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Nadezhda Oleg Lyahova, Heroes Never Die, 2011
Mowgli and Gagarin entered my childhood simultaneously sometime around 1966. One came from the jungle via my father’s tales, and the other from outer space via the neighbors’ TV set. Their distant, unknown, scary, challenging worlds captured my heart.

I would climb into a big plastic bag, jump up and down on the bed, and fly off into outer space or the jungle.

The jungle and outer space looked alike. I often mixed them up. I also often mixed up the names of my favorite heroes.

When I heard on television that Yuri Gagarin had died, I knew exactly what had happened:

Flying off into outer space, Gagarin passed the speed of light, time went backwards, and around the year 1800 he fell back down on earth somewhere in the jungle (naturally, he was a little boy at the time).
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