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g slim book published in Latvian in 1976, after first appearing in
| Atis Lejins serial form in the largest Latvian newspaper in the West, Lagks.
é = The publication put a Stop to any more visits on my part to

Riga. In other words, “higher circles” there were not amused
about what I had to say about the Committee and Soviet Latvia.

In 1983 the Swedish version of my book appeared with two
additions—a short commentary by Imants Lesinskis, who had
in the meantime left the system he had so eloquently defended
to me, and my own further comments on the work of the
Committee, which I have opposed since 1970.

In his commentary to my book, Leginskis confirmed my ob-
servations about Soviet Latvia and thanked me for portraying
him as human and sympathetic. He noted that was exactly the

impression the KGB had wanted him to leave on me. Lesinskis
wrote: ’

A Guest of the KGB

tural Relations with Countrymen Abroad. ThlS made me

somewhat of a pioneer, since very few.Latv1a'ns hlr;ld greyl;
ously availed themselves of this opportunity. Wth the tovllrel
easing of travel restrictions on tourists and the su hseq\ll‘:]ent -
vasion” of Riga by hundreds of. Latvians from the eﬁ,, 1
Committee in 1970 was just bracing 1Fself. to carry out the r(‘)[ﬁ
assigned to it by the Soviet secret police in order to cope wi

is challenge.
thlIS acc}::ep[e(gi the invitation because I w'anted to see ar;lqlfeez.ltlhz
country to whose cause I had .commltted myself w 1efs'i 2
teenager. Though born n Lat'v1.a, I had no memories of 1 ,the
my parents had joined the millions of refugees Heemg to the
West ahead of the advancing Red Army. I was a Latvian bu
did not know Latvia as a concrete phen(?menon. The Latv1ag
“cultural attaché” at the Soviet embassy n Stqckholm offerg
me an attractive deal—room and board in R'xga and the tr}llp
back to Sweden. All I had to do was get to Riga and then the
Committee would take care of me. I was soon on my way.f
I initially had no ambition to write a book about my con (rﬁ;-

tation with Soviet Latvia, nor to expose n}yself to th.e K ;
brainwashing process. However, Imants Le§1nskls, chalr'mari_ot
the Committee, proved to be such. a congenial conversationa 151%
so skillful in presenting the Soviet case, that I found mesde'd
going along with the program he had .planned for me. 1
take notes, albeit cryptic ones, on my sojourn. The result was a

Ivisited Riga in 1970 as a guest of the Committee for Cul-

In actual fact there was nothing humane in the discharge of my
duties. I was a technocrat, a little Brezhnevian cog in an enor-
mous machine built to deceive citizens from the West. Even
though the modern tanks of the Russian empire had crushed to
pieces Dubcek’s “socialism with a human face” in 1968, I did my
best in 1970 to conjure up its human characteristics in my rigid
face belonging to a bureaucrat from a remote and Russified
Soviet province . . . the “arguments” of Soviet historians were
fully put to use by the Soviet bureaucrat and KGB agent Imants
Lesinskis in his conversations with Atis Lejins. It should be noted,
however, that this representative of the new class had,
time already, himself no longer believed in a single one of these
“arguments.” . . . Atis Lejin§’s book is promising. It shows that a
young man with adequate information is capable of discerning
facts. In spite of the efforts of Soviet historians, statisticians, and
others to warp reality, the signs showing the decline and breakup
of the present Soviet empire are very clear.

for a long

In the following translated excerpts from my book, I have
included only those arguments used by LeSinskis that are essen-
tially the ones used by the Committee people even today.

Atis Lejins is Information Specialist at the Swedish Institute_o]f Inter-
national ,Affairs and a member of the editorial board of Briviba, the

organ of the Latvian Social Democratic Workers Party.
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Late Sunday evening I wander the city’s half-empty streets. I
can’t put my thoughts together. If you really try you can he.ar,
here and there, Latvian spoken in an otherwise Russmn city.
Would I, if I were not Latvian, know that this was Riga—I mean
our Latvian Riga? You almost have the impression that this city
is not even bilingual any longer, because most qf the people you
meet on the streets are Russian, and it is strhlkmg how mqst of
the posters and film advertisements are alsq in Russian. Is it the
end for us? I have felt myself to be a Latvian for eleven years,
and where has that brought me? .

I remember how Latvian consciousness awoke in me. It was
in the unbelievable heat in the middle of the Australian desert
on the banks of Australia’s biggest river, the Murray. I was thgre
on summer holidays far away from the big c}ty and workln.g
with my relatives on their irrigated fruit plantation. Uncle Vincis
had fought like a tiger to pull himself out of debt and drove
me and my cousin to work from sunrise to sundown. We wgrked
side by side, and my uncle sang Latvian songs almost without
stopping. They were mostly soldiers’ songs and ballz%ds. He also
didn’t spare us any of the epithets he had acqu.lred in the
Latvian Legion, when my cousin and I began showmg. 51gns_0f
weariness. In this way I came into contact for the first time v.v1th

the real Latvian language and jargon. I remember especially
that once, when we had really made an issue of our burdens,
Uncle Vincis became angry and shouted tha.t we should read
Duéselu putenis [ The tempest of souls], a historical qovel by Alek—
sandrs Grins. Then we would learn what a hard life was hk%

The book was about the First World War and the Latvian
War of Liberation. I had a hard time trying to read it at first,
because the written Latvian language was then difficult for me
to decipher. But I didn’t give up, because the first pages already
lifted me into another world. I was just as old as the herp of
the book—sixteen—and just like him in love for the first time.
When I came to the part where the Latvian bat.tahon came up
against the German troops, bells_ began to ring and .I was
gripped by a terrific sensation. Wl'th one lf:ap .I was with the
boys in the trenches, face-to-face with t'he historical enemy and
oppressor. When I finally finished reading the book, I arranged
my life on a completely different track.
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But here I am back in Riga’s reality. Where shall I go? People
live here, come and go with their worries and business, all are
to themselves in their little worlds, but they are not my people.
They are not Latvians. Yes, certainly, the names of the streets
are in Latvian, but of what use is that> The great majority of
the people probably don’t even notice that—they read instead
the Russian equivalent under the Latvian names. But there are
300,000 Latvians living in this city, according to official statistics!
Where are they? Have they been pushed aside completely by
the crowds of Russians in this city of 800,000? [Today the num-
ber is close to one million.] I return to the hotel and ask the
gentleman in uniform standing at the entrance for directions
to the men’s room; not understanding, he shakes his head be-
fore launching into a long harangue in Russian. I reply in
Latvian telling him where he can go!

It is a bitter feeling not to be here with my own relatives, with
Latvians who could have greeted me and with whom I could
have stayed. Now, instead, I am isolated in my own country,
sitting in an old, run-down hotel, cut off from the life of the
people. There are only two things left to do—either give up in
despair or else strike back with renewed strength. The room is
empty and dreary. It is night. Outside the noise of a car or tram
can be heard now and then. Otherwise it is quiet. Out in the
night the facade of the National Opera building is bathed in
light from the spotlights.

“But Atis! You as a historian should know that the city of
Riga, from a historical perspective, has never been Latvian.
During the so-called years of independence, it was made Latvian
artificially. It never has been Latvian and it cannot be Latvian.
The geographical location of the city determines its interna-
tional character. Besides, we have an expanding industry that
demands the influx of new labor. Remember, Ulmanis also im-
ported Polish workers to Latvia!” Thus spoke Imants Leginskis.

[Karlis Ulmanis was independent Latvia’s dictator between
1934 and 1940. Before that he was a democrat and head of the
Farmers’ party and prime minister on several occasions, includ-
ing in 1934 when he seized power in a bloodless coup without
the knowledge of his party. He promised a new democratic
constitution that would do away with the very many small parties



34

in the Latvian Parliament. However, no constitution had yet
been drafted when the Soviet Union occupied Latvia in June
1940. It was under his leadership that the Red Army had been
driven out of Latvia in 1919-1920. During the 1930s many
Poles came to Latvia as agricultural workers because of the farm
labor shortage in Latvia and because wages were higher than in
Poland.]

Lesinskis is the chairman of the Committee, which has its
offices at 11A Gorky Street. These are the rooms that once
belonged to the Latvian Foreign Ministry. They are quite beau-
tiful and designed in Latvian style. But now, well—different
times, other customs!

I have it on the tip of my tongue to answer him by saying
that Stalin himself once exclaimed that history was pronouncing
judgment on the Baltic Germans, the old invaders of Latvia, by
the increasing predominance of Latvians in Riga. Stalin once
had to creep before the Latvian Bolsheviks to solicit their sup-
port. But now, apparently, it has become progressive to have
Russians increasingly dominate Riga. However, 1 don’t take it
up. The laws of history are clear to all.

Our conversation can thus continue in a friendly and busi-
nesslike manner about questions of Latvian history, about the
strélnieki, the famous Latvian Rifle Regiments during the First
World War, about Stalin’s bloody purges, about the assimilation
of Latvians in the West, and cultural developments in Latvia.

Lesinskis is a pleasant conversationalist. He is polite, intelli-
gent in his use of persuasion techniques, and never upset or
irritated by opposing viewpoints. His knowledge of Latvian
problems, both those of independent Latvia and those of Lat-
vians in exile, is profound. He claims that he studies history

alongside his breadwinning journalistic work; that is why he is
able to defend his opinions on Latvian history from the Soviet
perspective.

Lesinskis is in his forties, but if he continues to chain-smoke,
I have the definite feeling that he will not live too long. During
our discussions he frequently scatters cigarette ashes on his
rather faded, dark-blue suit and brushes them away with the
back of his hand. Now and then he squints at me over the rim
of his eyeglasses to make sure I have understood everything

35

corr@ctly. In all, he makes a sympathetic impression, and his
Latvian is certainly well polished.

We talk for over two hours, and when I leave I am convinced
that at least this Soviet “functionary” is a true believer, a real
Communist! Of course, he no doubt has recorded our conver-
sation on tape. One could expect no less from the cultural
section of the Latvian KGB.

I decide that I must now follow a strict schedule if 1 am to
do some research and get to know the town. Imants Lesinskis
and another comrade, Arte Jane, offer me their help and I
accept, although I don’t really understand why they are paying
me all this attention. Perhaps it is because I am rather active in
the exile Latvian youth movement, and that I am hoping some
day to write a book on the Latvian revolution of 1905,

Afte}“ an excellent supper in the hotel restaurant with Imants
I run into some friends from America. Fantasticl Who would,
have ever thought, when we met one another at parties and
other Latvian events many years ago, when we danced, sang
gnd drank, that one day our paths would cross again in Latvie;
itself! This would not have occurred to us even at the high point
of our reveries!

I have already started to accustom myself to today’s Latvian
“Sov1et.Socialist Republic.” The most pressing questions have
be.en discussed. You can’t just go on and talk about obvious
things forever. The picture is clear and life goes on, in a hurry.
but you yourself are not part of it. You are a toreign body herej
Your steps do not take you in any specific direction—to school
Work, home, the store. You wander about, and everybody hur:
ries past you.

I llook into shops and bookstores, sit for a while in cafés and
the. library, and work my way through the big department store
b.ullt during Latvia’s independence period. It is crowded all
'rlght, but differs enormously from the ones in the West. This
Is supposed to be a country where they have instituted social-
1sm.—the “best” social system for mankind! A system where the
nationalities question is also said to have been resolved. Never-
theless, a store clerk berates me in Russian for persisting to
speak Latvian. In general, people here are rather sullen and
not especially polite and helpful.
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I return to my hotel room and turn on the radio, which, by
the way, I can’t turn off completely. I can’t find any bug hidden
in it, though I probably would have to take the radio apart to
find one. In any case, that's not where it would be hidden. It’s
no secret that listening devices are installed in rooms set aside
for tourists. Everybody knows that. Still, not everybody remem-
bers it.

So what is the radio saying today? The same old stuff: another

victory is being celebrated in one factory or another; lengthy
figures on production results are being announced, which with-
out doubt prove that life is getting better and better. In foreign
news the superior morality of the Soviet Union’s policy of peace
is once again demonstrated. We are the nice guys, the others
are the scoundrels. . . . After a while you really begin to get the
feeling that this is already 1984, because all the information
coming from that box is identical with what is in the newspapers,
and the papers duplicate one another. It is not true, however,
that one can’t buy foreign newspapers. They are available in
the lobby of the Riga Hotel but are of little help. They come
from the most trustworthy East European satellites.

Again alone. And that means once again an oppressive feeling
of loneliness. This depressing condition is something new to
me. I suppose it’s because friends and real people are especially
needed here. Big Brother is always looking and constantly fol-
lowing because he can never trust anybody. That is why every-
body wears a uniform mask. I can well understand why people
have such neuroses here. I can feel that by talking to people of
the older generation, since simply talking with me means taking

a risk. However, nobody knows who I really am. But the craziest

thing of all is that, on the outside, everything seems as normal

as anywhere in the West, if one ignores the material aspect and
certain peculiar social norms. It also seems normal because the
great majority here are Russians, and perhaps they would in-
deed be satisfied with Riga, their “little Paris,” were it not that
there are still too many Latvians around. An interesting ques-
tion: What is the size of the Russian democratic opposition here?

Naturally, there are Latvians in Riga. After a while I definitely
get the impression that there is quite a large minority, which is
spread out all over the large city. But that inadvertently evokes
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shows himself, but his presence can be felt in every nook and
Cr;in}rllz;/e to say that the arguments used by Ir,nants LlesnLllselili
have strength. Our dialogue—or rather, Imants’s mor(119 og .
continues, with breaks, every day. nght now we are discuss Segrj
Latvia’s incorporation into the Soviet Union and 1;15 conha[
quences. The striking thing is that there is some t.rut dtﬁ whaS
he says; he is relatively right on sqme que§t10ns,. an . Ceritics
some opinions that coincide even with the viewpoints o
" Ierfllzifl.ts asks this question: “Why didn’t the lez'lding exile c1rcle§
after the war distance themselves from the.crlme.s pe;pet;atet_
against humanity in Latvia during the. war, 1r.1clu’d1?g the sdi((;(r)l’[
ing of Jews? You did have a ‘self-admmlstrgtlon of sorts, ant
you, which makes it responsible together with the German
— |
[hifi;lzin (sxzsﬁat was the situation with Latviap aggressive re}allg-
tion against people accused of collaboration? Anybod?/ antz
German’ was automatically thought.to be a Communist ar;d
from there on it was straight up against the wall. What wogth
have happened if, for having hgd the slightest conta;ts wi h
fascism under the Germans, Latvians would ’have been ; ot anh
hanged after the war?” (Well, Imants, wasn’t there a t ﬁr?ﬁid
“combing” anyway? But he probably is trying to telll(rin}c; t abeen
the party gone all the way, not many Latvians would have b :
left over, for who hadn’t, one way or the other, gotten rmxye
i rmans.
upAV;lctlhnigfe(;som Im;nts: “But for us, who fought on the other
side, and who have been endlessly defa.med and atccgsed by I)iog
for betraying the cause of thg people—if we hadn’t ha.ld ourO ele
Rifles Corps and Communist party, then the Latvian pe h};d
most certainly would have fared poorly after the Germ:;nsR
been driven away, because how could you have ‘shov.vn’ >t e Rus-
sians then that all the Latvian people were not fasast 7
“And, Atis, can there be any consid§rat10n elthelr fr.om t}ll)e
national, military, or political perspective that can Jusuf){ su ;
mitting to German mobilizaFion in 19i}3, when the' sac:;\?ssr(l)’t
victory had already clearly tlpped in faYor of Russiar ;;l o
that the height of folly, a suicidal act, which wiped out a w
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generation?” (But a wiser alternative, Imants, an all-encompas-

sing guerrilla apparatus like that of the Lithuanians, wouldn’t

be to your liking either, because that would have cost the Red
Army most dearly, as it did indeed in Lithuania. So we are left
with the third alternative, greeting the other occupation army?)

Imants continues his arguments: “But if we are now talking
about Latvian mutual destruction, why did the bandits shoot
their own kinfolk who were put into office or who had received
land allotments in the beginning under land nationalization?
Were those poor beggars guilty? They would have been shot if
they had not followed party directives. How many, Atis, were
not shot by their own countrymen? We can understand fighting
against Red Army units and the KGB, but what’s so heroic about
killing ordinary citizens?”, (Yes, Imants, agreed, but let me ask,
is this really not an attempt to discredit the guerrilla movement?)

[Here it is interesting to note what Lesinskis wrote in his
memoirs in Lasks after his defection. He described how after
the war he visited his aunt in the countryside and observed the
activities of the guerrillas. Though he was a true Communist
then, he found himself admiring their heroism and unselfish-
ness in the face of complete annihilation. Leginskis is of the
opinion that the guerrillas lost because the Western powers were
indifferent to the occupation of the Baltic states and did not
give aid to the guerrillas.]

More from Imants: “We don’t claim that we are without fault
and haven’t committed mistakes. But the party has admitted to
these—Stalin’s crimes, the deportations and repression—and if
we can do it, why can’t the older exile leadership do likewise?
Especially about acts against Latvian Communists and one or
two other things?”

Atnight I have to struggle against this syrup before dropping
off to sleep. Many of the bricks in Imants’s pyramid of argu-
ments are good, but its foundation is hanging in the air. The
party has never acknowledged and corrected Stalin’s funda-
mental crime against the independence and sovereignty of three
nations, carried out in league with Stalin’s short-lived ally Hitler,
which was the cause of all the subsequent evil and acts of atrocity
committed by both sides. But you can’t even mention the secret
clause of the Molotov-Ribbentrop pact, because the Latvian peo-
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ple made a revolution, you see, in the fateful year of 1940 in
“join” the Soviet Union. '
Or(Iirilrartl(is Jzlczknowledges some of my object?ons.aga.mst the ita-
linist period but claims that today everything is dlfferent. 1(::
him the present system is the best .one.for thf: Latvian people,
but he admits that there are financial difficulties, that thfre is a
demographic threat to the Latvian people, anc’l that the11 %;\;izg
people have suffered excessive losses. But that’s alboutl:(zlj . o
talking about Czechoslovakia, he plays.the same old tun
socialism was saved there, etc., etc. Apd if people Fhrow stor;es
at Ulbricht from the West, then that is because he is so popular
in East Germany, much to the chagrin of Western reactionary
Clrg’:ilv;etsi'ng at the dinner table in the Riga Hotel where our dis-
cussion ended for the day after a sumptuous feast, I t,old Iman;s‘
the anecdote about Dubcek and Ulbricht. in Brezhnev’s stomacd ;
Dubcek was very surprised to find Ulbricht there, but comrade
Ulbricht explained that he got in through the other end. Imants
dl(1131r11t0 ivll?;t’gshwrong with the people if thc?y are living in the b.est
of possible systems? You see hardly any joy in the constn;ctlor;
of Communism, and where does the dls‘gulsed.fear”come roms:
As a result of the war, “illegal repressive actions, the_terr(})lr,
deportations? Or does the KGB continue to Work behind the
scenes with its well-proven methods of keeping up the best
> .
SYS“;}I:;- didn’t I ask Imants why, if the Latvi_an.Comm.unists are
that fine, the air is better in Tallinn and ‘Vllnlus? Is it bfecause
they haven’t purged their parties of national Communists, as

happened in Riga in 1959-1960, and replaced them with Rus-

sians or Balts born or raised in Russia who can hardly speak
i i uages? .
th(li{lirgzitswaenl"?(rilegal (;gity for me. I hav<_a traveled about and lived
in many of the world’s cities and still I must confess that ac-
cording to my taste, Riga and its beaches are secoqd to none ;n
the world. Not too big, not too small, and beautiful notwith-
standing the run-down condition .and grayness. 4
I would very much like to stay in ngz% for a Whlle, work, do
anything, so that I could become acquainted with the Latvian
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land, city, and people. But I'm not free to do that. “With us it’s
different. . . .” This reality of Soviet Latvia is like a stone wall,
against which you bang your head in vain. The official reason
for the prohibition on my staying is that it would be very hard
for a person who has grown up in another social system to adapt
himself to the socialist order of things in Soviet Latvia. In ad-
dition, staying would mean taking an apartment away from a
local Latvian who had earned it more than 1. Perhaps, in very
rare cases, exceptions can be made—for instance, if the immi-
grant possesses special skills and know-how that are needed
here. Now I wonder what the good people at the United Nations
would say about this kind of discrimination against a country-
man wanting to emigrate back to his own country, while at the
same time the state facilitates immigration of foreigners from
Russia and the other Soviet republics? (They, of course, do not
take away any living space from the locals. . . )

If the Committee for Cultural Relations with Countrymen
Abroad is not interested in me as a Latvian, why are they inter-
ested in me?

['somehow can’t get things straight in my head tonight. Every-
thing is turning around as in a cement mixer. It is only with
great effort that I can imagine, looking through this window,
what life in Riga looked like during independence. In the final
analysis, it was only a moment in the long history of the Latvian
people, when, after many centuries, they became masters of
their own house again. And that moment disappeared in the
flow of time long ago.

The Africans had the whites on their backs for a few centuries
before they were driven off. And where they are still lording it
over the Africans, much of the world sympathizes with and
supports the Africans until the liberation struggle gains the
upper hand. But for the Latvian people, the long oppressive
night rolls on. Behind the lonely statue of liberty with its hands

raised upward toward the black heavens, the piercing party
neon slogan screams out in red: “Long Live the Communist
Party of the USSR!”

It appears that Moscow does not feel that secure in its new
policy toward America. It is afraid that the understanding with
the United States is only superficial. “Crazy circles” are supposed
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to exist in the United States, which could change or influence
the administration’s policy of conciliation with the Soviet Union.
I take it that by “crazy circles,” Imants means all those who
express the least criticism of the USSR. Latvians in America are
one such group that is very negative toward the government of
the USSR and hence “reactionary” and “revanchist.” They are
dangerous because they could influence larger and more pow-
erful American circles, which are capable of changing the
United States policy of friendship toward the USSR.

Now if the Latvians were an isolated critical group, they
wouldn’t be interesting to the present masters in Latvia. But
they are not the only ones, and together with others they are
harming the Soviet Union’s interests in America. In this wider
context, the Latvians must be opposed. The ultimate goal, of
course, would be to divert them onto the opposite course, onto
the path of friendship with the USSR as laid down by Moscow.
The minimum aim would be at least to neutralize their political
thrust. And this is where the Committee can step in with a
helping hand.

It does make sense. The most natural way for Moscow to
influence the groups in America that are ethnically related to
its subject peoples would be by way of ethnic, i.e., organic con-
nections. The means: culture under the slogans of peace and
freedom. And being a progressive young man, my duty would
be to work for friendship between the major nations and peo-
ples. Well, in: politics they’re not so dumb in Moscow! You can
say what you like, but politics for them is a program that they
carry out according to a well-laid plan.

Apart from cultivating friendship, the Committee justifies its
existence in two other ways: Riga cannot be indifferent to the
fate of the eight to ten percent of the Latvian people living
overseas—which, I suppose, means that they should not disap-
pear. The other reason is that it is not nice that Latvians overseas
lie about the USSR. Well, of course, lies should be combatted if
they indeed are lies. But what about that approximate eight
percent living spread out all over the big “Motherland” (USSR),
outside the borders of the small “motherland” (Latvia) if borders
are what you can call them? Why no concern for them? Because
they are not telling fibs about the USSR?
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And anyway, isn’t it about time to star i
future prospects of the “basic Latvian natitorvr’ ?irrl;yir;%v?gom e
. Comrgde LeSinskis is a man who can explain convincin 1
ow Soviet power returned to Latvia at the close of the wiry
There were those against and those for, but the majority of th .
people wanted to see what would happen. At least it CO)lllld noi
be any worse than under the Germans, Without a doubt some
groups 'had been thoroughly persecuted under the German
occupation and the so-called Latvian self-administration. A
parently Imants belonged to this category, which is w}; }Il)‘
greeted the return of the Soviets with real enthusiasm }(/Bul:
there was also an underground against the Germans thét did
not greet the Soviets with any degree of enthusiasm.) And in
the middle of all this, you had the tendency toward a f'ratricidal
s?tthng of accounts, of revenge. A Latvian killing another Lat
vian because he was pro-German or pro-Russian. And wh waa-
illeseso? ljecause thehdamned ideology stood above everyi]hingS
, and accounts i
o accou needaetji ‘to be settled. A foreign ally had to be
prfli[ rhatpa%)ﬁut those in the middle—those who were only
-Latvian: i i i
D bets theirega%ﬁ.lt from both sides, without any ally stand-
; Und?ubtedly, Iam exa.ggerat'ing, because I didn’t live in those
times. I know that Latvians aided Latvians in spite of shar
ideological conflicts even at the risk of losing their lives. But .
cannot afford to do what the large nations can We.are twe
small. Qur particular circumstances should dictate'to us that \Sf(e)?
are all, in the first place, pro-Latvian, and everything else com
after that. When talking about the Second World Wgar then .
;hct).uld lr.1ot get ourselves mixed up with German o’r Rus;i‘e:]rel
gii:ﬁ)}gé Ism, no matter how and in what forms they are dis-
The official exile ideology has been reticent on Jjust how man
Latvians fought on the other side. For a long time, it was ossibl(};
to d(?ny tllla.t 'there were any. Only Russians fouéht in tr;le Red
.LatV1an.d.1V.1§10ns. But I met a former officer who had fou ht
n the division that stopped the Germans right outside Moscgw
All of them were Latvian boys, who, like the officer had ﬂe(i
from Latvia. They had voluntarily, to a greater or less’ef extent
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gotten mixed up with the first Soviet occupation. What the devil
did they know about Stalin’s socialism? When they did find out
how it worked in the Soviet Union itself, they were ready to
crawl back to Latvia on all fours to Kiss Ulmanis’s big toe. Ini-
tially, the Germans were shooting the Soviet Latvian deserters,
until the Latvian boys piled up German corpses in such stacks
that the Wehrmacht reconsidered in a hurry and offered Lat-
vian deserters peace in Latvia. T he officer together with his
forty men then crossed the front. At the end of the war, he
arrived in Sweden with his skin still intact. But what about those
left in the hell of Moscow’s defense? When the Germans had
been beaten back, those who were still alive received honors: a
special red flag; all kinds of medals and scrap; and the desig-
nation of “guards” for their division. However, these things
don’t give birth to Latvian children, and Latvian soldiers were
again slaughtered under foreign command. And the depleted
Latvian ranks were filled by Russians.

Perhaps many of these former riflemen, who managed to stay
alive during the war, deeply regret their struggle. But do we
have in exile any who likewise regret fighting in the blue-gray
German longcoats? And what about those who fooled these
young men and helped w.e Germans mobilize them? Our boys
sang bravely as they marched: “We will first beat the hell out of
the Russians; after that, we’ll take on the Germans.” And what
a beating they took themselves!

All these ‘thoughts run through my mind as my talks with
Imants Lesinskis continue on the banks of the beautiful Gauja
at Sigulda. We have finished off two bottles of wine, one for
each of us, and that really loosens our tongues in opening up
sensitive questions. For my part I press him mostly about the
bleak future prospects of the Latvian nation, in response to
which Imants interjects that we in the West should send a youth
“brigade” to Latvia to promote a higher birthrate for Latvians
here. What does he mean by that? Is it the fault of the Latvians
that the nation is dying? People cannot be isolated from the
social system in which they live. That is also to blame. On the
other hand, why do Lithuanians reproduce themselves in such

numbers? Because the majority of them still live in the country-

side and are Catholic?
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.In the evening comrade Jane escorts me to a concert in the
Riga Cathedral. On the way she queries me a lot about th
European Latvian Youth Association and its statutes. She mene-
tions on several occasions the statute about the rest.oration of
independence to Latvia and implies that it is not good. I for
mulate my answers carefully because now I see that th.e com—
rades have a system for working me over. Everyone has his o;
her assignment. She listens to my answers attentively. I have to
a.dmlt that almost no one has shown such interest in .and att
tiveness to me before! .
~ Finally she asks me the inevitable—what is my position on th
11.1dependence statute? I, naturally, stand unswervingly for the
}"lght .Of nations to self-determination; I am here ing iatvia te
investigate if the Latvian people have that right. (You would ?
have anything against that, would you?) "

I must admit that Arte Jane leaves me with the impression
.that she is a true believer in the Communist faith. Seemsp incred
ible, but' there you have it—one more real Communist. Yet ;
person like all others. In addition, a friendly and polite vx.fomana
Works hard. Qan anybody like that be bad? After all, everybod
Ezivt(()) ear.r; his keep. I do, however, notice that sh,e is ; littlz
ne theu;ar;y ’(S)r:iliyr:;/tei‘rfzzl.nng goes well with me in her fulfillment

There you have it: two Latvians belonging to opposite political

poles. But there is one more essential difference in our politic
I dgn’t deny her or Lesinskis their right to be Communil:;ts ansci
;(i) h::lopgfto a Commumst. party. .But they deny my political
rights, in fact, my very political existence. Here there are onl
t»;f(;talternatl,\:es.—elther you become a Communist or a “nony—
Fhe ())'n[;earl;(zino,n 111; Egi]:y.cases, you deliver yourself completely to
. tBlutt w.hat s the point in arguing with them about this closed,
alitarian way of thinking? Imants says that the Latvian peopl
have no other a}ternative than the one they find themseIl)vespis
now..Ar.ld that is a fact. The past determines the present and
that is snpply how it is. But why could not Moscow have cho
the Finnish alternative for Latvia? Or the Polish People’s ;en
public alternative? Why didn’t the “people’s revolutiorllj” in Pe-
land demand the incorporation of Poland into the Soviet Unio?l-
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as happened in the Baltic states? Actually, the choice of alter-
natives could have been left to the people themselves. I'm sorry.
For a while I got carried away and forgot that my consciousness
has been conditioned by my bourgeois upbringing. The party
s infallible, and my people belong to the progressive part of
mankind that is building a new world. There is nothing else to
do other than accept the facts, say “thank you,” be merry—and
serve.

Imants wants me to understand that they, the party people,
are doing a great service for the Latvian nation. They guarantee
to Moscow that the Latvian people are politically safe; otherwise
they would really get it. Moscow is not carrying out a Russifi-
cation policy, but is, instead, simply following a policy of up-
rooting hostiie elements, because it fears the re-emergence of
anti-Russian feeling.

Imants does not observe historical facts in his argumentation.
Little independent Latvia never threatened the Russian Goliath.
That is a fact that not even the world’s biggest fools can deny.
It is also a fact that Latvia allowed the Russian armed forces to
have bases on Latvian territory, an amazing precedent for a
neutral state. Sweden, for instance, would never allow anything
like that. And it was not because of “elements hostile” to Moscow
that Latvia was swallowed into the fraternal community, but
instead because of a Soviet conspiracy with “friendly” elements
in the Third Reich, with Hitler and Ribbentrop. Neither the
Latvian government nor its people were consulted. Is it then so
surprising that, after enjoying the tender mercies of Stalin un-
der the first occupation, one or two Latvians overreacted in
their strivings to avenge the deportation and torture of their

loved ones?

Besides, the Latvian national army with its reserves would
have defended Latvia much better against the German armies
on their way to Russia because it would have had the whole-
hearted backing of the Latvian people. The purged Red Army
didn’t exactly distinguish itself in this regard. Russia could have
felt itself much more secure because Latvian partisans would
have continued to battle the Wehrmacht. You can thank your

infallible party that the exact opposite took place. But this the
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;I);;ttiyc.wﬂl never admit while it has imperialist interests in the
I'm sorry, the “hostile elements” are to be found elsewhere
The .hc?rse goes before the cart, not the cart before the horse '
Itis interesting to see what happens if I “switch” sides by wz;
of experiment. If you succumb to the pressure and accept thz
party lme', then the millstone around your heart disappegrs as
if by magic. The depression evaporates. It is replaced by bright
panoramas; the world is perceived in completely different cgol-
9rs—w1thout fear, without tension. It is sometimes even uplift-
:Llrg;tﬂilou lo;e all inclination to associate yourself with the };oor
ches who struggle i i i istori
e, ot SOCig}gsysi:m\fam against the historically deter-
. But as soon as you reject this temptation, you are thrown back
mto h.ell, the seething and screaming hell, with yourself a tin
bit bgmg thrown about’in the deepest bottom of the minciny
machine. Fz}t chapce of getting at the hand turning the handleg’
The continuation of the conversation goes like this: “Russi;;
would }?e maq to try to destroy the most productive nation in
'the Soviet Union. That would really be a stupid policy because
1t wogld hurt Russia itself.” (That’s right, Imants, let the hard-
worklpg serfs slave away, as long as they know th;:ir lace. A
reb?lllous elements will be snuffed out!) P
Then there is the unending use of statistics (which, by the
way, are takten from the first half of 1940) to compare th’e period
of Latvia’s independence with the period when Soviet power
already blossomed and bloomed. It shows with what intr;nsit
they‘try to prove that Soviet Latvia is better than independen)é
Latvia, as if they had a bad conscience. It must be proved above
all else that today you have much better figures, which is sup-
posed to mean .that today you must be much hal;pier. b
I am beglm'nng to suspect that behind this unceasing com-
parative exercise with “bourgeois” Latvia something vital is hid-
.den.. I mean, they are completely crazy in this regard. Why? To
Justlfy something evil? All right, maybe today people in S(.)viet
Latv1a. do live better than in the Latvia of 1938-39, from a
mz.lterl'al perspective. After all, thirty years have passed, But one
thing is absolutely clear. There can be no comparison. whatso-
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ever between Latvia and the Soviet Union at that time. Bread
in Latvia was cheaper. So what could the Soviet Union offer the
Latvian people in 19407 A lower living standard? Is that what
people want when they make revolution? And who benefited
from all that followed, when people would be living much better
today in Latvia if Latvia had followed Europe’s democratic way?

How do you admit this terrible mistake? A person can live
only once. You can’t “rehabilitate” a spent life and say, “Sorry,
we goofed. Let’s begin anew and live better!” The dead cannot
be brought back to life either, nor can we bring forth all the
potential children of those adults who perished. All in vain!

Therefore you must block with the full power of the state
any possibility that the younger generation might begin objec-
tively to evaluate, analyze, and critically appraise everything that
has to do with independent Latvia. For that you have your
wonderful dialectical materialism. But simultaneously you must
overtake the Western democracies at any price, where under
capitalism there is more real socialism than in the “first socialist
country.” Then you would have concrete proof that everything
had not been in vain!

Perhaps that is the sword of Damocles under which all these
Soviet propagandists of statistics are sweating? How much better
would it have been if that damned independent Latvia would
never have been! Now you have to mess about with this con-
founded comparative business as long as the Latvian nation still
exists.

There are economic arguments that go along with this stating
of statistics. Imants asks, “Which country in the world would be
interested in Latvia’s industrial goods? Only Russia, that is, the
Soviet Union. Have you thought about what would happen after
“iberation’? Also, under Ulmanis an artificial agricultural policy
was forced on Latvia that held back the living standard. Latvia
was a little Afghanistan. Ulmanis had to go because that was the
precondition for an industrial boom. It costs something to im-
port raw materials, and the finished goods are needed by those
who sell the raw materials. Consequently Russia needs Latvia,
and Latvia needs Russia. The market itself dictates this. Other
countries do not need Latvia.”
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Again the syrup. It tries to find the smallest opening by which
to squeeze itself into the cells of your consciousness, so that you
won’t be able to think positively about independence any more.
L h(?ld out: “Imants, about Afghanistan I have to give the Soviet
Umon a zero. Even for Soviet propaganda, such a comparison
is bad. But if Latvia’s goods are an unknown quantity in Europe
whom do we have to thank for that? I do, however, have to givé
you credit for this question, and our economists ought to start
thinking about it. Of course, much would depend on whether
there would be democracy also in Russia, with whom Latvia
could establish genuine and friendly relations. But that won'’t
be easy—giant neighbors have always been more or less of a
plague. But let’s have a few more words about the necessity of
replacing Ulmanis. Logic is lacking in your argument. Granted,
Karlis had to go, but was it done in the right way when Latvia’s
qational authoritarian regime was replaced by‘ a Russian na-
tional dictatorship run by a brutal mass murderer? That is
something even more than just interference in the internal af-
falrs of another country. If Russia had clear economic interests
in liquidating independent Latvia’s regime, then that is coloni-
alism and imperialism! What happened then to the principle of
self-determination? Wasn’t a Latvian change of government a
Latvian affair?”

I say goodbye to the taxi driver who took me to the airport
and soon I am high above Riga. I look down upon the old land
of the Latvians and try to imagine what happened in 1940: a
giant military force marched into the country; the label of “so-
cialist revolution” was pinned on it; a new government was
proclaimed that could articulate only one word, “yes”; then the
whole country was swallowed up—Ilo and behold, the Latvian
people had been liberated! And if you happen not to like that,

- you'll get a bloody nose. Now that is something! Too bad that

Latv‘ia was occupied at the wrong time when everybody was
looking the other way. But who gives a damn about us today?

We are an issue too uncomfortable even for defenders of small
states.



