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There are some illustrious names in the history of mankind which are always cherished by the people. The
names of India’s great son Mohandas Karamchand Gandhi is beyond all doubt one such illustrious name.
The birth centenary of Mahatma Gandhi falls in October this year. This glorious anniversary will be celebrated
by the Soviet public together with the Indian people. Our people regard Mahatma Gandhi as a great patriot and
humanist who for many long years led the freedom movement of the Indian people.
A man with a broad social outlook, Gandhi was closely associated with the progressive people of his time. In
this context, it is pertinent to recall the friendship which existed between Mahatma Gandhi and the great Russian
writer Leo Tolstoy. As a token of his deep respect for his great Russian friend Mahatma Gandhi named one of the
farms founded by him in South Africa for the common people after Leo Tolstoy.
How do the Soviet people and Soviet Orientalists assess Gandhi’s place in world history?
In the first place, Soviet scholars, adherents of a materialistic world outlook, highly assess Gandhi’s role as a
staunch fighter for national independence and social progress of his people. We believe that Gandhi’s greatest
trait as a politician lies in the fact that he was deeply conscious of the decisive role of the masses in the antiimperialist struggle. He knew well the everyday life and customs of the common people. He was quick to feel the
pulse of the people and to formulate the patriotic slogans of the anti-imperialist movement in a manner which was
clear and intelligible to them. He had the knack of reaching the hearts of the Indian working people; he never
tired of travelling throughout the length and breadth of his great country, explaining his political programme to
the masses, inspiring them to fight for the freedom of their land.
It was in serving his people that he saw the meaning of his life. By his selfless struggle Gandhi made an
important contribution to the transformation of India’s freedom movement into a real mass movement of the
entire people. He strove tirelessly to awaken the masses, to instil hope and confidence in them, to organise them
and to draw them into the fight for freedom and independence of their country.
Striving to achieve the unity of all patriotic forces in the fight against the colonial yoke, Gandhi most
resolutely condemned the shameful caste system and the humilialing status of the untouchables, in particular. He
always stressed that untouchability was a disgrace for India and a major obstacle in the struggle for freedom
and regeneration of the country. He called upon the Indian people to completely eradicate untouchability, stating
that the drawing of tens of millions of Indian people into active political activity depended on it. He himself lived
with the untouchables, thus setting a personal example of association and cooperation with them. He respectfully
called them harijans, the children of God, and named his political magazine the Harijan. His uncompromising
struggle against untouchability won him the sympathy and love of the common people of India, of the entire
progressive world.
Striving to achieve the unity of the anti-imperialist forces he resolutely condemned the Hindu-Muslim
communal strife fanned in every possible way by the colonialists and the reactionary forces. He courageously
raised his voice for Hindu-Muslim unity because he desired that Hindus and Muslims should work hand in hand
for the independence of their country. He said that Swaraj\fn{Self-rule; more accurately Ghandi’s concept of Indian
independence from foreign domination:W,H} was impossible without this unity.
At the time of the partition of the British India into two states, when imperialists had provoked bloody HinduMuslim clashes, the most tragic in the history of the country, Gandhi showed great courage by rushing to the most
dangerous areas to try to prevent senseless fratricidal bloodshed. His whole life and his assassination show him as
an untiring champion of Hindu-Muslim unity.
One cannot overlook the noble efforts made by him to draw Indian women into political life, to secure their
participation in the freedom movement.
One should also note the great solicitude shown by him for the development of public education. He used to
say that education should be imparted in one’s own native language, on the basis of national cultural traditions,
and its aim should be to acquaint the students with the riches of the cultures of all the peoples.
It is impossible to enumerate here all the good and noble deeds of the great Mahatma for the liberation of India
from foreign oppression, for the progress of his people. I would like only to emphasise that being a great patriot
and humanist Gandhi gave an answer to the most urgent question of his time. That is why we cherish the
memory of that great man, citizen and fighter of the 20 th century.
At the same time, all of you know that some views of Mahatma Gandhi were far from the materialistic outlook. Gandhi frequently exaggerated the significance of non-violent resistance in the anti-colonial movement. One
must also admit that certain points in Gandhi’s political programme were based on religion which noticeably
weakened their potential transforming force.
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We, adherents of historical materialism, deeply respect the religious feelings of people. Our Constitution
guarantees complete freedom of religious belief.
But the history of the national-liberation movement has shown most convincingly that it is impossible to
defeat such dangerous and perfidious enemies as colonialism, imperialism and internal reaction by means of nonviolence and religious slogans alone. To achieve independence and social progress an active struggle of all antiimperialist forces is required. It was actions of precisely this kind (for instance, the February 1946 uprising in
the Indian Navy, the mighty wave of workers’ struggles, the movements of the peasants, the intelli gentsia and
the urban poor) that forced the British to leave India in August 1947.
That is why even Gandhi’s closest associates, above all Jawaharlal Nehru, did not always share his views as
regards non-violence and its role in the anti-imperialist movement. Nehru was also greatly perturbed at the
growing tendency within the Indian National Congress to apply a religious approach to political problems. An
idealistic religious approach was an important characteristic of Gaudhism. But Gandhi’s outlook was first and
foremost anti-imperialist, patriotic and humanist.
One cannot but pay high tribute to Gandhi for raising his voice in defence of peace for general disarmament,
for settling all disputes by negotiations on the basis of friendship and cooperation among peoples. One cannot
forget his passionate condemnation of colonial plunder and fascist aggression. Peoples of the world will never
forget that Gandhi spoke against one of the most cruel and barbarous acts of the present century—the dropping of
atom bombs on Hiroshima and Nagasaki. He wanted atomic weapons to be banned.
Soviet people remember with gratitude that at the time of the severe ordeal which befell our country when
Nazi Germany attacked us, Gandhi spoke with admiration of the courageous struggle of the Soviet people against
the Nazi hordes.
On the occasion of his birth centenary the third edition of his autobiography is going to be published in
our country. Besides, a number of works by Indian authors on Gandhi and Gandhism have been translated
and published in the Russian language. In many periodicals, textbooks and works of general nature there are
papers, articles and chapters on Gandhi’s life and activities.
An important contribution to the study of Gandhi’s views and work has been made by Soviet Indologists. On
the occasion of the centenary, conferences of scholars and public meetings will be held, articles will be published
in newspapers and magazines, radio and television programmes will be broadcast. A special stamp
commemorating Gandhi will be issued.
Soviet people regard Gandhi’s birth centenary as an important event in the life of the friendly Indian people
and wish them success in the implementation of the noble and progressive ideals for which Gandhi lived and
fought.
2
In the early hours of 15 August 1947, Jawaharlal Nehru hoisted India’s flag over the ramparts of the Red Fort
in Delhi and proclaimed the country’s independence. This was an exciting and joyful event for millions of Indian
people who had thrown off the detested yoke of foreign oppression and looked forward with hope to the future.
The achievement of political independence by India was a major landmark in the country’s history. At the same
time it was one of the most significant victories of the anti-imperialist forces as a whole; it was a mighty blow at
the entire colonial system. By its victory the Indian nation made an enormous contribution to mankind’s liberation
struggle, to the struggle for the revolutionary transformation of the world.
We, friends of India, pay high tribute to the heroic feat performed by the Indian people in the struggle for
national independence. The experience of this struggle is a priceless asset of Indian and world history.
India’s colonial rulers, who for many decades had exploited and humiliated the Indian people, had
propagated the idea of their “civilising mission”. At the same time they denied that the people were capable of
independent economic and cultural progress, spoke about their unpreparedness for demo cratic forms of rule,
refused to concede to them the right even to self-respect. One historian, an advocate of colonialism, called the
Indians slaves with a base character,\fn{ J. Mill, The History of British India, II, 1848, 214} another asserted that “there
is no national feeling” among the Indians and proclaimed that the leaders of the Indian National Congress “are
the most impudent of imposters”;\fn{ W. S. Lilly, India and its Problems, London, 1902, 242 } a third opined that “it
would be a miracle if in such a country (like India—Author) the idea took shape that a government exists for
the people and depends upon the people, if the practice developed to criticise the government, to plan its
overthrow or organise resistance to it”;\fn{ Seeley, Rasshireniye Indii (Expansion of India), St. Petersburg, 19903, 178
(Russian edition)} a fourth added that the Indian people from the very beginning far from resisting the British rule
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in India voluntarily collaborated in its imposition, etc.\fn{ A. Layall, The Rise and Expansion of British Dominion in India,
London, 1920, 3}
All this may be supplemented with extensive self-glorification by the colonial rulers for the benefits which
they supposedly liberally conferred on India; however, their liberal threats to the national-liberation movement
and its leaders are also well-known, let us, for example recall Churchill’s declaration:
“The truth was that Gandhism and all it stood for would, sooner or later, have to be grappled with and
finally crushed …”
He added that the British nation had no intention of relinquishing control of this most brilliant and valuable
pearl in the Royal crown, which more than all other dominions and possessions constituted the strength and
glory of the British Empire.\fn{ The Times, December 12, 1930} And the colonialists with the stubbornness of
maniacs carried out their threats. They clubbed and bombed the freedom-fighters, threw them into prisons, used
both bribery and blackmail. At the final stage of their rule in the country the colonialists asserted that they were
voluntarily departing from India and granting it independence.
However, neither this assertion, nor the entire colonial doctrine as a whole had anything in common with
reality. Not colonial oppression but the struggle against it led India along the road of progress. Colonialism was a
heavy burden which crippled and hampered India’s social development, it did not accelerate but paralysed its
progress. That was why the India’s anti-colonial and anti-imperialist movement was of a progressive and
revolutionary nature.
The colonialists ruled India for about 200 years. These were 200 years of fierce and verily continuous
struggle. The Indian nation emerged from all these trials stronger, more courageous, instilled with confidence
in its own strength. The experience of India’s national-liberation movement has shown that every system of
oppression, however mighty, ruthless, and hypocritical, is ultimately shattered and destroyed.
The cardinal lesson confirmed by the experience of the liberation movement in India is that a country’s
advance along the road of progress and social justice is impossible without the participation in this process of
the broad masses of the people. Only the masses are the real force of progress. All the blows which weakened
and undermined the system of colonial and feudal oppression were dealt through the mighty actions of India’s
masses.
We may recall that even the conquest of the country by the East India Company required nearly a hundred
years because it had to wage a whole series of wars, to over come the Indians’ courageous resistance. Siraj-udDoulah, Nawab of Bengal; Hyder Ali, ruler of Mysore, and his son Tippoo Sahib; Ranjit Singh, Maharaja of
Punjab, were outstanding Indian leaders who opposed the foreign conquerors.
The end of the 18th and the beginning of the 19 th centuries were marked by many spontaneous peasant and
artisan movements. Such were the sanyasi movement in which the deprived inhabitants of the countryside took
part; the mass peasant uprising under the leadership of the Wahhabi sect. The desire to win back the country’s
independence and the universal hatred of the colonialists were the cause of the great national rebellion of 18571859. Though the revolt was repressed, it played a significant role in India’s struggle for freedom, destroyed the
myth of colonialists’ invincibility, and dealt a telling blow at the feudal system in India. In connection with the
insurgents’ defeat Engels noted that this second conquest did not streng then the British hold over the minds of
the Indian people.
After that not a single decade passed without actions by the masses which frequently developed into direct
resistance to the colonialists. The 19th century was marked by peasant uprisings: in the ’60s in Bengal, in the ’70s
in the Punjab, Bombay and Madras, in the ’80s in Bihar, Rajputana and in Malabar, in the ’90s in practically all
provinces of India. The newly-born Indian proletariat joined the struggle in the ’70s.
In the epoch of imperialism and of the awakening of Asia, when colonial exploitation of India grew at an
unprecedented pace, when a deep process of the awakening of national con sciousness was underway and the
broad masses were being drawn into the political struggle under the slogan of national independence, the
Indian national-liberation movement asserted itself for the first time as a real force. This was clearly seen in
the upsurge of the liberation struggle during 1905-1908. Mass anti-imperialist actions merged with mammoth
actions of the working class. And this gave the movement a militant and aggressive character, sharply
underlined mass forms of struggle, revealing their strength and effectiveness.
This struggle moulded such outstanding national leaders as Bal Gangadhar Tilak. He was the first to
directly and openly call on the people to fight for political independence. Only one remedy can cure the
people of India, he wrote, that remedy is political power. We must take it into our hands.\fn{ The NationalLiberation Movement in India and B. G. Tilak’s Activities, Moscow, 1958, 563 (Russian edition) } These words made a deep
imprint in the hearts of millions of Indians.
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As we review the road traversed by India in the struggle for freedom, we see how rapidly this struggle
gained scope during the first five decades of the 20 th century. The movement acquired the nature of an
avalanche; various forms and methods developed and were tested in it; it acquired a clear political and
organisational shape, and all this, undoubtedly, was the result of the drawing into its ranks of newer and newer
sections of the masses.
During this decisive period one revolutionary upheaval was followed by another. The bloody events in
Amritsar, when the British General Dyer, with the callousness of a hired assassin, opened fire on a crowd of
20,000 persons gathered at a meeting, aroused a wave of anger and indignation. The horri ble tragedy of the
Jallianwala Bagh haunted millions of Indians. It was described by one of the witnesses in the following
manner:
The dead bodies were of grown-up people and young boys also. At or near the gates the number was very large and
the bodies were scattered in large numbers all over the garden. Some had their heads cut open, others had eyes shot
and nose, chest, arms or legs shattered. It was a fearful and ghastly sight.\fn{ Report of the Commissioners appointed
by the Punjab Subcommittee of the National Congress, Vol. Il, Bombay, 1920, 10-11}

The Amritsar events stirred up the whole country. Meetings of protest and demonstrations were continuously organised. The strike movement rapidly grew. A strike of Bombay textile workers, in which 200,000 took
part, broke out in 1920. Metal-workers in Jamshedpur went on strike; strikes paralysed Madras and Calcutta.
During 1921 a total of 600,351 workers took part in strikes. The Akali peasant movement in Punjab acquired a
clearly-expressed anti-imperialist character. The biggest peasant action was the uprising of the Moplahs—the
poorest strata of the rural population—on the Malabar coast. Actions by the peasants of the United Provinces
merged with the national struggle.
A new and even more mighty upsurge of the liberation movement enveloped India in 1928-1933. It was
marked by the 1928 general strike of Bombay textile workers which lasted six months; railway workers went
on strike; strikes broke out in many other industrial centres. The scale of the workers’ movement showed that
the proletariat had grown into a real independent force in the struggle for social progress and national
emancipation.
Peasant unrest continued throughout those years. Women’s and youth movements gained strength. Fer ment
began in the Anglo-Indian army also. The year 1930 was marked by big armed uprisings in Chittagong and
Peshawar. A revolutionary movement developed in Sholapur. The population of the princely states was also
drawn into the liberation movement.
The 1945-1947 period was decisive in the Indian people’s struggle for independence. Universal discontent in all parts of the country, among all patriotically inclined persons, i.e., the overwhelming majority of
India’s population, strikes in town and unrest in the countryside—all this merged into a flood of hatred
against the foreign enslavers.
And, finally, an event ccurred which proved to the colonial authorities that their time had gone. This was
the RIN\fn{Royal Indian Navy:H} mutiny in Bombay which broke out under the slogans of “Long Live the
Revolution!” “Down With British Imperialism!”, “Victory For India.” The storm of the people’s liberation swept
the colonialists from India’s soil and the gates of India were shut behind them.
If it is true to say that a country’s advance along the road of progress is impossible without the participation
of the broad masses of the people in this process, it is no less true that the solidarity of the masses and their
unity in carrying out national tasks play an enormous role in the struggle for the country’s progress. This is still
another important conclusion drawn from the experience of India’s national movement.
In conditions of India’s society, in which considerable religious, caste, ethnic, linguistic and other
distinctions existed, in conditions of the deliberate incitement by the colonialists of discord between different
communities, (in particular, Hindu-Muslim enmity), it is difficult to overestimate the importance of the unity of
the masses in achieving historically progressive goals. Wherever this unity is achieved, the strength of the anticolonial movement is multiplied and it becomes even more broad-based, organised and active.
Mohandas Karamchand Gandhi made a priceless contribution to these historic activities. His greatness lies in
the fact that he regarded serving the people to be the purport of his activities.
“Whatever can be useful to starving millions,” he said, “is beautiful to my mind …” His ambition, he said,
was
to wipe every tear from every eye.
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He saw in the people the force which can and must oppose the colonialists. Therefore, in the struggle against
foreign domination he directly and openly appealed to the masses, began to seek their support. To an enormous
degree he facilitated the awakening of the national consciousness of the Indian people. He regarded unity as a
factor promoting the drawing of the masses into the struggle, as a factor intensifying the struggle of the masses.
Gandhi profoundly realized the necessity of the unity of mass action. He proceeded from the fact that unity can
be achieved and the movement become a mass movement only on the basis of the struggle for historically
progressive ideals, against all that prevents their realization.
Gandhi tried tirelessly and ceaselessly to rally together and organise the masses, to unite them on an anticolonial and anti-imperialist basis. This is shown by his indomitable activities directed against caste inequality,
religious discord, women’s inferior status. The civil disobedience campaign which he led became one of the
effective forms of uniting the masses in anti-colonial resistance. Together with other forms of the Indian people’s
struggle, this campaign ultimately led to the achievement of national independence.
The experience of India’s national-liberation movement has graphically demonstrated also that advance along
the road of progress is possible only when the solution of political problems combined with carrying out tasks of
social and economic transformation of society in the interests of the masses. It was not accidental that the anticolonial resistance noticeably increased in the period when ideals of building a society free from poverty,
inequality and social oppression were put before the masses of deprived and oppressed people.
These were ideals of socialism. They gradually evolved among representatives of India’s progressive social
ideas together with anti-colonial and anti-imperialist ideas, and drew many Indian patriots into the ranks of the
advocates of scientific socialism. As time passed, ideas of socialism increasingly permeated the minds of India’s
masses, and already during the course of the national-liberation movement became the sign of the times.
It was not [merely] fortuitous that at the height of the Indian people’s liberation struggle Jawaharlal Nehru,
this great humanist, patriot and democrat of India, and its outstanding leader, turned his gaze towards ideas of
socialism.\fn{My emendation: [merely]. Certainly it was fortuitous; the author means that it was not merely fortuitous:H } The
passionate quest for the most effective means of liberating India and im proving the people’s lot brought him to
the correct conclusion that social, economic and political problems are closely interconnected. He realied
profoundly the conflict of social interests which existed between the top and bottom strata of society and his
scathing criticism of colonialism and imperialism inevitably led him to sharply condemn feudal survivals and
the capitalist relations based on private property and exploitation of man by man. In 1929 he wrote:
I must frankly confess that I am … no believer in kings and princes, or in the order which produces the modern
kings of industry, who have greater power over the lives and fortunes of men than even the kings of old, and whose
methods are as predatory as those of the old feudal aristocracy.

The logic of life and of the struggle against colonial oppression during the national-liberation movement
itself led him from\fn{ The text has: for} criticism of the colonial, feudal and capitalist order to the elaboration of
certain socio-economic tasks, of a definite ideal which he regarded as an alternative to a social system based on
despotism, inequality and exploitation. For several decades Jawabarlal Nehru persistently stressed that for him
this idea was socialism. “I am convinced”, he stated in 1936,
that the only key to the solution of the world’s problems and of India’s problems lies in socialism … I see no way of
ending the poverty, the vast unemployment, the degradation, and the sub jection of the Indian people except through
socialism. That involves vast and revolutionary changes in our political and social structure, the ending of vested
interests in land and industry as well as the feudal and autocratic Indian states system. That means the ending of
private property, except in a restricted sense, and the replacement of the present profit system by a higher ideal of
cooperative service. In short, it means a new civilisation, radically different from the present capitalist order.

India’s progressive forces continue to be armed with the ideals elaborated by Nehru during the liberation
movement as among the greatest assets of the spiritual and practical ex perience of the Indian people’s freedom
struggle.
Finally, in analysing the experience of India’s national-liberation movement still another important
conclusion should be drawn. The entire history of this movement convincingly shows that it developed as an
inalienable part of the world revolutionary.
3
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Jawaharlal Nehru’s name rightly belongs among the most illustrious names of India and of all progressive
mankind. His life and work were closely connected with the epoch of the disintegration of the colonial system,
with the decisive battles of the Indian people for national independence, with the difficult period of the formation
and development of the sovereign Indian state, with the time when the basis of the internal and foreign policies of
the Republic of India was being laid.
Full of struggle and quests, Nehru’s theoretical and political activity can be correctly understood and fully
appreciated only in the context of the tempestuous revolutionary transformations characterising the present era
ushered in by the Great October Socialist Revolution in Russia. Nehru entered the political arena in the epoch
of struggle for India’s liberation and regeneration, of the revolutionary transformation of the world, of the
realisation of mankind’s age-old dreams, of historic victories of socialism.
Jawaharlal Nehru was a thinker and leader of great calibre, an outstanding personality. A full assessment of
the importance of his practical efforts and of his contribution to India’s spiritual development can be made, of
course, only through the combined efforts of many scholars. It is far from this author’s intention to tackle on his
own a task of this magnitude. In this article only an attempt has been made to understand Nehru’s activities and
thinking from the viewpoint of their humanistic content. This appears to be important and topical, especially in
view of the fact that in the present ideological and political struggle it is precisely the humanistic, democratic
and patriotic tenor of Nehru’s views and activities which is attacked by Indian reaction.
Jawaharlal Nehru was a great humanist. Humanism was a vivid distinguishing feature of all his theoretical
activity. Reading Nehru’s works we become convinced that humanism was one of the most important criteria
which he applied for the appraisal of phenomena of social life. His works embody an integrated conception
of man’s value, place, role and mission in the world.
These problems were posed and tackled by him in the context of the clearly defined aims and tasks of the
national-liberation revolution, of which he was one of the foremost leaders. From the very outset of his
political activities, Nehru stood with the patriotic, anti-imperialist forces of his country. Under Gandhi’s and
Nehru’s leadership the Indian liberation movement assumed a mass character and became an active force. In
the course of the struggle for the emancipation of his country Nehru advocated the idea of its complete
political independence. This demand met with a lively response among the masses and greatly contributed to
the democratisation and intensification of the movement as a whole. In a mighty surge, the popular
movement cast off the hated colonialist yoke, and the national-liberation revolution entered a new phase.
A leader and thinker of Nehru’s temperament was bound to turn to the problems, principles and ideals of
humanism. These problems were posed not only by the general progressive tradition of national Indian social
thought. All contemporary Indian reality was filled with them. It was natural for such problems to come up in
conditions of the national-liberation revolution, of struggle against medieval obscurantism and colo nialist
oppression, the awakening of national consciousness and of the political activity of different social forces, of
the emergent role of the masses; in conditions of an active quest for ways to take the country forward socially
and politically; finally, under the growing impact on India of the world histori cal process, especially of the
world revolutionary movement and the successes of the socialist countries.
Viewing the human condition as a whole, Nehru repeatedly expressed love for man, his admiration for man’s
creativity.
How amazing is this spirit of man! In spite of innumerable failings, man, throughout the ages, has sacrificed his
life and all he held dear for an ideal, for truth, for faith, for country and honour … It is impossible to lose hope for
him. In the midst of disaster, he has not lost his dignity or his faith in the values he cherished. Plaything of nature’s
mighty forces, less than a speck of dust in this vast universe, he has hurled defiance at the elemental powers, and
with his mind, cradle of revolution, sought to master them.\fn{The Discovery of India, London, 1960, 19}

Although an abstract approach is very much in evidence in Nehru’s treatment of the question of man, one
cannot fail to note its ethos, its underlying idea. These words vividly express not only admiration and love for
man. They also emphasise the idea of vigorous transformative activity characteristic of man, the idea of a lofty
ideal, of love for one’s country. It is necessary to associate all this with the progressive tasks and ideals that
emerged in the course of the Indian national-liberation movement, in which selflessness for the sake of the
interests of the country was regarded—historically correctly—as one of man’s loftiest missions. Although
Nehru’s understanding of man’s essence, mission and place in the world is not free from certain weaknesses
(witness, for instance, his failure to draw social distinctions), it should nevertheless be borne in mind that at a
definite stage in the national-liberation movement even works about man in general, spoken by a leader of this
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movement, sounded as a challenge to the myths spread by the colonialists concerning the “inferiority” of men
not belonging to the race of masters.
It is also noteworthy that the very devotion to the people as a distinctive feature of the human personality
is filled by Nehru with a broad general democratic content. Expressed in different periods of his activity with
varying emphasis, this idea was thus formulated by him after independence:
I suggest that the only policy that we should have in mind is that we have to work for the 360 million people;
not for a few, not for a group, but the whole lot …”\fn{Jawaharlal Nehru, Excerpts from His Writings and
Speeches, Delhi, 1964, 45}

This democratic interpretation of man's mission and of his activity for the good of every member of society was
closely associated in Nehru’s thinking with a similar treatment of the value of the individual, of his moral
responsibility. Although he was not free from the influence of concepts which tended to exaggerate the
autonomous character of a human being, Nehru, however, not only stressed his dependence on social conditions,
but also pointed out that his value is determined by his activity for the good of society, by his involvement in the
struggle for historical progress.
In his works Nehru often gave his assessments of historical figures. Pondering over these assessments, one gets
a clear idea of the criterion of his appraisal of personalities. It is difficult to agree with all these assessments. But
one cannot fail to see the overall positive nature of his approach, based on the role the given historical figure has
objectively played in the struggle for social progress, for the interests of the people.
Significant, in this connection, is Nehru’s appraisal of the theoretical and practical activity of Lenin. Even
though not everything in this regard was correctly understood or accepted by Nehru, he invariably spoke and
wrote about Lenin with sincere admiration, and demonstrated a deep interest in his teachings and work. In
viewing Lenin’s personality and activity he brushed aside the slander of imperialist propaganda, and clearly
defined his stand. “In our own day,” he wrote,
Lenin was a monster and a brigand to many English statesmen of high repute, yet millions have considered him as a
saviour and the greatest man of the age.\fn{The Discovery of India, 289}

Jawaharlal Nehru considered Lenin to be a great thinker who creatively developed Marxism in the new
historical conditions. What particularly attracted him to Lenin was that Lenin was a historical figure capable
of organically combining revolutionary theory and revolutionary practice, that he was the leader of the
working people. “As time passes,” he wrote,
he grows greater; he has become one of the world’s immortals … But he lives, not in the monuments or pictures,
but in the mighty work he did, and in the hearts of hundreds of millions of workers today who find inspiration in
his example, and the hope of a better day.\fn{ Glimpses of World History, London, 682 }

In his The Discovery of India Nehru notes, with characteristic modesty, that he was in difficulty in
formulating his world outlook when he was once asked to do so. Materialistic con cepts superimposed on
traditional idealistic views (“approximating Vedantist”) created a “confusion” in his mind. After a study of
Marx’s and Lenin’s works,
the long chain of social development appeared to have some meaning, some sequence, and the future lost some of
its obscurity.\fn{ The Discovery of India, 15}

Thus, Nehru’s world outlook was profoundly influenced by the ideas of historical and dialectical material ism. However, as distinct from many other thinkers and public figures, he did not stop at that. As he himself
put it, it was not difficult for him to accept the
dynamics of matter and the dialectic of continuous change by evolution as well as leap, through action and
interaction, cause and effect, thesis, antithesis and synthesis.\fn{ Ibid}

Of considerable help to him in grasping the processes that were underway in his time were also the
practical achievements of the Soviet Union, in which he saw realization of the great humanistic ideals
proclaimed by Lenin. The book Soviet Russia, in which Nehru gave impressions of his trip to Russia in 1927,
contains a chapter devoted to Lenin. And later on, in all his major works, including those written after
independence, Nehru turned to Lenin’s ideas and strove to give his analysis and understanding of Lenin’s
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legacy or ideas, to assess his role in the history of the Soviet Union and in the world history. In his works
Nehru paid considerable attention to the history of the revolutionary movement in Russia, to the experience
of the three Russian revolutions, especially the Great October Socialist Revolution, to events of the Civil War
in Russia, the New Economic Policy and the plans for the building of socialism in the Soviet Union, and
invariably stressed the vast historical importance of Lenin’s activities, calling him
a master mind and a genius in revolution.\fn{Glimpses of World History, 66}

He regarded all the subsequent socialist transformations in our country, the heroic struggle of the Soviet
people against fascism, the Soviet Union’s peace policy as continuation and practical realization of Lenin’s
ideas. All the fundamental propositions of Marxist-Leninist theory were not accepted by Nehru, but this does
not alter the fact that Lenin’s ideas and activity deeply influenced him, and that Lenin’s personality
invariably roused admiration.
A salient feature of Nehru’s concept of personality was his understanding of the role of he masses in
history of the dialectics of the relationship between the individual and society. Nehru realized that the destiny
of every individual is intrinsically linked with the destinies of his country, his people. The greatness of a
man, Nehru stressed, directly depends on his links with the people, and only that leader is worth something
who understands and voices the hopes and aspirations of the people.
It may be recalled that Mohandas Karamchand Gandhi was, to Nehru, the great leader of India precisely
because of his links with the masses. It is also indicative that he assessed his own activities in association
with the interests of the people, of India’s progress. He used to say that fate and circumstances had placed
him in a position in which he, together with others, had to be an “actor” in the dream which had been
unfolding in India in the course of several decades, having in mind his active participation in the Indian
national-liberation movement and his work as Prime Minister of independent India.
All such assessments and self-assessments were not fortuitous. They were based on the conviction that
the people were the principal actors, and behind them, pushing them on were great historical urges … But for that
historical setting and political and social urges, no leaders or agitators could have inspied them to action.\fn{Jawaharlal
Nehru, An Autobiography, 282}

It is obvious that Nehru’s understanding of the role of the masses and of the individual in history was based on
the recognition of objective historical regularities underlying people’s actions, determining their position,
thoughts and interests. From this, in turn, Nehru deduced the need for change and progress in the position of the
masses and the individual. Thus, in Nehru’s humanistic world outlook, knowledge and understanding of the
masses, sincere sympathy for them were combined with the idea of the necessity of struggle to remake the
conditions of life of man.
These concepts are set out with special clarity in his well-known Glimpses of World History, which has been
translated into dozens of languages. In this book, analysing the history of mankind from ancient times to the
outbreak of World War [I] Nehru discusses in detail the role of the masses in history. His attitude towards
conquerors, European and Asian alike, is negative, and he strongly condemns both the slave-owning system and
feudalism for their scorn for, and inhuman exploitation of, the masses. Describing the first—Dutch and English
—bourgeois revolutions, Nehru notes the dual character of capitalist development: its progressiveness
compared with its predecessor (feudalism) and its rapaciousness, the preparation by it of new, no less terrible if
less conspicuous, shackles for mankind. Special attention is paid by Nehru in this book to the exposure of all
forms of colonialism.
In the process of the struggle for India’s national regeneration Nehru became firmly convinced that all forms
of oppression, all survivals of feudal exploitation, religious fanaticism, propagation of racial inequality,
disparagement of the historical role of any people, colonialism, fascism, imperialism had been and would
continue to be obstacles in the way of the harmonious development of every individual and of mankind as a
whole.
The critical tenor of Nehru’s humanism is revealed particularly graphically in his irreconcilable opposition to
colonialism and imperialism. His works contain a profound analysis of the role, character and consequences of the
colonial rule of British imperialism in India. He saw the causes that give rise to colonialism and the forces which
can actively fight it; he saw the historical doom of colonialism. With characteristic breadth of vision, he regarded
the struggle against colonialism as a part of the world-wide liberation struggle.
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Nehru remained an inveterate fighter against colonialism even after his country had won political
independence. Realisation of the irreversibility of the historical process which had led the peoples to freedom
and of the humanistic essence of this process constituted a vivid feature of Nehru’s world outlook it was a source
of inspiration to him in all his practical activity. It can be said that he viewed practically all major problems of
the present epoch through the prism of anti-colonial struggle. Nehru endeavoured to apprehend theoretically the
crisis and collapse of the colonial system of imperialism, also from ethical positions, always regarding
imperialism and colonialism as a great evil. He declared on many occasions that colonialism had artificially
retarded the development of many countries, buried them in the past and left behind an evil legacy and
problems with which the developing countries had to grapple. It had forcibly arrested the historical progress of
nations and of whole continents and deprived millions of people of elementary human rights.
It was natural for Nehru to consider struggle against colonialism, for eliminating its heritage to be a great
humanistic mission of the peoples of the newly-free countries. It was also on this basis that he formulated the
tasks of struggle against imperialism and colonialism, which still retain their validity.
Thus, Nehru stressed that even if the political struggle—specifically, the political struggle in Asia—reaches, in
the main, its natural and inevitable consummation, that is the conquest of political independence, the economic
aspect of the struggle against colonialism would remain as important as ever, and solution of economic problems
would still be an urgent necessity. In this connection Nehru pointed to the danger neo-colonialism represents far
the developing countries.
As Nehru saw it, the objective need of the newly-free countries for assistance from more developed states
did not all imply that the independent states of the “third world” would accept assistance extended on
conditions leading to their economic domination in any form. The long period of foreign rule, he wrote, has
taught the Asian countries to be particularly sensitive to everything that may conduce to the emergence of new
forms of such domination.\fn{ Jawaharlal Nehru, India’s Foreign Policy: Selected Speeches, 1946-1964. Russian edition,
Moscow, 1965, 71}
At the same time Nehru stressed that in the present epoch as well colonialism retains its old form, that of direct
political dictate and exploitation. Colonialism still holds a number of countries in its avid grasp, he noted. It is
also a breeding ground for racialism. Preservation of colonialism is fraught with danger to all mankind. The task,
therefore, is to fight, he underlined, in the name of progress and social justice, for the elimination of the last
colonial possessions, against racialism, against the theory and practices of apartheid.
All the progressive forces of our time must rally for the realisation of this aim, Nehru stressed repeatedly. He
himself made a vast practical contribution to the struggle against the vestiges of colonialism. Indicative in this
respect is his indefatigable activity as Prime Minister of the independent Indian state, to the internal and foreign
policies of which he strove to impart a markedly anti-colonialist character. The same can be said about the
direction he wanted to give the Afro-Asian solidarity movement, of which he was one of the recognised leaders.
Nehru correctly regarded the collapse of the colonial system of imperialism as a phenomenon of tremendous
historic significance; it had shattered many traditional concepts, it was a factor emancipating man and his mind
and creating one of the conditions for the realisation of humanistic ideals. Nehru said that
we are witnessing a great historical process which has given rise to ferment in the minds of hundreds of millions of
people and the results of which are to be seen in the political and economic changes taking place before our eyes. Asia
is now freeing itself from its colonial status, and this is bound to change the correlation of forces in the world.\fn{ Ibid.,
118}

Nehru’s humanism combined a critical trend with a definite, well-expressed and substantiated positive ideal
of man and human relations. As a matter of fact, this ideal took shape as a direct result of the critical aspect of
his humanistic views. For instance, criticism of colonialism and imperialism went hand in hand with sharp
criticism of the survivals of medievalism which colonialism tended to preserve, and of capitalist relations,
based on private ownership and the exploitation of man by man, which, too, was associated by him primarily
with imperialism and its creation, colonialism.
It is noteworthy that Nehru’s humanistic concept retained many important socio-critical elements after the
attainment of independence. In 1928 Nehru wrote:
Nor do I love communalism in any shape or form.\fn{India’s Freedom, London, 1962, 10}

In 1954 he again declared in a speech:
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So far as I am concerned I am prepared to lose every election in India but to give no quarter to communalism or
casteism.\fn{Speeches 1953-1937, Delhi, 1957, 455}

Nehru’s struggle against all manifestations of communalism and religious chauvinism was not only one of the
principal foundations of his humanistic world-view but a central motive force of all his political activity both
before and after independence. Both as member of the Working Committee and as President of the National
Congress in the 1920s and 1930s, and as Prime Minister of India from 1947 till his death, Jawaharlal Nehru
exposed communalism as a legacy of feudalism and colonialism, as a poisoned weapon of neo-colonialism and
reaction.
Nehru also waged an active struggle against social inequality. In 1928 he said:
I am no believer in kings and princes, or in the order which produces the modern kings of industry, who have greater
power over the lives and fortunes of men than even the kings of old, and whose methods are as predatory as those of
the old feudal aristocracy.\fn{India’s Freedom, 14}

He expressed the same idea in the late 1950s stressing that he did not like concentration of economic
power, that he was not against the private sector but against monopoly trends.\fn{ The Hindu Weekly Review,
March 1959, 4 }
Thus, the socio-critical character of Nehru’s humanistic reviews, conditioned by a clear awareness of the fact
that anti-nationalist resistance cannot be effective without the involvement of the masses, led him to define, in
the course of the movement for national liberation, definite socio-economic tasks for the realisation of an ideal
conceived as an alternative not only to colonial and feudal oppression but also to capitalist exploitation.
For several decades Nehru persistently stressed that he saw this ideal in socialism. Speaking at the Lucknow
session of the Indian National Congress in April 1936, he made this widely reported statement:
I am convinced that the only key to the solution of the world’s problems and of India’s problems lies in socialism,
and when I use this word I do so not in a vague humanitarian way but in the scientific, economic sense. Socialism is,
however, something even more than an economic doctrine; it is a philosophy of life and as such also it appeals to
me. I see no way of ending the poverty, the vast unemployment, the degradation, and the subjection of the Indian
people except through socialism. That involves vast and revolutionary changes in our political and social structure.
The ending of vested interests in land and industry, as well as the feudal and autocratic Indian states system. That
means the ending of private property, except in a restricted sense, and the replacement of the present profit system by a
higher ideal of co-operative service. It means ultimately a change in our instincts and habits and desires. In short, it
means a new civilisation, radically different from the present capitalist order.\fn{India’s Freedom, 35}

In the Soviet Union Nehru saw lofty humanistic ideals translated into reality. A great friend of the Soviet
Union, he did a great deal to strengthen friendship and cooperation between the Indian and Soviet peoples. He
was one of the founders of these friendly ties.
He thrice visited the Soviet Union. He made his first visit to the Soviet Union in 1927. Later on he noted
that the trip had been too brief. “But,” he added,
we were glad we went, for even that glimpse was worthwhile. It did not, and could not teach us much about the
new Russia, but it did give us a background for our reading.\fn{An Autobiography, 164-165}

After his return from the Soviet Union, Nehru published his book Soviet Russia, which contained his travel
notes and jottings on different aspects of the life of the Soviet people. The book was permeated with deep
sympathy for the country building a new society.
In his book and in his numerous speeches at meetings and conferences, in colleges and universities, where,
as he put it, he was showered with questions about Soviet Russia, Nehru satisfied the keen desire of the Indian
people to learn the truth about the land of victorious socialism. Already at that time he endeavoured to establish
contacts between our peoples. Specifically, much to the chagrin of the colonial authorities, he suggested to the
Indian universities that they should send to the Soviet Union a number of distinguished professors and gifted
students to familiarise themselves with the life of the Soviet people.
Even at that time, pondering over the principles of relations between our countries, Nehru stressed that India
and Russia live like the best of neighbours, with minimal disagreements. “Russia is India’s neighbour,” he noted.
It is a giant, one-half of which lies in Europe and another in Asia, and there can be only friendship or enmity between
India and Russia; indifference is out of the question. (Soviet Russia: Some Random Sketches and Impressions, Bombay, 1929,
7, 126}
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It was nearly three decades after that Nehru could make his next trip to the USSR. In 1955 he came as Prime
Minister of the sovereign Indian state. The long intervening period had further strengthened his conviction that
friendship and cooperation should be promoted between India and the USSR. On the eve of his departure,
Nehru declared that both the countries could benefit from their friendship and mutual confidence and that he
was looking forward to meeting the Soviet people. He added that he wanted to hear about what they had
accomplished, to see everything with his own eyes—he was going there to learn.\fn{ Pravda, 5 June 1955}
What he saw in the Soviet Union made a tremendous impression on Nehru. He said that he had seen how that
vast country had been transformed thanks to the industriousness of its people and the great urge which
impelled them forward towards improving their own conditions.\fn{ Pravda, 22 June 1955}
Of great importance were the talks which Nehru had with the leaders of the Soviet state. The joint statement
issued at the end of these talks reflected the coincidence of the Soviet Union’s and India’s viewpoints on a number
of important international problems, and stressed the need to strengthen and extend cooperation between the two
great countries.
In 1961 Nehru paid his third visit to the USSR. Just as during the previous visit, he had talks with Soviet
leaders on pressing problems of the international situation and on questions of further development of
Indo-Soviet cooperation. A joint Soviet-Indian communique was issued at the end of his visit which noted that our
countries regarded maintenance of peace as their principal task, and stressed that friendly relations between them
were developing successfully in the interests of the Indian and Soviet peoples.
Jawaharlal Nehru’s three visits to the Soviet Union played an important part in consolidating and developing
friendly ties between the two countries. On many occasions he noted the fruitful, comprehensive and unselfish
character of the Soviet Union’s assistance to India in building a new life, in establish ing enterprises of heavy
industry, exploitation of natural resources, training of scientific and technical personnel, and in many other
fields. The Bhilai Steel Plant built with Soviet help was described by him a symbol and a glimpse of the India
of the future. Nehru was convinced that the identity of views on such paramount problems of our time as those
of war and peace, elimination of colonialism, the struggle against social oppression and for mankind’s progress
brought the peoples of our countries closer together and provided a firm basis for their friendship and mutual
understanding.
It was natural for a leader of Nehru’s calibre to attach great importance to a study of the experience of
socialist construction in the USSR, to analyse it theoretically—natur ally, from his own positions. Nehru
endeavoured to assess the experience of socialist transformations in most diverse spheres of social life. It is
difficult to find an aspect of Soviet reality which Nehru did not comment upon in some way or other. To this
should be added Nehru’s interest, which we have noted already, in the various stages of socialist transformations
in our country.
Nehru was specially interested in those aspects of development of the Soviet Union which he regarded to be
of particular relevance to India in its fight for national freedom and regeneration: elimination of economic backwardness, industrialisation, economic planning, attitude towards foreign capital, reorganisation of agriculture on
the principles of collectivism, national relations within the framework of a single multi national state, etc. More
generally, it can be said that Nehru turned to Soviet experience in his reflections on the essence of the socialist
ideal, the character of social relations under socialism, the methods whereby society advances towards socialism.
It should be stressed that at times Nehru was critical of some aspects of the life of the USSR.\fn{ Union of Soviet
Socialist Republics} But he always pointed out that regardless of the shortcomings he saw in the practice of socialist
construction in the Soviet Union, it was a socialist country whose entire mode of life differed fundamentally
from that of the capitalist countries. It is precisely in this sense that he always spoke of our country as a
“harbinger of hope” for the entire world, as the country which laid the groundwork of a new civilization towards
which the word could advance. This determined in large measure his attitude towards the USSR and its
experience in building socialism. His positive appraisal of the role of the USSR in the contemporary world
stemmed in equal measure from a clear awareness of the fact that the USSR is a natural ally of the nationalliberation movement in the struggle against colonialism and imperialism.
Along with pointing out the need to study the Soviet Union’s experience in building socialism, Nehru stressed
that since conditions in India differed from those in the USSR it should find its own road to socialism. Somewhat
overstressing India’s national and historical peculiarities, and taking into consideration the great influence of
Gandhism, he called for building a socialist society by peaceful means, by methods of parliamentary democracy.
He said that he, too, wanted a classless society in India and in the world, that he did not want any privileged
classes or any form of inequality among people. The question was how to achieve that. Even while recognizing
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the existence of a conflict among classes, he said that the only way of elimi nating this conflict was to end it by
peaceful means.\fn{Jawaharlal Nehru’s Speeches, III, Delhi, 1958, 136-137}
In his other works, however, Nehru showed that the privileged classes do not relinquish their positions of
their own free will, and offer particularly stubborn resistance when their class interests are at stake. The
correctness of this observation is vividly seen in our time, when an acute struggle between prog ressive and
reactionary forces is going on in many developing countries.
Marxists consider that the employment of a particular method is not the ultimate criterion of society’s
progress. The important thing is not the method, but the building of a society providing conditions for the free
and harmonious development of the independent initiative of the working people. The experience of socialist
transformations in the USSR and other socialist countries confirms that the method of political struggle whose
employment is dictated by concrete historical circumstances should serve the interests of the working people,
and that the form of state power which has been chosen should ensure the implementation of measures aimed at
remoulding society, accord with the interests of the working people, and actively secure their participation in
governing the state. Otherwise both the method of political struggle and the form of power remain merely a form
devoid of a concrete social content.
At the same time, the experience of many countries shows that in practice the method of political struggle
and the form of power are never socially neutral. They serve either the interests of the people or some other
interests. Therefore, from the viewpoint of consistent application of the principles of huma nism, the issue can
only be one of dialectical correlation of means and aims of struggle in the interests of the people, of the
working people.
Nehru’s notions about methods left a definite imprint of abstraction on his interpretation of the ideals of
socialism.
We know from history, and present-day events confirm this, that in a society divided into opposing classes, in a
society where the forces of reaction and progress are locked in combat, “human beings” always belong to some
social group or other bound together by a definite social interest, and it is this that determines, in the final
analysis, relations among the people in society. What appears to be “humane” to a monopolist may be rejected by
a working man as something diametrically opposite. The humanistic ethos of Nehru’s concept was vividly
embodied in his views and in his fruitful activity in the cause of peace and friendship among nations.
Quite naturally, the need for peace was closely associated in Nehru’s views with the patriotic awareness of
the vital interests of his country. He noted repeatedly that to his country peace was an indispensable
condition for transformation and construction. All the dreams of future new India will be dashed to the
ground if war comes down upon our trouble-ridden world, he warned.
At the same time, he visualised universal peace as one of the decisive conditions for the reali zation of
humanistic aspirations not only by India but by an other people, by mankind as a whole and by each man.
Our task, he said, is to preserve peace or, as a matter of fact, our whole civilisation.\fn{ India’s Foreign Policy,
286, 120}
Nehru made a distinction between just and unjust wars. The latter were sharply condemned by him as
running counter to the principles of humanism and progress. Nehru, the humanist, was opposed to war, to the
spirit of militarism and destruction and to imperialist conquests, not only because war interferes with the
constructive activity of nations and states and destroys material values, but also because war and militarism
degrade and cripple people morally.
Nehru has gone down in the history of our age as a great champion of peace, an active explorer of ways for
consolidating it. As head of government of the Republic of India for many years, he personally participated in the
shaping and practical implementation of its foreign policy of peace called “Nehru’s line”. He visited many
countries, where he held important talks with their leaders; he spoke at the UN and represented his country at
many important international forums. Nehru made a major contribution to the elaboration and pursuit of the
policy of non-alignment, which he proclaimed to be the basic principle of India’s foreign policy. He favoured
general and complete disarmament, prohibition of nuclear weapons, and settlement of disputes between states by
peaceful means.
Jawaharlal Nehru was an ardent fighter against racialism in South Africa and against the colonial empires in
Asia and Africa. He was co-author of the famous Panchsheel, the five principles of peaceful coexistence which
were made the basis of relations between many states of Asia and Africa. He was one of the initiators of the
historic Bandung Conference in which he also played a leading part. The conference ushered in a new epoch in
the foreign policy of the Asian and African countries. Into his actions Nehru put all his vast talent as international
political leader, outstanding diplomat and true humanist.
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We can thus say that in his foreign policy views and activity, too, Jawaharlal Nehru was a great humanist. At
present also Nehru’s lofty humanistic ideals find a response among all those the world over who cherish the ideals
of peace and social progress. The name of Jawaharlal Nehru is well known and highly honoured in the Soviet
Union. The Soviet people admire his genuine humanism, his patriotism, energy and will-power displayed in the
struggle for peace and for the happiness of the peoples.
I had the good fortune of seeing and hearing Jawaharlal Nehru on several occasions. He was truly a great
statesman and politician, a gifted historian and publicist.
I was invariably struck by his unassuming manners, by his modesty. Although preoccupied with problems of
vital importance to India and the whole world, he liked to talk to people of all strata of life, of different
nationalities and different professions.
Practically all the members of the Institute of Oriental Studies of the USSR Academy of Sciences who
visited India on scholarly work had the honour of being received by that great man. I saw Nehru at various
conferences, and noticed that he always strove to remain a rank-and-file participant in forums of people of
exalted position and invariably showed due attention to and respect for all those present. He spoke quietly
but with conviction. Every speech of his was marked by profundity of content and singleness of purpose.
He was a great son of a great people.
1920
216.169 Excerpt from The Fur Hat\fn{by Vladimir Niklayevich Voinovich (1932- )} Dushanbe, Tajikistan (M) 10
Whenever Yefim Semyonovich Rakhlin was asked what his next book would be about, he lowered his eyes,
smiled, and replied,
“I always write about decent people.”
And his whole manner suggested that he wrote about decent people because he himself was decent and saw
only the good in life, that the bad did not exist for him. His heroes were members of the “fearless” professions—
geologists, mountain climbers, cave explorers, volcanologists, polar research workers—men who struggle against
the elements, that is, against a force free of ideology.
This allowed Yefim to tell stories in which regional, district, and Party committees were little involved (a point
of great pride with him), and at the same time to get his books out as fast as he wrote them (approximately one
book per year), without any trouble with the censor or editors. Many books went on to become plays, film scripts,
and radio and television shows. This had a very positive effect on the author’s standard of living.
His five-room apartment was packed with imports: the living-room set was Rumanian, the bed Arabian, the
upright piano Czechoslovakian, the television Japanese, and the refrigerator was from Finland. He decorated the
apartment with objects brought back from his many expeditions. Hung on walls, spread on the floor, arranged on
windowsills, bookshelves, or special stands were antlers, a walrus tusk, a stuffed penguin, a polar-bear skin, a
giant tortoise shell, dried starfishes and sea urchins, skeletons of deep-sea fish, Nanay moccasins, and Buryat and
Mongolian clay figurines. As he showed the collection to visitors, Yefim would say reverently,
“This was a gift from the petroleum workers. This, from the cartographers. This, from the speleologists.”
In the press, Yefim’s works were usually received favorably. True, it wasn’t the literary critics who reviewed
them, as a rule, but those same spelunks (as his friend Kostya Baranov called all fearless people, regardless of
their profession). The reviews—I suspect Yefim wrote them himself—were all similar and had titles like “A
Needed Book,” “Useful Reading,” or “A Fact Everyone Should Know.” They said that the author knew the life of
his heroes well and that he described the romance of their dangerous and difficult work authentically.
Yefim assured me that his characters—upright, handsome, one better than the next—were true to life. I was
skeptical.
In my opinion, people everywhere are alike: even on an iceberg, a Soviet collective will have its careerists and
its stool pigeons, and at least one KGB agent. And then, under conditions of isolation and prolonged separation
from their homeland, even people of great courage may finally weaken and exchange jokes of dubious political
content. And if their iceberg drifts to some Western shore, they might not all return. When I expressed this thought
to Yefim, he told me hotly that I was wrong: under extreme conditions, decent people rose to the challenge.
“What challenge?” I asked. “The challenge of returning or the challenge of not returning?”
In the end, Yefim would stop talking and purse his lips. There was no point arguing with me: in order to
understand high ideals, one must have them oneself.
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In Yefim’s novels you invariably had a fire, blizzard, earthquake, or flood—with such medical consequences as
burns, frostbitten limbs, and drowning victims in need of resuscitation. The decent people would run, fly, swim, or
crawl for help, would unhesitatingly share their blood, skin, extra kidneys, and bone marrow, or display their
fearlessness in some other admirable way.
Yefim himself was fearless. He could tumble off a Pamir cliff, nearly drown in a polynya,\fn{An area of open
water surrounded by sea-ice} or get burned fighting a fire at an oil well. At that same time he dreaded the number
thirteen, black cats, viruses, snakes, dogs—and tyrants. Everyone he had to ask a favor of was a tyrant. Tyrants,
therefore, included magazine editors, the secretaries of the Writers’ Union, policemen, janitors, ticket sellers, store
clerks, and apartment-house managers.
Whether Yefim approached those tyrants with large or small requests, he would put on such a pitiful face that
only the stoniest heart could refuse him. He was always groveling. He groveled for important things, like the
reissuing of a book, and for the most unimportant, like a subscription to the magazine Science and Life. His
campaign to have the Literary Gazette observe his fiftieth birthday with an announcement, a photograph, and
some sort of medal—one could write an entire short story about that. Even a novella.
Yefim was only partly victorious in that battle. The announcement appeared without a photograph, and instead
of a medal he got only a certificate of distinction from the Central Trade Union Council.
Yefim did have some metal decorations. Toward the end of the war, by adding a couple of years to his age in
his documents (he was fearless even then), he got into the army, although he never made it to the front—his troop
train was bombed and he was wounded. For his failure to participate in the war he was given the Victory Over
Germany medal. Twenty years and then thirty years later he received anniversary medals for the same thing. In
1970 he got a medal in honor of Lenin’s centennial, and in 1971, the Opening Up the Oil and Gas Deposits of
Western Siberia medal. This medal was pinned on Yefim by the minister of oil and gas in exchange for a copy of
his novel Oiler; which had been dedicated, however, to the oil workers of Baku and not of western Siberia. The
above-mentioned medals added shine to Yefim’s resume and permitted him to remark modestly in biographical
blurbs,
“Have been decorated by the government.”
Sometimes instead of “government” he wrote “the army.” It sounded better.
*
Yefim usually visited me on Thursdays, when he went to the store across from my house to be issued, as a war
veteran, Polish chicken, fish sticks, a package of buckwheat, a jar of instant coffee, and a box of those stucktogether candied lemon wedges. He carried all this in a large attaché case that held other groceries bought along
the way, in addition to a couple of copies of his most recently published novel—gifts in case he met any useful
people. The same attache case also contained a new manuscript, which he always showed his friends, among
whose number I was included. I’ll never forget that thick yellow folder with brown strings and the inscription
“File N°.”
Setting the attaché case on a chair, Yefim would carefully extract the folder and hand it to me as if embarrassed
yet with the air of according a rare honor. Not everyone was so honored (and many, truth to tell, were all too glad
not to be).
“You know how important your opinion is to me,” he would say, averting his eyes. Sometimes I tried to get out
of it.
“Why do you want my opinion? You know I quit criticism. They won’t let a person do it seriously, and if you
can’t do it seriously, it’s not worth doing. I work at the institute, I get a salary. I’m not about to start reviewing
books. Not yours, not anyone’s.”
Then, blushing, he would assure me that he wasn’t asking for an actual review—just my highly authoritative
verbal opinion. And of course I always gave in. One day, though, I blew up and said, not to Yefim but to my wife,
“I’m going to tell him, this time, that I haven’t read his book, that I don’t intend to read his book, that I’ve had
it up to here reading about decent people. Give me villains, give me losers, scum, Chichikov, Akaky Akakievich,
Raskolnikov! A man who kills old ladies! A deserter who sells stolen dogs!”
“Now, don’t get excited,” my wife said soothingly. “Look at the first few pages, at least. You never know, there
may be something there.”
“I don’t even want to look. There can’t be anything there. A crow doesn’t suddenly start singing like a
nightingale.”
“At least flip through it.”
“There’s no point even in doing that!” And I hurled the manuscript across the room. The pages went flying.
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My wife walked out. After I cooled off a bit, I began to pick up the pages, glancing at them and waxing
indignant over every line. I ended up flipping through the manuscript, reading several pages at the beginning, and
glancing at the middle and the end.
The novel was called Ore! One of the members of a geological expedition breaks his leg. At first he fearlessly
tries to conceal this fact. The nearest doctor is a hundred and fifty kilometers away, and unfortunately the
expedition’s all-terrain vehicle has broken down. So the decent people decide to carry their comrade through rain
and snow, through marsh and mud, in the face of incredible difficulties. The patient, though fearless, is not too
bright. He asks his friends to leave him at the site, since they have discovered a vein of ore that the state badly
needs. And if the state badly needs it, it is more precious to him than his own life. (For decent people, something
is always more precious than their own lives.) The hero is naturally rebuked by his decent comrades. They will
not think of abandoning him in his misfortune. The supplies are gone, no food, no tobacco, arid the temperature
falls below zero, but they carry their comrade all the way. They do not abandon him, they do not shoot him, they
do not eat him.
It was clear. I jotted down a few notes on a sheet of paper and waited for Yefim. I would tell him the truth.
*
He came on Thursday as always, burdened with his stuffed attaché case. From it I was given a jar of poor
man’s (Bulgarian) caviar.
We talked about this and that, the latest Voice of America broadcast, our families, his son Tishka in graduate
school, his daughter Natasha living in Israel. We discussed a certain very bold article in the Literary Gazette and
weighed the chances of the Conservatives and Labourites in the upcoming elections in England. For some reason
the Conservatives and Labourites in England always excited Yefim; he would repeat to me what Neil Kinnock had
said to Margaret Thatcher and what Margaret Thatcher had replied to Neil Kinnock.\fn{ At this time the heads of the
Labor and Conservative parties, respectively:H}
There was no avoiding it any longer. I told him, finally, that I had read the manuscript.
“Oh, very good!” With anxious haste he drew from his attaché case a medium-sized notepad with Yury
Dolgoruky on the cover and from his pocket a Parker pen (gift of the oceanologists). Then he looked at me
expectantly.
I coughed. I could not begin right off with a devastating blow. Better to sweeten the medicine first by saying
something positive.
“I liked …” I began, and Yefim, the pad supported on his knee, scribbled rapidly, diligently, leaving out not a
word.
“But what I didn’t like …”
The Parker pen lifted from the pad. A look of boredom appeared on Yefim’s face. He was looking at me, but he
wasn’t listening. This was not deliberate; Yefim had the kind of mind that takes in only what is pleasing.
“You’re not listening,” I said.
“No, no! Why?” Flustered, he brought the pen back to the paper, poised to write, but still not writing.
“It seems to me,” I went on, “that when a man breaks his leg, no matter how fearless and decent he is, he
thinks about the leg—at first, at any rate—and not about the fact that the state needs ore of some kind.”
“Cobalt ore,” Yefim corrected me. “The government needs cobalt badly.”
“Yes, I understand. Cobalt ore—of course we need it. But if it’s been lying there millions of years, surely it can
lie there a few more days. It isn’t going anywhere. In the meantime, his leg …”
Yefim shook his head. He pitied me, a stranger to noble impulses, but he knew that it was fruitless to argue. If
a man lacked something, he lacked it. So Yefim, continuing our discussion on a lower plane, asked what I thought
of the overall structure of the novel, and of the writing.
The writing, as always, was abominable. But I saw in his eyes such a desperate desire to hear praise that my
heart quailed.
“Well, the writing is”—I cleared my throat—“It’s … all right.” I looked at him and changed that. “It’s not bad,
it’s … actually rather good.”
He beamed.
“Yes, I think that the style …”
For such writing a man should be shot. But, with Yefim looking at me, I mumbled that as far as style went, he
was in good shape, though there were a few rough spots—
Here he reached into his pocket for a handkerchief or a Valadol, and I realized that even a few rough spots
might be enough to bring on a heart attack.
“Little rough spots,” I hastened to add. “Anyway, that’s only my opinion, my subjective opinion, they’ve
always criticized me for subjectivism, you know. But objectively, on the whole, this is good. Even terrific.”
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“How did you like the part where Yegorov, on his back, looks up at the Big Dipper?”
Yegorov was the hero. I couldn’t recall anything having to do with the Big Dipper, but I said that I had loved it.
“And the scene at headquarters, in the chief’s office?” Yefim was spurring me to a higher pitch of enthusiasm.
Good God! What chief? I had thought that the action all took place outdoors, in the wild.
“Ah, yes, yes,” I said. “At headquarters. That was wonderful. And the title, don’t you think, is very
appropriate,” I added, to get away from these details.
“Yes,” Yefim said, warming up. “Yes, I wanted something that would express the higher idea of the book.
Because it’s not just the ore in the earth, it’s the ore in each of us. Remember when they bring him to the hospital?
And they see that silhouette in the frozen window?”
I didn’t remember that either, but I nodded approvingly. To avoid any further questions, I jumped up and
congratulated Yefim on his success. Though I couldn’t look him in the eye. My wife fled to the kitchen, and I
heard her out there choking with laughter. But Yefim rushed over and shook my hand.
“I’m glad you liked it,” he said excitedly. After leaving me, he promptly spread the news of my praise all over
Moscow. I got a phone call from Baranov. Lisping more than usual, Kostya wanted to know whether I really liked
the novel.
“What’s the problem?” I asked, on my guard.
“The problem,” Kostya said angrily, “is that you are fortifying Yefim in the absurd idea that he’s a writer.”
For, you see, though Kostya was Yefim’s closest friend, he never spared him. He considered it his duty to tell
him the truth, no matter how unpleasant. I was surprised that Yefim stood it.
*
Yefim lived on the sixth floor of the writers’ building near the airport metro station—a convenient stop. A
clinic downstairs, the Literary Fund’s cooperative across the way (a minute’s walk), the metro to the left (two
minutes), the Komsomol grocery to the right (three minutes), and just a little farther—within walking distance, as
the Americans say—were the Baku Cinema, the Leningrad Road Farmers’ Market, and the Twelfth Precinct police
station.
His apartment was large, and it became even larger when his family was reduced by one-fourth, which
occurred when his daughter left for her historic homeland, namely, Tel Aviv. Natasha’s departure caused
fireworks.
To understand the reason for the fireworks you have to know that Yefim’s wife was an ethnic Russian—Zina
Kukushkina, from Taganrog. Kukusha, as Yefim affectionately called her, was a round, bosomy, lusty, emptyheaded lady with big ambitions. She smoked long foreign cigarettes that she got through her connections (“on the
side,” as they say), drank vodka, sang bawdy songs, and swore like a trooper. She worked as a senior editor in
television, the Patriotic Education Department, and produced the program “No One and Nothing Is Forgotten.”
She was also secretary of the Party organization at the studio, a deputy to the District Soviet, and a member of the
Science Society. But under her bra she wore a cross, and believed in mummification, telepathy, and the laying on
of hands. In brief, she was a fully modern representative of our intellectual elite.
Kukusha had kept her maiden name to avoid blighting her career, and for the same reason had made both her
children Kukushkins and registered them as Russians. Her strategy proved correct. She got ahead in her own
career and did what she could to further her husband’s literary progress.
Though well over forty now, she still had lovers. Military men, usually. Of these the most important was
General Pobratimov, twice a Hero of the Soviet Union. He and Kukusha had become acquainted long ago, when
he was still deputy minister of defense. The general recognized her on television. He was so smitten that he
undertook to serve as consultant for the broadcast of “No One and Nothing Is Forgotten.” I am told that
sometimes, when Yefim set out with fearless people on distant missions (or, as Kostya put it, in search of dumbass adventures), Pobratimov would send a long black car with his aide, a short, potbellied colonel named Ivan
Fedoseevich, to fetch Kukusha. And this would happen during the day, during working hours. Ivan Fedoseevich
would enter the editorial office in a uniform bedecked with ribbons, greet all Kukusha’s colleagues in a highly
unmilitary manner, show all his gold teeth in a broad smile, and announce with a leer,
“Zinaida Ivanova, you are expected at General Headquarters with the materials.”
Kukusha would throw some papers into a folder and leave. What people said behind her back did not greatly
concern her.
When the general himself visited Kukusha, a traffic policeman would first appear in front of her building. Then
some men who looked like plumbers would arrive in two Volgas and station themselves around the premises. On
these occasions, no matter what the weather, a couple, a pair of lovers, would sit on the bench at the entrance.
While they drank wine from a bottle or embraced, the man would open the woman’s blouse (so Kostya described
the procedure to me) and murmur into her bosom, which probably cradled a hidden microphone. Next a taxi
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would appear and unload a citizen sporting dark glasses and a gray hat pulled low. The taxi driver, observant
neighbors noted, was none other than Ivan Fedoseevich in disguise. As for his passenger—well, need we even
ask?
Of all Kukusha’s lovers, General Pobratirnov was the most appreciative and lavish. Lately, though, he had not
been able to do much: fallen into disfavor with the higher-ups, he had been removed for “Bonapartism” and sent
off to command a remote military base, with a marshal’s stars for consolation. But even in retreat he did not forget
his friends: he helped get Tishka Kukushkin exempted from the army, and he fixed up Ivan Fedoseevich as
military commissar of Moscow and facilitated his promotion to general.
Natasha Kukushkina, Yefim’s daughter, had been working as an interpreter at Intourist and planned to go to
graduate school, until she met a junior research fellow from the Meat and Dairy Industry Institute, one Semyon
Zimmerman, and bore him a son. The baby, at the father’s insistence, was named Ariel, in honor of (imagine!) the
defense minister of Israel.\fn{ Ariel Sharon (1928- ), Minister of Defense (1981-1983) } Kukusha swore she would never
acknowledge a grandson with such a name. She accepted the grandson eventually, but called him Artem.
The perfidious Zimmerman, meanwhile, was preparing an even more terrible blow for Kukusha. Natasha came
home one day and announced that she and Senya (Zimmerman) had decided to move to their historic homeland,
and she needed a certificate saying that her parents had no financial claims on her. Kukusha, horrified at this
news, begged Natasha to come to her senses, to leave the cursed Zimmerman, to think of her baby. Kukusha
reminded her daughter of all that she had done for her as a mother, of the gruel and cod-liver oil that had been fed
her in childhood, of the Soviet regime that had given her an education, of the Komsomol that had nurtured her.
She spoke of the terrors of capitalism, the Arabs, and the desert wind. She wept, took valerian drops, got down on
her knees, threatened her daughter with terrible curses.
The certificate, of course, she refused to give. Not only that, she wrote to Intourist, the Meat and Dairy
Industry Institute, the Visa and Registration Department, and her own Party organization, asking them to save her
daughter from the toils of the Zionist conspiracy. But evidently the Zionists had infiltrated the Visa and
Registratipn Department too, because in the end Natasha was allowed to leave without the certificate.
Kukusha came neither to the farewell party nor to the airport. Yefim said good-bye to his daughter secretly and
thereafter concealed the fact that now and then he picked up letters from Israel at the central post office. From the
letters he learned that Natasha and her husband had settled well. Senya (now called Shimon) worked at a
munitions factory and was drawing a decent salary, and she worked in a library. They had just one
disappointment. Ariel, three-quarters Jewish and considered a Jew in the USSR, in Israel turned out to be not
Jewish but Russian, since he was born of a Russian mother. (And his mother, who all her life had concealed her
Jewishness, was now also a goy, for the same reason.)
Surprisingly, their daughter’s departure had no effect at all on Yefim and Kukusha’s situation. The Young
Guard Publishing House continued to publish his novels about decent people, as if nothing had happened.
Kukusha worked on her “No One and Nothing Is Forgotten,” headed the Party committee, and wore her cross
under her bra. Tishka was finishing graduate school.
Life went on.
*
Every morning Yefim is awakened by a soft thud. This is the newspaper falling: the elevator operator has put a
copy of Izvestia through the slot in the door. There is supposed to be a mailbox inside, under the slot, but there
isn’t. Before Tishka was born, Yefim had meant to order the box, but never got around to it, and now there’s no
need. The thud of the paper falling is an excellent natural alarm clock for a light sleeper.
Yefim gets up. Wrapping his scrawny, hairy body in a green terry-cloth robe, he shuffles to the hall, picks up
the paper, and takes it into the bathroom. After he’s done in the bathroom, he goes to the kitchen to fix breakfast
for Tishka. While the eggs are frying and the coffee is brewing and the bread and butter are being put on the table,
a timer in Tishka’s room turns on the Panasonic tape player, a gift from his parent. The sounds of rock music are
muffled at first. Then a surge in volume—Tishka, on his way to the bathroom, has left his door open. The sound
subsides—Tishka has shut himself up again, he’s working out with his dumbbells. The music thunders again
through the apartment—Tishka has gone to the shower, leaving his door open. Suddenly the music stops, and
Tishka appears in the kitchen, washed, combed, and neatly dressed: Wrangler jeans, navy-blue Finnish blazer,
white shirt, dark-red necktie.
“Morning, Papa!”
“Good morning!”
Tishka sits down to breakfast. Yefim watches his son with pleasure: tall and fair-haired, with Kukusha’s gray
eyes. Yefim has been lucky with his son. Tishka’s an excellent student, doesn’t drink, doesn’t smoke, goes in for
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sports (tennis and karate). And he’s always busy: a graduate student, member of the Student Science Society,
member of the Komsomol committee at the institute, and president of the People’s Patrol Council.
He eats his eggs, sips his coffee, scans the newspaper without interest. A reception at the Kremlin. A sowing
campaign under way in Turkmenistan. The honor and conscience of a Party leader. Tension in the Persian Gulf.
Sports, sports, sports …
“Will you be late tonight?” his father asks.
“Yes. We have a variety show, and then I’m on duty in the patrol.”
“So we shouldn’t expect you for supper?”
“No.”
That’s the entire conversation. Tishka leaves, and Yefim again brews coffee and fries eggs, this time for
himself and Kukusha. When Kukusha leaves, he washes the dishes and goes to his desk to write his four pages—
his daily average.
*
Yefim began work on a new novel—or, rather, he was about to begin, having just inserted a blank piece of
Finnish paper (the Literary Fund had been giving it out recently) into the typewriter, and typing “Yefim Rakhlin”
at the top and, under “Yefim Rakhlin,” the title, Operation! He stopped to ponder the first sentence, which always
gave him trouble.
The plot he had all thought out. The story (medical again) unfolds somewhere in the middle of the Pacific
Ocean, on the research vessel Galactica. One of the crew members gets an attack of appendicitis. The patient
needs an immediate appendectomy, but there is no one to do it except the ship’s doctor, and he is the ship’s doctor.
Of course, when they learn what has happened, the decent people in Vladivostok and Moscow exchange
radiograms and alert other ships’ captains, who naturally all change course then and there and rush to the rescue.
But, as in all Rakhlin novels, they are opposed by the forces of nature: gale, fog, freezing rain. In short, the sick
doctor makes the only possible decision: makes the navigator his assistant, hands him a mirror, and performs the
surgery himself.
Meanwhile, the decent people aren’t just twiddling their thumbs. After much risk and travail, the Glory, the
flagship of a whaling fleet, hauls alongside the Galacica. The flagship’s doctor climbs up the rope ladder with his
bag. But the operation is over.
“Well, colleague,” says the doctor, examining the sutures, “the operation has been performed in accordance
with all the rules of our venerable art. It remains only for me to congratulate you.”
“Shh!” whispers the patient, putting a finger to his bloodless lips as he turns on the transistor radio on the night
table beside him. Today, it happens, is his birthday, and Radio Ocean, at his wife’s request, is broadcasting the
doctor’s favorite love song: “We met, and in my lonely heart …”
*
After typing the title of the novel, Operation!, Yefim stopped to ponder. He pictured the word displayed
vertically. The fact that his more recent novels all had titles consisting of only one word was no accident. Yefim
had noticed that the popularization of literary works was greatly facilitated if the titles could be used in crossword
puzzles. The puzzles were a form of free advertisement that had been scorned by those authors who gave their
works such long and many-worded titles as War and Peace or Crime and Punishment. But some authors had been
more farsighted, using titles like Poltava, Oblomov, or Childhood.
Yefim was proud of himself, that he had hit upon such a simple way to publicize his works. When, in crosswords printed in the Evening News, Moscow Pravda, or even The Light, he found that longed-for puzzle clue,
“Novel by Y. Rakhlin,” he would quickly count the number of letters and gleefully write in avalanche. Or oiler.
The nine-letter operation would do nicely. In addition, you could make a rebus on it—and just then an excellent
one occurred to him. Breathless with excitement, he wrote down the rebus on a piece of scrap paper and phoned
Kukusha at work.
“What is it?” she asked.
“Listen, I have this great rebus. First, a woman holding a spear and singing, then a package of soldier’s food,
and the definition: a future novel by Rakhlin, in nine letters.”
“Baldy, we’re taping in five minutes.”
“The first part,” he said hastily, “is opera—”
“Baldy!” Kukusha shouted. “Fuck your goddamn opera! If you don’t have anything to do, go out and get the
milk!”
She often expressed herself this way. Yefim admired it, but couldn’t do it himself.
He hung up and looked at the clock: a quarter past nine. Kostya Baranov might be awake by now, if he hadn’t
had too much to drink last night. Yefim dialed Kostya’s number.
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No one answered. He was about to hang up when he heard a click on the other end.
“Hello?” said a pained voice.
“I didn’t wake you, did I?” asked Yefim.
“Of course you woke me.”
“Sorry. I just wanted to try a rebus on you.”
“A rebus.”
“A good one. The first half of the word is a woman with a spear, singing, in five letters. The second half is a
package of soldier’s food, six letters. Put together, it’s a nine-letter word for surgery.”
“Listen, old man, I may have had a drop too much at the Literary Club last night, but you weren’t drinking.
And your arithmetic’s weak. Five and six don’t make nine.”
Smiling into the receiver, Yefim explained that rebus had overlapping.
“The first part is opera, see. The second part is ration. The last syllable of the first word is the first syllable of
the last word. It’s the title of my new novel.”
“You’re writing another novel?” Kostya asked.
“I am,” Yefim admitted smugly.
“Wonderful,” Kostya said with a yawn. “No work stoppages for you. You write faster than I read.”
“And by the way,” Yefim asked, “did you read Avalanche!?
“Avalanche. What’s Avalanche?”
“My novel. The one I gave you last week.”
“Oh, that,” Kostya said. “Why do you ask?”
“I’d like to know your opinion of it.”
“My opinion is always extremely negative.”
“Did you read it?”
“Of course not.”
“Then how can you judge it?”
“Old man, if someone gives me a piece of rotten meat, one bite is enough. I don’t have to eat the whole thing.”
This was not their first such exchange. Yefim, as usual, got angry and began shouting that Kostya was a boor,
knew nothing about literature, and had no idea how much fan mail Yefim got. Why, he’d got a letter just yesterday
from a woman who wrote that her whole family had read Avalanche!, had read it together, and it had brought tears
to her eyes.
“Here, listen.” The letter lay open before him and Yefim pulled it closer.”
Your book, in its humanistic zeal and romantic spirit, is not like those novels one so frequently encounters
nowadays, filled with plausible but boring descriptions of life, with uninspired characters, their earthbound dreams and
petty cares. It acquaints us with real heroes, whose example we want to follow. Thank you, dear Comrade Rakhlin, for
being as you are.

“God!” Kostya groaned into the receiver. “What a character! She’s retired, I’ll bet. Member of the Communist
Party since year one.”
He was right. The reader had signed herself “N. Kruglova, Retired on Special Pension, Member of the
Communist Party since 1927.” But Yefim did not tell him this.
“I can’t talk with you,” he said. “You don’t understand a thing.” And he slammed down the receiver.
His mood was spoiled. He didn’t feel like writing anymore. The idea for Operation!, which had come so easily,
no longer gave him joy. The last episode, though, where the doctor listens to his favorite song—that still seemed
good.
“Fool,” Yefim said, addressing Kostya. “I’ve written eleven books. How many have you written?”
Not a hard question to answer, that, because in his whole life Kostya Baranov had written just one book, a
novella. It had got him accepted into the Writers’ Union and had been reprinted three times, but he had not been
able to produce anything else. He made his living by reviewing for the Military Publishing House and doing short
scripts at the People’s Science Film Studio.
But Yefim was as angry with himself as he was with Kostya. Why did he allow his friend to treat him this
way? Why did he put up with his insults and abuse?
Because he did put up with them. Sometimes Yefim would get into a long argument defending the value of his
writing—and Kostya would suggest that he look in the mirror or compare what he wrote with Chekhov’s prose.
Kostya was right about the mirror. Sometimes Yefim went to the big pier glass that stood in the hall and stared
long at his reflection. He saw a pathetic, lop-eared, wrinkled face with small features and billiard-ball pate, in the
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middle of which curled one loose kinky strand of hair. And he saw large, prominent, Jewish eyes filled with a
meaningless sorrow.
As for Chekhov, Yefim read him often and closely. And didn’t understand a thing. Each time he read Chekhov,
he … he would never confess this to anyone, of course, but ever … but each time he read Chekhov, he felt that
there was really nothing special about the writing. He, Yefim Rakhlin, wrote just as well. Perhaps even a little
better.
*
Yefim paced the room nervously, angrily. He waved his arms, muttered, made faces. Sometimes, even, like a
royal guardsman of old (an odd atavism, this, incompatible with his origins), he drew himself up, clicked his heels
(though wearing floppy slippers), gave a sharp nod, and said through his teeth,
“Never, sir!” And he spat in the face of his imaginary opponent, that is Kostya Baranov.
His friendship with Kostya made no sense. He was forced to agree with Kukusha, who had never understood
what bound the two.
“He loves me,” Yefim would tell her, though not sure he believed that. But whether he believed that or not, he
and Kostya did have something like love between them. If not love, an attachment. Neither of them—despite the
constant exchange of insults and reproaches—could go a single day without the other. As if the insults and
reproaches were necessary.
Yefim would have to sever all relations with Kostya. Yes, he had made up his mind (as he had made up his
mind a thousand times before) and immediately felt relieved. He was not alone, after all. He had his beloved wife;
he had his beloved son; he had his beloved albeit prodigal daughter. She had left, but she was still his daughter.
She wrote, he wrote. And there was that inexhaustible source of torment and joy—his work.
He sat at his typewriter again. He had only to put together the first sentence, and after that the book would
write itself. So what if they said he wasn’t a great writer? What did great mean? Nothing. Anyway, Yefim enjoyed
writing, and even if they didn’t publish him and pay him he would write, he would write for the sheer pleasure of
it.
They did publish him, though, and in large printings, and paid him well. He had never had so much money.
When he had worked as a rank-and-file staff writer for the journal Geology and Mineralogy, he had made only a
fraction of his present salary, and had had to listen to his boss’s reprimands whenever he was late, and to ask
permission every time he needed to go to the clinic or the store.
The first sentence—once it was written, descriptions of nature would follow, people would appear, they would
enter into relationships, and the mysterious process of creation, not given to many to experience, would begin.
Regaining his composure, Yefim typed:
Captain Kolomiytsev stood on the bridge, casting a dreary eye on the raging storm. Towering waves loomed and
hurled themselves, one after the another, at the mighty breast of the ship like desperate kamikazis …

The simile pleased Yefim, but suddenly he had doubts about the spelling of kamikaze. Was it kamikazi or kamekazi? He pulled the telephone over and began dialing Kostya’s number, but then remembered his decision.
No sooner did he put down the receiver than the phone rang. You could always tell who was calling by the way
the phone rang. A boss’s ring was loud, abrupt. Someone asking you a favor—lilting, ingratiating. This ring was
lax, insolent.
“Well, what is it now?” Yefim asked, picking up the receIver.
“Listen,” Kostya lisped. “I completely forgot to tell you. They’re giving hats to the writers.”
“I see,” Yefim said, and hung up. He did not hang up in anger; it was for another reason.
Yefim and Kostya, living at a considerable distance from each other, did most of their socializing on the phone.
On the phone they discussed their problems, items of news, rumors about this or that colleague, the next
conference in the prose section, who had been caught embezzling what from where, whose wife had left whom
for whom, not to mention politics. They criticized the collective farm system, the censors, a book by the First
Secretary of the Writers’ Union. They dealt with the events in the Near East, the defection of yet another KGB
agent to the West, the declaration by a new dissident group. The latest thing reported on the BBC.
But, in case anyone listened in, and that was to be expected, they had developed over the years an elaborate
system of code words. If, for example, Yefim told Kostya that according to Brother Boris in London they would
be getting a large shipment of aperitifs, Kostya knew immediately that aperitifs meant operatives and Brother
Boris meant the BBC, that, in other words, a large group of Soviet spies was being expelled from England. Both,
of course, were gladdened by this news, as they were gladdened by any embarrassment or setback to the state, the
same state for which the heroes of Yefim’s books risked their lives and were even willing to part with various
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body parts. Or if, for another example, Kostya called and said he had some fresh veal for him, Yefun immediately
ran out, grabbed a taxi, and set off for the distant sticks of Belyaevo-Bogorodskoe—not because his mouth
watered for a chop or a roast. No, the desired object was a book, Solzhenitsyn’s The Oak and the Calf.
So when Kostya said that the writers were getting hats, Yefun was quick to hang up—to avoid undue attention
from an eavesdropper and so he could think what the words writers and hats were supposed to mean.
It probably had to do with the group of economists who recently wrote an open letter demanding a bolder
expansion of the private sector. The letter had found its way to the West, had been broadcast by the BBC, Voice of
America, German Wave, Liberty, and Radio Canada. Now these “writers” were being “handed their hats.” Yefun,
wanting to learn the details, glanced at his watch. Still too early. The stations he listened to were on the air only in
the evening, and Radio Liberty, which operated around the clock, couldn’t be heard in his neighborhood.
Evening was too long to wait. Forgetting his decision, he telephoned Kostya.
“About those hats,” he asked, “are they giving them out soon?”
“Not that soon. They’re sewing them to order,” Kostya said.
“Actually sewing them!” Yefim cried, appalled that the “writers” would be “sewn up,” that is, put in prison.
“Why are you so surprised?” Kostya asked. “Didn’t you hear at the last meeting when Lukin said we should
take better care of our writers? They’re building a new writers’ lodge in Sochi, the clinic has introduced a course
in physical fitness, and the Literary Fund is taking orders for hats. I was there yesterday, and I ordered a nice one
for myself, in gray rabbit, with earflaps.”
“So you … were talking about ordinary winter hats?” Yefim asked cautiously.
“I suppose, if you liked, you could have them make you a summer hat.”
For no reason at all, Yefim got angry.
“And for hats you had to call me in the morning!” he shouted. “You know that the morning’s my best time for
working!”
He slammed down the receiver, but a minute later picked it up again and dialed Kostya.
“Sorry I blew up.”
“Nerves. I understand,” Kostya said magnanimously. “Incidentally, the clinic has a new psychiatrist, Dr.
Berkovich—board-certified.”
Yefim let the dig pass and asked what, exactly, Kostya knew about the hats. Kostya told him that the Literary
Fund’s board of directors had decided to make hats for writers in accordance with their importance. Reindeer
fawn for the foremost writers, muskrat for the leading, marmot for the outstanding. . .
“You understand, of course,” Kostya said, “that the foremost writers are the secretaries of the National Writers’
Union. The leading are the secretaries of the Writers’ Union of the Russian Republic. And the outstanding are the
secretaries of the Moscow Writers’ Union, though among their number there may be one or two who aren’t
secretaries, merely writers.”
“Like you and me,” Yefim said, smiling into the receiver.
“You and me? Oh, come, we’re not writers. We’re just members of the Writers’ Union. Writers, they’re a
different breed altogether. They’ll be given something like fox or marten (I really don’t know furs). As for you
and me—rabbit. Rabbit fits our rank.”
Yes, that was indeed how the hierarchy looked. Still, in putting himself on a level with Yefim, Kostya had gone
too far. But Yefim said nothing, because on the whole Kostya was right. Yefim may have written eleven books,
but even if he had written a hundred and eleven, he would still be put at the bottom of the totem pole. Still be
given the worst rooms at the writers’ lodges, denied a subscription to the magazine America, and not have his
photograph appear on his birthday. As for the hat, well, of course he would get the cheapest.
But this had its advantages: no one would envy him, no one would covet his place, and he could quietly
continue to turn out novels about decent people.
So Yefim did not argue with Kostya. Let those who had nothing better to do fight for the hats. He had his own
hat, of wolf fur; the reindeer breeders had given it to him last year.
He hung up, carried the phone to the other room, and covered it with a pillow so he could work undisturbed.
But when he returned to the typewriter, a fit of rage overcame him and he began banging away at the keys without
stopping to think. This is what he wrote:
The LitFund is giving hats to the writers. Fine, wonderful, but I don’t need one, I have my own hat. It’s a good hat, a
wolf fur, warm, soft. I don’t need another hat. Let others fight for hats, not me, I have better things to do. Besides, I
already have a hat, a wolf fur, warm, and it’s a good hat. You can keep your hats, gentlemen, you can eat them, and if
you can’t eat them, I hope you choke on them.
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Rereading what he had written, he was amazed. This had happened before to him—writing in a frenzy. But
usually it bore some relation to the story at hand. Here, the result was nonsense. Pursing his lips in perplexity,
Yefim shook his head and stuck the page under the pile of old rough drafts that lay to the right of his typewriter.
(The page was subsequendy found and read. It moved the critic Sorokin to say that Rakhlin’s talent had not been
properly appreciated.) Unaware that he had done something talented, Yefim inserted a fresh sheet and again
addressed himself to Captain Kolomiytsev, who was standing in a stiff wind, his hand clutching his hat to keep it
from flying off.
Yefim noticed that he had written the word hat again. Angry, he replaced it with a cap with a faded gold
anchor.
Captain Kolomiytsev, then, stood in a stiff wind, his hand clutching his cap with a faded gold anchor. Much
better. But now Yefim had to bring in the main hero, the ship’s doctor. It so happened that the doctor passed by the
captain at that moment (Yefim didn’t have a reason yet, but he would come up with one).
“Doctor!” the captain hailed him.
“At your service, sir!” the doctor replied, politely tipping his hat.
“Pah!” Yefim spat, and hit his knee in irritation. Why all these hats? He tore up this sheet and was about to
insert another when he heard the mufIled ring of the telephone in the next room.
“Listen,” Kostya said, “I read your Avalanche! It’s brilliant.”
Never before had Kostya said such a thing. Yefim was flabbergasted. He did not know what to say. Suspecting
a trick, he asked Kostya what he meant.
“Your novel Avalanche! is brilliant,” Kostya repeated.
“But just twenty minutes ago, you said you hadn’t read it.”
“But just twenty minutes ago I hadn’t, but now I have.”
“Kostya,” Yefim groaned, “please, let me alone. You know I work in the mornings.” Unlike some, he could
have added, but didn’t.
“All right. I just thought you’d like to hear my opinion. The novel is brilliant”—brilliant had such an alluring
sound that Yefim could not hang up—“though a little long-winded,” Kostya went on.
“Long-winded? Why long-winded?”
“Well, let’s analyze it. Take the beginning: ‘The day was hot. Savely Morgunov sat at his desk and watched a
fly beat against the windowpane.’ Stunning!”
“It is pretty good,” Yefim admitted bashfully.
“Not pretty good,” Kostya insisted. “Stunning! Though obscure.”
“Obscure?”
“Very obscure.” This pleased Yefim, who in his heart of hearts had always wanted to write something obscure
or even impenetrable.
“Picture it,” Kostya continued. “The height of summer, the sun at the zenith, the heat unbearable, and the
windows all closed. Savely sits, and the fly beats against the windowpane. He’s hot, exhausted. He watches the fly
and thinks that he, the fly, is beating helplessly against the windowpane. Hopelessly. He sits in the heat and
sweats, and the fly beats against the windowpane. This Savely, by the way—what is he?”
“A construction boss,” Yefim said warily.
“I thought as much. All the better. The heat is sweltering, the fly beats, the construction boss sweats. Materials
are short, the workers are drunk, his supervisor hurls four-letter words at him, the quota will never be met. The
construction boss sweats, his mood is dark, the fly beats against the windowpane. He realizes that his life is a
failure, his job is a farce, his wife is hysterical, his son is shooting up, and his daughter’s a whore.”
“What!?” Yefim squealed. “What are you talking about? I don’t have drug addicts and whores in my books!”
“It doesn’t matter whether or not you have drug addicts and whores in your books. This is where my thoughts,
my imagination leads me. You have to trust the reader. You have to give him rein. That’s why I said the book is
long-winded. Why write six hundred pages when the whole thing’s clear from the first line?”
“Nothing’s clear to you!” Yefim cried shrilly. “I only write about decent people. Indecent people don’t interest
me. And anyway, the construction boss is a bachelor.”
“Ah, a homosexual!” Kostya said. “That’s different, then. Everything takes on a different meaning. He sits, he
sweats, the fly beats against the windowpane …”
Yefim couldn’t stand it. He slammed down the receiver. …
180.160 From The Ashes\fn{by Akbar Tursunov (1946-

)}

Isfara, Sughd Province, Tajikistan (M) 4

The twentieth century has witnessed its share of bloody social revolutions in Europe and Asia. Each time,
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revolutionaries declared war on the ancient institutions which, they claimed, had fostered the poverty, and they
promised to lay the foundation for a palace of happiness. But although the majority of revolutions have
succeeded, none has achieved its goal: The ancient institutions have been turned into ashes, but no palaces of hope
or monuments to happiness appear on the horizon. At best, some bleak, ephemeral buildings remain.
Each time, intellectuals furthered the call to revolution and heralded its advance; each time, ironically, they
themselves became the first sacrifices at the altar of revolution—see the workings of time and tide! Ream after
ream,. the cherished writings of those innocent souls were turned to ashes, along with their bodies and dreams. It
is, it seems, an element of human nature to gather any pieces that may have survived and mastermind yet another
revolution.
*
Perhaps the most pretentious of world revolutions was the October Revolution of 1917 in Russia. Espousing an
all-knowing and all-embracing ideology, the Bolsheviks aspired to place themselves at the forefront of world
communism. What followed was an intense barrage of Communist propaganda that persuaded people, even the
educated and civilized, that the new union was the epitome of human social progress. This notion of social
progress gave rise to Stalin’s “Progressive Socialism,” and that in turn underlay Brezhnev’s “Ideal Future
Society.”
The world was expected to view this progress with envy and imitate it with a longing heart. Perhaps the lesson
to be learned is that the Soviet people themselves believed in the system. They believed that the “Soviet Order”
was just, trustworthy, wise, pure, and sincere. Otherwise, why would generations have endeavored to destroy the
foundations of tyrannical capitalism to establish communism? Why would generations have destined themselves
for doom?
Then change occurred and altered our ways. Six years of Mikhail Gorbachev’s program of perestroika and
glasnost (1985-1991) opened our eyes not only to see our past but to be ashamed of it. So much for a “shining
future”!
At the beginning of the twentieth century, Mirza Sirraj, one of the wise and learned sons of Tajikistan, traveled
to Europe. Upon his return, this enlightened and patriotic man published an interesting travelogue. Strolling along
the clean and beautiful avenues of Paris and recalling his impoverished country and ignorant compatriots, the
Tajik traveler and thinker pondered,
Observe to what heights science and wealth have elevated the Europeans and to what depths our illiteracy and
laziness have reduced us, the people of Asia. Observe their expansive horizons in life and our limitations and servility.
When the Prophet spoke of cleanliness as an article of faith, whom did he have in mind? We, too, are human beings …
We, too, have desire … for prosperous cities with beautiful buildings. Pity us … Pity …

Reading these lines from Tuhaf-i Ahl-i Bukhara, I am filled with sorrow. The tomorrow that our intellectuals
anticipated with such zeal at the beginning of the century has not yet dawned by the close of the century. What has
made the difference?
*
During their long history, the Tajiks have experienced a number of assaults on their national identity, so much
so that European historians have wondered at the resiliency of their ancestors.
“How have these people,” they marvel, “survived the triple calamity of the Mongols (thirteenth century),
Tamerlane (fourteenth century), and Shiban Khan and his descendants (sixteenth century on)?”
Compared to those attacks, the tsarist Russian takeover of the fifteenth century was the least dangerous; but in
the process of colonialization, the Russian tsar killed so many that scales cannot measure their loss. The heir to
the tsarist regime, the Soviet Union, lasted for just a lifetime. But during those seventy years it committed
atrocities the likes of which the Tajiks’ seven-hundred-year history had not previously witnessed. In seventy years,
our language all but vanished, and our culture was severed from its roots. The Russians altered everything from
the alphabet—which was changed from Arabic to Cyrillic—to the calendar. We were separated from neighbors
who shared our Russian language and culture, Iran and the Tajik minority in Afghanistan, as if by the Great Wall
of China. Our country was transformed into merely a source of raw materials, our diverse agriculture was reduced
to cotton and tobacco monocultures, our land was destroyed, and our environment poisoned. The damage to our
rural areas cannot be recompensed.
However, let us not be thankless. The Tajiks did not stagnate for seventy years. They did try to lift themselves
up by their bootstraps. Unfortunately, when the future of the former Soviet republics was being decided, their luck
ran out. At that moment, those who lacked all gained all, and the Tajiks, who had everything, lost everything.
That statement may sound like a riddle, but it is really quite simple. I am referring to the fact that in 1924,
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Moscow established the national-administrative divisions that determined the territorial rights of the peoples of
Soviet Central Asia.
*
It began with Stalin’s politically motivated decision to divide and thus weaken the region of Turkistan.
Moscow recognized Uzbekistan, Kyrgyzstan, Kazakhstan, and Turkmenistan as republics. Tajikistan, however,
was initially classified as an autonomous republic under the auspices of Uzbekistan and only later as an
independent republic. The national-administrative divisions of 1924 reduced Tajik territory, reassigning much of
Tajikistan’s most valuable land to Uzbekistan. As a result, 93 percent of the new republic, “Red Tajikistan,” was
mountainous, and 75 percent of its inhabitants were farmers. The new divisions allowed the Uzbeks to keep the
cities of Samarkand and Bukhara, Tajikistan’s ancient cultural centers, leaving the Tajiks stripped of their historic
centers of cosmopolitan trade, intellectual life, and civilization.
The Tajiks were further isolated by Moscow-approved programs meant to impose Turkic and Uzbek—as
opposed to Iranian—culture. Further, the Moscow-led policy of Sovietization severed Tajiks from their culture
and their sources of spiritual inspiration.
At the core of Sovietization was the elimination of traditional moral and intellectual values. Tajiks were
prevented from maintaining cultural ties with the neighboring Iranians and Afghan Tajiks and thus denied access
to their ancient Iranian roots. Instead a semi-European culture, filtered though Soviet culture, was imposed. Over
the years, without the benefit of their intellectuals, teachers, economists, and politicians—most of whom had been
forced by economic necessity and Soviet policy to remain in Samarkand and Bukhara—the Tajiks failed at nation
building. They fell prey to economic, social, and educational decline. Their very world view was affected.
Whether by accident or by divine decree, stagnant Soviet society was shaken by Gorbachev’s perestroika or,
shall we say, catastrophka. The slow but steady change in the Union eventually reached our quiet corner and
awakened its inner forces. What happened thereafter was not only beyond Gorbachev’s control but beyond the
imagination of the Soviet Union’s most ardent enemies.
The inevitably declining Soviet superpower allowed its constituent republics to thumb their noses at the KGB
and the Communist Party and dare to break away and, one by one, declare political independence. For many, the
joy of independence was soon to be marred, however, because they did not know the first word about
independence. Tajikistan is a case in point; any Tajik intellectual will tell you that there can be no political
independence without economic freedom.
*
Today, all the former republics are in dire straits; and among the Muslim republics the situation in Tajikistan
borders on desperation. Seven decades of Russian centralized control over the economy devastated it to the point
that, short of large infusions of foreign aid, it will not recover. Long-term Russian control over science,
technology, and education drained the republic of its independent scientific and technological talent. There are no
textbooks written by Tajiks; the current instructional materials are all translated from Russian and reflect none of
the experiences of the Iranian peoples or of Muslims in general.
Discussions of those peoples’ advances in the economic, social, scientific, and educational spheres are
routinely ignored. Actors, artists, authors, and educators alike lack studios and schools. In the shattered economy,
denied the employment of their God-given talents for the elevation of their condition, Tajiks walk the streets of
Dushanbe, Khujand, and Kulab aimlessly. Some have joined the new business world, but their lack of capital,
experience, and expertise prevents them performing their business honestly. People openly shirk their
responsibility and refuse to discharge their duty. A kind of demoralization has set in that is neither spiritual nor
psychological. The question to be asked is this:
How did all this come about? What is the history of this demoralization and degeneration?
*
The Communist Party of the Soviet Union endeavored to create a melting pot consisting of nationalities,
cultures, and languages that had little or nothing in common. Out of this experiment was to emerge the “new
Soviet man,” an individual endowed with the highest ideals of the Communist hierarchy. Had the experiment
worked, the new Soviet man would have encompassed the best of humanity’s ethical and spiritual values, been at
one with his society and endowed with the ethical purity that the ancient Iranians expected of their best.
But the “Soviet man” that emerged was insensitive to and extremely inconsiderate of the pain and suffering of
society. He was socially and politically active, but his energies were directed to only one end—that of his personal
elevation. Rather than promoting ethics, he made traditional values, ethics included, subservient to his own
whims.
In Tajikistan the result of the imposition of this new Soviet culture was the appearance of a bevy of pretender
scholars and opportunistic politicians whose hunger for respect, wealth, and power could not be sated. (After the
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collapse of the USSR, the greed of these self-identified “intellectuals,” their grab for power, and their lack of
savvy in the workings of democracy combined to promote neo-communism, chaos, and, ultimately, civil war: It
was their slogans and their barbarous and murderous acts that incited the ordinary Tajik to take up arms against
his fellow citizen.)
There were also upright and brave individuals, true intellectuals, individuals whose moral compass was not
influenced by ephemeral political considerations. I personally know a number of scholars who bore the brunt of
Stalin’s wrath but did not change their philosophical ideas. I know poets and writers who, despite the directives of
the Communist regime, refused to lend their pen to empty praise of the system. They preferred to maintain the
eternal integrity of their thousand-year-old cultural heritage.
But they are in the minority. What can be said about the majority of the intellectuals of the Soviet period is that
they chose to go along with the tyrannical regime not because of a weakness of personality but because of the
tragic situation in which they found themselves; they mortgaged their souls to the devil to find respite for their
bodies. They had to make sure that they followed Communist ideology according to the guidelines established by
political overseers, for seventy years the sole authorities on science and culture.
With the downfall of the USSR, the oppressive state structures gradually became obsolete. And even though,
chameleon-like, many citizens superficially changed color to deal with the realities of a market economy, it is no
surprise that at the deepest level they had not changed. After all, communism, Bolshevism, fascism, and the like
promote particular deeply held world views. Does not each of those -isms bring about a culture of its own, a
culture that smacks of Manichaean pessimism, violence, and bigotry?
For seventy years, Bolshevism was imposed on Soviet society. It has deep roots not only in our spiritual world
but in our very psyche. Just as an image is etched in granite, so the rules of Soviet political behavior were
indelibly engraved in the conscious and subconscious of every heir to the Soviet legacy. Communism as a
superpower has left the scene, but its belligerent ideology, like a radioactive dump, continues to poison our
environment.
In the last few years\fn{ “From The Ashes” was written in 1993 ) this post-Soviet culture, soaked in partisan politics,
has dragged Tajikistan into turmoil. Political parties and movements with democratic platforms have sprung into
existence at the drop of a hat and have disappeared as suddenly. The reason is that they all sprang from the same
old Russian mold and were ready to commit the same crimes, even murder, if such actions brought them closer to
the achievement of their political goals. Recent events in Tajikistan testify to the fact that the real aim of these
parties and movements has been to destroy the republic’s constitutional government. Using diverse political
dodges, upstart groups in Tajikistan attempted to impose themselves on the populace and failed. Their individual
failure gave rise to the formation of an alliance, the united Opposition. The clash between the Opposition and the
government developed in three phases and led to civil war.
Phase I. On November 20, 1991, presidential elections were held and Rahman Nabiyev was elected president.
But from January until May, 1992, the Opposition pressured and derailed the elected government. A coalition
government, known as the government of national reconciliation, was formed, with Opposition leaders having a
share of power. The Opposition declared its cooperation with President Nabiyev.
Phase II. Despite its promises to contribute to the strength of the nation and government, between June and
September the Opposition followed its own hidden agenda. It intended to rule at all costs. The Opposition
leadership undermined the president. Before long, Nabiyev’s rule became crippled, domestically and
internationally. His economic, social, and political programs remained unrealized. The Opposition tried to cajole
Nabiyev into resigning voluntarily. He refused. The President was forced to resign at gun point.
Phase III. Over the course of the next three months, the impending calamity finally struck. Armed members of
the Opposition, supported by the Dushanbe mafia, assumed control of the capital city, Dushanbe, the region of
Gorno-Badakhshan, and the Gharategin Valley. Two other major regions, Kulab in the south and Leninabad in the
north, refused to recognize this government. They formed a Popular Front and began to resist militarily the brutal
attacks of the new government in the south with the ultimate goal of overthrowing that government. This gave rise
to civil war. In the end the Opposition was defeated by the Popular Front.
*
But while some intellectuals grabbed for power after the dissolution of the Soviet Union, others, myself
included, joined together to plan for the modernization of Tajikistan. This group of enlightened progressives is
dedicated to bringing Tajikistan into the twentieth century where it can stand shoulder to shoulder with other
nations. Rather than simply imitating the models at hand, we seek to forge a new model that synthesizes the best
of foreign ideas with Tajik national traditions and culture. Our contribution to the creation of the coalition
government, our efforts to make that government work, and our efforts to negotiate an end to the civil war were
all focused on the realization of that sublime goal.
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There were, however, forces in society that could not be overcome. We were overwhelmed by a public that
lacked political awareness and was inexperienced in the formation of democratic institutions. Most of all, we were
defeated by religious bigotry and infighting between different regions of Tajikistan. We failed because we could
not muster the knowledge required to run an independent state in the late twentieth century. And in that sense we,
the intellectuals, are to blame for the onslaught.
Today, the majority of the ruling elite are former Communists and members of the militia who are still devoted
to the defunct ideology of the past. They are not well disposed to science and culture and are not likely to promote
them. All the professors, poets, authors, and journalists of note who cooperated with the Opposition left the
republic, along with their leaders, after the current government seized power. Most of the intellectuals who chose
to stay or who had no alternative but to stay were arrested or deprived of their livelihood. They are constantly
harassed by the government-run media as to where they were and what they were doing during those fateful days.
The future is dim, even dark. The new rulers may not state their claim openly; but they, too, patronize the few
remaining scientists, authors, and poets only in order to promote themselves. This dim prognosis leaves me no
alternative but to foresee a stalemate in our scientific and cultural affairs for many years to come. Now that Soviet
dominance has been lifted, we will ultimately confront the same reality that our Iranian brothers confronted in the
1970s—we will have to struggle to bring about an independent nation that is no longer under the sway of a
dominant foreign culture, in this case, Communism. And we will have to pull ourselves out.
But note this difference: The Iranian intellectuals whose concerted effort liberated their country from foreign
dominance were graduates of American and European institutions. They could easily travel abroad. Can we do the
same with only Russian?
266.1 1. Flute Player 2. A Nightingale In The Cage Of My Breast 3. Forgotten By Time 4. Must Escape 5. Spring
Is Coming 6. Behind The Mass Of Green 7. Stolen Apple 8. Back Again: Eight Poems\fn{by Farzona aka Inoyat
Hojieva aka Forough of Tajikistan (1960- )} Khujand, Sughd Province, Tajikistan (F) 7
1
Where is the real bazaar?
I want to buy an eyeful of kindness.
I want to dress my soul in hyperbole.
There’s a merchant who brings me
a whole spectrum of leaping color
from the city of desires.
But here at the bazaar at Khojand,
faces are sour, talk is hot
and I long for the cool sweets of Tabriz.
*
Where is the real bazaar?
The flute-player tells me:
come with your ears used to insults,
and listen to the light recite a prayer to the dark.
Open your eyes used to pale shame
and see the beauty of Truth.
*
Where is the real bazaar?
The flute-player is there
calling my heart towards his hat
full of old change, but not a single pearl,
and since I am the jewel in the teardrop
I must go.
2
In this leafy orchard is a nightingale,
a nightingale whose songs are the dawn
and take me into the light,
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to the mountains of legendary Farhad,
and to the place where mad Majnun talks to the raven:
“Hello gorgeous!” And to that lucky cave,
luminous with solitude, basking in gold,
and to a paradise where Adam and Eve stare at a wheat grain:
“Shall we taste it or not?” If I were Eve, I wouldn’t taste it.
Thank goodness I’m not Eve or else mankind
would never forgive me for not sinning.
O tiny, miraculous wheat grain, O tiny apple of amazement,
O simple beginnings of myself.
There is a nightingale who sings my see through thoughts,
sings back to the beginning of memory.
There is a nightingale flying out of the cage of my breast;
it’s chirping now at the edge of morning.
I am leaving; I am leaving, my friend.
You have to step into life, spread your existence,
you must hurry,
you must bring to Farhad in the story,
the good news about Shirin, his beloved,
you must enter Zoroaster's cave
and taste the light.
To taste the wheat grain of paradise—or not? O …
I am leaving, I am leaving at last:
my friend, open your heart for me.
3
There was a boy. He would spread his wares
in our alley. The strength of the hero, Rostam,
roared from his shoulders,
he had the features of a Joseph,
his hair was the torch of Zoroaster,
flaming with ancient times.
The young boy sat on an old stool,
saying goodbye to his rose-scented time.
His sweets had no takers,
sweating in their paper wrappers;
his cheap cigarettes knew
that the point of their lives was to burn;
his soaps longed for the day
they would lather in beautiful hands and die.
The boy turned his eyes
towards passers-by
and, pondering the to and fro of cars,
he didn’t think of spring coming and going.
The summer of his youth
was dissolving into sunset
and winter would wrap him in snow.
Happy? Unhappy?
For he was oblivious to love,
for the margins of his life were rusting,
for he mistook the moon’s halo for the moon.
Ruthless life had sat a young boy
on an old stool and forgotten him.
4
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At last the word for scream bursts into my notebook.
Damn this sick society
where shadows boast about their own size.
No one understands the absence of the sun.
No one knows that this brightness
is just pretending to be dawn.
No one understands the absence of meaning
in the guises of the chameleon.
These hollow ghosts
with their gorgeous clothes
and dazzling pendants on long chains,
and breadth perfumed with the scent of Europe—
from the pulpit of time, with fancy words
they talk deceit as if it were truth.
I am offended by them, offended
by the pretentiousness of the very small.
I am offended by myself, too:
I just don’t understand enough
about the weakness of form and the courage of meaning.
Why do I make conversation with nothing
and stitch my words into the hems of the mediocre
like margin prayers or footnotes.
Must escape
must run away to simplicity,
must elevate the best,
must become another example of the sun.
O darling, what can I say, for even you,
choose a dim light-bulb over daylight,
even you with your perceptive glance,
no longer see the absence of the sun.
5
What does exile taste like, my darling,
what is it to know loneliness?
To know the sun’s loneliness in the empty sky,
to know a reflection’s loneliness inside the mirror frame,
to know the heart’s loneliness in the breast.
Life pulls us
towards an alley where drifts of snow fall on us.
Path after path leads through
a mocking hall of mirrors.
Feet will forget the melody of stroll,
Hands will no longer hear blood bubbling
through narrow veins.
And hearts, O our hearts, will be so weak love leaks away—
or not—I do not know. But I do know, my love,
there is a way back—through memory’s mirror.
I reach for the chapter of simple miracles:
the spring was heavenly silk when you first said,
“Hello my little sister.”
Behind my teenage front lived a baby—a thousand-year-old pupil.
Later, your letters flooded my dark eyes with light:
those letters were the gnosis of Persian poetry.
Years later, the nightingales of Moscow
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heard the Epic of the Kings from your tongue
and envied the phoenix.
Soaring tuse trees on the verges
saluted the poet Hafez’s flowing cypresses,
the chime of church bells
was the tinkle of camel-bells of the poet Sa’di’s caravan.
The caravan has gone—lost in desert dust.
And now, O camel-driver, carrier of loneliness, O my brother,
what does separation taste like?
In this world are scattered letters
that spell out loud and clear—this:
Wait, my darling, spring will come …
6
When the message came with a smile
that summer was coming,
men, sloshing their way
through puddles of muddy water,
carried on oblivious.
But the roses felt the warm kiss
of summer on their necks.
*
Chicks roared inside cracking shells,
plums blushed with excitement.
My mother lugged our winter clothes
out of the chest of drawers
and spread them in the sun.
I pulled my heart out of my breast,
and laid it in the sun as well,
my heart, smelling of frost, and musty winter.
*
Listen, from now on, my heart is married to the sun.
While you draw the curtains over it all,
and fall into mid-morning naps,
I make love with the sun.
I’m certain this love is my virtue but maybe it’s the sun’s sin—
because someone hurt me, recently,
someone with a ridiculous laugh,
which broke into the quiet night,
got my name so drunk even street girls shouted it.
Look. There is someone behind this mass of green.
Someone whose eyes, right from the beginning of creation
until this moment, saved faith and love.
Someone whose breath is the astonishment of Jesus,
someone whose touch is a loan from Moses,
someone whose voice veils the song of eclipses,
someone who is seated in the palm of knowledge
and in whose hands the half-apple
waits for sweet lips, someone
who has blessed horizons with dust from his feet.
Yes, behind this mass of green there is someone,
and for him I have come back to life.
7
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Winter rattles the glass
in a greedy hug.
I remember the ghosts in the stories of Bahmanyar:
ugly things, they steal beauty.
Capricorn scratches at the windows
and then returns to his own loneliness
minus the fairy of his desires.
*
I tape up the cracks around the windows.
Into this utter vacuum of silence
I puff my breath at the mirror.
O, tomorrow my friendship with the mirror will end.
But no, I was never friends
with these illusory mirrors.
The neighbour’s cat, naïve, perched on the roof edge,
harbours an impossible dream:
stealing meat from the stew pot at our house.
I stole only once in my life, at five years old:
an apple snatched through the neighbours window.
A satin-skinned, sugar-apple whose mother was moonlight
and whose father was the sun.
I was caught red-handed.
She came from next door, “just married” all over her face,
and said, “Come here!”
My hands trembled. My heart dropped like a windfall.
The apple smiled.
I was a big sinner.
My sin was heavier than Adam and Eve’s.
Unexpectedly, the new bride next door
planted a kiss on my face and said,
“I’ll give you this satin hankie, stitched by hand.”
I was a lucky sinner.
I only stole that once.
It was as if a stranger said to me,
*
“My apple used to twinkle in my breast.
Why did you steal it?”
I was a lucky sinner.
It is December again
and in the mirror I look at my old patience.
Why did the mirror freeze over?
O sun, come and play doctor to the mirror!
Night comes again. Behind the windows, the naked tree,
like the ghost in the stories of Bahmanyar,
waits for the fairy of the moonlight.
8
The messenger of hope
died halfway along the road.
he had to travel all the way
from the beauty of beginnings,
his small presence
speaking virtue, goodness and purity.
His poems were a rocking cradle:
they poured sounds into my life again,
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poured sounds, poured desires.
They helped me break away from evil eyes,
damning glances and false friendships,
I was rinsed instead by a bright spring.
But my messenger of hope
died halfway along the road.
My indigo veins were charged with cold:
I flew to the depths of a crystal corridor.
Voluminous icebergs
slept in geometries of silence,
dead blocks of ice.
Only my soul moved:
sometimes it would smash
against the walls of the corridor
and sometimes it flowed
through the big freeze.
*
Sad journey.
But I thought
if
I opened like a flower in the warmth
I’d meet enemies disguised as friends,
face betrayal all over again.
And I’d carry glowing pearls
to friendly parties
and bring back darkness.
And I’d go looking for someone
in the December streets,
someone who’s not there.
All over again I’d come face to face
with an acquaintance
and hang a smile on my face.
All over again sincerity would crash
into deceit, a heart would crash into a rose,
kindness would crash into fury, truth
would crash into lies, life into mortality.
All over again I’d see the poor
returning empty-handed from the bazaar.
I’d see a child bring gray, second-hand
soap to sell at our door. His grubby hands
open to reveal his pure palms.
O, if I should make it back from exploding
Shells and bullets I shall see life vibrating.
Small people, people whose instincts have shrunk,
will bring our home to its death
this home, which spreads across the dawn.
*
Bang! Bang! Bang!
You can’t escape the noise
When it’s in your own head.
When the shells explode, how can I talk love?
Through the crystal corridor of death, I had
a hard journey, and I wouldn’t have made it
without two clear voices calling for me,
if little hands hadn’t pulled me out.
My mother was there, somewhere.
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There, meaning everywhere, everywhere
else, where the sincere dead live.
And noisy spring wanting every cell of me
all over again.
On the other side of the window, the old plane trees,
across the wintry road, were about to sprout.
Friends say: stop looking through a black porthole,
think dawn, and not night.
Look how the winter cold
Makes the birds loving, in a huddle under the roof.
Why do you see everything upside down?
Why call the moth a dove?
Even if you call the moth a dove
It’s nothing but a moth.
Let the moth be a moth again.
Let the sun carry on its luminous life.
Let every blade of grass see
The green truth in itself. You
Have no right to spread despair,
To disseminate darkness,
To see evil,
To speak evil,
And no right to do evil.
You don’t even have the right
To laugh at a moth.
I’ll be back again
Just as branches bud again
On the old tree. I’ll be back
Again, even though I know,
The light of patience has died
In the eyes of last night’s love,
Moved on. I’ll be back again
To the narrow band of sunset
In your blue eyes, the narrow band.
The first time I wore a watch
My classmates complimented me
In that teenage way. I didn’t know
Then, the galactic speed of watches.
Day and night, a pointless rush,
A gallop through emptiness. I didn’t
Know that the seasons would come
Earlier and earlier, transformations
Would be so fast, the mirror’s eyes
Would open in amazement to see
So many changes in just one image.
Why does matter only move
In the direction of decay?
When I tied a band of flowers
To my hair everyone pointed,
Laughing: “she’s trying to stay young
With flowers”. No, it’s not a simple
Hair decoration that grants youth.
Youth is inside, a light that stays on
Until late. What I mean is you.
O love that has not given its soul yet!
O truth not yet discovered!
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O old book on a forgotten shelf!
O desert of secrets crossed by thirsty souls!
They don’t know that Enoch’s spring
could gush if they dug deeper.
Do you know? It isn’t possible
To walk in these alleyways
With the belief of a fourteen-year-old.
It isn’t possible to drive a horse and cart
To meet someone off the plane.
It isn’t possible to turn the cigarettes
On your lips to lollipops.
Drip, drip, drip.
Snow thaws in the gutters
Icicles on the roof corners fall off like old teeth.
A rook picks at a naked bone,
An invalid listens from a painful
Bed to singing in the street.
A child hands paper chains on its plastic
Pine-tree. My friend says: the birds will die
Without you, come back! And I will go back,
I will.
268.80 1. Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Aslimbegim Manzarshoeva (c.1970- )} Shugnansky district of the GornoBadakhshan Autonomous Region, Tajikistan (F) 1
I was born in the Shugnansky district of the Gorno-Badakhshan autonomous region of Tajikistan. I left
secondary school in 1989 and entered the journalism faculty of the Tajik State University. I graduated in 1995,
one year later than I was supposed to because of the civil war that ran from 1992 to 1997.
My mother is a housewife and my father is a driver.
I entered journalism in 1988 when I took a gap year before starting my studies. One of the requirements for the
journalism faculty was to have a portfolio of published articles so I worked for year for a regional newspaper,
Badakhshon, and for a district newspaper.
At school, I entered competitions on knowledge of the Russian language and I always won. I was good at
writing stories. I liked to read Russian and foreign literature. All this helped me to get a place in the journalism
faculty but ability in journalism is something one acquires gradually.
When I was at school I dreamed of becoming a construction engineer but my mother thought this was not a job
for a girl. Then, one day, right before the school final exams, a journalist visited our school to interview the head.
We asked our teacher who she was and she told us she was a journalist who was well known in the region.
Afterwards, we saw her article about our school with the picture of our head in the newspaper Badakhson. It
was probably the visit of this journalist with a microphone in her hand that inspired me to want to enter the
profession.
I heard about IWPR\fn{Institute for War and Peace Reporting} for the first time in 2004 when I was working for the
state news agency Hovar.
Having been used to the traditions of Soviet journalism, it was interesting to learn how to write a western-style
news analysis. My former colleague from Hovar, Lola Olimova, the current IWPR Tajik editor, began to
commission articles from me.
My first article was entitled “Tajikistan: Teenage Girls Dropping Out Of School.” Other subjects have included
the media, politics, religion and industry.
I especially like meeting new, interesting people, particularly experts, people who have expertise in their own
field and their own views. Meeting and talking to them makes one look at things in a different way.
Every publication has its own style and I find IWPR’s attractive. Of course, when you write for a publication
for the first time there are difficulties but it gets easier. IWPR training has helped. The courses are always
interesting and useful and always allow me to discover something new.
It is a good feeling to know that what you do interests people and that they read your articles. Each report is
dear to me in its own way because they require so much effort, work and time. It makes me feel good when a
report has helped someone.
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I really enjoy journalism. It is thanks to my profession that I know so many people and have been able to visit
many countries, to meet new people, and experience different cultures. Journalism is a constant search for
something new and interesting. This profession gives me an opportunity to be up-to date with the news. Apart
from everything else, it is my means of earning a living.

The Grand Mosque, Dushanbe, Dushanbe Division, Tajikistan

The Bofanda Mosque, Khujand, Sughd Division, Tajikistan
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The Hazrati Shoh Mosque in Istaravshan, Sughd Division, Tajikistan

A mosque in Qurghonateppa, Khation Division, Tajikistan
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The mosque in Gharm, Region of Republican Subordination, Tajikistan

A mosque in Nurak, (Nerak, Norak, Nurek), Region of Republican Subordination, Tajikistan
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A mosque in the Rasht Valley, Region of Republican Subordination, Tajikistan

A mosque in Istaravshan, Sughd Division, Tajikistan
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A mosque in Alichur, Gorno-Badakhshan Division, Tajikistan

A mosque in Murghab, Gorno-Badakhshan Division, Tajikistan
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