
Baha'is of collaborating with the deposed Pahlavi regime, 
acting as American agents, being Zionists, and promoting 
prostitutlon. All the major world news agencies have re- 
jected these accusations. 

The government may no longer need to make its case 
on such charges. In March, 1981, the High Court of Justice 
in Teheran upheld the decision of a local revolutionary 
court in Shiraz condemning two local Baha'i leaders to 
death for practicing their religion and belonging to Baha'i 
institutions. The High Court's decision in effect makes the 
practice of the Baha'i religion a capital offense, and out- 
side of Iran there is great concern for the'safety of some 
4,500 members of Baha'i Local Spiritual Assemblies. 
Local revolutionary courts in other cities immediately en- 
forced the ruling and executed scores of Baha'i leaders on 
similar charges, according to a report compiled by the 
Baha'i international community. 

On September 9, 1981, the United Nations Subcommis- 
sion on the Prevention of Discrimination and the Protection 
of Minorities voted unanimously to express its grave con- 
cern over the plight of Iran's Baha'is and termed the situa- 
tion "perilous." The U.N. resolution confirmed that Baha'is 
are being subjected to summary arrest, torture, execution, 
and other forms of harassment as a result of their religious 
beliefs. The governments of Canada, Australia, Great Brit- 
ain, and West Germany, in addition to the European Parlia- 
ment, have adopted formal resolutions on behalf of the 
Baha'is of Iran. 

Iran's rulers are not likely to be moved by these well-in- 
tentioned pleas from the international community. In fact, it 
is conceivable that the floundering regime may actually in- 
tensify its persecution of this traditional scapegoat in an at- 
tempt to draw attention from its own problems. 

Victoria Goff is a doctoral candidate in history at UClA.  

EXCURSUS 2 
Is tvh  Cslcsery-R6nay on 
THE MISSION OF WRITERS IN EXILE 

An Indian friend once asked me if I believed in the 
transmigration of souls. I answered that I was beginning to 
believe in i t  since observing how many of my Hungarian 
friends have become Americans and how many others at 
home have become renegades. 

I do not dispute that many of the skilled professionals, 
scientists, and artists who fled oppression at home to be- 
come refugees in the West have become constructive ger- 
minal elements in their new homelands, rendering 
mankind a great service and, at the same time, enhancing 
the reputation of their native land. The great loss, in fact, 
was to their homeland. It is heartrending to think of the ex- 
odus of 200,000 skilled Hungarians following the suppres- 
sion of the Revolution in 1956. Such an enormous loss, out 
of a total population of 10 million, has irremediable effects 
on the society. 

There remain, however, those who, catapulted by such 
historical catastrophes to a strategic vantage point in the 
world, have been liberated from local responsibilities and 
have gained a wider vision by tens of thousands of miles- 
as well as an inevitable sense of responsibility toward both 
their own people and all of mankind. They have developed 
a nearly complete independence from Power, allowing 
them an instinctive understanding of humanity's affairs. 
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They have preserved their faith in the genius of their nation 
while becoming internationalistcin the best sense of the 
word. In exile they represent important particles of their 
people's consciousness. By their activities they provide 
faith, knowledge, perspective, a sense of proportion and 
balance to those brainwashed, misinformed, or just nar- 
cotized by that new opium of the masses, i.e., relative 
affluence. At the same time, they establish connections be- 
tween all of the world's oppressed and bring their suffer- 
ings to the attention of world opinion. Today, when the 
rights and conditions of workers seem to be improving 
nearly everywhere, the world's true proletariat are the 
politically, ethnically, nationally, and religiously op- 
pressed, whether by dictatorships of the Right or the Left; 
the exiles, above all the writers, are their spokesmen. 

We olten hear the question, and not always from the 
other side, "Is there sense in exile?" It is worth confronting 
this problem openly. 

We do not condemn those who have remained at home 
and tried to assume the spiritual leadership of their people, 
even though they may have had to compromise a great 
deal to do so. But we ask everyone to understand our mis- 
sion and purpose as well. 

To become almost totally independent from power- 
often the principal vehicle of evil-to approximate as much 
as humanly possible a state of anarchy that must, at the 
same time, be accompanied by an immense sense of re- 
sponsibility, and, above all. to serve the truth whether it 
concerns the past, present, or future-these arefhe princi- 
ples that guide our attitudes and behavior. 

Our tasks are so multidimensional that I will enumerate 
them only partially: 

To the world, we have to convey a sense of the deepest 
spirit of our people, unadulterated by political distortions. 

For our people, we have to fill the gap brought on by 
dictatorship in the areas of intellectual creativity and of the 
assimilation of the cultures of the world. Our duty is to write 
or transmit that which authors at home are unable to owing 
to cens0rshi.p or self-censorship, or that which is con- 
cealed about foreign accomplishments of the regime. 

Just as a conscious individual is unable to exist without 
a knowledge of his past, his deeds, and his real condition, 
the brainwashing and artificial amnesia forced upon op- 
pressed peoples is a great calamity for them. We have to 
acquaint them with their ancient and recent history, as well 
as with their actual present situation in the world. 

In solidarity with those continuing to struggle at home, 
we have to represent the global community of oppressed 
people. 

The world around us tries to assimilate us and to force 
us to transmigrate or reincarnate. But we do not wish to be 
alienated from our people, nor do we wish to become vic- 
tims of brainwashing. 

There are some among us who once expected to be ex- 
ecuted if  captured; there is even one who was shot in the 
head and owes his life only to a miracle (and his hard 
skull). Most of us were imprisoned for some time, tortured, 
or forced into hiding-sometimes successively by both 
kinds of dictatorships, of the Right and the Left. We be- 
came familiar with such depths and heights of human 
baseness and solidarity that we learned to live life with an 
intensity unknown to those who have lived all their lives in 
freedom. Our sensitivity to good and evil is born of ex- 
periences similar to those endured by Dostoevski waiting 
to be executed. Our models are the great exiles-Dante, 
Byron, Mickiewicz, Victor Hugo, and Hermann Hesse. In 
the words of another great emigrant, B i l e  Bartbk: "We do 
not drink from goblets, we drink straight from the spring." 
Living among the happy citizens of our host countries, in a 



perhaps permanent state of alienation, we wish to remain 
true to ourselves, to the genius of our people, and to eter- 
nal human values, above all to Truth. 

Istvsn Csicsery-Ro'nay is an essayis!, editorial chief of Oc- 
cidental Press-a Hungarian emigre publishing enterprise 
in the US.-and member of the executive committee of In- 
ternational P. E. N. 's Writers in Exile Center. This article is 
adopted from a speech to the annual congress of P. E. N., 
held recently in Lyon and Paris. 

Sy Syna on 
WARFARE AND FILM 

War is merely politics carried out by other means, ob- 
served the famed military strategist von Clausewitz. 
Perhaps so, but in the performing arts it is a lot more. Since 
The Persians of Aeschylus and Aristophanes's lysistrata 
warfare has served as a stalking horse beneath which a 
dramatist may shoot at whatever target comes into view. 
Several foreign films released here recently use warfare as 
a background against which other themes and stories are 
projected. 

Zoltan Fabri's 1979 Oscar nominee, The Hungarians, 
which recently opened in New York, is perhaps the oddest 
of the lot. A group of illiterate Hungarian peasants con- 
tracts to do farm labor on a German estate. They are 
curious about the barbed-wire encampment across the 
way, from which occasional shots are heard, but they are 
told it is none of their concern. They witness a German 
NCO shoot a soldier who refuses to kill a French prisoner 
of war who falls by the wayside and then see him murder 
theprisoner as well. But their deepest shock is reverved 
for the moment they learn that one of the POWs laboring 
beside them is a French priest. Through all this the estate 
owner is seen as a distant but kindly pater familias who 
grieves over a son lost at the Russian front. 

What is the point in all this? It is only slowly revealed. 
"Nobody," the film tells us, "loves Hungarians, except 
other Hungarians. No matter how bad conditions are in 
their own country, i t  is better than anywhere else, because 
they are among their own people." The peasants return 
home, the men promptly are conscripted, and, at film's 
end, they go off to fight. Thus are Fabri's artistry and that of 
Jozsef Balazs, upon whose novel the film is based, made 
subservient to the Hungarian regime's propaganda. 

The Boat Is Full, written and directed by Markus Im- 
hoof, is filled with compassionate irony. A group of Jewish 
refugees and an army deserter flee to an inn on the Swiss 
border. The Swiss they encounter are simple, honest, law- 
abiding people. It was a bitter irony of Swiss law that, 
whereas army deserters and political refugees could find 
sanctuary, Jews were not considered politicals. 

Ultimately the Jews are returned to the Nazis at the 
border, to disappear forever, but not before every possible 
attitude toward Jews is explored and these terrified people 
have resorted to almost every ploy to survive. Imhoff's film, 
then, is about Swiss chauvinism-a chauvinism given 
sanctity and reinforcement in Swiss law. lmhoof obviously 
is not talking merely about the events of World War II but is 
calling attention to current Swiss attitudes and laws deal- 
ing with the many foreign workers within their borders. 

- ,%' "Now that says war! 

By an odd coincidence Abel Gance, the director whose 
film Napoleon glorified one of the great military con- 
querors of all time, died at the age of ninety-two this past 
Armistice Day. The story of how his four-hour 1927 silent 
classic was resuscitated and reassembled is almost as 
dramatic as the film itself. 

Gance had conceived the film as a six-part epic span- 
ning Bonaparte's life; owing to financial problems, he 
barely finished part one. The film was shown to a cheering 
audience that included a young Charles de Gaulle, but its 
dazzling technical innovations, including a three-screen 
process that anticipated Cinerama by thirty years, were 
eclipsed six months later when The Jazz Singer added 
sound to motion pictures. 

Despairing that his triptych technique would never be 
adopted, Gance destroyed some of the sequences in 
which he used it. His silent saga was soon forgotten. 
Forgotten, that is, until Kevin Brownlow, who had seen a 
few reels, undertook the task of reassembling it from 
footage supplied by film archives all over the world. Fran- 
cis Ford Coppola's Zoetrope Studios produced it, Carmine 
Coppola composed a complete score played by the 
American Symphony Orchestra, and fifty-four years after its 
Paris premiere Napoleon won unanimous acclaim at Radio 
City Music Hall, where Abel Gance was on hand to receive 
a standing ovation. It has since toured the country. 

In technical terms the film is astonishing. Gance freed 
the camera to achieve one spectacular effect after another. 
Through it all the eagle, Napoleon's personal symbol, 
hovers and swoops. Covering Bonaparte's career from his 
school days until he leads a ragged and dispirited army to 
a successful invasion of Italy. the film moves from rousing 
episode to rousing episode-replete with montages, rapid 
intercutting, and massive crowd scenes. 

"War is an anachronism," said Napoleon. "One day vic- 
tories will be won without cannon and without bayonets." 
Gance sought to make a film that reflected his conception 
of Napoleon "as a man who is being dragged towards war 
by a strong web of'circumstances and who is trying all the 
time and in vain to escape." In this, Gance failed dismally. 
What he does provide is a rallying cry to the French to 
recall a heritage of glory; and indeed the sequence in 
which the Marseillaise is first sung makes the spectator 
want to storm the Bastille.. 

Sy Syna, a New York-based film and drams critic, writes 
frequently for Worldview. 
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