






 

The soul of the great Russian people is not dead. It has not suffocated under an alien, 
godless sterile ideology. It will not, so long as there are men like Alexander Solzhenitsyn, 
women like Natasha Zhdanova, and millions of others like them, in whom the spark of faith 
and decency has not died out. Indeed, in thousands of secret churches and in millions of 
lives across Russia today that flicker of faith glows brighter, the commitment to religious 
principles grows stronger, strengthened by the brutal ordeal of suffering. And one day those 
millions of flickering candles of faith and decency may burst forth and merge into one 
gigantic flame of faith. 

And I have in my heart a message I want to pass to those Believers in Russia who have 
helped so much to change my life. I put this message in this book, hoping that in some 
way, at some time, it can reach them and they will understand. 

To Mrs. Litovchenko, the paralysed wife of the pastor whom we killed that Sunday 
afternoon along the Elizovo River: I wish to tell you that I am sorry, more than you can 
ever know.  

To Nina Rudenko, the beautiful little teenage girl whose life was ruined by my attack 
group, I ask, “Please forgive us.”  

And, finally, to Natasha, whom I beat terribly and who was willing to be beaten a third 
time for her faith, I want to way, “Natasha, largely because of you, my life is now 
changed and I am a fellow Believer in Christ with you. I have a new life before me. God has 
forgiven me; I hope you can also.” 

Thank you, Natasha, wherever you are. 

I will never, never forget you! 

Printer’s  note 

Shortly after the draft of this book was completed, Sergei died. 

He had devoted what he called his “new life” to awakening Christians of North 
America to the plight of the Russian Christians, and appealing for Bibles and help on 
their behalf. 

For four months he told his story in many churches in Canada. On 1 May that year, he 
joined Underground Evangelism, an organization which provides Bibles and help to the 
persecuted church throughout the Communist world. 

He spoke in churches, on television, gave newspaper interviews and spoke before 
government officials, telling the story of Communist persecution and the inner workings of 
his former comrades of the Soviet police. He undertook Bible studies, worked on this book 
and announced he was especially looking forward to speaking to the youth of Russia by 



 

radio broadcasts. These were in the process of being arranged at the time of his death. 

Though Sergei had warned that if anything happened to him, it would “have all the 
appearances of an accident,” he was optimistic, outgoing and forward-looking. He made 
many new friends wherever he went. Among them was a Christian family in Los 
Angeles, California, for whom he became an “adopted son” and with whom he lived 
when he was there. 

Several times he remarked that he felt his life was in danger. He borrowed a gun from the 
father of the family for self protection. He took the gun with him, when, accompanied by 
the daughter of the family, he visited a ski resort close to Los Angeles. 

On 1 January, while there, he died instantly from a shot from the gun. Though news of his 
death was first carried internationally as suicide, this possibility was soon ruled out. An 
inquest was held and on 1 March, two months’ later, ruled his death to be an accident. 

On that very day, Sergei would have been twenty-two. 
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