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 This morning I received a video of Zinovy’s burial.  It must have taken place 
in a Moscow cemetery because of all the surrounding Russian Orthodox crosses.  
   Several weeks ago Zinovy’s son, Yura, had written to me that his father had 
died of Covid-19 in Moscow.  My computer screen showed an unrecognizable 
man, dressed in a leather coat, shoveling earth on what looked like a small pile of 
ashes at the bottom of a hole.         

Ashes!  Zinovy’s ashes? I felt the blood rush to my head.  Zinovy and his 
wife Lena had been our best friends in Moscow.  Zinovy had been the smartest 
man I know.   I was half in love with him.   Lena said he was only smart because 
he was so lazy.  As a Jew, higher education was closed to him so he lay on his bed 
all day reading books.   

Thirty years ago Zinovy and I had collaborated on a novel about a 
mysterious flying object which lands in a dusty little town called OZERKI located 
outside Moscow.  At the time of my friendship with Zinovy he wanted to write this 
truth without being harassed by Party hacks with red pencils demanding Leninist 
purity. 

The image of Zinovy’s burial would not leave me.  Ever since I moved into 
assisted living and the Covid epidemic struck, the regrets piled up.   I am not sure 
if the flood of regrets is the result of age, the epidemic, forced isolation, broken 
promises, or the voice of the universe urging me to do the right thing before it is 
too late.    

Entangled in the regrets are the memories which aren’t as reliable as they 
used to be.  I should have purchased a ticket and gone to visit Zinovy in Moscow.   
By then he was 96 years old and blind.   I should have… I should have…  

I wondered how Zinovy would have greeted me.  I had failed to get a 
Western publisher for OZERKI.  Before our departure from Russia, Zinovy had 
yelled at me for my support of the Chechens in their war with Russia. “Idotika,” he 
shouted.  “The Chechens are vermin.”   

I was horrified that someone who had suffered discrimination all his life 
should say such a thing.  This incident affected our friendship. 

Zinovy’s son indicated that old age had made his father’s opinions ever 
more volatile.  Russia was ungovernable.  Putin was the savior. The West was to 
blame.  I was familiar with Zinov’s emotional outbursts. They always taught me 
something about Russia.  

                                                



 On arriving at Youville I was ready to jettison OZERKI to the trash along 
with all the other old stories I had never published.    

Thirty years was a long time ago.   Before dumping the old manuscript I 
undid the string around the package and started to read.  The little town of Ozerki 
and its people emerged from the tattered print: The Communist Party Secretary 
tore up his party card and fell in love with the jaded New York Times 
correspondent who had been arrested for entering OZERKI illegally to cover the 
story.  The Kremlin thought the mysterious object was an American provocation 
and moved to destroy it along with the townspeople...    

OZERKI was the portrait of a backward little Russian town with its 
accompanying generosity and barbarity… as true today as it was 40 years ago.  
Time passes and events are forgotten until some historian or journalist decides they 
are worth remembering.   
 I for one believe OZERKI is worth remembering. One way or another I 
would get it published.  I wanted to do this for Zinovy, for his son, Yura (the little 
boy we knew in Moscow before he emigrated) and for myself. 
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