WwWithin
his mind he heard the bards of heavenly angels marching in step
to the Song of the Lamb. For a moment he pletured himself falling
into step with that eternal army of martyred saints. That's how
Stanley felt if by chance death would overpower his desire to live.
He sensed gullt wrapping its snares around hie mind as he falt
the car tumble as if endlessly. Somehow he wanted to bleme him-
sell by confessing his fault before Gpd, namely, that he hadn't
dedicated his life in an honorable serv ce unto the desire of God
a8 he wanted to. He wanted to breathe a prayer, 'God, I1'll serve
you with all my heart if you deliver me whole from this mess, '
but tre words stuck to his tongue, as if out of fear of God's un-
acceptabllity. He hoped for a charce to remain alive.

Arnie felt uncomfortable. Fe didn't like the idea of having
the door slam itself against hls innocent shoulder. But he couldn't
do much about it so he Just acecepted the fact that gravity had
taken control of the situatior. deminiscences of a similar exper-
fence swirleq through his mind like a whirlwind. He remembered
how, while servirg ir the Air Force, he accidentally killed a dog
while trying to avoid hitting him. He sriled as he pietured hine
self turning over in the military piek-up and then he almost laughed
to himself as he remembsred Stepping out of the truek in his elean
white military uniform without a speck of dirt on it and without
& scrateh on any part of hisg body. Arnie supposed that this chaos
would end the same wWe¥Y. He wasn't betting on it, tut he serszed
that nobody would be hurt.

Boris continued observing every twist ard twirl of the car
and notiecing alsoc the landscape that surrounded the flying ear.
There was one thing tha! he fidn't fear, and that was death. He



believed that his time had not come yet. He had plans in mind,
plans that had to be accomplished. Death could wait. One time
before he had narrowly escaped the ountstretched hands of death

in a scooter accident in which he was thrown several feet into
the air. He thought of that incident as his body was heaved a-
gainst the hard roof. He felt a comfort in his invireible belief
in the destiny of his 1ife. He was striving for a perfect ren-
degvous with life, and that meant the execlusion of death from the
picture. The closeness of the bodies, espeeially with him in the
middle, gave Boris a sense of warmth, the kind of warmth that only
human friendship ecan give.

Adolf almost felt like getting out and stopping the car with
his bare hands. He didn't like what was going on. First of all,
he didn't think this should have happened. Second of all, he
didn't think it should be happening the way it was. Put he felt
his human incapability as he was swept under the seat by a power
greater than hls own. He couldn't help but think of the many
times in life that he was literally swept off his feet sgalinst
his will by forees greater thar himself. FHe thought of his ehild-
hood, his unpleasant 1life in the snowy winters of Soviet Russia,
his rough times in Wazi Germany. Life was pretty rough for hin.
He had to ride it through thick and thin. In comparison to other
moments of jeopardy, this incident was of minor sigrnificance. What-
ever happered, it wouldn't mean much anyway. He had escaped death
too many times before to even think about it. Adolf had become so
used to dangerous situations that he had become gquite accustomed
to them. In fact they were very exciting ard challenging. It
was times like these that kept him from being bored with life.

~ To Paul, the whole world seemed to be eollapsing. He had
never experienced anything like this. He felt his body being
pushed in every direction, up, down, sidewsys, and backwards.
Why he didn't strugele against the sinister threat of death he
@idn't understand. What he did understand was that such zccidents
often resulted in severe injuries or even death. Paul closed his
eyes and prepared himself for death. He imsgined the dark, mys-
terious death ripping his soul apart. The agony of spirit almost
roused him into convulsion. But Paul kept still all the time.
He didn't want to pray nor think of God or anything. Ail he wanted
to do was to imagine the future state of existence. He only vis-
ualized darkness and more darkress with an unconscious state of
mind as the prime essence of life after death. He wanted to see
light, heaven, hell, something. But he only saw darkness. Paul
almus{ shed a tear as he faintly hoped for life and death simul-
taneously. He didn't krow which was better.

After the car roughly stopped in the fénce, everythineg was
placid. Everyone was so gulet that it seemed as if death had
galned its victory once agair. The low wind gilently eircled



the battered car. An observing car, having noticed the tragedy,
stopped on the road above the deep éitch. The low roar of pass-
ing motors hummed above the seemingly dead scene. There was no
nightirgale to sing an epitaph to the young men. There was no
moonlight to brighten up the dark, dismal diteh. There was beauty
in this silence, the kind of heau{y that there is when a body is
laild to rest in peace for ever. The scene was as peaeeful as a
trangull sea after a bolsterous storm. It was as if the voice
of nature had spoken, 'Peace, be still.!

After the long silence, Adolf spoke up: "Is everybody all
right?h#

lio one answered for several seconds.

Then Arnie answered, "Yes," as he tried to kick open the
door next to him. The door wouldn't budge. Everybedy began to
slowly stir alive, shifting to a comfortable position. Adolf
shoved the dpoor open &and crawled out. 'Stanley had recovered fror
the unbelievable sccident. His door opened and he drowsily stepped
into the muddy ground. Adolf helped Arnle open the door rext
to him, while Paul and Reuben carefully steppe out of the back
aeati hoping that they weren't stepping into space. Boris sat
still.

"Are you all right, Boris?" asked Paul =s he poked his
head into the empty winénw of the front seat.

"I think I've torn a ligament in my leg," answered Roris,.
uncertein of his worrs.

Adolf ecame over., "Yom hurt, Boris?"

"I'm not sure. I think I'm all right."

Borls wasn't wearing any shoes durirg the episoda, s0 he
now began wrapping the shoe-strings around his ski boots. Finally
he stepped out of the ear, balancing himself by holding on to
the door, in ease of any injury.

"How's your leg?" asked Arnie, coming over to Boris as he
saw him coming out of the car.

"It's perfect. WNothing hurt at all.”

"That's good. It looks like none of us got hurt at all."

Stanley had already seranbled up the small inelination to
meet the car that had stopped, thinking that perhaps thers might
be an emergency of some kind. He approached the ear.

"Howdyl" he cheerfully stated.

"Weed any help?" asked a young man with curly black hair.

"Yeh. Could you call the police for us? I'l1]l appreciate
it very much."

"Sure. The town's orly a couple of miles back. We'll get
the fuzz for you right away."

The young man closed the wirndow ard he and his friend rode
back on the hichway.

"Boy, that sure was a close eall. 1T thought we were goners,"
said Reuben to Paul as they stomped thelr way up the hill. "Tha%
telephone pole sure scared me. When I saw it, I thought that that



wes it for us."

"That's funty. I didn't even see the pole," =aid Paul.

"How eould you? You were probably praying with your eyes
closed." HReuben laughed.

"You're nuts. I wasn't praying at all. I didn't even think
about praying.”

Stanley walked back to the c¢ar and tried to start the motor.
It worked. The engine was in perfect condition.

"Motor's running good?" asked Adolf, standire next to the
car, running his hand over dented parts of the body of the car.

"Like new. Maybe we could ride it back," hopefully stated
Stanley.

"You kidding? This car's & total loss. Your rear axle is
probably shot out of balance. No front window. No rear wheel.
You're out of your mind to even think about trying to make it
with this wreck."

"It was only a suggestion," apologized Stanley as he turned
off the motor and looked over his prized treasure, which still
stood 1ike a proud horse, even though it wes banged up on all
sides.

"What do you make of that?" asked Arnie, while Boris stared
blankly at the highway, trying to put the pieces of the puzzle
together.

"Well," thought Borisz. "That line in the road threw me off
too. It was like en illusion. It was there and then it wasn't.
For Stanley, it just wasn't there. That's the same way I Telt."

"But there was a sign saylng 'Keep Right.'"

"I suppose he just didn't see it."

The young man, who had gone for help, had returned. He
stopped & little u%f the highway. "The fuzz will be slong any
minute," he saiqd.

"Thanks a lot," replied Stanley.

"You guys must have had a nice trip down."

"Sure did. Lueky no one got hurt."

"Fot a scraten?" unbelievably asked the young man.

"Not a scrateh.”

"You sure were lucky. Well, we'll be going."

: ht“Thanks again," said Stanley as the car zoomed ocut nf
sight.

Boris went over to the skiis and irspected for any damage.
He was astonished 2t what he saw.

"Come and take a look at this,” called Boris.

"Anything wrong with the skiis?" asked Paul, stooping d
and hardling the skiis. ? Ping down

"Just a few scratches."

"You didn't expect to have such strong material break, did
you?" commented Arnie.

"ot really. But that car flipped right on top of these
skils. Think of the weight," argued Boris.

"That soft ground kept them from breaking," saild Adolf as
he Joined the zroup.

"Yeh," said Reuben, who left Stanley's side to see what

was going on. "That ramp must have been made of bamboo to have
torn off so easy.”



"The car probably slid on the roof for a foot or so,"
added Paul. "That's why the ramp got torn off and left stranded
in the mad. "

"That's too much," reiterated Boris. "Just a2 faw seratches.”

Stanley stood slone on the highway. He locked toward the
cursed concrete islard. Just & few inches, he thought, and there
wouldn't have beer such & mess. He shivered a little as he watched
the ears passing by, hoping that the ecop would come scon. He
glenced toward the approaching fraffic and noticed a blinking red
light about a mile away. He waited for the poliece car to stop
before he walked up to it. The cop opered his car door and
flashed his flashlisht down the hill toward the wreeked car.

Myho's the driver of the ecar?" abruptly stated the eop.

"I'm the driver," said Starley, walking toward the cop.

"lLet's see your driver's license.”

Stanley pulled out his wallet without a word. Meanwhile
the rest of the group had elimbed up the +1l1l1 to join the actiun
there. They silently stood arourd the police car, not wanting
to miss = word of what the eop had to say about the cras'.

"How fast were you golng?" continued the cop, after writing
down all the information from Starley's driver's license.

"About 60 miles per hour."

"How is 1t that you ended up in this diteh?"

"Well, I kind of lost sight of the road before that concrete
igland," said Stanley pointing his finger toward the starting
point. ™I thought I saw two lines divide in two separate direc-
tions. 1T quess I followed the wrong line.™

"I don't understand. There must have passed by this save
spot about & hundred cars or more this night. How come you're
the only one that got caught orn that islapd?"

"That 1ine threw me off."

"Well, let's see what the car looks like." After Troking
at all sides of the station wagon, the cop laconically said,

“We'll call it a total wreek, right?"

"1 suppose that's what it is," said Stanley without en-
thusiasm.

"You the ownert"

"IBE . L

"Tnsured "

"YEE e L

After the small details were taken care of, the cop went
to loock over the place where the car first went off the Toad.
Stanley went along with him.

"I think he got a 1ittle careless," said Adolf, after the
cop erogsed the highway.

"Could be. But that line fooled me too," replied Paul.

"I mertioned to him that he should teke it easy. We had
all the time in the world to get home."

"I think his left 1light is crooked. It doesn't shine ercugh
on the left side of the ear. That's maybe the reason why he
nlzsad the road."



"We should have had someone else rdrive. There was another
Plece baek up the road where he slishtly went off the road. I
think he was getting drowsy."

The cop had called a tow truck scon after he arrived and
the tow truck now pulled up in front of the poliece car. Every-
body stopped their persoral eonversation ard shifted their at- _
tention to the se=bha scene at the tow truck. Stanley and the
cop shbopped what they were dolng and came to the newly arrived
vehicla,

"Could you tow the car to Sacramerto?” said Stanley, after
greetings had been extended.

"It'11 eost you about thirty dollsrs," sald the driver of
the tow trueck.

"How come so muach,"

"Well, first of all, it's for a round trip, and second of
&1l, wa get pald over-time rates on Sunday."

The business detsils continued while Boris and Paunl chatted
on the side.

"Did you say your lsst prayers while rolling down the
hill?" asked Paul.

"ot at all," answered Boris. "I don't look at life that
way. 1 believe that God lives within me, and because he does,

1 have nothing to fear at any time. Anyway, I couldn't see
myself erushed to death."

"Didn't you even feel that somehow you could be killede?®

"Wo. There was some kind of mysterious cloud that protected
that ear. I felt it right from the time wher the car hit that
conerate lsland.”

"You guys still blabbing sbout the aceident," interruptad
ll.u'nfl.tsnl,,I as he sought to jolr good conversation.

What else igs there to talk sbout st s time like thig?"

gald Paul.

b "1 wonder what people are going to say about this," said
rria.

"They're going to say: 'Aha, didn't we rell you not to EC.
This is God's punishment to show you that you must not miss
church.' They're going te ever think that we were golng contrary
%o God's will by spending a week-end at the smow instead of gtay-
ing at home, safe from traffic." Boris laughed to himself as
ha sald 1t. He had learred and experienced such stereotype
reactlions by people in the church.

"Wobody should know anything about this," commented Adolf,
who heard what Boris said.

"Yeh. But we all got pride," remarked Arnis. "We probably
will 211 get on our bandwagon and shout out to everybody how we
escaped cdeath, how we tumbled down & twerty-foot hill, and all
that trash."

"¥ou want to be looked upon &s a hero, don't you?" said Paul.

"There's nothing heroie in this. It's just a foolish aceident "
replied Arpnie.

"It's: just an inconvenience, a big nuisance," added Boris.

"As our good old Russian proverb saye," cheerfully said Adolf,
'The slower you go, the further you'll get.'"
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