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A unique honor is due to those whofind their voices, 
who in ardinary or extraordinary times achieve 

and maintain the integrity of heart, m i d ,  and words. 

TO FIND ONE'S VOICE 

I N THE FIRST EDITION OF THE UNDERGROUND 
resistane newspaper Combat, after the liberation of Paris 
in August 1944, Albert Camus wrote that the first mission 

of the Fwch press was "to find a language worthy of itself," a 
curious phrase for the occasion. What he was thinking about 
was k t  during the Nazi o@an of Fwnce, anyone who 
wrote far ComEr(nf made it a point of honor to sign his or her 
name, even thou& that signature canied an automatic death 
penalty in the event of arrest. Those who wrote for Combat 
were those who had found their voices-the convictions they 
would maintain at any cost whatever, and the words and 
courage to express them. 

Fhchg meS v~icx is a matter of a particular kind of 
courage, the courage to stand alone. And this kind of courage 
does not usually came withput long labar of learning and sift- 
ing, finding what one will say "yes" to and what one will say 

"no" to, finding what one does believe 
and what one does not believe, and 
then, after that, finding the words which 
will suffice. It is this kind of labor and 
courage that undergirded Sakharov and 
Solzhenitzen in the Soviet Union, each 
coming to stand alone against the total 
weight of the regime and eventually pre- 
vailing. 

But there is perhaps no better exam- 
ple of the human voice than the "last lec- 
ture" of the Spanish author Miguel de 
~namuno. l 

In 1936, Unamuno was the rector of 
the University of Salamanca. The 
Spanish fascists under Franco, in the 
first flush of their success, were holding 
a patriotic festival of the Hispanic race in 
the great hall of the University On the 
stand were sveral academic speakers, 
then Unamuno himself, the bishop, and 
of particular prominence the Nationalist 
General Millh Astray, founder of the 
Spanish Foreign Legion and a ruthless 
commander ~ r a @ o ~  armies. He was 
known for hlS battle cry, "iVive la 
muerte!" "Long live death!" 

The first two didtarieg spoke pm- 
dently and circu&tantially ind drew 

polite applause, Then the general spoke and started to carry 
the crowd with him. First of all, he said, more than half of all 
Spaniards were criminals, guilty of armed rebellion and high 
treason. To remove any ambiguity, he explained that by these 
rebels and traitors he meant the citizens who were loyal to the 
government. Catalonia and the Basque country were cancers 
in the body of the nation which would be surgically removed 
for he health of the mion. 

A member of the audience was inspired to shout, "iViva, 
viva la  muerte!" 

Part of the audience rose to its feet chanting fascist slogans. 
At last, as the audience sat down, Don Migwl rase slowly 

In the enormous silence, Don Miguel began to speak. This is 
the essence of what he said 

"All of you are hanging on my WD&. You all know me, and 
are aware that I am unable to remain silent. I have not learned 
to do so in seventy-three years of my life, and I do not wish to 
start now At times, to be silent is to lie. For silence can be in- 
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terpreted as acquiescence. I could not survive a divorce be- 
tween my conscience and my word, always well-mated, part- 
ners. 

"I will be brief. Truth is most true when naked, free of em- 
bellishment and verbiage. 

"I want to comment on the speech-to give it that name- 
of Genera1 Millan Astray, who is here among us. 

"Let us waive the personal affront implied by the sudden 
outburst of vituperation against Basques and Catalans in gen- 
eral. I am of the Basque country and the bishop here, whether 
he wishes it or not, is a Catalan from Barcelona. 

He paused. Faces had grown pale. Tension mounted. 
"Just now 1 heard a necrophilous and senseless cry: 'Long 

live death!' To me it sounded the equivalent of 'iMuera la vida!' 
'To death with life!' And I, who have spent my life shaping 
paradoxes which arouse the uncomprehending anger of the 
others, I must tell you, as an expert authority, that this out- 
landish paradox is repellent to me. Since it was proclaimed in 
homage to the last speaker, I can only explain it to myself by 
supposing that it was addressed to him . . . as a testimonial of 
his being himself a symbol of death. 

"And now, another matter. General Millan Astray is a crip- 
ple. Let it be said without any slighting undertone. He is a war 
invalid. So was Cervantes. But extremes do not make the 
rule. . . . It pains me to think that General Millan Astray should 
dictate the psychological pattern of the nation. 

"That would be appalling. A cripple who lacks the spiritual 
greatness of Cervantes . . . a cripple . . . who lacks that loftiness 
of mind is apt to seek ominous relief in seeing mutilation 
around him . . . General Millan Astray would like to create 
Spain anew-a negative creation-in his own image and like- 
ness. And for that reason he wishes to see Spain crippled, as he 
unwittingly made clear." 

At this point, the general could restrain himself no longer 
and cried out: "iMuera la intelligencia!" "To death with intelli- 
gence!" 

"No, long live intelligence! To death with bad intellectuals!" 
cried one journalist. Arguments and shouting broke out. The 
Blue Shirts accompanying the general positioned themselves 
to settle things violently, in the totalitarian mode. Then the 
clamor died down again. Unamuno still stood erect at the 
podium, arms folded and gaze fixed straight ahead. Once 
more his word dominated the hall. 

"This is the temple of the intellect. And I am its high priest. 
It is you who are profaning its sacred precincts. 

"I have always, whatever the proverb may say, been a 
prophet in my own land. You will win, but you will not con- 
vince. You will win, because you possess more than enough 
brute force, but you will not convince, because to convince 
means to persuade. An in order to persuade, you would need 
what you lack-reason and right in the struggle. I consider it 
futile to exhort you to think of Spain. I have finished." 

Unamuno was right. The fascist forces prevailed in Spain 
for forty years. Unamuno himself died under house arrest 
shortly after the above incident. But today Franca and Franco's 
Spain are gone, and Urnmuno's voice remains as a now im- 
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mutable expression of human dignity. 
In the twentieth century there is no lack of opportunities to 

applaud those who have achieved and no end to the monu- 
ments to be built to those who have suffered. A unique honor 
is due to those who find their voices, who in ordinary or extra- 
ordinary times achieve and maintain the integrity 'of heart, 
mind, and words. 

-KARL C. SANDBERG 

[From an address to the Honors Convocation at Macalester College, 
May 19921 
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