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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 a#Kaps, B HeMOYMEHUH nogobpapmuii cTpaH-
HBlil BRIGpOC M OKeaHa? 3aXOPOHOK MeckoB? MM ¢ Heba
yNaplOuii HEMOHATHBIH NpeaMeT? — 3aMEBICIOBAThIH B
u3rubax, oThaeckuBarouMii TO CMYTHO, TO APKUM YIa-
pPOM fy4a, — BEPTUT €Te Tak M CAK, BEPTHT, HINET, KaK
mpucnccofuTe X AcTy, HIIET eMy JOCTYHIHOH wWH3iueil
cnyxOpl, HAKAK HC AOTajpIBAsACk O BBICIHEH. :

Tak 1 MEI, Jepxa B pykax HckyccTBO, caMOYBEPEHHO
noyuTaeM cebq X035AeBaMH €T0, CMENI0 €0 HATIPABIIEM,
obmosngeM, pedopMupyeM, MaHRGeCTHpYEM, IpoKacM
3a JCHLI'H, YTOXKAaeM CUIIbHBIM, obpamntaeM To A pas-
BJICHMCHHS — O 3CTPAAHBIX NeCCHOK ¥ Ho4Horo Oapa,
TO — 3ATHMKO HJIH NAJKOK, KaK CXBaTHIIb, — AJIf 110-
JMHTHICCKUX MHMOOEKHBIX HYKHA, [N OrpaHHYEeHHBIX
COUMAJIbHBIX. A HCKYCCTBO — HE OCKBEPHSAETCA HALIUMM
MOMBITKAMH, He TepAeT Ha TOM CBOErO MPOHCXOKIEHHA,
BCAKHE Pa3 M BO BCAKOM YHOTpeOJieHHH yIeasas HaM
YACTh CBOETO TAHHOTO BHYTPEHHEFO CBETA.

Ho oxsaTuM JIH Beck TOT cBeT?! KTo ocmennres cKa-
3aTs, uto CIIPENEINJ HckycctBo? mepeuncans Bee
CTOPOHE! er0? A MOXET OLITH yke H MOHHMAJN, M HA3HI-
BAJ HAM B IPOLITEIC BEKA, HO MBI HEONITO MOTJIA Ha TOM
3aCTOATRCA: MBI TOCHYINANH, H NpeHedperiid, ¥ 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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HYJH TYT ¥, KAK BCerAa clellla CMEHHTHL XOTh M CAMOE
nyymiee — a ToJibko OBl Ha Hopoe! W Koraa HaM cHOBa
CKaXyT CTApoe, MBI YKe M He BCOOMEHM, Y4TO 3TO ¥ Hac
05110,

OnaH XyROXKHAK MHHT ¢e0s TBOPHOM HE3ABHCHAMOIO
TYXOBHOI'O MHpa, H B3BAJIMBACT Ha CBOH IUICYH aXT TRO-
PCHHA 3TOTO MEDa, HacelleHHA ero, obsemiroiueit oT-
BETCTBEHHOCTH 3a HEro ~— HO HoAJlaMblBaercd, HOO
HAIPY3KH Takofl HE cIOcoOeH BLINEPKATH CMEPTHBIHA
TeHHii; KaK W BooOwIe 4eI0BeK, OOBABMBILURIA ce6a neH-
TpoM OBITHS, HE CYMel CO3JATh YPaBHOBEIEHHOM
AyxosHOl cHcTeMBl. M ecom oBnaneBaer MM Heynada —-
BANAT €€ Ha H3BEYHYH NHCTAPMOHHYHOCTE MHpA, HA
CHOXHOCTE COBPEMEHHOI pasopBaHHON Ayl WIH He-
MOHATIABOCTS ByOIHKH.

Hpyroii — 3naeT Hayx coboii cUNy BHICIIYIO H PAROCTHO
paboTaer MaNleHskMM ROAMAacTEpheM mon Hebom Bora,
XOTS €IIE CTPOXKE €ro OTBETCTBEHHOCTE 33 BCE HANMCAH-
HOC, HADACOBAHHOE, 34 BOCIPHHEMAIOLIRE JYNIH. 3aTO:
HE MM 3TOT MHD CO37aH, HE UM YIPaBaseTcs, HET COM-
HEeHbS B €0 OCHOBAaX, XyIOXHHKY HAHO JIHINE OCTPEE
IpYTHX OINYyTHTs IapMOHMIQ MHpP2, KpacoTy H Oezo-
Opasme wenOBEwECKOTO BKIAJA B HECO — M  OCTPO
TEpenATE 3T JHEoAAM. M B Heynauax o 1axe HA J(HE Cy-
IIeCTBOBAHES — B HHIIETE, B TIOPMe, B BONE3ASX, OIIY-
NIeHAE YCTOMIHBOI TApPMOHHH HE MOXKET TOKHHYTE €ro,

Onpaxo BCA HPPAUHOHANEHOCTE HCKYCCTBa, €ro
OCHIeNUICcnbaBIE H3IBHBEL, €ro HeOpeAcKalyeMble Ha-
XOHKH, €ro coTpacarouiee Bo3eicrsve Ha moaci — cnm-
1UKOM BOJIEORE, 9T00 HCYepOaTh HX MAPOBO33PEHAEM
XYIOOKHHAKA, 3aMBICTIOM ero #inu paboToif ero neaocToi-
HEIi HAJBIEB.



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 telis it 0 us again, we no
longer remember it, or the fact that we once kaew it.

One artist imagines himself the creator of an independ-
ent spiritual world, takes it upon himself to create and
popaulate 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 avenly 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 creaied 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.
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Apxeonora He OGHAPYKHBAIOT TAKHX PAHHUX CTANMIL
YeJIOBEYECKOTO CYILICCTBOBAHHA, KOrAa Ol He OBLIO Y HAC
HckyccTha. Ele B NpeAyTPCHHEX CYMEpKax 4YenoBe-
4ecTBa MBI MONYYHIH ero M3 PyK, KOTOpPHIX He ycIenu
pasrnsaers. M He ycmenw COpOCHTH: 3aY€M HaM 3TOT
Jap? kax obpamairscs ¢ HuM?

H ommbanucs, u ommbyTed BCe NPCACKA3ATENH, HYTO
HCKYCCTBO Pa3fIONKHTCA, M3KHBET CBOM GOPME!, YMpeET.
YmMpem — MEIL, a 0HO — ocTaHeTes. M emne moiiMeM nn
Mbl 00 Hawei TuGeqH BCe CTOPOHBI U BCE HA3HAYEHBA
ero?

He BcE — maswBacrea. MHoe Biever panwile CHOB.
HckyecTBO pAcTEILIACT JAaXe 3aX0JIOKEHHYIO, 3aTeMHEeH-
HYK) JYUIY K BRICOKOMY AYXOBHOMY ombiTy. Ilocpelk-
CTBOM MCKYCCTBa MHOTIA IIOCHLNAIOTCH HaM — CMYTHO,
KOpOTKG, TAKAC OTKPOBEHUA, KAKAX HE BoIpafoTaTh pac-
CYOOYHOMY MEBIIUIEHHIO.

Kak 16 mManeHbKOe 3epKanblie CKa30K: B HEro IJIMHEIb
H YBHIOALUIE — He cebs — yBEOuaue Ha mur Hemoctyn-
HOe, Kyda He OocKakaThk, He JoneTetb. M Tonpko Oyma
33HEIBACT . . .

HocToencknit 3aramoume oOpoHER omHaxknwl; « Mup
cnacéT Kpacota» Yro are? MuHe monro kazamocs —
mpocto ¢pasza. Kak Gel oT0 BoaMoxuo? Korai » kporo-
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Archaeologists have discovered no stage of man’s de-
velopment so ¢arly 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 ¢arry 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

11



KATHOH MCTOPHH, KOTO H OT Yero CHAcana Kpacora?
Ob6naropaxgesaia, BO3BHILANIA — Aa, HO KOFO cracha?

Opgako ecTh Takas 0co0eHHOCTE B CYTR KPacOThl, 0CO-
OeHHOCTE B MONOXKCHHH MCKyCCTBAa: YOENHTENLHOCTH
MCTHHHO-XYI0KECTBEHHOIO IPOH2BEACHNUT COBEPILEHHO
HEOUIPOBEPXKAMA H TIOAIAHACT cebe Haxke MPOTHBAILEECA
cepaue. [ToMMTAYECKYIO peds, BAOPUCTYIO NMYSIALHCTH-
Ky, OpOrpaMMmy coluameHof Xu3HA, durocoderyro
CHCTEMY MOXKHO IO BHIUMOCTH MOCTPOMTH TIJI2IKO,
CTPOHHO B Ha ommubke, W Ha JKH; A YTO CKPHITO, H 4TO
HCKaXeHO — YBHMTCH He cpazy. A BBIHIET Ha CIIOP IIpo-
THBOHANPABJICHHAS Dedb, NMyOMAIHCTHKA, MpOrpaMMa,
HHOCTPYKTYpHas ¢uiocodus — @ BCE ONATh TAK XKe
CTpORHO H IagKo, H ONATE COMNOCh, OTTOrO HOBEPHE K
HHUM €CTh — H HOBCPHS HET.

TlonycTy TBepAUTCA, 9TO K CepANY He JOXATCA,

IIpou3penenye e XYAOKECTBEHHOC CBOIO MPOBCPKY
HeceT camo B cefie: KOHUEINA NPHIYMaHHEBIE, HATAHY-
ThIE, HE BHIAEPKHBAIOT HCOLTAHHA Ha obpa3zax; pas-
BAJTHBANOTCH H TE H IIPYTHE, OKA3BIBAIOTCS XUJILL, 1€ IHEI,
HUKOTo He yGexparor. Ilpomspenesnd e, 3avcpIHyB-
IITHe HCTHHEL B MPEJICTABUBINIAE HAM ¢¢ CIYLIeHHO-)KUBOH,
3aXBaTHIBAKOT Hac, mpuobmaiwor k cebe BiacTHO — M
HHKTO, HHKOT 1A, JaXe Yepe3 Beka, HE ABHTCH MX ONpo-
BepraTh,

Tax MoxeT OBITH 3TO CTApoe TPHENMHCTEO MCTHHE,
Hobpa m KpacoTsl — He npocTo napagaas oGeeTinanan
dopMyna, kak Ka3arock HaM B IOPY Hailel caMOHaIesH-
Holf MaTepHamrcTHIecKoit roHocTHT ECITH BEPIIHHEL 3THX
TpeX OepeB CXOOATCHA, KaK YTBEpKOANH HCCIeNOBATENH,
HO CIHUIKOM SABHBIE, CIUMIKOM TpaMbie nopocad Meru-
HEI B Jfo6pa 3amasneHs], cpyOuicHE], HE TIPOITYCEAIOTCH,
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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 is 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 tous in 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 MOXeT ObITh HpUYYINHBLIE, HENpeRCKazyeMBie,
HeoXHaaeMEle mopocsin KpacoTel mpobbroicd H B30-
Berotes B TO JKE CAMOE MECTO, u Tax BEIIOJIHAT
paGoty 3a Bcex Tpex?

Yl Torma He 0GMONIBKOIO, HO IIPOPOYECTBOM HAHCAHO
y Hocroescxoro: « Mup cnacér kpacota »? Begp EMY
JaHo 6EII0 MHOTOC BHACTH, O3APAI0 €r0 YAUBHTEILHO,

U Toraa MCKYCCTBO, JMTEpaTypa MOTYT Ha Jiefle Io-
MOYE CETOLAHIIEEMY MHDY?

To HeMHOTOE, YTO YAANCCh MHE C TOJAMH B 3TOit 3a-
jaye pasrisgacTb, S M NOUBITAIOCh H3NOXKHTL CETOHMS
371ECh.

Ha s1y Kadenpy, ¢ koTopoii mpountsipaerca Hobenes-
cKag JIeKIHs, xadeIpy, TpeNOCTABIAEMYIO NAJCKO HE
PCAKOMY THCATENI0 H TOJBKO Pa3 B XKH3HH, A MOMHANCT
He 0 TPEM-YETEIPEM IPHMOLICHHLIM CTYIIEHBKAM, HO T10
COTHAM WIH JIaXe THICAYAM HMX — HEYCTYNHBIM, OOpLI-
BHCTBIM, OOMED3NEIM, H3 THMEL H X0JI0la, TAe ObL1O MHE
CYXMIEHO YOENCTh, a APYTHE — MOXET GhITh ¢ GONBIUEM
JAapoM, cunbHee MeHd — NorrOan. M3 Hux MHIbL Hexo-
TOPBIX BCTpeuast A caM Ha Apxunenare I'VJIare, pacch-
flaHHOM Ha ApobHOe MHOXKECTBO OCTPOBOB, Ia NON
KEPHOBOM CIICKKH H HEOBEPHA HE CO BCAKHMM DAa3ro-
BOpHIICH, 00 HHBIX TONBKO CHBUNAJ, O TPETBHX TOJBKO
norageipanca. Te, KTO KaHYI B TY BPONACTh YXKE ¢ JH-
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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 1
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 1 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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TepaTYPHBIM AMEHEM, XOT4 Obl H3BSCTHEI — HO CKOJIBKO
H¢ Y3HAHAKIX, HH pa3y ny0IHYHO He Ha3BaHHEIX! M IIOYTH-
OOYTH HAKOMY HE YOANOCE BepHyThcf. llenmas manmo-
PaiLHas LMTepatypa ocraiach TaM, morpebeRmas He
Toxeko Ges rpofa, Ho naxe O¢3 HIKHero Oeaws, ToJasd, ¢
Gupkoil Ha mambne Bord, HH Ha MHT HEe IpepBIBANACh
pycckas JiiTepatypal — a o CTOPOHBI Ka3alach HyCThi-
Hero. I'e Mor OBl PAcTd APYXHBIH JIEC, OCTANIOCH JIOCIE
BCEX JIeCOIOBAlIOB [IBA-TPH CJIy4aiiro 0OOHAEHHDLIX
AepeBa.

W mre ceromHd, CONpoBOXICHBOMY TCHIMH NMABIIHX,
H CO CKJIOREHHOH ro10BOoi mponyckas sileped ce0d Ha 3T0
MECTO HNPYrHX, HOCTOMHHIX paHce, MUEE CETOJHA — Kak
yrajaath | BHIPa3ATh, YTO XOTeNH OB CKa3aTh O HU?

Dra 0643aHHOCTH AABHO TITOTENA HA HAC, B MEI €€ N10-
guman, Crnopami Bragamupa Conobnépa:

Ho ® B 1ensix JOJDKHEI CBEPLUMTH MBI CAMH
ToT kpyr, ¥TO GOTH OYEPTHIM HaM,

B TOMHTeNBHEIX JaTepHBIX HepeSponax, B KOIOHHE
3aKMHOUCHABIX, BO MIJIe BEYCPHHX MOPO30B ¢ NMPOCBEYH-
BAFIMMHE LENoYKaMe (roHapelf — He pa3 IOACTYHANO
HaM B IOpNoQ, 9Td XOTenoch Obl BRIKPHKHYTE HA LieJIBIH
MHp, €U OBl MHP MOT YCIIBIIIATE KOTO-HADY/L W3 HAC.
Torna Xa3aIoch 3TO OYeHh ACHO: YTO CKaXKeT Hall yiay-
TuBLIE MocaHell — H Kak cpa3’y OT3bIBHO OTKAHKHETCA
mup. OTHETIHBO OBFUL HAMO/MEH HALl KPYro30p H Tere-
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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-
[eagues, 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 DpesMEeTaMH H IYIICBHBIMH JBHXKCHBAMH, H B
HEJIBOAIEMCA MHPE HM HE BHASIOCH NEpeBeca. Te MbICTH
TNIPHUIIH HE U3 KEUAT d HE 3aHMCTBOBAHbI NN CKIaTHOCTH
B TIOPEMHEIX KaMepax H ¥ JICCHBIX KOCTPOB OHH CJIOXKH-
JIMCEH B PasroBopax ¢ JHOAbMH, TENEPs YMEPRINMH, T O 1O
JKH3HBK) IIPOBEPCHLI, OTTY O a BIPOCIIH.

Korma = mocnaluinock BHENIHee AaBjaeHHe — pac-
IIAPUIICE MO M HALN KPYro30p, H NOCTENEHHO, XOTA Ob1
B INENOYKY, YBHACICK W Y3HAJNCA TOT ¢ Bech MHp» M
MOPA3UTENLHO I HAC OKA3aJICk ¢ BeCh MHP » COBCEM HE
TakHM, KdK Mbl HAJESJIMCh: « HE TEM » XKMBYIIM, ¢ He
Tyma » MayuEll, Ha GONOTHYIO TOUB BOCKIHLAFOLIHI:
«Uro 3a ouapoBaTenbHas JyXaiika!s, Ha GeTOHHBIE
ueiinple kononkn: « Kakoe yroHvyeHHOe oxXepenbe!», a
I KATATCH Y O/THHX HEOTHPHBIE CIIE3LT, TAM JIPYTHE MPH-
ITACKIBAOT GecrieHOMY MbIOIHKYAY.

Kax xe sTo cayuunocs? OTuero xe 3uHYIZ 3TO Opo-
nactb? BecuyscTBeHHBE 11U ObLTA MBI? BecuyBCTBEHEH JTH
mup? Wnu 310 — oT pasHBUEl a3BpIkoB? OTyero He
BCAKYI0 BHATHYIO PeYs JIFOMH CIOCODHLI pacCAHINATh
npyr ot Apyra? Cioea oT3BYYHBAIOT H YTEKAIOT KaK BOJa
— Ge3 BKyca, Ge3 usera, 6e3 3anaxa. bes ciena.

TTo Mepe TOTO, KakK S 3T0 TOHAEMAJ, MEHANCH H MEHSII-
Cfl ¢ TONAMH COCTaB, CMEICI H TOH MOeif BO3MOXHOMH
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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 spiritval 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. Moeil ceroaHsLIHeH peyM.

" YK€ Majlo OH4 ITOX0XKa Ha Ty, HNEPBOHAYAJILHO 3a-
IOYMaHHYK B MODO3HBIC JIATr€PHBIC BEYEpa.

YemoBeK K3BEYHO YCTPOCH TAK, YTO €10 MHPOBO33PEHHE,
KOI/la OHO He BHYLICHO THIHO30M, €10 MOTHEHDOBKH H
LIKANa OHEHOK, ero JeHCTBAA H HAMEPEHH ONPeIeNsIoT-
¢4 €ro JHIHEIM H IPYIIOBBIM KH3HEHHBIM onbIToM. Kak
TOBODHT pycckas ocaoBHna: ¢ He Beps Opaty pogroMmy,
BEPb CBOEMY ITIasy kpuBoMy » M 3To — camas 310poBad
OCHOBA Ui TIOHUMAHMA OKPYXAIOLIETO M NOBEJCHHA B
HeM. M poarue seka, moka Harn MAp OBLT IIyxo 3ara-
IOYHO PACKHHYT, OKA He HPOHHE3ANCHA OH eIHHLIMHM JIH-
HHUSMH CBA3M, He 0OPATIICH B ¢HHbI CYIOPOXHO ObIO-
muiics XoM, — Moad  0e30lMO0YHO  PYKOBOAMINCE
CBOMM A3HEHHBIM ONBITOM B CBOCH OrpaHuueHHOMN
MECTHOCTH, B CBoeH oOuluHe, B cBOeM 00I0ecTBe, HAKO-
HEH U Ha cBOci HanpoHanbHoi TepprToprn. Torga Osura
BO3MOXEOCTE OTAENIBHBIM YEJIOBEYSCKHM IJ1a3aM BHAETH
H IPUHEMATE HEKYIO ODLIYK) IIKANY OLEHOK; uTO IpH-
3HAETCA CPeHHM, 9TO HEBEPOATHHIM; YTO JKECTOKHM,
9T 3a TPaHBIO 3/101eiicTBa ; 9Td YeCTHOCTHEO, 4TO 00Ma-
HOM, W X0TH OYEHD MO-pA3HOMY XHJH paszbpocaHHbie
HapoABl, M IIKAdE MX oOmMECTBCHHHIX OIECHOK MOTJH
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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
criginally 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
ifitis 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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pasuTeNbHO HE COBMAMATh, KaK He COBRaJaNH MX CHCTe-
MBI Mep, 3T PACXOXMACHUS YAUBJUINHA TOJBKO PEAKHX
NYTEIIECTBEHHHKOR, N2 NOHaJalM THKOBHHKAMY B XYD-
HaJTHI, He Hecs HHKAKOH OMACHOCTH YEJIOBEYECTBY, ClIiC HE
EMAHOMY.

Ho soT 3a moclieHHe ACCATHICTHA YEIOBEIECTBO He-
3aMETHO, BHE3ANHO CTANO ¢IHHLEIM — OOHAmEXHO cam-
HBIM H ONACHO EeIHHEIM, TaK 4YTO COTPACEHBES M
BoCHANIEHLS ONHOM €ro 4acTH NMOYTH MIHOBEHHO Iepe-
IAOTCH JPYFEM, HHOTAA HE MMEIOUIMM K TOMY HHKaKoTO
HMMyBHUTeTa, YellOBEUECTBO CTANO EIMHBIM — HO HE
TaK, KaK upexae OLBaIN YCTOHYHBO eIHHBIME OOIIHHA
HIM JAKe HAUMA: HEe uepe3 MOCTCNCHHBIN KH3HCHHEHH
ONBIT, He yepe3 coberBennsiii IJA3, noGpoaymuo Has-
BAHHEIA KpDHBBIM, JaXe He uepe3 POAHOH TOHATHEIH
A3BIK, -— &, TIOBepX BCeX DapbepoB, Yepe3 MEKIYHAPOM-
Hoe pagno H mevaTs. Ha Hac BamuT HaxaT coOHITHIL
IHONIMHApPA B OJIHYy MAHYTY Y3HaéT 00 HMX BBLIJICCKE, HO
MEPOK — H3MepATh Te COOHLITHA M OLEHHBATEH 10 3aK0-
HaM HEM3BECTHBIX HaM 4acTell MHpa, He JOHOCAT M e
MOFyT JOHecTH IO 3QHPY H B TaseTHLIX JIMCTAX! 3TH
MEPEH CHHIIKOM JOJTO0 H OCOOCHHO YCTAHBANHCH M
YCBRHBAJKCh B OCOOHOMN XU3HH OTHCILHEIX CTPAH H 06-
LIEeCTB, OHH He TEePEeHOCHMEL HaleTy. B pasHeIx kpasx K
cOOBEITHAM NPHKIATRBAIOT cOBCTBEHHYIO, BEICTpANAH-
HYI0 IIKaly OUCHOK — H HEYCTYIMHMBO, CaMOYBEPEHHO
CYRAT TONBKO IO CBOEHl 1iKalie, a He O KAKOM TyxKOii.

M Taxpx pa3HBIX IIKal B MHPE €CJTH HE MHOXECTRO, TO
BO BCAKOM CIIy9a¢ HCCKOTIBKO: HIKAJA AJiA OIHXHUX 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—reassuringly 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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OLITHEI B mIkama g HAaABHHX; WIKATA CTaphix obmecTs
H IIKajia MOJOBIX; WKajla blaronodysHLIX H Hebnaro-
nonyyHpix. JleneHua INKan KpHYalle HEC COBNAZANOT,
HECTPAT, PeXyT HaM Ias3a, H 4yTob He GELI0 HaM GONBHO,
MBI OTMAaxHBaeMCH OTO BCEX UYXHX LKA Kak o1 0Geay-
MH, OT 320y AcHuAS, — H BECh MUD YBEPEHHO CYIHUM IO
cBocH gomMamHed mkaxe. OTTOr0 Kaxerca HaM KpyIHeii,
GonbHell W HCBBHIHOCHMEH He TO, YTO Ha CaMOM [ene
KpyIHeit, 00NbHel, H HeBRIHOCHMEH, a TO, 4TO bamxke K
HaM. Bc€ xe panbHee, He rposdmiee IpaMo CETO/IHS
JOKATHTECA JI0 MOPOTa Halllero OoMa, MpH3Ha&Trcs HaMd
€O BCEMHM €ro CTOHAMH, 3aJyIIEHHEIME KPHKAMHE, TIOTYG-
JIEHHBIMH XKH3HAMHA, XOTA 0 M MHJUIHOHAMH XKEPTB — B
06HIeM BIOJIHE TEPHMMEIM H CHOCHEIX Pa3sMepos,

B omHO# CTOPOHE MO FOHEHLAMH, He YCTYNAKNIMME
IpeBHe-PHMCKHM, HE TaK JaBHO OTOANH KU3Hb 33 BEPY B
Bora coTHE THICAT O¢338Y4HBIX XpRCTHAH. B mpyrom mo-
AymapHE HekHii Oesymen (M HABEDHO OH He OIHEHOK)
MYHATCA 4epe3 OKeaH, Yro0O yaapoM CTald B IepBOCBH-
menarka OCBOBOJIWTD uac or pexurnu! Ilo ceoei
IIKaJle OH TAK PacCYATAN 3a BCex 3a Hac!

To, uTo no omHOH MKaNe npeacTABIACTCA H3OANH 2a-
BEAHOR GrarogeHcTBEHHOH ¢BOGOI0H, TO IO Apyroi
IOxaje BOJH3H OMYMAeTcHd NOCATHBIM IIPHHYXKICHHEM,
30BYILHM K IIEpeBopaduBaHAio apToOycoB, To, uTo B 011~
HOM Kpaio Meyranoch OBl Kak HempasfaomogoOHoe
Onaromonydue, TO B IPYroM Kpar BO3MYINAET KAk JHKAS
IKCILTyaTanud, TpeOyromaa HeMeIcHHOH 3a6acTOBKH.

24



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
glaring 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 to-
day, is accepted by us—with all its groans of pain,
smothered screams, destroyed lives and even millions of
victims—as something generaily 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 thai people overturn buses in the
street. The same standard of living will in one country be
yearned for as a sort of unbelicvable prosperity, and in
another country be spurned as cruel exploitation, provid-
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PasHple 1KAIB! IUTA CTHXMHHBIX OelcTBHii: HABOOHEHRE
B JBCCTH THICAY XKEPTB KakKeTCH MENbYe Halulero ropoi-
CKOTO cny4ad. PasHble IIKANBl O OCKOpOJICHHS JIHY-
HOCTH; FI¢ YHHXAeT HaXe MpOHHYecKad YueIOka W
OTCTpaHsIollee ABIXKEHHE, TIe K Xecrokue nobom npo-
CTHTCJBHBI KAK HeyJavyHasd nryTka. PasHble IKANMBI AAs
HakazaHAH, 4 3noaeandit, o onHo# mxaae MeCHIHBIH
apecT, WJIH CCBUIKA B [JepeBHIO, HAH ¢ Kapuep», rhe
KopMAT OenbIMH OyJIOUKaMH Ha MOJNOKOM, — TIOTpPSA-
carT BooOpaxeHMe, 3AMMBAKOT Ta3€THBIE IIOJIOCH IHC-
BOM. A 10 Apyroil mxane NPHBLEIYHBI H IOPOIIEHE] — H
TIOPEMHBIE CPOKH [TO ABANNATH IATH €T, H KApLephl, TAe
Ha CTeHaX JIE, HO pa3JcBaloT A0 Oenkd, ¥ CyMacIIe/IHe
OOMA I 30POBEIX, ¥ MOTPAHHYHEIE PacCTPEIIB Gecync-
JIEHHBIX HEPAa3yMHBIX, BCE MOUEMY-TO KYAA-TO Gerymimx
monei. A ocobeHHO CIOKOMHO cepAle 3a TOT 3K3IOTH-
4ecKHH Kpai, 0 KOTOPOM M BOBCE HHYETO HE HM3BECTHO,
OTKY/Aa ¥ CODBITHA JO HAC He TOXOIAT HHKAKHE, 4 TONE-
KO MO3ARME IUIOCKHE JOTaJKE MaJloYHCIIEHHBIX Koppec-
TIOHACHTOB,

U 32 3T0 ABOEHDLE, 33 ITO OCTONOEHENOEC HEIIOHHMAHDE
TYROro JANLHEFO TOPA Helb3s YIOPEKATh JelIOBeYecKoe
3peHHe: YX TaK ycTpoeH yenopek. Ho ana uemoro weno-
BCICCTRBA, CTHCHYTOIO B E,I[HHLIﬁ KOM, TAKOC B3aHMHOC
He[IOHHMAHAE Tpo3uT 6an3koil a 6ypHoit rubensio. IIpn
LIECTH, YeTRIPeX, JIAXKe TIPH ABYX HIKAJIAX HC MOXKET OBITh
€IHAOT0 MHpA, ¢IHHOTO YeJIOBEYECTRA: HAC pa3lopeéT
9Ta pa3HHLA pWTMa, palHuna koacbaHuil. Mul ne yka-
BEMCA Ha OJHOH 3eMIie, KaK HE XKUJCLl YeJIOBEK ¢ JIBYMSA
cepalaMH.
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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. Anocther
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 krown, 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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paeTcd APYrAMH KaK CaMoe poseiiuce cnopo. W 3peck
royKe: CAMHCTBEHHBIH 3aMEHUTEND He TICPEXHATOTO HaMU
OIBITa — HCKYCCTBO, auTepatypa. [lana HM qyJecHas
cMOCOBHOCTD: Hepes pasIdiui s3piKoB, OGHIacs, 00-
HIECTBEHHOTO yKIaAa TIEpEHOCATE SKU3HCHHBIH ONBIT OT
1enoi Haluy K Heno¥ Hanu# — HUKOTIA He HepeXATHIH
3TOI0 BTOROK TPy HBA MHOTOJECATHICTHRH HAIHO-
HaNbHBI OTKT, B CHACTIHBOM coysae obeperas Uenyo
HAIHIO OT W3GHTOYHOTO, HI OIEGOUHOr0, AIH JIAXE
ryGUTENbLHOrO HYTH, TeM coKpalas H3BHIHHEL 4eNI0BE-
yeckO# HCTOPUH.

Q6 >TOM BCIUKOM §1aroc/IOBEHHOM CBOHWCTIBE HC-
KyccTBa A HACTOWYHBO  HATIOMEHAKO cerofHs ¢

HoGeneBcKoit TPHOYHBL.

W cule B ONHOM GecuenHOM HanpaBleHuy AepeHOCHT
nMTepaTypa HEOTPOBEPKAMBIH crynienHpl OMWT: OT
OOKOJIEHHA K TOKOJICHHO. Tak OoHa CTAHOBHTCAH KHBOKO
[aMATbIO HauuM. Tax oHa yerumHT B cebe W XpaHAT €€
yTpaueBHyso NCTOPHUIO — B BuJe, He MOMAAIOMIEMCA UC,
Kaxenuio W ODONTanuio. Tem CcaMbiM JATEPATYPd
BMeCTe C A3bIKOM COCPETacT HauoHanbHY AYIY.

(3a mocne/(Hee BPEMA MOJHO TOBOPHTE O BUBETHPOBK!
A, 06 HCUe3HOBCHHH HAPOJOB B KOTIC COBPEMEHHOI
UBWIH3ALAH. §] "e corjlaces ¢ TeM, HO o0OCyRICHE

30



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 nafion 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 2 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

31



TOTO — BOTIPOC OTHENBHEIA, 3eCE %e YMECTHO TOJIBKO
CKa3aTh: MCYe3HOBeHWe HAIuid obemgpmiao Ol Hac He
MeHBIle, YeM ecny Obl BCe JIOOH YIOAQOHIUCH, B OOHH
xapakrtep, & ogHe JHuo. Hamuu — 3to BoratcTRo 4yeno-
BEYECTBA, 3T0 0600LIeHHbIE IHYHOCTH €70 ; caMad Manas
A3 HUX HeceT CBOM 0COOEe Kpackm, TauT B cebe ocobylo
rpae boxbero 3aMsicna.)

Ho rope ToH Hauud, y KoTOpoi IUTepaTypa Npephl-
BAETCA BMEINATEIbCTBOM CHJIBI: 3TO — HE NPOCTC HAPY-
LICHHE «croboapl  meYyaTH », JTO — 3aMKHYTHE
HAUMOHANLHOTO Cepliid, HCCCUCHHC HAI[HOHAIBHOU
nmamsTe, Hanpsa He moMauT cama cebst, HALHA JTHIACTCS
JYXOBHOTO eNHHCTBA — W NMPH 00mieM Kak 6yOTo A3bIKe
COOTCUYCCTREHHHKH BAPYr TICPECTAOT IIOHAMATH ApYyr
Apyra. OTxUBAIOT H YMHPAIOT HEMble HOKOJCHES, HE
paccxazasiiie o cebe HE camum cebe, HI ToToMKaM. Ecrm
TaKHe MacTepa, Kak AxMaToBa WAM 3aMHATHH, HA BCIO
KW3Hb 3aMYPOBAHBL 3dKHBO, OCYXJCHB Ao TIpoda
TBOPHTHL MOJYA, HE CABINA OT3BYKa CBOEMY HaIHCAH-
HOMY, -~ 3TO HE TOJLKO UX JinuHas Geja, HO rope BeeH
HAIMK, HO ONACHOCTH [JIs BCEH HALIMHE.

A B HHBIX CTTYYAAX — WU ONA BCEIO YeJIoBCUCCTRBA . KOTTOa
OT TaKoTo MONYaHKHS NEPECTaeT ITOHHMAThCA M BCH
nenaakoM VICTOPH AL
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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 ¢ach
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 pa3soe BpeMsl B Pa3HBIX CTPAaHAX TOPAY0, M CEPAUTO, H
H3AUIHO CTIOPUIH O TOM, JOJIKHBL JIM HCKYCCTBO H XyA0-
AWK XKHTb CAMM 714 ce0d HTA BeyHO IIOMHHTE CBOH 0T
nepex oBIIECTBOM H CIYKHATE EMY, XOTA H HEPEB3ATO.
Jna mens 3gech HET CIOPA, HO 5 HE CTAHY CHOBA MOJHH-
MATb BEPEHMIIEL AOBOOB, OAHHM H3 CaMBbIX OeCTAIHX
BRICTYILICHHH Ha 3Ty Temy ObUTa HoGenebcKas xe JIeKIHA
Annbepa KaMio — ¥ X BEIBOJAM €€ 4 C PATOCTLIO NPH-
coequHsiochk. J[a pyccKkas JUTeparypa RecaTHIETHIMM
HMEIa 9TOT KPEH — He 3aTNISILIBATECA CAMINKOM cama
Ha cef, He MOPXaTh CTHINKOM DeclevHo, H 1 He CTBDKYCh
3Ty TPaJMIHI0 TPONOJKATL MO Mepe cHi. B pycckoi
NATEPATYpe H3IABHA BPOJHHIMCE HAM NPEACTABICHHA,
qT0 MHCATEE MOXKET MHOTOE B CBOEM HAPOAE — H JIOJ-
WeH.

He 6yaem monmpats IIPABA xynoxHUKA BEIPaXaTb
HCKNIOUHTETBHO COGCTBCHHBIE NEPEKUBAHASL H CaMOHA-
6mio/icHAs, TIpeHebperas BeeM, 4TO JAedaeTcd B OCTalb-
noM mupe. He 6ymem TPEBOBATD o1 XynoXHHKa, —
HO YKOpDHTB, HO HOIIPOCHTH, HO IMO3BaTh H NNOMAHHTDH
O3BOJEHO OyleT HaM. Beab TOMBKO OTYACTH CH Pa3BH-
BaeT CBOE AapoBaHue caM, 8 GoNbIIeH JoNe OHO BAYHYTO
B HETO € POKJIEHES IOTOBEIM — H BMECTE C TAJJAHTOM
MONOXKEHA OTBETCTBEHHOCTL HA €T0 CBODOIHYIO BOJIO.
HonycteM, xyaokHuk HikoMy HHdero HE JOJDKEH,
HOo OoneHO BHAETh, Kak MOXKET on, yxoas B cBoeco-
3/AHHBIE MHPEL HIIH B TIPOCTPARCTBA CYObeKTHBHBIX Ka-
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In different times and in different countrics 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 is
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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OpH30B, OTHaBaTh PeajibHbIA MAP B DYKH JIFOJEH KOPBICT-
HEBIX, 3 TO H HHYTOXHBIX, a TO H Oe3yMHEIX.

Oxaszanca pam XX Bex XKecToue NpedblAylIHX, H
[epBOil ero NOJOBHHOH HEe KOHYMJIOCH BCE CTPAMIHOC B
HeM. Te Ke cTaphic TEINEpHEIC YYBCTBA — KaJHOCTB,
34BHCTB, HeoDY3OAHHOCTB, B3aHMHOE HemoOpoxena-
TENbCTBO, Ha XOY NPHAAMAS NPHIIATHEE ICCBAOHAMBI
BpOMde KJIACCOBOM, pacoBoil, mMaccooil, mpodcoro3Hoi
GopuObl pBYT U pa3pHIBaloT Hail MEp. Tlemepnoe HempH-
SATHE KOMIIPOMKCCOB BBEJEHO B TEOPETHUECKHH MPHHIATL
H cudTaercs HoOpomeTensio opromokcansmocTH. OHo
TpebyeT MHJIHOHHBIX XEPTB B HECKOHYAEMBIX IpaX-
JIAHCKHX BOHAaXx, OHO HATY)KHBAET B MyIIy HaM, YTO HET
oblederoBedeckux yCTOHYMBEIX TOHATAR mAodpa H
COpPaBeIHBOCTM, YTO BCE OHH TEKydd, MEHHIOTCA, a
3HAYAT BCETA2 JOJIXHO IIOCTYNATH TaK, KaK BHITOJHO
TBoeH napruu. Jlrobasa npodeccHoHanbHaA Ipynna, Kak
TONBKO HaxoOWT yooOHe MomeHT BBIPBATH KY-
COK, xorq 6 ¥ He 3apaboTadnslil, XoTa 6 ¥ U3GBITOY-
HEIR — TYT e BBHIPBIBAET €T0, 4 TaM XOTb BcE obImecTBo
pasBainck. AMIUIATYNa INBHIPAHUEA 3amafHoro o6-
LIECTRd, KAK BHIATCA €O CTOPOHBI, DpAlmExaeTcd K
TOMY Rpeleny, 3a KOTOPBHIM CHCTeMa CTAHOBHTCH METa-
cTafwjibHOIt B JOJDKHA pa3BajuThC#. Bee MeHplne cre-
CHAACH paMKaMH MHOFOBEKOBOIl 3aKOHHOCTH, HALIO H
nobeqHO WaraeT o BceMy MHPY HacHINe, He 3a00TaCh,
4yTO ero 6ecIIOMHOCTE YXE MHOTO P43 NPOABRIEHA M KO-
Ka3aHa B HCTopui. TOPKECTBYeT Jaxke HE IpOCTO rpybas
CHJIA, HO €e TpyOHOE ONpaBJaHue : 3ajlMBacT MHApP Harjas
YBEPEHHOCTSE, YTO CHJIA MOXeT Bcé, a IpaRoTa — HHUETO.
BECBI [JIoCTOEBCKOTO — Ka3aJiock, IPOBHHURAILHAN
KoliMapHas (aHTasyud HpoLLIoro Beka, Ha HAILTHX Tia-
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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 ail 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 carth, 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 PacHON3a0TCA IO BCEMY MUY, B TAKUE CTPAHBI, I' e
H BOOOPA3HUTL X He MOINH — H BOT YTOHAMH CaMOJE-
T0B, 3axpaTame 3AJIOKHHWKOB, BiapeiBaMH ¥ mno-
HaApaMM MOCHEIHEX €T CUIHAIAT O CBOGH PEeLUHMOCTH
COTPACTH H YHAYTOXMUTH uusrHnazammio!l M 310 BroJHE
MOXKeT yAaThca WM. Monomexks — B TOM BO3pacTe,
KOIlla eile HeT OPYIore OIBITA, KPOME CCKCYAJILHOTO,
Korja 3a IUIe4aMH enle HeT roI0B cOBCTBeNHEIX ¢Tpana-
HHif B coOCTBEHHOIO MOHUMAHMA, BOCTOPXEHHO [IOB-
TOpAET HAIIE PyccKue omopodeHHBIe 3anel XIX peka, a
KaxercA cif, YTo OTKPHIBAET HOBOE uTo-T10. HoBOABINCH-
Hafd XyHpeliCHHOBCKAaA JerpajalHsa g0 HHYTOXCCTBA
NPHHHMAETCA €K 34 PaJocTHBIH obpaseln. BepxormsgHoe
HCMOHEMAHAC M3BCYHOH UCIOBCRCCKOH CYTH, HAHBHAS
YBEPEHHOCTh HEMOXUBUIMX Ceplell: BOT 3THX JHOTHIX,
HaJIHBIX NPUMTCCHHTENACH, PaBHTEeH MPOTOHUM, & Clle-
ayromae (Mbl!), OTIOXHAE IpauaThl 1 aBTOMATHEL, GymyT
CIIPABE/UTMBHEC M COYYBCTBeHHEIEe. Kak 66l He Tak! .. A
KTO IOXKRAJI H IIOAUMACT, KTO MOT OH 3TOH MOJIOAERH
BO3pasuTs — MHorue HE CMEIOT Bospaxkarts, maxe
3aHCKARAXOT, TOJNEKO OLI He IO0Ka3aThCs « KOHCepBa-
TOPaMH » — CHOBA ABJEHHE pycckoe, XIX meka, Hoc-
ToeBcKkHil HaspBad ero PABCTBOM VYV IMEPEJAOBBLIX
HIEEK.

Jyx MIOHXeHa — HUCKOJIBKO HE YIHET B IIPOLILIOE, OH
He OBIT KOPOTKHM 3TH3010M. A ocmentoch JAXC CKa34aTh,
yto OyX Mronxena mpeoBramgaer B XX peke. OpoGentrii
HUHBUIH3OBAHHBIA MUP Iepe]] HATHCKOM BHE3ANHO BOPO-
THBIIErocA OCKAJICHHOTO BapBapCTBa HE HALLE HHYCTO
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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 is 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 foliow. Their hearts have experienced so little.
Their understanding of the timeless essence of humanity
is so superficial. How naive is their self-confidence!
‘We'll throw out rhis 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 ‘comservative’. 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-

39



JpYroro NPOTHROIOCTABATE €MY, Kak YCTYIKH H YILIOKH,
Hyx MroHxena ¢cte GoJiesHs BOJH OJATONONYYHEIX JIHO-
Iei, OH €CTh IIOBCEIHEBHOE COCTOSHME TeX, KTO OTIANICA
Kaxme GIarogeHCTBHS BO 4TO GBI TO HH CTAJIO, MATEPH-
ANEHOMY OJIATOCOCTOSHHMIO KaX FIABHOM IENH 3eMHOTO
OpTHA. Tak#e MIOOH — a MHOXKECTBO HX B CErOMHAIIHEM
MHpe — H30HPAIOT MACCHBHOCTE M OTCTYIUIEHAD, JHIb
Janplle IMOTAHYJACh OBl NIpPUBRIMHAN KM3Hb, JHIIL He
cerogud Obl IepellarHyTh B CYpOBOCTB, & 3aBTpa, Lif-
muwe, oboigerca . .. (Ho Huxorga He oboligerca! —
paciutaTa 3a TpycocTs OyaeT TOmsko 37¢H. My#ecTBo H
ONOJICHAE IPHXOJAT K HaM, JIHIIG KOTa MBI peliaeMcs
Ha XepTBHL)

A eIre HaM I'po3nT rHdeNtio, 4To GHIHIECKH CRATOMY
CTECHEHHOMY MHPY HE JAIOT CIHTbCA OYXOBHO, HE JAIOT
MOJIEKYJIAM 3HAHUS H COMYBCTBHS MNEPECKAKHBATBD M3
OFHOH NONOBAHEL B JPYIYI®. DTO NIOTad OHACHOCTE;
MMPECEYEHUE HWHOOPMALIMU mMexay vacTaMH
nnadeTsl, CoBpeMeHHAs HAYKA 3HAET, 4TO lIpecedeHHe
HHPOPMAIIHE eCTh IIYTE SHTPOMHH, Beeobilero paspyie-
uns. IIpecedenue uHbOpPMAUWH JEeAeT TpU3PAYHBIMH
MeXIyHapoIHble HOOJIMCH W HOroBophl: BHyTpH OI-
JVIMEHHOM 308! 1060i A0rOBOP HHYETO HE CTOHT
HepeTONKOBATh, 4 ellle mpotue — 3a0bITh, OH K2k OB ¥ He
CYHIECTBOBATI HEKOrOa (3ro Opyand mpekpacHO IOHAN).
BuyTpH OrIyILIEHHONH 30HBI XHUBYT Kak Obi HE KHTCIH
3eMIIH, 3 MapCHAHCKHI 3KCHEeRUIKEOHBHEIN KOpIyC, OHH
TOJIKOM HHYErO He 3HA10T 06 ocTanbHoii 3eMite, ¥ TOTOB-
HH TOHTH TONTATH €¢ B CBATOH YBEPeHHOCTH, 9TQ
& 0CBOGOXKOAIOT ».

YeTpepTh Bexa HA3aJ B BEJIMKUX HAJEKIAX veIOBe-
yecTBa pomwiack Opraumsanua OOsenaHeHAMX Hanmii.
VeI, 8 Ge3npaBCcTBEHHOM MHpe BEIpocia Oe3BpaBCTBCH-
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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 planct. 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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HOH u oHa. 910 He Oprammsanus O0benuHeHumx Ha-
uuif, o Opragmzanus OOvenuHeHHbx IIpaBATENLCTSB,
TAC YpaBHeHH H CBOGOXHO H30PAaHHEIC, M HACRAECTBEHEO
HaBS3aHHEIC, H OPYXHeM 3aXBaTHBIIMe BIacTh. Kophl-
CTHBIM npucTpacTeM GosnpmaHerBa OOH pesHHBO 33-
6orturcAs 0 ceobojge ONHHX HapoJoB M B HeOpexeHUA
OCTaBAAET cBOOONY EPYTHUX. YTOMIMBEIM TOJIOCOBAHAEM
oHa oteepriia paccMorpenne YACTHBIX XAJIOB —
CTOHOB, KPHKOB M YMOJICHEH eQUHHYHBIX MAaJeHBKHAX
MPOCTO JIOAEW — cumkoM Menkux Gykauex A
TaKOH BelHKOMH opranmsanmu, Csoi myvmwmii 3a 25 Jer
noxymenr — eknapanuio Ilpae wenopexa, OOH =me
nocwmmiack caenate OBABATEJIBHBIM pna npasu-
TenscTB, YCJIOBUEM mx wieHCTEA — ¥ TaK -Openana
MAaJICHbEMX JIO/IcH BoJie HeH3IOPAHABIX HMH IPABUTENb-
CTB,

Kasanoce GsI; OONHK COBpeMEHHOTO MHpa BeCh B
PYKAX Y4YeHBIX, BCE TEeXHHYECKHE IIATH YeIOBEICCTBA
pemarored HMH. Kaszanock Obl: HMEHHO OT BCEMHPHOIO
COAPYXECTBA YYEHEIX, 4 HE OT HOJHTHKOB, JOJKHO 3aBH-
CeTh, KyAa Mupy uarh, Tem Donee, aro npuMep eJUHHALL
NOKA3BIBACT, KAK MHOrO MOIJTM OBl OHH CIOBHHYTH BCE
pMecTe. Ho HeT, yueHBIe He ABIUTH APKOH NMONBITKH CTATh
BaXHOH caMoCTOATENIBHO IelicTByroled crioi wueno-
pedectBa. IeIbIMHE KOHTPECCaMH OTINATHBAKTCA OHA OT
UYKUX CTPAJIAHHI YIOTHEH 0CTAThCA B TPAHHIaX HAYKH.
BcE€ ToT *e myx MrioHXeHa pa3BecHN HAI HUMH CBOY
paccnabasolue KpLua.

Kakopsl X B 3TOM HKECCTOKOM, NTHHAMHYHOM, B3IpDLIB-
HOM MHPE, Ha YEPTE €10 JECATH rabesei — MecTo | pPoE
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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 scized 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 tricd 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-
ming every technical step which the human race takes. It
would scem 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 in 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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nucatena? ¥ Mb! H BOBCE HE ILIEM PAXKET, He KaTHM
naxe nociienued noaco0HOM TeseXKH, Mbl ¥ BOBCE B
Npe3peHbH v TeX, KTO YBAXAeT ONHY MATEPHANEHYIO
Mok, He ecrecTBeHHO MM HAM TOXE OTCTYIHTE, pasy-
BEPHTECE B HCKOJICOMMOCTH Ao0pa, B HeapoGHMOCTH
Ipasabl U JNHIEE BOBENLIBAT: MHPY CBOM TODLKHE CTO-
pOHHHE HabnofleHHd, Kak O¢3HAaJCKHO HCKOBEPKAHO
YeJIOBEYECTBO, KaK H3MENbYyasl JIOJH B KaK TPYIZHO
Cpenb HHX OJHHOKHM TOHKHM KpacHBBIM Iyluam?

Ho u storo OercrBa — HeT y Hac. OnHaXabt B3sB-
ek 3a CJIOBO, yxe noToM HHKOTIA HE YKIOHHTLCH:
oucaTeab — He TOCTOPOHHHIH CyObA CBOHM COOTEde-
CTBEHHHKAM H COBPEMEHHUKAM, OH — COBMHOBHHK BO
BCEM 3JI€, COBEPUIEHHOM Y HEr'O Ha POIHMHE HIIH €TO HAPO-
ooM. W ecma TaHKA €r0 OTedYecTBa 3aJHMH KPOBLIO
acdaneT uyxoil CTONHUHI — TO Oypele NATHA HaBCK
33NLIENANH JHIO Ducatend. M eclM B poKOBYIO HOYB
YOYIIMAH CHfWero noeepuusoro Mpyra — To Ha Ja-
JOHAX IMACATENA CHHAKH OT Toit epeskd. M ecnn 1oHbIe
€ro COTpANKOANC Pa3BAZHO ACKIAPHPYIOT IPEROCX0ICTBO
Pa3BpaTa HAJ CKPOMHEIM TPYHAOM, OTHAKTCH HAPKOTH-
kaM Hnd xpaTiOT JAJIOKHUKOB — 10 nepeMeniu-
BAETCHA 3TO JIOBOHHE C IbIXAHHEM MUCATENs.

HaiimeM JH MBI ACP30CTE 3aABUTh, YTO HE OTBETHHKH
MBI 34 A3BbI CEIOOHALITHEIO MHpa?
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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 is 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 ali 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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Oanaxo, 060apAeT MeHd KABOE OIYIICHHE MHWPOBOM
JIUTEPATVPE] kak eguHoro OONBLIOrO CepAla, KO-
noTAmerocs o 3afotax 1 Geaax Hamero Mupa, XOT4 I10-
CBOEMY IIPEACTABJICHHBIX H BHIMMBIX BO BCAKOM €ro

VLY.

TMoMHEMO ACKOHHBIX HANMOHAJIBHEIX JIATEPATYD, CYILE-
CTBOBAJIO M B TNIPEXKHHE BEeKa MOHATHE MHPOBOH JHTEDA-
TYpHI — KaK orHGatomell mo BEPIIAHAM HANHOHAIBHBIX
H ¥aK COBOKYNHOCTH JIHTEDATYPHHIX B3aMMOBIIHAHHMIL
Ho ciydanach 3aepXkKa BO BPCMEHH: YHTATENH U THCA-
TedM Y3HABAJM IACATescH HHOASHIYHEIX C OTO3JAHHCM,
HHOI/IA BEKOBLIM, TAK YTO U B3IaHMHBIE BIIHAHHAA Oa3/kI-
BaJIH ¥ orHOarolas HANWOHANBHBIX IHTCPATYPHEIX BEp-
IHH TpocTymaga yxke B rja3ax NOTOMKOB, He
COBPeMEHHHKOB.

A CerciHs MexIOy MUCATEISMH OJHOH CTpaHBl H -
caTeIAMK ¥ YMTATENAMH OpYyroif ecTe B3aHMOJEHCTBHE
ecJIH He MCHOBEHHOE, TO GIH3K0E K TOMY, A ¢aM He cebe
HonnTHBar 3T0. He HaneyaTaHHble, YBEI, Ha POOHHE,
MOM KHHTH, HCCMOTDS HA IOCIICLIHBIE H HacTO OYPHEIE
nepeBosIsl, GHICTPO HalLiH cebe OT3LIBYHBOIC MHPOBOTO
waraTens. KpHTEYECKHM pasbopoM UX 3aHATHCh TaKHe
priaromyecs nucaTenw 3anafa xak I'enpux Bénnn. Bee
9TH IOCTEHEE TOXH, Korja Mod pabora B coboma He
PYXHYIH, NEPXaTACh HPOTHB 3aKOHOB TSKCCTH Kak
GynTo B Bo3ayxe, kak 6ynro HA HA YEM — Ha Hesn-
AUMOM, HEMOM HATACE COYYBCTBEHHOM oOmiecTBeHHOH
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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
counfry.

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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TUIEHKH, — 5 ¢ 6IIaTOMAPHOIO TEIIOTOMH, COBCEM HEOKH-
HaHHO ts ceGe y3HaA HOAIEPKKY H MUPOBOTO 6paTcTBa
mucateneld. B neHp Moero 50-netus 8 W3ymieH ObLA, No-
NYYUB TO3IAPABJICHHA OT M3BCCTHBHIX €BpONeicKHX nuca«
Teed. Hukakoe JaBneHne HA MeHS HE CTaJIO IPOXOIUTE
He3aMeYeHHBIM. B omacHele mius MeHsA HeAelu HCKIIoYe-
HHA H3 InHcaTenbckoro corwza CTEHA 3AIRHTHI,
BRLIBMHYTAs BHOHBIMH THMCATENAMH MEpa, Tpegoxpa-
HHIIA MeHA 0T XYAUIAX FOHEHUI, 4 HOPBEXCKHE MMHCATEIH
¥ XYHOKHHKH Ha cAy4ail TpO3IMBINEr0 MHE M3THAHHA C
POIMHE! rOCTETPHEMHO TOTOBHIN MHe KpoB. Hakoweir, B
caMmo BeIIsHxenue MeHs Ha Hobenesckyro npemuio Bo3-
Oyxreno He B TOH cTpaHe, Ile S XKHUBY M NMILY, HO —
®pancya MopuakoM u ero komterama. U, elue mosxe
TOTO, HeNbie HAHOHAILHEIE NHCATCIRCKHE OO BEIHHECHHR
BRIDA3RIH 1TOLICPIKKY MHE,

Tak g oA ¥ OLIYTHI Ha cebe: MHPOBAs JIMTEPATYPA
— YXKe He OTBJCYCHHAs OTHORIOMNAf, Ve He obobiie-
HHE, CO3J4aHHOE IHTEpATYpPOBEAAMH, HO HeKoe obmuiee
TeNo W OOMWHA AyX, KHBOE CCPAEYHOE €MUHCTBO, B KOTO-
POM OTpPaXaeTCs PacTyiliee AYXOBHOE EIHHCTBO YEIOBe-
dectsa. Eine ©arpoBeloT rocylnapcTBeHHBIE TPAHHIIEL,
HaKaJICHHEIE TIPOBOTIOKOIY IO TOKOM H aBTOMATHBIMH
OMCPEAAMH, elle MHBIC MHHUCTEPCTBA BHYTPEHHHX e
MOTATAI0T, YTO H JHTEPaTypa — & BHYTPEHHee [IENo »
MOOBEAOMCTBEHHLIX UM CTpaH, €LI¢ BLICTABIAIOTCS ra-
3¢THEIE 3a70JI0BKH : « He WX TIPABO BMEHIMBATECH B HAIITH
BHYTpeHHHE Aeral!s, —a Mexny TeM BHYTPEHHHX
HEJI Boobme He ocranock wa mameif TecHoit 3emue! M
CIaceHHne YeT0BCYCCTBA TONBKO B TOM, YTOORI BeeM OELTO
Aenc Jo Beero: nroiasM Bocroka ORITO OB croms He-
Se3pasruHe, YTO IYMAIOT Ha 3anmane ; MoIaM 3amana —
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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 {o 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
Frangois 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
Ionger 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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CILTOmME HeOe3pa3muyuHoO, YTO COBeplNaeTca Ha Bocroke.
M xypoxecTBeHHAS NHUTCPATYPA — H3 TOHYARMINAX, OT-
3LIBYMBEHIIAX WHCTPYMEHTOR MeIOBEYECKOTO CYLIECTBA,
OHa ¥3 MEpBHIX YX¢ NepeHsld, YCBOHJA, IOOXBaTHIIA
3TO YYBCTBO PACTYILETro eAHHCTBA YenoBedecTra. M BOT A
yBepeHHo o0pamalock K MHDPOBOH JHTCPAaType cerof-
HAIIHEr0 OHA -~ K COTHAM HpYy3¢H, KOTODHIX HM pasy
BCTPETHI BBIBE M MOXCT OBIThH HHKOTHA HE YBHXY.

Opysea!l A mompoOyeM mMOCOOHTE MBI, €CIIH MEI Jero-
HuOyap croEM! B CBOHX cTpaHax, pa3HpaeMBIX pa3Ho-
FOAOCHIEH maprui, NswkeHHH, KaCT B IpyIoH, KTO Xe
HCKOHH GBI CHJIOK HE pasbeiuHsroniedl, Ho o0bemu-
uaromeii? TakoBo [F0 CAMOMH CYTH HOJIOKEHUE NUCATETIEH |
BBIpa3HTENcil HANMOHAILHOIO S3BIKA — TJABHOH CKpe-
MBI HALMY, W CaMoii 3eMIIl, 3aHAMaeMoli HAPOJIOM, & B
CYACTJIMBLIX CAy9asiX H HATHOHAJIbHOM IyLIH.

A nyMmaro, 9r0 MHpPOBOH NHTEpaType HOACHIY B OTH
TPEBOXKHEIC MACHEL 1eIOBEYECTBA MOMOYb €MY BEPHO ¥3-
HAaTh ¢aMOTo ce0A BONPEKA TOMY, 9TO BHYIIACTCA TDH-
CTPACTHEIMA  JIOABMH H  [APTHAMH; [MEePeHECTH
CTryIUEHHBI ONBIT OJHYWX Epack B ApPYIHE, Tak 4TOOH
TIepecTasio Y HAC JBOMTLCH M pAOMTR B Ila3aX, COB-
MECTHIHCH ORI JIeNleHHs LIKAaJ, H OJHH HAapoREl Y3HAJIH
OBl BEpHO W CEATO HCTHHHYIO MCTODHIO IPYrHX C TOIO
CHIIOH y3HaBaHAS W OOJEROro ONIYDICHHS, Kak Oynro
NIEPEeKIITH e€ CaAMH, — M TeM obepexeHbl OB OBLIH OT
3aMO3JANEIX OIIHGOK. A CAMH MBI IPR 3TOM 6BITH MOXKET
cyMeeM pa3prTh B cebe 1 MUPOBOE 3PEHHE: nesr-
TPOM IAaza, KaK M KaXAbIi 4eloBex, Buas OJm3Koe,
KbasMH IJla3a HauHeM BOHPAaThb W TO, YTO JENAETCA 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 Iearn
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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ocTansHoM mupe. W cooTrecem, u cobmonem MEpPOBEIE
HPOTIOPLIAH.

U xomMmy Xe, kaK He IHCATENAM, BHICKA3aTh MOPHIAHHE
HE TOJBKO CBOMM HEYAAYHLIM IIpaBHTeNIM (B HHBIX ro-
CYJAPCTBAX TO CAMBIA JerkHit X7eb, STHM 3aHAT BCH-
KHif, KOMY He JIEHB), HO — H CBOEMY OOILECTBY, B €r0 JIH
TPYCIHEOM YHIDKEHHH HJTH B CAMOAOBOJILHOM cnabocTH,
HO — M JITKOBECHEIM OpOCKaM MOJIOJEXH, H XOHBIM
HpaTaM ¢ 3aMaXHYTBIMH HOXaMu?

CraxyT HaM: 4TO K MOXKET JHTCPaTYpa MPOTHB Oes-
*AJOCTHOTO HATHCKA OTKPBITOro Hacunua? A: me 3aby-
JeM, 4TO HACHIHe He XHBCT OIHO K HC CHOCOOHO XKHTBb
ogHo: oo HempemeHHo crjiereHo ¢ JIOKBIO. Mexnry
HHEMM CaMas pOJICTBeHHasd, caMad MPHPOIHAA INyOokas
CBA3b: HACHIIMIO HEYEM [IPUEKPBITECH, KpOME JIKH, 4 JIKH
HedeM YASpKAThCH, KPpOMe XaK HacuaneM. Beoskuii, kTo
OHAXKILT HPOBO3TJIAcHI Hachade csoM METOJOM,
HEYMOJIAMO IOJDKeH H30path moxe csodM [TPHHITH-
TMOM. Poxnafack, HACHJIHE ACHCTBYET OTKPBITO M JaXKe
ropautea coboif. Ho enBa 0HO YKpeDHTCS, YTBEPIHTCH,
— OHO OIIYILAET pa3pexeHHe BO3TYXa BOKPYT cehs H He
MOXET CYIIeCTBOBAThL JANbIle MHAYE, KaK 3aTyMaHH-
BafCh B JIOXh, MPHKPLIBAACE ¢¢ cnaskopeuneM. OHO yxe
He BCerig, e o0g3aTeIbHO OpaAMO IYIIMT TJIOTKY, Yalie
OHO TpebyeT OT NOINAHHBIX TOJIHKO IPHCATH JIKH, TOJIb-
KO COYYacTHA BO JIKH,

M npocToii niar npocToro My XKeCTBEHHOTO YC/I0BEKA
He yYacTBOBATb BO JDKW, He NOEpPKHBATE JIOKHBIX
aeiicTBri! TIycTh 3TO NPHXOAAT B MHD H JaXe NApHT B
MHpe — HO He uepe3 MeHA. [TicaTesaM ke M XyTOKHH-
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comparisons and keep a sens¢ 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 sclf-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 fe. 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 is
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 noctynro 66memce: IIOBEOWTDE JIOXKD! Vix =
Oopebe-T0 C JIOXKBIO HCKYCCTBO Beerma nodexaalo,
BCErA2 NOOEXKIAET! — 3pAMO, HEOHPOBEPEHMO IS
Bcex! IIpoTHB MHOTOrO B MHpe MOXET BBICTOSTH JOXKB
— HO TOJNBKO He IIPOTHB HCKYCCTBA.

A enpa paissegHa OyIeT JOXKL — OTBPATHTEILHO OT-
KpOETCH HATOTA HACHINAS ~ W HACHINC APAXJIOe Mamer.

Bot nmoueMy A AyMaio, Ipy3bi, YTO MBI CIOCOOHE! TT0-
MOYL MHpPY B €ro packayeHubni dac. He oTHexmBaThCH
Ge30PYKHOCTBIO, He OTOARATECA OecHevHOH MH3AM, —
HO BEHIiTH Ha 6oif!

B pycckoM A3bIKe H3IMIOOMEHB! IOCHOBHILL O
TMPAB/JE. Onn HacTOHYMBO BHIpAXKarOT HEMAJILIH TaKe-
JIBI HAPOMHEI OMBIT A HHOIAA NOPAZHTENBHO |

OJHO CJIOBO INPABHObI
BECb MHWP DEPETAHET

BoTt Ha TakoMm MHHMO-(})&HT&CT HYCCKOM HAPYIICHHH
3aKOHa COXpaHeHHA Macc 3HCpl‘HfI OCHOBAHA W MO COG-
CTBCHHaA OCATCIBHOCTH, H MOIi OPpU3BEIE K IMTHCATERAM
BCETO MHpA,
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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 ali 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 case 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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