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Note: The sources I have used sometimes use the spelling Pomeranz, and sometimes Pomerants. I have not myself settle on a consistent system of transliterating Russian names and words.
In his Sketches of Exile (vol 1, p.393) Solzhenitsyn claims that, prior to leaving the USSR, he had no personal enemies. That might not be entirely true. In Two Centuries Together (Part Two, Jews and Russians during the Soviet period)
 he tells of a confrontation with Grigori Pomeranz, a specialist in oriental religion:

'To get a clearer idea of the object of our analysis it will be useful if I tell here of my exchange of letters with the Pomeranz couple in 1967. In that year my novel The First Circle, which was then nothing more than a forbidden manuscript, was circulated in samizdat. G.Pomeranz and his wife Zinaida Mirkina [a poet, particularly known for her Russian translations of Rilke - PB] were the first to send me their objections. I had wounded them through my clumsiness and my errors in relation to the Jewish problem; in the Circle I had compromised the Jews, and myself as well, hopelessly. How had I compromised them? I didn't think I had depicted those cruel Jews who had hoisted themselves up to the pinacles of power in the flames of the first Soviet years. But the Pomeranzes' letters were full of half asserted insinuations and things not stated but implied. In sum, I was accused of being insensible to the sufferings of the Jews.' (p.501).

In their exchanges, according to Solzhenitsyn, the Pomeranzes argued that intellectuals should act as if 'there were on earth no particular nations', to take no notice of nationality:

'I have noticed that Jews, more often than others, insist absolutely that one should pay no attention to national identity. What does national identity have to do with anything? they say. National characteristics. National character. Are there such things? ...

'All very well but what then do we make of what you've just been reading [a series of denunciations of the Russian national character written by Jews - PB]; of the fact that so often Jews judge Russians globally and nearly always emphasising the bad side. Pomeranz again: "the pathological symptoms of the Russian character" which include "internal instability" (without blushing. And if someone dared to say "the pathological symptoms of the Jewish character"?). "The Russian masses allowed the horrors of the opritchina [Ivan the Terrible's private army - PB] to occur at their expense just as, later, they allowed the installation of the Stalinist death camps.' So it wasn't the internationalist-minded administrators in charge of the state who allowed this, oh no, they were fiercely opposed to it. It was the "obtuse masses". Yet more radically: "Russian nationalism will necessarily assume an aggressive character and bring pogroms in its wake" - in other words any Russian who loves his country is a potential instigator of pogroms!'
POMERANZ, SHAFAREVICH AND GINZBURG

Pomeranz is a recurring name in Russophobia by Solzhenitsyn's friend and collaborator, Igor Shafarevich.
 As we have seen, Shafarevich's main argument is that a small group with a coherent will (such as the Jews) can dominate a much larger and necessarily more diffuse mass (such as the Russians). Pomeranz is, together with Richard Pipes and Alexander Yanov (both discussed in earlier articles in this series), quoted at length as a determined Jewish enemy of the revival of a Russian national consciousness. Although Pomeranz apparently wrote a great deal and is widely read in Russia, very little, it seems has been translated into English or French. He had passed time in the camps (1950-53) and been involved from the earliest days in the dissident movement. According to a quite inadequate Russian website devoted to him 'In 1959-60, P. led a semi-secret seminar on philosophical, historical and economic issues', which was attended by, among others, V.Osipov, later the leader of what was regarded as the extreme (more so than Solzhenitsyn) Russian patriotic tendency grouped round the samizdat journal Veche.

Another of his associates was the Jewish dissident Alexander Ginzburg. In this early period, the fledgling dissident movement was centred on a small group who met by the Mayakovsky monument in Moscow to read poetry. Ginzburg was, until his first arrest and imprisonment, editor of a shortlived samizdat poetry magazine, Syntaksis. In 1966, it was Ginzburg who managed to publicise throughout the world the closed trial of the writers Andrei Sinyavski and Yuli Daniel, a major event in the development of the Russian dissident movement. After a further period of imprisonment, he became in the 1970s manager of the 'Russian Social Fund' established by Solzhenitsyn out of the income generated by The Gulag Archipelago to help Soviet political prisoners. This led to his re-arrest in 1977. He was expelled to the USA against his will in a prisoner exchange in 1979, initially going to live with Solzhenitsyn.

Pomeranz was also associated with Andrei Sakharov and naturally took his side in the Solzhenitsyn-Sakharov (Russian patriotic-internationalist humanist) controversy. According to the Russian website: 'For many years he was involved in polemics with A.I.Solzhenitsyn. P. strongly criticised Solzhenitsyn's "passionate narrowness", his vindictive and intolerant spirit as well as his chauvinistic Utopism [sic]. Disagreeing with Russian nationalists, P. was close to human rights activists.'
THE 'PEOPLE' VERSUS THE 'INTELLIGENTSIA'

His leading idea seems to have been the need for a transnational and multi-denominational intellectual élite of a religious nature. Shafarevich quotes him as saying:

'Religion is no longer, as it once was, the property of the people. It has become the distinctive characteristic of the élite. Love for the people is much more dangerous [than love for animals]: there is no barrier, there, that can't be passed, like having to clamber about on four feet [this is my interpretation of a rather convoluted French sentence - PB]. Something new will replace the people. Thus will be formed the backbone of a new people. The masses can't form a new people unless they can gather round a new intelligentsia ... If I look to the intelligentsia it isn't because I think it's good ... intellectual development by itself only allows the growth of a propensity to do evil ... but the rest is worse.' (La Russophobie, pp.136-7).

The argument is developed in an article that was published in an English translation in 1971, while Solzhenitsyn was still in Russia. The peasantry, he says, is no longer an important social force. There is nothing to be hoped from it:

'We eat bread harvested by people whom we by force of habit call "peasants", but we do not live in a peasant society; we are no longer surrounded by the narod, "the peasantry." The peasants are becoming too few to be able to surround us. In the United States only seven percent of the population is engaged in agriculture. There is no need for more to provide the remaining 93 percent with bread, butter, and milk. That half of our population lives in the rural areas is, of course, a fact, but a fact more of yesterday than of today. A sort of suspended yesterday. We cannot consider as social reality that which is artificially maintained with the help of a passport system. 

'Both the peasants and the artisans treasured the faith and the rituals of their fathers, thus forming a nation with its folk songs, characteristic needlework, folk customs, and superstitions. And what kind of songs do the kolkhozniks sing today? The very same that are sung by the working class: pitiful remnants of the peasant heritage, some melodies hammered into their heads at school, in the army, by the radio. The peasantry is disappearing. It left a deep imprint on the moral and aesthetic consciousness of humanity; it was a bridge between the tribe and some other thing that only now is being put together. But it is disappearing. In our country only traces of the narod remain, like traces of snow in the spring, little islands of snow in the dark corners of the forest. There are still corners where it is possible to record the Vologda wedding ritual, where one may find the re-habilitated Ivan Denisovich, and where old Matrena lives out her life. But narod as a great historical force, as the backbone of culture, as the source of inspiration for Pushkin and Gogol - is no more.'

The reference is of course to Solzhenitsyn's One Day in the Life of Ivan Denizhovitvh (Ivan is an uneducated peasant) and Matryona's House. In another essay, published in 1989, in the turmoil surrounding the fall of the Soviet Union, he complains against the 'ruralist' or 'village prose' writers who, as we have seen, continued in the tradition of Matryona's House:

'Even in such a Europeanised country as Russia, writers, who are linked with villages and who express the feelings of several tens of millions of people, are not in the least disturbed about human rights. Something else disturbs them: rumours about the extremely harmful conspiracy of Masons. They are consumed with irritation and hatred. Their goal, if one breaks through the level of words, is not peace but the search for the carriers of evil, who should be exterminated ...'

In his 1971 article Pomeranz is as sceptical about the proletariat as he is about the peasantry:

'The party turns to the worker only when an intellectual is to be whipped. Then newspapers publish interviews with workers which usually begin as follows: "I have not read Pasternak, but ..." The class that came to life with the first industrial revolution, rising the yeast until it reached 50 per cent of the population, created trade unions, Soviets, strikes and so on, without which we cannot imagine the twentieth century, but virtually nothing capable of leaving a solid, long-lasting footprint.' (p.221)

The only social category from which anything can be hoped is the intelligentsia:

'Where the intelligentsia is free, all have access to freedom. Where the intelligentsia is in slavery, all are slaves. For this reason, and for this reason only, I am against the excessive preoccupation with rural problems, the tragedy of the peasantry, and so on ... At the present time, there is nothing more important than the production of scientific and technical information, but it would be rash to think that this is the final aim after which there will be no turning points ... The increasing importance of mental work poses a new problem, namely the problem of a creative condition. It is necessary to put the brain in a state in which it can solve difficult problems playfully ... It will be an extremely versatile "industry" embracing sports, tourism, art, rituals, psychotechnics of Yoga and Zen. Let us remember the words of Aldous Huxley, one of the most thoughtful men of our century: "To engage in mystical exercises is as useful as brushing your teeth."' (pp.222-3)

SOLZHENITSYN'S DEFENSE OF THE PEOPLE

Solzhenitsyn's essay, 'The Smatterers' in From under the rubble (co-edited, we remember, with Shafarevich) could be described as a response to Pomeranz, an assault on Pomeranz's hopes for salvation through the intelligentsia, arguing as it does that there is no such thing in the Soviet Union. Solzhenitsyn nonetheless recognises a great deal of truth in what Pomeranz is saying:

'But the picture Pomerants paints of the people is, alas, to a large extent true. Just as we are probably mortally offending him now by alleging that there is no longer an intelligentsia in our country, and that it has all disintegrated into a collection of smatterers, so he too mortally wounds us by his assertion that neither is there a people any longer:

'"The people no longer exists. There is the mass, with a dim recollection that it was once the people and the bearer of God within itself, but now it is utterly empty ... The people in the sense of a Chosen People, a source of spiritual values, is nonexistent. There are the neurasthenic intellectuals - and the masses ... What do the collective farm workers sing? Some remnants of their peasant heritage" and whatever is drilled into them "at school, in the army and on the radio ... Where is it, this ‘people’? The real native people, dancing its folk dances, narrating its folktales, weaving its folk-patterned lace? In our country all that remains are the vestiges of a people, like the vestiges of snow in spring ... The people as a great historical force, a backbone of culture, a source of inspiration for Pushkin and Goethe, no longer exists ... What is usually called the people in our country is not the people at all but a petit bourgeoisie." 

[The reader will notice the resemblance to the passages from Pomeranz I've just quoted, which I think have been extracted from a much longer Russian text. Interesting that the English interpreter didn't use the highly charged phrase - used by Pomeranz with no hint of scepticism - 'bearer of God' - PB]

'Gloom and doom. And not far from the truth either.

'Indeed, how could the people have survived? It has been subjected to two processes both tending toward the same end and each lending impetus to the other. One is the universal process (which, if it had been postponed any longer in Russia, we might have escaped altogether) of what is fashionably known as massovization (an abominable word, but then the process is no better), a product of the new Western technology, the sickening growth of cities, and the general standardisation of methods of information and education. The second is our own special Soviet process, designed to rub off the age-old face of Russia and rub on another, synthetic one, and this has had a still more decisive and irreversible effect.

'How could the people possibly have survived? Icons, obedience to elders, bread-baking and spinning wheels were all forcibly thrown out of the peasants’ cottages. Then millions of cottages - as well-designed and comfortable as one could wish - were completely ravaged, pulled down or put into the wrong hands and five million hardworking, healthy families, together with infants still at the breast, were dispatched to their death on long winter journeys or on their arrival in the tundra. (And our intelligentsia did not waver or cry out, and its progressive part even assisted in driving them out. That was when the intelligentsia ceased to be, in 1930; and is that the moment for which the people must beg its forgiveness?) The destruction of the remaining cottages and homesteads was less trouble after that. They took away the land which had made the peasant a peasant, depersonalized it even more than serfdom had, deprived the peasant of all incentive to work and live, packed some off to the Magnitogorsks, while the rest - a whole generation of doomed women - were forced to feed the colossus of the state before the war, for the entire duration of the war and after the war. 

'All the outward, international successes of our country and the flourishing growth of the thousands of scientific research institutes that now exist have been achieved by devastating the Russian village and the traditional Russian way of life. In its place they have festooned the cottages and the ugly multistory boxes in the suburbs of our cities with loudspeakers, and even worse, have fixed them on all the telegraph poles in city centres (even today they will be blaring over the entire face of Russia from six in the morning until midnight, the supreme mark of culture, and if you go and shut them off it’s an anti-Soviet act). 

'And those loudspeakers have done their job well: they have driven everything individual and every bit of folklore out of people’s heads and drilled in stock substitutes, they have trampled and defiled the Russian language and dinned vacuous, untalented songs (composed by the intelligentsia) into our ears. They have knocked down the last village churches, flattened and desecrated graveyards, flogged the horse to death with Komsomol zeal, and their tractors and five-ton lorries have polluted and churned up the centuries-old roads whose gentle tracery adorns our countryside. Where is there left, and who is there left to dance and weave lace? Furthermore, they have visited the village youth with specially juicy tidbits in the form of quantities of drab, idiotic films (the intellectual: "We have to release them - they are mass-circulation films") - and the same rubbish is crammed into school textbooks and slightly more adult books (and you know who writes them, don’t you?), to prevent new growth from springing up where the old timber was felled. Like tanks they have ridden roughshod over the entire historical memory of the people (they gave us back Alexander Nevsky without his cross, but anything more recent— no), so how could the people possibly have saved itself?
[...]

'But then the intelligentsia doesn’t exist either, does it? Are the smatterers dead wood for development?

'Have all the classes been replaced by inferior substitutes? And if so how can we develop?
WHERE IS HOPE TO BE FOUND?

'But surely someone exists? And how can one deny human beings a future? Can human beings be prevented from going on living? We hear their weary, kindly voices sometimes without even seeing their faces - as they pass by us somewhere in the twilight, we hear them talking of their everyday concerns, which they express in authentic - and sometimes still very spontaneous - Russian speech, we catch sight of their faces, alive and eager, and their smiles, we experience their good deeds for ourselves, sometimes when we least expect them, we observe self-sacrificing families with children undergoing all kinds of hardships rather than destroy a soul - so how can one deny them all a future?

'It is rashness to conclude that the people no longer exists. Yes, the village has been routed and its remnants choked, yes, the outlying suburbs are filled with the click of dominoes (one of the achievements of universal literacy) and broken bottles, there are no traditional costumes and no folk dances, the language has been corrupted and thoughts and ambitions even more deformed and misdirected; but why is it that not even these broken bottles, nor the litter blown back and forth by the wind in city courtyards, fills one with such despair as the careerist hypocrisy of the smatterers? It is because the people on the whole takes no part in the official lie, and this today is its most distinctive feature, allowing one to hope that it is not, as its accusers would have it, utterly devoid of God. Or at any rate, it has preserved a spot in its heart that has still not been scorched or trampled to death.

'It is also rashness to conclude that there is no intelligentsia. Each one of us is personally acquainted with at least a handful of people who have resolutely risen above both the lie and the pointless bustle of the smatterers. And I am entirely in accord with those who want to see, who want to believe that they can already see the nucleus of an intelligentsia, which is our hope for spiritual renewal.' (pp.264-8)

Like Shafarevich he quotes Pomeranz saying: "The mass can crystallize anew into something resembling a people only around a new intelligentsia. ... I am counting on the intelligentsia not at all because it is good. . . . Intellectual development in itself only increases man’s capacity for evil ... My chosen people are bad, this I know ... but the rest are even worse." But he continues the quote, saying: 

'True, "before salting something you must first become the salt again," and the intelligentsia has ceased to be that salt. Ah, "if only we possessed sufficient strength of character to give up all our laurels, our degrees and our tides ... To put an end to this cowardice and whining ... To prefer a clean conscience to a clean doorstep and to school ourselves to make do with an honest slice of bread without the caviar." But: "I do believe that the intelligentsia can change and that it can attract others to follow in its footsteps ..."

'What is clear to us here,' Solzhenitsyn complains, 'is that Pomerants distinguishes the intelligentsia and sets it apart in terms of its intellectual development, and only hopes that it will also possess moral qualities.

'Was this not at the heart of our old error which proved the undoing of us all - that the intelligentsia repudiated religious morality and chose for itself an atheistic humanism that supplied an easy justification both for the hastily constituted revolutionary tribunals and the rough justice meted out in the cellars of the Cheka? And did not the rebirth of a "nucleus of the intelligentsia" after 1910 arise out of a desire to return to a religious morality - only to be cut short by the chatter of machine guns? And is not that nucleus whose beginnings we think we already discern today a repetition of the one that the revolution cut short, is it not in essence a "latter-day Vekhi"? For it regards the moral doctrine of the value of the individual as the key to the solution of social problems. It was for a nucleus of this kind that Berdyaev yearned: "An ecclesiastical intelligentsia which would combine genuine Christianity with an enlightened and clear understanding of the cultural and historical missions of the country." So did S. Bulgakov: "An educated class with a Russian soil, an enlightened mind and a strong will."

'Not only is this nucleus not yet a compact mass, as a nucleus should be, but it is not even collected together, it is scattered, its components mutually unrecognizable: many of its particles have never seen one another, do not know of one another, and have no notion of one another’s existence. And what links them is not membership in an intelligentsia, but a thirst for truth, a craving to cleanse their souls, and the desire of each one to preserve around him an area of purity and brightness. That is why even "illiterate sectarians" and some obscure milkmaid down on the collective farm are also members of this nucleus of goodness, united by a common striving for the pure life. And the covetousness and worldly wisdom of the cultured academician or artist steers him in exactly the opposite direction - backward into the familiar lurid darkness of this half century.

'What does an "axis" or "branch" for the "crystallization" of an entire people mean? It means tens of thousands of human beings. Furthermore, it is a potential stratum - but it will not overflow into the future in some huge and unobstructed wave. Forming the "backbone of a new people" is not something that can be done as safely and lightheartedly as we are promised, at weekends and in our spare time, without giving up our scientific research institutes. No, it will have to be done on weekdays, as part of the mainstream of our life, in its most dangerous sector - and by each one of us in chilling isolation [...] 

'By deliberate, voluntary sacrifice.

'Times change, and scales too. A hundred years ago the Russian intelligentsia thought of sacrifice in terms of the death penalty. Nowadays it is considered a sacrifice to risk administrative punishment. And in truth this is no easier for abject, browbeaten characters to stomach [...] 

'It would be better if we declared the word "intelligentsia" - so long misconstrued and deformed - dead for the time being. Of course, Russia will be unable to manage without a substitute for the intelligentsia, but the new word will be formed not from "understand" or "know," but from something spiritual. The first tiny minority who set out to force their way through the tight holes of the filter will of their own accord find some new definition of themselves, either while they are still in the filter, or when they have come out the other side and recognize themselves and each other. It is there that the word will be recognized, it will be born of the very process of passing through. Or else the remaining majority, without resorting to a new terminology, will simply call them the righteous. It would not be inaccurate to call them for the moment a sacrificial elite. The word "elite" here will arouse the envy of no one, election to it being an extremely unenviable honor that no one will complain of being passed over for: come and join us, we implore you!

'It is of the lone individuals who pass through (or perish on the way) that this elite to crystallize the people will be composed.'
EVERYDAY MYSTICISM

 Since Pomeranz is also clearly arguing for a spiritual rather than an intellectual élite the difference between them seems to turn mainly on where that élite is to be found. We have seen Solzhenitsyn's sympathetic interest in the development of the Russian 'ruralist' school of literature which suggests that, however debased the peasantry might be, it was still towards those who still had some connection with the soil that he looked for relief whereas Pomeranz was looking to, well, if we wanted to put it very unkindly we might say the sort of people who would be attracted to practising yoga. But I am not so unkind, I find Pomeranz's thinking, the little I can see of it, interesting.

In an interview given in 2004 (he died in 2013) he describes an experience of the camps very different from Solzhenitsyn's:

'After the war I was arrested and spent four years in one of Stalin ’s camps – up to 1953. It was in the far North. I had amazing experiences there. For example the white nights. The sky was suffused with the most varied colours, colours so beautiful that I "swam" or "dived" into their beauty. In this sky I felt the transcendent oneness, this light that never dies, that is never extinguished. It was something real and tangible to me. Many of my friends laughed at me: I was so absorbed by the sky, I was almost unaware of the barbed wire around the camp. I was after all in prison. But the sky set me free. It was an overwhelming experience.

'In the camps we had access to books. I found support for my experiences in the literature of the great traditions. I felt most affinity with Zen Buddhism, which I first read about only after my internment. Because it is not related to any dogma you are expected to believe in, Zen throws the student into the same abyss that I had thrown myself into. But this is not the only path to understanding. Another path is through love for a personality who has experienced the depth and has described it in some way. How can one come to such a love? In the camp I made a discovery. One must be able to come second ... One must root out one’s feeling of "I am the most important". One has to be ready to come second.'

This suggests, incidentally, that the 'Gulag archipelago' might have been a more varied phenomenon than one would think from reading Solzhenitsyn's account.

Pomeranz describes how he had been thrown out of his early sympathy with the Soviet world view (though the fact that some four years later - Pomeranz was born in 1918 - his father, an enthusiastic Communist, was arrested in the 1937/8 purges might have had something to do with it):

'I first came into contact with this problem when I was 16, reading Marx, Engels and Lenin. Confronting Lenin ’s materialism and his "empiriocriticism" [sic. Should obviously be 'Lenin's Materialism and Empiriocriticism' - PB], an abyss opened up before me. I was filled with fear. Reality was presented as "a material infinity". The infinite existed in the external, in matter – not as an inner infinity of the soul or self. This abyss of external material infinity threatened the meaning of my existence. I pushed this problem away and it was not until four years later that I dared to confront this abyss. I studied Russian literature at Moscow University. I recognised my own problem in poets and novelists. Tjutchev, Tolstoy and Dostoyevsky. A poem by Tjutchev made an indelible impression on me. Translated word for word it goes like this:

'Nature knows no past. Our illusory years are unknown to it. And in meeting it we acknowledge as in a fog that we ourselves are nothing but the dreams of nature. By performing its unnecessary feat, nature blesses all its children equally, with its all-engulfing and peace-bringing abyss. 

'Reading Dostoyevsky’s Notes from Underground I was inspired to go to the bottom of the existential problem, to throw myself into the abyss so to speak. I asked myself a question similar to a Zen-Buddhist koan ("riddle"), even though I had never heard of Zen:

'"If infinity exists as pure materiality, then I do not exist. And if I exist, there is no such pointless infinity."'

This is in response to the interviewer who has quoted 'Nobel Prize winner Francis Crick, who mapped the structure of the DNA-molecule. In his 1995 book The Astonishing Hypothesis he says:

'The Astonishing Hypothesis is that "You", your joys and sorrows, your memories and ambitions, your sense of personal identity and free will, are in fact no more than the behaviour of a vast assembly of nerve cells and their associated molecules. You’re nothing but a pack of neurons.'

A ROOTLESS COSMOPOLITAN

Pomeranz gives us some idea in the interview of how he understands his trans-national, trans-denominational élite:

'One can question what is good and what is bad. I think there are many paths. The characteristic for the path of Zen is that the person is thrown into an abyss, into a state of mental shock. The student must ponder seemingly meaningless paradoxes – until the mental structure falls. The enlightenment that suddenly occurs cannot be described in words. In the West we also find mystics and philosophers giving witness to similar experiences: Meister Eckhart, Carl Gustav Jung, Erich Fromm, Heidegger and Wittgenstein. One is thrown into an abyss and must begin to swim in that abyss. Just as in teaching a child to swim, you throw the child into the water, the child begins to move its hands and feet – and starts to swim. That is one way.

'But it is only a path for those strong enough, and it must be voluntary. Therefore it is not a path for everyone. It is for a minority. In no Buddhist country do we find a majority of Zen Buddhists!

'Another path is through the love for a person who experienced "The Encounter", for enlightened, saint being [sic. 'or an enlightened, holy being'? - PB] in whose heart dwells God. It does not need to be a real historical person; it may very well be a mythological being. Mythology is also the discovery of something real, but not historically real. It is a constructed truth. It is about the love for a personality who has experienced the light of the eternal love. Francis of Assisi can be such a historical personality or, to mention one from the 20th century, the Trappist monk Thomas Merton. In Russia we have Antonius Sorosh (Surozhski, as mentioned before). His family, originally called Bloom, came from Scotland and were naturalised Russian during the 18th century. He said in one of his speeches: "We need people who have experienced meeting God. Not everyone can have such strong experiences as Paul ", he said, "they can be smaller experiences, but nevertheless with a hint of the holy". Such people are also a minority. But they can inspire others; they can give an orientation, an image for the hearts of men.'
While I don't have any particular personal feeling for Jung, Wittgenstein or even Thomas Merton, I have had the inestimable privilege of attending services in the Russian cathedral in London conducted by the late Metropolitan Anthony, Bishop of Sourozh, so I think I know something of what Pomeranz means.

Although Pomeranz is probably the first person to accuse Solzhenitsyn of antisemitism, or at least 'of being insensible to the sufferings of the Jews', he clearly does not define himself spiritually as a Jew. In the 2004 interview he says: 'Myself I do not belong to a particular confession. But I accept all great religions. As a person living in Russia where culture is related to the Orthodox Christian Church I am interested in it, and I feel it as a kindred religion because I live in this sphere, in this culture. But generally I do not think it is so important in which form or with which words a civilisation expresses itself ...' But in Man without an adjective he anticipates the idea that was to become the central theme of Yuri Slezkine's book The Jewish Century, that the condition of rootlessness traditionally ascribed to the Jews, has now become universal:

'We do not live in one world, but in several spiritual worlds simultaneously. Nowhere are we ever complete strangers. Everywhere we are not completely ourselves. European, Indian, Chinese concepts and notions crowd each other in our consciousness like ice floats in the Arctic. And one call to faith, to tradition, to populism anathematises the other ...

'To be kinless, uprooted, foreign to tribal traditions, this is without fail a trait of the intellectual. The intelligentsia, as a particular layer with only a small nucleus being actually intellectual, usually takes shape in a society which has dissipated national values. Suspended in the air, a part of the intelligentsia looks for support in some symbols of nationality (romantics, Slavophiles, negritude) . But what stands behind those symbols in our country after the Stalinist collectivisation which left nothing of the narod but empty air? ... Even today the Russian idea of Mother Earth, having not yet won recognition, is becoming vulgarised and debased ... The nation standing in the centre of a large system cannot keep its position with the help of kokoshniks (old fashioned headdress) and sarafans ... The superpowers cannot have progressive national goals. Their idea can be only universal, cosmopolitan. The intelligentsia has no right to patriotism here. It can lean only on the international solidarity of scientists, writers, and all people of good will (American, Japanese, Russians) over the heads of the meshchanstvo, the nationalistic Philistines ... In the twentieth century, some people became like "everybody else," with their own postage stamps, but millions of intellectuals became, instead, something like "non-Israeli Jews," having lost all roots in their daily existence ...' 

Nonetheless, he concludes his 2004 interview (with a Norwegian interviewer) with a remark that implies some sense of the particular destiny of particular parts of the world:

'I think that the dominance of the US as a super-power will soon come to an end. It is at its peak right now, but I think in 20 years, maybe 15, China will be as powerful as the US. Everything will be different then. I think that, on the whole, Europe should dissociate itself from American imperialism, and seek a role as an intermediary between cultures. To be an intermediary between the great "sub-civilisations" is a huge mission for the future. Europe is better equipped for this than America. America is highly limited intellectually with its North-American inwardness and understands very little of the world ’s problems, its real cultural problems. I think that Europe together with Russia, with the Nordic countries, in other words the European civilisation, has a great mission globally. But I do not know which country will come to put it into effect. One possibility is the Nordic countries because they are not burdened with a centuries-long history of imperialism. They can act more freely in the role of mediator. But up to now this has not always succeeded. The Oslo agreements, for example, were a failure. So everything is possible, decisions both good and bad.'

This is something of a diversion from my main theme which, at this stage in my series of articles, is concentrated on the Jewish-Russian patriotic tension that gave rise to Solzhenitsyn's Two Hundred Years Together. But I would like to finish here on this (I think) rather positive note and pick up the thread again in a subsequent article.
� As in previous articles in this series page references to Sketches of Exile, Two Centuries Together and Shafarevich's Russophobia, none of which have yet been published in an English translation refer to the French editions. An English translation of Two Centuries Together (or at least 'A Simplified Partial English Reading Copy') is available online at https://thechosenites.files.wordpress.com/2015/10/200-years-together.pdf.


� Russophobia was briefly discussed, together with Solzhenitsyn's essay The Smatterers and the early twentieth century collection of essays, Vekhi, referred to later in the present article, in Part 5 of this series (Church and State 126, Jan-Mar 2017. Also available at my website www.peterbrooke.org.


� Gregory Pomerants and Alexis Koriakov (trans): 'Man without an adjective', The Russian Review, Vol 30, No 3 (July 1971), pp.220-1


� G.S.Pomerants: 'The Liberal Democratic World Order and the traditions of "suboecumenae"', International Journal on World Peace, Vol 6, No 3 (July-September 1989), p.54. Pomeranz contributed several articles to the 'International Journal on World Peace'. I have just, at the time of writing, discovered that this is published by the 'Professors World Peace Academy'. a body established by the Korean founder of the 'Unification Church', Reverend Sun Myung Moon. Later, I think after 1992, Pomeranz was involved with the centre at Caux in Switzerland, established by Frank Buchman, founder of Moral Rearmament. He published a book on Moral Rearmament.


� Egge Christian: 'Conversations in depth - Grigori Pomerants' Herald of Europe, Issue No 2, 01.02.2005. Available online.
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