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Solzhenitsyn," Edmund Wilson, The New Yorker, 14 August 1971.

We are reissuing this 2 1/2 year old survey of Solzhenitsyn's writings
as background on his accomplishments and stature by one of America's pre-
eminent men-of-letters. With current attention focussed on "Gulag Archi-
pelago, 1918-1956," Wilson's review discusses Solzhenitsyn's major works
of fiction with the exception of "August, 1914," which had not appeared
at the time. Station officers and media assets not too familiar with
Solzhenitsyn's biography and literary record should find Wilson's article
a succinct and sympathetic understanding of the man and his writings.

An additional reason for resurrecting the Wilson piece at this time is
that he illuminates an aspect of Solzhenitsyn that Wilson calls "his some-
what masochistic point of view." Wilson argues Russians are conditioned to
accept this implicitly, but for "an Anglo-Saxon reader, there is something
that rebels against this... Reading Solzhenitsyn in bulk, we are given
the impression that nothing can ever come out right... The unvaried
frustration in Solzhenitsyn becomes in the long run monotonous: one feels
that it is systematic, that, except for his recognition of the virtue of
sheer endurance, it is Solzhenitsyn's only theme. We always expect what is
going to happen: someone is going to be cheated, to be disappointed,
squelched." To this we would only add that, appropriate as it may seem to
non-Russian readers, Solzhenitsyn is directing ""Gulag Archipelago' at
his fellow countrymen, and that as non-fiction, "Gulag'" grows in significancd
to the extent these cited remarks by Wilson are substantiated by |
Solzhenitsyn's evidence.

This issuance contains articles from domestic and foreign
publications selected for field operational use. Recipients are
cautioned that most of this material is copyrighted. For repub-
lication in areas where copyright infringement may cause prob-
lems payment of copyright fecs not to exceed $50.00 is authorized
per previous instructions. The attachment is unclassified when
detached.
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by i nid Rabe, about the progress of @ young
soidier xlnunuh training compto combat. (and
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seventeen-year-old who, faced with many ob-
stacles, manages to leave her hickering hlack ;
“family in Te and’ go. North qo collegé.
Kishasha gives a. s rmr pe rfnrm:mcc in the
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EFFECT™ OF ‘GAMMA RAYS ON MAN-IN-THE-MOON
MARIGOLDS: \Vh-xl matters most - in thig Jdo-
mestic ‘drama’ is the. character of its wise-
=eracking, scornful, and very touching hero-
ine—the sdown-at-heels mother 6f two cowel
ddughters. (New Theatre, 154 sqth St
. 752-0440. Tuesdays through Fridays at 7:30:
USaturdays at 7 and 10; and Sundays at 7:30.
Matinges Sundays at 3.)...LAST OF THE RED
wor Lovers: Neil Simon's patented Little W, on-
+.der Laugh Machine, cranked wp dand set in
-motion hy Dom Deluise. Cathryn Damon,

O'Neill, g40th St.. W, 236-0220. Nightly, ‘ex-
cept:Sundays, at 7:30. Matinces Wednesdays
and . Satwrdays at  2.3...steuva:  Anthony
:"Qua)le and Keith Baxter in Anthony Shaf-
+fet’s intricate melodrama about one way of
-stamping ont adultery-in the English country-
- side, Starting \1nnda\ Aug, 16, Donal Don-
Sonelly' will ill dn - for Mr. Baxier for five
~weeks., (Music Box. 45th St \’\" 246-4636.
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costumes _that literally scintillate, and the
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Gilford, Helen Gallagher, and Bobly Van.
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©will- substitute  for AMiss Keeler for two
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good-humored vouny players from Boston. It

s all pretty amateurish, but Jane Curiin and
Jwly -Knhan provide a few ‘bright spots af
miniery, and Danny Troob provides an on-
chanting musical accompaniment a1 the pi-
ano. (Mercer-Shaw Arena, 240 Mercer St
at. 3rd St: 673-3037. Thursdays at 7:30; I'ri-
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\ 71: have known

about the Rus-
sian  purges, but we
have not really heen
able to imagine them.
The Nazi concentra-
yon camps have con-
{ronted us more im-
mediately, since they
were opened ap by the
Americans, and we have seen the pho-
tographs of piles of emaciated corpses.
We were not aware that the Russians,
with  ther undiscourageable Titerary
gifts, had been assiduously writing up
what had happened to them under
Qealin’s insane fyrannys Anna Akhma-
tna's harrowing “Rcquiem,” which
ceems almost too intmate to be pub-
lishad; Miss Chukovskaya’s “ Aban-
doned House,” which deals with a sim-
lar situation, of a woman whose son
has heen snatched awayv with no ex-
planation and no possibility of commu-
pication; the memoirs of Mrs, Avinov,
Mprs. Ginsburg, and Myrs, Mandel-
chtam (which last, in it protracted
misery, becomes at last almost unbear-
able ), together with other first-hand
accounts of hardship and humiliation.
But the most thomughgning exposé has
of course heen that of Alexander Sol-

zhenitsyn.

Solzhenitsyn  had graduated with
honors in physics and mathematics
irom the University of
Rostov and had taught
phasics in a school at Ros-
v, (1 mainly follow the
ehort biographical sketch in
the collected works, puh-
fished In Gurmzm_\'.) His
cATeeT T WAas interrupted in
1942 by the war, and he
became commander of an
artillery battery. He dis-
tinguished himself in the
feld, received a commission
ae captain, and was deco-
rated with the Order of the
Red Star. In February of
1945, he was arrested for
criticizing Stalin in i diary
and m Jetters oo @ friend,
and for alleged Canti-Soviet
agitation.” He was charged
with having p;n'ticipnwd n

CPYRGHT
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most sordid, the most painful, the most

degrading aspects of their lives absorb-

ingly dramatic stories.
- i ’ ~ " M

In Solzhenitsyn’s case, “The Cancer

“ihe creation of an ant-
Sovict nrg;miz;ninn." and
centenced o aght vears in
Libor camps and afterward
1 “perpetual exile? Toowas

mueking of the ‘persanality

Tl " of Sanm vt Treerrtieth
Parte Congress that he was at last
“rehabilitated.” He now went back to
teaching physics 1n Ryazan. Friends
tried to persuade him to come 0 Mos-
cow, but he refused, “hecause he feared
that he would be deprived of the quict
and repose so necessary 1o him in the
Jiterary work to which he had decided
to devote himself.” When, later, he
did want to go to Moscow, the au-
thorities refused him perm’ssion. His
imprisonment had, however, buen
comewhat alleviated by permission  to
teach physics. Solzhenitsyn’s Jong short
stary “One Dav of Ivan Denisovich”
(the title is so in Russian), a descrp-
don of Yfe in a labor camp, Was pub-
lished in Novy M7 under the some-
what looser regime of Khrushchev, in
1962. But his more elaborate novels,
so damaging in their criticism of Soviet
society—*“The  Cancer Ward" and
«“The First Circle”—have never heen
published in Russia. What happened to
Solzhenitsyn as a result of these hooks
i« well known. He was expelled from
the Writers' Union; he was awarded
the Nobel Prize but he would not go to
Sweden to get it, because he was afraid
of not heing allowed to return to the
Sovier Union. He was determined to
remain in Russia and to work for a
mare enlightened regime.

One can well understand how em-
harrassing Solzhenitsyn must scem 1o
the Writers® Union, who are commit-
ted to representing the regime in the
most favarable possible light. Salzhen-
itsyn, who had fought against the Ger-
mans, whose activities as a scholar had
heen abruptly cut off by the war, who
had been condemned for o long term
of vears to the waste of his vme and
energics on rudimentary forms of i
hor, resolved to spare nothing and no-
bady, to make known what had been
going on iy those years of meaningless
repression, and to contnue to prowst
against the Stalinist practices  which
were still heing imposcd in Russia, One
cannot bevond a certain point sweep
the crimes of the past under the carpet.
1f Stlin’s reign, while it lasted, con-
sttuted one of the blackest patches
of human history, if its followers arve
functioning today, we must face it, we
cannot blot it out. Let the repulsivy
story be told. There 1s a man of great

!
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1personalities of the animals—intoxicates -

'\_\'ard” presented, surely, from  the
terary point of view, a very pecuhiar
challenge. How would it be possible,
on¢ might wonder, to provide an in-
teresting narrative out of the matcrials
furnished by a lot of patients suffering |
from, many dying of, cancer, with |
their staff of doctors and nurses! The !
subject is unpleasant, depressing—1n its
medical aspects, highly technical, The-
scene is a provincial hospital, far from.
Moscow and attached to Tashkent,
with all the deficiencies and ineptitudes
characteristic of such an institution.
The reviewer has had first-hand ex-
perience of a similar hospital in Odes-
sa, where he was quarantined for
'nearly six weeks, and he can vouch for
"the veracity of Solzhenitsyn’s picture,
which is also based on first-hand expe-
rience. True, the central Solzhenitsyn-
figure is finally cured and dismissed.
The story has been somewhat enlivened
by two incipient love affairs, with a
nurse and a woman doctor, both of |
whom have practically invited him to «
live with them. But although the ex-,
citement of emergence from the hospi- '
tal, the renewal of the colors and
movements of life—he is fascinated in
watching a zoo and made to feel the

the ex-patient, he neglects to visit either -
of his women, and, his senses and ambi-
tions blurred, ends by simply writing to ‘
one of them = friendly note, and at last,
stretching out on the baggage rack,
with his duffelbag under his head, takes
a train to the little Eastern town to
which, like the author, he has been
exiled “in perpetuity” and in which he
has made for himself a quiet, fairly
comfortable life. Yet an interest on the
part of the reader in the life of the can-
cer ward is created. We want to know
how the people will behave, how each
of them will meet his fate. An official
who is a patient, accustomed to certain
privileges, is disposed at first to resent
what he regards as unwarranted in-
dignities; he calls the Solzhenitsyn-fig-
ure a “class enemy,” and in the end

| drives off in his car. The Uzbcks and
"Kazaks can hardly speak Russian, and
keep up their spirits by playing cards.
. The old men are almost past canng
about anything but their treatments; 2
young man who has lost a leg and who

onh A ovediF o) &} \ j « : ssiaps have
pprovediFSrRelea ezoogmsvzg‘L c‘[gggbﬁﬁgﬂ%ﬁad

ong cen

has been “thinking pleasant thoughts—

AOOQ&OGB& 00061 -Giskly and smartly,
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to walk on crutcles”—has a crippled
erotic passage with a girl who is about
to lose her breast. Solzhenitsyn’s con-
stant resourcefulness at sustaining our
interest in all this, shifting our attention
and varying the mood from one of
these wretched groups to another, is'an
impressive exhibition of skill.

This novel, in spite of its gruesome
subject, seems to me the better, perhaps
because it was the first written, of Sol-

zhenitsyn’s two large-scale works, The
characters are morervivid, the emotions
are conveyed more tellingly. It is a Jong
hook—it seems to me a littde too long,
“The First Circle” is even longer; in
the Russian German-published editon,
it runs to two volumes. Though the ac-
tion covers only three dayvs in 1949, it
involves so many characters and so
many “confrontations” that it seems to
go on for vears, We are again confined
tonan institution—a special prison for
techniciansand ‘scientists who are still
~supposed o be useful—and the rela-
tions and personalities of the inmates,
here on a much higher level, arc
traced " with the same particularity as
those of “The Cancer Ward.” A
suspense ought ta be kept up by
‘the doom that, without his know-
ing it, hangs over the State
Counsellor  Innokenty Volodin,
but by the time we have got to
the end we are likely to have
forgotten the opening incident, in
which Volodin incurs official displeasure
by warning a colleague, a professor,
that he is himself in danger for having
promised to “give something”—-actual-
Iy, “some kind of medicine”—to his
fellaw-professors in Paris, any traffic
with any kind of forcigners being at
that time, of course, suspect. Volodin,
however, has every reason to believe
that he has been assigned to the am-
hassadorship in Paris, but he finds that
instead of this he has been condemned
1o the dreaded Lubvanka Prison. His
realization of this, his confinement in a
narrow cell, in which he is watched
constantlv through a peephole, his be-
ing stripped, searched, and otherwise
jmmiliated provide one of the most
hiorrible seencs in literature. The Sol-
zhenitsvn-character, a  mathematician
who is thought to he unfaithful 0 the
official line, is transferrved to an even
worsce prison, and Solzhenitsyn is said—
Tone, March 21, 1969—to have writ-
ten a sequel, “Arkhipelaz Gulag”
(Gulag is the labor-camp administra-
tion }, which deals with his experiences
there, This has nat vet heen translated,

Approved For Release 2000/08/29 : CIA-RDP79-01194A0

though it is reported to have been cir-
culated in an underground wayv in Rus-
sia. One wonders how many non-
Russtans will be able to face something
even mare oppressive than “The Firat
Circle.”

N all these chronicles of frustration
and injustice, however, a few posi-
tive elements appear, Ivan Denisovich,
enduring, sticks stoutly to his métier
and persists in doing sound rather
than slipshod work (though it seems
to me just as boring to read about his
conscientious bricklaying as about any
other kind of hricklaying). Nerzhin, the
Solzhenitsyn-character in “The First
Circle,” maintains his intellectual dig-
nity and makes friends with the gate-
keeper at the prison, who—recurring
theme in Russian fiction since Tolstov’s
worthy peasant Karatacv—in spite of
having been subjected to endless ordeals
of disaster and deprivation which would
crush a less humble, less resilicnt soul
stil] also endures and is not discouraged.
Nerzhin, when he is sent away to an-
other prison, gives this man what he has
come to regard as his only precious pos-
session, a volume of Essenin’s poems.
But the sole trace to be found in these
books of the original Soviet ideology is
Solzhenitsyn’s conviction, or the
convicton of ane of his charac-

ters, that capitalisin is doomed.
And it s evident, though not
allowed to hecome too insistent,
that Solzhenitsvn is sincerely reli-
gious, and that, as in the case of
other Russian writers, it is his faith,
something quite alien to the cant of the
Soviet doctrine, that has helped him to
survive ‘and reject the official propa-
ganda. A praver of his, not included
among s collected works, has heen |
circulated, and it sounds authentic:
“Thou wilt give me what I need,” he
ends his appeal to God, “to reficet them
[the radiance of thy ravs of light ta
humanity]. And so far as I may fall
short, Thou wilt assign the task to oth-
ers.” In such sketches as “Travelling
Along the Oka” and “Easter Proces-
sion” (the Jatter of these was lopped of ¢
its bitter ending in the translation pub- |
lished by Ttwme), it is clear that he re- -
sents the profanation of the churches
and the rites of the Orthodox Church.’
"The best treatment I have seen of Sol-
zhenitsyn, which brings out the pattern
of his work and emphasizes these posi- :
tive elements, is the study in Miss!
Helen Muchnic’s “Russian - Writers:
Notes and Essays.” |

UT Miss Muchnic, too, is 2 Rus- |
sian, and it is true of most of the
Russians I know that they perfectly
understand  Solzhenitsyn and are in |
sympathy with what seems to me hic;
somewhat masochistic point of view. In!
an Anglo-Saxon reader, there is somc-
thing that ultimately rebels against this. i
It is not that the incidents of his|
picture are false. The horrors that hcz
tells of are fully confirmed by the testi-
mony of other writers, who, like him,
have known them at first hand. But
such a reader, who is outraged at first
by these chronicles of senseless suffer-
ing, of protracted degradation and
torment, who is stirred to indignation
against the oppressors, may end by be-
coming impatient with the heings who
are thus oppressed. Such a state of |
ithings, feels the Anglo-Sason reader,
:should not be allowed to exist. Such re-
Jations between human beings are cer-
tainly quite abnormal, The existence
of a Stalin, after all, implies the ex-
istence of a nation that will stand for
the horrors he inflicts. That many of
these people have been led to believe
that they were paving the way to a
glorious future, to 2 regencration of
humanity, and that this wil} demand the
survival through periods of formidable
hardship, the resolute extirpation of the
class enemy, and that one cannot doubt
| the wisdom of the leader who has been
"appoimed by the Communist Party to
lenforce its discipline and accomplish its
-tasks——one has to allow for all this. And
1 yet would not Anglo-Saxons have put up
somewhat more resistance? The religion
.of Protestants is more pugnacious. In
i characterizing the poet Nekrassov, the
Vicomte Melchior de Vogiié, who
probably in his time knew Russia bet-
ter than any other foreigner, writes
that “you will not find in him the com-
mon fund of mysticism [of other Rus-
sian writers], of resignation, of love
for the suffering which they de-
nounce.” The Russian religion itself,
all obedience and resignation to inev-
itable misfortune, involves a humilia-
tion. And the unvaried frustration in
Solzhenitsyn becomes in the Jong run
monotonous; one feels that it is system-
atic, that, except for his recognition of
the virtue of sheer endurance, it is
Solzhenitsyn’s only theme. We ajways
expect what is going to happen: some-
one is going to be cheated,
to be disappointed, squelched.
Ford Madox Ford calls at-
tention, in his book on Henry
James, to the apparently ab-

FOTTO81 5 s of the
|




[

Approved For Release 2000/08/29 : CIA-RDP79-01194A000100810001-6

narrator-observer of James’s
“Four Meetings,” o whom
it never occurs to offer to
lend five or six pounds to the
little New England school-
teacher whohasbeenstranded
at Le Havre and cheated of her dream
of a visit to Paris, or to tip her off to
the fraudulence of the supposed French
countess who is swindling her. So in Sol-
zhenitsyn’s “Matryonin Dvor” (trans-
lated as “Matryona’s Home,” or
“House”) we wonder why his narra-
tor-observer—even when Matryona
complains that she has not “‘a man to
stick up for me”—should never lift a
| finger to intervene when his long-suf-
fering peasant woman is clearly being
exploited and robbed. Though he is
Jodging all through this in her house,
he simply looks on at the outrages, to
which she makes no resistance. This
Jodger, Aike Bolzhenitsyn’s other heroes,
~has.emerged from a fong term in prison
and is consequently under a cloud, so
that for him to try to protest would be
futile and only make for her more trou-
ble; and we have been told that when
Matryona in the past has attempted to
appeal for a pension that has been due
her she has invariably been given the
runaround by the Soviet bureaucrats.
But we recognize that we are here in-
cscapably in Solzhenitsyn country as
coon as we Jearn that Matryona’s cat is
Jame in one paw and unable to catch the
mice that hide behind the layers of
wallpaper, that when she does succeed
in catching the cockroaches she eats
them and they make her sick. Of
course, she eventually gets out, and gets
killed, and Matryona is deeply grieved.
But these are the least of Matryona’s
trials. She is willing to work in the fields
without pay. Thie representatives of the
government—an unheipful  woman
doctor, who cori;xcs when she is very ill;
the wife of the chairman of the Incal
collective, who fforces her to help shift
manure—are, haturally, very snippy
and unpleasant.! (It is true that officials
in the Soviet UJnion habitually treat
with the greatest contempt the peasants
in the name of whose prestige the Revo-
Jution is supposed to have been made.
Each item in Solzhenitsyn’s picture is
derived from a real condition.) Mat-
ryona allows her rapacious relatives to
take down an annex to her izha, which
leaves one side of her housc very flimsy,
and when they are dragging the boards
away on sleds she goes with them in
order: to help them, and, as
ApprovediFsr F%gl‘é"é&b

mangled and killed, at an

unguarded crossing, by loco-

motives driven backward

with no lights. Yet for Sol-

zhenitsyn, when he reflects

on her, Matryona becomes a

heroine. “We all lived by

her side,” he concludes, “and

failed to understand that she

was that most righteous per-
son without whom, according to the
proverb, the village cannot stand. Nor
the city. Nor all our earth.” But to the
kind of Anglo-Saxon I have men-
tioned, Matryona seems a simplemind-
ed and too devoted victim who allows
herself to be exploited and crushed. It
is not that this exhibition of peasant
brutality and meanness is any darker
than Chekhov’s “Muzhiki” or than
Leskov’s “Lady Macbeth of the Msen-
sky District,” and it is impossible to
overrate the prodigies of incompetence
and bureaucratic indolence of which
the Russians are capable. But, reading
Solzhenitsyn in bulk, we are given the
impression that nothing can ever come
out right, and that the disappointments
have been somewhat contrived. In the
story called “1'he Right Hand,” a ve:-
eran of the Revolution, incapacitated by

dropsy but equipped with the correct,
certificates, ¢ refused admission to a|
haspital by one of Solzhenitsyn’s snooty |

officials, a voung woman who is read-
ing a comic about an exploit by a Soviet
soldier. In the plav of which the title
hae been translated “The Love-Girl
and the Innocent,” we are again in a
labor camp, where an incipient amo-
rous relaton between two of the finer-
grained inmates 18 frostrated when it
turns out that the girl, by a camp con-
vention, is supposed to be at anyone’s
disposal and is claimed by the camp
doctor, so that she can only go to meet
her Jover surreptiiously in off hours.
In another story, “For the Good of the
Cause,” a new technical-school build-
ing built with enthusiasm by the stu-
dents for their own use is suddenly as-
signed without a qualm on the part of
the bureauerats to an institution for re-
search. Here the storv is merely a me-
chanical instance of official callous in-

difference. Tt makes its poing but is
vather abstract. It helps to pile up the
indictment, to show how all human
vahies are heing sacrificed to inhuman
planning, but it is itsc}f rather lacking
in human interest, as, for example,
“The Cancer Ward”™ is not. One does
not know how to criticize the dryness.
of some of these pieces of Solzhenit-

with its central theme of rebirth, but
Pasternak was never in prison, and his
book was the product of a more hopeful
moment. One is curious to sec Solzhenit-
syn's next novel, which has been an-
nounced as abandoning the present and
dealing with the wars of the Revolu-
non.

In the meantime, one must con-
gratulate the Nobel Prize judges on
honoring this very courageous man and
very gifted writer, who, even with all!
the forces of Sovier stupidity and con-
servatism against him, is finallv in a po- :
sition to defy the ridiculous Writers'
Union and the publishers wha will not
print his writings, because he has been
penalized already with all possible ap-
palling punishments and can hardly be
frightencd by further threats. ‘

—EpmMuND WiLson
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