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[t gives me grear pleasure o inrrodoce the Twelfth An
Al Martenson Distinguished Lecture by Narianna Tax
Choldin, Nuortenson Distineuished Professor and Dirce-
ror of the Mortenson Center for International Librananship
it the University Library. The lecture was presented
shartly betore D Choldin's retirement and it marks the

culmination of her notable career.

Dr. Choldin, whose degrees are from the University of Chicago, is known
throughout the world for her unceasing commirment to improving library scr-
vices, to sharing knowledge, to fighting censorship, and to opening the doors
of intellectual and human exchanges that have enriched the lives of thou-
sands of people dircetly and indirectly. Her work was recognized in 2000 by
Russian President Viadimir Putin, who presented her with the prestigious
Pushkin Medal in recognition of her extraordinary contributions to Russia in
the sphere of educution and culcure. In 2001, the University of Illinois at
Urbana-Champaign recognized Dr. Choldin for her work in international
librarianship by awarding her the first Distinguished Faculey Award for Inter-
national Achievement.

The editor of five books on censorship, intellectual freedom, and Slavie and
F<ast European studics, Dr. Choldin has also translated four books and chap-
ters, written more than chirty articles and chapeers in books, and served us
curator of several exhibits on censorship. Her ability to translate her beliefs
into action through her hibrananship, her scholarship, and her service to the
profession has created programs and advanced ideas that benefits the profes-
sion around the world.

In “Walls and Windows, Islands and Bridges: Tibrarics Along the Road to
Civil Sociery,”™ Dr. Choldin reflects on her international experiences and brings

them to life for her listeners and readers.

Paula 'l Kaufman
University Librarian

University af THinors at Urbana-Clhampaign


http:reeogni7.ed
http:L:r<.:.ll

WALLS AND WINDOWS,
ISLANDS AND BRIDGES

On this campus, so strong in civil engineering and architecture, | suppose
my title could be misunderstood, so [ want to declare at the ourset char |
won't be talking about structures. | do have one small fracment of building
material with me—this picce of the Berlin Wall—but, as vou have probuably
guessed, [want to talk with vou today about walls and windows, islands and
bridges, as symbols rather than us physical objects. Walls and islands are, for
me, signs of isolation, of barriers, of obstacles. Windows are opportu

and opcnings. Bridges are connections, networks, mutual

understanding.

As for the second part of my title, I should say something about civil society
and its cousin, open society. ] :rm “eivil sociery” is widely used these
days, und probably needs no further claboration here, excepr perhaps to suy

t [ like to think of civil society as a place where citizens not only work
together to organize their own institurions and participate actively in their
own governance, but also do so, in the words of ¢ m House Dictio
nary, “adhering to the norms of polite social intercourse: not deficient in
common courtesy.” Perhaps [ ask too much, but I've seen so much incivil-
ity, in both senses of the word, that [ find myself vearning for a civil societ

that also conducts iwself civilly!

For “open sociery,” I adhere to the definition articulated by Georgze Soros,

that great philanthropist, opener of windows, und bridge parexce/lence, with whom

I'had the honor of working during much of the 1990s. For the last 15 vears Soros

has been pucting hundreds of millions of dollars into opening previously closed
socicties. Let me quote from his speech of five vears ago this month, on the

occasion of the tenth anniversary of his Russian foundation:

On the abstract level, Lam inspired by the concept of the
open society. ‘T'he best way to define the concept is to
point t its opposite, namely the communist system us it
used to tunction until it ceased funceioning. Notonly was
the Sovier Union closed to the outside with all the re-
strictions on travel and information with which vou arc

familiar, but it was also closed on the inside.

The official doctrine was supposed to supply all the an-
swers and anybody who disugreed with it was treated as a
dissident. | consi ich a system intolerable, because
no authority can have all the answers, "I'herefore an ofti-
cial doctrine of this kind can be imposed only by force.
We all know by now to what extremes compulsion was

carricd during Stalin's time.

Following in the footsteps of the philosopher Karl Pop-
per I preter another form of social organization, an open




society which is bascd on the recognition that nobody is
in possession of the ulumate truth. In an open society
people are not only allowed but required to think for
themselves and the state is there to serve the people

rather than to rule their lives."

Since the mid-1980s I have been a participant-observer in a number of coun-
trics that arc in the process of transforming themselves from some type of
authoritarian government into some type of democracy, from closed to civil
and open socictics. 've made most of my trips on behalf of the Center,
wearing my Mortenson Professor and Center Director hat; and in some cases
I've also worn a Soros Foundation hat, as a member and then chair of the
board of the Foundation’s Network Library Program. I've often been ac-
companied by Susan Schnuer, who joined the Center ten vears ago. Susan
has been a wonderful colleague and traveling companion, and today I'm
especially grateful to her for managing the pictures I'll be showing in a mo-
ment. (Let me also acknowledge now Debra Bolgla, designer in the
University’s Office of Publications and Marketing, who helped me to get
the most out of my pictures, and who designed the poster vou see on the

screen now.)

[ often visualize the transition process as a road—quite 4 bumpy one, with
lots of curves and dangerous overhangs. Accidents happen along this road,
too many of them fatal, and a few of these are marked by memorials, re-
membering the dead und warning future travelers to be wary. But good things
happen along the rouad too, because the landscape is dotted with all kinds of
institutions dedicated to helping people cope with change and o keeping
them, if possible, from harm’s way. Among the most hospitable of these rest
stops arc librarics—Dbuildings with lots of windows—and I have scen the
powerful force for good they can und do exert.

This afternoon I would like to take you with me on a whirlwind tour along

this road, and point out to you a few of the landmarks on my own personal
map. Much ot our journey will take place in the former Sovier Union and

Lastern Europe, as thatis where my professional life began, and this part of

the world continues to be a major focus for me; but we will pass through
some other regions as well—Germany, China, South Africa, Haiu, and Latin
America—where my travels for the NMortenson Center have taken me in the

fast decade.

Let us begin before what | shall call *The Changes,” meaning the transi-
tions beginning around the time of the collapse of the Berlin Walll T want to
share with you un imuge from Stalin’s Russia, onc of the darkest eras in the
history of closed and uncivil socicties. BlwWe sce hiere a page from the 1949
Soviet national bibliography, with the name of one unfortunate Ivanos

bluacked out. This man’s name was obliterated, his books were removed from
the shelves of all libraries in the country, and he himself became a non-
person. Whether he was shot in some cellar, or languished or died in the
gulag, I do not know. Whatever his personal fate, let him stand for all the
writers, scientisrs, artists, librarians, and ordinary people whose lives were
destroved in this walled country, this island empire. And not only in this
one: many countries, including mv own, have blacked out names, and worse.
None of us should be complacent. | would be tremendously interested to
see the symbols cach of us from every country represented here today might

choose to represent our own particular version of this tragic storv.

[ want to move now to the late 1980s, when cracks began to appear in the
wall around the Soviet Union and windows began to open. From the mid-
1980s on, I traveled to the Soviet Union at Jeast once each vear, and through
the "90s T was in Russia and the former Sovier Union several times each
veuar. Here are a few impressions: In June 1988, 1 arrived in Moscow from
Beijing to find the impossible happening. A play about ‘Irotsky, whose very
name had been forbidden, shown on television. Religious music on the ra-
dio tor the first nime in decades, and by Rachmaninoft, bunned for decades
in his native country. Strangers on a pleasure boat on the Moskva River
weeping together as they exchanged stories of relatives lost in the gulag,

In 1989 a poster appeared in Leningrad, dcpjc[ing the masthead of Pracda,
the Communist Party newspaper, on top of a blank page over which a red
peneil is draped. (The poster was given to me by my colleague Maurice
Friedberg, whose daughter had picked it up in Leningrad—he and I were
delighted, as it illustrated pertectly the phenomenon we had described in
our book about Sovict censorship, entitled /e Red Pencil') And the follow-
ing vear the cover of Owoned, Elthe humor and current affairs magazine,
featured a gigantic scissors over a ficld of texr with the caption posing this

question: “lFarcwell to censorship?”

In 1990 1 met Ekaterina Genieva, o remarkable woman who has become my
close friend and colleague. Some of vou will remember thar Karva delivered
the 1999 Mortenson Lecture, and that she received an honoran degree from
this University in 2001, Katya visited me early in the summer of 1991, and
after seeing a poster in my office for the exhibition on censorship in the
Slavic world thar | had curared for the New York Public Library, she pro-
posed that we prepare an exhibit together, on Russian and Sovier censor-
ship, for her library in Moscow, the Library for Forcign Literature, one of
the Targest libraries in the country, Established in 1923, this was a pecuharly
Sovicetinsurution, designed to isolate forcign lirerature, with its dungerons
idcas. In practice, it became o haven for Soviet intellectials during hard times.
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“Won't it be dangerous to have an exhibition on censorship?™ 1 asked.
“Naybe,” she responded, “butit’s really important to do it. 'T'he Sovier Union
is changing, and we have to make sure the process continues in the right
dircction.” (She had already begun to do just that, mounting controversial
exhibitions and involving herself in what would become a very high-profile
project with German colleagues to identify and make aceessible some spoils
of World War I, German “trophy books,” including ar least one Gurenberg
Bible, that had been hidden awav in Russian libraries, disused churches,
and cellars for decades.) So we did take on the censorship exhibition, and

the Library for Foreign Literature became our first Mortenson partner.”

Bl 1 .00k at this benign image of a reading room for children in the Libran
tor Foreign Litcrature. | love to show chis picture because it is superim-
posed upon a truly sinister image: we are looking at a haunted room. Before
The Changes it housed the dreaded spetsthran. the highly restricted reposi-
tory of forbidden books and magazines (found in all major Sovier libraries)
that was oft-limits for all bur a few people with special permission to view
an item, under close supervision. The rransformarion of this room, managed
for so many decades by the Parry and the secret police, into a reading room
for children, the window now letting in the light, was Katva's not so subte
way of airing out the space, of exorcizing the ghosts. And she did this while

the Sovier [nion stll existed.

Weeks atrer Kawva's visit to Hlinots, on Anugust 19, 1991—the day the coup
was launched—she signed an agreement with the BBC to mount a perma-
nent exhibition in the Library, complete with BBC television newscasts.
S!w did not back off when the coup was announced; indeed, during the
three days of the coup she allowed banned newspapers to use the Library's
printing facilities to produce broadsheers. (A KGB officer, walking by the
print shop, advised her to draw rhe curtains!)y This library, a bridge alreads

in Sovict times, was now launching itselt as a Golden Guate among bridges.

(‘Those of us who think librarians lead dull lives might want to reconsider.
As evidence T offer vou one more story, told to e last vear by one of our
Colombian Mortenson Associates: he and a colleague were on the road de-
livering books to an outlving library ina small town, They were stopped by
a gang of guerillas, whao hicld him hostage ar punpoint far a couple of hours
while his collcague was sent to the nearest town to buy them 60 lunches. All

ina dav's work, he said.)

Back to Russia: My husband, Harvey, and [were there during these fareful
davs of August 1991, and we cxperienced the coup in St Perersburg, then
still Leningrad. [N Scenes on the square where all the action was—crowids
milling around, reading illegal broadsheers and a wide variery of posters—

are seared into our memories.” WSomeone thrust chis poster into my hands

and urged me to take it home: in case the coup succeeded, people would
know what had been uteempred here. ('he text reads: ' he new Bolshevilk
putsch will ruin Russia forever! Armiy! Defend vour people against the de-
scendants of hangmen and murderers!” )

Those windows that had begun to open in the late 1980s were vibrating in
their frames by 1992, “Ien years ago this month | attended a most disorient-
ing event in Moscow, one thar T still find difficult to believe; 1 find mysclf
shaking my head as 1 rell you about it today. ‘The words are even hard for me
to pronounce as part of a single phrase: a religious rock concert in the Krem-
lin! M Here is the program, depicting St. Sergius, the patron saint of Moscow,
whose 600th anniversary was being celebrared.

A few months later, in February 1993, Tattended two mote amazing events
in Moscow. The first [ was the opening of uan exhibition on Russian Orcho-
dox books at the Russian State Library (still known by its old name, the
Lenin Library), blessed, as you see, by Alexii, Patriarch of Russia, and presided
over by Aleksandr Rutskoi, then vice-president of the Russian Federation.
(By the end of the year Rutskoi would be in prison for having supported
the sccond coup attempt, in October 1993.) [l The second event was a
conference entitled “T'he KGB Yesterday, Today, and Tomorrow™ at which
former KGB officials in nicely wilored suits spoke, and were velled at by an
audicnee of former dissidents in jeans and leather jackers.

In May of 1993 Katva and T opened the censorship exhibition on which we
had been working for the past two vears, Our own Maurice I'riedberg ook
part in the accompanying conference; and Dmitry Bobyshev, an eminent
Russian poct whom we are fortunate to have on our faculty and who trans-
lates my talks so T ean deliver them in the most elegant Russian, was there
as well. lRussian TV covered the event, and there was even a special
documentary program made abour the exhibition.

A few days later we traveled to Riuzan, a nearby city. with Natalia
Solzhenitsyn, the fumous writer’s wife, to open anorher deeply symbolic
exhibition that the Library had organized. Alcksandr Solzhenitsyn, still liv-
ing in Vermont at that time, had taught school in Riazan for twelve vears
before his arrestand deportation to the zulag: the city rreated his wife with
awe and great respect. (FPhe bishop of Riazan was there to bless the open-
ing: this scene became very familiar to me during my rravels in pust-Soviet
Russiw) This exhibition, mounted in many cities throughout Russia in the
carly 1990s, brought back to the country the buoks of many leading philoso-
phers, religious thinkers, und others who had been banned during the
Soviet period and whose works had been published by the YMCA Press in
Paris. (Some YNOA Press nuaterials are in the | niversity Archives, here in
our Library.)
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Our censorship exhibition moved to St. Petersburg in October, a few days
atter the second coup atempt. While in the city, Maurice and [ were de-
lighted to see this banner [ advertising the very capiralist newspaper
Komersant hanging over the street, juxtaposed nicely with a NMarlboro adver-
tisement. ‘The slogan is a clever play on a Stalin phrase. *'The cadres decide
evervthing,” rendered here as “'The cadres read the Daddy und decide every-

ching.”

In December 1993, 1 found mysclf in the city of Berar, Albania, [ where
sheep ambled peacefully past the public library. Inside, a librarian showed
me a heap of discarded books, munnsnblc now thar dictator Enver Hoxha
was gone. Hoxha's ideology. if vou can call it that, had infecred every page.
His infamous bunkers are everywhere, Il dotting the beauriful landscape
like toadstools and reminding us—probably forever, us 1t would be too ex-
pensive to destroy them all—of his attempr to close oft Albania from the
rest of the world. Walls come in many shapes. 'Two vears later it gave me
great pleasure 1o see this picture [in a magazine depicting a building in
lirana bristling with satellite dishes.™ There is a delicious and perverse
symmetry here berween the solid, round, cement bunkers designed to pro-
rect against evervehing foreign, and the light, tound. meral dishes thatletin
everything foreign.

Back to Russia again: Our censorship exhibition moved to Tiumen’, in west-
ern Siberig, in Mav 1994, and o FLkatennburg, in the Ural Mounwains, in
November 1995, In both cities our materials served as o backdrop against
which local librarians creared their own exhibitions out of their own more
than ample stocks, as both had been places of exile in tmperial and Sovier
times. (Ekaterinburg is the city where the last tsar and his family were mur-
dered.) T'he curators told me that preparing these exhibitions had been for
them personally a painful and at the same time a healing experience, fore-
ing them to face the reality of their past.

In October 1995, [ saw a remarkable guest book in the Parliamentary
Library in Prague, three pages of which tell that city's story of the 20th
century. Ny photographs are poor, but [ wunted to show them to you anv-
way, as they depict three historie signatures. Bl I'he firstentry in the book is
the signuture of Tomus Musarvk, first president of the Czech Republic, prob-
ably from his visit to the Library in 1919. ' T'he book was hidden in the base-
ment through the Nazi and Communist vears. BlIn 1990 Alexander Dubceek,
the Prague Spring leader, signed the book; Bland in Junc 1992, during his
first presidential visit to the Library, Vaclav Havel signed with his characrer-
jstic heare. !

Back in Moscow, | wuant to show you three pictures that suike me as im-

mensely significant windows, \We are in the central public library in one of

1§t]

Moscow's districts in January 1996, A Dircctor Marta Butkovskaia (a
Mortenson Associate) stands with her collection ot telephone books of Rus-
sian cities. "This would be an ordinary enough photo inan American library,
where phone numbers and other such information scem wholly innocent.
But unul a few short vears ago no Russian library would have had such a
collection for the public: phone books did exisg, but thev certainly were not
accessible easilv,

In December 1996, the Morrenson Center and FOKALL the Soros Founda-
ton in Huitl, began exploring a partnership, In Port-au-Prince Susan Schnuer,
Karya, and Isaw the extremes: horrific slums Bl and vibrantart B FOKAL
was building bridges all over the island, as in this school B, where the
library would be wanstormed. (Karva, shown here enjoving the children,
arranged to send a scr of beaunfully lustrated Russian children’s books to
Haiti) Michele Pierre-Louis. FOKAL direcror, hus deseribed the general
sitnation and FORKAL's aims in her 1997 Mortenson Lecture,” so [ won 't say
more here, exeept w note with pleasure that our partnership is thriving,
with a new team of Haitian Mortenson Associares here with us today.

One of the exhibitions on controversial subjects Katva was tuking around
Russia in the mid- to late 1990s was called “Education against Prejudice:
Bevond the Pale: T'he Hisrory of Jews in Russia.” November 1997 found us
in Cheboksary, the capital of the Autonomous Republic of Chuvashiia, on
the Volga, opening the exhibiuon ar the National Muscum. "T'he Minister of
Culrure and the Poct Laureate of the Republic spoke at the opening, as did
the head of the Jewish community in Cheboksary, a rerired engineer, who
uve us copies of his autobiography. "T'his exhibition on the history of Rus-

sian Jews and ann-Semitism was opening windows all over the country,

On that sume trip to Russia I visited two sites that brought together for me
N a very visual way some random thoughts that had been floating in the
back of my mind for the fast few years. In che center of Moscow, near the
new building of the Tretvakov Gallery, is a park where examples of Sovier-
cra sculprure have been :Ll[ht.‘l’(,‘d".ll):ln(l()ncd statues standing or
Iving on rheir sides in a lovely setting. "These are powerful symbols of the
Soviet past, at least to the gencrations familiar with that past. But what about
future gencerations, including the immediate post-Soviet gencration? What
about visitors from other countries? “I'his is not a muscuni: there are no
labels explaining the history and significance of cach sculpture. How will
future generarions understand the meaning of these symbols? What can they

learn from them if they can’t speak “Soviet™?

This park was in the news Jast month as Russian politicians considered re-
moving the statue of the notorious Feliks Dzerzhinsky, “fathier of the
K.G.BLT and re-erecting it in trone of the old KLG.B. building. At the end of
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the month L read that the statues in the park have been placed upright again
and “supplicd with antiseptically factual placques.” And a few duvs ago |
heard that 4 member of the Duma wants to erect a statue of the last tsar in
Dzerzhinsky's place. Ull have to revisit the park nexttime I'm in Moscow—
will T find the wsar on that pedestal? T wonder it those new placques are
sufficient, from my point of view. | suspect not. And whut message is con-
veyed by setting the statues upright, racher than leaving them as they were?
Nuch for me to think about!

That day I also visited the Sakharov Muscum, and 1 found to mv immense
satisfaction exhibits designed to teach people to understand “Sovier.” For
example, these pancls Bl, made of a filmy marerial, depict symbols of ideal
socialism. Across the aisle is a very different display B: printed documents,
black type on white paper, telling ubout socialism as it really was in Stalin’s
Soviet Union.

‘I'he next room in the Sukharov Muscum is a vast, dark warchouse fitred
from floor to ceiling with narrow shelves and file drawers. BlHere are
alphabetical lists of people executed. "T'he file drawers contain as much in-
formation as could be guthered about these individuals. BlSmall photos of
victims dot the shelves. Here and there we see a genuine item from the

camps: a cell window, a prisoner’s uniform, a pickax used in the mines.

I 'was so impressed by this muscum, and from chat moment on, 1 began
look for similar examples in countries 1 visited—displays prepared by librur-
ies and archives or, most often, prepared by muscums. Needless to say, the
road now took me to rhe darkest places. No windows, no bridges: just walls
and islunds terrible bevond imagination. T don't suppose anvone enjoys such
places. 1 have an extremely low rolerance for them, and these images haunt
me at night. But 1 sought them out perhaps obsessively, because 1 wanted
to learn whar people in various countrics were being told about bad times in
their own histories. 1 had always been tfuscinated by monuments, but now |
looked at them with new eves: what did they reveal about the past? Was the
tremendously powerful wura of monuments being linked to attemprs t ex

plain the pastas objectively as possible, or was this aura serving the needs of
a particular group?

I found, notsurprsingly, thatitisn’t always casy ro tell: these are very com-
plextissues. But I began to realize how very important it is for democracics
to give their citizens access to «// of the country’s past, the shameful as well
as the noble. In countrics that are not free, the rulers control the imagery,
and artempt to manipulate symbols to tell the story their way, forbidding or
discouraging aleernative versions. Opening access is an ongoing struggle cven
in democracies, of course, including this country. But the problem is far
agrcater in countries where the tocal cquivalent of the New Yord Jimes may
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not report such an issue, where the government’s incerpretation of history is
the onlv acceprable one. Please bear with me while we look at a few more
imuges from hell. (I bave many more, but will spare vou most of them!)
First stop: August 1998, Buchenwald concentration camp, located in pictur-
esque hills just outside Goethe's beautiful ciry of Weimar, also the site, be-
tween the wars, of the shore-lived Weimar Republic. What a wealth of sym-

bolism here!

T'he setting itself is noteworthy: Weimar is in the castern part of Germany
and was rhus in the Soviet zone of occupation, which became the German
Democratic Republic. The wall surrounding the GDR came down along
with the Berlin Wall. A few isolated objects remain along che former border
berween the two Germanys, Bl Here, near Eisenach, vou can sce amidstthe
bustle of the antobahn the tower that used to house enormous scarchlights,
and a guardhouse and guard tower, manned in the not-so-distant “old davs™
by voung soldiers looking for people trving to get out of the GDR. The no
man's land is no longer visible; 1t must be imagined. T'here are no historical
markers.

The Buchenwald site 1s a muscum, and has been one since GDR times.,
This s what makes itso fascinating tor me: the incredibly complex layers of
historv—Nazi. GDR and Soviet, post-Sovier German—cach with its own
interpretation of “the facts™ (and T put “the facts™ in quotation marks, be-
cause they keep changing!). You enter Buchenwald through this arch B,
under the cruel Nazi slogan “Jedem das Seine™: to cach his own, to cach
what he descerves, to each what's coming to him." We sce here one of the
cell blocks m Inside BB are memorials to the prisoners who lived and
died there (the one vou see commemorates o Prorestant pastor who tried to
protect Jews und others and was tortured and exccured); I memorial at
the site of the Jewish barracks; and [l urns in the cremarorinm. Ourtside the
cam pm\vc come to a massive, Sovicr-style GDR memorial, with a text that
recounts history with Sovictstyle distortions; Bl and to the ash pits, now
idvllic shallow depressions covered with velvery grass. All these sites be-
came part of a vast, ourdoor museum during the GDR cra.

When Gernmuny was reunified, the Federal Republic of Germany agreed to
maintain all GDR monuments as they were, in perpetuicy. "This is good, 1
think, although I know there is, understandably, much grumbling at the
expense. People need to see the symbols of cach stratum as they were then.
But, as I noted carlier, explanations are needed, and these are supplied in
the excellent new muscum exhibits at Buchenwald, where the viewer can
review wll the strata and view the history of the place in light of the latest
historical rescarch.



IFor me an especially stunning und visceral exhibit at Buchenwald is one
still under constructon, as it were, because historical, archeological, and
forensic research is still in progress. BII'm alking about the forest cemetery
a few steps from the camp, the mass grave of victims of “Special Camp
No. 2." Justafter the war the Soviers found the setup at Buchenwald conve-
nient for dealing with their own prisoners. The camp, the executions, and
the graves were a secret, revealed only after The Changes. As bodies are
discovered, cach is marked with a polished stainless steel pole, creating a

grim forest-within-a-forest in this beautiful, pastoral setting.

Back on the main road. let’s give ourselves some comic relicf Blby looking
at a billboard | spotted the following month (Seprember 1998) in Moscow,
up in the Sparrow Hills by the universiey. There's a Russian proverb, Ziubish
batatsia, linbi i sanochki wo=ir', which means “if you love to go sledding, vou’d
betrer love to carry your sled up the hill too.” "I'his version savs Liwbish
katatsia, liubi nalogt platit'—if vou love to go sledding, vou'd bertter love to
pay raxes too. A public-service ad where once red banners wich Party slo-
gans used to hang! Russians are learning that in a democracy citizens nust

pay for roads and libraries, a lesson too many Americans forget.

More memorials now: in the vear 2000 I seemed o stumble upon them
wherever I went. A few miles oft the coast of Cape "Town, South Africa, lics
Robben Island. [ che infamous prison where Nelson Mandela spent much
ol his life. When Susan and 1 were there, in February 2000, our tour guides
were former inmates, bringing a special and poignant immediacy to the ex-
perience. Chis was our first visit to the country, to initiate a project that
later won Mecllon Foundation funding and gave the Mortenson Center a
splendid new partner, LIASA, the Library and Information Association of
South Africa.)

Susan and | had had a similar experience the month before, in Vilnius,
Lithuania, where former prisoners took us through a particularly grisly mu-
scum in the building that hud housed the KGE prison during Soviet times.
Locul Sovier authorities attempted to cover up the exceution chamiber, but
sealous Lithuanians refused to let this happen. Thanks to recent work of
archeologists, the visitor sees the real floor, blood-stained and with some
objects dropped by prisoners scattered on it beneath the hasrily erecred
talse floor. You will perhaps be relieved to learn thae I have no pictures to

show vou.

The ity of Berlin is one gigantic symbol. In Ny 2000, T tried to caprure a
few of its perspectives. Dic neue Wache, Bla 19ch-century monument buile
on Unter den Linden Strasse, the Fitth Avenue of Berling to celebrate Ger-
man imperial glory, has a new placard, installed after The Changes, derail-

ing snccessive sencrations of victims from the Nazi and Soviet eras.
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A few blocks away, on the square in front of the Humboldt University Li-
brary, a memorial by the artist Micha Ullmann (installed in 1994/95) com-
memorates the Nazi book-burning of May 1933, The memorial is ditficult
to photograph, at least for me: it is a glass-covered hole in the ground through
which one sees, in the earth below, a chamber filled with empry bookstack
units. 'T'he plague quotes a fnthar and prescient poem that Heinrich Heine
wrote 1n 1820, incorporated into the memonal at Dachau concentration camp

too:

Das warvin Vorspiel nur. dort

Wo man Buecher cerbrennt,

Verbrennt man am FEnde auch Jenschen

(‘I'hat was just a prelude,

Where books are burned,

I'liere, in the end, people will be burned too)

One more scene from Berlin, tfrom the Deursches Musik-Archiv: M librar-
ian (and Mortenson Associate) Silke Breslau is holding two 78 rpm records
hidden away during the Nuzi vears. In the brown envelope is a recording of
Louts Armstrong plaving “St. Louis Blues™ and “Tiger Rag,” both banned
by the Nazis. In the white envelope is o recording of operatic areas by Iizio
Pinza. It was sold under the counter in a Berlin shop during the Second
World War, All records from the Victor “Talking Machine Company were
banned, so the proprietor placed a “Special Record™ label over the Victor
label to make this bannced item less obvious.™

Back in Russia in Seprtember 2000, T had two experiences 1 want to docu-
menthere. 'T'he publicJibrary in Rostov-on-Don, not far from the Chechnya
battleficlds, had a lovely exhibition, “Human Rights through the Eves of
Children,” organized by a local group. EBEIKids had painted pictures illus-
trating various articles of the UN Declaration of Human Righes. T liked the
exhibition very much, but scarched in vain for a picture about my personal
favorite, Article 19 (free expression). "We didn’t include that article,” the
organizer told me; “we thought the concept was too complex tor children.”
I gulped and restrained myself, but wenr away quite agitated. Later thut
dav I told a Russian friend, a noted human rights activist, about the inci-
dent, and he agreed that Article 19 wasn’tappropriate for children. I vowed
to talk and write ubout this as otten as | could, and | have done so, in Russia
and elsewhere. With all duc respect to these good people, they are wrong:
children can and should be introduced to the concepr of free expression,

betore it’s too Jate.

Thatsame week I spentatew hours at the annual NMoscow Book Fair, which
began in the late Sovicr cera. "This was the first time T had been in Moscow
while the fair was on, and | wanted to sce it, having written and spoken
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about it often. (It was here that many Soviet citizens had their first—and
often only—chance to touch foreign books. Western exhibitors expected
the books to “walk out,” and were delighted when they did. Stories from
the Moscow Book IFair were guaranteed to make lovers of freedom of ex-
pression weep.)

I am happy to report that in Seprember 2000, Tfound no reason to weep. On
the contrary, I smiled Bwhen | saw Moscow address and telephone guides
on display, as well as Bl an unaltered edition of an Oxford dictionary for
students. In the mid-1980s this dictionary had been reprinted in English by
a Sovier publisher with Soviet definitions of some key words—*commu-

»

nism,” “imperialism,” “socialismn.” “capirtalism™—replacing the original defi-
nitions, and with the consent of the Oxtord rights editor. I've always won-
dered what Soviet users of this very popular dictionary thought if they hap-

pencd to read those genuinely Sovier definitions in an English dictionary !

We are nearing the end of our journey now, but I wunt us to stop for a mo-
ment in Guatemala and then zip around the world once more to see four
more of those memorials at the side of the road.

Guatemala is a special place for me, as my parenrs, Sol and Gertrude Tax,
lived and worked there from 1933 through 1941, learing abour life in the
highland villages and building scholarly, cultural, and personal bridges of
their own. My visits there are always highly emotional, and 1 travel around
the country in the company of fricndly ghoses along with Susan Schnuer
plus our Mortenson partner Ana Cecilia Torres and a remarkable tcam of

Mortenson Associates.

I want to show you two bridges in Guatemala, encountered on our visit in
I'ebruary 2001, 'The first (perhaps unlikely) bridge is the Central Bank of
Guatemala, which operates a network of public libraries like this one Bl in
Antigug, where we see voung teachers reading. 'I'he second bridge is Ann
Cameron, an American author of children’s books who lives in Panajachel.
the town where my parents and older sister lived. Ann solicired donations
and builr the town a library. There was a fire, B of mysterious origin, but the
town admimstration has cooperated. Ann has collected more money, and
the library hus a new building now. My purents would be so pleased.

On the final screreh of road we stop first ar a memorial outside the new city
of Zhuhai, China, located in one of the Special Economic Zones near Hong
Kong. A local man has opencd a house-muscum, a privare enterprise, in a
village near the ciey. Susan and 1 visited the muscum in November 2001,
with Mortenson Associare Qin Jian.

The house is a mansion in the Chinese stvle, builr around the turn of the

last century by o wealthy [ocal man. T'he villagers were proud of the muan-

sion, and when the Red Guards were coming, they decided to protect it as
wellas they could from destruction. They covered over the fine decorations
inside and outside. Their efforts were successful: the building was occu-
picd but not destroved. The muscum director decided to restore the deco-
rations, but to leave small portions as they were, to show visitors what
had happened. Tt may be hard to spotthose portions on these photos: I hope
vou can see what I'm ralking abourt.

I'he nexr stop is another of those places where the earth s soaked with
blood and the birds do not sing. I visited Karyn Forest, near Smolensk. Rus-
sia, on a sunnv day last January B, The snow was deep and pure white, the
air completely still and we were the only visitors that morning to the site of
the massacre by the Soviers of more than 4,200 Polish officers in the spring
of 1940. FFor decades the Soviees claimed thae the Germans commirted this
crime, and 1t was only after I'he Changes that the trurh came out. The me-
morial park, a Polish-Russian joint project, is still under construction. "T'he
Poles are quite far along with their memorials, B including an impressive
wall of names and brief information, if available, abour cach officer. Visitors
licerally walk over the mass grave as they wander along the wall. Russian
contributions to the park are corning, understandably, more slowlv; they have
many issucs to work through as they plan their memorials.

In March of this vear my road led me to an “island™ like no other | have
seen: the city of Kaliningrad, formerly Koenigsberg, a tiny dot of Russian
territory surrounded completely by Lithuania and Poland. Kaliningrad is an
ancient German port on the Baltie Sea. Tris famed as the city of Emmanuel
Kant, who is burted here in the cathedral m

There was absolutely nothing Russian, or Soviet, about this place until the
end of the Second World War. British and Sovier forces bombarded the ciry
and the Germans defended it and together thev destroved many of the
ancient landmarks. Then the Soviets occupicd the city. Stalin deported whut-
cver local people survived and imported new inhabitants from various parts
ol the Soviet Union. Kocnigsberg was gone, excepr for a handful of build-
ings: and Kaliningrad, named after the Old Bolshevik who was tormal head
of the Sovict state from 1919 until 1946, was born. As home of the Baltic
Ileet the city was closed even to Sovier citizens: 1t was an islnd in both
time und space, encircled by Sovier walls. “I'he ciey s filled with ghosts. |
cerrainly felr their presence, and so did the grear Russian poct Joseph
Brodskii, who wus there briefly in 1964, In onc of his poems about
Kocnigsberg/Kaliningrad he deseribed the city as u place where “the trees
whisper...in German. ™

Now Kaliningrad is open to the rest of the worldand there are some bridges
to the past as well, BIA few moldering books remind us of the library of



Kant's university, the Alberrina, tamous throughout Europe from medieval
times on. | hope someone will do something abour these books, and soon:
they are a preservation nightmare. 'T'he city has a modern university with an
Interner ecenter funded by George Soros (one of 33 such centers hie estab-
lished at Russiun universities). Thanks to this center there is a project to
document whar is lett of old Koeniesberg and mount photographs on the
Internet.™ Aad Euliningrud has become o modcl for Russia, having just
pussed what I believe is the country’s first freedom of infurmauon act!

Finally, a few words about bridges. I've mentioned some—George Soros
and his foundations, particularly in Russia and Haiti but in many other coun-
tries as well; the Library for Foreign Literature in Russia; our partners in
Latin America and South Africa—and T want to add some others to the hst
that have been important in my life in recent vears. This is by no means an
exhaustive list I plan to devote considerable space in the memoirs TThope to
write to the dozens of organizations and individuals T have worked with
personally. Let me now just say something about categories of bridges, with
a few brief examples.

IFirst, the really big bridges, the kind that span major bodies of water and
carry steady streams of trains, buses, trucks, cars, and pedestrians on ditfer-
entlevels. These are the foundations—Soros and Mcllon, Carncgic and Ford,
Bertelsmann. Gures, Getry, and others—and governments that support li-
brarv-related projects as purt of their foreign aid. In this country non-gov-
crnmental organizations like TREX, the International Research and Fx-
changes Board, have played an extremely important role by serving as puss-
through organizations—conncecting links in the bridge system, if you will—
winning government and foundation grants and re-granting the funds to
universities and individuals to carry out specific projects.

I cannot emphasize strongly enough the importance of these large-scule,
multtmillion-dollar, insttutiona) bridecs, without which orcanizations hke
the Viorcenson Center, and individuals like me, simply could not have func-
noned. "They nake it possible tor us und our colleasues around the world to
cross o wr the chasms that separate us and to work together. Professional
associutions, cspecially international ones like HFLAL the Internationad IFed-
cration of Library Associations and Insticutions, also serve as exeremely im-
portant bridges, providing through theirconferences und activities opportu-
nitics tor collenguces from around the world to meet and colluborate.

But there is another kind of bridge that is cqually important, and without
which the big bridges lead nowhere: the little footbridges, often shaky and
creaky, frequently serung together with bailing wire and chewing gum, as
they say. We come upon these bridges in unexpected places. No two are
alike, and they are amazing in cheir local color and in their abundance.

IN

I am talking. of course, about peaple, about the librarians and supporters of
libraries 1 have met along the road. In their own modest ways they have
chunged the world for the better. Thev have enriched my life and lodged in
my heart, and [ am so proud that I have had the opportunity to work with
these remarkable people. 1 could tell you so many bridge storices, hundreds
of them, from my own experience or told to me by Mortenson Associates
and others I've met along the road. L.et me close by sharing with you two
stories that [ love.

T'he first story was told to Susan, Katva, and me by our Huaitian partners,
T'here is a library in Port au Prince called “Eroile Filance,” Shooting Star [8.
started by a group of young people in 1991, during the coup that deposed
President Aristide. By the time we visited, at the end of 1996, it was a thriv-
ing institution with many readers, and with a small bookbinding business
that brought income to the library. When they started Eroile Filante the
founders, who lived in one of the city’s worst slums, were barely literare
themscelves, butsomehow they had figured out that reading and books were
good things, and they insisted that they wanted a hibrary. ((They learned
quickly what real reading is!) 'I'he Soros Foundirtion helped them get started.,
but the inspiration came from the young people, und they realized their
dream by working against odds we can barely imagine. Eroile Filante is
thriving today, one of a handful of fragile bridges in an island-country des-

perately in need of bridges.

‘T'he story of our Mortenson partner in Georgia (not the Peach State, bur the
former Sovice republic) is very different but equally remarkable. A small
group ot librarians cducared in the United States, several of then at this
University, returned home in the early "90s and started a continuing cduci-
tion center for Georgian librarians. Working togecher on their own ime—all
had full-time jobs—they got grants and persuaded a local university to give
them space. "They joined forces with collecagues in Armenia and Azerbaijan,
their neighbors, and provided a neutral mecting-place for those two warring
countries. Linel "The Changes all three were Soviet republics, and these
librariuns had been colleagues, meeting together frequently. Now they were

all independent, and two ot them had been enpaged in a bitter war.

Susan and | were present at che first of these mectings, in "I'bilisi, Georgia,
in June 1998, One evening alter dinner, as people were dancing to the irre-
sistible music of the Caucusus, one of the participants from Azerbaijan said
somerhing to me that Pl never forger: “How can 1 dance with Armenians?™
he asked, with anguish. My son was killed in that war” e reflected fora
monmient, then sighed and said, “But these are my colleagues, librarians,
and some of them are old friends from before, so 'l dance wich them.” And
he did.



One of the leaders of this enterprise, Besiki Srvilia, is back at Hlinois to get
his Ph.D. in the Graduate Schoot of Library and Information Science, and
while he s here, he contnues to work with his eollcacues in Georeia, Arme-
nia, and Azerbagan, by c-mail. Librarians i the three countries continue
their seminars and traming activities m all chree places (with the active in-
volvement of the Amencan Library Association), and rhie Georgians are re-

butlding their bndge to Russia as well,

Walter Morrenson was not a Librarian, but he believed in Librarians and in
the bridees they could build, and through his aifts to the Universice of -
nois Library he enabled us to ereate somerhing here thatis unique and pow

erful. "Together with our international partners, and with vital support from
our LS. partners—rthe Hlinois State Library, the Council on Library and
Informution Resources, the Queens Borongh PPublic Library, and others o
join us, I hope—rthe Center, with the help of big bridges, is linking hun
dreds of sinall bridges into w nerwork of truly unlimited potential. "The net-
work is fur from comprehensive, of course. but 1'm an incurable optimist,
and I like to think that one day our bridges, together with muny others,

truly will span the walls and islunds of this world, Libraries are full ol win-

cetul places along the road o civil soc ind librarians are

rond, sturdy bridges.
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