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Target Text 

Dukhless by Sergey Minaev 

Chapter Title: The Office 

 

[1] While the branded multinationals talk diversity, what they really want is an army of teenage 

clones marching in ‘uniforms,’ as the marketers say—into the global mall. 

Naomi Klein 

No Logo 

[2] I come to work the next morning.  

[3] I should say that my office is a subsidiary of a large French company that sells canned food.  

Everything from corn to peas. Once upon a time, about ten years ago, one good-for-nothing dude opened 

the company’s subsidiary in Moscow. He lived a wild life wholly above his means, like many people in 

the early 1990s who thought that life was an endless holiday that would last forever, when you wasted 

two thousand dollars one night and the next day you somehow earned another five. Very quickly the 

number of louts he could trick using different types of fraud went to zero, along with the amount of 

money those louts were bringing in. The money spent at casinos, on prostitutes and at night clubs, on the 

contrary, was increasing astronomically. At some point the dude had to take out a loan from a bank to 

close the gaps in his budget. Obviously, he wasn’t planning to give the money back to the bank. Should I 

even mention that the bank (like basically everything back then) turned out to be owned by mobsters? 

And one wonderful and, probably, sunny day a group of tough guys came to his office; they were in a 

friendly mood and, after a short dialogue punctuated by a couple of heavy punches to the face, they 

explained to our hero that he could either bring the money to the bank or they could take him to the 

morgue. Having estimated that his chances of escaping were extremely low, the dude quickly began to 

look for other ways to make a quick buck. It turned out that his father who had once worked in a Soviet 

trade office in France had some connections with their manufacturers there who, luckily, were looking for 

a partner to start a canned food business in Russia. Having outlined the prospects of entering such a huge, 

but at the same time dangerous, market with a reliable Russian partner (should one ever doubt our 

honesty, ha-ha), they gave him the contract. As usual, they opened the office, hired a secretary, put up a 

couple of bookcases with some empty folders, and got  a storehouse with enough space for two truckloads 
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of goods that cost the sum of the loan plus the interest. 

[4] When the goods arrived, he had to sell them somehow in order to turn piles of metal stuffed 

with genetically modified peas and veggies into cash. The sale of the first batch went so fast and so well 

that the dude himself, along with the mobsters, decided not to kill the goose that was laying golden eggs, 

and instead earn some extra money on sales and steal money for advertising from the Frenchies. But, as in 

any Russian fairy tale, everything comes to an end, and the end is not always happy. Having traced a 

couple of fake statements and unconvincing reports on advertising expenses, the French guys decided to 

go to Moscow. (It seemed that the Russians had installed only five banners and then took pictures from 

various angles as the surroundings of the one hundred and fifty banners listed in the reports could not 

possibly look so much alike.) In Moscow, the French found the appropriate authorities, to whom they 

explained that they were investing hundreds of thousands of dollars into Russia, and that they could invest 

more, but some not very honest people were slowing down a business that was mutually beneficial for our 

countries. The appropriate authorities understood the French position and, guided by the idea of 

strengthening Russian-French trade relations, quickly took the business away from the dude and his 

mobsters. 

[5] This is how the office where I work as a top sales manager was established. 

[6] Over time, a small office turned into a monster with a clumsy infrastructure, a couple hundred 

employees, and an alcoholic chief executive officer (from the Russian side) with terrible breath and a 

habit of holding weekly meetings at 7:02 p.m. 

[7] Sales went well, and the CEO gradually prepared to retire. The nosy French auditors had a good 

time with Russian prostitutes at the Night Flight Club. The lesser employees were reduced to the level of 

workers in sweatshops making sneakers in Indonesia, while upper management, of which I have the 

honor to be a part, declared the dictatorship of corporate slavery based on commie ministry aesthetics. We 

received insane bonuses, incredible travel allowances and stole as much from the budgets as possible. In 

general, the business was organized as it should have been.     

[8] Our sweet office is located in one of the first business centers of Moscow—in Riverside 

Towers, a citadel of corporate terror. The name itself, according to the founders, was supposed to evoke 

among the employee associations with delicately wrought palaces on the banks of blessed rivers. But for 

me personally, since the very first day of work it has evoked associations with creepy gothic castles or 
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with evil vales from fantasy novels. On early winter mornings, when it is still pretty dark, the brick towers 

are lit by windows that look like white eye sockets from an illustration in a Tolkein novel.  

[9] At 9 a.m. this vision becomes particularly clear, when you stand at the entrance and see the 

flow of cars and people gathering at the tower. People are scurrying trying not to be late for work; some 

are muttering into their cell phones, gradually pulling their sleepy brains into the morning hustle-bustle of 

the city. (Cell phones fulfill several functions these days—among other things they serve as an extra 

alarm clock. If the first alarm wakes you up, then the second one informs you that work has already 

started.) Sometimes, I imagine that these crooked people have bales on their backs that make them look 

like serfs bringing the daily quit-rent to their masters in the form of their health, feelings, and emotions. 

The stupidest and most horrible thing is that they do it all of their own free will without any debt 

obligation.  

[10] Prestigious West German cars start to slowly pull in at about 10 a.m. The BOSSES exit their 

cars and walk with an imposing gait to their offices, incinerating late-comers and smokers with their 

deadly gaze. A new day is starting at Riverside Mordors…1 

[11] By the way, it is forbidden to smoke anywhere in the offices or close to the entrances. First, 

smokers work less (it is not specified whether the productivity of that work decreases or not). Second, 

smoking causes many diseases such as bronchitis and lung cancer and consequently many paid sick 

leaves. When a smoker dies, he will lay in his own coffin with a horrible greyish-green complexion (as 

opposed to that of his rosy-cheeked non-smoking co-worker who suddenly passes away from overwork), 

thereby breaking Rule 234 On Dress-code and Grooming of an Employee at Corporate Parties or Any 

Other Events Where He/She Is Acting on Behalf of the Company. 

[12] On the other hand, the top managers, to which I happen to belong, are allowed to smoke in 

their own offices as a kind of a bonus. This is how the Company makes clear that it doesn’t really care 

about the complexion you’ll have when you die. The company invested a hell of a lot of corporate money 

in you, but it will never show up at your funeral, and it will consider your departure a blessing. That’s 

life. Most of the time you climb upward, searching for your place in the sun, and when you find it you 

sometimes feel so exhausted that you cannot enjoy the first beams of light. 

[13] I, as an experienced bulldog of corporate etiquette, called my secretary in advance at 9 a.m. 

 
1 Mordor is the abode of the Dark Lord, a citadel of absolute evil in The Lord of the Rings trilogy by Tolkien.  
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and asked her to inform everyone about some mythical morning meeting, then went home, changed my 

clothes, put some Visine into my eyes and went to work. I arrived at the office at 10:50 a.m.   

[14] I exit the elevator at the eighth floor and open the door to my office—I’m exuding those 

eternal values of punctuality, love of work, a boss’s wisdom and concern for the Company’s interest. 

[15] There is a reception area at the entrance: an exchange premium with three secretaries. I say hi 

and three of them raise their heads at the same time from their romance novels and say, “Good morning.” 

The monitors almost block their faces—you can see who’s sitting at the reception desk only through the 

gaps between the monitors. For this reason, there is the illusion that our secretaries are sitting in a long-

term weapons site. The employees of the Company unsuccessfully besiege this fortress trying to get 

information, to order a company car for a business trip or to talk to the top management. The secretaries’ 

stubbornness, their machine-gun tongue twisters and boorish shouts at the lower-ranking employees, 

which sound like landmines, add to the picture and make you believe that the illusion is real. Indeed, we 

don’t have many brave hearts who can man the breach with grenades in their hands and save the office 

from the secretaries’ boorishness, their unwillingness to work, and from the problems caused by their 

complete professional incompetence. 

[16] It would seem to be easier to fire them and find new ones who would be polite, obliging, and 

hard-working. But, first, they learn how to get suddenly pregnant when sensing the upcoming threat 

(termination of their employment). Second, they immediately bring in their girlfriends, the same stubborn 

dumb-ass bitches, who take over the vacant positions when the secretaries are on maternity leave. This 

creates the impression among the executives that a secretary is not just a position but a specific human 

breed that is taught from childhood how to be dumb, lazy, and boorish. That is how our secretaries live 

for years on end. Half of them are on a permanent maternity leave while the other half (who are 

temporarily replacing the first half) are on probation (probably, with no fixed term), protected by both the 

Russian Labor Law and their bunker—protection made of reinforced concrete. 

[17] I approach my office and one of the secretaries says, “Hold on a second, I have a letter for 

you.” 

“From where?” I ask. 

“I have it written down,” she says, getting up from her chair and starting to rummage absent-

mindedly through her papers. She at once forgets what she’s looking for and freezes, a look of confusion 
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on her face. 

“If you find it, could you please bring it to my office? Okay?” 

[18] I know for sure that our secretaries are in fact androids. They need to be plugged in. There are 

special outlets in their chairs that provide energy for them and maintain their life support. As soon as they 

get up out of their chairs, the connection is lost, which causes malfunctions in the secretary’s information 

system. These malfunctions may erase their memory and put them out of order for a month. At work, 

unplugged secretaries can only go to the bathroom or to the chief executives’ offices. When they take 

lunch or go home, they switch to the Street mode, which allows them to receive information only from 

their romance novels. 

[19] I enter my office and my secretary quickly closes the Internet Explorer window on her 

computer. She’s such an idiot; as if I didn’t know she spent all day on the website damochka.ru looking 

for celestial love or just for a lay. Once, I spotted her profile on damochka, and spent half the day on their 

forum trying to make her sleep with me. I sent her photos of macho men that I found on the Internet and 

arranged a meeting in the Internet-café Mah in Novokuznetskaya Street. I enjoyed those five minutes 

when, blushing and murmuring, she asked me whether she could leave work thirty minutes early. I 

laughed my ass off. 

[20] My secretary is no different from her colleagues in the reception department. Her name is 

Katya; she’s a rather stupid twenty-five year old broad, who asks the same question several times, but at 

the same time she’s efficient. She’s not cute, which is more of a plus considering the harm caused by 

affairs with your own secretaries. Katya loves to have lunch for hours, gossiping with her girlfriends from 

the office. Her opinions on contemporary problems amaze me by their cosmic stupidity and their Soviet 

unwillingness to accept other’s opinions. A couple of times she floored me with her ideas about society’s 

morals, customs, the institution of marriage and relations between the sexes. By the second year of 

working together, we no longer spoke to each other (with the exception of job-related issues) so as not to 

get pissed off and make her blush. I got used to her, as you get used to a drawer in your desk that always 

gets stuck or to an unstable coat rack in the corner of the office. 

[21] I say hi to her—should I even mention that I’m overly polite when I’m hungover? I’m so 

polite that I greet the same people several times a day. I sit on my chair and ask her to bring me coffee. 

My desk is, as always, covered in a pile of papers, which symbolizes the continuity of the working 
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process and my being busy 24/7. I must note that some of the documents are six months old. The pile 

occupies the right edge of my broad desk, on which I also have a flat monitor, cordless mouse and a photo 

taken last year at a meeting of former “Spartak” soccer club players, with whom I trained from 1984-

1988. I also have three piles of CDs put out by popular night clubs in Moscow, St. Pete’s and Europe—

from Zeppelin to Costes. They serve as audio witnesses of my night fever. I can’t say what’s in my desk 

drawers, as I haven’t opened them since I first put stuff in them. 

[22] There’s a big window behind my back with a view of the river Yauza. I stare out this window 

for hours thinking about the weirdness of life. Even now. I’m drinking coffee and looking at cars going 

down the streets. Well, amigos, it’s time to introduce myself. 

[23] I’m twenty-nine years old and I’ve spent four of those years working behind the walls of this 

corporation. I work as a top sales manager with a personal secretary, company car, hefty salary, and even 

heftier annual bonuses. I’m responsible for “sales and development of the company’s distribution,” 

according to my job description. In real life I spend my work hours lecturing my subordinates on 

improving their zeal for work (the same phrases with different brand names, depending on the current 

year), daily lashings for insufficiently high sales, and attempts to make other people do my job.    

[24] Do you know what a top sales manager actually is? He’s a modern variation of an expensive 

prostitute who maneuvers between the interests of executives with their overrated plans for sales and the 

interests of his own subordinates who are not willing to implement the plans. As a prostitute, I’m being 

fucked several times a day and my main goal is to make my client (boss) have an orgasm as soon as 

possible while trying to avoid S&M (a lashing for my failures) and anal sex (depending on your luck, 

without any additional bonuses.) 

[25] As a professional whore, the range of my services is pretty broad: 

-Classic (we talked about it earlier.) 

-Role-play, optional for clients (you can be a fan of the same soccer team, a fan of fishing, Esenin, 

karaoke, or making business plans together over the weekend.) 

-Cunnilingus (upon the arrival of the fifty-year old chief financial officer from France.) 

-Deep-throat (number one on my everyday list with a note “Don’t try too hard”.) 

-Lesbos (negotiations with the head of the main sales office in the presence of your own boss.) 

-Married couples (once every two years upon the arrival of the owners of the holding company, 
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BIG GUYS from Paris.) 

[26] The essence of my work as a top sales manager involves walking the corporate blade—when 

the upper class doesn’t want to think and the lower class can’t, by default. 

[27] As a top sales manager, you tell people that you think first about the company’s interests and 

the future of the business, unlike your subordinates who think only about their own salaries. You assure 

other people that you’re from “the sales environment, that you’re just a regular guy like them,” who 

knows how to achieve goals and understands the challenges of the field. 

[28] This is how I’ve been living for the last four years. A foggy morning gradually turns into a 

working noon that then becomes a hard-day’s night. Winter becomes spring and summer becomes fall—

in terms of seasons of the year, as well as the names of the night clubs.     

[29] Everything goes according to plan and the faces of your subordinates change like in a 

kaleidoscope so that you confuse the names of half of them and you simply don’t know the names of the 

other half. Sometimes the level of your intelligence sinks so low that you have to take out your own 

business card to remember the name of the company you work for.  

[30] Having looked through my emails or, more precisely, having forwarded the incoming emails 

from clients and partners to my subordinates, I go to the room where the sales managers congregate. 

These might be the only people in the company who don’t evoke my repugnance. The fairest payroll 

system invented by a capitalist proprietor is the sales commission. The best indicator of your prospects for 

promotion and of your skill as a salesman. Something that you cannot erase or pervert with any kind of 

mythical “market research” and “field reports.” It’s the naked truth. A nothing but the truth. That’s why 

sales managers are the core of the company. The most abominable thing their boss can do is to steal their 

time by wasting it on planning, meetings and morning roll calls. The struggle against this meeting 

mentality might be the only thing I pay attention to. I try to eradicate this dumbass bureaucracy as I 

remember the beginning of my career and those asshole bosses who came from the lowest positions in the 

Soviet ministries, who just didn’t get the idea of a fast-changing market and kept living in a system of 

“salaries-commissions-annual bonuses.” If I were less lazy and more talented, I would definitely write an 

Ode to Sales Representatives and make all the top managers learn it by heart so they’d always remember 

whose bread they were eating and whose cognac they were drinking. 

[31] Meanwhile at the sales office one of the heads of the departments is talking to his 
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subordinates. He learns about the market exclusively from their reports. For him a “field trip” is 

obviously not an option. After receiving the soft chair of a department head, some people’s heads turn 

into asses. 

[32] “By the way, in the weekly report there’s a section called ‘Market News and Competition.’ 

Why haven’t you filled it out for the last two months?” he addresses his subordinate, who is tired of his 

stupid questions. 

“But there hasn’t been any news on new products from our competitors. What should I write?” 

“Well… write something. There is a section, and it needs to be filled out.” 

[33] I remember how one rather talented sales manager, after listening to this kind of question, 

wrote about a new green pea product that came to the market in triangular cans with a label that imitated 

ours. When the poor supervisor brought this report to me, with a face that announced an upcoming 

catastrophe, he started talking about the original strategy of our competitors and put all the heads of the 

departments on the lookout for this amazing product. As you might have guessed, when they returned 

with nothing, they murmured something like: 

 “It was a rapid promotion from our competitors. It was probably a bad experience because this 

product is no longer on the shelves.” 

[34] After making fun of the fact that they knew nothing about the market, and aggravated by my 

own laziness and the view of our competitors from my office window, for the following month I 

exchanged glances with the employee who wrote this report and smiled over our prank. 

[35] When the department head saw what I did, he made a more serious face and then exploded 

into the following tirade: 

“Well, Alexander. I approve your report—last month’s indicators look good; however, you should 

provide more details concerning your ‘trips’. This report ruins the perceived unity of your job, if you 

know what I mean. Well, you’re free to go.” 

[36] When the sales manager leaves, I sit on his chair and say: 

“Pasha, would you be so kind as to tell me why you’re drilling me because of some bullshit? Don’t 

I fulfill my plans?” 

“Well, duh.” 

“Haven’t I fulfilled this quarter’s plan? Haven’t profits increased?” 
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“Well, yeah, but what about the reports? There is such a thing as corporate discipline.” 

“So, you think if you become even more of a nag, people will start selling more? If you want to 

know what I discuss with store managers, then you should attend our meetings. Tell me, how many times 

did you go to the ‘field’ last week?” 

“Me? (Pasha’s face becomes even more wrinkled) I was busy with my work in the office. 

Furthermore, the situation didn’t require me to outsource the tasks to my subordinates.” 

“What didn’t it require?” I asked, squirming. 

“The outsourcing,” he said. 

“Can’t you say it in Russian? ‘My involvement,’ for example. Or ‘my participation.’”  

“But there’s a number of common business terms. I suppose that…” 

“Pasha, you should enjoy the fact that nobody, as you say, ‘outsources’ you. You’ve probably 

already forgotten how to deal with clients?” 

“No, I haven’t, but I need to analyze reports and on the basis of my analysis, people will make 

short- and long-term plans. That’s why I demand that my subordinates…” 

“Who do you think analyzes these reports? And who makes plans afterwards?” I ask. 

“Well… the executives,” Pasha says and points his finger to the ceiling where he thinks the 

heavenly creatures of top management live. 

“Pasha, you should remember that you need these reports, not me. You’ll use them to formulate 

tasks for your subordinates. You should stop fucking with them. You can’t make them write mythological 

reports about new products. My dear Pasha, I don’t write my reports depending on how many times your 

sales managers talk to Aunt Mary from a local grocery store. Do you get it now?  

“Yep,” he says. 

“Now we’re talking,” I say and, tired of that idle talk, head toward the door. “I almost forgot. Come 

to the meeting at my office at 11a.m. next Friday… Also, attach the report on your ‘field trips’ and ‘next 

week’s field trips’ to your forehead. We’ll do some analysis. You can also outsource my secretary—she 

has good typing skills.” 

[37] I go back to my office and open the file with the numbers of the company’s weekly dispatches 

to see what’s going on in the department of this outsourcer Misha. 

[38] We all talk about globalization. About transnational corporations that are swallowing up the 
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planet and turn it into a huge factory with horrible working conditions and miserly salaries. We seriously 

talk about how companies like McDonald’s, Coca-Cola and Microsoft make us do certain things. 

[39] Nonsense. Do you even realize what kind of nonsense this is? You don’t have to make people 

do anything these days. People are rapidly heading toward “the company with no borders.” Why do you 

think my subordinates, these generally smart young people, who have degrees from good Russian 

universities, try to look dumber than they really are? I talk about education in a traditional way. I talk 

about graduates with more than one major. Their education might be shallow, but it allows graduates to 

apply it broadly in their jobs. Their degrees place system thinking over systemic consumption. But do 

they appreciate that? 

[40] Instead of using their education, they try to be like thick-headed, narrow-minded Americans. 

The same gestures, the same smiles, and the same behavior. The same idiotic manner of speaking in 

advertising slogans. Why do smart people day after day make themselves into idiots? 

[41] You know, I don’t hate them because they’re clerks. I hate them because they dream about 

being clerks. They’re soldiers of the International Corporate Army. God forbid you should take their 

dreams away from them. 

[42] While I’m thinking about the army, Sasha, the deputy head of the Administration and 

Maintenance Department, opens the door and enters my office. Sasha, like the head of the department 

who’s nicknamed Petrovich, is an ex-military. About one month ago I asked Petrovich to install a new 

shredder and hang a black and white photo of a girl’s legs on a casino table on the wall of my office. This 

photo is actually pretty legit. 

[43] For a month those characters had been dragging their asses, hoping I’d cancel the assignment 

or forget about it. Once a week my secretary would call them, and, finally, it happened. In his 

outstretched arms, Sasha comes in carrying the notorious shredder as if he were holding the crown of 

Monomakh. He has the face of a man fulfilling a military duty. 

[44] “What took you so long, Sasha? Did it have to walk from the suppliers? 

“I don’t get it? Who had to walk? 

“The shredder.” 

“Are you kidding me?! These things are hard to find. To get it, we…” 

[45] Then I hear a florid speech on how difficult it is to find a shredder in Moscow in 2004. A 
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minute later, I’ll probably hear about “the hardships and privations of their search for a shredder.” I nod 

my head while Sasha moves backward toward the exit. 

“Hold on a second,” I say. “What about hanging the photo? I already put it in a frame.” 

[46] Sasha’s face becomes stone-cold. He realizes that he’s OVERWORKED today. 

“Can I come over tomorrow?” he says and makes a timid attempt to slip away. “I still have to do 

some stuff for the accounting department…” 

“Sasha, stop it, will ya? It’ll take five seconds.” 

[47] Sasha comes up to my desk, picks up the phone, and dials Petrovich’s internal number. He 

reports on the situation. Petrovich gives the go-ahead. Sasha puts the phone down and says in an official 

tone, “So, I’ll hang the photo. How high should I hang it?” 

[48] I froze. It’s a good question, isn’t it? What would you say? Do it by sight? I wanted to say that 

as well. But I was afraid Sasha would ask, “How many centimeters from the floor?” So, I answer without 

blinking, “One hundred and ninety-two centimeters.” 

“Well, I need to get my measuring tape then,” Sasha says and leaves. 

[49] God willing, he’ll return within a month’s time.   

[50] Most of the employees in the Administration and Maintenance Department used to be heads of 

warehouses or all kinds of material maintenance divisions. To put it simply, they were the dumbest and 

most thickheaded foot soldier vets who had nothing in common with Russian officers or defenders of the 

Motherland. Those people are still wrongfully referred to as “military men.” They are the butt of 

numerous jokes about “digging from fence to dinner,” “painting the grass with green antiseptic before 

visits from generals,” and so on. In real life they’re very similar to characters out of folklore.  

  [51] It means that they act in the office, or to use their terminology, in “the civvy street,” as if they 

were still in the military. For example, money for car washes is distributed not when the cars are dirty but 

when it is “allowed” to do so. X times a month in winter and Y times in fall or spring. It’s probably not 

“allowed” to wash your car in the summer due to the dry weather, which is pretty obvious. You wash 

military trucks once a year. When “generals” visit. 

[52] Pens, staplers, staples, and erasers are distributed not when needed but once a year, according 

to inventory reports. 

[53] When you ask the Administration and Maintenance Department for a new hole punch, you 
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always hear: 

“Where’s your old one, I wonder?” 

“I don’t know. Someone probably took it. To put it simply, it’s gone.” 

“But do you understand that…” 

[54] All of a sudden, a half-hour monologue erupts from which you realize that losing a hole punch 

is equivalent to losing the division’s flag. In the old days you’d be tried for a crime like this by a military 

tribunal. Or you’d be shot by a firing squad. After you listen to all that nonsense, hoping you’ll get the 

desired item afterward, it turns out they’ve “run out” of hole punches. After answers like that, I’m always 

covered in a cold sweat. 

[55] How the fuck did you run out of hole punches? Is the World Committee on Hole Punch 

Supply to blame? Or is it the Hole-Punch-man from the comic books? Or is it that lazy bastard who 

instead of providing the company with necessary supplies “for effective business management,” and 

instead of buying them on time, sits his concrete ass down and draws inventory numbers on everything, 

even on staples? If they had the chance, they’d write numbers on the employees’ backs. 

[56] They’re probably all members of a secret organization—the Union of Workers of 

Administration and Maintenance Departments of Russia, or the UWAMDR. The purpose of this 

organization is to infiltrate commercial organizations, occupy certain positions and consequently destroy 

the economic component of a company. The universal implantation of bureaucracy, stupidity, minor theft, 

sabotage, a commie mentality, and the collapse of work procedures. The time will come when 

commercial structures will turn into Huge Storehouses of food, liquor, office supplies and cars, dependent 

on the previous specialization of an organization that has been destroyed by the members of the 

UWAMDR. Afterward, all of Russia will turn into the Kingdom of Ensigns. Everywhere from Moscow to 

Vladivostok, via telegraph and telephone lines, you’ll hear their idiotic orders and instructions that no one 

will hurry to follow as they wait for their subsequent cancellation. 

[57] I can now hear their future phone calls: 

“Greetings, Comrade Petrovich!” (Obviously, all the heads of storehouses will be named 

Petrovich.) 

“Hi, Petrovich. What’s going on?” 

“We have people freezing here in Leningrad like during the blockade. Can your Storehouse send us 
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three trains of firewood? Otherwise, a third of the crew (I mean population) will die by spring?” 

“How will I send them to you? I need instructions from the Central Committee, from Petrovich.” 

“But he died two months ago, and they haven’t appointed a new one. Where will I get the orders?” 

“But what can I do? It is forbidden! Send me the instructions and you can cut down the whole taiga 

if you want. I can’t do it without the instructions. It’s forbidden.” 

“Well… so we’ll wait for the Central Committee’s decision. Regulations are regulations. Tell me, 

how are you doing. How are your kids and wife?” 

“We’re doing well. You take care of yourself too. Are you keeping warm? Do you have warm 

underwear?” 

“Not really. Our headquarters is stationed in a former museum. Have you ever been there? The 

huge building on the square.” 

“Uh-huh. Is there a huge column in the middle?” 

“Yes, sir. Well, we sit there and heat the building. We use picture frames and old furniture. There’s 

a hell of a lot of them there. Pieces of furniture. We’ll hold out until spring. And then the Central 

Committee will probably make its decision.” 

“Well, take it easy, Petrovich. Call me if you need anything.” 

“Affirmative. Take care.” 

[58] While we’re wasting our lives in the hippodromes of night clubs, people like Petrovich are 

business-like and as committed as bark beetles to eating through the trees of our business. The catastrophe 

is that they don’t have any time to raise a new generation of Sashas and Vladimirs to work as office 

managers. One fine day, when they get stronger, we’ll all risk coming to work and get twenty-five years 

in labor camps from the “trinity court” (the head of the Administration and Maintenance Department, the 

deputy head and the office manager) for the loss of two pens and one marker. 


