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“The publication of Between Two Millstones, Book 1 is most welcome and occurs at just the
right moment, when relations between Russia and the West are in a sorry state. This volume
introduces readers to the worldview of a formidable writer after his expulsion from the Soviet
Union in 1974. A Russian patriot and an honest and unrelenting champion of the oppressed,
Solzhenitsyn disappointed those pundits and public figures who expected him to lavish only
praise on the West. His memoirs are continually absorbing and contain fascinating insights
and observations, where his literary brilliance is on full display.”

—David L. Tubbs, The King’s College, New York City

“The popular image of Aleksandr Solzhenitsyn is that of a dour prophet, waging a war

of words against international Communism—he won. However, Solzhenitsyn is primarily
an author with an exceptional knack for making characters come alive off the printed page.
In this personal memoir recounting the years after his expulsion from the Soviet Union,
Solzhenitsyn himself emerges from behind the shadows of his public persona. Instead of the
‘slightly balmy nineteenth-century Russian mystic’ that President Jimmy Carter styled him,
we see a thoughtful, witty, ironic, sensitive man struggling to learn the ways of new cultures,
new friends, and new languages. He documents his search for a place to live where his family
will thrive, safe from the threat posed by the KGB. He is always torn between the weight of
fame (legions of people want to admire, damn, or at the least meet him) and the longing for
the unencumbered existence of a writer. For readers interested in one of the pivotal figures
in the demise of twentieth-century totalitarianism, this book is a treasure.”

— James F. Pontuso, Charles Patterson Professor of Government
and Foreign Affairs, Hampden-Sydney College, author of
Assault on Ideology: Aleksandy Solzhenitsyn’s Political Thought

“For those wishing to know more about the literary genius and political giant who was
Aleksandr Solzhenitsyn, this autobiographical account of his years of exile in the West is
a wish come true. Up until now, we have only had Solzhenitsyn’s account of his years as a
dissident in the Soviet Union, prior to his expulsion from his homeland. As for the years
from 1974 to 1994, we have had to content ourselves with mere scraps and fragments.

Now, at long last, we are being served the feast for which we have hungered.”

—Joseph Pearce, author of Solzhenitsyn: A Soul in Exile

“Between Two Millstones describes the years when Solzhenitsyn, banished but unbowed,
defied Western decadence as eloquently as he had Soviet brutality.”

— Christopher Caldwell, The Weekly Standard



“Solzhenitsyn’s account of his early years of exile is informed by a refusal to be swept along
by the swift-moving currents of modernity and an ever-increasing awareness of the West’s
loss of a moral compass. It should be high on the reading list of every thinking American.”

—Lee Congdon, author of Solzhenitsyn:
The Historical-Spiritual Destinies of Russia and the West

“Like the man himself, the translated memoir of Aleksandr Solzhenitsyn is an indispensable
part of history. Solzhenitsyn’s words, now accessible to English readers for the first time, are

a lasting testimony to his unbending moral courage, his persistence, and his persuasiveness—
all of which helped bring down Communism.”

— Donald Rumsfeld, secretary of defense (1975-1977, 2001-2006)

“These ‘sketches of exile’ were written during the events described and are informed with
the same energy and vivid powers of description that characterized Solzhenitsyn’s acclaimed
memoir The Oak and the Calf. Between Two Millstones has appeared in Russian, French,
German, Italian, and Romanian, but not in the country where Solzhenitsyn spent eighteen
years of his Western exile. It is one of the great memoirs of our time and a distinguished
work of art in its own right.”

— Daniel J. Mahoney, Augustine Chair in Distinguished Scholarship,
Assumption College

“As a former political prisoner fresh out of the USSR, Aleksandr Solzhenitsyn was consumed
with the desire of making the West see the dangers of Communism. But an increasing
number of Western commentators found his views too harsh in this respect, as well as
‘insufficiently liberal” in general. Controversies concerning Solzhenitsyn began erupting with
ever greater frequency, reaching a crescendo of sorts after the Harvard speech. In Between Tivo
Millstones, Solzhenitsyn revisits these polemical battles with gusto and in fascinating detail”

— Alexis Klimoff, emeritus, Vassar College

“Aleksandr Solzhenitsyn took to Vermont, and Vermonters took to him. I felt it a privilege

to have met with him in his new Vermont setting, and I know that our state’s forested beauty
reminded him of home. We are proud that he believed that his homeland, and the world,
could learn from the local self-government that is embodied in Town Meeting Day in towns
and hamlets across the Green Mountain State.”

— Senator Patrick Leahy (D-Vermont)
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The Center for Ethics and Culture Solzhenitsyn Series

The Center for Ethics and Culture Solzhenitsyn Series showcases

the contributions and continuing inspiration of Aleksandr Solzhenitsyn
(1918-2008), the Nobel Prize—winning novelist and historian. The series
makes available works of Solzhenitsyn, including previously untranslated
works, and aims to provide the leading platform for exploring the many
facets of his enduring legacy. In his novels, essays, memoirs, and speeches,
Solzhenitsyn revealed the devastating core of totalitarianism and warned
against political, economic, and cultural dangers to the human spirit.

In addition to publishing his work, this new series features thoughtful
writers and commentators who draw inspiration from Solzhenitsyn’s
abiding care for Christianity and the West, and for the best of the Russian
tradition. Through contributions in politics, literature, philosophy, and
the arts, these writers follow Solzhenitsyn’s trail in a world filled with new
pitfalls and new possibilities for human freedom and human dignity.
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PUBLISHER’S NOTE

This is the first publication in English of Aleksandr Solzhenitsyn’s memoirs of
his years in the West, Yeo0uno 3épruviuiko npomesc 08yx seprosos: Ouepku
usenanus [Ugodilo zyornyshko promezh dvukh zhernovov: Ocherki izgnaniyaj.
They are being published here as two books: The present first book con-
tains Part One. The forthcoming second book, under the title Berween Two
Millstones, Book 2: Exile in America, 1978—1994, contains Parts Two, Three,
and Four.

The reader is reminded that the overall sequence of Solzhenitsyn’s memoirs,
as they appear in English, is therefore as follows:

The Oak and the Calf: Sketches of Literary Life in the Soviet Union
Invisible Allies [=Fifth Supplement to The Oak and the Calf ]
Between Two Millstones, Book 1: Sketches of Exile, 1974—1978
Between Two Millstones, Book 2: Exile in America, 1978—1994

The original Russian text of chapter 5, Skvoz chad (Through the Fumes), was
published separately at YMCA-Press in 1979. Then the full text of the book
appeared over seven installments in the journal Novy Mir (chap. 1: no. 9, 1998;
chaps. 2—3: no. 11, 1998; chaps. 4—5: no. 2, 1999; chaps. 6—8: no. 9, 2000;
chaps. 9-10: no. 12, 2000; chaps. 11-13, no. 4, 2001; and chaps. 14-16:
no. 11, 2003). In preparation for eventual book publication, the author twice
made revisions to his text, in 2004 and again in 2008. The first complete
Russian edition in book form is scheduled to be released by Vremya in late
2018 or 2019 as volume 29 of their ongoing publication of a thirty-volume
collected works of Solzhenitsyn. It is that final, definitive text that is presented
here in English translation.

vii
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The author wrote Between Two Millstones in Vermont during four discrete
periods:

Part One—Autumn 1978
Part Two—Spring 1982
Part Three— Spring 1987
Part Four— Spring 1994

The author’s footnotes written during those periods are printed without
dates, while his later footnotes are dated according to the year added.

Footnotes appearing at the bottom of a page are the author’s. By contrast,
notes that have been added to this English translation are not the author’s,
and appear as endnotes at the end of the book.

The text contains numbers in square brackets, for example, [17], which refer
to the corresponding appendix at the end of the book. The appendices are
part of the author’s original text. Some notes to the appendices have been
added for this edition, and those notes can be found at the end of the book
in the Notes to the English Translation.

Russian names are not Westernized with the exception of certain well-known
public figures or published authors, who may already be familiar to readers
in such a form.

This English translation of Besween Two Millstones was made possible in part
by Drew Guff and the Solzhenitsyn Initiative at the Wilson Center’s Kennan
Institute. This support is gratefully acknowledged.



FOREWORD

Aleksandr Solzhenitsyn was a quintessentially Russian writer and thinker
whose life and work nonetheless have universal significance. He spent twenty
years of his life in Western exile, eighteen of them in the United States. Out
of that experience, a new set of “sketches” emerged, ones that are as compel-
ling as The Oak and the Calf; his earlier account of his underground struggle
against what he did not hesitate to call the “Soviet Dragon.” Readers of that
literary memoir thrilled to Solzhenitsyn’s capacity again and again to outma-
neuver a totalitarian state and ideology that had killed millions, muzzled the
soul, and subjugated the best traditions of Russia for over six grinding de-
cades. Yet on 13 February 1974, Solzhenitsyn found himself forcibly exiled to
the West as a result of the publication abroad of The Gulag Archipelago, a
monumental work that would do more than any other to expose the violence
and mendacity at the heart of the Soviet regime.

For a time, Solzhenitsyn was the most famous man in the world. Yet he
found himself adrift in the West, hounded by journalists and reporters and
trying to find his bearings in a completely new situation. This book describes
all of this in fascinating detail. He could now speak freely, but he wanted to
marshall his words, make sense of his new surroundings, and remain as
much as possible “within the bounds of literature” rather than political ac-
tivism. The Western press saw only prickliness and ingratitude and a failure
to be frank with a Western public that had “the right to know.” Solzhenitsyn
was indeed caught “between two millstones™ a totalitarian regime in the
East that posed a grave and immediate threat to humanity, and the often
frivolous forces of Western “freedom” that had lost a sense of dignity and
high purpose. He had a new tension-ridden mission: to write with force,
clarity, and artfulness about the Russian twentieth century while doing his
best to warn the West about the pitfalls of a free society caught up in the cult
of comfort and increasingly unwilling to defend itself against the march of
evil. However much he wished to subordinate politics to literature, in the first
few years of exile he felt compelled to speak to a sometimes uncomprehending
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West. From his first base in Zurich, he traveled to the Scandinavian coun-
tries, France, England, and Spain, imploring his listeners to defend their best
traditions and to find the civic courage necessary to defend freedom worthy
of the name.

As these pages make abundantly clear, Solzhenitsyn was never anti-
Western (as superficial critics repeatedly charged) but rather a tempered friend
of the West who felt obliged to convey the Soviet tragedy to all who would
listen so that historical catastrophes would not be unnecessarily repeated.
His accounts of his travels and meetings are charming and instructive, and
show the openness and curiosity of a man who previously only knew the rest
of Europe through his reading (Dickens, for example, allowed him to make
immediate sense of what he saw in England). He developed an affection
with and proximity to the French that would continue to the end of his life.
The French were the most open to the lessons of 7The Gulag Archipelago in
no small part because French intellectuals had gone further in succumbing
to the totalitarian temptation than their neighboring counterparts. That
great book was received by the French as a liberating tonic, allowing the en-
tire nation, or almost all of it, to see clearly for the first time in a generation
or two. And Solzhenitsyn adored the sights and sounds, the old towns and
churches, that covered the French landscape, and that gave it character, spiri-
tual depth, and charm. He would travel to France again before returning to
post-Communist Russia, delivering some of his most important messages
there. In some ways it became a second home.

In June and July of 1975, Solzhenitsyn came to the United States for
the first time, addressing meetings of the AFL-CIO in Washington and
New York, respectively. On those occasions, he displayed great “passion
and conviction,” “thrusting a spear into the jaws and ribs” of his “nemesis,
the Soviet Dragon.” Yet he began to have doubts that his “warnings to the
West” were succeeding in conveying the full truth about Communist total-
itarianism (and Western complicity in its spread) to a West weighted by
materialism and an excessive engrossment in everyday life. In his own
word, he had become “disillusioned.” He no longer felt the same confi-
dence he had expressed in his Nobel Lecture that literature (and even Sol-
zhenitsyn’s public essays and addresses of that period were works of literary
art) could convey the bitter experience of one people to another. He feared
that the West would have to endure the “long path of errors and suffering”
alone. Yet despite these forebodings, he continued to speak to the West, as
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evidenced by his speeches and addresses in England and Spain in 1975 and
1976. Still torn between literature and politics, he also felt a duty of friend-
ship to the Western world that he never confused with flattery or an un-
willingness to share difficult truths.

This was the source of even more misunderstandings in the West in the
years after 1974. Journalists in particular misconstrued almost everything
Solzhenitsyn had to say. A caricature of Solzhenitsyn had developed, and
clichés bearing little or no resemblance to anything he thought or wrote took
the place of patient efforts to understand his thought. This failure of effort
on the part of journalists (and some academic commentators) persists to this
day, as even a cursory examination of writing about Solzhenitsyn attests.
Solzhenitsyn did not become embittered. Rather, he strove to connect to
those healthy elements in Western and American society that were still open
to the old verities and to the truth about the human soul.

One of Aleksandr and Natalia Solzhenitsyn’s great initiatives during the
early years of their Western exile was to create the Russian Social Fund. De-
rived wholly from international royalties from 7he Gulag Archipelago (the
book sold over thirty million copies around the world), the fund set up by
the Solzhenitsyns aimed to provide resources for the families of prisoners
and the persecuted in the USSR, to aid in the resuscitation of Russian pub-
lishing and culture, and to restore authentic Russia in any way they could.
The fund was ably and courageously administered by the Jewish dissident
Aleksandr Ginzburg, who was eventually jailed for his noble work. The Sol-
zhenitsyns fought for his freedom and were deeply grateful for all his efforts.
Today, the Solzhenitsyn Fund continues the work begun by the Russian So-
cial Fund, supporting the Solzhenitsyn Literature Prize and recently provid-
ing support for the building of an impressive monument in the heart of Mos-
cow to the victims of Communist repression. It was dedicated with the full
support of the Solzhenitsyn family on 30 October 2017.

One of the most memorable sections of Berween Two Millstones is Sol-
zhenitsyn’s beautifully crafted account of witnessing elections in the Swiss
Catholic canton of Appenzell before his departure to the United States in
1976. He also spoke about this experience in 1990’s Rebuilding Russia. The
episode is important for understanding his political reflection and his ongo-
ing support for “the democracy of small spaces.” The citizens of tiny Appen-
zell practiced a sturdy form of republican self-government, one that Solzheni-
tsyn greatly admired. Their Landammann, the cantonal leader, spoke about
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the rights and responsibilities that accompanied individual freedoms and
the need to avoid both moral anarchy and the “inhumanity” of an “al-
mighty state.” The citizens of Appenzell unanimously reelected their Lan-
dammann while proceeding to turn down his three most important legisla-
tive proposals! This exercise in citizen democracy impressed and moved
Solzhenitsyn. This was in his view a conservative, dignified, and morally se-
rious democracy that ought to provide lessons and inspiration for a free Rus-
sia. Solzhenitsyn astutely observed that the Helvetic Confederacy dates from
1291, that it owes nothing to the Enlightenment per se but rather arose
out of the “ancient forms of communal life.” Perhaps an emerging Russian
democracy could take its inspiration, although not its exact forms, from
Russia’s medieval town assemblies or veche—and from the zemustvo, the
self-governing provincial assemblies of the second half of the nineteenth
century. He believed Russia could learn from the local self-government
practiced in Switzerland (and New England) even as it renewed and mod-
ernized those elements of self-government found within its own traditions.
Solzhenitsyn appreciated that self-government was learned in “small spaces”
and could not be imposed from the top down without grave distortions of
social and political life.

Solzhenitsyn, one must be reminded, did not freely choose a life in exile.
This rather was his fate, one that he accepted with grace and some sadness,
but never bitterness. But his family eventually settled down on a lovely prop-
erty in Cavendish, Vermont, a property marked by five brooks, and a climate
and atmosphere reminiscent of Russia. They made a gracious home for
themselves. As Solzhenitsyn cut back on his frenetic pace of public addresses
and speeches, he began to make considerable progress on 7he Red Wheel, his
other masterwork, a massive literary-historical project that sought to come to
terms with the causes, effects, and legacy of Red October. 7he Gulag Archi-
pelago and The Red Wheel can be understood as the most impressive and sig-
nificant literary diptych of the twentieth century, the first describing Com-
munist totalitarianism and all its works, the second using the resources of
art and historical exploration to explain Russia’s initial descent into the ide-
ological abyss.

Solzhenitsyn writes of the dramatic importance of the two months he
spent in 1976 examining the enormously rich document collections at the
Hoover Institution in Palo Alto, California, bearing on the events in the Rus-
sia of 1917. For the first time, he discovered the full truth about the Febru-
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ary revolution of 1917: rather than being a liberating outburst of freedom
as he and so many other historians had supposed, he came to see nothing
but “baseness, meanness, hypocrisy, plebeian uniformity, and suppression
of people with other points of view” that took place. The first February
revolution of 1917 destroyed any prospect for ordered liberty in Russia.
The Provisional Government was worse than hapless and could not gov-
ern for two hours, not to mention two days. “There was not a single week
in 1917 of which the nation could be proud.” February made October and
Communist totalitarianism all but inevitable. Solzhenitsyn now felt com-
pelled to rework the early parts of 7he Red Wheel to explain the stupidity
and ideological rigidity of Russias liberals and socialists, the chronic in-
ability of the tsar to act, and the valiant but unavailing efforts of the great
Pyotr Stolypin, prime minister of Russia from 1906 to 1911, to defeat revo-
lution through meaningful reform while building the pediments of a rule-
of-law state.

Solzhenitsyn now understood that he would need to squeeze all this
new material into the work and to shift focus from Red October to the ini-
tial disaster that was February 1917. All this would affect Solzhenitsyn’s later
judgment about the proper path for Russia to follow as she descended from
the icy cliffs of Communist totalitarianism. The chaos and lawlessness of
1917 must be avoided at all costs. The ideocratic state must go—but a re-
gime of self-government must be built gradually and on sturdy moral foun-
dations. Above all, the new Russia must be moral, “or not at all.” Needless to
say, Russia after 1991 did not follow the principled but prudent path that
Solzhenitsyn limned. Putin and Putinism did not come out of a vacuum.
It was a response to the degenerate “pseudo-democracy” of the 1990s, a
criminal kleptocracy that was falsely acclaimed as a “true democracy” and a
“true market economy” by too many in the West.

In Between Two Millstones, we witness Solzhenitsyn’s troubled relations
with so many members of the Third Wave of Soviet émigrés. Many had
been privileged members of the Soviet elite, demi-educated intellectuals who
hated Russia as much as they disdained Soviet tyranny. Solzhenitsyn now
had a new mission: “to fight to the death against Communism” even as he de-
fended the integrity of the true Russia, which he adamantly refused to iden-
tify with “eternal despotism.” The true Russia was not just the “prison of na-
tions” but rather had immense cultural and spiritual resources upon which a
proud and free nation could draw (while learning, as it must, from the civic
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cultures of the Western world). Solzhenitsyn insisted that things “Russian”
and “Soviet” be clearly demarcated and that an enslaved people not be con-
fused with their oppressors. But he was beginning to fear that many Soviet
émigrés, and far too many in the West, did not wish to see a rebirth of Rus-
sian national consciousness. For his humane and self-critical patriotism, Sol-
zhenitsyn was attacked as a “totalitarian” and “theocrat” by the likes of An-
drei Sinyavsky from the seat of his Parisian exile. Others played “the Persian
card,” arguing that the author of The Gulag Archipelago was an aspiring
“Russian Ayatollah” (this about a man who fought courageously for freedom
and who respected all the world’s great religions).

And when Solzhenitsyn reminded Americans at Harvard in June 1978
that freedom demands voluntary self-limitation, that it requires civic cour-
age and lucidity about the totalitarian threat, when he dared to criticize the
superficiality and irresponsibility of the free press, he was once again de-
nounced against all evidence as a “fanatic,” “a fierce dogmatic,” “a mind split
apart.” Solzhenitsyn thought Americans welcomed criticism but soon dis-
cerned that intellectual elites only welcomed criticism that came from the
Left. Yet he received many encouraging letters from the American heartland,
from ordinary Americans who had not forgotten the indispensable moral
foundations of democracy. So once again, Solzhenitsyn held on to a “glim-
mer of hope” that the truth could win out over the cultured despisers of the
“rich reserves of mercy and sacrifice” that defined both Russia and the West
at their very best.

Readers of Berween Two Millstones will see Solzhenitsyn struggling against
those who have botched the Western publications of his books and against
massive KGB disinformation efforts to besmirch his name. One sees Sol-
zhenitsyn’s unrelenting fidelity to truth, to defending it against lies great and
small. Solzhenitsyn responds to the KGB’s lies by simply setting the record
straight. The fight to the death against the Soviet Dragon proceeds apace
even as Solzhenitsyn struggles with new and more perplexing adversaries in
the West. He is saddened to discover that many enemies of Communism in
the West also fear and even hate Russia, too. But he never gives up his hope
to go home to help his beloved homeland come out from under the rubble
of a soul-destroying ideological despotism. He poignantly notes that he and
his young sons prayed for Russia’s deliverance and their eventual return to
a free Russia. Solzhenitsyn told his boys that a rock that looked like a rest-
ing horse would one day come to life and fly them all back to their beloved
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homeland. This hope sustained him. This friend and well-wisher to the West,
this teller of sometimes bitter truths, never lost the desire to go home. The
adventure will continue in Book 2 of Berween Two Millstones, culminating in
the historic collapse of European Communism a decade after the events
described in the first book of this work. Then a new set of challenges be-
gins, “another time, another burden.” These “sketches of exile” are a gift for
Russians and Americans alike.

DANIEL J. MAHONEY

Augustine Chair in Distinguished Scholarship
Assumption College

Worcester, MA

14 December 2017



1o my wife Alya—
the wing that saved me

in life’s whirlwind



Thou distant land,
Land unknown to me,
Not of my own free will have I come to thee,
Nor was it my brave steed that brought me here:

What brought me here was misfortune.

— Russian song






PART

ONE

(1974 -1978)






CHAPTER 1

Untethered

In a whirlwind of just a few hours I was transported from Moscow’s Lefor-
tovo prison, and from the whole Great Soviet Prison itself, to Heinrich Boll’s
country house near Cologne, into a dense crowd of over a hundred reporters
waiting for my thundering pronouncements. But to my own surprise I told
them: “I said enough in the Soviet Union. I will be silent for now.”

Wasn't that strange? All my life I suffered under the prohibition that
barred us from speaking; finally I had broken free—should I not be holding
forth, lobbing salvos at our tyrants?

It was strange. But from those very first hours— perhaps because of the
astonishing openness here in the West—it was as if something inside me
had clammed up.

No sooner had I arrived at Béll's house than I asked if a long-distance
call to Moscow could be arranged. I was certain I wouldn’t be put through,
but I was! And it is Alya herself who answers the phone—she is at home! So
I manage to assure her with my own voice that I am alive and that I have ar-
rived at Boll’s.

“But you? What about you?” I ask. (They surely will not have harmed
the children, but who knew what might be going on in the apartment.)

Alya answers, her voice is clear, managing to signal through humdrum
details that everyone is at home and that the KGB officers have left. Though
she cannot say it outright, she adroitly manages to hint that the apartment
has not been touched, #he door is to be fixed. That means that they have not
searched our apartment? I don’t know what to think. I was certain that a
search would have been made. All the secret papers and documents lying on
the tables!—so they hadn’t taken them?

Even before I arrived, Béll had already received calls from Betta (Liza
Markstein) in Vienna and Dr. Fritz Heeb, the lawyer, in Zurich, saying that

3
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they were coming to Germany. A call was also put through to Nikita Struve in
Paris, who said he would come too. My Three Pillars of Support,’ all together,
how perfect! But I felt that it would all be too much to bear, and so asked
Struve to come to Zurich a day later instead.

Suddenly the tension that had kept me going throughout that very long
day? ebbed, and I shuffled to my room and collapsed on the bed. But I woke
up in the middle of the night. Bsll's house, which lay directly on the village
street, was under siege: headlights were flashing from cars that were pulling
up and parking; right by the house there was a buzzing crowd of reporters,
and through the window, open in the warm European night, came snippets
of German, French, and English. The reporters were huddling, waiting to
seize their morning bounty of news, finally some statement from me. But
what statement? I had already said everything that was important in Moscow.

I had after all won for myself an almost complete freedom of speech in
the Soviet Union. A few days earlier I had publicly called the Soviet govern-
ment and the KGB a pack of horned devils flitting through the early dawn
before the matins bell rings; I had denounced the lawlessness that knew no
bounds and the genocide of peoples—what else was there for me to add
now? These were things that were straightforward enough, and in fact known
to all. Or were they? As for the more complex issues, those were hardly for the
press. I would have preferred not to make any more statements: in my last
days in the Soviet Union I had done so out of necessity, to defend myself, but
what need was there to do so here? Here everyone could speak their mind
without running the slightest risk.

I was lying there awake, in the knowledge that I had been successfully
freed, but I was also caught up in a tangle of branching thoughts: what was
I to do now, and how was I to do it? But even the questions refused to rise
out of the shadows, and so nothing could be decided.

Betta had arrived that night, and we'd had a warm reunion. I had been
intent on not going out to face the crowd of reporters, since I saw little point
in parading myself before them like a silent scarecrow, but Betta changed my
mind. She convinced me that Heinrich and I should go outside, stroll across
the meadow, and let the press take pictures of us, since the reporters could
not leave empty-handed. So after breakfast Heinrich and I went outside and
were greeted with such a flood of questions that there was no way to re-
spond: surprisingly foolish questions, such as how I felt and if T'd slept well.
I don’t quite recall what I said, but I managed to utter a few words. Then
Heinrich and I walked some hundred yards and back, a mad crush of pho-
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tographers and journalists edging backward in front of us over the uneven
ground, an older man falling painfully on his back. I felt bad for him, and
for the others too— theirs was not a job to be envied.

Betta’s next decision was that my one white KGB shirt would not see
me through, and so, with the Deutschmarks that the KGB officers had
slipped me on the plane, she went and bought me two shirts she found at
the local village store. I didnt notice it right away, but the shirt I wore for
the trip the following day had gray and white vertical stripes—like the
stakes of a stockade—almost identical to the prison uniform of the So-
viet camps.

Soon after, Dr. Heeb, my sound and even-keeled benefactor, arrived at
Boll's house, a man of strong features and imposing and solid build. While
Betta was with us I didn’t have to resort to German, but no serious discus-
sions were required anyway. Meanwhile, the crowd of reporters were badger-
ing me to come outside and be photographed and asked questions.

Having rushed in from all the corners of Europe and from across the
ocean—what kind of statement were they expecting from me? I simply
couldn’t understand. Was some inane comment all they needed for a head-
line? That I was feeling extremely tired, or, on the contrary, extremely lively?
That I was absolutely delighted to be in the Free World? Or that I really
liked the German autobahns? If I said any of this, their long journeys would
have been justified. But, having just emerged from a great tumult, I was sim-
ply unable to humor them, even had I known how.

My silence turned out to be a great disappointment to them.

And so from the very outset the Western media and I were not to be
friends, were not to understand one another.

Then Herr Dingens arrived from Bonn; as a representative of the Ger-
man Foreign Ministry he had welcomed me on my arrival in the West the
day before. We sat at the table in the bright living room, but Annemarie,
Heinrich’s wife, following a festive European tradition, also lit a few red
candles. Herr Dingens had brought me a temporary German passport with-
out which I could not exist, let alone travel. Officially, in the name of the
government, he proposed that I could choose any place of residence I wished
in Germany.

For a minute I hesitated. I had not made such plans. But I did like Ger-
many, probably because as a child I had enjoyed studying German and learn-
ing German poems by heart, and in the long summer months had read books

of German folklore, 7he Song of the Nibelungs, Schiller, and some Goethe.
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And during the war? Not for a moment did I connect Hitler with traditional
Germany. As for the heated weeks of battle, I had felt only the zeal of pin-
pointing German batteries faster and with greater precision. It was zeal, not
hatred; and I had only felt sympathy at the sight of German prisoners. Was I
now to live in Germany? Perhaps that would be the right thing to do. But in
the meantime I wanted above all to get to Zurich. That was something I
could not even have imagined only two days ago, for my unfinished Novem-
ber 19167 was lacking in details concerning Lenin’s life in Zurich—after all,
imagining a place is one thing, but seeing it with one’s own eyes is another,
and now, tomorrow, I was to see it for myself'!

I thanked Herr Dingens but turned the offer down, not with finality,
but for the time being.

We had barely sat down with the Bolls and gathered our thoughts when
we had word from outside that Dmitri Panin had come to see me with his
wife (his second wife, with whom he had emigrated, and whom I didn’t
know). I was quite taken aback—1I had thought he was in Paris! For him to
suddenly drop everything and catch a plane, without so much as letting me
know! Hadn't the emotional state I would be in and my being overwhelmed
by demands crossed his mind?

But that was Dmitri Panin, my friend from the prison camp, a “Knight
of the Holy Grail” and one of a kind.

Some five years earlier | had read his philosophical manuscript on how to
understand and save humanity. I had asked him where one was to start, what
he was proposing that we actually do here and now. But as always his main
concern was that the edifice of his worldview be complete; putting his system
into practice was of little concern to him, some lesser figure could see to that.
(He had a hazy sense of reality and its possibilities. Back in 1961 Dmitri had
strongly rebuked me for giving One Day in the Life of Ivan Denisovich to the
magazine Novy Mir (New World), and thus laying open my underground ac-
tivity; I ought to have remained in the underground.) As for saving our na-
tion from Communism, that was simple enough. It was necessary to convince
the West to come together and give the Soviet Union a general ultimatum:
“Relinquish Communism or else we will destroy you!” As simple as that. And
the Soviet leaders would undoubtedly capitulate. (I laughed at the idea.) The
only flaw in his concept that he was prepared to admit was that the countries
of the West were not in accord with one another and would not present a
united front, like de Gaulle’s reckless withdrawal from NATO. To unite the
nations of the West, he argued, one had to go by way of the Pope (“a Cru-
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sade!”). Two years earlier, Dmitri had decided, so be it, he would tackle the
matter himself, hands-on. He would set out to convince the Pope! With this
in view he had left the Soviet Union with his new wife, by way of her Israeli
visa. The Pope even granted him an audience. But alas, the Pontiff refrained
from such a simple and direct course of action. So Dmitri began to lay the
groundwork himself, publishing 7he Notebooks of Sologdin (his name in my
book /n the First Circle), and traveled throughout Europe on a book tour with
posters featuring a small snapshot of us, with my arm resting on his shoulder,
that had been enlarged. His presentations were rousing and combative, call-
ing on everyone to rise and unite against Communism without delay; but
those foolish Europeans were sluggish in their response.

Some of this I already knew back in the USSR through smuggled letters
and newspaper clippings, and the rest he told me now. He and I sat in the
front parlor, while his wife, Issa, went to the living room to join the others at
the table with the red candles. The plan Dmitri laid out before me was this:
to immediately declare before the crowd of journalists outside our alliance
and solidarity unto death against Communism. The allocation of responsi-
bilities, which he would also later send me in writing, was that I would be
the swift frigate with bright and colorful sails, while he would be the frigate’s
cargo hold filled with an arsenal of ideas. Together we would be invincible!
My God, how skewed all this was, not only in regard to my having just ar-
rived in the West a few hours earlier and struggling to adapt to my new situ-
ation, but to his tenuous grasp of reality and life. How could one achieve
anything the way he was proposing? We would end up a laughingstock. But
Dmitri did not understand, all my arguments falling on barren ground. My
refusal deeply wounded him and he left extremely upset, if not furious.

This was immediately followed by a new challenge: Janis Sapiets of the
BBC Russian Service, known to his listeners as Ivan Ivanovich, had arrived,
and was asking if I would see him. How could I not? He turned out to be an
extremely kind and pleasant man, his voice so familiar to me for many years.
He persuaded me to record an interview then and there; this would be im-
portant for Soviet listeners, which indeed it was. We did the recording (but I
don’t remember what I said).*

Now that I had my passport in hand, I could have left and no longer been
a burden on Heinrich. (But a burden I was to be, for the whole world had
found out that I was at his house, and for the next month there was a flood of
telegrams, letters, and books, his secretary struggling to keep records and send
everything on to Zurich.) Betta and Heeb, of course, were thinking that we
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catch a plane. But was I to see nothing of Germany? Might there not be a
train we could take? There was—we could board a train in Cologne in the
morning and reach Zurich before nightfall. That was ideal.

Early the following morning we took leave of the hospitable Bélls and
drove off. A few dozen cars that were still lining the narrow village streets all
turned to follow us. We soon reached the train station in Cologne without
my having seen much through the window, and hurried to the platform,
going up in an elevator of all things, getting there just two minutes before
our train was to pull in.

But what two minutes! Right before me, in full view and in all its per-
fection, was that work of beauty, no, that miracle, the Cologne Cathedral!
More than its intricate ornamentation, it was its spiritual depth that struck
me, its towers and spires striving up to the heavens. I gasped, and stared
with my mouth open, while the reporters, ever alert and already on the plat-
form, took snapshots of me staring. And then the train pulled in and swal-
lowed us up.

The day brightened and we could see out of the window far into the dis-
tance. The tracks ran right beside the Rhine, along its left bank, and we went
through Koblenz and Mainz. But the Rhine seemed dirty and industrialized,
no longer poetic, even near the Lorelei Rock which they pointed out to me.
It must have been idyllic before it had been spoiled in this way. But the main
beauty of the area, the centuries-old huddling houses and narrow streets,
could not be seen from a passing train.

Back in Moscow, as soon as Alya or I would meet up with Betta, there en-
sued fiery exchanges of clandestine ideas—but now that I was free to discuss
whatever I liked, I simply could not gather my thoughts. After a great upheaval
passes, you feel it even more.

Word had already spread that I was on this train, and groups of curious
onlookers came crowding to the carriage at the stations. They asked me to
autograph the German edition of Archipelago, which I did, from the steps of
the railcar, and then through the window. I was photographed, and always in
that striped convict’s shirt. Many of these snapshots were to be subsequently
published in Germany.

Though it was only mid-February, it turned out to be a warm day. We
reached Basel shortly after noon, our travel papers checked both on the Ger-
man side and then on the Swiss. The border guards were already waiting for
me, greeted me, and also asked for an autograph. Then we rode through the
narrow and cozy Swiss valleys between the mountains.
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The station in Zurich was teeming with people, and not just on our plat-
form but on all the others, as well as in the concourse and all the way out onto
the square. A whole police force would not have been able to contain the
crowd. Without exaggeration, there was a serious danger of people being
crushed. It was as if we were trapped in a clamp, and two huge Swiss men,
editors from the Scherz Verlag, the publisher of Archipelago in German, who
had been sent for our protection, courageously battled to open a way for us
to inch forward. It really seemed as if we might not make it through the
crowd in one piece. Inch by inch, little by little, we finally got to a waiting car
into which I was shoved like a cork into a bottle, and I sat there for a long
time, the car surrounded by a crowd of Swiss people all so friendly and—
somewhat contrary to their nature, it seems—overcome with enthusiasm,
while the others in our party were led through to our car. We set out slowly,
the crowd waving, and more people lining the streets. From the first bridge
we reached, the first houses and tramways, Zurich struck me as enchanting.

We drove over to Heeb’s apartment. He lived somewhere on the out-
skirts of the city in one of the new high-rises. No sooner had we arrived than
the reporters besieged the place. They insisted I come out and make a state-
ment. I could not. Well, then just a pose or two for the camera. But above
all, posing was beyond what I could muster, and I did not come out. (The
press was becoming increasingly resentful.)

Then I was informed that the Stadtprisident of Zurich, in other words
the mayor of the city, Dr. Sigmund Widmer, had arrived at Heeb’s apartment
to greet me. A tall, intelligent-looking man with a pleasant but solemn face
came into the living room. I stood up and walked toward him and he, with
much effort and some inaccuracy, uttered a phrase of welcome—in Russian!
I answered with two or three German phrases (brain cells carrying old mem-
ory, lighting up and linking into chains), and Dr. Widmer beamed. We sat
down and conversed, Betta interpreting for us. His nervousness abated, and
he proved to be an extremely pleasant person. He was most forthcoming and
offered every possible assistance for my settling down. Might I want to rent
an apartment? Needless to say I could stay at Heeb’s for a day or two, but
what then? Decisions had to be made.

But I could not come to any decision. In the meantime I was flooded
with requests, invitations, proposals. I had not been there an hour when Sen-
ator Helms called from America, the interpreter on the phone inviting me to
come right away to the United States, where I was being eagerly awaited.
There followed another call from the States; it was Thomas Whitney, who
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had translated Archipelago into English and whom until now I had known
only by name. Another call: a woman’s deep voice speaking Russian with a
light accent, Valentina Holub, whose mother had fled from Vladivostok in
1920 with a Czech man who was with the retreating forces. Valentina and
her Czech husband had left Prague, fleeing the Soviet occupation, and now
were living in Zurich. “There are six thousand of us Czech émigrés here, and
all of us worship you and will do anything for you. You can count on us!”
She offered to help with any day-to-day matters, and that in Russian. I was
very grateful to her; after all, we were in no uncertain terms guilty in what we
had done to the Czechs in August 1968. They would be true allies. We
arranged to meet.

And then what a telegram from Munich! “All transmitters of Radio Lib-
erty are at your service. Director F. Ronalds.” Who would have thought! To
speak to the entire USSR, as much as one likes! It was indeed something that
should be done. But couldn’t one at least have a minute to catch one’s breath?

Then I had a visitor—perhaps not that evening but the following one,
though I will describe it here. From the lobby, where a police post had been
set up (to prevent the apartment from being stormed), we were informed
that the writer Anatoli Kuznetsov was asking to see me. None other than the
Kuznetsov who had written Babi Yar, and surprised us all when he fled to the
West in 1969 (under the pretext of researching Lenin’s time in London—
perhaps as I was going to do in Zurich now?); surprising us no less that he
was now ashamed of his surname Kuznetsov (at the insistence of the Soviet
authorities he had proffered charges against the publisher in the West who
had brought out his novel without authorization), and so all his future nov-
els (of which in the past five years there have not been any) were to be simply
signed “Anatoli.” He was conducted through to the apartment. But we had
so little time to talk, just the briefest chat, almost on the go. He was a short
man, agile, very sincere, with a touch of despair in his voice. Despair, need-
less to say, at things having turned out so badly for him, but also despair and
fear that I might make the same mistakes he had. He warned me of what he
likened to the bends, coming from a high to a low pressure zone where one
ran the risk of bursting. It was vital at first not to make any statements at all,
just to take in one’s new surroundings. (How right he was!) And the poor
fellow had come all the way from London just for ten minutes to warn me
about something I already knew. I was completely aware of how careful one
had to be not to throw oneself into the arms of the press, though I did not
know how to take cover from their relentless siege.
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So I do not go out to meet the reporters. It is already dark outside, per-
haps time to go to bed. Heeb’s wife gives me a sleeping pill, but still I cannot
sleep. In the darkness I go out onto the balcony, to breathe in some air in the
silence of the night. It is the back of the building, the fourth floor. Suddenly
a powerful floodlight switches on, trained on me. I am caught! Photographed
yet again. They will not let me breathe. I leave the balcony. More pills.

Nikita Struve, my third pillar of support, had also been caught up in the
clamor at the Zurich train station. Zurich was proving to be the ideal place.
My lawyer, Heeb, lived here, Betta could easily come from Vienna, Nikita
from Paris. From Zurich it would be easier to work at straightening out the
business that had been tangled up by all the clandestine operations, and also to
prepare a rearguard defense of our “invisible allies,” whom the KGB would be
targeting.

For me Nikita Struve had been a faraway friend from beyond the Iron
Curtain, and here he was now in the flesh! Not particularly tall, wearing
glasses, unprepossessing in appearance and even more so in his clothes, which
were serviceable enough—a trait to my taste. He had a quick, penetrating
glance that did not aim to impress, but to notice and weigh things. Nikita
Alekseevich and I understood each other with such ease, as if his whole life
abroad did not separate us in the least. In spirit he had always lived in Russia,
particularly in Russia’s literary, philosophical, and theological production in
exile. In 1963, his book Christians in Contemporary Russia had alerted the
West about Khrushchev’s persecution of the Church. He was also extremely
erudite in Western culture. He had graduated from the Sorbonne, focusing
initially on ancient languages, Arabic, and the philosophies of the ancient and
Arab worlds before specializing in Russian language and literature. He was a
sensitive man. I wondered that this did not get in the way of his work as a
publisher who has to be quite severe at times. It was as if he was worried
about coming across as too forceful, and so presented everything in the form
of assumptions. I still had to get used to this so as not to miss important
things in his ofthand comments. What he feared even more was giving in to
pathos, and at the slightest sign of doing so he would shrink back.

It had fallen to him after the Archipelago disaster® to prepare in utter se-
cret the explosion onto the scene of the first volume, the main weapon in my
battle with the KGB. Its publication came even earlier than I had hoped, be-
fore the Russian Christmas and even before the 1974 New Year. Despite the
holiday period in the West, his publishing house, the Parisian YMCA-Press,’
had been submerged by a flood of phone calls, orders, and inquiries.
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He and I now had a great deal on our hands. First and foremost, we had
to bring out the second volume of Archipelago, though its immediate publi-
cation no longer had the burning urgency it had had in Moscow. It was also
time to begin the French translation of 7he Oak and the Calf® (the mi-
crofilm with the photographed manuscript had been smuggled out of the
Soviet Union some time earlier). And there was so much more. . . . In fact I
wanted to rush every possible publication.

I do not remember anything more— those first two or three days were
like a wild merry-go-round. We went up into the mountains with Widmer
and his wife Elisabeth (an extremely charming person), along with Betta and
Struve, to take a look at the house that Widmer was offering me so I could
work undisturbed. The only way we finally managed to escape the rush of
press vehicles following us was that Widmer, in his capacity as mayor, had
arranged a three-minute traffic ban behind us. I very much liked his cottage,
which was at Sternenberg on the ridge of one of the foothills. Here I could
do some work!

I needed a large magnifying glass, probably in order to look at the mi-
crofilm that had been smuggled out. Betta and I went to the store where I
chose a good magnifying glass, but the storekeeper categorically refused to
take any money from me; we kept protesting, but I finally had to accept the
gift, which was to become such a valued object. We visited Heeb’s impressive
law office on Zurich’s main street, the Bahnhofstrasse, where his wife and his
son Herbert, a pleasant and intelligent young man, were also working. There
was also a young woman; and a great number of folders I had to go through,
which I could barely take in, not to mention that I badly needed a pair of
glasses, which I ordered next door.

Then it was time for the whole party to have lunch, and I surprised every-
one (except Betta) by refusing to go to a restaurant. I found the sedate atmos-
phere of restaurants, the laborious and sluggish cult of dining, savoring—a
waste of time and extremely exhausting. In all my fifty-five years of Soviet
life I believe I was in a restaurant only two or three times, and then because I
had to go. (Besides, I had always lived on the sidelines and was constantly
short of money.) For me to appear in an elegant restaurant now that I was
the center of attention filled me with shame. Heeb was clearly taken aback,
but I asked if we couldn’t just go to some worker’s cafeteria where we could
get a quick bite. Heeb and Betta conferred, and with some difficulty came
up with a factory cafeteria some ways off from the center. The workers and
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other personnel sitting closely packed recognized and greeted me. I some-
how don’t remember that there were any reporters there. But on the streets
they followed us everywhere, brusquely shoving their long microphones in
my face, recording every word I said to my party. We could not touch on
anything secret or in fact anything else for fear that it would be transmitted
live on the spot. I could not stand it. “You are worse than the KGB!” I ex-
ploded. My relations with the press grew worse and worse.

But what was most important for me was to see Lenin’s house on Spiegel-
gasse. What a coincidence, what luck! Quite by chance I came upon the vein
of gold I needed for my November 1916, in order to proceed with the Lenin
chapters! I went there on my very first stroll with Betta, which, however,
turned out to be a bad idea, something I had not thought through, as the
newspapers then wrote that I had come to pay homage to Lenin! But I was
looking forward to how much material on Lenin I could gather in Zurich.

It was on this stroll that Frank Crepeau from the Associated Press caught
up with me on the street, a noble and kind man who, during the highpoint of
my battle with the KGB, had helped me stand my ground. How could I now
deny him an interview as a sign of my gratitude? It was a short interview [1],*
but despite its brevity I managed to talk about what was burning inside me:
the fate of my archive, without which I could not move forward. At the time I
did not know what good luck Alya had had with it, and came upon the naive
idea of threatening the Soviets that if they did not release my archive so I could
write about history, I would be forced to go on the attack and write about the
present. The crowd of reporters who were following us saw Crepeau approach
me on the street and saw how delighted I was to see him, and a few hours later
he had already interviewed me. One of the correspondents, perhaps out of
envy or to justify his failure, announced that Crepeau had brought from
Moscow a secret letter from my wife. (This was definitely not the case.) The
next day we read this in all the newspapers. For Crepeau, however, this was a
disaster: he would now be denied a Soviet visa, as such actions were prohibited
to foreign correspondents! He was depressed. So what could I do but make an-
other statement to the press, and went out in front of Heeb’s apartment build-
ing and expressed my indignation at such misinformation. The journalist, in
fact the press agency or the newspaper itself, ought to apologize.

* Bold number signifies the corresponding appendix at the end of this volume. (Editor’s note.)
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I was naive in thinking that the reporter, his agency, or his newspaper
might show any remorse. Their fly-by-night trade, as long as it lasts, is to
outdo one another in snooping, conjecturing, and snatching at whatever
they can. Every encounter I had with the media in my first days in the West
filled me with bewilderment; I was taken aback. An ill-defined feeling of re-
sistance to their cheap tricks arose within me: my book about the perishing
of millions had just burst onto the scene, and they were nipping at some
puny weeds. Of course it was also ungrateful on my part: was not the West-
ern media, whatever its shortcomings, the force that had offered me a
pedestal to the world, rescuing me from persecution? Then again, they did
not do this on their own: I was the one who waged the battle. The KGB
knew full well that if they threw me in chains even more of my writing
would be printed, which would backfire on them. It was, however, through
its penchant for sensationalism that the Western media saved me, and fu-
eled by the same penchant it was now demanding I make statements, not
realizing my stubbornness.

Did they think I was being silent because my family had not yet been al-
lowed to leave the Soviet Union? But I was certain that the authorities would
not dare prevent them from leaving. Or because they might not release my
archive? I knew for certain that they would not relinquish even a scrap of
paper, and that everything would depend on Alya’s resourcefulness and the
help of our well-wishing foreign friends. None of those things determined
my silence: It was the writer’s protective instinct, which had realized, even
before my mind had, the danger of becoming a blatherer. I had been carried
to the West on such a sweeping wave that I could now talk endlessly, repeat-
ing myself every which way, straying from the gift of writing. Political pas-
sion, of course, is embedded deep within me, and yet it comes affer litera-
ture, it ranks lower. And if in our unfortunate land so many resourceful and
active people had not perished, with physicists and mathematicians having
to take up sociology and poets having to take up political oratory, I would
have remained within the bounds of literature.

And here I clashed with the Western media in its frenzied rampage as it
watched and stalked and photographed my every move. I had not bowed be-
fore the formidable Soviet Dragon—was I now to bow and scrape before
these journalists in the West? Were they to ensnare me with glory? I did not
need it! I had not clung to Khrushchev’s orbit’” even for a week, nor would
I cling to theirs. All these methods disgusted me. “You are worse than the
KGB!” My words instantly resounded throughout the world. So from my
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first days in the West I did much to ruin my relationship with the press;
a conflict that was to continue for many years had begun.

The second onslaught, so overwhelming that I had no time to gather my
wits or think things through, was by mail. I still did not have a place of my
own, and not having yet decided where I would live, was staying for a few
days at Heeb’s; but even there I was already receiving box after box of
telegrams, letters from all over the world, and heavy books. (Back in Ger-
many Béll was also inundated with mail addressed to me.) There were letters
in all the world’s languages, and it was futile to even glance through them all,
let alone read and respond to them. As for all the boxes, the immediate issue
was where to put them. Where was I going to live? It was vital to decide as
soon as possible.

I had long had a great fondness for Norway: a wintry northern land, long
nights, stoves, wood throughout the home—even the tableware wooden, and
(from Ibsen and Grieg) I saw a certain similarity with the Russian character
and everyday Russian life. Furthermore recently, at the height of the Soviet
actions against me, the Norwegians had sprung to my defense and invited me
to come to Norway; there was even “a writing desk waiting.” Alya and I had
decided that if we were to be deported, we would go to Norway. (I had then
even asked Stig Fredrikson to be my secretary in anticipation of our living in
Scandinavia.) Of course we would not go to Oslo but to some wilderness,
and I imagined the sheer cliff of a fjord, with our house perched on its edge,
and a view of the endlessly rolling steel-gray ocean.

So I had to go and take a look at Norway right away!

My trip so soon after my deportation sparked a lot of attention and sur-
prise. (Alya in Moscow, hearing it on the radio, knew I had gone to look for
a place.) At railway stations in Germany and, later, Sweden I was recognized
through the train window by people on the platform; at some stations I was
even greeted by delegations that had managed to gather. In Copenhagen I
was welcomed and escorted through the city all day. On my arrival at the sta-
tion I was offered a beer at the stationmaster’s, and a small brass band played
a welcoming march. Then I had a stroll through the streets with the presi-
dent of the Danish Writers” Association, taking in the sights and climbing
the famous Round Tower. Outside the royal palace I also saw the changing
of the guard with their bearskin hats, about which I had heard in Butyrka
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prison from Timofeev-Ressovsky. Finally we also entered the Parliament
building, the hall empty as parliament was not in session. After that I was
dragged to the Writers’ Association for some local award ceremony. Everyone
spoke in Danish, there was no translation, and I sat there, nodding affably
and resting. After the ceremony one of the writers came up to me, very close,
and dramatically and in pure Russian said to my face: “We hate you! People
like you should be strangled!” The Red International had not hesitated to
rear its head.

That evening Per Hegge, an old acquaintance from Moscow who was still
at that time a reporter for the Norwegian newspaper Affenposten, set out with
me for Oslo on a “ferry,” actually a large steamer with many hundreds of pas-
sengers, buffets, and all kinds of entertainments. Attempting to make my way
through the noisy crowd was unbearable, so I retired to my cabin and lay
there all night. In the morning, as the ship was already pulling into the harbor
on its approach to Oslo, the captain called me to the bridge to see the naviga-
tion and admire the view. In the warm jacket Betta had bought me in Zurich
I went out onto the ship’s bow, the wind cold but the sunny air crystal clear,
and saw down on the pier a crowd of people holding placards with “God
bless you” on them. I realized only gradually that the placards were meant for
me. It took us quite a while to dock; the crowd of passengers disembarked,
and the well-wishers on the pier waited and then welcomed me warmly.

As Hegge and I went down the long main street he said to me: “Do you
know who that was who just walked by and greeted us? The Minister of For-
eign Affairs.” The minister was heading to the ministry, not in a limousine or
Black Volga like Soviet officials, but on foot. (I also remembered Timofeev-
Ressovsky saying in Butyrka prison that the Norwegian king went about
Oslo on foot and without a bodyguard.) Here too we went to the parlia-
ment, which was not in session, but where I was met by the parliamentary
leaders. Now for the first time I explained the purpose of my trip, and the
president of the Parliament, pointing to the Code of Law, promised that
while there was a Norway its laws would guarantee my full protection.

But my main search was for a fjord, any fjord for an initial view, and Per
Hegge and I, along with Victor Sparre, a Norwegian artist of great originality,
drove past Norway’s largest lake, Mjosa, with its blue waters, big-boulder
shores, and black wooded hills up above; we drove through the valleys of the
Ligen River and Gudbrand Valley up into the mountains, harsh Norwegian
mountains with their bare blackish rockface and dark purplish blue bases and
the frozen heights of their blue-green waterfalls. At the house of the painter
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Weidemann we had a taste of that Russo-Norwegian hospitality, using the in-
formal “you,” as natural in Norwegian as it is in Russian, and a local man gave
me his hunting knife as a sign of brotherhood. All the buildings— the houses
as well as the churches—were made of logs, just like in Russia, some even
covered with birchbark, only the doors were bound with ornamented iron.
Small sheaves of oat and millet jutted from fences for little birds so they
wouldn't perish in the winter. We drove past wooden churches, buildings
from the ninth century with pagan ornaments on their roofs (King Olaf II
and his axe had baptized the people here in the beginning of the eleventh cen-
tury), and by the entrance to the churchyards stood pillars with iron collars
that could be clamped around the necks of sinners, who were exhibited for all
to see. (So, much-accursed Russia was not the only land that adopted such
measures!) There were huts in front of the churches where parishioners carry-
ing arms would leave their weapons. The wintry severity and the candor of
this country went straight to my heart. My inner voice wondered where else
in the pampered West of our times I would find a place such as this. I could
live in a setting like this one.

(On Norwegian TV, the first Western media whose invitation I could
not decline, I said the following, which I have just found in some old notes:
“Norwegians have kept some of that redeeming idealism of the soul that we
find dwindling in the modern world, but which alone lends humanity hope
for the future.” This might perhaps not be the case for all of Norway, but on
that trip and in my meetings that is what I felt.)

And is this not what the Kon-Tiki raft' meant for Norway and our entire
enfeebled civilization! Today’s prosperous world is moving ever further from
natural human existence, growing stronger in intellect but increasingly infirm
in body and soul. To figure out where Pacific Islanders migrated from one
could sit comfortably among one’s papers and weigh different theories. Thor
Heyerdahl, however, demonstrated courage of a scope we now no longer have,
setting out on a primitive raft to prove the route the Islanders had taken. And
he proved it! Now the Kon-Tiki was housed as a symbol of national pride in a
special museum building, and I looked at it with awe. In its repository at the
museum it seemed large, but in the ocean it would have been no more than a
splinter.

So were the Norwegians in all of Europe the people closest to me in spirit?

I was immediately taken to see an estate near Oslo that was for sale. It
was 170 hectares, I remember, with a dozen or so picturesque huts scattered
around, built in the old style with ancient hearths. For whom, I wondered,
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were all those huts built? In the mistress’s house, the interior quite ornate, we
were served fizzy drinks and told that the property was available for a trifling
10 million kroner. Needless to say I was not in the least tempted, which is
perhaps a pity, because then I might have heard about my somewhat strait-
ened circumstances from Heeb eight months earlier than I did.

In Oslo we also heard that one of the cinemas was playing a movie about
Ivan Denisovich. Of course we went to see it. It was an Anglo-Norwegian
production with Tom Courtenay playing Ivan Denisovich.!' Both he and
the director had made every effort that the film be as true as possible to the
original. But the only thing they managed to bring across was the cold,
the cold and, perhaps somewhat conventionally, a feeling of doom. As for the
rest—daily life and even the atmosphere of the prison camps— the movie
failed to capture it, was so far off the mark, a poor substitute. After the movie,
journalists asked me what I thought. What could I do? I praised it. The par-
ticipants had all clearly done their best, putting their heart and soul into it.
But I came to realize that such a movie could only be made with our actors,
who have experienced Soviet reality. Before me opened the impassable gulf of
life experience and worldview after all the Soviet decades. (I had not yet seen
Ford’s disgraceful movie 7he First Circle'* that was little more than a quick
bid for popularity.) Will I live to see a real film version of my work?

The press was now chasing me through Norway too, so when we spent
the night at Weidemann’s (he was away), a police post was set up at the foot
of the mountain to keep off my pursuers. But they did let through Stig
Fredrikson, who had unexpectedly arrived from Moscow. What a joy to see
him! He was somewhat downcast, for Alya had given him a note for me
which he had concealed inside a transistor radio, but the men from the KGB
had guessed there might be something hidden in there and had found the
note, the contents of which he did not know. What was worse, he might
now be barred from returning to Moscow, his accreditation revoked. (Fortu-
nately that was not to be the case.)

But what was the news from home? He told me that there had not yet
been a search, that nothing had been taken. The house was still under sur-
veillance around the clock, but with the help of Stig and other friends from
the press corps (now that is a true press, a press of a very different kind!) Alya
had managed to send an important part of my archive to safety. It was as yet
uncertain, however, whether a search might not still be made. But friends
and family were holding up well, fearlessly visiting the apartment, and Alya
was carrying on with commendable resolution, a true commander-in-chief.
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For Alya I sent back with Stig all the details and impressions I had gath-
ered, needless to say not in written form, but spoken.

Hegge and I drove out to the fjord at Andalsnes, which turned out to
be a winding bay with slightly slanting shores and mountains some distance
off. There was no sign of a sheer cliff by the ocean where an exile might
build his house. I had now been in the West for over a week, and my per-
ception and understanding of things were beginning to change, but some-
thing was still necessary for them to ripen. And this low-lying coast into
which the sea was cutting suddenly clarified what was maturing within me.
While we are in the belly of the Soviet Dragon we suffer many privations,
but there is one thing we never feel: the sharpness of its teeth pointing out-
ward. But this Norwegian coast, which when I was in the Soviet Union I
had imagined as being a series of inaccessible cliffs, suddenly revealed itself
as a vulnerable and desirable Scandinavian coastline: no wonder Soviet sub-
marines kept prowling these coasts, which, if war broke out, the Soviets
would attack in the first few hours in order to threaten England. It was al-
most impossible to find a place to settle down that would be more red-hot
than this chilly and craggy land.

I must say that I've never shared the misguided and widespread fear of
nuclear war, like in the days of the Second World War when everyone was
awaiting with trepidation a chemical warfare that never came. For the past
twenty years I have been convinced that the Third World War will not be a
nuclear one. Having, as yet, no reliable defense system against airborne mis-
siles (though the Soviets are further along in developing one), the leaders of
an affluent America, an America enjoying its affluence but losing the war in
Vietnam to its own domestic audience, would never lead its nation to sui-
cide in the form of a preemptive nuclear strike, even if the Soviets were to
attack Europe. As for the Soviet Union, a preemptive nuclear strike is even
less to its advantage; as it is, the Soviets are coloring the map of the world
red, seizing two countries a year. They can attack easily enough by land, their
tanks crossing the northern European plain, and send paratroopers, while
they’re at it, to seize the Norwegian coast, as Hitler also did not fail to do.
(That is the reason the Soviet Union was happy to pledge it would not be
the frst to launch a nuclear attack, a pledge it will keep.)

Thus, setting foot on the shore of my first fjord, I understood that I
could not live in Norway. The Dragon’s jaws will not relinquish you twice.

In those Norwegian days I also gave thought to what language our
children would have their schooling in. How many people in the world
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understand Norwegian? If you bring out something in the Scandinavian
press, the rest of the world barely notices, or doesn’t notice at all.

I returned to Switzerland, again by train, through southern Sweden and
then by ferry (though a different one this time, one that carries trains), then
through Denmark and Germany so I could see more of Europe through the
train window. (A Soviet ship had crossed the ferry’s path—a symbolic
sign—and seeing the Soviet flag up close I experienced such a peculiar feel-
ing of estrangement from the USSR. From that same ferry, in the dusk of
the early evening, I narrowed my eyes to see as much as I could of Hamlet’s
Elsinore.) Throughout the journey I kept running names of countries
through my mind; there seemed to be still quite a few that were not under
Communism, but it somehow seemed difficult to find a country in which to
take refuge. One country was too far south, the other too unstable, another
too foreign in spirit. There did seem to be one country in the world that
might suit me, and that was Canada, which was said to resemble Russia. But
as the weeks began to pass, and I was expecting my family, I could not delay
making a choice.

But what a gift Zurich was for my Lenin chapters! So as I had no time to
travel and choose, Switzerland would have to be my choice for the present.

Thus I stayed in that big city, a thing I did not like, a place I could not
have imagined living in. Though it was vital to choose the right place quickly
and definitely, in those first months in the West I simply could not get to it.
Too much was piling up, waiting, weighing on me.

In the meantime Sigmund Widmer had jumped into action. No sooner
was I back than he offered to rent for me a half-house in the university quar-
ter, in the “professorial” part. I went to take a look. The houses in the area
were all clustered together as they were everywhere else in Zurich, but there
was a small yard behind the house with a lawn measuring some two thousand
square feet, and the place was relatively quiet at the corner of Stapferstrasse.
(If an “S” had not hooked itself onto “Tapferstrasse” the street’s name would
have meant “Brave Street,” “Fearless Street.”) One-half of a duplex was on
offer and it consisted, from bottom to top, of a cellar that could serve as a
pantry but also had a large low-ceilinged room in which the children could
play in the winter; on the ground floor there was a living room and a dining
room with a kitchen, and on the second floor three bedrooms (could they
accommodate seven of us?), and then an attic with a slanted ceiling and two
small rooms in which I could write; not to mention a small garret up a steep

ladder.
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The following day, before I could even express my gratitude and accept,
the municipal council sent some leased furniture (I could later return it, or if
I liked it purchase it). But before the furniture could even take up position on
unsure legs in the various rooms of the house, heaps of telegrams, letters,
packages, brochures, and books carted from Heeb’s office began pouring di-
rectly onto the carpet of the largest and nicest of the rooms: people congratu-
lating and welcoming me, people inviting me, others insisting I read some-
thing right away, still others insisting I do something, say something, or meet
with them right away. I already knew from the explosion that came after One
Day in the Life of Ivan Denisovich that, in the onslaught of public response,
fervent enthusiasm came mixed with empty noise and cold calculation. (As
for the hostile letters, the amazing thing was that here too they were anony-
mous, though one wonders what those who wrote them had to fear.) I knew
that there was no activity more hopeless and empty than dismantling and
sorting through this growing mountain of mail, which would promise in no
uncertain terms to swallow up all my efforts for many months. If I began re-
plying, the mountain would only double in size, and if I did not reply to any-
one, there would be resentment.

Be sweet and you shall be devoured, be bitter and you shall be spat out.

[ preferred the second option. (Furthermore, there were letters in every
language—from the major ones all the way to Latvian and Hungarian; peo-
ple seemed to think that no sooner had I set foot in the West I already had a
fully staffed office at hand.)

Here the energetic Frau Holub came to my aid. She had two Czech stu-
dents come by after class to sort through the letters. She also found me some
dishes and utensils, and would bring me chicken and noodles, another time
soup with boiled beef (the very last time I had had such a soup had been in
1928, toward the end of the New Economic Policy—after that not even in
my dreams). Frau Holub showed me nearby stores where one could buy
things quickly and easily. She was a true savior. And so I began running my
household.

I could lock the house, but the gate to the yard had been removed and the
gateway stood wide open. I assumed that people wouldn’t immediately find
out where I was now living. How wrong I was! The very first day some reporter
or other tracked down my new abode, quietly photographed it from all angles,
and sent the pictures to his newspaper with the announcement: Solzhenitsyn
has moved into 45 Stapferstrasse. What do you know! Now anyone and every-
one could drop by whenever they wanted. And that is exactly what happened.
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People began wandering in through the open gate, people from Zurich and
elsewhere, anyone who wanted to come by. (Among them were some individ-
uals who seemed quite suspect and troubled in their behavior and speech.)

During my trip to Norway there had been further developments. In the
United States Senate, Senator Helms had put forward the proposition that I
be granted honorary U.S. citizenship, which had before only been granted to
Lafayette and Churchill. [2] By special courier he had sent me a letter with an
invitation to come to the States. [3] With my house not yet fully furnished,
all the wiring in the ceiling not yet hooked up, the floors covered with piles of
letters and parcels, no housewares yet, I typed out a reply on the single tiny
Russian typewriter that was to be found in all of Zurich, a reply [4] that was
perhaps not politically prudent but that expressed my firm conviction against
being roped in here in the West. To a politician, the reasoning behind my re-
jection might seem improbable, an invented excuse: refusing despite all the
triumph and sensation to hurl myself into the thick of public attention, seek-
ing instead to concentrate “with special diligence and attention on my princi-
pal literary work.” But that is exactly how I feel. If I stop writing now and let
myself be trapped, freedom would lose all meaning for me.

Another invitation was fished out from the flood of letters, this one
from George Meany of the American trade unions. [5] America, the con-
sumer of everything new and sensational, was awaiting me with open arms.
A trip at this point in time would be one great triumphal march, not to
mention the honorary citizenship; but I had to come right away, while I was
at my zenith, while things were on a roll, this was a moment that would not
repeat itself, the American public lived for the moment (which in a sense
could be said for the Western public as a whole). (The Soviets too were ex-
pecting that I would go, and mobilized a dozen writers and their entire
Novosti press agency, unleashing a book against me in English, 7he Last Cir-
cle,”” some hundred and fifty pages long, and in May the Soviet embassy in
Washington distributed it throughout the city.*)

* It has been twelve years since I have seen this book, and only now am I leafing through it. Just
as during the weeks before my deportation from the Soviet Union I missed the whole newspa-
per campaign against me, not looking at any newspapers or what names signed the articles and
how they smeared me in every way for decades to come. (Author’s note, 1986.)
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But I am a sedentary person by nature, not a nomad. I had just arrived
here and there was so much to deal with. Was I now to drop everything, and
leave again? And what would be awaiting me in America? More tumultuous
gatherings, not to mention that in America I could no longer remain silent
in the face of TV, newspapers, and the public, spinning out the same yarn
over and over, turning into a blatherer.

Indeed, other worries preoccupied me.

The foremost was whether my archive would be saved. In it were my
thoughts, views, reading notes, episodes from the Revolution taken from a
variety of people’s accounts, all gathered since my student days over a period
of almost forty years, on small sheets of paper in lettering the size of poppy
seeds (that way they were easier to hide). The archive also contained from
more recent years my highly concentrated Diary of a Novel,"* which had
been the intimate interlocutor of my daily writing, and contained above all
the actual manuscript of my unfinished November 1916, which had not yet
been saved by being published the way August 1914 had been. And there
were individual chapters scattered across various Nodes."

My second worry was the extremely disturbing question of whether I
would manage to write in the West. There is a widely held view that many
authors lose the ability to write outside their home country. Could this hap-
pen to me? (Some Western voices were already predicting my spiritual death
in the West.)

And what about my rearguard—all the friends and “invisible allies”
back in the Soviet Union. If I were now to go to America, I would be leaving
them orphaned in the USSR without access to an address, a phone number,
or a clandestine mail route, while here in Zurich at least, someone with con-
nections could bring news, like Stig Fredrikson for instance. (As it happens,
he was to arrive soon after.)

I had conducted myself as the struggle demanded until the very last mo-
ment in the Soviet Union. I had not slackened in the West either, but could
not bring myself to submit to political calculation. If I was now truly in the
free world, I wanted to be free: free of all the harassment from the press, free
of all the invitations and public appearances. All my refusals were a literary
self-defense mechanism, the same spontaneous and unconsidered mecha-
nism (definitely a mistaken one from a pragmatic point of view) that, after
Ivan Denisovich had been published, had kept me from going to the presid-
ium of the Union of Writers to have myself assigned a Moscow apartment.'®
My self-defense was to do everything I could to prevent being drawn into
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the maelstrom so that I could continue working steeped in silence, not al-
lowing the flame of writing to expire, not letting myself be torn to pieces,
but to remain myself. My international fame seemed to me boundless—but
no longer all that necessary.

And so I typed out my next rejection. [6]

In a daze, I wandered through the empty duplex like a sleepwalker try-
ing to discern which of the many things I had to do was most pressing and
urgent. There was one duty that was singularly important. Before my depor-
tation, Shafarevich and I had been planning to make a joint declaration in
support of General Grigorenko, but there hadn’t been time. I was to write
the text, but it had to be sent to Moscow for Shafarevich’s signature. So in a
room that was still being finished I wrote my first work in the West."” I then
sent the declaration by way of a clandestine mail route to Shafarevich in
Moscow, where it was published.

At every turn there were domestic issues to be dealt with, but I could not
entirely turn my back on all the mail and simply step over the many piles.

The things people wrote me! An old émigré by the name of Krivorotov
sent me an “Open Letter,” a lengthy article (subsequently published)'® that
denounced all my writings as lies: I was deceiving the Russian people for not
revealing that all the misfortunes of Russia stemmed from the Jews, and that
I had not shown that in August 1914, nor in the first volume of Archipelago
that had been published. I needed to mend my ways before it was too late,
otherwise I would be exposed without mercy. (Later there was outrage in the
émigré press that I had had the effrontery not to reply to Krivorotov.) In other
letters I was dressed down for being the darling of world Zionism, claiming
that I had sold out to it. And Boris Solonevich (Ivan’s brother), then still alive,
distributed a pamphlet against me in émigré circles saying that I was an obvi-
ous KGB agent deliberately sent abroad to corrupt émigrés.

As for Dmitri Panin, he sent me from Paris severe sermons that it was
high time I joined the true struggle against Communism. A group of im-
placable anti-Communists from a number of neighboring countries were
about to meet in Lausanne. Panin was going to be there, and I had to go too
and sign their manifesto. (God, what an example of how such a long period
of isolated thought can send people veering off on a tangent!)

Then in quick succession there appeared representatives of the Russian
Orthodox Church Outside Russia and the Moscow Patriarchate.' From the
Church Outside Russia came the priest of the nearby basement chapel, Fa-
ther Aleksandr Kargon (a remarkable elderly man to whose church we would
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later go to pray), together with Archbishop Anthony of Geneva (a most up-
right, principled, and worthy hierarch, as I was later to ascertain). With
them was Grabbe the Younger, he too named Anthony, a shady archiman-
drite from a Jerusalem monastery; I took an instant disliking to him, as he
was unpleasant and politicized. (A few years later he was to be accused of
abusing his office.) Our conversation remained general: they were hoping for
active help from me, and that I would join and support the Church Outside
Russia. (Any other branch of the Church wasn't even worth mentioning.)

During those same days a priest from the Moscow Patriarchate comes to
see me—the son of the late writer Rodionov. He too lives nearby and hopes
I will agree to a meeting at his house with Metropolitan Anthony of Sourozh
from London (an inspired and celebrated preacher, known to all of Russia
through the BBC). I agree, and a few days later a secret meeting takes place.
The Metropolitan is not in the best of health and somewhat older than I. A
physician by profession, he had chosen the priesthood, initially in secret in
the bosom of the Moscow Patriarchate; now he was serving as Metropolitan
within the Patriarchate, and was to do so for a long time. He asks my advice
on the general stance he should take concerning Soviet action against the
Church. He is restrained and serious, with a spark in his eyes. What can I ad-
vise him? Only to take a hard stance: to inform the entire world, loudly and
in no uncertain terms, about how the Church is being suppressed in the
USSR! He recoils. But that would mean a break with the Patriarchate and
the end of any influence he could wield from his current seat. (After all he is
the exarch of the Moscow Patriarch in Western Europe.) But still fueled by
my clashes and confrontations I cannot see his point: What sounder way was
there to serve Russian Orthodoxy?

No, in the troubled and entangled state I am in, with so many decisions
still to make, it is impossible for me to break free and think clearly. I am doing
something wrong, neglecting something that is quite urgent; but I cannot
figure out what.

I went to Father Aleksandr’s church, and then went again, and my soul
was truly touched. It was located in an ordinary house,? and one went down
into the basement, which was a row of small windows on one side near the
ceiling looking directly out onto the wheels of the traffic rumbling by.
And in a basement that would fit a hundred, some ten people had come to
pray—a plaintive little island of a Russia torn to shreds. The venerable
priest, almost eighty years old, recited the prayers, his breath struggling in
his chest, pronouncing in a gasp: “May Thy people be delivered from bitter
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torment by godless authority!” Few are the churches I remember in Russia
where people prayed as sincerely as they did in this basement that was so like
a catacomb, all the more surprising in that one could hear outside, up above,
the rumbling of the self-assured, alien city. But I had never in my life heard
such words spoken. They could not have been uttered in the USSR.

Every few days I call Alya in Moscow. I always manage to get a connec-
tion, and we are not interrupted. But how much can we say? I can barely
touch on any of the things I have written about above, while Alya, who has
her hands full saving my archive— my archivel— clearly cannot say a word
about it. All she says in a worn voice is: “Don’t urge me to come right away—
there’s so much housekeeping to deal with.” (I understand: she has ozher, far
more serious things to deal with. I did not realize at the time that they were
harassing her, on top of everything else, with a full exit-visa procedure for the
entire family, demanding every possible paper, certificate, and official stamp,
as if she had applied to emigrate of her own free will. All this just to give her
a hard time.) Furthermore, our youngest son, Stepan, caught pneumonia,
and we have to wait for him to get well.

I am gradually settling in. I went with the Holubs to a large furniture
store, where I bought more furniture in anticipation of my family’s arrival,
including quite a few Norwegian pieces of blond wood, thus bringing at
least a little bit of Norway into our home.

The Holubs—along with “as many Czechs as I require”—are ready to
help me with whatever I need, taking care of me in every way, explaining
everything and showing me around the city (even though the husband is un-
pleasant— clearly a bad person). I need a dentist who speaks Russian? Not a
problem, they take me to one. A family doctor? They know an excellent one.
There is a young Czech fellow who connects up the phone in all the rooms
without my even needing to be there. Someone wants to make me a present
of a chalet on Lake Lucerne— the Czechs take me there, but the trip turns
out to be a waste of time. (The area on the mountain is magnificent, but the
motive for the gift becomes clear only gradually: if I accept the chalet, the
donor hopes that the government of the canton will build a road going all
the way up to it, right past the donor’s house.)—*“We do hope you will not re-
fuse to meet some of our Czech compatriots, as many as we can fit into our
apartment,” the Holubs said. I readily agreed. The gathering was arranged at
their place and some forty recent Czech émigrés came, among them many
fine people, and there was a warm and pleasant atmosphere of complete mu-
tual understanding. (Trying to reach such a point with Western Europeans,
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on the other hand, is like trudging seven miles up a mountain—through the
underbrush.) What a joy when like-minded people can get together and talk
in freedom unhindered.—“We do hope you will agree to visit our Czech art
gallery!” the Holubs said. I went. She was a good artist, the people at the ex-
hibit were warm and pleasant.—“You simply must grant us permission to
translate your Archipelago into Czech. We'll see to it that it gets to our people
in Prague!” I did. (They translated it, badly and incompetently, dragging
matters out for two years and blocking a quality Czech émigré publishing
house from taking on the project.) They also insisted that I give my Prussian
Nights to some poet by the name of Rezd¢. But try as he might, I refused to
meet with him.

Even those of us who have been branded by our experiences in the
camps, careful a thousandfold and a hundredfold wary, we all have a weak
spot somewhere. Still stressed and shaken by my deportation, troubled, un-
able to grasp the world that was coming down upon me—how was I not to
make mistakes? Had the Holubs been Russians, I would have trodden care-
fully. I would have asked them when it was that they had emigrated; under
what circumstances, and where from. But they were Czech! Brothers of ours
whom we had deceived, whom we had trampled into the ground! A feeling of
perpetual guilt had eclipsed my caution. (Two months later, beginning in
the spring, I moved to Sternenberg, to the house of the Widmers up in the
mountains. There I felt out of the public eye and safe in the solitude of the
night, though the Holubs knew the way there well enough. Later we were
sent warnings directly from Czechoslovakia that the Holubs were secret agents:
the husband had been an important Czech diplomat while his wife had
worked some twenty years in the Czech secret service. We had in fact begun
to notice peculiarities, such as their intense curiosity, and the inexplicable fact
of their being so very well informed about everything. Finally, even the reti-
cent Swiss police warned us in no uncertain terms not to trust them. But all
that was still in the future. For the time being the Holubs were my main sup-
port, especially before my family arrived.)

I was well aware of the fact that every newcomer makes nothing but
mistakes in an unfamiliar environment, but having a newfound editorial
freedom I felt compelled to embrace it, so tormented was I by everything I
had 7ot said! With unnecessary haste I threw myself into one project after
another. I made a recording of Prussian Nights (with the help of the Holubs,
of course), and then (again with the help of the Holubs) began negotiations
for the production of a film on my 7he Tanks Know the Truth! The Holubs
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brought me the Czech émigré director Vojtéch Jasny, and we wasted a lot of
time, all for nothing, despite having a screenplay that I had already worked
on in Moscow, which I was intending to be one of my main strikes against
the Soviets. To think that I was now here in the West, and simply couldn’t
get the project going!

The most important task at hand, however, was my Lezter to the Soviet
Leaders.*" Its publication had already been put on hold in Paris in January,
since my latest corrections had stayed behind on my desk** at Kozitsky
Lane when I was arrested (though Alya had now managed to send these
corrections to Nikita Struve). It was now important to cause a big stir with
this letter as soon as possible! I did not realize that it was to be misunder-
stood and misinterpreted in the West, and that it would lead to my being
spurned. I just intuitively felt that this was the right step, that what I said in
the letter had to be said, and that the Soviet leaders must not be given the
opportunity to claim that they had been unaware of this alternative path of
development.

The ultimate goal of my Letzer was to avoid a destructive revolutionary
outcome (“bloody mass revolutions are always disastrous for the people in
whose midst they occur,” is what I wrote). Some sort of compromise with
the leaders had to be reached, because the problem did not lie with them but
with the system—ir was what had to be eliminated. And that was what I
wrote to them. A “change in the present leadership (the whole pyramid)
might provoke only a new destructive struggle, and would certainly lead to
only a very dubious gain in the quality of the leadership.” (For I wondered
why we would expect that a sudden replacement of those currently in charge
would result in their being replaced by angels, or at least by honest, hard-
working leaders who, if nothing else, cared about the little people. But after
fifty years of the destruction and devastation of our people, only creeps,
wheeler-dealers, and criminals will come floating to the surface.)

There was, of course, no solid position that one could take in such a di-
alogue, and in my Letter to the Soviet Leaders there was a flaw in the argument:
Communist ideology had justified itself as an excellent weapon for conquer-
ing the world, and a call to the Soviet leaders to renounce its ideology was not
so much a realistic proposition as a desperate cry. All I did was to remind
them how wzterly wrong Marxism had been in its predictions: its economic
theory is primitive, it does not take into account the role of intellect or organi-
zation in productivity. And not only is the “proletariat” in the West not im-
poverished, but we would be hard put to feed and clothe our people as effec-
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tively as the West did theirs; and the European countries did not sustain
themselves through their colonies, but have blossomed even more without
them. Socialists can come to power without an armed uprising, since the de-
velopment of industry does not lead to coup d’états: they are only the fate of
underdeveloped countries; and socialist states are not on the wane—they
wage war with no less zeal than do capitalist states. As for the Chinese threat,
I magnified it to a greater degree than it warranted, but there was already a
fear of it in the Soviet Union, so who could guess what was to come?

I could not craft the Lezzer in any stronger terms because in real life we
lacked the strength to back up our words; but I weighed every turn in my ar-
gument with a view to penetrating through to the dark, dense consciousness of
our unblessed leaders. “Let your party renounce its unattainable and irrelevant
missions of world domination,” I wrote. “Let us find the strength, sense and
courage to put our own house in order before we busy ourselves with the cares
of the entire planet”; “the demands of internal growth are incomparably more
important to us, as a people, than the need for any external expansion of our
power,” “an expansion abroad which we must give up.” (Were they even capa-
ble of developing such an understanding?) “World history demonstrates that
the peoples who created empires have always suffered spiritually as a result.”
(But does the Soviet state so much as care about spiritual damage?) “The aims
of a great empire and the moral health of the people are incompatible. We
should not presume to invent international tasks and bear the cost of them so
long as our people is in such moral disarray and we consider ourselves to be its
sons.” (But what sort of “sons” are they? More like “Fathers” . . .)

And as I argued these points in a desperate attempt to penetrate their
thick, unfeeling scales, I pointed out that we have enough on our hands striv-
ing to save our own people, to heal our own wounds. “Are you really so unsure
of yourselves? You will still have absolute and impregnable power, a separate,
strong, and exclusive party, the army, the police force, industry, transport,
communications, mineral wealth, a monopoly on foreign trade, an artificial
rate of exchange for the ruble—but let the people breathe, let them think
and develop! If you belong to the people heart and soul, there can be nothing
to hold you back!” But no, the Soviet leaders no longer belonged to the
people heart and soul. 1 passionately wanted to convince them: if not the cur-
rent leaders, then those who would come to replace them tomorrow.

My appeal to settle Russia's Northeast was no more than a spiritual respite
before the distress and disruption that in my view are inevitably awaiting us.
We are still “abundantly rich in untapped land,” I wrote, and “at this point #he
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supreme asset of all peoples is now he earth”—territory for settlement, the
biosphere, soil, natural resources, not to mention that we have driven our rural
areas into utter decline. Not that my #im was to reduce our nation to the limits
of the Russian SFSR alone and to compensate by developing the empty lands
of northern European Russia and Siberia. But I foresaw that many of the So-
viet republics, if not all, would inevitably fall away from us, and we could
hardly keep them with us by force! There cannot be “any question of any pe-
ripheral nation being forcibly kept within the bounds of our country” We
need a program to make this process painless, it will be worse if our actions led
to the loss of the North Caucasus or the southern Russian Black Sea regions.

I wrote about a good deal more, since such an appeal can only be written
once in a lifetime: about the decline of education, the family, about back-
breaking female physical labor, about how it was very much 1 these leaders
own disadvantage to persecute religion: “to set useless good-for-nothings to
hounding their most conscientious workers, innocent of all cheating and
theft, and as a result to suffer from universal cheating and theft”; I did not
ask for any special privileges for believers, but only that they “be treated fairly
and not suppressed,” and that the leaders “allow competition on an equal and
honorable basis— not for power, but for truth!—between all ideological and
moral currents.” And I also wrote that what was most unbearable were “the
ideological lies that are daily foisted upon us.” If their lying propagandists
were truly convinced of their ideology, they should be free to agitate for
Marxism-Leninism during nonworking hours, and not on public wages. And
that “the present-day centralization of all forms of life of the mind is a mon-
strosity amounting to spiritual murder.” Without sixty to eighty cities serving
as “important cultural centers . . . Russia does not exist as a country but is
merely some sort of inarticulate rump” of the capital cities.

The reality of my life in the Soviet Union had made this Lezzer in-
evitable, and still, in all the years since, I have never for an instant regretted
having sent it to the government, even in the days of the Gulag Archipelago
disaster.”> A transitional authoritarian period would be necessary to save the
country. The collapse of Russia in 1917 was like a fiery image before my
eyes,”* the insane attempt at transforming our country to democracy in a
single leap; instant chaos ensued. “Over the last half-century Russia’s pre-
paredness for democracy, for a multi-party parliamentary system, could only
have diminished.” It is clear that we can only be saved by a smooth, gradual
descent from the icy cliffs of tyranny by way of an authoritarian system to-
ward democracy. “It is not authoritarianism itself that is intolerable, but. . .
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the arbitrariness and illegality.” “An authoritarian order does not necessarily
mean that laws are unnecessary or that they exist only on paper, or that they
should not reflect the notions and will of the population.” Is this so hard to
understand? What madness that our radicals proposed that we jump
straightaway from the cliffs into the valley. This thirst for “instant” democ-
racy was the impulse of the big-city desk-dwellers, who had no notion what-
soever of real people’s lives.

It turns out that I sent my Lezter to the Soviet Leaders at the only possible
moment. Had I hesitated for even a little while the opportunity would have
been lost forever; I was to be expelled from the Soviet Union shortly there-
after. And even if at that moment I had foreseen (which I did not) how my
Letter was to be interpreted in the West, I would still have sent it. My actions
were determined by the fate of Russia, and the fate of Russia alone. It was a
matter of finding a way to drag the cart out of the quagmire.

However, the autumn months of 1973 came and went, and needless to
say the Letter was stuck in the doldrums of the Central Committee. (Were
they even going to read it?) I was preparing for 7he Gulag Archipelago to ex-
plode on the scene, and as I very much doubted that I would survive that ex-
plosion, I wanted to publish my last project, the Lezter, together with one
final essay, “Live Not by Lies!”* My eyes were trained on our people and our
government, while the West was only a faraway place where my works were
being published; I did not feel the presence of the West in any significant
way. | did not in any way sense that a sizable core of Western public opinion
had begun to turn against me two years earlier in reaction to several publica-
tions: my “Lenten Letter to the Patriarch,”®® on account of my steadfast
focus on Orthodox Christianity; and my book August 1914, on account of
my condemnation of the revolutionaries and liberals and my approval of
military service (in the United States this coincided with the Vietnam War!).
Not to mention that from a literary point of view some readers were irked
at how closely I identified with what I was portraying. In the West nowa-
days, the colder and more aloof the author, and the more a literary work de-
parts from reality, transfiguring it into a game with nebulous constructs, the
higher a work is esteemed. Consequently, I had not only sinned against the
laws of accepted artistic norms, but was now, with my Letter to the Soviet
Leaders, transgressing against political decency, as well. The criticism of
Aleksandr Ugrimov (Invisible Allies) helped me see my Lezter from a Western
perspective,” and even before my expulsion from the Soviet Union I edited
some expressions that the West might find baffling: after all, this was not a
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personal letter, but an agenda which, in remaining unanswered, was open to
further development. But my corrections were minimal. Everything impor-
tant remained and was not to be changed. But the instant I arrived in the
West, not thinking, not realizing the consequences, I quickly rushed the Lez-
ter into publication in Russian, English, and French. On 3 March my Letter
first appeared in London’s Sunday Times (without my preface, which, with-
out my knowledge, YMCA-Press had mislaid, and without which the letter
was not fully comprehensible and did not have the context it needed).

And now the Western perspective was: The people of the West had de-
fended me as a democratic and socialist hero against the ferocious Soviet
government. (I was also credited with Shulubin’s views on “moral social-
ism,”* because they really and truly wanted to see me in that light.) They
had saved me—but now it turned out that, far from being a socialist, I was
proposing authoritarianism, not to mention that I was arguing for negotia-
tions with that draconian government, and that for six months already. So
not only were my views and those of the West incompatible, but perhaps I
was the enemy of the West? Who was it that they had saved?

And now in the wake of all the recent enthusiasm came a flood of abuse
from the Western press, an about-turn in just three weeks! If they had at least
read the letter carefully! From the reviews and the invective, it quickly be-
came clear that these newspapermen had not taken the trouble to read the letter
in its entirety. It was the first time that I had encountered such a thing, but
dishonesty of this kind quickly proved to be a steadfast characteristic of the
press. The New York Times, which had refused to print my letter, was among
the most violent critics. When Michael Scammell informed the Zimes that 1
had made some editorial changes to the letter, they turned to Nikita Struve,
who trustingly sent them the changes, but instead of printing the letter they
only printed the changes, trying to create a scandal. The newspaper now
called me a reactionary and a nationalist.*® Now [, in turn, was taken aback,
and with good reason: in what sense could I be called a nationalist? I had sug-
gested that the Soviets stop all aggression, withdraw their occupational forces
from everywhere—where was the harm in this? I had written: “The aims of
an empire and the moral health of the people are incompatible.” But no, I
was a nationalist!*

*In 1984 Lech Walesa wrote in Reader’s Digest:>' “if the Polish [Communist] government is
offered a sensible program, it will accept the demands of the people.” Well, and what is the
Letter to the Leaders? But what is allowed for Poles is not allowed for Russians. (Author’s
note, 1986.)
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What hurt them most was that I was not a passionate admirer of the
West, “not a democrat”! And yet I am much more of a democrat than the New
York intellectual elite or our dissidents are: in my view, democracy means the
genuine self-government of the people, from the bottom up, while these
people see it as being the rule of the educated classes.

The confusion and hostility toward my Lezter to the Soviet Leaders that
erupted in the United States was reflected in the second letter from Senator
Helms, who also revealed his inner, suppressed American (Southern) pain.
[7] In my response to him, I explained my position in greater detail. [8]

And then Sakharov loudly and hastily added his voice to the fray, fan-
ning the mounting hostility against me in the United States even more.

The one thing I would have never expected was Andrei Sakharov’s sud-
den and hostile stance. First of all, he and I had never argued in public, not
to mention that a few days earlier he had gone to visit my family in Moscow
just as Alya was preparing to leave (everyone had sat together in the kitchen
for many hours throughout the evening, singing songs, Sakharov joining
in), nor had he given me so much as a hint through Alya that he was about
to challenge me publicly. Not that he owed me a warning, but I, for my part,
had communicated my critique of his views (in my “As Breathing and Con-
sciousness Return,” 1969) personally, face to face, discreetly, and I have ab-
stained from publishing it these four years,’” not showing it to anyone. And
in that criticism, after my detailed reading of his article, I had made a point
of noting and supporting every convincing argument he had made, every
good idea. So why couldn’t he have expressed his opinion personally, and
sent it to me by way of Alya? If he was afraid of sending me a written text,
then why not orally, and why not at least with a friendly word?

This was not to be. Two days after my family left the Soviet Union,
Sakharov trumpeted his response out to the world as if he and I were in no
way connected. And with what speed! It was the first time that a samizdat®
article was distributed so fast—these articles usually reached the West by
being handed from one person to another, but in this case Sakharov had
put a call through from Moscow to New York, dictating the twenty pages
over the telephone to his associate, Valeri Chalidze! This speed was almost
hysterical, and very unlike Sakharov, which leads one to surmise that he
must have been pressured, urged to strike as fast as possible! To me the only
explanation is that there was outside influence. And the delighted KGB did
not interrupt his long telephone call to the West, as they generally would
have even for a trifle.
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But what was even more painful was that Sakharov had been in such a
hurry that he clearly had not read my Lezzer carefully; or perhaps he had only
heard it being read on the radio, and reacted to what he remembered. In any
case, he ascribed to my Lezzer things that were not in it, such as: “The en-
deavor to protect our country . . . against trade, against what is called ‘the ex-

2]

change of people and ideas,” “retarding scientific investigations, interna-
tional scientific contacts,” and also retarding “new systems of agriculture.”
“He proposes to bestow the liberated resources of the state” to “patriots in-
spired by national and religious ideas,” and thus “making possible for them
high personal incomes from their labor.” And finally, “Solzhenitsyn’s dream
of the possibility of getting along with the simplest kind of equipment, al-
most manual labor.”?4 In the name of God, Andrei Dmitrievich, there is 70z
a word about any of this in my Lezter! Where did you get all this from? Such
unscientific carelessness is not like you!

I had not expected this.

But all things considered, I should have. The social movement in the
USSR, gaining in energy and momentum as it was, could not continue ex-
panding in disarray without clear lines becoming manifest. Several main di-
rections inevitably had to emerge with significant distinctions. And as is
foreseeable, these directions are going to be of very much the same kind as
those that were lost during the collapse of the old Russia, at least the main
sectors: socialist, liberal, and national. The socialists (the Medvedev brothers,
bound to a group of old Bolsheviks and some influential individuals a# he
top) represented the most organized direction, and clearly had long felt the
strain of their connection and imaginary commonality with the rest of the
Democratic Movement (even if this movement did not condemn the Soviet
regime). Thus the socialists were the first that hastened to break away and at-
tack: in November 1973, when the mighty and thundering government
offensive against Sakharov had barely subsided, Roy Medvedev attacked
Sakharov, stabbing him, as it were, in the back. This had surprised many
people at the time. But now, no sooner had the Soviet government’s reprisals
against me ended, Sakharov, the leader of the liberal direction, attacked me,
stabbing me, as it were, in the back.

Sakharov’s timing guaranteed that his attack would have worldwide reso-
nance. The attack itself took place under unequal conditions, as, paradoxi-
cally enough, I could not reply openly and sharply from abroad where I was,
while Sakharov was in the Soviet Union at the mercy of our enemy the
KGB. What tied my hands was that I was free and he was not.
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But what was it that had led to the tortured haste, the intensity, of his
response to my Letter? 1 had not made any immediate demands on our
“leaders.” I had attempted to speak to their consciences with a view to the fu-
ture. The issue immediately at hand was that the Communist government
was here and now dispersing, smothering, and whipping everyone. And yet,
turning his back on all the imminent threats and worries, Sakharov sat down
to write a lengthy polemical piece against my Lezzer.

Sakharov’s article in itself is for the most part (though not in its en-
tirety) written in his characteristic staid, theoretical tone. In its views, the ar-
ticle reiterates almost without respite the views he had expressed in his essay
“Reflections on Progress, Peaceful Coexistence, and Intellectual Freedom,”®
despite the fact that six years had passed since that essay had appeared. And
Sakharov in fact wrote in his response to my Letter that the public statements
he had made in the past “mostly still seem to me correct.” He still espoused
the same “rational approach to social and natural phenomena,” adding that to
him “the very division of ideas into Western and Russian is incomprehensi-
ble” (But here we are not talking physics or geometry: we are in the realm of
the humanities, and how can we speak about social problems if we do not
comprehend the difference? In the realm of the humanities, ideas are to a
large extent determined specifically by the environment in which they emerge;
they are determined by the tradition and mentality of a specific people.) And
as we see throughout Sakharov’s article, he has a planetary vision that is un-
able to zero in on the life of a nation. “No important problem can be solved
only on a national scale,” everything is to be solved by “scientific and demo-
cratic regulation” (at which point Sakharov lists the global problems of civi-
lization, entirely omitting the spirit, culture, and the truly multifaceted as-
pects of human life).

But unlike his older essay, “Reflections on Progress,” Sakharov this time
definitely and categorically condemns Marxism. Yet he argues that Solzheni-
tsyn “unduly overestimates the role of ideology.” According to Sakharov, the
focus of the present leaders of the country is not on ideology but on “the
preservation of their power and the basic characteristics of the system.”
(What kind of system, if not Marxist-Leninist, and with what instrument,
if not with ideology? And if their Ideology did not exist, why would they
have been so afraid and have smothered their own economic reform of
1965, that of Kosygin, which would not have been a bad reform?) But what
is strange is that although my Lester was directed specifically at the leaders,
with a call to these leaders to abandon the Ideology, at no point did I so
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much as hint that either Soviet soczezy or the popular masses would want to
cling to this ideology. Sakharov, with incomprehensible carelessness, passes
over this, and #hree times in his article, with emphasis, kicking at an open
door, argues: “What characterizes the present state of sociezy [my italics—
A.8.] is ideological indifference,” one “should not exaggerate the role of the
ideological factor in the present-day life of Soviet sociery,” and “Solzhenitsyn,
I believe, exaggerates the role of the ideological factor in contemporary So-
viet society.” This is a peculiar argumentation that sidesteps the subject of the
argument (perhaps also a result of Sakharov’s hasty reading of my Lester?).
And yet this is the crux of Sakharov’s response. And the timeworn caveat
“barracks socialism” rears its head, as if anyone had ever encountered any
other kind of socialism, as if Marx had opened the way to a socialism “free of
fetters”! And then this characteristic statement: “I do not share Solzhenitsyn’s
view of the role of Marxism as a supposedly “Western’ and anti-religious ide-
ology.” Supposedly anti-religious? And supposedly deceased, anyway? Ah,
Andrei Dmitrievich, this ideology is very much alive—very much sol—
and one can only wonder how much longer they will keep clinging to this
idea, to barracks “equality,” barracks “justice,” simply so that they needn’t
shoulder the burden of freedom.

Sakharov broaches the Russian issue, and by no means for the first time,
with an array of clichés: “The servile, slavish spirit which existed in Russia for
centuries, combined with a scorn for people of other countries, other races,
and other beliefs.” (If such scorn existed, how would a state with a hundred
nationalities have survived?) Sakharov would have done well to consult a few
historians on this topic—Sergei Solovyov or Sergei Platonov, for instance.
History shows us clearly that, from the eras of Ivan the Terrible all the way to
Tsars Alexis and Fyodor IIL,*® Russia has striven for knowledge and experts
from the West, esteeming their skills (profusely honoring those who came).
But the Hanseatic League, Livonia, and Poland, not to mention the direct in-
terference of the Holy Roman See, blocked their path, for they all feared Rus-
sia’s growing power. Why would Peter the Great have needed to “break open
the window” to Europe? Because it was boarded up from the outside.

Sakharov also expresses the opinion that “the appeal to patriotism is
straight out of the arsenal of semiofficial propaganda.” And furthermore he
asks: “Where is that healthy Russian pattern of development?” Indeed, if it
had not existed, how would we have survived for a thousand years? Can
Sakharov not see anything healthy in his own country? And he expressed
particular amazement that I singled out the suffering and sacrifices of the
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Russian and Ukrainian peoples under the Soviets. He does not see that they
were victimized more than anyone else.

Sakharov was Russia’s great miracle, and yet this great miracle found noth-
ing more repulsive than the awakening of Russian self-awareness! But all things
considered, this should not have surprised us either, as this too is mirrored in
Russian history: Russian liberalism has always considered Russia’s national
moral development (quite erroneously) as a dire danger. And Russian liberal-
ism was in fact related to the socialist wing (and even to the Communists who
splintered from this wing) by way of the fathers of the Enlightenment.

And again Sakharov has the same naive belief that it is the freedom of
emigration that will lead to the democratization of the country; and that
“only under democratic conditions can one develop a national character capa-
ble of intelligent existence.” (Yes indeed! But only if one understands democ-
racy as a stable, functioning self-government of the people, and not as multi-
colored banners with electoral slogans along with the self-satisfied empty
words of well-paid individuals ensconced in the parliament.) As Sakharov has
it, the democratic path (needless to say following the Western model) is “the
only possible one for any country” (There’s fitting the mold for you in a nut-
shell.) And Sakharov, with great aplomb, dictates to our fatherland that “de-
mocratic reforms in the USSR . . . [must be] prompted by economic and po-
litical pressure from abroad.” (Pressure from abroad! From American
financiers? In whom are we to place our hopes?) And as for my central sugges-
tion in my Lezter concerning a slow, gradual transition to democracy through
authoritarianism, Sakharov again sidesteps the argument: “But I don’t see why
this [the establishment of democracy] is not possible in our country” I am
not contesting this principle—I1 am only pointing out how dangerous it is to
make such a move in a single leap.

Of course, Sakharov’s tone was not offensive, though toward the end of
the article it changed abruptly. And he was the first to call my proposals
“potentially dangerous”: “Solzhenitsyn’s mistakes may become dangerous.”
And if not my actual proposals, then certain “parallels with Solzhenitsyn’s
proposals . . . should put us on our guard.” And if I am not directly dangerous
myself, then inevitably some of my followers will prove dangerous—and it
was this urgent danger that had driven him to write his response so urgently.
Curbing his personal warmth toward me, he did not omit raising the alarm
with the phrase, clearly not his: “The ‘ideologues’ were always milder than the
practical politicians who came after them.” A pregnant statement of a practi-
cal and political nature, but taken almost verbatim from Marx-Engels.
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And these warnings by Sakharov arrived in the West at an ideal moment, at
the beginning of the capitulatory détente, and were immediately embraced. It
was in fact to be these warnings that the Western press adopted and kept re-
peating in each and every article, barely discussing my Lezter itself. “A fasci-
nating dialogue between two Russians!” the press announced, no doubt ex-
pecting that the discussion would continue.

I of course very much wanted to respond immediately. Just as Sakharov
had been perplexed by my Letter, I too was perplexed by much of what was
in his response. But a modest, circumspect, sparing answer that merely
touched on the opponent’s most glaring errors would have fallen short. The
questions all centered on core principles, and for a year in the Soviet Union,
together with a group of like-minded individuals, I had been preparing a
wide-ranging samizdat collection of articles that were to be titled From
Under the Rubble. But my deportation interrupted this collaboration, and
the collection was being postponed from one month to the next, so some-
how it was necessary to bring From Under the Rubble to a close by exchanges
across the Iron Curtain, which was not an easy task. [ was not about to un-
dercut this project, with its insights and carefully weighed formulations, by
launching a hasty newspaper attack that would of course have been doomed
to being superficial. Very unwillingly I turned away from a quick public re-
sponse to Sakharov. (Which was to prove a mistake.)

And when Time then interviewed me on 3 May, and tried to coax a reply
to Sakharov out of me, my response was muted, not taking the bait.” This
was also to prove an error: In the West, the impression was to prevail that
Sakharov had won a victory over me, defeating me, as the saying goes, “one to
nil.” Six months later, at the end of 1974, with From Under the Rubble already
having come out, my circumspect response to Sakharov in Kontinent (Con-
tinent)*® was entirely overlooked: a Russian émigré journal of this kind of
course cannot hold its ground against a leading American newspaper; indeed,
against many Western newspapers. (For years to come I was to be asked why
I never answered Sakharov’s criticism.)

But even if I had published my reply in the New York Times, what good
would it have done? This was a period when the hopes for a détente were on
the rise. As Sakharov was arguing, one could reach an agreement with Com-
munism, one had to—after all, it was no longer Communism in the real
sense. His article led one to believe that my calling Communism to account
lacked foundation, was out of date, that I was not an objective witness of
what was happening in the USSR. He portrayed the core argument of my
Letter and my doubts about Progress®” being absolutely and unconditionally
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good as a yearning to restore the old times. From the very day Sakharov’s ar-
ticle appeared, with constant references to it the West became fixated on the
idea that Solzhenitsyn is antidemocratic and a retrograde.

But I have got ahead of myself. My Lester to the Sovier Leaders was pub-
lished on 3 March, and my family was still not in Zurich with me, Alya on
the telephone insistently putting off their departure. (Were there difhiculties?
Issues with my archive? I could only guess.) All I had was a half-finished,
half-empty three-story apartment, a gate with a broken lock that after a week
had still not been fixed, and Zurich.

I liked Zurich very much. Such a powerful yet elegant city, particularly
in the lower areas by the river and the lake. I was touched by the charm of
its Gothic buildings and the great accumulation of man’s craftsmanship in
the streets (sometimes so winding and narrow). There were many streetcars
making their way down from our university hill with its impressive univer-
sity buildings to the districts by the river. (And I know from history that so
many Russian revolutionaries studied here, receiving their diplomas during
the short breathers between their quick and destructive trips back home.)

I did not need to force myself: I had already shifted entirely to my Lenin
project. Wherever I wandered in Zurich, Lenin’s shadow hung over me. I
began meticulous research in the libraries on Zihringerplatz and at the Zen-
tralstelle,” where he had spent the most time studying. (Switzerland’s cen-
turies of stability had kept these libraries very much intact.) A Czech émigré,
Miroslav Tuéek, was working at the Zentralstelle, and despite his staunch so-
cialist convictions he went out of his way to help me. It was he who pointed
me to the book by Willi Gautschi that had just been published in which all
the information about Lenin’s time in Zurich had been gathered, 300 pages
in German.*! The author sent me a copy, and I immediately immersed myself
in it. Then, quite unexpectedly, I met Fritz Platten, Jr., the sober son of the
fiery Platten who had orchestrated Lenin’s return through Germany to Rus-
sia, supporting and protecting him all the way. The son was not out to defend
his father, but was interested in objectively clarifying all the hidden circum-
stances behind Lenin’s return. Our meetings were warm and amicable (and I
was surprised how quickly my German was being resuscitated). I purposely
took strolls to places that Lenin had frequented, the cafés where he had held
meetings, such as the no-longer-extant Skittle Club,* and I passed more
times than I can count in the Spiegelgasse where he had lodged, crossing the



40 | PART 1 | 1974-1978

Bellevueplatz to the lake. Other Zurich impressions struck me in passing,
quite by chance, but I was to realize subsequently, with a delay of several
months, that all this had to go directly into my Lenin chapters, things such
as the vibrant pre-lenten carnival scenes, or Biichner’s grave on Ziirichberg
and the wealthy lady riding her horse there.

Ziirichberg is an oval wooded hill above Zurich, needless to say kept
meticulously clean (and that for centuries), a place Lenin and Krupskaya
often went to lie on the grass. The hill begins very near my house, and it is a
two-hundred-meter walk to the cable car, a charming open gondola, a cable
pulling it steeply upward while adjacently another gondola was descending.
(This was such an interesting sight that I was resolved, the moment my fam-
ily came, to bring little Yermolai here for him to see it. He was already four,
very aware: this would surprise him! But life is strange. My family came and
lived in Zurich for two years, and I simply could not find a single moment in
all the running around to take the children there, and so somebody else took
them instead, perhaps Frau Widmer, the wife of the Mayor of Zurich. We
had become good friends with both of them. In terms of his spiritual quali-
ties and political acumen, Sigmund Widmer stood well above the average
Westerner of today, and Frau Elisabeth was warm, kindhearted, unassum-
ing, and very attached to our children, taking them out on the lake, to the
z00, and many other places, her own children being almost of marriageable
age.) Our apartment was exposed to the noise of the adjacent streets, espe-
cially the howling sirens of the ambulances; the hospital of the Canton was
right around the corner. And yet, going up Ziirichberg, past the last villas of
the rich, there was the quiet of the woods with very few people out walking
on a weekday; there I could breathe and think, literary projects and publica-
tions crystalizing in my mind. (I will not forget meeting an elderly Swiss
man, also walking alone. It was shortly after my arrival. He was astonished to
see me, came up to me and with both hands took me by the elbow, looked at
me with emotion, and kept looking at me, tears flowing down his cheeks. At
first he could not speak. One has to know the restrained, buttoned-up Swiss
to understand how surprising it is that someone would suddenly come up to
you, take you by the arm, and weep.)

Finally, the day of my family’s arrival was fixed: March 29th. It was a
sunny, warm day, and Heeb of course was with me. At the airport there was
again a large crowd of journalists. Steps were rolled up to the plane, and I was
allowed to come on board. I entered, as if into darkness, and bumped into
Dimitri, who was laden with everyone’s hand-baggage, then Alya handed me
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little Yermolai and Ignat, who both stared at me, Yermolai recognizing me,
but Ignat, who was just eighteen months old, simply resigning himself to his
fate. I carried both of them like little bundles of wood, while Alya carried a
basket with six-month-old Stepan. (A snapshot of that moment has become
my favorite.) Behind Alya came her mother Katya, nervous about her grand-
children. They had brought a dozen or so suitcases, but this would not be
the important cargo. Alya managed to whisper to me that everything signifi-
cant was coming by another route. At Sheremetyevo airport KGB officers
had kept their luggage for a long time, photographing all the papers that
were in any case of marginal importance, and, as we found out later, demag-
netizing all our audio tapes with the many interesting recordings we had
gathered over the years.

We drove to Stapferstrasse with a cortege of reporters in tow, and when we
got there photographers filled the street. As the lock on our gate had been
fixed, some thirty photographers rushed through the open gate of our charm-
ing neighbors—a young couple, Gigi and Beate Stachelin (who were not at
home)—and, roughly pushing and elbowing each other in an attempt to get
closer to our fence, trampled all over the flowerbeds that had been tended with
such care. And these were Europeans? (Had Russians gone on such a rampage,
the world would have said: “What do you expect, they’re Russians!”) I shouted
at them, trying to make them see reason; to no avail. Not one of them stepped
back from the flowerbeds, and they were utterly destroyed. I was amazed at the
extent of their harassment, and they were amazed at the extent of my arro-
gance. They insisted that my whole family come out and pose on the balcony.
This was simply not possible as we had already put the children, who were ex-
hausted, to bed; after all, countless photographs had already been taken at the
airport. And so my conflict with the Western press kept growing—and it was
to keep growing for a long time to come.

But then there was Roger Leddington, an Associated Press correspon-
dent who had come over in the same plane from Moscow as my family. Alya
had let me know right away that he had been among the most selfless saviors
of my archive, carrying a significant amount on his person. How could I not
give him at least a short interview? And yet his question was the question I
kept being asked: Will I be visiting the United States? America is waiting.

In the meantime, two subcommittees of the U.S. House of Representa-
tives had invited me to come and testify. I had sent them, instead, a detailed
lecter® stating that I did not believe that the détente could in any way be
defined by obsequious silence; by a blind faith in oral promises made by
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rulers who never keep them; by unilateral concessions; by retrospective rein-
terpretations of treaties; by armistices with nothing to guarantee them; by
indifference to atrocities committed by the other side. Rather, my under-
standing of a true détente is “unequivocal control of all means of violence
and war,” which would make “every stage of détente practically irreversible”

Then there was Senator Mondale (the future vice president), who ex-
pressed the intention of coming to see me in Zurich—but I simply could
not manage everything and so had to put him off.

And then came a letter from the well-known Senator Jackson that had
been greatly delayed in arriving (as it had not been sent by mail, but in a
quite complicated manner). [9] Here, too, there was an invitation, and this
too I declined. [10]

In the meantime, there continued a piling up of many thousand letters
from less famous individuals. I simply did not have the strength to read them
all, let alone reply to them. And in the West people are accustomed to every
institution and every individual responding to every letter: you can set up an
office of appropriate size and have your secretaries reply for you, but reply
you must. Many people in Switzerland were already offended. The Widmers
advised me to reply through the Swiss Telegraphic Agency. This I did. [11]

The statement I made, however, lacked the answer to the question that
Swiss journalists and everyone else here had been asking: why I chose
Switzerland as my place of residence. It would have been somewhat awk-
ward for me simply to say that I had chosen Switzerland quite by chance;
and for me to announce that I had long been writing a book about Lenin in
Zurich would have been premature. The only remaining argument was to
point to the traditional sympathetic image of Switzerland in Russia, the
amazing story told by Herzen in My Past and Thoughts about the power of a
democracy in which townships were more powerful than the president.

The arrival of the children also raises a number of immediate issues.
Dimitri has to be enrolled in school. There was, in fact, a school right next to
us on Stapferstrasse, and the pupils, seeing from the windows how we were
being besieged by the press, had already held a demonstration with placards:
“Leave Solzhenitsyn alone!” I go there to register him. (There follows a
stream of papers with guidelines and advice.) Dimitri turns out to be more
advanced than the school expected, picking up the language quickly and
finding the lessons easy enough, so that within two months he is advanced to
the sixth grade. Due to his lively nature, however, he is quick to detect loop-
holes in school rules, and I am summoned to come in and see his teacher.
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As for the little ones, they need Alya night and day: everything here is
unfamiliar, the change so abrupt (with Yermolai whimpering, “Mama, am I
a Moscower or a Zuricher?”); the older children with their pillow fights cov-
ering the floor with down, the baby crying. Alya is anxious about their fu-
ture: how will the children in an ocean of foreign languages not lose their
Russian mother tongue? So she reads to them tirelessly every day, having
brought with her a whole suitcase filled with children’s books. Thus with
Alya giving herself so entirely to the children, can she have any strength left
for the work we have, for replying to the world that is assailing us? And then
what about setting up our household? She faces countless issues: it is an un-
familiar world with unfamiliar things and unfamiliar prices, and a language
she does not know! Fortunately, help comes in the form of an elderly émigré
living in Zurich, Ksenia Fris, who sets Alya right in all domestic matters, also
finding for us in the heart of Switzerland (miracle of miracles!) a Russian
babushka, all alone in the world, who speaks a most colorful Russian, and
whom fate has sent here from Manchuria, when after 1949 our (Siberian)
émigrés who had settled there had to flee the encroaching Chinese Reds. The
stern “Granny Katya,” Ekaterina Pavlovna Bakhireva, finds warmth in her
heart for our children, as if all her lonely life she had been predestined to
wait for these little ones to nurture and teach them life’s basic skills. Would
any of this have been possible with the far likelier scenario, a foreign nanny?

She lived far outside the city and came only until noon, but turned out to
be a great help. The children spent the rest of the time with their mother and
their grandmother. As for the shopping, little Dimitri came to the rescue, as he
quickly got to know our neighborhood like the back of his hand. My wife and
her mother had to shoulder all the household chores, and a great deal more too:
Had we not ourselves gone through the proofs of the second volume of Archi-
pelago right away (and a few months later those of 7he Oak and the Calf ), the
book would have come out riddled with typographical errors, as the Parisian
YMCA-Press didn't have the funds to employ a proofreader. Not only Katya,
but little Dimitri helped a great deal: he would energetically read out passages
from the original, indicating all the commas, while Alya entered the corrections
in the proofs. With all this happening at once, how was one to cope?

Furthermore, the children not only needed looking after, but had to be
watched with an eagle’s eye. It was just a year ago that the KGB had been
sending us menacing letters, ostensibly from criminals, targeting us by
threatening our children: not a joking matter; having a sense of humor was
not one of the Chekist virtues enumerated by Dzerzhinsky. Yet when I had
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stayed at Rostropovich’s house in the special zone near Barvikha, outside
Moscow, I would ski in the woods for hours, certain that no one would dare
touch me, since everybody would know #hey would be responsible if any-
thing happened to me. Here abroad, on the other hand, the police of two
countries had already warned me that I was on the hit list of international
terrorists, as I knew well enough; and these terrorists were trained and sup-
plied by the Soviets. If one of my children were now to be abducted, the
KGB could wash its hands of it and say: this didn’t happen in our country,
let them deal with it. As long as nothing happens, everyone says that all this
is just paranoia and groundless fears. But when something does happen
(don’t they take hostages in the twentieth century?) then everyone is speech-
less. Whenever the children went into town, it was only in the company of
Frau Widmer or the Bankouls, a Russian émigré family we had befriended,
who lived near Zurich and whom we had had the good fortune to meet in
Father Aleksandr Kargon’s parish. The children’s outings into town were to
come later, but our small yard, where they always played and where we had
set up a little playground with a slide, could be seen from all sides; and since
the latticed fence was only chest-high, jumping over it was a mere trifle.
And people did jump over it on a number of occasions. A fanatical
young man sat down on our steps and announced that he was staying put,
that I was Jesus Christ, and that he and I would henceforth preach side by
side. He sat there refusing to listen to reason for almost a day and a night until
we called the police; he would not leave with them either, and finally they
gently lifted him up (“human rights”!) and carried him away. We were also
besieged by a number of thugs who looked very much like gangsters, and
who had come carrying a poor deformed creature, an adult dwarf, the son of
a very wealthy Latin American family: he wanted to meet with me so we
could write a book together! One time we had forgotten to lock the outside
gate and our front door, and all of a sudden a brazen Soviet woman burst into
the house, shouting rebukes with undisguised hostility. Another woman—
she too spoke Russian— kept insisting that we come to the gate, as she had a
letter for us that she didn’t want to drop into our letterbox; we came and got
it: it was a handwritten letter from none other than the notorious KGB jour-
nalist Victor Louis. He is an ordinary Soviet citizen, has been admitted to a
Zurich hospital and is reflecting on the meaning of life; believes the issues
between us were now a thing of the past. So does that mean he shows re-
morse for having tricked my blind aunt, for having placed my head on the
Soviet butcher’s block? No, he does not. He writes instead about his own
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past suffering in the Gulag, and insists that I retract my accusations that he
had sold Cancer Ward in the West; he would in fact be quite prepared to
meet with me once he was discharged from the hospital! And how many
more people came and stood behind the chest-high fence (in that same open
yard belonging to our neighbor Gigi), incessantly calling out to me. Among
them were clearly many sincere people, but also some unmistakably suspect
provocateurs, fake and bogus individuals with vague stories.

There were also visitors who had written to me in advance and whom I
had then invited. One of them was the Cossack leader V. Glazkov (I did not
realize right away that he was a separatist who believed that there should be a
“Cossackia” independent of Russia). And also Wolfgang Kasack, the Ger-
man philologist, who had been a prisoner of war in the Soviet Union and
had since dedicated himself to Russian language and literature. Then the en-
ergetic Patricia Blake, one of America’s leading journalists who, to my hor-
ror, had three years earlier trumpeted to the world that she had heard a secret
about a book called 7he Gulag Archipelago which was already being trans-
lated into English! Now she wanted to write my biography. There were also
the American Slavicists, and Countess Olsufieva from Rome, who had once
been glowingly recommended to me at the Union of Soviet Writers, and had
now arrived bearing reviews by professors in Italy to convince me that the
Italian translation of Archipelago, which she had done in just three months,
was of excellent quality. (It turned out to be quite bad.) Then there were a
number of vain émigré couples who came by just so they could say that they
had. But there were also the most wonderful old people, who brought im-
portant testimonies about the past: it was vital that I give them my undi-
vided attention but I simply didn’t have the time.

Another visitor was Vasili Orekhov, the longtime editor (since the 1920s)
of the White Guard magazine Chasovoi (The Sentinel— resolutely standing
guard until the fall of the Bolsheviks). Writing to me beforehand, he made
some peculiar allusions to a previous exchange of letters, which, however, had
never taken place. I thought it might just be a matter of senility in his ad-
vancing years, but far from it. He turned out to be a man in his seventies
with a sharp mind and an unbending spirit who had fought in the Civil War,
a Captain in the Russian Imperial Army. And he showed me . . . two or three
of my letters! It was definitely my handwriting, forged remarkably well and
with my turns of phrase (culled from other real letters). The forgers had even
taken pains to call upon God a number of times, spelling Him with a capital
letter. But I had never written any of this correspondence! I marveled at the
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work of the KGB; and they had been carrying on this correspondence since
1972. 1 had supposedly first of all asked Orekhov for some material pertain-
ing to the First World War, which he had sent me. Where to? To Moscow, to
a certain address, by certified mail with return receipt notification, which al-
ways arrived promptly with “my” signature on it. Astonishing! But the KGB
had quite a number of tricks up their sleeve. After that, probably to keep
things plausible, “I” supposedly proposed that we use a different address,
suggesting that Orekhov write me by way of Prague, to a certain Professor
Nesvadba who always promptly confirmed the receipt of the letters. By late
1973, when the full conspiracy against me was under way, the KGB sent
Orekhov an invitation “from me,” proposing that we meet in Prague, no
longer to discuss historical materials but ideas and tactics. Orekhov had be-
lieved everything without question, and would have gone to Prague had not
some last-minute matter detained him, and that is when I was deported.
Thus a trap that had been carefully laid for me did not fall shut: Orekhov
would have been arrested, and they would have had proof of my involve-
ment in a White Guard conspiracy. The KGB had clearly kept this plan as an
alternative option. Were there even more plans?

Time happened to be interviewing me when I met Orekhov, and I pro-
vided them with all the details and a facsimile of “my” handwriting, catch-
ing the KGB at its forgery red-handed. [12] The lesson I learned was that it
is important not to miss opportunities such as these; publishing the story
was to serve in the future as a protective shield. Another lesson I learned was
that the battle against the KGB had to go on as long as its pestilence contin-
ued to spread over the earth. One could not stand back and do nothing.

Another place I went to regularly in Zurich was Heeb’s imposing offices,
which I visited once or twice a week. There I would find Frau Heeb, a fragile
elderly lady, who along with a young secretary was diligently filing docu-
ments, while Heeb, with an invariable air of importance, sat at his large desk
surrounded by hefty Swiss statute books. He would hand me a number of
papers in all the major languages of Europe—in some of the minor ones
too—and I would sit there laboring over them, though they invariably
turned out to be inconsequential: pointless greetings, pointless invitations I
would never accept, requests that I meet people, requests for appointments.
Though I must say I was also relieved that there was nothing of conse-
quence: that way I didn’t have to waste more time with all of this. (And of
course there were books, books sent as gifts, so many of them; where was I to
put them? They ended up in our garret.) And if I needed money Heeb sim-
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ply wrote me a check, as he was the one who took care of everything. It
never occurred to me that at some point I should sit down with him and ask
him about the state of my affairs; what could there be after all to discuss?
Here is something: Heeb informs me that it is necessary for me to ap-
pear as a witness in court. Why is that? It turns out that the London publisher
Flegon, who has already ruined my First Circle with his pirated Russian edi-
tion (he is a good friend of Victor Louis), has brought out a no-less-pirated
edition of the first volume of Archipelago. He is being sued by YMCA-Press,
and as [ am now in the West I have to take part in the court case. God, how
I balk at this with my entire soul, since the only thing I am yearning to do at
this point is to begin writing again. But if it has to be, then so be it—when
in Rome do as the Romans do. We head to the British consulate in Zurich.
(One needs to have a number of experiences in the West to heighten one’s
aversion for the courts!) I go there as if in a fog. A functionary of some kind
sits down to talk to me, needless to say in English, I having to switch my
brain cells back from German; sheer torture. But on the other hand, if no-
body is going to put a spoke in Flegon’s wheel, it would be tantamount to ac-
knowledging that I have no rights as an author of 7he Gulag Archipelago. 1
manage by hook or crook to make clear to the functionary my standpoint
that I have not granted Flegon permission to publish and that I am protest-
ing the publication. I then have to take an oath on the Bible, which I do. (If
it were something worthwhile, worth swearing on a Bible for, but this?! That
atheist Flegon, on the other hand, is only too happy to swear, in London.)
About two weeks pass—1 receive a telegram from Flegon in London
that on such and such a day he will appear to hand me a summons. I ignore
it. But on the appointed day—a warm spring day—a lively little man in a
black hat and a black cloak appears in the Stapferstrasse. In his demonstra-
tively long and wide gown, the kind one imagines worn by English solicitors
in the last century, he resembles a large bat. He sticks something onto the
stone pillar of our gate, crosses to the other side of the street, and stands
there. Dimitri runs outside to take a look and comes back to tell me that it is
in English, in very large letters, summoning me to the British High Court of
Justice, and that it has some kind of important-looking seal. Our first im-
pulse was to have Dimitri tear it down and to forget about it. But for some
reason an instinct urged me to leave it—to hell with it, let it stay there.
Passersby stopped, looked at it, were taken aback, and walked on. And there
it remained until dark. It turned out that during all those hours Flegon was
standing watch with his camera at the ready to photograph us taking it
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down, which would serve as proof that I had received the summons to the
English court, and so would come under its jurisdiction. (I later learned that
writs of this kind could not be sent by mail but had to be served in person.
Be that as it may, the British press had already announced that the publisher
of The Gulag Archipelago was suing his author, who one assumed was dis-
honest. A windfall for the KGB. They wanted to smear me with whatever
mud was at hand.)

Alya and I simply did not have time to just sit down and think things
through.

So on one of those wonderful April days I took her by cable car up the
Ziirichberg, where we sat on a bench in the woods with a view of Zurich far
below, and there we began to catch our breath.

We were not necessarily trying to come up with a single idea or reach
some practical decision, we just wanted to catch our breath. Furthermore, it
was Russian Orthodox Holy Week; we had already attended services at the
little basement church and were feeling cleansed.

We sat there for an hour—and reached a resolution. I had had the idea
already some three years previously, and had based my last will and testa-
ment on it (which Heinrich Béll had witnessed): Four-fifths of all my royal-
ties were to go to good works, leaving only a fifth to my family. And just this
last January, at the height of my persecution in the Soviet Union, I had pub-
licly declared that I would donate my royalties from 7he Gulag Archipelago
to the aid of all prisoners. I do not consider the income from Archipelago
mine: it belongs to Russia, and above all to political prisoners, our brothers.
The time had come, we had to act! Help was needed not az some future point,
but as soon as possible. The wives of political prisoners had to put together
food parcels and travel to the camps to visit their husbands 7ow; the children
and elderly parents of political prisoners were getting short of food now. As
it was, all the preparations had already been mapped out: the previous sum-
mer | had met with Alik Ginzburg in Tarusa and we had discussed the idea
that if we could bring in my Nobel Prize money from abroad we could set
up a financial assistance program in the USSR for political prisoners and
their families, providing them with a way to survive. (Not to mention that in
the Soviet Union persecution was growing beyond simple arrests: people’s
houses were being searched, people were being fired from their jobs, losing
their salaries.) Alik was to take charge of the distribution, fired by his pas-
sion, his brilliant knack for clandestine activity, and his excellent talent for
organization. We had even settled on the details. All that had remained was
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to figure out how to transfer the money from the West. (We had only man-
aged to do this for a few of our “invisible allies.”) But now that we were here
in the West, surely we could find a way. Several local experts had advised that
it would be best for us to set up a charitable Fund to which we could direct
all the monies we intended to donate.

In the two hours that Alya and I sat on the bench in the freshness of the
early spring, we reached a decision: The charity was to be called the “Russian
Social Fund,” and I would grant it all my international royalties from 7he
Gulag Archipelago, which would probably end up approximately as the four-
fifths of my income that I had initially intended to donate, maybe more.
First, the prisoners and the persecuted were to be helped, but also Russian
culture and Russian publishing, and later perhaps even some work restoring
Russia. Now we were going to jump into action and set up the Fund! With
the help of Heeb, of course, as he had all the know-how. And then we would
figure out how to send money to the Soviet Union.

And God was at our side—here we had met the Bankouls. Viktor Ser-
geevich was an extremely dynamic, levelheaded, warm, and reliable person,
and he was the first in whom we confided our plan. He took a great role in it
gave us much excellent advice, and then became a board member of the Fund.
Alya took on all the clandestine arrangements, strengthening the links between
our “Invisible Allies”: this network had in no way become redundant—it was
to prove most useful to us!

It also turned out that sometime around that week, almost by chance
but with sudden clarity, Alya and I made another major life decision.

Here where all the paths of Europe crossed, with a constant stream of
visitors, I would not find the peace I needed to work. In order to write I
would have to keep leaving for the mountains without my family. Should we
search Switzerland for a wilderness and all move there? Did Switzerland have
a wilderness? (Some time later Alya went with the Bankouls up to the Jura
plateau to see if they could find the right kind of place there. They couldn’t.)
Should we move to another country? But which one?

It was strange: German Switzerland had welcomed me in such a won-
derful way, and was proud that I had chosen to live there. The impeccable
orderliness of this country seemed to correspond perfectly to my methodi-
cal, organized nature. I approved wholeheartedly of the country, everything
here was exceptional. Besides, the German language I had studied in my
school years but only rarely used, to read books, now suddenly gushed forth,
and I was able to talk not only about everyday topics, but even about abstract
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matters, though I would invariably find myself tiring after half an hour. My
German was of great help to me in my Swiss years. Thus a freight we might
be carrying deep within us for decades can suddenly prove extremely useful,
as if it had been wisely chosen for a certain stage of life, all the labor under-
taken in childhood proving not to have been in vain.

But my heart was not at peace. Zurich is an exceptionally beautiful city,
but as I walked through its streets I felt a sadness within me. Not that this
had anything to do with Zurich itself, it was rather my basic aversion to the
excesses and carelessness of the West. And there was also the constant threat
of the USSR hovering over our heads.

When Alya had arrived in Switzerland, it had taken her only a few short
weeks to discern, as I had in Norway, how sharp the Soviet Dragon’s teeth
pointing outward to the West were. It was strange that while we lived in the
Soviet Union we had never felt its might hovering over us the way we imme-
diately did here. And then in a flash of clarity, in the attic of our Zurich
apartment into which we were still settling in, I said, and my wife immedi-
ately agreed, that we would not be able to hold out here for very long.
Should we not head across the ocean as so many waves of Russian emigrants
had done before us? (But we continued settling into our vertical apartment
that went from cellar to garret. Women have a harder time relocating again
and again. Alya was later to draw back from my plan and vehemently resist
it, not wanting to cross the ocean. Nothing was forcing us to leave Europe
right now, so why undertake such a new, difficult move? But the future be-
fore us required that we do so.)

So we began our life in Zurich with the conviction that we would leave
it behind, if only to move to the Jura.

And if we were not to live in Europe, where would we live?

By a process of elimination, only the United States or Canada remained.
It would also be good to have the children learn English, the most interna-
tional language in the world.

But we were still being kept here, detained by our task of protecting our
rearguard back in the Soviet Union. This first year after my deportation, espe-
cially the first few months, was a particularly dangerous and decisive period
for anyone who had in any way been associated with me in the past, especially
for Ugrimov, who was still hiding my archives. Would all these people be per-
secuted, or left untouched? I did not have any actual power with which I
could protect them, but then again I had not had any aczual power all those
years before either, yet the struggle had been successful. While the Soviet gov-
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ernment still continued to fear me—and fear me it did'—1I had to demon-
strate in no uncertain terms that I would strongly and vociferously defend
each and every one of the individuals who had helped me, that I would not
allow them to be secretly done away with. We would open letters smuggled
out of Moscow with great apprehension, but so far, week after week, all our
people had remained unharmed, although Lyusha Chukovskaya had received
some brazen phone calls from the KGB. Then I learned that Etkind was being
persecuted. I had to support him, and wrote a statement in his defense, also
bringing up the matter of Superfin’s plight again. Yet though we were sur-
rounded by a sea of journalists and media people, we had no experience or
know-how for the things we wanted published to be brought out quickly and
effectively. I had not realized at the time how out-of-the-way Scandinavia
was; from there it was difficult to spread any news to the West. As Per Hegge
had just arrived, I gave him my article for his Oslo newspaper Affenposten. So
my thoughts that I should have broadcast through all the Western television
stations went no further, my main message being that the détente must not
gradually lead to another Munich Agreement.

But it was not just Scandinavia. Since in those first months I could not
avoid the advances of some major television station or other, American of
course, I granted CBS an interview.* They came to our house with a noisy,
well-equipped crew of about ten, the only shortcoming being that they had
not brought with them competent translators. I, too, was poorly prepared,
not realizing who Walter Cronkite was, how left his leanings were, his ques-
tions bristling with hidden jabs, all about the Western media and my atti-
tude toward it (which by now had become common knowledge), and also
about the Russian émigré community. The Norwegian journalist Hegge
translated Cronkite’s questions poorly into Russian, and David Floyd then
rendered my answers into chaotic mistranslations, as neither of them were
translators, far less professional simultaneous interpreters. Cronkite could
not understand what I was saying.

I needlessly launched into an evaluation of the Third Wave of Russian
emigration,” and whether leaving the Soviet Union was ethical toward those
who remained, and whether heading to America was the right thing to do.
And what about the emigrants who went to Israel? It was not my business to
involve myself in these things, but we still saw all those who left the USSR as
former compatriots, as our people, and the separation from our homeland
was for us an open wound. We also believed, as Gogol once wrote: “There is
now another kind of salvation: not fleeing one’s land by ship in order to save
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one’s pitiful earthly possessions, but saving one’s soul by not leaving one’s
land, each one of us having to save himself within the heart of the state.”*
(And yet Gogol too lived for a number of years in Italy.)

In the meantime, our close friends Mstislav Rostropovich and Galina
Vishnevskaya had to face forced emigration, and that on my account, since
their artistic careers would never have crossed paths with the vile cuttlefish of
dim-eyed Soviet politics had it not been for their courageous and generous step
in offering shelter to me, a persecuted man. What humiliation, ridicule, and
derision they had to endure in the clutches of the Soviet Ministry of Culture
and its servile lackeys! Rostropovich and Vishnevskaya were not only prohib-
ited from giving concerts abroad, but in the capitals, too, with Rostropovich
forced to tour the distant provinces while Vishnevskaya was barred from her
beloved Bolshoi Theater. Many of their former friends now turned away from
them in a cowardly manner. After their years of illustrious success they were
deeply hurt and insulted. They endured the humiliation for three years and
perhaps would have endured it longer, but after I was exiled the actions against
them became increasingly vindictive: instead of easing the persecution, cultural
functionaries, their minds stunted by malice, barred them entirely from the
grand citadel of Soviet art. Our friends were unable to bear this, and agreed to
leave. They lost everything: the house in Zhukovka they had so lovingly reno-
vated, with its concert hall that had never been used, and all its walks, where
my Red Wheel had blossomed within me, and our sons Ignat and Stepan
within Alya. All of it abandoned. The harsh east wind of exile was to carry the
Rostropovich family of four to someplace in Europe, they themselves did not
know where, their daughters Olga and Lena torn from their childhood. Yet for
them the world here in the West was not entirely foreign. They had so many
friends and acquaintances and over the years had garnered so many interna-
tional accolades, a flood of offers showering down on them once they arrived.
Their position was far more favorable than that of so many other émigrés; but
the loss of their homeland, without the right to return, was crushing. It was in
a bewildered, perplexed, and rudderless frame of mind that they came to see us
in Zurich. They were smiling, but smiling bitterly. Rostropovich tried to make
light of the matter, but we were sad. We sat around the table on the lawn in
our yard until dusk in the midst of all the Swiss houses with their steep tiled
roofs. Five years earlier, when they had put me up at Zhukovka, we could
never have imagined that things would have taken such a turn.

That same summer Vladimir Maximov came to visit us twice. He had
obtained his visa to emigrate in early February, almost at the time of my de-



CHAPTER 1 | Untethered | 53

portation, and had now been in Europe for a few months, nervously trying
to figure out how to put his talents to work. He was barely known in the
West, and did not speak any foreign language. The idea of beginning his
exile by sitting quietly and writing his next novel in Russian was contrary to
his fiery political temperament. Not that it would have afforded him any
prospects. What he needed was a position and a means to survive, as his fam-
ily had come with him. He was planning to publish a literary and political
émigré magazine in Paris, pocket-sized so it could also easily be smuggled
into the USSR. But another recent émigré had already been enthroned in
Paris for a whole year already, Andrei Sinyavsky, who as a writer was less fa-
mous than Maximov, but known to the whole world on account of his trial.
Sinyavsky had already established himself at the Sorbonne and had acquired
a group of émigré admirers. Consequently, there were two candidates for
the editorship, but no funds to launch the magazine. But Maximov, unlike
Sinyavsky, was a sincere and ardent opponent of Communism, and had al-
ready looked into who could give him the money for such a magazine: Axel
Springer, the wealthy rightist German publisher, who had the same sincere
aversion to Communism. For Springer, however, to grant the magazine such
a significant sum of money, Maximov needed an extremely sound recom-
mendation, a written guarantee, and the only possibility he could see was to
ask me. That was why he had come to visit me in Zurich.

I had met Maximov only once before, having sat next to him at the
Sovremennik Theater. The rage within him against the Soviet bureaucracy
and its literary lackeys (to which I could very much relate) had been unmis-
takable. In his novella in the Zarusskiye stranitsy collection,” it was clear that
Maximov had plumbed the depths of real life, had experienced the prison
camps, and as a child had been an orphan living in the streets. In all the trou-
bles of my final years in the USSR I had managed to read two parts of his
Seven Days of Creation and found them quite sound; he was a writer entirely
devoid of simulation and self-preening.

As for the magazine that he wanted to establish, that it would be reso-
lutely opposed to Communism was beyond doubt. But would that be
enough? How would the magazine position itself in relation to the different
waves of Russian emigration? It was already noticeable that the Third Wave
was distancing itself from the First and Second (nor was the Third Wave ex-
hibiting any zeal against Communism). Maximov himself seemed coolly
disposed toward the Whites of the First Wave of emigration of the 1920s,
and had little knowledge or experience of the fate of the Russian prisoners of
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war and the slave workers of the Third Reich. His muddled and turbulent
past could hardly have forged in him an inner link with the historical and
spiritual traditions of Russia. So my hope in him was, as my character Ma-
tryona would have said, a sorry one. He would probably not be able to sus-
tain a clear Russian focus. I even said to him jokingly: “I neither expect nor
insist that you defend ‘Holy Russia, but at least do not badmouth her!” And
yet, as it turned out, I assumed Maximov’s filial feelings for Russia to be
stronger than they actually were. In that first year of exile, new arrivals in the
West that we were, we could not imagine how soon the rift between us
would manifest itself.

But how could I not support such an openly anti-Bolshevik undertaking?
I suggested to Maximov that he strengthen the magazine’s significance by
bringing together all the intellectual forces of Eastern Europe, since what the
Kremlin surely feared most was solidarity among the émigrés from the entire
Eastern Bloc, the Continent, an idea that Maximov adopted and later imple-
mented. It was in that spirit that I sent a welcoming statement to the first issue
in an attempt to open this path for the newly born magazine. I had also sug-
gested the magazine’s name, Kontinent, Sinyavsky having proposed that Maxi-
mov ape Kafka and call the magazine “The Trial.” I wrote the letter of support
that Maximov asked me to write, and so he secured Springer’s support.

Maximov had not come alone but had brought his pleasant young wife.
As dusk fell and evening came on we were sitting downstairs drinking tea the
way we do in Russia, when we heard little Stepan crying upstairs. I left Alya
with our guests and went up to see to him. He was then about nine months
old. I picked him up, and he immediately calmed down. I held him for a
while, and put him back in his cot, but he again began to cry. The moment
I picked him up again, he calmed down. And so, suddenly, I came to like
holding him in my arms, cuddling him the way mothers do. It was as if
there were some invisible power or joy flowing from me to him, from him to
me. And was I to go downstairs and sit there drinking tea? I slowly and softly
paced up and down the room carrying my son, and then went out with him
onto the balcony. A soft rain began to fall. In the next room the older children
were calmly sleeping. And I held this treasure, my youngest son, and thought
about the miracle of the continuation of life. (He was called Stepan, as I
would have been called: My birth name was to have been Stepan, but my
mother wanted me to be called Sanya, which was what everyone called my fa-
ther who had just passed away.” Now I had repaid my debt.) And his grow-

ing up—would I live to see it? What would he become? To what extent
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would this tiny little bundle be my continuation? That evening he and I
formed a union of sorts.

But when could T start working again! Back in my homeland, with all
the turmoil, I had written until the very last day, and yet here, for two months
now, I could not work? I was being deluged by all the correspondence, all the
questions and invitations, all the visitors that came through the gate, all the
shouts over the fence.

But the central issue remained: there was still no sign of my archive,
though Alya assured me that it was to be shipped, and by the most reliable
means!

The letters, mostly from abroad, were now being opened and sorted by
Alix Fris, Ksenia Pavlovna’s daughter, and Maria Aleksandrovna Bankoul.
(We had rid ourselves of all assistance from the Czechs.) Even the physical
volume of the correspondence was terrible; soon none of the rooms in our
apartment could hold anymore. As for reading everything people were send-
ing me, what human being would have the strength to tackle all that? From
time to time I answered some of the more urgent letters.

People from the NTS (the National Labor Alliance of Russian Soli-
darists—long-standing and untiring anti-Bolsheviks) had come once, and
then a second time; I could not refuse to see them. And then there was a sec-
ond or third letter from representatives of Amnesty International requesting
a meeting with me. This was understandable: I was, after all, known as one
who fought against the camps and prisons, which was what they were doing
too. But already in the Soviet Union I had come to realize from radio broad-
casts from the West that they were looking for pennies only in the light be-
neath the street lamps where they could be seen (in other words in Western
countries, illuminated by information); pennies that had rolled into a total-
itarian dark corner they ignored.

And along with the letters came books and more books, we barely had
time to unpack them, the packaging going into the trash, the books up the
steep and narrow ladder into our garret. For the moment I passed over what
people sent me in foreign languages, I simply did not have the time, but at
the first opportunity I began sorting through the Russian books. I had heard
of some of the titles, of some I hadn’t, and there were entire sets of the émi-
gré magazines Beloye Delo (White Cause), Bely Arkhiv (White Archive), and
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Pervapokhodnik (First-Campaigner).” In the Soviet Union I would never have
got to see them! I did not manage to take it all in right away, to grasp it all,
but here, without any effort on my part, through the wonderful goodwill
and trust shown me by the Russians of that First Wave of emigration in the
1920s, all the books that I needed most came together, rare books, a priceless
library on the Russian Revolution (eighty percent of what I would need for
my Red Wheel, as | was later to realize). It was vital for me to thank those who
had sent them. (And yet I did not manage to thank everyone; and some of
them passed away.)

Then finally, finally, on 16 April, the third day of Russian Orthodox
Easter (we could not have guessed in advance how it was to arrive, or what
angel would bring it), an ordinary German car pulled up to our gate and a
young German couple got out, asking permission to see me. Dr. Heeb’s son
happened to be at our place, having just brought us some mail, but the new-
comer avoided introducing himself in his presence, showing me his identity
card instead. Now finally, at long last, I can say his name: It was Peter Schén-
feld from the German Foreign Ministry. He also introduced his wife Hilde-
gard and their little daughter to Alya and me. Unobtrusively, he handed us
two suitcases and a bag; that was it, barely forty pounds! Alya hurried into the
next room to look over the contents. God in Heaven! It was the first and most
important part of my Red Wheel archive, consisting of the unfinished manu-
script (no other copy existing anywhere!) of November 1916, some forty en-
velopes with my most important materials, and the notebook containing
my Diary R-17, which I had been keeping all those years about writing 7%e
Red Wheel. 1 was ready to throw my arms around Schénfeld and cover him
with kisses! I felt it was the Miracle: my archive had been saved from the jaws
of the Dragon, secretly snatched from under its claws and whisked away
through half of Europe: and here it was now, on our table, our sofa! For me
this was an exultation beyond compare, like a recovery from cancer!

The day had come where I could begin my work.

I could, but I couldn’t: I was constantly being disturbed! The Italian
Catholic Press Union awarded me its Golden Cliché Prize (which the Prague
youth movement had also received for the Prague Spring of 1968), and I was
expected to come to Italy to accept it. (Traveling? I simply did not have the
strength. Yet if they were to come to Zurich, then . . . well, then I would have
to prepare a speech.) In the meantime a heated dispute had erupted in the
Russian émigré press concerning my Letter to the Soviet Leaders, and 1 was
being urged from all sides to respond to the criticism. Then Widmer calls: the
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Minister of Justice of Switzerland wants to see me. I will have to go, and
Widmer will take me by car.

We set out on a pleasant, sunny day. Widmer and I talked incessantly in
German, which, to my surprise, did not tire me. We were traveling from one
of the cities Lenin had lived in to another of his cities, and I foresaw that vic-
tory would be mine: I would write those chapters, I definitely would! We
drove past the road going up to Sérenberg, where Inessa Armand had retreated
in the autumn of 1916, not wanting to see Lenin; if I am to describe the vil-
lage, shouldnt we go up and take a look? (An American Slavicist who had vis-
ited me told me he had discovered that during the weeks Lenin believed Inessa
to be in Clarens, her name had appeared in a hotel register here in the valley, as
had Zinoviev’s name.)* But no, I will not be writing about Inessa.

We arrive in Bern. We meet with Minister Furgler, later President of
Switzerland. (Switzerland has no permanent president, but one who is elected
in rotation every year.) Furgler welcomes me ceremoniously and, after a short
conversation, declares, again ceremoniously, that I am to be granted a Nieder-
lassungsbewilligung (permanent-residence permit) without the usual trial pe-
riod. I am quite embarrassed, for even Widmer does not know that Alya and
I have decided to leave. (The Zurich police proceed to issue Swiss passports to
my family.) Widmer and I still have time to take in some of the sights of
Bern, climbing the hundreds of steps up to the cathedral tower to look down
over the sea of tiled roofs of the huddled old quarter, and the Gothic stalag-
mites of the cathedral. (It was built in the fifteenth century before the Refor-
mation. In the determination of the Swiss Reformation to emphasize that
truth belongs to all, they pulled back the curtains of the altar and had the
congregation sit up at the altar facing the nave.)

As for the Italian journalists, they informed me that they would be de-
lighted to come to Zurich, that it would be no trouble whatsoever. They
rented a banquet hall for the occasion at a nearby hotel. We went there on
the appointed day and were quite taken aback: there were more than thirty
of them, so energetic and lively, so engaged, their eyes fiery, their words pas-
sionate. We took our seats, and Alix Fris, who spoke Italian as if it were her
mother tongue, translated for us. First one Italian made a speech, then a sec-
ond, after which I was handed a little box. Now it was my turn to say some-
thing. I spoke phrase by phrase, stopping so Alix could translate.”!

The speech I had prepared, however, was much too complicated. I was
still trapped in the flight between two worlds, not having yet acquired points
of reference or an understanding of intellectual expectations; but I was
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already being besieged by the triumphant Western materialism that was
eclipsing all spirituality. Consequently, I had prepared a speech for the Italian
journalists that was like trying to push water uphill with a rake, a speech that
far overshot the mark. While I sought to soar upward, I neglected to lay out
the basic questions. The eyes of the poor journalists glazed over at these ab-
struse heights, and after the ceremony a young journalist came up to me and
said almost tearfully: “There is nothing you have just said that I can transmit
to my readers. Could you perhaps say something more clear?”

What was strange was that the speech I gave came up against a wall of
deafness and a sea of silence, as if my words had been neither uttered nor
heard. Four years later I was to gather these same thoughts under the same
rubric in my commencement address at Harvard, where my words re-
sounded throughout America and the entire world. In the Western world
the place where something is spoken or printed has a very diverse effect:
something that is printed or said in the most refined European countries,
such as France or England, has difficulty reaching the United States, while
anything said in America, for some reason, resonates throughout the whole
world. It is what physicists call an anisotropic medium.

But in an attempt to carve out some time and space so I could finally re-
sume my work again, I did not go to America that year, not even for my
honorary citizenship.

My first months in the West I lived clumsily and unfocused, nervous
and in a tangle, all that year making one mistake after another, both tacti-
cally and in my affairs. My only consolation was to keep leaving Zurich to
write—or rather to try to write.

Sternenberg turned out not to be an ideal place for solitude. The Wid-
mers’ house stood on a narrow ridge between two mountain cirques; hud-
dled against one side of the house was a road (though not one with too
much traffic), while on the other side, passing right under the windows, was
a popular hiking trail. Every weekend and holiday (after the Soviet Union,
Switzerland struck me as having a surprising number of holidays) the Swiss
would go hiking along this trail in their woolen knee socks, hiking in pairs,
in groups, in crowds, from elderly hikers to entire school classes. Not only
did they distract me with their tramping and their voices, but they also kept
peering through my windows. I had set up a table outside under a cherry tree
so as not to work in the hot rooms of the house, but that place too was visi-
ble from the trail. Also, the house was in an alpine meadow, and several
times during the summer I was assailed by the racket of mowing, hay rak-
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ing, and baling. And yet the diligence and integrity of my worthy neighbors’
toil strengthened the peace within my soul, and I was not put out by the
bustle of their work, the pungent stench of the dung they spread over the
meadows, the incessant ringing of cowbells, or even the noise of the tractor.

The view from so high up truly filled me with inspiration: Gazing at
the scenery far below, particularly when one does so repeatedly—every day,
every morning—somehow cleanses the soul and clarifies one’s thoughts.
The simple act of standing and looking is already labor for the soul and the
mind. The task of evaluating one’s past and tracing out the future becomes
easier. | only had to raise my eyes from my sheet of paper and would see be-
fore me one of the amazingly beautiful cirques with its blend of steeply slop-
ing meadows, its forested islets and slivers, its winding farming paths and its
farm structures. Particularly astounding in this vertical landscape was the
play of the strips of mist and severed rainbows. I only had to go to the back
of the house to look out onto the second vast mountain cirque, a Swiss land-
scape stretching far into the distance with farms scattered over the slopes like
birds’ nests. Standing guard close by, right above the house, was an alluring
and steep height on which the eye could feast. (I went hiking up there only
three times that year, once with Father Alexander Schmemann, when we
found a Swiss army bunker.) Some three miles away the highest peak in the
area, the Hornli, rose up from a chain of other mountains that were almost
as high. There was a stretch of footpath above a third cirque nearby that was
my favorite, my “captain’s bridge.” When there were no hikers to be feared, I
would keep walking back and forth along that strip, the way I used to do as
a prisoner, drinking in clarity and reason from the vista above, then from the
vista below, from the cleft between the mountains down into the valley of
the river Toss, where sometimes small train carriages glinted, and every
evening the same unblinking lights of the village shone. The moon played its
own special game above the three cirques, waxing and waning day by day,
and shifting every hour across the sky. The evening of 1 August, the Swiss
National Day, was an evening unlike any other, with a great fire blazing on
the summit of Hornli, here and there smaller fires burning, the mountains
calling to one another with flickering lights, and in the valleys shots and fire-
crackers ringing out until midnight. My bed was also placed in the house so
that my first glance in the morning through the open window was always on
the distant mountains, their depth and height changing depending on the
clarity of the air, but on the purest mornings I saw through half-opened eyes
all the way to the snow-covered Alps.
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Father Schmemann spent almost three days with me there. It was the first
time we had met, though in the USSR I had managed to listen to the magnifi-
cent broadcasts he did for Radio Liberty. We discussed a great many things
when he visited me here: spiritual matters, the state of the Orthodox Church,
its splitting into different factions, historical matters, and literature. (I remem-
ber his witty remark about the inner corrosion of the Silver Age of fin-de-siecle
Russia and its approach to good and evil: “These are the two avenues—it mat-
ters not which one you choose.”) We hiked a good deal on the slopes. I remem-
ber us lying in a meadow above one of the cirques when he suggested the proj-
ect of starting a Russian radio station together. (After working at Radio Liberty
all this time, he felt that it had changed and lost direction.) I was definitely for
it. A radio station would indeed be more effective than a magazine such as
Kontinent! But who would give Russians tens of millions of dollars?

With every day at Sternenberg I grew healthier in body and spirit. I kept
asking myself: how is it that ey expelled me from the Soviet Union? They
themselves had built me a Noal’s Ark to survive their deluge. (Their nerve
must have given out after our September 1973 “encounter battle™? and my
January counterattack, all this in full view of the West; the détente with the
West being vital to them, they began to doubt their omnipotence.) So now,
at the age of fifty-five, I kept looking at these three mountain cirques: I had
already shouted out the truth about our post-revolutionary history—hadn’t
I been successful, and far more so than I could have dreamt? A weak little
blade of grass had pushed its way up from under slabs of concrete, and all
the concrete force of violence and might could not crush it; all the poison-
ous miasmas of the persevering lies in the world could not stifle it. With
God’s help, life has already been a success.

Had I now perhaps earned the right to dedicate myself purely to litera-
ture? And to Russian history?

And yet on my “captain’s bridge” I energetically thought through a
number of plans: First of all our resolution to move to Canada, and then
that of establishing a Russian University there. I had not yet come to know
the Russian émigrés, but with a love that went back many years I had cher-
ished them as the custodians of our best traditions, knowledge, and hope.
For years I had imagined our emigration as a great human force that some-
day will pour over our motherland like a healing balm. Pacing my captain’s
bridge, I jotted down notes about the university project, notes I have kept to
this day, also concerning what departments the university would have: be-
side a rich offering in the humanities, imbued with Russian tradition, there
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would also be departments specializing in the development of sustainable
natural resources, land engineering, and national economic management
drawing on Western experience. The program would be intense; as for sum-
mer break, a month would suffice, and there would be another month dedi-
cated to working for the Russian diaspora. There would be scholarships,
though with a view to supporting but a modest lifestyle. We would also es-
tablish a Russian primary and secondary school connected to the university,
in which the curriculum would have neither a narrowly émigré perspective,
nor a distorted Soviet one. I intended to use every means to imbue the
pupils’ future with strength, encouraging them to break free from Western
satiation and turn toward the rigor of their motherland. Also, I wanted to
use some of the monies from my Fund to support these projects.

However, I still had no concept of our emigration’s present state of
weakness, its dilution, and that after sixty years it did not have the necessary
social fabric from which to recruit pupils, not to mention that nowadays no-
body wants to follow a curriculum that is so exacting, or voluntarily submit
to rigors. Only students from the current wave of emigration were numer-
ous enough, but they had not fled their country just to return to it.

And all things considered, such a university was not financially realizable.

In Sternenberg I concentrated on writing—or, rather, on assuring my-
self that in exile I had not lost the ability to write. That summer I did not
write all that much, just the Fourth Supplement to 7he Oak and the Calf,
and the beginning of my Invisible Allies. (There were many interruptions, as
I often traveled back to Zurich to Alya and to my family.)

I thought that now there would be no need to continue writing 7he Oak
and the Calf; that my work on it was done. From a Soviet perspective, these
“sketches of literary life” were perhaps complete now that their author was
no longer homeless, no longer driven from one stranger to another to seek
shelter, now that his manuscripts could lie unconcealed in various rooms of
his house and no longer needed to be hastily hidden at every knock on the
door, now that the beginning and the end of a manuscript could be brought
together on the same desk and the completed work did not have to be buried
somewhere. Would it be even fitting to continue? I thought that /nvisible Al-
lies should end with such a thought. But one never knows what lies ahead!
Here I am, quite unexpectedly immersed in such “sketches” again, now from
a Western perspective and heading in an entirely new direction.

But I did not manage to start working again on my Red Wheel, an indi-
cation that deep within me I was far more shaken than I had been aware.
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Perplexed, I set out to write about memories from a very long time ago,
spent far more time than usual on ephemeral publications, and wrote a letter
to the Third Council of the Russian Orthodox Church Abroad.”® Toward
autumn [ took up my Lenin project, but without making much headway.
And yet the grandeur and wisdom of this mountain place (almost as if a
high mountain altar . . .) were soon to put me back in form, and reassured
me that I could write here in the West no worse than in Russia, as long as,
distilled within me, I carried my Russian life experience.

On 27 June the heroic (and to me legendary, as I had not yet met him)
Norwegian Nils Udgaard, a kind, intelligent, large-framed man who came
with his wife Angelika, brought us the second part of my archive. (In autumn
the third, last, and most extensive part was to arrive, brought by William
Odom via the United States. And my “revolutionary” library was brought by
Mario Corti.”* So by October everything was organized and in place.)

The Udgaards came to visit us at Sternenberg, and it was only then that
Alya and I found out how my Red Wheel had been saved and brought out of
the Soviet Union, about which I was to remain silent even in Invisible Allies
(sketch 13), at the request of those involved.

A letter of authorization that Alya had signed on 14 February 1974,
stated: “I request that Mr. Nils Udgaard be regarded as my authorized repre-
sentative in his dealings with the Ambassador of the Federal Republic of
Germany to the USSR.”> The following morning, on 15 February, Udgaard
sent the West German Ambassador, Ulrich Sahm, a letter in English, in-
forming him that he had spoken to Solzhenitsyn’s wife, who was concerned
about the safety of her husband’s archive and hoped that Ambassador Sahm
might be able to have it brought out of the Soviet Union. As the West Ger-
man government had apparently helped the Soviets deport Solzhenitsyn to
Germany, it was morally obliged to help him. (The approximate size of the
archive—about two suitcases—was also specified in the letter.)

This was brilliantly set up and argued. Ambassador Sahm, it seemed,
was sympathetic to my cause. (In September 1973, through Rostropovich, he
had secretly planned to set up a meeting in Moscow between Giinter Grass
and myself, but then, alarmed at the extent to which I was being persecuted,
had advised Grass against coming, for which Grass then publicly attacked
him: “Is our ambassador in Moscow at the service of the German or the So-
viet government?” Sahm’s position permitted him no response.) He might
have been sympathetic, but could he act alone? Word also had it that he was
a personal friend of Willy Brandt. Udgaard had no doubt that Sahm had re-
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quested help from the German Ministry of Foreign Affairs, or at least in-
formed them.

Udgaard’s wife, Angelika, had promptly driven to the German embassy
and handed her husband’s letter to the duty officer. (She was German, and
Germany was like a second home to Udgaard, so in all probability they were
known to the West German embassy.) Udgaard received an invitation to at-
tend an embassy choir concert that was to be held that same evening at the
home of the embassy counselor, who was third in rank in the embassy’s hier-
archy. Diplomatic savoir-faire! The counselor was in no way involved: he had
merely received the directive to invite the Scandinavian journalist and to
have him read a strange note from Ambassador Sahm that was neither ad-
dressed nor signed (and which was to be returned to the ambassador after-
ward). The note said:

1. Agreed.
2. Only two suitcases.
3. Only through the chief and his deputy.

“Do you understand this?” the counselor asked.

Udgaard nodded.

And so the archive of 7he Red Wheel and the Russian Revolution, all of
whose events arose from that reckless and mutually destructive war with
Germany, were saved by Germany!

After this unforgettable story, told to us at Sternenberg where the walls
did not have ears, we returned to Zurich, where our walls at home might al-
ready have had ears.

So could I finally sit down and start writing? No I could not, it was not
to be! The disturbance and disruption continued throughout the summer.

In June I am suddenly told over the phone that in Geneva the UN au-
thorities have forbidden the sale of the French and English versions of 7%e
Gulag Archipelago in bookstores on their premises, as the book “insults one
of the United Nations’ member states.” I could have intervened most vocif-
erously, in such cases my hand immediately reaches for my pen, and a draft
statement is ready within ten minutes: “To Dr. Kurt Waldheim, Secretary-
General of the United Nations: Do you deem it prejudice to insult a govern-
ment, but acceptable to insult an entire people? Far from rejecting this book,
I would have expected the United Nations to place it before the Assembly
for discussion. One rarely finds the annihilation of forty to forty-five million



64 | PART 1 | 1974-1978

people among the issues on the Assembly’s agenda.” But it is not for an au-
thor to defend his book. One must also learn to remain silent. It would blow
over without my getting involved, and it did. The newspapers wrote about
it, and through some compromise or other things were set right.

That summer I also receive a personal letter from Israel: “Help! The Russ-
ian edition of Archipelago is so expensive it is unaffordable!” How can that be?
One of my conditions to all publishers has been that the selling price is to re-
main low so that the whole world can read the book! But transportation costs
are high and there are the usual markups, booksellers™ profit, and before you
know it the book is once again expensive. In the heat of the moment I send a
letter to Israeli newspapers. [13] The booksellers in Israel flared up: according
to their calculations they were in the right and wanted to take me to court
(anti-Semitism!), but my status that first year kept them at bay.

And then in late summer we heard about the case of Svetlana Shramko
from Ryazan, the news reaching us only due to her exceptional perseverance,
as it is quite impossible to get any news out of a place like Ryazan, where
everything is stifled. She was protesting against the poison spewing out from
the artificial fiber plant, which in an invisible sweet plume was poisoning an
entire stretch of the city, and me too when I lived there, engulfing the park
near my apartment and seeping in through my window. I had not protested,
but Svetlana Shramko, unknown and unprotected as she was, had dared speak
up! How could I not come to her aid with my voice? I sent a letter to the New
York Times. They dragged their feet for quite a while, publishing it only a
month later.”® And when it did come out, did it do any good? Did it at least
somehow help Svetlana? What was to become of her? It would doubtless be
quite a long time before we would hear anything of her, if we ever did.*

And then Rostropovich, impulsive as always, brings me the Austrian Car-
dinal K6nig. Why? As we are casually conversing, the cardinal informs me that
in my fight against Communism I must at all costs ally myself with the Catho-
lic Church. I catch my breath, I need a breather: there is only one of me!

And then after my interview with CBS, David Floyd, the struggling trans-
lator they had brought along who was a correspondent for the Daily Télegraph,
began writing to me and coming by, saying that his life’s dream was to move to
Switzerland and be my secretary. I declined. He then tried to persuade me to

* I was to find out in 1991, when I received a letter from her: she had been tormented and per-
secuted, but had survived. (Author’s note, 1993.)
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meet with a Polish émigré by the name of Leopold Labedz, who was seeking
to set up an international tribunal to bring the Soviet leaders to trial.

Though I had now been in exile for only six months, it was clear to me
that for all the moral right and allure of such a tribunal, it would be impos-
sible to establish one since it would go against all the forces, winds, and flow
of history. Unlike Nazism, no one would ever put Communism on trial, and
therefore one could gather neither accusers nor judges. This was already clear
to me, but I was weak enough to agree to a meeting. It was so difficult to get
used to the full freedom of life and to learn the golden rule of all freedom: to
strive to use it as little as possible.

I met with Leopold Labedz (Floyd insisting on also attending the meet-
ing); it led to nothing. I tried as best I could to convince Labedz that the plan
was not sufficiently developed, that this was not the time, that we would be
unable to gather sufficient forces and would only discredit ourselves. But he
was all fire and flame, and wanted to see me as one of the main organizers
and mobilizers. I declined.

We went our separate ways. Then suddenly, a month and a half later, the
West German magazine Der Spiegel announced: Exiled from his homeland,
Solzhenitsyn is not satisfied with simply writing books but is seeking to engage
in politics directly, for which he is organizing an International Tribunal against
his homeland (1), the Soviet Union. Solzhenitsyn plans public show trials start-
ing with Lenin and possibly going all the way to Brezhnev. Discussions are al-
ready underway. The Nobel laureate originally had the idea of filling the tribu-
nal only with ardent opponents of the regime, but has given it up, doubtlessly
under the beneficent influence of his wife Nazasha Dmitrievna.>’

I felt as if I had been stung by a wasp: What smut! This calls itself news
media? How was one to live among such monsters, with never a word of truth!

Just as the magazine Stern had previously spat in my face,”® so now did
Der Spiegel, two birds of a feather. I feel upset, and I feel shamed: the tribu-
nal is an utterly unrealizable venture, am I to occupy myself with such things
now, when writing is the only thing I want to do? But I am losing both time
and peace of mind. What I need is to clear my name and justify myself. I ask
Heeb to send a letter of protest to Der Spiegel demanding a retraction. He
sends them a few vague lines. Within a day, like a flash, Rudolf Augstein, the
editor-in-chief, replies: “We are able to prove before a court that your client
conducted discussions on this matter that cannot remain secret, and that are
of global interest. We will not refute something that we consider to be true.
A litigation about this matter would benefit neither your client nor his cause.
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We see no reason for your client’s anger, all the more so since he has already
committed grave errors, some of which he could have easily avoided.” I have
no idea what he means by that, but his rudeness and threatening tone could
not have been trumped even by Soviet bureaucrats: “We will not allow your
client to dictate to us what is true and what is not true.”

I simply cannot understand the source of all this accumulated hatred—
what have I done to them? In what way did I cross them? If there must be a
court case, then so be it! But what a terrible way to begin life in the West.

I sent Rudolf Augstein a sharp reply, bringing us to the brink of colli-
sion. [14]

And Augstein came to his senses (perhaps he confronted his informant,
who then backed down). In the next issue of Der Spiegel, in clear retreat, he
published my letter, both in the original Russian and a German translation
so that everything was expressed in my words and in the strongest terms. (To
save face he added that if I were to demand a retraction—what for at this
point?—he would “take appropriate steps.”) With my inability to conduct
litigation and find time for it, I believe that this dispute ended quite well: it
could have truly shaken my soul and stopped me entirely from working.

One could say I won this dispute by sheer inexperience: I did not yet un-
derstand how, having gained a newfound and unprecedented freedom, one
might inextricably end up tangled in the courts. Soon after, I was informed
that a publisher in Italy was about to bring out letters (in facsimile, too!) that
I had sent from the Front during World War II to my first wife”® (all the let-
ters had remained in her possession)— this notwithstanding the fact that I am
still alive. I rashly hired a lawyer and headed to the courts. But the Italian
magistrate’s court ruled that printing letters without the sender’s permission
was indeed allowed! The lawyers tried to lure me into taking the case further,
but then I came to my senses. In my position it is far simpler to make a public
statement and not to sue. [15] (Subsequently no publisher took on the proj-
ect, or perhaps the KGB itself drew back: there was too much in my letters
that spoke in my favor, and what the KGB sought was a one-sided effect.)

Of course all my fluctuations between the passion for quiet writing and
the passion for political attacks are part of my temperament, otherwise I
would not have fallen into such predicaments. But all things considered, I
feel that I stood my ground in the West, not succumbing to the maelstrom
of politics (though I must say it was more a matter of instinct, as I had not
yet gauged how slight our physical strength and the amount of time we have
are in the face of everything that is szill to be done).



CHAPTER 1 | Untethered | 67

That summer the Fund I created was registered in Bern. Everything was
arranged by Heeb, though I had still not had time to delve into his actions.
Initially the registration went quickly and without a hitch under the name
“Russian Social Fund.” But soon enough it became apparent that certain bu-
reaucratic souls were in the grip of fear: isn’t a name such as that a challenge
to the Soviet Union? Does it not perhaps suggest that the Soviet government
is not in control of Russian social affairs? The name, I was informed, was
inadmissible. We then suggested “Relief Fund for Political Prisoners.” Ab-
solutely not! The word “political” was unacceptable to neutral Switzerland.
There began a lengthy back-and-forth. We finally managed to convince them
to at least accept “Russian Social Fund for Persecuted Persons and Their
Families.” (The name neglected the cultural and creative objectives of the
fund, but these did remain in the charter. Since we were abroad it might as
well be called that, what could we do?)

With the beginning of autumn my work was moving on well at Ster-
nenberg. A great joy! My worst fear had been that here abroad I might find
myself no longer able to write.

But things were not going to be easy. In September 1974, Vladimir Max-
imov urgently tried to reach me in Zurich, and Alya passed the message on to
me at Sternenberg where I was immersed in my work on a quiet autumn day,
saying that Maximov was begging me to intercede on Sakharov’s behalf. Ac-
cording to Maximov, Zhores Medvedev in Stockholm had called Sakharov
“practically a warmonger,” and had objected to his being awarded the Nobel
Peace Prize. Maximov said that a statement from him would not have much
effect whereas my voice would carry weight, and so on. As always in such
hasty and feverish communications there is no hard evidence, no text, no
transcript, not to mention where would one find them? Protest, help, speak
out! As for the veracity of the matter—we fully guarantee that! (And yet, as I
was to find out later, this whole thing was sparked by a Stockholm member of
the anti-Communist NTS, who had quite probably skewed the facts.)

How painful it is to tear oneself away from one’s work! And yet who was
to protect Sakharov? After all the previous problems he had endured from
the Medvedev brothers, one could easily believe that all this was true. And
there had been some machination in the actions of these brothers. Roy, one
of the brothers, had remained in the Soviet Union as a semi-legal leader of a
“Marxist opposition,” more skilled at attacking the enemies of the regime
than was the regime itself; as for Zhores, he had only recently been a fervent
oppositionist, had been persecuted (with all of us rushing to his defense),
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when all of a sudden the authorities granted him permission to go abroad on
a “scientific mission.” (Shortly after his scandalous departure for the West,
Chalidze followed suit, with the same approval from the authorities.) Then,
stripped of his Soviet passport, Zhores remained abroad, free to help his
brother attract the attention of the West, particularly the publishing market,
and bringing out in collaboration with him a magazine. Zhores was also free
to mount initiatives in the West that served the Soviet government quite
well. All in all, the Medvedev brothers are Communists by nature, in sincere
loyalty to their Communist father who died at the hands of the NKVD, and
were establishing an outpost of the socialist faction of Soviet dissidents in
Europe in order to have a mouthpiece and to seek contacts with the appro-
priate Communist circles in the West.

Roy Medvedev I barely knew, having met him only twice, and briefly. In
spite of his striking resemblance to his twin brother I did not find him par-
ticularly likeable, while Zhores, on the other hand, was quite amiable, and
not at all as fanatic an ideologist; and even if there was a deep-rooted ideol-
ogy in him, it was shrouded by a veil of liberalism. In the summer of 1964 I
had read Zhores’s samizdat essays on genetics in the Soviet Union (the story
of Lysenko’s rise and fall), and had been filled with admiration. A menac-
ing article against him had appeared in the papers, at which point I had writ-
ten a letter of support and had urged Novy Mir magazine to pluck up the
courage to publish his essays. When I met him in person he made an ex-
tremely good impression on me; he immediately helped me reconnect with
Timofeev-Ressovsky, my cellmate in the Butyrka prison; Zhores had helped
him receive a genetics medal abroad. With subtle resourcefulness Zhores had
managed to procure a new and rare drug from the West for the terminally ill
daughter of some people I knew in Ryazan, an act that won me over. He also
tried to help me move to Obninsk, and introduced me to Western corre-
spondents, first to Per Hegge from Norway, then to the Americans Hedrick
Smith and Robert Kaiser (an introduction that was, of course, useful to both
sides). I already trusted Zhores to such an extent that I had given him my
original ninety-six-chapter version of I the First Circle to microfilm, though
with me present, it must be said. Yet I did not trust him entirely: when my
archive was discovered by the authorities in 1965, I turned down his impas-
sioned offer to hide some of it for me. I liked him even more after he was
locked up in an insane asylum for no reason, at which time I spoke publicly
in his defense.®” He came to my defense too in an article in the New York Times
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about my divorce proceedings that had been interfered with, stalled by the
KGB.®' Before my exile abroad, Zhores showed me the book he had just
written, 1en Years After lvan Denisovich, which he was planning to publish in
Europe, and though the book was of no value, except to himself, I did not
have the firmness to forbid its publication. (As for the Zilberberg matter: I
allow that I probably said a harsh word or two about him, that I did not know
him and could not vouch for what kind of person he might be. But Zhores
had crudely portrayed Zilberberg in his book, implying that he had directed
the authorities to my archive and thus earned himself a chance to leave
the Soviet Union. Though I had never supposed that this might be the case,
Zhores now faced a confrontation with Zilberberg, had to rework his text,
and probably pushed Zilberberg to write his own nasty book.)®* But Zhores
was also quick to publish the photos of the two of us together as well as my
letters to him, the invitation to the Nobel ceremony, not to mention a de-
tailed plan on how to find our Moscow apartment. The casualness of the
West had made him lose his head quite quickly.

Soon surprising statements that Zhores made began reaching us in Rus-
sia, and those directly over the Western Russian-language radio: I heard them
with my own ears while at my summer dacha in Rozhdestvo-on-Istya. As his
Soviet passport was being confiscated by the Soviet consular staff, he had
said to a reporter in Russian who had asked him about the regime ruling the
Soviet Union (I distinctly heard Zhores’s voice): “We do not have a regime,
but a government just like any other country, and it governs us through a
constitution.” I was stunned, stupefied. This was monstrous! What a devel-
opment! Shortly thereafter, in the autumn of 1973, I managed to have a let-
ter smuggled out of the Soviet Union to him in London, a most indignant
letter. (In hindsight I ought not to have been so hard on him—1I did not
know at the time that he had a son who had remained in the USSR, in fact
in a prison camp for criminals.)

When I arrived in the West, Zhores was among the first people who
wanted to come visit me in Zurich, in fact during my very first days there. I
declined. After that we did not resume our relationship. And now—accord-
ing to Maximov— he was attacking Sakharov.

And so, hotheadedly, I threw myself into another mess: writing a news-
paper response® to a statement by Zhores that I had neither heard nor read.
The only reason I wrote this without hesitating was because I knew the di-
rection in which Zhores had been moving all these months.
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Floyd, the translator I have already mentioned, undertook to have my
response placed in the 7imes. I am writing in Sternenberg, Alya sends the
text by telephone to London—one day passes, a second, a third—some-
thing has gone wrong, more ferment, more phone calls, when suddenly my
statement appears in the Daily Telegraph in a watered-down, distorted ver-
sion. So it is not to appear in the 7imes? Why is that? It turns out that the
Times is worried about certain points I made concerning Zhores Medvedev
that are too direct and that might be challenged in court.

And T have to say that the 77mes was right to be concerned. Zhores
replied by way of the Norwegian newspaper Affenposten, and also directly
to me, that neither a voice recording nor a stenographic record had been
made of his speech in regard to Sakharov and the Nobel Prize. He asserted
that he did not literally say what was being attributed to him, but that even
in what was being attributed to him there was no mention of his having
said anything about “Sakharov’s contribution to warmongering,” as I had
written in my piece based on the wayward information I had received from
Maximov. So in Western legal terms Zhores could easily have sued me; but
as he was not entirely in the right, he clearly did not dare to. After all, he
was also denying that he had said on the radio, “In the Soviet Union we do
not have a regime, but a government just like any other country, and it gov-
erns us through a constitution,” though I had heard him say it with my very
own ears!

It is with such aggravations that my first summer in the West went by. I
managed to carve out for myself a week here and there to work in the moun-
tains, without suspecting that in the meantime my lawyer Heeb was getting
my affairs into an ever more hopeless tangle. It never occurred to me to
monitor what he was doing, or to ask any questions.

In the meantime, the hopelessly inept pens of translators were ruining
and distorting the English, Italian, and Spanish versions of my books, not to
mention the Greek, Turkish, and other languages, but I simply did not have
time to deal with translations. And yet what could be more important for a
writer in my situation than the translations of his works?

Another surprise for me was the storm in Soviet educated circles caused
by my Letter to the Soviet Leaders: 1 understood (but in a sense also did not
understand) the depth of the split that was beginning to manifest itself in
society back home. My Letter was vehemently and passionately attacked,
which to me was proof that I had taken a more vital step than I had realized,
that I had touched on something essential. There was even word about a col-
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lection of critical articles being prepared for samizdat publication, though I
don’t know if it ever came out.

In the émigré press, too, an intense dispute triggered by my Letter was
underway, with arguments for and against it. I was particularly surprised by
the entry into the fray of Mihajlo Mihajlov, whom I had never considered a
participant in Russian life, but saw rather as “our” persecuted faraway ally in
Yugoslavia. But here the concept of “our” was much altered and frayed, and
Mihajlov surprised me with his clear sympathy for Marxism (defending
against me the purity of this ideology) and the Socialist-Revolutionary move-
ment. He pronounced my Lezter anti-Russian and anti-Christian (until then
it had been accused of being 700 Russian and z0 Orthodox), and this came
pouring out from Serbia onto the world stage in an almost implausible tone:
“It is necessary, once and for all, to clarify for Solzhenitsyn and his readers
that . . . it has not been granted Solzhenitsyn to grasp his own experience . . .
consequently we must simply reiterate what for European legal thought has
long been an axiom,” and the like. But what was even more amazing were
the methods Mihajlov used in his attack. He kept substituting Vladimir Osi-
pov in my place, and then (one of Lenin’s tricks) saddled me with all of Osi-
pov’s ideas, along with “pro-Chinese factions, Italian neo-fascists, monar-
chist-émigrés.” “Solzhenitsyn repeats Lenin’s sin,” claiming the Lezter to the
Soviet Leaders consists of the same parts as 7he Communist Manifesto. And
then, following Sakharov’s tune: “He will find followers who will say aloud
what Solzhenitsyn has kept to himself.”

Ah, what horned devils can grow out of grand and valiant dissidents!

Then in early October the first issue of Kontinent came out, and I ex-
ploded when I saw Sinyavsky’s strutting, jaunty article in which he called
Russia “You Bitch.”®* I could see in it (and in no uncertain terms) the birth
of a whole movement hostile toward Russia. It was imperative that I respond
in time, not for our émigrés but for readers in Russia, for our connection was
still strong. I have kept a draft of what I wrote for distribution in samizdat:

A REPLY FOR SAMIZDAT. As if 1 had had a premonition, I misspoke in my
welcoming preface to the first issue of Kontinent, when I said: “Wishes often
exceed what actually comes to pass.” The first issue has come out, and what
do we read? “Mother Russia, you bitch, for this, too, you shall pay.” These words
are in reaction to obstacles placed in the path of a mass exodus of Jews from
the Soviet Union, and it would appear that the author, Abram Tertz, whole-

heartedly supports this tone. He has finally broken his ten-year public silence
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only to spout drivel of this kind! Even the lowest criminals—men who in
their mindset are practically animals—revere their mothers. But not Abram
Tertz. His entire strained, neurotic, barbed article is devoted to denouncing
“them,” not “us,” a futile direction that has never in history yielded anything
positive. Abram Tertz rightly insists that the Russian people must acknowl-
edge its share of the blame (he writes, “the entire blame”) for what has hap-
pened in the past sixty years, but as far as he is concerned this law does not
apply to him and his friends. This Third Wave of emigration, leaving Russia
at a time of minimal personal risk (compared to that faced by the First and
Second Waves), is made up of natives of Russia who, as former Komsomol
leaders and Party activists (or in some cases their fathers, grandfathers), are
very much implicated in the destruction and hatred that mark Soviet life.
Consequently, it would be more fitting to give some thought to how we are to
answer to Russia, and not how Russia is to answer to us, and not to hurl mud
in her stoic face. I am ashamed that the idea of an Eastern European maga-
zine is being used by the current flood of Soviet émigrés to vent a fury that,
while they were still in the Soviet Union, they had been cautious enough to
conceal. We must repent for Russia as we repent for “us”—otherwise we are

no longer Russia.

I do not recall why, but I did not send this for samizdat publication in
the Soviet Union. Probably because I was soon going to have to say some-
thing similar when From Under the Rubble came out.

And so the writing cohort of the Third Wave of emigration, right from
the start, defined itself in no uncertain terms—and where better could they
flock to than the newly founded Kontinens? In the next two to three years it
was to become a prestigious forum for their ambitious grandstanding and
posturing (and for bringing out whatever was impossible to print in the pub-
lications of the First Wave). That said, Maximov did rigorously foster Kon#:-
nent’s anti-Bolshevik stance.

That August I overcame my alarming inability to resume work on 7%e
Red Wheel: since my turbulent autumn of 1973, before my expulsion from
the Soviet Union, with all the increasing turmoil I had not managed to work
at full capacity. In Sternenberg, however, my thoughts and my state of mind
had been gradually restored, and I once more took up my unfinished Noverm-
ber 1916, now much enriched with all the Zurich details concerning Lenin.
Everything was coming together wonderfully (I even had details about the
Zurich socialists and all the Zurich weather reports for November 1916 and
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March 1917, so there was no need to invent weather conditions). But then I
ran into a new problem. In previous years, developing my Red Wheel as a se-
ries of Nodes, I had tried to forge ahead to the February Revolution, and de-
cided to pass over the August 1915 Node, which was, however, a vital link.
There was the catastrophic retreat of the Russian army, the creation of the ve-
hement Progressive Bloc, its fierce attack on the government, the compro-
mises in the reshuffle of ministers, and the tsar’s agonizing decision to assume
the Supreme Command, not to mention the Zimmerwald Conference. Now,
as I went ahead with November 1916, my omission was very much coming to
the fore, compelling me to interleave numerous retrospective elements, so
much so that I had to ask myself the fundamental question of whether I
should go back and write August 1915. But then I began to weigh how many
other historical and fictional elements I would have to recast. No, that would
lead to even worse fissures. So I stayed with my previous nodal scheme, and
was now ready to determine with confidence Lenin’s presence in November
1916. But the number of possible Lenin chapters grew into an avalanche.
(Unfortunately, the little Stiissihof tavern where Lenin’s Skittle Club used to
meet no longer existed, and Alya and I looked for a similar place with the
same kind of lanterns on wooden poles.)

Finally, in the autumn, after my time at Sternenberg, I felt that my wife
and I had earned the right to four days of traveling through Switzerland.
Though Switzerland is small, to us it was large, as we had not yet been any-
where, my only trip having been the one I had taken with Widmer to see
Furgler in Bern.

The part of our trip that went over the lowlands—again to Bern on
the autobahn, and then on to Lausanne and Geneva—Alya and I traveled
alone, while Widmer was to drive us across the mountains afterward. As we
crossed into French Switzerland, a warmth touched our hearts: the sullen
primness that we no longer even noticed in Zurich had fallen away. The can-
tons of Bern and Geneva are like two different countries—it is hard to be-
lieve that they belong to the same nation. Geneva somehow manages to
soften the heart of the exile—1I imagine it would not be too difficult to sur-
vive there for years. Though we were going on this trip our heads were still
filled with the concerns we had left behind in Zurich, and the trip did not
strike us as a pleasant reality, but more like some sort of dream. Strolling
through the lakeside park in Lausanne we were somehow disengaged, as if
we had yet to fully recover from our flight from Moscow, our thoughts and
habits not keeping pace with our bodies. After all, for a whole eight months
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now it had been as if we still were not living anywhere, as if we had not
struck root; and yet we already had our sights set on crossing the ocean.

In Montreux, on the eastern shore of Lake Geneva, we stumbled almost
by chance on the castle of the Prisoner of Chillon. They wouldn’t let us in,
the lattice gate having already been shut, but some German tourists who
were still inside recognized me through the gate and began laughing and
calling out, telling the guards that we belonged to their group. The castle
stood on a small island; we saw interior stone courtyards, the chains with
which the prisoner had been shackled to the wall—though they couldn’t
have been the same chains, nor the actual place the prisoner had been kept.
But the sight gripped my Gulag prisoner’s heart: how simple it was to build
a prison that was a place from which there was no escape for some, and a
pleasant stroll for others! As a child I had read all the books I owned many
times over, as I did the poem by Zhukovsky.> Back then I had dreamt that
the place was much darker and more menacing, with waves that were not
those of a lake, and now suddenly and unexpectedly I found myself in-
side that dream, along with the comical episode of admission nearly denied.
These repetitions and resurgences of life’s cycles come when we least expect
them, and how many more meetings and visits were to reward us this way
in the future. (If only this could be in Russia!)

In Montreux we were hoping to meet with Nabokov, but there was a mis-
understanding (he seemed to be expecting us on that day but had not sent a
confirmation as we had agreed, though we also called Zurich to check), so we
ended up just walking past his luxurious hotel. (How strange to live perma-
nently in a hotel.)

I regretted not having met Nabokov, though I did not foresee us estab-
lishing a rapport. I have always considered him a writer of genius, a remark-
able writer who was like no one else in the lineage of Russian literature; in
other words, he was not like any of his predecessors. (But an initial reading
of his books had not indicated the flood of imitators that were to follow
him: in the second half of the twentieth century his style of writing was to
be fully exploited. But at the time it was still not apparent what a stream of
inane works would follow him.) Even back in the USSR I had lamented that
he had not chosen the grand path of Russian history. Here we had a distin-
guished and free Russian writer in the West, a writer who had come to the
West immediately after the Revolution, so why did he not take it upon him-
self (Bunin too!) to write about the ruin of Russia? What else could one have
been gripped by in those years? How priceless the labor of Nabokov and
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Bunin would have been for us, their descendants, who cannot reach back to
those years! But both writers chose private and untimely paths instead,
Nabokov even abandoning the Russian language. Tactically speaking, with
literary success in mind, it was the right thing to do, for what could emigra-
tion offer him in the forty years that were to follow? He turned his back not
so much on the emigration, as on Russia herself.

In 1972, while I was still in the USSR, I had a letter® smuggled out to
the Swedish Academy, making use of my right as a Nobel laureate to propose
Nabokov for the Nobel Prize for Literature. I had also sent Nabokov a copy,
along with a letter. [16] I was aware that he was already getting on in years
and that it was too late for him to change, but he had been born and raised at
the center of such momentous events, and with an exceptional father who
had been at the heart of those events! How could he be indifferent to them?

When I arrived in Switzerland, Nabokov had sent me a friendly letter,
and wrote with sincerity: “How good it is that your children will go to a
school that is not under the yoke.” But with my wound of exile still smart-
ing, I found his words jarring. I also replied with sincerity: “What joy can
there be in this, if most of the children who have remained must go to a
school that is under the yoke?”

Had we met in Montreux our dialogue would in all likelihood have pro-
ceeded along those lines. The riverbed of our life deepens with passing years,
while the possibility for us to change, to break into another stream, lessens.
In his chosen path Nabokov had become ossified, but then I am becoming
ossified too—oh to be able to break out into a different stream! But that is
quite unlikely.

Next we drove through the Upper Rhone Valley; not far from Raron the
Widmers had another house, where they were expecting us. In the cool and
sunny evening this historic valley, with its layers from many centuries of civi-
lization, both ancient and European, as if it had been inhabited from the
time the earth began to turn, made an indelible impression on us, as did
every stone by the side of the road, every shard, every tree stump—all wit-
nesses to the flow of centuries— culture that is ineradicable, ancestors who
have left their mark, land that is indestructible! (This, for example, is a place
I would very much like to immerse myself in! But when?) We saw a small
church perched high on a rock like a fortress, and by its wall, all alone was a
solitary grave, bathed in the warm yellow light of the setting sun. Who lay
there? Alya and I were deeply moved—what a gift: it was Rainer Maria
Rilke! (Though he had died near Montreux.)
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We stood in reverence in the long rays of the setting sun. So this was
where destiny had led him. Rilke had chosen for himself this valley and this
rock—one could understand why. The choice of one’s grave—when one
has a choice— can express so much.

The Widmers took us to meet a very amiable old pastor who had mar-
ried them many years earlier. We spent the night in their austere stone house,
age-old and unheatable, the masonry, arches, and corbels pointing to its
being at least five centuries old.

It was Widmer who now drove us on through the mountains, with a
steady hand on the wheel— my experience as a driver had reached its limit. In
Switzerland it is not so easy to plot a route, as you cannot always drive straight
to where you want to go. We now had to cross the Simplon Pass and it began
to snow; we could not go on, cars were sliding, everyone had to wait. They
brought in sand and poured it over the entire south slope, at which point we
drove on. At a lower altitude the snow turned into heavy rain. We drove into
Italy for a few hours, just to reach the southern part of Switzerland faster. (It
had taken us a few days to get visas for those few hours, and then the Italian
border guards detained us for a good half hour with no explanation, though
it turned out they had all hurried off to get my books for me to sign.) By way
of Domodossola we reached Lake Maggiore, where we were invited to an old
Italian villa on its shore. (It was a gloomy, cloudy day, the rooms dimly lit and
elaborately decorated, and the hostess and her daughters, a noble family and
the last of their line, felt doomed to have their estate confiscated by a Commu-
nist government that everyone believed was imminent. The shadow of Com-
munism looming, everything in eternal Italy seemed provisional.) That day we
didn't see anything further of interest, just rain and mud, but the following
morning the sun came out once more, Locarno and Lugano flashed by—we
saw them but didnt see them— then Morcote with its sublime cemetery above
the blue lake. Then we headed back north again, into the mountains. The St.
Gotthard Pass being closed, our car was rolled onto a train, and at the northern
exit of the tunnel we went up to see Count Suvorov’s chilling Devil’s Bridge,
and this in cold and gloomy weather— unforgettable! Engraved on the rock in
Russian, with large raised letters in the old script, was:

TO The VALIANT BROThERS-IN-ARHMS OF GENERALISSINO
F1ELO HARShAL COUNT SUVOROV OF RYMNIK
PRINCE OF 1TALY
whoe Gave ThelR LIVes CROSSING The ALPS IN The YEAR 1799
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These were true heroes! What can one say? One can only marvel at Suvorov:*’

the mountainous land into which he had been foolishly sent by the Habs-
burgs’ capricious Court Council of War and Tsar Paul’s negligence—sent
into such terrain as this at the onset of winter and so far away from home, to
fight and not to lose! (All those Russian lives that perished! Why was he sent
here? That whole war had been pointless.)

We had only been four days away from home when the news came on
the radio that the U.S. Senate had unanimously voted me an honorary citi-
zen of the United States! The official document arrived later, and I replied
with a letter.®®

I myself did not see the point of this honor, but at the time it did seem
important. At any rate, it could help my case and strongly irk the Soviets, of
which Kissinger was well aware. The procedure required a confirmation
from the House of Representatives. However, the State Department delayed
the discussion in the House. (In the meantime a new Senate had been
elected and now had to approve the previous Senate’s vote; this happened,
after some time, in the spring of 1975. But then Kissinger again applied the
brakes, about which there is an extensive State Department document: my
honorary citizenship would damage U.S. relations with the Soviet Union.)

My failure to receive an honorary citizenship in the United States fol-
lowed the same pattern (and just as beneficially to me) as my failure back in
the Soviet Union to receive the Lenin Prize: I do not fit in with either sys-
tem, which is why at crucial moments opposing forces come to the fore.

Next, I was to appear on Swiss television. They came up with the idea of
my reading a passage from Archipelago in German; there followed a few triv-
ial questions, and just as they reached the piéce de résistance—why 1 had cho-
sen Switzerland— the live broadcast drew to a close (to my relief, for what
could I have said, when we had yet to make our choice, when we were still
not actually living anywhere and were secretly resolved to leave?).

During these months I had to finish some important business still pend-
ing from back home: to publish the sadly unfinished essay by the late Irina
Tomashevskaya on And Quiet Flows the Don, and to announce both in
Moscow and in Europe our anthology From Under the Rubble, together with
my fellow authors Shafarevich, Borisov, Barabanov, Agursky, Svetov (who
was publishing under the pseudonym “Korsakov”), and Polivanov (who was
publishing as “A. B.”).

Had I not been deported from the Soviet Union that February, From
Under the Rubble would have been ready and announced by March, or at the
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very latest April. My deportation had greatly delayed the project, complicat-
ing communications and final agreements, dragging things out into autumn.
We waited throughout all of October and half of November for a signal
from our friends in Moscow letting us know the date their press conference
was to be scheduled, so that we could arrange our own in Switzerland two
days later. Finally Andrei Tyurin called us from Moscow as if on a personal
matter, informing us through a prearranged phrase that they would be hold-
ing their press conference on 14 November. So I immediately began prepar-
ing ours for the 16th.

In those days the KGB still permitted us to put calls through to Moscow,
and on the evening of the 14th I called Igor Shafarevich quite openly to find
out how everything had gone. I made detailed notes of our conversation,
and have just now refreshed my memory. The tenor of this press conference
in Moscow concerning such a weighty event (the proclamation of an inde-
pendent direction of Russian thought, putting its participants in acute dan-
ger) had been all too typical of the fuzzy comprehension of the newspaper
crowd, who were only out for news and novelty. Four of our writers (those
who had not used a pen name in the book) had spoken. The foreign corre-
spondents present at the conference did not know Russian well enough to
understand the theoretical positions being taken. (After all, who expects
newsmen to show any interest in such things? It was our own mistake.) Con-
sequently, the entire two hours had been spent in painfully expounding the
basics, this to journalists who for years had been stationed in the Soviet
Union and ought to have been quick on the uptake! Our authors talked to
them about basic elements of Soviet life: destroyed villages, devastated na-
ture, oppressed believers, the vast prison camps, and the absence of self-
identity—but the only thing that preoccupied them was the current Jewish
emigration, and not because educated people were leaving the country in
droves, but whether this emigration could proceed smoothly and without
government restrictions: after all, in view of Russian cultural decline, emi-
gration was entirely justifiable, emigrants being better off elsewhere.

[ was to make similar mistakes in my press conference in Zurich. To offer
our friends in Moscow the strongest possible support, I wanted this con-
ference announcing From Under the Rubble to be as large, loud, and inter-
national as possible. I also saw it as highly symbolic that our book would be
proclaimed here in Zurich: a summary of conclusions, in which a group of
Russian individuals would spell out the results of a sixty-year period of evil,
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which Lenin had departed from this very city of Zurich to instigate. First, I
tried to find a hall in the city with facilities for simultaneous multilingual
translation, but I could not. So I decided to hold the press conference at
home, keeping the door open between two adjoining rooms. We gave a lot of
thought to the guest list. I wanted a larger number of people to attend, but
we could not accommodate more than thirty. Alya had in fact cautioned me
to keep my speech as short as possible, to limit myself to the fact of the booK’s
appearance, the courage of those who had compiled it, and to focus on the
most salient passages; but I could not restrain myself and abstain from dis-
cussing each essay in the book at great length, everything I said then being
translated. My speech took an hour and the translation another, the corre-
spondents falling into a stupor; only the tape recorders of the Russian lan-
guage radio stations of the West kept running and preserved any of it.®” After
a break, we went on to the questions. Needless to say, there were essentially no
questions about the issues the book dealt with, but, as in Moscow, everyone
focused on politics. How was one to understand our book, was it leftist or
rightist? It was only on such a level that they could assimilate it. Was the pub-
lication of this book part of the international détente? (What a question for
Europe to ask Russia! Now I'd seen everything!)

The complex and tortuous development that Russia will have to un-
dergo, as will so many peoples now under the yoke of Communism, can
find no place in the linearity of modern Western perception. Perhaps in

n”7% in contrast

From Under the Rubble we exaggerated “the nation as a perso
to the universal character of Christianity, but that is what we felt as a group.
Probably because we were in difficult straits, with the prospect of much suf-
fering before us: the Russian nation is dying and proclaims her pain through
our voices. | also overestimated the importance of the Russian émigré press.
I had seen it as a power that would bring Russian forces abroad together,
which would have been its one worthy role, but exactly the one it failed to
carry out. Quite the opposite: all the different émigré groups became embit-
tered in their division. Among the émigrés who came to our press conference
were the leaders of the N'TS and Vera Pirozhkova, the editor of Golos Zaru-
bezhya (Voice from Abroad ), who were expecting from us the promise of a
looming revolution in the USSR, and refused to content themselves with a
moral revolution of “Live Not by Lies!” As for Maximov, he sat there look-
ing indifferent, and then said nothing at all in Kontinent, making clear that
he was refraining from joining us.
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But whether because of our audacious press conferences, the consider-
able international attention, or the wide publication of From Under the Rub-
ble in the United States and France, the Soviet authorities did not undertake
any repressive measures against the volume, and nobody who had published
in it was directly persecuted, though it could hardly be said that the Soviets
were open to promoting Russian national awareness in any way.

In the most hectic days when From Under the Rubble was about to come
out, I suddenly received, from out of the blue, an invitation from Oxford
offering me an honorary doctorate in literature. It was to be awarded at the
end of the following June, but an immediate reply was expected. It was quite
an honor: Oxford had awarded Chukovsky and Akhmatova one too, but I
was so pressed for time. And I can’t tell you where I will be in June next year,
can I? Already across the ocean. No, it wouldnt work out. I thanked them,

but declined.

There was another unfinished matter from previous years—accepting
the Nobel Prize. It was to be in December. At a wonderful old Zurich tailor’s
I had myself measured for a formal tailcoat, which I would in all probability
wear only once in my life. So that Alya and I would see more of Europe, we
traveled to Stockholm by train. Bunin describes his railway trip to Stock-
holm (but from France) as truly wonderful, but I could not find a good itin-
erary. In Hamburg, for some reason, our sleeping car was uncoupled in the
morning, and we were forced to move with our luggage to another car or an-
other train, which kept happening again and again. We ended up changing
trains five times until we got to Sweden, and there the train went through a
long dark night without our being able to see anything, and our fellow pas-
senger in the compartment, the former West German consul in Chile, told
us about the shamelessness and swindling of the “revolutionaries” there.
“You ought to write a book about that!” I tell him. “Oh, I could never do
that,” he replies. “I'd be torn to pieces here. West Germany is already well on
its way to becoming a Communist country!”

To avoid being beleaguered by the press, we had arranged to arrive se-
cretly and not at the main station in Stockholm (although the likeliest stake-
out would have been at the airport). An hour away from Stockholm the
Swedish writer Hans Bjorkegren, who was also my Swedish translator, and
another translator by the name of Lars Erik Blomgyist joined us on the
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train, and we all got off at a deserted platform one station before Stockholm,
where we were greeted by Karl Ragnar Gierow, a small, thin man. This is
how our long Nobel Prize correspondence drew to a close and where we
finally met each other, without a single Western reporter, but also without a
single Soviet agent. The platform was completely empty. From there we
drove to Stockholm in a large car and reached the same Grand Hotel that in
1970 the frightened Nobel Committee asked me to avoid.”" At the hotel,
however, there were already photographers with clicking cameras standing
sentry on the steps, thwarting our attempt to arrive completely unobserved.
The hotel faced the Royal Palace across the water, and with the arrival of
every Nobel laureate flags were raised in front of the hotel.

The idea of having days off was rare in Soviet life, and in my own life I
do not recall there ever having been such a concept or such a situation, ex-
cept on my fiftieth birthday. I never took Sundays off, nor holidays, or had a
day without goals to fulfill. And now I had a few days of vacation before me,
without any planned activities. (Then again, activities elbowed their way in,
with visits and letters that had been forwarded. My hosts also insisted that I
have an impromptu meeting with the Baptist preacher Billy Graham, who
was exceptionally popular in America but entirely unknown to me. And Pavel
Veselov, an émigré conducting a private investigation into the actions of the
KGB in Sweden, came to see me, sharing his hypothesis about the fate of Erik
Arvid Andersen about whom I had written in Archipelago.)”> The next day
was entirely free of appointments—but could one even call it a dzy? Even
after the frozen banks of the Neva, a Stockholm winter day is surprising in its
brevity: dawn breaks, and, before you know it, it’s noon, and shortly thereafter
darkness falls— by three in the afternoon, from what I could tell. In this twi-
light our friendly interpreters took us to Skansen, a wonderful open-air folk
park within Stockholm’s city limits: buildings from different parts of Sweden
had been brought there, parts of a village, windmills and watermills (all in
working order), a forge, a barnyard, poultry, horses, and antique carriages in
which children could ride, and of course a zoo. In winter the blanket of snow
does much to muffle the surroundings, but it made the traditional huts all the
brighter and more welcoming with their glowing hearths, the rolling pins
making flatbreads to be baked on the fire, traditional dishes cooked by can-
dlelight, all the old crafts—weaving, knitting, embroidery, wickerwork,
carving—the sale of folk toys and glass, the bustling rows of the market
stalls, freshly grilled fish from the coals handed across the counter in the
frosty darkness. Everyone was enjoying themselves, the children most of all.
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This was probably the most striking impression from all of our days in
Stockholm. Hours of unaccustomed festive merriment, and a mix of joy
and envy, for we could also have had folk parks in Russia just as good as these
if it wasn't for the curse of Bolshevism; our national identity blighted, and
that probably forever. (After all, Semyonov-Tyan-Shansky had ventured in
1922 to turn Grand Duke Mikhail’s estate at Strelna into a “Russian
Skansen”; but such a venture did not fit in with those dark years. The news-
paper Izvestia [ News] had briefly touched on the matter at the time, but then
dropped it. Things were going in a different direction.)

The following day we had time to wander for two hours through the old
town on the islands and the little streets and alleys around the royal palace
and Riddarholmen with its cold churches. All the monuments in Stockholm
seem to be of the same figure, in a greenish copper, all standing upright, and
all carrying a weapon (this used to be a warring nation). It is, though, as if
Stockholm is not striving for beauty (its vast spaces of water hinder the cre-
ation of architectural ensembles across the water, like in St. Petersburg), but
this is also what gives Stockholm its authenticity, as do its crooked town
squares that are quite shapeless and untamed.

Then there was the lunch that the Swedish Academy traditionally holds
for the laureate in literature: in this case there were three of us, this year’s lau-
reates being two wonderful elderly Swedes— Eyvind Johnson and Harry
Martinson—1I being the third after a four-year delay. The lunch was at a
restaurant called “The Golden Anchor,” which was situated in a simple old
house with wood floors and rustic furnishings. Members of the Academy
gathered here every Thursday for lunch to exchange literary opinions as they
prepared for their decision. We had barely entered the restaurant when a ro-
bust, broad-shouldered, and youngish-looking academician shook my hand.
It was only later I was told his name: Artur Lundkvist, the one Communist
member on the committee (the one who all these years had objected to my
receiving the award).

There were, I believe, ten members of the Academy. They were elderly
for the most part, but not exclusively, and were quite pleasant, though my
overall impression was that this was not the highest literary Areopagus in the
world. Perhaps the calm flow of Swedish history in the twentieth century,
and Sweden’s solid prosperity, have prevented it from a true and timely un-
derstanding of the convulsions of our times. As far as Russia is concerned,
except for Tolstoy, who rejected the Nobel Prize (“Some kerosene merchant
by the name of Nobel is offering me a literary prize, what for?”), the Swedish
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Academy overlooked, at a minimum, Chekhov, Blok, Akhmatova, Bulgakov,
and Nabokov. And in their list of laureates of literature there are so many
names now forgotten! But the Academy has only been awarding the prize in
the twentieth century, when literature has been in decline almost every-
where. No one has yet created an objective international literary tribunal,
nor does it seem that anyone ever will. One must be thankful for this fortu-
itous idea of the founder that has been realized and has endured.

Probably, in the seventy years of its existence, the Nobel Prize for Liter-
ature has not rendered any laureate such a dynamic service as it has rendered
me, helping me like a resilient spring to overcome Soviet power.

My dream is that when Russia will be spiritually healed (but will that day
come?) and if we have the material resources, we will establish our own liter-
ary awards, both Russian and international.”® In matters of literature we have
quite some experience, and as we are now aware of the true dimensions of
life, we would not overlook the worthy writers, nor reward the hollow ones.

The day before the ceremony, the laureates were all brought together for
an amusing rehearsal so that we could practice for the following evening how
to come out onto the stage two by two before the king, and where we should
sit. On 10 December, we came out as we had been shown, while the inexpe-
rienced young king, pleasant and somewhat round-faced—it was his first
year in this role’*—was sitting next to his relative, the elderly Danish
princess Margrethe, who looked as if she had just stepped out of an Ander-
sen tale. The problem of national flags above the laureates’ chairs, which had
been an issue the year Bunin received the prize, had been dealt with: the flags
had been removed so that the Academy would not have to agonize over
which flag to hang above me. For each award the king rose and stepped to-
ward the laureate, presenting him with a folder containing the diploma and
with a little box containing the medal, the king then shaking the laureate’s
hand. With each award, the audience applauded (particularly hard and long
when my turn came), after which the orchestra began to play—for me a
march from Ruslan and Ludmila, which was wonderful.

Lord God, may you send the next Russian laureate in the not-all-too-
distant future, but may he be neither a Soviet puppet apparatchik nor some
personage of nouveau-émigré perverted sensibility, and may his steps mark
the true movement of Russian literature. According to the amusing predic-
tion of Dmitri Likhachyov, literature will develop in such a way that there
will be fewer and fewer great writers, but each future great writer will reach
untold heights. Oh, to live to see the next one!
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That day did, however, have its hours of light, a short stretch from dawn
to dusk, but it was a crisp, cloudless day with a cold low sun and a breeze
that was sharp and chilly. My Nobel lecture” had been published two years
earlier, so there was no need to worry about that. Meanwhile my banquet re-
marks had been read out already in 1970, although in truncated form—but
I could not avoid making a few additional remarks at the banquet today. I
had written them the day before, but because of my scattered frame of
mind, with all the impressions and distractions, the short phrases would not
remain firmly in my memory. I did not want to read something from a piece
of paper, which would have been quite shaming, but I also did not want to
stray from what I was going to say. So I went for a walk nearby along the nar-
row peninsula of Skeppsholmen with its view of Kastellholmen, where old
and new houses were sparsely scattered across a park-like setting. I kept
walking along the avenue, back and forth, back and forth, the way I used to
as a prisoner, dully learning what I was to say by rote. I kept looking at the
red sun, which always seemed to be on the point of setting in the south, and
all the while two policemen on duty stood tactfully aside, keeping an eye out
for whoever might approach me. This was almost like the special convoy of
the camps, accompanying and protecting a preferred prisoner.

At the City Hall we once again strode out ceremoniously, each laureate
escorting a lady assigned to him in the program, and the instant after the king
sat down, not a moment earlier nor a moment later, we took our seats, which
were identified by place cards. (I was escorting a lady of the Nobel family
who still spoke Russian, while Alya sat across from me, next to a prominent
ambassador.) That year the Nobel banquet was held in the largest ceremonial
chamber of the City Hall, and some twenty tables were already fully seated
before we arrived. Somewhere close by sat my guests, Stig and Ingrid Fredrik-
son, loyal companions in our struggle, but they were lost in the mass of
guests, though I very much wanted to draw attention to them and get up and
go to their table. The lady at my side, however, explained that this would be a
breach of etiquette and an unprecedented violation of the ceremony: while
the king was seated no one among the guests would dare rise. I could barely
hold myself back. And then came the moment when each laureate had to go
to the podium to speak. All the laureates read out their remarks, whereas I
managed to speak from memory—not bad. (The BBC and Radio Liberty
would broadcast my voice to our people back home.)”®

But in general, I had been naive four years earlier when I had been
awarded the Nobel Prize, aiming in the remarks I sent to have the guests at



CHAPTER 1 | Untethered | 85

the straitlaced banquet turn their minds to our prisoners who were on
hunger strike.””

But above all, it would have been a terrible error if back then I had vol-
untarily left Russia for a single ceremonial day. I would have immediately
found myself in exile, receiving here in Stockholm the news of the retraction
of my citizenship: the axe would have fallen, and it would have been my
own fault. (In 1970, Alya had realized this before I did.) And in what way
would I then have distinguished myself from the Third Wave of emigration,
rushing off to America and Europe in search of the easy life, away from
Russian sorrows?

Then from the gallery of the hall a choir of students sang for me, with a
heavy accent, the old Russian folksong “A Storm Is Sweeping through the
Street.” Well, I thought, thank God that I did not choose that stormy street
myself bug, like every other prisoner, was forced to walk it by fate.

The following evening, 11 December, there was a dinner at the palace
with the king, and Alya and I were given in charge to another elderly member
of the Nobel family who knew Russian. The palace was dark and empty, and
so huge that it seemed out of proportion for a small country like Sweden.
Somewhere, in one of its wings, lived the young king, who was still unmar-
ried; from the Grand Hotel across the water we could see that many of the
palace’s windows were dark. When we arrived at the hall we were lined up in
a semicircle, ladies and gentlemen alternating, with the self-assured socialist
Prime Minister Olof Palme in front, the real man in charge, the king begin-
ning his round of greetings with him. Next to me was a socialist lady by the
name of Myrdal, who I believe was either a current or former minister, con-
centrating on economic matters; we spoke in German, the political discord
between us scraping like a knife across a plate. The dining room was like a
gallery corridor with a long table running the length of it, with impressive an-
cient walls and furniture, a master of ceremonies standing behind the chair of
the old queen. But the dinner was tedious and somewhat meager, and I said
to Alya jokingly that Palme must have cut the royal budget to zero. After din-
ner we were shown to the foyer, where coffee and drinks were ceremoniously
served to us while we stood; and we had to remain standing for some forty
minutes until the king left. Alya, unable to resist, inquired of the king, by
way of the elderly gentleman in whose charge we were, if it was not difficult
being a king in our times, and the king replied very simply and earnestly.

For the following day I had scheduled a press conference, but first I
went to meet the unfortunate mother of Raoul Wallenberg, who had already
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been in a Soviet prison for twenty-nine years, if he was not already dead.”
(I had initially thought him to be my Arvid Andersen from Archipelago,
pt. IL, chap. 2, but this turned out not to be the case.) If this press conference
was to serve any purpose at all, then it was only insofar as I could speak at
length about Wallenberg and also mention Ogurtsov, who had just been
locked up in a psychiatric hospital. I had called this press conference with the
intention of paying my debt to the press for a whole year in the West, but again
I miscalculated. More than half the media present were either Swedish journal-
ists or Russian émigrés, all of whom brought with them their own questions.
From the standpoint of the Western press, Stockholm was a remote corner
where nothing of importance would be said and so nobody of importance was
sent there. Not to mention that to me, as a writer, the format of the press con-
ference or, indeed, of the interview, was entirely pointless and alien. Writers
have their pens, and must express themselves on their own and in writing.

I still had not figured out how to handle the press.

On our way back we stopped for a day in Frankfurt to meet the people at
Posev (Sowing) magazine and the leaders of the NTS.”” My very first encounter
with their organization had been through Evgeni Divnich in the Butyrka
prison in 1946. He had greatly impressed me with his fiery (and Russian Or-
thodox) conviction, but I had no concept of the NTS back in those days, and
in fact had not even caught the name. Then for years the Soviet authorities
sought to put fear into us, presenting the N'TS as truly monstrous (which
leads one to think that the Soviet government was in fact somewhat afraid of
it: it is the only organization against the Soviets in the world with a clear
agenda of armed overthrow). Over the radio back in the 1950s, I had heard
about the gripping case of the KGB agent Nikolai Kokhlov refusing to kill
the NTS leader Georgi Okolovich (we now met Okolovich, an old man who
had lost the tragic aura of those days). Vladimir Poremsky and also Roman
Redlikh of the NTS had visited us in Zurich and sent us their program and
charter, which I read. In my heart I was entirely sympathetic to the founders
of this organization, the young generation of Russian émigrés of the 1920s
and ’30s in Europe, their natural impulse having been to rethink the past and
the future, seeking their own paths that would lead to the liberation of Rus-
sia. But in reading their charter now it struck me as not being fully worked
oug, falling short in magnitude and scope. Their program used ideas of soli-
darity (and not class struggle!) as the main driving force behind the develop-
ment of mankind. In this sense the NTS’s agenda was non-national, without
any mention of Russian history or its particular features, so that one could
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just as well have substituted “Turkey” in lieu of “our country,” every claim
being just as applicable (or inapplicable) to Turkey. For an entire day Alya and
I had the opportunity to take a closer look at the members of the NTS. A
conference had been arranged with their leadership presenting their theories,
and, alas, our impression was confirmed: the NTS proved to be a somewhat
wilted branch of the defeated, scattered, and chaotic Russian emigration. In
the Revolution, the Russian sky had grown dark, and one could no longer see
the eternal stars; the link to their inalterable path was lost, and only impro-
vised dimensions remained. For the liberation of Russia, the newly formed
NTS had not been able to come up with any tactic other than creating the
same kind of centralized, conspiratorial party as the Bolsheviks had done, but
under a very different label, one that was clean. One had to admit, though,
that if anyone from the Russian emigration had managed to keep a vibrant
exchange with any part of the Soviet populace, it was the NTS. I did not
study their long history, but they did have their share of conflicts, ruptures,
defections, and great difficulties during the Hitler era, and yet they had stood
firm. They all lived austerely, dedicated to the struggle in the way of the revo-
lutionary intelligentsia of the old days; yet the winds of the century did not
fill their sails but instead tore at them, and from being a ship forging into bat-
tle, the NTS unwittingly allowed the Bolsheviks to turn them into a grue-
some wreck with tattered black sails that alarmed our countrymen and made
them turn away in fear. The N'TS leaders talked most impressively about their
subversive anti-Bolshevik activities and their network of agents in the Soviet
Union—something we would perhaps have believed if we ourselves were
not from there, and did not feel that this was more a case of autosuggestion
and quite far from “subversive activity” of any kind. Their main thinkers did
not strike one with their scope, they were simply the indispensable theorists
essential to any party. The leadership was not without lively minds, but they
lacked solid ground under their feet on which to build a foundation, and
there was no link to the life of the people as it had evolved under the Bolshe-
viks; and yet how could such a thing be artificially re-created? Despite all their
idealism and dynamism, how could they connect with and influence current,
in other words Soviet, Russian life? The NTS people were all highly disci-
plined, centralized, and politicized, but somehow they could not breathe
freely, could not connect with the simplicity of life. They were all Russian Or-
thodox, had built their own church, attended services—they had a wonderful
choir—but this, too, was more of a mental image of a Russia of the past and
of the future, but not of today. The once-young founders of the movement
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had grown old, and then a section of the Second Wave of emigration had
joined, and then a subsequent generation was raised within the movement;
but they were like a tree branch that had been separated from its trunk. Such
is the curse of life away from one’s people. And yet there was so much more
self-sacrifice in it than in the many thousands of young émigrés, who have
given themselves up without resistance to the torrent of Western prosperity.
For any other nation a diaspora may be power, but not for us. Is weakness in
diaspora an innate quality of the Russians? Alas, it is hard to deny.

The NTS members looked with particular concern at the new arrivals
from the USSR. They attempted to connect with them, to understand
them, but were far from always being able to do so. Despite themselves, they
were forced to face the question of what they could hope for.

Our return to Zurich brought an unexpected surprise. While we were
away, our lawyer Heeb had received a letter which he now gave me from the
local Fremdenpolizei, the immigration police (Switzerland, despite its hospi-
tality, has such a thing). Its chief, a Herr Zehntner, wrote that, according to
newspaper reports, Aleksandr Solzhenitsyn had given a press conference in
Zurich on 16 November in which he had not only presented essays by a num-
ber of Soviet authors but expressed critical opinions about Communism in
general, and more specifically in the way and manner in which Communism
was being implemented in the Soviet Union. Solzhenitsyn’s statements, at
least in part, had political content. Consequently, according to the Swiss gov-
ernment’s decision of 1948 concerning political speeches by foreigners, indi-
viduals who did not have Swiss citizenship are prohibited from speaking out
on political issues, either in open or in closed meetings, unless they have been
issued prior authorization. Such an authorization had not, however, been ob-
tained for the said meeting. The police were requesting that Aleksandr Sol-
zhenitsyn’s lawyer explain to him in detail the enclosed government decision,
and in the future requiring Mr. Solzhenitsyn to seek authorization from the
Zurich police at least zehn—ten—days in advance. (“Ten”— Zehn—was
also the root of the name of the chief of police, Zehntner.)

Ten days! Unbelievable! I thought I had come to a free country! Is a gov-
ernment in a free country responsible for what private persons say? Why
would the government need to take responsibility for people being silent?
Even the KGB had not presented me with such directives: not to speak out
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on political issues, or to request an authorization ten days in advance! So the
long and short of it was that if I wished to have a political discussion in my
house with friends (“a closed meeting”), I would have to notify the police ten
days in advance?

It was as if I heard once more the bugle of battle, to which my natural
reaction was to fire back an immediate response, and in public, with thunder
and lightning: You hypocritical “helpers”! Offering me shelter—and now
insisting that my silence would be more absolute than in the USSR?

And I would not have held back, I would probably have thundered
rudely just like that! It is hard to break oneself of habits. How was I to con-
tinue living here with my mouth gagged?

We did, however, have Swiss friends by this point, the dear Widmers,
and needless to say I would not have taken such a step without consulting
with them first. They were not responsible for all things Swiss, not even for
everything that happened in Zurich—despite Widmer being the mayor of
the city—and we did not want to hurt them. They were of course horrified
by my intention, and dissuaded me.

Furthermore, I did not want to give the Soviets the satisfaction of know-
ing that I was being gagged here.

And then, we had already decided that we would leave Switzerland —
and now all the more irrevocably. Our current situation was temporary, tran-
sitional, a mere stop in Europe. We had not settled here, not put down roots;
just barely holding on. The letter from the police was just one more push.
No, my place was not here.

We had to move on.

But I did write an expressive reply to the police, informing them that at
the press conference in question I had not only refrained from calling for a vi-
olent overthrow of the Soviet regime, but had warned in no uncertain terms
against such action, whereas Lenin on the other hand, while he was living
here in Zurich from 1916 to 1917, had openly called for the overthrow of all
the governments of Europe, including that of Switzerland, without receiving
the kind of warning from the Swiss police that had been sent to me. I also in-
formed them that I might opt to publish this letter at some point.®

But I continued to test the ground: did I really have to refrain from
speaking out in Switzerland? When in Moscow my old “friend” Demichev
was ousted from his position as Secretary of the Central Committee of the
Communist Party, I had written a piece for the Neue Ziircher Zeitung about
the new direction the USSR was taking.®' But there were no repercussions.
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The Swiss police did not contact me. It seems written opinions were al-
lowed. (Two months later I also gave a talk at the University of Zurich to
students from the Slavic department, though only on matters of Russian lit-
erature and language, nothing else.®” This, too, passed without repercus-
sions.) On the other hand, in those same months a Swiss trading company
fired its interpreter in response to a complaint from a Soviet client. The
client had said abusive things about my work, which led the interpreter to
ask him, “But have you read Solzhenitsyn?” She was dismissed.

The oldest democracy in Europe, independent and free! I now under-
stood the despair that had sent much of the Second Wave of emigration
across the ocean to America: those who had experienced the Soviet paradise
drew their conclusions in no uncertain terms. Layered in my memory were
the streams of prisoners from 1945 and 1946 (they had been seized in Eu-
rope, sometimes simply plucked out of the crowd by the KGB, even in
places such as the center of Brussels). I shared cells and prison transports
with them, the people of the Second Emigration were my brothers. Per-
haps there would be no Soviet attack on Europe, but I did not want to be
tormented every day by the thought that my archives and manuscripts,
lying unprotected at home, might be destroyed, leaving no way for me to
write The Red Wheel.

Our departure from Europe now irreversible, I was all the more preoc-
cupied by Russia. How could one hasten Russia’s liberation? Since my Lezzer
to the Soviet Leaders had fallen on deaf ears, | now resolved to reach out to
the other end of the scale, to the Soviet Union’s young generation. I have
kept a draft of what I had written, with the idea of my statement coinciding
with the New Year:

The arrival of the year 1975 brings three-quarters of the twentieth century to
completion. This century already bears the colors it merits: the red blood of
those who have fallen, the black dungeons of those who have been martyred,
and the yellow betrayal of the multitude. And yet a quarter century of this can-
vas is still waiting for the better colors of the spectrum that remain, and these
colors are in our hearts and in our will. If we pour onto this last quarter what is
best in us, the whole tone of the picture can still change, and it can still achieve a
meaning that the past seventy-five years have not managed to give it. The twenti-
eth century, one of the most shameful centuries of the world and of our nation,

can still be saved! In Russia the very first year of this century was marked (and, as
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we now see, symbolically so) by a powerful student movement. By today’s stan-
dards, the persecution of those students was laughable, but the consequences of
their movement were horrific. Everything they did was from the purity of their
hearts, but they lacked any civic experience and ended up being engulfed by the-
ories of revolution and violence. Today, on the other hand, our studentry has
fallen into lethargy, with weakness and an old man’s caution: better to live kneel-
ing than die standing. In all the world, one will not find students more fright-
ened and docile than those of our nation. Compared to our students the Arab,
Ethiopian, and Thai students amaze one with their development and audacity.
But with your current individual moderation you are digging for yourselves yet
another mass grave of collective slavery for this final quarter of the century. You
who are twenty years old today, will by the end of the century be nearing fifty:
the best part of your lives will have been spent in voluntary slavery. Are you wait-
ing for a miracle that will liberate you? No miracle will descend upon you! There
will not be a miracle unless you strive to grasp it for yourselves. Who can change

the conditions in our nation if not you? . . .

I never finished writing this statement.

A doubt had arisen. As one recently returned from battle, I might still
have the right to address the students in this way, and yet, because of my
safety in what is now almost a year in the West, haven’t I lost this right to ad-
dress people there from here?

Our departure from Europe is irreversible and already planned for the
spring. Our destination is Canada, of course. Big, calm, and rich Canada in
its slumber, still unaware of its power, as far north as Russia and so like it,
and practically bordering on Russia through Alaska. Perhaps there we will
feel at home.

But God! We only have a few months left here and still haven't seen any-
thing of Europe! We haven't been to Paris once. We pack our bags in a flash
and head there by train, just a six-hour journey, but how long it takes to get
a visa! For us foreigners, who are not citizens with full rights, we need a visa
for every step we take.

We will celebrate the New Year in Paris. Alya’s approach to Paris is more
casual than mine, and she takes in this unique and alluring city with all its
quays and boulevards, its art galleries, Notre Dame, living legends. But I,
with my tight schedule and everything I need to do, how can I take all that
in? Here too I am on business, with a “revolutionary” agenda: my Paris is the
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Paris of the Russian emigration, how our bitter post-revolutionary emigrants
saw this city; not the entire range of émigrés, not those who had fled to save
themselves, but those White émigrés who fought for a better fate for Russia,
and retreated fighting. This, too, is part of my Red Wheel, it will all go into it:
the Paris of the First Wave of emigration, how they survived here for half a
century and more, and how they suffered and expired. I want to feel, to
touch Russian Paris.

There was a funny incident on our arrival in Paris. The moment we
stepped out of the Gare de I'Est on 27 December (not believing our dazed eyes
that these gray houses and narrow streets were the Paris we had read so much
about all our lives), the Struves, who had come to pick us up, handed us in the
cab that day’s Parisian newspaper: on the front page was a photograph of the
four writers of the new “Paris Group” lined up in a row: Sinyavsky, Maximov,
Nekrasov, and Galich. The interview with them was topsy-turvy. Nekrasov
marveled at the abundance of fruit as the West's most striking feature, after the
grueling slavery of the East, and Galich equated my tastes with those of Brezh-
nev, predicting that I would 7ever come to a Paris I abhorred.

We stayed in the Latin Quarter, on the rue Jacob (next to the Editions
du Seuil publishing house), in the only secluded room in the hotel, up in the
attic, reached by a steep staircase like the companionway on a ship, with a
rope instead of a handrail. The room was very Parisian, and from the win-
dow we could see only roofs and stone wells in courtyards. I roamed all over
Paris on foot, my legs still strong as I have been used to walking since my
youth. My memory of Paris mingles with my second visit that same spring
and with a third visit the following year, but I believe I saw and took in
everything important, not to the extent that it is worth sharing it with the
reader, but enough for myself. (My best day in Paris was my walk with Fa-
ther Alexander Schmemann, a connoisseur of the city and its history: he
showed me the Paris of the Bourbons, of the French Revolution, the minor
revolutions, the Paris of the Prussian War, of the First World War, the
1930s, the German Occupation, and then those “Russian” quarters, which
drew my main interest.)

Throughout my Soviet youth I had longed to see and feel the Russian
emigration; to me it was Russia’s other path, the path not taken. As far as I
was concerned, it was no less real, in spirit, then the Soviet path that had pre-
vailed; the path not taken was to occupy a vital place in my books. I dreamed
of how to reach this Russian emigration and get to know it. I had always
seen it as the other scenario of my own life—what if, for example, my par-
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ents had left Russia? And now I had come to Paris to find this emigration,
but its main body—the soldiers, the thinkers, the storytellers—had not
waited for me, but had gathered at their final resting place in the cemetery of
Sainte-Genevieve-des-Bois. And so I made a belated acquaintance with them
one damp but sunny morning, strolling along the tree-lined walks among
the tombstones, reading the inscriptions of the regiments, the families, the
individuals, the celebrities, and the unknown.

I had come too late.

There were, however, still a few people living in a nursing home near the
cemetery, even Colonel Koltyshev, who had been very close to General
Denikin in the Russian Civil War. And also, at a naval club (a villa run by some
old sailors), I was introduced to two admirals and three colonels from that war.
In other parts of Paris I visited elderly people who remembered #har time, even
some who had held high office, and went to the tiny apartment of some fas-
tidious monarchists to view unique footage they had kept of the royal family.
I also met with the son of Pyotr Stolypin, and Boris Bazhanov, Stalin’s former
private secretary, who had turned his back on a stellar Bolshevik career. (In an
early edition of Archipelago, I had mentioned that he had been killed, and he
had written to me in the best Mark Twain style: “Reports of my death have
been exaggerated.”) The porter at our hotel also suddenly spoke to us in
Russian—he turned out not to be Jean but Ivan Fyodorovich—with the sad
hint of a smile and faltering speech. On New Years Eve the Struves and Father
Schmemann took us to Montparnasse to celebrate the New Year at a famous
“Russian” restaurant (the label being merely a touch of exoticism), Chez Do-
minique, its affluent clientele lacking any connection to Russia, and at mid-
night the elderly Russian waiter, a tall and imposing man, probably an ex-
officer, put on a dunce’s cap for the amusement of the audience and did his
best to make everyone laugh, doing everything but crowing like a rooster. It
tore at my heart, this attempt at a pleasant New Year’s Eve. (One could imag-
ine there having been fifty-five such celebrations since the Revolution, the
New Year’s wish always the same, that the Bolsheviks be toppled.)

It had been planned that for my part I would introduce myself to the
Paris émigrés, and a gathering was arranged in a hall, but I ended up being
struck down by a severe bout of flu. On that trip we returned home ill, and
on the following visit we somehow did not manage to arrange anything
again. Now, alas, it is too late.

But the pulse of present life did not stand still: some of our “invisible al-
lies” came to visit us in our attic hotel room: there was Stepan Tatishchev;
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and Anastasia Durova who had helped us so much, though I had not even
been told her name until then, and who now gave an extremely lively ac-
count of the details of her clandestine work. Also the Etkinds, recent émi-
grés, came to see us, both still very much perplexed by life in Paris, especially
Ekaterina Fyodorovna, who was quite disoriented, and we recalled as a kind
of enchanted happiness the trouble of those days when the Archipelago man-
uscript, still secret, lived between us. (We could not imagine that our paths
were soon doomed to part.) On another evening, Alya and I went on a stroll
with Stepan Tatishchev through the dancing lights of the fair on the upper
boulevards, discussing the details of our future secret ties with Russia.

Finally, I also went with Struve to the Russian printing house belonging
to Leonid Lifar, where my August 1914, Archipelago, and everything else had
been printed. Back in Moscow, I had imagined it to be a deeply clandestine
printing press!®® I had even gone so far as to warn Struve never to move alone
around Paris with my manuscripts! My heart back then would have been
torn to shreds had I known that Lifar’s printing house was little more than
an open structure in an open yard, where anyone at any time could freely
saunter among all the unprotected galleys, including Archipelago. The KGB
would certainly have known of Lifar’s connection to YMCA-Press. How
could it be that they had missed the preparation of Archipelago? How could
it be that the KGB’s eye and hand had not reached this far, which would
have cost me my head? Lifar himself had survived the 1930s in the Soviet
Union, which is why he had taken on Archipelago with all his heart.*

The Russian YMCA-Press had had a glorious history within the Russian
diaspora. In the decades when Communism’s triumph in the USSR seemed
limitless, with every glimmer of light extinguished and stamped out forever,
YMCA-Press had conserved, carried on, and even strengthened that light,
emanating from the religious renaissance at the beginning of the century,
from Vekhi,** by bringing out in small editions our foremost thinkers who
had managed to survive: a Russian distillation of philosophical, theological,
and aesthetic thought. The very name YMCA, so strange to the Russian ear
(and pronounced /M-ka), came to the publisher as a legacy from the Ameri-
can Protestant organization—the Young Men’s Christian Association— that
had supported it with modest funds, and then bequeathed it to its guardians.

* And, in accordance with his testament, he had a copy of the Archipelago that he had typeset
placed in his grave. (Author’s note, 1986.)
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YMCA-Press began to operate in 1924, its first published book being Boris
Zaitsev’s Life of St. Sergius of Radonezh. It later published Fedotov’s Lives of
Russian Saints, as well as the works of Sergei Bulgakov, Semyon Frank, Ber-
dyaev, Lossky, Shestov, Vysheslavtsev, Karsavin, Zenkovsky, Mochulsky. From
the 1960s on, its books gradually began to make their way into the Soviet
Union, opening up unknown worlds to our readers. And while we still lived
in Moscow, my connection was not with the actual press, but with Nikita
Struve. For me Struve was YMCA-Press. It was clear that he ran it and made
all the decisions, and it was with him that we determined in secret all the de-
tails of publication. So when Betta brought the news to Moscow that there
was a certain Morozov in Paris who was claiming to have the rights to my
book, we were outraged. Was this yet another pirate? Was it another KGB
agent? | even considered sending a public refutation. But when Western radio
stations announced the publication of Archipelago, Ivan Morozov was men-
tioned as the managing director of the tiny YMCA-Press, of which few
people in the West had until now ever heard. What a surprise! But where had
he materialized from?

Then when Struve came to visit us in Zurich, he confirmed that Moro-
zov was indeed the director of the press. I even received a letter from Morozov
insisting that we meet as soon as possible, but it included some strange word-
ing. Struve explained to me that throughout the months that Archipelago was
being secretly typeset, Morozov had not known anything about the project.
On the day the first volume of Archipelago came out Struve had been ill, the
books suddenly arriving from the printer, and the media had interviewed
Morozov, who informed them about YMCA-Press and his role as director.

But when we received a copy of the first volume in Moscow, we were
unpleasantly surprised at the great number of typographical errors, though
we of course attributed this to the conditions of secrecy under which the
book had to be produced. (Because of this need for secrecy, nobody but
Struve and his wife, whenever time permitted, worked on the proofs.) In our
most difficult days in Moscow, we made a list of the typographical errors and
sent these to YMCA by a clandestine mail route, and the corrections were
entered promptly for the second printing. (The initial print run for the first
volume of Archipelago had been 50,000 copies— unprecedented for this small
press. Until then, YMCA had rarely brought out editions of over a thousand
copies, publishing at most two or three titles a year. There was an epigram
among émigrés: “What will YMCA bring out next? / Psalms or some reli-
gious text.”) So in Zurich, as I have already mentioned, despite our unsettled
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life with our three small children, Alya spent many long nights going over the
proofs. We still had not come to grips with émigré reality. We had emerged
from our caves fighting (from the depths of those Soviet caves everything in
the West had seemed so easy, so simple), and thought that all we had to do
now was to hold out our manuscript, and it would be taken and a finished
book handed back to us. Far from it! It turned out that the local Russian
publisher first had to be helped onto its feet financially. Indeed, it was in this
way that we came face to face with the inescapable poverty and abandon-
ment of the First Wave of emigration.

Now that I was in Paris I could take a closer look at YMCA-Press, and
was quite astounded by how it managed to keep itself together. Struve, a
professor at the University of Paris, was both a volunteer and the custodian,
the soul of the press, but he did not hold any official position, nor did he
want to. Morozov held the salaried post of director, had an accountant at his
side, and an overabundance of employees in the bookstore, to which he at-
tached paramount importance. That year the press had 7ot a single editor or
permanent proofreader (the printing, of course, was invariably outsourced).
Morozov, who came from a Russian peasant family from Estonia, was de-
voted to the cause, but did not show any gift for publishing. The presss direc-
tion was not always discernable, and within a series of publications on reli-
gious philosophy there appeared, strangely out of place, a number of hastily
written, third-rate dissident reports, along with new titles from samizdat that
were quite showy but without any life. (In the chaotic onrush of the new
Wave of emigration, Struve himself could not always discern the context of a
certain work and what its importance was within the framework of Soviet
life.) It turned out that Morozov had even come to some sort of “gentlemen’s
agreement” with Flegon to “share Soviet authors.” In Bulgakov’s Heart of a
Dog, Morozov found “indecent places,” and in Ushakov’s Soviet Russian dic-
tionary he could not locate “strange words” that he had come upon in my
Cancer Ward, words that could not possibly exist (he had never heard of
Dahl’s dictionary). At the end of the 1960s he had become mentally ill, tried
to commit suicide, and spent six months in the hospital. Since then, he had
been taking medication, was in a daze, and made quite a strange impression,
having never fully recovered. When I met Morozov during my first visit to
Paris I was quite surprised, and asked Struve about him and why he would
want to keep on a figurehead like Morozov who was holding back the press.
But Struve replied that he and Morozov had worked together as a team for
many years, that Morozov had come to Paris from the Baltic region in the
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late 1930s, a young enthusiast, and had done much to restore the Russian
Student Christian Movement in France. He had devoted himself body and
soul to the press—unselfishly, if clumsily—and, the circle of the émigré
scene being so small, any rupture would be acutely felt.

The Oak and the Calf; the version of it that I had finished writing after
my expulsion from the Soviet Union, was to come out next with YMCA-
Press. There were many dangers to this project, both creative and personal
(and in the West legal dangers too, as it turned out), in bringing out mem-
oirs that are too fresh, the dangers including a loss of perspective and a loss
of friends. Lidia Chukovskaya sent word from Moscow by clandestine mail,
telling me that I had made a mistake, that one’s memoirs could not just be
published off the cuff but had to be given a chance to cool. Other friends in
Moscow joked that I was leaving my future biographers “nothing but
scorched earth.” And yet from my point of view I had chosen the ideal mo-
ment. The Oak and the Calf could in no way be allowed to cool, as it was not
a memoir but a report straight from the battlefield. This second volume of
Sketches that I am now writing, on the other hand, can wait indefinitely.

As I anticipated spending a lot of time in Canada searching for a place
to live, losing so many hours of work, I was in a hurry to finish writing my
Lenin chapters here while my impressions of Zurich were still fresh. Along
with the Lenin chapters to be included in March 1917 there was now an
abundance of material, more than the three chapters I had initially foreseen,
and an independent image arose, too independent for these chapters to be
merely absorbed into the Nodes of 7he Red Wheel. It would, after all, take
years for The Red Wheel to appear in print.®

The Zurich apartment was as always too noisy and crowded, impossible
as a place to work, so I again went to the mountains, back to Sternenberg,
once for two weeks, and then for another three. Like all the old Swiss peasant
houses, this one too had a number of unheated rooms, everyone but the eld-
erly sleeping in the cold with open windows on nights with light frost. At
first it seemed to me bizarre to sleep in a freezing bedroom, but I became ac-
customed, indeed addicted to it, and it has become a habit probably for life,
even when the temperature drops below zero Fahrenheit in Vermont.
Breathing in so much fresh air all night, one does not even need to go out for
a stroll during the day, and so can sit and work uninterrupted. This lonely,
wintry work reminded me of my working on Archipelago in Estonia, and
just as I used to take time on moonlit nights to go out and feel the world,
also in Sternenberg late at night, when there was a moon, I wandered along
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the snowy mountain paths with my walking stick and could not get enough
of the severity of the peaks and the sheer drops and rises of the deserted
landscape under the moonlight. It is against the backdrop of this set-
ting—in places bathed in moonlight, in places with the stark black shadows
of the mountains and trees— that I remember toiling to the limits of my
strength over Lenin and his restless dark spirit that was wandering somewhere
through these mountains. In the room in which I was working I nailed a por-
trait of Lenin to the wooden wall in order to feel him continuously and more
visibly; one of the most sinister portraits, in which he looks like the devil in-
carnate, a convicted villain, and where he is already terminally ill. (I wanted
this portrait to be on the cover of all the international editions of my book. In
the Russian edition, however, this portrait misfired: the old émigrés hated
Lenin so bitterly that they would not allow such a book in their house.)

I worked, surrendering myself entirely, feeling I had reached the core of
the epic. In those five weeks at Sternenberg my work dominated me so en-
tirely that I lost all sense of the present, all interest, regardless of how much it
might demand my attention or seek to draw me in. I even stopped listening
to the news on the shortwave radio. Out of the great pile of materials I had
gathered a new figure was now rising, one equaling Lenin in stature: the
figure of Aleksandr Parvus, to whom I had not given thought before. He had
a brilliantly simple scheme of breaking up Russia through a combination of
revolutionary methods and national separatism, particularly Ukrainian, creat-
ing in German and Austrian prisoner-of-war camps privileged conditions for
Ukrainians and igniting in them an irreconcilable attitude toward Russia.
(And his plan was a success! Not even the British Empire had ever managed
to do anything like it— they would not have dared fan revolutionary flames!)
But I faced a formidable problem: how could I have Parvus and Lenin meet in
1916, engaging them in dialogue? They did have such a meeting, but it had
been in 1915 in Bern, and I had decided against describing 1915. They were
not to meet face to face in Zurich in 1916, they only exchanged letters. So out
of necessity I turned my back on conventional realism and opted for a fantas-
tical device, allowing their correspondence to flow into an actual dialogue by
introducing a touch of devilry: the messenger not only brought Parvus’s letter
to Lenin, but in his briefcase brought a miniature Parvus. I did, however,
limit the fantastical element to Parvus’s emerging from the briefcase, expand-
ing in size and then disappearing after his conversation with Lenin. Lenin’s di-
alogue with Parvus and the clash of their ideas and plans are realistic, and in
full accordance with historical fact.
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So within five weeks I had finished all the chapters of Lenin in Zurich,
almost ready to send to the publisher: the single chapter I had written in
Moscow had now become ten. I felt as if I had taken a great mountain
stronghold.

Back in Zurich, I wanted to thank and say farewell to Fritz Platten, Jr.,
Miroslav Tucek from the Zentralstelle, and Willi Gautschi, author of the de-
tailed book on Lenin in Switzerland. I suggested we meet at one of the
restaurants associated with Lenin, and we went to the White Swan. We sat
down at a table—and suddenly, right there before us on the wall, I saw a
portrait of Lenin! So he was compelled to witness our celebration of a tri-
umph over him.

Thank you, dear Zurich, we'd managed to work wonderfully together.

That spring was also difficult in that the deceived countries of Vietnam,
Laos, and Cambodia were coming undone; and the Western world, more
than ever before, was weak and in retreat. And now that my work was going
well and I was striding with ever greater confidence along a clear path, I was
tormented that [ was not using my special status, my authority in the West,
which at that time was still strong, in order to wake up the West and rouse it
to save itself.

Our plan was that I would not return to Europe: in America I would find
and buy a house with some land, and immediately begin work while I was
still forging ahead. And you, dear Alya, would have to move the entire family
once more. An onerous task? How could it not be! And the main difficulty of
our move was that the entire drawn-out venture—from searching for land
and its purchase, to the renovation of the house, as well as the trip across the
ocean— had at every stage to be kept secret from the KGB: it was vital that
they not find anything out beforehand. In tight-knit Zurich, where one’s
neighbor’s house was at most fifty feet away, we never—not at home, and not
in our yard—named names or discussed important issues. Dubious strangers
could easily come up to our fence and beckon our children, or stalk us, and
anyone could jump over the low fence. Even outside the Soviet Union the
KGB was a present and effective force, far more capable of targeting people
than Europeans realized; and Switzerland was teeming with them. The Sovi-
ets were already listening in on many transatlantic calls, which meant that
while I was traveling I would not be able to talk about everything openly.

I now had only a month in Europe before my final departure, the month
of April. But because of my constant work we had seen so little of Europe!
And I would have to give a farewell speech. We decided I would do that in
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Paris, where at the beginning of April the French edition of 7he Oak and the
Calf was to come out.

This time Alya and I traveled to France by car so we could see something
of the country. Neither of us knew the language, but part of the trip passed
through Switzerland and Alsace, where German came to the rescue, and later
we were to meet up with Nikita and Masha Struve. We managed to squeeze
alot into those few days. Throughout a drab morning we wandered through
the centuries-old quarters of Basel. We then drove on narrow country roads
along the Rhine, where we saw the bunkers of the Maginot Line, and spent
the night right beside the Rhine, in Sand, in a hotel that had once been a
farmhouse.

From our first hours in France we felt delivered from a kind of tedious
obligation that had been fettering us in German-speaking Switzerland. We
were amazed at the half-empty spaces, and in a dirty and abandoned wood-
land we suddenly came upon a pile of garbage (in Switzerland they would
have put an end to that in a minute!). There was a carefree manner here one
would not have expected in Europe, nor such sparsely populated areas, some-
thing we would not have believed possible back in the Soviet Union, where
we imagined the whole of Europe to be a single human swarm. Strasbourg—
elegant, sharp, light, diverse—where the French and the German spirit cross:
what better place for the European Parliament? And the city of Nancy, capti-
vating and whimsical with its palace square of the Dukes of Lorraine, the
royal park, and the boulevard filled with lively booths (there was a fair on the
day we visited). These two provincial cities were enough to make it clear that
a true country is one that is not confined to its capital, and that there is much
more to France than Paris. (In Russia, too, we had had so many independent
cities! May that day come again!)

In my idea of France I had made the opposite error from the one I had
made in my idea of Switzerland: I would have thought that everything in
Switzerland would have been a perfect fit for me, but it was not, whereas
France, which while I lived in the Soviet Union I had always imagined as
going against my grain, as not being in accord with my character, more for-
eign than Scandinavia, Germany, or England, now struck me as gentle, ten-
der, and natural. If I were to live in Europe there would not have been a better
country for me: not because of the formidable cathedrals of Reims, Chartres,
Soissons, or the palaces of Versailles and Fontainebleau, but because of the
placid flow of life in the forgotten little towns, the soft and noble contours of
the fields, the woodlands overgrown with mistletoe, the long gray garden
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walls, and the simple French manner of using earth-gray stone in buildings.
On a night of dense fog we stayed by the Oise River near Chantilly, and we
could hear from close by the rattling of the barges. Sheltered in a peaceful em-
brace, my heart reposed exactly as if it were back home.

Eastern France seemed especially charming with its gentle undulations.
(On our way back through that part of France it was impossible not to no-
tice on one of the hills an immense cross that did not seem to have been
made by human hand. We turned off the road and soon found ourselves at
the grave of Charles de Gaulle—whod have thought! The policemen stand-
ing guard recognized me, and, later, journalists contacted me in Zurich ask-
ing what the significance was of my visit to this grave.) I felt the greatest con-
trast at France’s historical places, in the Verdun forts and the immense
cemetery that filled my heart with sorrow: back home, so many had laid
down their lives with nothing ever having been done to honor them. We also
visited the cemetery of the Russian Expeditionary Force® near Mourmelon
where we saw grave after grave after grave. (We met a former ensign from
that Expeditionary Force, Vyacheslav Afanasyevich Vasilyev, now a deacon of
the cemetery chapel. Vespers were held while we were there.) What unstates-
manlike madness, what boundless servility toward our allies led us to squan-
der our Russian forces here when we sorely lacked them back in Russia? Why
were our people sent here to die?

In the Forest of Compiegne, the irony of the French had abandoned
them: they had preserved the setting of the German surrender of 1918
without the slightest hint that in 1940 the spectacle was to repeat itself, but
in reverse.

I was very much aware that this was not just an acquaintance with
France, but also a farewell. If last New Year’s Eve the Editions du Seuil®” and
I had contented ourselves with a crowded press cocktail in their basement,
with a chaos of questions and answers, so that I did not have more than a
minute or two to meet my translators, I now took the opportunity of meet-
ing them in a calmer setting.

As unlucky as I was with so many translations of my books into so many
languages (most of which I will not be able to check in my lifetime), I was
more than lucky with my French translators. There were about seven or
eight of them, all friends, and all students of Professor Pierre Pascal who had
graduated around the same time. They were well enough informed about
Soviet life and its realities, never passing over a minor point no matter how
obscure it might be, and from what I was told, they were all stylists in their



102 | PART 1 | 1974-1978

mother tongue. The uniformity of their training resulted in the strong consis-
tency of their translations. I could in no way hope to evaluate the French texts,
but specialists, first and foremost Nikita Struve, praised them highly. And be-
cause this mass of pages covering so many blistering years did not have to pass
through a single head alone but was distributed among several, my works ap-
peared in quick succession, with nothing being missed, almost immediately
after the Russian editions. Consequently, France became the only country
where my books came out on time and had the greatest effect. France, in-
deed—-even though I could not live there because of my language limitations.

The editorial directors of the Editions du Seuil—the venerable Paul
Flamand, and Claude Durand, who was in the flower of youth—now be-
came the main guides for handling my public appearances in Paris. They
suggested and then arranged a press conference®® in connection with the re-
lease of the French translation of 7he Oak and the Calf; and 1 also took part
in a challenging television program called Apostrophes,” in which five or six
star journalists were brought together to debate. Paul Flamand had astutely
forewarned me not to allow them to exploit me for their games of internal
French politics, which each of them would certainly attempt to do, and that
I should constantly keep in mind the global dimension of an artist, one who
is witness between two worlds.

The press conference was no more successful than any of the others had
been, the exchange with the journalists going in all directions and never
reaching the heart of the matter. And then the day of the television program
turned out to be quite exhausting: I was on my feet all day, rushing from one
meeting to the next, walking through Paris, and, as the recording of the pro-
gram was to begin late, I ended up waiting somewhere for hours with a split-
ting headache and arriving quite drained at the large television studio that
looked much like a circus backdrop, with dozens of people rushing around,
noise, chaos. In the midst of the commotion they seated seven of us at a
table. The highly-strung socialist Jean Daniel from the Nowwvel Observateur
was seated across from the rightist Jean d’Ormesson, who seemed scattered
and hardly fired up for a debate, the rest of the participants each attempting
to further his own agenda. I sat there without enthusiasm, my head lowered,
despairing at their squabbles, fed up with their ridiculous skirmishes, reluc-
tantly fending off the socialist’s attacks and despairing that we would ever
manage to break through to a real conversation. And yet subsequently the
unanimous opinion was that my appearance on Apostrophes went remarkably
well. My calmness and despairing irony were perceived as a worthy way of



CHAPTER 1 | Untethered | 103

representing Russia: forging ahead with full force does not always have the
best result. My being introduced to France on Apostrophes went exceedingly
well, so much so that the program was extended for twenty minutes beyond
its scheduled time. It resulted in many letters and reactions in the press.

But it was already time to leave France. There were a few more sudden
but obligatory things to do: We went to meet some major physicists and
mathematicians to encourage them in their plans to stand up for Soviet dis-
sidents. The stance I kept having to adopt—“Protect us, O free people of
the West!”—was so pathetic and humiliating, and I had already had enough
of it, but for the time being it was unavoidable. I do not know whether this
meeting ultimately led to any results.

I have never had enough time in my life, and I didn't have enough time
now before my departure across the ocean. How could we be so close to Italy
and not go take a look? Alya, however, could not come along on this trip, as
she had just been away with me twice, and it was hard for her mother to
cope with the four grandchildren all alone. Viktor Bankoul, our new friend,
had mapped out a trip on which he and I could dart through part of Italy
and the south of France in four days. The son of Russian émigrés, Viktor
had been born in Abyssinia; orphaned while he was at a French Catholic
high school in Beirut, he continued on to the American University there. He
was fluent in the five major European languages, and efhicient as well as care-
ful in everything he did (he always went around the car doors twice to check
if they were locked). Viktor made me a gift of these rarest of days: days of
pure rest without anything that had to be done, not even necessarily seeing
or looking at anything in particular, and if my pen wrote anything, then
only mechanically, steered by that eternal drive within me.

In the little town of Brescia, of which I think I'd never heard, there is a
rotunda with a subterranean basilica from the first centuries of Christianity.
(It is amazing how much more akin Roman architecture is to the Russian
soul than Gothic architecture, with its oppressive coldness. That too is
Christianity, I know, but it is so foreign, and now with loudspeakers stuck on
the columns!) In the cramped and huddled city, with poisonous bluish
fumes in its narrow streets and clouds of smoke emanating from the tunnel
in the hill, we suddenly come upon the crumbling temple of Vespasian,
leaves curling along the preserved walls, doves nesting in the spaces from
which stones have fallen, and on the ancient Roman mosaic one is surprised
to see a swastika, which already existed in those days. And then an excavated
theater, excavated Roman courtyards.
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I had to see Verona’s Shakespeare sites! In the town there is a monument
of the barbarous dropping of a bomb from an airplane in 1915—how much
worse the world has seen since! As I suffer in the bluish smoke and roar of en-
gines among the ancient monuments, I imagine another epitaph etched into
the marble, one for myself: “Here, in 1975, a Soviet barbarian shot a free Ital-
ian motorcyclist.” Free here means that they can ride up a one-way street
against the traffic, ignore no-entry signs, and run red lights, not to mention
that sometimes Italian red lights come with three green arrows: the red light of
course meaning you must stop, but you can in fact drive to the right, or to the
left, and, evidently straight ahead too. How we laughed! At a railway crossing,
with the barriers already rising before the train had completely passed, we
drove across the tracks only to see another train speeding toward us! It is also
strange how grown men gather on the street to gossip like women, and how
young men embrace one another as if they were girls. (I remember this also
being the custom in Rostov-on-Don.) But also this: girls stopping and going
to church for ten minutes before school!

Magical Venice! Whose imagination has it not excited? But the grand
canals are clogged with traffic and filled with the fumes of vaporettos and
water taxis, every corner packed with souvenir stalls. What distinguishes
Venice today, it seems, are not the gondolas, nor the closed doors on the canals,
but that the center of the town is inaccessible to vehicles. What a joy!—a city
free of revving, smoking engines, with only people in the streets, on the sunny
paved squares—even cats roam freely. But alas, there is no escaping the loud-
speakers. As it is only the beginning of April it is not yet the tourist season, but
the Piazza San Marco and the halls of the Doge’s Palace are already crowded.
God, what must it be like here in high season, and what a burdensome duty
tourism has turned into!

Further along the Adriatic coast this duty has given rise to skyscrapers
and mechanized spas (“the Beach of Nations”). It is perhaps at these seaside
resorts that we sense more than anywhere else how small the earth has be-
come for us, how many people there are, how there is not even enough beach
sand for all of us as we come spewing out of the big cities.

Ravenna is best viewed early in the morning when no one is about, ex-
cept for sweepers with their brooms and the cooing doves, and one can
imagine how life was centuries ago. In the mausoleum of the Roman Em-
press Galla the light seeps pink and orange though the translucent panels of
stone, and death is praised as the ascent to God. O Mankind, how long we
have lived!
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Italy’s most important ancient monuments are covered with graffid,
painted hammers and sickles, slogans, and threats: “Police are Killers!”
“Death to Fascist Christian Democrats!” “Chase Fascist Scum Out of Italy!”
And among the ancient columns: “Long Live Proletarian Violence! Long
Live Socialism!” (A dose of the real thing might have opened these people’s
eyes.) And then those strict if half-hearted signs: “All Bicycles Strictly Pro-
hibited in the Cathedral.” Dante’s tomb in the form of a vault within a
chapel. And a nearby rally: “Portugal will not be Europe’s Chile!”

From the dreary coastal plain we see in the distance a steep mountain
looming, almost manmade, and four castles on top with crenellated battle-
ments. San Marino! The scene almost mythical—one cannot believe this
was not built specifically for tourists—and then the treeless and barren Ap-
penines parched by the sun, and on a hill a locked rural stone chapel, the San-
tuario Madonna del Soccorso. Just as with churches in the Caucasus there is no
village nearby: those who wish to pray must make their way here and climb up
the hill. The Apennines are poor in water and soil, but you will not find a sin-
gle village with slogans painted on walls. Painting slogans is a city pastime.

In Florence we again see slogans everywhere, red flags hanging from win-
dows, a “Leninist Committee,” a red hammer and sickle painted on a church
door (what next!). “Our Democracy Is Proletarian Violence,” “For Starters,
Let’s Torch All Fascist Cells!” At a restaurant called the Old Spit we are served
meat in Florentine style—an entire rib roast with white beans—but with the
slogans and rallies all around, one would think that these are the final days be-
fore a revolution or the seizure of power, and that soon portions such as these
will no longer be served here. I say farewell to Europe not only because I am
leaving, but I fear we are all saying farewell to Europe as we knew and loved
her these past centuries. Florence is so overwhelmed with refuse and stench
that even early in the morning the city feels dirty and chaotic. (This had al-
ready started back when our poet Aleksandr Blok lived here: “Your cars are rat-
tling with rust / Hideous your house and home / From all over Europe comes
sallow dust / You betrayed yourself, you alone!”) Among all the dirt and refuse,
the exuberance of the magnificent sculptures in front of the Palazzo Vecchio
seems sullied. A saving grace is the secluded square monastery courtyards,
where people can walk about next to monks in black garments without having
to go out into the frantic city. In the narrowness of Florence the churches have
been built in excessive dimensions—and they are empty.

Only a little way further down the map lies Siena, not that far from
Rome, but when will I get to see either city? Never. For I am short that one
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extra day, which has been the case my entire driven life. Throughout the trip
my soul is not free to enjoy all the beauty, I cannot even just get out and walk
through a grove of pines beneath the umbrella of their dark green canopy.
How many experiences I could have gathered here! Did I not need them?
Would they not have nourished me? It feels as if I do not have the right even
to a four-day trip, because I do not have the time, and also because it is 7oz in
these places that my duty lies, but there, back home, where everything is per-
ishing under the rubble, and I too am crushed by those millstones.

We turn and head to Pisa, and climb up and down the steeply abrupt
steps of the Leaning Tower, and then continue on to Rapallo, where the
landscape begins to remind me of our Crimea. Over a devilish viaduct we
bypass devilishly smog-covered Genoa, and I find the mountainous coast-
line more and more reminiscent of Crimea, only that the mountains here
are lower and the resorts of better quality, although here too we see the
box-like skyscrapers, and it’s an open question where the sea is bluer. I
constantly have an inkling of déja vu: can I have seen all this before? Over
a high rocky coastal road with passes and tunnels, we head to the Cote
d’Azur.

Menton, Monte Carlo, Nice—who among the heroes of the blissful lit-
erature of the nobility has not been here! And who among the desperate
Russian émigrés did not later beg here for charity? Alas, so many of our
aging folks nursed their old northern wounds in poverty beneath the palm
trees of the southern sun. Requiems were sung here at their funerals in the
Russian church on the Avenue Nicolas 11, a short street that today is the only
one in the world that bears the name of the unfortunate sovereign.

One cannot imagine a more absurd evening for me than an evening
spent at the casino in Monte Carlo. For three hours I prowl the halls like a
tiger, jotting down notes and more notes: the face of the croupier, the faces
and actions of the players, the rules of the game. There is no question why
writers have always been so keen to come here: here the outer shell of the psy-
che is torn away and people cannot conceal the movement of their feelings,
the characters of novels crowding into the author’s notebook with every
movement of his pencil. These notes will never be of any use to me, but I
make them anyway. (And yet, O writer, never make such a declaration, but
gather impressions on every occasion. How impossible to imagine that
Monte Carlo might come in handy to me! And yet only three years later I did
make use of what I had seen at Monte Carlo, since Bogrov had wandered
around here taking his measure of life!)
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Soon enough I was recognized at the casino, and before long I could ex-
pect pronouncements such as: “So this is where Solzhenitsyn spends his
days!” The leftists would be delighted, as they were already berating me for
having settled in Switzerland, the land of banks. And when I leave Switzer-
land, they will berate me for leaving.

We drive and drive, almost without stopping, even in places where I
would have liked to stay longer. A medieval town, Saint-Paul-de-Vence, per-
fectly preserved (how strange to see my Archipelago and even The Oak and
the Calf on display in a shop window here!), steep side streets cobbled with
pebbles from the sea. The town of Grasse, where Bunin lived out his years.
The rocky, unfertile hills of Provence are now, in April, already parched by
the sun, but everywhere lavender is budding, it will soon flood these mead-
ows with its purplish hue, and its fragrant essence is sold in lonely stalls along
the road. Every place on earth has been accorded its gift: the capital of laven-
der is Digne.

Then the road along which Napoleon marched from Elba to the Paris he
had lost; at the side of the road are the remnants of an old stone wall, some
of it knocked down. Shouldn’t they knock the whole thing down?—No,
they have placed an ancient amphora in one of the niches, and the wall has
acquired a new life as a monument— French finesse! Or, an old stone barn
with an arched roof, its rafters and beams exposed; in the more dilapidated
part of the barn are old jugs, peasant kitchenware, and a stone trough into
which water trickles from a spring, while the better-preserved part has a
modern glass front with a restaurant and an oven sharing the space, soft clas-
sical music, two demure waitresses, the menu written by hand in a student’s
notebook— French savoir vivre!

Now I have only a few fleeting days left in Zurich. But dearest Alya, why
don’t we take the children to Lake Lucerne! And so on a sunny day in late
April we set out with little Yermolai and Ignat and drive to the lake, where
we take a small steamer to the place on the shore where once a sacred oath
had given rise to the Swiss Confederation. A sparkling day, the sparkling lake
coiling around forested mountain ridges. A lengthy funicular ride takes us
up to Rigihof where we can see snowy peaks all around. (My sons, unspoiled
as they were, talked all year of “When we went on a trip with Papa . . .”)

But this was also not the last thing I did in Europe. For two months al-
ready there had been an invitation waiting for me from the Canton of Ap-
penzell to attend the ceremony of their cantonal elections, and the editor-in-
chief of the Neue Ziircher Zeitung, Fred Luchsinger, had urged that this was
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something I absolutely must not miss, and now he drove Alya and me there.
My departure for Canada was planned for Monday, and the elections being
on Sunday, I could still make the ceremony. Appenzell is a small mountain
canton in eastern Switzerland; in fact, there are two Appenzells— two half-
cantons—a Catholic and a Protestant one, that had separated from one an-
other. We had been invited to the Catholic one. On the way there, as we
passed the people walking toward the town hall (in Appenzell one goes to
elections on foot— not doing so is considered inappropriate), it was impos-
sible not to notice that the men were all carrying swords, a sign of the right
to vote, which women and the young do not have. People were arriving from
all directions, also walking over the meadows (the law in Appenzell states
that prior to Election Day you can walk over a meadow, but afterward the
grass must be allowed to grow untrampled). Many of the young men and
women were wearing an earring in one ear.

The Catholic Mass was drawing to a close, the church crowded to over-
flowing, and around the altar hung the ornate flags of the different com-
munes of Appenzell. From the windows of the brightly painted chalets along
the main street long banners with strange designs, symbols, and images of
animals were draped. Those who were invited into the town hall first put
down their arms there, and then placed their black cloaks over them. Then six
standard-bearers in traditional uniform carried their banner to the head of
the procession, accompanied by young pages, also in uniform. The ofhicials
and the guests of honor marched in procession, one slow step at a time, along
the street lined by townspeople, while groups of onlookers were leaning out
of all the windows. I was met by everyone with the greatest enthusiasm, as if
I was their own countryman who was returning home famous, whereas I
would have thought that in this distant canton they would never have even
heard of me. (They welcomed me not only as a writer, but as a champion
fighting against evil, which the chief magistrate of the canton, the Landam-
mann, also said in his speech.)

A provisional wooden platform had been set up on the square for all the
officials, a dozen or so, who lined up on it and stood there throughout the
entire ceremony in their black cloaks, their heads bare. The town square was
filled with a dense crowd of stimmberechtigte Miinner— men with the right
to vote— they too with swords at their sides, their heads bare, some gray,
some reddish, some white; but they were all wearing everyday clothes. The
women had gathered somewhere beyond the edges of the crowd or were
standing on balconies and at windows. Young people were sitting as best
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they could on the slanted roofs, while a photographer was picturesquely
straddling a roof’s gable. The chief magistrate of the canton, Landammann
Raymond Broger, with grayish fuzz on his head, his face intelligent and en-
ergetic, gave a speech that filled me with wonder. If only Europe could lend
its ears to its half-canton Appenzell! If only the rulers of the big nations
could adopt such ideas!

For more than half a millennium, the Landammann said, our commu-
nity has not significantly changed the forms by which it has governed itself.
We are led by our conviction that there is no such thing as “general freedom,”
but only various individual freedoms, each associated with our obligations
and self-restraint. On an almost daily basis, the violence of our times proves
to us that the guaranteed freedom of person or state is impossible without
discipline and honesty, and it is precisely on such grounds that our commu-
nity has managed to perpetuate its incredible vitality through the centuries.
Our community never gave itself over to the folly of total freedom, and never
made a pact with inhumanity with the view of making the state almighty.
There cannot be a rational functioning state without a dash of aristocratic
and even monarchic elements. It goes without saying that in a democracy the
ultimate judgment in all important issues falls to the people, but a people
cannot be present on a daily basis to run the state. And the government must
not rush to cater to the changeable popular vote just so that its rulers will be
reelected, nor must it give misleading speeches to sway the voters, but must
move against the current. In deed and in truth the government’s task is to act
the way a reasonable majority of the people would act if they knew every-
thing in all its details, which is becoming increasingly impossible under the
growing civic overload. It therefore remains for us to elect the best possible in-
dividuals to guide and govern us, and to give them all necessary confidence.
Democracy without mettle, democracy that seeks to grant rights to each and
every individual, degenerates into a democracy of servility. The soundness of
a system of government does not depend on the perfection of the articles of
a constitution, but on the ability of leaders to bear its burdens. We sell
democracy short if we elect weak individuals to its government. It is in fact
the democratic system, more than any other, that requires a strong hand able
to steer the state along a clear course. The crises that society is currently facing
were not triggered by the people, but by their governments.

This was no ordinary April, meanwhile, but the April of 1975, a dan-
gerous moment for the West (though the West was barely aware of it), the
United States having fled Indochina. Only ten days before the election at
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Appenzell the naive Western press had reported: “The people of Phnom
Penh have welcomed the Khmer Rouge with joy.”

Therefore, on this April day it was a great surprise to hear on this sunny
town square—in such a remote corner of the world, and yet at the very center
of Europe—a warning of the extent to which the general danger had in-
creased in the past year, to hear how horrifying America’s behavior was in aban-
doning its Indochinese allies, and how horrifying was the fate of the South
Vietnamese people who were fleeing their Communist “liberators” in droves.
In the face of this tragedy, the Landammann continued, we ask ourselves with
great concern whether America will remain loyal to its alliance with Europe, a
Europe unable to fend off Soviet aggression on its own but expecting Ameri-
can support as if it were guaranteed. Particularly throughout the Vietnam War,
anti-Americanism has grown in Europe; consequently, we must assume that
in the future America will not come to the defense of any state that does not
strive to protect itself. Europe must prove without delay that it is prepared to
make great sacrifices and come together in an effective way.

The Landammann then criticized Switzerland for considering exorbi-
tant its military spending that was 1.7 percent of the national budget, after
which he spoke about the economy and how Switzerland was no longer a
fairytale country.

After this speech and more words of welcome to his guests, the Lan-
dammann took off the large metal chain he was wearing on his chest, a sym-
bol of his power, and gave it to the man standing next to him on the plat-
form along with some sort of baton, and quickly left the podium. That was
that. He had served out his term.

Another official, however, stepped up to where he had just been stand-
ing, and proposed that Broger be reelected for another term as Landam-
mann. The official called for a vote, and the entire crowd of men assembled
on the town square raised their hands in a single motion. The vote was not
counted, the result being clear enough: Broger had been reelected. (Here I
had to suppress a chuckle: ha, democracy, just like back home.)

Broger returned to where he had been standing only moments before,
and, raising his hand, repeated in a loud voice the oath read out by the
speaker. He then put the chain on again and read out the oath for the assem-
bled crowd to repeat, which the crowd did, the people swearing to the people!

The Landammann then began to proclaim the names of the members
of his cabinet, at each name asking the crowd if there were any objections;
there were none, though he seemed to be allowing only a second or two for
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anyone to object. I kept chuckling to myself: again just like back home. But 1
was quickly disabused. The first important law that the Landammann tried
to introduce was the raising of taxes: the canton, he said, was struggling to
meet its financial commitments. A rumble went through the crowd, the men
conferring with one another. A speaker came up to the platform and spoke
against the proposed law for five minutes. Then the Minister of Finance at-
tempted to argue for the law, but the crowd again rumbled, voicing that it
did not want to hear him out but wanted to vote. The Landammann called
for a raising of hands: All those in favor?—only a few hands were raised. All
those opposed?— there was a forest of hands. Hands had shot up with such
energy that it was as if the crowd was flapping its wings, the vote having the
force of conviction that does not exist in secret ballots. (Not to mention that
there were daggers and swords hanging from every man’s belt, though this
was indiscernible in the crowd.)

The Landammann was quite downcast, and using, from what I could
tell, his right of office, argued against the result and demanded a second
vote. The crowd listened to him respectfully, but then voted as crushingly as
before: taxes were not to be raised!

It was the voice of the people. The issue had been decided conclusively—
without newspaper articles, television commentators, or Senate committees;
this in ten minutes and for the whole year ahead.

The government now put forward a second proposal: the raising of un-
employment benefits. The crowd shouted: “They should go work!” From
the platform: “They can’t find work!” The crowd: “They should keep look-
ing!” There was no debate. The vote was again a crushing “no.” The over-
whelming majority was so unmistakable that there was no count of hands,
the voters not even raising them long enough to be counted, though proba-
bly there never is a count, as the outcome is always clear enough to the eye.

There was then a third proposal put forward by the government: to
admit as residents of the canton individuals, mainly Italians, who had lived
in Appenzell for a number of years. There were about ten candidates. There
was a separate vote for each one, and all of them, from what I could tell,
were rejected as not sufficiently deserving, not accepted.

So no, this was definitely not the least bit /ike back home. Having unani-
mously reelected their beloved Landammann, entrusting him with the for-
mation of the kind of government he wanted, they immediately rejected all
his major proposals. And now he is to govern! I had never seen or heard of
such a democracy, and was filled with respect (especially after Landammann
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Broger’s speech). This is the kind of democracy we could do with. (Were not
perhaps our medieval town assemblies— the veche—very much like these?)

The Swiss Confederation, established in 1291, is in fact now the oldest
democracy in the world. It did not spring from the ideas of the Enlighten-
ment, but directly from the ancient forms of communal life. The rich, in-
dustrial, crowded cantons, however, have lost all this, conforming to Europe
for many years now (and have adopted everything European from miniskirts
to sexual poses plastiques). But in Appenzell, on the other hand, much has
been kept as of old.

How great is the diversity of the Earth, and how many unknown, un-
seen possibilities it offers us! There is so much for us to think about for a
Russia of the future—if we are only given the chance to think.

The following morning I flew to Canada. The airline ticket had been
bought in advance, but under a false name (I came up with “Hirt,” or shep-
herd, inspired by the portrait of the wonderful old Swiss shepherd in Wid-
mer’s mayoral office). Better safe than sorry! I would have much preferred to
go by ship; being hurtled across the ocean in a few hours is unnatural—your
brain does not have the opportunity to regroup—what I wanted was for
my own body to slowly make its way across that huge space. But in the West
ocean liners are out of fashion, nobody uses them anymore for business trips
(and ordinary sea mail now takes a month and a half, which is a good deal
longer than in the days of sailing ships). The only steamers crossing the ocean
are pleasure cruisers, which were all booked and which I find repellent any-
way. The West in fact no longer has Europe-Canada shipping routes; they
have been forced out of business by Polish and Soviet ships with cheap per-
sonnel and cheap service. For me to undertake an ocean crossing to Canada
would have meant returning to Communist territory for a few days.

I flew to Canada in a mood both anxious and excited. On the one hand,
I was leaving with the idea of never returning (taking with me many per-
sonal things and some of my manuscripts), of finding a home in the harsh
Canadian wilds, withdrawing entirely, turning away from the world that was
tearing at me, and doing nothing but write and write. I no longer wanted to
go somewhere to a house in the country to get away for just a week, but
wanted to stay in my own home without interruptions. I was already fifty-six
years old, but the main thrust of my work on 7he Red Wheel still lay ahead
of me. I had to be careful that my life, with its intensity and all its outward
successes, did not suddenly find itself having failed in its main task.
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On the other hand, these were the fiery days of Vietnam’s capitulation,
and neither America nor Europe seemed to realize how much the foundations
of their future were shaken in those days. The Landammann of Appenzell
had, to the extent that he could, spoken courageously and openly to the con-
tinent of Europe, but who would hear him? I had spent a frenzied year in
Europe, unable to strike root anywhere, unable to settle down, always on the
move—and what was it that I had actually said beyond publishing Archipel-
ago? Of course, it was more than enough for those who could understand,
but were there really that many people in Europe who dared understand? And
when I had been in France—did I manage to say all that much? My true duty
is to my work, and it is in no way an attempt to shield myself when I state
that I am not a politician: I do not want to be dragged into never-ending po-
litical debates, into a series of issues that to me are redundant—what I want
is to choose my issues and when I will discuss them. My temperament leads
me not to remain aloof, to hide in the wilderness, but on the contrary to enter
the densest crowd and shout with the loudest voice.

In the next few hours this contradiction was resolved as follows: flying
across the ocean, permanently as I thought, I wrote during the seven-hour
flight a first draft and then a fair copy of my article “The Third World War?”*

How could one fail to see? First Eastern Europe had been given to Com-
munism on a silver platter, now East Asia, and no one was stopping Com-
munism from advancing into the Middle East, Africa, and Latin America.
Fearing a new great war, one can easily hand over the entire planet. How
difficult it is, when living in prosperity, to be resolute and make sacrifices!

Aware as  was of the unreliability of the Canadian postal service that was
forever on strike, I gave my letter containing the article to the Swiss steward
for him to take back to Switzerland that same day.

And there already, beneath the wings, lay America.






CHAPTER 2

Predators and Dupes

In all our years of struggle in the Soviet Union, we definitely did not ignore
or forget that the West existed! We felt its presence every single day, and our
struggle set off great reverberations in the West, winning the support of pub-
lic opinion there. But at the same time, we had no sense of how things really
work in the Free World. We knew of course that its atmosphere, as it emerged
from Western radio stations, was different, not like ours at all. Even our un-
derstanding of the foreign correspondents stationed in Moscow was limited:
from what we could tell, these correspondents had to breathe the same chilly
air that we did, and we would forget that for them Moscow was an extremely
prestigious and advantageous posting that they could in fact easily lose. As
for the foreigners who were drawn into our circle of secret accomplices (the
close “invisible allies” in our struggle), we saw them as already being branded
by the icy Russian wind and having the same unwavering persistence and the
same unwavering fidelity to our cause that we did. (What is remarkable is
that they indeed proved themselves to be dedicated, adopting our atmos-
phere of sacrifice without reward.)

But for a human being, simply 4nowing a thing is never enough. As soon
as you begin to live it and experience it, you begin making one mistake after
another.

It was a plethora of self-sacrifices with which our “invisible allies” brought
my books and declarations to the eyes and ears of the world so that my
works could appear in full force, unstoppable by the KGB and the Kremlin.
But in real life these allies’ noble and legendary self-sacrifice could not escape
being touched by the corrosion of greed. And that corrosion did affect our
affairs, several times; but it came from a Western world set up according to a
very different set of rules. It might also have reared its head in our oppressed
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world, but surprisingly enough it did not. In our hopelessly rotten society, as
it is often called, greed, betrayal, and defilement did not come among us.

While we fought unto death, suffering the weight of the Soviets’ idol of
stone, from the West a unanimous cry of approval came to me, and from
that same West there stretched grasping hands, seeking to make a profit from
my books and my name, not caring a fig for my books or our struggle.

Without taking these aspects into consideration, the picture would re-
main incomplete.

“Eva” (Natalia Stolyarova) had been right when she maintained, and in
fact was the first to point out to me, that the main problem was not in get-
ting a manuscript out of the Soviet Union. I had imagined that that was the
only difficulty, and that once a manuscript was in the free world, hands
would reach out and magnanimously publish it, and the book would quickly
fulfill its purpose. But as Eva pointed out, this was definitely not the case.
Smuggling a manuscript out to the West has become simple enough these
days: what was difficult, but vital, was to find honest hands in which the
manuscript would land, individuals who would further the book without
trampling on the author, without skewing him in their rush for sensation
and profit.

So far we had only managed to send out a single manuscript—in Octo-
ber 1964, with Vadim Andreev—the manuscript lying quietly inert in
Geneva. (The manuscript contained the shortened eighty-seven-chapter ver-
sion of First Circle, with a plot that was politically softened, all my plays, and
The Tiail, the poem I had composed in the camp.)

In the spring of 1967, returning from my Hiding Place in Estonia,' I felt
liberated by having completed 7he Gulag Archipelago and was preparing for
the explosive aftermath of my letter to the Congress of Soviet Writers. (I was
just beginning the first pages of 7he Oak and the Calf.) 1 now had to tackle
the problem of deciding how I could ensure that my two novels, First Circle
and Cancer Ward, would prevail. In the Soviet Union, after all, aside from
bringing them out in samizdat, they would face an insurmountable wall.

Cancer Ward had in fact been out in samizdat since June 1966, but in
those days the paths by which manuscripts made their way to the West
seemed to be slower. Just as One Day in the Life of Ivan Denisovich did not
manage to get through to the West within a year, Cancer Ward, too, was ap-
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parently not going to fare any better. Ultimately, however, it would get there,
and I decided to let it run its course without any involvement on my part,
without any supervision or agreements. As for First Circle, which was far more
dangerous, I myself would choose where it would be published in the West,
choose its path, choose the hands that would nurture it, and the moment of
its impact and reverberation, so that I would have time to prepare myself.
There were various ways of going about this, and I wanted to figure out
what might work best.

But my First Circle was starting to make the rounds in samizdat, so I had
to be on guard.

All those years I had acted either within the confines of the Gulag or the
USSR, and had been almost free of error in my actions and in sizing people
up. But suddenly I had to confront another world that was unknown to me,
and here I began making one mistake after another, a long chain of mistakes
that even today, eleven years later, has not been untangled.

Of the two paths I chose for my two novels, one was worse than the other.

It must be said that I myself unwittingly ruined the first path, though
without realizing it. In the spring of 1967 I received a telegram in Ryazan
from two Slovak journalists requesting an interview. The unimpeded arrival
of such a telegram was in itself suspicious, but then again the KGB was not
without its slip-ups, and perhaps they had simply overlooked it. Since the in-
terview in the autumn of 1966 with the Japanese journalist Komoto,” I had
not given any further interviews. Archipelago, thank God, had been com-
pleted and was hidden away, and as I was being suffocated by a blanket of si-
lence, why should I not speak out? Besides, these Slovak journalists were
“Eastern Bloc democrats”™— consequently, talking to them could hardly be
seen as a crime. | agreed to be interviewed. One of the journalists, who iden-
tified himself as Rudolf Al¢insky, was a svelte, mysterious fellow, who kept
smiling pleasantly but remained silent; he was to play no apparent role in the
interview, and I couldn’t figure out why he had come. As an extra pair of
eyes? The older of the two was the bearlike Pavel Li¢ko, a correspondent of
the Slovak Pravda, the intrepid newspaper of Dubéek, who at that time had
not yet achieved world fame. During the war Li¢ko had been commander of
a partisan unit that fought the Germans. He was a most determined man, a
representative, from what I could tell, of a still-browbeaten but rising Slovak
intelligentsia. (He was to publish the interview in a heavy-handed and philis-
tine manner, adding melodramatic commentary, something that was to teach
me the importance of expressing ideas that mattered to me in my own articles
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and statements, rather than relying on journalists.) Having completed the
interview, Li¢ko asked me whether I could not give him Cancer Ward to be
published in Czechoslovakia. “It would give our intelligentsia such a boost,
we will try to have it brought out in Slovak!” “Why not in Czech too!” I
countered. To begin with, I gave him the chapter “The Right to Treat” (the
least prickly of all the chapters) to be published in his magazine and, with-
out much thought, for good measure gave him Part One of Cancer Ward as
well as my play The Love-Girl and the Innocent: after all, Czechoslovakia was
an Eastern Bloc country, so it was not as if I were sending my work abroad
to the West! I did not notice that I was going against my own resolution
not to give my Cancer Ward to anybody. I had no idea at the time that a
packet with a typewritten manuscript could be worth more than a packet
full of large bills; after all, in our samizdat culture everything was done
without an exchange of money, walking a fine line between enthusiasm
and the Penal Code.

I was to pay the price for my error. It was only in Zurich in late 1974,
during my negotiations with the British publishing house, Bodley Head, that
I was to find out what had taken place. In November of 1967 (the year I had
been interviewed by Licko), Lord Nicholas Bethell, who distinguished him-
self from other British lords in that he knew Russian, had traveled to Brati-
slava, and on his return to London had zaken it upon himselfto propose Cancer
Ward by Solzhenitsyn to Bodley Head, to be translated by himself and David
Burg (also known as Alexander Dolberg), a Soviet citizen who sought asylum
and stayed in the West. Bethell and the publisher came to the agreement that
the translation was not to be paid for by the publisher, as is always the case,
but would be covered by the author, and would consist of half the author’s
earnings from the book. Why not? As far as the publisher was concerned, they
would keep a larger share of the profit. Bethell did not furnish Bodley Head
with any authorization from me, but promised that Li¢ko would take care of
the matter; and the venerable British publishing house was happy enough to
sign a contract with Licko. (I subsequently asked Bodley Head in 1974 in
Zurich, “How could you have believed there was authorization from me
without any evidence?” to which they replied: “We would not have secured
the novel otherwise.” What can one say to such an argument?)

There is no doubt that Licko, in his meeting with Bethell in Bratislava,
had proposed that Bethell have my book published in England. Did Bethell
believe that I had given Li¢ko the necessary authorization? Let’s allow that
there was no lack of evidence: Li¢ko had a typewritten manuscript of Part
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One of the book (perhaps the author’s actual manuscript, perhaps not); fur-
thermore I had granted Li¢ko an interview in Ryazan, and then there were
my two friendly letters to him after the interview about the chapter “The
Right to Treat” that was finally published in the Slovak Pravda in a transla-
tion by Li¢ko and his wife. This was evidence of a kind, but hardly enough
to assure Bethell that I had instructed Lic¢ko to have Cancer Ward published
in England. It seems quite clear that Bethell wanted to believe it, and it was
probably not difficult for him to convince himself that since I had published
a chapter through Lic¢ko in Slovakia, I must have secretly instructed him to
have the whole book published throughout the world.

Then, in December of 1967, Li¢cko came rushing back to Moscow. He
wanted to obtain my consent to the English edition retroactively and was cer-
tain that this could be accomplished quite easily. But finding me was another
matter altogether: after all, I did not live in Moscow, nobody knew where I
was, and I was constantly working. Li¢ko met up with Boris Mozhaev, whom
he knew, as he and his wife had translated Mozhaev into Slovak, and excitedly
told him, and in an animated letter wrote to me quite frankly that he had met
with a representative of Bodley Head and had promised to sell them Cancer
Ward. All that he now needed was a final agreement from me, as some kind of
addendum to an agreement already made with the publisher. (And, what was
quite strange, he did not ask me for Part Two of Cancer Ward.)

Licko’s letter that Mozhaev brought to Solotcha, my refuge that winter,
sent me reeling. Of course I refused to set out to Moscow to meet with Licko
the partisan, and in any case I have always turned my back on unnecessary
distractions from my work, but I did answer him in writing, full of outrage
and interdiction, that he was ruining my plans, and that he was not to set
Cancer Ward in motion, that through his machinations he was heaping all
the responsibility on me.

Mozhaev later told me that Li¢ko had exclaimed in surprise: “But all that
money lost, so much money!” (I remember thinking that Litko’s Communist
soul was already dipped in gold, such transformations occur easily enough.
Or was all this perhaps a KGB ruse? Perhaps he had been sent to Ryazan not
to interview me but to get hold of my manuscript so it could be said that /
myself had sent the book to the West? How was it that Li¢ko could keep trav-
eling to Moscow with such ease? And why had they not requested Part Two of
Cancer Ward—thus having the entire book? Did they have it already? Perhaps
all they needed was Part One so they could claim, sinking their claw into me:

he did it himself; he sent his own book to the West.)
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Li¢ko left Moscow, and I took for granted that he would respect my
wishes. The year 1968 began, and with it the “Prague Spring”—a perfect
moment, one would have thought, for my book to come out in Czechoslo-
vakia. But far from it. Li¢ko the partisan continued his mad (or perhaps very
clever) negotiations with the British, and in March 1968 again met with
Lord Bethell in a Prague restaurant, and, in the presence of witnesses—an
Englishman and Englishwoman— posed as my representative and signed a
“contract” with Bodley Head concerning the sale of the entire Cancer Ward,
both parts, and also my play 7he Love-Girl and the Innocent into the bargain!
Either because they were in a rush or because they'd had one or two drinks
too many, they neglected to extend the contract beyond English to all lan-
guages. His Lordship was already back in England when he realized his error,
or when it was pointed out to him at the publishing house, and he wrote to
Li¢ko requesting that the rights be extended. Li¢ko, by way of a simple sup-
plementary note, generously “extended” them to world rights.

Be that as it may, it seems that Bodley Head was insisting on my own
signature. So Li¢ko again came hurrying to Moscow and went straight to
Boris Mozhaev, attempting to foist on him a contract (which he had, believe
it or not, blithely brought over the border!) for me to sign. But Mozhaev as-
tutely refused to touch the document and was forced to hurry all the way to
my garden plot in Rozhdestvo-on-the-Istya, and in my early spring solitude
brought me the news that apparently Li¢ko had already signed the contract
on 7y behalf!

O, the underhandedness of it all! What a sham! A darkness came over
me. Everything had been going so well with Cancer Ward; it had been mak-
ing its own way, and I had not participated in any manner and could not be
called to account, but now it would look as if I had sent it to the West my-
self—in fact not just sent it, but sold it! What was I to do with this nitwit
Li¢ko, who had clearly lost his senses? You must stop this scoundrel, I said to
Mozhaev. We must put an end to this! He and his money can go to hell! I
have no intention of going all the way to Moscow to meet with him!

And so my plan to send Cancer Ward out to find its own place in the
world came to nothing.

My trusted friend Mozhaev returned to Moscow, met with Li¢ko, and
in the restroom of a restaurant near the Novodevichy convent, had him tear
up the contract. “If you're caught with it at the border, you'll be arrested,” he
told Licko.
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Some three weeks pass, when I suddenly receive a clipping from Le
Monde in which I read that Mondadori and Bodley Head are in a public dis-
pute over the copyright of Cancer Ward. The Mondadori involvement doesn’t
concern me, they have clearly taken the book from a samizdat edition, but
Bodley Head is going to implicate me through Li¢ko! Because of that man’s
underhandedness I now have to send a special letter to Le Monde, I'Unita,
and Literaturnaya Gazeta (Literary Gazette) to assert that none of the Western
publishers have received an authorization from me to publish Cancer Ward,
that I do not recognize as legal any publication without my permission, and
that 7zobody has been granted publishing rights.

I made this statement with a firm and clear conscience, as this was the
exact state of affairs. In early April, I was happy to see passages from Cancer
Ward published in the Times Literary Supplement in London and broadcast
by the BBC: the book was making its own way in the world! But fool that I
was, | did not realize that the published excerpts were taken from the text
that Licko had sold in England, and that they were a prepublication an-
nouncement for the book.

My public statement printed in Le Monde, and then even in Literatur-
naya Gazeta, was clear, straightforward, and left no room for misunderstand-
ing. It was after all a known fact that I would never make a statement under
pressure from the authorities—so why would this statement of mine not
be believed as well? The venerable British publishing house, however, disre-
garded my direct words as author and found a compliant lawyer who quickly,
by early May, had managed to have its sinful act pardoned: one could ignore
a statement made by an author behind the Iron Curtain, and publish. What
was worse was that Bodley Head, in contradiction to my statement, publicly
avowed that their publication was authorized (that is to say approved, at least,
by the author). In short: Solzhenitsyn is lying, he himself gave us the authori-
zation. With this they were providing the KGB an incontestable reason to in-
dict me and for the Soviet press to hound me, and all this just for commercial
gain, to snatch away the world rights to my book from their opponent, Mon-
dadori. (Mondadori in Italy and Dial Press in the United States were also
publishing Cancer Ward at that time from one of the samizdat manuscripts,
but at least without making up shameful stories that I had granted them the
rights, without clowns or a circus.)

The remorse that Licko feigned in front of Mozhaev proved short-
lived. Returning from Moscow to Czechoslovakia, he wrote Bethell that
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Solzhenitsyn, of course, was unable to provide a written document (/¢ would
have been seized at the border!— though if that had been the case why had
Li¢ko come to Moscow to bring me the contract?), but “Solzhenitsyn ap-
proves of all of Litko’s endeavors,” Licko being more conversant with Euro-
pean conditions, and even if Solzhenitsyn publicly disowns the Western pub-
lications before the Union of Soviet Writers, the West must disregard his
words and go ahead and publish Part Two of Cancer Ward as well, and also
The Love-Girl and the Innocent. These, Licko said, were the author’s instruc-
tions. (Were Li¢ko’s actions to be explained by greed>— But as I was later to
learn in Zurich, the contract did not entail any financial gain for him. Could
one consider him my most loyal friend, one who busied himself more fer-
vently than I about my books>—And yet during the Stalin era, Li¢ko had
been the Press Secretary of the Communist Party of Czechoslovakia.)

The publisher and the arbitrating Lord Bethell were satisfied. Bethell
and Burg completed the translation of both parts of Cancer Ward in a fren-
zied few months. (And to my surprise everyone said that the translation was
quite good.)

In August of 1968, Litko went to London and took an oath on the Bible
(the tight-laced British considering such an act by a Communist as certain
proof) that I had granted him the authority to sell my works. While he was
at it, he also put my play up for sale, and it was bought.

If only they had gone ahead and published my book in a pirated edi-
tion! But no, they wanted to trump their competitors at the expense of the
author’s safety in the Soviet Union.

Several years later Bethell came to Moscow, and he too tried to meet me
through Mozhaev. At that point I didn't know who he was; I'd never heard of
him, and so I naturally refused. (He was later to say in England that it was
this trip more than anything that convinced him that he was acting in the
interests of the author.)

I only learned the details in Zurich late in 1974, and wrote an angry let-
ter to Bethell, which he did not condescend to answer. But since my atten-
tion at that point was focused entirely on my Lenin chapters I did not have
the energy to deal with the matter.

A small but very enterprising little group had gathered: Bethell was
stitching together a legal cover for Cancer Ward, Bethell and Burg were trans-
lating the book, while Burg and Feifer undertook to write my biography,
which they were counting on being quite a saleable commodity. Zilberberg
befriended them and provided them with information (or, rather, rumors)
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concerning my private life. Michael Scammell, close at their heels, was also
planning a biography, and on his own initiative had published some excerpts
from my prison camp poem, which he had lifted from a samizdat article by
Teush. This coterie of hasty “biographers” was thirsting to advance them-
selves through my name. Feifer, turning up in Moscow, tried to hoodwink
Veronika Turkina, telling her he had already gathered everything he needed
for a Solzhenitsyn biography (though in fact he knew nothing substantial), all
that was missing were a few small details—he absolutely 4ad to meet with
me, he told her. I refused, and warned him through Veronika that I would
consider publication of a biography az this point in time as aiding the KGB in
their actions against me. This, however, did not stop him, and he went ahead
and wrote nonsense about my life,> obliging me to attack him publicly.

As for Bethell, years later he wrote a book about Britain’s treacherous de-
livery of Soviet citizens back to the USSR after World War I1.# He had lo-
cated a number of secret British documents and done valuable work. When
I was in England in the spring of 1976, Bethell sent me the Hungarian di-
rector Robert Vas, who was looking for support against Lord Eden and his
entourage who were attempting to block the broadcast of his film on this
matter. | wrote the letter he required, and Bethell read it in the House of
Lords. They managed to defend the broadcast.”

In that same March of 1967, I myself took an irreversible step. The
daughter of Vadim Andreev, Olga Carlisle, came to Moscow, and Eva con-
vinced me that this was an ideal opportunity to place First Circle reliably in
the West: no need to put it on microfilm, Olga could take the microfilm that
her father was holding in Geneva—she’s so enterprising and, married as she
is to an American writer, knows her way around the publishing scene. Every-
thing was falling into place. The edition will be sound, and the translation
will not be hasty because of market pressure.

Well, let us do it, then. We met at Evas. Olga was a petite woman with
expressive, dark features, wary as those of a furtive little animal. How was I to
know what to think— meeting a foreigner was such a rarity, not to mention
that she came with Eva’s enthusiastic recommendation. Since walls have ears,
we went outside, and I walked Olga to her hotel along nocturnal Domnikov
Street.® Bathed in the electric light of the lampposts, but clearly not being
followed by anyone, we walked up and down the street, discussing the



124 | PART 1 | 1974-1978

arrangements. She was very American, particularly in manner and style, her
Russian mediocre; yet all the circumstances indicated that there would be no
better way of bringing my book to the West, the central factor being my trust
in the Andreev family, Vadim Leonidovich himself being such a fine man.
Olga still had no inkling of the scope and success the book I was offering was
to attain, and I was so caught up with safety and secrecy, given the suddenness
of this opportunity for publication, that I was not worried about who would
translate my book, and how— though I had understood this could be a prob-
lem since my early years. Olga did not know enough Russian and her hus-
band had no Russian at all, but she assured me that her friends Thomas
Whitney and Harrison Salisbury, who had lived in Moscow for a long time
and knew Russian well, would help her; in fact, there would be four of them,
with her husband Henry Carlisle editing the translation for style. Well, that
sounded good enough. She named the publisher, Harper & Row, not that it
mattered to me. With our exhausting struggle in the USSR, we had no op-
portunity to figure out or give much thought to the path a book would take
in the West, as long as it proved an effective weapon against Communism.

Within a few days Olga seemed to have found out more about me, gath-
ered her thoughts, and through Eva inquired whether I would not also give
her Cancer Ward: 1 could put the text on microfilm and she would take it to
the West. I refused, not because I did not trust her, but because I had already
decided that Cancer Ward should find its own way in the world.

Six months later, in September, Olga Carlisle again came to the Soviet
Union, and Eva brought us together in the apartment of “the Princess” (Na-
talia Vladimirovna Kind). As a cover for the meeting, a group of people had
been invited. Olga was sitting ostentatiously in the middle of the room, her
legs crossed, her foot on her knee in the American fashion, surprising us with
the sight of her unusual white stockings with plaited arrows: nobody in the
Soviet Union had seen their like. It was as if it was not her hands that were
alive when she spoke but her legs, expressing herself not with facial expressions
or hand gestures, but with her legs covered in white arrows. Olga and I went
out onto the balcony and talked for about twenty minutes, all the while con-
cerned that we might be overheard from the balcony above or below. It was
on the eleventh floor, and a sea of the lights of Moscow’s southwest stretched
before us, the glittering world of high-rises, indistinguishable whether Soviet
or American, the two worlds coming together.

I was propelled by the wings of battle, and had expected that in the six
months that had passed there would already have been significant results,
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that we would practically have arrived at the eve of publication! But to my
surprise, I was told that “things don’t work that fast.” In America? Where, if
not there? As it happened, Olga had not dared sign a contract with the pub-
lishing house without having a full guarantee from me that First Circle was
not going to suddenly appear somewhere of its own accord. But how could
I give such a guarantee, since First Circle was already making the rounds in
samizdat? I am giving the permission to publish to you alone, and to nobody
else, that I promise, and I will acknowledge your publication and no other.
But it’s a shame that you let half a year go by without doing anything.

In fact Olga had nothing new to tell me since March; the only thing evi-
dent now was that she had understood the significance of First Circle and
Cancer Ward. 1 urged her all the more insistently to push ahead, time was of
the essence! I could not understand why in these six months nobody had
even done any #ranslating. (Eva was to explain this to me as well: that was ot
how things were done, nobody in the West would start work without an ad-
vance, without a solid financial basis. How strange this was to our ears, ac-
customed as we were to the selfless and even desperate rattling of the samiz-
dat typewriters. The question “How much? How much?” at every turn did
not fit with our ways.)

For me, for us, here, it was impossible to imagine how incompatible our
boundless, self-sacrificing straightforwardness was with the mistrustful, corro-
sive, litigious approach in the West. But as time passed and I faced this ap-
proach myself, I can well imagine the situation at the American publisher’s:
Olga Carlisle brings a typescript of the novel and claims to have my verbal
permission to publish it with Harper & Row; at the same time, she likely in-
forms them that the text of the novel has been seized by the KGB and that
there are signs that First Circle might be making the rounds in samizdat. The
natural fear of the publishing house is that the manuscript will perhaps sur-
face elsewhere too and be acquired by another Western publisher, who might
move forward faster with the publication. So first of all a lawyer is needed, the
wellspring of American life! And the circle of those in the know is expanding
beyond Thomas Whitney and Harrison Salisbury, who are to work on the
translation with the Carlisles, and now includes two lawyers: one representing
Harper & Row, and the Carlisles need one too. A lawyer by the name of
Curto comes into the mix. I did not meet him, but this is how Carlisle later
described him in print: evokes images of Wall Street, a world of private foun-
dations, investments; never worked on anything close to literature; “rounded,
vigorous, pleasant-mannered,” steeped in the ethic of success; suspicious of
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counterparties and clients, too; “everything about Tony was so new,” with a
“shiny briefcase” and an oversized automobile.”

It is in such trusted, sympathetic, and gentle hands that the granddaugh-
ter of a Russian writer places the fate of another Russian writer, one who is
between a rock and a hard place. It is not surprising if Curto, who is quite in-
different to the literary and political aspects of the matter, sees only that
something of material value is lying untapped, and that a hefty profit can be
made from it. He has no idea about the state of affairs in the Soviet Union,
but confidently explains that it is necessary to strengthen the venture’s legal
framework, as the publisher might be sued and the Carlisles summoned, at
which point they would need a legal defense. Without a formal contract in
hand, the situation was contestable.

And so new difficulties arose. The Carlisles absolutely needed a written
authorization!

As I am writing this now, ten years after those meetings, Olga Carlisle’s
book has come out, filled with justifications, distortions, and whimsical em-
bellishments (about which I will write below), though her book does, to an
extent, help one to see matters from the Carlisles’ standpoint.

For Olga, this second meeting of ours was simply a confirmation of my
authorization allowing her to proceed, as she was to take a serious commercial
step. She reminded me of my ardent words: “Do not economize! No need to
think about money! Spend whatever you have to so things move ahead! I want
the book to go off like a bomb!” She was then to write that I would not listen
to her reasoning, which I imagine is true: my impulse was to forge ahead and
publish! For half a century our literature has been forced underground, no one
could breathe! It was time we rose and stood up straight! What possible im-
pediments could there be? I will never know what it was that she needed to ex-
plain to me that evening: That she was unnecessarily bringing a mercenary
lawyer into the matter? That her husband should also have the title and pay of
a literary agent for the placing of First Circle, as if no one was interested in the
book and publishers had to be cajoled into considering it? Had she told me
such things I would have been surprised indeed, I would not have understood
any of it. What was on my mind was to have First Circle published as quickly
as possible! That was the whole point of our meeting.

Three months pass; in December, Eva informs me that Olga is again
coming to the USSR (they had spoken on the phone). What now? All these
meetings, but nothing moving forward! This time, however, Olga was de-
nied a visa. (After her last trip, together with Arthur Miller and his wife, she
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had printed something of a dissident nature that was critical of the govern-
ment, and they barred her from entering the Soviet Union. She now skews
that to say she was barred from entering because of me.) She then confided
our secret project to her childhood friend Stepan Tatishchev in Paris. (This
was involving yet another individual without my permission, but it turned
out not to be a problem; in fact quite the contrary, as Stepan would prove a
great help.) Tatishchev came to Moscow instead of her. Again there was a
meeting, again at great risk, again at the apartment of the “Princess.”

Stepan speaks good Russian and is straightforward, with a deep emo-
tional bond to Russia. He and I step away to talk, and what do I hear? The
Carlisles have heard a disturbing rumor that this autumn in Italy someone has
been proposing the sale of First Circle on my behalf. How often do I have to
repeat the same thing? Twice already I confirmed that I was commissioning
Olga, Olga alone, and nobody else! Here we depend on our word and on
trust! Of course the KGB had a copy of First Circle, and it was already out in
samizdat, which was precisely why we had to 7ush into print! No indeed, the
Americans were simply wavering. They wanted a written authorization from
me to close this deal. O, you thickheaded idiots! If such a paper were to be
seized at the border, my head would roll before any edition of First Circle
were to come out in print! What more could I say to convince those people? I
never go back on my word! Nobody can stop me getting it into print! If rival
publishers come forward and bring out an edition first, well, then I will
openly acknowledge the Carlisle edition. But as long as there is no conflict
and no necessity, don’t ask me to do so. What about 7y safety?

The situation here was, in fact, quite similar to that of Bodley Head:
both publishers were trying to get my signature. But for me there was a cru-
cial difference. In the case of Bodley Head I had no intention of working
with them, my aim being for Cancer Ward to make its own way in the world,
while in the case of the Carlisles I entrusted them with Firsz Circle and was
insistent and urging them on. But for both publishers the will of the writer,
struggling within the Soviet grip, was of little interest. All they wanted was a
guarantee of commercial success and an assurance that no one will bring the
book out before they do, and that in the event of a court case they would
have a legal document in their hands. Our uncomplicated minds were not
tuned to understand them.

I had told Olga of the existence of Archipelago at our last meeting, and
now, through an intermediary, she asks whether Archipelago cannot also be
secured for their group and their chosen publisher. (God in Heaven, I simply
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cannot grasp why First Circle, just First Circle alone, cannot satisfy a Western
publisher!) Fine, I also throw Archipelago into the mix in the hope of bolster-
ing my First Circle: Go ahead, strengthen your position vis-a-vis Harper &
Row, and tell them that #here will be a second major book, but whatever you
do, do not name the book! And do not tell them what it’s about.

In February 1968 Olga Catlisle indeed signed a contract with Harper &
Row. That year I knew nothing about the matter, and did not think that
there was a written contract, but a number of years later in Zurich I had the
opportunity to read it. I was astounded! It was not a contract for the explo-
sive book of a writer engaged in a battle unto death with a murderous
regime, and that in full view of the entire world, but the dictatorial edict of
a powerful publishing house to a timid fledgling author, already guilty before
he’s even put pen to paper. The contract saddled the author with a plethora
of responsibilities for every conceivable liability, every conceivable litigation
with other publishers concerning copyright, for any danger, any problem,
guaranteeing that I was to compensate the publisher for anything that might
happen as First Circle came out and was distributed. If anything went wrong
it came back to me, to me alone. In the East Bloc I laid my head on the line
for this book, but in the West I faced fines or a mountain of debt. The pub-
lishing house covered itself fully from a monetary side: a three-year freeze of
all royalties, and after three years the right to stop payment at any given mo-
ment; the author was unilaterally obliged to pay for any court case, to pay
for all kinds of things including negligible amounts for any changes to the
original text. (I recently asked representatives of Harper & Row: How could
you have drawn up such an oppressive contract? Their reply was: Why hark
back to such details now? After all, it never came to a court case. With ingenu-
ous frankness they informed me that they had had to make sure they would
secure the novel, but they also had to insure themselves financially. Just like
with Bodley Head!)

There was only one thing that nobody gave any thought to, and about
which there was not a single line in the contract: the guality of the transla-
tion, in other words the publisher’s responsibility to ensure the guality of the
book. Olga Carlisle had readily signed, but Harper & Row’s publisher, Cass
Canfield, had only agreed to the contract providing that Carlisle not only re-
veal to him the name of the next book, but also what Gulag Archipelago was
about, and that she promise him world rights (a matter she and I had not even
touched on)! World rights for Archipelago! In 1968! When I was still being
crushed beneath the rock of Soviet oppression, had yet to finish the book
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and determine the right moment to step out into the world, an inescapable
Golgotha still looming before me.

It was only now, after a year of back-and-forth with the contract, that the
Carlisles were prepared to spend any time on First Circle itself. Or rather, they
had come upon an honest and selfless man, Thomas Whitney, giving him the
book to translate in September 1967. Whitney was not worried about the
contract, or about remuneration (he was well-to-do), but he was sincerely in-
terested in furthering Russian books in America. To avoid revealing my con-
nection to the Andreev family, he alone was named as the translator of Firsz
Circle (which reflected the reality well enough). By March 1968, he had done
all he could, but he was not a professional translator, and the Carlisles, not
knowing Russian and without referring to the Russian original, set about po/-
ishing the text into the style of Henry Carlisle. Not having done anything
from the spring of 1967 to the spring of 1968, they now had to rush and
finish everything by the autumn of 1968. The text they polished was not sent
back to Whitney but straight to the typesetter. The publisher then asked
Whitney to edit the proofs just days before they went to press, and to his hor-
ror he saw many mistakes, but only had time to correct a few.

And what a translation it turned out to be! Soon enough, a copy of the
Harper & Row edition reached us in the Soviet Union, and what else could I
do, there was no avoiding it but to sit down and check through several chap-
ters: “The Silent Bell,” “Spiridon,” “The Church of St. John the Baptist.”® I
was very troubled. I asked some experts to check the text too. My God! This
was supposed to be a translation? There was a loss of color, a flattening of the
texture of dialogue. Adjectives and whole clauses were dropped, semantic sig-
nificances ignored; there wasn’t the slightest feel for the rhythm of the origi-
nal, which was broken by the reshuffling of phrases, a disregard of paragraphs,
my paragraph breaks disappearing and new ones emerging! Many words, ex-
pressions, and nuances were missing: some of these, it appears, due to the
difficulties of the text, but other omissions could only be put down to care-
lessness. There were many ludicrous absurdities; one prime example: in First
Circle I wrote, “Agnia always felt for the hare that might be shot,” which ended
up being translated as: “Agnia was always protected and placed behind the lit-
tle house so that no one would trip over her.” And there were startling places
where entire phrases appeared that were not in my original.

It was distressing to discover all this. Let us say that fvan Denisovich had
been fought over by a number of competing publishers, and that Cancer
Ward was making its own way in the world, but I had taken great pains to
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place First Circle in trustworthy hands. What would the American public now
be reading and understanding?

The British publisher Collins had declined the American translation on
the basis of the first text samples they were sent. However, Collins’s own
team of translators (under a single pseudonym)'® worked in such a mad rush
that they could not deliver a consistent and satisfactory translation either. In
Moscow we analyzed their translation and were driven to tears—it was not
much better.

(Carlisle now keeps insisting that any such shortcomings in the English
translation are not in #heir book, but in some “pirated” KGB version, but
those are simply justifications: we are not blind, we saw which publication we
were evaluating. It was not some third English edition of First Circle: there
was no other edition except for the edition published by Harper & Row and
the one by Collins!)

And then Carlisle, without asking me, had signed away the wor/d rights
for First Circle to Harper & Row, and consequently the book’s distribution
in all European languages. (Carlisle had not planned this, and so had not
discussed it with me when she was in Moscow; in our discussions I had only
had the American edition in mind. But she now signed for world rights any-
way.) Some months later her parents, the Andreevs, arrived in Moscow and
informed me, as a fait accompli, that the publication was to take place simul-
taneously in five countries. Well, that’s not bad, I thought. The salvo would
be all the more powerful, and I was delighted. However, if Carlisle was “dedi-
cating her whole life” to my affairs, and yet was unable to ensure that even
the American translation was of acceptable quality, how was she to oversee
the rest of the translations? All Harper and the Carlisles had done was to in-
sist on a single timeframe for all the international publications to appear: the
distribution was given to the international literary agent Erich Linder, who
had only his percentages in view and was not focused on the quality of the
translations. (And it had been that April of 1968, in my letter to Le Monde
and L'Uniza, that, fearing for the quality of my translations, I had publicly
stated: “Besides money, there is literature.”)

Even sadder was the ruinous French translation. The publisher Robert
Laffont admitted in no uncertain terms (in a letter to Paul Flamand, my wor-
thy representative, but only since 1975) that he had received the American
translation of First Circle before the Russian text, and had had the book trans-
lated from the English with a four-month deadline. This was evident enough
when the book came out,!' even without Laffont’s admission. It was abom-
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inably translated, the French translators having added quite a few of their
own mistakes, misinterpretations, and slipups to all the errors in the American
translation; I also have an analysis of this translation. (The French newspa-
pers noted that even a verse of the Internationale was not rendered correctly in
the French text, but had gone through a double, or rather triple, translation.)

In the German translation, on which two different translators had
worked, I could see with my own eyes how all the absurdities and blunders of
the American translation were repeated—in other words, this version, too,
had been translated not from the original but from the American version.'* (It
is unclear why Carlisle, having taken on the world rights, had not provided the
European publishers with the original Russian text in a timely manner.)

Thus Olga Carlisle exposed my First Circle to be trampled on, be-
smirched, and derided, maintaining all the while that she had done much to
further my name. That the worth of First Circle was nevertheless perceived
through all the distortion of these translations (in France it was even
awarded the prize of best book of the year) clearly went back to its structure,
which could not be ruined by any translation, and to its tightly wound plot.
One can only wonder that the events and characters of the book nevertheless
managed to emerge through the fog of these infernal translations.

How could we have imagined such things, caught as we were, back in
the USSR, beneath the Soviet grinder? We risked our necks standing up to the
all-powerful KGB, but at least we were certain of our trusted friends in the
West, and of all free people in general, firmly clasping our hands in sympa-
thy! The appearance of my First Circle in five countries simultaneously, so
shortly after the uncoordinated appearance of Cancer Ward, seemed a formi-
dable salvo! But it was painful that neither my language, nor often enough
my meaning, nor my voice as author were recognizable.

In the spring of 1968, still unaware of any of this, we were just finish-
ing Archipelago, and then on the eve of Pentecost in 1968 we managed to
place the manuscript i those same hands, those of the Carlisles. Sending the
manuscript out into the world during those solemn days of Pentecost
seemed to us the glorious zenith of life: finally, finally Archipelago has fol-
lowed First Circle to the West! Godspeed!

I asked the Carlisles to schedule the translation of Archipelago in utter
secrecy within two years, paying the translation fees out of my royalties from
First Circle, and consequently without having to turn to some publisher and
so expose the project. (In the West’s publishing world, with its advances and
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scheduled payments, a translation undertaken without having secured a
publisher would have been quite impossible without the royalties from First
Circle. But the royalties were entirely under the Carlisles’ control, and they
used them to pay themselves their “commission,” to pay their lawyer, and to
fund all their actions and inactions—but why was there no information
about the progress of the translation?)

Then suddenly, in the spring of 1969, we were sent a page from 77me (a
magazine with a circulation of many millions), and in it we read quite openly
the title Gulag Archipelago!!>—The horror of it'— We read that the manu-
script had supposedly come to the West without the author’s knowledge, and
that Western publishers were all eagerly trying to hunt it down! What a night-
mare! Where did this information come from? One thing we knew for certain
was that the only copy of the manuscript was the one we gave the Carlisles—
surely our noble friends would not have betrayed us in such a way?

Again that feeling of my head lying helplessly on the butcher’s block; of
being stripped naked; of being defiled.

Eva tried to make contact with the Carlisles, and we sent them an anx-
ious query: Where did all this come from? If it is from you, stop immedi-
ately, stop right away! The book must remain an absolute secret!

The Carlisles’ answer was just as outraged: We are not the ones who
leaked this, it must have come from your side.

But we knew that we were not the ones who had leaked the information.
Perhaps the all-powerful KGB? We were worried and unsettled for a very
long time. (We only learned much later, once we were in the West, that Olga
Carlisle had told her publisher about Archipelago; and who was to say that
she didn’t brag about it in front of friends? It might well have been from
those friends, or perhaps from the publisher, that Patricia Blake found out
about the book and wrote about it to display her journalistic prowess.)

In the meantime months were passing, and according to Eva the transla-
tion of Archipelago had still not begun. But how was this possible? A book
about the suffering of millions of our people, a book we had toiled over, not
allowing ourselves time to breathe or eat, not even taking time to so much as
glance at the surrounding birch groves—and the translation of this book had
not even begun! “You're not even letting them have their Florida beach time!”
Eva scoffed. If their being on a beach had been the only problem! If a single
year had been the only issue! The Carlisles gave Whitney the first volume of
Aprchipelago, and then the second. Through his commitment to our cause and
his diligence, Whitney once more went to work without pay, completing a
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rough draft of both volumes by June 1970, and then beginning the third. As
Whitney himself maintains: the Carlisles worked for some time on “polish-
ing” the first volume, but then stopped (which was far preferable to the
“gloss” they had applied). As had been the case with First Circle, one cannot
but believe that their interest, when it came to Archipelago, was not the toil
and labor on the text and not the future course of the book through the con-
sciousness of the West, but the anticipation of the great moment of the sale
of the book’s world rights to Harper & Row. But I had not authorized them
to sell such rights.

Olga’s brother Sasha Andreev at some point came to Moscow; it was he
who had brought the microfilm of Archipelago across the border in 1968.'
We met with him in the kitchen of Nadezhda Yakovlevna Mandelshtam,
whom he would naturally visit" (and so N.Y. Mandelshtam became one of
our “invisible allies”), and he communicated to us his sister’s insistent re-
quest for copyright permission iz writing (in fact, world copyright) for Ar-
chipelago! It was the same thing all over again: taking such a piece of paper
across the border, confirming that I am personally releasing Archipelago to be
published in the West! These two so different worlds could simply not un-
derstand one another! I of course refused. And so the Carlisles lost interest in
turthering Archipelago: why bother going to any trouble since they were not
guaranteed the world copyright?

Meanwhile, throughout these years since 1968, the main source of my
strength was that Archipelago had been sent out to the West and was now in
trusted hands, with friends, and of course being translated (and surely, due
to the inordinate amount of time the translation was taking, translated ex-
tremely well). What a salvo the book was going to be! It would strike our vil-
lains as soon as I gave the order!

From time to time the elder Andreevs would come to the Soviet Union
(on holiday, as Soviet citizens), and either I or Alya would meet them se-
cretly, on two occasions from what I remember, again at Nadezhda Yakov-
levna Mandelshtam’s apartment. As the walls there had ears we did not speak,
but for long stretches of time wrote to one another, half an hour here, half
an hour there, making slow progress in our exchange of information. For a
long time I could not understand, I was simply unable to grasp, what was
happening with my books. The kind old couple, the Andreevs themselves, did
not know for certain: Were my books being translated? Were they to be trans-
lated later? They themselves had questions: In what time frame were my other
works to be launched (the other works on the original microfilm the Andreevs
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had taken out to the West)? Also, what was to be done if I were to be assas-
sinated? Shouldn’t some kind of charity be set up in the West, for kinder-
gartens and the like? (I refused, telling them that if anything of all the fees
and expenses remained, we should use such funds for Russian needs.) But
out of politeness we did not touch on the direct question of what was actu-
ally happening with my books, of how their daughter and son-in-law were
coping with the translation. I told the Andreevs, as gently as I could, that
I was far from satisfied with the translation of First Circle, at which Eva
snapped that it was not for me to judge, while the Andreevs assured me that
it “sounds flawless in English.” They did, however, convey my views to their
daughter, and the Carlisles were mortally offended. If they had been intend-
ing to do some work on Gulag Archipelago, they pretty much lost interest at
this point (which was for the best). So we were never to see a single line of
their work on Archipelago, even if for many years Olga Carlisle continued to
insist that they “had done a great deal of work.”

Meanwhile, the time was approaching in which translations of Archipel-
ago into other languages besides English had to be set in motion. But the only
text outside the Soviet Union was in the hands of the Carlisles. It was from
them that copies would have to be obtained. In the summer of 1970, Betta
traveled to Geneva to see Vadim Andreev, and with the utmost tact and dis-
cretion requested a copy of the text for a German translation. Vadim Leoni-
dovich was extremely perturbed by this. It would inevitably lead to an expo-
sure, would lead to everything falling apart: having remained a Soviet citizen,
he had all the more to fear. All he would let Betta do was to look through the
microfilm printouts without letting her take anything away with her. Betta
left without insisting further; she would not approach Olga Catlisle, as even
back then she found her intolerable. Betta now informed us that she had
been refused the text. This was a refusal in no uncertain terms on Olga’s part.
Alya and I saw this refusal as monstrous. I, the author, am to be denied my
own text, am not to be allowed to signal the start of the translations of my
own book? In other words, the Carlisles consider the world rights to Archi-
pelago as theirs, even though I have not granted them such rights? (It was
from that moment on that the Carlisles also stopped “polishing” the Whit-
ney translation—no point in going to any trouble! And the translation was
to remain for a long time suspended at that initial stage.)

There was no way out: we were now forced to embark again on the ar-
duous plight of microfilming Archipelago and seeking a way to send it out
to the West once more. (Not to mention that my situation had markedly
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deteriorated in the three years since we first sent out the manuscript. Our
apartment was now being watched around the clock, as was every step that
I and my family and friends took. At this point, a number of people were
risking their freedom and their lives: we would now again have to get the
three Archipelago volumes out of their remote hiding place (with Aleksandr
Ugrimov) and have them photographed (by Valeri Kurdyumov), hiding the
film rolls somewhere nearby and then transferring them through a chain of
people to the French Embassy, where Anastasia Durova would find a way
to get them to Paris, the couriers having to take heed not to miss Nikita
Struve there.

So our first sending out of Archipelago on the eve of Pentecost, steeped as
it had been in so much worry, commotion, and hope, had been in vain. All our
previous risks had come to a dead end, had come to nothing. We had allied
ourselves with the wrong people. It is so important not to err in one’s choice of
those one trusts. But making the right choice is what is most difficult.

The second sending out of Archipelago was to prove far more arduous
than the first: we had to wait in uncertainty and suspense for three months—
until May 1971—before we got the confirmation that it had successfully ar-
rived in the West. But now we, for our part, did not inform the Andreevs or
the Carlisles, and began intently and in secret having the book translated into
German, then into French and Swedish. We now;, at least, had the freedom to
choose the translators and move these projects along.

It was also in late 1969 that I got my own lawyer in the West, Dr. Heeb.
The Carlisles, hearing about this, were stung to the quick: there was now
someone new who had my power of attorney, with whom the rights were to
be shared? And then there was Betta, whose directness struck Olga Carlisle
like a knife. By way of Eva, Olga communicated her acute displeasure, and
informed us that they considered my step risky, that they did not trust my
lawyer, and in any case that they did not want to work with him. They had
insisted, and were insisting again, that they did not want to “share responsibil-
ity” with anyone. The elderly Andreevs, on their subsequent visit, expressed
in uncharacteristically sharp terms their disapproval and distrust of Heeb,
and even informed us of a rumor that Heeb was . . . a Communist? (That
could not be! What dupes we would be!)

Thus relations became strained between our two forces operating in the
West from 1970 to 1971. There were sparks and volleys from both sides. But
all of a sudden, in early 1972, the Carlisles unexpectedly announced that yes,
of course, they did understand that a lawyer was needed to protect the entire
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breadth of my interests; they even said some pleasant things about Heeb!
(Only when it came to Betta they would not relent.)

We were pleased with this development, although we could not figure
out what had brought it about. These were clearly good people and things
had been wonderfully resolved.

A lawyer in the West! What a novel idea! What audacity in the face
of the Soviet authorities! We were delighted and quite proud of such an
acquisition.

The clash of East and West, those two so different ways of life, is wonder-
tully depicted in the scenario of how we acquired this lawyer. (Why a lawyer
and not a literary agent? Simply because we were still unaware of such a field.)
Betta brought to Alya’s apartment on Vasilyevsky Street a standard Swiss form
in German that listed all the various activities covered by a full power of attor-
ney; there were about fifty in the legal field alone, and it was hard to imagine
that there might be anything that was not covered. All T had to do was put
down the name of a lawyer, my signature, and the date. Betta and I began
making headway down the formidable list. (A peasant circumspection anx-
iously warned me that one cannot cede one’s trust so completely, that there
were too many clauses. But then again I couldn’t very well draft a new list ei-
ther, besides which how was I to predict what kind of powers my future lawyer
would need?) Suddenly there was a knock at the front door. Alya went to see
who was there. It was a plumber— not the usual one from the building associ-
ation, a man we knew, but someone entirely unknown to us. He said he
needed to check the bathroom faucets. Really? The faucets? We had not com-
plained about them or called anyone. But the front door was now open and we
could not send him away. Alya let him in (we kept the door to our room
tightly shut and remained quiet). The man went into the bathroom, fiddled
with the faucets, did nothing, and left. This was all very suspicious. We as-
sumed it was the KGB wanting to catch out a foreigner in our apartment. We
had remained silent, but Betta’s coat had been hanging in the hallway. Our
meeting continued under a sense of siege, and danger for Betta once she left
our apartment. We now no longer read the list on the Swiss form with such
care, and it was clear that we could not postpone the matter until Betta’s next
trip in six months or a year; nothing could be changed on the list, I had to
sign. Our minds were focused on the plumber, and not on what the conse-
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quences of a broad power of attorney might be. And what particularly worried
us was that it would be best for Betta not to take the document with her that
day; this meant that we would have to keep it in our apartment and then hide
it in something, a candy box for instance, for Betta to take across the border.

But who was this lawyer? He was Swiss, a Dr. Heeb; Betta knew him
personally, he was an extremely decent and honest man. What more did we
want? His being decent and honest was the most important thing, and his
being from neutral Switzerland also spoke for him. There was no time to ask
questions, no time to think. Fine! Let’s do it! I signed, and that was that! I
now had someone with a full power of attorney in the West to take care of
all my affairs. What a find! What support I now had! No one could take ad-
vantage of me now!

We decided that all the important communications would be carried
out clandestinely as before through Betta, while she would coordinate mat-
ters from Austria with Dr. Heeb either by telephone or in person.

And soon enough the first occasion for his stepping in to protect me
arose. In December 1969, the German magazine Die Zeit began printing
Prussian Nights, supplied to them by the ever-indefatigable magazine Stern
with a request, o7 my bebalf; to publish it as soon as possible! It apparently
did not occur to Die Zeit that such a text must not be printed, that it was far
too premature, and that this was yet another danger to which I was being ex-
posed. They simply went ahead and believed Szern. But the instant Dr. Heeb
spoke up, the publication was halted!

That any step, the simplest step, you take in the West can lead to a court
case was a complete surprise to me, and extremely unpleasant: this tense at-
mosphere of civil suits was something we lacked altogether. Having now a
lawyer who could be relied upon to protect my rights led me in 1971, with-
out being overly concerned, to publish August 1914 in Paris, a Russian edi-
tion with YMCA-Press. The translations were to be controlled by Dr. Heeb.
(But I neglected to warn him in time about the Russian edition of August
1914, and he had trouble handling the sudden onslaught of international
publishing houses that were urgently requesting the publishing rights, need-
less to say with the translations done in a mad rush.) One would think that
having a lawyer would protect one from all evil, but three pirated editions
appeared at once, in Russian, German, and English! And in all three instances
there were court cases.

Our Russian edition of August 1914 came out in June 1971'° (until
then we had managed to keep it from coming out in samizdat), and foreign
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editions could not be translated and scheduled for publishing before 1972.
But suddenly, in the autumn of 1971, the German publisher Langen Miiller
burst onto the scene with a finished German translation!"” How about that!
How could they have finished it so quickly? It was impossible to complete a
translation of quality and publish a book that was 500 pages long within
three months!

If, like in the old days, I had not had a lawyer, I could only have pro-
tested in the newspapers. But now having a lawyer, I was obliged to begin a
court case: if I did not protest, it would have been as if I myself had given
the go-ahead for the book. And so Heeb initiated a lawsuit in October 1971.
(This was the last thing Alya and I needed, as I had just recovered from the
KGB’s poisoning me with ricin.)

Now, several years later, with all the facts in hand, the publishing history
of August 1914 in German emerges as follows: The KGB had made a copy of
my text the instant I had completed the book, this in the autumn of 1970,
apparently from one of my “initial readers” (I can only hope without the
reader’s knowledge). Once it became clear (in early December) that I was not
going to Stockholm for the Nobel Prize, it was decided that the following
provocation would be initiated: the publication of the book in the West
would be arranged, and then I would be accused of the unauthorized publi-
cation of an “unpatriotic’ novel. The publication of August 1914 would not
cause any harm to the Soviet Union, but it was thought that it would pro-
vide excellent grounds for intimidating and going after me, forcing me to re-
nounce my work, and perhaps finding cause to put me on trial.

The KGB seems to have planned it that way. The fact that August 1914,
in contrast to First Circle and Cancer Ward, had not appeared in samizdat,
made it easier for me to be blamed for sending it to the West, if the book
were to be published there. But a sound publishing house had to be chosen,
and the manuscript had to be provided to them in an aboveboard manner:
the publisher had to believe that the publication was to be at my behest, and
yet neither I nor my lawyer were allowed to find out about any of this. What
did not occur to the KGB was that I myself was going to have the book pub-
lished, quite openly, and in my own name. They hurried their project along
and I hurried mine, two tunnels burrowing secretly toward each other.

Around New Year’s Day 1971, Madame Kdlmdn, the widow of the com-
poser, visited Moscow from Germany. She met with Rostropovich and asked
him about me, even insisting that she would be happy to take my next book
out of the country. Rostropovich always spoke to everyone with the utmost
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courtesy, and he may have let slip a vague half-promise of some kind, but of
course he did not bring her to the village of Zhukovka to see me, just as he
did not bring along a single foreigner in all my years there, and rightly so; nor
did he mention Madame Kédlmdn’s offer. Madame Kdlmdn, however, upon
returning to Germany, told Herbert Fleissner, the publisher of Langen
Miiller, about meeting me in Zhukovka, that I was living under terrible condi-
tions, surviving on potatoes and milk (not that bad by Soviet standards!), that
I was terminally ill, that I looked a hundred years old, that I was waiting day
by day to be arrested and sent into exile in Siberia, that I was utterly brow-
beaten, that I urgently wanted them to print August 1914 and was not the
least bit interested in royalties but was afraid to send the manuscript myself,
that it was necessary to obtain the manuscript from my lawyer, Dr. Heeb, and
that the publisher could only do this through Madame Kdlmdn, as Dr. Heeb
would not furnish the manuscript to anyone else. (It is precisely this fantastic
story that suggests that Madame Kdlmdn was not tricked into those actions.)

The cloak of mystery that Madame Kdlmdn unfurled led Herbert Fleiss-
ner to accept her generous offer of acting as an intermediary. On 18 January
she went to Zurich, where she allegedly handed Dr. Heeb one half of a ticket
from Rostropovich’s Moscow concert, the ticket matching a second half that
Heeb had, and in this manner she allegedly was handed the manuscript of
Augusr 1914 All this under the condition that everything would take place
with the utmost secrecy! (This was nonsense, of course—she never met with
Heeb.) Herbert Fleissner, credulous, was delighted to take the manuscript.
He really believed that it had come from me.*

* Herbert Fleissner, the head of the publishing house Langen Miiller, recently confirmed the de-
tails of this farce to me, adding new details. Already in December 1970, Madame Kdlmdn had
notified Langen Miiller through her secretary and assistant, Frau Zander, that she would be
traveling to Moscow at the beginning of January 1971, and through her close acquaintance
with Mstislav Rostropovich was proposing to meet in utter secrecy with Solzhenitsyn, who oth-
erwise did not receive visitors, at Rostropovich’s dacha. Fleissner, his hopes sparked, asked Frau
Zander to acquire Solzhenitsyn’s permission for Langen Miiller to bring out the German trans-
lation of his anticipated new book. And Madame Kélmédn “went to meet with” Dr. Heeb not
once but twice: Heeb, she maintained, had not immediately handed over the manuscript. (His
supposed reticence heightened the verisimilitude of her story. It was to be feared that Heeb
might give the manuscript to another publisher! Madame Kélmdn was orchestrating an atmos-
phere of competition.)

When the Russian edition with my copyright suddenly came out with YMCA-Press,
Fleissner openly requested from me permission for the Langen Miiller edition (the author, after
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In this way the KGB adroitly managed to use Heeb’s existence to its ad-
vantage: had it not been for my lawyer, try as they might they would have
been hard put to effect a plausible delivery of the manuscript to the pub-
lisher “from me.”

It is now clear that when the Soviet magazines began receiving the
submissions I sent them at the beginning of April 1971 to publish August
1914—and of course they turned to the KGB for permission—the KGB
only laughed. Needless to say, they ordered the magazines not to respond to
my submissions so that there would not be a single piece of paper that could
serve as an alibi that I had intended to publish my novel in the USSR. And
I, not receiving the magazines’ answers, also laughed: So you won’t answer?
Fine, then I don’t have to hold back on the Paris edition of the book.

YMCA-Press’s sudden publication of August 1914 in June 1971 caught
the KGB completely by surprise. (How could their spy network be so weak?
After all, Lifar’s printing press had no security whatsoever, anyone could
walk in.) That I had the effrontery to publish the book, and even announce
my copyright! In fact, all the underhanded machinations of the KGB ought
to have now been exposed; but the wheels had already been set in motion,
and Langen Miiller, drawn into the affair, did not at this stage want to give
the project up. (Furthermore, one of the best translators from Russian, Alex-
ander Kaempfe, was already working on the translation.)

But Heeb had granted the German publishing rights to Luchterhand
Verlag (on the advice of Betta, who was familiar with them).

Between the two publishing houses court proceedings now began that
were to continue for a very long time—a final ruling would not be made

all, wasnt hiding anymore!). Fleissner sent these requests by registered airmail (such mail must
surely get through!) with letters dated 13 July, 8 August, and 12 October 1971, as well as 23
March 1972. “Since none of the letters were returned,” Fleissner informed me, “and none of
them received a negative answer, we had every reason to assume, based on Madame Kdlm4n’s
story, that the author’s silence was a sign of his consent for our translation.” What further action
could Fleissner, credulous as he was, now undertake? He immediately transferred a payment to
the author by way of the Soviet International Book Agency, and the Soviet Trade Mission in
Cologne promised to support the project, “which is why we had every reason to believe that the
moneys would be transferred to the author.” (Later, in January 1972, after the publisher had al-
ready lost so much time, the moneys sent via the International Book Agency were returned with
a note saying that the agency did not have a contract with the author and that the manuscript
had been sent to the West illegally.) (Author’s note, 2003.)
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until six years later, in 1977. Once I arrived in Europe, I was inclined to a
reconciliation: the Langen Miiller translation proved to be better than the
collective translation of Luchterhand. Is one to put a halt to a good edition,
destroy the entire print run? That would be barbaric! But all the Western
side insisted that we should fight to the end and win (even if it means deliv-
ering my books to the scrapheap!). Back then I still had not grasped the
world of the Western law courts that was so alien to me.

More about the court cases surrounding August 1914: Flegon was now again to
appear like a bad penny. He photocopied the YMCA-Press edition that had already
come out despite the clearly stated copyright, added some photographs that had no
connection to the novel, and brazenly went ahead and published it.'® As is customary
in the West, YMCA-Press went ahead and sued him. This too dragged on for a num-
ber of years, but Flegon was not punished: he declared himself bankrupt, and our
side ended up having to pay all the court costs.

But Flegon was a wily and first-class master of the court system, dedicated body
and soul to litigation. He did not rest in the interim, but frantically began translat-
ing Augusr 1914 into English, offering to sell extracts to the Observer, and paperback
rights to Penguin. And so a third court case was initiated in connection with August
1914: Flegon was sued by Bodley Head to stop these projects. He justified his actions
with the lie that August 1914 was already out in samizdat and consequently “did not
belong to anyone.” (His apparent ongoing intention was to disrupt the copyright of
my books.) But try as he might, he could not call to the witness box anyone who
had read August 1914 in samizdat, since it had not come out in samizdat before
YMCA-Press had published it. And yet Flegon still continued to insist that according
to Soviet law I had no right to grant power of attorney to Dr. Heeb, and that conse-
quently the power of attorney was null and void. (Flegon would have had in Victor
Louis a steadfast support, close as they were and linked in a number of activities. But
Louis was such an odious figure, clearly a KGB man, that they concealed their con-
nection. However, it was noted that in 1967 Louis had “sold” the memoirs of Svet-
lana Alliluyeva, Stalin’s daughter, to Flegon.) Justice Brightman, the British judge, dis-
allowed Flegon’s English edition of August 1914 (after which Flegon went ahead and
started selling it outside Great Britain), but Brightman’s decision also furthered a
broader important principle: that a work’s circulation in samizdat cannot be regarded
as the work’s first edition, and hence the copyright does not belong to the Soviet
Union. This created a British precedent that was in the future to protect the rights of

samizdat authors, permitting them to be the owners of their books. (However, the
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British court did not take the case all the way to the end: Even if Flegon, a master of
the law courts, loses a case, he ends up paying nothing, declaring himself bankrupt,
and a few years later this affords him the opportunity of claiming that, since the court

did not order him to pay a fine and court costs, he was not guilty.)

From the first weeks of my granting Dr. Heeb power of attorney, paral-
leling my continued “clandestine” correspondence with him, I also boldly
initiated an open correspondence through the Soviet postal service—inane,
but respectable communications that the censor was welcome to read. (Heeb
then sent my Russian letters to Betta, who translated them for him over
the phone, and I could easily read the letters that he then sent back to me
in German.) Occasionally I used this correspondence as a warning (to the
KGB) on which issues I would on no account relent, or to let them know I
was aware what intrigues they were spinning against me. As for the KGB,
perhaps out of calculation or self-interest, they almost never interfered with
this correspondence.

I asked Heeb to send me a photograph of himself, which he did. How
sound he looked, a man in his middle years, and how much soundness ex-
uded from his prominent forehead and broad shoulders. And with his hand
pensively raising a pipe to his mouth, he made a very positive impression on
me! Stig Fredrikson once went to visit him in Switzerland to bring him some
microfilms from me and was extremely impressed by him. He liked Heeb,
who struck him as a noteworthy and serious man.

On one occasion, instead of a letter from Heeb, I received a notice (sent
to our address in Moscow, on Tverskaya Street) informing me that a valuable
parcel from Dr. Heeb had arrived. But I was in Zhukovka, at Rostropovich’s
dacha; Alya tried her best to retrieve the package without me, but no, only
the person to whom the package was addressed could pick it up, and that
with a passport. Setting out for Moscow at the drop of a hat was a terrible
thing for me: there were always secret documents to consider, and whenever
the place was to remain empty it was necessary for me to hide everything with
great thoroughness. As I was working constantly I rarely traveled to Moscow,
and whenever I was there my days were inevitably filled with distractions
that kept me from work. But the matter of the parcel could not be put off:
it was clearly something extremely important. And there had been no ex-
planatory letter in advance from Heeb concerning this parcel. Finally I went
to the Central Telegraph and Post Office, where I was given a box that was
large, though light. I brought it home, Alya opened it: it was a little cart with
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wooden wheels, a child’s toy, a gift from Frau Heeb. What good-natured
sweetness. . . . No, the two worlds would never understand one another.

I was so relieved and fortified by Heeb’s very existence that I wrote to him
by clandestine mail in the summer of 1971: “Over the past year and a half
that you have taken charge of my rights, I feel a great moral relief, even peace.
I know that you are staunchly protecting and shielding me from unpleasant
incidents, and I thank you for your invaluable support. I consider your work
flawless and worthy of admiration.” I resolutely begged him not to cut back
in any way on remuneration for his work: “this would be most painful to me.”
I wrote that I was worried that he would be “worn out by the enormity of the
tasks at hand.” All the while, in Europe people began to whisper, to suspect
that behind this strange persona Dr. Heeb was a man with Communist ties
who was perhaps deceiving Solzhenitsyn, a man whom the KGB might well
have provided. (What did all this mean? Even the elder Andreevs were saying
such things.) In September 1971 I wrote to him, in a letter' sent by way of
regular Soviet mail: “I am ready to declare publicly and with all vigor that I
appreciate your honesty and outstanding business qualities to the utmost, and
could not wish for any better lawyer.” The only thing about which I did not
trust him, and which I would persistently ask Betta about, was whether he
locked his office securely enough. Let him not keep my main manuscripts in
his office or at his house, but in a bank vault.

Heeb’s help was vital in many ways, especially on issues that at the time
were burning. When, for instance, I was being called upon to avow publicly
(against Soviet accusations) that I was not keeping Western royalties for myself
but that they were intended for charitable use in Russia, and that I was only
spending the monies that had come to me from the Nobel Prize, Heeb was the
one who made the announcement. He was my defender. If it was necessary to
condemn the irresponsible biographies of me that could be published in the
West (such as the one by Feifer), or my private letters being published (by
Reshetovskaya), then Heeb stepped in, with the world’s leading newspapers
eager to provide him a platform. Or if lies about me were being spread by the
Soviet press, that I supposedly had three cars and two houses, Heeb staunchly
refuted the nonsense. At times, the very existence of my lawyer put a brake on
actions planned by the Central Committee or the KGB: Zhores Medvedeyv, for
instance, suggests with good reason that in 1970 their provocative intention to
publish my play Feast of the Victors® in the West was dropped for fear of my
lawyer’s counteractions—it would in any case have been evident that it was
not I who had authorized the publication of the play.
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In short, my encouragement opened for Dr. Heeb every possibility for
action. And he acted. Yet while he gravely conducted an open correspon-
dence with me, he never sent additional information through clandestine
letters by way of Betta, in other words about what he was actually doing; he
never informed me, asked for direction, or consulted with me about any-
thing essential, which Alya and I took to mean that either there was nothing
to consult about or that everything was crystal clear. This restraint on his
part made the most awe-inspiring impression of trustworthiness. This
clearly meant that he was conducting my affairs with confidence and profes-
sionalism, that he knew what he was doing.

Heeb did repeatedly insist that he wanted to come visit me in Moscow. |
had to dissuade him every way I could, since such a visit would have been a
big mistake: we would have been playing into the KGB’s hands and would
not have been able to talk anywhere without the walls listening. We would
have been unable to talk things through.

As for the rumors that Heeb was a Communist, we gradually found out
that indeed he had been a Communist until 1956, but after the Hungarian
uprising was crushed he had in protest moved over to the Socialists. Well,
well! Had I known that, I would have had some serious doubts about him.
But the matter was easy to explain: Betta, who had recommended him, was
someone who had more Soviet than Western experience, which was also why
it was so easy for us to communicate and understand one another. Living the
life of a university professor in Austria, she had little contact with legal cir-
cles, and, due to her background, all the people she knew were more likely
than not to have Communist leanings, which was the reason for her recom-
mendation of Heeb. She neglected to tell us, or did not consider important,
a trifle such as his having been a Communist. Her choice, it is true, did
prove to be less than perfect, but definitely not on account of Heeb’s having
been a former Communist. His Communism was not to play a detrimental
role in the subsequent story. We even went so far as to console ourselves that
a former Communist who has seen the light is a man of experience whom
the Soviets could not hoodwink!

So how did Bodley Head subsequently manage to appropriate August
19142 1 would like to explain this here (though I was only to learn the whole
truth about this affair in the autumn of 1974, after I had been in Zurich for
over half a year). It turned out that in the spring of 1970, Heeb had suggested
a discussion with Bodley Head concerning their illegal publication of Cancer
Ward. And, hat in hand, he himself had gone to London. Bodley Head re-
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treated behind Lord Bethell, stating that he was the one who had “all the
rights” to Cancer Ward and The Love-Girl and the Innocent. And so Heeb
commenced negotiations with Bethell. . . . It was also at this time that Heeb
received my letter from the Soviet Union asserting that Li¢cko had no power
of attorney for an English edition and that the whole thing was a fraud, not
to mention that there had already been my newspaper piece in which I stated
that I had not granted anybody the rights to Cancer Ward. This put Heeb in a
difficult position. Formally, he had the right to declare Bodley Head’s publi-
cation a pirated edition, but not only was the book already on the market, but
its initial print run was by now almost sold out, the work having been read
and the translation considered quite good. As for me in the Soviet Union, two
years had already gone by and there had been no reprisals for the publication
of Cancer Ward. Furthermore, Heeb’s meek nature led him to want to avoid
scandal at all cost. Negotiations continued into autumn, and then I was
awarded the Nobel Prize and it was assumed that I would be coming to the
West before long (and would perhaps deal with the matter myself?). But a
month before my expected arrival, Heeb, demonstrating authority, defini-
tively signed a contract in which he was recognized as my undisputed repre-
sentative, and in which he recognized the actions of Bethell and Bodley Head
as absolutely legitimate (he even verbally thanked them on my behalf) and
confirmed their unlimited rights to two of my works, thereby already starting
to throw my future publishing affairs into confusion. It was under such
friendly terms that he also gave Bodley Head my book August 1914. (Accord-
ing to the mores of Western publishing, the fact that August 1914 was also
now being published by Bodley Head was an indirect confirmation that I had
authorized Bodley Head’s earlier publication of Cancer Ward.)

In the meantime Heeb, now an international celebrity with major news-
papers writing about him and photographing him, exchanged his modest lit-
tle office for a more opulent one. And it was there that in January 1972 the
wily Olga Carlisle and her hard-nosed lawyer Curto descended upon him,
clearly sizing him up before they so much as stepped into his office. They
had come in order to acknowledge him as my representative, and were even
prepared to transfer my royalties to him, provided that he was prepared to
preapprove their estimated costs and earnings, and to allow them a further
financial reserve in case of any penalties that I, as author, might have to pay.
If Heeb did not approve these estimates, they would not recognize him or
transfer a single dollar. The estimates they put before him were a sham, and
entirely ridiculous. With the Carlisle family’s love for Russian literature, her
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literary husband Henry Carlisle declared himself an “agent,” with a 15 per-
cent commission of world sales. This just for carrying a microfilm of the
novel to the publishing house? Then Olga took fees for “participating in the
translation” of First Circle (translated by Thomas Whitney without an hono-
rarium), for the “co-translation and editing” of Gulag Archipelago, for edito-
rial oversight and the like. Then monies for trips, even to New York from
their country house in Connecticut, for stenographers, telephone calls, tele-
graphs, mail, taxis, flights to Europe, hotels, and restaurant dinners. And then
payment for their irreplaceable lawyer Mr. Curto! In the face of such pres-
sure and such persuasive documentation, Dr. Heeb found the proposed
deal encouraging (as he explained to me in Zurich in the autumn of 1974:
$148,000 were the costs and earnings of the Carlisles from the author’s roy-
alties, $50,000—also from the author’s royalties—were to remain as a re-
serve in case of litigation as a guarantee to the publisher, and $155,000 to
the author). Agreeing to all this, Heeb signed. I do not know if he even read
the oppressive contract they had arranged with Harper & Row on my be-
half. Carlisle and Curto left Heeb’s office jubilant, and it was from that mo-
ment on that the Carlisles suddenly became so positively disposed to Heeb,
recognizing that we did, of course, need a lawyer.

Heeb also retroactively approved the contract with Harper & Row that
had sold international motion-picture rights for the filming of Firsz Circle.
That hasty, superficial film by Aleksander Ford (1973)*' proved to be very
poor, and for years to come was to block any other, better, movie adaptation.

There was scheming and a hunger for profit all around, and it was im-
possible to imagine that these machinations were going on while back in the
USSR we were so much under fire. While we were fighting our battles there,
in the West we were being attacked from behind.

Heeb found himself caught between hammer and anvil. He was, and re-
mained, an honest provincial lawyer, who up to this point had only handled
everyday cases—and now he was suddenly immersed in the international
world of literature! He did not venture out to set aright the terrible course
that my publications had taken for so many years in the West, but strove
first, poor fellow, to ensure that the publishers would at least recognize him
(at which point the first funds would begin to flow, which would cover his
costs). With this approach, the best path for him was, in effect, the path of
capitulation, recognizing as legitimate all the illegal acts that had been com-
mitted before he had become my lawyer. (If he did not recognize these acts,
what could he do? Launch further lawsuits? Impossible—with what means?)
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Not once did he ask me about any of these measures that he was taking, nor
did he ever consult with me first.

In autumn of 1972, Olga Carlisle assured Betta (they met in person, a
frosty meeting) that there now was a “rough draft” (after four years!) of the
English translation of Archipelago. (The truth was that the Carlisles had for
two years now held up Whitney at the beginning of the third volume, while
they still had not finished ravaging the first volume with their “edits.”) Betta,
for her part, told Olga Carlisle that I had now given the order for transla-
tions into other languages to be undertaken (though she did not ask Carlisle
for the Russian text). The Carlisles were, as before, to keep only the Ameri-
can edition of Archipelago, but the agreement with Harper & Row on my
behalf was to be concluded by Heeb.

Olga Carlisle, indignant, categorically refused such a division of roles. If
this was how it was to be, they would cease all collaboration with us! The loss
of international control over Archipelago? Was Archipelago not to belong to
them entirely, throughout the whole world, as First Circle did? They had seized
the golden goose and it had escaped! And what a blow to their vanity! That au-
tumn the elder Andreevs again came to Moscow and informed us of their
daughter’s extreme displeasure, especially considering how threatened they
were that we, for our part, were planning to check the quality of the English
translation of Archipelago, having had our fingers burned with First Circle.
All the while, Harper & Row, having sumptuously feasted on First Circle,
were insisting on financial conditions for Archipelago that very much favored
them but were crushing for us. (And all this exchange of information with
the Andreevs happened by way of writing on pieces of paper, the walls hav-
ing ears, after which the papers were burned; and we kept looking out the
windows to see if any agents were on the prowl. Decisions always had to be
made under such oppressive conditions.) To maintain amicable relations, I
relinquished to the Carlisles not only the U.S. rights, but the rights for all
English-speaking countries, and the Andreevs left with that concession in
hand. The Carlisles, however, were outraged. Nothing less than world rights
was acceptable.

If they could not have the world rights, why should they continue?
Would it not be better just to walk away? (Heeb having approved their pre-

vious “expenses,” they were fully covered.)
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And Olga Carlisle did walk away. Nowhere more clear than here was her
utter indifference to the Russian literary tradition to which she supposedly
belonged not only by birth but in spirit, as she so often declared. In April
1973, as menacing clouds were gathering over my head, I received by clandes-
tine mail, with a two-month delay, Olga Carlisle’s letter from February, a let-
ter brimming with insolence.** She informed me of their decision to “irrevo-
cably relinquish” their “partnership role.” With “shared responsibility,” she
wrote, they would “lose the power to achieve the quality of worldwide publi-
cation, such as was obtained in the case of [First Circle]” (when they had
made a mockery of my novel with their translation). And furthermore, she
claimed, “the risk of disclosure of all our past and present activities on your
behalf would be unacceptably high.” A risk to them? No, they were prepared
to sacrifice themselves. But, she wrote, we will be a risk “both with respect to
you and [to] other friends involved.” Yet why would the Carlisles be exposed
as participants in a covert translation project, shielded as they would be by
my lawyer from all external interactions involving this project? Would they
not be running a far greater risk of exposure if they themselves were con-
ducting the worldwide operation, having to see personally to all the neces-
sary relations? Thus, the Carlisles could not hide the fact that the only reason
for this rupture was that they were not being given control of world rights
for Archipelago. So, “with a sense of sadness,” but also “pride in having played
some part in making your work widely known” (it is they who made some-
thing of me), they were effecting a “complete disengagement” from this most
valuable of books, The Gulag Archipelago. They could henceforth no longer
participate in the translation (not that there were any discernable traces that
they had in fact participated in the past five years), and that the translation
itself, “in the state of a first draft,” and all the rights to this translation were
with Thomas Whitney, to whom we should address ourselves in future. “A
first draft”—after five years?

The spring of 1973 was harsh for us. The KGB sent us a warning
(through Maria Sinyavskaya-Rozanova, who was in intense negotiations with
the KGB, arranging for her family’s imminent departure to France), that if I
do not leave the Soviet Union voluntarily I will be arrested and sent to die in
the camps in Kolyma. Our burdens were unbearable and growing, there was
a sense that the KGB would strike at any moment. And then to get this let-
ter! How insulting, how shameful to read it, amidst the danger of our un-
derground activities. Our hope of five years that Archipelago had been saved,
was being translated, and would burst forth had now collapsed. Such puny
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and feeble excuses, such small-minded petulance, and now they wanted us
to be bound by legal chains to a translation that had not moved forward in
five years!

If we had known how devoted and kind Whitney was, and the actual
part he played in this project with the Carlisles, we would not have been so
dejected. With the Carlisles gone, the project could now proceed without a
hitch. But we were bound by law to an incomplete translation, without a sin-
gle page having been furnished to us and without our having been promised
anything; we were even forbidden from szarting a new English translation.

My reply was impassioned. I could not imagine, I wrote, that after five
years of their involvement with Archipelago they could remain indifferent to
its spirit. Archipelago was not a literary commodity but a link in the chain of
Russian history. However, I wrote, their letter neglects precisely this spirit.
Publishers will only be able to make a minimal profit from Archipelago—
such will be my terms—for Archipelago must not be sold at exorbitant West-
ern prices. And once more I asked the Carlisles to reconsider, and to con-
tinue with the translation. (I thought that perhaps Olga’s parents the
Andreevs would shame her into seeing reason.) If she would not reconsider,
I wrote, I saw only one way forward (since no one would undertake to cor-
rect someone else’s raw draft; I could not envision a work in such a chaotic
state being salvageable). I offered to pay for the translation work that had
been done up to that point, and, in the presence of Dr. Heeb, have the trans-
lation burned. We would set out on a new English translation (since all
rights to the existing translation remained with Thomas Whitney . . .).

Nor did I ask them to return my Russian text, that first text sent out,
which we had so fervently prayed for, but I asked them to burn that as well!

There was a terrible bitterness in my throat; a sense of failure of such
cherished hopes.

The letter I sent Olga Carlisle by clandestine mail was quick to reach
her, and she immediately sent me an angry reply: they had acted out of love
for Russia, and then to be suspected of commercial interest after so much
selflessness! If these were the good old days, she would have turned to her fa-
ther to defend her name, and he would have challenged me to a duel for in-
sulting his daughter’s honor. Furthermore, it was she who had brought me
“fame in the West” (and here I had thought it was One Day in the Life of Ivan
Denisovich . . .) and helped me win the Nobel Prize (really!). Now she
pointed to another reason for the break: that I was unhappy with their trans-
lation of First Circle. But this she had known about from her parents three
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years earlier, though she now acted as if she had heard about it for the first
time from Betta (all this simply to hide the real reason: the loss of the
prospect of their gaining the world copyright).

I managed to warn Heeb just in time that under no circumstances
should he travel to America to meet with the Carlisles, as he had intended,
that there was no reason for us to go to them hat in hand. He received my
letter in time, but still stubbornly set out in June for New York with his wife
(a weakness, perhaps, for travel and the trappings of the emissary?).

He compromised my position and achieved nothing positive. His meet-
ing with the Carlisles was meek and pointless. (Olga Carlisle now writes in
her book that he did not ask her for the English translation of Archipelago—
though why else would he have gone there? Heeb for his part maintained
that the Carlisles refused to give him a translation that was unfinished. As it
turned out later, it was indeed unfinished.) Heeb also did not insist on meet-
ing with Whitney (the Carlisles never did bring them together). He returned
to Europe empty-handed.

Toward the end of the summer of 1973, Archipelago was seized by the
KGB, Voronyanskaya perished,” and I desperately lit the fuse that would set
off the Archipelago explosion. But the only material ready to explode was what
we ourselves had of late been setting in motion: the German and Swedish
editions. The main edition, the Anglo-American one, which would have had
a decisive effect on the entire course of world opinion, was not ready. Only
now did the Carlisles give Whitney his translation back (the only manuscript
of his translation, it turns out, having been with them, and not with him),
and he rushed to work. It was not until October 1973 that Curto came from
the States, bringing Heeb just the first volume of Archipelago in a rough
draft, which still had to be gone through.

So that was how we had placed the microfilm of Archipelago in trustwor-
thy hands! It was as if a plague of locusts had descended to devour the fruits of
the trusting friendship of older generations, the memorial to those martyred.

But suddenly the unexpected happened: I turned up in the West. The
ever-enterprising Olga Carlisle was now clearly worried. While I was locked
away behind the Iron Curtain, the agreement that she had signed with Heeb
made her seem beyond reproach, but now? She did not sit and wait, but
rushed to counter the looming danger by coming to Europe to seek a meeting
with me.

In the first few weeks after my deportation from the Soviet Union I did
not yet have a clear picture of everything that had taken place; there was so
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much that I had yet to find out. My family was still in Moscow, and the fate
of my archive was still up in the air and it was unclear whether it could be
brought out of the Soviet Union. And then, on my second day in Zurich,
there came a telegram from Washington. Olga Carlisle was sending me the
warmest greetings, and praying for the safe arrival of my family; she knew
that even in exile I would fulfill my mission; she was going to visit her par-
ents in Geneva in March and was hoping to see me.

I do not remember when I saw this telegram in the pile of mail, or if it
had even caught my attention, but there followed a letter from Geneva: [ am
already at my parents and very much want to meet with you. I can come to
Zurich for a few hours, and would like to bring you an invitation to the an-
nual convention of the American PEN Club. We are very worried about Na-
talia Ivanovna (Eva). I embrace you with all my heart, and my husband and
my parents send you warmest greetings. There was also a letter from her fa-
ther, pleading for me to receive his daughter.

As for me, had I forgotten how I had been burned, the whole rupture,
their treacherous evasion, their holding back Archipelago, their clipping our
wings? Yes, I had. A year had passed, a terrible, scorching year, other matters
were preoccupying me, and I had forgotten the insult. In the whirlwind of
my arrival in the West it escaped my mind, or I did not fully grasp that they
had frozen Archipelago because of their not being granted the worldwide
copyright. True, it did seem to me that had Archipelago burst onto the Ameri-
can scene in January 1974, with two million copies being printed (as was
later to be the case), then the Bolsheviks would have thought twice about ex-
pelling me from the Soviet Union. Be that as it may, I still felt that I was the
victor, so why call Olga Carlisle to account? We had all been secret, close col-
laborators, so surely everything could be resolved amicably. Perhaps they
would now join together and get the translation of Archipelago moving for-
ward? So I replied that she should come.

She came. A tentative, squirming smile on her face. For my part, I wel-
comed her openly. Bygones were bygones, and I was not about to call her to
task for her letter of the previous year. I asked her to give me the editing that
she and her husband had done of the second and third volumes of Archipel-
ago, at which she hemmed and hawed, and finally, in quite a roundabout
manner, said no, they would not give me their editing. (The question of
course being whether any “editing” had ever been done.) I asked her whether
she and her husband had been well enough remunerated for their work. (I
had not yet had the chance to find out from Heeb, nor was he in the habit of
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informing me of his own accord.) She replied hesitantly: “Yes . . . there was
even a little surplus.” Fine, so then we were quits. (She, for her part, was
seeking to determine my position with regard to her deal with Heeb, and
whether I was intending to assail it— this was clearly the whole point of her
having come to see me. For five weeks now I had been in direct communi-
cation with Heeb, and what Westerner could imagine that I had not yet in-
quired about the state of my financial affairs? But Heeb and I were not to
broach the subject for yet another five months.) That was all there was to
this meeting, a wasted hour spent drinking tea. I was in a kind of gray fog,
unable to think further. But in her book she was later to depict this meeting
in poisonous colors, writing about my supposed prophetic pontifications
delivered in a commanding tone, portraying me as some crazed psycho-
path. This was a lesson to me and to everyone else, that one should never be
drawn into unnecessary meetings with questionable people, affording them
the opportunity to give false evidence. Just as I should never ever have met
Olga Carlisle.

In the following months the Carlisles, needless to say, did not work on
the translation of Archipelago in any way.

In October of that year Alya and I were in Geneva and met with the
elder Andreevs, for the first time without the KGB’s eyes on us, without hav-
ing to communicate by silently writing on pieces of paper. We could now
talk openly about everything without the walls listening, but, for some rea-
son, we did not seem to have much to say. Theirs was a sad old age in semi-
poverty, living on Vadim Leonidovich’s modest pension from the United Na-
tions, where he had served. His position as a Soviet citizen kept him excluded
from émigré circles, people not trusting him, and he was lonely. How al-
mighty they had seemed to me ten years earlier in Evas little room, when my
fate had depended on them and on whether they would take my microfilm
out of the Soviet Union. How helpless and abandoned they now were! I
could not talk to them about their daughter’s machinations— that would
only have hurt them. Touchingly, Vadim had once begun setting Archipelago
in type in Russian, had even purchased fonts, and had compiled a little dic-
tionary of prison camp expressions. That evening the Andreevs, too, shied
away from touching upon the painful subject. So we simply sat there with-
out saying a word about the main issue at hand, about how it had come to
pass that things had gone so awry between us and their daughter. I felt an
aching pity for them. There followed a rainy Swiss November, and we sent
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the Andreevs a check in remembrance of past times, and because we did not
place too much hope in their daughter sharing any of the gains from all her
dealings in New York.

I was to learn all the details soon afterward from Heeb, and at my meetings with
Knowlton, the new head of Harper & Row (after everything that had occurred, I do
not believe I could have continued working with that publishing house if the director-
ship had not changed), I expressed to him my surprise at the Carlisles” doings, and pro-
posed that Harper & Row extract from their lawyer Curto the “cash reserve” he was
holding onto for some unknown reason, and of which he was now claiming half for
himself simply for having had the money in his keep. Knowlton informed the Carlisles
about my displeasure, and they grew worried.

But Curto, the brilliant financial wizard, was not only not ashamed, but quite
brazenly offered me his assistance in calculating United States taxes for the years during
which I was still in the Soviet Union, requesting for his services first simply a fee and
travel expenses to Zurich, then only travel expenses, and then nothing; he would do it
all for free. It turned out that for some reason I also had to pay taxes for what the
Carlisles had spent, a calculation that I have never managed to fathom, and I paid in
order to be done with them. As for the Catlisles, all that now remained for me to do
was to ignore them.

But when I traveled across the United States in 1975, the Carlisles could no longer
bear being ignored, as over the last few years they had doubtless been boasting about
how close we were, and here I was in America and would not meet with them. The
new director of Harper & Row already knew about my dissatisfaction, and this had
clearly spread throughout their circle. Olga Carlisle now wrote that she was insisting on
a meeting and an explanation. Her letters reached me in a roundabout fashion. Was I
now, in the middle of such a turbulent political tour through the States, to meet with
her in order to explain myself, chewing over the whole painful matter again and again?
The cards had all been in their hands and they chose to play them the way they did.
Enough was enough. I did not answer. Another winter came and went. In 1976, 1
again traveled to the United States, and no sooner had I left than Alya, who had re-
mained in Zurich, received a letter from Vadim Andreev addressed to me. Three years
earlier Olga had hurled at me the threat of sending her poor father to challenge me “to
a duel” in defense of her honor, and now she had forced him to write a letter that
clearly had been painful for him to write, something he had obviously done with great
difficulty. He wrote that I was being unjust toward his daughter, that I was in the

wrong, and that this hurt him. (Another lesson to be learned: In Geneva we had felt
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sorry for him and said nothing, whereas one should always speak openly about
things.) The letter had not been with us two days when the phone rang: Vadim An-
dreev had died, and his widow, for some reason, was asking us to return his letter im-
mediately, as if it had never existed. Two hours later Olga, too, had called from New
York with the same request. Alya sent the letter back.

Apparently, already in 1975, if not earlier, Olga Carlisle had been planning to
justify and gorge her ambition with the reckless book she was to write. What had hap-
pened to all the worries she had so recently expressed about all our “friends involved
in the project”? By exposing herself, Olga Catlisle also exposed the people who had
put her in contact with me. For the KGB it was but a trifle to calculate who our mu-
tual Moscow friends were: Eva, Aleksandr Ugrimov, and the “Princess.” Throw a
noose around their necks and let them hang!

Let them hang, as long as the world finds out how the talented, sensitive, and
noble Olga Carlisle, along with her husband, dedicated six (!) years of their lives to
Solzhenitsyn to “moving a mountain” (in other words, getting a novel published that
all the Western publishers were falling over each other to obtain), turning herself into
a “computer,” “several years of work,” with practically “no remuneration,” and “taking
so many risks” (what risks? where?), proclaiming, “I would go to jail before I would
breathe a word” about him! (What jail could she be worried about in the West?) But
what is more, she had sacrificed her entire life to Solzhenitsyn, having throughout
those years “put aside all her own work.” She could now no longer become an artist,
her “career as a journalist . . . permanently compromised.” As for Solzhenitsyn, he was
showing nothing but ingratitude and would no longer speak to her. (Her pen was so
nimble that her readers could not but be convinced that she had recklessly “risked her
life” in taking Archipelago out of the Soviet Union in person, not to mention the sym-
pathy that everyone then felt for all those sacrifices of hers that were only met with
ingratitude!)*

All Olga Carlisle’s friends (Whitney too) tried to talk her out of publishing
her book. In 1977 Eva came to the West, and she, too, tried to dissuade Carlisle
from publishing, reminding her of the fate that Eva and all my other secret allies
back in the Soviet Union would be facing. “Well, you are free not to go back to
the Soviet Union!” Carlisle had snapped. Already by autumn of 1977 a vigorous
newspaper campaign began throughout the United States advertising her book;
Carlisle was trumpeting its publication in all directions, counting particularly on
success among New York’s pseudo-intellectual circles that were hostile to me.
(From these circles she picked up the notion that it would be quite effective to
present me as an authoritarian pontificator, which is exactly how she described

me.) During that spring of 1978, Olga Carlisle again did her utmost to meet with
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me, even to come to Vermont, for more negotiations of some kind (or perhaps to
have another meeting so she could conjure up a more “vivid description”?). Again
I did not reply.

At last her book came out. At the top of the front cover, where the name of the
author should be, was my name instead, in large font, so as to attract the reader, fol-
lowed by a title that promised much: “Solzhenitsyn and the Secret Circle”!* Because of
all the delays, the British and American publication of the third volume of Archipel-
ago, which Carlisle had so ruined, coincided with the publication of her book, so that
reviewers, many of them lazy and undiscerning, presented the two books on an equal
footing. (Carlisle, having spent five years damaging the creation of the American edi-
tion of Archipelago, now set about damaging the book anew as it came out.) And the
essence of the reviews did not focus on the plight of the prisoners in The Gulag Archi-
pelago, but on the thoughts and sufferings of this sensitive woman who had turned a
minor Russian author of short stories into a titanic figure for the West, having wasted,
as had her husband, seven years (it now was, indeed, seven years!) of their lives, only
to be rewarded with such ingratitude. Carlisle’s book had what one calls “a good press”
in the United States, but the reviewers still urged her to forgive the unbalanced, mad
author of Archipelago his paranoia (that is what they called it, paranoia, which is al-
lowed in the American press and is not considered an insult).

With carefully dosed poison, distilled and accumulating with every page, I was
presented as ambitious and power-hungry, changing my mind abruptly at whim.
(Dragged through Carlisle’s hall of mirrors, our struggle in the Soviet Union came
across as “never-ending, ever-crumbling charades. Russian charades.”) Carlisle pre-
sented me as possessed, unbridled, fanatical, and suspicious, and she sketched out
the features that were to be picked up by the Western press. She also fabricated meet-
ings between us in Moscow that had never taken place, and the ones that did take
place she filled with free invention, since there were no witnesses and the facts could
not be checked: she copied things out of The Oak and the Calf, already known
throughout the world, putting words in my mouth as if T had confided these things
to her back then, before I had told anyone else. She reduced our meeting in Zurich
to a caricature, as if she needed to hide what we had really discussed, again lifting
information from 7he Oak and the Calf about things that at the time of our meet-
ing I had not even known about, such as that “the KGB had burned [my] camp

jacket” at Lefortovo prison, or that my wife was “packing my archives,” which was

* Working like never before, she also brought out a French edition, with my photograph across
the entire book cover, come get your copy! (Author’s note, 1982.)
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utter nonsense, as the archives had to be divided up and sent out secretly, something
which Olga Carlisle didn’t seem able to fathom. As for the story surrounding Archi-
pelago, she recast it to her advantage. I had allegedly ordered that Heeb “was to have
nothing to do with the publication” of Archipelago, which was utter nonsense: Heeb
had a full power of attorney that covered everything. Then she maintained that she
had suggested that everything having to do with Archipelago be transferred over to
Heeb and that we had refused, and that “the edited version [by the Carlisles] had not
been requested.”” On the contrary, it was Olga Carlisle who simply would not give
us the edited version, neither to Heeb when he came to New York nor later to me
when I was in Zurich.

So what is the result? Has Olga Carlisle with all the “Russian charades” and “Ital-
ian Opera” managed to confuse and hide the ends? No she has not, they all stick out.

It is clear for all to see:

— that 4/l the translations of First Circle into foreign languages (late 1968)
were bad (and have remained so to this day);

— that the only text of Archipelago, smuggled out of the Soviet Union in June
1968, had in September 1973 still not been prepared for publication in
English by the Carlisles;

— that because of Olga Carlisle’s refusal to give me a copy of the Russian text
of Archipelago for translation into other languages, a microfilm had to be
taken out of the Soviet Union for a second time in 1971 under extreme

danger so that we would at least be able to have translations into German

and Swedish.

And when Olga Carlisle’s book came out, it was inundated by the furor sparked
by my Harvard speech, and Catlisle, playing the role of an expert on Russia, immedi-
ately rushed also to publicly attack my speech, that I supposedly intended it not for
the West but for like-minded “nationalists” in Russia, some sort of faction she calls
“Russity.’*® What she said was reprinted in all the newspapers, even in Le Monde
Diplomatique, where Carlisle the granddaughter of a Russian author was to write,”
“The Russian masses have always been anti-Semitic,” and, for some reason, “in the

event of a war they may see Solzhenitsyn as the new Lenin.”*

* From 1989 on I became “legal” in the USSR, and though my books had not yet been pub-
lished there, my name could now be mentioned. And who was the first to run out onto the
Russian stage waving a banner that all secrets must be revealed? Indeed, it was Olga Carlisle yet
again, getting there before my own books could come out. The entire book of hers (maybe in
an edited-down version, I did not check) came out in successive issues of Voprosy Literatury
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And then my mainstay, my Dr. Heeb! I was to get to know him ever
better.

In the spring of 1973 I wrote him: “I very much hope that my letter kept
you from undertaking an unnecessary trip [to New York, to Carlisle], which
would weaken our position. . . . You invariably make the correct and most
tactful decisions. I have great admiration for you.” I then expressed the hope,
not for the first time, that he might consider the possibility of allowing him-
self a holiday this coming summer to relax a little (something he clearly had
every intention of doing). I was now addressing him as “Dear Fri!”

This demonstrates the extent to which in those days I did not under-
stand either the level or the scope of his activities. Nikita Struve, in our clan-
destine correspondence, did send some hints—though not very emphati-
cally, as is his way—letting us know that, from what he could tell, “Larry”
(the lawyer) struck him as being at sixes and sevens and not quite able to
cope. Even Betta was to notice that Heeb was sluggish in his interactions
with publishers and translators, that he was “a good lawyer, but not an or-
ganizer” However, back in Moscow we still saw Heeb as an eagle, admiring
the soundness of the photograph he had sent us.

And he was sound and honorable. But the issues associated with me were,
alas, beyond his scope, and utterly outside the area of his prior practice.

The KGB seized Archipelago in August 1973, and in the whirlwind of
disaster I wrote to Heeb (by clandestine mail): “I realize that I am introducing
you to a sphere beyond your usual duties, but I would like to ask you to per-
sonally undertake everything connected with Archipelago over the next year
and a half, and not to assign anything to an intermediary, since on this book
depends the fate of hundreds of people, and perhaps even events of greater
significance. We simply cannot entrust any aspects of this project to third
parties caught up in the routine of publishing and sales. I ask you to keep the
entire project in your hands and please do not hesitate to undertake any ex-
penditure you deem necessary. . . . In the hard times that have begun, I will
very much rely on your wisdom, decisiveness, merit, and endurance.” . . .

(Questions of Literature), and she also came out with excerpts and interviews all over the place.
They even printed the following in Stolizsa (1991, no. 27): “With the publication [of Carlisle’s
book in the United States] came a court case, which resulted in a hefty sum.” This would make
it seem that I took her to court on account of the book and got a sizeable sum from the poor
woman, though it was she who sued me for 7he Oak and the Calf, claiming two million dollars.
The judge, however, rejected her claim. This is how lies are served up to trusting readers, lies
that take root for a long time. (Author’s note, 1993.)
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I am very aware, I wrote him sympathetically, “of the great load with which I
am encumbering you. I understand that when you took on the task of pro-
tecting my interests, you could not have imagined that so many functions
and responsibilities would gather over time and claim your energy so persis-
tently. But the exceptional situation leads me to ask and hope that you will
find the strength to endure.” I had also supposed that Heeb had a “heartfelt
investment in the cause.” “I approve of all your directives and decisions of
which [ am aware,” I continued, “and I am certain [ would approve of what-
ever | am not aware. I am ever grateful to fate and to the intermediary who
helped me secure not just anyone’s assistance, but your help specifically. Please
do not hold back out of financial considerations. Before the storms come,
I heartily embrace you! I always rely on you!”

In late December 1973 the thunderbolt of the Russian original of Ar-
chipelago struck. Heeb’s office in Zurich was bombarded from around the
world with phone calls and letters, publishers and journalists knocking at his
door, and it was precisely for those two Christmas weeks that he had planned
a holiday in the south of Italian Switzerland. He did not cancel his holiday.
In the Soviet Union great thunderclaps were resounding over my head, while
Heeb was relaxing and in no hurry to return and prepare Archipelago for its
launch into the world.

After that, he sat in state in his new office with the phones ringing and
with masses of letters flooding in for me. At his enormous desk he made a
particularly imposing impression: his poise, the pipe in his mouth, his slow
and majestic movements— clearly a man who was extraordinarily well in-
formed, extraordinarily knowledgeable. And we communicated in German,
not without effort, and for hours he informed me of all the many kind
though pointless congratulations and requests for meetings that had come in
for me. But he made no effort to inform me about the state my affairs were
in: for four years he had been silent, and now silent he remained.

I was unfamiliar with how things were done in the West and to what ex-
tent and at what juncture one could request an accounting. At one point I did
ask, but Heeb did not seem prepared to answer, and my subsequent questions
were quite superficial since, from the time of my deportation in February of
1974 to late in autumn of that year, I could not even remotely imagine all the
things that were being done without my being consulted. During my first
months in the West my understanding had not matured enough for me to be
able to conceive that things might have gone awry despite my having a
lawyer, who for five years had been acting here in the West on my behalf. So



CHAPTER 2 | Predators and Dupes | 159

thoroughly did I fail to realize how ill-suited Heeb was to handling publish-
ing matters that I did not once ask him whether he even knew how to draw
up a book contract. And he, maintaining his air of dignity, never admitted
that he did not.

Thus several months went by peacefully and apparently most success-
fully, when I suddenly found out from a group of Czechs in Zurich, quite by
chance, that there was a certain literary agent in Zurich by the name of Paul
Fritz who was concluding all the contracts on my behalf. I could not believe
what I was hearing, this was pure falsehood! Why would Dr. Fritz Heeb,
right here in Zurich, where I myself was now living, hide such a thing from
me? In fact for a number of months I felt it would be an effrontery for me
even to ask him if this was true. It was only later that autumn (with Heeb
constantly leaving for vacations in southern Switzerland) that some urgent
question came up and I was referred to the other Fritz, from the Linder
agency no less, which had run my First Circle into the ground back in 1968!
Paul Fritz was happy to come by, and explained to me that Heeb had hired
him in May (when I was already here in Zurich—and he hadn’t said a word!),
but that Heeb had firmly forbidden him to get in touch with me directly.
Why ever not? Heeb had clearly not done this out of dishonesty, but so as
not to ruffle his decorum. (Freeing myself of that Fritz and the contracts he
had concluded was to cost quite a lot of money.)

It was not until the autumn of 1974 that it occurred to me to invite my
main publishers in order to get to know them personally. They arrived and
we sat down in Heeb’s office, Heeb presiding grandly in his armchair,
whereas I and the publishers, whom I was meeting for the first time, sat on
chairs in a semicircle, with my friend Viktor Bankoul translating, as he knew
all the languages. I was stunned by what I heard, and the publishers were
stunned that I was hearing all this for the first time.

It was also quite clear from the tremor on Dr. Heeb’s rectangular heavy-
jowled face that he, too, was hearing about everything that had taken place
for the first time. It was only then that the full extent of the chaos and con-
fusion of my publishing affairs and the extent to which my hands were tied
became clear to me. Before I had even taken my first steps in the free world I
found myself legally bound, tied and shackled every which way, with no es-
cape in sight. There were cracks and fissures everywhere, with concrete, not
yet hardened, leaking out.

And, what was more, I had neither the time nor was I in a state of mind
to handle any of this: I was trying to decipher Lenin in Zurich.
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I invariably compared the people here in the West to the people back at
home, and felt sad and puzzled by the Western world. Was it that people in
the West were worse than people back in Russia? Of course not. But when
the only demands on human nature are /egal/ ones, the bar is much lower
than the bar of nobleness and honor (those concepts having in any case al-
most vanished now), and so many loopholes open up for unscrupulousness
and cunning. What the law compels us to do is far too little for humaneness:
a higher law should be placed in our hearts, too. I simply could not get used
to the cold wind of litigation in the West.

I wanted that autumn, in my fervor, to state publicly that the whole sys-
tem of book publishing and bookselling in the West did not foster the devel-
opment of a spiritual culture. In past centuries writers wrote for a small circle
of connoisseurs who in turn guided artistic taste, and high literature was cre-
ated. But today publishers have their eye on mass sales, which so often entails
the most indiscriminate taste; publishers make gifts to booksellers to please
them; authors, in turn, depend on the mercy of their publishing houses. It is
sales that dictate the direction of literature. But great literature cannot appear
in such circumstances; there is no point even in getting one’s hopes up; it will
not happen, despite unlimited “freedoms.” Freedom alone is not yet indepen-
dence, is not yet excellence.

But I refrained from speaking out. Surely not all publishers were like
this. (And I was later to see that they indeed were not all of that kind. There
were publishers who did keep to a moral compass.)

Our failure to comprehend each other manifested itself sharply in the
history of the royalties for Archipelago, when, still in the Soviet Union, I or-
dered Heeb to give Archipelago to publishers for free, or for a minimal sum, in
order to make the book cheaper and more accessible to the general reader in
the West.”® One thing I could not comprehend was that, according to West-
ern notions, I was in this way lowering my book in the esteem of the readers:
if the book was being sold cheaply, that meant that sales had been bad and
the book was now available at a discount. Though Heeb knew nothing about
publishing, he was at least aware that it was impossible, even shameful, to
place a book with a publisher without an author’s honorarium at all. And in-
stead of the usual 15 percent that all publishers paid a known author (and at
that moment they would have paid more), Heeb (to his credit) negotiated the
condition that it would be 5 percent. But that was as far as it went. The books
were then sold a little cheaper, but not to a noticeable extent. When I arrived
in the West I was suddenly struck by the fact that I had, after all, assigned all
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the income from Gulag Archipelago to go to my Russian Social Fund, mainly
to aid prisoners in the Soviet camps. I now turned to the publishers with an
appeal: I only asked 5 percent from you instead of 15 percent, so do the right
thing, let the spirit of the book inspire you, and sacrifice 5 percent of the
earnings from the book to the Fund in order to aid our prisoners. Some did
make the sacrifice (either because of the spirit of the book, or perhaps not to
lose my future books), but they complained no end about the difficulties. I
would have done far better to have taken 15 percent from them right from
the start, and they could have written it off their taxes, and that would have
been that. For them to make a donation to a foreign foundation was not tax-
deductible, and now the money had to be extracted from the publisher’s cap-
ital. When I had set out on this initiative I had no idea about any of this. The
director of the Swiss publishing house Scherz Verlag (the same towering man
who on my arrival in Zurich at the train station had heroically defended me
from being crushed by the crowd) had managed to secure from Heeb, on ac-
count of Scherz being in nearby Bern, a contract for all three volumes of Ar-
chipelago in advance; now, with nothing to lose, the publisher brazenly told
me to my face that the millions of copies he had printed had involved unex-
pected expenses (supposedly they had to rent outside printing facilities), and
consequently Scherz could not donate anything to the Fund.

The first volume of Archipelago was being sold everywhere at prices that
were somewhat below average, but for the second volume the publishers
raised the price, claiming inflation and a rise in the cost of paper, and then I,
t00, began to claim the usual author’s percentage to go to my Fund. As for
the third volume of Archipelago, it ended up not being read as much in the
West, which was already tiring of all the Russian horror. The upshot of my
grand scheme was that the Russian Social Fund lost several million dollars to
Western publishers, and that was that.

How on earth could I have imagined such things when I was in the So-
viet Union? Would it even have been possible, stifled as we were over there, to
picture such a cynical world where a donation might not be tax-deductible
and consequently not profitable! In Russia we were not used to measuring
sacrifice with profit. How could we become part of such a world, how could
we open our hearts to it?

In the USSR, that hard and unforgiving land, all my steps turned into a
series of victories. Yet in the West, with its limitless freedom, everything I did
(or did not do) ended up in a string of defeats. Did I ever fzi/ to make a mis-
take here? (In my motherland I was carried on the wings of public support,
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which was also the case at the beginning of my time abroad, but it would
prove no match for the money men’s morass of indifference.)

And yet, among the publishers whom I met during the autumn of
1974, I could not have but immediately spotted the clever, intellectual edi-
tors of the French publishing house (Catholic in origin) Editions du Seuil
(“Seuil” meaning “threshold”): the venerable Paul Flamand and the young,
talented Claude Durand, whom Nikita Struve was soon to bring to Zurich.
The highly revered Flamand, an intellectual with deep and broadly devel-
oped culture, as one often finds among the French, was a great connoisseur
in everything having to do with publishing. Durand was tireless, nimble-
minded (there was something even mathematical about him), quick-witted,
and also a writer himself. Already at that first introductory meeting I felt a
great openness toward them. They had seen my bewilderment, Nikita Struve
being even more aware of it (as he had spoken with Alya), and Struve sug-
gested that the Editions du Seuil should take over the management of my
publishing affairs. Flamand and Durand came to Zurich a second time and
agreed for their house to take on the international protection of my author’s
rights, to decide with which publishers to place my works throughout the
world, and to handle contracts. I asked Heeb to immediately provide copies
of all the concluded contracts to Durand (those very contracts that not Heeb
but the Linder agency had drawn up). Heeb initially claimed that this would
be impossible, that it would entail a lengthy procedure; then a quarter of an
hour later, offended, he brought out all the contracts. It was only from this
point on, from December 1974, that my good angels Flamand and Durand
gradually, year by year, cleaned up and put in order all my publishing affairs
that over many years had gotten into such a tangle.

That Heeb could not grasp the scale of my affairs and barely managed
to handle anything is not the issue; that wasn't his fault. But why did he
choose to hide all that, why did he never admit the problem, but instead pre-
served his decorum before me? It is probably a rule among lawyers never to
admit to weakness before their clients. (From a Russian point of view, how
much kinder it would have been if he had simply owned up to everything
right away.) However, during our meeting with all the publishers that No-
vember, he had realized what trouble he had caused, and at the New Year of
1975, his voice trembling, he informed me that he could see that he was no
longer of any use to me, that he was not suited for the job, and that he was
submitting his resignation. I felt sorry for him. It was we who had encum-
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bered him with all those issues and problems beyond his experience and ex-
pertise, and he had never at any point been anything but honorable. Feeling
sorry for him, I asked him to stay.

He continued to be my lawyer for all of 1975. But during my two years
in Switzerland, Heeb, again without intending to, but with overconfidence
and an incomplete knowledge of his own Swiss laws, ended up doing me far
worse damage than he had before. But more about this later.






CHAPTER 3

Another Year Adrift

Although nobody will contest that the world is a single entity, it has to be
said that a new continent, when one first sets eyes on it, is a wondrous thing.
What is one to expect? What I saw first was Montreal, and from the air it
struck me as a terrible place, ugly beyond compare. My first impression was
not reassuring. (And in the days that followed, as I wandered through the
city, that impression seemed to be confirmed. The monstrous, green-metal
Jacques Cartier Bridge, shuddering under its eight lanes of trafhc: had I ar-
rived by ship, I would have had to sail beneath it, right past a gigantic brew-
ery despondently spewing smoke, with flags on its roof, embankments of
concrete and industry stretching along the river, the view so inhumane that
the ruins of what looks like an old prison or army barracks on the nearby is-
land in the river is pleasing to the eye as the only thing that seems alive. Then
deeper within the city is the black tower of the Canadian radio, and a ridicu-
lously huddled group of skyscraper-boxes in the midst of wide open urban
spaces, the city center a jumble of commercial buildings; elevated express-
ways stretching above the city here and there. Appalling. Montreal was try-
ing to mimic the megacities of America, but fell short.)

I was met by an employee of the airport assigned to me, a Russian; it
was important that I remain incognito right from the start, without news
racing ahead that I was looking to buy a plot of land in Canada. We went
past the general passenger exit, past the crowds and the immigration agents,
and from what I could tell we slipped unnoticed into a house by the St. Peter
and St. Paul Cathedral, where I had an introduction from Nikita Struve to
Archbishop Sylvester of the Orthodox Church in America. I told him the
purpose of my trip and asked him for advice and help. It was there that I
spent the days leading up to Easter.

165
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Unnoticed? If only that were so! Within two or three days a Montreal
newspaper not only published the fact of my arrival in Canada, but even a
picture that was clearly me, taken at the airport. But how could this possibly
have happened? As it turned out, some students were behind this. A number
of enterprising young people had recognized me from a distance and taken a
snapshot with a telephoto lens, and over the next two days they had left no
stone unturned. It was for money, after all! Making a quick dollar at the ex-
pense of my peace of mind. They had gone from one editor to another, try-
ing to get them to take their material, but at first nobody would believe
them. The whole thing was a terrible disappointment for me: before I had
even set out on my secret search, I was discovered. A writer betrayed by stu-
dents. What a world!

Now that my arrival had been revealed, a Ukrainian radio journalist also
tracked me down, and I recorded an Easter address' to the Ukrainian com-
munity in Canada—a large community. I have always felt it my duty to
bring Ukrainians and Russians together in friendship. There is much Ukrain-
ian in me from my grandfather Shcherbak, who never spoke pure Russian,
but his was such a warm way of speaking! Also, my maternal grandmother
was half-Ukrainian, and I have known and taken in Ukrainian songs since |
was a child. Furthermore, in 1938 I had gone with a group of fellow students
on a cycling tour all around the Ukrainian countryside, and I was impressed
and touched by the places I saw. These are memories I cherish.

It turned out that it was not only students who were giving me up in
Canada, but also more established people. In my first few days there, one
newspaper, and then a second and a third, reported my intention to buy land
in Canada and settle down. How did they find out? It later emerged that
Serge Schmemann, a journalist, having heard the news from his father, re-
vealed it to the press. I was pursued throughout the outskirts of Montreal by
television reporters, and had to resort to tricks to escape them. A private
meeting I had with Prime Minister Trudeau was also reported in the papers.

In this world so strange to me I made mistakes at every turn. I had trou-
ble with the language: having to switch so abruptly from German to English
was difficult for me, my mind being elsewhere. My meeting with Trudeau
was quite unnecessary, but I felt that as a controversial public figure I ought
to alert the government about my intentions so as not to end up having the
same problems I had had with the Swiss police, and also to ensure that the
immigration authorities would be favorably disposed toward me. They were,
but the whole thing could have been arranged without the prime minister,
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our meeting turning into pointless publicity. (Our conversation and the top-
ics we touched on gave a general impression of this country’s insignificance,
and [ felt bad for Canada, so prosperous and so large in scale, but a timid
giant pushed aside in the onrush of the daring and the ruthless.)

As for Ottawa, there are many green areas along the river and there are
quiet streets with low-rise buildings (though they did add a number of sky-
scrapers), and in the center there is some Gothic architecture, British.

We energetically set out to find some land: for three days Father Alexan-
der Schmemann drove me to various real-estate agents (“realtors” without
whom neither house nor land can be bought). Archbishop Sylvester also sug-
gested that I contact a young architect by the name of Alex Vinogradov. His
parents were from the Second Wave of emigration (during and after World
War II), and he himself as an infant had gone through the camps for dis-
placed persons. He turned out to be a spiritually sound young man, calm and
staid, with a pleasing and sonorous voice, and his wife, the wonderful Lisa
Apraksina, was of aristocratic background and was third-generation Russian
from the First Wave of emigration. Alex had grown up in an Anglo-Canadian
world where he felt very much at home, but (thanks to his parents) he had re-
mained surprisingly Russian, as if he had just left the motherland. He readily
agreed to help me, and he and I drove all over Ontario. Alex would present
himself as the buyer while I posed as a friend who was simply accompanying
him. (It was very much like when Boris Mozhaev, back in the Soviet Union,
had driven me all around Tambov, press ID in hand, interviewing people
about the current state of collective farming, and I accompanied him, look-
ing into everything having to do with the Tambov Rebellion of 1920-21.)
Alex and I viewed dozens of properties that were up for sale, and in some
cases | even went so far as to give them some serious consideration, like with
one property where there were some strange rock formations around a high
lake. We would sometimes go so far as planning where we would build, and
at times it would have been necessary to put in a road, which was clearly be-
yond what I would be able to cope with. I was looking for an isolated place,
away from the main roads, a thing that was of first importance, but did the
property also have the potential for being comfortable? Would there be towns
and schools not too far away? I would have been happy enough living in the
wilderness, but how could we raise the children there? This worried Alya a
great deal.

After all the exhausting drives and viewing so many properties, it became
increasingly clear that it would be exceedingly difficult to find something,.
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First of all, Canada turned out to be not the least bit like Russia: this is a
wild, sparsely populated landmass exposed to the winds of its northern bays,
there is a lot of granite through which one has to blast one’s way in order to
put in roads. As for the forests, one would have imagined them ancient, luxu-
riant, and thick-stemmed, but in Ontario (the only province I considered
settling in) they were sparse, not much to look at, very reminiscent of the
Karelian Isthmus: for many years all the thick tree trunks had been felled and
dragged away from the forests with tractors, leaving only a number of ailing
trees. If good, strong trees happen to be growing on a property, the buyer’s
attention is specifically drawn to the fact in the prospectus. (Later, from the
train, I looked at Canada’s prairies, but they were just a single vast flatland
you couldn’t even mistake for the Ukrainian steppes, which are picturesquely
rural with little farms.) If only there had been at least a few decent cities! But
Canada also seems to lag behind when it comes to cities, for these seem to be
in the grip of intellectual indolence, and one ends up thinking back to Eu-
rope with affection. But when it comes to hefty, overfed, dimwitted hippies,
Canada in no way lags behind the rest of the civilized world: they lie about
in flowerbeds sunning themselves, and lounge on park benches in the mid-
dle of the workday, chatting, smoking, sleeping.

One could say that there is no such thing in the world as an indifferent
place (or an indifferent season or time of year): for each person, some places
are welcoming, others are hostile; some places affect a person in a good way,
others are harmful. You must listen to your heart, it helps you intuit the right
place to live. (Ever since I was a child, for example, I have dreaded Central
Asia, and it was in Central Asia that I was to get cancer. I was drawn to the
Enisei River and to Lake Baikal, but never to the Urals, nor would I ever have
been able to live in a subtropical or tropical region). Yet Canada, despite being
a northern land, was somehow immersed in a slumber of oblivion.

I had one more dream: to settle somewhere where there were Russians,
so we could breathe in some Russian air, and the children could grow up in a
Russian setting. But there were no such settlements in Ontario. I was intro-
duced to someone connected to the dukhobors,” but they are in British Co-
lumbia, which is too far away. (In the end I did not go to them as they are
quite removed from Russian reality, not to mention that they are letting
themselves be courted by the Bolsheviks and are thinking about returning to
the same country that was so unbearable to them in the time of the tsars.)
Another hope I had had was the Old Believers* who had settled in the
United States, but now I was starting to doubt the possibility.
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For decades I have cherished the dream of escaping the noisy and con-
strained conditions, first of my prison years, then of my years living in the
city, of the irksome radio loudspeakers on street corners. How was I to es-
cape all this? With the experience I had gathered throughout my life, what
did I now need as a writer? Quiet, solitude, nothing more. But in the Soviet
Union it had been impossible for me to find such solitude, a place where I
could build something, find wood for my stove, a place where I could keep
body and soul together, and, even more importantly, do so without being
strangled by the KGB out there in the wilderness.

But now, in 1975, having achieved boundless freedom, and having the
funds necessary for such an enterprise, I could not find myself a suitable
shelter. The only tempting properties we saw in Canada were along the St.
Lawrence River, but they were not for sale, as those estates belonged to old
families, the first settlers, white Anglo-Saxon Protestants. (The river itself
has a wonderful strong current, as our best Siberian rivers do, the air near the
riverbanks moist, almost as if one were by the ocean.)

After some two weeks, by mid-May, I had become tired of searching,
and without Alya I could not come to a decision. I asked her to come to
Canada as soon as possible, tearing her away from the children. At a shabby
little hotel in Pembroke I waited for her arrival, sitting for days by the shrubs
on a riverbank, breathing in the river air and trying to write.

Alex Vinogradov brought Alya straight from the Montreal airport. She
arrived with an even firmer conviction that we must on no account leave Eu-
rope, and indeed one might ask what normal person would want to leave be-
hind Europe’s manifold beauty, its wealth of antiquities and culture? But we
had already decided that we would not live there, that I could not work in
peace, that there would be no getting away from people; and I would not
have wanted to live anywhere in Europe except for France, but there the lan-
guage was a problem for me. We went to see the properties that more or less
had struck me as having some potential, but Alya definitively rejected them
all, particularly the place on the rocky hill near the lake: wind-beaten trees,
no roads, not a soul for miles.

What were we to do? Should we try our luck in Alaska? We couldn’t dis-
card it without at least taking a look.

Alya and I took the Trans-Canada Express from Ottawa to the Pacific
Coast. “Express” is perhaps somewhat far-fetched, as the train lumbers on
quite slowly, its cars rocking to and fro as the tracks are not in the best con-
dition: it is only an “Express” in the sense that all the way from the Atlantic
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to the Pacific one doesn’t have to change trains. The railways in Canada are
in a marked decline heightened by the pointless coexistence and competition
between two fading systems with parallel routes: the Canadian National and
the Canadian Pacific Railway. (In some places their tracks are right next to
each other, the trains empty.) There is one Express a day, the stations de-
serted (they are usually outside the towns to keep these free of railway
tracks), people long since preferring to fly or go by bus. So much have rail-
ways been sidelined that most crossings don’t even have barriers, drivers
crossing the tracks without bothering to see if a train is coming, and the
diesel locomotives (you would be hard put to find any electrification of rails
on this continent) have to honk as loudly as a herd of bison at every crossing.
Consequently, there are always drawn-out honks along the rails. Many sta-
tions do not even have a baggage room, and only rarely is there a telegraph
office still up and running, though nobody needs it. On the other hand, all
passengers, even those traveling alone, are met by a conductor and a black
porter, who help them with their suitcases. The Express ends its journey at
the Pacific Ocean, with sometimes no more than ten passengers getting off.

But the more the railroad declines, the more puffed up the personnel (all
men) become at the main stations: they refuse access to the platforms to any-
one who is not traveling, they keep stopping people, checking their tickets,
unnecessarily making them go through some underground passages where
there is some other listless employee whose only job is to point to the esca-
lator that people must take. The approach to rails taken on the American
continent—first laying tracks farther and farther into the interior and then
losing all interest in them—was the greedy, childish manner of snatching an
apple, biting into it, and throwing it away for another one. In the breakneck
rush toward ever newer things, the best of what was old was cast aside. There
is, however, quite a lot one can view with envy here that should be intro-
duced back home: single compartments on the train, for instance, “room-
ettes,” in which a person is provided in a minimum amount of space with a
bed, a little table, hot and cold water, electric outlets, a mirror, a toilet, and
air-conditioning. If you bring enough provisions, you don't need to leave
your roomette at all. Something else we should introduce back home are the
observation lounges on the upper deck, with their glass roofs so that passen-
gers can look out on both sides and at the sky, an uninterrupted panorama of
landscapes (spoiled, of course, by the obligatory and constant “pop” music).
(But these glass observation lounges must be repeatedly washed on the out-
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side by a special device with rotary brushes through which the train has to
pass in the larger stations.)

I have loved trains ever since I was a child, and I see their decline as a
second loss after that of horses. It is painful. (And to think that in the nine-
teenth century some people thought of the railway as a terrible destruction
of nature.)

We left the train at Prince Rupert and boarded an Alaskan steamer sail-
ing under a brisk American flag, and for the first time we experienced an
American customs inspection. (We were struck by the severity with which
students’ backpacks were being inspected: everything they had packed so
carefully was taken apart and gone through. Were the officials looking for
drugs?) Even the steamer, and then Alaska itself, which seemed so distant
and unlike America, were markedly different from Canada and its somno-
lence. The atmosphere of America, after that of Canada, was quite revivify-
ing, and we began to wonder if we should perhaps settle in America. We
would not have come upon this idea so easily had we not had Canada to
compare it to. I had always thought of the United States as a country that
was too densely populated, too loud, and too much in the sway of politics,
but we now began to feel its expanse and power.

Alya and I, who for a year now had been longing for Russia, could not
have begun our acquaintance with the United States in a better way than
through Alaska. Beside Russia itself, there is nowhere on earth that is as Rus-
sian, except for those places in which Russians have settled extensively. Juneau,
the state capital, is an American city, but even there we were driven around
and shown the sights by a Russian Orthodox priest. And the town of Sitka
(Novo-Arkhangelsk, when Alaska was still Russian) struck us as very Russian,
and we were also received there by the Russian Bishop Gregory Afonsky.

Bishop Gregory (who was named Georgi before taking monastic vows)
was a hereditary clergyman: his father had also been a priest, as had his mater-
nal grandfather and other members of his family. He grew up in Kiev in the
early Soviet era, and at sixteen had been rounded up on the street by the Ger-
mans and sent off to a labor camp as an Ostarbeiter.” (The transport had been
delayed when mothers who had heard that their children were being taken
away, including Georgi’s mother, had come running to catch one last glimpse
of their children, trying to throw bundles of clothes to them.) In the labor
camp, Georgi happened to read in a scrap of newspaper from Paris that his

uncle Nikolai Afonsky, the choir director of the Orthodox Cathedral on the
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rue Daru,® was giving a concert. He managed to contact him, and at the end
of the war was able to get to him in Paris. Later, in New York, Gregory gradu-
ated from Saint Vladimir’s Orthodox Theological Seminary. He had in-
tended to marry before entering the priesthood,” but this was not to be, and
he was ordained and soon thereafter became a bishop. (Later, when he came
to visit us in Vermont and told us about his life and how he had sought a
bride for himself, Alya asked him, “Your Grace, do you regret never having
married?” And the Bishop, with his gentle smile, replied: “Oh no, my only
regret is that I do not have any children.”)

A hundred and fifty years ago, a parish priest from Irkutsk (by the end of
his life he had become Innocent of Alaska) chose to move to Alaska to edu-
cate the Aleut people, who had already been baptized but had subsequently
been neglected. He sailed out to all the islands, translated the Gospel, prayers,
and hymns into six local languages, and today if you see an Aleut priest or an
Alaskan Indian deacon, and you ask these local natives what they are, they an-
swer: “Russian Orthodox.” The museum of Sitka displays our ancient icons
and triptychs, gospels, wooden and porcelain tableware, old Russian copper
coins, a washboard, a rolling pin, mortars and pestles, trays, samovars, sugar
tongs, and silver glass holders. Even more interesting than the museum is the
Bishop’s House dating from 1842, with its old-fashioned living room, its
study, and its array of furniture: an antique rocking chair, wicker-back chairs,
a harpsichord, a dresser, an escritoire, and cabinets. These things seem so fa-
miliar, either in one’s mind’s eye or through intuition, or from something one
has read: as if we were in an old provincial town in Russia in the era of Ler-
montov. As for the samovar, it is the most prevalent fixture throughout Alaska,
even in American homes.

Here, in the northwest of the American continent, one is amazed at Rus-
sian daring, perseverance, and pioneering exploration (which in the Soviet
Union is used as a propaganda concept that one simply brushes aside). For
Alaska did not border Russia with an accessible fagade—one first had to cross
the vast impassable tracts of Siberia. Nevertheless, Dezhnyov had already
sailed around Chukotka in 1648, and Bering reached Alaska in 1741. Before
the time of Catherine the Great the settlement of Novo-Arkhangelsk had al-
ready been established here on the island, and in 1784 the first school for
Aleutians had opened in Kodiak. (Now there is a Russian Orthodox seminary
there.) Aleksandr Baranov—a builder, merchant, educator, and pioneer—
became something like a Russian governor of Alaska, and to this day the na-
tive population remembers him as a man who always kept his word, while the
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Americans who came later did not. (The great-grandfather of the current
deacon was present in 1867 in Sitka when the Russian flag was exchanged for
the American one, and he said that the native people had wept, for the Rus-
sians had treated them well, while everyone was aware of the Americans’ cru-
elty to Indians.) The Russians had penetrated far southward, all the way to
California, and only came to a stop when they encountered the Spanish from
Mexico; the Americans had been third to arrive there. A hundred years later it
became clear from the original documents that Russia had not sold Alaskan
land to America per se, but rather the sovereign rights to use the territories,
which is the reason why even today America buys back lands from local resi-
dents. (What would the historical consequences have been had Alaska not
been sold? What would happen to America if Bolshevik tanks were now in
Alaska? The entire history of the world might have gone in a different direc-
tion.) After 1917, the power of the Russian church in Alaska was interrupted:
there were only five priests left for a hundred and twenty parishes, but the
Eskimos, Aleuts, and Indians kept Orthodoxy alive for thirty years until the
arrival in Alaska of the American Orthodox Church.

Staying at Bishop Gregory’s home was akin to returning to Russia, and he
overwhelmed us with kindness and hospitality. We attended his church ser-
vices, after which a crowd of Aleut children would gather around him (just
as they might in our Russian North), clinging to him and calling out “Bisha-
Grisha!” (“Bisha” for “Bishop,” “Grisha” for “Gregory”). We walked to the
Baranof Castle along a trail covered in wood chips, while huge eagles, ash
white in color, the underside of their wings almost black, flew over the tree-
tops, casting shadows like those of a plane. We were afraid that one of them
might come swooping down, snatching Alya’s fur hat and carrying it off.

It was very cold, even though it was May.

There are Americans who have moved to Alaska in order to live in what
is still a peaceful solitude, raising their children away from modern decline.

But what about us? What about me? No, Alaska was too much of a na-
tional park steeped in the nineteenth century (though the supermarket was
very much of the twentieth).

The Tlingit people welcomed me to their tribe and presented me with
an honorary plaque: “One Who Is Listened To.”

But I had been silent for too long. I was not aware at the time that my
Canadian trip had offended the United States. For a whole year they had
been sending me invitations, and I had just flown across the ocean, but not
to them, and was now, quite oddly, entering their country by way of Alaska.
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The world is an immense place and there are many paths to take, yet one’s
own path is singular, narrow, and harried. Time, which saturates everything,
flows on majestically, yet one’s own time is so brief, so insufficient.

Alya had to get back to the children, but we wanted to visit the Old Be-
lievers and take a closer look at how they live. In Alaska they had only one
settlement, a fishing village, which was remote and difficult to reach, but
they did have a large settlement in Oregon. However, from Alaska it is easier
to fly to San Francisco first, where we wanted to take at least a quick look at
the Hoover Institution with its Russian archives, which are formidable for

archival holdings abroad.

The main tower of the Hoover Institution rises tall and narrow above
the outspread low-rise campus of Stanford University, sublimely planted
with palm trees, many students riding their bicycles from one building to
another to save time. The tower bells ring from high above with a plaintive,
otherworldly sound.

We could not spend more than a week at the Hoover Institution. The
associate director, Richard Staar (a colonel in the U.S. Marine Corps Re-
serve), insisted that we stay at his home, a spacious California house with a
covered winter garden, but we declined, as we wanted to be independent,
and stayed at a hotel on campus, a decision we were to bitterly regret on our
very first night there (a Saturday). Right across from our window, some
thirty yards away, was a sort of large makeshift stage, and quite suddenly,
starting at about nine in the evening, a crowd of young people began to
gather and—horror of horrors!—there was an explosion of wild music, a
dense and reeling mass dancing on the stage. The roar of the loudspeakers
was beyond belief, Alya and I having to yell into each other’s ears, and we
closed the window, which made the room unbearable as the heat was brutal
and there was no air-conditioning. Students both white and black were
dancing with the girls as if they were hard at work: concentrated, tireless,
without looking up at anyone. And all the people crowding around the stage
were holding large paper cups, cans, and bottles, which they then simply
threw away where they were standing, a heap of refuse rising before our
eyes, a shocking sight. The din continued hour after hour. It was sheer tor-
ture, how were we to sleep? But at about one in the morning everything sud-
denly came to a standstill. Silence descended as after an artillery barrage.
Now we once again watched with amazement how the crowd instantly left
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the stage, with a dozen or so students staying behind, who with the same
concentration, speed, and efficiency gathered all the trash into large bags,
swept the stage, and put all the tables and chairs on it. Within ten minutes
not a soul was left in front of our windows, the lights shining on a clean
pavement, crickets chirping in the warm night air.

During our days at the Hoover Institution we made friends with a most
congenial couple. They were Russians from the Second Wave: Nicholas
Pashin, Professor of Russian Language and Literature at Stanford (he was
the brother of the writer Sergei Maksimov), and his wife Elena, who was
originally from Kharkov and who happened to be working at the Hoover In-
stitution and promised me all the help I might need in the future. (This was
to prove a great help indeed!)

It turned out that among the employees of the Hoover Institution there
were many Russian speakers, some from other Slavic countries. There was
Professor Sworakowski, a Pole, who was extremely knowledgeable and active
in acquiring library and archival materials (he immediately explained to me
the layout of the archives, complaining that the Institution was too compli-
ant with Soviet attempts to access the holdings), and there was also a friendly
Serb by the name of Drachkovitch.

We were given a conference room with a massive table to work in, and
the staff kept bringing materials I had located in the card catalogs: invento-
ries, archival boxes, binders, folders with personal testimonies, books, old
newspapers. We also met Anna Bourguina, who during the years of the Revo-
lution had been married to Irakli Tsereteli and after his death had become
the wife of the socialist Boris Nicolaevsky. Nicolaevsky had amassed an ex-
tensive and renowned archive, and after his death Anna Bourguina had be-
come its custodian at the Hoover Institution. (She also gave me a detailed ac-
count of the March days of 1917 at the Tauride Palace in Saint Petersburg;
she and four other girl students had been commissioned by the revolution-
ary palace commandant Colonel Peretz to keep an eye on the arrested tsarist
ministers and to serve them tea.)

Alya and I worked a full week, four hands on deck, without respite, Alya
focusing on the Nicolaevsky archive while I made my way through the card
catalogs and inventories, mapping out a future work plan, but also digging
through a number of memoirs and rare editions that I had never seen or
heard of.

Even for San Francisco we had no more than two hours to spare, driving
through without so much as leaving the car. A picturesque city built on hills.
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A large Chinese district. From the heights, a majestic view of the bay with the
long humming arc of the suspension bridge hovering above the Golden Gate.
In the city we visited heroic Ariadna Delianich, who had such vivid
memories of World War II; she had been through postwar concentration
camps— British ones. She was a large woman with a determined face, and
she alone was now shouldering the burden of the newspaper Russkaya Zhizn
(Russian Life) here on the West Coast; but the newspaper was on the wane,
the Russian language dwindling, its readers departing for another world.

The Pashins also took us to the ocean south of the city, the shore gently
curving. Waves were rolling in, smooth, immeasurably long, unbroken, over
six feet high, the seascape unchanging. It was a beautiful beach, but though
it lies at a latitude of 37° and it was May, the water was so icy that there was
not a soul to be seen.

But the time had come to visit the Old Believers. From San Francisco we
headed north by train to Salem, from what I remember, where we rented a
car. Here Oregon is almost flat, but strangely dotted with a great number of
small, narrow copses that divide the land into separate fields. On a sunny day,
before we could even ask directions to the village we were looking for, we saw
first in one field, then in another, the figures of unmistakably Russian women
and girls hard at work, all wearing bright Russian peasant dresses, a sight our
Soviet eyes were no longer used to. They were weeding strawberry fields (Ore-
gon supplies the whole of the United States with strawberries). Throwing
caution to the wind, we spoke to them in Russian right away, and they an-
swered us in the purest Russian. Our hearts brimmed over with joy: suddenly
here we were in Russia, and what a Russia! This was where we should settle!

The Old Believers we had come upon turned out to be from the Belaya
Krinitsa denomination and were originally from Siberia, having migrated
during the Revolution to Harbin, in China, which was why they were called
“Harbinites.” After the rise of Mao they left for Brazil, where they worked
their fingers to the bone on plantations, but kept sinking deeper into
poverty. The entire community only managed to escape to the United States
with the aid of Alexandra Lvovna Tolstaya.

We went to Kirill and Feodosya Kutsev’s house, where we also met their
seven or eight children (with names like Job, Anisya, Domna) and the grand-
parents Pyotr Fyodorovich and Iskiteya Antipovna. Iskiteyas brother, the
priest Abram Antipovich, also came. They were all solidly built, as if from a
single mold, Kirill sturdy as a hero from one of our old epics. They were
cheerful and merry people, their names unmistakably matching the saints of
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the calendar, and there was much hearty and cheery conversation. And yet
the adults of the family could not sit at the same table with us! That divide
that our ancestors had drawn some three centuries ago still had not healed.
They seated us with the children, though they served us a veritable feast, the
other adults sitting down after we had taken our meal. The children— that
was the challenge! They were particularly preoccupied by the problem of rais-
ing their children here, and we talked about that a great deal. Notwithstand-
ing the power of spiritual influence from within the Old Believer families, the
children inevitably went to American public schools, and were assailed from
all sides by every kind of permissiveness. How else were these children going
to engage in American life one day? But at home the Old Believers strove to
strengthen the children spiritually; they had no television, they read in Rus-
sian. A neighbor’s wife, who had a limp, was teaching them how to read Old
Church Slavonic. And the children’s clothes were homespun and entirely
Russian. Alya and I were given a gift of two brightly embroidered shirts. We
took a group photograph.

Other neighbors from the village came over as well, among them Zhenya
Kulikova, whose sad fate touched us. Every summer her husband had gone
fishing off the coast of Alaska, venturing as far as the shores of Kamchatka,
and one summer he and his boat had disappeared without a trace. It was un-
clear what the circumstances had been: had he drowned or been seized by
the Soviets? (There were certain signs pointing to the latter possibility.) For
five years this young, strong-willed woman, in the bloom of life, the mother
of three children, had been neither a widow nor a married woman. If her
husband was alive, it would have been an unforgivable sin to remarry, but
how could she find out for sure if he had perished? She had written to an
Oregon congressman, and the Americans had contacted the Soviets for infor-
mation, but to no avail. She asked me if I might not venture to write to the
Soviet regime. (Alya sent a note by clandestine mail through Aleksandr
Ginzburg, checking with our prison-camp connections to see if the man was
perhaps being held in one of the camps. But nobody had heard anything.)
We were to keep in touch with Zhenya, exchanging letters.

It turned out that we were not even permitted to stay the night with the
Old Believers, so how were we to consider settling here? But we were invited
to stay at the nearby Benedictine monastery of Mount Angel near Wood-
burn. One of the monks there, Brother Ambrose, had declared himself a
zealous Russian Orthodox, an Old Believer, and he always came to visit the
community. He had set up a chapel for the Old Believers at the monastery, a
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venture the monastery had not opposed. (The Old Believers were quite per-
plexed by this: might it not be some ruse to seize their souls? But for the time
being they coexisted amicably with Mount Angel.) We spent two or three
nights at the monastery.

It was the Feast of the Ascension. On the morning before, on 11 June,
we went to the service at the church of the bespopovesy (the “Nekrasov Cos-
sacks” who had come here from Turkey, and the others call them “Turks”),
but we were given a welcome that was quite cold, even hostile. They would
not let us enter the chapel, but, as a great concession, permitted us to stand
by the porch at the entrance.

So much for being among our own . . .

That same evening we went back to the village of the Belaya Krinitsa
Old Believers for the vigil of the Ascension. Their church was filled, the men
all wearing black peasant shirts, the women in bright and colorful smocks.
The service was long and rigorous, but everyone was welcoming. We spent
Ascension Day there, as well.

Only God knows how much time we are allotted on earth, and I felt this
acutely in June of 1975. When I had been in prison camp at Ekibastuz, I
once had had an extremely vivid dream: it was a cold bright day, the sky very
high; a balcony door torn from its hinges stood ajar, and a clear voice told me
distinctly that I would die on 13 June 1975. I awoke with a vivid memory of
the dream, and wrote down the date in my notebook—1 have kept the note
to this day. Back then, a dream that predicted twenty-five more years of life
was most encouraging, particularly in a prison camp! But who would have
thought—the twenty-five years had now passed. The thirteenth was to fall
on the Friday after the Ascension, and Alya and I thought it would make
sense for me to remain at the monastery that day and not go anywhere at all.

While I was still at the Hoover Institution, a call had come through for
me from the East Coast of the United States: Harvard University was invit-
ing me—for 12 June—to receive an honorary doctorate. They had already
contacted me in Zurich the year before, but I had refused and did not fly to
America just for the occasion. So here they were again, and now, too, I did
not want to change my itinerary just for that, flying all the way across the
continent. And then the fateful 13 June of my dream was looming. So I re-
fused. (They were offended, and for three years did not renew the invitation,
the ceremony finally taking place in 1978.)

And then there was another call, this one from George Meany, who had
heard about my odd entry into the United States by way of Alaska (as
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though I had somehow entered through the back door). I had also turned
down his invitation the year before, and now he was asking me to speak at an
AFL-CIO?® dinner in Washington and at their main meeting in New York,
but since it would be at the end of June, I could fit it into my itinerary with
my other tasks and research.

In this country people simply will not leave one in peace, it’s a constant
barrage! How were we to live here? America was cornering me before I had
even managed to find a place where I could settle down and bring my family.
Come to this symposium, to this convention, to that meeting! No, to that
one! Come now, right away, now! On the other hand, when and where was I
to speak out if not now, after America’s defeat in Vietnam? What I had to say
to them was going to be extremely unpopular, but it had to be said at this
most timely moment. I accepted George Meany’s invitation.

It was now urgent for Alya to return home to the children, but our plan
was that she would try to come back to America for my public appearances.
In Portland (here, too, a bunch of skyscrapers) I put her on a plane, and
then I set out to Canada to return to the East Coast by train, to make per-
haps one last attempt at finding a place where we could live.

At times we have only a vague vision of what the future holds, but some-
times this vision turns out to be spot-on. Sometimes this has happened to me
too; though then one begins to act in that direction, so that the vision and the
result get mixed up. In connection with the life I was planning in America, I
had the vision (but also the desire and intention) that I would return to Rus-
sia, not by way of Europe (and not to Moscow, which had only vaguely
shared in Russia’s terrible years, not to mention that I was never a resident of
Moscow), but by way of the Pacific Ocean and Vladivostok. I would also re-
turn not through the usual parade ground, but would do as I have done in the
United States, and then travel a long, long time through Russia, stopping
everywhere, getting to know people—rzhat would mean rezurning to Russia.
(If extraordinary circumstances do not force me in another direction, that is
exactly what I will do.)

Thus the significance of the journey from Vancouver grew in impor-
tance. I bought a ticket quite easily at the station, placed my luggage in a
locker, and, looking forward with pleasure to the long and comfortable train
journey, I strolled for about two hours along a high walkway between the sil-
ver train cars of the Canadian Pacific and the harbor, from where ships leave,
probably also to Vladivostok. Without its ocean bay, Vancouver would be
like any other Canadian city, with a group of skyscrapers herded together at
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its center, revolving billboards, a mass of single-story houses and multiethnic
streets. But the bay changed everything, with the bluish mountains im-
mersed in grey mists across the water. Leaden clouds roamed across the sky
(and against that background a sparkling white airplane), ships were putting
out to sea. It was as if I were strolling along the ridge of my own life: about
to travel eastward to figure out if someday I would sail westward, to the very
Far West—and then to our Russian Far East?

I spent the whole next day lying in my roomette without getting up, my
eyes taking in the vista of the oncoming landscape, and for the whole day
British Columbia was passing by. The incredible beauty of the Rocky Moun-
tains, the rocks looming right above the tracks, which had to be protected
with iron netting from rockslides, the tracks often having to pass through
tunnels; sometimes the formations were so dense that the rails and the high-
way could not run next to each other but had to pass through their own tun-
nels at different levels; at other times the formations opened out into an
immense basin of a mountain valley bathed in the sun, remains of snow on
summits, and five minutes later there would be another valley with swirling
low clouds. A hazy sparkling green river coming right up to the tracks, then
falling away, then gathering into a raging torrent with white crests, or pouring
out onto the broad floodplain of light stones and pebbles. There were forests
here, real forests, strong, powerful, pristine; dense coniferous forests, but no
birch trees. British Columbia would probably be a good place for us to settle
down in. Though what would have been truly ideal would have been living
by Lake Baikal, in one of the valleys. (The reason our search was so scattered
here was because we were not in our own country; back home things would
have gone much faster.) But there is a limit to how far a person can go against
the grain. I was torn by the never-ending conflict within me: to write or to
do battle?

So it was truly wonderful to lie in my roomette without having to disem-
bark until Pembroke, in Ontario, where I was to meet with Alex Vinogradov
to continue my search for a place to settle down. But I decided to make a stop
in Winnipeg, Canada’s Ukrainian center, to visit the Ukrainians there. They
have something like a pan-Ukrainian parliament abroad, an international
Congress of Free Ukrainians, which gathers together a number of different
Ukrainian movements, and this under the auspices of two different Ukrain-
ian churches, one Catholic and the other Orthodox of a kind (a self-styled
branch with noncanonical election of bishops since 1918). The Russian émi-
grés, on the other hand, belonging to different churches, refuse to come to-
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gether, their churches feuding, and consequently some two million émigrés
(nobody knows the exact number) are scattered in small isolated cells doomed
to dissolve into nothingness. So all that remains for Russia, all that will in-
fluence it, are the books of the intellectuals of the First Wave of the Russian
emigration, the disputes of the years between the two World Wars, and the
inane scribbles of the columnists and commentators of the Third Wave.

But how were the Ukrainian émigrés faring? There seemed to be far
greater cohesion among them, but, strangely, this cohesion seemed somehow
inert: they were not undertaking anything against the Soviet power, and
would not even speak out against it categorically. Their only aspiration is to
live, to live in the West, where one can have quite a good life, and wait until
liberation will descend upon them from the Heavens, liberation from both
the Communists and the Russians. And if you press them to fight, they are
prepared to battle only against the moskals.” I met with Wasyl Kushnir, the
president of the Ukrainian group, along with the senior ranks of the diocese,
and we got together in the evening to talk with some twenty or so people
from the local intelligentsia. I could sense their state of mind, and told them
quite openly that, when the time came, many would step up to the plate
when it was a matter of their claiming their share of freedom, but what were
they prepared to do in order to win freedom? One of those present sup-
ported me indirectly, blaming his compatriots: how many people did
Petliura have fighting at his side? Why, only thirty thousand men, the rest
hid in their houses.

The Ukrainian question is among the most dangerous issues for our fu-
ture. It could deal us a bloody blow at the very hour of liberation from the
Communist yoke, and strategists on both sides are ill-prepared for this. I feel
the burden of this issue on my shoulders, largely because of my heritage. I
sincerely wish the Ukrainians happiness, and would like to work together
with them, putting all enmity aside with a view to solving this bitter issue: I
would like to bring reconciliation to this dangerous split. Furthermore, I was
friends with people from western Ukraine in the Ekibastuz Special Camp
where I witnessed their unrelenting spirit, and I respect the courage with
which this manifested itself. I never sensed the slightest rift between us in
our solidarity against the Soviet regime. I believe that in Ukraine there are
still many of my comrades from the camps who will facilitate a future con-
versation. It will not be any easier to speak to the Russians. It is of little use
to try to make the Ukrainians see that we all, in spirit and origin, hail from
Kiev, nor do the Russians want to envision that a different people live along
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the Dnieper River. The Bolsheviks have sown resentment and discord of all
kinds: these killers inflamed and cut wounds deeper wherever they went, and
when they leave we will be left in a state of decay. It will be extremely diffi-
cult to argue prudence. But I will put into it whatever voice and weight I
have. Come what may, there is one thing of which I am certain: If, God for-
bid, there is a war between Russia and Ukraine, I will have nothing to do
with it, nor will I permit my sons to join.

Alex Vinogradov and I spent some more time driving around Canada,
but we simply could not find land that was suitable. My heart was no longer
in it; I could not see myself living in this country. And I suggested to Alex
that we should perhaps look for a place in the United States. What state was
closest to where we were? Vermont?

Meanwhile, the time was approaching for me to go to Washington for
my talk, for which I had to prepare. We crossed over to the United States
near the Thousand Islands. Every time I cross the border from Canada to the
United States I have the impression of entering an ordered, well-managed
space. It was becoming clear that the United States was the right place for me
to settle down; and it was not at all crowded, as I had imagined it to be, not
in the least! Nature here is robust, and the forests have not been logged and
are in excellent condition.

It was already Pentecost, the Feast of the Holy Trinity, and Alex and I at-
tended the vespers service at the monastery in Jordanville."” I thought it
might be a good idea to stay at the monastery and prepare my talks, but I had
forgotten that this was the patronal festival, and there was a large gathering of
pilgrims, with all the rooms occupied. The monastery is impressive: it had
struck root so far away from the motherland, keeping the Russian spirit
strong despite the corroding encroachment of foreign modernity. But look
how far the Russian Church had to retreat, after having originally planned
just a few years’ retreat in the Balkans.!" In addition to the Jordanville mon-
astery there is a seminary, a printing press, and, of course, portraits of Niko-
lai IT everywhere. On the portal of its cemetery church there is an inscription
devoted to the royal family (whom they consider as the firs# martyrs of the
Revolution, somehow completely passing over the thousands of people who
had been shot before the royal family had been). And yet on the other side of
the entrance there is the all-encompassing inscription: “In prayerful memory
of the leaders and soldiers of the White Russian Army, the Russian Corps,
the Russian Liberation Army and all who laid down their lives battling god-
less Communism, and who were tortured and killed in the times of upheaval.
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Lord, Thou knowest their names.” Back in the Soviet Union we are not even
permitted to utter these names without a curse on our tongues. But one day
everything will come together, everything will be recognized.

The Russian pilgrims visiting the monastery had filled all the hotels
within a twenty-mile radius, and Alex took me to Otsego Lake, north of
Cooperstown; it was only later that I realized that this was where James Feni-
more Cooper was from, whom I had been reading since childhood. Alex
drove off in his car, leaving me stranded in some little motel.

I had with me some political notes I had made the year before and a
shortwave radio that provided me with fresh news, all the reports firing me
up. The United States was trying to whitewash and gloss over its agonizing
defeat in Indochina; and it was also losing influence in India. (It was in those
days that Indira Gandhi had proclaimed a dictatorship.) In Africa too Com-
munism was seeping through, and had already successfully spread to Angola.

To me it was clear that Communism could not last forever. It was decay-
ing from within, chronically ill, but on the outside seemed immensely pow-
erful, marching forward with great strides! And it was marching forward be-
cause the hearts of the affluent people of the West were timid, timid due to
that very prosperity. But with Communists, as with thugs, you must show
unrelenting toughness. In the face of toughness they will relent, toughness
they respect.

But who will demonstrate the necessary toughness? How decisive the
next American president’s views must be, how unwavering his heart! How
will such a president arise?

Silence and solitude: without them I cannot manage. It was a great task
for me to turn away from my work and drag my soul into this fleeting and
fast-flowing political battle, initially by forcing myself, and then at full speed.
The most difficult thing is overcoming one’s inertia, changing direction;
once one is in motion, heading in the direction one has chosen, much less
effort is needed. So I spent the whole Feast of the Trinity, four days, working
on my two speeches, and both now were beginning to crystalize: the first
being basically about the Soviet Union as a state, the second about Commu-
nism as such.

Then a Russian émigré from the Senate staff, Victor Fediay, a wiry and
energetic man from Poltava with a darkish complexion, drove me to Wash-
ington by car. It was a drive of many hours and as we were talking he gave
me a taste of the seething and bilious tangles and intrigues of Washington’s
inner circles, which turned out to be more sinister and heartless than I had
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pictured. The country was not being run by responsive and humane men,
but by cynical politicians. Whom among them could I hope to convince, to
sway? And to what end?

We drove through the attractive and varying landscape of upstate New
York, then along typical highways down to Washington, arriving toward
evening. My two first impressions were of the massive Mormon temple
(standing off to the side and not open to everyone), and the streets in the
center of the capital where there are only black people, an odd-looking sight.
(The whites are leaving for the suburbs, while the blacks settle in the center,
Fediay explained.)

Meany had arranged for me to stay at the Hilton Hotel, in the so-called
“presidential” suite on one of the top floors. It was an excessively large space,
not a room but rather a succession of chambers, with security posted outside
my door. So was this how major politicians lived? Leading the masses while
aspiring to have as little contact with them as possible? So I had three more
days in an air-conditioned cage to continue preparing my speeches. We had
great difficulty finding a skilled simultaneous interpreter, as all the Russian in-
terpreters in Washington were involved with Soviet and American diplomacy,
and consequently barred from translating for me. Fortunately, a United Na-
tions interpreter was found who only worked for them as a freelancer, the tal-
ented Harris Coulter, a man who was warmhearted in a very Russian way,
and we had such great rapport that we could have gone on a year-long speak-
ing tour together. My utter trust in him made it possible for me to rehearse
with him the day before— that is, to more or less give the speech I was plan-
ning for the following day (I had not written it down), and to gauge the time
and help him figure out how he might render difficult parts. However, he did
not dare tackle the first speech on his own and brought in a colleague: a rather
strange lady who was Russian, but not Soviet, and a very capable interpreter,
even entering a kind of trance while she was working; but the instant she
walked in, she informed me rather coldly that she did not share my political
views and did not wish to be associated with them in any way, a declaration
that was somewhat unusual for a Russian émigré, though evidently she could
not afford to turn her back on Soviet interpreting assignments. She disap-
peared after I gave my first speech.'?

As we had agreed, Alya arrived to support me in Washington before I
was to appear, and immediately got me out of a difficult spot with some
good advice. My speech was burning within me, thought for thought if not



CHAPTER 3 | Another Year Adrift | 185

word for word, and I felt it would be a shame to read it the way all those
Soviet charlatans do, and quite a few in the West as well. But it was vital in
speaking never to stray from my order of thought and never to miss an apt
expression, and this sparked a tension within me that affected the whole tone
of my speech, depriving it of its effortlessness, and hence its impact. I did
not have a whole text at hand, but a number of points written out in what
had already become a bundle of notebook pages. Alya’s advice was to go
up to the podium with my bundle of notes, hold them in my hand (with-
out letting them interfere with my gestures), and look at them whenever I
needed to. A simple enough idea, a simple method, but one has to come up
with them. I did as Alya suggested and immediately a great weight fell from
my shoulders, it was all so simple. This was a method with which I could
conjure up a hundred speeches in advance. And, indeed, in my fired-up state,
I was ready to give a hundred speeches, but held myself in check.

Some two thousand people attended, as well as a number of guests of
honor (among them Patrick Moynihan, who was the United States Ambassa-
dor to the United Nations, Secretary of Defense Schlesinger, and the former
Secretary of Defense, Melvin Laird). The event began with a banquet, as
American etiquette prescribes, and we sat on the stage facing the audience,
along with the AFL-CIO leadership and guests of honor, first of all gorging
ourselves (a terrible custom!). I was somewhat thrown off when I was to begin
my speech, with everyone at their tables, some still not having finished their
dessert. There was an extremely touching moment during George Meany’s in-
troduction when two former prison camp inmates were invited onto the
stage: Alexander Dolgun (whom I knew through Georgi Tenno in Moscow)
and Simas Kudirka, the Lithuanian defector who had initially been returned
to the Soviets by the Americans, but whose release the Americans had recently
helped to obtain. We greeted one another in a brotherly embrace, planting
firm kisses on each other’s cheeks before this audience that was so ignorant of
our ordeals that they had never been through, but that was prepared to hear
our words, which gave us hope.

[ was not in the least nervous—not that I had expected to be, judging by
my previous speeches; yet I had never experienced anything like this before. I
felt as if I were standing on international heights, my words resounding and
lasting. Released from the task of having to remember what I had to say, I
now found the necessary freedom for every utterance and movement. I caught
the audience off guard with my sudden announcement: “Proletarians of all
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countries, unite!,” as if a Soviet agitator had somehow appeared in their midst,
but it was the announcement of Soviet prison-camp inmates reaching out to
American trade unions, perhaps the only ones in the world who in the bitter
years of the late 1940s had not betrayed them, and who constantly reminded
the world of the slave-labor camps in the Soviet Union, even publishing a
map of those camps.

In giving this speech' there was also something else from which I was
liberated, and that was from any doubt about the necessity, timeliness, direc-
tion, and impact of my salvos. I struck out at the Communist cannibals, and
I did it with all the force within me; this force had been surging all my life,
and now burst forth all the more passionately due to the demise of Vietnam.
I believe that in all their fifty-eight years no one had lashed the Bolsheviks as
harshly as I did with the two speeches I gave in Washington and New York.
(I believe they regretted having expelled me from the Soviet Union instead
of locking me up.)

Though I came to the United States a year after my initial invitation,
with the attention on me no longer so heated, the timing was still good. It is
true that many people were stunned by my sharp tone, and television sta-
tions did not carry my speech, even though up on the balcony the cameras
were rolling without pause. An angry big-city newspaper called my speech
foolish, but other commentators compared the two speeches I gave with
Churchill’s Fulton speech (about Stalin’s “Iron Curtain”), and I must say,
without undue modesty, that I agreed then with that assessment. A few years
had to pass, as they now have, for me to leaf through these speeches and for
me to be surprised at my confidence back then. As a result of the great
change within me, I would 7oz give such speeches today: I no longer see
America as a close, faithful, and staunch ally in our quest for liberation as I
had felt in those days. Definitely not!

If I had only known! If someone back then had made me aware of the
shameful Public Law 86-90 of the United States Congress (of 1959), where
the Russians were not named among the peoples oppressed by Communism,
but where Russia itself—not Communism —was identified as the global op-
pressor (of China as well, and of Tibet, not to mention such nonexistent
states as “Cossackia” and the “Idel-Ural”). And on the basis of this law Ameri-
cans observe “Captive Nations Week” every July."* (And to think that we,
deep in the Soviet heartland, naively sympathized with this commemoration!
We had been grateful that we, the enslaved, had not been forgotten!) It would
have been an ideal moment for me to strike out at the hypocrisy of this law!
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But alas, I did not know about it then, and was not to know about it for sev-
eral years to come.*

Unfortunately, our compatriots in the Soviet Union were to hear little of
the salvos I had fired with my two speeches: Kissinger for a long time pre-
vented the Voice of America from broadcasting me, and the BBC and Radio
Free Europe were also beginning to avoid me as an “authoritarian figure,”
which was how I was being portrayed after my Lezter to the Soviet Leaders.

Meany, in a sly move, had also invited the State Department, congres-
sional leaders, and President Ford to the banquet. But needless to say none
of those others came, and neither did Ford. Kissinger, the big honcho of dé-
tente, had warned him in no uncertain terms that he would run the risk of
ruining relations with the USSR. On 26 June 1975, four days before my
speech, the State Department sent a memo to the White House that said:
“The Soviets would probably take White House participation in the affair (a
banquet honoring Solzhenitsyn) as either a deliberate negative signal or a
sign of administration weakness in the face of domestic anti-Soviet pres-
sures. . . . Not only would a [Solzhenitsyn] meeting with the President
offend the Soviets but it would raise some controversy about Solzhenitsyn’s
views of the United States and its allies. . . . We recommend that the Presi-
dent not receive Solzhenitsyn.”!¢

Up to this point the president had not sent me an invitation to the
White House, nor had I expressed any interest in going; the matter had not
been discussed. But a devil-may-care journalist seemed to have picked up a
scent that something was up, and began firing questions at the White House
press secretary as to why the president had not extended an invitation to me.
Somewhat at a loss, the press secretary furnished reasons that were not par-
ticularly convincing, and as a result the rumor grew that the White House
had snubbed me, a rumor that was to deal a painful blow to Ford. (He was
accused of “insulting Solzhenitsyn,” though I see no insult in the matter.)

We hardly got to see Washington at all, just a stroll with Rostropovich
near the Lincoln Memorial, one of his concerts at the Kennedy Center, and
a hurried hour visiting the Library of Congress. Alya seized the opportu-
nity to visit a small but exquisite museum of Impressionist art. We also let
ourselves be talked into seeing Makarova dance with the American Ballet

*To this day, the Congress of Russian Americans is striving to push for a revision of this law;
I have been asked to help, but still nothing has come of it. (Author’s note, 1986.)"
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Theater, a performance of two sections that had been hastily thrown to-
gether— Makarova’s hesitant classicism and the American company’s natu-
ralistic and frenetic eroticism. We even went backstage to meet Makarova,
feeling it our duty as compatriots, but that only led to awkwardness on both
sides; we had nothing in common.

On America’s Independence Day we went to Williamsburg, Virginia,
where three centuries of history and crafts had been re-created in a pictur-
esque manner. There was also a parade in costumes of the eighteenth cen-
tury, with old carriages and small cannons.

We were then taken to New York and put up at the Americana Hotel"”
on some unbelievably high floor, the only air in the room being pumped in
by a machine, the view from the sealed windows hellish beyond belief. Deep
down in the concrete canyons the streets teemed with cars as if with insects
(a good third of them yellow—New York City cabs, it turned out), inhuman
skyscrapers all around (sporting seventy-foot-high cigarette billboards), and
from the roofs, those that were below us, came unrelenting clouds of vapor
(the byproduct of the cooling systems). No sooner had we settled in than a
mighty storm broke out over the city, worthy of 7he Master and Margarita,'
and then a second storm. Even fearless Alya was alarmed, but I told her not to
worry, that according to popular lore storms were a good sign. “God’s mercy
embraces even such an inhuman monstrosity.” I cannot imagine an uglier city.

In the prison cell of the room, again with security posted outside, I re-
mained under lock and key until the hour I was taken by elevator to a new
audience, a new banquet, to give my next speech. Without fresh air and with
this unchanging demonic view from the window, locked up like a prisoner, I
did not envy the lot of the politician.

I gave my New York speech' on 9 July with the same passion and convic-
tion with which I had given my Washington speech, thrusting a spear into the
jaw and ribs of my nemesis, the Soviet Dragon, cutting through its flesh,
piercing it to the quick, telling the Communists everything they had not been
told. (The labor unions published the speeches in an edition of 11 million
copies,” and it was at that point that the KGB began cooking up a malicious
pseudo-biography of me penned by the Czech Tomas Rez4¢ with the help of
KGB officers from Rostov and elsewhere.)

The following day I accompanied Alya once more to her plane for
Zurich. I still had to stay on for a few appearances into which I had been cor-
nered. On Sunday I appeared on Meer the Press.*' (In the half-hour we were
on the air they managed to interrupt us with a bra commercial.) I was ex-
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pecting a major confrontation with the journalists, but the discussion was
rather dull. The four journalists sat self-importantly in a row, pufling up
with an air of solemnity when their turn came to ask a question. They kept
trying to make me contradict what I had said in my speeches. I got the im-
pression that they saw me as an enemy. Only my old acquaintance Hedrick
Smith did not go on the offensive, telling the audience of the weight I carried
in the East Bloc and in Europe, and explaining under what circumstances he
had met me in Moscow and Zurich.

The next day I was dragged off to another television interview, to pres-
ent the anthology From Under the Rubble. (With the help of my name our an-
thology sold throughout the United States in far higher numbers than anyone
had expected.) The interviewer turned out to be the American celebrity Bar-
bara Walters, who arrived twenty minutes late. Under normal circumstances I
would not have waited, but there was our anthology to consider. Once she ar-
rived, she began showering me with questions about American politics and
Kissinger. I brought the conversation back to the anthology, she brought it
back to politics, and so we talked on for half an hour, though the segment was
to be fifteen minutes long. I watched the program the following day, and they
only broadcast the political part of what I had said. There was no discussion of
the anthology. I immediately reached for my pen and wrote this Barbara a
peremptory letter, telling her I am about to make a fundamental decision with
regard to the American media, and will make it based on whether or not they
air the fifteen-minute segment of our discussion on From Under the Rubble.
A week later I looked again— they were broadcasting the segment.*

In the two weeks that had passed, the mainstream American press missed
no opportunity of tearing my speeches apart. True, one article pointed out
that “it is always to the advantage of the West to be reminded of the threat
of Communism and its treachery,” and some other pieces were in fact quite
sound, but for the most part things were being written such as: “Solzhenit-
syn is summoning us to a crusade for the liberation of his countrymen.” (I
had done nothing of the kind!) Drowned out was the protest of the Wash-
ington Star that I was not calling the West to a crusade, but only asking that
it stop aiding the oppressors. The free American press is entirely deaf to what-
ever is not to its advantage, preferring to hear what it wants to hear. And the
Voice of America, mindful that its boss was Kissinger, highlighted the hostile
responses in its press summary for its Soviet listeners, even going so far as
to dig up an editorial in the Cleveland Press® to distort for Russian ears the
meaning and significance of my speeches.
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While I was in New York I managed to spend two days at Columbia
University, unfortunately not more, working in the Russian-language Bakh-
meteff Archive, reading some excellent émigré accounts. I met with the heads
of Columbia’s Russian Institute. (It turned out that we had no common
ground whatsoever.) In Manhattan, on the border of Harlem, I also visited
Roman Gul, recently widowed, who was the editor of the Russian quarterly
the Novy Zhurnal (New Review)—he had actually taken part in the Ice
March!** God, how sad it is to end one’s life in exile and all alone in the
concrete canyons of New York!

Meanwhile, I had received an invitation by telegram from twenty-five
senators asking me to meet with them in a conference hall at the United
States Congress. (Some of the politicians were put out that they had missed
hearing me speak when I was in Washington.) This country was running me
into the ground! I went back to Washington, this time by train, my favorite
way of traveling, and on the train finished composing the speech I would
give to the senators, a short one. My interpreter Harris Coulter and I de-
cided that this time I would actually write out the speech, and that he would
do the interpreting while also referring to the written version.

We were expected at the Congress on 15 July. The police halted all traffic
at the intersection, and two senators who laid special claim to me—the Re-
publican Jesse Helms (who had put me up for honorary citizenship) and the
Democrat Henry Jackson (a passionate opponent of the USSR)—seized me
the instant I emerged from the car. Jackson acted as if this was the greatest mo-
ment of his life, but his eyes remained blank, which sent a shudder through
me: the world of politics! They led me along a kind of corridor where I was
met with applause from above, and then on to a rotunda before an audience
made up of some thirty senators, again as many congressmen, and whoever
else had managed to get in. Coulter and I read out the speech alternately in
small sections, with a smoothness as if the speech were being given only in
English, while the two leading senators had squeezed themselves next to us on
the podium, vying with each other to demonstrate how close we were.

Now, in 1978, I have reread that speech®—it still reads well, and had
come easily to me back then. (Today I would not be able to say #/is to an
American public. It was all about how the different peoples of the world can
understand one another despite their different experiences, and how their ex-
perience can be transmitted verbally. When I had given my Nobel Prize
speech, I had thought that this was possible, and still believed it when I spoke
before the Senate, but already six months to a year later I had lost all hope.) In
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my speech before the Senate, I roused my listeners to strive for the interna-
tional consciousness of a grear people (all the while knowing that today’s
politicians were far from being up to the task, and that the American electoral
system, with its manic fanfare and powerful financial intervention, blocks the
rise of anyone great and independent). After my speech the people formed a
long line to shake my hand, as is the American custom. (Among these people
was a Senator Longo from Italy, which was to have consequences. And when
Rostropovich’s two daughters, Olya and Lena, came up to me at the end and
I hugged them, the press took a photograph and published it as me kissing fe-
male employees of the White House.)

After my speech we proceeded to Jackson’s office (with Helms also keep-
ing pace), and suddenly the phone rang and the White House was on the
line. Responding to my speech with American celerity (I had given it but ten
minutes before), the president’s staff invited me to come to the White House
right away, this minute! That would not do—going to the White House a#
this point, after the media debacle about how they had “snubbed” me! I
thanked them for the kind invitation, but refused. Then Senator Helms was
called to the telephone, and they pressed him as their fellow Republican to in-
tervene. While still on the phone with them he begged me to reconsider, but
I was not to be swayed. This is the real reason why there was no reception for
me at the White House, but poor President Ford ended up shouldering
the blame.

The Washington scene did not allow me a moment’s rest, and in the
hours following my talk at the Senate there was a further consequence of my
speeches and actions: Lane Kirkland (Meany’s deputy), at whose house I was
staying, called his wife and told her that Vice President Nelson Rockefeller
was coming to dinner that evening. And he came. Meany arrived, Coulter
was called in to interpret, and then the vice president appeared. (In the
meantime, his bodyguards had cordoned off the house.) I must say that,
contrary to the hopes I had expressed in my Senate speech, the vice president
struck me as surprisingly unprepossessing: one’s first impression was his col-
orless appearance, but it became increasingly clear in the three hours he sat
there that he was bored, a number of times turning to the job at hand,
which was to try to convince me to meet privately with Kissinger! (The vice
president acting as the secretary of state’s errand boy!) That I had speared the
Soviet Dragon was clear enough, but it turns out that I had also struck a
nerve with Kissinger, for although he had kept the president from meeting
me he was now hurrying to make peace, or somehow placate me and rope
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me in. But I was not at all interested in a private, behind-the-scenes meeting
with Kissinger. And by now I was resolved that it would be best never to
meet with people who seem to have an opaque agenda, which could lead to
their later giving the meeting a false interpretation. This has become my gen-
eral principle. But moreover, it would have been unbearable for me to meet
with the man chiefly responsible for the capitulation of Vietnam. However
hard Rockefeller tried to persuade me, my answer remained an unequivocal
no. (For the rest of the evening Kirkland, his wife, and Meany complained
to the vice president that the government was betraying Israel, though that
hardly seemed to be the case.)

I feel that in those days I did to an extent manage— though perhaps not
fundamentally or lastingly—to brake if not halt the decline of the Ameri-
can consciousness. It was a time when that consciousness was beginning to
show the first flickering signs of emerging from its absolute low point in
Vietnam and starting to demonstrate some mettle.

In Washington I received a letter from Alya, who was already back in
Zurich, and in it was my first-ever letter from little Yermolai, written in a
child’s hand. I felt a surge of emotion, as though my son was being born
again. Through these lines I began to feel that he was becoming a personality.

I did not allow myself to be roped into any further commitments in
Washington: as far as I was concerned I had completed all my obligations
there, and anything more would have been superfluous, so I left Washington
the following day. I made a few personal visits (at the Dobuzhinskys I
arranged a meeting with one of my father’s comrades-in-arms from the First
World War). But it was not that easy to escape the Washington hullabaloo:
at the Tolstoy farm near New York City, I suddenly read in a newspaper that
the White House had informed the press that the president would gladly re-
ceive me #f only I were so disposed. It had finally occurred to them to throw
the ball into my court! The rules of the game demanded that I immediately
make the next move. The Helsinki Conference?” was looming, so I linked
that to our possible meeting: President Ford has already pointed out that
there is no need for a “symbolic” meeting between the two of us, with which
I fully agree. Of course, I myself would have sought a meeting with him if I
could have dissuaded him from recognizing at the Helsinki Conference the
slavery of Eastern Europe. But it’s to no avail: he will go to Helsinki and he
will sign. We called the New York Times from the Tolstoy farm and gave them
my rejection and the reason for it.?® (As late as August, the White House
was writing in response to letters from voters that the president was still
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hoping to arrange a meeting with me. The whole thing must have left a bit-
ter aftertaste.)

I had lunch with Tolstoy’s daughter Alexandra, and we marveled at the
tortuous Russian paths of the twentieth century. To think that I was now
here! What was more, I had intended to send ber an anonymous parcel of
my first microfilms, entrusting them to her keep. And I had already written
about her in Archipelago; now 1 inscribed for her a copy of August 1914, as if
I were giving back to Tolstoy a work that could not have come about with-
out him. Sitting right there with us at the table was none other than the
daughter of General Samsonov!® And she said that I had portrayed her fa-
ther exactly as he was. That, to me, was high praise.

My business on this continent was coming to an end. Now, too, near
West Point I met William Odom for the first time. He was one of my “in-
visible allies,” and I was able to firmly shake the hand of the man who had
transported half of my archive, half of my life, out of the Soviet Union. I
also visited the Russian summer school at Norwich University in Vermont.

But what about my new home? Where was it? I almost felt as if T had al-
ready moved to America—at this point I would have loved to withdraw to
my own four walls. But alas, the realtors in Vermont had yet to show Alex
Vinogradov any property of interest, a suitable home, or even just an empty
plot of land, not to mention that for the time being Alex was unable to drive
me around. So I had no place to work, and time was passing. There was to
be no move to America right now; my plans had come to nothing, and so
(with all my suitcases in tow) I returned to Europe. It became clear that we
would be spending another year in Zurich.

Alex put me on a plane in Montreal, the shortened night went by, and I
opened my heavy eyes on 1 August and read in the newspaper that was being
handed out in the cabin about the triumphs of the Helsinki Conference. (I
was thankful to Fred Luchsinger, who predicted in the Newe Ziircher Zeitung
that history would ultimately prove me right, not Kissinger.) The Helsinki
matter cast a dark shadow over my return to Europe, a return that was al-
ready reluctant, sullen, and forced. I stepped off the plane as if my feet were
not my own, somehow lost, with an acute feeling that this was the wrong
place to be living. I felt caged in! I was returning to Europe, but in a sense |
was not—1I simply felt out of place.
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I had wasted so much time! For three months 1 had not so much as
touched my work!

Nor was Alya at home. Returning from America, she had decided to take
the four boys, our little brood, to France, to the Russian Orthodox summer
camp arranged by the Russian Student Christian Movement at Grenoble.
These summer camps, which are like Boy Scout camps—or camps for
“young knights”—are carefully set up by Russian émigrés throughout the di-
aspora in an effort to give their children a Russian environment under the
care of good teachers, immersing the children in Russian warmth, strength-
ening their Russian language and their faith. Our unrelenting predicament
was how to raise our children abroad but as Russians. For the three younger
ones, a whole year had passed in which everyone, except for us at home, was
foreign, speaking a language they could not understand. But the children
were amazed when they arrived at the camp: everyone could speak Russian!
(Not always particularly well, but nevertheless Russian . . .) Alya did not have
an easy time of it—the children in the camp were all older than ours—but
the trip proved a success and the boys brought back many happy memories.

After three months of absence my mail had accumulated, and among
the letters was an invitation from the Prince of Liechtenstein to visit him at
his castle near Vaduz. This was the same Prince Franz Joseph II of Liechten-
stein, now a man of advanced years, who in 1945 had fearlessly given shelter
to a detachment of some six hundred Russian émigrés who were retreating
from Germany with their families; while the Great Powers, in an act of cow-
ardice, had delivered Russian soldiers and refugees to Stalin, the prince of
this tiny patch of land refused to relinquish anyone! (Only about a hundred
individuals voluntarily went over to become Soviet prisoners.)

Viktor Bankoul and I had already visited the castle once before, without
an invitation, on our way to Italy the previous spring. We had gone there with
the intention of conveying to the prince the gratitude of the Russian people.
We had arrived early in the morning. The day had apparently not yet begun
in the castle up on the hill, but, then again, what could one see from outside
except for the stone edifice and its narrow windows. At the castle gates I wrote
a note in German: “Your Highness, it is with much admiration and sympathy
that I gaze upon this small country, which has found its modest and stable
place in our bustling and chaotic world. We Russians will not forget that it
had the courage to give shelter to Russian army soldiers in 1945 when the en-
tire West, shortsighted and fainthearted, had betrayed them to their deaths.”
We knocked at the gate, and the porter took us across the bridge over the
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moat and along a cobbled path between stone walls to a small stone building.
The secretary turned out to be a tall, white-haired, elderly man dressed in vel-
vet. The prime minister had come hurrying over, he too in courtly attire, and
I had given him the note. Less than a month later I happened to meet the
prince and princess at the ceremony I attended in Appenzell, after which they
had sent me an invitation, though I had already left for America for what I
thought was to be for good. But now, having returned to Europe, and feeling
particularly unsettled, unable to focus on my work, visiting Liechtenstein
seemed a great prospect. So Viktor Bankoul and I drove out there once more.

Nowadays in Europe one can see a number of castles, though usually un-
inhabited. This castle, however, was inhabited by three generations of a large
family, with private quarters, children with toys, crenels, narrow stone stair-
cases; there was a museum of knightly weapons in the cellar and we were
served lunch in the Knights' Hall, the servants in livery, the elderly prince
with regal bearing. We were quite surprised to hear that the prince’s daughter
was in Washington working for some U.S. senator. Also at the table was the
former prime minister, who had been in office in 1945% and had led the talks
with General Holmston-Smyslovsky and had provided his troops with a safe
haven. It turned out that the general himself was here in Vaduz. After visiting
in the company of the princess the highest peak in the principality, where the
family has a modern house to which I was invited to stay over the winter to
work, we went to meet Smyslovsky. He turned out to be Boris Smyslovsky,
the son of Aleksei Smyslovsky, one of the characters in my August 1914. 1
have long known his family’s history—in Moscow I knew all his relatives—
and there was an immediate warmth and mutual understanding between us.

These graceful, aged stones of Europe! How unlike those impersonal
American roadside towns. So many streams of history converge here! Could
I perhaps see myself settling down in Liechtenstein in the mountains? How
hard it is to find one’s ideal place, one’s mooring!

I was yearning for a little peace and a return to my work, weary of being
put through the grinder of politics. But where was I to work? The house at
Sternenberg was occupied that summer month, and in our house the attic
was swelteringly hot, an impossible place, while all around, the city was full
of noise, passersby peeking into our tiny backyard—how was I to work
there? All this weighed upon me more and more.

And then there were all those letters, so many letters waiting to be an-
swered, letters in all languages, already culled and sifted through by Alya with
the help of Maria Aleksandrovna Bankoul. (She taught Russian literature at
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the University of Zurich; like her husband, she was fluent in the major Eu-
ropean languages.)

How could I immerse myself in my historical novel when a letter had
been languishing in the pile for an entire month (it had been written three
months earlier, but had been delivered in some unconventional manner). It
was a copious letter filled with information, its opening words: “I turn to
you as a compatriot, author, fighter, a human being, and a Christian! It is
my duty to tell the truth and to prove that what I say is true, since all the wit-
nesses are still forced to remain silent.” How could a chill not run down one’s
spine? How could one not jump into action? (And this would not be the
only cry for help; but how could I rush to everyone’s aid?)

This letter was about the tragic case of Lyuba Markish, a woman who
was now disabled, having fallen victim to the frightful Soviet practice (of
which news had already spread) in which they tested new chemical agents on
unsuspecting people, such as chemistry students working as laboratory assis-
tants. The tests on Lyuba Markish had taken place seven years earlier at the
University of Moscow, and she had since emigrated and was now living in the
States. But she was informing me about this too late; while I was in New York
I could have spoken out about this crime. (Our Fund then provided her with
a grant so that she could document her case in writing. She began this en-
deavor, but almost immediately the ubiquitous Soviet agents started terroriz-
ing her as well as David Azbel,* a former Soviet chemical engineer who was
championing her cause. Alya attempted through Maximov to arrange for
Lyuba Markish to be included in the Sakharov Hearings** in Denmark, but
to our amazement the organizers of the hearings, the circle around Sakharov,
were not interested! Then Alya moved heaven and earth to have Lyuba speak
before a Senate subcommittee.?® But “in the interests of the United States,”
the protocols of her testimony were not released.) How was one to muster the
energy keep on fighting to proclaim the truth? There were so many similar
cases of intolerable injustice, but where was one to find the time and strength
to take them on?

On 25 August (Alya and the children had just returned from the sum-
mer camp) two high-ranking plainclothes officers came to see us. One was a
slim, gray-haired, fine figure of a man whom I recognized from photographs
taken at the airport when Alya and the children had arrived from Moscow. It
turned out that he had also been present at the Zurich train station when I
had first arrived from Germany. He now warned me that provocateurs had
penetrated Czech émigré circles in Zurich, and that, according to local and
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other European police sources, my name was on a hit list of international
leftist terrorists. I was grateful for the warning, but not surprised. What else
would one expect? I knew that the Soviets would not simply sit there quietly
taking all my punches.

As for me, I was lost in this noisy city without a safe haven where I could
work. But our guardian angel Elisabeth Widmer came to the rescue, finding
me a shelter, the Holznacht Farm in the Basel countryside, a spacious three-
story cottage with a dozen or so rooms that belonged to a large family, who
promised to stay away for the three months I was to be there; and indeed,
throughout that period nobody disturbed me. Unlike Sternenberg, the area of
the Holznacht Farm was a grassy slope entirely surrounded by woods and hills,
almost like a natural courtyard. In order to see any distance one had to climb
one of the hills, a broad mountain vista opening up all the way to where the
Swiss, French, and German borders meet. But from the windows, the porch,
and the veranda, the view was intimate and soothing. There were no passing
cars here, nor tourists wandering by, and the farmer’s house was some four
hundred yards away. I was immersed in utter seclusion, but a seclusion that
was extremely productive, the seclusion of the autumnal highlands. The win-
dow frames were carved in the old tradition and the furniture was antique; I
brought firewood from the nearby woods, and in the evenings lit the tiled
stove. The Basel FM dial offered plenty of classical music, and I kept pacing
the veranda, which took fifteen strides to cross, and turned in for the night in
the unheated bedroom upstairs, with the windows open. In this way I gradu-
ally managed to shut out everything, calm down, and return to my work.

It was a return, but it was not easy to get back to work with determina-
tion and focus. I began reading my Diary R-17,* the diary of my novel
about the 1917 revolution, which had grown quite substantial. I found so
many leads I had intended to follow but had dropped or not developed.
There was no ready model for broaching a historical novel of such broad
scope. Now my August 1914, which had already come out, also struck me as
incomplete. The main thing missing was how the 1905 Revolution had cut
a deep wound into Russia, but also how Russia had subsequently flourished
under Stolypin and all the way until 1914. In this military Node of my novel
I had barely touched on the revolutionaries—yet they were vital! Also appar-
ent, and painfully so, was the stitching between November 1916 and the un-
written August 1915. As for November 1916—alas, it was far from finished;
in fact there was much I would have to rewrite; and seven years of work on it
had already gone by. Did this mean I was incapable of completing my opus?
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Wias it an impossible task? But this work was my life! I was planning to begin
right away with the third historical Node, March 1917, an even more difh-
cult reality; with the pace of the Revolution in flux I would have to change
the whole approach and dynamics of my writing.

While I kept treading water, mulling things over, I decided to focus on
my characters, extending the lines of my plot to the sixth, seventh, or even
the eighth historical Node. This I did. And so I gradually began to emerge
from my crisis and was even rewarded with “avalanche days,” as I call them.
(In the past, at Rostropovich’s house in Zhukovka, I had had many such
days.) “Avalanche days” are particularly useful in moving forward on a work:
for some unfathomable reason there are days when right from the start ideas
begin pouring in, ideas and more ideas, deductions, all so promising, so
domineering! You must seize them all before they slip away, you must write
them down, faster and faster, the first, second, third idea, you are fired up,
you cannot stay at your desk, you keep pacing and pacing, and thoughts,
images, scenes keep coming and coming—if only I were able to capture at
least some of them with rough jottings, to get a few ideas on paper.

And yet in the three months I was to stay in Holznacht, the outside world
kept grabbing at me and inciting me. Whenever I went to the farmer’s house
to call Alya in Zurich, she almost always told me about something worrisome
that needed to be addressed, that had to be dealt with and taken care of.

For one thing, there was a wave of libel in the papers. This was a new
kind of libel, one that was “friendly.” A Senator Longo from Italy (whose
hand I had shaken in the Senate in front of a camera) published an extensive
piece on a forty-minute one-on-one conversation I had allegedly had with
him in which I supposedly talked to him at length about my views concern-
ing Italian and world politics. Then the West German National-Zeitung pub-
lished an extensive full-page “interview” with me, though without indicating
the date of the interview or where it had taken place, or the name of the in-
terviewer. It presented a broad range of questions and answers, and was in
fact a straightforward paraphrasing of all the points I had made in my Ameri-
can speeches. But why did these crooks have to present them in the form of
an invented interview? To boost the circulation of their paper? The Italian
magazine Cultura di Destra also published an interview, indulging in the
same form of “friendly fabrication.” This was piracy, a living person treated
as if he were dead! So this was freedom of the press! These people from the
Right were as dangerous as those from the Left, ready to skin one alive. I had
no choice: I had to publish a refutation. [17]
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In the meantime, the Left was not twiddling its thumbs. The venerable
Le Monde, clearly perplexed that they had promoted me, printed the sensa-
tional news that I was heading to Chile for the second-anniversary celebra-
tion of the Pinochet regime.*> It would have been interesting to know what
their motive for this was. After all, a newspaper run by intellectuals, one
imagines, ought to have known that, if it was a lie, it would be easy enough
to refute. Being caught out would surely be shaming for them: but no! The
main thing was to trumpet the news, whether true or false, so that every left-
ist would tear “Solzhenitsyn’s reactionary move” to pieces. Solzhenitsyn
sends a refutation? Fair enough, we'll print it in tiny type somewhere.*® And
those who do not read the refutation will doubtless remember the libelous
news. (And remember it they did. I was to be reproached in print for many
years for this invented “trip to visit Pinochet.”)

The truth is that hard-hitting speeches, like the ones I had given in
America, are not without consequences. They evoke whirlwinds of sympa-
thy or (even more often) of hatred, which flurry about for a long time,
snatching at me, drawing me in. Alas, the pitfalls of getting anywhere near
politics!

And then after my speeches the Austrian Writers’ Union wanted to hear
me in Vienna and draw me into a debate at a symposium in defense of the
ideals of socialism (the Austrian Chancellor Bruno Kreisky was also intend-
ing to participate). Alya informed them that I could not come as I was now
totally immersed in work, and also let slip that communications with me
were difficult (meaning she could not call me at Holznacht as there was no
phone). Suddenly the Austrian newspapers were featuring triumphant head-
lines such as: “Solzhenitsyn in deep depression, will see no one, not even his
wife!” An American press agency then sent the scoop out worldwide. The re-
sult was that worried people from all over Europe began calling Alya: “He is
in a depression? How terrible!” A red-letter day back at KGB headquarters in
Moscow! I composed a reply that Alya sent to a newspaper that was posi-
tively disposed toward us, the Newe Ziircher Zeitung, which they printed,
adding with a touch of irony: How strange—“a writer who doesn’t receive
visitors, read letters, and now—foible of foibles!—even refuses to go to the
PEN Congtess in Vienna! . . . That an author needs quiet to be able to write
might even be understood in PEN circles without garnishing this not-so-
unusual act with devious speculations.””

And then I was contacted by some Chinese officials who were in Switzer-
land and wanted to set up some sort of secret meeting. Their intentions were
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clear as day! I would be quite a trophy for them, a hammer with which they
could strike a blow at the Soviet leadership. No, thank you! I had no inten-
tion of being a pawn in their Marxist disputes. They could sort those out
themselves. I informed them through an intermediary that I would not meet
with them.

In the meantime 7he Oak and the Calf was about to come out in Ger-
man. The notorious Stern magazine was lying in wait, on the lookout for the
right moment, and, with the publication date drawing near, launched its at-
tack. Stern had missed the opportunity of stopping the French edition with
all that my book revealed about the magazine’s underhanded actions in the
Soviet Union against me, a number of months having already gone by;
though perhaps Stern was not all that interested in focusing on France. But
in Germany, Stern’s home country, the magazine did not want to be publicly
disgraced. Even if its editorial line aided the KGB, it was vital for Szerz to be
perceived as patriotic within Germany. It had already attacked the magazine
Quick (and quite successfully) because of accusations of that kind, and peo-
ple in West Germany were afraid of being sued. Stern had also attacked Die
Zeit for publishing my sharp statements against their dealings, but the case
did not make it to court as Countess Marion Doénhoff, Die Zeit’s editor-in-
chief, had taken the matter in hand and rebuffed Stern with great aplomb
and fervor, pointing to the unequivocal underhandedness of Stern’s actions
against me in taking shots at me from undercover, against which there was
no way I could have defended myself in the USSR. Countess Dénhoft also
reminded her readers how Stern had conspired to have my Prussian Nights
published to stir up trouble for me.*® (But generally in the West there is a par-
ticularly barefaced audacity with which those accused of having links to the
KGB use the legal system. This system allows such people to sidestep the law,
since there is usually no written evidence, not to mention that they some-
times have powerful backing, money being no object and everything being
taken care of.) The German publishing house Luchterhand had already type-
set The Oak and the Calf and was preparing to bring it out when, on 2 Sep-
tember, Stern’s lawyers filed in the Hamburg court to stop the publication. A
notice was then sent to Luchterhand and to Editions du Seuil in Paris, as
well as to me in Zurich (though I was already at Holtznacht, hoping to work
there in peace and quiet), informing us that we had until twelve noon on
5 September to reply. In order to avoid a penalty from the Hamburg regional
court, we had to renounce our claim that the article published in Stern in
1971 (concerning my aunt and the Shcherbak family, which resulted in a vi-
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cious Soviet attack on my background)’” had been published through the
efforts of the KGB. We also had to renounce our claim that the editor-in-
chief of Stern was lying when he stated that his reporter had visited my aunt
in Georgievsk (a city inaccessible to foreigners).

This notice (sent by regular mail, not express) reached Luchterhand only
on 4 September, a copy arriving at Editions du Seuil and Zurich even later,
after I had left Zurich, but the ultimatum of 5 September remained etched in
stone: we weren't even given the opportunity to think things through or con-
fer with one another. An all-out attack! On 3 September, the swaggering edi-
tor of Stern, Henri Nannen, anticipating the notice, telephoned Luchterhand
and made the same demand. It was early September, people were still on va-
cation, and Luchterhand’s editor-in-chief was away; one of his coworkers, a
man of weak nerves, was holding the fort. This coworker wavered, replying
that although Luchterhand had no objections, it could not make any changes
without permission from Editions du Seuil, but he would get in touch with
them immediately. Nannen coldly pointed out that he had already been suc-
cessful in court countering charges of Stern’s having connections with the
KGB. The following day, on 4 September, the notice itself arrived at Luchter-
hand: There was less than a day to act. Luchterhand’s lawyer knew the Ham-
burg law office that was suing, having dealt with them before, and sent them
a reply by express mail and also calling them, confident that a delay could be
arranged. Nothing doing! The head of the law office (Senft), who had signed
the threatening notice, had just gone on vacation, and without him nobody
could authorize a delay! So on 5 September, following the noon deadline, the
Hamburg court, because of the urgency of the issue at hand, came to the fol-
lowing decision: The defendants are herewith prohibited from stating literally
or by intimation, of claiming or implying, of diffusing or creating the im-
pression, particularly in reference to the work 7he Oak and the Calfthat . . .
(in short, that the article which Szerz had published concerning my aunt had
come about through the efforts of the KGB, and that no reporter of Stern
had ever met with my aunt). The defendants are herewith ordered to pay a
deposit of 100,000 marks to cover the fees of the court case.

Luchterhand now begged the Editions du Seuil, and Luchterhand’s lawyer
begged my lawyer Heeb, to convince me to remove all the contested text. Miti-
gating the text would be of no particular help, as even a mitigated version
would still “create the impression or allow the impression to be created” that
Stern did in fact collude with the KGB. As any intimation was prohibited, this
would result in halting the booK’s distribution. According to German law, the



202 | PART 1 | 1974-1978

defendant bears the burden of proof, and Solzhenitsyn would not be able to
furnish documents proving that Stern had colluded with the KGB.

Indeed, I would not be able to, and consequently Sterz had an excellent
chance of being declared blameless. And all this brouhaha came down upon
me in the tranquility of Holznacht, where I had just begun reimmersing my-
self in The Red Wheel.

This was perhaps the first time, but I was to notice it in the future too:
in legal clashes there is a physical sensation of tension in the upper chest, the
tensing of muscles one feels in hand-to-hand combat, in this case a pointless
tensing of the muscles, since this is a combat of souls. It is not a combat for
which souls are suited: it is too low for them, and therefore a degrading en-
counter. (And then there is a long-term effect, an emptiness in the chest.)
Legal battles are a profanation of the soul, an ulceration. As the world has
entered a legal era, gradually replacing man’s conscience with law, the spiri-
tual level of the world has sunk.

The legal world! Nothing but chicanery! This is how the USSR can freely
make its moves in the West, as neither KGB agents nor KGB bribery can ever
be exposed with tangible proof. The Western court system is drowned in a
litigious quagmire, choked by the letter of the law, the thread of its spirit lost,
so often affording crooks and swindlers an advantage. Not to mention that a
court case can drag on for months, even years, which works in these people’s
favor. Consequently, in the West one cannot speak out about these jackals
freely and openly the way I used to speak out about the Communist threat
hovering over me.

Fortunately, all these details and interminable German lawyers’ letters
did not manage to make their way to me at Holznacht (it is only now, three
years later, that | am working my way through them), Alya was safeguarding
my work to the extent she could, but the phone lines between Paris, Zurich,
and Holznacht crackled with stress and anxiety. What an idiotic situation—
and was I going to have to beat a retreat? How stupid and inane, to have to
rein in what I say about the KGB now that I am here in the free West, while
in the Soviet Union I could stand my ground and speak out against them.
There I had carved out for myself far greater “freedom of speech” So now,
though I was seething with indignation, I had to sign a power of attorney for
the lawyer of Editions du Seuil for the court case, and had to stop my work
and start leafing through the prickly pages of my Oak and the Calf. (This is
what happens when you publish your memoirs too soon!) Where were those
thrice-damned passages? How could I change them in time for the looming
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German edition without changing the whole thing? To delay the entire book
would be even more foolish.

Luckily, Claude Durand from the Editions du Seuil, who manages all my
literary affairs, was a man of cool-headedness, even audacity, with the dueling
spirit of the Frenchmen of yore. He endeavored to pull us through all this
with only minimal changes. The trick he proposed was simply to drop the
name “Stern” in the places that were most dangerous, replacing it with an as-
terisk and a footnote that words referring to a certain West German magazine
are currently the subject of litigation, and that the author has removed these
words for the time being so as not to delay publication of the book.

That is what we did, and we did it in a hurry (the missing words were
in the chapter “Nobeliana,” in the interview with the Americans),* and all
things considered it ended up not to work to Szern’s advantage, in fact quite
the opposite: even if the magazine was reduced to no more than an asterisk,
many in Germany remembered its “expos¢” of my aunt in Georgievsk. Thus,
the interview with the Americans also remained in place, where it came out
that the magazine enjoyed special advantages in the USSR, and that the So-
viet Writers' Union had called it “a source which we have every reason to be-
lieve,” followed immediately by a foreboding empty space, so that it was easy
enough to guess the name of the magazine. The result was that these pas-
sages ended up being far more emphatic than if we had not excluded any-
thing. Durand had managed to fool Stern! And Stern’s reputation as a mere
tabloid remained uncontested and stuck.

Rarely does such a situation pass by so easily, not without God’s help.
Once the matter was behind us, I never did look into the details. Apparently,
Durand, had stood his ground, and Stzern for some reason had wavered. In
any case, the most difficult thing for me would have been to abandon Holz-
nacht and enter the fray. But the whole thing somehow passed quietly and
painlessly.

And yet, thinking back, it is amazing how easy it is to force us into retreat.

Needless to say, in the meantime the powers that be in the USSR con-
tinued on their path, people still disappearing, still being terrorized. Even the
editor of the samizdat Veche (Assembly), Vladimir Osipov, was hit hard, try as
he might to show loyalty to the Soviet government, whose name he always
wrote in capital letters, always striving to see in this government a foundation
for Russian national hopes, even going so far as to lead the polemics directed
against me as a traitor to these hopes. They went after /im of all people, and
not after the leftist dissidents or the Jewish opposition movement that had
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its own samizdat magazine, and Osipov was given an eight-year sentence as a
repeat offender. During his trial I could not idly stand by, and made a public
statement (from Holznacht, calling Alya in Zurich from the farmer’s house
and dictating my statement to her over the phone).”

And then Igor Shafarevich was targeted for taking part in the Sakharov
Human Rights Committee, and for having published his piece in our an-
thology From Under the Rubble. He was no longer permitted to lecture at the
University, despite being a scientist of world renown! I wrote a statement to
the press* and sent personal letters to the foremost mathematicians.

It was during these days that, in Oslo, Sakharov won the Nobel Peace
Prize—1I had already nominated him for it in 1973%—and journalists from
all over the world called us in Zurich asking what my opinion was at this
very moment. The press was no longer interested in everything I had a/ready
said about the matter, which was typical of the media in the West, nor were
they interested in what was to happen in twelve hours’ time: the only thing
that interested them was the present moment. Alya published my response.*

I was happy for Sakharov, and glad that his position in the USSR would
be reinforced and that his defense of the persecuted would count for more.
But I was also aware that he would continue to perceive the obstacles to emi-
gration as the signal aspect of Soviet persecution. I never ceased to lament
that this great son of our people, having always paid such a high price to as-
suage his conscience, would not take to heart the great task of our people’s
national rebirth.

It was also in that year that Sakharov published his pamphlet My Coun-
try and the World,” where he was still caught up in all the same ideas he had
laid out in his “Reflections,”*® which he had published seven years earlier.
But his argument in My Country and the World was weaker, with an arbitrary
lowering of his former high-mindedness, and of the general and particular
points. This would have been an excellent opportunity for him to speak out
on all the issues he and I had discussed, but this he declined to do: “Today I
see no reason to continue the discussion,” he wrote (though I think he would
have been hard put to find arguments), “Solzhenitsyn was later to explain
and clarify his position.” He wrote this as if 7/ had been the one who had
changed my position— though it would seem he was the one retreating. He
initiated a debate that resounded worldwide, but then refused to continue.
Well, let God be the judge. And yet a few lines further down he went on to
insist: “You cannot call upon our people, our youth, to sacrifice.” In other
words, not even my appeal to “Live Not by Lies.” And who can one call upon
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to see sense, if one cannot call upon the leaders? If one cannot call upon
anyone in our country to do anything, what is left for us to do? To sit and
wait for the West to come to the rescue?

And that same September none other than Stolypin’s son asked me to
speak out in support of a small group of determined émigrés who, under the
name of “The Conference of Peoples Enslaved by Communism,” were con-
vening in Strasbourg at the same time as the European Parliament with the
aim of drawing attention to themselves. It was a group I could not turn
down, my own view being that all the peoples of Eastern Europe should
make peace among themselves and turn against Communism. So I wrote a
statement that was as outspoken as possible.?’

That was how my quiet days of seclusion at Holznacht passed, with me
constantly hurrying the four hundred yards to the phone, either to hear what
was happening or to deliver my statements. The news was invariably aggra-
vating, except for the fact that Alex Vinogradov had, without my needing to
be there, bought a large plot of land in Vermont with a house on it, and for
a good price. So our move was settled. (He bought the place in his name
with a power of attorney. For me to fly across the ocean to take a look at the
property, as Alex had asked me to do, was more than I could manage: it was
simply impossible for me to put my work aside. He asked if Alya could
come, but Alya was the axis of our lives and could not leave even for a mo-
ment. Consequently, the place that was to be our abode for many years to
come was purchased sight unseen! Fortunately, Alex’s choice was spot on.)

Every time Alya came to visit me at Holznacht she spoke a lot about our
sons. After summer camp, they had quickly progressed to having more than
just children’s books read to them. They listened wide-eyed to Pushkin’s fairy-
tales. Then came days of rain, and Alya found Yermolai and Ignat sitting
among piles of boxes and toys on an opened sofa bed. “What are you
doing?”—“We're off to join papa! We will defend papal”—“Defend him from
whom?”—“From the enemy! This is food for him, a typewriter so he can
write, here are some boots . . .” They were playing out my departure . . .

Thinking of the children was soothing and somehow a support for me.
At night, when I cannot sleep and try to repel tormenting thoughts, I think
about my sons, and all is well.

I sent my statement to Strasbourg, but I was already of two minds, and
my voice was frayed. Whose arrogance was harder to bear, that of the East
or that of the West? Who was I striving more fervently to reach? Was it the
Communist “gangrene, spreading throughout humanity”? 1 had already
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poured my ire over the Communists that past summer, but who would
speak the bitter truths about the world of commerce and litigation? Not
even their own sons would tell them these bitter truths, let alone strangers
who are newcomers to the West.

That autumn the news on the radio was particularly harsh. I listened
every day, both to the Voice of America and the BBC, and what I heard fired
me up to intervene, to speak out! Everything I was hearing from America
confirmed that nothing had changed and that they were continuing to kow-
tow to the Communists, handing over key positions throughout the world.
Following Schlesinger’s resignation (his noble appearance and firm hand-
shake remained etched in my mind) and Kissinger’s new triumph in his ca-
reer, I could not resist making a very political move that I ought not to have
made: I wrote an article for the New York Times (1 December 1975).4 My
temperament had led me to it; it was a big mistake, too direct a statement on
American affairs, its tone too sharp.

I quickly concluded that my speeches were having no effect whatsoever
in America, and this sparked in me the urge to give more speeches, this time
in Europe. Especially painful to me that autumn were the interminable
lamentations of the European public over a number of Spanish terrorist-
murderers who had been sentenced, the painfully touching goodbyes of their
families, and the hypocritical behavior of all the European governments—es-
pecially the British government. Using threats, these governments set out to
protect rights and freedom where it was least dangerous to do so, while they
continued kowtowing to the Soviet Union.

I was especially sorry for Spain! My heart had been with Spain since my
university years when we were eager to take part in its Civil War—on the Re-
publican side, of course—and we easily made Huesca, Teruel, and Guadala-

? our own— these places were closer to our hearts than our own Rus-

jara®
sian towns, forgetting in our youthful folly all the blood that was shed so close
to home, in Rostov, in Novocherkassk. Over the years—by then I was in
prison—1I had come to a different understanding of the strife in Spain; I saw
that Franco had made a heroic and colossal attempt to save his country from
disintegration. With this understanding there also came amazement: there
had been destruction all around, but with firm tactics Franco had managed to
have Spain sidestep the Second World War without involving itself, and for
twenty, thirty, thirty-five years, had kept Spain Christian against all history’s
laws of decline! But then in the thirty-seventh year of his rule he died, dying
to a chorus of nasty jeers from European socialists, radicals, and liberals.
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Spain quickly became destabilized, and every Tom, Dick, and Harry in
Europe joined in the fray. The meanest of all were the British Labour Party.
I was particularly sorry for the young Spanish king,® who was placed on an
uncertain throne, his uncertain hands on the wheel, clearly still not sure on
what points he should concede, and on what points stand firm.

As I paced the long veranda at Holznacht (a great way to calm one’s
agitation—1I decided to have the same kind of narrow and long veranda
built in Vermont), I came to understand that I would be unable to simply
immerse myself in 7he Red Wheel; it wouldn’t work. Regardless of how
loudly a Le Monde or all the leftist papers would jeer, I had to go to Spain
and openly support the forces that were still keeping her together—not to
mention that they were right next to a broken Portugal.

I also felt that I had to go to England. I was leaving Europe, this time
truly forever (after the United States, I would one day go straight back to
Russia). I could not quench the thirst to go to England and speak out at
length about the new, as well as the old.

It must be said that I had ceased to believe, had despaired of the possi-
bility of convincing people with my voice, of transmitting my experiences in
words. My Nobel Lecture I had still put together with the belief that this
would be possible, thinking that even without naming names everything
would be understood. I now doubted that literature could help bring across
the experience of another. It seems that each nation (and each person) is des-
tined to walk the long path of errors and suffering, from beginning to end.
But for my own benefit, to assuage my temperament, I could not turn my
back on speaking in England and Spain.

In the West, I disregarded all worries about tactics, ignoring the fact that
some people might not like certain things I said (I could not imagine the
droves in which my opponents would spring into action). I simply wanted
to express myself freely!

I returned home from Holznacht only at the end of November. (Three-
year-old Ignat had stood for over two hours at the window so he could be first
to tell his brothers of my arrival. I sat down at the dinner table, and Ignat
came and sat beside me, watching in silence as I ate.) It was as if the winter of
that year was entirely lost to me: I had no peace, no place to call my own. Nor
was [ able to undertake any serious work. What was also becoming very clear
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was that the handful of old people, witnesses of the Revolution, were now
dying off, and this was the last opportunity to call upon them to put their
memories to paper. I wrote an appeal to them.’! But what return address was
I to give? Not Zurich, as we were about to leave. We decided (though it did
sound strange) to ask them to send what they wrote to the émigré newspaper
of whatever part of the world they were living in, and that the newspaper
would then forward it to us.

Radio Liberty had sent me batches of their 2:30 a.m. broadcasts about
the 1917 Revolution, which I greatly valued, transcripts that back in the
USSR I had tried with so much subterfuge and difficulty to get hold of**
with the help of Betta. Now I had all the transcripts piled up on my shelves
within arm’s reach, and didn’t even have time to sit down and go through
them, pulled as I was in all directions, always having to rush off somewhere.

Needless to say, the KGB provocations were continuing. I received word
that a letter from some Czech journalist living in Geneva had been published
in the Prague samizdat, in which he supposedly informed a friend in Stock-
holm that he had allegedly met with me, and that I was warning the Czechs
that Dubcek was nothing more than an ambitious careerist and an incompe-
tent politician, who was untrustworthy and had to be isolated!

But there does come a point where one ceases to take in all the forgeries,
stings, and harassments. Not to mention that I was gathering momentum
for my final whirlwind trip through Europe. I was so energized that I was
even planning to speak in Italy. But with all the preparations, arrangements,
and freeing ourselves from everything we needed to free ourselves from, I
simply did not have enough time; our schedule was extremely tight, and the
archives that I had not yet sorted through had grown considerably. We de-
cided not to go to Italy.

Regardless of the precise route, the path lay through France. France was
at the center of everything, the place where my books had first come out.
And for the New Year of 1976, Nikita Struve persuaded me to give an inter-
view to the magazine Le Point while I was still in Zurich, which I did.”

Wanting to take a look at England, and not have England take a look at
me through its reporters and photographers, I prepared my trip there with-
out publicity and with only the help of Janis Sapiets from the BBC, whom I
had known since the first day of my expulsion from the Soviet Union. He
was a Latvian émigré (his mother a Russian from Novgorod), a Protestant
pastor, his Russian impeccable, and he was also particularly sympathetic to
the problems of Russia. (He was one of the few who understood that Com-
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munism and Russia were not one and the same thing.) Sapiets had found
Alya and me a place to stay in England, a safe haven, arranged an interview
with the famous television broadcaster Michael Charlton, and gradually set
up further activities and events. What I really wanted to do as well was to go
on a car trip to Scotland, having always respected and cherished the very
sound of that country’s name. But again, there were not enough days at
hand, and so it was not to be.

Nikita Struve helped us change trains in Paris (we traveled by rail, of
course). We crossed the English Channel on a hovercraft, a rapid modern
monster, mythical and growling as it creeps ashore, its sides collapsing. We
had hoped that we would not have had to get off the train all the way from
Paris to London; but that was not to be, neither on the way there nor the
way back, as there were no longer any railway ferries. So we kept having to
change conveyances with all our luggage.

Thank God we Russians have read Dickens well! From the very first
British faces that we saw in the customs office, on the bus, at the little train
station at Dover, on the train to London, or at Charing Cross where Sapiets
met us, we marveled at the unmistakable and distinct physiognomies! One
feels one knows them all from Dickens: even the most unexpected face makes
one think back for a moment: yes, yes, I have encountered you before! And
judging by their look, we had no trouble guessing what kind of witticism
each of them might come out with. The dark and neglected little train station
at Dover, the conductor on the train, the man checking tickets when you
leave the station—they were all so familiar! And through the windows of the
car we saw in quick succession all the places that Sapiets named for us, Trafal-
gar Square, Buckingham Palace, our heads dizzy from driving on the left.

We went into hiding at Windsor. But even there, at the hotel (the win-
dow looked out onto the Thames, with ducks and swans paddling in the
water, and on the opposite bank of the river lay Eton’s boathouses), we again
felt that we “knew” all the employees, the old furniture in the room that was
so crooked and endearing, the unwieldy closet, the chest of drawers and the
mirror that was well out of anybody’s reach. Everywhere we went it was not
quite warm, not quite clean, the taps only spouting either cold or hot water,
often enough there being no hot water at all, and we still hadn’t been to any
of the cold unheated manor houses (one had the impression that there is
never enough coal or firewood in England), as if the British had quite delib-
erately settled down in such discomfort in this damp country. And yet that is
what makes one feel a special sympathy toward them; it is as if they are far
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more vulnerable and good-natured at home than when they act before the
world and on history’s stage.

In two minds, I strolled through Windsor and walked along the Thames,
preparing something new: a speech I would give on the radio, in addition to
the television interview. Without revealing our identity anywhere, or if we
did then very discreetly, we went to see the library at Eton (the pupils were on
holiday), the Albert Memorial Chapel with its worthy farewell inscription
(from the Apostle Paul): “I have fought a good fight, I have finished my
course. . . .>* I too hope that I might have the right to speak these words at
the end of my life. We also visited Windsor Castle, those wings to which the
public had access; we went to Oxford, to meet with my esteemed translator
Harry Willetts, and to Cambridge to see the daughter of Aleksandr Guchkov.

Harry Willetts (he could not bear writing letters, so we were hardly ac-
quainted) made an extremely charming impression on me: he was so warm-
hearted, even Russian, from having diligently studied all things Russian for
so many years, and his wife being from Russia. He is a rare translator, not
only on account of his talent, but because of his selfless approach to the task
of translation: he does not see translation as a source of income, but shares
the responsibility of co-authorship; he cannot bear to send out a translation
that is not in the best possible shape, and with the anguish of an author he
will set about to seek out every last word. For this reason his work is slow,
dragging on unbearably long, and publishers are annoyed. But what transla-
tions he produces!

And so we wandered through England with me in two minds, because I
was taken aback to realize that the England I was now encountering turned
out to be one I recognized, and perhaps always loved. This made me want to
soften the harsh accusations and indictments I was intending to pronounce,
but I was still repelled by the cruel, pompous Great Britain on history’s stage.
To that Great Britain I had to tell the unadulterated truth, in terms perhaps
never told it before, but the other Great Britain probably needed to hear
these truths as well.

On our first Sunday in England, on 22 February, we went to an estate in
the country, where I had my television interview with Michael Charlton from
the BBC, an interview that was to resound through England and even the
United States.” It was to be broadcast the following Sunday, which meant
that we could continue to remain in quiet concealment in Windsor, where I
was preparing my radio speech, and we then traveled to London just as qui-
etly. There in a single day I gave my speech on the radio®® (which was also to
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have a great effect) and met with the directors of the BBC’s Eastern Euro-
pean Department where [ strove in vain to make them see what they were
doing wrong.”” (But it was futile to try to convey to them the feeling of help-
lessness and enervation that their commentator Anatol Goldberg triggered
in listeners under the Soviet yoke, with his droning words of reassurance
that the most hopeless negotiations were certain to end well; after all, the So-
viet representatives had clean handkerchiefs, surely that was a good sign! Al-
ways that same, ubiquitous Goldberg with his commentaries on books,
films, and art exhibitions, all dripping with honey.) Alya and I also went to
Parliament, where we sat in the gallery. (I remember the opposition’s theatri-
cal outbursts of surprise and indignation, the feigned laughter, and all the
slouching, impudently somnolent Labour backbenchers with their disregard
for the institution, and the imperious Speaker of the House, who was not
seated on his Woolsack though still wearing his wig.) The following day I
was interviewed for a television program about Lenin in Zurich (by Robert
Robinson, a crisp, clever interviewer who asked pertinent questions).’®

I had spoken my fill, I had no more appointments. Alya and I had two
days left to rush around London, visiting galleries and theaters (there was an
unforgettable Henry V with Alan Howard and the Royal Shakespeare Com-
pany, followed by John Osborne’s new hit Wazch It Come Down at the Old
Vic, a performance so tedious that we could have hanged ourselves). For all
the other outings and meetings we undertook we kept a low profile, and com-
pleted everything on our itinerary undisturbed. It was only after we left that
the newspapers announced that I had been in England, and my television in-
terview with Charlton was broadcast. (Two months later, this interview re-
sulted in the USSR State Committee for Television and Radio Broadcasting
withdrawing its invitation to Charles Curran, the BBC’s Director General, to
visit Moscow: the broadcasting of an interview with Solzhenitsyn, they an-
nounced, indicated that the BBC was continuing Cold War tactics.)

On 29 February, Saint Cassian Day, we sailed away from the gloomy
cliffs of Dover with the feeling that our visit had been a success, and the sub-
sequent reactions from England confirmed our impression. The interviews
were rebroadcast, and the text of my radio speech required an additional
print run of the BBC’s magazine the Listener, something that had not hap-
pened before. England had encountered all my insolent statements with in-
variable politeness, and did not even show any anger when I stated with
irony that, current events being what they are, Uganda was rising to be of
greater importance than Great Britain. The British accepted my words and
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listened—but would any good come out of it? The incorrigible vice of the
world, to which any concept of the hierarchy of ideas is alien, lies in that no
one person’s voice, no one persons strength, can be remembered or acted
upon. Everything passes by, shimmering and flickering, into a new diversity.
A kaleidoscope.

I was in great form at that point and felt charged up. After my many
appearances in England, I started out my first day in Paris full of vigor.
Knowing that my departure for America was imminent and that I had to bid
farewell to Europe, I accepted any and every request from the media: Japan-
ese television,” the International Herald Tribune with the New York Times,*°
France-Soir.®!

I was under the impression at the time that I was touching on matters
that were quite diverse, each time saying something new. Recently, however,
after my speech at Harvard, I happened to listen to the tapes of those inter-
views and was astonished to hear myself repeating zhe same thing! In all those
years and all those countries, to all those journalists, I doggedly kept repeat-
ing the same thing in every which way, in every key. Speaking and speaking!
Utter freedom! What I had said a month earlier already forgotten! It is politi-
cal journalism that spurs this merry-go-round on! (And yet Napoleon did
say: “The most powerful weapon, after guns, is repetition.”)

A television appearance was arranged for me in Paris. The idea behind it
was quite good: the audience was to watch the film version of One Day in the
Life of Ivan Denisovich, after which I was to take phone calls from all over
France. This was an unfamiliar format for me, involving a great deal of re-
sponsibility, so I prepared myself extensively and was quite nervous. And yet
the organizers managed to make a real mess of everything, pairing me with
a superficial and inane commentator. (I had thought I would be looking
straight into the camera and be left to my own devices.) He kept asking in-
sipid, meandering questions that were of no interest, while the telephones
were ringing off the hook with burning issues. He put me off my stride, and
then I was rushed when it came to the telephone calls, as there was hardly
any time left. I was quite dissatisfied with this presentation. But the response
from the press was almost entirely favorable. Le Monde restrained its ire,*
while the Soviet embassy sent a formal protest to the French government.*
Despite all the media being in full gallop, I managed to unburden my soul in
a literary interview with Struve.*

And so farewell, Paris! Alya hurried home to the children, and I again
had to leave incognito (for my Spanish trip, my loyal and resourceful friend
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Viktor Bankoul came to pick me up by car), the idea being to go as far as
possible without being recognized, not leaving a trail. There was still quite a
ways to drive through France, and as I had appeared a lot in the media, it
was going to be difficult to remain unrecognized.

No matter how much I had already seen of France, there was always
something new to delight my eyes: so many layers of centuries, kings, gener-
als, so many chateaus, Amboise, Cheverny, Chambord; the counts of Anjou,
forefathers of the Plantagenets. I saw the private chamber of Henry II, the
ornate trunk of Henry IV, the birth and death place of Charles VIII. Was it
to be the fate of all of these chateaus (some of which had resisted confisca-
tion during the French Revolution, putting up a defense, gathering up all
those who were faithful) to be reduced to the inventory of the Communists,
whom so many French keep expecting to come to power?

It was a very special feeling entering not these grand chateaus, but the
humble abode of a great man, the home of Leonardo da Vinci at Amboise in
which he spent the last two years of his life, invited to retire there by Fran-
cis I. Walking along the little alleys, standing on the mossy bridge over the
creek, I tried vainly to connect with Leonardo’s thoughts, dispositions,
and fears, all that in life made this man—unequaled by any—-equal to all.
With the generations and the passing of centuries, how many of us feel sym-
pathy for such truly lonely individuals, how ready we are to reach back and
defend them through the corridors of time. But they get no such help in their
own bitter years, and their contemporaries choose to persecute them with ha-
tred and slander.

One hears so much about the marvelous inventions of Leonardo, but the
entire scope of his genius only becomes apparent when one beholds all the re-
constructions of his models. Almost an automobile. Almost a tank (with
manual traction). Wings for a man. A helicopter. An airplane without an en-
gine. A parachute. A stone thrower. A triple-barrel cannon. Almost an anti-air-
craft gun. A pedometer. Bearings. A chuck key. A printing press. A hydraulic
turbine. A hygrometer. An anemometer. An air conditioner for the house to
keep out the heat! All this in the fifteenth and sixteenth centuries!

In the other rooms, the Mona Lisa, his self-portrait with the flowing
beard, delightful village girls, and boys. And from his writings: “In youth,
chastity—in old age, knowledge”; “Lack of foresight leads to grief.”

From Biarritz to San Sebastidn we got caught in a storm: road signs were
shaking, television antennas falling down, traffic signs ripped out and car-
ried away by the wind, electrical wires downed, towering waters whipped up
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along the quays, gusts of wind hitting our car, foam flying toward us like large
insects, at the base of the lighthouse exploding surges of white spray. All of
this, with the black sky, suited my mood as we drove into Spain, picturing the
land nearing its final hour. In San Sebastidn, crowds had gathered on account
of the flooding; there was a traffic ban, police everywhere, as if conflict had
once more broken out in the Basque country, the Basque terrorists again
making trouble. Driving into Spain, I felt more moved than I had expected:
the “beloved war” of our youth bound us to this country to the point of rous-
ing in us a feeling of responsibility, despite our own position having been en-
tirely reversed over the many years that had since passed. I had not come to
see, but to help as much as I could, as if it were my native country.

I was inundated with impressions and observations that might perhaps
be readily available in books, but were new to me. The most marked impres-
sion was that of poverty of the kind one would not expect in Europe, and
then of the infertile reddish Castilian earth. At times there was something of
the Caucasus about this terrain—on the barren mountain there were tiled
roofs like those of Caucasian mountain huts. There were pack donkeys.
Even in Burgos there were dirty fields of rubble where dark muddy children
played. This center of Catholicism had been a refuge for Franco during the
most terrible days of the war. The day we were there, a Saturday, there were
only a few people in church, almost all of them older. Brash girls were smok-
ing in cafeterias, youths bawling songs in the streets—they had not experi-
enced the Spanish Civil War, its memory was of no interest to them! A large
bookstall in the street was doing a brisk trade, mainly in detective fiction.

There were hardly any villages on the barren soil, and barely any farm-
steads. But on arriving at Valladolid we saw seven-story buildings in canyon-
like streets. On Sunday morning a group of disenchanted modern youth
wearing black-and-white scarves were on the march, carrying placards and
brazenly blowing trumpets— God knows what they were demonstrating for.
And in the church there were quite a lot of children, and people praying on
the stone floor and eagerly dropping money onto the collection plates. In the
vestibule there were a lot of paupers, as used to be the case in Russia. (One of
the many features that bring Spain and Russia strangely closer is that paupers
are given alms.) And on the wall of the cathedral: “/osé Antonio—;Presente!”
Political firepower amassing.® Then, reverently, we enter the house of Cer-
vantes. Here too I felt such closeness, through our common imprisonment
and slavery.
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And then right away Salamanca, built of warm golden stone—and on a
sunny day. (Unlike the British, the Spaniards are all out in the streets on
Sundays—this, too, a Russian trait—and eating sunflower seeds, no less!)
Near the Church of the Vera Cruz was an inscription: “In memory of those
fallen for God and Spain!”®® And on the wall of the old cathedral, once more
(we were clearly in Franco territory): “José Antonio—jPresente!” and beneath
it ten myrtle wreaths. “The Legacy of Franco: King, Peace, and Democ-
racy!” Then medieval Avila—beyond compare—how much can fit inside
the walls of a city!

Then once more arid lands all the way to the mountain pass. Billboards
jutting out painfully all over the bare landscape, something prevalent through-
out Spain: advertisements for car tires with a raised hand and a gaping mouth,
as if Spain itself were crying out, having lost all hope, and nobody in the
world can hear its cry. Beyond the pass, almond trees blossoming in tender
purple, cypresses, round, thick-branched olive trees, vineyards, and people
riding about on donkeys, carrying large flasks in their baskets and large bales
(just like Sancho Panza), their speech raucous and hoarse.

The Alcédzar of Toledo, an epic legend of the Spanish Civil War! Colonel
Moscardé sacrificing his son, a Homeric moment. (The Reds had put a
phone call through to the Colonel in the fortress, informing him that they
would kill his son if he did not capitulate. “Put my son on the phone,” the
Colonel had replied, and then said to the boy, “Long live Spain, my son!”)
During the seventy days of the defense of the Alcdzar, Moscardé’s men had
less than two pints of water per person per day, and a ration of less than half
a pound of bread, this for the defenders as well as for the women giving
birth in the dark cellars; attack after attack, siege, all-out artillery shelling,
demolished towers, flattened ramparts, tunnels dug, detonations, walls lev-
eled, flamethrowers, plans to flood the fortress— the heroes of the Alcdzar
withstood all these Republican onslaughts (saving the lives of five hundred
women and children). “They turned the Alcdzar into a symbol of freedom
for the fatherland.” Even in our Soviet “Republican” youth this fortress was
an object of admiration. And now one can walk through its corridors (every-
thing rebuilt), through the damp, dark cellars, past the altar to the Virgin
Mary. Lord in Heaven! In Russia too the officers and cadets of the Vladimir
Military School had fought the Bolsheviks, and the Novocherkassk cadets
had freed Rostov, and all for naught. Be that as it may, we make our own his-
tory, no one else is to blame.
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European tourists love Spain, but Spain makes no attempt to show off to
tourists the way Italy does. Right next to Spain’s famous monuments we see
heaps of rubble, smashed bricks, poverty. All construction is done by hand,
without cranes. Battered village walls. Ploughing is done with slow-treading
mules, and mules also pull the large-wheeled carts. Of all the countries in
Europe, Spain is the one least under the sway of consumerism. We even saw
groups of peasants sitting by the roadside, unhurriedly eating their lunch,
just like in Russia! There might be no similarity in appearance between Rus-
sia and Spain, but there are unexpected similarities of character: courage,
openness, disorganization, hospitality, extremes of godliness and ungodli-
ness. Our Russian writers, through some strange predilection, have written
much about Spain, though many of them had never been there, unaware
that the Guadalquivir River that “murmurs and rushes™ is (now) nothing
more than a stagnant little stream, a stench sometimes rising from it even in
Cérdoba; dead and rotting fish.

Andalusia is a whole other country. A luxuriant profusion of palm trees,
myrtle bushes; small-town inner courtyards with orange trees, flowers, and
birds in cages twittering to one another above the heads of passersby, the
streets so narrow that one can barely stick out one’s elbows. The dirt and vi-
tality of the old quarter of Seville across the river. Old Médlaga is being de-
molished to build skyscraper boxes for tourists. All the avenues and quays are
defiled by herds of cars. Along the roads agaves and cactuses grow, dusty like
weeds; light, willowy eucalyptuses; amphoras with wine advertisements.
From one town to the other there are old mosques, castles, and palaces, the
most striking of all in Cérdoba and Granada—the height and refinement of
the old Islamic world, hardly to be found anywhere today. The melody of
the walls and the eroticism of the ambience. Gilded murals on the ceilings,
weightless carved arches. A forest of columns of porphyry, jasper, and mar-
ble in the Cérdoba mosque that was once shared peacefully with the Chris-
tians. Rarely do we ever feel, as in these Arab antiquities, how ephemeral and
doomed we all are.

For eight days we drove through Spain entirely unnoticed, nobody tak-
ing an interest in us, few people having even heard my name. (What was
amazing was that it was soldiers who sometimes did recognize me.) Transla-
tions that were abhorrently slipshod, even laughable, were to bar my in-
fluence in the Spanish world for many years. But an appearance on Spanish
television had been arranged for the end of our trip, and all my days of look-
ing at Spain were a preparation for it. Everything I saw only strengthened
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my keen sympathy for this country. During these days of our trip it became
clear that I had to explain to the people of Spain in the most concise possible
terms, drawing from history of course, what it meant to have been subju-
gated by an ideology as we in the Soviet Union had been, and give the Span-
ish to understand what a terrible fate they escaped in 1939. The heartless
earthly faith of socialism disdains first and foremost its own country. No
matter how much Spanish blood was spilled in the Civil War, Spain would
have had to sacrifice twenty times more if the Reds had won. What they had
had for the last thirty-seven years was not a dictatorship: I, with my experi-
ences from the Soviet Union, could tell them the true meaning of dictator-
ship, the true meaning of Communism and the persecution of religion. I
was a most useful witness for the people of Spain. I would say, about the ter-
rorism that was now gripping Spain, that these terrorists were not heroes but
killers (and how dearly Russia’s intelligentsia had paid for their admiration of
terror). A new mirage was being conjured up in Spain, promising right away,
tomorrow, a “full-fledged democracy.” The intelligentsia of Spain had to be
swayed to exercise a little more foresight and to wonder whether they would
be able, the day after tomorrow, to defend their fledgling democracy against
their own terrorists and Soviet tanks.

On 19 March we were at our hotel in Madrid with our interpreter
Gabriel Amiama (who had been one of the Spanish children “saved” by the
USSR and had experienced Communism firsthand). At the hotel we were
visited by the head of one of the local TV and radio stations, José fﬁigo, en-
trepreneurial, lively, short in stature, thin, extremely sure of himself, agile as a
bullfighter. He saw no problem with the logistics of my broadcast, no prob-
lem with the simultaneous translation (though they had never done one be-
fore), and told me in a quite devil-may-care manner that I could turn up at
the studio fifteen minutes or so before the broadcast. I couldnt quite grasp
what kind of program it was to be, but was given to understand that I was to
speak live into the microphone to all of Spain for—would twenty minutes
do? That would be fine. Or even half an hour? That would be fine too, or
longer if I wanted. As there didn't seem to be any technicalities to deal with, I
asked him about leisure activities, and if, for example, it might be possible
for us to go to a bullfight. (One couldn’t very well visit Spain without going
to one.) During our drive through Spain we had not come upon any, as it
was still too early in the spring. But it turned out that on that very day the
bullfighting season was commencing, though the bullfighters were young
and these initial fights were not of the first order. We said we would be
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delighted to attend, and the mercurial Sefior [higo hurried off, only to reap-
pear and whisk us away. Everywhere we went he was recognized and greeted;
the police saluted, he seemed to be the darling of Spain.

The bullfight did not captivate or convince me. It was little more than a
slaughtering of bulls, just as we, who had never been to a bullfight, had al-
ways imagined it to be. The banderilleros putting themselves in danger with
their short barbed spears did make an impression, but the rough, hulking
picadors who, without much danger to themselves, stab the bull with their
long lances, were no more than butchers. And as for the bull that had been
raised in freedom in the meadows: suddenly and for the first time in its life it
is confronted with hostility all around, a horde of yelling people, men ap-
pearing before it, stabbing and goading it, and then hiding behind barriers.
First the bull runs through the arena, to the bullfighter, its final enemy, its
mouth foaming, its power waning, it has lost blood. One bull fought with
desperation, another was clearly hoping to be spared. People who are not
Spanish are most likely to side with the bull; but without doubt the bull-
fighter does put himself in the way of danger, a brave and agile warrior.

If the bullfighter kills a bull with style, the bull’s ear or tail is cut off and
the bullfighter presents the trophy to the lady of his heart or to an honored
guest. They whispered to me that the bullfighter Garbancito was intending
to present me with an ear (they knew I was in the audience). I was quite per-
plexed, and without waiting quickly left.

The following morning, we were driven through Madrid’s university
town (etched so firmly in our memories since 1937, though now there is no
trace left of all the trenches), then to the Escorial and the Valley of the Fal-
len, where many victims of the Civil War are buried beneath a single sol-
emn shrine, without distinction as to which side they had fought on, regular
Masses still being held above the dead. (On the day we visited there was a
special Mass, it having been five months since the day General Franco had
died. The large church was full.)

This equality of both sides, the equality of the fallen before God, made
a profound impression on me. This is the result of the Christian side having
won the war! Back home, Satan’s side had won, and for sixty years had been
trampling and spitting on the other side, nobody uttering so much as a syl-
lable about equality of the dead, at least. I was also to touch on this in my
television broadcast.

This took place late in the evening, toward midnight. We arrived earlier
than Ifigo had suggested, but my appearance was delayed for another forty
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minutes, though that ended up being of no help, as it turned out that no
preparations had been made for the simultaneous translation. They hastily set
about putting down a wire going from me to the interpreter sitting in a small
booth, with people constantly tripping over it, breaking the connection.
There were moments when Amiama, my interpreter, could not hear a word I
was saying, at which point he put his memory to work, thinking back to our
conversations at the hotel, filling in the gaps as best he could, though perhaps
with something quite different from what I was actually saying. This too was
Spain! I expected [higo to ask me a few questions, but he only introduced me,
asked me a thing or two, fell silent, and stepped aside. I waited in vain for him
to lead the discussion to its main point, but I was left alone (in a huge hall
with the audience) under dimmed lights before the rolling cameras, alone
with Spain itself, and for some forty minutes I spoke from the heart.®® But the
program, broadcast late on a Saturday night, was geared to very lighthearted
entertainment, and my appearance in no way fitted in with it, but, on the
other hand, all of Spain’s regular people watched. (While the intelligentsia,
and all the liberals and socialists, missed it; I was later told that they all called
each other up to turn on their sets and tune in and were furious at what they
heard me say. This man dares lecture us, us socialists? Us Spaniards?) I stepped
away from the microphone, the show continuing on to other segments, and
came upon a little artiste, who was scantily clad and about to go on; she kissed
me with gratitude—it turned out she was Russian.

When you are fired up, your strength knows no bounds. It was past
midnight, but right there in one of the adjacent rooms I gave a press confer-
ence, my voice hoarse. Reporters had gathered, they had heard me speak,
and then crowded around me. We talked. (I also spoke about Nabokov.)®’

On Sunday morning Viktor Bankoul and I left the hotel quite early (it
had been booked under his name, not mine). We picked up the Lamsdorffs,
father and son, and drove to Zaragoza and then on to Barcelona. Vladimir,
the son, was my best Spanish translator; the father, Grigori, had fought in the
Spanish Civil War (he had had great trouble making his way to Spain from
Paris, where he was a Russian émigré, to join the Franco faction, which
proved far more difficult than it would have been joining the Republican fac-
tion). He had fought in these parts, in Aragén, and promised to tell me about
it and show me all the places along the way. We had just passed Guadalajara,
the famous gorge where the Italians had fled, when in the middle of Grigori’s
absorbing tale a police car suddenly overtook us, signaling for us to pull over.
What did they want? We hadn’t done anything wrong, had we?
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We pulled over. A sergeant jumped out of the police car, but came over
not to the driver’s side, as happens with a traffic violation, but to the passen-
ger’s side. He asked whether Solzhenitsyn was in the car, but then saw me
sitting in the back seat and recognized me from my television appearance
the previous evening. He stood at attention and reported in an official tone
that His Majesty King Juan Carlos was requesting my immediate presence
at the palace.

Lamsdorft translated, and we sat there in silence for a resounding minute.
We were now well into our trip, going full speed ahead and immersed in the
Civil War, and now to be summoned by the king some forty years later—to
thank me? Or ask me something, an opinion, some advice? (They had prob-
ably called all the hotels the night before, but I was nowhere to be found since
I wasn't registered anywhere! The police must have tracked me down by our
Swiss license plates.) It was a resounding minute, and it seemed long. Neither
the police sergeant nor our Russian-Spanish friends had the slightest doubt
that we would turn back. But to me, to break our energetic push forward was
not only a rupture of our planned itinerary, where every single hour was ac-
counted for, but also a rupture of my intent. The king was not part of that
plan, and I had said everything yesterday that I had wanted to say. The people
of Spain had seen and heard me, and the leftist educated classes were seething
with anger. Was I now to go and present myself to the king? It would indeed
be an honor, but such a meeting after my speech yesterday could only hurt
this new king in the eyes of those pseudo-intellectual factions. And what
could I advise him, except what I had said the night before, that Spain’s de-
cline had to be stopped in every way possible. The king would surely have
come to this conclusion himself. My meeting him would only be playing into
the leftists’ hands: I would no longer be an independent witness from the
East, but a creature of the king whose legitimacy they contested.

I knew what I had to do. I opened my notebook and began to write in
Russian, slowly, dictating aloud as I wrote, and young Lamsdorff immedi-
ately wrote in his notebook in Spanish, he, too, repeating the words out
loud, while the sergeant standing at attention listened in bewilderment.

I am extremely honored by Your Majesty’s invitation. . . . I made my
decision to come to your country in the autumn of last year, as Spain was
being hounded. I hope that my speech yesterday will help the stalwart peo-
ple of Spain to resist the onslaught of irresponsible forces. . . . A meeting
with Your Majesty, however, would at this point weaken the effect on the
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public of yesterday’s broadcast. . . . I wish you courage in the face of the on-
slaught of leftist forces in Spain and Europe, and hope that they will not
hamper the smooth course of your reforms. May God protect Spain!

The sergeant, with an air of disapproval, took the piece of paper, unable
to comprehend that anyone could refuse an invitation from the king. He
asked us to wait and went off to transmit my message over his radio. My
companions were also surprised. I myself was not quite sure if I had made
the right decision. If I had met the king in person, I could have conveyed di-
rectly and more clearly some of our experiences in Russia, and our warnings.
But there would have been such ill will and such a hullaballoo from the left-
ists, who without doubt would twist everything.

We sat in silence.

Some fifteen minutes later the sergeant ceremoniously returned.

“His Majesty wishes you a good journey! You will not be disturbed again.”

We drove on; the entire day through Aragon, which was even drier and
more barren than Castile, and to think how relentlessly people had fought
over this bare land. Along the way we had lunch in a village tavern, all simple
folk sitting at the table on a Sunday. They recognized and welcomed me,
telling me that they agreed with everything I had said on television, as did
the waitress Rosa-Laura, a perfect Madonna. By evening we were already in
Catalonia. The following morning in Barcelona we only went to see Colum-
bus’s ship (particularly apt in my case, just before my departure for America),
and we left Spain to a chorus of abuse and anger from the socialist and lib-
eral newspapers.

Back again in France. Perpignan. The vintners were on strike and had
covered all the road signs with black paint—what an excellent manifestation
of freedom! On one of the signs, however (a red “Do Not Enter” sign with
the white strip in the middle) were inscribed the words: “Parti Communiste =
Goulag” By this point we were already in Arles.

So many Roman antiquities! And here, too, was the palace of the Avi-
gnon Papacy, nine papal portraits, a touch of cruelty and coldness. And all
around the palace a tangle of tourists and begging hippies. In Orange we saw
the well-preserved Roman theater, with its partially conserved mysterious
stage, thirty-six steep stone rows of seats for the audience, and a seventy-foot
wall. Alas, in France there is more than one can ever hope to see.

I embraced and bade farewell to Viktor Bankoul, my faithful compan-
ion and warmhearted friend.
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In Zurich we dealt with the final paperwork for the entire family’s move
to the United States (we were all surprised that we had to provide finger-
prints). The plan was for me to travel ahead and finally take a look at the
property in Vermont that Alex Vinogradov had bought and give him the go-
ahead for construction, and to go to the Hoover Institution to do some re-
search. The family was to follow when the place was finally habitable.

But we had been living in Zurich for two years already, that is quite
some time. We were already weighed down with an entire household, furni-
ture and furnishings, an entire archive of correspondence, a library, and we
had to figure out what to pack and what to leave behind, moving our entire
lives elsewhere—and again everything was to fall on Alya’s shoulders.

I did some final preparations, and on 2 April departed once more in se-
cret, hoping that last year’s misfire with my having to come back to Europe
would not repeat itself. I say goodbye to Alya for several months, and to Eu-
rope for a very long time; Europe so inexhaustible, so deep-rooted, so multi-
faceted, so beloved, and fallen into such weakness!

In New York Alex Vinogradov picked me up and we immediately headed
for Vermont, to the newly purchased property. Both he and I were worried:
had it been a good choice? It had been quite a foolhardy thing to do, buying
sight unseen a property where one was to live for a long time, perhaps to the
end of one’s life. But with all the scouting for property that Alex and I had
done together the previous year, he knew exactly what I was looking for and
had made an excellent choice. It was in a remote place, entirely hidden from
the road, with wild and robust woods, two ponds with brooks flowing through
them, and a house, which, however, was small and only a summer house and
so would have to be rebuilt and insulated; there were also two small cabins.
The only issue was that the area was too hilly, lacking fields and flatlands. But
then again, if a certain Russian element was missing it wasn't the end of the
world. We counted five brooks on the property, and decided to call our place
Five Brooks. (The name that had been given to it in English was Twinbrook.)
Alex, despite being a young architect, was considering becoming a priest and
had entered Saint Vladimir’s Seminary. He had much studying to do and
many obligations to fulfill, even without which the refurbishment of the prop-
erty would take a long time to complete.

As for me, this was the perfect moment to go to the Hoover Institution
and settle in there at the library to do some work.
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As always no friend of air travel, clinging to the idea of train journeys
that are so familiar and close to my heart, I now decided to travel to Califor-
nia by train, as the days I would be spending at the window looking out onto
this unknown country would be vital to adjust and arrange my thoughts.
Alas, the journey proved to be a more difficult undertaking than in Canada,
as here there was no direct transcontinental train service, but two interlinked
connections: the first leg being from Boston to Chicago, and the second from
Chicago to San Francisco; between these legs of the journey there was a two-
hour stopover in Chicago to change trains. But the trip proved significantly
more difficult. The days in which we swore at the delays in Russian trains
and admired Western accuracy are a thing of the past. At the station where
I got on, the train from Boston was already half an hour late. The roomette
was the same as in Canada, but dirtier and with another slight twist: the air-
conditioning wasn't working. In our old trains back in Russia there had never
been such a thing as air-conditioning, though we could of course simply
open the window. But here, in a sealed roomette without ventilation, it was
like an airless mousetrap. The window covered in dirt, the train plodded its
way through the industrial zones of Erie and Cleveland, already more than
two hours late and getting later. The entire journey was becoming a game of
nerves. What was I to do? Was I to wait around in Chicago a whole day and
night for the next connection? The station agents in Chicago were neither
surprised nor in any way troubled, and couldn’t see what all the fuss was
about. (Trains were late on a daily basis, but there were no plans in the works
to change any schedules.) I was forced to capitulate, blundering my way to
the airport, an hour away from the station, and there, with my weak English,
making inquiries about possible flight routes in the hope of not getting the
absolute worst route zigzagging my way to California with stopovers along
the way.

In Palo Alto I went to stay with Elena Pashina. Her husband Nicholas
had just died in February, such a rare and cultivated man, the finest example
of the Second Wave of emigration (the wave closest to us, as it was familiar
with life in the Soviet Union while also being Russian at heart). He had done
so much and with such fervor to help me in my research during my previous
visit; and so our lives in exile come to an end, though each of us cherishes a
glimmer of hope that one day we will return. Elena, whose soul has re-
mained faithfully Russian, helped me in her wonderful, subdued way, as had
been her husband’s wish, bringing home for me from the Hoover Library
anything I needed, from books to entire binders of newspapers. This made it
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possible for me to remain incognito for the first three of my eight weeks there,
as the Hoover would have immediately dragged me to banquets, speeches, and
meetings.

I now began an enthralling two-month foray into materials concerning
the February Revolution of 1917. My eyes were opened as to what had really
taken place.

In the Soviet Union I would never have been allowed such a deep and
wide-ranging search into the events of that February!

It turns out it was a blessing that I had not yet set out on my March
1917.1 would have been far off the mark.



CHAPTER 4

At Five Brooks

For forty years I had been preparing to write about the Revolution in Russia—
1976 being forty years from my initial conception of the book—but it was
only now, at the Hoover Institution, that I encountered such an unexpected
volume and scope of material that I could leaf through and drink in. It was
only now that I became truly familiar with it and, as I did, it caused a shift in
my thinking that I did not expect.

I remember Professor Kobozev frequently and insistently asking my
views of, and my precise stance toward, the February Revolution: whether it
was useful for Russia, whether it had been inevitable, and whether it had un-
avoidably led to the October Revolution. I always brushed him off: first, be-
cause I was focusing on the October Revolution, the decisive turning point, so
I had little use for the February Revolution, a mere conduit. Second, the in-
evitability and usefulness of the February Revolution are common knowledge.
Third, if the artist could formulate everything in advance, there would be no
need to write a novel: things only reveal themselves in the course of writing.

And things were indeed beginning to reveal themselves of their own ac-
cord, and after such a long time! Encountering the materials from the Hoover
Institution, I was overwhelmed by these tangible fragments of history from
the days of the February Revolution and the period leading up to it: truly
held opinions and opinions invented for public consumption, slogans, lies,
newspaper campaigns hastily thrown together with their foregone conclu-
sions, events in the capital completely disconnected from the rest of the
country, not to mention the pettiness, blindness, and doomed helplessness
of the leaders of the Revolution. I was buried under mounds of information
that were piling up like rubble over my head, and clawing my way out with

both insight and despair.
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Without this towering, growing heap of living material from those
years, how could I have ever imagined that it went like this?

I was shaken. It was not that I had been an ardent supporter of the Feb-
ruary Revolution or an admirer of its ideas; and yet for forty years I had clung
to the universally accepted view that Russia in February 1917 had achieved
the freedom that generations had striven for, and that all of Russia rejoiced
and nurtured this freedom, but, alas, alas, only for eight months, as the Bol-
shevik fiends drowned that freedom in blood, steering the nation to ruin.

Now, to my astonishment and emerging disgust, I discovered the base-
ness, meanness, hypocrisy, plebeian uniformity, and suppression of people
with other points of view that marked the very first and “greatest” days of
this supposedly light-bringing Revolution, and in what putrid newspaper
slops it was all bathed, day in and day out. The fact that Russia was in-
escapably lost was blatantly evident from #he very first days of March. The
Provisional Government proved even more petty than the Bolsheviks were to
portray it, not to mention that they whitewashed the fact that the Provi-
sional Government never had any power, and at every step had to turn for
approval to the Executive Committee of the Petrograd Sovier,' which was a
narrow, closed committee hiding behind the many thousands of noisy mem-
bers of the larger Sovier, a committee not taking responsibility for anything
and propelling everything to ruin. In those days there shone forth neither
heroes nor great deeds. From the very first days everything began to sink into
the quicksand of anarchy, with an amplitude that grew ever more deadly,
while the most educated people, who up to that point were so bitterly op-
posed to arbitrary rule, now turned cowardly and fell silent or lied. And then
for a period of eight months everything fell deeper and deeper into decay and
death. There was not a single week in 1917 of which the nation could be
proud. It was absolutely inevitable that the Bolsheviks would come to power,
that it would tumble into the hands of such people.

How, how could I not have seen all this for forty years? To think that I
had succumbed to the beguiling pink clouds of those February mists! How
had I not seen that the die was cast not in October but in February? It was a
quagmire: in a Soviet setting it was very difhicult to see the true course and
meaning of 1917, especially because one could not believe the Bolsheviks’
invective against the February revolutionaries. Needless to say, the Bolshe-
viks must be lying. . . .

If my life had been occupied with nothing but writing my book, this
discovery, though made only now during my two months at the Hoover In-
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stitution, would not have discouraged me; I would have said: it is what it s,
now made clear by looking through this firsthand material. Or if the phe-
nomenon of our February Revolution had been unrelated to similar Western
revolutions, trends, and worldview. But, even if February was a ludicrous
failure, a thousand times worse than what had happened in the West, yet it
had zhe same nature as the revolutions in Europe and was reminiscent of the
ones in France of 1830 and 1848. And if in today’s Soviet Union there is a
reemergence of non-socialist movements striving for freedom, they espouse
the same ideology as the February Revolution and think of it in a positive
light, even dreaming of repeating that revolution in the future. And in all
my years of harsh battle against the Bolshevik regime, my eye not resting on
anyone or anything besides the hated enemy, it was the supporters of the
February Revolution, both in the Soviet Union and the West, whose una-
nimity had given me such wide support and whose wave had carried me.
This was natural: we were allies since I recognized the February Revolution
behind us and envisioned something similar for the future.

But now I discovered that this path in Russia’s past was, to put it mildly,
unsuccessful, indeed repellent, carrying within it in 1917 the seeds of anarchy
that were to rot the entire body of Russia. And I was to ally myself with #haz?
(All along the facts had been oozing from all the cracks but I had simply not
recognized them. It was the February Revolution that led me to understand.)

Was it that I had acted out of heightened political passion, or had I been
carried along in an inertia spawned in the Soviet Union when, during the
past two years in the West, I had sent telegrams of support or protest, had
given speeches and interviews furiously assailing again and again the Soviet
Dragon, or helped found the magazine Kontinent, rallying together the
forces of Eastern Europe? But finding myself in a Europe that was threat-
ened but catatonic, how could I sit quietly by without rousing it, shaking it,
goading it into an awakening?

However, in my fiery battle against the Communist regime, I had some-
how wandered from my path, I had strayed. That seemed to be the case.

Conversely, in my last bitter outpourings about the West, was not a
stream of new realizations coming to the fore—singly, intuitively—an
understanding that I was now gaining through the materials I had come
upon concerning the February Revolution? That, too, seemed to be the case.

But then again, how far does one go with all this talking? Did I have any
other choice but to charge right from the beginning into a brutal battle with
the regime that was smothering us? Having gained a voice, did I have any



228 | PART 1 | 1974-1978

other choice but to make them pay for all that they had done to Russia?
What else was I to do? Was I to embrace the official line after One Day in the
Life of Ivan Denisovich had come out? Adopt a propensity toward lying? Was
I in the meantime to settle down quietly in the Soviet archives to uncover the
layers of history, and over many years write in silence? Having emerged from
the underground with One Day in the Life of lvan Denisovich, was I then to
return to it once more? Not that they would have let me do so after I had re-
vealed myself.

But what did “right from the beginning” mean? My “beginning” was not
Ivan Denisovich: it was the prisons themselves, and the camps, it was the fate
of Russian prisoners of war. How could I 7oz have launched my battle from
that beginning? Or not completed it with 7he Gulag Archipelago? 1 was
driven by the force of my feelings.

So it was impossible for me 7oz to begin, it was impossible not to burn
with the fire of Archipelago; and having begun, it was impossible in my battle
not to accept as allies the Soviet pseudo-intellectuals and then the Western
ones as well, and stray from the profound path of Russia—at first without
realizing it, and then in full realization—and even wasting time and effort
straying from my personal interest as chronicler of the Revolution.

It was a tangled knot, with no other possible beginning or ending, and
no other true path. And yet I found myself on the wrong path.

But the past was now impossible to untangle, impossible to change. What
was left for me to do was, through the yawning abomination of February, at
least to try to find an improvement for the future, at least to try to find the
right path.

And there is always only one right path: to tackle the main job. That job
will lead you to the right path of its own accord. Tackling the job meant
seeking out, for myself and for the reader, how, through our past, we can con-
ceive of our future.

But what a positive coincidence: though unconnected, this turn in my
general understanding came about at the same time as the great decision of
my life to move into the American wilderness, a decision reached through free
deliberation, not spurred by sudden necessity, a rare thing in my life. Further-
more, this move would also loosen my connection to the bustling environ-
ment of city life and lessen occasions for giving public speeches (particularly
polemical ones), things I could not escape in tightly knit Europe. I had said as
much as I could: my duty was done, let come what may. My move to America
now gave me the opportunity not to act, but to observe. I could immerse my-
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self in work, which meant cutting back on my public activity, no longer dis-
persing my energy in constant telegrams, speeches, and interviews. Keep away
from the smithy and avoid all the smoke. I would accustom myself to not
taking a stance on current events. (Alya did not believe this, arguing that
America was sure to swallow me up and wear me out with public functions.)
The march of Time, the long trail of history, would not leave me free to com-
pete with the modern era. I was going to retire from this era, it could flow on
as it willed; I had already labored on its behalf more than one man can in a
lifetime. As it was, I could not change its overall course; let the Events them-
selves teach it. Let me, instead, be the bridge that would carry the memory of
the Russian past into the Russian future.

And yet—and yet—it is not so easy to disappear from the outside world.
Even at the Hoover Institution, as soon as I revealed my presence by frequent-
ing their tower, they roped me in, insisting that I speak out! One time, it
was at a Hoover reception; I agreed. In my speech I would focus on what
was preoccupying me at the time: why Western scholars largely misunder-
stand Russia, what put them off course, wherein lay the systematic errors in
their judgments about Russia. (As an example I mentioned Richard Pipes’s
book?* about old Russia, and thus made myself a passionate and powerful
long-term enemy.) I showed how they consciously and unconsciously dis-
torted Russian history, not seeing within it significant traces of an ener-
getic public initiative, and how they kept confusing the concepts of “Rus-
sian” and “Soviet.”® Another time I was awarded the distinguished American
Friendship Medal, which again called for a speech. Here I was still to some
extent groping through the dark on the matter of the West’s distortion of
freedom as I had instinctively sensed it in my first few days in the West, and
which I had spoken about when I was awarded the “Golden Cliché™ (a
topic I was soon to expand upon in my Harvard speech). The two speeches
I gave were to be milestones on my new path—yet I would have preferred
to not speak at all. (In the Russian émigré colony in San Francisco there was
justified resentment: why did I not give a speech for them? But there was
only one of me. I am always faced by the dilemma of either working or “pay-
ing attention to people.”)

But it was also necessary for me to step back on my own account: too
many public appearances would soon cease to persuade. The tempo and
magnitude of my actions had already become boundless, and it was vital for
me now to return to a normal state. I was confident that I had safely with-
stood the test of fame, about which Akhmatova and Tvardovsky had warned
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me, and I felt that now, of my own accord and with ease, I would turn my
back on this fame. What a liberation of the soul when people stop writing and
talking about you, stop probing every step you take, and you can live in a nor-
mal human skin; changing a path that is illustrious though inevitably short for
one that is silent and profound. This will also lead to a longer life, be a victory
over the arrow of time. To be engaged every day in one’s own language, a
writer’s delight! Nor did I merely want to know Russian history of the twenti-
eth century, the decades of which I was forced to experience. Indeed, my eld-
ers, the last witnesses of the Revolution, were sending me their reminiscences,
and I had to collect and read them and quickly send back answers. I also had
to keep up with the literature that was being produced back home, as I am
after all not a politician, but a writer. And I now had sons ranging in age from
three to six and had to find time for them, like all normal people do.

In this sense, our move to Vermont promised to be the first step in my
life toward reasonableness, toward slowing down, toward a simple norm.

However, even before I turned my back on public attention in the West,
it was to turn its back on me. When the French magazine Le Point announced
in its New Year’s edition of 1976, against a rising wind of hostility toward
me, that I was “Man of the Year” for 1975, it was a brazen challenge on their
part: they put my face on the cover of the magazine with two dozen paint-
brushes that were painting tar over my face—1I had not taken the picture se-
riously at the time.

But I myself, from my very first steps in the West, had done everything
to turn the Western public and press away from me, revealing myself to be
an enemy of socialism, publishing my Lezter to the Sovier Leaders (“a betrayal
of democracy!”), and growling at the media. Anti-Communism still carried
some momentum, so support for me did not crumble right away. (Indeed,
one might ask if a broad anti-Communism even exists in Western society?—
It does not.) But also in those months, when that inner change came upon
me, even in soporific Canada, which always lagged behind, a leading televi-
sion commentator lectured me that I presumed to judge the experience of
the world from the viewpoint of my own /imited Soviet and prison-camp ex-
perience. Indeed, how true! Life and death, imprisonment and hunger, the
cultivation of the soul despite the captivity of the body: how very limited
that is compared to the bright world of political parties, yesterday’s numbers
on the stock exchange, amusements without end, and exotic foreign travel!

In the dynamic United States, things moved at a sharper clip. The for-
mer California Governor Ronald Reagan, President Ford’s rival in the up-
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coming nomination for the Republican Party, proposed in the spring of 1976
(by way of the Hoover Institution) that he and I should meet. I declined on
the grounds of my general decision to abstain from politics, but also because
I considered it tactless for a foreigner to influence the presidential election
campaign. Nevertheless, at the Republican National Convention that sum-
mer, the Reagan faction insisted on stating in the convention’s platform that
Solzhenitsyn is a “great beacon of human courage and morality,” and that the
Republican Party’s foreign policy will keep his warnings “ever in mind.”® Presi-
dent Ford, fearing a loss of influence within the party, relented and agreed
to these theses (as it was, he had been castigated all year for not having re-
ceived me in the White House). Kissinger fumed and raged. Two days later
Winston Lord, a senior Kissinger aide at the State Department, said I was
“just about a fascist” at a seminar for young diplomats, and warned that I
was a threat to peace. The statement was leaked, appeared in the papers and
on the floor of the Senate (Solzhenitsyn “has been a key target of the déten-
tists, both in the Kremlin and on the State Department’s seventh floor”),
causing a greater uproar on account of the fiery electoral campaign that was
underway, though the words that Winston Lord spoke in his halls of ivy
were soon to become customary in the American press. The entourage of
another candidate, Carter, styled me as “a slightly balmy nineteenth-century
Russian mystic.”’

Though I was about to settle in this country, such attacks went by me
without touching me; they could not affect the essence of the life I had now
embarked upon. The KGB attack that was to come, however, had a harsher
effect on me. The KGB was not about to forget me, regardless of how dis-
tant my refuge. My publication in 77me magazine in 1974, which showed
how the KGB had forged an entire nonexistent correspondence between
myself and Vasili Orekhov, proved not to have fazed them, nor were they
about to dismiss their excellent graphological department and master forg-
ers. It is true that rumors had already reached us from Moscow that some
kind of “bomb” was about to be launched against me. The KGB, thinking
me settled in Switzerland, decided to mount its next forgery initiative there.
And so a Swiss journalist by the name of Peter Holenstein wrote to me in
Zurich that he had received a document of great interest and was sending
me a copy before venturing to publish it, as he, out of professional consci-
entiousness, wanted my opinion on it first. (In our subsequent correspon-
dence, he told me that he had been furnished with an entire collection of
such forgeries, in part “by a high East German functionary” Holenstein
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had been offered a considerable sum of money to publish this material
under his name, defaming me, but refused. He had immediately had “seri-
ous doubts about the authenticity of the document,” and so had sent it to me.
Some “East German professor” was to repeat the offer a number of times,
but Holenstein refused.)

Alya express-mailed the document to me in California. Well, of course:
i’s my enemies looking to pounce upon anything I reveal about myself.
They were fuming that they had not made the most out of alead I had given
them in Archipelago about how they tried to recruit me as an informant.®
They would not have had all that far to look—1I myself had pointed the
way. And so the KGB concocted a written “denunciation” that I had suppos-
edly penned, and not on a minor matter but concerning the preparations for
the uprising in the Ekibastuz prison camp of January 1952. But how could
the Soviet govenrment itself publish, by way of rebuke, a denunciation al-
legedly made in its service? That wouldn’t do. So the document was slipped
to the Swiss correspondent with the following tale: some Ministry of Inter-
nal Affairs official had been going through old prison-camp archives (for
what reason is unclear, as he had not been charged with the task) when he
spotted among the thousands of denunciations one that was from twenty-
two years ago with the code name “Vetrov,” a code name he did not know.
He had then supposedly taken the denunciation out of the folder (in other
words, a crime against his office?) and handed the file not to his superior but
to some unspecified individuals who have ready access to foreigners.

My penmanship had been imitated quite well, mimicking my handwrit-
ing from my prison-camp years. (My ex-wife, Natalia Reshetovskaya, had
kept my letters from the war front and the prison camps. In 1974, after my
expulsion from the Soviet Union, she had married Konstantin Semyonov, a
high-ranking official in the Novosti press agency; consequently, my letters
were all at the disposal of the agency, and already in the spring of 1974 it
had struck a deal in the West with a glossy Italian magazine in which my ex-
wife published my letters as “The Love Letters of Solzhenitsyn.” An Ameri-
can publisher who was well disposed toward me had sent me a copy of the
whole thing. Imagine seeing one’s headlong youthful ardor laid out in the
world bazaar!) The handwriting was well forged, though in the most con-
spicuous place, the signature, there was a graphological lapse (correcting an
idiosyncrasy in my lettering that I have had since my schooldays). There were
also some noticeable distortions in the language and, even more importantly,
in the subject matter: my supposed denunciation was of certain Ukrainian
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individuals with whom I had supposedly met on that day as well as on the
day before (another goal of the KGB was to spark enmity between Russians
and Ukrainians abroad). But our group of prisoners and the Ukrainians had
been sent into separate zones two weeks before the date of the KGB’s forgery
(20 January), on Christmas Eve, 6 January 1952, a work-free Sunday.” We
were divided by a high, thick wall, previously built. Needless to say, the KGB
officers involved in the forgeries could not be expected to remember this de-
tail twenty years later. (I did write about this in Gulag Archipelago—in part 'V,
chapter 11—which they overlooked in their sloppiness.)' And what sort of
resolution do we see on the paper? What measures did the authorities suppos-
edly take in reaction to the information that there was to be an uprising in
two days? Instead of a lightning-quick preemptive strike, with arrests, the in-
formation was supposedly sent all the way to Moscow, to the Directorate of
the Gulags at the Soviet Ministry of the Interior! Halfway across the Soviet
Union! It was amazing how many professional errors the forgers had made!

However, I kept these observations to myself, in reserve as it were, ex-
pecting a public confrontation ahead (not spelling everything out at this
point would help me catch out the KGB later), and within hours I sent Xerox
copies of the forgeries to all the news agencies in California that might be in-
terested, along with a statement. [18] Both were published together in the
Los Angeles Times.

And I waited for the KGB to start insisting on the authenticity of the
forgeries and to start sending out new ones.

But they remained silent, not daring to dispute anything. Instead of set-
ting off a bomb, they managed a mere firecracker. (All the same, a year later
they again published the supposed denunciation in some socialist magazine
in Hamburg, but there, too, the bomb did not go off.)

So it wasn’t so easy to abstract oneself from politics.

I spent two months in the library and archives of the Hoover Institu-
tion, though I would have happily stayed another six. But circumstances were
calling me to Vermont, to my house that was being built, and I felt that I had
furnished myself with enough material. Emigrés living in California had also
given me gifts of books. I particularly remember a wonderful old man in
Burlingame, outside San Francisco, Nikolai Pavlovich (I believe) Rybalko, a
widower who lived with his sister. In the small house—old furniture, silence
and encroaching death, the end of a lineage, and though Rybalko was frail,
he still retained the aspect and stature of a Don Quixote, not entirely gray;
and I remember him opening his arms by the light of the table lamps and
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proposing that I take from his shelves any books, all of them if I wanted. It is
from him that I have a bound copy of Iskry (Sparks) the illustrated supple-
ment to the Russkoye Slovo (Russian Word ) newspaper,'! all its issues spanning
the years of World War I. Back in Moscow I had only managed to find a few
isolated issues, with photographs so vital for the description of the people
who were to be characters in my books and whose faces I had never seen.
Now I had everything in one place. I was amazed: such a heavy volume,
heftier than a large church Bible, and they had brought it with them from
Russia! This was another remarkable gift of memory from the First Wave of
émigrés: I had to write and write!

I permitted myself only a single excursion in California, driving out to
the Valley of the Moon with Elena Pashina to Jack London’s cottage. Not
that he was necessarily such a great classic, but my entire Soviet generation
had been brought up on his works: in 1929 and 1930 his stories— perhaps
on account of his socialist ideals—had come out in forty-eight booklets in
the Vsemirny Sledopyr (Worldwide Ranger) series, a great favorite with the
children of the time. And so the complete collection of London’s books had
figured in my childhood among the few authors whose works I possessed,
and as I had reread all my books a number of times in succession, so too
with his books. The emotional ties one forms as a child are kept forever. As
an adult I had not even looked at his work again, but it was with much emo-
tion that I now entered his deserted cottage (which is not preserved by the
government), as if I myself had lived there as a child.

In my two months at the Hoover Institution I had already accumulated
several boxes of materials, books, and letters. The plan was to return to the
East Coast in a Chevrolet Suburban, which was to be our first car in America,
so we could experience and feel the continent beneath our wheels. As I was
completing my work, Alya flew in and we drove off together.

Were one to be traveling in the Soviet Union, one could not have come
up with a vehicle more ideal than this Chevrolet: it could have driven over
any road with its ride height, and at night four people could sleep in the
back. The problem in the Soviet Union is that there is no place to spend the
night and the roads are bad, but you can always pull off at any point and
drive into the woods. In the United States that is simply not done. You can't
just pull off the highway, nor is one allowed to stop and pull over to the side,
not to mention that all the land along the highways is private property. You
cannot sleep in your car, and if you put up a tent, the owners of the property
show up before you know it and order you to leave. The only place to spend
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the night is in one of the drab and monotonous motels. To see the interest-
ing places of this continent we would have had to choose a long and cir-
cuitous route that went far beyond the 3,000 miles we were going; so we saw
only the western desert, Yellowstone Park, and the Grand Canyon with the
top of its rim in the sunset (a primeval sight! God creating and building
worlds), and Ohio’s powerful natural beauty. But driving along the highway
it is impossible to get a broader and more detailed impression. Some of the
major cities, instead of bypasses, had elevated expressways cut right through
them. We drove day and night, taking turns at the wheel while one of us
would sleep in the back (Alya had only just obtained her driver’s license, but
she drove very well, despite the fortress-like trucks that tore past through the
night and the highway construction that went on for dozens of miles with
flashing lights and closed lanes). I don’t know how we came out of this alive,
but we made it from Colorado to the Hudson River in under a day and a half.
(In Kansas we were given a speeding ticket, and local journalists pounced on
the transcripts of our trial 77z absentia and all the American newspapers, even
Time magazine, printed that Natalia Solzhenitsyn had been going well over
the speed limit.)'?

We arrived at Five Brooks and I showed Alya our property and the con-
struction work. She still had to make sure that it would be possible to move
here with small children (as if it were not too late for that at this point), and
then she had to fly back to Zurich to prepare the move in a way that the fam-
ily’s departure would not be sniffed out by the press and our whereabouts
trumpeted through all the newspapers. But first we had to finish building.

Now, of all times, an invitation was forwarded to me from Europe from
the Knesset to come all the way to Israel! But it was impossible for me to
think of leaving my new refuge in Vermont; it would have upset the corner-
stone of my life and thrown off my work, which was beginning to move for-
ward again. So I declined the invitation. [19] (I gave the letter to Alex Vino-
gradov to mail, but he put a domestic stamp on it by mistake so that my
reply did not fly to Israel but went by boat mail, taking two months to get
there, by which time they were furious.)

I now had to attend to the technicalities of my official entry into the
United States as a resident, and not as a tourist. For this [ was supposed to re-
turn to Zurich and from there fly back to America once again, but the Ameri-
can consul in Zurich was kind enough to send all the necessary documents
in a sealed envelope to the consul in Montreal so I didn’t have to go all the
way to Zurich, but only had to make a short trip to Canada by car. I had to
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pick up the documents in Montreal, cross the border back into America at
the appointed place— Massena—and register for a green card, which would
permit me to reside in the United States and which one could after five years
exchange for U.S. citizenship. (Would we survive that long—and if we did,
would we do it?)

From this short trip to Canada and back I was once more struck by how
much more organized and stronger the United States was, how much more
robust.

I also made a detour to Buffalo where I met Captain V. E Klementiev,
a remarkable old man who, while I had still been in Moscow, had sent me
by clandestine mail through Struve his vivid wartime reminiscences. He
was shorter than average but with very broad shoulders, a Hercules of a
man in his day. There was graying stubble on his cheeks, though his hair
had not turned gray. His eyes, his acumen, and his memory were of un-
eclipsed clarity, though his voice had the soft hoarseness of advancing
years. He told me his life story, and I persuaded him to write down his ac-
count. Klementiev was of peasant stock and had reached the rank of cap-
tain in the Imperial Army. After the October Revolution he had gone to
Novocherkassk, but General Alekseev’s headquarters did not assign him to
the Volunteer Army, but sent him to Savinkov in Moscow, where he be-
came a member of his Union for the Defense of Motherland and Freedom.
He then spent two years in the Taganka and Butyrka prisons under the con-
stant threat of execution, but survived and went to Poland, where he again
collaborated with Savinkov. For many years, Klementiev worked as a man-
ual laborer in America, and now, sixty years after the Revolution, impover-
ished and infirm, the Russian officer’s indomitable spirit burned within
him, and he lived for Russia alone.

When from time to time [ am in a despondent mood, all I need do is re-
member one of these old White Russians: That is how we must stand up in
the face of time! They are an example to us all!

[ settled in at Five Brooks on a stormy night, the eve of the United
States Bicentennial, the country entering its third century while I was enter-
ing an unknown period, my life in Vermont. Listening to the radio the fol-
lowing day, I heard them praise themselves in truly effusive and excessive
terms. It was yet a new surprise.
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In the meantime I had to live here hidden in a small cottage some dis-
tance from the building site, away from all the hammering, and also so that
the workers would not realize who the actual owner was, having only dealt
with Alex Vinogradov. In Russia we imagine the Americans to be champions
of work, so I was expecting fantastic speed and meticulous construction. But
in the evenings, leaving my cottage by the pond at the lower end of my
property where the streams meet, and heading up the steep hill to see how
work was progressing, I was amazed at how slowly it was going,.

The house we had bought—a wooden summer house, only large enough
for a small family—had to be expanded, and we even built a separate brick
house, with a large basement, that was to have a number of rooms where all
my archives could be stored securely and indefinitely. I also had several long
tables set up there for my overflowing work (where I could lay the manu-
scripts out so I could better parse, sort, and compose, arranging my pages ac-
cording to themes, events, and characters, and then into chapters—along
with all the excerpts I had collected over the years and the hundreds, even
thousands of notes I had made). There would also have to be space for my li-
brary, which was still growing. Unfortunately, Alex Vinogradov was in no
position to negotiate a fixed fee with the contractor for the construction
work, so we had to pay by the hour, a disaster. Not to mention that it was this
summer of all summers that Alex, a novice at the seminary, had been com-
missioned by Father Alexander Schmemann to build a dormitory there. Con-
sequently, Alex was torn between the two tasks. He could not effectively over-
see the quality and timeliness of the construction of our new home, and word
quickly spread among the workers that the new owners could easily be fooled.
The contractor from nearby Springfield cared neither about the quality nor
the timeliness of the work, bringing in up to fifteen workers a day, a good
deal more than were needed to handle the construction, and everyone was
paid by the hour, paid more in a single hour than a Soviet worker could make
in a week. I ruefully thought of the old Russian groups of artisans, where a
worker would be ashamed to be outdone by another! . . . But these free work-
ers behaved like the lowest of our enslaved camp inmates: they came late,
never began work right away, lounged about, and kept taking coffee breaks
(which labor-camp inmates of course could not do), and then, whenever these
builders did shoddy work, we had to pay by the hour all over again to have it
fixed. (Not to mention that if a worker made a mess somewhere he would
never pick up after himself. Cleaning up was beneath the dignity of his
trade.) In the meantime, the foreman was at the mercy of the ever-present
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bureaucracy: all the building plans had to be submitted for approval to Town
Hall, and all summer Alex refused to have so much as a pit dug for the new
building before the plans were approved. And so we began building the brick
house for my work and archives only in September—and in September the
early frosts hit, which resulted in the builders having to set up heaters and lay
out insulating blankets over the foundations so the concrete did not freeze.
The result was that the construction ended up being very expensive, three or
four times more than it would have cost us to buy two houses that were in
good shape—but then again, where would we have found ones that suited
our needs?

But regardless of the amount of money I ended up squandering due to
my inexperience and lack of involvement, the spacious house that was to be
the result of all this rewarded me with many years of productive work. Even
that summer in the cottage by the pond I wrote my entire Stolypin-Bogrov
cycle.”® Some things are priceless.

The little cottage at the bottom of the hill was a simple structure with
walls made of boards and a wide window looking out onto the pond. The
pond was a mere dozen steps away, and I would begin my mornings with a
dive into the water. A small stone dam across the brook formed the pond,
around which was a dense growth of tall poplars and birches, and young
maple trees, while the steep slope up our hill was entirely covered in pines
and firs. The pond was like an enclosed oval, the outside world invisible, as if
it did not exist; and you only see a scrap of oval sky above you, so limited
that a thundercloud can approach unexpectedly, without your seeing it gather
and draw near, and at night you can see only a small part of the constella-
tions. You commune with nothing but trees, the sky, the birds (there was a
large bird with powerful wings that had had been hiding there, and mornings
and evenings it circled the area menacingly), nothing but the jumping trout,
the raccoons, and the porcupines (there were also small snakes). The only vista
was the sky’s varying hues, the clouds, though here and there was a small clus-
ter of mighty trees. Four birch trees were huddled together like a gazebo, and
among them I placed a table, its legs made of birch as well, and sat there for
entire days. For a month and a half, until my family arrived, nobody ever came
down there except for Alex and his assistant.

I could breathe! I could write!

And I did write, immersing myself entirely in the beginning of the
Russian twentieth century. I would not have become a hermit if the task had
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not summoned me, had not drawn me to it. For me this was the most natu-
ral life, eliminating all hindrances, or disregarding them and working.

That summer I had brought with me the first stack of personal accounts
that elderly Russians had sent me by way of the San Francisco newspaper
Russkaya Zhizn (Russian Life). An even larger stack had come to me from
New YorK’s Novoye Russkoye Slovo (New Russian Word), and more personal
accounts were arriving—all I had to do now was read them! Not to mention
that more packages were coming over the ocean from Paris’s Russkaya Mys!
(Russian Thought).

It was as if all these elderly people, contemporaries of the Revolution,
were handing Alya and me the baton of their struggle; and the personal ac-
count of every person impressed me as if I had met that person in #hose years.

But what a quandary! When it came to personal accounts concerning the
Russian Civil War, I had neither time to read them nor time to reply. Since
my shattering discoveries at the Hoover Institution, my thoughts kept retreat-
ing ever further into the depths of history, with new vistas and new plans for
The Red Wheel opening up. With my false understanding all these years of the
February Revolution, I had had no intention of focusing, for instance, on the
person of the tsar, nor on the decade or two leading up to the Revolution. But
now that the true meaning of that February had become clear, I could not
avoid delving back into the decades that led to it. Concerning Nikolai II, I
had at least intended to write something, though not more than a light char-
acter sketch. Yet now more had to be done: the gigantic figure of Stolypin
came striding into the narrative. (He had long been etched on my heart be-
cause of his murder, but until now I had only planned to include him as an
addendum to my chapter on Guchkov.) Stolypin was before my eyes, burning
in my mind, and the narrative dictated that his murderer Bogrov should ap-
pear in his wake, with at least one chapter dedicated to him. But what would
the result be? Wouldn't the plot then fan out with all those fiery strands of
Russian revolutionary terror, and that over a time-period of thirty years? This
was another new and completely unexpected area of study.

How many unknown terrains I had turned my back on, had neglected!
How much unexplored and unsifted material! Where would I find the time
to tackle it all?

And how was I to squeeze all this additional material, all this prehistory,
into The Red Wheel? 1t could only be placed into August 1914. But would its
framework hold up, crackling from the intrusion of all this new material?
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I'still did not know how I would deal with this, but I had to hurry, I had
to write, my pen was on fire!

Immersing myself so deeply in the February Revolution and in our se-
cluded life in Vermont, there were quite a few incidents that passed me by,
including a number of attacks on me. In Paris in the spring of 1976 Sou-
varine published a venomous article against me and in defense of Lenin. It
wasn't until two years later that I heard about it—1I have only just found
out—and now it is probably too late to respond.'* Once you start engaging
with these people there’s no escape.

I also missed Dmitri Panin’s pamphlet arguing with me. Removed as he
has always been from any practical action, his thoughts had gone well be-
yond the bounds of reality, and after his unequivocal failure to secure the
Pope as an ally he now declared my Lezter to the Soviet Leaders to be an act of
pitiful compromise. Why bother engaging these leaders in a conversation
when they ought to be burned to a crisp by your ire! In his view I was falling
short in my opposition to Communism. My letter was tantamount to an act
of conciliation with the soviets. (Under the Bolsheviks the soviets, or “coun-
cils,” were of course merely a show, but at the time it had been the only con-
cept through which one could express the need for self-government by the
people.) Panin was demanding a revolution (but by whose hands, with
whose blood?). I recoiled from this idea, and that had been the main im-
pulse, and a correct one, for my Lezter to the Soviet Leaders.

Our two houses stood near one another—the old one to live in and the
new one for work—and we had linked them with a twenty-yard passageway
that went from one basement to the other, which would make coming and
going between the two houses easier in bad weather and at night. This way we
would not have to shovel out our yard as much during the long snowy win-
ters, and we could have our water coming from a single well and our heating
pipes from a single boiler. What worried us, however, was that, under Ameri-
can law, Town Hall was obliged to show all the building plans to pretty much
anybody who might ask, this being an “open society” And the number of
newspapers that then fell all over each other to write ad infinitum about the
passageway we had built as if it were a tunnel leading to a bunker!

But what kind of protection did we have in Vermont? It was a remote
and deserted terrain where any stranger would be immediately noticed. Our
chain-link fence only kept out annoying passersby, and perhaps the press and
the chainsaw-like snarling of the snowmobiles that people here ride around
on all winter: without boundaries your property is not yours. Like almost
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every other household in the area, we gradually bought a shotgun, a hunting
rifle, and a pair of pistols. But even if we were to see a stranger on our prop-
erty, would we shoot? What if the stranger’s intentions were good?

After all: unless the Lord protect the town, no guard will keep it safe and
sound."”

Whoever has not been in constant battle with the KGB might find our
taking such precautions in the free West strange, even insane. But anyone
who has had serious dealings with the KGB knows that it is no laughing
matter. Every Russian family in the West remembers the abductions of Gen-
erals Kutepov and Miller,'® and the assassinations of a number of defectors.
We have become used to evaluating any situation, any danger in terms of
these polar opposites: us versus the KGB. In the West the KGB acts freely
(nor does it have a watchdog, as the CIA does, in the Western press).

So as our family left Switzerland, it not only had to dodge the besieging
reporters who followed its every step, but also to trick the KGB and to keep it
from becoming aware of our departure in advance, and thus be able to cast a
net after us. The duplex in which we lived in Zurich (our kind but talkative
neighbor living in the other half’) was in close proximity to five other houses,
all of which had a full view of our premises. We now had to bring all our be-
longings, books, and boxes overseas and slip away in broad daylight with four
children and a dozen suitcases so that nobody would see it as a departure. Our
trusted neighbors Gigi and Beata Stachelin knew about our plan, and agreed
to keep taking in our mail for us for a long time afterward, so that our depar-
ture would remain unnoticed. Sigmund Widmer was also aware of our de-
parture, but as a friend, not in his capacity as Mayor of Zurich.

Our able, warm, and wonderful friend Viktor Bankoul arranged every-
thing, and in a quite remarkable way. Almost all our furniture was to be left
in Zurich (though my indestructible Saint Petersburg desk did cross the
ocean, having survived the flames of the Civil War and the Leningrad Block-
ade, and was now moving with me for the fifth time); just the books and pa-
pers amounted to a hundred and twenty heavy boxes. How was Alya to re-
move these without arousing the suspicions of our neighbors or the
passersby on the quiet street in front of our house? A moving company—
friends of Bankoul—sent us a van: not one with their logo that everyone in
Zurich would have recognized, but a van from a local furniture store, along
with handymen in nondescript blue uniforms (all friends of Bankoul) who
quickly took our things out to the van the way furniture is sometimes taken
away to be fixed or exchanged. The van did not arouse anyone’s suspicion.
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All that now remained for the morning of the departure, and not too early at
that, was for the six members of the family to leave with a dozen heavy bags
(containing all my manuscripts, which were not to be shipped separately).
But how was this to be managed? On the last evening, another friend of
Viktor’s pulled up to our back entrance in a van from a local florist— this,
too, not an uncommon sight in Zurich—and quietly removed the bags and
delivered them to the Bankouls. They then came over on the morning of the
departure in their car and picked up our three small children, as they some-
times did when taking them on an outing. Fifteen minutes later Alya and her
mother, carrying only small hand luggage, got into our neighbor Gigi’s car
and left for the airport.*

And so my family was forced to leave without goodbyes, without telling
anyone, and we were simply happy that we had managed to hoodwink the
KGB. We did not ask ourselves what all this would look like in Switzerland
when the news came out; for us there were only two opposing poles: the
KGB and us. But there was also Switzerland to consider, and this would have
its consequences.

My family’s entry to the United States on 30 July was also to go by quite
unnoticed. (It's remarkable and quite commendable that not a single person at
the INS" leaked any information.) And so everyone had finally arrived at Five
Brooks, settling down in a small guest house next to the construction site, sup-
posedly as Vinogradov’s relatives. (Three-year-old Stepan had overheard talk
about “going to America” and then “here we are in America,” and so began
calling that first shelter, the wing of that guest house, “America.”) I, in the
meantime, continued working in the cottage by the pond shielded by signs
saying “private,” and so another forty days of construction went by. It was on
7 September that Alex Vinogradov completed the chain-link fence surround-
ing our property and put in a front gate, which was also made of chain-link,
and then on 8 September the entire world press exploded with the news so
vital to them and their readers that the Solzhenitsyns had moved to America!

* All this may strike the reader as a pointless charade, but in the summer of 1990 the KGB
defector Major-General Oleg Kalugin was to tell the editors of Novy Mir that Kryuchkov (he
actually named him) had arranged for me to be murdered in Switzerland and would have
been personally in charge of it, but that the plan had fallen through “on account of the sud-
den disappearance of the target,” in other words our undetected move to America. (Author’s

note, 1990.)
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We will never understand what makes the press relish pursuing people’s every
move in this way. The newspapers printed maps with arrows: here is where
they are, here, here, right here! Tittle-tattling little muckrakers, have you noth-
ing more important to occupy yourselves with? (Our moving had been ex-
posed by Zurich’s municipal office, something we had not foreseen: the office
had been sent a notification that I was vacating my premises, and, needless to
say, officials there were quick to share the information with the press.)

The suddenness of our move caught everyone’s attention: it is unaccept-
able for people of fame not to inform the world of what they are doing, not
to advertise their next move but to go ahead and do what they want unan-
nounced. Over a hundred press vehicles now converged on the tiny town of
Cavendish, from Boston, from New York, quizzing the townspeople to get
information, journalists crowding in front of our gate, scurrying along our
fence—they even arranged for a helicopter to fly over our property and take
pictures. Not to mention that we were left without a crutch, since fourteen-
year-old Dimitri, who was quite outgoing and fluent in English, had left for
boarding school in Massachusetts the day before. To make things worse, our
light chain-link fence had a single strand of barbed wire on top where the
fence ran along the side of the road, to hook the pants of snoopers trying to
climb over. This single strand of barbed wire the media now magnified into
a “barbed-wire fence surrounding the entire property,” and that it was as if I
were walling myself up in a new prison, a “self-imposed gulag.” I did intend
to sequester myself, not in a prison but in a tranquil refuge, the kind neces-
sary for creativity in this mad, whirling world. But the press also picked up
details from the locals about us having a pond, setting off the legend about
my “swimming pool,” which immediately turned our supposed life within a
prison into a “bourgeois lifestyle” in which the Solzhenitsyn family now in-
tended to indulge. Ah, wretches, they were writing not about us but about
themselves, revealing what mattered to them. We have been expelled from
our country, our hearts are constricted, my wife’s eyes are never dry of tears,
only work can save us—and this is our so-called “bourgeois lifestyle.”

One would think that a democratic society proclaims its respect for each
and everybody’s rights, each and everybody’s personal tastes, even whims.
Why, then, is there such irate intolerance when a person wants to be left alone?

And then, as the journalists gathered by our automatic gate (that could
be opened and closed by pressing a button, a fairly common device in the
United States), their fevered fantasy dreamed up that we had an electronic
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alarm and a comprehensive security system along the entire length of our
fence, with high-voltage wiring. This of course only added fuel to the idea
that I was creating a “self-imposed gulag.” This was repeated over and over
in the press throughout the world, and the notion that we had “compre-
hensive electronic protection” was to stick; try as we might, we could not di-
vest ourselves of it. It was a shame, but, as we realized, it also turned out to
be to our advantage: what we were unable to build ourselves, the media built
for us. It was the only time that the newspapers did not play into the KGB’s
hands but into ours. We did not refute the information, and so for years to
come the idea that we were unreachable persisted. (And to think that in the
woods where we lived the spring torrents every year knocked the fence down
in many places, which we didn't fix. People could easily enough have simply
stepped over it.)

In those first weeks, Russian-speaking strangers would also turn up.
They stuck a note on our “inaccessible” gate: “You bearded dog, for how much
did you Sell Russia to the Yids your fence won’t save your neck from the noose.”

Stalin’s daughter was also quick to join the fray. Immersed in the Ameri-
can way of life, and raising her daughter as an American, she was shielded
from Soviet agents by a formidable guard. She had heard all the rumors
about my “electric barbed-wire fence,” and in an interview made the solemn
pronouncement: “How very Russian!” (An old Russian way of life? or some-
thing newer, sparked by her papa’s KGB?) And both the Voice of America
and the Novoye Russkoye Slovo newspaper carried her weighty decree: “How
very Russian!”

In the meantime, in Switzerland the socialist newspaper Zages-Anzeiger
came out with a headline that filled almost half a page: “Solzhenitsyn family
flees Zurich.”'® Other newspapers published maps: “In Deepest Vermont, at
the Back of Beyond.”" Switzerland was very offended on account of the ex-
traordinary secrecy of our departure (it had been quite rude, which hadn’t oc-
curred to us), but also just because we had left. In their great prosperity, the
Swiss felt that they had sheltered and protected an endangered exile; they had
been good hosts, but the exile did not appreciate their hospitality and left, un-
gratefully and in secret. But other problems preoccupied us then, and by the
time the news exploded in the media we missed the opportunity of writing at
least a belated farewell. It must be said that the ordinary Swiss people had al-
ways been good to me, and the fact that the Swiss police had forbidden me to
make any political statements® was not known to the people; and it was also
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hard to explain that we were escaping not only the bustle of the city but also
our KGB pursuers. The ill will that had arisen against me was used to great
effect by the Swiss tabloids and the leftist press. (The two often go arm in arm,
as was the case in Russia before the Revolution: the Stock Exchange Gazette,
Morning Russia, Moscow Leaflet, a whole long line of them.)

The American public, friendly and childishly hankering for the sensa-
tional, of course immediately deluged us with an avalanche of letters,
telegrams, invitations, and congratulations, wishing us well with much kind-
ness, but it was an avalanche that would have killed a novice. I, however, had
experienced such a deluge at least twice before in my life, and was no novice.
Even once the deluge subsided, the flow continued: invitations to speak, to
greet someone, requests to write forewords; directives as to what topics I
ought to speak on, whom I should defend with all due haste; requests from
Slavists for additional information about this or that place in this or that
book of mine; people inquiring whether I knew this or that relative of theirs
in the Archipelago; requests from cancer patients concerning information on
cures, where to get and how to use the Issyk-Kul root and birch mushrooms.
(I always replied to cancer patients immediately.)

There was also the threat of complications arising from another quarter,
the locals. Putting up a fence around one’s land, even a fence that was see-
through, was an unusual and provocative action. What's more, it cut off one
of the paths used by snowmobiles, which people enjoyed riding through the
forests and mountains. Governor Snelling, whom I went to meet, gave me
the good advice to attend the annual town meeting and talk to the locals.
The meeting took place in February, at the end of our first winter in Ver-
mont, and I went, sat with the others, and then talked. [20] Immediately,
the tension in the town eased, and a staunch neighborliness was established.

On my trip to the state capital, I inquired about the possibility of estab-
lishing a nonprofit publishing house. As soon as Viktor Bankoul and I took
leave of the officials, the media descended on them, and they were obliged to
respond to all their questions, and the following day the sensational news
spread throughout the world that in moving to Vermont I was setting up my
own publishing house. (And soon enough I began to receive book proposals,
even actual manuscripts.)
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It was in fact with our move that the idea of establishing our own pub-
lishing house crystallized. The plan was for it to be a subsidiary of the Russian
Social Fund,? and that it would publish books that were needed in Russia and
would be sent there free of charge. The first such series was already on the
horizon: a long-planned series of research in newest Russian history (under
the Russian initials I. N. R. I.). So much of our historical memory was being
lost, so many documents intentionally destroyed. But wasn't there at least
something, anything, that could still be snatched from oblivion? I was confi-
dent that we would bring together a strong group of writers, old and young.
But I saw immediately that we could not accomplish the task on our own:
settled as we now were in Cavendish, we could at best do the editing (and
even that was not certain) and perhaps the typesetting too, but how were we
to gather a workforce? Where would the production department be? And
what about the distribution? Who would see to all the correspondence, the
mailing, the shipping? As always when it came to things Russian, there was a
shortage of manpower. It was said that there were over a million Russian im-
migrants in the United States alone, though no one had actually done a
count, but even with half a million Russians, and a good young generation,
one couldn’t find anyone to do the job.

Though the idea of my own publishing house had been sparked by the
move to a new continent, it was also fueled by the plans I was envisioning. I
continued to regard YMCA-Press in Paris as a disorganized, badly run enter-
prise, its booklist containing titles of varying quality and trends—one never
knew what to expect next. Having lost all hope of doing sound work with
such a chaotic publishing house, I entered negotiations, through the YMCA
editor Nikita Struve himself, with the French publisher Editions du Seuil, for
them to bring out my collected works in Russian. When it seemed that Struve
might after all take over the direction of YMCA-Press so that it could be run in
an effective and straightforward manner, I promised I would support him. Fi-
nally, at the end of 1977, Morozov’s close friend Boris Yulievich Fize, a mem-
ber of the Russian Student Christian Movement and YMCA-Press execu-
tive committee chairman, suggested that Morozov step down as director of
the press, a suggestion to which Father Alexander Schmemann also lent his
support. Following a drawn-out debate in the movement, Alya, who was in
Paris in the spring of 1978, confirmed in my name that I too was in support of
Morozov stepping down. Morozov agreed to leave, on condition that YMCA-
Press, despite being a small publishing enterprise, pay him over the next six
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years and more a full salary until he reached retirement age, and that he would
retain the rank of “literary advisor.”*

Yet it was not Struve who was to replace Morozov, as Struve was still reti-
cent about taking on the directorship of the press. (“My fragmentation is
weighing me down,” Struve had said. He had set out along a number of cre-
ative paths, but had not followed them through.) The post was to go to
Vladimir Alloi, a man from the Third Wave of emigration who had vigor-
ously lobbied for the position. I was never to meet Alloi. But seen from a dis-
tance, the fast-paced years of his tenure at YMCA-Press seemed marked by
an air of excited feverishness, the main goal being speed.

Now that I had finally settled down in one place, Alya and I decided
to bring out my twenty-volume collected works. Up to this point, in our
rushed underground struggle, we would hardly have had the opportunity to
edit and proofread the texts that had gone through so many hands in samiz-
dat; nor had we had the opportunity to keep a faithful record, even for our-
selves, of the differences between my original texts and the Soviet publica-
tions of them. Not to mention that foreign editions of Russian texts are
inevitably filled with errors and typos: when would we have found the time
to sit down and correct them all? This was now our first opportunity. An-
other issue was that people kept sending me additional material for Gulag
Archipelago from outside the Soviet Union, much of which I wanted to add;
but, needless to say, I had to bring the project to a close at some point, other-
wise there would be no end to it. As for my plays and screenplays, they had

* Morozov also retained his teaching position at the Theological Institute, so that the loss of the
directorship of YMCA-Press did not mean the end of his professional life; but apparently his
long-term illness led him in November of that year to commit suicide. This caused prolonged
strife and much dissension at the Russian Student Christian Movement (RSCM), Struve being
hounded (with a view to restricting his editorial powers), not to mention that there was a denial
of Morozov’s mental illness, despite its having been common knowledge. The Russian Student
Christian Movement even put a stop to the upcoming edition of Vestnik (Messenger) with Mo-
rozov’s obituary. In short, Morozov’s was one of those painful and bitter emigrant stories when
a person has lost the connection to his homeland, has lost all prospects, and work has lost all
meaning, I received an indignant letter from a group of members of the RSCM, though they
did not understand that Morozov had not been directing YMCA-Press, but rather was running
it into the ground. Yet I deeply regret having intervened in the internal reshuffle at the press
with my threat that I would no longer publish with them as long as Morozov was at the helm.
(Author’s note, 1979.)
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never appeared in print, and it was necessary to publish them in an author-
ized edition. The profound quiet of Five Brooks now gave Alya and me the
opportunity to slow down and finally focus.

But if the typing out of the drafts was to be done somewhere far away,
the work would constantly be delayed, with the proofs having to be mailed
back and forth. Therefore it was vital to do the typing and editing here in our
home, and it goes without saying that Alya—who else?—was to take charge
of that, especially since each page would call for her editorial intervention.
And now that the old linotype machines were no longer in use, there were
new electronic machines to contend with: more new and uncharted terrain.
We began sending out feelers, comparing different systems. Michael Roshak,
of Carpatho-Russian origin, a deacon at St. Vladimir’s Orthodox Theologi-
cal Seminary in New York, proved to be of great help, as he was involved with
the seminary’s publications and so had some knowledge of the different sys-
tems. After Michael Roshak, it was Andrew Tregubov, a student at the semi-
nary who had recently come from Moscow, who took charge of arranging for
the right machine, and we invited him and his wife Galina to come live with
us in Vermont. Tregubov had good technical aptitude and arranged for the
purchase of an IBM Composer that combined a mechanical and electronic
processing system with memory. The purchase was a drawn-out affair, but the
twentieth century definitely came to our rescue, as I do not know how we
would have managed without this machine. We did the entire layout of my
works at home, by ourselves, and, as luck would have it, both Tregubovs were
also artists.

Alya was quick to learn the art of typing and layout in all its details, and
fast became a virtuoso in the craft, preparing the final typed manuscripts of
my collected works one volume after another.

For my Red Wheel had once boldly invented new genres, as well as spe-
cial fonts and signs for these genres and their layout. I had not given thought
to the problem that a publisher might be unable to carry all this off and con-
vey everything without distortion to future readers. This task now fell to my
wife, my companion, dedicated as she was to my works with all her heart.
Now, in our first collection that we prepared in Vermont, Alya fully and ele-
gantly implemented everything to the letter.”?

And with this our plans expanded: why not type out ourselves the vol-
umes we were planning for a Russian memoir series, producing well-edited
manuscripts, and only send to YMCA-Press in Paris for publication whatever
was ready in its final form?
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This parallel project of creating an All-Russian Memoir Library tor-
mented me from the start. The precious personal accounts of witnesses of
the Revolution came pouring in: but members of the Second Wave of emi-
gration, as they were younger, could write even more. They could write
about the first twenty-five years of life under the Soviets, the vicissitudes of
World War II, and about life as refugees, their deportation from the West,
and postwar life in Europe. From Cavendish I wrote an appeal to these po-
tential memoirists. But there was a stcumbling block: what address were we to
give? If we were to furnish our own address, how could we check for explo-
sive devices? The Bolsheviks might well send us a bomb (the way they had
sent one to Solonevich in Bulgaria, the bomb exploding when his wife
opened the package).” For more than six months we tried to think of a way
to handle this, until Irina Ilovaiskaya, who by then had moved in with us,
managed to come to an arrangement with Boston’s postal inspector I. M. Pe-
terson (who kindly took on the task on his own initiative), that his office
would accept all the mail, check for letter bombs, open everything, and then
send it on to us. It was only at this point, in the autumn of 1977, that the
project became feasible, and I put a notice in the newspapers.?* Such are the
real conditions on this planet given the existence of the KGB. And that was
how, for some two years, all the mail in connection with our All-Russian
Memoir Library was to come to us; later, once the main flow subsided, we
rerouted the mail directly to Cavendish.

It was initially Andrew Tregubov* who gathered together the manu-
scripts of the Memoir Library, arranged all the storage and filing, and took
care of all the correspondence with the authors. But, to our great surprise,
the people from the Second Emigration hardly sent us any manuscripts at
all! That’s how badly Bolsheviks had frightened them: into a lifelong silence.
Almost all of these people had been cowed in the years after the war by the
SMERSH? manhunts, and by the Anglo-American policy of sending Rus-
sian refugees back to Stalin. This Second Emigration can not and will not
ever believe, to their dying day, that they are safe, even if they are living across
the ocean. It was, once again, the First Emigration that sent us manuscripts.

* He soon graduated from the seminary, became Father Andrew, and was given a parish some
twenty miles from us in the Autocephalous Orthodox Church in America. For many years he
was the priest of our family church, our children in many ways growing up under its roof. His
wife Galina also did our word processing before they moved out of our house with the birth of

their first child. (Author’s note, 1993.)
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The summer and autumn months of 1976, while hammers were bang-
ing on our hill and tractors growling, I remained steeped in work in my soli-
tude by the pond. I had become acutely aware of a weakness in the fabric of
The Red Wheel. Its scope until 1914 was not substantial enough. I was con-
stantly uncovering new material that simply could not be excluded from my
retrospective: not just the activities of Stolypin, his assassination, the wave of
terrorism, and the bloody veil of the years 1905 and 1906, but also the en-
tire reign of Tsar Nikolai II, particularly notable for the firsz half of his reign,
which had not been frayed by banal disputes. The tsar, having come to the
throne of a powerful state, managed within his fi7sz eleven years to let Russia
drop into the abyss. (Stolypin having come to the rescue in 1906, the tsar
again, in the course of the nexr eleven years, managed to drop the nation
into the abyss once more.) I also could not exclude the philosophy of the
revolutionaries themselves, and to go deeper and deeper until I got to the
Narodnaya Volya (People’s Will) terrorist group and the tragic farce of a trial
of Vera Zasulich. All this had somehow to be skillfully compressed and en-
tered into the text—but where? It could only go into August 1914. And so 1
decided to bring out a new two-volume edition. But how painful it was to
impose these additions on a text that had already been completed. My entire
system of historical Nodes was shaken to the core. With my book bearing
the title “August 1914,” under what premise could I then squeeze all those
things in? But I could not very well begin my historical Nodes from as far
back as 1878! So as a last resort I came up with the idea of a retrospective
section I would call “From Previous Nodes” that stretched back from Sep-
tember 1911 to 1899, the longest extension being the persona of Nikolai II,
the chapter on him growing colossally.

But now I came to realize that in my whirlwind of gathering materials at
the Hoover Institution, I had by far not collected everything I needed. And
then winter came early to Vermont, at the beginning of November, and the
construction was still not completed. I was still living in the summer cottage:
this was in fact an ideal moment to escape into a library once more. The
émigrés Alexis Rannit, an Estonian poet and professor at Yale, and his wife
Tatiana offered me a secluded sojourn at Yale University over the Thanksgiv-
ing break. Upon arriving at my room for visiting professors I found that my
hosts (despite their advancing years) had brought over for me heavy volumes
of transcripts of the State Duma,* copies of Krasny Arkhiv (Red Archive),
and People’s Will publications from 1905, and in a fiery rapture I spent a week
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at Yale in seclusion, never coming out, taking no hot meals. And so I filled in
all the gaps I had located. All I now had to do was write and write!

That autumn, the cottage at the pond being cold, I also went to New
York, to Columbia University, where I worked some more in the Bakhmeteff
Archive. But I did walk through midtown late one evening—what a strange
city! Thank God I didn’t have to live there. I wanted to get back home to
Cavendish as quickly as I could.

It was only toward New Year, in biting cold with ice and snow, that the
hammering of the roofers on the building with my study and archive came
to an end. It was in the same house that Alex Vinogradov built with much
love a chapel for us. (The icons on the Royal Doors of our iconostasis were
later painted by Nikita Struve’s wife Maria, an inspired icon painter and the
daughter of the renowned priest Father Aleksandr Elchaninov. Archbishop
Gregory came from Alaska to consecrate our little chapel to Saint Sergius of
Radonezh, and brought with him from Alaska the antimension for its altar.)

Now I had the office of my dreams, spacious, with a high ceiling and
bright windows (there were even windows in the roof, and no attic beneath
them). I dragged four desks into this cold space, doing it, symbolically, on
31 December, and on 1 January 1977 I began to work.

With amusement I recalled the proverb “A man’s home is his castle.”
had never lived like this before, nor had I ever dreamed I would! Under a
grand canopy of #his kind one could write an epic!

I came to the decision that henceforth I would dedicate myself to work,
and nothing else. This would be the first real year of work in my life!

But it was to be a year beset by distractions and frustration. And yet it
was still to be a very successful year, one with a record number of pages writ-
ten, and also the year in which I developed a new technique for March 1917.
I had finally reached the Revolution! From my early years I had been aware
that I had both the interest and temperament to describe that revolution,
and I was passionate and ready for the task. But it did not yield itself easily
to me—it was too different from what I was used to doing. I was over-
whelmed by the avalanche of events of February and March 1917, but that
period had also rewarded me with many finds. My entering into the Febru-
ary Revolution threw wild cards at me: contradictions were suddenly arising
among the different sources, and you have to figure out which one is true!

As for the documents, they were clutching at me and demanding to be
revealed. Historical documents are a delight, one could quote, and quote
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most liberally, but no: doing so would cause the narrative to collapse and
hinder the information from being used to best effect. If you have a credible
report in hand, a protocol or a record of an important exchange of tele-
grams, it is better to ascertain what prompted the individuals to produce
these documents. What were the hidden circumstances, what were their cal-
culations? Who sent the telegram—what was he feeling? And what did the
recipient think and feel? Particularly at the moment when the telegraph tape
was uncoiling between his fingers and he quickly set out to reply. (It was in
this way too that I felt the transcripts of many conferences come to life.)
This method was far richer—both psychologically and reflecting the flux
of political events—and it provided the best arena for the development of
the historical characters. I was also driven to uncover the unexpected conse-
quences of distortions when, through irresponsible journalism or word of
mouth, facts were altered, or the meaning of a document, or even its date.

And this brought with it the prospect of an entirely new sequencing
within the narrative, one that went hour by hour, and consequently with
chapters that were much shorter and more fast-paced; even the movement of
events in hourly increments, at times minute by minute. The coverage of
places and social groupings also now had to be far broader than I had ini-
tially planned. I had also never before delved into historical materials as me-
thodically and exhaustively as I was now doing. I had always been in a hurry,
and had always been missing needed material.

Now I spent all my waking hours working without any distractions:
nothing but the February Revolution. It now seemed strange to recall that it
was not too long ago— two years ago, a year ago— that I had been trying to
rally Eastern Europe into a liberation movement, to rouse Western Europe
and America to defend themselves! Now I wanted nothing to happen in my
life, no external events, nothing to be entered into my personal calendar—a
sign of a happy life! If I were to work like this for three or four years, I would
have a result in hand. I wanted to work until the entire experience of my
lived life would be exhausted and I felt the need to get up and go in order to
renew my perspective.

But where would I go? . . . Only to Russia. A Russia of the future, or one
that was partially so, or at least a Russia that was slightly more favorable. Only
then would I once more be able to write short stories—and then about the
present. It would only be then, in a renewed Russia, that I would want once
more to act and throw myself into public life, to try to influence matters
so that Russia would not return to the disastrous path of February 1917. A
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new thrust of life, and I would finally have Russian readers, with no need for
translation. This would be a rebirth, a new youth despite my gray beard. (And
though my mind cannot conceive how this might come about, my premoni-
tion leads me to believe with conviction that a return to Russia will happen in
my lifetime.)

What use to me had been those positions on which I had taken such a
strong stand here in the West, with people seeming to listen to me? All this
was without real benefit, and my soul had not embraced it. I came more and
more to see that the political West, the West of the media, and, of course,
the Western business world, were not our allies— or were too dangerous to
have as allies in restoring Russia.

This new direction of mine was already beginning to shimmer through
and beginning to be noticed in the West. Looking back, it is amazing that
the unanimous support that had sustained me in my battle against the Soviet
Dragon—the support of the Western press and Western society, and even
from within the Soviet Union— that incredible and unjustified groundswell
that lifted me, had been triggered by a mutual lack of understanding. I, in
fact, suited the all-powerful opinion of the Western political and intellectual
elite as little as I did the Soviet rulers, or indeed the Soviet pseudo-intellectuals.

Another vital element to consider was the ambiguous and questionable
strategy of attacking the Soviet regime not from within, but from the out-
side. Who was I going to ally myself with? With those who were opponents
of a strong Russia, opponents of our national rebirth? And against whom
was I stating my case? Clearly, only against the Soviet government. But if the
government had its tentacles wrapped around both the neck and body of my
country, where was I to draw the line? You cannot cut down the body of
your motherland along with the tentacles. In my American speeches of
1975, for example, I had made an appeal to the West not to furnish the So-
viet Union with electronic technology and sophisticated equipment, but I
did not call for there to be no shipments of grain. I had said nothing of the
kind, but people somehow concluded that I had, or others had made such
statements; and it became ingrained in public opinion that it was I who had
said such a thing. And then when the artistic director of the Moscow Art
Theater, Oleg Efremov—a man I valued— came to New York with the
playwright Mikhail Roshchin, and they spoke to Veronika Shtein, the ques-
tion they put to her was: “Why is Aleksandr Isaevich calling for war and ad-
vocating that Russia not be given grain? Are our people to starve?” My God,
calling for war is exactly what I did 7oz do, but the press in the United States
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had twisted my words, and for my words to reach my compatriots in such a
form, what was the world coming to! And I certainly had not said a single
word about grzin! I could shout this from the rooftops, but who would lis-
ten? The question remained of what statements to make in my speeches,
what to call for.

I live only for the future of Russia. But what if, with my vocal damning
of the entire regime of the country, I am in fact not helping Russia but
merely cutting myself off from the motherland forever? If only there were a
solution! . . .

Everything, absolutely everything, came together in a way that made it
better for me to remain silent for a long time, not to speak out in public. A
positive outcome of some kind would hopefully emerge of its own accord.

Even if you overcome the harassment of the Western media, the Soviet
talons will still claw at you. How can you make a truce with the Devil?—
he will hardly abide by his word anyway.

Though I myself fell silent, our Russian Social Fund continued its work
on Soviet territory, sending the Soviet government into a rage: never before
in its sixty years of existence had aid for individuals persecuted in the USSR
been arranged through the West, and in such a way that the people who were
persecuted were not afraid to accept this aid. (It was not coming from “the
imperialists!”) They accepted it because it was known to everyone that I was
one of them, that I had been a prisoner in the camps, and that it was honest
money, Archipelago money. The secret paths through which we (Alya and
those who helped her) managed to send money across the Iron Curtain sur-
prised many and infuriated the Soviet government. At first, when the Soviets
were snatching up only 35 percent of all money transfers, we sent sizable
sums by official means. (Aleksandr Ginzburg found us almost a dozen peo-
ple who were not afraid to receive these funds and then pass them on to oth-
ers.) Another successful method was that individuals emigrating to the West
would leave rubles for the Fund in the Soviet Union, and in the West the
Fund would then pay them in dollars at a real exchange rate: one dollar for
three rubles, then for four rubles. But after the Bolsheviks began robbing all
money transfers at 65 percent of the amount being sent, there was no longer
any point in our sending money through official channels. We then came up
with another secret way of getting money into the Soviet Union. Though
the Soviets maintained an inflated official exchange rate that was significantly
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higher than the dollar, they themselves offered foreigners a more favorable
rate while at the same time punishing Soviet citizens for any attempt to
change money: only the state was allowed to hold hard currency. Conse-
quently, Soviet citizens who were traveling to the West were always seeking
to change their rubles there as much as they could. And our benevolent and
invaluable friend Viktor Bankoul, a Swiss citizen and future board member
of our Fund, began putting our system of reverse exchange into practice,
first with the aid of his friend Sergei Nersesovich Krikorian, a Russian Ar-
menian living in Geneva, and then setting up a system on his own in Zurich.
He began buying Soviet rubles with Swiss francs, but only tattered and used
ruble notes. As people had largely brought with them crisp new notes, this
slowed things down; after all, we could not be sending freshly minted bank-
notes with consecutive serial numbers to the USSR. (We called all this “Op-
eration Y.”) What we had to do next was to bring this money across the bor-
der in a suitcase to Struve in Paris, which Maria Aleksandrovna Bankoul
always undertook to do. Struve knew all our secret agents working in the So-
viet Union—he himself at times helped place his former Russian students
with the French diplomatic service in Moscow. These heroic helpers are all
named in my [nvisible Allies. Thus packs of used Soviet banknotes of many
different denominations, and amounting to many thousands of rubles, were
secretly brought to Moscow, and intermediaries conveyed them to Aleksandr
Ginzburg, who was administrator of the Fund until his arrest in early 1977.
(This role of “intermediary” link— usually carried out by Eva, and later also
by Boris Mikhailov—was extremely dangerous: Soviet citizens caught 77 fla-
grante receiving an enormous amount of money from a foreigner before they
had a chance to distribute it could count on severe sentences; and Mikhailov
had five children!)

Bringing the money into the Soviet Union was a difficult undertaking,
but there were also many complications and dangers awaiting the administra-
tors on the ground. Receiving immense and unforeseeable amounts of money,
they had to apportion it immediately and store it, either in safe houses where
no searches were expected, or in bankbooks that would not arouse suspicion.
Moving the stacks of money to places where they could be stored, and then
to places where they could be distributed, was always perilous for every-
one involved; and as lists were dangerous and could not be kept, it was a
great challenge to remember with hardly any notes at hand the large num-
ber of names and surnames, addresses, family members, children’s ages, their
needs—not to mention the prisoners themselves, the length of their sen-
tences, their condition, their place of incarceration—and then to distribute
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the aid in accordance with all this. What's more, our helpers not only encoun-
tered tears of gratitude but also had to fend off angry attacks, complaints, and
suspicions (all of which the KGB incited through their agents among cur-
rent and former prisoners). Someday, the individuals who selflessly distrib-
uted aid will themselves tell these stories in all their details and even publish
reports, if they manage to record and save the information.

A person with exceptional organizational skills was needed to create and
set up this system, a person with both intellect and heart. Aleksandr Ginz-
burg was this person: the two prison camp internments he had already lived
through strengthened and concentrated his eternal devotion to the prisoners
of the Gulag, and he had a phenomenal recollection of the details of their
fates. The difficult first three years of the Fund called for extraordinary and
audacious action! Were the Soviet authorities going to let all this pass? Ginz-
burg found himself under heavy surveillance, facing injunctions and gruel-
ing persecution by KGB officers, and yet he managed from his ill-fated and
wretched place of exile in Tarusa to establish an independent aid network
stretching over the entire Soviet Union, a network that helped hundreds of
prisoners and their families every year with the money that Gulag Archipel-
ago generated. In addition to branches in European Russia, Ginzburg was
quick to set up divisions in the Ukraine (where the Fund was to be particu-
larly active), Lithuania, Siberia, and among the Baptists.”

It is quite likely that the stunned Soviets would have continued to toler-
ate this activity had Ginzburg not made a big mistake: in addition to run-
ning the Fund, he joined the Moscow Helsinki Watch Group. It was clear
right from the start that, whatever the Soviets might have tolerated up to this
point, they were not about to permit a group to “monitor” the Soviet gov-
ernments implementation of its foreign policy agreements.”® Running the
charitable Fund should have compelled him to avoid political struggle, let
alone sign any declarations other than those connected with the Fund.

In February 1977, just after giving an important press conference con-
cerning the work of the Fund, Ginzburg was arrested.

How was I to remain silent? How was I to adhere to my self-imposed
truce? Could one even do so in the face of such an all-engulfing monster?

I immediately made a statement about his arrest, though not in the trite
form of “This is unacceptable. It is an outrage, and I protest most strongly,”
but fired a sharp attack against the Soviet government.”

I then had to follow suit with a letter of encouragement to those who
would take over the Fund after Ginzburg, in response to a letter they had
sent me. | wrote to them in as conciliatory a tone as I could, emphasizing
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that the Fund’s work had to be first and foremost in everyone’s mind, calming
the waters so that they themselves would not end up being arrested. I sent
the letter by a clandestine mail route, and it ended up being published first
in samizdat, only later appearing in the West.*

Alya started a long, vociferous, and desperate campaign in defense of
Ginzburg and the Fund. As for me, during this year of promised “silence,” I
also sent a telegram® to the Sakharov Hearings in Rome. I also could not
avoid sending a telegram?” to the Coalition for a Democratic Majority of the
United States Senate, and then when the Soviets deprived Rostropovich and
his wife Galina Vishnevskaya of their citizenship—on my account, needless
to say— how could I remain silent??

What possible truce could there be with the Bolsheviks?

Despite all this, the year passed without any major appearances on my
part, and, as was to be expected, my silence did not go unnoticed or uncon-
demned among those of the Third Emigration and in so-called intellectual
circles of the West. When formerly I had kept making appearances they com-
plained: “How driven he is! He’s clearly falling victim to his ambitions!” Now
that I had withdrawn from the scene, their tongues were again wagging: “He
thinks he’s something special, he sees himself as superhuman!” For years I had
passionately intervened in politics, at which they sneered: “How unseemly for
a writer! He clearly has nothing left to write about!” Yet when I tried to dis-
tance myself from politics and focus only on writing, their verdict was: “He’s
turned his back on all his principles and has abandoned his allies to their fate.”
And no sooner did Stalin’s daughter, for whatever reason, interrupt her every-
day silence of many years to send a telegram to the Shah of Persia, asking that
he refrain from returning a Soviet pilot who had defected across the border
into Iran, the Russian emigration was quick to grumble, a New York newspa-
per even writing, “Alliluyeva spoke, why is Solzhenitsyn silent?”

The campaign for Ginzburg needed a gathering of forces of the kind we
thought we did not have, and it called for untiring ingenuity; we were in a
foreign land where we knew no one, where we had no connections. All this
my wife took upon herself, and she had soon rounded up a great many dedi-
cated sympathizers and helpers. I could never have mustered up such strength
and drive; the front I was facing, speaking both geographically and histori-
cally, was too great. But Alya’s credo was that we must on no account allow
the arrest of the administrator of the Fund to pass uncontested, that this
would mean the end of all the others too, not to mention of the Fund itself.
The Soviets had to be made to see that we were ready to fight to the last. Then
we came up with the winning idea: we would ask the prominent Washington
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lawyer Edward Bennett Williams to “defend” Ginzburg (something that
would doubtless throw the Soviet authorities into confusion). I wrote him a
letter [21] with this most unusual request, and Mr. Williams took on the case
out of moral conviction, refusing a fee. Our Xerox machine made hundreds
upon hundreds of copies of samizdat materials that had been sent to us clan-
destinely, materials concerning the Fund, Ginzburg, the progress of the in-
vestigation against him, and the Soviets’ targeting any actions of aid to pris-
oners; all this was sent from our home to senators and congressmen and to a
number of American organizations, especially Christian ones.

We sent so many letters—in English, French, German, and Italian! We
made so many phone calls! Irina Alekseevna Ilovaiskaya took on this task,
and this might be an opportune moment to say a few things about her. She
belonged to the younger émigré generation, her parents being First Wave
refugees after the Revolution, and she had been educated in the Russian
school in Belgrade before the Second World War. We had already met her
early in 1976 in Zurich, before we left for America, and at that point she had
agreed to come to America to help us in all our endeavors as our secretary, as-
sistant, and interpreter. She was the widow of an Italian diplomat and, leav-
ing her apartment in Rome and her two grown children, she came to live with
us at Five Brooks in the autumn of 1976. She also had to take on the task of
being our “press secretary,” responding to the unrelenting barrage of media
requests, and conducting all our business with the various branches and levels
of administration in the U.S., as well as handling all our correspondence with
the West (she was fluent in seven languages). And out of heartfelt conviction
she even managed to find the time to add her own lessons to those Alya and 1
were giving our boys (who were 4, 5, and 7, and so in many cases had to be
taught separately); she was very attached to them and they to her. Her own
passionate interest was in spreading the Christian message.*

As our battle for Aleksandr Ginzburg continued, we were advised to cre-
ate a defense committee, as is the way in the United States. Here Ludmilla
Thorne’s help was to prove indispensable—she had grown up in America,

* After living with us in Vermont for two and a half years, Irina Ilovaiskaya moved to Paris in
the spring of 1979 to become the editor-in-chief of the newspaper Russkaya Mys! after the re-
tirement of Zinaida Shakhovskaya. Russian Orthodox by birth and upbringing, she had later
found her calling in Catholicism. In the mid-1980s she set up a Christian radio station named
Blagovest (ringing churchbells) that broadcast in Russian from Europe to the USSR, and in the
mid-1990s she initiated a Christian radio channel in Moscow. (Author’s note, 1997.)
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her parents being of the Second Emigration—and together with the in-
domitable Patricia Barnes she managed to set up the “Aleksandr Ginzburg
Defense Committee,” drawing in major American figures such as the writers
Arthur Miller, Kurt Vonnegut, Edward Albee, and Saul Bellow, well-known
senators and congressmen, and many important public figures—altogether
forty-nine individuals. Ludmilla became the secretary of the Committee, its
relentless driving force. In February 1978, on the first anniversary of Ginz-
burg’s arrest, the Committee called a press conference in New York, taking
out a large ad in the Washingron Post with a picture of Ginzburg. Any day now
his trial was expected to begin. In support of the campaign, Alya first went to
New York and Washington, and then to Paris and London, giving interviews
and meeting with influential people, among them Margaret Thatcher. The
campaign miraculously took on great momentum. (The Soviet authorities
had taken stock of my wife well before all this: back in October of 1976, by
special decree, she too had been deprived of Soviet citizenship.) On the an-
niversary of Ginzburg’s arrest I also gave an interview to the ABC television
network, but it went nowhere, it never aired. And immediately after my Har-
vard speech, where there was a great number of journalists asking me ques-
tions on the campus, | made a statement specifically and only about Ginz-
burg.?* A progressive Harvard co-ed turned up with a placard: “Don’t support
the Fascists!”— that is how these people see it. . . . But the members of the
Ginzburg Committee, demonstrating in front of the Soviet mission to the
UN in New York, held placards of a very different kind. In July, on the day
before the court case in Kaluga, photographs of Vonnegut, Miller, Albee, and
other celebrities carrying placards in support of Ginzburg made their way
through the entire United States.*

But in our family this brought on extreme fatigue for Alya: the chil-
dren’s education could not be interrupted (as the Russian saying goes, “it’s

* Following a seventeen-month pretrial detention, Ginzburg was sentenced to eight years of
hard labor (this was already his third term in the prison camps). But in the spring of 1979, only
two years into his term, he was suddenly released! Such a victory was beyond what we could
have hoped for—but we pulled him out'—it was incredible. It is said that the State Depart-
ment, in selecting candidates to be exchanged for captured Soviet spies, had taken the scope of
our campaign into account. (Author’s note, 1982.)
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easy to snap twigs, but hard to raise sprigs”), and we had decided for the first
year not to put them in an American school—before they were to plunge
into the ocean of English, they had to be able to read Russian well. Then
the next volume in my collected works was waiting: it was Alya who had to
do the editing and typing; and there was also the editing of the historical
personal accounts that were being sent in by the old émigrés, and timely re-
sponses had to be sent back to them, letters encouraging them to write
more, letters with editorial queries—indeed, some of the elderly memoirists
had already died without having received any response from us. All this
came at great personal cost. Not to mention that our archives had still not
been unpacked since we had moved from Zurich, nor had our ongoing cor-
respondence been put in order, so that at times it was hard to locate letters
to look over or answer.

And during these months trouble was brewing for the Russian-language
Bakhmeteff Archive at Columbia; its curator, Lev Magerovsky, sent me a
harrowing letter, begging me to intercede.

The history of the archive is as follows: Beginning in the 1920s, the Russian emi-
gration had gathered a substantial archive of personal accounts and documents in
Prague; since all of Russia’s cultured classes had fled the country, this was a great piece
of living Russia, a treasure trove of history. But in 1945 the Soviets occupied Prague,
swallowed up the archive, and took it to Moscow. From that time on, all traces of it
disappeared: it is probably being kept somewhere as a limited-access or special-reserve
archive, or an archive to which all access is denied. One can only hope that the Bol-
sheviks have not destroyed it and will not get around to doing so, and that the archive
will be saved for history in the distant, if not the near, future.* But the Russian emi-
gration, which to a large extent had crossed the Adantic during World War II, mus-
tered the energy to start collecting a new archive in New York, a second collection,
and, most importantly, to find people, narratives, and facts for new personal accounts,
demonstrating the émigré community’s depth and vitality. The guardian and soul of
this archive was Professor Lev Florianovich Magerovsky, one of the former staff mem-

bers of the Prague archive; the other main organizers were Boris Bakhmeteff, the last

* The archive has survived! (Though how completely it has been preserved remains to be seen.)
Today, anyone managing to secure permission (all our archives in Russia are of limited access)
can read the materials in it. (Author’s note, 1996.)
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ambassador of Russia to the USA, appointed by the 1917 Provisional Government,
and the American Philip E. Mosely, a friend of Russia. After the Bolshevik Revolu-
tion, Bakhmeteff remained in the USA and had recourse to Russian moneys abroad
(the “Bakhmeteff Fund”), which meant that the archive was not without means; but
where was it to be housed, and what was to be its status? At that time, General Eisen-
hower was president of Columbia University— the year before he became president of
the United States—and he offered the archives a sanctuary at the university. No writ-
ten agreement or contract was drawn up (what could Bakhmeteff have been think-
ing!) —it was a gentleman’s agreement. That was how things had started in 1951. The
Bakhmeteff' Archive was given a windowless, though ventilated, room, and in this
confined but serviceable space Magerovsky kept gathering, over a quarter of a century,
more and more written personal historical accounts, covering a wide arc from the be-
ginnings of the revolutionary movement to the White movement above all. He found
prospective authors, persuaded them to write their accounts while they were still alive
and to entrust him with their manuscripts; he personally guaranteed utter secrecy in
some cases, and in others an immediate return of all materials on demand. He strug-
gled on alone, without a staff, receiving a small fee from the Bakhmeteff Fund and
helped only by his son, who had graduated from Columbia. In short, he had no sup-
port, no means, and no place for the materials to be processed, catalogued, or anno-
tated. Magerovsky, a gaunt and elegant old man, kept everything in his head, and
could locate with ease materials among the warren of shelves stacked with boxes each
containing a number of files; he was also authorized to deny access to any individual
suspected of having a Communist agenda. Despite its modest parameters, the archive
was at the service of the Russian emigration and honest scholars. That was the state in
which I found it in the summer of 1975.

Since then, however, a terrible situation had arisen, one entirely in the spirit of
American law: Eisenhower, Bakhmeteff, and Mosely had died a long time ago, there
was no written contract with Columbia University, and as for there having been a
gentleman’s agreement, Columbia didn’t know the meaning of the word! Here only
legally watertight contracts are recognized. In May 1977, the dedicated and knowl-
edgeable Magerovsky was suddenly removed from the archive by order of Columbia
University— physically removed without the right to reenter. The archive was moved
to another space, transferred in its entirety to the university library. Astonishing! The
university bureaucrats simply seized all the materials, appropriating our Russian spiri-
tual heritage without so much as calling together the representatives of the emigra-
tion, ignoring the instructions of the deceased contributors, the rights of those still

alive, ignoring the folders marked “secret” or “return on demand.”



262 | PART 1 | 1974-1978

To whom could Magerovsky turn for help? To Roman Gul, to Andrei Sedykh (the
editor of Novoye Russkoye Slovo), and to me. As he had taken me in 1976 to meet the
college dean and director of the Russian Institute at Columbia, who at the time had
showered me with attentions, I now sent them the necessary letter. It was met by these

gentlemen at Columbia with a cool refusal. And that was that.

This was a Russian matter that lay very close to my heart, but where
would I find the strength to fight this? A horse only moves as fast as it
can gallop.

Less than six months after Ginzburg’s arrest, the Russian Social Fund re-
ceived a second blow from an unexpected quarter, from Switzerland. Resent-
ment on account of our secret departure was still simmering, and when my
Lenin in Zurich appeared in French and German editions the leftist press
began fanning the flames, attributing to me both Lenin’s contempt for
Switzerland and his statements (which I had quoted verbatim from his texts),
such as that Switzerland was “a republic of lackeys.”® There was a great hue
and cry: “‘A republic of lackeys’ is the insult Solzhenitsyn is leveling at Switzer-
land after his hasty departure from this country that showed him such great
hospitality!” Alas, the Widmers had advised me to publish a “farewell letter”
to Switzerland, but I had failed to do so. Now I had to send a rebuttal to the
Neue Ziircher Zeitung. [22] I do not know how effective it was. Lenin they
tolerated, forgiving all his subversive actions, but I was not to be forgiven for
the simple act of writing.

And then suddenly another ideal pretext for a public outcry surfaced.
The money that Gulag Archipelago had been generating all these years
throughout the world was going directly into the account of the Russian So-
cial Fund, not into mine. But an inaccuracy in how the royalties from the
United States were being classified had slipped by unnoticed: Harper & Row
was transferring my royalties into the account of the Russian Social Fund cor-
rectly, but on the accompanying transaction form the secretary or bookkeeper
had written “For Solzhenitsyn” (instead of “For the Russian Social Fund”).
Now, a year later, the American tax authorities, through a routine exchange
of information, had informed the Swiss authorities of the sum that “Sol-
zhenitsyn” had been paid. (Archipelago, which I had entirely surrendered to
the Fund, was bringing in four times more royalties than all of my other
books together.) The tax authorities in Zurich gasped, outraged at the extent
to which this Solzhenitsyn fellow had underreported his income! In Switzer-
land, government leaders have no impact on the tax authorities— by design:
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the purity of democracy. It is precisely for this reason that junior officials can
act quite independently. When the erroneous statement arrived from the
United States, the head of the tax department in Zurich happened to be on
vacation, and the official substituting for him, Isaak Meier, eagerly and offi-
ciously took on the case. Standard procedure dictated that the tax office send
out an inquiry first as to why certain taxes were not paid, giving the individ-
ual an opportunity to respond, and then only in the case of an unsatisfactory
response would they take further action; but this bureaucrat brought for-
ward charges against me without sending notice, without questioning me on
the matter.

I was immediately treated like some common criminal: first my Swiss
account was frozen, and then a fantastical figure in back taxes was announced,
which through a fine was further augmented to almost 4 million Swiss francs!
When I read this figure and the notification I received in a deliberately bad
photocopy with illegible scrawls as signatures, I had a momentary flashback
to the Soviet Union, when fifteen- and twenty-five-year sentences were so
shocking they seemed funny—though neither those announcements, nor
this one, were anything to laugh at.

It was now that my former Swiss lawyer Heeb’s failings truly manifested
themselves, his inexpertness and ineptitude when it came to matters of a
wider scope. Soon after I had first arrived in Switzerland I had established the
Russian Social Fund, which was quickly approved by the Swiss authorities,
and I had granted it all the current and future royalties from Archipelago. On
my instructions Heeb informed all my publishers of this, and year after year
the royalties flowed directly into the Fund, bypassing me entirely. It had not,
however, occurred to Heeb to inform me that for such a transfer of my roy-
alties I would also have to sign a separate affidavit of irreversible donation. A
single page was all that was needed, and then no minor bookkeeping error
could have caused us all this damage. This was explained to me later, but at
the time I had no idea what was going on and felt only dismay: how could all
this have come about? Back in Moscow I had already announced that I
would donate all the proceeds from Archipelago to aid prisoners in Russia,
which was exactly what I had done, the Russian Social Fund’s bank account
being in no way connected to mine, and the moneys being sent directly to
that account, not through me at all. The Fund was fully operational, furnish-
ing aid to hundreds of families. What was there to doubt in this matter,
what further proof did they need? But no, as I had not signed an affidavit of
donation back in 1974, all the moneys generated by Gulag Archipelago that
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had been sent to the Fund were considered to be my personal income and
subject to taxation.

It was July 1977. I was feeling smothered, bewildered: how were we to
live in the West? The millstone of the KGB had never tired of crushing me, I
was used to that, but now a second millstone, the millstone of the West, was
descending upon me to grind me all over again (and not for the first time).
How were we to live here? In every business, financial, and organizational
matter in the West, I always find myself blundering, backed into a corner,
pulling the short straw, everything in utter confusion, so that there are mo-
ments when I simply despair: it is as if I had lost all reason, no longer knew
how to act, invariably misstepped! As sharp-eyed as my actions had been in
the East, so blind were they in the West. How was I to find my way through
this tangle of rules and laws? (Would not a Westerner suddenly dropped into
the Soviet Union be just as helpless?)

I kept some notes from the heat of those days, notes I had written in the
midst of all the turmoil. The vividness of that state of mind has faded by
now, it would be impossible to re-create, but here is what I had written in
my notes:

“How humiliating and crushing is my realization that over these last
years I've been nothing but a weakling, an ass, despite all my skill at counter-
ing the evils of Soviet society. What confidence I once had with my few
kopecks and rubles! Not hundreds of thousands! Things were so different,
everything fit into one little wallet. Among the ordeals that life has sent me
there now comes another, the ordeal of the Western financial system. And 1
must admit that [ am struggling in the face of it: it has been sent down upon
me for some reason, but I'm having a hard time bearing up. I wouldn’t care
one whit if I could free my mind and soul so I could work. What is degrad-
ing is that ’'m drowning in a puddle, not in stormy seas (then again, thats
how it always works). I was strong and at times even cheerful in the camps
and in prison; cancer didn't break me, I suffered painful family tribulations,
endured years of fear that my clandestine work would fail, but I always lived
easily in poverty, got used to it, was adapted only to privation, and now feel
perturbed in the face of poverty-free afluence where no one appreciates any-
thing, where everyone thoughtlessly squanders and allows everything to
spoil. But on the other hand affluence, and my being freed for many years
from having to earn a living to support a large family, have given me the op-
portunity to move away from the accursed cities into quiet and clean sur-
roundings, freeing up space and time for my main task. Where am I now to



CHAPTER 4 | At Five Brooks | 265

find four million francs? I ask myself how my poor grandfather could sur-
vive, and what he felt in his final twelve years of life after the Revolution,
when he was not only robbed of what he had worked for with sweat and
blood, but also of all that mattered in his life.”¢

So this was another lesson that life was sending me. (You had to appreciate
the rules: you can get a far greater tax deduction from commercial activities
than from creative ones. In the States I was advised to declare that my current
work was geared not toward writing future books, but toward boosting the
sales of books I had already written: this would be significantly more advanta-
geous from a taxation perspective. This I refused to do. Also, writing off “sala-
ries paid to my children”—in other words, encouraging the children not to
help their parents selflessly, but for money.) While I was trying to tackle life’s
big problems, the Swiss bureaucrats were pursuing me as if I were a petty thief.

But more was to come. One of the employees of the Swiss tax office
made a copy of the document with the amounts leveled against me and
offered it to the Zurich socialist newspaper Zages-Anzeiger, which was de-
lighted to print the sensational news of what a thief Solzhenitsyn was!?’
There could have been no better windfall for the leftist European press (they
fell all over themselves to reprint the news)—all this to the great delight of
the KGB! This was the first major volley against me that the KGB itself had
not unleashed, but it supported these exploits with zeal, pushing all the but-
tons it had in the West. Then a new fracas hit the Swiss press (readers were
once again reminded of the “republic of lackeys” and my “fight”), but this
time the entire German-speaking press got involved, as did the Scandina-
vian, French, and Italian press. It was now clear “why Solzhenitsyn had sup-
ported the Spanish fascists,” and that Archipelago was not to be believed, and
that Solzhenitsyn was not a moral authority. In Switzerland, the Fund itself
was called into question: why was all the aid going exclusively to persecuted
Soviets? Why was nothing being donated to, say, needy Swiss artists or ac-
tors? Obtuse minds were raging, unable to believe that there might be such a
thing as solidarity among Gulag prisoners, or selfless help and aid being sent
to compatriots from afar.

This whole uproar in the West also reached the ears of radio listeners in
the USSR—apparently by way of the Deutsche Welle—our poor people
perceiving the Russian Social Fund as having been suppressed in the West,
clearly by the long arm of the KGB! But within the Soviet Union how else
could this matter have been understood? Who back there could ever imagine
Western jurisprudence being so grim and heartless? And the persecuted and
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hounded victims we had helped, fighting as they were for survival, still rushed
to make statements in our defense that the Fund was continuing to operate,
and that in the previous year alone it had helped 707 families.

The picture would not be complete without adding that the Swiss inves-
tigations and all the mayhem in the West surrounding our Fund was in full
tilt on the anniversary of Ginzburg’s arrest: it had already been a year since
the KGB had been investigating the Fund in the USSR, rounding up false
witnesses against it.

How well the millstones of East and West were grinding together!

The stormy phase of this cruel turmoil went on for six months, and the
whole affair looks likely to be laboriously drawn out for at least another year
and a half. This was also my first year of working on March 1917, and I was
on an intense search for its form, which would determine the entire fate of
the book: at first I thought it would be in two volumes, then in three; then
in four! The entire opus was to grow to a great height, with its entire weight
on my shoulders (and, in fact, on Alya’s too!).

Or rather, it was I who was growing with this opus, March 1917 absorb-
ing my entire attention and the exertion of my soul.

In covering the broad event-filled expanses that March 1917 called for, a
series of uniform narrative chapters would tire the reader. It was impossible
to write only in the old authorial narrative method— the patterns of the text
had to be varied, with twists and surprises.

For a long time I tried to comprehend the potential of each style that
would strike root in 7/he Red Wheel, and how to implement them. The solu-
tions arose day by day as I was working, as I was searching.

The cinematographic format I had initially embraced for the first upris-
ings of the masses in February 1917 proved too voluminous, and I had
weighed the possibility of discarding this method altogether. But then I
came upon scenes I wanted only to be represented cinematographically, with
every action made visible: the storming of the Astoria Hotel, the piercing of
the imperial emblems, the murder of Admiral Nepenin.*®

Hardest of all was the development of the chapters that were made up
of fragments, with their boundless wealth of real incidents, with their ability
to form a chain within a plot without singling out a particular character.
From these I learned a new conciseness.
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The chapters centering on newspaper reports were going to be even
more revelatory, not merely in the indispensability of the up-to-the-minute
information of the era that they offered, but also in the atmosphere of the
times that they conveyed, the ways in which people understood or were con-
founded by events; and how this differed by sociopolitical grouping: the in-
telligentsia, petit bourgeois, peasantry, bourgeoisie, socialists, and Bolshe-
viks. What was so astonishing was how many people could not see what was
coming upon them, not even a day ahead; it was enough to drive one to de-
spair. In the chapters within a chronological framework, I combined separate
episodes into a chain, meticulously intertwining them by affinity, develop-
ment, and contrast, creating not a chaos but a self-sufficient narrative, a
melody flowing between the scraps of newspaper.

Furthermore, after the painful and sullying impression from reading
newspaper after newspaper of the revolutionary days, I had a sudden
epiphany: I would gather some of the lies they were propagating into small
separate chapters that would focus on the new official “folklore” of the Febru-
ary Revolution, turning them into spontaneous poetry: “The Mythology of
February,” “February’s Figures of Speech.” (These became indelibly bright lit-
tle chapters.) I would also present the distortions of the newspapers side by
side with the chapters describing the events in the way they actually occurred.

But there was also the monumental task of cutting a path through all
the contradictory testimonies of people who had witnessed the historical in-
cidents (particularly when it came to dates and times). In some of the most
difficult cases, my research into these incidents (coupled with the readers’
own inferences) became chapters of their own.

In its full scope, The Red Wheel encompasses all of Russia— Russia in flux.
And to write in briefer, more general, terms would not have been a presenta-
tion of the Revolution itself, but rather just a summary of it.

Meanwhile, what of that Swiss scandal?

It is a well-known fact in the West that, at the slightest complication in
life, lawyers are called in. There was no question of course of commissioning
Heeb: it was he who had dragged me into this mire in the first place. On the
advice of the Widmers I now appointed a new lawyer, the clever and ener-
getic Erich Gayler. (He and Widmer had served together in the Swiss Army.)
If only I had known earlier that there were such keen lawyers in Zurich—he
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was not at all like Heeb! I appointed Gayler because I needed legal representa-
tion and had no intention of traveling to Switzerland myself. I did not think
that he would have too much work gathering the evidence; after all, it was
an open-and-shut case. How wrong I was! The talons of Swiss bureaucracy
had dug deep, and this mess had already dragged on for over a year with still
no verdict rendered. Heeb had been so lax in the initial setup of the Fund
that now, in order to avoid similar troubles in the future, we had to make the
act of donation as of the current date, and not only of the royalties of Gulag
Archipelago, but of the actual book itself: donating the author’s copyright. In
other words, I had no choice but for myself, the writer, to relinquish the
right to control the fate of my own work and its future publication: I would
henceforth have no say whatsoever in any further editions of Archipelago. All
decisions would now fall to the Russian Social Fund! But this was a solution
only for the future, in America or wherever else I might live. Meanwhile,
Switzerland was far from satisfied: for them I was a “tax delinquent,” and the
evidence that it was the Fund, and not I, who was the recipient of all the
royalties—and that donating all the moneys generated by Archipelago had
been my intention from the beginning— this evidence ended up requiring
such an intricate and fine-tuned approach that Zurich’s foremost law profes-
sor, Dr. Meier-Hayoz, had to be brought in.

The evidence we submitted had to reach back to the time before my ex-
pulsion from the Soviet Union. And although in Moscow in 1974 I had al-
ready, without any future Swiss taxation issues in mind, publicly committed
all the royalties from Archipelago to Soviet political prisoners, this was not
enough; nor were all my subsequent public statements to the effect consid-
ered as evidence. At a moment when I had been battling unto death with the
KGB, when every document I sent out from the Soviet Union could lead to
my beheading, I was expected to have been able to forestall any future legal
complications! That was how the millstones of East and West came together
to grind me down! Now our clandestine correspondence, sent out of the So-
viet Union in fragments, with minuscule lettering and filled with coded ex-
pressions, was expected to manifest my legal intention. I contacted Betta in
Austria, and she made copies of all our correspondence and sent it to us in
the States, where we went through everything, trying to find something that
might be sufficiently convincing. We were now forced to attempt to pa-
tiently explain to these Swiss tax inspectors who lived in a land of prosperity
what our situation in the Soviet Union had been, how dangerous it would
have been to write anything down, let alone keep copies of correspondence,
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and how on the night of my arrest my wife had had to burn any letters that
had not yet been sent.

Partly because our lawyer Erich Gayler had made some progress with
our evidence (Betta, still shielding her name from the public, was to be
called to give a deposition), and partly because the press had gone too far, the
Zurich financial authorities in February 1978 sent out a communiqué ac-
knowledging that there had been no malicious intent on my part, and that it
had been merely an error, the extent of which was still being clarified.®
(That this was all the result of a mess-up by Heeb, a Swiss lawyer, the estab-
lishment found itself unable to acknowledge. So they covered his blunder to
the end, and even the sound Newe Ziircher Zeitung deleted any lines hinting
at what Heeb had done. Gayler indicated that it was possible to hold Heeb
legally responsible, which would free me of any charges. But to launch a law-
suit of this kind was not our way, the Russian way. After all, Heeb’s error had
been merely one of negligence.)

For a whole year this Swiss scandal has coiled around my heart like a
snake, and is still lingering. I was, thank God, saved from resentment toward
the whole of Switzerland by a few decent and sober voices, proving once
again that no country should be judged indiscriminately. The well-known
journalist Ulrich Kigi wrote, “Lord, forgive them, for they know not what
they do.” (Later he set up a press conference in Zurich centered around our
Fund.) And several newspapers responded positively. Professor Huldrych
Koelbing wrote in the Basler Zeitung, “Aleksandr Solzhenitsyn has done in-
comparably more for freedom than any of us have.” The physician Heinz
Karrer wrote to my lawyer Gayler: “Through these measures, Zurich and all
of Switzerland are turning into a laughingstock. I am becoming ashamed to
be Swiss.” Professor Meier-Hayoz, with great generosity and out of respect
for Archipelago, categorically refused to accept a fee for his extensive work
and fine expertise.*

An investigation was also launched into the theft of information from
the tax office, which dragged on, in unhurried Swiss rhythm, for six months.
The Tages-Anzeiger was ordered to name its source in the tax department, but
with noble outrage the newspaper countered that revealing such information

*The case threatened to drag on for a second full year, but Gayler pushed for a ruling, and
within nineteen months the case was closed, with a full acknowledgment of my innocence.
(Author’s note, 1982.)
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would be an infringement of the inviolable freedom of the press, a freedom
that stands above any court of law!*!

But no matter how angry one might be, one has to bow one’s head in
gratitude to the Swiss, for nowhere else in the world would we have been able
to set up a charitable fund with such ease and start a stream of money flowing
to my homeland. No, Switzerland was a blessing. Our interim stop there was,

if anything, justified by our having established the Russian Social Fund. The

Fund is already working for Russia, and is going to do a great deal more.

I have noticed how over the years abroad I have gotten used to a lack of
support from all sides, to being attacked and cornered. If not until my ex-
pulsion from the Soviet Union, then at least until the appearance of August
1914 in 1971, I could freely claim that, other than the Soviet government, I
seemed to have no enemies, not a single personal enemy, and that I was sur-
rounded by friends. I was surprised that everyone else seemed to have ene-
mies and people who were jealous of them, while I never experienced any-
thing like that. But in reality I was being carried by a wave of public support,
and if an enemy were to surface (whom my forthright statements of truth
would have placed in the uncomfortable position of a minion of the Soviet
authorities), that enemy would have had to hold himself in check.

From the moment my Letter to the Soviet Leaders came out, any restraints
that the public had imposed on itself for rebuking me or leveling accusations
against me fell away, and suddenly more and more indignant voices were
raised. Some out of conviction that I had berrayed democracy: how could I de-
mand anything but an immediate transition to democracy? (I had written
that a mransitional period of authoritarian rule was necessary in order to keep
everyday life from imploding, but these people shut their ears to my reason-
ing and labeled me as “authoritarian”!) Others could now give vent to their ill
will that had been building up all this time, and it was surprising to think that
only recently they had presented themselves as my supporters. (And of course
Soviet agents of influence entered the fray, eager not to miss out on dealing a
blow to a man who had been knocked down but was still alive.) The great
number of hostile reviews of my Letter to the Soviet Leaders also triggered vol-
umes of criticism (which I did not read) of From Under the Rubble, newspa-
per articles and attacks by Third Wave émigrés, not to mention hostile ru-
mors and malicious backbiting, at the center of which was, it must be said,
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the indomitable Andrei Sinyavsky. It was as if he had lost all ability to speak
to anybody about anything without maneuvering the topic to that reprehen-
sible Solzhenitsyn: I had turned into his mania, his mocking snigger reach-
ing us from all corners. (The things the Sinyavskys called me! “Totalitarian,”
“theocrat,” “leader of the Russian fascists”™—and only last year Sinyavsky
claimed that my expulsion from the Soviet Union had been a charade co-
scripted with the KGB, and that Ginzburg wanted to abandon the Rus-
sian Social Fund and emigrate but I was “forcing him to stay and sit himself
in jail”)

The so-called intellectual circles of the West had also decided to march
into battle against me, and took their lead from the journalists of the Third
Emigration. And so no matter where one looked, my opponents were jump-
ing into action, while my friends were far away or silent.

As for the extreme-nationalist flank of the emigration, it brought out in
Niva (Crop Field )** a doctored photograph of “Solzhenitsyn standing before
Stalin’s coffin” (from a photograph of me at Tvardovsky’s coffin), and wrote
beneath the picture, in all seriousness: “What about it? If Solzhenitsyn was
admitted before Stalin’s coffin in 1953, he was clearly a Soviet agent even
back then!” The Polish émigré writer J6zef Mackiewicz started a rumor that
the Soviet authorities had allowed me to move my archives out of the coun-
try (while it was, of course, impossible for me at that time to reveal how the
archives had been smuggled out, and by whom!). This, according to Mack-
iewicz, proved my Soviet connections, and that all my criticism of the West
was aimed at weakening it and playing into the hands of the Bolsheviks.
And it was just at that point that Olga Carlisle burst onto the scene with her
poisonous book against me.

To cross the sea and come halfway around the world only to garner
more of the same scorn!

Around 1975 Roy Medvedev came up with the idea of bringing out a
samizdat magazine called Dvadtsaty Vek (Twentieth Century), but after the
very first issue he was summoned to the Central Committee and the publi-
cation was disallowed. A great pity! But his brother Zhores began publishing
the magazine in London with the assurance that it was being widely distrib-
uted in samizdat in the Soviet Union as well—which no one from Moscow,
however, was able to confirm to us.
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Then suddenly, in the second issue,* presented as “published in London,
1977, there was an article by Vladimir Lakshin, a close associate of the
Medvedev brothers, attacking me: an extremely lengthy article of the kind
Lakshin is in the habit of writing. Seventy pages long. “An outstanding essay,”
the editor’s introduction noted, “by one of the foremost literary critics of
Russian literature, a brilliant essayist and literary historian.” High praise
indeed— though, given the ravages of today’s literary terrain, Lakshin has
certainly been conspicuous enough as a critic. Over the years he has in-
creasingly slipped into mediocrity, and after he left the Novy Mir magazine
little distinguishes him from a typical opportunist who manages to cull favor
with the authorities.

But the audacity of it! Lakshin, until now a paragon of loyalty to the
state, venturing to publish so brazenly in the West?!*

I did not expect to find anything sympathetic toward my book in Lakshin’s
article—nor did I—but I did read the article with some benefit to myself, and even
with some inner satisfaction. One gains a certain clear-sightedness after emerging
from the thick of battle: I could now see where I had gone wrong, where I had re-
proached someone erroneously or had misunderstood something.

Lakshin was clearly right when he called me to task for having judged the inner
workings of Novy Mir's editorial office based on impressions that were too cursory
and rushed. I allow that I probably had not entirely fathomed the relations between
the “first” and “second” floors. I am glad he corrected me; doubtless, with time, other
individuals connected with the magazine will have more to say on this matter. And of
course Lakshin was right that I had not noted more of the good qualities attributable
to Tvardovsky: in my hand-to-hand combat with the authorities I had not had the

leisure for calm observation. It was true that at times I had given free rein to impa-

* When Boris Sachs, the former executive secretary of Novy Mir, emigrated to the West, he de-
scribed to me, in a letter dated 30 July 1984, the facts surrounding Lakshin’s publication “in
Lakshin’s own words.” Soon after 7/he Oak and the Calf had come out, Lakshin had been sum-
moned twice by Verchenko, the Secretary of the Writers' Union, who lent him a copy for a sig-
nificant amount of time with the directive that Lakshin write a public response to be published
in the West: “We have the means to publish this not only in the Communist press,” Verchenko
had said, “but also in the bourgeois press in Europe.” Sachs also wrote that Tvardovsky’s widow
Valentina had come to an agreement with the Central Committee, and that they had sent the
article she had written attacking 7/he Oak and the Calf to L'Unita in Italy. (Author’s note, 1986.)
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tient, even unfair appraisals. Thus, in the vehemence and distress of the situation, I
was quite wrong in reproaching Tvardovsky for not having hidden the only surviving
typescript of First Circle in his office after the KGB raids: it would have been impru-
dent for him, following the mistakes I had made, to expose his magazine to danger by
sheltering a novel that had already been seized by the authorities. Nor could the mag-
azine have “stiffened the dose of daring”* in its publications other than when it
fooled the censors (which it did), not to mention that editorial decisions did not lie
entirely in their hands. I also retract my suggestion that Tvardovsky, during the days
the magazine was under mortal attack, ought to have gathered the entire editorial
office together. He knew better than T how to act. As they were being disbanded, what
kind of stiffened dose of daring could I have demanded from the leadership of Novy
Mir? What could they have done? After all, they were not an independent editorial
office, but government officials. Their making a statement in the samizdat press, it
seemed to me, would have been the only desirable and effective thing. But neither
Tvardovsky nor the other members of the editorial office had the wherewithal or state
of mind to do so; it was quite impossible. Sure, it would have added poignancy to
their fall—but no statement would have changed the situation. And when Aleksandr
Ovcharenko was imposed on the editorial office by the authorities—a man who had
damned Tvardovsky as a “kulak poet”—how could Tvardovsky stay on at Novy Mir?
That much I also agreed with at the time. (And there was something that Lakshin did
not call me to account on, but of which I am now quite aware, and ready to admit my
error: in The Oak and the Calf 1 had reproached Tvardovsky for his Le Monde inter-
view in Paris in the autumn of 1965, in which he had not given the slightest hint of
the danger I was in, and had explained away my disastrous silence as modesty on my
part. I was expecting too much from him. I myself, a year later in my interview with
the Japanese journalist Komoto,? had also gone to pains not to lay my head on the
butcher’s block. How cowed we all were—it is something one must not forget!)

But then it gets worse, as Lakshin makes insidious substitutions in almost every
sentence. He writes, for example, that Solzhenitsyn “craved Tvardovsky’s confidential-
ity% (Why such words? We had an easygoing style of communication and mutual
goodwill.) Or: he expects that “everyone must repent except himself.” (Who has re-
pented publicly more than I have?) Then there is the downright-absurd allegation that
I would have “as willingly be published by Kosolapov” (who replaced Tvardovsky in
the Novy Mir editorial offices) as I had been by Tvardovsky. I could not have even
contemplated such a thing, if only because I had long since left the track of published
Soviet author entirely, and I was not seeking to get back onto it. Indeed, if the entire

leadership of Novy Mir submitted to their fate and failed to rebel at the disbandment,
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why did they expect and demand rebellion from their rank and file? (Were they to
“leave”? Where would they find work?) And the same for the authors. (Were they to
“take their manuscripts back”? Back to where?) No, the fairer thing would be to admit
that they all acted exactly as their prison-like Soviet conditions bound them to act, and
that they could not have done otherwise. Lakshin himself took the literary bureau-
cratic post he was offered, a post that feeds him and gives him sufficiently strong status
to speak out, finally, against that branded “outcast and enemy of the people” Solzheni-
tsyn. Besides, now in Western eyes Lakshin can appear to be a brave maverick.

He needed to weave his text together in such a way as to ring true with readers in
the free world on the one hand, and not cross the boundaries of loyalty to the Soviet
Union and the Communist Party on the other. Some of what he writes can be at-
tributed to this balancing act, as when he says that “Solzhenitsyn is doomed to be
hopelessly prone to error in his judgment of broader political perspectives, because his
criteria derive only from himself and his immediate circumstances.” And this after
Archipelago! In fact, he cannot call out Archipelago by name—nor can he shut it out
entirely; it is the elephant in the room. So he gives it an assessment worthy of a true
Party man: “Exaggerations bred of hatred. Until history finds much more objective
chroniclers, Solzhenitsyn’s biased judgment will stand.” Alas, alas, it will. (Then again,
Roy Medvedev’s group is probably busy rewriting History, so it won't be long now.)

But in this article Lakshin shows his true convictions, and the level of his
thinking—and it is quite disheartening. The critic poses a strange question to the
author: what is your aim? For example, what was the aim of Archipelago? Turns
out, restoring the memory of the nation, repairing the most drastic lapses of that
memory—that is not an aim of literature. Instead, the critic demands of me “a posi-
tive alternative to socialism.” Novy Mir, he says, was “a modest embryo of democratic
socialism. . . . We believed in socialism as a noble ideal of justice.” Perhaps my “Re-
pentance and Self-Limitation”¥ will do? No, he says, that work made him laugh. . . .
Yet he has so thoroughly lost an ear for irony, that he tries proving the “misapprehen-
sion” of my subtitle to The Oak and the Calf: “sketches of literary life.” And he finds
Vekhi to be “profoundly retrograde” (though “brilliant in its way”). But here is the
worst part: “Any great idea can be distorted in its historical application. . . . Is this the
fault of man’ ‘original sin, of his genetic immaturity as a species [then shouldn’t Marx
have paused to think for a second?!—A. §.], a lack of receptivity in his moral conscious-
ness . .. or is it due to the rotten, polluted soil of antecedent social influences and tra-
ditions?” There we have it: blame it on Mother Russia! “Might it not be that all the
woes and failures of our country have arisen precisely because we have interpreted so-
cialism in an archaic, monarchical fashion?. . ” And hence Communism comes out

clean. It’s the monarchists who are at fault!
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These utterances, being the main line of Lakshin’s thinking, amply show how
impossible it was for us to see eye to eye. (Also, he avoids responding to any of my
multiple pages about him in 7he Oak and the Calf. If he had no rebuttal, perhaps my
judgments about him were accurate enough.)

And yet it still gets worse. Lakshin systematically misquotes 7he Oak and the
Calf; either by omitting key phrases or interpreting the text in bad faith. Here are a
few examples, with cursive denoting the words Lakshin leaves ouz.*

On Tvardovsky: “how unsteady, and how helplessly limp at times, were the
hands that managed Novy Mir,” and here the phrase breaks off, leaving out: “how very
big and how receptive the heart” (Oak 78; Lakshin 20). Twice he cites this quote and
cuts it short both times—surely not an innocent mistake. Another example: “/r was
some time before I learned my lesson and realized thatr Novy Mir, friendly though it be,
must be handled with the defensive cunning necessary in all dealings with authority”
(Oak 67; Lakshin 54—55). And then this: “Of all those at the table, none was less demon-
strative than I, none wore a look so nearly grim. I had chosen to play this part i the ex-
pectation that any moment now they would begin pitching into me” (Oak 24; Lakshin
55)— there goes Lakshin cutting off whatever is inconvenient. When describing my
furious speech at the Institute of Oriental Studies, where I publicly assailed the KGB
and the hall was intoxicated with the air of freedom, I wrote: “This was perhaps the first
time, the very first time in my life, that I felt myself, saw myself, making history” (Oak
145). Lakshin then turns this around as Solzhenitsyn “ceaselessly admiring himself in
his self-created literary mirror” (Lakshin 52)—after all, the phrase “saw myself making
history” looks pompous indeed if you cut out the preceding phrase; and thus Lakshin
achieves his desired effect. Then there is the passage where I describe the “battle” at the
Secretariat in overtly humorous style, how I managed to get a word in edgewise against
forty hostiles and, so as to scare the daylights out of the secretaries of the Writers’
Union, “in the voice of one intoning truths for the ears of history, I hurled at them”
my statement (Oak 182). Lakshin repeats that phrase out of context, without describ-
ing the situation, and sums up: “Who else has ever written about himself like that in
his literary memoirs?” (Lakshin 53). I write that I am “always readier, more willing

to believe, the worst,” meaning bad circumstances, or a bad outcome, but Lakshin

*1In 1994 this article by Lakshin was published in his book Berega kultury (The Shores of Cul-
ture) (Moscow: Miros). For readers’ convenience the page references are to this newest edition.*
However, the difficulty arises that, in this new edition, Lakshin’s original 1977 text has been
changed. A large paragraph inimical to Anna Berzer has been removed — Lakshin had said that
“her ambitions were huge,” “she felt no compunction at playing a double game,” etc. Also re-
moved was part of his excessive bad-mouthing of me. (Author’s note, 1996.)
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distorts it as if I said I find it easy to believe that people are rotten (Oak 45, Lakshin
59). Or this: Solzhenitsyn “asked me to arrange for him a meeting with Tvardovsky or
to fix up something else that he needed” (Lakshin 57), but he hides what the “some-
thing else” was, even though he well knows: it was to ask Tvardovsky to visit me to read
Aprchipelago. And it was Lakshin who robbed him of that opportunity; Tvardovsky died
without reading the book. I write (Oak 285) that cancer can be a consequence of re-
sentment and depression; but Lakshin turns it around (Lakshin 83) as if I said “a con-
sequence of Tvardovsky’s cowardice.” And the smiling Tvardovsky’s ironic statement,
“Well, emancipate me from Marxism-Leninism” was by no means a “piteous appeal,”
as Lakshin would have it, but a controlled sally by a wise soul (Oak 256, Lakshin 42).

For the entire length of his article, Lakshin feigns accuracy; he cites 7he Oak and
the Calf by page. But when the need arises to skew the text a little more strongly, in
those particular places he “accidentally” forgets to cite the page. And so when I write
(Oak 268), “We had talked like bosom friends—and all the time I had a knife in my
boot,” that is exactly the limit of what Lakshin quotes, making much ado about it:
“And that was the way—‘with a knife in his boot'—that the author of fvan Deniso-
vich talked to his literary godfather. . . . He played a false double role without necessity”
(Lakshin 56). And what reader—even if some Moscow readers could get their hands
on a rare samizdat copy for less than a full day—what reader would have time to go
and check the context? How would they learn that the “knife in my boot” was in fact
my devastating critique aimed at the Secretariat of the Writers’ Union, which I could
not possibly have shown to Tvardovsky, as he would urge me to dodge that fight?

So that is Lakshin’s idea of honest debate. He has even less difficulty, then, in
making judgments when no quotes are necessary, as when he says that Solzhenitsyn
“skillfully stage-managed his entrance” next to Tvardovsky’s coffin at his burial. Skill-
fully indeed: I just showed up at the Central Writers’ Club. The security hounds could
easily have stopped me—1 was not, after all, a member of the Writers’ Union.

Once you start falsifying, there is no going back. Thus, when Lakshin wishes to
malign my “American speeches” he easily finds himself repeating the dirtiest slanders
of Soviet propaganda, alleging that I called on Americans that “there should be no
trade, no sale of grain, no détente, if necessary at the risk of war” and “isn’t Solzheni-
tsyn fighting against the millions of people who inhabit his own country?” In all this,
he offers no citations, of course, since he is at this point telling bald-faced lies.

“Not a job for a gentleman,” Lakshin likes to say, adopting Tvardovsky’s erstwhile
phrase about any dishonorable deed. (And what about misquoting? Is that “a job for a
gentleman™?) Yet, having written four dozen pages, our critic realizes he won't be able
to finish off this Solzhenitsyn fellow on the merits, and so proceeds, rather, with a bla-

tant hatchet job: “naive, ridiculous self-aggrandizement . . . absurd degree of blind self-
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assurance . . . pompous and ridiculous . . . I shall restrain myself from holding him up to
ridicule . . . he has absorbed the poison of Stalinism . . . sterility of his passionate hatred
and arrogance . . . his spleen, his intolerance, and his vanity have reached such pro-
portions . . . insatiable pride . . . fanatical intolerance [toward Communism in Archi-
pelago] . . . making the most of the uncertain, flickering limelight of popularity . . .
ridiculous folly or raving arrogance . .. sees himself as a man-God . . . told lies for
years on end . . . the evil demon of destruction . . . wolfish isolation . . . prison-camp
virus . . . a camp wolf” And even more subtly: “genius of evil . . . a mighty scoundrel . . .
a marauder”

It seems unlikely that this opus will become the jewel of a Lakshin anthology.

Today I sometimes think back to how confident I was only five years
ago about the undisputed superiority of samizdat publications as opposed
to official Soviet literature: even the samizdat Khronika Tekushchikh Sobytii
(Chronicle of Current Events) seemed to me more significant in what it
achieved than the state-controlled Novy Mir. But here in the West, “in total
freedom,” there are already half a dozen magazines in Russian that are free
from any oppression, and one would think that there would be nothing
keeping them from rising to a level of excellence: nobody is repressing them,
so why are they not rising? But not a single one of these pretentious maga-
zines can come close to the cultural and aesthetic level of Novy Mir in its day,
despite its having been assailed and fettered by censorship. None of these
magazines have achieved the calm, dignified, and deep discourse that Novy
Mir managed despite its having been shackled within such rigid confines.
And much of the national and popular spirit of Russia managed to prevail
in Novy Mir, something one does not find in magazines of the Third Emi-
gration that, at best, distance themselves categorically from the vital prob-
lems of Russia. In my final Soviet years, fueled by my fiery battle against the
regime, I overestimated both the samizdat and the dissident movement: 1
tended to consider these the central current of social thought and action, but
it turned out to be an insignificant rivulet that was in no way connected with
the core of life in the country. With their connections to the West, the dissi-
dents disseminated information from their own circles rather than anything
having to do with the people as a whole. In those years, with our offensive
against the Soviet powers—saying we have no enemies except the Commu-
nist regime!—we all seemed to be part of a single stream with a homogeneous
historical consciousness. But I overestimated my own proximity to this “de-
mocratic movement,” part of the reason being a legacy of the prerevolutionary
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ideology of “liberation,” from which in those days I had still not managed to
free myself. Furthermore, these dissidents were brave, self-sacrificing indi-
viduals without self-serving or hidden agendas. I truly admired them, par-
ticularly, of course, the 1968 protest in Red Square against the occupation of
Czechoslovakia.”

But in truth we had sprung from different roots, expressed different as-
pirations, and had nothing in common but the time and place of action.
The line of my struggle had started a good deal earlier than theirs, and my
dogged battle against the Bolsheviks was to continue into the future, toward
greater clashes, greater demands than their flimsy slogans such as “Respect
your own constitution!” (One has to admit, however, that even though some
of these dissidents did not want to see Communism fall apart, they did a
fine job undermining its authority.)

The difference between us was to become crystal-clear both to us and
to them, beginning with the publication of From Under the Rubble and Sin-
yavsky’s referring to Russia as “bitch” in Kontinent.>® They held up as their
marching banner the Twentieth Congress’! of the Party, but remained unre-
sponsive to the plight of the Russian countryside, and especially to the re-
newed persecution of Orthodox Christianity. With the passing of a few
short years the dissidents were to run out of steam and, with the opportunity
of emigration opening up, the dissident movement— having never grappled
with the issues of the Russian people as a whole—simply frittered away. The
temptation of emigration shook the movement to its core and finished it off.
One of its ideologues, Chalidze, announced as he was emigrating that he
was “simply tired” of championing human rights. (Later, across the ocean, he
mustered up the strength to champion them worldwide.) Another ideologue,
Amalrik, proposed the theory that “emigration is a tactical move in the strug-
gle to bring change to one’s country,” “political emigration has always preceded
a revolution.” They even came up with: “Patriotism in these times means leav-
ing” All that many dissidents needed was the threat of prison or being de-
prived of privileged positions of employment (no one was denying them the
right to manual labor) for them to rush off into “exile.” Others left without
being threatened in any way. And in the West they were all lauded as exiles.

From the very first letters that had come pouring into my Zurich home,
the letters of the current Third Emigration somehow immediately distin-
guished themselves by their shortness of breath, unlike the hardy, drawn-out
stamina evident in the First and Second Emigrations. In Moscow I had felt no
ill will toward those who were leaving, quite the opposite: out of hatred for
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the Communist regime I, like many others, considered the escapes of Anatoli
Kuznetsov and Arkadi Belinkov as almost heroic. (However, even back then
we found Belinkov’s advice over the radio from the West tactless—suggesting
that all the members of the Writers’ Union should throw away their member-
ship cards. And Nikita Struve had written to me when I was still in Moscow
how astonished he had been when he met Belinkov, who had maintained that
Russia was so much a nation of slaves that even Pushkin was against freedom.
“The new émigrés have no heart for Russia,” Struve wrote in distress.) Conse-
quently, when I arrived in the West, on reading these first letters I immedi-
ately sensed, “No, I'm not one of you! Absolutely not. No, I'm sorry, I'm not
an émigré, and definitely not of the 7hird Wave!” So I separated the letters
that the Third Emigration had sent me from all the letters of the First and Sec-
ond Emigrations, and put them in a separate folder. And though I instinctively
kept my distance, I did not yet foresee their fierce onslaughts, which were soon
to begin. I was quite shaken when in March 1974 I read an article in Vestnik
signed “X.Y.” (I found out later that it was Boris Shragin), proposing that this
Orthodox Christian magazine turn its back on Orthodoxy, “which has lost the
trust of the intelligentsia”* I immediately sent a reply,™ as I felt that here lay
the root of the current emigration’s haughty estrangement.

I had great respect for the First Emigration— not the entire First Emigra-
tion, of course, but the Whites, those who had not run away, who had not
fled to save themselves but had fought for a better life in Russia and fought
even as they retreated. And I felt very much at ease and in step with the Sec-
ond Emigration, my generation, the brothers and sisters of my prison mates,
individuals who had suffered Soviet torture, and who by chance had broken
free after just a quarter-century of slavery, long before the death of the Soviet
regime, and then were left destitute to tread the bitter paths of exile. But
much as I respected the First and Second Emigrations, I was indifferent to the
bulk of the émigrés of the Third Wave, who were not escaping from death or
from prison sentences but striving for a life that was more attractive and com-
fortable (though most of them left behind them privileged and well-provi-
sioned cities, advanced education, and good positions). One could say that
they took advantage of every person’s natural right to leave a place in which
they do not want to live, but not all Soviets, not all by far, had the opportu-
nity of making such a choice. So be it. One can perhaps only reproach them
for having used the name of the State of Israel in order to leave the Soviet
Union but then emigrating elsewhere. I had occasion to speak a few things
about them.** Among them were of course individuals who had been interned
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in prison camps and psychiatric hospitals, but they were few in number and
known to all. Moreover, there were among them a number of individuals
who had belonged to the Soviet elite and had actively served in the govern-
ment apparatus of lies (and this apparatus had a broad scope: Soviet news-
papers, popular songs, and the film industry). These individuals had worked
closely with this apparatus. How could one define this emigration? . . . the
pen-wielding emigration. But their main trait was that, now in the West, free
and unencumbered, they immediately did an about-face and began damning
and sermonizing the unfortunate and useless country they had abandoned,
continuing their attempt to control Russian life from here in the West.

As for the West, it did not receive the Third Wave of emigration with the
same disdain it had shown the émigrés of the first two waves: the exiles who
arrived in earlier years had been perceived as a problematic group of reac-
tionaries who for some reason were unwilling to share in the lofty ideals of so-
cialism. They were received coldly and grudgingly in the West, educated peo-
ple ending up working as manual laborers, cab drivers, and waiters, or at best
setting themselves up in meager little businesses. The current wave of emigra-
tion, on the other hand, is welcomed with open arms, offered financial sup-
port, and heaped with praise: “They sacrificed their lives in a quest for human
dignity.” Their departure (seen from within the Soviet Union as an escape to
save themselves) was perceived in the West as “a manifestation of Russian dig-
nity.” These people—often with a dubious liberal-arts education (saturated
with Bolshevik ideology)—were welcomed with reverence and offered posts
as university professors, were given great prominence in the Western media,
were extensively financed by philanthropic foundations, and elbowed their
way with ease into the émigré press and the Russian-language radio stations,
forcing out the older generation. To date, the tension and hostility between
the Third Emigration and its predecessors has worsened irretrievably.

Here one has to step back and take stock: are these kinds of clashes and
animosity inevitable in exile? Did such burning resentment and recrimination
exist within the First Emigration, which had been a confused mass ranging
from the great princes, bishops, and generals to the crowd of Constitutional
Democrat intellectuals, Kerensky, Burtsev, and the Socialist Revolutionary
terrorists? These people, finding themselves thrown together in exile so soon
after a crushing defeat for which they were partly responsible, would have had
more reason for clashes and conflict. (But they always kept a decent tone in
their discussions, while the pen-wielding Third Emigration, on the other
hand, is always quick to become as strident as hucksters.) As for our differ-
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ences today: at least they do not spring from our recriminations over the er-
rors committed, but in arguments concerning the Russian future.*

One individual who stood apart was the implacable Vladimir Bukovsky:
he had fought tooth and nail and was deported from the Soviet Union (in
exchange for a Chilean Communist leader). In my eyes, he was a true na-
tional hero: his focus was not his “right to emigrate” but the core issues of
life in our nation. He was a fearless, selfless, intelligent young man—such
fighters will one day make up the future Russian political cadres, and he
might well end up being prime minister someday, provided he survives!
There were moments when it seemed that the Soviets would torture him to
death, but suddenly here he was in Switzerland! We immediately made con-
tact with him. Later, on his way to the United States, he wrote that he ab-
solutely wanted to meet with us and I invited him to come to Vermont,
where he stayed with us for a day and a half. An honorable man indeed, un-
relenting and truly courageous in his fight, with a strong political acumen,
and such resourcefulness in his speeches! He has great empathy and is willing
to help individuals who are in trouble and have been backed into a corner. I
did not, however, perceive in him a sense of the full depth of Russia’s pain,
of our fall, our impoverishment, a thirst for the healing of our people.

Meanwhile, in the Third Emigration he is among the best, the most
intelligent.

This being the case, in whom can we place our hopes? In what future
generations can we hope for the saving hands? When will Russia at last give
birth to those hands and give them strength? What kind of leaders will we
find after the Communists?

All the deadlines of history keep being pushed back, too slow for me
and my constant, impatient forging ahead.

Here in the West I could have fallen deep into despair had I not had my
work. Mountains of work, for years to come. You have to perform your duty
first—and only then make your demands of History.

* And so I thought. But certain individuals from the Third Emigration have said with great
frankness, and now have even written, that their struggle to prevail in the publications of Eu-
rope and the United States, and on the radio waves of the world, had nothing to do with propa-
gating their ideas, but was about securing well-paid positions, of which there were few. It was
for these that they fought, parading certain ideas before the “movers and shakers” and blacken-
ing their opponents. (Author’s note, 1982.)
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In the meantime, our sons were growing. During the warmer half of the
year, from April to October, I lived in the cottage by the pond, and early in
the morning the boys would make their way in single file down the steep path
through the majestic sanctuary of the woods to pray with me. We knelt on a
bed of pine needles by the bushes, and they repeated after me short prayers
and our own special prayer that I had composed: “Grant us, O Lord, to live in
health and strength, our minds bright, until the day when you will open our
path home to Russia, to labor and to sacrifice ourselves so that she may re-
cover and flourish.” A few steps behind us was a rock that looked very much
like a horse, its legs tucked under, a winged horse that had been turned to
stone. I told the children, and they believed me, that the horse breathes lightly
at night and that when Russia will rise again the spell shall be broken, the
winged horse will breathe in deep and carry us on its back through the air,
across the North, all the way to Russia . . . (At bedtime the boys would ask
me: You'll go to the horse tonight, won't you, to check if it’s breathing?)

Several times a day one of the boys would come running down the steep
path bringing a number of pages his mother had typed out in an initial draft
along with her editorial suggestions. Then a little while later another son
would come to take back the result.

I now began giving the two older boys lessons in mathematics. (I took a
look at the newest Soviet textbooks but couldn’t warm up to them; they were
off the mark, no sensitivity whatsoever to how children perceive things. So I
taught my sons using the same books with which I had studied: Alya had
brought them from Russia.) We also had a blackboard nailed to the wall of
the cottage, chalk, notebooks, and tests, everything that was necessary. |
would never have thought I'd ever teach mathematics again, though this was
definitely going to be the last time. What a wonderful experience, how ex-
quisite our traditional arithmetic problems are in developing the logic of the
questions. And then follows Kiselyov’s crystalline geometry primer.

Immediately after the lesson we would go swimming. The pond is in
some places shallow, in other places very deep, and I taught the boys swim-
ming at my side. Water flowing from the mountain is very cold. The older
boys would eagerly shout, “Papa, can we swim to the waterfall, can we?” The
small dam was some twenty yards away.

Further up the creek there was a real waterfall that was some fifty feet
high, the boys in single file making their way to it and staring at it in awe. It
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was impressive, even for grown-ups. Two or three years later the older boys,
beginning with Yermolai, would start sawing and splitting firewood with me.

The second year in Vermont looked as if it would be one of solitude,
with nothing but work. And I worked as if in a trance, yet still, look how
many pages have accumulated describing problems and interference from
outside. In the winter of 1978 an invitation to give a commencement speech
at Harvard suddenly arrived. Of course I could have declined, as I had done
in 1975, and with hundreds of other invitations. But Harvard is a place of
significance, and my speech would be heard throughout America. I had not
given a speech in two years, and my temperament was pushing me once
again to speak out. So I accepted the invitation.

When I began to prepare my speech in the spring, I found that, beyond
my aversion to eternal repetition, I could not and did not want to return to
previous directions or hit previous notes. For many years in the USSR, and
for four years now in the West, I kept slashing and hacking away at Commu-
nism, but in these last years I had also seen much in the West that was alarm-
ingly dangerous, and /ere I preferred to talk about that. Giving expression to
the new observations that had accumulated within me, I built my speech
around Western matters, about the weaknesses of the West.

Unlike with my other speeches, I wrote this speech out, and Irina Ilo-
vaiskaya translated it into English. Knowing the West very well, she was ex-
tremely worried and upset, and tried to persuade me to soften my ideas and
words. I refused. After the speech had been translated and printed out, in
tears she told Alya: “He will not be forgiven for this!”

My speech was announced in advance, and what was mainly expected of
me (they later wrote) was the gratitude of the exile to the great Atlantic fortress
of Liberty, singing praises to its might and its virtues, which were lacking in
the USSR. And needless to say, they expected an anti-Communist speech. The
evening before, during the formal gala dinner, I had the honor to sit with
the president of Botswana, Sir Seretse Khama, his black skin almost purple in
hue, his face betraying fatigue, and also with the former president of Israel,
Ephraim Katzir (Katchalsky), who very much called to mind a good-natured
Ukrainian peasant, but one keeping his plans to himself. And the nervously
restless Richard Pipes—a man of great influence at Harvard, and who almost
singlehandedly runs the studies of Russia here in America— came over to
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meet me and find out if it was true that my speech was to center on Cam-
bodia. (That would indeed have been an issue well worth talking about.)

The following day people took their seats under the open sky in Har-
vard Yard, the graduates according to their fields, then the guests, and a large
crowd of people standing—some twenty thousand in all, I was told. The
president of Harvard congratulated the graduating students, after which
honorary doctorates were given to the president of Botswana, to Katzir, to
the Danish anthropologist Erik Erikson (who had a remarkable counte-
nance), and to me—and, to my surprise, the crowd rose to its feet and gave
me a standing ovation; clearly the myth surrounding me had yet to be dis-
mantled here. Then Harvard graduates marched across the yard (at their head
an old man, who had been of the class of 1893), as did we, the honored
guests, students calling out greetings to us, and then everyone again took
their seats. When the moment came for me to speak, it began to rain heavily.
We on the podium were protected by a canopy, but everyone else in the
crowd was exposed to the rain, and as I was speaking I was amazed that some
people opened umbrellas, others didn’t, but that everyone remained sitting
in the rain, nobody hurrying away! And my speech, along with the transla-
tion, took an hour, twice as long as it normally would have, loudspeakers
broadcasting it to all the corners of Harvard Yard.

I was also amazed at how often and how vigorously people applauded,
something I had not expected, especially when I was talking about the impor-
tance of leaving behind materialism. This heartened me. At times they whis-
tled, which is also, it turns out, a sign of approval, but there was another sound
t00, a drawn-out “ssss,” the way we call for silence in Russian, and that, on the
contrary, was a sign of disapproval. (Later, I was to learn that on that same
campus at an earlier time there had resounded the sharpest protests against the
Vietnam War.)

After my speech the university asked me for the text, and it was immedi-
ately printed, with some two thousand copies handed out, and there began a
bacchanalian dissemination of arbitrary excerpts and quotes from it through-
out the U.S. and around the world. The university received over five thou-
sand requests from twelve countries. (Here again: things that I had said else-
where that had fallen on deaf ears, now, coming from America, were listened
to by the entire world, as if for the first time!) The tireless TV stations, which
had recorded my entire speech, broadcast it that very evening along with a
discussion. Of all this, Alya and I that night only managed to catch that the
Voice of America was broadcasting the whole speech, in my voice, to the
Soviet Union.
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The following day and a half was like an excursion into the past. In the
evening, Harper & Row threw a dinner for us in Harvard’s dining hall, and
the aged Cass Canfield hobbled over to take a look at me: he had been the one
who had once behaved so capriciously over First Circle, and had ultimately pre-
vailed, with conditions that were humiliating and disenfranchising for me.
One should not nurse old grudges, but seeing him was unpleasant. The next
day we went to the Connecticut home of my translator, Thomas Whitney—
his friend Harrison Salisbury was there too—both of whom had ended up
taking my side in the Carlisle affair.”® That evening, our host had gathered
together a few choice guests, Arthur Miller and his circle, New Yorks elite.

On the following day we returned home, at which point there began—
for a good two months!—an unending rush of agitated newspaper responses
to my speech, and then also a flood of letters from Americans. Irina Ilovaiskaya
read the letters and made summaries, while I myself read many of the articles.
And I must say [ was quite taken aback by the connection (or rather the lack
thereof ) between the criticism and the actual content of my speech.

I had given it the title “A World Split Apart,”*® and it was with this idea
that I had opened the speech, that mankind is separated into original and
distinct worlds, distinct independent cultures that are often far removed
from one another and frequently unfamiliar with one another (I had then
listed some of them).* One has to renounce the arrogant blindness of evalu-
ating these different worlds merely according to the degree of their develop-
ment toward the Western model. Such a benchmark is the result of a misun-
derstanding of the essence of those different worlds. Also, one has to stand
back and look soberly at one’s own system.

Western society in principle is based on a legal level that is far lower than
the true moral yardstick, and besides, this legal way of thinking has a ten-
dency to ossify. In principle, moral imperatives are not adhered to in politics,
and often not in public life either. The notion of freedom has been diverted
to unbridled passion, in other words, in the direction of the forces of evil (so
that nobody’s “freedom” would be limited!). A sense of responsibility before
God and society has fallen away. “Human rights” have been so exalted that
the rights of society are being oppressed and destroyed. And above all, the
press, not elected by anyone, acts high-handedly and has amassed more

* T had come to this idea on my own. It was only in 1984 that I read Spengler, and in 1986
Danilevsky, whose masterful botanical work, which he had applied by analogy to mankind, had
been undermined by his Pan-Slavic obsession, as if without this ideology Russia could not claim
to have a civilization of its own. (Author’s note, 1986.)
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power than the legislative, executive, or judicial power. And in this free press
itself it is not true freedom of opinion that dominates, but the dictates of
the political fashion of the moment, which lead to a surprising uniformity of
opinion. (It was on this point that I had irritated them most.) The whole so-
cial system does not contribute to advancing outstanding individuals to the
highest echelons. The reigning ideology, that prosperity and the accumula-
tion of material riches are to be valued above all else, is leading to a weaken-
ing of character in the West, and also to a massive decline in courage and the
will to defend itself, as was clearly seen in the Vietnam War, not to mention
a perplexity in the face of terror. But the roots of this social condition spring
from the Enlightenment, from rationalist humanism, from the notion that
man is the center of all that exists, and that there is no Higher Power above
him. And these roots of irreligious humanism are common to the current
Western world and to Communism, and that is what has led the Western in-
telligentsia to such strong and dogged sympathy for Communism.

At the end of my speech I had pointed to the fact that the moral poverty
of the twentieth century comes from too much having been invested in so-
ciopolitical changes, with the loss of the Whole and the High. We, all of us,
have no other salvation but to look once more at the scale of moral values
and rise to a new height of vision. “No one on earth has any other way left
but—upward,” were the concluding words of my speech.

Not once throughout the entire speech did I use the word détente (they
expected me more than anything to condemn it once again), nor did I make
appeals for Communism to be overcome, and only in the background, as an
aside, did I mention that “the next war . . . may well bury Western civiliza-
tion forever.”

And what did the créme de la créme of the educated classes and the press
hear in this speech, and how did they respond?

What surprised me was not that the newspapers attacked me from every
angle (after all, I had taken a sharp cut at the press), but the fact that they
had completely missed everything important (a remarkable skill of the
media). They had invented things that simply did not exist in my speech,
and had kept striking out at me on positions they expected me to hold, but
which I had not taken. The newspapers went into a frenzy as if my speech
had focused on détente or war. (Had they prepared their responses in ad-
vance, anticipating that my speech would be like the ones I had given in
Washington and New York three years earlier?) “Sets aside all other values in
the crusade against Communism. . . . Autocrat. . . . A throwback to the
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Tsarist times. . . . His ill-considered political analysis.”” (The media is so
blinkered it cannot even see beyond politics.)

In the first days the press spouted scalding invective: “He has flung
his gauntlet at the West. . . . Fanatic. . . . Orthodox mystic. . . . Fierce
dogmatic. . . . Political romantic. . . . Conservative radical. . . . Reactionary
speech. . . . Obsession. . . . Has lost his balance. . . . Has missed the point. . . .
Sounded like the wanderings of a mind split apart™® (a pun on the title of
my speech, “A World Split Apart”).

And then they came to the “consequences”: “If you don't like it here,
why don’t you leave?” (This came up in several newspapers, and more than
once.) “Why, if life in the United States is so deplorable and venal, should he
have chosen to live here? . . . Mr. Solzhenitsyn, don’t let the doorknob hit
you in the rear on the way out. . . . As you don't like anything else here, it’s
not unkind of us to point out that you don’t have to stay here. . . . Love it or
leave it. . . . Would somebody please send [him] an airline schedule for over-
seas flights, east-bound.” They were particularly irritated that, when I said
“our country” in my speech, I was referring to the Soviet Union and not to
America. “If there is one thing I cannot abide, it is the guest who . . . lectures
you on your faults. After getting out of Russia one step ahead of the KGB,
Solzhenitsyn turns around and condemns us, his hosts, as having too much
freedom”—(I admit that’s quite ironic)—while enjoyably “living in peace
and freedom. . . . It was America who saved his homeland from Hitler’s
horde.” (Though one might argue about who saved whom.)

Before my Harvard speech, I naively believed that I had found myself in
a society where one can say what one thinks, without having to flatter that
society. It turns out that democracy expects to be flattered. When I called out
“live not by lies!” in the Soviet Union, that was fair enough, but when I
called out “live not by lies!” in the United States, I was told to go take a hike.

I was furthermore reproached, and in no uncertain terms, that I was criti-
cizing the same Western press that had saved me in my battles in the Soviet
Union. That did seem like ungratefulness on my part. But I had marched
into battle prepared to die, without expecting to be saved. I had written in
The Oak and the Calf that “Western sympathy began to grow warmer and
warmer until it reached an undreamed-of temperature.”® But now they re-
gret having helped me. Had the Bolsheviks exiled me to Siberia in 1974, the
West would have been happy to look the other way, especially after reading
my Letter to the Sovier Leaders. Kissinger and Pope Paul VI had come to the
conclusion as far back as 1973 that I should not be defended.
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Almost at the same time that I was speaking at Harvard, President
Carter was giving a speech at the Naval Academy in Annapolis, fervently
praising America. “In contrast to Carter, who spoke of the American way of
life in almost evangelical terms,” Solzhenitsyn was full of criticism, lamented
Newsweek. A few days later the First Lady, speaking at the National Press
Club, almost overstepped the bounds of propriety, stating specifically in an-
swer to me that there was no spiritual decline in America but that there was
prosperity on all fronts. Now a great wave of justification of the United States
swept throughout the press: “He does not grasp the American spirit. . . . We
are irresponsible, he tells us. We put our freedom first, before our responsi-
bility,” precisely “because we are a free people.”®!

The major newspapers did not print the actual speech, despite there
being no copyright restrictions, but only passages convenient for their cen-
sure. “He arrived complete with preconceptions about American decadence
and cowardice. . . . Has no particular use for freedom, and little for democ-
racy. . . . Does not comprehend that there is strength, great strength, in our
weakness, [even in] naiveness and non-monolithic government, [which] may
be incomprehensible to a traditional Russian.” And through many articles
there echoed: he is too Russian, he is incorrigibly Russian, his experience is
limited to things Russian, he does not understand. “A voice from Russia’s
past . . . a nineteenth-century Slavophile. . . . He despises our press. . . . The
unspoken expectation was that after three years in our midst, he would have
to say we are superior. [Could he] at least have given one cheer for the exten-
sion of freedom to a whole society? . . . Didn’t we publish his books? Wouldn't
that be reason enough for gratitude? . . . Most Americans will cringe at the the-
sis . . . that ‘people have the right not to know’”—(I had spoken about “the
forfeited right of people ot to know, not to have their divine souls stuffed with
gossip, nonsense, vain talk’—A. S.)—or that “commercial interest tends to
‘suffocate’ spiritual life. . . . His conclusions made Oswald Spengler’s ‘De-
cline of the West’ sound recklessly optimistic. . . . The giant does not love
us. . . . [He points] obliquely and indeterminately to a regeneration of ‘spiri-
tual life. . . . [The speech only] indicates the weakness of Harvard’s ability to
get an honest American [to address the graduates]. Thank God for being an
American.”®

Harrison Salisbury, who had initially defended me on television, saying
that a rural philosopher was perfectly capable of seeing the big picture from
his retreat, now also expressed surprise: “Can Solzhenitsyn, in a sense, be the
opposition government for the Soviet Union and also the United States?

That’s an enormous burden to be put on anyone’s shoulders.”®
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But even in the initial unified chorus of condemnation there were also
appraisals of my speech (more vocal with every passing day) that did not
focus on its political elements, but kept comparing it, dozens of times, to Bib-
lical prophecy, and me to the old American Puritans. “Poured out doomsday
warnings. . . . Renewed a tradition of apocalyptic prophecy. . . . Struck re-
sponsive chords in many American breasts. . . . It’s been a long time since we
heard a Puritan like this. Increase Mather was president of Harvard once,
and he would have looked like a moral weakling compared to Solzhenit-
syn. ... He comes right out of that great New England tradition of preach-
ers. This was a very appropriate place for him to make this presentation be-
cause it’s the sort of thing which New England has been hearing now for
something over three hundred years. . . . It is a critique drawn from a more
ancient, more austere and pessimistic spiritual tradition than the Enlighten-
ment. . . . He surpassed the experience of his audience. No one was ready
to take in such ideas. . . . He shook the country with a magnitude-9 earth-
quake, a bitter truth.”*

Soon evaluations of the initial newspaper reactions to my speech began
to appear: “An avalanche of critical misunderstanding. . . . Touched a raw
nerve [with the press]. . . . An intellect of great force and appetite, Solzheni-
tsyn stirred up a hornet’s nest. . . . Seldom has so much earnest controversy
arisen from a single speech by a private citizen, and seldom has the prepon-
derance of response so widely missed the mark. . . . A band of journalists
who are making a concentrated effort to discredit Solzhenitsyn. . . . He at-
tacked the media for self-assurance, hypocrisy and deceit and they will never
forgive him for it. . . . Liberals usually blush at the word ‘evil’ [but Solzheni-
tsyn] has looked at one of hell’s faces.”®

As more readers reactions (albeit watered down and cut by the editors)
and articles of thoughtful journalists made their way into the newspapers,
and the press in the heartland began to enter the discussion, the tone of voice
in the assessments of my speech became significantly more varied: “Solzheni-
tsyn's Harvard cry [was] gloomy, yes, and brooding. . . . The easy thing to do in
the face of such words is to remain snoozy and lingeringly self-righteous. But
those words could be the truth—just as those who spoke them could be
prophets (albeit without honor) in their own land, and in their adopted land
as well. . . . What he said was unadulterated truth and the truth can hurt at
times. . . . There is no greater gift an exiled stranger could bring us. . . . If he
did not love what we were and what we could be, he would not bother to warn
us of what we are. . . . We need some Solzhenitsyns of our own. . .. One could
have wished for some more evident note of gratitude for his adopted land . . .



290 | PART 1 | 1974-1978

but that may have been a further mark of his courage, offering America the
salt it needed rather than the sugar it craved. . . . [His words] were welcome re-
lief. . . . We should thank him for being man enough to stand before our
young people and point to a better way, a way of law that honors right. . . .
We had better heed the wisdom of Solzhenitsyn. . . . Thrilled by the power of
his convictions. . . . The beauty of the speech [was that] it was very thought-
provoking and very religious at the same time. . . . This man is trying to repay
the kindness shown him in the most sincere and meaningful way by devoting
his most valuable possession: Thought. . . . Art and artists have one duty above
all others. That is to perceive, and to put forth perceptions without compro-
mise. . . . If we are enthralled by his frankness in one point on the globe
(USSR), we should respect it in another (USA). . . . [He wrote] his ‘Letter to
the Soviet Leaders’ and [now] a comparable ‘Letter to the Western Leaders. . . .
They were the right words, at the right time, and they were delivered to a most
appropriate audience. . . . His speech was superb . . . what was ‘bilious’ was the
media recap. . . . Which one of the writers in the White House speech stable
wrote those mincing words for Rosalynn? They are insipid. . . . His speech will
provide food for thought for Americans. . . . The media ‘analyses’ distorted his
speech and exhibited exactly what Solzhenitsyn had attacked: the technique by
which media manage to install ‘the petrified armor around people’s minds. . . .
We must hear more from him. . .. The life of the spirit is in danger everywhere
in the modern world. . . . Reconsider the Harvard address— not primarily as

an attack, but as a plea to the entire human family.”%

Finally, a graduate of Harvard, Wanda Urbanska, who had heard my
speech, also managed to get her opinion into a newspaper: the address
“ruffled many assumptions about ourselves and the world that Harvard has
so carefully groomed.” Why, she asks, does one newspaper columnist pre-
sume to speak on graduates’ behalf? She concludes: Solzhenitsyn “chal-
lenged us; he bothered us; and he will stay with us.”®’

Now one could also begin to read many responses that were markedly
distinguished from the arrogant stance of the America of New York and
Washington: “We know in our hearts he is right. . . . We are worse than he says
we are if we do not face up to our faults and try to do something to correct
them. . . . Solzhenitsyn is right, too awfully right. . . . The very weakness with
which he justly charges us precludes our adequately responding to such tough
stuff. . . . Solzhenitsyn’s conclusions are painfully close to the mark. . .. We
fight for money [and are] ignorant of the real values in life. . . . The West is
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spiritually sick and suffers from a profound loss of will. . . . We have merely
substituted the authority of the special-interest group for the authority of
dictatorial government, [instead of | sacrificing self-interest. . . . We write ‘In
God We Trust’ on our currency; we should either prove it or take the words
off. . . . The United States is no moral Prometheus. . . . Solzhenitsyn called
upon the United States to stop our worship of commercial interests [and to]
redeem our moral poverty. . . . We are a spiritually sick, morally shallow so-
ciety. . . . You [the newspaper] do not understand Solzhenitsyn because he
goes to the root of the problem. . . . Like it or not, Solzhenitsyn is right. . . .
There is not a country in its right mind that would accept our crime and our
drugs, pornography, sex as the focus of conversation, the catering to our chil-
dren. We resemble Sodom and Gomorrah. . . . Freedom can, by itself, pro-
duce chaos. . . . A society that allows technology to develop in a moral and
ethical vacuum [is like a] hapless patient whose vegetative existence is main-
tained by a respirator and artificial kidney. . . . Brilliant and courageous Har-
vard speech cut like a two-edge sword right through America’s flab. . . . The
American people will sustain Solzhenitsyn on this count. . . . The Washingron
Post may smile at the Russian accent of Mr. Solzhenitsyn’s words, but it can-
not detract from their universal meaning. . . . Let us be grateful before it’s too
late. . . . His speech ought to be burned into America’s heart. But instead of
being read, it was killed. . . . Shallow journalistic style of the Free Press proves
Solzhenitsyn’s point. . . . Newsmen are the last of the robber barons of capi-
talism. . . . Newspapers such as this one dividing us as a people and a na-
tion. . . . Can the press maintain diversity when ultimate control rests in the
hands of a small group of corporate executives?”®

Gradually another America began unfolding before my eyes, one that
was small-town and robust, the heartland, the America I had envisioned as I
was writing my speech, and to which my speech was addressed. I now felt a
glimmer of hope that I could connect with this America, warn it of what we
had experienced, and perhaps even lead it to change direction. But how
many years would that take, and how much strength?

And how was I to conduct such a battle, calling for a fight to the death
against Communism, yet without in any way targeting Russia? And this in a
situation where wily polemicists of the Third Emigration were not only
clouding the realities of Russia with their lies, but, in an unexpected turn,
were spreading the credo that the true Russia, as opposed to the Soviet Union,
is a far greater danger to the West than the current benign Communist
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regime, which must be supported, though kept in check by maintaining
adroit negotiations.

In the wake of the Harvard invitation there also came one from the Mili-
tary Academy at West Point: The Adjutant General offered to gather to-
gether the entire student body, over five thousand students, and I could lec-
ture on any subject I chose. It would be an ideal platform from which to
steer America in a new direction! West Point is a tribune of American presi-
dents, and there would be a strong and sympathetic crowd, not like the
brooding Harvard audience. What listeners could it be more important to
convince? A severe and decisive place: these very students were going to be
the military leaders on the battlefields of the Third World War and the ad-
ministrators of the regions near the front. If not in them, then in whom did
American hatred need to be deflected from Russia? Who, if not they, should
be the first to be told of the betrayals of the First and Second World Wars,
the first to whom the difference between the USSR and Russia should be ex-
plained? It would have been an ideal blow against the Communists. I was
very much inclined to go to West Point, but Alya rightly dissuaded me: how
would such a speech be perceived back home in Russia? If after speeches I
had given at trade-union conventions I had been falsely accused of insisting
that Russia be brought to her knees by starvation, then a speech at the mili-
tary academy would be taken as my fraternizing with the “American imperi-
alists.” The end result would have been the exact opposite of what I in-
tended. So I was forced to decline the invitation.

The Harvard speech unleashed echoes that kept resounding far longer
than I could have foreseen.*

* Year after year my speech gave rise to further responses. “Rarely in modern times has one man’s
voice provoked the Western world to an experience of profound soul-searching. . . . [His
speeches at Harvard and before the trade unions] stirred the reflective conscience of the Western
world more profoundly than even the eloquent discourses of Franklin Roosevelt and Winston
Churchill. . . . The continuing comments on the Harvard speech testify to the power of his
words and to the fundamental character of his challenge to our basic values.” New evaluations
have come in: “His overall analysis of Western ideas cannot be easily dismissed.” . . . From the
Enlightenment came “a rather shallow optimism about human nature.” . . . Solzhenitsyn’s ad-
dress “turns out to be much more complex and difficult to understand than is generally real-
ized” . .. “The most important religious document of our time.” . . . “He has raised the discus-
sion to a pluralistic plane” by “avoiding the symbols of Russian Orthodoxy” . . . “The
differences between Solzhenitsyn and most of his critics are subtler and deeper than most of the
critics seem to realize.” Much of my critique has been accepted, even if my terminology comes
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The flood of invitations did not subside, and I could have rushed from
conferences to congresses to universities and television studios, giving one
speech after another. I would have surely gone under in the rush. Not to
mention that one political activity inevitably brings on ten, if not a hundred,
more. If I had come to the United States in the spring of 1974, when people
were insisting adamantly that I come—when I would certainly have been
granted honorary citizenship—what a burden that would have been for me
now that I was living here! It would have been difficult to decline all the in-
vitations, I would have had to talk, debate, respond. The greater the honor,
the greater the trouble. This way I can live freely, detached, without being
obliged to become one with this country.

Then there was the matter of the language. To resurrect and develop my
English would have taken time, time that I was loath to spare when there
were still tens of thousands of pages connected to the history of the Revolu-
tion languishing unread, when so many accounts written down by the aged
witnesses of those years were still waiting—not to mention that I also
needed time to write. It made no sense to take time away from my Russian
work, and anyway the texts of my talks would have had to be thought out
and honed in Russian.

In the end, even the landscape, the landscape here in Vermont, the
woods, and even the changes in the weather, the play of sun, sky, and clouds:
here I cannot take them in with the same intensity and specificity as in Rus-
sia. It all seems to me as if it were in another language, as if something stands
between us.

in for corrections. It is true that “Solzhenitsyn’s opposition [is not] opposition to the West. . . .
He is asking; is there a way #p from modernity?” Of course, Richard Pipes continues to insist
that my critique is “chaotic,” “virulent,” and entirely “in the Russian intellectual tradition,” even
copied from Pobedonostsev (whom I have never read). Meanwhile, the Gulag is a consequence
of “the Slavophile idea” On the other hand, “Americans are more charitable and more given to
good works” than Russians. But others no longer find my ideas to be “exclusively Russian,” and
even ascribe them to the traditions of the best Western minds, finding my antecedents in the
writings of Swift and Burke. The speech is “a reading of the West through Western eyes,” in fact
“any basic library of Western thought will contain its ideas.” Little do they know, and I my-
self am in no hurry to admit, that I haven’t read any of them: when in my life would I have
had the time? No, I was guided solely by intuition and life experience. One critic mentions it:
“Solzhenitsyn belongs with [those] whose intuition brought them to conclusions that the crowd
found uncomfortable.”® (Author’s note, 1982.)
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How right the old proverb is: Away from home in a country far away,
even the springtime sun is gray.

When I return home to Russia one day, I am certain that everything will
fall back into place; it is for that moment that I live and write.

While we were still in Zurich, an elderly Russian woman gave me a large
color reproduction of a painting by Polenov: A small, winding, Russian
river, an abandoned empty boat without oars moored to a footbridge, the
opposite riverbank covered in a wild tangle of grass with a sandy mound;
and beyond it, barely visible, the thatched roof of a peasant’s hut—no sign
of anyone, not a living soul. I felt sadness, grief, and a sweet attachment to
my homeland. This picture is now hanging on the wall above my desk. I
never tire of gazing at it.

And now in Vermont another Russian émigré sent me from Sweden, in
a frame along with a certificate of authenticity, a large sketch by Levitan for
his “Path,” which showed a neglected path, slightly wider than a trail, leading
through a wooden gate out into the meadows beneath a gloomy sky. Here
again no one to be seen. This too was Russia!

And then someone sent me a postcard of woodlands on a sunny morn-
ing, with an invisible creek running beneath a high wooden culvert that had
a single handrail, and one could feel it calling out: Come across to us, come
over, come into the meadows! Here too, there was not a single figure to be
seen, but perhaps one will encounter someone as one walks on? How many
of these wonderful places there are in Russia— places to which I have never
been and will never go! A sweet melancholy. (I also put this postcard in front
of me on the desk.)



CHAPTER 5

Through the Fumes

One would have imagined that I could now work undisturbed in Vermont
on my historical Nodes.

But that was not to be. There could be no truce with the Soviets: I fell
silent, but they continued unhindered. My American speeches of 1975 had
clearly enraged them. They realized that, as they had not killed me when they
had had the opportunity, they would have to step up their smear campaign.

Until now the Soviet agencies had sold my first wife’s book' in many
languages all over the world (though not in the USSR). But the book had
been hastily thrown together and hardly achieved the effect they were after.
Now they scraped together another book, an official Soviet publication:* in
other words, they had decided for the first time to move against me openly
in the Soviet Union by means of a book. It would have been a long time be-
fore I had the opportunity to see this book or counter its accusations, but
Rez4e,? its official author, could not resist immediately mailing me a copy
with a triumphant inscription. Anger flared up in me the instant I picked it
up. I had to respond immediately! I had to respond, if only because this
book was to be read by my compatriots!

With the publication of The Gulag Archipelago, 1 had expected that the
Soviets would fire off a barrage of responses refuting the facts in it. But to
my amazement, in the five years after its publication there were no refuta-
tions other than some scant polemic pamphlets distributed free of charge in
Western capitals by the Soviet information agency Novosti. Brezhnev’s Stalin-
inspired propaganda machine, with its million well-fed, well-conditioned,
and well-trained operatives, had ground to a halt in the face of Archipelago:
they could neither correct nor challenge any of its facts. This propaganda
machine had thousands of pens at its disposal, and more time had passed
than had taken me, a single writer, to finish the book. But no word came
from their side.

295
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Because there was nothing they could say.

They located my former friend and co-defendant Vitkevich, and several
interviews with him appeared, first in an American newspaper, then for
some reason on Finnish radio, and then elsewhere as well. Vitkevich, now a
conscientious, rehabilitated Communist Party member, dutifully said every-
thing that was expected of him by the party leaders: “It wasn’t really that bad
in the camps. . . . Solzhenitsyn’s book distorts everything, presents every-
thing in a false light”

And now in the 215 pages of the Rezd¢ book we learn that the KGB’s
Lubyanka prison is a good, just, even sympathetic institution, and its inter-
rogators “respectable people, sophisticated individuals.” “Would it even be
possible to conceal torturing thousands upon thousands of people, or the
disappearance of tens of thousands?” he asks, and his conclusion: “It’s im-
possible. No current or future national security service could ever manage to
silence everyone.”

Alas, the Bolsheviks have always stated in all truth that for them nothing
is impossible.

The average prison camp, we learn from Rezd¢, “has almost no restric-
tive security. The camp administration is extremely permissive, the inmates
are not subjected to restrictive orders.” And he goes so far as to claim: “the
prisoners there live in utter bliss.” “Prisoners being transported to the camps,
as well as those detained in transit camps, are fed quite well.” “Soviet prison
camps are in no way death camps,” and the labor brigades were at times even
served sandwiches with black caviar (p. 125)!

But apart from this shining example of socialist realism, the “collective”
of writers that had penned that book (I presume it was the KGB department
at the Lubyanka“ “assigned” to me) had finally geared up to take on Archipel-
ago head-on. After all, the entire department had for five years been poring
over the three Archipelago volumes— needless to say, they would have been
expected to come up with something. And here it is.

In Archipelago 1 write: “Punishment battalions . . . cemented the foun-
dation of the Stalingrad victory.”> And their response: “Perhaps Red Army
Captain Solzhenitsyn is unaware that punishment battalions were only
lightly armed, and they definitely had no machine guns.” (Here they were
showing their hand: admitting that all those soldiers had been sent into bat-
tle as cannon fodder.) Perhaps Solzhenitsyn is unaware that at Stalingrad
there were powerful tank battalions and Chuikov’s army?
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All one needs is to be able to read. In June and July of 1942, our south-
ern front was rolling back again as precipitously as it had in 1941. And after
the fall of Rostov, punishment battalions were set up by Stalin’s order No. 227
(of 27 July), and were rapidly being filled with deserters. The all-out fear of
ending up in one of these punishment battalions was enough to ensure that
soldiers would overcome any front-line panic. That was how these punish-
ment battalions came to cement the foundations of victory.

In their book we also read: “In 1918 there was no such thing as the
NKVD secret police [as Solzhenitsyn states]. The NKVD was not created
until 10 July 1934, and so there could have been no such thing as an NKVD
Vestnik [NKVD Bulletin] in 1918. That is vintage Solzhenitsyn—he has
made it all up.”

And that, then, is vintage KGB ghostwriters’ collective. O the shame of
it! For them not even to know the history of their own Agency, in whose
bosom they were nurtured! The NKVD had been in existence, spritely and
fit, since November 1917, with Commissar Grigori Petrovsky at its head.
(And if you take a closer look at your library catalogues, you will find copies
of the NKVD Vestnik, too.) But Felix Dzerzhinsky was not happy with this
division of power, and so absorbed the NKVD into the Cheka and, as of
16 March 1919, also assumed the duties of Chairman of the NKVD, which
he was soon enough to subsume entirely. In fact I wrote about all this in
Archipelago (pt. 111, chap. 1)—all they had to do was read it.

Another of their criticisms was that in Archipelago 1 was retelling inci-
dents of people being tortured to death based on secondhand accounts—in
other words, why didn’t those who were tortured to death write their own
accounts? Well, there is Alexander Dolgun, who, after his years in the Gulag,
almost with one foot in the grave, published his memoirs in America. And
other books by those who narrowly escaped death are now also appearing.

So this was all that the Soviet authorities had managed to scrape to-
gether in five years as a rebuttal to Archipelago.

What they were doing, however, was taking another, simpler route: that
of attacking the author of Archipelago. It he could be smeared with slime,
then Archipelago itself would rust into oblivion.

But they had already launched every possible accusation against me:
my social origin, my national origin, that I had supposedly been taken
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prisoner, that I had delivered my entire battery to the enemy, that I had
served in the German police force, that I had served in the Gestapo—and,
as a last resort, they were unable to think up anything more disgraceful
than . . . my supposed collaboration with them! Aiding them who were
seen by all and sundry as scoundrels! (They had by now come to the real-
ization that, in people’s eyes, collaboration with their regime was consid-
ered detestable.)

On the other hand, in opposing an artist, this venomous apparatus in-
evitably has the advantage (as, indeed, all unscrupulous enemies do): an artist
is by nature frank, frank in the extreme.

In Archipelago, and elsewhere too, I did not spare myself, and any repen-
tance that touched my soul ended up on the page. Even when it came to the
lot of the army officer, which in everyday life is seen as nothing out of the
ordinary (and my own experience did not stand out in any way); nor when it
came to the hypothetical possibilities of what they might have made of me
and others like me in our youth. Nor did I hesitate when it came to present-
ing the facts of how I was recruited as an informer in the camp and given a
code name, though I was never to use this name or file a single report. I
would have considered it dishonorable to remain silent about this—in fact
it was interesting to write about, bearing in mind the great number of such
recruitments, and not just in the prison camps. Of such recruitments per-
haps two-thirds end up not being followed up, but they play a role of hyp-
notic enthrallment for the masses. My goal in the entire book, as in all my
books, was to show what a human being could be turned into—to show
that the line between good and evil is constantly shifting within the human
heart. On 2 February 1974, amid all the chaos and din ahead of my expul-
sion from the USSR, I said this publicly:*

The Central Committee, the KGB, and the editorial staffs of our news-
papers . . . are not intelligent enough to realize that in this book I have told the
reader immediate truths about myself that are much worse than all the bad
things their time-servers can fabricate. That is the point of my book: it is a call

to repentance, not a pamphlet.

The Central Committee and the KGB not only lacked, are lacking, and
will continue to lack that level of understanding (what would they need it
for?), but they also lacked even the simple insight of how they might corner
me without showing their hand (as had happened with my so-called “corre-
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spondence” with Orekhov,” or their blatant forgery of a “denunciation” I
had supposedly been behind in 1952).

It turned out that these setbacks did not discourage the KGB. I now see
that its “collective” of propaganda officials and writers had not been nodding
on the job, but were busy preparing my definitive annihilation once and for
all, and this quite methodically: exchanging the real Aleksandr Solzhenitsyn
for another, exchanging everyone from his ancestors to his descendants, the
way one might exchange all the pieces of a mosaic, replacing them down to
the last stone. They recast my mosaic, creating the image of a chimerical
dead snake by laying out its scales, and they did so with relentless zeal. They
exchanged my grandfather, my father, my uncles, they exchanged my
mother, and then changed the days of my childhood, my adolescence, and
my adulthood, replacing all the circumstances, all the motives behind my ac-
tions and the details of my behavior, so that I ended up being not I, my life
unlived. And needless to say, they changed the meaning and essence of my
books—after all, it was because of my books that they had set out on this
entire escapade; I, as such, was of no interest to them.

And so finally all their work manifested itself in the form of this book
(on the cover it bore, as if stamped on a forehead, two yellow brand marks).
Rez4¢ was put forward as the author (his being a foreigner was ideal), and it
was published by Moscow’s Progress Publishing. It had been brought out
with remarkable speed (ten days from the date the book was put into pro-
duction to its printing). The print run was not divulged, perhaps it was left
open, as was the book’s ultimate market: should they hazard making it avail-
able to Soviet readers, running the risk of implanting the accursed Solzheni-
tsyn name in their minds? They decided to distribute it for the time being
through one of the KGB’s special units in the capital, among a public that was
already tainted, already knew my name. But what about the West? Should
copies of the book be off-loaded only on émigrés, and for free? Or should
they run the risk of having it translated? But what if Solzhenitsyn were to
take the publishers to court?

I could have assured them that I would not take the matter to court.
There is no need to weigh on the scales of justice what is right against what
is evil. And who would sue the Soviet Dragon, anyway? (After all, it was the
same Dragon that had sent us to the camps without trial.) There are people
who could bear witness to my life—hundreds of people, because my life
had really taken place, even if all the little stones of the mosaic were being
switched— people who had managed to remain hidden, who had not been
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caught, or who had been caught but had not succumbed under pressure. But
all these witnesses are trapped beneath a firmly screwed-on Soviet lid. I can-
not draw them out and leave them to be crushed.

But when the time comes for them to speak without fear, will any of
them still be among the living?

The particular success of slander, when it is being wrought by a totali-
tarian state, is that while in an open society all slander can be countered by
objections, denials, conflicting recollections, the publication of documents,
and the existence of archives and letters, in the Communist vault nothing of
the kind is possible. There is nowhere one can object, and the slightest mo-
tion in favor of those who are slandered threatens the defender with ruin.

I am not the first. Every single enemy of Bolshevism has been slandered
by this venomous power, even during its earliest days, and later anyone con-
victed in the Soviet Union who was in any way known was then slan-
dered—from Palchinsky, Shlyapnikov, and Professor Pletnyov, to Ogurtsov
and Ginzburg in our times. For many of these slandered individuals we have
striven and are still striving to clear their names.

Ought I to have challenged my slanderers then and there? Throughout
those years I had not challenged any of those who had been writing against
me, and had concentrated instead on my own work. The same Novosti press
agency also brought out two slanderous volumes about me in a number of
languages, distributed free of charge, to which I also did not respond. But
imagine the millions of our countrymen now in the Soviet Union who do
not have access to The Gulag Archipelago or The Oak and the Calf; but only
to the books attacking me from Moscow’s Progress Publishers. And with my
death so much more would be unrecoverable and all the more dirt would
stick—such is the nature of dirt. After all, my slanderer is the most powerful
force in the world today.

In a battle, you never know where the enemy will confront you. Eleven
years ago, at Rozhdestvo-on-the-Istya, I had set out to write my sketches of a
contemporary literary struggle, 7he Oak and the Calf' 1 would never have
imagined then that eleven years later, living on another continent, I would
be forced to bring to the pages of this book my distant childhood and past
life that had been completely recast by my enemies.

You feel as if you are wading through a scorched and reeking wasteland,
fires still smoldering, wading on and on, the stench seeping deeper and deeper
into your clothing, your skin, your hair, and you look the other way, you pay
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no attention, ignoring it all as if it were just a minor nuisance. But at some
point you suddenly realize that you absolutely have to begin washing and
scrubbing it off, otherwise it will eat into you, stick to you until you die, and
even beyond your death, stick to your sons, your grandsons.

The proverb does say: Truth sticks like resin, lies run off like water. So I
could hope that all the slander would trickle away, that nothing would re-
main. But there is another proverb that might be cited—including about
that whole Progress Publishers enterprise—that there is no smoke with-
out fire. And in the end, how many years must one spend in the KGB’s lov-
ing clutches before one realizes for sure that they have their own chemical
formula for producing smoke without fire.

So who is this fellow Rezd¢? He is Czech, and in a sense even a dissident:
In 1967 he was present at the Czechoslovak Writers’ Congress and was part
of its rebellious faction, and in 1968 he had gone into exile with a group of
Czechs seeking freedom. (Was he already working for the KGB, or was that
yet to come?) For seven years he joined in with the other dissidents, railing
against the Soviet occupation of his country. But then suddenly, in 1975, he
disappeared one night from Switzerland, only to reappear the following day
on Czech radio, denouncing the émigrés, their leaders, and all aspects of
their lives. That is, a Zurncoat. For a discerning reader that is enough to paint
a clear picture of the man.

He starts out in his book expressing “deep gratitude to the Union of So-
viet Writers, the Union of Soviet Journalists, the Novosti press agency, In-
tourist, Sovtourist, and to all the Soviet citizens who extended exceptional
hospitality” to him and “graciously welcomed” him, a foreigner, without
fear, and who willingly let him interview them before a stenographer or into
a tape recorder. One must not accuse Turncoat of being an ingrate for hav-
ing passed over the KGB in his acknowledgments: as it is, the KGB is firmly
entrenched in all the above institutions, and anyway, a number of retired
KGB agents did talk to him directly, even “in dereliction of their duty,” as
did a number of “representatives of the Soviet justice system.”*

* From Boris Ivanov, a KGB major stationed in Rostov at the time, we now know that Rez4¢
had come to Rostov accompanied by the head of Moscow’s KGB special task force assigned
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However, this turncoat of a liar has clearly written his book not as an in-
sightful, objective biographer, but (as this yellow-branded Progress book
claims on the very first page): Rezé¢ “belonged to Solzhenitsyn’s close circle
of friends, and in fact worked with him. He got to know the writer quite
well,” and also claims that he filled a number of notebooks titled Conversa-
tions with Solzhenitsyn (there is a footnote referencing them), from which he
drew copious “quotations.”

Try as you might to accustom yourself to the unscrupulous ways of the
Chekists,'® you never will. Who would think of inventing an acquaintance
with someone when there never was one? How is one to believe that this liar
never exchanged a single word with me, when throughout his book he keeps
presenting us as deep in conversation. He has us “sitting next to one another
at table,” has me roughly grabbing him “by the lapel,” has himself offering to
sell me a refrigerator. Or, “in one of our meetings, Solzhenitsyn told me”; or,
“in the early days of our acquaintance I was simply captivated.” And all this,
when said author never even met me! We never shook hands and never set
eyes on one another, let alone being close associates or friends. Who knows if
he so much as even caught a glimpse of me in a crowd! (One might in fact
assume that Rezd¢ deceived his masters back in the Soviet Union, sending
them false reports from Zurich confirming that the task was done, that he
had met me.)

to my case and Vdclav Silea, a major of Czech State Security. (See Sovershenno Sekretno [ Top
Secret], 1992, no. 4; The Oak and the Calf, Appendix 46.)° In Rostov, Rezd¢ was shown “mate-
rials selected by the directors of the special operations unit, each time presented in a tendentious
matter. The general scenario here was representative of the standard procedure we were under
strict orders to follow. The result was a book by Rezd¢.”

A handwritten note from Boris Ivanov would reach me after his demise (but too late to
find its place in The Oak and the Calf.) In this note Boris Ivanov listed the individuals from the
group involved in the plot to assassinate me in 1971. The leader of this group, who had come
from Moscow, was Vyacheslav Sergeevich Rogachyov, posing as a Novosti correspondent—in
other words he had a Novosti ID and business cards. The assassin was “Lieutenant-Colonel
Gostev, his first name I believe was Viktor,” Boris Ivanov wrote. “After the operation, he was
posted by counterintelligence to Bulgaria.” There, having failed to assassinate me, Gostev
worked on improving the “Bulgarian umbrella” with which Georgi Markov was later to be as-
sassinated in London! In Bulgaria Gostev “was working among Soviet citizens and foreigners at
Slatni Pjasazi (Golden Sands); his residence was in Varna.” And then there was “Rogachyov’s
assistant, Vladimir Gusev.” (Author’s note, 1994.)
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But it is true that he did his utmost to meet me. Frau Holub'" had kept
pleading on his behalf: He’s a wonderful Czech poet, it’s his dream to translate
Prussian Nights into Czech; his Russian is not that strong, but we'll prepare a
word-for-word draft for him.—Fine, let him try doing a translation.— But
he has to meet you and get to know you, he truly regrets that he missed the
meeting we arranged.—I cannot meet him right now, 'm working. And then
after a while she would start up again: He has already started working on the
translation; but he has to meet you.—Now’s a bad time. I kept refusing to
meet him, and so never set eyes on him. Her petitions grew ever more fre-
quent, and suddenly a distraught Frau Holub announced: He’s disappeared!
His wife is in despair! They’re dredging Lake Zurich looking for the body! A
day later the entire Czech émigré colony was in an uproar: He had appeared
on Radio Prague! (No wonder he had been in such a hurry to meet me.)

A poet and puzzlemaster has no trouble inventing things. My appear-
ance? He could use photographs, there are enough of them. Things I sup-
posedly said to him? He could lift them from my books. More often than
not, barely changing a thing, he would weave in passages from 7he Oak and
the Calf or from my Letter to the Soviet Leaders, or would paraphrase things
From Under the Rubble. Not to mention that whenever [ travel it is easy
enough for someone to follow my trail in the press, and thus to write: “In
America Solzhenitsyn visited institutions subject to the C.I.A. in various
ways.” (Indeed: the Senate, the Library of Congress, the trade unions, Co-
lumbia University, Novo-Diveevo Monastery, and the Tolstoy Farm.) But
what about when I was in Zurich, in all the intimate conversations we sup-
posedly had? Don’t think poorly of him for it, but here Turncoat could not
invent a thing: nothing about my family, not a single room in my house, no
piece of furniture, not a scrap of anything, just typical cloak-and-dagger
nonsense: drawn curtains in the car and two Czech bodyguards (I had nei-
ther curtains nor bodyguards), and that I set out “every morning to a coun-
try cottage,” its location “a closely kept secret even from his wife.” (Except
that photographs of us at the cottage had been published in the magazines,
and also in the Fourth Supplement to the Oak and the Calf; that had come
out in 1975, with “Sternenberg” at the end of the text.)

So the one thing my “close associate in Zurich” dares not write about is:
me in Zurich.

But about the rest of my life he produces an avalanche of information,
though—apologies—all out of order: “I do not want to write the biography
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of a human being as low as A. Solzhenitsyn, and so, avoiding the general lit-
erary norm, I opted not to follow a strict chronological order.”

Oh yes, of course. It’s so much easier this way. The axis of time is a rod
one cannot simply swallow: you cannot bend it, or bite off pieces, or make it
disappear; you are forever bound by its exact dates, exact places. One would
have had to describe incidents quite counterproductive to the mission—
such as this Solzhenitsyn requesting a transfer from military transport to the
front lines, or lying in a cancer ward dying, exiled and alone.

And so Turncoat opts for poetic chaos, taking certain incidents and scat-
tering bits and pieces of them throughout the book so that they come across
like a series of similar incidents: for who would go to the trouble of gather-
ing them up again and comparing them. And then he repeats the same in-
cantations in different parts of the book, repeating them over and over for
emphasis. The whole structure of Turncoat’s book is based on the lack of any
system or chronology. To simplify the task for the reader, let’s highlight the
main things he managed to uncover:

1. Solzhenitsyn’s grandfather was a terrible tyrant, feared by all and
sundry, who mysteriously disappeared.

. Solzhenitsyn’s father was a White Guard officer executed by the Reds.

. Solzhenitsyn’s uncle was a bandit.

. Solzhenitsyn has been an epileptic since childhood.

. Since his childhood he has been an anti-Semite.

. Since his childhood he has been pathologically ambitious.

. A coward. “The greatest coward known to man.”

. A thief.

. Alibertine.

. He entered prison on purpose: he cleverly arranged for his own ar-
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rest at the end of the war.

11. He tried to have friends and acquaintances imprisoned (but the
KGB in its kindness and wisdom touched nobody).

12. He hypocritically sought solitude on the pretext of writing.

13. With cunning trickery he manipulated the right-honorable KGB
into seizing his literary archive.

14. By a deceitful ruse he evaded traveling to receive the Nobel Prize.

15. In an artful maneuver he had the KGB detect his hidden Gulag Ar-
chipelago manuscript, thus forcing it to expel him from the Soviet
Union.
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16. “There are clear signs of mental illness in everything that Solzheni-
tsyn says and writes. All this is of interest only to psychiatrists.” (This
last diagnosis would have come in very handy, but only before my
expulsion.)

All this is by far not everything that his “research” has turned up, but
these are the main points.

Now to the method of evidence. It calls to mind the prerevolutionary
comic play, Vampuka,'* in which there was an endless procession of proud
warriors, though there were in fact only half a dozen: but they would march
majestically across the stage and then scurry back behind the stage set, duck-
ing down but visible to the audience, to rejoin the back of the marching
warriors.

And that is what Turncoat did as well. Gathering together all the wit-
nesses to Solzhenitsyn’s life would have been a herculean task—who has
such stamina, all those superfluous names! It is hard enough to track every-
one down, and would they then even say what was expected of them?
Would they even be prepared to talk to someone like Rezd¢? So to be on the
safe side, why not handpick half a dozen witnesses? But reliable ones, who
would say what was required of them. Among the many peculiarities of the
outlandishly malicious Solzhenitsyn, Turncoat would have us believe that he
had discovered the following: throughout my life the only people in my cir-
cle were my old schoolmates, in particular Kirill Simonyan, Nikolai Vitke-
vich, Aleksandr Kagan, and my first wife, Natalia Reshetovskaya. Beyond
this group Solzhenitsyn had no other classmates or professors, no one served
with him in the same unit, dozens of officers and soldiers— none knew him.
Nor did cellmates, or other prisoners in the camps; nor did other exiles know
him, or fellow schoolteachers or pupils, nor any acquaintances from the lit-
erary circles (except maybe Lev Kopelev, who has been venting his rage so ve-
hemently against Solzhenitsyn throughout Moscow that it would be a shame
not to include him). But that handful of my old classmates he had gathered
would be kept marching throughout his entire book. They had been vetted;
it was clear in advance that they would play along, would cooperate (Vitke-
vich toeing the Party line, Simonyan having published his own polemic
against me, Reshetovskaya having written her book, with Turncoat thanking
her for granting him permission to construct a new tale on its foundation).

But to defame a person only from the time he is born to the time he dies
is not enough, either. Ever since Marxist ideology has taken complete hold of
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our country, the technique of defamation has invariably begun with the vic-
tim’s parents and ancestors. Turncoat was to follow this paradigm too. My
mother’s side of the family did not quite serve his purpose, since the Sol-
zhenitsyn name does not come into play, so Turncoat did not go for my ma-
ternal grandfather, Zakhar Fyodorovich Shcherbak, who was, in fact, quite a
rich man but one who started out as a shepherd in Taurida province, then
grew rich on cheaply leased lands on the steppes of the northern Caucasus.
In Kuban province he was known far and wide as a good and generous man,
and for twelve years after the Revolution his former workers had looked after
him. His entire property—five thousand acres of land and twenty thousand
sheep—gets attributed to my grandfather on my father’s side, Semyon Efi-
movich Solzhenitsyn, an ordinary peasant from the village of Sablinskoye,
where wealth of such magnitude was unheard of. The author also attributed
fifty laborers to my paternal grandfather (though he hadn’t had a single la-
borer, but tended his farm with his four sons): “He was a major landowner,
who could afford whatever he wanted.” (And what was it that he wanted? To
send his youngest son to school and then on to university— perpetuating
the obscurantist myth that in Russia only the children of the rich could
study, though many thousands had managed to get an education despite not
having a kopeck to their name, mostly on state scholarships.) What further
lies could one add?>—the fact that this was my paternal grandfather could
make for a formidable stain. Yet what lies could be told of an old peasant
who had never left his village? What the KGB team of ghostwriters came up
with was: “After the October Revolution he went into hiding for a long time
and then disappeared without a trace.”

Defaming the dead this way! My grandfather Semyon Solzhenitsyn had
lived in his house all his life, and it was in that house that he died early in
1919. Turncoat never went to the village of Sablinskoye (the road there is
very rough); he made no attempt to research further. In less than a year, the
Solzhenitsyn family had been visited by four deaths (trouble never coming
singly, but in bunches); first there was my father’s demise on 15 June 1918,
after which the swift scythe of death cut down another son, Vasili, a daugh-
ter, Anastasia, and then their old father.

Turncoat did not even look closely enough at the Solzhenitsyn family to
find out the names of my father’s brothers, let alone his sisters, nor how
many there were. But about one of the brothers he wrote, “Unfortunately, I
did not manage to ascertain that brother’s date of birth, nor even his name,”
and went on: “but he was a bandit. He would go onto the highways to rob
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travelers. His fate is unknown.” Though he then added, “All this, however, is
unconfirmed speculation.”

One might ask Turncoat what place such unconfirmed speculation can
have in a supposedly serious book? It does him no favors. The two remaining
Solzhenitsyn brothers, Konstantin and Ilya, continued their peasant exis-
tence in Sablinskoye until the arrival of the bandit-collectivizers. In 1929
the elder brother, Konstantin, was swallowed up by the Gulag, and his adult
children were dispossessed, while the younger brother and his family were
exiled to Arkhangelsk oblast during that same flood of dispossessions.

But the poisoned pen had struck, and quite effectively: Aleksandr Sol-
zhenitsyn was the scion of a band of robbers! And this amounted to “an-
other deep scar: Solzhenitsyn cannot be proud of his family as other sons
and daughters can be. . . . He has every reason to dread his provenance.”

But to think that an uncle who was a bandit was what I would need to
hide, not my wealthy grandfather, nor my father who was an officer! Mind-
less drivel that can only be believed by those unaware that actual bandits
were revered members of the Bolshevik Party before the Revolution (with
their so-called “expropriations”) and successful agents of the Cheka after
it—how many of the early Bolsheviks had flooded into the Cheka! Bandits
are the unruly heroes of Soviet literature in the era of its heyday. Criminals
have always remained “socially close” to the Soviet State.

But a black stain is not a true stain if it does not originate from the fa-
ther. The father is the most important element. What kind of lies could be
hatched about him? My father’s chronology was to prove a major hurdle for
Turncoat, but by modifying it slightly he could at least take a quick swipe:
If my father did not die six months before I was born, but three months
after my birth (without, of course, any actual dates being given), along
with the assurance that “it is a known fact,” he could bring my father’s
death forward to the middle of the Russian Civil War, to March of 1919.
Such a date for his death could point to one thing alone: that my father
had to have been a dichard member of the White Guard and had been cut
down by the Red sword.

But the team of KGB ghostwriters would not have managed to hit the
mark so effectively had not my old classmate Kirill Simonyan hurried to
their aid. First in a polemic pamphlet, then in many friendly conversations
with Turncoat, he confided that: “Taisia Zakharovna [my mom—A. S.]
had revealed to him alone [to Kirill Simonyan] that Isai Semyonovich Solz-
henitsyn had been sentenced to death during the Civil War.”
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How far they went: my father did not even get to die an honorable
death on the battlefield, but was executed. And his wife supposedly never
told a soul in the whole wide world about this, not even her own son, but
did confide it to some youngster, a stranger, so that he could let future gen-
erations know.

... Ah, Kirill, Kirill! The poison of your twisted tongue, defaming my
deceased mother, my deceased father. And for what? Simply because you can
rest assured that you will never cross their paths? . . .

I am overcome with emotion as I travel back fifty years in time to that
era at the end of Lenin’s New Economic Policy, to Stalin’s First Five-Year
Plan, an era that only those who have breathed the effluvia of its cruel air
truly know. That defector to the KGB also claims: “Hanging over the desk of
young Solzhenitsyn was the portrait of his father, an imperial officer, whom
the boy worshipped.” Had such a portrait hung there in those days, then,
with the very first visitor to set foot in our apartment, the premises would
have been ransacked, searched, and my mother likely arrested. Imperial or
non-imperial, the word “officer” alone sparked a chilling blaze of hatred.
The word could not be uttered in public; that would have been tantamount
to a counter-revolutionary act. It had not been too long ago that officers had
been slaughtered by the tens of thousands, with no questions asked, herded
onto barges that were then sunk. The only photographs of my father that
my mom had kept were of him as a student (and even when it came to
those, she had been interrogated about the school uniform he was wearing).
As for the three medals with which he had been decorated in World War I,
we had buried those in the ground back at home. After all, Russia had fallen
into oblivion. What am I saying herel—even so much as uttering the word
“Russia” without the adjectives “old,” “tsarist,” “damned” was considered a
counter-revolutionary act. It wasn’t until 1934 that the word “Russia” was
given back to us."

I was a boy who knew how to keep secrets. When I was four, I had al-
ready seen the Cheka in their peaked budenovka caps marching up to the
altar during church service. When I was six, I already knew without a doubt
that my grandfather and our entire family were being persecuted, moving
from one place to the next, every night expecting searches and arrests. When
I was nine, I walked to school, knowing that when I got there I might face
interrogation and harassment. When I was ten or eleven, guffawing Young
Pioneers tore off the cross I was wearing around my neck. When I was twelve,
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I was harangued at assembly meetings for not having joined the Young Pi-
oneers. Before my eyes, the men of the Cheka came to our rickety little hut,
a hundred square feet, and led my grandfather Zakhar Shcherbak away to his
death. T knew how to keep a secret. And I knew about my dad’s buried
medals. So my mom would have had no reason to hide from me exactly how
my father died, and this supposedly until I was twenty-three and went off to
war! Nor to reveal it to my classmate.

But one of the most telling things about all these lies was neither Turn-
coat’s eagerness to grab at whatever he could, nor Simonyan’s sleight-of-hand,
but the boundless arrogance of the victors, the occupiers, the arrogance of the
secret police: they had crossed the length and breadth of Russia with fire and
sword, sealing all public archives, destroying all private ones, so that not a
single piece of paper that was not to their liking would remain anywhere
on Russian soil. Solzhenitsyn himself has been repeatedly pestered and
hounded—he of all people will surely have no documents left. But through
the efforts of my late Aunt Marusya I did manage to save some. Would you
gentlemen of the KGB or the Central Committee like to see my father’s birth
certificate from the Stavropol Ecclesiastical Office (get down there on the
double! rub out that notice, tear out that sheet!). For it attests to the peasant
rank of Isaaki Solzhenitsyn, and the same for his father Semyon Efimovich
and his mother Pelageia Pankratievna. Might you also like to see a perfectly
ordinary death certificate notarized by the clergy of the Cathedral of the As-
cension of the city of Georgievsk in the Vladikavkaz diocese, Terek province,
confirming my father’s death from an accidental wound on the 15th of June,
1918, and his burial on the 16th of June in the city cemetery? As you well
know, gentlemen, your revolutionary tribunals did not send for priests, dea-
cons, or psalm readers for those they executed in front of open ditches.

After his unfortunate, senseless hunting accident, my dad lay dying
for seven days in the city hospital in Georgievsk before he died because of
the doctor’s negligence and inability to cope with a spreading infection of
the blood from the lead shot and wadding lodged in his chest. And he was
buried in the center of town (we also managed to keep for a long time the
photograph of his coffin being carried out of the church), and I remember
well where his grave lay in relation to the church, and how we kept visiting
the grave until I was twelve, when tractors leveled the area for a new sta-
dium. And when I came back to Georgievsk in 1956, after my internment in
the camps, there were still both close and distant relatives alive, who again
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spoke to me about my father’s wretched accident, which is when they gave
me the certificates I mentioned above.

The story of my father does not fill me with pride, rather with puzzle-
ment. | strove to picture him back in those years: he was a student with pro-
nounced leftist leanings, like all students back then, despite which he volun-
teered to go to war and was given a St. George Cross for dragging away
munition boxes that had caught fire. And then he was chairman of the sol-
diers’ committee of his battery'® and was to remain at the front until Febru-
ary 1918, after Lenin and Trotsky had already betrayed that front and the
last soldiers remaining there, and had given away a quarter of Russia. As I
strove to picture my father, I struggled to understand his state of mind as he
returned to the North Caucasus. Where did his sympathies lie when it came
to the struggle that was just beginning? Would he have taken up arms and, if
so, against whom exactly? For how long would it have been his fate to live?
How can something like that ever be gauged? I am aware of how naive and
distorted our understanding of things can be: I myself was to lend my
young sympathies to monstrous Leninism— though from my perspective
today, of course, I would have been proud if my father had fought against
these usurpers, whether with the Whites, or better still in the peasant move-
ment that for four years had managed to assail the Comintern empire®
throughout the land, stopping world revolution from being ignited in Bu-
dapest, Warsaw, and Berlin. If the Reds had killed my father in that struggle,
his heroism would have beckoned me. But no: he died of a hunting acci-
dent, even before the fronts of the Civil War were defined.

Turncoat’s shameless pen was again to set its sights on my late mother:
“Returning on a short leave from his military battery after an appeal from his
dying mother, he [Solzhenitsyn] preferred to spend the night with his lover.
His mother died without seeing her son again.”

There was never such an appeal from my mother, you liar! (Nor would
“appeal of dying mother” have been grounds for a soldier to be granted leave
from a Soviet war front.) I did not even know about her death at Georgievsk
on 18 January 1944, since I only received my aunt’s letter about it with great
delay. There is one thing of which I am profoundly guilty before my mother:
that I did not name her as my dependent (officers were allowed to indicate
only one dependent, not two), but rather my pampered young wife, Natasha
Reshetovskaya, leaving my mom only with money transfers. Consequently,
my wife was granted the protection of the military commissar during her
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Kazakhstan evacuation, while my ailing mother in Georgievsk was not,
and so my mom was not classed as the mother of an officer but as a regular
civilian. My two aunts did not have the means to have her body transported,
nor to have a grave dug in the rock-hard frozen earth, and so she was placed
in the fresh grave of her brother, who had died two weeks earlier; supposedly
several soldiers who died in the Red Army hospital at the time were put in
there, too.

As for the “short leave,” that was two months later, in March 1944, and
I spent the night not with a lover, but in fact in an extremely strange place: in
the exclusive government sanatorium in Barvikha. How did such a peculiar
thing come about? Read on a few pages.

And then finally the narrative shifts from my parents to me, to my child-
hood, to an old scar I got back in those years. At first, I think, the idea of
using my scar was conceived by the KGB experts when they convened in their
bureaus to evaluate my photographs: after all, the scar was right there on my
forehead for all to see, ideal not only for surveillance purposes or to identify
me, but potentially also of use in a scheme to implicate me in something
criminal. Such a scar can, with a little skill, be made the center point of the
entire life of a criminal, if used to good effect. And so, all parties assenting, it
became the ideal overture to Simonyan’s pamphlet and Reshetovskaya’s book,
and now also the deeply researched treatise of Turncoat, which, by the way,
simply repeats half, if not more, of what Reshetovskaya wrote. Reshetovskaya
was to provide the building blocks for all the calumny that was to follow.

It would never have crossed my mind to respond to a book written by a woman
I have wronged. But as she has now involved herself in a complex scheme of such se-
rious nature, I cannot remain silent. Her book interprets her task as “living witness” in
a very idiosyncratic way, a large part of it focusing on events she did not witness. She
takes it upon herself to describe my cell in the Lubyanka, to describe life both in the
sharashka research laboratories for prisoners and in the labor camps; she identifies a
certain cook in the field kitchen as the prototype of my Ivan Denisovich (which is not
the case). She describes the three years of my life in exile'® as if she had been part of it
and not abandoned me there to my fate, beset as I was by cancer and unrelenting soli-
tude. She even takes it upon herself to expound on the details of my illness, writing
that in December of 1953, when my life was in the balance, my “condition was quite
good.” On the other hand, she altogether bypasses the last six years after 1964 of our
tortured life together that led up to our divorce. The book ends before all that.
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It is hard to believe that a person who had been close to me could have written
such a book. She touches upon my mother’s death with such coldness and distance, as
if she had nothing to do with my mother’s fate. She never alludes to any aspect of my
inner life, not my passion for seeking historical truths, nor my love for Russia. All this
has been replaced by a single supposed motive of mine, “being at the top!” (Having
been favored by Khrushchev, the easiest thing for me would have been to remain “at
the top” and turn into one of those state-sponsored hacks.) She quotes from my
books in bad faith, trying every trick to turn the quotations against me.

Had she written this and worse about me alone, I would have looked the other
way. But she took the next step into the darkness: she did not stop at the mass graves
of our people, from which no gasp will ever rise again, and publicly called 7he Gulag
Archipelago mere camp folklore, unknown people’s stories that I had embellished and
strung together at random. (In those same years when I was collecting testimonies she
had turned her back on my work, wanting to have nothing to do with it; she did not
know any of the camp inmates I interviewed and was not present when a single story
was recounted.)

With all the more ease, then, she portrays the touching care with which the KGB

protects the honor of the innocent.*

So where did my scar come from? What a chilling riddle! It turns out
that Natasha Reshetovskaya, married as she was to Solzhenitsyn, that dark
and mysterious figure, for twenty-five years—with a break for another mar-
riage—and living together for fifteen of them, never dared ask her husband
(out of tact, indecision?) how he came to have that scar. (Of course, she
knew from our very first conversations as students. Whether she was writing
this on her own, or someone else was guiding her pen, they could have given
some thought to what they were writing. What kind of marriage was this, if
the wife was ashamed to ask her husband about the scar on his forehead?)

So according to their story, the riddle about my scar kept tormenting
Natasha, and what she then writes in her book is that many years later, after
we were divorced, she worked up the courage to ask Kirill Simonyan, a com-
mon friend from our young years. And, needless to say, Kirill knew the an-
swer. Not to mention that he is also a doctor, and not just a surgeon but also

* A series of official documents have now been published concerning N. A. Reshetovskaya’s
book and the part that the KGB played, for example [23]. (Author’s note, 1995.)
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a universal professor of medicine, knows all of it inside and out, and especially
versed in psychology, pathopsychology, Freudian psychoanalysis, you name it.
So he was easily able to furnish Rezd¢ with an explanation for the vexing rid-
dle: Solzhenitsyn had been very sensitive as a child; he could not bear anyone
receiving a higher grade than he did (which anyway had never happened), at
which point he would become white as chalk and be on the verge of fainting;
but for some reason our schoolteacher Mr. Bershadsky started scolding him,
which led Solzhenitsyn to faint and bang his forehead on the desk.

What an ideal starting point for a man’s boundless ambition that is to
last throughout his lifetime! That’s what the mere scar of a child can provide.

That’s what such a scar can provide—but only if all the administra-
tive tentacles of the KGB work in seamless harmony: but, alas, that was not
to be. Three years after Reshetovskaya’s book was published, Dr. Kirill Si-
monyan’s own opus was to appear (perhaps by way of another propaganda
department, not the KGB but the Central Committee). And now that same
Dr. Simonyan told a very different tale about that same scar: “In a quarrel
with Aleksandr Kagan, young Solzhenitsyn called him a Yid, to which Kagan
responded with a blow. Solzhenitsyn fell and cut his forehead on a door
handle.” (Take note! Cue the nascent fascist monarchist.)

It seems, however, that they were quick to realize their error, and, since the
Communist salesmen had already sold Reshetovskaya’s book worldwide, Si-
monyanss title was now released only within the confines of remote Denmark."”

This was negligence on the job, perhaps someone was even punished for it.

But let us say in defense of Kirill Simonyan that he cannot be held re-
sponsible: he knew nothing about this incident firsthand, since it had oc-
curred on 9 September 1930 in class 5A, at the very beginning of the school
year, and Kirill had just transferred from another school and was not in 5A,
but in 5B. He had been a timid little boy, not part of anything that was
going on. So he could have as easily furnished the KGB or the Central Com-
mittee with a third and even a fourth version of the incident. But the ques-
tion remained, which version would be the most useful? What had to be
done was to bring two incongruent renderings together—and who better to
do this than Simonyan himself?

And so Dr. Simonyan, the diagnostician and scholar, now easily provided
Turncoat with a professorial solution to the riddle: First Solzhenitsyn went
pale, his pride wounded (“it was frightening to behold”), after which Solzheni-
tsyn yelled out his anti-Semitic comment, at which point Kagan pushed him,
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and he banged his forehead against the desk. (Had Kagan pushed me, would
he not have done so facing me, with me banging the back of my head?)

But then Turncoat had the opportunity of going to Rostov-on-Don and
finding, with the help of the KGB, the second participant in that incident,
Kagan. Based on that interview, he concluded that all the facts were decid-
edly correct! He even obtained a few new gems from his interview: a few
days before the incident, the four steadfast young friends— Kagan, Solzheni-
tsyn, Simonyan, and Vitkevich—had cut their fingers with an old scalpel, had
mixed their blood, and sworn brotherhood. And now, because of Solzheni-
tsyn’s anti-Semitism, the aforementioned schoolmaster Mr. Bershadsky expels
Kagan permanently from the Malevich School. (Such a school had never ex-
isted: Turncoat probably erroneously concluded that the school had been
named after the painter Malevich, but this Malevich was its former princi-
pal, by then dismissed as politically unreliable; our school had been named
after that dog Zinoviev, but was renamed when he fell out of favor.)

Ivan Ivanych van der Vliet
‘Was married to Vorontsov’s cousin,
Now which of them, you say, was killed

Among Sleptsov’s heroic dozen?'®

But how inconvenient: we four boys could not have sworn such a brother-
hood—not that year, and not the next—since during those years Vitkevich
was at school in Dagestan, while Simonyan had never taken part in any of
our schoolboy games.

Truth is, there was a glorious dozen,

But no Sleptsov, and no one’s cousin:
P b

Our passion, together with many neighborhood boys, was to play robbers
down in the storage cellars beneath various courtyards in Rostov, armed as
we were with wooden swords. Kagan was among those boys, and he had even
come up with the idea that we should steal a boat on the Don River and es-
cape to America.

It was on 9 September that Kagan brought a Finnish knife to school
without its sheath (that's how Turncoat came up with the idea of the “old
scalpel”), and Kagan and I, just the two of us, began playing with it recklessly,
snatching it away from one another. It was there— by accident— that Kagan
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jabbed the blade into the base of my finger (I guess he caught a nerve). The
pain was excruciating—I had never experienced anything like it—and sud-
denly my ears started ringing, my eyes went dim, and the world floated away.
(That was when I went “terribly pale,” as per the accusation.) I was later to
learn that I should have lain down on my stomach; but I limped away to
splash cold water on my face, and came to lying face down in a pool of blood,
unaware of where I was or what had happened. And what had happened was
that I had keeled over like a stick, banging my forehead on the sharp edge of
a doorstep. Can one even injure oneself that severely on a desk? Not only was
I bleeding profusely, but there was a dent on my forehead that was to remain
forever. Without telling the teachers, Kagan, terrified, took me with the help
of the others to the sink and washed the wound with running water, after
which they walked me all the way to the medical center across town, where,
without any disinfectant, my wound was sewn up with a few coarse stitches
(free Soviet health care). Within a day it was infected; I ran a temperature of
104 and was sick for forty days.

And what about my “anti-Semitic taunt” and Bershadsky’s exhortations?
(Turncoat narrates the scene as if Bershadsky had questioned me while the
blood was still pouring from my forehead.) That incident was to take place
eighteen months later, and the slur had been shouted by another boy, Valeri
Nikolsky, at yet another boy, Dmitri Shtitelman. They fought and swore at
each other and shouted— Shtitelman, too, calling Nikolsky names: a “Russky
pig.” I kept my distance without passing judgment; as the saying goes, every-
one has the right to voice their opinion, and #har was what was then pointed
to as my anti-Semitism and I was dragged off to the school assembly, where
a particularly eloquent boy, Mikhail Luxembourg, the son of a prominent
lawyer, made the case against me (he was later to become a major specialist
on the French Communist Party). As for Kagan, he had nothing at all to do
with any of this. Aleksandr Solomonovich Bershadsky did in fact speak to
me, and in his capacity as vice-principal (not class leader, as Turncoat writes)
tried to alleviate the situation as best he could.

And what about Kagan being expelled for having pushed me onto the
desk? His expulsion was to come two years later, in September 1932, but it
was three of us who were expelled (by Mr. Bershadsky), namely Kagan, Mat-
vei Ghen, and myself. We were expelled for repeatedly skipping our math
double periods in order to play soccer. I also got hold of the class ledger, in
which a dozen or so of our absences had been recorded, and dropped it be-
hind the old cabinet. (Doggedly intent on denying me any human traits,
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Turncoat continues his venomous lies, now maintaining that I did not go off
to play soccer, but stayed in class.) As I think back to our soccer games, we
actually played in the precincts of the locked-up Cathedral of Our Lady of
Kazan that had not yet been entirely demolished; we played in the yard by
one of the side entrances, our ball at times hitting the trellised windows or
the tombstones of the priests’ graves—and all this only two years after I
would go with my mother to the last cathedral in our town that had not yet
been shut down. Such disparity could blithely coexist in the flighty heart of
a young boy— Out! Corner! Penalty! A wind of desolation was engulfing
Mother Russia from which she seemed unlikely ever to emerge. Mr. Ber-
shadsky ominously informed us of our expulsion. (It was right at that time
that the very first governmental decree was passed granting schools the right
to expel pupils. Expulsions had not been permitted in previous years—but
Turncoat had again not checked his facts.) Kagan, Ghen, and I were mor-
tified and did not tell anyone at home, and for three days we came to school
and sat outside on the gravel until the girls gathered together to launch a pe-
tition that we be taken back “on the vouching of the class.” Bershadsky al-
lowed himself to be persuaded.

The record search? A useless trove.
Just one small point was made complete:
Turns out that it was Vorontsov

Who married the cousin of van der Vliet.

And for all this, Turncoat writes, I was to take “revenge” on Kagan thirty
years later, giving his surname (which is about as rare as “Smith”) to an in-
former in First Circle.

But the nearer Turncoat draws to the literary pursuits of that thrice-
damned Solzhenitsyn, the clearer Solzhenitsyn’s motives come to the fore:
the source of his counterfeit inspiration (burning ambition) and the princi-
ple of his choice of themes (“whatever is most fashionable at a given mo-
ment”), as well as the mentors of his first literary endeavors. And the men-
tors, we find out, are first of all Kirill Simonyan, then Vitkevich and Kagan,
even though Kagan was already at another school and we were all to head to
different universities (none of which matters, as it’s needed to create that
Vampuka procession of soldiers). And for many years Solzhenitsyn and his
friends would meet exclusively on the muddy steps of the iron stairs in Si-
monyan’s crowded courtyard, and it is only there and only to these friends
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that Solzhenitsyn brought his works for evaluation, and it is only there that
he received the sound though severe advice that might have saved him from
his disastrous literary proclivities. And it was in that courtyard, over the first
chapters describing the Samsonov catastrophe'® (which means that we were
already nineteen or twenty years old, away at university, but somehow still
lounging about in that same courtyard and on those same stairs), “that each
of his friends, quite independently from one another, told Solzhenitsyn, with-
out mincing words: ‘Listen, Sanya, youre wasting your time. The whole
thing is a big mess, it's beyond the scope of your talent.”

And that was the very moment in which the writer-traitor Solzhenitsyn
was born. (First he was to betray his friends, then his country, then all
mankind!) “His friends’ criticism mortally wounded Solzhenitsyn, and he re-
solved to seek revenge.” This was to become a leading impetus for the rest of
his life. “From the instant Kirill uttered his final verdict on Solzhenitsyn’s lit-
erary abilities, Solzhenitsyn began harboring for him an impotent rage and an
almost animalistic fear. Yes, fear! He began to fear Kirill Simonyan’s penetrat-
ing eye. . . . How was Solzhenitsyn to hide from the sagacious gaze of Kirill
Simonyan’s burning eyes and dark southern countenance? These eyes would
always remind him of his own insignificance. . . . Faced with the sharp irony
and powerful mind of this famous surgeon and highly intelligent man,
Solzhenitsyn felt an insurmountable fear. . . . To this day, no doubt, Solzheni-
tsyn would gladly sacrifice half his Nobel Prize for a positive evaluation from
a man as well-versed in literature as Simonyan. But even in his mature years
Professor Simonyan’s opinion remains unchanged: Solzhenitsyn is no artist
and never will be one. . . . As an artist, he has nothing to say,” which is why he
has raked together “that dungheap that is 7he Gulag Archipelago.”

In fact, Turncoat was increasingly to turn over all elucidations about my
character to Professor Simonyan, whom he presents to the reader in glowing
colors: “The dreamy depth of his dark eyes has over the years become a reposi-
tory of much wisdom. He is Armenian, but, contrary to all the jokes about
Armenian wiliness, the professor is a straightforward man, entirely forth-
right, a man who always prevails. What he brings to the table is not merely
his scientific career, but first and foremost himself as a human being. Unlike
Solzhenitsyn, he is a man of worth.”

And so step by step, in a series of cordial meetings that begin in the au-
tumn of 1975 (when the directive was issued for the book to be written),
Professor Simonyan lays out before crafty Turncoat all the main incidents in
Solzhenitsynss life, as well as Solzhenitsyn’s personal traits. “According to the
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authoritative opinion of Professor Simonyan, pallor and the ability to faint
at will are acquired reflexes that Solzhenitsyn has learned to conjure up with-
out the slightest effort. . . . ‘My evaluation of Solzhenitsyn is from the stand-
point of a medical professional. His fate has been predetermined by his
genetic code. Solzhenitsyn is endowed with an inferiority complex that
manifests itself in aggression, which in turn generates megalomania and
ambition.” (Lets not take the professor to task for the incomplete originality
of his trite Freudian phrases, but the conclusion about my mental illness—
see point 16 above—also goes back to him. One can only say that it is a
mercy that Simonyan is not one of the specialists at the Serbsky Psychiatric
Institute.)

Next it’s time to learn how I comported myself during the war. Here,
too, Professor Simonyan is the most qualified individual to provide an expla-
nation, since: “Dr. Simonyan’s profession as a surgeon naturally led him to
be drafted into a medical battalion, an occupation that was far from being
safe, particularly during the first period of the war. Indeed there were times
when Dr. Simonyan, instead of providing medical aid to the wounded, had
to put down his scalpel and reach for a machine gun to repel the enemy.”

Well, the picture he paints as of the year 1941 is correct enough, but, alas,
with one small caveat: Neither during the first period of the war, nor during
the second, nor the third, was Kirill Simonyan at the front. During all of
1941 he was still studying at the Rostov Medical Institute, and after graduat-
ing he headed to Central Asia on some medical mission and remained there
throughout 1942 and part of 1943. It was only later in 1943 that he ended
up working at some hospital, where (he tells Turncoat) he and Lidia Ezherets
received rash and reckless letters from me. But what kind of a war-front hospi-
tal might this have been, in which a civilian such as Lidia, a Moscow graduate
student in literature, could come and go as she pleased? . .. Well . . . it was in
fact the famed Barvikha Sanatorium for the Soviet elite, just outside Moscow,
where Lidia’s father, Dr. Ezherets, was the chief physician at the time. He had
plucked Simonyan, his prospective son-in-law, out of his evacuation in Cen-
tral Asia, and Simonyan would work at that sanatorium until the autumn of
1944, when he was eventually sent to the front. Hence Simonyan’s experience
in evaluating military matters was relatively limited.

Well then, Turncoat will take it upon himself. Someone explained to
him the responsibilities listed by the military statutes, and he presented my
service in the following manner: “The Artillery Reconnaissance Division was
in the Reserve of the High Command. Consequently, the authority to de-
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cree how and where this division was to be deployed lay solely within the ju-
risdiction of the General Staff of the Red Army and the Supreme Com-
mander-in-Chief.” (Look how close to Stalin’s personal sphere Solzhenitsyn
was supposedly serving at the time!) “Its work was strictly classified. Were
the enemy to find out . . . ” (there follows a list of horrors) . . . “At the front
line’s slightest fluctuation, the commander of the sound-ranging battery*
must retreat: it is imperative not to risk the loss of this extremely expensive
technology.”

I do not know what the expression might be in Czech, but in Russian we
say: “Like a catfish exploring a Bible.” The catfish will understand as much as
Rez4¢ does. First of all, all artillery above the divisional was in the reserve of
the High Command, not just our artillery reconnaissance division. Such ar-
tillery units were distributed in great numbers along all the war fronts, and
they were at the service of armies and army corps. The same was true of our
reconnaissance division: its sound-ranging batteries reported to the heavy-
artillery regiment and shared its victories, its setbacks, the shelling, the bom-
bardment, the crossing of minefields, the river crossings—and it was always
the first at bridgeheads, moving forward rapidly without cannons to weigh
it down. Of course, our battery was not positioned as far forward as the in-
fantry. But neither did we ever receive such an idiotic directive as to retreat
at the slightest fluctuation of the front line. We stayed put, with only the
wounded being taken away. Our SChZM-36 technology, the acoustic-station
model that had been issued in 1936, was well known to the Germans, as they
had commandeered a great number of them in 1941—but there was no need
for them to either copy our technology or use it, as their own technology was
just as good. And the army didn’t have only one sound-ranging battery, as
Rezd¢ claims, nor did this one battery report directly to Stalin: there were
more than one hundred fifty such batteries, one for every ten kilometers
of the front, and, had the Germans seized any of our acoustic stations, they
would have been none the wiser about our strategy.

So this is the expertise and level of knowledge upon which this entire
KGB-sponsored publication is based.

But impetuous Turncoat already had all the materials at hand to reach
his conclusions: at the end of 1942 Solzhenitsyn became the commander of
a sound-ranging battery (p. 61), in 1943 Solzhenitsyn “still felt as if he were
a mere cadet” (p. 62), in 1943 “Solzhenitsyn found it more advantageous
for himself to be a conscientious and loyal officer of the Red Army. His life
was never in any immediate danger. . . . Throughout 1943 —44 Solzhenitsyn
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enjoyed being in the army (p. 65). . . . Far from ever being in immediate
danger, he had at his beck and call four [!] eager adjutants” (and this in a
battery of just sixty men!). “Solzhenitsyn comported himself like the true
grandson of a rich landowner.” And even: “He never took part in a battle”
(p. 72). (Well, there’s that business about some medals?>—but that’s another
kettle of fish.)

God, how sad! What little memory they havel How impenetrable and impervi-
ous their bovine foreheads are! When the calumnies claiming that I had surrendered
to the Germans and the Gestapo were first circulated, the general secretary of the
Komsomol, that literary expert, brought this up at the Lenin Prize Committee ses-
sion,”! but Tvardovsky rose to his full impressive height and in his deep voice read the
following lines from my rehabilitation certificate (issued by the Supreme Court of the

USSR, No. 4n - 083/57 of 6 February 1957):

From combat protocols it is clear that Solzhenitsyn, from 1942 until the day of
his arrest, that is, until February 1945, was stationed on various fronts of World
War II, bravely fighting for his Homeland, displaying personal heroism on a
number of occasions as leader of the men of the unit he commanded. Solzhen-
itsyn’s unit distinguished itself as the best in the division in terms of discipline

and warfare.

This had been heard, but then obviously forgotten! And the calumny started all over
again, now from a different angle. (Another option for the Soviets, of course, would

have been to dismiss their own Supreme Court.)

As for our Turncoat, does he not perhaps show his hand a little too
clearly in the chronology he presents? What does that chronology show? In
1944 Solzhenitsyn likes being in the army, faces no danger whatever, and is
not involved in a single battle. Then comes the offensive on East Prussia, and
“during one of the counterattacks his battery is surrounded.”

One might be interested in knowing when exactly this took place.

“Does it really matter?” Mr. Rezd¢ might parry.

But I will be happy to help: it took place on the night of 26 to 27 Janu-
ary 1945, between the villages of Adlig Schwenkitten and Dittrichsdorf.*?

But where did that charlatan get his information about this incident,
and even the name of the village, Adlig Schwenkitten? I will tell you: from 7he
Gulag Archipelago (pt. I, chap. 6), where I describe the incident in detail.?
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(Only I had not mentioned Dittrichsdorf, which is why Turncoat does not
bring it up either.)

And then we read: “Captain Solzhenitsyn abandons his men and all the
expensive equipment, and flees. He is seized by panic and animal fear. He
must not perish, not him!. .. Solzhenitsyn flees to safety. He risks being shot
for desertion, but he is lucky: Ilya Solomin, a sergeant who is valiant and
true, manages to evacuate the men and the equipment, and Solzhenitsyn is
not called to account.”

Whoa now . . . wouldn’t this incident have led to a number of men
being dragged before the firing squad? If the battery commander flees, there
are still two officers on hand (and sometimes a third, the sound technician),
not to mention a sergeant-major. Where were they? Had they all fled, too,
for Sergeant Solomin to have to take charge of the entire battery?

And where did Turncoat get all this information? One can only conjec-
ture that it was some kind of vision, a spiritual revelation that had come to
him on that night in 1945 when he was a ten-year-old boy in Prague. I won-
der how Freud or Dr. Simonyan might explain this?

That night was unforgettable. I still see it so clearly before me. Many
times I have tried to describe it: initially back in the camps in trochaic
tetrameter as a continuation of Prussian Nights; 1 had already written several
stanzas, but did not save them and now can no longer remember them. And
then in exile I again began writing, this time in prose, but other subjects were
more pressing, and I never got to it.** All the special feelings sparked by East
Prussia went into August 1914, and that night in 1945 remained only etched
in my memory.

The mild cloudy evening in which we set up our sound-ranging station
turned into a bright moonlit night. Dittrichsdorf had been abandoned by its
inhabitants, and by our troops too; in the village there was a palatial manor
house, the like of which we had not seen in our entire Prussian campaign.
The winter moon lit its columns and wide staircase, dimly illuminating the
halls inside, until we lit candles and turned on our rechargeable lamps. Need-
less to say, it was in this manor house that we set up our headquarters, and
we wandered in amazement through the halls. In the two weeks of the cam-
paign the men had already had their fill of Prussian abundance, so there was
no real looting; no one was much in the mood, as there was an eeriness in
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the air. In our devil-may-care sweep to the Baltic Sea we had severed the Ger-
man line that had then swerved away and disappeared, and now there was an
empty silence. (Our 68th artillery brigade, in the heedlessness of our frenzied
offensive, found itself in a kind of vacuum on that night of 26—27 January;
we had no information about our situation, nor did we have infantry cover,
and had ended up right where the surrounded German troops in Prussia
would attempt to break through.) So our infantry was nowhere to be found,
and no one knew the location of our enemy’s front line, which betrayed itself
by neither light nor sound. And yet I had been ordered to set up our sound-
ranging station precisely along this line by 2300 hours—facing east for the
first time in the war! Until then our stations had always faced westward. We
laid out the cables in their usual fan shape, though it was unclear where we
should place the advance post. Directly to the east of us was a frozen snow-
covered lake. Lieutenant Ovsyannikov, the commander of our line-laying
platoon, set out with a machine-gunner to see what was happening on the
opposite shore, where there was an isolated house. Although the moon con-
tinued to shine, it was at times covered by passing clouds (shimmering beau-
tifully on the columns of the mansion), but there was not enough light to see
into the distance, and the two men gradually disappeared.

In the meantime, we found in the cellars of our unexpected palace an im-
mense (by Soviet standards) stock of food, mainly homemade preserves of
every kind; heating up a jar in water and then pulling off the rubber seal, cut-
lets that sizzled as if they had just been fried would come pouring out onto
plates. We heated up the jars, opened them, wandered through the strange
halls as if moonstruck, men in gray overcoats sitting at inlaid tables devouring
exotic dishes—for who knew what would happen from one hour to the next?
(These impressions also made their way into Feast of the Victors, although
there I described another night at division headquarters, where a great mirror
was actually used as a dining table.)

Ovsyannikov and the machine-gunner did not return for a long time.
They reemerged initially as a speck, then as a strange elongated form, and as
they came closer they appeared in the form of a group we could not make
out. It transpired that Ovsyannikov had brought with him four French pris-
oners of war whom he had just freed; even in the dim moonlight we could
tell that the bluish color of their uniforms was different. They were walking
slowly, in a huddled group, because they were carrying on their shoulders
our soldier, Shmakov, who had been killed. He had been a hardy soldier who
had suffered a concussion at the battle at Orel, but had not been wounded
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since, only to find death now at an isolated Prussian house. Germans were
there; they fired back and then fled, but the Frenchmen, who still could not
believe that they had been freed, said that the whole area was full of Ger-
mans. These were the first Frenchmen any of us had ever seen, one of them
standing out through his aristocratic bearing and manner of speech. And
how did these Frenchmen perceive this night? A spectral and moonlit libera-
tion from captivity, only perhaps to be shot dead on the spot? The moon and
the shadows of the clouds kept shimmering across the columns, until the
moon (fortunately) was once again completely covered. We placed our dead
soldier in the back of our truck.

Their funerary procession marching over the frozen moonlit lake was just
the beginning of that night’s events. A large German platoon silently attacked
the left flank of our sound-ranging station, smashing Ermolaev’s and Yan-
chenko’s heads with shovels. Ovsyannikov tried to come to their rescue but
was repelled by a whole column of Germans, and we saw flaring jagged flecks
of soundless conflagrations to our right, to our left, a pincer; and all in si-
lence, the same uncommon calm all around, nobody heading for Dittrichs-
dorf. Then Sergeant Major Kornev came galloping up on horseback from the
rear, the Germans attempting to intercept him silently on the road through
the forest, but he managed to break through. As long as we had the line that
our gunners had extended from Adlig Schwenkitten, two kilometers back, I
continued to report everything by telephone, but neither the headquarters of
the artillery division nor those of the reconnaissance division paid any heed:
how can there be an attack without artillery fire or the roar of engines? He’s
imagining things. But that is precisely how the surrounded Germans planned
to break out that night and flee to Germany through that narrow gap: with-
out artillery fire, the large infantry units first. Soon my phone line back to our
artillery division fell silent. It became clear that we would not be able to con-
duct any sound reconnaissance, and I, no longer able to communicate with
headquarters, took charge of our battery’s retreat myself.

Two roads, about a kilometer apart, led from our position to Adlig
Schwenkitten, one to our north and the other to our south, both passing
through the forest. From what we could tell, the road to our north was the
more dangerous, which was also where our sergeant major had been inter-
cepted. I loaded the sound-ranging station and all our most valuable equip-
ment onto a large sledge, to which we harnessed German draft horses, and
had the other lieutenant, Botnev, head off with it down the southern road.
(That is where Solomin was.) Once they reached Adlig, they were to send a
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messenger letting us know that the equipment had been brought to safety. In
the meantime, we rolled up all the cables and loaded them onto two trucks.

For a long time we had no news of our sledge, but finally a messenger
came through over the northern road: the sledge had reached Adlig, though it
had fallen apart along the way and had had to be virtually rebuilt. Our two ar-
tillery batteries stationed in Adlig with their eight 152-mm howitzers were on
high alert. All was ready, and now we set out, covering all our flanks, heading
along the northern forest road where the snow was not so deep, though our
trucks still kept getting stuck, with the men gathering into large groups to free
them, the way we used to do in the marshes of the northwestern front: this
kept delaying us. Ovsyannikov was leading the convoy of trucks, while I and
two soldiers were covering the rear, following some three hundred paces be-
hind; we had to walk very slowly and keep stopping, as if we were out going
for a stroll on a mild evening within a glistening white blanket of field and
sky; yet at any moment the enemy could have attacked from any side, rid-
dling us with bullets. That is the sensation which has remained forever etched
in my mind— the feeling of existing on this earth, but not being bound to it,
our light bodies lent to us only for a time; it was a luminous walk through
spectral places to which chance had brought us, and from which we could be
whisked away at any moment.

But we made it to Adlig without incident, except that at the last clearing
before the settlement one of our one-and-a-half-tonners, carrying the field
kitchen, got stuck and could not to be pulled out. We abandoned it and
headed on to Adlig. I spoke to the sound-ranging headquarters on the tele-
phone, but they still would not allow me to pull out of Dittrichsdorf. Yet we
could not remain in Adlig either, exposed convoy that we were, so I sent all
our reconnaissance equipment, the trucks, and almost all the men westward
for another one and a half kilometers to division headquarters across the
Passarge River, while I stayed back with three men to try and free the one-
and-a-half-tonner. I asked for a tractor from the artillerymen, but they refused,
as battle readiness demanded that all tractors remain with the cannons. At
that moment a call came through from their feisty division commander,
Major Boyev, who was manning the observation post: “I'm surrounded!”—
and the line was interrupted. (He was killed there.) Now there was even less
chance of getting a tractor, but suddenly the commissar of our division, Pash-
kin, appeared. He had come to ascertain why I had ordered a retreat, but im-
mediately understood the situation and ordered a tractor under his responsi-
bility, and in sight of our artillery we headed some four hundred meters
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forward to the accursed truck. No sooner had we reached it, and the driver
was turning the tractor around for us to hitch the truck onto it, when sud-
denly out of the white mist, we could not see from where, a hail of bullets
came pelting over the surface of the tractor’s cab. The driver sped off at full
throttle back toward the artillery line, leaving the rest of us behind, and be-
fore we could gather our wits we heard loud hurrahs from the clearing to our
left, near the southern road where the Germans, we now realized, had gath-
ered; dozens of them in camouflage jumping up out of the snow, hurling
grenades at our artillery line before they could fire. (We lost seven cannons,
their barrels blown to smithereens; only one was saved, and that by our trac-
tor, the only one left that was operational.) The road to Adlig was now closed,
and our small group went running across the virgin snow, scampering down
steep slopes, across pits and over fences, and all the while the Germans kept
firing at us from above; but for some reason only with tracer bullets— they
must have run out of ammunition, and the fact that we could see the fiery red
lines all the way from where they were shooting made our escape easier. (The
commissar’s fur jacket was restricting him and he threw it off, his orderly
Saliev picking it up and lugging it the whole way.) We kept falling as we made
our circuitous way over the two kilometers of pathless fields (in my bag I had
my copy of “Resolution No. 17), but here too I had the same sensation as
before: that my body was borrowed, temporary, not vital, and my senses were
heightened, not as they might be in fear, but that unusual heightening when
you surmount danger and various scenes of your life race and race through
your mind. But we made it safely across the Passarge River.

In the following days, I and several other officers of the 68th Brigade
were recommended for the Order of the Red Banner for rescuing our bat-
tery and equipment. The others soon received theirs, but I was crossed off
the list when the edict for my arrest had come in from Moscow.

But let us return to Mr. Rezd&s little piece of pulp fiction. So according
to him, Solzhenitsyn was happy enough being in the army in 1944, where he
supposedly faced no danger whatever. But now, on 27 January 1945, “the
fact that he had been surrounded by the enemy was an eye-opener. He came
to the startling realization that he might die, that he might be killed!” Such
an earth-shattering idea would of course never have crossed the mind of a
soldier in time of war. “Solzhenitsyn could not allow such a thing to happen.
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Never! Not now that it was clear to one and all that the war was drawing to
a close, that it would last at most for another few weeks. Nobody wants to
die at such a time. . . . But Solzhenitsyn, a virtuoso schemer, came up with a
truly diabolical plan, the most sordid plan anyone has ever hatched, a plan to
save his life”

And what was this plan? Bringing about his own arrest! “For Solzhenitsyn
this was the best way out,” Simonyan explained to Turncoat. Instead of put-
ting his life on the line in those final terrible weeks of war, he chose placing
his head in the jaws of State Security as a way out! And when did Solzheni-
tsyn concoct this satanic plan? Probably that very same day, on 27 January—
or at least no later than the 29th, since on 30 January the plan was already
implemented. In faraway Moscow, the Deputy Prosecutor General of the
Russian Soviet Federative Socialist Republic, Major-General Vavilov, obedi-
ently kowtowed to Solzhenitsyn’s scheme and had his arrest put through.

How many bureaucrats worked in that KGB propaganda department
ghostwriting that book, not to mention all the editors and proofreaders who
would have line-edited it before it was sent out to be printed? Some were
clearly so lazy, others so blind with hatred, that they did not notice the ab-
surdity of the proposed time sequence: that it was all supposedly conceived
and set up by way of Moscow in a matter of three days!

But how was it, exactly, that Solzhenitsyn managed to pull off this trick?
Simple enough: he began writing letters in which he openly expressed his ha-
tred of Stalin and the Soviet regime, so that the censor would read it and
come after him. “True, he knew that for anti-Soviet propaganda of that kind
one could expect to be dragged before the tribunal and put before a firing
squad.” But even a firing squad is salvation from possible death on the front!

So how could this whole operation have been pulled off in three days?
Would it not have been simpler just to head over to the nearest SMERSH bu-
reau and declare himself an enemy? Perhaps this hadn’t occurred to Solzheni-
tsyn. Well . . . maybe . . . perhaps . . . Though elsewhere in his book Turncoat
has it that Solzhenitsyn began writing these suicidal letters much earlier (which
then contradicts my supposed epiphany when the Germans surrounded my
battery at Adlig): perhaps in 1944, or even as early as 1943, that is, during a
time when Solzhenitsyn “liked being in the army and faced no danger what-
ever,” and the possibility of dying had not yet occurred to him.

And Dr. Simonyan suggests as much to Turncoat. Simonyan had read
Archipelago, and it had become crystal-clear to him what made this madman
Solzhenitsyn tick, this traitor, this pathological coward, this nephew of a
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reckless bandit. He was led by the enviable example of Aleksandr Ulyanov
and his comrades, who by an imprudent letter had managed to get them-
selves hanged.?

Kirillr . ...

Kirochka!”” . . . what have you done?! How could you have gone over to
them? What could have driven you to keep on dictating all this to that as-
siduous KGB man? Kagan was another matter altogether—he wasn't really
part of our group, and I was never to see him again after the seventh grade.
It’s unclear what he might or might not have said, but even according to
Turncoat he didn’t say half the things you did.

You and I had been such friends, Kirochka! Back in those hostile years,
Rostov-on-Don was like foreign soil to me. How dear it had been to en-
counter a warm, gentle, sympathetic soul like yours. And my mom loved
you so dearly—as yours loved me, from what I could tell. I remember her
always lying in bed with terrible swellings. You and she lived with a fearful
secret, your father, a wealthy merchant, having fled the long arm of the
GPU? and having been forced to abandon you, crossing the Persian border
on foot. That vile Turncoat can lie all he wants— that all this posed no dan-
ger for you, that it hardly mattered—but you know well enough (as any-
one who knows life in the Soviet Union does) that for a good forty years
you had to hide this with clenched teeth. (And when I was interrogated
about you in the Lubyanka, this secret of yours I kept safest of all, never
breathing a word.)

Your yard on Dmitrievskaya Street was a terrible place— tawdry, with
iron stairwells and iron galleries along every floor. But where did that flight of
fancy spring from, that we would gather on those stairs to read our novels and
poems? Not once did we do such a thing. We read them in a beautiful city
park nearby, or more often in Lidia Ezherets’s roomy apartment, the only nice
place any of us frequented, and all three of us were so passionate about litera-
ture, literature and nothing else, and your dream of writing was more fiery
than ours, more steadfast. Meanwhile, what was special about the room you
lived in? (You had no apartment—your mom, your sister, and you lived in a
single room.) What left an indelible impression were the spiritualist séances
that you taught me and Vitkevich, and set up for us. It was on two nights, or
maybe three, when your mom happened to be out, and you had your litte
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sister wait outside; you explained to us that it was imperative that the fanlight
be open, that we must sit quietly, and believe with all our might—leaving the
lights on was not a problem, otherwise how could we read the messages from
beyond that the letters in the circle would show? We had placed our fingers
lightly on an upturned saucer. Initially Vitkevich was the most suspicious
among us, wary that the others might be moving it, but the saucer’s actions
surpassed the imagination of any of us: some of the spirits of foreigners we
invoked could not handle the Russian alphabet (it hadn’t occurred to us to
prepare a Latin one as well), and some of the Russian spirits misspelled words
(and we later guessed that they had been illiterate in life too); General Su-
vorov moved the saucer with galloping speed, while Zinoviev’s saucer crept
plaintively over the table as he vindicated himself: “I was friends with Lenin,”
and one of the spirits, when asked whether there would be war, confidently
replied “1940,” and at “Who will win?” the arrow of the saucer pointed confi-
dently at the letter “C” three times, and “P” once: “CCCP”1¥

Even if those séances had not been successful, you and I would never
have made fun of anything mystical, and it was to me that you revealed your
frightful dreams, recurring dreams in which from time to time a strange and
powerful figure sat before you in the same posture, facing you (his hands, a
hoary yellow, always poised on the same armrest, his face always in shadow,
you never saw it). This figure initiated you into the world of poetry, invari-
ably informing you that you would have a brilliant future as a poet, some-
times even deigning to reveal lines of your future works to you, and you in
your dream trembled with delight and joy at their beauty; but when you
woke up you could not remember them, except perhaps for a fragment or
two that you would quickly write down, as happens in quirky fairy tales:

Alas, how much stronger than poison is love,

Within it are the torments of below and above.

Then there was the literary magazine we published at school with losif
Reznikov (I wonder you didn’t unleash Turncoat on him). You, Lidia, and
I worked on a Three Madmens Novel, each of us in turn writing a chapter
without first mapping out the fate of the characters, so that each writer had
to figure out how to move the plot forward. Young as we were, we had al-
ready written quite a lot, filling notebook after notebook, and finally we
began sending our works to literary luminaries, though these luminaries
often did not reply; and do you remember what a harsh blow it was when
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Leonid Timofeev sent a damning response about both my poems and yours?
(And yet you believed that his harsh words were on account of his expecting
great things from you.) Nevertheless, we still timidly made our way over to
our local poet Kats hoping he would print our work, while Levin from the
magazine Molot (Hammer) was very encouraging. And you enticed me to at-
tend meetings at a literary circle in the home of one of the medical workers,
where some gruff Party member from Molor molded our tastes, and yet we,
members of that circle, felt as if the muses were fluttering about in that tiny
blue room. The same passion eventually led us to travel to Moscow to take
the examinations for a correspondence course at the Literary Faculty of the
Moscow Institute of Philosophy, Literature, and History. And it was there,
around classroom desks in the student dorms, that we two, together with
Vitkevich, celebrated the Stalin Scholarship I had been awarded.

But even earlier, in the years before all this, was there a single school pro-
duction (of Chekhov, Rostand, Lavrenyov) in which we didn’t take part?
We'd sign up for amateur theatricals no matter how far away they were, per-
forming in some Karl Marx auditorium or other, putting on plays like
Kataev’s Squaring the Circle. And in our literature classes at school, were
there ever play readings in which we weren’t reading roles? And whenever
there were discounted tickets to be had, did we ever miss a single play at our
regional drama theater or at the luxurious auditorium at the PSAST (which,
if I remember well, stands for Pan-Soviet Association of Soviet and Trade
Workers)?** And on top of all this you also played the piano, untiringly, and
I can still see you with a roll of sheet music from the music library on Niko-
laevsky Lane.?! (You used to make girlish grimaces as you played, a handker-
chief always tucked in your sleeve, and we called you “Kirilla,” not mock-
ingly but tenderly, as we felt protective of you.) It was you who introduced
me to the world of music, and for that I will be forever grateful. Only a few
operas were ever performed in Rostov, and they were expensive, but in the
summer there were free symphony concerts every evening in the park. It
was you who instilled in me an interest in music and explained everything
to me—how much music we heard there! And in the evenings before the
concert, while it was still light, we would sit on a bench with our books,
sometimes outside a nearby restaurant, from which cheap music would come
wafting over—which for some reason was gallingly soul-stirring—as would
the aromas of the food we could never have; we were always hungry, dis-
tracting ourselves from the hunger by reading, except when it was a book
like Hamsun’s Hunger. You, I, and Vitkevich had once stood in line for an
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entire night to buy bicycles, a miracle back then! We learned to ride them to-
gether, though you didn't join us on our excursions. Do you remember how
you bought Chichibabin’s organic-chemistry textbook and then kept putting
our teacher on the spot? But when it came to mathematics and physics, you
would always copy my answers. Then those English-language courses, to be-
come translators from English—it was again you who got me interested.
Though we were now at different universities, we would meet up at Ivan Vasi-
lievich Kotlyarov’s Latin club—we didn’t want to miss out on Latin. At audi-
tions for theatrical school, Zavadsky suspected that I might have a weak voice,
and challenged me: “Imagine that your friend is over there, walking away into
the distance. Call out to him with all your might” And without thinking,
without pondering, I shouted: “Kiri-i-i-ll!” (And my voice faltered.)

And when your mom died, the day after her funeral —your dread day—
we went with you so you would not be alone at home (someone was looking
after your sister), and from morning till sunset we roamed the steppe beyond
the Temernik River. It was a wonderful south-Russian April day; the sun was
out, but it was not yet hot. There are three or four such days in spring in
Rostov before the great heat arrives. The grass was mainly from the previous
year, whipping at our legs, but the first green blades had begun to sprout,
and the sky was blue and filled with larks. We wandered, wandered all day
over the pathless steppe, talking about everything, our souls as one, our
thoughts with your mother, and by evening you had once more taken heart
and seemed ready to resume life.

And when it came to matters of politics you were far cleverer than
Vitkevich or I was; the contagion of world revolution had not seized you,
and if you were swayed by Marxism, its brittle scales fell away soon enough.
You were the only one among us who had a clear picture of 1937 and its
reign of terror, and you tried to make me understand, though you couldn’t
get it through to me. Then the war began, and I came to say goodbye to you
at the post office’s medical facility where you worked. I was burning to fight
for Leninism before it was too late, to save it before it collapsed, but you
were spot-on: you told me that the discontent of the people was hanging
over us like a storm cloud, and that the mountain people of the North Cau-
casus were impatient to rebel. And how right you were!

You and I then parted for two and a half years; then, in March 1944, 1
came on foot all the way from Odintsovo to the palatial premises of the
Barvikha sanatorium. The guards let me through, and you and Lidia came
rushing out to welcome me, and put me, a frayed senior lieutenant, in an ac-
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tual three-room suite, which had been occupied before me by Marshal
Rokossovsky, the commander of my entire front. At the dinner table, I had to
take great care that my every other word not be an expletive, as was the way of
the soldiers at the front; and then our twenty-four hours of ceaseless conver-
sation, you and I, in which we agreed on all things and everything. 7he Mus-
tachioed One** had long ago ceased to be a figure of respect to any of us. And
then there were all our effervescent postwar literary plans! It was another one
of those days from the heights of our friendship.

Then we parted, and then . . . I dare remember all this now, because . . .
because you are no longer walking the earth under #heir power. And in this
world you and I will never meet again.

I did not write these last pages just now, when that vile KGB book
reached me; I wrote them five months ago, in April, as your sixtieth birthday
was drawing near. I was thinking of you at that time, and then a letter
reached me that struck me like a thunderbolt: you had died, Kirochka. Not
figuratively: you had died last winter before you reached your sixtieth (not
living to see the first printing of that KGB book, a book you must have been
awaiting eagerly?).

It was in those days that I wrote all this. Your death shocked me: our so-
journ in this world is so short and precarious.

I wrote steeped in sadness, [ wrote whatever I remembered about you—
needless to say, I could not fit all of it into these pages. I knew you had pub-
lished a polemic pamphlet against me. I had not read it: after all, what harsh
words could have been in something you would have written? (Though it
turned out that it contained the most evil and far-fetched slander, and this
written by you, claiming that I had deliberately seen to it that I would be im-
prisoned!?) I culled many images from deep inside my memories, so many
images, and I wrote down: well, I have lost someone dear to me, someone
with whom I have been connected in so many ways. And we did not have
the opportunity to make peace. And I feel so sorry for him!

And now instead of embracing you I am clasping in my hands this pesti-
lential yellow-branded book, and now I understand what is in that pamphlet
of yours which I had not read, and I want to ask you a question. I ask this not
for myself, since I forgive you, a man branded by a solitary bachelor’s life full of
misfortune and disorder. I ask you for my mom: she loved you so much, why
did you slander her like this after she died?

But perhaps where you are now you have already had a chance to ex-
plain this to her yourself.
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And you can surely see what I am writing and feeling, so I need not have
written any of this.

But what have you done, Kirill? After all, it was not me you immersed in
these slanderous fabrications, but the calamitous truth of what has hap-
pened to our country, which for six decades the enemies of mankind have
slashed and burned and trampled and drowned, and now, as we struggle to
raise it from the depths, you go and help besmirch it again. (Or, rather,
helped.) For the sake of the gift of Russian history, being recovered from
oblivion, I am compelled by you and those horned devils, compelled against
my will, to laboriously and interminably resurrect every particle of a life that
I once considered my own.

It is true, Kirochka, that your letters, and especially those of the girls,”
were in no way as plainspoken as mine and Vitkevich’s were: he and I had
thrown all caution to the winds. Not that we ever wrote “Stalin” or “Lenin”
directly, but we referred to them in all our letters as “the Ringleader” and
“Vovka.” We never discussed military issues—today Vitkevich is recasting the
story to meet Soviet expectations—but back in 1941 he himself had sug-
gested to me the idea that was to prove so dire to us, that the military censor-
ship checked letters looking only for discussions of military plans, and that
nobody would hinder us from philosophizing in general terms; we could dis-
cuss regular topics to our heart’s content. I accepted this idea without think-
ing further. It was to be our ruin. (Later, when I was imprisoned, many peo-
ple were surprised that we could have been so foolish and rash in our letters. I
myself was amazed, but only in hindsight.) And then in the winter of 1944
the following happened: a lieutenant from my battery, Fyodor Botnev, re-
ceived a letter from one of the women working for the censor’s office in
which she said that she had taken one of his photographs out of a letter he
had sent, had kept the photograph, and wanted very much to correspond
with him and meet him. Botnev asked me for some time off, went to the cen-
sor’s office, and when he came back said that there were a dozen or so gitls
there, all extremely bored, all talking incessantly about love and bridegrooms,
and that they did their best not to check letters, preferring to inspect post-
cards and short notes so that they would meet their quotas. This convinced
me once and for all that the censor was not particularly worth worrying
about, and when Vitkevich and I then met up in a dugout on New Year’s Day
1944, we drew up our “Resolution No. 1,” our zasks being, among other
things: “To determine the moment of transition to action and the striking
of a decisive blow to the postwar reactionary ideological superstructure. The
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fulfillment of these tasks is impossible without coordinated action.” To safe-
guard our “Resolution,” both Vitkevich and I resolved to keep our copies in
our field bags at all times. And so we had them on us when we were arrested.

Consequently, the investigation turned out to be entirely straightfor-
ward: photocopies of all the letters from over the years were lying on KGB
desks, all ready, all too clear. Vitkevich’s and my fate had been documented
and sealed well before our arrest. Vitkevich, if one is to believe Turncoat, was
quite surprised: he had never told a soul about “Resolution No. 17! Well,
neither had [—the authorities had simply found the documents in our field
bags. Then Turncoat takes pains to make out that Vitkevich was to receive a
harsher sentence than I was. Vitkevich was given ten years in the camps, the
standard sentence that the tribunal’s guidelines specified, yet by the same
guidelines he was not sentenced for “coordinated action against the Soviet
State” as I was, and so did not end up in a Gulag Special Camp, nor was he
subsequently exiled, but rather received productivity credits and was released
before completing nine years of his sentence. As for me, my conviction for
that “coordinated action against the Soviet state” meant eight years followed
by exile for life. Had Stalin’s reign not come to an end, I would not have
been released after eleven years, but would have been there to this day.

But your letters too, Kirochka, looked strange and ambiguous on the in-
vestigator’s desk, calling for explanation. When I wrote to you: “After the
war we will go to Moscow and set to work vigorously,” your reply was: “No,
Polar Bear,* we'd do better to keep to ourselves and set to work within our
circle” My investigator insisted that I explain your words: if #hat was what
we wrote in our letters, then it was anybody’s guess what happened when we
met and talked in person.

And then my seized War Diaries were hanging over my head; in them I
had recorded stories from the front, as well as openly expressing everyone’s
views, and it was vital that I guard and protect those of my battery mates.

I came to realize after a year or two in the prison camps, after having
heard so many stories, that the best thing would have been for me to send
the investigators to the devil. What they seized was theirs; what they could
not figure out, too bad for them. But based on everything I had lived
through and experienced up to the time of my arrest, I was convinced that
the single most dangerous thing for a person was his social origin. In the first
ten to fifteen years of Soviet power, social origin 77 itself was enough to de-
stroy a person, to destroy whole masses. (To this day, direct orders concern-
ing this have not been excised from the documents of Lenin and others.)
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Odur social origin was what three among us had to fear most: I on account of
my wealthy grandfather, you on account of your rich father (who was still
alive and living abroad— just think how that sounded in those days!), and
Natasha on account of her father, a Cossack officer who had gone away with
the Whites. If my explanations were left wanting they might initiate a wider
investigation, and then there was every danger that they would come across
those secrets. And so I decided to lead them along a false trail (perhaps
wrongly, but, 'm still convinced today, not foolishly), and offer them expla-
nations that were as plausible as possible: Yes, I admit that all of us, to some
extent, felt a little dissatisfied. (This was then translated into the language
of the Ministry of State Security by the interrogator—who was his own
stenographer—as “vile anti-Soviet allegations.”) —What was the reason for
your dissatisfaction? What had led to it?—The reason was that tuition was
introduced in institutions of higher education in 1940, and that our schol-
arships were low.— That was all I said. I concealed all the fiery political con-
versations we had had, recasting them as mere petit-bourgeois griping, as
rumblings in the stomach. All the dangerous letters—yours, I mean, not
Vitkevich’s and mine—1I presented within a petit-bourgeois context, any-
thing to avoid them looking into your social origin and upbringing. I did
not reveal anything significant to which the investigators could cling.

What can I say? I did not do too badly, whichever way you look at it:
after all, none of you were arrested, or even brought in for questioning a single
time! There were no innocent individuals arrested in our case, which can-
not be said of millions of cases in the Gulag. And in such harsh times. (After
three years, Reshetovskaya even managed to pass a security check.) When
I later heard about this, I was overjoyed: I had outwitted Captain Ezepov!
(Now a respectable pensioner, as Turncoat informs us.)

They did not lay a hand on you, Kirill, they did not so much as touch
you. (Would this have been the case if my investigation had even lightly
grazed by any of the things you had actually said about the tortures in 1937,
or about the mountain people of the Caucasus? Many were being arrested for
much less than that.) For seven years nobody touched you. And then in 1952
you got yourself entangled in something altogether different, in Moscow. (I
do not know what it was, though perhaps one day it will become known.) In
April 1952, in the prison camp at Ekibastuz, an investigator placed before me
a document from one of the Moscow district branches of State Security (I
think it was the Shcherbakovsky district, but I am not certain), stating that I
was to be interrogated in connection with an investigation that had been ini-
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tiated against Kirill Simonyan as to what I might know concerning his anti-
Soviet sentiments, and whether I was prepared to confirm the testimony I
had given in 1945. But I, by then a dichard camp inmate, sent them to the
devil. I told them that any testimony from 1945 was a coerced lie, and that,
in all the years I knew you, you had been a model Soviet patriot.

And here begins that whole rigmarole about a notebook of “fifty-two
numbered pages of inimitably small handwriting,” allegedly my handwriting,
and allegedly presented to you then by State Security. I dont know what was
cooked up by them and what was added by you. But wonder of wonders!—
after fifty-two pages, apparently filled with dense minuscule handwriting and
the most damning accusations against you, as you write, the investigator, out-
raged by the vile denunciation leveled against you, politely sent you on your
way. And in what year was this>—in Stalin’s final year, 1952! (Perhaps that is
also where they came up with the notebook’s supposed fifty-two pages?)

Kirochka! Of course you could not have known that in those months at
the camps in Ekibastuz the ground was burning beneath our feet, that thou-
sands of inmates were being transported, that we had just had a rebellion, that
none of us would have been up to writing a notebook of “fifty-two numbered
pages,” and that I, furthermore, during those very months, had had an opera-
tion to remove a cancerous tumor. Let’s suppose that you could not have
guessed that State Security does not provide notebooks of any kind for de-
tainees to write denunciations, and that every phrase must be written down and
recast by the interrogator himself. Let’s suppose further that you could not have
imagined that there is such a thing as forged handwriting. But one thing you
knew perfectly well was that a scrap of paper was enough to get one arrested—
so were you not surprised that they didnt take you away, with fifty-two pages of
denunciation at hand? And had there in fact been, say, fifty pages, would they
have gone to the trouble of reading more than two or three? Perhaps they just
pointed to a stack of papers across the room when you were being interrogated,
or waved it under your nose? These methods are well enough known.

But Kirill! Didn’t your heart, your soul, give you the slightest hint that
such a denunciation from your old school friend could never have happened?
A loftiness of soul shields us from false people whose true character can be
seen by looking into their eyes, just as it protects us from those Chekist frauds
with their defiling hands that surely must have been so apparent, just as they
are so brazenly apparent throughout Turncoat’s page-turner.

In 1952 your fate, it seems, was truly hanging in the balance. And State
Security, having obtained nothing from me (I cannot imagine they would
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have shown you my actual interrogation record) were obviously out to bluff
you. And you went right ahead and took the poisonous bait, its hook lodged
in your heart till the day you died.

Clearly you did not have enough loftiness of soul, just as you didn’t have
enough of it later to resist the charm of that chameleon Turncoat.

And when I returned in 1956, after the camps, after exile, after cancer, I
heard from Lidia that you bore a grudge against me, that as I was drowning
I got you wet, while you were standing firmly on the shore (for I thought
your grudge had to do with 1945). Now I too got angry: I had indeed been
drowning then, I had indeed been close to death.

At that moment the fault was mine: perhaps all would have become
clear face to face. But we did not meet.

A year and a half later you had your fortieth birthday, and my heart
was softened, and Natasha and I sent you a warm telegram. (From Ryazan,
Kirochka, not from some obscure city or other, as you and Turncoat spin your
tale. By the way, was it you or he who came up with the idea to mix up the
stock clerk of our camp at Kaluga Gate, the Muscovite Bershader,” with Ber-
shadsky, our good schoolmaster?) You did not reply then.

The years flowed by, our hearts warmed further, and it was in the spring
of 1968, I believe, that you suddenly sent me a conciliatory letter, saying that
we had to meet and make peace. I immediately answered with joy. In a quick
exchange of letters we settled on the day and hour when I would come to
your place in Serebryanye Prudy. I came. I rang the bell, but there was no an-
swer, nobody came to the door. All right. I went back outside and sat on a
bench by the front entrance so as to be sure not to miss you. An hour went by,
but you did not appear. I went back up, rang the bell once more—nobody
came. I went downstairs again and sat there for another half hour—still no-
body came. I wrote a note suggesting you come to see me at Rozhdestvo—
any day, just come—and I put down all the details on how to get there.
Again [ went to the door and rang, but still there was no answer. I raised the
flap of the mail slot in the door, pushed my note through, and just as I was
about to let the flap fall shut again, right there by the door, I saw a pajama leg.
You were standing there, hiding. I lowered the flap without calling out to you.
If it was easier this way for you . . .

So that was that. We did not have the opportunity to explain to one an-
other, to reconcile, to reminisce . . .

Then you invented things like my fainting out of pride, and then wrote
that polemic pamphlet against me. And then you began your conversa-
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tions, all those many conversations with Turncoat, and waited for your
advance copy.

God grant that the earth will rest lightly upon you. No one would envy
so difficult a life as yours.*

*In the winter of 1990-91, twelve years after I wrote these words, I received, still in Vermont,
some letters from D. A. Chernyakhovsky, a Moscow psychiatrist I did not know. He wrote that,
“according to the wishes of Kirill Semyonovich Simonyan,” whom he knew as a colleague, he
had informed a number of people of what Simonyan had confided to him in the autumn of
1977 before he died, and that he was now informing me.*

Chernyakhovsky wrote: “Kirill Semyonovich said he wanted to entrust me with some
‘shameful facts about his life. . . . Consider this the confession of a man who is soon to die, he
had said, a man who would like his repentance to eventually reach a friend whom he had be-
trayed. . . . Tell him everything I am about to tell you, with all the details, all the tears that you
can see, and all the heartache that you can surmise. During this conversation, K. S. took vali-
dolum drops a number of times. ‘Once I am dead, do not keep what I will tell you a secret. It
won't be long now. . . 7 He spoke with great emotion about this friendship [with me—A.S.],
saying it had greatly influenced his life. . . . He claimed that his own literary abilities had
probably been greater than those of Solzhenitsyn. Considering himself as an individual with
unrealized literary talent, he had felt that this was a great injustice, a feeling that was to ‘play a
catastrophic role There was another thing, too. Since childhood, K. S. had begun to manifest
certain psychobiological peculiarities associated with his sexual orientation. Already a doctor,
this led to issues that were to threaten his career. [That was probably what happened in 1952 —
A.S.] When some ‘gentlemen’ appeared on Simonyan’s doorstep [this, now, was probably
1975-76—A.S.], he at first felt an icy chill run down his spine, but was quick to realize with
great relief that, even though they were in a position to instantly ruin his life, turning the doctor
and scientist into a ‘piece of garbage shunned by all,’ they had a different goal in mind. “They
wanted to return to the matter of Solzhenitsyn. They were well-informed and said some plau-
sible things. To his own surprise, K. S. felt a kind of elation and gratitude . . . ‘yes, gratitude that
my life as a doctor had been spared.” He readily acknowledged as genuine the ‘fake denunciation
by Vetrov, although ‘two or three details stood out that were quite incompatible with Solzhen-
itsyn.” He then wrote ‘some filthy things to be disseminated abroad.” He wrote in a strange state
of elation, ‘as if drugged.. . . He described how Rezd¢ came to his hospital, ‘a lowlife, a KGB
man, a piece of shit. I took part in his shameful machinations, had been Simonyan’s precise
words. Then ‘that drugged elation dissipated, I returned to my senses, and wanted to hang my-
self” K. S. and I discussed all this for a long time. His repentance was sincere and profound. . . .
K.S. said that he was certain you had been aware of his ‘Achilles’ heel: Had Solzhenitsyn wanted
t0, he could have pointed to this sore spot, which would have ruined me once and for all. He
did not do this.’ . . . As a psychiatrist, I must note that he was distressed during our conversation,
but it was not the kind of depression that drives an individual to self-incrimination. ... On 18
November 1977, Kirill Simonyan suddenly died.” (Author’s note, 1993.)
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But on, on with our story!¥” Turncoat even brings the circumstances of
my arrest into question (though ten people were present). Then he informs
us that I “gained the favor of the tribunal” (there was no tribunal, I was sen-
tenced by the Special Board of the NKVD). His next topic is how I com-
ported myself in the camps. But here we are talking about eight years of im-
prisonment in a number of scattered places, and thirty years have passed
since. Turncoat might have had significant trouble fashioning the narrative
of my imprisonment, but I myself had already conveniently provided State
Security with the episode of their recruiting me as a camp informer in Archi-
pelago: what could have been a better, more ideal, subject matter>— this will
drive our storyline! If Solzhenitsyn denies ever having denounced anyone,
what could be easier for State Security than to make all his denunciations
public? It would be a sizable task, but then the author of Archipelago is a
major enemy of the state, and all it would take was to have the administra-
tive directors and archivists of the camps in which Solzhenitsyn had been in-
terned sift through the denunciations that were made during those years;
they could then gather together all the denunciations signed by “Vetrov,”
Solzhenitsyn’s code name, and publish them in a separate book. (In fac, this
would have made Turncoat’s book itself quite unnecessary.)

But alack and alas, they could not find a single denunciation, just as they
could not find a single victim of them. But Turncoat could always point to
indirect, opinion-shaping evidence.

For example, Solzhenitsyn had been interned in the camp in which he
had been recruited as an informer for several months, but then all of a sud-
den was moved to a sharashka. Is this not proof enough of his collusion?
How incomprehensible, how incredible, that Solzhenitsyn, with his degree
in mathematics, would be moved to the research laboratories! And Turncoat
concludes: “Solzhenitsyn was sent to the Marfino institute as a secret in-
former, this is an indisputable fact.” (He fails to explain, however, why Vit-
kevich was also chosen for that sharashka; we were both sent there.)

A wonderful development! Now it will be easy to follow Solzhenitsyn’s
treacherous three-year stint in the narrow confines of Marfino! There would
be dozens of supposed witnesses and victims of his denunciations there, all
educated people, all living in Moscow. Yet Turncoat writes that he only
talked to Lev Kopelev, who was there too. One wonders then why he did
not ask Kopelev about my actions there? And then Marfino is the central
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special prison of the KGB, surely all the archives are at hand nearby at the
Lubyanka headquarters: why not order all of Solzhenitsyn’s reports to be
gathered together and expose his Soviet complicity to the bright light of the
red Soviet sun!

But alas, here too for some reason my supposed denunciations could not
be scraped together. Then there was a new mystery: Solzhenitsyn was sent
away from the sharashka to a Gulag Special Camp. Well, the matter was per-
fectly clear. This was obviously another “reward” for all the useful denunci-
ations, as well as a new task for him: entangling the convicts of this Gulag
Special Camp with his tentacles.

This now called for new witnesses. But where could one come up with
some? Perhaps have Dr. Simonyan be at Ekibastuz? No, that would unhinge
other parts of the plot. A far better idea: they could send Vitkevich, pretend
he had been there! In reality, he is the one who stayed at the sharashka labo-
ratories after I left (though Turncoat remains silent on this matter, since that
could lead to the question of whether Vitkevich was also a secret informer, as
I supposedly was). Vitkevich never was in the Gulag Special Camps (and
could not have been, as he had only been sentenced according to Article
58.10, without sub-article 11). But that hardly mattered—send him to the
special camps, let him suffer the inconvenience. Hence Vitkevich, and
Vitkevich alone, would now inform the readers about what kind of camp
Ekibastuz was (“Transcript of conversation with N. D. Vitkevich, personal
archives of Tomd$ Rez¢”). While he is at it, Vitkevich can readily confirm
once again that Archipelago was nothing but “prison-camp folklore.”

However, Solzhenitsyn, by all accounts, had spent time in the prison
hospital at the Ekibastuz camp, so one still required a doctor. But where to
find one, if placing Dr. Simonyan at the camp was unconvincing? . . . the so-
lution, as always: carefully leafing through Solzhenitsyn’s books. A certain
Dr. Nikolai Ivanovich Zubov had been mentioned in Archipelago. Perfect! In
the twinkling of an eye he shall be situated at Ekibastuz, though he had
never in his life set foot in the place! Did that matter? He was now eighty-
three years old, completely deaf, and lived in some godforsaken place. He
could hardly refute the story.

And so the iron ring around Solzhenitsyn was closing! And let’s not have
Solzhenitsyn working at the Ekibastuz camp as a bricklayer, but as the camp
librarian.

At last I can’t stand it anymore . . . Minister of State Security! I can un-
derstand them going off the deep end once, or five times, or ten times, but to
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keep stumbling from one idiocy to the next! How can you justify paying
salaries to such an idiotic editorial department of disinformation? And as for
this department: Don’t you know even the basics of propaganda? If you ex-
pect your disinformation to be believable, you must from time to time add a
smidgeon of truth for things to be plausible. Why, then, do you act like a
bunch of madmen, concocting crazed scenarios entirely out of malarkey?*

And what else does Turncoat come up with? “The most significant fact
that has been confirmed by everyone who knew Solzhenitsyn in the camp”
(who? Simonyan? Vitkevich? Kagan? Zubov? alas, none of them were there!),
“a fact missed only by D. M. Panin, is that Solzhenitsyn disappeared the
day before the camp uprising, having suddenly been moved to the prison
hospital.”

Oh, that damned chronology, ever a stumbling block for our man, all
his dates being in a jumble. The events unfolded as follows: Security guards
in Ekibastuz shot at and beat up unarmed inmates on 22 January 1952 (9
January by the Old Calendar, another “Bloody Sunday”).?® On 23 January,
inmates in the barracks in which prisoners had been killed began a general
strike. On 24-25-26 January, the entire prison camp went on hunger
strike. On 27 January, the inmates thought victory was theirs, since the
camp administration released a statement that their demands were to be
fulfilled. On 28 January, the prisoners’ demands were surveyed, and there
was a meeting of the foremen, at which I spoke. On 29 January, I was ad-
mitted to the camp hospital for my cancerous tumor, my operation then oc-
curring on 12 February. If D. Panin “did not notice” my disappearance be-
fore the uprising in the camp, the reason was because he and I were in the
same barrack for the entire period of the uprising and hunger strike, where
on 26 January he valiantly called upon the prisoners not to surrender.

The crowning insight would have been: did Solzhenitsyn even have can-
cer? Don’t be shy, Turncoat, go for it! In the spirit of Professor Simonyan,
and to safeguard the artistic integrity of that virtuoso intriguer, that spiraling
traitor Solzhenitsyn, they could have gone ahead and spun the cancer, too, as
that “acquired reflex that Solzhenitsyn has learned to conjure up without the
slightest effort.” What a missed opportunity! . . .

* But my rhetorical appeal to the Minister of State Security was quite in vain: Andropov was, in
fact, delighted with Rezd¢’s book, and the moment it came out he expressed his desire to reward
operatives of the Czechoslovak Ministry of the Interior who had helped Rez4¢, as well as, of
course, KGB agents at home. [24]. (Author’s note, 1995.)
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Also my sentence of exile for life, later cut short by the Twentieth Con-
gress,” was skipped by Turncoat, it didn’t fit the picture. But oh, those who
think that, with the end of his prison term, this many-faced double-dealing
Solzhenitsyn will have ended his irrepressible subterfuges are mistaken. No,
they were just beginning! From the prison camp he brought with him “a
mountain of papers filled with writing” Here Turncoat does not rely on wit-
nesses, but surely every child knows that inmates, on leaving any given So-
viet concentration camp, can wheel out manuscripts by the cartload. And
then? “The instant Solzhenitsyn left the camp he began hatching cunning
plots, political and otherwise, vigorously planning anti-Soviet actions.” So
are we to understand that, for this purpose, right after his exile Solzhenitsyn
rushed to join Moscow’s seething dissident circles? Oh, no, he was too cun-
ning for that! “Aleksandr Isaevich did not move to a large city at all, but to
some rundown corner of Vladimir oblast. . . . How can that be? Would
someone like him agree to live far removed from publishing houses and edi-
torial offices? . . . Would he really not want to see big city lights, people,
streets, shops, trams?” (Here Turncoat’s question seems quite sincere— he
has great trouble imagining this to be possible.)

But still this only marks the beginning of Solzhenitsyn’s intrigues. The
diabolically artful Solzhenitsyn now adopts the pose of the “underground
writer,” a pose that is entirely pointless and false. After all, “almost everything
Solzhenitsyn wrote at that time was published” (but much later, and only in
the West). Well, what kind of danger could the works that Solzhenitsyn was
now putting to paper from memory, or rewriting, pose to him—Feast of the
Victors, poems and verses from the prison camps, Prussian Nights, Prisoners,
The Tanks Know the Truth! (a screenplay about the camp uprising), or I the
First Circle in its true (“atomic”) version?®” “Solzhenitsyn’s account of his mo-
tives for engaging in underground literary activities simply makes no sense.”

Perhaps one could forgive Solzhenitsyn all the outrages he had commit-
ted to this point. But, scoundrel that he is, he had now begun to throw poi-
soned bait to the KGB in order to ensnare that noble institution.

This began with his passing a suitcase with some of his libelous scrib-
blings to a certain Mr. Teush. It so happened that then, quite unrelatedly,
“some KGB officers were ordered to search Teush’s apartment. Not that any-
one was looking for Solzhenitsyn’s works there: but just as they were about to
leave, one of the KGB officers suddenly noticed a small suitcase in the entry
hall” (except there was no entry hall, Teush had but one room, and the suitcase
was not small, but measured thirty by forty inches and weighed forty pounds).
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This was the supposed poisoned bait that the innocent KGB swallowed,
falling victim to all the literary scandals that then followed. Even today, after
so many years, the officers of the KGB throw up their hands in exasperation:
So we took away your suitcase filled with manuscripts. All you needed to do
was to ask for it back nicely and apologize, either at your nearest KGB bureau,
or at the prosecutor’s office, or even at one of the official Party organs. But
would Solzhenitsyn do such a thing? No, he wouldnt! “He knew that nothing
would happen to him.” After all, “this was exactly what Solzhenitsyn had
planned: that the KGB operatives should find these manuscripts, while he,
skirting by without punishment, would have a pretext to cause a scandal.”
Solzhenitsyn also wrote a letter to the Congress of the Writers’ Union (which
had such dire consequences in Turncoat’s homeland, where Turncoat himself
ended up getting into hot water at the Czechoslovak Writers' Congress).*!

I need a moment to catch my breath. In 7he Oak and the Calf 1 describe
how I had gone underground and how, assailed as I was by the crushing
blows of the KGB, I strove to save my manuscripts, kept moving them
around, kept searching for new hiding places where they might be safe, or
where I could finish writing what remained unfinished. With the firestorms
engulfing me I never would have thought that thirteen years later I would
get to read the report of the KGB Goliath itself, read what they were think-
ing on their side of the battlefield, how rabidly frustrated they were that they
had not stomped me into the ground when crushing me would have been
noiseless. Who even took notice of the confiscation of my archive in 19652
How long would the West have remembered the disappearance of the au-
thor of a “political, pro-Khrushchev” novella?

And then there is the story of the Nobel Prize. It is clear how one usually
gets it: by protesting, protesting loudly, ever protesting! “With his protests
Solzhenitsyn wasn't risking a thing. So what if he was excluded from the
Writers' Union? That hardly mattered. . . . In the Soviet Union he was safe as
in Christ’s bosom.” (They actually wrote that.) Sublime safety, no danger of
any kind.

So of course Solzhenitsyn got the Nobel Prize!

And now that he had got it, to hell with him, just take the prize and
leave the Soviet Union! But no, “Solzhenitsyn resorted to one of the dirtiest,
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though not punishable '), tricks of his entire life: he made no application
whatsoever for a passport or visa.” (That is literally what is written, only the
italics are mine—A. S.) It was this supposed trick I pulled that, more than
anything else, wounded the long-suffering hearts of the KGB.

Solzhenitsyn’s audacity was not going to stop there: he now decided to
publish Archipelago. “So no point in blaming censorship, bureaucracy, or
restrictions’— Solzhenitsyn did manage to get it published . . . but by what
despicable new trick! (Can Soviet intelligence services really be caught off-
guard by trickery?>—if anyone knows tricks, it is them.) Solzhenitsyn once
more threw some cunning bait at the KGB, maneuvering them into pushing
Archipelago toward publication! And what kind of cunning bait did he use?
By all accounts, the KGB received an anonymous denunciation as to where the
Archipelago manuscript was being stored, a denunciation that came from none
other than Solzhenitsyn!

Among the readers of Rezd¢’s book there might be some thickheaded
ones who decide to play detective and ask naive questions, such as:

— isn’t giving Archipelago to the KGB a rather strange way of getting it
into print?

— why would Solzhenitsyn, already being suffocated by the KGB, pro-
vide them with even more ammunition against himself by letting
them have Archipelago?

Ah, but Solzhenitsyn knew that the Soviet government, in its infinite
kindness, would hardly imprison an author or put him to death for such a
harmless little book. (Today in the USSR people are being imprisoned just
for reading it.)

They went ahead and did all they could. By pan-Soviet decree, all cop-
ies of Ome Day in the Life of Ivan Denisovich and Matryonas Home were
burned. So, too, in disgust, did they burn all my clothes in the furnaces
of Lefortovo prison. And then they belched out book after book as curses
hurled toward me.

But as they inexorably crept into Elizaveta Voronyanskaya’s unshielded
cranny to strangle her, so did Archipelago inescapably enter into their fortified
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chambers, their mansions, their committee rooms—a corpse without gloves,
wearing makeshift camp footwear from tractor tires.

And they panicked.

As the saying goes: take your Turn behind bars, take your welts and
your scars.

Pay the price in prison for the truth, and now pay it again for Turncoat’s
falsehoods.

It is a good thing that I have the chance to counter all their lies. How
many victims of the Soviet secret police were out-and-out slandered during
their lives and after their deaths, without ever having the opportunity to clear
their names? Will anyone be able to do it for them?

Autumn 1978
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[1]

INTERVIEW WITH ASSOCIATED PRESS
CORRESPONDENT FRANK CREPEAU!

Zurich, 18 February 1974

E C.: How do you feel in exile?

A.S.: Perhaps a person in many ways is similar to a plant. When he is pulled
out of a place and thrown far away, it disturbs hundreds of tiny roots and
nerve centers. All the days and each minute, you become aware of inadequa-
cies, of abnormalities. You become aware of yourself—not being yourself.
But I do not think that it is hopeless. Even old trees are sometimes re-
planted, and take root in a new place.

E C.: How were you greeted in the West?

A.S.: Only with the utmost warmth and friendship, from both people and
governments. In Germany even groups of schoolchildren came to greet me,
in Zurich numerous passers-by salute me. I am overwhelmed by such atten-
tion, I have never experienced anything like it. Of course, it is also exhaust-
ing: the persistent tracking by photo and film crews, documenting my every
step and move. This is the flip side of the relentless, but secret shadowing to
which I was subjected back home. Also very unpleasant.

E C.: When do you expect your family to arrive?

A.S.: If one is to believe the statements of members of the Soviet govern-
ment, my family will be let go without hindrance. But without my presence,
for two women with four children it is not easy to liquidate an existence of
many years, to pack up, to get moving, to find a moment when none of the
children are sick.

349
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E C.: How will your literary work proceed in your new circumstances?

A.S.: All my life through changing and difficult conditions I constantly did
literary work without breaking even for a week. No matter how it hurts, no
matter how bitter it is to start this work here, I will carry it on, even here. But
its direction depends on how completely the Soviet authorities release my
literary archive— the almost-completed Second Node, October 1916, the
already-begun Third Node, and the rich collection of materials, documents,
eyewitness accounts, photographs, illustrations and numerous rare books
with my annotations. I have gathered these archives ever since 1956 and have
put into them an enormous amount of work. If the Soviet authorities confis-
cate them, even if only partially, it will be spiritual murder. But then my re-
maining years and strength, instead of being directed to Russian history, will
be directed towards the Soviet present, for which I will need no archives.

E C.: In what country do you plan to be based?

A.S.: I have been greeted warmly in Switzerland, and receive friendly invita-
tions from Scandinavian and other countries. I am sincerely grateful to all
who have invited me. My decision will depend on where I will be able to find
for myself, within a short period of time, a sufficiently spacious and quiet
abode with some land, convenient for work and for life. For all my fifty-five
years I have lived in close quarters and never in my own home, have never
been able to combine working conditions with family life. In the coming
years I would like to solve this, at least.

E C.: How long do you think you will be fated to live away from your homeland?
A.S.: T am an optimist by nature and do not feel my exile to be final. I have
the feeling that, in a few years, I will return to Russia. How it will happen,
what circumstances will be changed—1I cannot foretell. But even though no
one can predict the future, wonders never cease to occur in our lives. During
my last few years in Russia I was already virtually deprived of my homeland,
due to the pressure and shadowing by the KGB, and counteractions by au-
thorities at all levels that prevented me from traveling to the places where my
novel is set and from interviewing eyewitnesses. But I said once and repeat
now: I know my right to the Russian earth is no less than the right of those
who took upon themselves the audacity to physically throw me out.



[2]

SPEECH OF SENATOR JESSE HELMS
IN THE U.S. SENATE?

Washington, 18 February 1974

HONORARY CITIZENSHIP FOR SOLZHENITSYN

Mr. HELMS: Mr. President, on February 12, the noted Russian author and
intellectual leader Aleksandr I. Solzhenitsyn was forcibly removed from his
apartment by seven Soviet police agents and taken away for interrogation. At
first his family was not even told where he had been taken, or what charges
were brought against him. But the whole world knew that Solzhenitsyn had
invited the confrontation, indeed, had welcomed it, despite the dangers in-
volved to his family and to his compatriots fighting in the same cause.

That cause is the cause of freedom—the freedom to think, the freedom
to write, and the freedom to publish. It is also the cause for the right to dissent
from totalitarian ideology, and the right for those trapped under oppression
to move about freely. These are all rights which are fundamental aspects of a
free society.

Despite the lack of these rights in Soviet society—indeed, despite the ag-
gressive campaign against them— Solzhenitsyn had no desire to leave his na-
tive land. Instead, he wanted to use his special gifts to improve conditions for
his fellow citizens. He spoke as an Old Testament prophet, castigating the ills
he saw in a sick society. His prophecy first took the form of imaginative litera-
ture which aroused millions all over the world, and which won him the Nobel
Prize for literature. But hidden in secret places he kept the most devastating
work of all, composed from the many voices of suffering and of oppression
that he had listened to in the transit camps and the prisons and recorded in his
memory. These were voices that had been stifled, voices from the grave. But
strangely enough, it was only these voices of the dead and dying that kept
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Solzhenitsyn alive. He blackmailed his oppressors with their guilty secret,
threatening to release it if they moved against him. They in turn adopted the
very methods which he, as a prophet, had discerned in their political system.
Through torture and interrogation they found the manuscript of 7he Gulag Ar-
chipelago. He countered by publishing it abroad from another secret copy. And
so they moved against him step by step, drawing the menacing circle tighter.

A prophet is without honor in his own country. But this prophet had
made himself too well known for him to disappear in the night as uncounted
thousands had done before him. Solzhenitsyn himself had said in his undeliv-
ered Nobel Prize address that one word of truth is sufficient to counterbalance
the weight of the whole world. His books now outweighed the system that
they attacked. Solzhenitsyn was stripped of his Soviet citizenship, put aboard
a plane, and ejected in West Germany.

It was not Solzhenitsyn’s desire to be free in West Germany. What he
wanted was to be free in Russia. The exile’s bread is always bitter. More impor-
tant than his own freedom is the freedom of the millions who live under So-
viet domination. His exile is another step in the long campaign of intimida-
tion and threats conducted by the Soviet government against Solzhenitsyn
because he has become the living symbol of dissent within the Soviet Union,
the spokesman for the dissidents, and the hope of those who are discrimi-
nated against by the intolerable emigration policies of his country. He had be-
come a courageous witness to the truth of Soviet history and the consequences
of Communist ideology.

But he speaks not only to the conscience of the Russian peoples; he
speaks to the conscience of the whole world, and most particularly to the con-
science of the United States as the leader of the non-Communist nations. He
has been stripped of his own citizenship, but he has become a citizen of the
world. He stands for the wavering hope of all those who wish to see the soft-
ening of rigid attitudes in a bipolar world, the loosening of restrictions on cre-
ative thought and activity, and an era of peace and freedom for ourselves and
our children.

For these reasons, Mr. President, I intend to offer tomorrow a joint reso-
lution which will authorize and direct the President of the United States to
declare by proclamation that Aleksandr I. Solzhenitsyn shall be an honorary
citizen of the United States of America.

Mr. President, the text of the joint resolution which I will offer tomor-
row? is as follows:
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JOINT RESOLUTION
Resolved by the Senate and the House of Representatives of the United
States of America in Congress assembled, That the President of the
United States is hereby authorized and directed to declare by proclama-

tion that Aleksandr I. Solzhenitsyn shall be an honorary citizen of the
United States of America.

It is a very simple resolution, unadorned by superfluous rhetoric, that
proposes a very high honor. In my opinion, it is the highest honor that this
Republic can bestow. It is not an honor that can be given lightly or for reasons
of passing moment. It would not impose any legal obligations upon him, or
prejudice his standing with his native land. Technically, he is a stateless per-
son. This honor is unsought, as his Nobel Prize was unsought. It does not
imply that he must accept or reject it. It merely places the United States on
record, in a most emphatic way, that we honor him for his contributions to
the freedom of mankind.

It is urgent that we make this gesture. Solzhenitsyn is in the West, but his
family is not. His friends are still under a totalitarian system. And millions
more are waiting to see what the United States is going to do. Solzhenitsyn
himself has complained of the “spirit of Munich” that seems to pervade the
relations of the United States with the Soviet Union, and our amoral policy of
ignoring oppression so that we can make deals—deals for food, deals for
trade, deals for disarmament.

He said: “The spirit of Munich has by no means passed away, it was not
just a brief episode in our history. I would dare to say even that the spirit of
Munich is the dominant one of the twentieth century. The timorous civilized
world, confronted by the sudden renewed onslaught of a snarling barbarism
found nothing better to oppose it with than concessions and smiles.”

The prophets of old always made one uncomfortable; it was their duty to
do so. Solzhenitsyn warns us that the only cover-up for terror is a lie, and
those who make deals with terrorists are liars also. But his harsh judgments
and his brusque manner are simply goading us to take a stand. We can take
that stand now by conferring upon him this great honor in recognition of his
witness to truth.

Mr. President, I am asking now for those who wish to co-sponsor this reso-
lution to take that stand; so that when the resolution is offered tomorrow it
will be printed with as many signers as we can muster quickly.
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Mr. President, I would like to make a few additional remarks about the
background of this action. It is an action that has been taken before when citi-
zens of other lands fought shoulder to shoulder with us on behalf of the com-
mon freedom. It was conferred upon Lafayette. It was conferred upon Winston
Churchill. Solzhenitsyn, the Nobel Prize winner, has performed meritorious
service for freedom at great personal risk.

The honor conferred upon Lafayette, of course, was not done by an act of
Congress, because this Congress was not yet in existence. It was done during
the period of the Articles of Confederation by the legislatures of Virginia and
Maryland.

Sir Winston Churchill was given honorary citizenship by proclamation of
President Kennedy pursuant to an act of Congress in 1963. The report of the
Committee on the Judiciary set forth the legal ramifications—or rather, the
lack of them—when the bill was brought to the floor. The language of my
resolution is identical to that of the act passed for Churchill, and the same
considerations would apply.

In reading this report, it becomes clear that no legal obligations of citi-
zenship apply, and no tax complications arise. It is an honor pure and simple.

Mr. President, I ask unanimous consent that Public Law 88-6; 77 Stat. 5
(H.R. 4374) be printed in the Record at the conclusion of my remarks, along
with the Senate report to accompany H. R. 4374.

The PRESIDING OFFICER: Without objection, it is so ordered. (See ex-
hibits 1 and 2.)

Mr. HELMS: Mr. President, although this resolution would not make Sol-
zhenitsyn an actual U.S. citizen, I think it is clear that we would be greatly hon-
ored by him if he chose to reside in our country. There is no implication, how-
ever, that he ought to reside here, or accepts any obligation to do so. If he
should desire it, and only if he desires it, I stand ready to offer a private bill that
would grant him permanent residence in the United States. This would enable
him to qualify for permanent U.S. citizenship if he should also desire that.

Meanwhile, the Senate will, tomorrow, have before it this joint resolu-
tion, and I urge my colleagues to have their names added to the roll.

Mr. President, I ask unanimous consent to have printed in the Record at
the conclusion of my remarks an article entitled “Solzhenitsyn: ‘Spiritual
Death Has . . . Touched Us All;” which was published in the Washington Post
on February 18, 1974.4

The PRESIDING OFFICER: Without objection, it is so ordered. (See ex-
hibit 3.)
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SENATOR JESSE HELMS TO
A. SOLZHENITSYN

March 1, 1974
Dear Mr. Solzhenitsyn:

I had the pleasure of speaking today to your lawyer, Dr. Fritz Heeb. I am
sorry that I could not speak to you personally—first of all, to greet you in the
free world in my own name, and also in the name of my friends in the United
States Senate. I congratulate you on the threshold of a new phase in your strug-
gle for truth and freedom in your own native land and in the entire world.

The ideas of truth, freedom and justice as human rights are indivisible.
And human rights are equally valid in all countries and on all continents. I
think of you now as one in our ranks, but I hope that you will continue your
rich, creative life, and will be able to return to your own homeland—as a free
homeland—some day.

On February 19, T offered a resolution in the United States Senate direct-
ing the President of the United States to declare by proclamation that you are
an honorary citizen of the United States. This is the highest honor which we
can offer; in the history of our country, it has been bestowed only on two dis-
tinguished foreigners. We want to stress by this act our full support of your
struggle on behalf of human rights on earth. This is a purely honorary gesture,
and does not impose any obligations upon you, or prejudice your status. So far,
already, twenty-four Senators have joined me in sponsoring this resolution, and
I hope others will join us soon.

Mr. Solzhenitsyn, we are very glad to see you here with us in the West.
You are a citizen of the world. I know that soon you will feel at home in any
country of the globe, where millions of people have read your books, and
know and respect you not only as a great writer, but as a symbol of freedom.
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You would do us an honor if you would visit this country to meet with
the cosponsors of this resolution. I would like to extend to you an invitation
to come first to my State of North Carolina, where you could rest in a private
villa in the mountains for a few days, and then come to Washington to meet
with your Senate supporters. The United States has about two million of your
countrymen within its borders. We are therefore the largest Russian country
outside of Russia, and it is fitting that you should visit us.

I am attaching a translation of this letter to avoid any misunderstanding,
and as an invitation for you to respond in your native tongue.

I hope to hear from you soon, and then to meet you personally. Mean-
while, I wish you happiness and full success in this new phase of your life.

God bless you.

Sincerely,
Jesse Helms

P.S. Enclosed you will find a copy of my speech on the Senate Floor explaining
the resolution to my colleagues.
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A. SOLZHENITSYN TO
SENATOR JESSE HELMS

5 March 1974
Highly Respected Mr. Jesse Helms!

I am deeply touched by your actions and your proposal to the Senate and
the House of Representatives of the United States to declare me an honorary
citizen of your country, especially in view of your argument that my fate is
not just a private fate, but remains forever tied up with the destiny of my
homeland.

Obviously, it is a high honor for me and a great support in my position as
an expellee from my homeland in this involuntarily chosen struggle, which
for many years I have been compelled to conduct outside of the framework of
art and literature, for the rights of man, his inner dignity, and his calm assess-
ment of the dangers threatening us all.

In your Senate speech of 19 February (and again in your letter to me of
1 March), you called me “Citizen of the World.” This is all the more exacting
a title inasmuch as I have in no way deserved it yet, since my life-experience
has not yet given me an opportunity to include the tasks and needs of the en-
tire world. However, the truth is that the closely intertwined condition of the
world today cannot but lead to the emergence of such a level of understand-
ing and responsibilities—which, obviously, will expand in the twentieth and
twenty-first centuries.

Regretfully, it is only your hospitable invitation to visit the United States,
and your own house, to meet with the representatives of American society,
which I cannot accept at the present time. In particular now, in my unaccus-
tomed new situation, I must with special diligence and attention concentrate
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on my principal literary work, on my main literary design, for which my
entire life may not be long enough. And because of this, no travel at all and
no extensive social activity are possible for me now.
With gratitude and good wishes,
Sincerely yours,
A. Solzhenitsyn
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GEORGE MEANY TO A. SOLZHENITSYN

February 25, 1974
Dear Mr. Solzhenitsyn:

With all free men everywhere, the American trade union movement has
followed with deep concern and admiration your courageous struggle for in-
tellectual and human freedom against frightful odds.

We are profoundly aware that the forces which would smother your elo-
quent voice of dissent have been arrayed throughout history against the efforts
of ordinary men and women to organize and maintain independent trade
unions responsive to their own needs and not the dictates of the State. And, as
we have witnessed your ordeal at the hands of these forces, we have been pow-
erfully reminded of the words of your Nobel Prize lecture:

There are no internal affairs left on this crowded earth. The salvation of
mankind lies only in making everything the concern of all.

It was in this spirit that the American Federation of Labor, more than a
quarter of a century ago, documented the existence of forced labor camps in
the Soviet Union and published a map of the Gulag network, the subject of
your latest work. It was, moreover, at the urging of the American labor move-
ment that the United Nations Economic and Social Council established the
Ad Hoc Committee on Forced Labor, whose reports verified the extent and
horror of this appalling system of human degradation.

Because there are indeed no internal affairs left on this crowded earth, I
want to extend to you, on behalf of the American trade union movement, a
most cordial invitation to come to the United States as our guest.
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We are prepared to organize a tour for you, so that you may have an op-
portunity to travel widely in our diverse country and to arrange meetings and
lectures for you, so that you may have an opportunity, to the extent of your
wishes, to communicate freely with the American people.

I am confident that I express the heartfelt sentiments of our members, as
well as of the American people generally, in saying that I hope you will find it
possible to accept our invitation.

Sincerely,
George Meany
President, AFL-CIO
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A. SOLZHENITSYN TO GEORGE MEANY?

5 March 1974
Dear Mr. George Meany,

First of all, let me express my great respect for you. As I saw it and heard
it during my many years in the Soviet Union, you always stood out as one of
the most foresighted, reasonable and steadfast public figures in the United
States. For this reason I was even more pleased to find your name under the
invitation sent to me by the AFL-CIO to visit the United States for discus-
sions and lectures.

And this is a sign of the extent of the great disintegration and lack of in-
formation in the world: that I, who for so many years was concerned with
problems of Soviet slave labor camps, had no idea of the generous support for
our sufferers on the part of the American Federation of Labor and the publi-
cation by you of the map of the Gulag (which I tried to draw up myself)!

How glad I am that you share this indisputable view that there is no
longer any place in our closely linked world for any “internal affairs” as long as
they are not small-scale and insignificant. But how much attention, patience
and fundamental concern, plus an absence of frivolity, will it require of all of
us to correctly investigate matters that only yesterday appeared to be some-
body else’s “internal affairs!”

It is this point in particular that makes your invitation so deeply signifi-
cant. Alas, however, there is a limit to an individual’s physical capabilities,
which I am experiencing now: Having been forcibly torn from my native soil,
I am compelled to spend now much spiritual and physical energy to reclaim
and resume my work in a new place at my previous level and tempo. And I in
no way have any right to leave my literary activity for political or even journal-
istic activity, for I hold literary investigation to be more convincing than the
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journalistic kind. If I sometimes speak publicly it is only out of utter necessity
and only on the most vital issues of my native land. Her unexamined history
forces me not to abandon my main literary project.

That is why, with great gratitude, I must refuse, for the immediate future,
your friendly invitation.

With best wishes,

Sincerely yours,
A. Solzhenitsyn
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SENATOR JESSE HELMS TO A. SOLZHENITSYN

March 15, 1974
Dear Mr. Solzhenitsyn:

Your fine letter of March 5 has been warmly received by your many
friends in the U.S. Senate. It is proof indeed of the newly emerging level of
understanding and responsibilities to which you allude. By writing history in
terms of human suffering, you are forcing many people to reassess the heed-
less policies of our world rulers.

That is why I called you “Citizen of the World.” Up until now, you have
addressed your attention to the conditions in your country. But the lack of
understanding of the spiritual and human dimension is a symmetrical prob-
lem in both our countries. Both the leaders of the East and of the West are
joining hand in hand to overturn the guideposts of Western civilization, and
indigenous national traditions. That is why it is appropriate for you to reach
out to join hands with those of us who are trying to call forth these root tradi-
tions that have sustained us until now.

Since I wrote you last, your letter of September to the leaders of the So-
viet Union has become available in English. It has been widely criticized as
unrealistic by people who have a shallow understanding. But I realize that you
are writing within the context of inducing the Soviet leadership to believe that
it is safe for them to relinquish the iron grip of power. Moreover, you are wise
to seek within your native traditions for orderly transition to freedom, and to
base that freedom in the liberating experience of Christianity.

Although it would be rash to equate the two experiences, I come from a
cultural tradition that passed through the furnace of suffering, death, and pri-
vation, and has the sympathy to evaluate the painful history of Russia. I refer
to the people of the South— the Southern States which about a century ago
saw the flower of its youth destroyed in one of the bloodiest wars in human
history. Yet the common bond of privation— privation which is only now
disappearing— has created a spiritual unity that even yet astonishes our fellow
citizens from other regions.
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I mention this because it was not for social reasons alone that I invited you
to come to North Carolina. I had hoped that you could experience an identity
of purpose in meeting with my people. Even today the South remains agrarian
in mood and temperament, with strong family relationships, and historic con-
nections of generation after generation. Above all, the South remains a Chris-
tian people, capable of outrage against the mindless degeneration of modern
civilization. It is within such traditions that we must seek for the moral re-
sources needed to bring about the spiritual reawakening that can save us all.

The world cannot be at peace until the guiding principles of both our
countries are restored to their former traditions. It is then that our weapons
can be dismantled, and our attention turned toward the development of our
national heritage. But no international agreements can bring security if these
agreements are based upon ignoring the rights and duties of humanity. That
is why I feel that the leaders of my country are in grave error when they make
technical agreements with the Soviet Union without any fundamental agree-
ment on the nature of man.

Your lifework has turned the attention of the Western world to these
problems, and because you have become a living symbol, your very name de-
mands the attention of all who wish to be leaders. I am happy to report that
S.J. Res. 188 now has thirty-seven cosponsors, and is increasing every day.
When we pass fifty— the half-way mark—it will be time to act, even though
there will still be those who oppose giving recognition to our common point of
view. But the significance of this action will not be merely in the honor which
we do to your great merit, but in the drawing together of a broad coalition of
varying political philosophies that see in you a common aim. And that com-
mon aim is the defeat of an amoral foreign policy, and the erection of a struc-
ture of international justice. Your consent to be the guiding spirit in this great
undertaking is deeply gratifying.

I regret that you cannot come, but I understand the motives that compel
you to remain. In place of your visit, I would sincerely appreciate it if you
would receive my associate, whom I am sending to Zurich shortly. His name
is Dr. Victor A. Fediay, who speaks Russian fluently, and has helped greatly
with the translation of our correspondence. I have asked him to discuss our
mutual interests more thoroughly, as can never be done by letter, and to find
out how I can cooperate more effectively in your work. And once more I
renew my invitation for you to visit us here when your time allows.

Sincerely,
Jesse Helms
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A. SOLZHENITSYN TO
SENATOR JESSE HELMS

22 March 1974
Most Respected Mr. Jesse Helms!

I read your letter with great interest. It reminded me of that un-simplified,
multifaceted America with a multitude of traditions and tendencies, which
we usually lose track of from afar, due to the weakness of human eyes and
ears. Too often we perceive your country through primitive formulations, bor-
rowed perhaps from just a few journalists, yours and ours. And I deeply regret
that limitations of time and strength will yet long prevent me from forming a
personal impression of the complexity, scope, and actual condition of your
problems.

Correspondingly, it is just as difficult for Americans to understand the
essence of the problems of our country, and of those paths to the future which
now unfold before us. The program laid out in my Letter to the Soviet Leaders
might serve as an example, and indeed you mention that my letter has been
misunderstood over there. Yes, it is surprising: I believe the “Letter” has not yet
even been published in your country, but already is subject to superficial and
false interpretation. This program —which flows from the general notion that
entire nations, like individual persons, can achieve their highest spiritual poten-
tial only at the cost of voluntary self-limitation in the external sphere and inten-
sive concentration on zzner development— this program, which therefore pro-
poses that my country unilaterally reject all conquering of territory, all violence
over neighboring nations, all worldwide pretensions, all worldwide rivalries and
specifically the arms race—a program that in its scope and decisiveness far ex-
ceeds today’s dream of moderate détente— this program has been tendentiously
characterized by commentators as nationalism—i.e., its polar opposite!

365



366 | Appendix 8

Such a crudeness of today’s daily press, such a journalistic rush to in-
stantly evaluate something which might take decades to ripen, further compli-
cates for you and for us, at such distance and in such different circumstances,
a mutual, honest understanding.

The current condition and the direction of development of both our
countries seem to me quite worrying. In any case my country, with all its ex-
ternal physical might—and this is not easily seen from the outside—stands
before a choice: physical and (first of all) spiritual catastrophe, or a bloodless
non-violent moral transformation. I and my like-minded compatriots in my
homeland—from where I am temporarily removed, but removed only seem-
ingly—have come to be convinced that it is not through violent overthrow of
government that the path to a humane future may best be reached (for we
have seen humanity live through a whole era of victorious physical revolu-
tions, yet reach the brink of chaos and perdition). And so if we and you are to
have beneficent, rather than destructive, revolutions, then they must be moral
revolutions, i.e., some kind of new phenomena, the precise and clear forms of
which none of us are yet able to foresee. But let us hope that humanity will in-
deed find these forms—subtler and more sophisticated than the old crude
ones—and will use them toward good and not toward new bloodshed.

With my very best wishes,

A. Solzhenitsyn
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SENATOR HENRY JACKSON TO
A. SOLZHENITSYN

February 22, 1974
My dear Alexander Isayevich:

I can well imagine your thoughts and emotions after what you have been
going through these days: after years of vilification, the arrest, the threats of a
trial for “treason,” the cruel game of keeping you in the dark about your ex-
pulsion, and, then, in the West, the encroachments on your privacy by the
press. I know what a terrible thing it must be to be exiled from your home-
land, but please allow me nevertheless to welcome you to what, despite all its
shortcomings, is still a free world. You will be able to continue here your liter-
ary work, expressing your art and conscience, without the unrelenting harass-
ment by the awesome machine of repression. Being uprooted is a most awful
punishment for an artist but some of the greatest works of literature were
written by writers living abroad: Ovid, Dante, Mickiewicz, Turgenev, Mann,
and Bunin, to mention only the greatest. We all expect that you are strong
enough to face this latest ordeal in your life after all those others which you
have so vividly described in your books. I do hope that you and your family
survive the present one with a minimum of hardship and sorrow.

I am certain that you sense now that behind all this publicity in the West
and the nuisance of some of its journalistic expressions, there is a genuine
emotion arising out of admiration for your courage. You must have noticed it
in simple expressions of sympathy by strangers. Do not get dispirited because
of the aggressive competitiveness of the Western mass media— this is a some-
times inconvenient corollary of our freedom. We often confuse the substance
and the form and it is really your achievement to make us realize this funda-
mental distinction. Your devotion to freedom affected not only the best that is
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in your country and in Eastern Europe, it has also brought out those noble
stirrings on behalf of human rights that represent the best there is to be found
in the West. We are all in your debt.

If your travels should bring you to Washington it would be a pleasure and
a great honor to have you as a guest in my home. My children are about the
same age as your older son and I do fervently pray that you will soon have your
family with you. My house is small but it is in a quiet and peaceful neighbor-
hood; we will do everything to make your stay as comfortable as possible.

If there is any way in which I can be of help to you and to the wider cause
of individual liberty that you have so eloquently expressed, please let me
know what I can do and I will try to do my best.

With best wishes,

Sincerely yours,
Henry M. Jackson

P.S. I am sending this letter through a friend, Leo Labedz, who introduced
your first book in this country and published a documentary record of your
struggles.
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A. SOLZHENITSYN TO
SENATOR HENRY JACKSON

7 April 1974
Dear Mr. Henry Jackson!

Surprisingly and inexplicably, your friendly letter to me of 22 February
was only received by me yesterday, the 6th of Aprill—and moreover without
any sort of postmark. I have been unable to discern its route or where it was
delayed. Meanwhile, just a few days ago I sent you a copy of my reply to two
subcommittees of the House of Representatives, and I imagine that it became
clear to you from my accompanying note that, rather than neglecting to reply
to you earlier, I had simply failed to receive your letter.

You reassure me that writers in exile can not only survive but continue
their labor, and I am especially grateful to you for these words. I myself am
convinced of the same.

I can gratefully say again that the powerful support provided in Septem-
ber of last year to our love of freedom by the United States’ love of freedom
(a movement in which you played so leading a role) saved many of us and
even altered the course of events in our country. As time goes on, it will grow
increasingly important to preserve and deepen mutual understanding and
sympathy between the social forces of our two countries, which find them-
selves burdened by their own strong sway over the fate of the whole world.
Errors of long-distance vision will be inevitable here: from afar it is so diffi-
cult to descry the essence of problems and the paths forward—yours for us
and ours for you. But we must make every effort to eliminate distortions of
assessments, views, and intentions, whether introduced between us by care-
lessness, haste, or malice. In the document I sent to you on 3 April, I touch
in part on this question.
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Alas, I cannot take advantage of your gracious invitation, since I am not
in a position right now to undertake faraway journeys. But your readiness to
welcome me touched me very much.

With deep sympathy for the immutable adherence to principles that gov-
erns your daily decisions,

With best wishes, and shaking your hand,

Yours,

A. Solzhenitsyn
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TO THE SWISS TELEGRAPHIC AGENCY

8 April 1974

In my two months in the West, I have been buried by an avalanche of letters
from various corners of Europe, from the United States, Japan, Australia, and
this avalanche has only increased since the arrival of my family. Here are
telegrams, letters, packages, and gifts from individuals, couples, entire school
classes, student groups, university professors, and universities themselves, not
to mention letters, offers, and invitations from numerous public organiza-
tions, both national and international. Yet even if I were now to cease my lit-
erary work and every other activity, I would still be unable to reply to my cor-
respondents before another half a year should pass. And so I am resorting to
the only means of response available to me—the press.

I sincerely thank all who have written me, and ask them to understand
and forgive me for the physical impossibility of answering each person. My
family and I are moved and touched in the deepest way by this generous
friendliness, approval, and support, especially palpable in our nearest Zurich
environs—from the entire city, from adjoining neighborhoods, from the chil-
dren of the school next door.

I do not know whether any exile before me has ever been surrounded by
such sympathetic warmth in a strange land, as if it were instead one’s dearest
homeland. Maybe it is the approaching true unity of mankind that is showing
through. And so I would like to properly understand the task before me, and
to thank my countless new friends through my literary work.

A. Solzhenitsyn
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THE KGB WON'T LET UPS

Article in Time Magazine, 27 May 1974:
“Solzhenitsyn v. the KGB”

In 1972 the KGB initiated a correspondence in my name with Vasili Ore-
khov, the director of the Russian National Association and editor of the jour-
nal Sentinel (Brussels). The KGB devised letters to him in which my hand-
writing was forged. At first the letters contained only innocent requests to
send materials and memoirs about the First World War, then invitations, pur-
portedly from me, that Orekhov come to Prague or send a representative “for
liaison.” At first these false letters were sent from Prague, using the return ad-
dress of the well-known author and psychiatrist Josef Nesvadba. Later the fic-
titious name of an Otakar Horsky appeared on the envelopes, whose “home”
address was given as 1 Revolution Street, the location of the Czechoslovak
State Airlines and tourist offices. Meanwhile, Horsky’s telephone number indi-
cated that he lived in another district (Pod kastany and Mayakovsky streets)’—
which happens to be the location both of the Soviet embassy and the Czecho-
slovak secret police. I do not know how far this provocation would have gone
had I not been expelled from the Soviet Union. Probably the aim was to arrest in
Prague this visiting Russian émigré, and then to construct around him a crimi-
nal case that would have demonstrated my “liaison” with émigré organizations.
(“Liaison with émigrés” is a beloved theme-song of Soviet propaganda.)

Precisely because this case is founded upon a forgery of handwriting and
could be repeated in the future, I have asked “Time” to inform its readers
about it and to include these photos.

o A

KGB forgery (at left) and my actual signature
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Obviously, the KGB had at its disposal many samples of my handwriting
and signature, all the letters that passed through the censors, among them my
permanent return address, which they reproduced exactly.

Mofwas, K-9

(/ym"m) /-/ ’5
wl g’o’u{ay /2 xv 169 f&é/t{m’/@naf]

Forgery (at top) and own handwriting

Their graphologists were not especially adept at imitating my hand-
writing, but they did capture some aspects; there is indeed a similarity that
deceives.

It is curious that the KGB swindlers did not stop at forging just my hand-
writing: from my many other letters that passed through the hands of their
censors they fished out certain of my particular expressions, phrases, syntagma,
and inserted them into their forgery.
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Forgery (at top) and own handwriting

It is perfectly possible that all these ruses have already been used against
me in other cases, and will continue to be used by Soviet propaganda in its
present campaign to falsify my past and to discredit me.

Even though it was announced after my expulsion that I had ceased ro
exist, the KGB did not in the least reduce its activities directed against me and
my friends. Incapable of destroying myself, they organized on the day of my
expulsion their own witches’ sabbath, at which they conducted a ritual burn-
ing of the clothes I had been wearing at the time of my arrest and exiled me
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instead in clothes they themselves supplied. The next day, the Department of
Safeguarding State Secrets in the Media sent out an order for all libraries to
burn the few remaining editions of my works and even to destroy completely
all copies of Novy Mir® that contained my short stories. Meanwhile, begin-
ning on the day of my expulsion, searches started at homes of my friends. In
Ryazan, fourteen KGB men showed up to search the home of Natalia Radu-
gina. There were also searches in other cities, where they expected to find ei-
ther my samizdat articles or anything else written by my hand, and all this
was confiscated. In Moscow, at the home of Neonila Snesareva, instead of an
official search they staged a fake robbery, a favorite masquerade of the KGB,
confiscating everything pertaining to me and leaving behind a mocking note.
They have begun systematically persecuting anyone suspected of being my
friend or even only an acquaintance. The latest case: Professor Efim Etkind in
Leningrad, who in one day was kicked out of the Writers' Union and stripped
of his academic title and positions.

Even here in Zurich, KGB provocateurs (Soviet citizens making no at-
tempt to hide it) telephone or come unbidden to my home. Those threats
against the well-being of my children, which a year ago in the USSR were
served up as anonymous letters from mythical Soviet “gangsters” (and then
last winter as from “Soviet patriots”), are now reiterated by these visitors in the
guise of sympathetic warnings against Western gangsters. But my experience
has made it sufficiently clear to me that all the “gangsters” in my life, whether
past or future, come from one and the same organization.
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TO THE EDITORS OF NASHA STRANA®
AND THE JERUSALEM POST

30 August 1974

In order that 7he Gulag Archipelago might be read by the widest possible audi-
ence and be easily acquired by anyone, I have instructed all my publishers that
the retail price of this book must be set at two, three, or even four times less
than is customary for books of this size. Meanwhile, I am donating all my au-
thor’s royalties to charity.

These conditions have been met by the majority of publishers. Harper &
Row in the USA was even able to set its price at less than two dollars. How-
ever, booksellers and resellers in certain countries are negating this scheme and
hurrying to profit from this unusually low price, seeking to make up the differ-
ence straight into their pockets. Now I am receiving notices from Israel that
your booksellers are charging twenty-five dollars for two volumes of the Rus-
sian edition of Archipelago (sold to them for five-six dollars per volume by the
feeble YMCA-Press publishing house)!

I wish to publicly declare that such brazen profiteering from this book
defiles the very memory of those who perished; it is an attempt to benefit
from their blood and suffering. I call upon Israeli readers to condemn these
booksellers and to pressure them into giving up their shameful gains.

A. Solzhenitsyn
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TO THE EDITOR-IN-CHIEF
OF DER SPIEGEL MAGAZINE?"

6 November 1974
Mr. Augstein:

In your excited private reply (1 November 1974) to the public denial of
my lawyer (29 October 1974), you substitute the insolent expressions of your
magazine (28 October 1974)"! for others more suitable to be defended.

The discussions (Erwigungen) about a possible tribunal judging fifty
years of Archipelago villainies are international in nature and began with the
“Moscow Appeal” of 13 February 1974.> They might do much to elucidate
Western consciousness. But it is hardly discussions that your journal writes
about when falsely attributing to me:

1) that I am planning the creation of such a Tribunal selected from
“arch-enemies of the regime,” and that this is my original (ur-
spriinglich) idea;

2) that such a Tribunal should be directed against my homeland (so, by
analogy, Nuremberg was then a trial against Germany—is that so?);

3) that it was my wife who talked me out of all this;

4) thatI “do not wish to content [myself ] with writing books,” and that
I am “thinking about getting involved in politics directly.”

I invite you to publicly retract your slander and to print this letter. It
would be more prudent for you than to defend the four above points in court.

A. Solzhenitsyn
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RESPONSE TO A QUESTION FROM
THE CORRIERE DELLA SERA” NEWSPAPER

(Correspondent: Guido Tonella)

21 February 1975

We are talking about a publication prepared by the KGB with the aid of my
personal letters received by them from my ex-wife. Those behind this publica-
tion have ample opportunity to prepare an entirely biased selection, to hold
back letters undesirable for them, or to edit others, a technique they have al-
ready used against me before.

I had heretofore assumed that, according to universal human law, no pri-
vate letters of any person could ever be published during his lifetime without
his permission. If Italian law, as seems to be the case based on the decision of
the judge, Mr. De Falco, allows for publication of such a base kind, then that
law can elicit nothing but contempt and I would not consider it possible to
appeal to it.

A. Solzhenitsyn
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LETTER TO V.V. NABOKOV

16 May 1972
Most esteemed Vladimir Vladimirovich!

I am sending you a copy of my letter to the Swedish Academy in the hopes
that it will not be without consequence. I have long considered it unjust that
you have not so far been awarded the Nobel Prize. (However, I am sending
you this copy only for your personal information: given the particularities of
both my and your situations, the publication of these letters could only hurt
this undertaking.)

I take this opportunity to express to you also my profound admiration for
the huge scope and subtlety of your talent, incomparable even by the stan-
dards of Russian literature, and my profound regret, even reproach, that you
did not place this great talent at the service of our bitter unfortunate fate, our
benighted and twisted history. But maybe you will yet find in yourself the de-
sire and the strength and the time for this? I wish this for you with all my
heart. Forgive me for saying this, but: while by switching to English you per-
formed a linguistic feat, it was not the most difficult of those paths that lay
before you in the 1930s.

Very recently I was in Leningrad and walked into the original foyer of
your lovely house at Bolshaya Morskaya, 47— mainly, it is true, thinking back
to the fateful conference of 8 November 1904 at your father’s apartment. !4

I wish you a long and fruitful artistic life!

A. Solzhenitsyn
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STATEMENT FOR THE PRESS

30 September 1975

During recent months certain irresponsible media outlets in the West have
fabricated crude forgeries against me.

The National-Zeitung newspaper (West Germany) and the journal Cu/-
tura di destra (Italy) have published so-called interviews that were never in fact
given by me. The journal Gente sets forth at length a conversation which I
never had. The newspaper Le Monde gives a sensational false report about me.
All of these malicious forgeries are made up, from beginning to end.

However, their coincidence in both time and style oblige one to suppose
that they are being guided by one and the same hand.

I caution readers of the world press against possible further misuse of
my name.

A. Solzhenitsyn
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SOVIET PROPAGANDA HAS NO ANSWER
FOR ARCHIPELAGO?®

Stanford, California
18 May 1976

During the past fourteen years, the entire bungling propaganda apparatus of
the Soviets and all of their hired historians have been unable to answer my
publications with any facts or logical arguments. Since they have nothing on
hand— no evidence, no ideas of their own— the KGB, in accordance with its
fraudulent ways, recently produced a falsified document dated 1952 which
suggests that I had informed them about the revolutionary movement in
forced-labor camps. This piece of bunk has begun to be fed to foreign corre-
spondents, one of whom has sent me a “photocopy.”

Two years ago the KGB had already been caught once, falsifying my hand-
writing on my purported correspondence with Vasili Orekhov (a Russian émi-
gré leader), whom I have never written. Even though 77me magazine had in
May 1974 presented portions of my own handwriting, comparing it with the
KGB fabrication, they have again shamelessly chosen the same path. With the
help of my ex-wife, they used some letters that I had written her during my
labor camp days and, as well as they could, diligently copied my handwriting
of that time. (The KGB had already secretly tried to plant these letters in the
West, and copies of these forgeries are in my hands.) However, remaining
trapped on their own level, lowered from men to apes, they could not forge
my imagery and indeed my own self. This distinction can be seen by any de-
cent person who has read fvan Denisovich or First Circle, or who would lay Ar-
chipelago side by side with the KGB’s pitiful slander. Furthermore, the fabrica-
tors miscalculated in their portrayal of labor-camp realities. The third volume
of Archipelago conveys the fiery spirit of those days of the Ekibastuz camp re-
bellion to which the KGB’s latest forgery dares to attach itself. The time will
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come when my Ukrainian fellow inmates too will gain their free voice; they
will openly mock these concoctions and will tell of our true friendship. KGB
lies are prepared just in such a way as to provoke discord and disrupt harmony
in Eastern Europe, for it is precisely the consolidation of our forces that the
Communists fear most of all.

Over the course of sixty years, the Communist authorities in our country
have acquired the taste of slandering everyone whom they persecuted as
agents of the Okhrana or the Siguranta, the Gestapo, or of Polish, French,
British, Japanese or American intelligence. This same fool’s cap was fitted on
everyone without exception. But never before have our authorities displayed
such laughable weakness and insecurity as to accuse their enemy of collaborat-
ing . .. with themselves! . . . with the Soviet system and its blood-brood secret
police! Given all its military and police might—what a frank manifestation of
mental confusion.

A.Solzhenitsyn
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TO THE PARLIAMENTARY COMMITTEE
OF THE ISRAELI KNESSET!*®

1o the Parliamentary Committee of the Israeli Knesset
1o the Member of Knesset Geulah Cohen

18 June 1976
Most esteemed sirs and madams!

I am most grateful for your invitation.

That the construction of social relations of high value is impossible without
a religious basis is a point of view that unites ever more groups of people in our
threatened world, and draws together the ideals of different nations when faced
with the great common trials that are increasingly thrust upon us. These trials
are largely the fault of the false philosophies that have led humanity these past
300—400 years. Their bitter fruits, alas, are now inevitable for us all. And to the
extent that the way out still depends on humanity itself, it lies in a critical re-
examination of our past and in mutually friendly gestures of future goodwill.

This is how I understood the meaning of your invitation, and perhaps its
realization could have somehow proved useful in the indicated direction.

However, your invitation finds me far away on the other side of the
globe, in archival research about the wretched revolutions in my country, for
which their contemporaries were not able to furnish full explanations in time.
I see my longtime duty, whose time is beginning to slip away, to search for
these explanations—and for that reason, alas, I cannot possibly break away
from this work in the foreseeable future.

Respectfully,
A. Solzhenitsyn
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SPEECH AT THE TOWN MEETING
OF THE RESIDENTS OF CAVENDISH

28 February 1977

Citizens of Cavendish! Dear neighbors! I have come here today to say hello to
you and to greet you. I will be turning sixty soon; yet in all my life I have never
had any definite permanent place to live, much less my own home. Not know-
ing the conditions of Soviet life, you can barely imagine that people in the So-
viet Union are not allowed to live where they choose. I did not have the oppor-
tunity to live in those places where my work dictated that I should be; at times,
I was not even permitted to live with my own family. Finally, the Soviet author-
ities would no longer tolerate me at all, and deported me from the USSR.

God determined that every man should live among his own people, in
the land of his birth. As a mature tree takes poorly to replanting, sickens, and
sometimes dies in its new place, so too a man cannot always bear exile, and lit-
erally falls ill. I would like to hope that none of you will ever have to experi-
ence this bitter fate of forced exile. Nothing seems the same in a foreign land;
nothing seems yours. You feel a constant anguish in those conditions under
which everyone else lives normally—and you are seen as a stranger.

It so happened that among you, in Cavendish, Vermont, I was able to
find my first home and my first permanent residence. I am no fan of big cities
with their bustling way of life; but I like very much your simple way of life,
similar to that of our Russian peasants, except that they, of course, live much
poorer than you. I like the landscape that surrounds you, and I like very much
your climate, with its long snowy winters which remind me of Russia.

I like Vermont, but I hope that my presence will not turn out to be un-
pleasant for you. I have read in the papers that some of you feel unhappy, or
even insulted, that I have put up a fence around my property. I would like to
explain this now. My life consists of work, and this work demands that it not
be interrupted. An interruption of one’s work is enough to ruin it. I have
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come here from Switzerland, where I first lived after being expelled from the
Soviet Union. There, I lived in an easily accessible place. And thus, hundreds
of strangers from around the world kept coming to see me, never asking for
my agreement or for an invitation, but deciding that their wish to see me and
talk to me was reason enough to come. Furthermore, I have often been visited
by reporters—also uninvited—who believe that my life is part of the public
domain, and that they have the right and obligation to relate every petty detail
of my life in the press, or to keep pressing me for new photographs. Over and
above all that, I am sometimes visited by Soviet agents—in other words, ill-
meaning individuals sent by the hostile Soviet authorities. They have already
managed to come here; they have sent letters through the mail and even left
notes at the gate, threatening to kill me or my family. I understand, of course,
that my fence is not a protection from Soviet agents (such a fence would do
litcle against them); but as for the reporters and the idle types—from them,
this fence protects well, and gives me the quiet necessary for my work. Some
of these people have already disturbed my neighbors, and you can judge for
yourselves what it is like to meet with anyone who chances to come. I would
like to bring my apologies to those of my neighbors who have been annoyed
and disturbed by these unbidden guests. I would like to apologize even more
to the snowmobilers and hunters across whose usual paths the fence now
stands. I think that you will understand, now, that this is an essential condi-
tion for my work, and hence for my life. I could not have done otherwise.
Taking the opportunity of our meeting today, I would like to add a cou-
ple of words—to ask you not to misconstrue, not to succumb to the misin-
terpretation of the word “Russian,” as it is used in the press. Two words are
being confused here: “Russian” and “Soviet.” You are told that Russian tanks
entered Prague, and that Russian missiles are aimed threateningly at the
United States. I would ask you to keep in mind that, in fact, Soviet tanks en-
tered Prague, and Sovier missiles threaten the United States. “Russian” is to
“Soviet” as “man” is to “disease.” We do not call someone afflicted with can-
cer—“Cancer,” or someone with the plague—"“Plague,” for we understand
that their disease, their severe trial, is not their fault. The Communist system
is a disease, a plague that has been spreading across the earth for many years
already, and it is impossible to predict what peoples will yet be forced to expe-
rience this disease firsthand. My people, the Russians, have been suffering
from it for sixty years already; they long to be healed. And the day will come
when they are indeed healed of this Soviet disease. On that day I will thank
you for being good friends and neighbors, and will go back to my homeland.
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LETTER TO EDWARD BENNETT WILLIAMSY

Cavendish, 26 February 1977
Dear Dr. Williams!

I hereby request you to assume the legal defense of Aleksandr llyich
Ginzburg, born 1936, USSR.

Since 1974 Aleksandr Ginzburg has been the main representative of the
Russian Social Fund, established by myself and ratified by the Swiss authori-
ties. In this capacity he helped many hundreds of prisoners in labor camps
and jails, as well as their tormented families. Under conditions of constant
strenuous opposition on the part of the Soviet authorities, this was an ex-
tremely difficult task, exacting of Aleksandr Ginzburg the highest moral qual-
ity to be able to perform it.

In 1976 Ginzburg also took part in the work of the “Helsinki” group.

In 1977 Ginzburg was arrested.

As the Soviet authorities cannot exactly try Ginzburg openly for his chari-
table work, they will undoubtedly resort to 