The Storyteller
Reflectionson the Works of Nikolai Leskov

WalterBenjamin

Familiar thoughhis namemay be to us, the storytellerin his living immediag is by no meansa present
force. He hasalreadybecomesomethingemotefrom usandsomethinghatis gettingevenmoredistant.
To presentsomeondike Leskov as a storytellerdoesnot meanbringing him closerto us but, rathey
increasingour distancefrom him. Viewedfrom a certaindistancethe great,simde outlineswhich define
thestorytellerstandoutin him, or rather they becomevisible in him, justasin arockahumanheador an
animal's bodymayappeato anobsenrer atthe properdistanceandangleof vision. This distanceandthis
angleof vision are prescribedor us by an experiencewhich we may have almostevery day. It teaches
usthatthe art of storyteling is comingto anend. Lessandlessfrequentlydo we encountepeoplewith
the ability to tell atale properly More andmoreoftenthereis embarrassmerall aroundwhenthe wish
to heara storyis expressed.lt is asif somethinghat seemednalienableto us, the securesamongour
possessias, weretakenfrom us: the ability to exchangeexperiences.

Onereasorfor this phenomenois obvious: experiencehasfallenin value.And it looksasif it is contin-
uingto fall into bottonmessnessEvery glanceat a nevspaperdemongtatesthatit hasreacheda new low,
thatour picture,not only of the externalworld but of the moralworld aswell, overnight hasundegone
changesvhich werenever thoughtpossble. With the [First] World War a processbeganto becomeap-
parentwhich hasnot haltedsincethen.Wasit not noticeableat the endof thewar thatmenreturnedfrom
thebattlefieldgrown silent—nd richer, but poorerin communicablexperienceVhattenyearslaterwas
pouredout in the flood of war bookswasarnything but experiencethat goesfrom mouthto mouh. And
therewasnothirng remarkableboutthat. For neverhasexperiencebeencontradictednorethoroughlythan
stratgyic experienceby tacticalwarfare,economicexperienceby inflation, bodily experienceby mechan-
ical warfare,moral experienceby thosein power. A generatiorthathadgoneto schoolon a horse-dravn
streetcamow stoodunderthe opensky in a countrysidein which nothingremainedunchangedut the
clouds,andbeneaththeseclouds,in afield of force of destructve torrentsand explosons, wasthetiny,
fragile humanbody.

Experiencevhichis passednfrom mouthto mouthis thesourcefrom which all storytelershave dravn.
And amongthosewho have written down thetales,it is the greatoneswhosewritten versiondiffersleast
fromthespeeclof themary namelesstorytelers. Incidentally amonghelastnamedherearetwo groups
which, to be sure,overlapin mary ways. And the figure of the storytelker getsits full corporealityonly
for the onewho canpicturethemboth. “When someonegoeson a trip, he hassomethingo tell about;
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goesthe Germarsaying,andpeopleimaginethestorytellerassomeoneavho hascomefrom afar. But they

enjoy no lesslistening to the manwho hasstayedat home,makingan honestiving, andwho knows the

local talesandtraditions If onewantsto picturethesetwo groupsthroughtheir archaicrepresentaties,

oneis embodiedn theresidentiller of the soil, andthe otherin thetradingseamanindeed,eachsphere
of life has,asit were,producedts own tribe of storytelers. Eachof thesetribes preseressomeof its

characteristiczenturieslater  Thus,amongnineteenth-centurgzermanstorytellers,writers like Hebel
andGotthelfstemfrom thefirst tribe, writerslik e Sealsfieldand Gerstacler from the second.With these
tribes, however, asstatedabove, it is only a matterof basictypes. The actualextensio of the realmof

storytellingin its full historical breadths inconcevable withoutthemostintimateinterpenetrationf these
two archaictypes. Suchan interpenetrationwasachiezed particularlyby the Middle Agesin their trade
structure. Theresidenmastercraftsmarandthetravelingjournegmenworkedtogetheiin thesamerooms;
andevery mastethadbeenatraveling journegymanbeforehe settleddown in hishometown or somavhere
else.lf peasantandseamenverepastmasterf storytelling, theartisanclasswasits university. In it was
combinedhelore of faravay places suchasa much-traeledmanbringshome,with the lore of the past,
asit bestrevealsitself to nativesof a place.

Leskov wasat homein distantplacesaswell asdistanttimes. He wasa memberof the GreekOrthodox
Church,a manwith genuinereligiousinterests. But he wasa no lesssincereopponentof ecclesiastic
bureaucrag. Sincehewasnotableto getalongarny betterwith secularofficialdom, the official positions
heheldwerenotof longduration.Of all his poststheoneheheldfor alongtime asRussiarrepresentatie
of abig English firm waspresumablyhe mostusefulonefor hiswriting. For thisfirm hetraveledthrough
Russiaandthesetrips advancedhis worldly wisdomasmuchasthey did his knowledge of conditionsin
Russia.ln thisway hehadanopporturty of becomingacquaintedvith theorganizatiorof thesectsn the
country This left its mark on his works of fiction. In the RussianegendsLeskov saw alliesin his fight
againstOrthodoxbureaucrag. Therearea numberof his legendarytaleswhosefocusis arighteousman,
seldomanasceticusuallyasimgde, actve manwho becomes saintapparentlyin themostnaturalwayin
theworld. Mystical exaltation is not Leskov’s forte. Eventhoughhe occasionallylikedto indulgein the
miraculousevenin piousresshe prefersto stick with a sturdynature. He seesthe prototypein the man
who finds his way aboutthe world without gettingtoo deeplyinvolvedwith it.

He displayeda correspondingttitudein worldly matters.It is in keepingwith this thatbe beganto write
late, at the ageof twenty-nine.Thatwasafter his commercialtravels. His first printedwork wasentitled
“Why Are BooksExpensve in Kiev?” A numberof otherwritings aboutthe working class,alcoholism
policedoctors,andunemplyedsalesmerareprecursor®f hisworks of fiction.

|V

An orientationtoward practicalinterestss charactestic of mary born storytellers.More pronouncedly
thanin Leslov this trait canbe recognizedfor exampk, in Gotthelf, who gave his peasantsgricultural
advice;it is foundin Nodier, who concernedimselfwith the perils of gaslight; andHebel,who slipped
bits of scientificinstructon for his readerdnto his Statzkastein, is in this line aswell. All this points
to the natureof every real story. It contains,openlyor covertly, somethng useful. The usefulnessnay,
in onecase,consistin a moral; in anotheyin somepracticaladvice;in athird, in a proverb or maxim.

WalterBenjamin 2 TheStoryteller



In every casethe storytelleris a manwho hascounselfor his readers.But if today“having counsel”is
beginning to have anold-fashioneding, thisis because¢he communicabity of experiencds decreasing.
In consequencwe have no counsekeitherfor oursehesor for others.After all, counsels lessananswer
to aquestionthana proposalkoncerninghe continuationof a storywhich is just unfolding. To seekthis
counsebnewouldfirst have to beableto tell thestory. (Quiteapartfrom thefactthata manis receptveto
counsebnly to the extentthathe allows his situationto speak.)Counselwoveninto thefabric of reallife
is wisdom. Theart of storytelling is reachingts endbecauséhe epicsideof truth, wisdom is dying out.
This, however, is a procesghathasbeengoingon for along time. And nothingwould be morefatuous
thanto wantto seein it merelya “symptan of decay’ let alonea “modern” symptom It is, rather only
a concomitansympbm of the seculamproductve forcesof history, a concomitanthathasquite gradually
removed narratve from therealmof living speechandat the sametime is makingit possibleto seea new
beautyin whatis vanishng.

V

The earliestsympbm of a processvhoseendis the declineof storytelling is the rise of the novel at the
beginning of moderntimes. Whatdistingusheshenovel from thestory(andfrom theepicin thenarraver
sense)s its essentialependencen the book. The dissemmationof the novel becamepossibleonly with
the invention of printing. What can be handedon orally, the wealth of the epic, is of a differentkind
from whatconstituesthe stockin tradeof thenovel. Whatdifferentiategshenovel from all otherformsof
proseliterature—thefairy tale, the legend,eventhe novella—is thatit neithercomesfrom oral tradition
nor goesinto it. This distinguishest from storytellng in particular The storytellertakeswhat he tells
from experience—hisown or that reportedby others. And he in turn makesit the experienceof those
who arelistening to his tale. The novelist hasisolatedhimsef. The birthplaceof the novel is the solitary
individual, whois nolongerableto expresshimself by giving examplesof hismostimportantconcernsis
himselfuncounseledandcannotcounselbthers.To write a novel meango carrytheincommenstableto
extremesn therepresentatioof humanilife. In themidstof life’ sfullness,andthroughtherepresentation
of thisfullness,thenove givesevidenceof the profoundperpleity of theliving. Eventhefirst greatbook
of thegenre, Don Quixote teachesiow the spiritual. greatnessheboldnessthe helpfulnes®f oneof the
noblestof men,Don Quixote,arecompletelydevoid of counselanddo not containthe slightestscintilla
of wisdom. If now andthen,in the courseof the centuries efforts have beenmade—mst effectively,
perhapsin Wilhelm Meistes Wanderjehre—to implantinstructonin thenovel, theseattempthave always
amountedo a modification of the novel form. The Bildunggsoman on the otherhand,doesnot deviate
in any way from the basicstructureof the novel. By integrating the socialprocesswith the developrent
of a person,it bestavs the mostfrangible justification on the order determiniig it. The legitimagy it
providesstandsn directoppostion to reality. Particularlyin the Bildungsroman it is thisinadequayg that
is actualized.

VI

Onemustimaginethetransformatia of epicformsoccurringin rhythmscomparabléo thoseof thechange
thathascomeover the earths surfacein the courseof thousand®f centuries.Hardly arny otherforms of

humancommunicaton have taken shapemore slowly, beenlost more slowly. It took the novel, whose
beginnings go backto antiquity, hundredsof yearsbeforeit encounteredn the evolving midde class
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thoseelementavhich werefavorableto its flowering. With the appearancef theseelementsstorytelling
beganquite slowly to recedento the archaic;in mary ways, it is true, it took hold of the new material,
but it wasnotreally determinedoy it. On the otherhand,we recognizethatwith the full control of the
middle class,which hasthe pressasoneof its mostimportantinstrumens in fully developedcapitalism
thereemepgesa form of communicatn which, no matterhow far backits origin may lie, never before
influencedthe epicform in a decisve way. But now it doesexert suchaninfluence.And it turnsout that
it confrontsstorytelling asno lessof a strangethandid thenovel, but in amoremenacingvay, andthatit
alsobringsabouta crisisin the novel. This new form of communicatn is information.

Villemessantthe founderof Le Figaro, characterizedhe natureof informationin a famousformulation.
“To my readers, heusedto say “an atticfire in the Latin Quarteris moreimportantthana revolution in
Madrid” Thismakesstrikingly clearthatit is nolongerintelligencecomingfrom afar, but theinformation
which suppliesa handlefor whatis nearesthatgetsthereadieshearing.Theintelligencethatcamefrom
afar—whetherthe spatialkind from foreign countriesor the temporalkind of tradition—possessedn
authoritywhich gave it validity, evenwhenit wasnot subjectto verification. Information,however, lays
claim to promptverifiability. The prime requirements thatit appear‘understandablé itself” Oftenit
is no moreexactthantheintelligenceof earliercenturiesvas. But while thelatterwasinclinedto borrow
from the miraculos, it is indispensald for information to soundplausibe. Becauseof this it proves
incompatilbe with the spirit of storytelling. If theart of storytellig hasbecomerare,the dissenmation of
informationhashada decisve sharein this stateof affairs.

Every morningbringsusthe news of theglobe,andyetwe arepoorin notevorthy stories.Thisis because
no eventary longercomesto uswithout alreadybeingshotthroughwith explanatia. In otherwords,by
now almostnothing thathappendenefitsstoryelling; almosteverythingbenefitanformation. Actually, it
is half theart of storytellingto keepa storyfreefrom explanation asonereproduce#. Leskov is amaster
at this (comparepieceslike “The Deception”and“The White Eagle”). The mostextraordinarythings,
marnwelousthings,arerelatedwith the greatesticcurag, but the psychologtal connectiorof the eventsis
notforcedonthereader It is left up to him to interpretthingsthe way he understandthem,andthusthe
narratve achiazesanamplitude thatinformation lacks.

VI

Leskov wasgroundedn the classics.Thefirst storytellerof the GreekswasHerodotus.In thefourteenth
chapterof thethird book of his Historiesthereis a story from which muchcanbe learned.It dealswith
Psammenitus

Whenthe Egyptianking Psammenitshadbeenbeaterandcapturedoy the Persiarking CambysesCam-
byseswasbenton humblirg his prisoner He gave ordersto placePsammenitusn the roadalongwhich
the Persiantriumphal processiorwasto pass. And he further arrangedhat the prisonershouldseehis
daughteipassby asa maidgoingto thewell with herpitcher While all the Egyptanswerelamentingand
bewailing this spectaclePsammenitustoodalone muteandmotioress,hiseyesfixedontheground;and
whenpresentlyhe sav his son,who wasbeingtakenalongin the processioro be executed he likewise
remainedunmoved. But whenafterwordsherecognizedneof his senants,anold, impoverishedman,in
theranksof the prisonershe beathisfistsagainstis headandgave all the signsof deepestmourning.

Fromthis story it may be seenwhatthe natureof true storyteling is. The valueof informatian doesnot
survive the momentin which it wasnew. It lives only atthatmoment;it hasto surrendeto it completely
andexplainitself to it withoutlosing arny time. A storyis different. It doesnot expenditself. It preseres
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andconcentratess strengthandis capableof releasingt evenafteralongtime. ThusMontaignereferred
to this Egyptianking andasked himselfwhy he mournedonly whenhe caughtsightof his senant. Mon-
taigneanswers:“Since he wasalreadyoverfull of grief, it took only the smallestincreaseor it to burst
throughits dams’ ThusMontaigne. But onecouldalsosay: Theking is not movedby thefateof thoseof
royal blood, for it is his own fate. Or: We aremoved by muchon the stagethatdoesnot move usin real
life; to theking, this senantis only anactor Or: Greatgrief is pentup andbreaksforth only with relax-
ation. Seeingthis senantwasthe relaxation. Herodotusoffers no explanations.His reportis the driest.
Thatis why this storyfrom ancientegyptis still capableafterthousandsf yearsof arousingastonishrant
andthoughfulness. It resembleshe seedsf grainwhich have lain for centuriesn the chambersf the
pyramidsshutup airtight andhave retainedtheir germinatve power to this day.

VIII

Thereis nothingthatcommend a storyto memorymoreeffectively thanthatchastecompactness/hich
precludegsychol@ical analysis.And the morenaturalthe processy which the storytelker forgoespsy-
chologicalshading,the greaterbecomesghe story’s claim to a placein the memoryof the listener the
morecompletelyis it integratedinto his own experiencethe greatemwill be hisinclinationto repeatt to
someoneslsesomedaysooneror later. This procesof assimilaton, which takesplacein depth,requires
a stateof relaxationwhichis becomingrarerandrarer If sleepis theapogeeof physicalrelaxationbore-
domis the apogeeof mentalrelaxation. Boredomis the dreambird that hatcheghe egg of experience.
A rustlingin theleavesdriveshim away. His nestingplaces—thectvitiesthatareintimately associated
with boredom—arealreadyextinct in the cities and are decliningin the countryaswell. With this the
gift for listeningis lost andthe communtiy of listenersdisappearsFor storyteling is alwaysthe art of
repeatingstories,andthis art is lost whenthe storiesareno longerretained.It is lost becausehereis no
moreweaving andspinningto go on while they arebeinglistenedto. The moreself-forgetful the listener
is, themoredeeplyis whathelistensto impressediponhis memory Whentherhythmof work hasseized
him, he listensto the talesin sucha way thatthe gift of retellingthemcomesto him all by itself. This,
then,is the natureof thewebin which the gift of storytelling is cradled.Thisis how todayit is becoming
unraveledat all its endsafter beingwoventhousand®f yearsagoin the ambienceof the oldestforms of
craftsmanship.

| X

Thestorytelling thatthrivesfor alongtimein themilieu of work—therural, themaritime,andtheurban—
is itself an artisanform of communcation,asit were. It doesnot aim to corvey the pureessencef the
thing, likeinformationor areport. It sinksthethinginto thelife of thestorytelkr, in orderto bringit outof
him again.Thustracesof the storytellercling to the storythe way the handprintsf the pottercling to the
clay vessel.Storytellerstendto begin their story with a presentatiorof the circumstance which they
themseles have learnedwhatis to follow, unlessthey simply passit off astheir own experience Leskov
begins his “Deception” with the descriptionof a train trip on which he supposedijheardfrom a fellow
passengethe eventswhich hethengoeson to relate;or he thinks of Dostoersky’s funeral,wherehe sets
hisacquaintanceiith the heroineof hisstory“A Proposof theKreutzerSonata”;or heevokesagathering
of areadingcirclein whichwe aretold theeventsthathereproduces$or usin his“InterestingMen’ Thus
his tracksare frequentlyevidentin his narratves,if not asthoseof the onewho experiencedt, thenas
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thoseof the onewho reportsit.

This craftsmanshipstorytelling, wasactuallyregardedasa craft by Leskov himself. “Writing,” he says
in oneof his letters,“is to meno liberal art, but a craft’ It cannotcomeasa surprisethat he felt bonds
with craftsmanshipbut facedindustial technologyas a stranger Tolsty, who musthave understood
this, occasionallytoucheghis nene of Leskov's storytelling talentwhenhe calls him thefirst man“who
pointedout the inadequag of economicprogress.... It is strangethat Dostoe/sky is so widely read.
... But| simply cannotcomprehendvhy Leskov is not read. He is a truthful writer.” In his artful and
high-spirted story “The SteelFlea; whichis midway betweenegendandfarce,Leskov glorifies native
craftsmanshiphroughthesilversnths of Tula. Theirmasterpiecehesteelflea,is seerby Peterthe Great
andcorvinceshim thatthe Russiansieednot be ashamedbeforethe English.

Theintellectualpictureof the atmosjmereof craftsmanshigrom which the storyteler comeshasperhaps
never beensketchedin sucha significant way as by Paul Valéery. “He speaksof the perfectthingsin
nature flawlesspearls full-bodied, maturedwines,truly developedcreaturesandcallsthem’the precious
productof alongchainof causesimilar to oneanothel” Theaccumulatiorof suchcause$asits temporal
limit only at perfection. “This patientprocessof Nature; Valery continueswasonceimitatedby men.
Miniatures,ivory carvings,elaboratedo the point of greatesperfection,stoneshatareperfectin polish
andengraing, lacquerwork or paintingsin which aseriesof thin, transparentayersareplacedoneontop
of the other—all theseproductsof sustainedsacrificingeffort arevanishirg, andthetime is pastin which
time did not matter Modernmanno longerworksatwhatcannotbe abbreviated”

In point of fact, he hassucceedetdh abbreviating evenstoryteling. We have witnessedhe evolution of
the“short story” which hasremoveditself from oral tradition andno longerpermitsthatslow piling one
ontop of theotherof thin, transparenkayerswhich constitutegshe mostappropriateictureof theway in
whichthe perfectnarrative is revealedthroughthe layersof a variety of retellings

X

Valéry concludeshis obsenatiors with this sentence!lt is almostasif the declineof theideaof eternity

coincidedwith theincreasingaversionto sustainedffort.” Theideaof eternityhasever hadits strongest
sourcein death.If thisideadeclines sowe reasonthe faceof deathmusthave changedlt turnsout that

this changeis identicalwith the onethathasdiminishedthe communcability of experienceto the same
extentastheart of storytelling hasdeclined.

It hasbeenobsenablefor a numberof centurieshow in the generalconsciousassthe thoughtof death
hasdeclinedin omnpresenceandvividness. In its last stagesthis processs accelerated.And in the
courseof the nineteenthcentury bouigeois society has, by meansof hygienic and social, private and
public institutions, realizeda secondaryeffect which may have beenits subconsciosimain purpose:to
make it possiblefor peopleto avoid the sightof the dying. Dying wasoncea public processn the life
of the individual and a mostexemphry one; think of the medieval picturesin which the deathbechas
turnedinto a thronetoward which the peoplepressthroughthe wide-opendoorsof the deathhouse. In
the courseof moderntimesdying hasbeenpushedurtherandfurther out of the perceptuaivorld of the
living. Thereusedto benohouse hardlyaroom,in which someondnadnotoncedied. (TheMiddle Ages
alsofelt spatiallywhatmalkesthatinscriptiononasundial of Ibiza, Ultima multis[the lastdayfor mary],
significantasthetemperof thetimes) Todaypeoplelive in roomsthathave never beentouchedby death,
dry dwellersof eternity andwhentheir endapproachethey arestovedaway in sanatoriaor hospitalsby
their heirs. It is, however, characteristithatnotonly a mans knowledgeor wisdom,but above all hisreal
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life—andthis s the stuff thatstoriesaremadeof—first assumesransmisdile form at the momentof his
death.Justasa sequencef imagess setin motioninsidea manashis life comesto anend—unfolding
the views of himself underwhich he hasencounteredcimself without being aware of it—suddenly in
his expressionsandlooks the unforgettableemegesandimpartsto everythingthat concernechim that
authoritywhich eventhe poorestwretchin dying possessef®r theliving aroundhim. This authorityis at
thevery sourceof the story,

XI

Deathis the sanctionof everythingthatthe storytellercantell. He hasborranvedhis authorityfrom death.
In otherwords, it is naturalhistoryto which his storiesrefer back. This is expressedn exemplaryform
in one of the mostbeautiful storieswe have by the incomparableJohannPeterHebel. It is foundin
the Sdatzkastein desrheinishhenHausfleundesis entitled“UnexpectedReunion, andbeginswith the
betrothalof a younglad who worksin the minesof Falun. On the eve of his weddinghe diesa miner’s
deathatthe bottam of histunnel.His bridekeepsaith with him afterhis death,andshelives long enough
to becomeawizenedold woman;onedayabodyis broughtup from theabandonetunnelwhich, saturated
with iron vitriol, hasescapedlecay andsherecognizesierbetrothed After this reunionshetoois called
away by death.WhenHebel,in the courseof this story, wasconfrontedwith the necessityof makingthis
long periodof yearsgraphic,hedid soin thefollowing sentences‘in themeantine thecity of Lisbonwas
destrgyedby anearthquak, andthe SevenYears’War cameandwent,andEmperorrancisl died,andthe
JesuitOrderwasabolishedandPolandwaspartitiored,andEmpresdMaria Theresalied,and Struensee
was executed. Americabecameandependentandthe united Frenchand Spanishforceswere unableto
captureGibraltar The Turks locked up GeneralSteinin the VeteranetCave in Hungary and Emperor
Josephdied also. King Gustaus of SwedenconqueredRussianFinland,andthe FrenchRevolution and
the long war began,and EmperorLeopoldIl wentto his grave too. NapoleoncapturedPrussiaandthe
EnglishbombardedCopenhagenandthe peasantsoved andhanested. The millersground,the smiths
hammeredandthe minersdug for veinsof ore in their undegroundworkshops.But whenin 1806the
minersatFalun...”

Never hasa storyteler embeddedis reportdeeperin naturalhistory thanHebelmanagego do in this
chronology Readit carefully Deathappeardn it with the sameregularity asthe Reaperdoesin the
processionshatpassaroundthe cathedraktlock atnoon.

X1l

Any examinaton of a given epicform is concernedwvith the relationslip of this form to historiography
In fact, one may go even further andraisethe questionwhetherhistoriographydoesnot constitue the
commongroundof all forms of the epic. Thenwritten history would be in the samerelationshipto the
epic formsaswhite light is to the colorsof the spectrum.However this may be,amongall forms of the
epicthereis notonewhoseincidencen the pure,colorlesdight of written histay is morecertainthanthe
chronicle.And in the broadspectrunof the chroniclethewaysin which a storycanbetold aregraduated
like shading®f oneandthe samecolor. Thechronicleris thehistoryteler. If we think backto thepassage
from Hebel,which hasthe tone of a chroniclethroughout it will take no effort to gaugethe difference
betweenthe writer of history, the histaiian, andthe teller of it, the chronicler The historianis boundto
explainin oneway or anotherthe happeningsvith which hedeals;underno circumstancesanhe content
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himselfwith displayingthemasmodelsof thecourseof theworld. But thisis preciselywhatthechronicler
does,especiallyin his classicalrepresentaties,the chroniclersof the Middle Ages,the precursorof the
historiansof today By basingtheir historicaltaleson adivine planof sahation—aninscrutableone—thg
have from thevery startlifted theburdenof demonstrablexplanationfrom their own shoulderslts place
is taken by interpretation which is not concernedvith an accurateconcatenatiorf definite events,but
with theway theseareembeddedh the greatinscrutablecourseof theworld.

Whetherthis courseis eschatologicallyeterminedr is a naturalone makesno difference.In the story-
teller the chronicleris preseredin changedorm, secularizedasit were. Leskov is amongthosewhose
work displaysthis with particularclarity. Both the chroniclerwith his eschatologicabrientation andthe
storytellerwith his profaneoutlodk aresorepresentedh his worksthatin a numberof his storiesit can
hardly be decidedwhetherthe web in which they appeaiis the goldenfabric of a religiousview of the
courseof things or the multicoloredfabric of aworldly view.

Considerthe story “The Alexandrite’, which transportghe readerinto “that old time whenthe stonesn
thewomb of the earthandthe planetsat celestialheightswerestill concernedvith the fate of men,and
nottodaywhenbothin the heavensandbeneathhe eartheverything hasgrown indifferentto the fatesof
the sonsof menandno voice speakgo themfrom anywhere,let alonedoestheir bidding. None of the
undiscweredplanetsplay ary partin horoscopesarny more,andtherearealot of new stonesall measured
andweighedandexaminedfor their specificweightandtheir density but they nolongerproclaimanything
to us,nordothey bringusary benefit. Their time for speakingwith menis past’

Asis evident,it is hardly possibleunambiguosly to characterizeéhe courseof theworld thatis illustrated
in this story of Leskov’s. Is it determinedeschatologicallyor naturalistically?The only certainthing is

thatin its very natureit is by definitionoutsdeall realhistoricalcateyories.Leskov tells usthattheepoch
in which mancould believe himselfto be in harmoty with naturehasexpired. Schiller calledthis epoch
in the history of the world the periodof naive poetry The storyteler keepsfaith with it, andhis eyesdo

not strayfrom thatdial in front of which theremovesthe processiorof creatureof which, dependingon

circumstanced)eathis eithertheleaderor thelastwretchedstraggler

XI1

It hasseldombeenrealizedthat the listeners naive relationshipto the storyteler is controlledby his

interestin retainingwhatheis told. The cardinalpoint for the unafectedlisteneris to assurenimself of

the possibilty of reproducinghe story Memory s the epic faculty par excellence Only by virtue of a

comprehense memorycanepicwriting absorkthe courseof eventsonthe onehandand,with thepassing
of these male its peacewith the power of deathon the other It is not surprisingthatto a simge manof

the people suchasLeskov onceinventd,the Czar the headof the spheren which his storiestake place,
hasthe mosteng/clopedicmemoryat hiscommand.“Our Emperoy’ he says,*and his entirefamily have

indeeda mostastonishig memory’

Mnemosymr, the rememberemwasthe Muse of the epic art amongthe Greeks. This nametakesthe ob-
senerbackto a partingof thewaysin world history. For if therecordkeptby memory—hstoriography—
constituesthe creatve matrix of thevariousepicforms (asgreatproseis the creatve matrix of thevarious
metricalforms), its oldestform, the epic, by virtue of beinga kind of commondenominatoincludesthe
story andthe novel. Whenin the courseof centuriesthe novel beganto emepge from the womb of the
epic, it turnedout thatin the novel the elementof the epic mind thatis derved from the Muse—thatis,
memory—nanifestdgtself in aform quitedifferentfrom theway it manifeststself in the story,
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Memorycreateghechainof tradition which passes happeningnfrom generatiorio generationlt is the

Muse-denved elementof the epicartin a broadersenseandencompassess varieties. In thefirst place
amongtheseis the onepracticedby the storytelker. It startsthewebwhich all storiestogetherform in the

end. Onetieson to the next, asthe greatstorytellers particularlythe Orientalones,have alwaysreadily
shavn. In eachof themthereis a Scheheraadewho thinks of a fresh story whenever her tale comes
to a stop. This is epicremembrancandthe Muse-inspied elementof the narratve. But this shouldbe

setagainstanotherprinciple, alsoa Muse-dewed elementin a narrover sensewhich asan elementof

thenovel in its earliesttorm—thatis, in the epic—liesconcealedstill undifferentiatedrom the similarly

derived elementof the story. It can, at ary rate, occasionallybe divined in the epics, particularly at

momentsof solemniy in the Homericepics,asin the invocationsto the Museat their beginning What

announcedself in thesepassagess the perpetuatingemembrancef the novelist ascontrastedvith the

short-lived reminiscencesf the storyteller Thefirst is dedicatedo onehero,one odyssg, onebattle;
the second{o manydiffuseoccurrencesilt is, in otherwords,remembancewhich, asthe Muse-dewed
elementof the novel, is addedto reminiscencethe correspondingelementof the story, the unity of their

origin in memoryhaving disappearewvith thedeclineof theepic.

XV

“No one; Pascaloncesaid,“dies sopoorthathe doesnot leave someting behind. Surelyit is thesame
with memoriegoo—alttoughthesedo not alwaysfind anheir. The novelist takeschage of this bequest,
andseldomwithout profoundmelancholy For what Arnold Bennettsaysabouta deadwomanin one of
his novels—thatshehadhad almostnothirg in the way of real life—is usuallytrue of the sumtotal of
the estatewhich the novelist adminisers. Regardingthis aspecbf the matterwe owe the mostimportant
elucidationto Geog Lukacs,who seesn thenovd "the form of transcendentdlomelessnessAccording
to Lukacs,the novd is at the sametime the only art form which includestime amongits constituive
principles.

“Time, he saysin his Theoryof the Novel, “can becomeconstitutve only when connectionwith the
transcendentdlomehasbeenlost. Only in the novel aremeaningandlife, andthusthe essentiahndthe
temporal separatedynecanalmostsaythatthewholeinneractionof anovel is nothing elsebut astruggle
againstthe power of time. ... And from this... arisethe genuinelyepic experiencesf time: hopeand
memory ... Only in thenovel ... doesthereoccura creatve memorywhich transfixesthe objectand
transformgt. ... Theduality of inwardnessndoutsideworld canherebeovercomefor thesubjectonly’
whenheseeghe... unity of hisentirelife ... outof the pastlife-streamwhichis compresseth memory
... Theinsightwhich graspghisunity ... becomeshedivinatory-intuitve graspingof theunattainecand
thereforeinexpressibé meaningof life.”

The “meaningof life” is really the centeraboutwhich the novel moves But the questfor it is no more
thanthe initial expressionof perpleity with which its readerseeshimselfliving this written life. Here
“meaningof life"—there “moral of the story”: with theseslogansnovel andstoryconfronteachother and
from themthetotally differenthistoricalco-ordinate®f theseartformsmaybediscernedlf Don Quixote
is the earliestperfectspecimerof the novel, its latestexemplaris perhapghe Education sentimenta.

In thefinal wordsof thelast-nameahovel, themeaningvhichthebouigeoisagefoundin its behaior atthe
beginning of its declinehassettledlik e sedimenin thecupof life. FrédericandDeslaurierstheboyhood
friends,think backto theiryouthful friendship.This littl e incidentthenoccurred:onedaythey shavedup
in thebordelloof their hometown, stealthilyandtimidly, doingnothingbut presentinghe patronnewith
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a bouquetof flowerswhich they hadpicked in their own gardens.“This story wasstill discused three
yearslater. And now they told it to eachotherin detail, eachsupplemernig therecollectionof the other
"That may have been, saidFréderic whenthey hadfinished,’ thefinestthingin ourlives. 'Y es,you may
beright, saidDeslauriers;thatwasperhapghefinestthingin ourlives””

With suchaninsigh the novel reachesan endwhich is moreproperto it, in a strictersensethanto ary
story. Actually thereis no story for which the questiom asto how it continuedwould not be legitimate.
Thenovelist, ontheotherhand,cannothopeto take the smallesstepbeyondthatlimit atwhich heinvites
thereaderto a divinatoryrealizationof the meaningof life by writing “Finis.”

XV

A manlisteningto a storyis in thecompaly of thestorytelker; evenamanreadingoneshareghis compan-
ionship Thereaderof anovel, however, is isolated,moresothanary otherreader (For eventhereader
of a poemis readyto utterthe words,for the benefitof the listener) In this solitude of his, the readerof
anovel seizesuponhis materialmorejealouslythananyoneelse. He is readyto make it completey his
own, to devour it, asit were. Indeed,he destrgs, he swallows up the materialasthefire devourslogsin
the fireplace. The suspensevhich permeateshe novel is very muchlik e the draft which stimulatesthe
flamein thefireplaceandenliversits play.

It is adry materialon whichthe burninginterestof thereaderfeeds.A manwho diesattheageof thirty-
five; saidMoritz Heimannonce,“is at every point of his life a manwho diesat the ageof thirty-five”
Nothingis more dubiousthanthis sentencéut for the solereasonthatthe tenseis wrong. A man—so
saysthe truth thatwasmeanthere—whodied at thirty-five will appearto remembanceat every pointin
his life asa manwho diesat the ageof thirty-five. In otherwords, the statementhat makesno sense
for reallife becomesndisputablefor rememberedife. The natureof the characteiin a novel cannotbe
presentechry betterthanis donein this statementywhich saysthatthe “meaning” of his life is revealed
only in hisdeath.But thereaderof a novel actuallydoeslook for humanbeingsfrom whomhederivesthe
“meaningof life.” Thereforehemust,no matterwhat,know in advancethathewill sharetheirexperience
of death:if needbetheirfigurative death—theendof the novel—but preferablytheir actualone. How do
the charactersnake him understandhatdeathis alreadywaiting for them—avery definitedeathandat a
very definite place?Thatis the questionwhich feedsthe readers consumingnterestin the eventsof the
novel.

Thenovd is significant,therefore not becauseét presentsomeoneslses fateto us, perhapslidactically
but becausehis strangers fate by virtue of the flamewhich consumedt yields us the warmthwhich we
never draw from our own fate. Whatdraws the readerto the novel is the hopeof warminghis shivering
life with adeathhereadsabout.

XVI

“Leskov,” writes Gorky, “is the writer mostdeeplyrootedin the peopleandis completelyuntouchedy
ary foreigninfluences. A greatstoryteler will alwaysbe rootedin the people,primarily in a milieu of
craftsmen. But just asthis includesthe rural, the maritime, andthe urbanelementsn the mary stages
of their economicandtechnicaldevelopment,thereare mary gradationsn the conceptsn which their
storeof experiencecomesdown to us. (To say nothingof the by no meansinsignificant sharewhich
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tradershadin the art of storytellng; their taskwaslessto increasdts didacticcontentthanto refinethe
tricks with which the attentionof the listenerwas captured. They have left deeptracesin the narratve
cycle of TheArabian Nights) In short,despitethe primaryrole which storyelling playsin thehousehold
of humanity the conceptghroughwhich the yield of the storiesmay be garneredare manifold. What
may mostreadily be put in religioustermsin Leskov seemsalmostautomaticallyto fall into placein
the pedagogicaperspectiesof the Enlightennentin Hebel, appearsas hermetictradition in Poe,finds
alastrefugein Kipling in thelife of British seamerandcolonial soldiers. All greatstorytellershave in
commonthe freedomwith which they move up anddown the rungsof their experienceason aladder A
ladderextendirg downwardto the interior of the earthanddisappearingnto the cloudsis theimagefor
a collective experienceto which eventhe deepesshockof every individual experiencedeath constitues
noimpedmentor barriet

“And they lived happily ever after” saysthefairy tale. The fairy tale, which to this day is the first tutor
of childrenbecausat wasoncethe first tutor of mankind,secretlyliveson in the story The first true
storytelleris, andwill continueto be,theteller of fairy tales.Wheneer goodcounselwasat a premium,
thefairy talehadit, andwheretheneedwasgreatestits aid wasnearestThisneedwastheneedcreatecby
themyth. Thefairy taletells usof theearliestarrangementthatmankindmadeto shale off the nightmare
which the myth hadplaceduponits chest.In thefigure of thefool it shavs ushow mankird "actsdumb”
toward the myth; in the figure of the youngestbrotherit shavs us how ones chancesncreaseasthe
mythicalprimitive timesareleft behind;in thefigure of themanwho setsoutto learnwhatfearis it shovs
usthatthethingswe areafraid of canbe seenthrough;in the figure of the wiseacreit shavs usthatthe
guestiongposedoy the myth aresimpde-minded lik e theriddle of the Sphinx;in the shapeof theanimals
which cometo theaid of thechild in thefairy taleit shavsthatnaturenotonly is subserviento the myth,

but muchprefersto be alignedwith man. The wisestthing—sothe fairy tale taughtmankird in olden
times,andteacheshildrento this day—isto meettheforcesof the mythicalworld with cunningandwith

high spirits (Thisis how thefairy tale polarizesMut, couragedividingit dialecticallyinto Untermut that
is, cunning,and Ubermut high spirits.) Theliberatingmagicwhich the fairy tale hasatits dispesal does
not bring natureinto play in a mythicalway, but pointsto its complicity with liberatedman. A mature
manfeelsthis complicity only occasionallythatis, whenheis hapyy; but the child first meetsit in fairy

tales,andit makeshim hapyy.

XVII

Few storytellershave displayedso profounda kinship with the spirit of the fairy taleasdid Leskov. This
involves tendencieshatwerepromotedoy the dogmasof the GreekOrthodoxChurch.As is well known,
Origens speculatioraboutapokatatasis—the entryof all soulsinto Paradise—whichvasrejectedby the
RomanChurchplaysa significantpartin thesedogmas Leskov wasvery muchinfluencedby Origenand
plannedto translatehis work On First Principles In keepingwith Russiarfolk belief heinterpretedhe
Resurrectiorlessas, a transfiguratiorthan as a disenchantmenin a senseakin to the fairy tale. Such
aninterpretationof Origenis at the bottomof “The EnchantedPilgrim.” In this, asin mary othertales
by Leskov, a hybrid betweerfairy tale andlegendis involved, not unlike that hybrid which ErnstBloch
mentionsn a connectiorin which he utilizesour distincion betweermyth andfairy talein hisfashion.

“A hybrid betweerfairy tale andlegend; he says,‘containsfiguratively mythicalelementsmythicalel-
ementswhoseeffect is certainly captvating andstatic,andyet not outsde man. In the legendthereare
Taoistfigures,especiallyery old oneswhich are’mythical’ in this senseFor instancethe couplePhile-
mon andBaucis: magicallyescapedhoughin naturalrepose.And surelythereis a similar relationslip
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betweenfairy tale andlegendin the Taoistclimate of Gotthelf, which, to be sure,is on a muchlower
level. At certainpointsit divorcesthe legendfrom the locality of the spell, rescueghe flameof life, the
specificallyhumanflameof life, calmly burning,within aswithout”

“Magically escaped’arethe beingsthat leadthe processiorof Leskov’'s creations:the righteousones.
Pavlin, Figura,thetoupeaeartiste thebearkeeperthehelpful sentry—allof themembodinentsof wisdom

kindnesscomforttheworld, crownd aboutthe storyteler. They areunmistakabft sufusedwith theimago

of hismother

Thisis how Leskov describeder: “She wassothoroughlygoodthatshewasnot capableof harmingarny
man, nor even an animal. Sheate neithermeatnor fish, becauseshehad suchpity for living creatures.
Sometimesny fatherusedto reproachherwith this. But sheanswered!l have raisedthe little animals
myself,they arelike my childrento me. | cant eatmy own children,canl?’ Shewould not eatmeatat a
neighbors houseeither 'l have seenthemalive, shewould say;’they aremy acquaintanced. cant eat
my acquaintancesan|?”

Therighteousmanis theadvocatefor createdhings andat the sametime heis their highestembodinent.
In Leskov hehasa maternatouchwhichis occasionallyntensifiedinto themythical (andthus,to besure,
endangershe purity of the fairy tale). Typical of this is the protagonisf his story “K otin the Provider
andPlatonidd. This figure, a peasanhamedPisonskj is a hermaphrodite For twelve yearshis mother
raisedhim asagirl. His maleandfemaleorgansmaturesimultaneouslyandhis bisexuality “becomeghe
symbolof Godincarnaté.

In Leskov’'s view, the pinnacleof creationhasbeenattainedwith this, andatthe sametime he presumably
seesgt asabridgeestablishedbetweerthisworld andthe other For theseearthlypowerful, maternaimale
figureswhich againand againclaim Leskov’s skill as a storytellerhave beenremoved from obedience
to the sexual drive in the bloom of their strength.They do not, however, really embodyan asceticideal;
rather thecontinenceof theserighteousmenhassolittle privative charactethatit becomesheelemental
counterpois¢o uncontroled lust which the storytellerhaspersonifiedn Lady Macbethof Mzensk If the
rangebetweena Pavlin andthis merchant wife coversthe breadthof theworld of createdbeings,in the
hierarchyof his characterg eskov hasno lessplumbedits depth.

XVI11

The hierarchyof theworld of createdhings, which hasits ape in the righteousman,reachesiowvn into
the abyssof the inanimateby mary gradations.In this connectionone particularhasto be noted. This
whole createdwvorld speakshot somuchwith the humanvoice aswith whatcouldbe called“the voice of
Nature”in thetitle of oneof Leskov’s mostsignificantstories.

This story dealswith the petty official Philip Philipovich who leavesno stoneunturnecdto getthe chance
to have ashis houseguestafield marshalpassinghroughhislittle town. He manageso do so. Theguest,
who is at first surprisedat the clerk’s urgentinvitation, graduallycomesto believe thathe recognizesn
him someoe he musthave met previously. But who is he? He cannotremember The strangething is
thatthe host,for his part,is notwillin g to revealhisidentity. Instead he putsoff the high personagérom
dayto day, sayingthatthe“voice of Nature”will notfail to speakdistinctly to him oneday. Thisgoeson
until finally the guest,shortly beforecontinuingon his journey, mustgrantthe host’s public requesto let
the“voice of Nature”resound.Thereuporthe host’s wife withdraws. She“returnedwith a big, brightly
polished,copperhunting horn which shegave to her husband.He took the horn, put it to his lips, and
wasat the sameinstantasthoughtransformed Hardly hadheinflatedhis cheeksandproduceda toneas
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powerful astherolling of thunderwhenthefield marshakried: 'Stop, I’ ve gotit now, brother Thismakes
me recognizeyou at once! You arethe bugler from the regimentof jaegers,and because/ou were so
honest sentyouto keepaneye onacrookedsupplessupervise’ 'That'sit, Your Excelleng,” answered
thehost.’l didn’t wantto remindyou of this myself,but wantedto let the voice of Naturespeak”

Thewaythe profundityof this storyis hiddenbeneathits sillinesscorveys anideaof Leskov’'s magnificent
humor Thishumoris confirmedn thesamestoryin anevenmorecrypticway. We have heardthatbecause
of his honestythe official wasassignedo watcha crookedsuppliessupervisarThisis whatwe aretold at
theend,in therecognitionscene At thevery beginning of the story, however, we learnthefollowing about
thehost:“All theinhabitantof thetown wereacquaintedvith theman,andthey knew thathedid nothold
a high office, for hewasneithera stateofficial noramilitary man,but alittle supervisomtthetiny supply
depot,wheretogethemwith theratshe chevedon the staterusksandboot soles,andin the courseof time
hadcheved himselftogethera nicelittle framehousé. It is evidentthatthis story reflectsthe traditional
sympathywhich storytelershave for rascalsandcrooks.All theliteratureof farcebearswitnesstoit. Nor
is it deniedontheheightsof art; of all Hebelscharactersthe BrassenheinMiller, Tinder Frieder andRed
Dieter have beenhis mostfaithful companims. And yet for Hebel,too, the righteousmanhasthe main
rolein thetheatrummundi But becauseo oneis actuallyup to thisrole. it keepschanginghands.Now
it is thetramp,now the hagglingJevish peddler now the manof limited intelligencewho stepsin to play
thispart. In every singlecaseit is a guestperformancea moralimprovisation.Hebelis a casuist.He will
not for arything take a standwith any principle, but he doesnot rejectit either for ary principle canat
sometime becomeaheinstrurrentof the righteousman. Comparethis with Leskov’s attitude.”l realize]
he writes in his story “A Proposof the Kreutzer Sonatd, “that my thinking is basedmuch moreon a
practicalview of life thanon abstracphilosophyor lofty morality; but | am neverthelessusedto thinking
theway| do” To besure themoralcatastrophethatappeain Leskov’'sworld areto themoralincidentsin
Hebel'sworld asthegreat,silentflowing of the Volgais to the babbling rushinglittl e millstream.Among
Leskov’s historicaltalesthereare several in which passionsare at work asdestructvely asthe wrath of
Achilles or the hatredof Hagen. It is astonifing how fearfully the world candarken for this authorand
with what majestyevil canraiseits scepter Leskov hasevidenty known moods—andhis is probably
oneof the few characteristichie shareswith Dosto&sky—in which he was closeto antinoman ethics.
The elementalnaturesin his Talesfrom Olden Timesgo to the limit in their ruthlesspassion.But it is
preciselythe mysticswho have beeninclinedto seethis limit asthe point at which utter depraity turns
into saintliress.

XIX

The lower Leskov descend®n the scaleof createdthingsthe more obviously doeshis way of viewing
things approachthe mystical. Actually, aswill be shovn, thereis much evidencethatin this, too, a
characteristias revealedwhich is inherentin the natureof the storyteller To be sure,only a few have
venturednto thedepthsof inanimatenature andin modernnarratve literaturethereis notmuchin which
the voice of the anorymous storyteller who was prior to all literature,resoundsso clearly asit doesin
Leskov's story “The Alexandrite’ It dealswith a semipreciousstone,the chrysoberyl. The mineralis
the loweststratumof createdthings. For the storyteller however, it is directly joined to the highest. To
him it is grantedto seein this chrysoberyla naturalpropheg of petrified, lifelessnatureconcerninghe
historicalworld in which he himself lives. This world is the world of Alexanderll. The storyteller—or
rather the manto whom he attributeshis own knowledge—& a gem engrarer namedWenzelwho has
achieredthegreatestoncevableskill in his art. Onecanjuxtapo® him with the silversmithsof Tulaand
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saythat—inthe spirit of Leskov—the perfectartisanhasaccesdo theinnermosichamberof the realmof
createdhings.Heis anincarnationof thedevout We aretold of this gemcutter: “He suddenlysqueezed
my handon which wasthering with the alexandrite,which is known to sparkleredin artificial light, and
cried: 'Look, hereit is, the propheticRussianstone! O crafty Siberian. It wasalwaysgreenashopeand
only toward evenirg wasit suffusedwith blood. It wasthatway from the beginning of the world, but it
concealedtself for alongtime, lay hiddenin the earth,and permitteditself to be found only on the day
whenCzarAlexanderwasdeclaredof age,whena greatsorcerethadcometo Siberiato find the stone a
magician...” ‘What nonsensareyou talking; | interruptedhim; 'this stonewasnt found by a magician
atall, it wasa scholarnamedNordenskpld” 'A magician!| tell you, a magician!” screamedVenzelin
aloudvoice. 'Justlook; whata stone! A greenmorningis in it anda bloodyevening ... Thisis fate,the
fate of nobleCzarAlexander! With thesewordsold Wenzelturnedto the wall, proppedhis headon his
elbavs,and. .. beganto sob”

Onecanhardly comeary closerto the meaningof this significantstory thanby somewordswhich Paul
Valéry wrote in a very remotecontext. “Artistic obsenation; he saysin refledions on a womanartist
whosework consistedn the silk embroideryof figures,“can attainanalmostmysticaldepth.The objects
onwhichit falls losetheir names.Light andshadeform very particularsystemspresentery individual
guestionsvhich dependuponno knowledgeandarederivedfrom no practice,but gettheir existenceand
valueexclusively from a certainaccordof the soul, the eye, andthe handof someonavho wasbornto
perceve themandevoke themin his own innerself’

With thesewords, soul, eye, and handare broughtinto connection. Interactingwith one anothey they
determinea practice.We areno longerfamiliar with this practice. Therole of the handin productionhas
becomeanoremodestandtheplaceit filled in storyteling lies waste.(After all, storyteling, in its sensory
aspectjs by nomeansjob for thevoicealone.Ratheyin genuinestoryelling thehandplaysa partwhich
supportsvhatis expressedn a hundredvayswith its gesturesrainedby work.) Thatold co-ordinatia of
thesoul,the eye, andthe handwhich emepgesin Valéry’s wordsis thatof the artisanwhich we encounter
wherevsertheart of storytellingis athome.In fact,onecango on andaskoneselfwhethertherelationslip
of the storytellerto his material,humanlife, is not in itself a craftsmans relationshp, whetherit is not
his very taskto fashionthe raw materialof experiencehis own andthatof others,in a solid, useful,and
uniqueway. It is akind of proceduravhich may perhapsnostadequatelype exemplified by the proverb
if onethinksof it asanideogramof astory. A proverb onemightsay is aruin which standson the site of
anold storyandin which amoraltwinesabouta happenindik e ivy arounda wall.

Seenin this way, the storytellerjoins the ranksof the teacherandsages He hascounsel—nofor a few
situations,astheproverbdoes but for mary, likethesage For it is grantedo him to reachbackto awhole
lifetime (alife, incidentally thatcomprisesiot only his own experiencebut no littl e of the experienceof
others,whatthestorytellerknows from hearsays addedo his own. His gift is theability to relatehislife;
his distinction,to be ableto tell his entirelife. Thestorytelker: heis themanwho couldlet thewick of his
life be consumedcompletelyby the gentleflameof his story. This is the basisof theincomparableaura
aboutthe storytelkr, in Leskov asin Hauff, in Poeasin Stevenson.The storytelleris thefigurein which
therighteousnanencounterfimself.
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