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In October 1970 Alexander Solzhenitsyn was awarded the 
Nobel Prize for Literature. Like other winners of the 

Prize, he was invited to write a Lecture, to be delivered 

at the presentation ceremony in Stockholm. He wrote 

the lecture, but was unable to attend any presentation 
ceremony, either in Stockholm or in Moscow, where he 

could deliver it and receive his Prize. I am most grateful 
to the Nobel Foundation for giving me permission to 
translate and publish the Lecture. 

N.W.B. 

January 1973.



Kak TOT avkKapb, B HeqOyMeHHN NoAOOpaBmiMH CTpaH- 
HbIit BLIOpoc JM OKeaHa? 3aXOPOHOK NeckoB? wim c Heba 

yiaBluuii HeMOHATHBIM mpeaqMeT? — 3aMBICHOBaTbIK B 

w3rMOax, OTOJIeECKHBaIOLuH TO CMYTHO, TO APKHM yila- 

pOM Jly¥a, — BepTHT ero Tak M CHAK, BEPTHT, MUNeT, kak 
IIpHcnoco6uTb K ely, HUET EMY MOCTYNHOM HU3ILeH 
cyKObI, HAKaK He JOrabiBasAcb O BBICIUeH. 

Tak HM MBI, Tepxa B pyKax UckyccTBo, camMoyBepeHHO 
MlOunTaeM ceOa XO3HeBaMM ero, CMeJIO ero HallpaBJIaeM, 
O6HOBJIAeM, pebopMupyeM, MaHHdecTHpyem, Mpozaem 

3a JICHbr, YrOx%K1aeM CHJIbHBIM, OOpaliiaem TO JIA pa3- 
BIICYeHHA — TO 3ICTpaaHbIX MeceHOK MH HOUHOTO Oapa, 
TO — 3ATBIYKOIO HJIM WasIKOW, KaK CXBaTHUIb, — JIA N0- 
JIMTMYeCKHX MMMOOeCKHBIX HYKO, DJIA OlpaHH4eHHbIx 
COUMAaJIbHEIX. A HCKyCCTBO — He OCKBepHAeCTCA HaluuMu 
IIOMbITKAaMH, He TepsxeT Ha TOM CBOerO NPOHCXOXKCHHA, 
BCAKHH pa3 HM BO BCAKOM ynoTpeONeHuu yelad HaM 

4aCTb CBOerO TaMHOTO BHYTPeHHEro CBeTA. 

Ho oxBaTHM JIM BeECb TOT cBeT? KTO OCMeJINTCA CKa- 

3aTp, uro OFIPEAEJIVJI Uckyccrso? nepewncua Bce 

CTOpOHHI ero? A MoxeT OBITE y2xKe HM NOHHMAI, WM Ha3bl- 

BaJi HaM B MIpollible Beka, HO MbI HeOJIFO MOLI Ha TOM 

3aCTOATLCA: MbI MOCIylamu, A WpeHeOpersu, HM OTKH- 
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A primitive savage chances upon some strange object. He 

holds it, turns it this way and that. What can it be? Some- 
thing cast up by the ocean? Something buried in the 

sand? Or could it have fallen from the sky? An object of 
intricate curves, he twists it round and about, watches the 

way it reflects the light first dimly, then with flashes of 

brightness. In his bewilderment he tries to adapt it to 
some use, to find some lowly purpose for it. Of its higher 

purpose he has not the vaguest notion. 
In exactly the same way we human beings, holding Art 

in our hands, arrogantly imagine that we are its masters. 

We boldly direct it, renew it, reform it, display it, sell it 

for money, indulge the powerful with it, use it for light 

entertainment, for popular songs or night club attrac- 

tions. From time to time we arm ourselves with it to fulfil 
some passing political purpose or some limited social 
need. But Art cannot be sullied, in spite of our efforts. it 
loses none of its original genius. Every time and in what- 

ever way it is used, it grants us some small part of its own 
Inner, secret light. 

But will we be able to grasp the whole of this light ? Who 

will dare to say that he has defined Art, counted every one 

of its aspects? Perhaps in past centuries there was some- 

one who understood, someone who could put a name, 

but we humans were not content with such a situation for 
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HYJIM TYT *Ke, Kak Bcera Cliellia CMeHUTb XOTb HM CaMoe 

mayuliee — a TOJIbKO Obi Ha HOBOe! M korga HaM CHOBAa 

CKaxYyT CTapoe, MBI y2Ke HW He BCIIOMHEM, 4TO 3TO y Hac 

ObIIO. | 

OywH XyO%KHAK MHUT ce6a TBOPIIOM He3aBHCHMOro 

WYXOBHOrO MHpa, MH B3BasIMBaeT Ha CBOM IJICuM AKT TBO- 

peHHA STOTO Mupa, HaceyIeHua ero, OObeMJIEOMIeH OT- 

BeTCTBCHHOCTH 3a HerO—HO MoyamMbiBaeTca, 160 

Harpy3KH TakOM He cilocoOeH BbIJepKaTb CMepTHBbIiii 

reHHH; Kak MW BOOOUIe YeNIOBeK, OOBABMBLUIMK CeO LeH- 

TpOM OBITHA, He CYMell CO34aTb ypaBHOBeIIIeHHOH 

YXOBHOH cucTempul. MU ecm opnlayeBaeT HM Heyzaya — 

BayIdT €€ Ha H3BC4HYIO DMCrapMOHHYHOCTb Mupa, Ha 

CJIOKHOCTb COBpeMeHHOM pa30pBaHHOM JIM WIM He- 

NOHATIIMBOCTS NyONHKH. 

Apyro — 3HaeT Han co6oii curly BbICIIyIO H payOCTHO 

paOoTaeT MasJIeHbKUM MoyMacTepbemM 110, He6om Bora, 

XOTA elle CTpoxe eFO OTBETCTBCHHOCTh 3a BCe HallHcaH- 

HO€, HaPpHCOBaHHOe, 3a BOCIPHHHMarolMiMe yuu. 3aTo: 

He HM 9ITOT MHp CO3aH, He HM yipaBJIaeTCa, HET COM- 

He€HbA B e€FO OCHOBAaX, XYNOXKHUKY WaHO MUIb OCTpee 

WPYTHX OWYTHTb rapMOHHIO Mupa, KpacoTy Hu O6e30- 

Opaswve yeNoBeyecKOrO BKNagwa B HerO—H OCTpO 

lepewaTb 39TO 100aM. VU B Heya4yax uM axe Ha WHE Cy- 

IleCTBOBaHHaA — B HUlleTe, B TIOPMe, B OoNe3HAX, OLLy- 

IjeHHe YCTOMYHBOH TapMOHHH He MOXeT MOKMHYTb ero. 

OnHako BCA MppallMOHANbHOCTb MCKYyCCTBa, eFro 

OCJICIMTeCJIbHEI€ H3BHBLI, ero HelpeycKa3yeMble Ha- 

XOUKH, ero COTpsACatollee BO3eCHCTBHE Ha JIKO Ten — cyIM- 

INKOM BOsMeOHEI, ITOO HCYeplaTh HX MAPOBO33peHHeM 

XYOKHHKa, 34MBICJIOM ero AIIM paboToH ero HeOcTOH- 

HbIM Masmbiyes.



long. We listened to it, then neglected it, then finally 
pushed it away. For we are always quick to change even 
the very best of what we have, so long as it is for some- 
thing new. And when someone tells it to us again, we no 

longer remember it, or the fact that we once knew it. 
One artist imagines himself the creator of an independ- 

ent spiritual world, takes it upon himself to create and 
populate this world, accepts full responsibility for it. But 

he breaks down, because no mortal man, even a genius, is 

capable of bearing such a burden. Equally, Man, who has 

declared himself the centre of all existence, has been un- 

able to create any evenly balanced spiritual system. Every 
time he fails, he lays the blame on the eternal disharmony 

of the world, on the complicated nature of modern man’s 
shattered soul or on lack of understanding by the public. 

Another artist knows that there is a higher force above 

him, and finds joy in working as a young apprentice under 
God’s heaven, although he thus bears an even greater re- 
sponsibility for everything he writes or paints, and for the 

people who appreciate his work. But on the other hand, 
this world was not created by him and is not ruled by 
him. There is no doubt who built its foundation. The art- 
ist merely has the gift of sensing more acutely than others 
the harmony of the world and the beauty and ugliness of 
man’s contribution to it, and of communicating this feel- 

ing to others. In failure and even in the very depths of 
existence—in total poverty, in prison or in sickness—his 

sense of this continuing harmony cannot desert him. 
However, the whole irrationality of Art, its blinding 

convolutions, its unpredictable discoveries, its shattering 

impact on people, are too magical to be exhausted by the 

philosophy of any one artist, by his intellect or by the 
work of his unworthy fingers. 

9



Apxeovloru He o6HapyxKMBaIOT TakKHX paHHHX cTaqHit 
YeIOBeEYeECKOrO CyMeCTBOBaHHA, Kora ObI He ObIIO y Hac 

uckyccTBa. Euje B lpeqyrTpeHHux CyMepkax 4eJIOBe- 

yYeCTBa MbI NONy4HIM ero 43 Pyk, KOTOpbIX He ycnenu 

pasruageTp. WU we ycnenu cnpocuTb: 384M HaM 3TOT 

ap? kak oOpallaTbca C HMM? 

VM ommOanuch, uv ommbytca Bce lipeycka3aTeM, 4TO 

HCKYCCTBO pa3JIOXKUTCA, H32KMBET CBOM (OPMBbI, yMpeT. 

YMpeM — MBI, a OHO — ocTaHeTca. WM ele nowmMem Jin 

MBI O Hallie rHOcM BCe CTOPOHbI HM BCe Ha3HayeHbA 

ero? 

He scé — na3pipaetca. UHoe Breyer Danbile cCJIOB. 

VickyccTBo pactemsiaeT 2axKe 3aXOJIOXKeHHYIO, 3ATCEMHCH- 

Hy}O Jlyllly K BbICOKOMY AyxXOBHOMy ombiTy. Ilocpen- 

CTBOM MCKyCCTBa HHOTa MOCbINaIOTCA HaM — CMYTHO, 

KOPOTKO, TaKWe OTKPOBeHHA, KaKHX He BbIpaOboTaTb pac- 

CYHO4HOMY MBIILIJIeHHEO. 

Kak TO MasIeHbKOe 3epKaJIblle CKa30K: B Hero IJIAHELIb 

M YBUOMIIb — He ceOa — yBHOHUIb Ha Mur Heyoctyn- 

Hoe, Kya He WOCKakaTb, He WoNeTeTb. UM TonbKo Aya 

3aHbIBaecT... 

Tlocroesckui 3araqo4HO oOOpoHHA ofHaxybI: « Mup 
cnacéT Kpacota». Uro 9To? Mue gonro ka3asoch — 

mpocro dpa3a. Kak 6b1 9TO BO3MOxXHO? Korya B KpOBO- 
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Archaeologists have discovered no stage of man’s de- 
velopment so early than it contained no Art. In the dawn- 
ing half-light of human existence we received it from 

Hands we were not able to see. And we had not the time 

to ask: what have we been given this thing for? What are 

we to do with it? 
They were wrong and they will always be wrong, those 

forecasters who say that Art will degenerate, exhaust each 
one of its forms and die. It is we who will die. Art will re- 
main. And will we have the time, before we perish, to 

understand all its aspects and all its appointed uses? 
Not every thing is given a name. Some things carry us 

beyond words. Art can thaw out even a frozen, darkened 

soul and bring it to high spiritual experience. Through the 

medium of Art we are sometimes sent, although briefly 
and indistinctly, revelations such that cannot be explained 
by rational thought. 

It is like that small looking-glass in the fairy stories: 
you glance into it and you see—not yourself. For an in- 

stant you see the Inaccessible. You will never be able to 

ride there or fly there. But the soul cries out for it.... _ 

Dostoyevsky once made the mysterious remark, ‘The 

world will be saved by beauty.’ What does it mean? Fora 

long time I thought it was just a phrase. For how is it pos- 

sible? When in our blood-stained history has beauty 
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x*KaHOW MCTOpHu, Koro HM OT Yero Chacala Kpacota? 

OOnaropaxuBasa, BOSBbIMalIa — a, HO Koro cnacua? 

OyHako €CTb Taka OCO6e€HHOCTS B CYTH KpacorTBI, OCo- 

OeHHOCTh B MONO%KeHHH MCKyccTBa: yOequTeNbHOCTb 
MCTHHHO-XYJOXKeCTBEHHOTO MpOn3BeNeHHA COBePILIeHHO 
HeONpOBepxKHMa HW NOWYHAeT ceOe Naxke IPOTUBALIeecaA 
cepaue. [lonmrmyeckyto pew, HanopucTy}o nyOMHCTH- 
Ky, IIporpaMMy COUHasIbHOM %xv3HH, duIOcodcKyro 
CHCTeMy MOXHO IO BHXHMOCTH MOCTpOuTb ryadKko, 
CTPpOHHO H Ha ommMOke, HM Ha JDKM; MW YTO CKPbITO, H 4TO 

HCKaxKeHO — YBHHTCA He cpa3y. A BbIM eT Ha CHOp Ipo- 
THBOHalpaBleHHad peub, WyONMUucTHKa, WporpaMma, 
MHOCTpyKTypHaa dunocopua —w scé ONATh Tak xe 
CTpOHHO H IlaQKo, HU ONATL Commocb. OTTOFO FoBepue K 
HHM e€CTb — HW JOBepHA HET. 

IlonycTy TBepquTcaA, 4TO K Cepyly He JIOKUTCH. 

IIpowspeyenue %Ke XyO2KeCTBeHHOeE CBOIO IIpoBepKy 
HeCceT CaMoO B ceOe: KOHIenMlmMu NpHyMaHHBble, HaTAHy- 
Tbe, HE BbIepXKHBAIOT MCNbITAHHA Ha OOpa3ax: pa3- 
BaJIMBaYOTCA HM Te H JIPyre, OKa3bIBaIOTCA XHJIbI, Ge THEI, 
HukKoro He yOexyaroT. IIpon3Bpenenua xe, 3a4epmHysB- 
IlHe HCTHHBI HW WpeyCTaBHBIlne HaM ee CryLeCHHO-2KHBOH, 
3aXBaTBIBaIOT Hac, mpuobmjarwT K cebe BIaCTHO — u 
HHKTO, HMKOra, Wake yepe3 Beka, He ABHTCA HX ONIpo- 
BepraTb. 

Tak MOxeT ObITb 3TO CTapoe TpHequHCcTBO UcTuHE, 

lo6pa u KpacorTsi — He mpocTo mapagquad oOBpeTManaa 

(opMy.ia, Kak ka3aJIOCb HaM B opy Hallleli caMoHaesH- 

HOM MaTepHasJIMCTHyecKON FOHOCTH? Ec BepmIMHbI ITHX 

Tpex Hepes CXOAATCA, Kak yTBepxK aw MCCNeMOBAaTeIN, 

HO CJIMUIKOM ABHBIe, CIMIIKOM TipsaMble nopocuu McTn- 

HEI H JtoOpa 3a aBsIeHbI, cpyOIeHbI, He NpONyckaroTcas, 
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saved anyone from anything? Beauty has ennobled and 

elevated, yes, but whom has it ever saved ? 

However, there is this characteristic in the essence of 

beauty, this characteristic in the position of Art: a truly 
artistic work is completely, irrefutably convincing and 

bends to its will even the heart which resists it. A political 
speech, a piece of one-sided journalism, a plan for a new 

social system or a new philosophy—all of these can be 

smoothly and efficiently composed, it seems, on the basis 

of a mistake or a lie. Nor is it immediately clear what has 

been distorted or hidden. And then some quite contra- 
dictory speech, newspaper article or plan appears, some 

quite differently structured philosophy, all just as 

smoothly and efficiently presented, just as flawless. This 

is why people trust these things—and yet they do not 
trust them. 

It 1s useless to state what one’s heart does not feel. 

But a work of art carries in itself its own checking sys- 
tem. Strained, invented concepts do not withstand the 

image test. Both the concepts and the images collapse. 

They are shown up as pale and feeble. They convince no- 

body. But works which have drawn upon the truth and 

presented it to usin live, concentrated form capture us and 
draw us compulsively in. And never, even centuries later, 

will anyone be able to refute them. 

Can it be that the old trinity—Truth, Goodness and 

Beauty—is something more than a well-worn, forlorn 

cliché, as it seemed to us in the days of our self-reliant, 

materialist youth? The wise men of old used to say that 

the crowns of these three trees merge, while the branches 

of the Truth tree and the Goodness tree, being too ob- 

vious and too straight, are crushed, lopped off and not 

allowed to grow. But if this is the case, maybe the fan- 
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—TO MOxXeT ObITb NpH4yJIMBble, HelpezcKa3yeMBle, 

HeoxkHaeMble NOpocimm KpacoTbi mpoObrotca u B30- 

BbiIotca B TO DKE CAMOE MECTO, u Tak BBIMOJHAT 

pa6oTy 3a Bcex Tpex? 

VW torga He OOMOJIBKOLO, HO IpopoyecTBOM HallvcaHo 

y Jlocroescxoro: « Mup cnacér kpacota »? Begahb EMY 

aHo ObWI0 MHOroe BUETh, O3ApAIIO CTO YAMBUTEJIBHO. 

VM torga uckyccTBO, WHTepaTypa MOryT Ha JeNe No- 

MO4¥b CeroqHAIHeEMy Mupy? 

To HeMHOroe, YTO yMasIOCb MHe C rOaMH B 3TOH 3a- 

aye pa3ryiadgeTb, A HW MOMBITAIOCh H3JIOKHTb CerOqHA 

3]1€Cb. 

Ha 9sTy Kaeapy, c KoTOpod mpouwntEiBaetca Hobdenes- 
cKand Jlekijua, Kadbeqpy, WpeocTaBuIaemMy!o jasiekO He 

BCAKOMY IHcaTesIHO MH TOJIBKO pa3 B XKH3HH, A NOWHAIICA 

He 10 TpeM-YeTbIpeM IpHMOICHHEIM CTYIICHbKaM, HO TO 

COTHAM HJIM axe ThICa¥aM MX — HeYCTYMHbIM, OOpEI- 

BHCTbIM, OOMEDP3JIBIM, H3 TbMBI H XosIOa, rye Ob10 MHe 

CyKI€HO ylleuIeTb, a Wpyrue — MOxeT OBITb C OONbINIHM 

JjapoM, CHJIbHee MeHa — nlornMOsmM. M3 Hux JIMIIb HeEKO- 

TOpbIX BCTpeyan A caM Ha Apxunenare 'YJlare, paccni- 

llaHHOM Ha poOHOe MHOXeECTBO OCTpOBOB, a NOL 

9KEPHOBOM CJIexKKM WM HeOBepHA He CO BCAKHM pa3ro- 

BOpWicd, O6 HHBIX TOJIBKO CJIbIMAa, O TPEeTbHX TOJIbKO 

noranpisasica. Te, KTO kaHyJI B TY IpomacTb yxe C JIH- 
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tastic, unpredictable, unexpected branches of the Beauty 
tree could fight their way through the rest and right up to 
the same place, and thus achieve the task of all three? 

Then surely Dostoyevsky’s words, ‘The world will be 

saved by beauty’, will emerge not as a slip of the tongue 

but as a prophecy. For it was given to him to see many 

things. He was amazingly inspired. 

And then perhaps Art and literature really will be able 
to help today’s world? 

There are a few things which over the years I have 
managed to discover on the subject of this task. I will try 
to explain them here today. 

3 

In mounting this platform to deliver my Nobel Prize Lec- 
ture, I appreciate that this is a chance made available to 
by no means every writer, and then only once in a lifetime. 
And it is not by three or four well-carpeted steps that I 
have climbed up on to this stage, but by hundreds or even 
thousands of them, steep, unyielding steps, slippery with 
ice, up out of the darkness and the cold which it was my 

fate to survive while others, perhaps more gifted and 

more powerful men than I, lost their lives. Of those who 
died I myself met just a few in our labour camp ‘archi- 
pelago’, that scattered, far flung, multitude of islands. 

Blocked as we were by police surveillance and general 

mistrust I could not talk with every man I met, and there 
were other men I only heard about, and others still 

whose existence I could only guess at. Those who sank 
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TepaTYPHLIM HMcHeM, XOTA ObI H3BCCTHBI — HO CKOJIbKO 

He y3HaHHBIX, HH pa3y nyOsM4HO He Ha3BaHHbIX! WM MOUTH- 

NOYTH HHKOMYy He yanocb BepHyTsca. Llenaa Halno- 

HajsibHan JiTeparypa ocTamacb TaM, morpeOeHHaa He 

TOKO 6e3 rpoba, HO Faxe 6e3 HMKHETO OebA, FoaA, C 

Oupkoii Ha Mambye Hor. Hu Ha MHI He MpepbiBpawacb 

pycckand wuTepatTypa! —- a CO CTOPOHbI Ka3aIacb MyCTbI- 

Hero. Ie Mor ObI pacTH ApyXHbIM Jlec, OCTaIOch Tocse 

BceX JICCOMOBaJIOB Ba-TpH cryyaHHO OOOMTeHHEIX 

jlepesa. 

Vs Mue cerogqHa, CONpOBOxXAeCHHOMY TeHAMH TaBIIMX, 
Wf CO CKJIOHEHHOM FONOBON Mponyckaa Brlepex ceOa Ha 9TO 
MeCTO JIPyrux, NOCTOMHBIX paHee, MHeE CeroqHA — kak 
yraaTb HM BbIpa3HTb, YTO xOTeIM OI CKa3aTb OHH? 

1a 0613aHHOCTb WaBHO TArOTesa Ha Hac, HW MBI €e€ M0- 
HuMasH. CnopaMu BaaaumMupa CosIoBbésa: 

Ho w B WensaX JOJDKHBI CBEPIIMTb MBI CaMH 
Tot kpyr, 4To 6oru o4epTHIIN HaM. 

B TOMUTCJIBHEIX WarepHbix Mepedpozax, B KOJIOHHE 
3AKJIFOUCHHBIX, BO MIJie BEYeCpHHX MOPO30B Cc MpocBeyn- 
BaIOWMMH WenoukaMa oHapel — He pa3 MOACTyMaso 
HaM B ropso, 4TO XOTeNOCh Obl BLIKPHKHYTb Ha LeJIbIV 
MHD, ecu Obl MHp MOF yCuIbIWaTb KOrO-HHOyb 3 Hac. 
Torma Ka3aJIOCb 3TO OYCHb ACHO: 4TO CKaXKeT Halll ya4- 
JIMBLIM NOCMaHell — WM Kak cpa3y OT3bIBHO OTKJIMKHETCA 
Mup. OTYeTIMBO OBI HalOJIHeH Halll Kpyro30p H Tesie- 
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into the hell-pit after already achieving some literary note 
are at least known and remembered, but how many more 

there must be who died totally unknown, never once 

named in public. Rare indeed was the man with such 
good luck as to survive. A whole national literature has 

been left there, buried not only without a coffin, but with- 

out even a vest or a pair of shorts, naked, with just a label 

with a name on it tied round one toe. Not for a moment 
was the flow of Russian literature interrupted! Yet from 
the outside it seemed like a desert. The tree fellers did 
their work. They left not a healthy forest to grow up 
where they had thinned, but just two or three trees, missed 

out apparently by accident. 

So today, in the company of the spirits of my fallen col- 
leagues, I bow my head to allow those others who deserve 
this honour more than I do to take my place on this plat- 
form. But how am I to guess or to express what they 

would have wished to say? 
This is a duty that was laid upon us many years ago, 

and we understood it. In the words of Vladimir Solovyov: 

‘Although in chains, we must ourselves complete 
That circle chosen for us by the Gods.’ 

During our exhausting forced marches in the camps, as 
we were taken to work and back again to our huts, with 
those little chains of lanterns just shining through the 
mist of the evening frost—many was the time that there 

arose in our throat those words which we would have 

liked to shout out to the whole of the world, if only the 

world could have heard just one of us. At that time it 

seems quite obvious what our fortunate emissary ought 

17



CHBIMH lIpeyIMeTaMv WM AyWIeBHbIMH JBHXKCHBAMH, H B 
HeBOALIEMCA MHpe MM He BHe0Ccb Nepeseca. Te MbICIIM 
IIPHIJIM He W3 KHUY A He 3AMMCTBOBAHBI JIA CKIaHOCTH: 
B TIOP€MHBIX KaMepax Hy JICCHBIX KOCTPOB OHH CJIOXKH- 
JIMCb B pa3roBopax C JIFODbMH, Tellepb YMepIIMMH, TO 10 
%KU3HbIO MpOBepeHbl, OTT y 1a BBIPOCIIN. 

Korga %* NocmaOunoch BHellHee aBlleHHe — pac- 

WWMpHICaA Moi M Halll Kpyro30p, HM NocTeneHHO, xOTA Ob! 

B INeOUKy, YBHeICA WM y3Hasicd TOT «Becb Mup». VU 

WOpa3HTeMbHO WIA HAC OKa3aJICA « BECb MHP » COBCEM HE 

TakUM, KaK MbI HajledJIMCcb: «He TEM» 2XKHBYWUIMM, « He 

Tyqa» WiyumMii, Ha OONOTHY!O TOMb BOCKJIMIAIOWMNK: 

«Uro 3a ovyapoBaTembHaa Jyxalixa!», Ha GeTOHHEIe 

weHble KONODKH: « Kakoe yToHueHHoe oxepesbe! », a 

rye KaTATCA Y OJHUX HEOTHPHEle CIESLI, TAM Apyrve IpH- 

IWIACLIBaIOT GecnleYHOMY MBIO3HKYIJIy. 

Kak xe 9TO CJIyuHNOCh? OTYero Ke 3HHYIa 9TO Npo- 

llacTb? becuyBcTBeHHEI JIM Ob MbI? BecuyBcTBeHeH JI 

MHp? Mim 3TO— OT pa3HHUbI a3bIkKOB? OTuero He 

BCHKYIO BHATHYIO peYb JON CNOCOOHEI paccJIbIWaTb 
pyr OT Apyra? CroBa OT3BYYHBALOT H YTeKaIoT Kak BOA 
— 6e3 Bkyca, 6e3 uBeTa, 6e3 3anaxa. be3 cena. 

Ilo Mepe TOFO, KaK A 9TO MOHHMAaJ, MCHAJICA WH MCHAJI- 

CA C TOWAMH COCTAaB, CMBICJI MH TOH MOeH BO3MOXHOH 
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to say, and how the world would immediately respond 
with help. Our field of vision was crammed full of physi- 
cal objects and spiritual movements, and in our totally 

unambiguous world we saw nothing that could oppose 
them. These thoughts did not come to us from books. 

They were not borrowed for their attractiveness. They 
were composed in prison cells and round camp-fires in 
the forest in conversation with men who are now dead. It 
was this life which tested the thoughts and this place 
which gave them birth. 

But when this outside pressure was relaxed, like all of 

us I had to broaden my field of vision, and gradually, if 
only through chinks in the fence, I began to discover and 
take note of this ‘outside world’. And we were shattered 
to find that this ‘outside world’ was not at all the thing 
we hoped it would be. 

It was not living the ‘right way’ or going ‘in the right 
direction’. It would see a boggy swamp and exclaim, 

‘What a charming little meadow!’ It would see a set of 

concrete shackles round a woman’s neck and exclaim, 

‘What an exquisite necklace!’ And while some danced 
happy and carefree with songs and music, others shed 
tears which no hand could wipe away. 

How did this happen? How could such a gulf have 
opened out? Who were the insensitive ones? We? Or the 
world? Or was it because of our difference of language? 
Why is it that some words, even though spoken distinctly 
and out loud, are quite incomprehensible to some human 
beings ? The words fade away and disappear like water— 
without taste, without colour, without smell. Without a 
trace. 

Slowly I began to understand all this, and as I did, and 
the years passed, so the content, sense and tone of the 
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peun. Moe ceroqHaAlinen pen. 

Vs yxe Majo OHa NOx0x%Ka Ha Ty, MepBOHAYaJIbHO 3a- 
JyMaHHY!O B MOpO3HBIe JIarepHble Beyepa. 

Uenopek H3BC4YHO YCTPOeH Tak, 4TO erO MHPOBO33peHHeE, 

Kora OHO He BHYINCHO FMNHO30M, erO MOTHBHPOBKH H 

likajla OlleHOK, ero TeHicTBUA HW HaMepeHHA ONpeeAIOT- 

Ca e€FO JIMYHbIM HW FpyIMOBbIM 2KH3HCHHBIM OFIBITOM. Kak 

rOBOpHT pycckaa NocsoBuya: « He Bepb OpaTy poqHomy, 

Bepb CBOeMy rla3y KpuBomy ». MZ sTo — cama 300poBaa 

OCHOBa JJIf NOHHMaHHA OKpy2xKaloulero MW NOBCCHHA B 

Hem. M yovrne Beka, 10Ka Halll Mup ObLI riyxo 3ara- 

JOYHO PacKHHYT, Woka He NpOHH3aJICA OH CXHHBIMH JIM- 

HHAMM CBA3H, He OOpaTHIca B CMH CyOpox%xKHO 6bI0- 

Iuiich KOM,—JHO0M Oe30NIMO04HO pyKOBOAWJIMCh 
CBOHM %KH3HCHHbIM OIbITOM B CBOeH OrpaHHueHHon 

MECTHOCTH, B CBOeH OONIMHEe, B CBOeCM OOIMeECTBe, HaKO- 

Hell H Ha CBOeH HallMOHaJIbHOM TeppuTopun. Tora Ona 

BO3MOXHOCTb OTJICJIbHbIM YeJIOBEYCCKMM TJla3aM BUeTb 

M IIPMHMMaTb Hekyto OOLLyro WikKasly OWeHOK: 4TO Ipu- 

3Ha€TCA CpeJIHHM, 4YTO HeEBEPOATHbIM; YTO 2XeCTOKUM, 

4TO 3a TpaHbio 310MelcTBa; YTO YECTHOCTbHO, YTO OOMa- 

HOM. V1 xoTa O4eHb M0-pa3HOMy 2X pa3s6pocaHnHble 

HapoOybl, M WKayIbl UX OOWECTBEHHEIX ONeHOK MOTFJIH 
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speech I hoped to make—the speech I am making today 

—changed and changed again. 
So that now it bears little resemblance to the one 

originally conceived during those frozen evenings in the 

camps. 

Man has always been built in such a way that his philo- 
sophy of life (unless induced by hypnosis), his motivation 
and scale of values, his actions and intentions are deter- 

mined by his experience of life, both personally and as a 
member of a group. There is a Russian saying: ‘Do not 

trust your own brother. Rather trust your own eye, even 

if it is a crooked eye.’ And this is the most healthy basis of 
all for understanding our surroundings and our be- 

haviour inside them. And for long centuries, while our 

world was split into numerous far-flung peoples, before 
it was turned into one single convulsively beating lump, 
people were unerringly governed by their experience of 

life in their own limited locality, in their own society, and 
in the end in their own national territory. It then became 
possible for humans to see individually and to adopt a 
certain common scale of values, to decide what is average, 

what is unbelievable, what is cruel, what is beyond the 

bounds of criminal law, what is honesty, what is deceit. 
And although people lived in widely scattered countries 

with different ways of life, and although their scales of 
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Pa3HTeIbHO He CoBMayaTb, KaK He COBMayaJIM WX CHCTe- 
MBI Mep, 9TH pacxOKACHHA YAMBJIANH TOJIbKO peIKHX 
yTelMeCTBEHHHKOB, 2a Nonayasu THKOBHHKaMH B Xyp- 
HaJIbI, He HECA HUKAKOH OMACHOCTH 4EJIOBEYECTBY, elle HE 

e]MHOMY. 

Ho BOT 3a MOceqHve WeCATHMeTHA YeNOBEYeCTBO He- 

3AMeTHO, BHe3allHO CTaJIO eHHbIM — OOHaDE%KHO eH- 

HbIM H oOMaCHO eC2HMHBIM, TaK 4TO COTpACeHbA MH 

BOCIIaJICHbA ONHOM erO YaCTH MOUTH MIHOBeHHO Tepe- 

WatoTca ApyruM, WHOra He HMeFOLIMM K TOMY HHKakoro 

MMMyHHTeTa. UeswoBeyecTBO CTasiIO e€2HHbIM— HO He 

Tak, Kak ipexge ObiBarM ycTOMuHBO eNHHEIMH OOuIHHa 

WIM lake Halla: He Yepe3 MOCTeNecHHBIN %XH3HCHHbIN 

OMBIT, He uepe3 coOcTBeHHEIM TJIA3, qoOponymino Ha3- 

BaHHbIM KPHBbIM, axKe He 4epe3 POTHOM NOHATHBIM 

A3bIK, — a, NOBepx Bcex GapbeposB, Yepe3 MexKTyHapor- 

Hoe pagquo uM MeyaTb. Ha Hac BamMT HakaT COOBITHH, 

nouIMupa B OJHY MHHYyTy y3HaéT 00 MX BbINJecKke, HO 

MepOK — H3MepaTb Te COOBITHA HW OLeHHBATb M0 3aKoO- 

HaM HeW3BeCTHbIX HaM YacTeHw MUpa, He JOHOCAT HM He 

MOryT JOHeCTH NO sc*upy HM B La3eTHbIX JIMCTaX: 3TH 

MepKH CJIMINKOM Jomro MH OcObeHHO ycTaMBalIvch U 

yCBaHBaJIMcb B OCOOHOM X%KH3HH OTJCJIbHbIX CTpaH M O6- 

IllecTB, OHH He IlepeHOCHMBI HasieTy. B pa3HbIx kpasax K 

COGEITHAM IIpHkwanEBaloT coGcTBeHHy!0, BbICTpayaH- 

HYIO UiKaJIy OWeHOK — HW HeyCTyMYHBO, CaMOyBepeHHO 

CyAT TOJIbKO 110 cBoeH LIKasle, a He 10 KaKOW 4yXKOH. 

Vs tTaxux pa3HBbIX IIKaJI B MHpe CCJIM HC MHOXKCCTBO, TO 

BO BCAKOM CJlydae HeECKOJIbKO: WiKaJIa JIA OJIEOKHHX CO- 
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normal social behaviour could be strikingly different, just 
as different as their systems of measurement, it was only 
the occasional traveller who was surprised by these dis- 

crepancies. They would be printed in journals as bizarre 
items, but in no way did they endanger the human race, 

for it was still in no way united. 
But now within a few decades the human race has im- 

perceptibly, suddenly become united—treassuringly united 
and dangerously united—so that disturbance or inflam- 
mation in one of its parts is almost instantaneously trans- 
mitted to others. And sometimes these parts possess no 
immunity to that particular ill. The human race has be- 
come united, but not united by those solid links that used 
to bind a community or even a nation, not by the gradual 
growth of our experience of life, not by the evidence of 
our own eyes, crooked though they may well be, not even 

by some mother tongue we all understand. This unity, 

surmounting every barrier put in its way, has come about 
through the world’s newspapers and radio. 

A flood of events sweeps over us, and within one 
minute half the world knows about them. But there is no 
yardstick. Neither the press nor the radio can give us the 
means to evaluate these events and judge them by the 
laws which exist in parts of the world we do not know. 
These yardsticks have for too long and too exclusively re- 
mained and become absorbed in the particular life of 
separate countries and societies. They cannot quickly be 
flown somewhere else. People of different countries bring 
their own tested scales of values to events. Unyielding and 

in full self-confidence, they judge by that scale, and by no 
other. 

It would be untrue to say that there is a multitude of 

these different scales, but certainly there are quite a few. 
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ObITHH HW WikaNa DJIA WaswbHUX; WiKawa cTapbix OOMecTB 

WM IWKajia MOJIOJBIX; Wikasia OarOMONyYHbIX HW HeOsaro- 

NOJY4HbIX. JleeHHA WkKasl Kpwyalje He COBMayaior, 

I€CTPAT, PexYT HaM r1a3a, MU YTOO He ObIIO HaM OObHO, 

MBI OTMAaXHBaeMCaA OTO BCeX 4Y%KHX Mikal Kak OT Oe3y- 

MHA, OT 3a0y2xXTeHHA, — MW BeECb MUP YBepeHHO CyMM M10 

CBoeH JOMalliHeH WIKasIe. OTTOTO KaxkeTCaA HaM KpynlHeH, 

OonbHeH HW HeBbIHOCHMei He TO, 4YTO Ha CaMOM Jee 

Kpynuel, OonbHeH, H HeBLIHOCHMel, a TO, YTO OMKE K 

HaM. Bcé xe fajlbHee, He rpo3saiilee MpAxAMO ceroyqHA 

WOKaTHTbCA JO Nopora Halllero 2OMa, NpH3HaéTcA HaMH 

CO BC€MH eFO CTOHAMH, 3a], yIICHHEIMH KpviKaMH, Tory6- 

JICHHBIMH 2KH3HAMH, XOTA O MW MHJUVIMOHAMH 2%KepTB — B 

OOMIeM BIOHe TEPIMMBbIM H CHOCHBIX pa3MepoB. 

B oyHoH CTOpoHe NO TOHEHbAMH, He ycTyMarollHMu 
JIPeEBHe-pHMCKUM, He Tak JaBHO OT1aJIM 2KM3Hb 3a Bepy B 
bora COTHH Thicay 6e33By4HbIX XpHcTHaH. B Zpyrom Mo- 
ymapHuH Hekuii Oe3yMel, (H HaBepHO OH He OJMHOK) 
MUHTCA Yepe3 OKeaH, 4TOO yaapoM CTaJIM B MepBOcBsA- 
menHuka OCBOBOJINTDH uac oT penurunu! Ilo cBoeh 
IKaJIe OH TAK PpaccYHTaJI 3a BCeX 3a Hac! 

To, 4TO 10 OAHOK Wikasle MpecTaBIAeTCA H3aJIM 3a- 

BHHOH OaroweHcTBeHHOH cBoGoyoH, TO HO ~Apyroit 

likasie BOIM3H OlyulaeTcA WOcaqHbIM NpHHyxTeHHeM, 

30BYLIHM K NlepeBopayHBaHHto aBTobycos. To, 4TO B OL- 

HOM KpatO Me4¥TayIOch ObI Kak HelpaByomoz0bOHoe 

Oaronosy qe, TO B ApyroM Kpato BO3MyllaeT Kak JuKas 

SKCILIyaTauad, TpeOyromlad HeMeIeHHOH 3a0acTOBKH. 
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There is a scale for things that happen nearby and a scale 
for things that happen far away. There is a scale for 
ancient societies and a scale for young ones, a scale for 
the happy ard another for the unhappy. The scales show a 
giaring lack of similarity. They dazzle us and strain our 
eyes, and to avoid the pain we shy away from all other 
people’s scales, as one shies away irom madness or delu- 
sion. And confidently we judge the whole world by our 

own scale. For this reason what seems to us greater, more 
painful or more intolerable is not that which actually is 
greater, more painful or more intolerable, but that which 
is nearer to us. Anything further away, which is not 

actually threatening to arrive on our front-door step fo- 
day, is accepted by us—with all its groans of pain, 
smothered screams, destroyed lives and even millions of 

victims—as something generally tolerable and within 

reasonable limits. 
For instance not so long ago in one place, there were 

persecutions no less severe than those of ancient Rome in 
which hundreds of thousands of Christians gave their 
lives in silence because of their faith in God. In another 
hemisphere a certain lunatic, and probably he is not the 
only one, rushes across the ocean to aim a blow of steel 
at a leader of the Church and free us from religion! He 
was using his own scale of values to work on behalf of us 

and everybody. 

By one scale some far-off place may appear as a land of 

the most enviable, benevolent freedom. By another scale, 

because the place is nearby, there appears to be such 

miserable oppression that people overturn buses in the 

street. The same standard of living will in one country be 
yearned for as a sort of unbelievable prosperity, and in 
another country be spurned as cruel exploitation, provid- 
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Pa3Hble WIKaJIbI JIA CTHXHMHbIX OeACTBHH: HABOTHeEHHe 

B JBCCTH TbICAY 2%KEpTB KaXKeTCA Meybye Hallilero ropor- 

ckoro cyryyad. Pa3Hbie WkasIbI Dd ockopOnenua nM4- 

HOCTH; roe yHwKaeT axe MpoHMyeckan yubiOka u 

OTCTpaHsarollee JBH2%KeHHe, rye M #KecTOoKue 10O0u Mmpo- 

CTHTeEJIBHEI Kak Heya4uHad WiyTKa. Pa3Hble WkKasibl WIA 

Haka3aHHH, Jia 310eaHHH. Ilo OWHOM WIkasIe MeCAYHBI 

apecT, HWJIM CCbUIKa B JlepeBHIO, HWJIM «Kapuep», rye 

KOpMAT OebiIMu Oyn04"KaMM a MOJIOKOM, — NoTps- 
caloT BOOOpaxKeHHe, 3aJIMBaIOT Ta3eTHble MOJIOChI rHe- 

BOM. A lO Zpyrou Wkasie IpMBLIGHbI HW MpOWeHbl — u 

TIOPeMHBbIe CPOKH 110 ABalWaTb MATb eT, M Kapllephl, rye 

Ha CTeHaXx JIEN, HO pa3sqeBaroT 0 Oesba, HW CyMacilienquINe 

JIOMAa JIA 3}OPOBbIX, H MOrpaHW4Hble paccTpesi Oecauc- 

JICHHbIX Hepa3yMHBbIX, BCE MOYeMy-TO Kya-TO OeryuiHx 

mone. A oco6eHHO CNOKOMHO cepyie 3a TOT 3K30TH- 

4yecKHH kpai, O KOTOPOM MH BOBCe HH4erO He H3BCCTHO, 

OTKya HW COObITHA TO Hac He WOXOMAT HHKaKHe, a TOJIb- 

KO NlO3HHe MWIOCcKWe NOraaKH MaJIOYMCJICHHbIX KOppec- 

IIOHCHTOB. | 

V1 3a 3TO ABOeHLE, 3a 3TO OcTONGeHENOe HEMOHHMaHbe 
4uyKOFO WasIbHeroO TOPA Heb3A ypeKaTb YeOBeyeCcKOe 
3peHHe: yK Tak ycTpoeH yeroBek. Ho ANA Wesoro Yeso- 
BeyeCTBa, CTHCHYTOFO B eCMHbIM KOM, Takoe B3aHMHOe 
HeMOHHMaHve rpo3uT 61n“3ko u OypHow ruOenpto. IIpu 

INeCTH, YeThIpex, ake Np WByx Wikaslax He MOxeT OBIT 
€MHOFO MHpa, eNHHOTO YeNOBeYeCTBa: HAC pa30pBET 
9Ta pa3HHa pATMa, pa3Huia KoeOaHHit. MbI He yxn- 
BEMCA Ha OJHOH 3emule, Kak He XKHJIel, YeENIOBEK C TBYMA 
cepauamMu. 
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ing every reason for an immediate strike. There are 

different scales for natural disasters. A flood which 
claims 200,000 victims seems less important than an 
ordinary accident at home. There are different scales of 

human humiliation. In some places a sarcastic smile or a 

dismissive gesture can be most degrading. In others a 

cruel physical attack is soon forgiven and seen as no more 
than a bad joke. There are different scales for punishment 
and for crime. By one scale a month of imprisonment or 
banishment to the country, or solitary confinement with 

white bread-rolls and milk, shatters the imagination and 
fills newspaper columns with angry protest. Another 

scale of values accepts as quite normal and pardonable 

prison terms of 25 years, solitary confinement cells with 

ice on the walls where they strip you to your underwear, 
lunatic asylums for the sane, and frontier shootings of 
countless unreasonable men, running away who knows 
where and who knows why. And what bothers our heads 
least of all is what happens in those exotic countries of 
which absolutely nothing is known, from which no news 
ever reaches us, only flat, belated guesses from a handful 
of newspaper men. 

It is useless to blame man’s vision for this double 
standard, for this paralysis, for this inability to under- 
stand the grief of a stranger who is far away. Man is built 
that way. But now that the whole human race is squeezed 
together into a single lump, such mutual misunderstand- 
ings threaten it with a swift and stormy end. With six, 
four, or even two separate scales of values there cannot 
be a united world, a united human race. We shall be torn 
apart by this difference in rhythm, this irregular oscilla- 
tion. We will not survive on the same earth. A man with 
two hearts is a man who is doomed. 
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paeTCa JIpyrHMM kak caMoe yopeiiiee cnoBo. MW 3nece 

Tooke: CHHHCTBCHHBIM 3aMeHUTesIb He TepexKUTOTO HaMu 

OlbITa — HCKyCcTBO, mutepatypa. /laHa HM uy ecHaa 

cnocoOHOcTb: Yepes pasviwiHA A3LIKOB, OOBIUACB, 06- 

wwecTBeHHOrO ykKuIaya TlepeHOCHTb XKY3HCHHBIM OBIT OT 

yeson Halluv K venoi Halwa — HUKOra He NepexuTbI 

9TOKO BTOpOrO Tpy Aub MHOTONeCATHeTHHH HallHo- 

HaNIbHbIM OBIT, B CYaCTIHBOM cmyyae oOeperaad WesTytO 

HallMio OT H3ObITOUHOTO, WM OIWHOOUHOrO, WIM Wake 

ryOuTeibHoro NyTH, reM cokpalllad H3BHJIMHBI yesOBe- 

yeckon HCTOpHH. 

O6 3TOM BeuIHKOM 6narocsOBeEHHOM CBOHCIBe HC- 

KyccTBa =A wacTOH4HBO HalloOMHHato ceronHaA C 

HobemeBCKO TpHOYHEI. 

Vi ewe B OMHOM OeclleHHOM HalpaBleHHH TepeHocuT 

yluTepatypa HeOnpoBep2KUMBIM cryleHHbI OMbIT: OT 

MOKOJICHHA K MOKOJICHMEO. Tak ona CTaHOBHTCA 2KHBOIO 

naMaTbYo HalMu. Tak ona TenIuT B ceOe WM XpaHMT Ce 

yTpayeHHy!0 HCTOPHIO —— B Bue, He MOMMAIOWleMcA HC- 

KaKeHHIO HM OboTTaHHio. Tem caMbIM suTepaTypa 

pMecte C A3BIKOM cOeperacT HWalMOHaIbHy!o Tyy. 

(3a nocueqHee BpeMaA MOJIHO TOBOpHTh O HUBeJIMpOBKe 

Haunt, 06 Hcue3HOBCHHM HapO
OB B KOTJIEC coBpeMeHHO! 

uusuna3saunn. A He cormaceH © TeM, HO o6cyKTeHH 
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may suddenly be discovered by another nation and 
adopted by it as if it were some very latest invention. 
Here again, the only substitute for experience we have not 

personally lived through is Art or literature. They give us 

a miraculous ability: to transfer experience of life from a 
whole nation to a whole nation in spite of differences of 

language, custom or social system. So these painful de- 

cades of national experience, which have not been shared 
by the other nation, can be communicated to this nation 

and perhaps save it from taking a path which is. unneces- 

sary, wrong or even disastrous. Art can sometimes 

shorten the dangerous, twisted road of man’s history. 

Speaking from the Nobel platform today, I most in- 

sistently remind you of this great and blessed property— 

Art. | 

There is another most valuable direction in which litera- 
ture carries condensed, irrefutable human experience. 

This is from generation to generation. So literature be- 

comes a nation’s living memory. It nurtures it and pre- 

serves its lost history in a form which is not subject to 
distortion or slander. In the same way literature together 

with language can preserve the national soul. 

(In recent times it has been fashionable to speak of a 

levelling of nations and of a disappearance of peoples in 

the melting pot of modern civilisation. I do not agree with 
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TOTO — BOMpOC OTCJIbHbIM, 30}eCb 2%Ke YMeCTHO TOJIbKO 
CKa3aTb: Mcye3HOBeHve Halu OOeaHHIO ObI Hac He 
MeHblille, 4eM eCJIM Obl BCe JOH ynoROOuINCh, B ODMH 
XapakTep, B O2HO mu0. Haun — 3To OoraTcTBo yesIO- 
BeyeCcTBa, ITO OOOOLMICHHbIe JIMMHOCTH ero; CaMad Masiaa 

M3 HAX HeceT CBOM OCOObIe Kpacku, TaHT B cebe Ocobyrto0 
rpaHb Boxbero 3aMbIcJa.) 

Ho rope Tow Haluu, y KOTOpOK WMTepaTypa MpepEl- 

BaeTCA BMCIMAaTeCIbCTBOM CHJIbI: JTO — He IIpOCTO Hapy- 

weHHe «cBOOOZbI meyaTH», 9TO — 3aMKHYTHE 

HauMOHabHOrO cepa, McCceyeHHe HallMOHaJIbHOu 

laMaTu. Hata He MOMHUT cama cebs, Halla IMWWAaeTCA 

JIYXOBHOTO eXMHCTBa — M Mpu OOuleM Kak OyATO A3bIKe 

COOTeYeCTBCHHHKH BApyr WepectaloT NOHHMAaTb pyr 

apyra. OrxuBpaloT WH YMMparloT HeMble MOKOJeHHA, He 

paccka3aBulle o ce6e HH CaMuM ce6e, HH NOTOMKaM. Ecuin 

Takwe MacTepa, Kak AxMaToBa WIM 3aMATHH, Ha BCEO 

%KW3Hb 3AMYPOBaHbI 3aKHBO, OCYKICHAI WO rpoba 

TBOPHTb MOJIY¥a, He CIIbIMIa OT3BYKa CBOeMY HallvcaH- 

HOMY, — 3TO He TOJbKO UX JIM4Had Gena, HO rope BCeH 

Halu, HO OMaCHOCTb JIA BCeH Haun. 

A B HHBIX CJIy4aax — HM JIA BCero YeOBeuecTBAa: Kora 

OT TaKOrO MOJINaHHA TMepecraeT MOHHMAaTbCA H BCA 

venmukoM MCTOPHA. 
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this, but any discussion of it would be a separate issue. 
Here it is right that I should say just this: were nations to 

disappear, we would be impoverished in exactly the same 

way as if all people suddenly became alike, with the same 

character and the same face. Nations are part of the 

wealth of the human race. Although generalised, they are 

its individuals. The smallest of them has its own special 
colours and hides in itself some special facet of God’s 

design.) 
But woe to that nation whose literature is interrupted 

by the interference of force. This is not simply a violation 

of ‘freedom of the press’. It is a shutter across the na- 

tional heart, an excision of the national memory. The 

nation does not remember itself, the nation is deprived of 
its spiritual unity, and its people, although apparently 

still enjoying a common language, suddenly cease to 
understand one another. Dumb generations live their 

lives and die without explaining themselves either to each 
other or to those who are to come. If such geniuses as 

Akhmatova or Zamyatin are walled up alive for the rest 
of their lives, condemned to create in silence, until they 

come to the grave without hearing the faintest response 

to what they have written, this is not only their own per- 
sonal misfortune, it is also the whole nation’s grief, the 

whole nation’s danger. 

In other cases the whole human race is endangered. 
Then, because of that silence, the whole of history ceases 

to be understood. 
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B pa3Hoe BpeMAl B pa3HbIX CTpaHax ropayo, HW CepAUTO, U 
W3ALHO CIOPHIIM O TOM, JOJDKHI JIM MCKYCCTBO HM XyJO- 
*KHUK 2KUTE CaMH Jia ceOa WIM BEYHO NOMHHTS CBOH JOJIr 
Tepe, OOMIECTBOM H CJIyKUTb eEMYy, XOTA H HeMpeB3ATO. 
JIsid MCHA 3]1eCb HET Cllopa, HO A He CTaHy CHOBa MOJHH- 
MaTb BepeHHIIbI JOBOZOB. OAHMM H3 CaMBIX OJIeCTALIUX 
BBICTYIJICHHH Ha 3TY TeMy Opa HoGeslesckad Ke eKIMA 
Amp6epa KamMro — Mi K BBIBOaM ee A C payOcTbio Mpu- 
coequHarocb. Jla pycckand WMTepaTypa AecaTHIeTHAMH 
MMeJla 9TOT KpeH — He 3arJIAbIBaTbCA CJIMILIKOM CaMa 
Ha ce6a, He MOpXaTb CJIMIUKOM OecneyHo, MH A He CTBDKYCb 

oTY TpauquuMIO WpoyomKaTh 10 Mepe cus. B pycckon 
yuTepaType H32aBHa BPOJHHWJIMCh HaM IipeCTaBJIeHHA, 
Y4TO IIMCaTeJIb MOXKET MHOFOE B CBOEM Hapose — Hi AOII- 

eH. 
He Oyyem nonupats IIPABA xyqoxKHHKa BbIpPaxkaTb 

VCKJIIOUNTeJIbHO COOCTBeHHbIe TepexKuBaHHA HM CaMOHAa- 
OnloqeHHuA, MpeHeOperasn BceM, 4TO WeaeTcaA B OCTAaJIb- 
HOM Mupe. He 6ynem TPEBOBATb or xyqoxHuKa, — 
HO YKOPHTb, HO MOMpOCHTb, HO TIO3BaTb H WOMaAHHTb 

O3BONIeHO OyneT HaM. Beab TONbKO OTYACTH OH Pa3BH- 
BaeT CBOe JapoBaHHe caM, B OoJIbLuel WOe OHO BAYHYTO 
B Hero C POXTEHbA TOTOBLIM — HM BMECTe C TajlaHTOM 
TOOXKeHa OTBETCTBEHHOCTb Ha ero CBOOOHY!O BOI. 
lonycTuM, xyox%*KHuK HAKoMy HHYero HE JOJDKEH, 

HO OoJIbHO BuaeTb, KaAK MODKET on, yxoaa B cBOoeco- 

3NaHHbIe MUPbI WIM B MIpocTpaHcTBa CyObBeCKTHBHEIX Ka- 
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In different times and in different countries one question 
has been most heatedly, angrily and sophisticatedly 

argued: should Art and the artist live just for themselves, 

or should they always remember their duty before society 

and work in its service—of course, without prejudice 

against others? For me the answer is quite clear, but I do 

not intend to repeat once more the outlines of my argu- 

ments. One of the most brilliant speeches on this matter 
was the Nobel Prize Lecture delivered by Albert Camus, 

and I take pleasure in subscribing to its conclusions. Also, 

for decades Russian literature has been outward rather 

than inward looking. It has never confined itself to frivo- 

lities, and I have no hesitation in continuing this tradition 

to the best of my ability. In Russian literature there has 

long been the inborn idea that a writer can do much for 

his people, and that this is his duty. 

We do not deny the artist the right to express nothing 
but his own experiences and observations, to neglect 
everything that happens throughout the rest of the world. 

We are not going to make demands of the artist, but it 1s 

surely in order for us to reproach him, to request him, to 

summon him and inveigle him. After all, the develop- 

ment of his gift is only partly his own work. To a great 

extent his gift is something inborn, and with his talent 

comes a responsibility for the exercise of his free will. Let 

us concede that the artist owes nothing to anybody. Still, 

it gives one pain to see such a man depart into a world of 

his own creation or into the wide spaces of subjective 
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IIPH30B, OTaBaTb peasIbHbI MUP B PyKH JO Ae KOpBICT- 
HbIX, 2 TO HW HHYTOXKHBIX, a TO WH Oe3yMHBIX. 

Oxa3asIcad Hall XX BeK 2KeCTOYe IpeabIAyUWIMX, 

MepBOM ero NOJIOBHHOM He KOHUYHMJIOCh BCE CTpaluiHoe B 

HeM. Te xe CTapbie MelllepHble 4yBCTBa — 2*a{HOCTb, 
3aBMCTb, HeoOy3aHHOCTb, B3aMMHOe HeOOpoxea- 

TeCJIBCTBO, Ha XOJY MPWHHMasd IIpHIMYHbIe NCeBJOHHMBI 
Bpofe KIaccOBOH, pacoBOH, MaccoBOH, mpodcoro3HoOHK 

OopbObl pByT UM pa3phiBaloT Hal Mup. IlewjepHoe Hellpy- 
ATHe KOMIIPOMHCCOB BBECHO B TeOpeTHYeCKHK NPA 
M cuuTaetca WoOpogetesblo OpTONOKcabHOCTH. OHO 
TpeOyeT MMJLDIMOHHEIX 2%epTB B H€CKOHYACMBIX Tpax- 
JJaHCKMX BOMHaX, OHO HaryXKMBaeT B yy HaM, 4TO HeT 
oOmjeyesoBexeckHX YCTOMYHBBIX TIOHATHH yoOpa u 
ClipaBeJIMBOCTM, 4YTO BCe OHH TeKy4H, MeCHAFOTCA, a 
3HaYHT BCerga WOJDKHO MOCTyMaTb Tak, KaK BbITOHO 
TBoeH napTuu. JIt~o6aa mpodeccHoHalbHad rpynma, Kak 
TOJIbKO HaxoqHT yqoOHEIM MOoMeHT BbIPBATb KY- 

COK, xota 6 uw He 3apaboTaHHbIii, xoTa 6 u H30BITOU- 
HbIii — TYT 2Ke BbIPbIBaeT e€TO, a TAM XOTb BCE OOLIECTBO 
pa3Banuch. AMIMJIMTyWa IWBbIPAHHH 3ananHOrO O0- 
WecTBa, KaK BMJMTCA CO CTOPOHBI, NpHOmMxKaeTCcA K 
TOMY IIpeylesy, 3a KOTOPbIM CHCTeMa CTaHOBHTCA MeTa- 
cTaOMIbHOH MW WOIOKHa pa3BasIMTECa. Bce MeHbILle cTe- 
CHAACh PAMKAMM MHOFOBCKOBOH 3aKOHHOCTH, HarJlo H 
no6eqHO WaraeT 10 BCeMy MHpy HacHIHe, He 3a60TAC, 

4TO eFO GecIIONHOCTb y2Ke MHOFO pa3 NpOABJIeHa HU O- 
Ka3aHa B MCTOpHH. TopxecTByeT axe He MpocTo rpy6aa 
cuyla, HO ee TpyOHoe OlIpaBaAaHHue: 3aIMBaeT MUp Hariar 
yBePeHHOCT, 4TO CHIa MOXeT BCé, a NpaBoTa — HHYerO. 
BECbI Jlocroesckoro — ka3asIocb, MpOBHHIHasibHar 

KOWIMapHad (aHTa3HA Mpouwioro Beka, Ha HalWHXx ria- 
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capriciousness, leaving the real world to mercenaries or 
nobodies, or even madmen. 

Our twentieth century has turned out crueller than pre- 

ceding ones, and its horrors have by no means ended with 

the conclusion of the first fifty years. The same old cave- 

man impulses—greed, envy, lack of restraint, mutual ill- 

will—still tear and rip our world apart, though now they 

have adopted such ‘decent’ labels as class conflict, race 

war, the struggle of the masses or the trade unions. A 

primitive refusal to compromise has been turned into a 
theoretical principle and is seen as the great virtue of 
orthodoxy. It demands victims by the million in still un- 
finished civil wars, and still dins into our brains the fact 

that there are no firm generally approved concepts of 

goodness and justice, that all such concepts are fluid and 

liable to change, which means that one should always act 

in the way that is most profitable to one’s own party. 

Groups of workers or professional men wait for every 

suitable moment to grab a bit extra, whether they have 
earned it or not, whether they need it or not, and then 
they seize it, and to hell with the whole of society. West- 
ern Society is being so tossed about, or so it seems from 

the outside, that it is approaching the point beyond which 

the system will become unstable and must eventually col- 

lapse. Violence, less and less restricted by a system of laws 

built up over the centuries, strides naked and victorious 

over the earth, caring not one jot that its sterility has been 

demonstrated and proved many times before in history. 

It is not just coarse violence itself that is triumphant, but 

also its shrieks of self-justification. The world is overrun 

by the brazen conviction that force can do everything, 

while justice can do nothing. The devils in Dostoyevsky’s 

The Possessed were, we thought, figures in a horrible 
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3aX PacnOJI3ZalOTCA MO BCeMy MUpy, B Take CTpaHbl, rye 

M BOOOpa3HTb HX HE MOrIM — M BOT yrOHaMM CaMolié- 

TOB, 3axBaTaMH 3AJIOXKKHMKOB, s3pprpamu uw no- 

*KapaMW MOcNeAHHX NeT CHrHaNAT O CBOeHM PelIMMOCTH 

COTPACTH HM YHHYTOKUTL WuBHIM3aNHIO! VM 3TO BHonHE 

MOXeT yyaTbca uM. Mostonexb—B TOM BO3pacTe, 

Kora ele HeT Apyroro onbiTa, KpoMe ceKCyaJIbHOrO, 

Kora 3a WleqaMH ellie HET roOB COOCTBeHHBIX CTpaya- 

HHH MW COOCTBeHHOrO NOHHMMaHHsA, BOCTOP2XKeHHO IIOB- 

TOpAeT HalIM pyccKHe ONMOPOYeHHb!e 3abl XIX Beka, a 

KaxKeTCA eH, 4TO OTKPbiBaeT HOBOe 4TO-TO. HoBosBeH- 

Had XYyHBeHOMHOBCKad erpamalua O HHYTOXKecTBa 

IIPHHMMaeTCA Cfo 3a pagOcTHbI OOpa3en. BepxorsaqHoe 

HeNOHHMaHHve H3Be4HOH YeOBeYeCKOH CyTH, HaHBHasA 

YBEpeHHOCTb HeMOKMBIIMX Cepyell: BOT JTHX JIEKOTHIX, 

*KaHbIX IPHTeCHUTeeH, MpaBHTeseH MpOroHuM, a Cie-. 

nyrouwe (Mpt!), OTJIOKMB TpahaTbI MW aBTOMAaTHI, OyyT 

ciipaBeJIMBbIe HM CO“YBCTBeHHbIe. Kak Ob He Tak!.. A 

KTO MOXHII MW MOHMMaeT, KTO Mor ObI 9STOH MOIONEKU 

BO3pa3HTb — MHorHve HE CMEHFOT so3paxatb, naxe 

3aHCKMBAIOT, TOJIBKO Obl He MOKa3aTbCA « KOHCepBa- 

TOpaMuv » — CHOBa ABJIeHHe pycckoe, XIX Beka, J]oc- 

TOCBCKHH Ha3biBasI ero PABCTBOM Y ITEPEJIOBbIX 

VMVEEK. 

7Tyx MrouxeHa — HHCKOJIbKO He YIUesI B Mpowoe, OH 

He Ob KOPOTKHM 3TNH30J10M. A OCMeJINOCh axe CKa3atb, 

4uTO Zyx Mronxena npeoOsanaeT B XX sexe. Opobemiii 

IMBHJIM30BaHHBIM Mp Nepey, HATHCKOM BHe3alIHO BOpO- 

THBIWerOcd OCKaJICHHOrO BapBapCTBa He Hallie HHYerO 
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nineteenth-century provincial fantasy, but now with our 
own eyes we see them spreading over the earth, reaching 

countries where formerly they had not even been ima- 

gined. And now they hijack aeroplanes, seize hostages, 

cause fires and explosions. All their work of recent years 

is evidence of their determination to shake out and 
destroy civilisation. And they may very well succeed. 

People so young that their only experience of life 1s sex, 

boys and girls with no years of personal sufferings or per- 

sonal understanding behind them, are blissfully repeating 

the discredited platitudes of our Russian nineteenth cen- 

tury. And they really imagine they have discovered 

something new. The degrading phenomenon of the 

Chinese Red Guards is accepted by them as a splendid 

example to follow. Their hearts have experienced so little. 

Their understanding of the timeless essence of humanity 

1S so superficial. How naive is their self-confidence! 
“We'll throw out this lot of cruel, greedy, oppressive 

rulers, and the next lot (that is, us), once we’ve put away 

our hand-grenades and our machine-guns, we’ll rule with 
universal justice and human sympathy.’ But this is not 

so! There are those who have lived a little, who under- 

stand, who could argue with these young men and women, 
but many of them do not dare to argue. Instead they try 

to worm their way in among them—anything rather than 

be labelled ‘conservative’. Once again, we had this in 

Russia in the nineteenth century. Dostoyevsky called it 

“becoming a slave to silly little progressive ideas’. 

The spirit of Munich is not a thing of the past, it was 

more than one short episode. I would even venture to say 

that the spirit of Munich is predominant in the twentieth 

century. The entire civilised world trembled as snarling 

barbarism suddenly re-emerged and moved into the at- 
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Jpyroro MpOTHBONOCTaBUTb eMy, Kak YCTYIKH HM YJIBIOKH. 

7lyx Myronxeua ectb Oosle3Hb BOJIM OaFONOIYU4HbIX JIO- 

eH, OH ECTb MOBCeHEBHOe COCTOAHHE Tex, KTO OTAaJICA 

*Kaxe OaroqeHcTBuA BO 4TO Obi TO HU CTasIO, MaTepH- 

aJIbBHOMY OarococrosHHlO Kak TaBHOM eH 3eMHOrO 

ObiTHaA. Takue JIKO0M — a MHOXKECTBO HX B CerOJHALIHeEM 

Mupe — H30upaloT MaccCHBHOCTb M OTCTYIMJICHHA, JIMIb 

Table NOTAHyNacb Obl NPHBbIYHaA %KH3Hb, JIMIWb He 

CeroqHA Ob epelWarHyTb B CYPOBOCTh, a 3aBTpa, PA- 

WMlub, OOolgeTca...(Ho Hukorga He ob6olneTca! — 

pacilaTa 3a TpycocTb 6yyzeT TOKO 371eh. MyxecTBO H 

OWONeHHe IpHXOAAT K HaM, JIMWIb KOra MbI pelllaeMca 

Ha 2KepTBBI.) 
A elle HaM rpo3uT ruGellbio, YTO PU3H4eCKH CAKATOMY 

CTe€CHEHHOMY MHpy He aroT CJIMTbCA DYXOBHO, He alot 

MOJIeKyJlaM 3HAHHA WM COYYBCTBHA TWepeckaKWBaTb H3 

ONHOM NOMOBHHKI B ApyrylO. QTO JIOTaA OMAaCHOCTB: 

IIPECEGVEHHE WMH®OPMAITMM mexazy yactamu 

mlaHeTbr. CoppeMeHHad Hayka 3HaeT, 4TO MpeceyeHue 

HHPOpMallHH eCcTb IyTb SHTPONHH, BCeobIIIero pa3pylie- 

Hua. IIpeceyenue wHdopmMalluu eNaer MpH3payHbIMHU 

Mex yHapogHbie MOAMMCH MW WOroBopbl: BHyTpu OT - 

JIYIMMEHHONM 30ne1 060% BoroBop HuYero He CTOUT 

I€PeTOJIKOBATh, a ellie Npolje — 3a6bITb, OH Kak ObI H HE 

CyliecTBOBal HuKorya (3TO Opy3i1 IpekpacHo MOHAN). 

BHyTpH OFsIyMéHHOK 30HbI %KMBYT Kak ObI HE 2XKHTCIH 

3eMJIH, @ MAapCHaHCKHi 3KCMeAMIMOHHBIN KOpIyc, OHH 

TOJIKOM HHM4Ero He 3HAIOT 00 OCTaJIbHOK 3emMuie, H FOTOB- 

HbI MOHTH TOMNTaTb e€€ B CBATOM YBePeCHHOCTH, 4TO 

« OCBOOOXKTaNWT ». 

UeTBepTb Beka Ha3aq, B BENMKMX Haylexklax 4eJIOBe- 

yecTBa pogwsiacb OpraHv3auua OObequHeHHEIX Hann. 

Ysul, B Oe3HPaBCTBeEHHOM Mupe BbIpociia Oe3HpaBCTBeH- 
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tack. It found it had nothing to fight with but smiles and 
concessions. The spirit of Munich is an illness of the will- 
power of rich people. It is the everyday state of those who 

have given in to the desire for well-being at any price, to 
material prosperity as the main aim of life on this earth. 

Such people—and there are many of them in the world 
today—choose to be passive and to retreat, just so their 

normal lives may last a little bit longer, just so the move 
into austerity may not happen today. And as for to- 
morrow, it’ll be all right, you'll see... . (But it won’t be 
all right! The price you have to pay for your cowardice 
will be all the worse. Courage and victory come to us only 
when we resign ourselves to making sacrifices.) 

Another thing that threatens us with destruction is that 

our physically compressed, restricted world is not allowed 

to come together in spirit. The molecules of knowledge 
and sympathy are not allowed to jump from one half to 
the other. This is a cruel danger, this information block 
between different parts of the planet. Modern science 

knows that to stop the fiow of information is the way of 
entropy and universal destruction. Information blocks 
make international treaties and agreements an illusion. 

In the zone where information is suppressed it is easy 
enough to reinterpret any given agreement, and easier 

still to annul it (Orwell understood this perfectly). The 
people who live inside this zone are not really Earth- 
dwellers, more like an expeditionary force from Mars 

who, knowing nothing of the rest of the Earth, are ready 
to trample all over it in the sublime conviction that they 
are ‘liberating’ it. 

A quarter of a century ago, amid the great hopes of all 

mankind, the United Nations Organisation was born. 

Alas, in an immoral world it too grew up to be immoral. 
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HOM MH OHA. STO He OpraHn3anHa OObequHeHHEIX Ha- 

luv, HO Opranu3aluua OObeqMHeHHEIX II paputespcts, 

rie ypaBHeHbI HM CBOOOTHO H30paHHBle, HW HACHJIbCTBEHHO 
HaBA3aHHble, HW OpyXKHeM 3aXBaTHBWUIMe BuacTb. Kopsi- 
CTHbIM IIpvwcTpacTvem OonbuiuHcTBa OOH peBHuso 3a- 
OoTuTca 0 cBoOoze ONHHX HapowOB MW B HeOpexeHHu 
OcTaBJIaeT cBOOonY Apyrux. YroJIMBbIM rosOCOBaHHeM 

OHa OTBepriia paccmoTpenue UACTHbIX JKAJIOb — 
CTOHOB, KPHKOB M YMOJICHHH eC2MHH4IHbIX MaJICHbKHX 
IIPOCTO JIFOQEM — commkom mesxknx 6ykallek 214 

TakoH BeIHKOKM OpraHw3auHM. CBok myywMi 3a 25 ser 

okyMeHT — Jieknapaunio IIpas yenosexa, OOH He 

nocunMslach coetaTb OBASATEJIBHbIM gana mpasu- 

TembcTB, YCJIOBMEM wx unenctBa — u Tak -mpeyana 

MaJICHbKHX JOZeH BOJIe HeH3OpaHHbIX MMH MpaBuTeIb- 
CTB. 

Ka3amocb Ob: OOHK COBpeMeHHOrO MuHpa BECb B 
pykax y4eHbIx, BCe TexXHM¥eCKHe WarH YeIOBeyeCTBAa 
pelliaroTca uMu. Ka3anocb Obl: HMeHHO OT BCeMHpHOrO 
COUpyKecTBa YYCHLIX, a He OT NOJMTHKOB, JOJDKHO 3aBH- 
ceTb, kya Mupy uaTH. Tem Oonee, uro UpHMep e7HHHE 
MOKa3bIBaeT, KaK MHOFO MOFJIM ObI OHM CHBHHYTb BCE 
BMecTe. Ho HeT, y4eHble He ABMJIM APKOM MOMbITKH CTaTb 
BaXKHOM CaMOCTOATECJIbBHO JeCHCTBYFOWeH CHJION YesI0- 

BeyecTBa. LlesbIMu KOHTpeccaMu OTIUATbIBAIOTCA OHH OT 
4yKUX CTpayaHuii: yloTHel OCTaTbCa B TpaHHwax Hayku. 
Bcé ToT »e yx MrouxeHa pa3BecHI Haj] HAMM CBO 
paccna6siarolMe Kpbia. 

KakoBbI 2K B 3TOM 2K€CTOKOM, JMHAMHMYHOM, B3PbIB- 
HOM Mupe, Ha YepTe ero JecaTu ru6esteH — MecrTO H pollb 
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It is not a united nations organisation but a united 

governments organisation. It puts on an equal plane re- 
gimes which were freely elected, or which were imposed 

by violence, or which seized power by force of arms. The 
self-interested prejudices of the majority forced the Or- 

ganisation to strive jealously for the freedom of some 
nations and to neglect the freedom of others. In one ob- 

sequious vote it decided that it would not consider any 
private complaints—that is to say, the groans, screams 
and entreaties of little individuals who are only ordinary 
men and women. These are insects too tiny for such a 
great organisation to bother with. The best document it 
has composed in 25 years, the Declaration of Human 
Rights, the U.N. has not tried to make binding on govern- 

ments, a condition of their membership, and so it has 

handed ordinary people over to the whims of govern- 
ments they did not elect. 

It would seem that the shape of the modern world is 
entirely in the hands of scientists, for it is they who deter- 
mine every technical step which the human race takes. It 
would seem that the world’s future direction ought to 

depend on this worldwide community of scientists, not 

on politicians. Individuals among them have shown by 

their example how much could be done were they to act 
as a group. But as of now, scientists have made no clear 
attempt to become an important, active, individual force 
among the human race. At congress after congress they 

shy away from other people’s sufferings. It is more com- 
fortable to remain within the confines of science. This 

same spirit of Munich has spread its energy-draining 

wings over them too. 

So 1n this cruel, dynamic, explosive world, on the brink 

of a dozen deaths, what is the place and role of the writer? 
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mucatesa? Yx MbI HM BOBCe He IWIeM pakeT, He KaTHM 
axe nmocweqHei nNoACOOHOK TesexKH, MbI MH BOBCE B 
TIpe3peHbH y TeX, KTO yBaxkaeT OAHY MaTepHaJIbHy}O 
MOlllb. He ecTecTBeHHO JIM HaM TOXe OTCTYNUTh, pa3y- 
BepHTbCA B HeKONeOMMOCTH OOpa, B HeapoOumMocTH 

WpaBIbl W JIMWb NOBCALIBATb MUpy CBOM TOpbKHe CTO- 
poHHve HaOsmloneHHa, Kak Oe3HanqexKHO MCKOBepKaHO 
YeJIOBEYeCTBO, KaK H3MeJIbuaIM WHOM M Kak TpyHO 
Cpeb HHX ONMHOKHM TOHKHM KpacHBbIM JyllaM? 

Ho wu 9Toro Oercrpa — HeT y Hac. OqHaxKbI B35B- 

wucb 3a CJIOBO, yxe NOTOM HUKOrga He YKJIOHHTBCA: 

NWcaTesIb — He MOCTOPOHHHH CYybaA CBOHM coorTeye- 
CTBCHHHKaM WM COBpeMeHHHKaM, OH — COBHHOBHHK BO 
BCEM 3J1e, COBEPLICHHOM Y Hero Ha pOJMHe MJIM ero Hapo- 
nom. UW ecnw TaHKH ero OTeYeECTBA 3aHJIM KPOBbIO 
acaIbT 4yKOM CTONMUbI— TO Oypble MATHa HaBek 
3allienatu IMO mucatena. WU ecw B POKOBYyIO HOUb 
yYOyWIMIM ciawjero WOBepunBoro JIpyra—tTo Ha Ja- 
OHAX IMcaTesId CHHAKM OT TOM BepeBKH. VM ecsIM FOHEIC 
ero COrpaxk ane pa3BA3HO eKIapHpylIOT MpeBOCXOCTBO 
pa3BpaTa Haj| CKpOMHbIM TpyJOM, OTalOTCA HapKOTH- 
KaM wm xBaTIOT 3AJIOXKHAKOB — To nepememm- 

BaeTCA 3TO 3JIOBOHHE C AbIXAHHEM MIMCaTesA. 

Haiiaem JIM MBI Hep30CTb 3axBUTb, YTO HE OTBCTYHKH 

MBI 3a ASBbI CCrOAHALMIHCTO Mupa? 
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Of course we have no rockets to fire off. We possess not 

even one single support truck to bring up the rear with. 

Of course we enjoy nothing but contempt from those who 
respect only material power. Would it not be only natural 

if we too were to retreat, to lose our faith in the unshak- 

ability of goodness, in the indivisibility of truth? We 
could then content ourselves with reading the world our 

bitter observations from the side-lines, on how the human 

race 1s hopelessly corrupted, on how superficial people 

have become, and on how hard it is for us lonely, beauti- 

ful, sensitive souls to live among them. 

But even this refuge is denied us. Once we have taken 

up the word, there is no getting away from it afterwards. 

The writer is not some casual judge of his fellow-country- 

men and contemporaries. He is an accomplice in all the 
evil that is committed in his own country or by his own 
people. If the tanks of his country’s army have bloodied 
the asphalt streets of another country’s capital city, then 
those brown stains are spattered for ever over the face of 

the writer. And if one deadly night some trusted friend is 

strangled while he sleeps, then the writer too carries on 

the palm of his hands the bruises from the rope. And if 
his young fellow-countrymen happily declare the 
superiority of decadence over honest toil, if they give 
themselves over to drugs or seize hostages, then the evil 

stink of it all is mixed up with the writer’s breath. 
Will we find the boldness to declare that we bear no 

responsibility for the plagues of today’s world? 
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Onnako, o600pseT MCHA 2KHBOE OLLyLIeHHe MMPOBOM 

JIMTEPATYPHBI kak equnoro Oonbilioro cepa, ko- 

jloTaimeroca o 3a60Tax uw Geax Halllero Mupa, XOTA II0- 

CBOeMY Ipe/cTaBJICHHBIX HM BHMMBbIX BO BCAKOM €ro 

yrsqy. 

TIoMMMO HCKOHHBIX HallMOHAJIbHBIX JIMTepatyp, CyLle- 

CTBOBaJIO HM B IipexKHHe Beka NOHATHe MHPOBOH JMTepa- 

TypbI — kak orHGatolle No BepIMHaM HallMOHaJIbHbIX 

WM KaK COBOKYNHOCTH JIMTepaTypHBIX B3aHMMOBJIMAHHH. 

Ho cnyyaslacb 3a}epxkka BO BpeMeHH: YATATeIIM U MHCa- 

Tel y3HaBalIM MMcaTeNei MHOASBIYHbIX C ONO32aHHeM, 

WHOTra BeEKOBLIM, TaK 4TO HW B3aMMHBIe BIIMAHMA O1a3 DbI- 

BaJIM MW OrHMGaroulad HalMOHaJIbHBIX JIMTepaTYyPHEIX Bep- 

WHH Wpocrynaa yxe B Ijla3aX MOTOMKOB, He 

COBPpeMeHHHKOB. 

A ceroyqHaA MexaYy NWHcaTeNIAMM OJHOM CTpaHbi MW MM 

CaTeNIAMH MW YATATeENIAMH pyro eCTb B3aHMOeEHCTBHE 

eCIHM He MrHOBeHHOE, TO OIM3KOe K TOMY, A CaM He cebe 

HMCHBITLIBaIO 3TO. He HalmeyaTaHHble, yBbI, Ha pOHHe, 

MOH KHHIH, HECMOTpA Ha NOCcHellIHbIe HM YaCTO AypHBIe 

nepeBosEl, ObicTpoO Halll cebe OT3bIBYMBOIO MHPOBOTO 

yuntatTens. KpuTaaeckuM pa300poM HX 3aHAIMCh TakHe 

BLILalolweca nucaTenm 3anana kak Tenpux bésnnp. Bce 

9TH TocuemHMe TOI, Kora Mod pabota u cBoOora He 

PYXHYJH, DepxKavch MpOTHB 3aKOHOB TAXKCCTH Kak 

6yuTo B Bo3fyxe, kak 6yaro HA HA UEM — ua nesx- 

JIMMOM, H€MOM HaTATe CO4YBCTBEHHOM OOLIeCTBeHHOM 
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However, I am encouraged by my living feeling for world 

literature as one great heart, beating in response to the 

cares and troubles of our world, even though these are 

seen and presented in a different way in every different 

country. 

Apart from ordinary national literatures, there did exist 

even in former centuries a concept of world literature. It 

was a force which bound together each national literature 

by its peak, and moulded the various influences of litera- 

ture into one force. But sometimes there would be a de- 

lay. Readers and writers came to know people who wrote 

in foreign languages much later, sometimes centuries 

later, so that the influence of such writers on each other 

was also delayed. The force which bound national litera- 

tures together by their peaks was of use to these writers’ 

descendants, not to their contemporaries. 

But today the interaction between writers of one coun- 

try and writers or readers of another happens if not in- 

stantaneously, at least very nearly so. I have experienced 

this myself. My own books, unpublished, alas, in my own 

country, have quickly found a responsive world reader- 

ship, in spite of hurried and often bad translations. Such 

outstanding Western writers as Heinrich Boll have taken 

time to write critical analysis of them. In these most 

recent years my work and my freedom have not collapsed. 

They have held up in violation of the laws of gravity and 

seem to float in the air. They seem to rest on nothing, on 

an invisible, unspeaking film of worldwide sympathy. All 
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TWIEHKU, — A C OarOWapHOrO TeMIOTON, COBCEM HeEOxKH- 

WaHHo IIa cede y3Hasl NOAAepxKKky MU MUpoBoro 6patcrBa 

mucatesenw. B qeHb Moero 50-neTHA 1 M3yMJIeH OBI, n0- 

JIYYHB MO3qpaBJIeHHA OT H3BCCTHbIX eBpOMevCKHX MHCa- 

TeneH. Hukakoe apsieHve Ha MeHa He CTaJIO MpOXONHTB 

He3aMeYeHHBIM. B onmacHble Jin MeHA HeeIM MCKOUe- 

HHA HW3 MWHCaTebcKoro coro3a CTEHA 3AIIMTHI, 

BbIIBHHYTad BHHbIMM TMcaTesIaMH Mupa, Mpeqoxpa- 

HWJla MCHA OT XYQUIMX TOHCHHH, a HOPBEXKCKHe NMcaTeIM 

M XYMO%KHHKH Ha CllyyaH Tpo3MBIero MHe M3IHaHHA C 

POJHHBbI rOCcTeNpHHMHO FOTOBHJIM MHe kpos. Hakouell, 

CaMO BbIJBHxKeHHe MeHA Ha HoGOenesckyto MpeMHEO BO3- 

OyKTeHO He B TOM cTpaHe, rye A *KMBY MH NMIMy, HO — 

@pancya Mopuakom 4 ero komneramu. WH, ene no3xe 

TOFO, HesIble HAWMOHAJIBHbIe NMCaTesIbckHe OObEAHHEHHA 

BbLIpa3HJIM MOAWepxKKy MHe. 

Tak 4 OHA MW OWLyTHI Ha cebe: MHpOBad WHTepatypa 

— yxke He OTBJIeyeHHad ornOatollad, yxe He o6o06lue- 

HWe, CO3MaHHOe JMTepaTypoBeqaMu, HO HeKoe oG6mlee 

TeIO H OOWIMM Dyx, *KMBOe CepeyHOe EHHCTBO, B KOTO- 

POM OTpaxkaeTca pacTylee TyXOBHOe CXHHCTBO YesIOBe- 

yecTBa. Emre OarpoBeroT rocyapcTBeHHbIe IrpaHHUEl, 

HaKaJIeHHble MpOBONOKOFO MO, TOKOM HW aBTOMAaTHbIMH 

OuepeqAMH, ellie HHbIe MHHMCTepcTBa BHYTPeHHHX es 

WONararoT, 4YTO WM WHTepaTypa — « BHYTpeHHee Jen » 

TIOBeEXOMCTBeEHHBIX HM CTpaH, ellie BbICTaBJIAIOTCA ra- 

3€THBIC 3aFOJIOBKH: « He HX MpaBO BMECLIMBaTBLCA B Halllu 

BHYTpeHHHe Jiea! »,—a Mexay Tem BHYTPEHHUX 

ATEJI Boo6uyle He ocTaslocb Ha Haluelt TecHot 3emue! 

CllaceHle ¥eJIOBeYeECTBA TOJIBKO B TOM, 4TOCEI BCeM OBIIO 

WesiG WO Bcero: 004M BoctToka O10 ObI CHJIOMIb He- 

Oe3pa3IM4HO, YTO AyMaIoT Ha 3anaze; WOWAM 3anana — 
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this time I realised with warmth and gratitude how the 
world brotherhood of writers too were supporting me. 
This was quite unexpected. On my 50th birthday I was 
amazed to receive greetings from well-known European 

writers. A situation arose in which no pressure upon me 
was allowed to pass unnoticed. In those most dangerous 

weeks of my expulsion from the Writers’ Union a wall of 

defence, raised by writers famous throughout the world, 

protected me from the worst persecutions. Norwegian 
writers and artists were preparing a roof to shelter me in 
case, as seemed likely, I was banished from my country. 
Last of all, my actual nomination for the Nobel Prize was 
made not in the country where I live and write, but by 

Francois Mauriac and his colleagues. And later still en- 

tire Writers’ organisations in various countries expressed 
their support for me. 

So I have come to appreciate and to feel through my 

own life that world literature as a unifying force is no 
longer a collection of abstract influences or a generalisa- 

tion composed by literary experts, but a common body 

and a common soul, a living unity of the heart in which 
one may see reflected the growing spiritual unity of the 

human race. The thick red lines of national frontiers are 
still there, inflamed by electrified wires or machine-gun 

bursts. There are still some interior ministries which sug- 

gest that literature too is an ‘internal matter’ of the coun- 

tries they govern. Newspaper headlines still proclaim, 
‘They have not the right to interfere in our internal 

affairs!’ But the fact is that in our cramped little world 

there are no longer any ‘internal affairs’. Man’s salvation 

depends upon everyone making it his business to know 

everything. It depends on the people of the East not being 
entirely indifferent to the opinions of people of the 
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CHIOWb Hebe3pa3IM4HO, YTO COBepiiaeTca Ha BocToke. 
VU xyoxecTBeHHad JIMTepaTypa — 43 TOHYaUIMX, OT- 
3bIBYMBeMMIMX HHCTPyMeHTOB YeJIOBeYeCKOFO CyLIeCTBA, 
OHa M3 IepBbIX ye NepeHsIa, ycBouNa, NOAXBaTHIa 
9TO 4YBCTBO pacTYIlero e{MHCTBa YeNOBeyecTBAa. Vi BoT A 
yBepeHHO oOpallalochb K MHpoBOow HTepatype cerog- 
HAMIHerO THA—K COTHAM Dpy3eH, KOTOpbIX HH pa3y 
BCTPeTHJI BLABb H MOxKeT ObITh HHKOT a He YBUKYy. 

TIpy3pa! A nmompo6byem moco6OuTb MBI, eCJIM MbI 4ero- 

HHOyab CTOMM! B cBoMx cTpaHax, pa3HpaeMbIx pa3HO- 

rouoOcuieH WapTHv, DBWKeHHM, KacT WM IrpylmM, KTO xe 

HCKOHH ObIJI CHJIOIO He pa3beMHAloWleH, HO OObenH- 

HALOWeH? TakoBo 110 CaMou CyYTH NONO*KeHHe NUCAaTeIeH : 

BbIpa3HTeeH HAaWMOHAJIbHOrO A3bIKa — TNaBHOM CKpe- 

Iibl Halldv, HW CaMOM 3€MJIM, 3A4HHMaeMON HapoOM, a B 

CYACTJIMBBIX CIIy4aAX MW HalWMOHAJIBHOK DyUIM. 

Al tyMato, 4TO MUPOBON JMTepaType DODCHIy B 3TH 

TPeBOXKHBbIe YCbI YeIOBCYeCTBa MOMOYb eEMY BEPHO y3- 

HaTb caMoro ce6a BOIMpeKH TOMY, 4TO BHYWaeTca IIpH- 

CTpacTHbIMH JOQbMH HW apTuaMH; MepeHecru 

CrYIICHHbIa OMbIT OJHMX KpaeB B Zpyrue, Tak 4TOOBI 

lepecTayio y Hac JBOHTbCA WM pxAOMTb B Iyla3ax, COB- 

MeCTHJIMcb Ob WeNeHuA Wika, H OHH Hapoybl y3HanHn 

ObI BEPHO HM CKATO MCTHHHY!O MCTOPHIO APyrHux Cc TOKO 

CHI0oH y3HaBaHHa uM OoseBOrO OMlylueHua, Kak OyATO 

TlepexKWIIM ee CAMU,-— MW TeM OOepexeHI ObI ObINH OT 

3allO32aJIbix oumM60k. A CaM MBI IIpH 3TOM ObITb MOET 

CyMeeM pa3BuTb B ceOe n MAPOBOE 3PEHHE: uen- 

TpOM Yryia3a, Kak WM KaxkbIM 4weNOBeK, BHAA OM3KOEe, 

KDadMH ryla3a HayHeM BOMpaTb UH TO, 4TO ewaeTca B 
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West, on people in the West not being entirely indifferent 

to what is happening in the East. And literature, one of 

the most delicate and sensitive tools which man pos- 

sesses, is already one of the first to detect, adopt and pro- 

mote this feeling of mankind’s growing unity. This is why 

I confidently address myself to the world literature of to- 

day, to the hundreds of friends that I have never once met 

and perhaps never will. 
My friends! If we are worth anything at all, let us try to 

help. In our own countries, torn apart by different parties, 

movements, castes and groups, who was there in the 
beginning, who was not a divisive force but a united one? 

Surely it is this that is essentially the writer’s position: to 
give expression to the national language, which is a 

nation’s main binding force, to give expression to the 
land on which his fellow-countrymen live, and in a few 

happy instances to express also the nation’s soul. 

In this hour of alarm I think that world literature is 
capable of helping the human race to understand itself 

properly, in spite of what is being instilled into us by pre- 
judiced people and groups. It can move concentrated 

experience from one country to another so that we are no 

longer dazzled, we no longer see double. It can bring to- 

gether different scales of values so that nations learn 

briefly and accurately the history of other nations, and 

all the more intensely because by reading they absorb the 

pain of what happened, they all but experience it them- 

selves. Thus they are protected from making the same 

mistakes later. And we ourselves may by this process 
develop a certain world vision. While, like everybody, we 
use the centre of the eye to see what is near, we might 

begin to use the edges of the eye to see what is happening 

in the outside world. Then we should be able to make 
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OCTaJIbHOM Mupe. M cooTHecem, Hu coOmrOeM MHpoBbIe 
IponopuHH. 

V komy xe, Kak He IIMcaTeJIAM, BbICKa3aTb NOpHaHHe 
He TOJIbKO CBOHMM Heya4uHbIM paBuTesIAM (B HHBIX Fo- 
cyMapcTBax 3TO CaMbiii JIerkui xsieO, 9THM 3aHAT BCA- 
KM, KOMy He JIeHb), HO — HM CBOeMy OOIIeCcTBY, B ero JIM 
TPYCJIMBOM YHYWKeHHH WIM B CAMOJOBONbHON ciabocTH, 
HO —W JIerKOBeCHBIM 6pockaM MOJIOZeKH, H IOHbIM 
upaTaM C 3a€MaxHYyTbIMH HOKaMH? 

CxaxyT HaM: 4TO 2% MOXKeT JMTepaTypa MpoTHB 6e3- 

*KAJIOCTHOrO HaTHCKa OTKpbITorO HacuMA? A: He 3a6y- 

eM, 4TO HaCHIHe He 2%KHBeET OHO MW He CHOCOOHO 2KHTb 

OHO: OHO HeliIpeMeHHO criyieTeHo c JIOOKKbBIO. Mexzy 

HHMH CaMad poCTBeHHad, caMaad NpupowHad rryOoKaa 

CBA3b: HACHJIMIO HeEYeM MpHKPbITbCA, KPOME JDKH, a JDKH 

HeyeM yepxKaTbcs, KpoMe Kak HacusIHeM. Bcakni, KTO 

OTHAKIbI WpOBO3ruacusl HachiMe cBouM METOJIOM, 

He€YMOJIMMO JOJDKeH u3OpaTb JoxKb cBouM IIPHHIUYM- 

IIOM. Poxyaach, Hacwyiwe DevcTByeT OTKPbITO H axe 

ropmautca cobol. Ho eaBa OHO yKpenHTcaA, YTBeEpAMTCA, 

— OHO OlllylijaeT pa3pexeHve BO3yxa BOKpyr ceOa HW HE 

MOXKeT CYyMIeCTBOBaTb ayibliie WHaye, KaK 3aTYMaHH- 

BadCb B JIOKb, IPUKPbIBaACh ee caykKOpewuem. OHO yxe 

He Bcerma, He OOA3aTeIbHO MIpAMO YUIMT FIOTKy, 4aLye 

OHO TpeOyeT OT NOATaHHBIX TOJIBKO NIPHCATH JOKH, TOJIb- 

KO COyYYacTHA BO JDKH. 

VM mpocrouw war MpocToro MyXXeCTBeHHOrO 4eOBeKa: 

He y4aCTBOBaTb BO JOKM, HE MODMepxKUBATb JIOKHbIX 

nevicTsun! Ilycth 3TO NpHxXOAMT B MHp H axe LapuT B 

Mupe — HO He Yepe3 MeHa. IlncaTesIaM 2Ke HW XYTOKHH- 
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comparisons and keep a sense of proportion in world 

affairs. 
And who is there if not a writer who will criticise our 

wretched political rulers? (In some countries this is the 

easiest living of all to earn. Anyone does it who is not 

totally lazy.) And who if not a writer will criticise his own 

society, whether for its cowardly self-humiliation or for 

its self-satisfied weakness? Who if not a writer will criti- 
cise the thoughtless excesses of youth, those young knife- 
brandishing pirates? 

They will say, ‘What can literature do against the 
merciless onslaught of open violence?’ But let us not for- 

get that violence does not live by itself and cannot live by 
itself. It can only exist with the help of the lie. Between 

these two there is a most intimate, natural and funda- 

mental connection. Violence can only be concealed by the 
lie, and the lie can only be maintained by violence. Any 
man who has once proclaimed violence as his method 1s 

inevitably forced to take the lie as his principle. When it is 
born, violence operates openly and even takes pride of 

itself. But as soon as it becomes confirmed and estab- 
lished, it begins to feel a thinning in the air about itself. 

Then it realises it cannot carry on living except by mask- 

ing itself with lies and covering itself up with sweet words. 
Violence does not always, not necessarily, take people by 

the throat and strangle them. Usually it demands no 

more than an oath of allegiance from its subjects. They 
are required merely to become accomplices in the lie. 

There is one simple step a simple courageous man can 

take—not to take part in the lie, not to give his support 
to false actions. Let this principle enter the world and 

even dominate the world—but not through me. Writers 

and artists are capable of something more. They can 
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KaM yocTynHo 6ébuiee: TIOBEXTUTb JIOKb! Yx zs 
Sopb6e-TO Cc JIOKbIO HCKYCCTBO BCerga mobexyao, 
Bcerga moOexgaeT! —3pHMo, HeONMpoBepxKHMO WIA 
Bcex! IIpoTHB MHOTOrO B MHpe MOXKET BLICTOATh JOXKb 
— HO TOJIbKO He IIPOTHB HCKYCCTBA. 

A eBa pa3BesHa OyeT J1O%Kb — OTBPaTHTeJIbHO OT- 
KpoeTca HaroTa HacHJIMdA — MW HaCHIMe [paxsioe mayer. 

Bort moy¥emMy 4 AYMato, Jipy3bA, 4TO MBI CHOCOOHEI 0- 
MO4¥b MHDpy B ero packasIcHHbI vac. He oTHeKHBAaTBCA 
Oe30PyXHOCTbIO, He OTMaBaTbca OecneyHOH 23H, — 

HO BLIMTH Ha 60H! 

B pyccKOM a3bIke MW3IOOJICHbI MNOCIOBHULI oO 
TIPABJIE. Ouw HacTOHYMBO BbIPaxkalOT HeMAaJIBIN Ts2%Ke- 

JIbI HAPOTHEIM ONbIT MH HHO a NOpa3sHvTesbHO: 

OHO CJIOBO IIPABHbI 
BECb MUP MNEPETAHET 

BoT Ha TaKOM MHMMO-(baHTacTHY¥ecKOM HapylieHHu 
3aKOHa COXpaHeHHA Macc 3HeprHuii OCHOBaHa MH MOK co6- 
CTBeCHHad JIeATCNIbHOCTb, H MOM TIPH3bIB K TIMCaTesIAM 
Bcero Mupa. 
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defeat the lie. In its struggle against the lie Art has always 
won and will always win. Everyone can see this. No one 

can deny it. A lie can stand up and resist many things in 

this world, but it cannot resist Art. 

And once the lie is shattered the nakedness of violence 
is revealed in all its repulsiveness. Violence becomes 
senile and collapses. 

This is why I think, my friends, that in this hour of trial 

we are capable of helping the world. We have no weapons 

of death, but let this not be our excuse. Let us not give in 

to a life of ease and security. Let us go forward into 
battle! 

In Russia the most popular proverbs are those about 
truth. Insistently these proverbs express the people’s deep 
and bitter experiences, sometimes with striking force: 
“One word of truth is of more weight than all the rest of 

the world.’ 
This violation of the Law of Conservation of Mass and 

Energy may sound fantastic, but it is not. It is the basis 

for my own work and for my appeal to the whole world’s 
writers. 
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