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Riding in Tandem:
Christopher Senie

hen his train rolled into
Moscow on the morning of
July 4, 1983, Christopher Se-
nie had a lot on his mind.
The long, restless ride from Finland had
given him too much time to think. What
if the Soviets didn’t meet them at the
station? What if the Soviets were insulted
that his Americans were not top-quality
athletes? What if someone got injured?
What if the visas didn’t come through?
What if. . .. “The train just stopped all of a
sudden, and I heard this voice on the
loudspeaker calling out my name. I
didn’t have my shoes on, it was raining,
there was all this commotion, and all the
Americans were looking at me for direc-
tions. Then I saw all these beautiful Rus-
sian women ready to give us flowers, and
a huge sign that must have been fifty feet
tall saying “Welcome to Bike for Peace
1983” in English and Russian. And the
next thing I know I have a bouquet of
roses in my arms and the head of the
Soviet Peace Committee is shaking my
hand and wishing me Happy Indepen-
dence Day.”

According to Russian folklore, it is
good luck if it is raining when you arrive
at a place and it is raining when you
leave. If so, then the thirty-two cyclists
who rode from Moscow to Leningrad,
Helsinki, Stockholm, Oslo, and finally
Washington, D.C. in the first Bike for
Peace were blessed more times than

“Profiles in Diplomacy” is a regular feature
of The CID Report describing the personal
stories of individuals who bave undertaken
noteworthy diplomatic initiatives. The fol-
lowing piece is an abridged version of a
chapter in a forthcoming CID book entitled
The New Diplomats, written by Gale Warner,
a freelance writer now living in Cambridge,
Massachussetts.

they care to remember. It was raining
when the train carrying the American
and Scandinavian riders arrived in
Moscow; it was raining two days later,
when it was time to board their bikes. A
crowd of several hundred people hud-
dled under umbrellas to see the bikers
off.

Christopher Senie, who had been
tending to last-minute administrative de-
tails at the American embassy all morn-
ing, had jumped into a taxi and arrived at
their starting point just in time to be
buttonholed for a speech. The already
soggy riders climbed on their bikes; a
pistol shot was fired; Bike for Peace '83
was underway. Soon the first bikers es-
caped from the crowd and were out of
sight. So far as Christopher Senie was
concerned, there was only one problem:

The message of Bike
Jor Peace—we can
work together, and if
we don’t, we’ll crash—
was applauded
everywbere.

in all the bustle, he had lost track of his
own bicycle.

Though he didn’t know it, his partner
Tore Naerland, the Norwegian- originat-
or and primary organizer of Bike for
Peace, had arrived in Moscow with a plot
in mind. Like Christopher Senie, Tore
Naerland is 31 years old and a deep be-
liever in the power of long-distance bicy-
cle rides to teach both participants and
bystanders the value of cooperation. Un-
like Chris, Tore has only about 10% of
normal vision and thus does all of his
bicycling from the back seat of a tandem.
Tore Naerland knew what a powerful
living symbol it would be to have an
American and a Soviet rider team up on a
tandem for the duration of Bike for
Peace ’83. When Chris ran up to him that
morning, breathless, panicked, demand-
ing to know the whereabouts of his own
ten-speed bicycle, Tore was ready.

“Take the tandem! Take the tandem!”
Chris heard Tore yell as he rode out of
sight on his own tandem.

Mystified, Chris searched the group’s
supply bus and found a white Peugeot
tandem bicycle. He had just swung a leg
over it and was about to ride away when

he heard a voice in the crowd call out,
“Christopher! Christopher!” A young,
muscular Russian man ran up to him,
introduced himself as Vladimir, and
climbed on the back seat. It was soon
apparent that Vladimir spoke no English
and Chris spoke no Russian. It was also
soon apparent, when it came time to
shift gears, that Chris had never before
ridden a tandem. This embarrassed him
then; it embarrassed him still more
when he found out that his tandem part-
ner was Vladimir Semenets, 1972 Olym-
pic gold medalist in the tandem sprint.

By the end of the trip it had become a
standard joke among the bikers that the
world would be a much safer place if
superpower leaders would have a go at
riding a tandem. Newspaper cartoonists
picked up on the idea and sketched tan-
dem bicycles with two empty seats
marked: “Reserved for Ronald Reagan
and Yuri Andropov.” The first rule of
riding a tandem, explains Chris, is that if
you don’t work together, you crash.

The message of Bike for Peace—we
can work together, and if we don’t, we’ll
crash—was applauded by spectators
wherever the bikers went. Two days into
their journey, in the small city of Kalin-
nin, north of Moscow, an enthusiastic
crowd of nearly 3000 people awaited
them in a parking lot near the city center.
Returning soldiers couldn’t have been
given a more heartfelt welcome, and in-
deed the bikers resembled a triumphant
army—an army, though, on a peace cam-
paign. And efficient, non-polluting, mod-
ern, gumption-fueled bicycles seemed
the perfect choice of vehicles for a peace
army.

The bikers walked in the door of a
large sports complex and “three thou-
sand more people stood up and started
applauding. The crowd outside was just
the crowd that couldn’t get inside,” says
Chris. A huge banner with a white out-
line of a dove hung on the back wall.
Chris took the microphone and began
explaining why Vladimir had begun rid-
ing in the front seat by pointing to
Vladimir’s sturdy legs and comparing
them to his own skinny ones. “Today
while riding on the tandem, I leaned
back, closed my eyes, and listened,” he
said. “T heard the wheels coming off the
pavement, and the gears changing, and
the voices shouting back and forth in
many languages. Pretty soon I noticed
the Americans are shouting ‘vnimanie’
instead of ‘attention’ when they saw a
hole in the road, and the Soviets are
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shouting ‘attention’ instead of
‘vnimanie.’ I listened very carefully, and I
heard a very exciting sound—the sound
of peace. Today it was louder than it was
yesterday, and by the time we get to
Washington it’s going to be loud enough
to be heard by hundreds of thousands of
people.”

Teamworks Is Born
At first glance, Christopher Senie could
be fairly described as a Yuppie. Tall,
rangy, with disorganized curly brown
hair and emphatic eyebrows, he appears
equally as comfortable in a buttondown
shirt and tie as he does in a T-shirt and
cycling shorts. For four years he has
practiced law with the firm of Senie,
Stock, and LaChance in Westport, Con-
necticut, where he is now a junior part-
ner. The office is located in a three story
brick building called “the Marketplace,”
where Muzak plays in the halls every day,
even on Sundays. Downstairs is the of-
fice of Teamworks, Inc., the non-profit
corporation that Chris created to run the
American portion of Bike for Peace '83.
The Teamworks office is not, at the
moment, prepossessing, consisting as it
does of a couple of file cabinets, a desk,
and a bulletin board. But the Team-
works, Inc. brochure exudes confidence
and energy. The word “Teamworks” it-
self has become a tandem bicycle; the
“A” and the “O” have sprockets and ped-
als. Teamworks, Inc., according to the
brochure, is “aimed at improving inter-
national, intercultural, and intercom-

The weather continuously gave riders a taste of “Russian good luck” at every turn.

munity relations . . . by sponsoring
challenging ‘teamwork’ projects, which
bring people of different backgrounds
and perspectives together to work to-
ward shared goals.”

Chris claims he “had no interest what-
soever” in the Soviet Union until January
1981, the beginning of his last semester
of law school at the University of
Bridgeport, when he took a course in
Soviet law because it happened to fit his
schedule. “T became fascinated after the
second or third class, when I realized I
knew nothing about the Soviet Union—I
didn’t even know they bad a legal sys-
tem.” At the end of the course his pro-
fessor announced that he was organizing
an August 1982 trip of American lawyers
and judges to meet their Soviet counter-
parts. Chris was the first to sign up. “At
that time it was news to me that it was
even possible to go to the Soviet Union.”

Chris decided to make a film or vid-
eotape on the Soviet legal system, and in
March 1982, five months before his trip,
he attended a meeting of a local ex-
change group to ask for help. There he
heard someone speak about a citizen
diplomacy project called Tennis for
Peace that had failed. Chris drove home
thinking about bicycles instead of law-
yers. Visions of American and Soviet
bikers riding together danced in his
head. “T knew this was just a magic idea,”
he says, “and that this kind of inspira-
tional, emotional event wasn’t going to
take any warheads off of any missiles
right away, but would be fun and excit-

ing and have that emotional appeal.”

In March 1983, Howard Frazier, direc-
tor of a Connecticut-based group called
Promoting Enduring Peace, called to tell
him that three young Norwegians had
organized a very similar project, called
Bike for Peace, and had already obtained
Soviet permission for American, Scan-
dinavian, and Soviet cyclists to ride from
Moscow across Scandinavia to Oslo, and
fly from there to the United States. The
Norwegians were coming to the United

“I became fascinated
[with Soviet law]
when I realized 1
knew nothing about
the Soviet Union—I
didn’t even realize
they bad a legal
system.”

States the following week to arrange the
American leg. Frazier invited Chris to
meet them at a press conference in New
Haven.

Christopher Senie had anticipated
many problems with his Bike Ride for
Peace idea, but never that someone else
would think of it first. At first, Chris was
so disappointed that he decided to aban-

continued on page 8
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don the project altogether. Ultimately,
however, Chris realized that the Nor-
wegians badly needed his experience
and energy to organize the American
segment, and that by becoming their
American coordinator, “I would have a
hand in making the first Bike for Peace
happen.”

Chris arrived at Kennedy Airport at 5
p.m. on March 16, 1983, only a few hours
before the Norweigians, Tore Naerland
and Andrew Kroglund, were to board
their plane. “There we were, all of us
already exhausted, with a glass of wine in
our hands,” remembers Chris, “toasting
Bike for Peace and feeling as though our
lives were about to take on a new and
very important dimension.”

Two days later, Chris went to the West-
port Bank and Trust Company and bor-
rowed $32,000. He formed a non-profit
group called Bike for Peace, Inc., applied
for tax-exempt status, set up an office,
arranged for secretarial, phone answer-
ing, and telex services, printed station-
ery, obtained insurance, and began
assembling a staff. Chris’s younger sister,
Allyson, who had just graduated from
Ithaca College with a degree in political
science, moved to Washington, D.C. and
began drumming up congressional sup-
port.

Chris knew that his concept of Bike for
Peace differed slightly from the Nor-
wegians and the Soviets’. On a brief trip
to Moscow and Oslo in May 1983, Chris
signed a protocol with the Norwegians,
identical to one that the Soviets had

R ni-

L
t ,309“‘%‘
Y ” '

j MK Py

“

{‘ AR ARWT S

signed, which laid out the principles of
Bike for Peace and dedicated the ride to
the United Nations’ World Disarmament
Campaign.

Chris concedes that the Soviets en-
dorsed Bike for Peace to “help build
their image at home and abroad as a
government that wants peace. We were
used by the Soviet government to some
extent.” What he does not accept is that
this invalidates the event’s significance.
“If you want to make things happen, if
you want to take a step forward, some-
times you have to be willing to be used.
Sure, it would be purer to have four
Americans and four Soviets bicycling to-
gether in the Soviet Union without either
government knowing about it. But that’s
impossible. You have to be willing to play
by some rules, to become partners with
them, to let them help you shape it. And
that’s not such a frightening thing.”

The Green Americans

Chris had expected the Soviet delegation
to consist of top-notch athletes, but he
was not prepared for “Olympic cham-
pion followed by national champion fol-
lowed by this guy who was the first to
climb Mt. Everest, and so on,” says Chris.
“And here I had to get up there and say,
well, here’s a bartender from Norwalk.”
Publicly, he did his best to make it sound
as if all his Americans were superior
bikers. Privately, he took the Soviet lead-
ers aside and confessed that he had
some novices along. To his surprise, the
Soviets told him not to worry about it.

Wherever the bikers went, they were showered with feasts, flowers, decorations, and good

will.

In retrospect, says Chris, the green-
ness of the American group was a bless-
ing. “If we'd had better riders it would
have been harder to establish that this
was not a competition,” he says. “But we
took ourselves out of any competition
right away—it was all we could do to just
keep up. The Soviets never tried to make
fun of us, though, and they couldn’t have
cared less that we didn’t give them a
good run for their money athletically.”

Allyson, who had never before done
any long-distance bicycle-riding and
who had not had much of a chance to
train, remembers hitting the first hill out-
side of Moscow and wondering what she

“The Soviets never
made fun of us and
couldn’t have cared
less that we didn’t
give them a good run
for their money
athletically.”

was doing on a bicycle in the pouring
rain, in the Soviet Union, trying to keep
up with world-class athletes. “Then I just
felt this hand on my back, and it was one
of the Soviets pushing me to help get me
up that hill.” Allyson wasn’t the only one
to get a helping hand that day, and from
then on, the stronger riders habitually
pushed the weaker riders up hills. It was
never discussed, she says, but it was clear
that the Soviets each adopted particular
riders as their “buddies.” “T'd say 90% of
that awkward feeling at the beginning
was gone after that first day, because we
were touching each other, and pushing
each other up hills, and saying thank-
you, and we were smiling and sweating
and cold together.”

Before they set off, the Soviet press
had featured photographs and stories
about Bike for Peace; many Soviet cit-
izens thus knew their route and lined up
to wait for them. Farmworkers in baggy
shirts, old women in blue headscarves,
and children in rubber boots left their
field work to gawk at the riders. In the
towns, “people came running from their
houses to wave to us and throw us
flowers,” says Chris. The bikers became
adept at steering with one hand.

The cyclists usually rode about twenty
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Chris Senie (left) and Viadimir Semenets (right), celebrating their triumph.

miles in the morning before a “technical
stop.” At lunch there would invariably be
a reception and speeches, often by the
mayor of the town. Children were given
time off from school or camp and would
appear with balloons and handpainted
banners. Girls in white kneesocks and
boys in blue blazers shyly asked for auto-
graphs and presented flowers. Often
Chris used such breaks to add his own
touch of theater by selecting a young boy
or girl from the crowd and giving them a
spin around the town square on the back
of the tandem.

When they arrived at their destination,
there would again be a reception,
speeches, food, and sometimes enter-
tainment. The town mayor would then
sign the bikers’ petition, which urged
“the leading politicans of the greater
powers to take responsibility for the
people of the world so that humanity,
and the basis for all life on earth, will not
be destroyed by nuclear war.”

At first the Westerners were suspicious
of all this pageantry. But it was soon
evident that the warmth and friendliness
were unmanufactured. Long after the of-
ficial receptions ended, local people lin-
gered to talk with the bikers and shower
them with gifts of pins, flowers, and
food. Some Soviets who didn’t have pa-
per on hand asked the bikers to auto-
graph their clothing. Frequently, they
asked them to take a message back to
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their home countries that the Russian
people want peace.

In the evening, the bikers often ex-
plored local bars and discotheques.
Tired muscles were shaken out with en-
thusiastic dancing, and long conversa-
tions with local young people were
initiated over vodka. Wrote Norwegian
leader Andrew Kroglund about these en-
counters: “Forgotten are the last tough
kilometers; forgotten are the swollen
knees and the threatening cramps; for-
gotten are the minor disputes which al-
ways seem more important than they
deserve to be. You sit there totally at ease
letting your eyes glide from American to
Russian to Scandinavian—and you feel
the brotherhood of man pulsating in
your veins; you feel you are a part of
something important; you feel love.”

Only Bikers Get The Blues

One night one of the American women,
exhausted and homesick, started to cry
and said it was because she had not had a
Pepsi for more than a week. “Vladimir
Kokashvili and Eugene Oskolsky got into
a taxi with her and went racing around
Leningrad trying to find her a Pepsi,”
recalls Chris (Pepsico, Inc. has a sales
agreement with the USSR). The next day,
at the morning technical stop, there
were literally hundreds of bottles of Pep-
si waiting for them on long tables.

The Soviets also found the ride
stressful at times. At the border between
Finland and the Soviet Union, where it
was raining (their Russian good luck was
holding), the Soviets clustered ner-
vously around theirdeaders as they tried
to fill out the Finnish customs forms.
Their uneasiness, says Chris, was exacer-
bated by the “somewhat overzealous ex-
clamations” of a few Scandinavians and
Americans about how glad they were to
be back in the West.

By far the biggest strain on all the
riders was caused by the U.S. State De-
partment. Vladimir Semenets told a
crowd of nearly 10,000 people in his
hometown of Leningrad that “if
Christopher and I are able to ride our
tandems all the way to Washington, D.C,,
that victory will mean more to me than
winning the gold medal.” But at that mo-
ment it appeared unlikely that the U.S.
State Department would grant entry
visas to the Soviet riders. )

Only after weeks of frantic phone calls
did the entry visas appear—two days be-
fore they were scheduled to leave the
Soviet Union. The nagging uncertainty of
the visas put all of the leaders under
stress and magnified minor disputes.
One issue they repeatedly confronted
was speechmaking. The riders took
turns giving short speeches at the fre-
quent receptions, and all had a chance to
speak at least once during the trip. While
Chris and the Soviets wanted to keep
their message upbeat and non-political,
concentrating on the potential for
friendship and cooperation that Bike for
Peace symbolized, the Norwegians felt
that speeches should be straightforward
calls to action against the arms race.
Chris feared, however, that politicizing
the bikers' messages would divide the
group over which superpower was more
at fault. “The Americans and the Soviets
had a very similar philosophy—we both
had something to be defensive about,”
he says. Often during the trip the Ameri-
can and Soviet leaders joined together to
persuade the Norwegian delegation to
tone down their speeches. The Nor-
wegians, for their part, felt the frustra-
tion of letting political opportunities slip
away. The levels of tension remained
high on both sides.

The speechmaking issue flared in
Karlsskoga, Sweden, when one of the
Soviet riders, Valery Chaplygan, told a
crowd of about 500 people: “Isn’t it a
shame that the only person who has re-
fused to sign our petition is the Ameri-

continued on page 10



10

The CID Report

continued from page 9

can ambassador to Sweden.” Chris
walked away from the group, feeling that
these fault-finding political references
were fraying the unity of Bike for Peace.
“I'was watching the group become divid-
ed in ways the critics would love to see,
just to prove we couldn’t do it,” he says.
Several people, including Eugene Os-
kolsky, came over to apologize for Val-
ery’s comment. Their Swedish hosts
took them into a room hung with chan-
deliers and filled with tables set with fine
silver and crystal for lunch. Chris ap-
proached Vladimir Kokashvili and said
he had to address the group immediate-
ly. Would he translate for him? Of course,
said Vladimir, but he pointed out that the
mayor of the town was present. Was it
necessary to speak right then? Chris said
yes.

“I made what I considered to be the
most important speech of the whole
trip,” he says. “First I said that no one
asked anyone at the American embassy,
much less the Ambassador, to sign our
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petition. Then I said that if we think our
slogans and our petition are going to be
as enthusiastically embraced in the West

“Bike for Peace is
about compassion,
the compassion of
ordinary people, and
the possibilities that
exist for ordinary
people to work
together.”

as they have been in the East, we're really
fooling ourselves. I spoke about what I
thought Bike for Peace was about and
what we’d done together. We'd ridden
900 miles together, we had told stories,
we had drunk vodka at night together,
we’d patched flat tires for each other, we
had gone to each other’s homes, we had
lived together for two weeks, and there
was no reason why we had to start argu-
ing with one another over what these
governments are doing. That’s not what
Bike for Peace is about. Bike for Peace is
about compassion, the compassion of
ordinary people, and the possibilities
that exist for ordinary people to work
together and to advance to the point
where our governments will stop these
things. And I went on and on and I'was in
tears.” When he sat down, there was a
burst of applause. Later Valery Chap-
lygan apologized to Chris and they gave
each other a hug.

Negotiations Collapse

After the time they flew into New York
and Bike for Peace had successfully
crossed the ocean, their good luck
seemed destined to hold: it was pouring
rain. But the healthy working rela-
tionships among the five leaders were
soon to be severely tested. Chris had
made arrangements for the group to
ride into United Nations Plaza and hold a
reception and press conference with of-
ficials from the United Nations Disarma-
ment Office. The night before, Vladimir
Kokashvili and Eugene Oskolsky round-
ed up Chris, Tore, and Andrew for an
emergency meeting and suggested can-
celling the next morning’s reception be-

cause the staff of the Soviet Permament
Mission to the U.N. had managed to ar-
range a meeting for Bike for Peace with
United Nations Secretary-General Javier
Perez de Cuellar. Chris protested that he
and his staff had worked hard to set up
the next day’s reception and it seemed
too late to be switching plans.

Up to this point the five leaders had
made every decision by consensus. For
the first and last time, they took a vote.
The vote was four to one in favor of
scrapping the Disarmament Office re-
ception; Tore and Andrew were excited
by this opportunity to present their peti-
tion to Cuellar. Chris’s vehement opposi-
tion fell on deaf ears. Vladimir and
Eugene told him that the Soviet U.N. staff
would cancel the next morning’s meet-
ing. Chris went to bed thinking the mat-
ter out of his hands.

The next evening in Princeton, New
Jersey, Chris called his Westport office.
“My staff told me that the United Nations
had been on the phone three times that
day, and that they were absolutely
furious at me, because we had stood
them up. The Soviets hadn’t cancelled
the reception. There were over forty offi-
cials and press people waiting for us,
with buns and drinks and signs and cam-
eras, and we simply never showed up.”
Chris’s normally calm, even voice cre-
scendoes as he remembers. “And I was
absolutely as angry as I'd ever felt.”

Chris shakes his head. “The emotions
had just reached the level where I had
had it. I was absolutely not going to talk
to them, I'was so furious.” He stares at his
hands, clearly still puzzled by the tangle
of emotions and events that created the
crisis. “You have to understand that I
have always felt that people should never
leave the negotiating table, that that’s the
worst thing you can do. And here I'was in
the middle of Bike for Peace, choosing to
stop talking to my partners. I went to the
American participants, and I said, we are
not going to see the Secretary-General
on the ninth of August, and I want you to
back me up, and they all said yes.”

A pall fell on the formerly jolly group.
The next morning, at the Philadelphia
Art Museum, Chris tersely told the others
that he and the other Americans would
have no part of the meeting with the
Secretary-General. Between Philadel-
phia and Newark, Delaware, the Norwe-
gians and Soviets lobbied him to change
his mind. Apologies, proposals, and
counterproposals flew back and forth.

“Eugene Oskolsky, a really warm and
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compassionate man, volunteered to take
the rap for me. He told Andrew that he
would write a telegram to the head of the
Disarmament Office saying that it had
been his mistake not to cancel the recep-
tion. And as it turned out, it wasn’t his
fault. Somebody they had told at the So-
viet mission to cancel it didn’t do it.” The
telegram was sent and Chris mellowed
his mood somewhat. But when the
bikers arrived at Newark, Delaware, “I
was still absolutely mad and still feeling
sorry for myself,” says Chris.

As he sat there, alone, after dinner,
“listening to this lousy jazz,” Vladimir
Kokashvili came up to him and offered
to take him to his hotel room so that they
could settle some financial matters.
When they arrived, Eugene was in the
room, but he quickly excused himself.
After settling the money, Vladimir asked
Chris if he wanted a drink. Chris said yes.
They started talking. “I said to him,
‘Vladimir, why is it that on this entire trip
you have never said the words T'm sor-
ry?’ I have never heard those words
come out of your mouth. And I am apol-
ogizing left and right for things.” They
kept talking. “It was the most amazing
meeting I've ever had,” says Chris. “We

“Our biggest victory
was that we could
each go our own way
with a raised head
and know we
succeeded where
governments fail.”

started talking about Vladimir, and his
father, and his lifestyle and his person-
ality, and why he wasn’t very good at
saying T'm sorry.” And then we started
talking about my background and my
personality. And after forty-five minutes
of talking about what makes us tick,” he
says, “we wound up hugging each other
in tears.”

Vladimir and Chris went into the ad-
joining room to look for Eugene, and
found the entire Soviet delegation tense-
ly waiting for them. “Those Soviets
couldn’t go to bed that night until their
bosses and me had made up. They were
so upset that I was angry at their leaders

that everybody was out of sorts, and they
really wanted to clear the air.” Chris and
all of the Soviets then did the only logical
thing under the circumstances: they had
a party. “We sat there until the early
hours of the morning drinking a lot of
vodka and eating a lot of dried fish until
we were all friends again. And I agreed
to go meet the Secretary-General.”

“The situation with those five leaders
was a little mini-microcosm of the situa-
tion of government leaders trying to ne-
gotiate arms agreements,” says Chris.
“That experience convinced me that the
one ingredient that’s been missing so far
in negotiations is desire. The govern-
ments have not really wanted to make
those agreements yet. And now I under-
stand that you have to really want to get
there. Because it’s hard. It's harder than I
ever thought it was. Emotions get in-
volved, feelings and pride get involved,
you get defensive, you feel the other guy
did something just to hurt you, things do
break down. And now I know that you've
got to care a lot, because it’s hard. The
Soviets brought me back in, by wanting
so much to make me feel better. But the
tension, the pressure we were all un-
der . ..” he pauses. “There was even a
time when Andrew hit Vladimir. That’s
how tough this whole project was. I'm
telling you this because I think it makes it
all the more brilliant an experience. It
shows how deeply we were all commit-
ted to a common goal, or things would
have simply fallen apart. It was like an
acting company that fights with one an-
other, but when the curtain goes up they
put on a beautiful performance anyway.”

The Final Performance

On August 6th, 1983, the evening of
Hiroshima day, Congressman Bruce
Morrison honored the bikers at a dinner
in Washington, D.C., and the following
day they took a bus back to Westport,
Connecticut for a final farewell dinner
on the grounds of a local church. As they
disembarked, they formed a circle, held
hands aloft, and sang “We Shall Over-
come.” Reporters interviewing the
bikers heard the word “family” reiter-
ated by nearly every participant. That
night the staid walls of “The Mar-
ketplace” reverberated with the sounds
of Soviet songs and dancing as the bikers
celebrated a last party. All were dreading
the next day’s trip to the airport.

“Bike for Peace was successful in ways
that were never discussed in the news-
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papers,” muses Chris. “The success that
was always talked about was that we rode
1200 miles, and we all became buddies,
and it all seemed so easy. The real suc-
cess story is that we did it even though it
was hard. Our ultimate goals were the
same, but our surface-level goals were
slightly different, and that caused ten-
sions. We had come at it from slightly
different angles, for slightly different rea-
sons, yet we hung in there even when we
went through very bitter times, when
there was a lot of anger and a lot of hurt
feelings. Those five leaders struggled
through this thing together. And at the
end, we were saying good-bye to family.”

A few days later, Chris, Vladimir, An-
drew, and Eugene presented their peti-
tion to Secretary-General Cuellar at a
United Nations ceremony. “You are all
truly an important part of our diplomatic
corps,” wrote Senator Gary Hart in one
of the many notes and telegrams of con-
gratulations that poured in. “None of us
really believed we would revolutionize

- the world. We do believe, though, that

we have done just as good a month’s job
as have the professional diplomats and-
negotiators in Vienna, Geneva, and
Madrid,” wrote Andrew in his journal.
“We worked as a team and got beyond
the language of diplomacy. We spoke
our minds and thus could respect each
other. When we finished, our biggest vic-
tory was that we could each go our own
way with a raised head and know that we
succeeded where governments fail.” ®
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