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The United States Military Academy is pleased to sponsor an annual
lecture series on the Meaning of Freedom. It is significant that this lecture
program has been made possible by the generosity of the late Mr. Sol
Feinstone, a dedicated  American patriot whose commitment to the ideals
of the American Revolution led him te devote many years of effort, as
well as considerable personal resources. to the collection of important letters,
manuscripts, and books dealing with our heritage of freedom. His donation
of these items to libraries and educational institutions insures that the message
which they proclaim will be preserved and transmitted to future generations

of Americans.

Mr. Feinstone's abiding faith in a brotherhoad of free nations of men
has found Further expression in several lecture series which he has endowed
in order to permit prominent Americans to interpret The Meaning of Free-

dom.

The 1. 8. Corps of Cadets and the staff and faculty of the Military
Academy are pleased to recognize the generosity and loyalty of this great

American for providing a living endowment in the defense of freedom,



THE MEANING OF FREEDOM*

General Goodpaster, Ladies and Gentlemen. I don’t need to
tell you what an hoenor and a privilege this is for me to stand on
this place here and to speak to the great people of this country,
to the leaders, to the military men, When Dr. (roodpaster wrote
to me about this lecture, the meaning of freedom, [ told him that
his people know more about freedom than I do. They were horn
in a free country. | wrote to the General that [ would rather lecture
about freedom and literature. The iruth is, that this lecture will
contain more about literature than about freedom. [ am sure, if
] mayv say so, that many of vou already know what freedom is
from the previous lectures.

We uare living in a time when artists are experiencing deep
disappointment in themselves anc in their muse. Science and tech-
nology are progressing in a fantastic way. Fvery day brings new
triumphs. Flyving to the moon was an unbelievable feat. How poor
and retarded art appears in comparison with those dehlevements!
The poetry of our time cannot measure up tu the poetry of Homer
who lived four thousand vears ago. The works of Cervantes and
Rabelais perhaps were better than anything that is being produced
in modern prose. Since progress is the highest ideal of modern
man—actually his God—the contemporary artisl feels himselt being
cut off {rom God. He has no choice, he is campelled 1o repeat emo-
tions and images which were already described thousands ol yvears
ago. A number of despairing artists tried to find an outlet in porn-
ography. But even here there is nothing new to be said. Pornography
iv almest as vld as the human species.

Many writers feel guilty and humitiated by this state of things.
True, there is an explanation: The human churacter, the human
personality remain more or less the same. It an evolulion takes
place, it Is a very slow one. But explanations don't make anyone
happier.

Many experiments have been made to avoid this dead end.
Some tried to conneet literature with exact sclenve. One of the re-
sults is seience fiction. In our time, Lord Snow in England attempted
to make u blend of these two elements. Other writers cling to
Freud and his theories. For sixty vears now the Russians have
tried to link art to sociology. But in all these cases the Pesults are
almost nil.

*The eighth Sol Feinstone Lecture on “The Meaning of Freedom.” presented
at the United States Military Academy on September 238, 19810, Text s an
vdited version of the address. Copyright & 1881 by Tsaac Bashevis Singer.



Two kinds of knowledge exist in man and in many living
ereatures. The first iy the knowledge that comes from learning,
studying, experimenting. ¥Man is not born with a language. He has
to learn it. Often he pavs a high price for this education. To know
that certain mushrooms are poisonous, men had to eat them and
die. [ntellectual khowledge iz an idol demanding many efforts and
countless sacrifices.

But there is a kind of “knowledge”—I say knowledge in quola-
tion marks—that does not demand any learning. The stomach does
not need to study chemistey. Our eves make good use of aoptic sci-
ence, The semen-cell of the male and the egg of the female do not
need to study biology or embryology to form a new being. Spinozu
expressed the idepn that matter thinks. Von Hartmann believed
that the unconscious is never mistaken. Many philosophers and
thinkers maintained that behind the little ideas of the human brain
there iy an ocean of cosmic thought, of cosmic consciousness., The
kird that flies twenty thousand miles from the north to the south
and in the jungle finds the nest which it abandoned last yvear, is not
in need of geography, photography or a compass. This kind ol
knowledge has been called instinet, but no one knows what instinetl
Is —just as we don’t know how the genes carry the countless items
aof heredity. In comparison with cosmic knowledge our human
knowledge is like a4 drop in the sen, However this drop seems to
grow, to become two drops, ten drops, one hundred drops, while
the ocean of instinet appears to be static, alwavs the same. Tt takes
4 long time to realize that the oceans are not as unchanging as we
imagine. They change continents, All the ruzhing little streams
apill into them and are swallowed up.

Art emerges directly from those oceans. Kittens and puppies
are able to stand on their feet almost at birth. S0 art from the
verv beginning showed instinetive rightness. It touched on truths
which psvehelogists and socinlogists may disecover centuriex from
Nnow.

Modern sclence seems to have refuted, once and for all, 1the
beliefs of the supernatural, of folklore. It is rare that someone to-
day believes in demons, hobgoblins, imps and other such spirits.
But literature, even modern literature. still cannot rid itself of
these entitiez. They pop up again and again. Fmile Zola's altempt
to create a rationalistic and scientific novel never succeeded, Lit-
erature still teems with the old beliefs, the ancient symbola and
the dreams of the myvsties, The Soviet crities fatled completely to
make literature out of Marxism and Leninism. There is resistance
in Russia and a longing to return to folklore and to mysticism.
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Allow me, ladies and gentlemen, to say a few words aboul niy
own experience. When [ began to write, my colleagues and critics
scolded me for dealing with topies which were both obsolete and
refuted. My editor, Abraham Cahan, said to me, “Who, nowadays,
cares about devils and dybbuks of two hundred years ago?” The
so-called progressive reviewers contended that what I wrote was
opium to put the masses to sleep, so that they would forget their
struggles for a better system. A number of Zionistic-minded critics
complained : “Wouldn't it be better if you would describe the strug-
gles of our pioneers in Palestine? A Jewish homeland is being
built before vour eves and vou are caught up in spider webs.”

I, myself, thought that from a logical point of view Lhey were
right. But a power stronger than logic attached me to what they
culled spider webs. | knew that the very fact that the Jewish home-
land was coming to be after two thousand years of exile, has much
to do with folklore, fantasy and instinct.

Science itself is becoming more and more mystical. The atom,
which used to be the cornerstone of materialism, became a phantom
in our time. Gravity today ig as much a riddle as il was in the
time of Newton. The electromagnetic wuves are even greater
mysteries today than they were in the time of Faraday and Max-
well. The universe which goes on expunding and exploding like
4 cosmic bomb can no mere be understood through the theories
of Kant and LaPlace. A part of the old magic became science, and
science itself becomes more and more magical. How ridiculous it
is to read that the rocks that wie brought back from the moon will,
once and for all, make clear how the universe has arisen! Besides,
just as the honey produced by a bee is as much a part of nature as
the bee itself, s0 are all human achievements just as much a part
of nature as the people themselves, We are all bubbles of the cosmic
sea and the cosmic thought as well, Kven rationalism, human pride
and boasting are mysterious powers.

1 will return now to literature and its tfreedom which is the
subject of this speech. It is the misfortune of modern literature—
with few exceptions-—that it has forsaken the sea of instinct and
has begun to draw {rom the rivulets and ponds of intelleet. Many
factors contributed to this situation. The liguidation of illiteracy
and the spread of education have produced multitudes of writers.
Many of those writers are people with little talent, which is the
same as saving that they cannot draw from the wells of instinet.
They can only use a secondary source. Literature has become a
huge industry. The printing presses are waiting. New hordes of



readers emerge daily and there is ncither time nor patience to wait
for the emergence of real talent. Most of these writers are semi-
intellectuals and thev sincerely believe that literature is a profes-
sion and can be taught in courses and that there exists a ready-
made formula.

The second cause is the envy of science and scientists. The
progress of technology has confused many potential writers and
muade them decide that literature must follow the methods of tech-
nology. If social conditions change, literature must be the horse
that pulls the social wagon or at least pushes it. Both the Com-
munists and the Fascists demanded that literature should become
their slave. If literature is an energy, it should be harnessed and
used.

The truth is that it {3 much easier to enslave people than art.
Men surrender their freedom, at least for a time, when they have
no choice. But art stops being what it is the moment one tries to
direct it and rule it for some financial or political purpese. We all
know that those writers who sit down to write, just for the aim that
the hook should be a best-seller, have never managed to produce
anvthing of high artistic value, no matter how much they tried to
combine the vulgar with the sublime. The imps of vulgarity and
greed peek out from the lines, from hehind the lines. For many
years the Soviet critics have been demanding and hoping for the
great socialistic novel. So did a number of Soviet writers. There
seemed to be no reason why the muse of some writers should be
anti-socialistic. In the times of the Czar, Maxim Gorky had written
some adequate novels and stories with a clear anti-capitalistic lean-
ing. But the moment Communizm had aequired the power to com-
mand ta the writer, to peint the wav with a gun, the capricious muse
of the writer bugan to sabotage either itself or those who tried to lead
it. The same Maxim Gorky failed bitterly in his novel KHm Samgin
which he wrote in the time of the Stalin terror. Art is a foree, but
without a vector. It stirs the mind but it cannot direct it. Terrible
as these words may =ound to some. the fiction writer must be an
entertainer in the highest sense of the word, Mle can only touch
those truths which evoke interest, amusement, tension. He cannot,
like the historian or the sociologist proceed diveclly and with a
single goal. What he discovers must be not only irue, it has to
-possess beauty and often a sense of humaor. [n its very essence art
is free, personal, non-partisan. It is basically moral but never moral-
istic and didactic. If art tries to guide, to analyze social events with-
out regard to proportion and harmony, it is lost. More than any
other human institution, art opposes any kind of routine and estab-
lished thinking. It is playful even when it is mourning. It erigin-
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ates its own logic where cause and purpose become identical. The
artist cannot be tolally serious because the whims of the events and
the fancy of the spirit are his subject matter. He thrives on the
vagaries and fantasies of love where freedom is the law and the
exception is the rule.

In epochs of tyranny, literature somehow huas managed to
ridicule kings and dictators, Like life itself, art is a risk and a
hazard in its very nature. It tries to sneak by the mighty powers
of causality, to muddle through and smuggle itself over the frontiers
of all possibilities. It is always fragmentary, never complete. No
literature can tell the whole story. [ts validity iz the venture and
the mood of the moment, All theories of art falter sooner or later.
All efforts to wive to art the stature of scjence fail. The arts, like the
emaotions, are unpredictable und therefore not scientific. Where tul-
ent reaches high, it surprises the master himself with its deviations
and daring.

The worst mistake a writer can make is to assume that the
davs of acsthetie enjoyment are past and that an artist can permit
himself to bore his audience in the name of a higher purpose. There
is no Paradise to compensate bored readers. In art, like in love, the
act and the enjoyment go together. If there is redemption in litera-
ture, it must be imminent. In contrast to politics, art does not thrive
on promises. IT it does not impress you now, it never will.

Human individuality is not discovered by tricks of speech. The
real writer vestricts the velume of the words while broadening their
meaning. He may start out with general statements, but he pro-
ceeds from there to a description of the hero and his or her specific
situation. As he procecds, the writer must remember that his work
has to evoke a sense of enjovment in the reader, to lift up hix spirit
and to give him the means of escape which every form of true art
affords, be it comedy or tragedy. The literary artist cannot probe
into the human conditions without certain limits. He cannot solve
social problems, try to reform society, He is building the future
by telling tales of the past and by keeping the past alive. Even the
great works of poelry were narrative until not long ago.

[t certainly is not my intention here to preach realism, mys-
ticism or any other literary ism. [ do believe in literary experi-
mentation. I am sure that new media and new methods will develop
in writing. Every creative writer brings to his work his own varia-
tion on style and method. But [ do not believe that the maximum
can be attained by discarding the minimum—by broadening the
definition of literature to such an extent that it becomes propa-



ganda or by confusing il to a degree that it becomes a puzzle.

The most important manifestation of talent is an innate and
relentless urge to ponder the eternal questions, a refusal to accept
human and animal suffering. Freedom is the very air the talented
person breathes. Whatever he wants to create must be unique and
his own. He may be loved by many, but he iz not a leader of the
masses. No matter how deeply he is rooted in hig environment, he
will never be truly 4 part of it. He belongs and does not belong to
the society in which he lives, True talent wrestles not 86 much with
social orders as with God. The talented person is often a pessimist
or even a fatalist; but he cannot be an atheist for the reason that
by his very nature he must wrangle with the higher powers. [n a
moment of rage the artist may revile God but he cannot deny Him.

Behind rhyme and rhythm, fable and folklore the writer was
Malthusian before Malthus, Freudian hefore Freud. While he
laughed and clowned he told of calamities and desires which the
people of his time refused to admit even to themselves. He has
mocked illusions which were considered sacred. Ile stealthily en-
tered the darkest nooks of our existence and cried oul against evils
for which no remedy could ever be found. He pointed out the tur-
moil of being voung and the fear of being old. He described the
state of mind of the hunter and the hunted, of the betrayer and the
betrayed. The peet admires God’s wonders but he often protests
and rebels against God's divine neutrality, Love of life is the very
essence of the artist’s soul. 1t was always the artist’s will to pre-
serve the life style of nationg, to prevent culture from sinking into
oblivion. In our time when the tools of war and terror reach the most
frightening proportions, the artist feelz the peril of human exist-
ence more than ever. He realizes that man must try the impossible
—to eradicate his instinet for destruction, not by surrendering to
aggression and erime but through strength and preparedness. The
passion of the artist must become the passion of all human heings,
To paraphrase a saving in the Talmud: Mount Sinal is hovering
over our heads with a warning: “Accept my commandments or [
will bury all of you.”

Within the past century philosophy has become so analvticud,
s0 critical and self-conscious that it almost committed suicide. 1
do not think that art will mect with the same fate. Philosophy has
closed its gates to the outside world, has Lecome esoteric and solip-
sistie. The artist on the other hand = becoming the svmbol and
the definition of human freedom-——the freedom which according to
the sages was the very design of Creation. According to the Talmud
and the Cabalists God asked advice from the angels before he ere-



ated the world. He told them that he was going to risk and bestow
free will upon man. The angels warned God against this divine plan.
They contended that man, being the weakest link in the chain of
emanation, might fail aud thus spoil the evolution of the spheres.
However, God did not listen to the angels and He created man, de-
legated freedom to him to use as he pleuses. as he chooses. The
truth is that while inspired man ereates he keeps on searching for
truth in his own fashion. He tries to penetrate the seeret of being,
to solve the riddle of our contradictory emotions, Lo reveal love in
the very abyss of cruelty. The creative person has never made peace
with death. He knows that woe are a part of eternity. Our hopes are
closely connected with all the stars, with all the galaxies of the
universe. If the universe is a blind and senseless wccident, so are
we. If the universe is alive and growing, so are we, This is the
message both of true religion and of true art.

Thank you ladies and gentlemen for listening to this personal
point of view.



ABOUT THE SPEAKER . ..

[sasc Rashevis Singer, an admitted confidant ol devils and
dybbuks, provided his audicnee with a personal point of view about
literature and freedom.

Born the son and grandson of rabbis in Radzymin, Poland, in
1904, he soon turned to journalism and the Yiddish press. He im-
migrated to the United States in 1935 and continued his writing in
the Jewish Dally Forirard,

Mr. Singer has received many literary awards including the
National Arts Club’s Medal of Honor for Literature in 1980 and
two National Book Awards: the first in 1970, in Children’s Litera-
ture, for 4 Day of Pleasure. and the second in Fletion, in 1974, for
A Crown of Feathers. In 1978 he was honored with the Nobel Prize
for Literature. His works continue to appear in numerous magazines
including Commentary, Esquirve, and The New Yorker. His most
recently published book is (id Loere, but other manuscripts are
imminent.

His sparkling wit, lust for life, and unflinehing insistence on
the imporiance of family, tradition, and God—even in the face of
modern skepticism—mark him as a distinguished and entertaining
spokesman for this lecture series,



SoL FEINSTONE'S CREDO

DEDICATED TO

The Judeo-Christian commilmeni of self-sacrifice for peace on earth, and
the brotherhood of free nations of free men;

The Spirit of "76, a siruggle of free men to remain free;

T he immigranis who came after the revolution and helped build our country

in freedem;

The underprivileged of all races who, by uplifting themselves, will raise
all mankind to a higher humanity.

My DEFINITION oF FREEDOM

In the beginning there was the void of sameness; the spark of life made
everything different.

The siamp of sameness is the stamp of death.

Freedom to me means a social order based on individual freedom Lo live
differently and to dream differenily. I dream of a Brotherhood of Free
Nations of Free Men.

Sol Feinstone



