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THE TRAVELLER’S CONFESSION

IT has been the boast of some travel books to contain noth-
ing that can either instruct or improve their readers. The
boast is one I should like to make; for a book that entertains
by its art alone will always be more welcome than one that
forces attention upon its learning or righteousness. Of these
qualities, it is true, the following pages are innocent enough.
But the motives that prompted the journeys they describe
were not so innocent. I have travelled, I must confess, in
search of both instruction and improvement. As member of
a community, and heir to a culture, whose joint worth is
now in dispute, I would discover what ideas, if those of the
West be inadequate, can with greater advantage be found
to guide the world. And to this end I would also know, in
the language of my own senses, in whom and what the
world consists. These vast considerations, let me hasten to
add, find small place in the present volume. But they are
responsible for its general attitude, since it is only from the
sum of isolated journeys that even the shadow of an answer
to them can ever be expected.

A conception of the whole world in terms of personal
knowledge is held by contemporary opinion to be not only
impossible as an attainment, but contemptible as a goal.
Real knowledge, according to this view, is the prerogative
of the specialist, and is contained, as it were, in cells to which
he alone has access. A specialist has been defined as “one
who grows to know more and more about less and less”; as

xiii



xiv THE TRAVELLER’S CONFESSION

the cells multiply, the scope of each diminishes and the truth
contained in it shrinks correspondingly. To suggest that real
knowledge must come from a study not of this or that par-
ticular cell, but of the relationship between them all, is to
invite ridicule and hostility. For the bureaucracy of the
mind, like that of the State, is jealous of those who would
scrutinize the harmony of its departments. Yet for some per-
sons there exists an organic harmony between all matter and
all activity, whose discovery is the purpose of their lives and
whose evidence, being inexhaustible, can only be selected
by the good judgement and perpetual curiosity of the indi-
vidual. From this process derives that most invaluable of
human resources, an absolute standard of worth capable of
unlimited extension.

These persons are the travelling species. The pleasures of
travel need no reiteration. But when the impulse is so im-
perious that it amounts to a spiritual necessity, then travel
must rank with the more serious forms of endeavour. Ad-
mittedly there are other ways of making the world’s ac-
quaintance. But the traveller is a slave to his senses; his
grasp of a fact can only be complete when reinforced by
sensory evidence; he can know the world, in fact, only when
he sees, hears, and smells it. Hence that craving for personal
reconnaissance which can only be lulled by acquaintance
with the broad compartments of race, politics, and geo-
graphy that comprise our earth. From the specialist’s point
of view such acquaintance must always be superficial. The
traveller can only reply that at least he desires to know more
and more about more and more.

This book presents two excursions whose very diversity is
symbolic of those formidable contradictions which make it a
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privilege and a puzzle to be alive in the twentieth century.
The first part is concerned with Russia, where the moral
influence of the Industrial Revolution has found its grim
apotheosis; the second with Tibet, the only country on earth
where that influence is yet unknown, where even the cart is
forbidden to traverse plains flatter than Daytona beach, and
the Dalai Lama himself rides in a man-borne palanquin.
Prior to the Industrial Revolution each country had evolved
a unique tradition of civilization. In Russia the tradition has
succumbed completely to the virus of the machine. In Tibet
it has remained as completely immune from it. Among
nations which enjoy such traditions, the two countries repre-
sent the extremes of political, social, and mental difference
from the accepted mean. These extremes are confirmed
even by their appearance. Russia 1s lower and more colour-
less, Tibet higher and more coloured, than any country on
earth. Such confirmation is more than a coincidence. It is
an explanation.

Extremes of this kind must provoke different reactions in
the same traveller. The ideas of Russia are preached, and
act, as a challenge to those of the West. The ideas of Tibet
offer no challenge; they maintain, simply, a passive resist-
ance towards those of the West. Thus in Russia one must
think, argue, and defend. In Tibet one need only observe
and sympathize. Russia, moreover, presents a sort of carica-
ture of the West; art, politics, and thought alike have de-
rived from Europe and can only be understood in terms of
their European ancestry. Tibet has no relation to the West
whatsoever; the historical faculty becomes superfluous;
observation consists in the assimilation of pure novelty.
These differences are reflected in the form of my book. The
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contrast between its two Parts is more than one of subjects;
it lies between different states of the traveller’s mind. If the
book has a unity, it must be looked for in this contrast. And
also, perhaps, in one other thing. I have written throughout,
I hope, with respect for the aspirations and convictions of
my fellow-men, even when I cannot share them.



PART I
RUSSIA

“Tell me, sir, how shall the mind be elevated if the body be exhausted with
material preoccupations? Consider the complex conditions under which a Northern
Samily is obliged to live. Think of the labour expended upon that unceasing duel
with the elements—the extra clothing and footwear and mufflers and mantles, the
carpets, the rugs, the abundant and costly food required to keep the body in sound
working condition, the plumbing, the gas, the woodwork, the paintings and re-
paintings, the tons of fuel, the lighting in winter, the contrivances against frost
and rain, the never-ending repairs to houses, the daily polishings and dustings and
scrubbings and those thousand other impediments to the life of the spirit! . . . At
close of day, your Northerner is pleased with himself. He has survived; he has
even prospered. . . . He fancies he has obtained the aim and object of existence.
He is too dazed with the struggle to perceive how incongruous his efforts have
been. What has he done? He has sacrificed himself on the altar of a false ideal.
He has not touched the fringe of a reasonable life. He has performed certain social
and political duties—he knows nothing of duties towards himself. I am speaking
of men _from whom better things might have been expected. As for the majority,
the crowd, the herd—they do not exist, neither here nor anywhere else. They leave
a purely physiological mark upon posterity; they propagate the species and protect
their offspring. So do foxes. It is not enough for us.””—NoRMAN DouGLas.






I. THE NEW JERUSALEM

THE European visitor to Russia who values the inheritance
of European humanism finds himself regarded as a baneful
reactionary full of pontifical formulas which aim not only
at the pursuit of “objective truth”, but at the immediate
destruction of the Russian State. In compensation he will
derive—unless already infected with prejudices of hate or en-
thusiasm—an exhilarating stimulus to rational thought from
this attitude towards himself, a realization that his world’s
horizon has been suddenly extended beyond all preconceiv-
able expectations. He will discover, possibly against his will,
a preponderance of what he has been taught to call obscur-
antism and tyranny which must necessarily outweigh the
best of social purposes. Nevertheless he will be obliged to
admit that so great an intellectual stimulus must itself con-
tain the seed of intrinsic good. The question is how to ex-
plain this contradiction.

Let no one concern himself with this essay whose hope
is for information about Russia of a detached, scientific kind
—a mere observation of phenomena such as naturalists con-
duct in tide-forsaken pools. The Bolsheviks are men, not
animals. I meet them as a man, not as a social zoologist.
Since their every word is spoken in defence of a dogma,
so then let mine be. This must be a personal account, a
mobilization of personal feelings in defence of the European
tradition; an attempt to keep in view a more scientific truth

than that embraced by the records of the field-naturalist,
3



4 RUSSIA PART I

and to see Russia, not as reactionaries and enthusiasts both
see her, in ethical relation to the present, but in cultural
relation to the future. The forces at work are older than the
Revolution, and will long survive it. They are inherent in
the country and people, though hitherto partially concealed
beneath a Western veneer. Hence the shock of their emerg-
ence and the universal curiosity as to their future part in
history.

I cannot sufficiently emphasize the fact that the opinions
here expressed are entirely confined to those which formed
of their own volition in my own mind and which, in fact,
did not take conscious shape till I had returned to England
and settled down to consider the evidence I had collected.
During a large part of my time in Russia I enjoyed the
hospitality of Sir Esmond Ovey, H.M. Ambassador to the
Soviet Government, and of Lady Ovey; I spent much of
my time with other members of the Embassy; and I natur-
ally sought the company of various Englishmen resident in
Moscow. Of the kindness they all showed me, and of the
pains they were at to promote my journeys and inquiries, I
can only make this bare acknowledgment. But I must affirm
categorically that the colour of the interpretation which I
put on such facts as I gathered is entirely my own. So in-
definite had this interpretation remained till the very end
of my stay in Russia, that if one had asked me, as the ship
sailed out of Odessa, what colour it was, I could not have
answered him. This question was in fact put both in Con-
stantinople and London. I had no answer to make, and was
considered in consequence either a dullard or an equivo-
cator.

The assurance of my address is the assurance of the ignor-
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ant. If I claim a good enough eye and a sufficient experience
of other countries to have enabled me to appreciate the
visual arts of Russia, and to judge them by general stand-
ards, it is only to admit my disadvantage in seeking to paint
their present environment. For my concern with labora-
tories, feats of engineering, and isolated social experiments,
is so faint as to be negative; and it is chiefly these particular
branches of Bolshevist activity which arouse the enthusiasm
of foreign visitors. In six weeks one must choose one’s field;
I chose to avoid conditioned reflexes, Ford lorries, and
abortion clinics. Yet it needed no knowledge of engineering
to feel the romance of *“‘construction’ at Dnieperstroi—as I
felt it before at Sukkur—nor the uplift of an Astor to pay
credit to some hyperborean Demeter for the apple cheeks
and fur-lined helmets of the children in the streets. If, some-
times, a note of rancour sounds, blame it on that imme-
morial Russian bureaucracy, which chose to regard me,
rather in spite of itself, as an undesirable character. This
arose from my irresponsibility in visiting Russia neither with
an avowed purpose nor as a conducted tourist. Nearly all
foreigners buy their tours beforehand, and are therefore
obliged to keep to set routes. This is not to say, as so many
people infer, that the visitor is only shown what the authori-
ties want him to see. On the contrary, free movement within
Russia to-day—except in the Turcoman republics, which
are reserved for American millionaires—entails fewer form-
alities than before the Revolution. The advantage of the
conducted tours is simply their remarkable cheapness; and
since they are, very conveniently, “conducted”, the tourist
is naturally treated to the show-pieces of the existing regime.
But as these seemed to me, even by anticipation, both
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extremely uninteresting and fundamentally insignificant, I
trusted to my own arrangements, and may here take the
opportunity of thanking those who helped me make them.
Travelling was consequently more difficult, but equally
more entertaining. Should any echo of the laughter pro-
voked by my journeys reach the ears of my Russian friends,
they will be able to ignore, or at the best pity, such irrever-
ence. Levity is the music that accompanies the European’s
whoring after false gods, gods which, in fact—and all fact is
Marxist—do not exist. The orthodox Marxist, like the ortho-
dox Christian, need only give thanks that he is not as others,
and leave them to stew in their own delusions. Doubt is un-
becoming to him, and susceptibility to foreign opinion is
tantamount to doubt.
* * * * * *

The supreme moments of travel are born of beauty and
strangeness in equal parts: the first panders to the senses, the
second to the mind; and it is the rarity of this coincidence
which makes the rarity of these moments. Such a moment
was mine, when, at the age of three, I ventured on to a
beach in Anglesey, and found a purple scabious; such again,
when I stood on the Jelep La and surveyed the peaks of
Tibet; and such once more, as I walked up the side of the
River Moskva late in the afternoon of my second day in
Russia. The Red Capital in winter is a silent place. Like
black ghouls on the soundless snow the Muscovites went
their way, hatted in fur, lamb, leather, and velvet, each with
a great collar turned up against the wind that sweeps down
the river from the east. With bent heads they hurried past,
impervious to collision with one another, or myself, as
though desensitized by a decade of mass-living. Farther on,
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at the corner by the bridge, stood a line of hackney sledges,
whose owners, the rearguard of capitalism, sat huddled in
their portentous blue coats. Other sledges of robuster build
trailed by, bearing piles of hay and boxes. When they came
to the slope by the bridge, they all began to go sideways,
while their horses scrabbled at the ice.

This, at last, was Red Russia; this horde of sable ghosts
the Bolshevists, the cynosure of an agitated world. It was
more than Russia, it was the capital of the Union, the very
pulse of proletarian dictatorship, the mission-house of
Dialectical Materialism. I looked across the river. Before me
stood the inmost sanctuary of all: the Kremlin.

A curious irony has dowered the creed of utilitarianism
with this edifice as the symbol of outward power. While col-
lective man sits within, the walls deny him and the domes
laugh aloud. Fantastic one has always known it to be from
photographs. But the reality embodies fantasy on an un-
earthly scale—a mile and a half of weathered, rose-coloured
brick in the form of a triangle that rises uphill from its base
along the river. These airy walls, which in places attain a
height of forty feet, are hedged with deep crenellations,
cloven and coped in white stone after the Venetian fashion.
Their impalpable tint and texture might suggest rather the
protection of some fabled kitchen-garden than the exigencies
of medieval assault. But from their mellow escarpments
bursts a succession of nineteen towers, arbitrarily placed,
and exhibiting such an accumulation of architectural im-
probability as might have resulted had the Brobding-
nagians, during a game of chess, suddenly built a castle for
Gulliver with the pieces. As my eye moved westward, seven
of these unbelievable structures marked the half-mile pro-
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spective, itself slightly askew, of the base-wall. At either end
the angle-towers were taller than the rest, each a cylinder
finished with a machicolated balcony and surmounted by
an octagonal cone, a kind of dormered cracker-hat tapering
skywards to a bronze pennant. Between these two marched
five squatter towers—steep, rectangular cones of dark green
tiles, broken by a middle storey of the same rosy brick, but
varying in height and breadth. These five towers, though
they vary in particular dimensions, reflect a pattern intro-
duced by the Tartars. Thus the historian may distinguish
a Sino-Byzantine fusion accomplished under the aegis of
Italian architects. Be that as it may—my attention was else-
where. For now, within the walls, rose a white hill, as it were
a long table covered with a cloth of snow, lifting up to the
winter sky the residences of those vanished potentates, Tsar
and God: to the west the two palaces, nineteenth-century
Russo-Venetian, cream-coloured against the presage of
snow in the sky; the little Italian palace of the fifteenth
century, whose grey-stone facade of diamond rustications
conceals the tiny apartments of the early Tsars; and then the
Cathedrals: that of the Annunciation with nine onion-
domes; that of the Dormition, where the coronations took
place, with five helm-shaped domes; and that of the Arch-
angel Michael, whose central bulb stands high above its four
smaller companions; nineteen domes in all; each finished
with a cross, most of them thinly gilt; and then, higher than
all, the massive belfry, crowned with a flat onion; yet still
overtopped by the ultimate cupola of the tower of Ivan
Veliki, colossal in solitude, the climax of this Caesaropapist
fantasia. I looked down to the river below me; I looked up
to the sky; I looked to the right and I looked to the left:

Opposite :  The Kremlin
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PART 1 THE NEW JERUSALEM 9

horizontally and vertically, towers and domes, spires, cones,
onions, crenellations, filled the whole view. It might have
been the invention of Dante, arrived in a Russian heaven.

And then as the lights came out and the snowflakes, long
imminent, began to wander down in front of them, the
scene became alive. As I reached the turn to the bridge, a
company of soldiers came marching up the opposite street;
the Red Army! visible agent of proletarian power and hardly
less fantastic to my eyes than its fortress over the river. In
their grey serge dressing-gowns swinging right down to the
feet, and their grey serge helmets with pointed Tartar
crowns, they looked like so many goblins on an infernal
errand. Tramp! tramp! swung the grey serge skirts; but not
a footfall sounded. From the shoulders of each goblin slanted
a pair of skis, taller than the man himself, and ready to
whisk him down upon some country churchyard to prod the
dead. As they wheeled round to cross the bridge, they broke
into a ringing chorus, taking those earnest, melancholy parts
which are associated with all Russian singing. The theme
of the words was doubtless Revolutionary, and, if so, not ill-
suited to the effect achieved—as though the troops of ancient
Russia were sallying out to a Holy War. It was quite dark
now; the snow falling fast. Behind the chanting goblins the
Kremlin rose aglow with electricity, like some ghostly back-
cloth to the hurrying city, tower upon tower, dome upon
dome, piling up from the rose-red ramparts and the snowy
eminence within them, to the last gigantic onion of Ivan
Veliki, 450 feet above the black river.

I followed the soldiers, and, climbing a steep road parallel
with the east wall of the Kremlin, reached the Red Square.
Half-way across the expanse of floodlit snow a queue had
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formed, ant-like in the distance, to see Lenin. The tomb was
open.

I took my place next to a young Turcoman. His pale,
aquiline features, properly moulded and furnished with
bones, were those of an individual, and seemed companion-
able, despite the outlandish fleece that crowned them,
among these casual-bred Slavs. But for a group of peasants
clad in leather and shod with birch-bark, they presented
the usual characterless appearance of all urban populations
—the mass-man about to pay his Russian homage to his
new and Russian Christ.

A halt preceded our entry while they swept out the snow
left by the previous pilgrims. Then, two by two, the Turco-
man with me, we entered the bronze wicket in the low
balustrade. Two sentries, with fixed bayonets and sheepskin
ruffs, stood on either side of the door. The vestibule was
blank, but for the Soviet emblem—hammer and sickle on a
globe supported by sheaves of wheat—in silver relief on the
grey stone. Turning to the left, a flight of stairs and a sub-
terranean corridor led us down to the vault.

In the midst of this tall, dim interior, sheeted with sombre,
close-grained stones, the mummy lay on a tall pedestal shel-
tered by an inverted cradle of plate-glass, and brightly lit.
Below, in pairs at either end, stood four sentries. We length-
ened into single file. Mounting a flight of steps, I took my
view and, in virtue of the atmosphere, paid my homage.
Round the walls, I noticed, ran a frieze of vitreous scarlet
lightning.

Lenin must have been a very small man. He rests on a
bed of dun-coloured draperies, which engulf his legs with
the tasteful negligence of a modiste’s window. His upper
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part wears a khaki jacket buttoned at the neck. The finely
modelled hands and features are of waxen texture, like the
petals of a magnolia flower. The beard and moustache turn
from straw-colour to brown, a fact which caused Bernard
Shaw more surprise (so he told me) than anything else in
his self-patented Russian Elysium. One might have said: A
nice little man, fond of his grandchildren, and given to prun-
ing his trees. I wondered whether a countenance so placid
and benign was not really made of wax. For rumour insists
that the sewers of the Kremlin recently overflowed into the
shrine, to the detriment of its keepsake. But when I got out-
side, I had not walked a hundred yards before I met an
old man with features, beard, and expression exactly similar
to those I had just examined. So that there need be nothing
inherently false about the present appearance of the relic.
The Red Square was so called long before the Revolu-
tion, since the Russian words for “‘red”” and ‘‘beautiful” are
the same. Still the snow falls, each flake softly sparkling in
the electric haze. At the north end of the great white oblong
rises the blood-coloured bulk of the Historical Museum, a
building in Ye Olde Russian style, but now transformed
into something fairy-like by the snow filigree on its twin
steeples and twisting rooflets. Along the Kremlin side runs
the same crenellated rose-red wall, interrupted by three
towers. That near the Museum, which carries a slender,
cold green spire, was blown up by Napoleon, but rebuilt
according to the old design after his departure. At the other
end of the square, to the south, stands the famous Spassky
tower, a castle of brick surmounted by Gothic pinnacles
and finials of white stone, which remind one of Wren’s
Tom Tower, and were actually built by an Englishman,
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Christopher Holloway, in 1625. This bears a rich octagonal
steeple, decorated with a gilt clock-face. From the topmost
apex shines the emblem of the Tsars, a golden eagle, whose
glinting double heads act as a signpost to the stranger lost
in the “China Town’’ opposite.

These two towers, with one other on the west side, are
the chief entrances to the Kremlin. Between them the wall
is broken by a blind tower of the rectangular double-cone
type, above which appears a flat dome of green copper, in
the austere Greek style of the later Catherine period. From
this dome floats a plain red flag, emblem no longer of the
rowdy May-Day farce in other capitals, but invested with
the dignity of its architectural surroundings. Beneath the
wall runs a series of low tribunes in grey-white granite.
These are interrupted, immediately below the tower, by
Lenin’s tomb, which is backed by a screen of small black
fir-trees.

The tomb is squat and powerful, instepped like a Zig-
gurat, and polished like a public-house. It is built of red
Ukrainian granite and black and grey Ukrainian labrador,
which contains flecks of iridescent blue like those on a butter-
fly’s wing. The lantern is surmounted by a monolith of red
Karelian porphyry, 261 feet in length and weighing 59 tons.
The colour of the granite is not our anaemic pink, but a
deep rhubarb-red, slightly tinged with ochre. This colour
strikes 2 mean between the scarlet flag and the pink walls,
and fits the monument harmoniously upon its ancient stage.

The architect of the mausoleum is Stchousev. His original
design, which stood for five years, was of wood. The present,
though similar in character, is stronger and more ruthless.
It is constructed—or gives the illusion of being constructed
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—of superb blocks of stone, whose gigantic size is remini-
scent of the Inca walls. The form is gained partly by the
use of the three colours, black, grey, and red, as an instru-
ment of proportion, and partly by the irregular succession
of steps on which these colours are employed. But these
steps, though irregular, are far from haphazard. Their ratios,
both of height and width, are calculated with the utmost
nicety, so as to increase the effect of power and strength.
The base of the monument is slightly above the level of the
Square, and is enclosed within a low parapet, whose front
corners are rounded, and whose rear corners are finished
with two small pavilions. This parapet, these pavilions, as
well as the long rows of tribunes which run parallel with
the Kremlin Wall, are built of a greyish white granite, only
semi-polished, and having a very close and hard texture.
Within the parapet on either side of the entrance have been
planted small fir-trees, which, it must be hoped, will not be
allowed to grow too high.

Last of all, at the far end where the ground begins to slope
down to the river, rises the famous church of Basil Blajenny
—Basil the Blessed. Lying slightly below the general level of
the square, yet with no other buildings behind it, it closes
the panorama like some phantom ship ice-bound against the
skyline. Or in circus mood one might compare it with a
giant’s cocoanut-shy, whose drab nuts have been replaced
by sea-urchins, leeks, pineapples, and peeled pomegranates
at different levels—multicoloured fruits, spiral, spiked and
fluted, that tempt Lenin’s ghost to warm itself on cold nights
by potting snowballs at them. There are always a few noc-
turnal drunks about the Red Square. Perhaps some stag-
gering mystic, or a frozen cabman, or a posse of G.P.U.
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raiders, passing by in the small hours, have already seen that
all-familiar figure clambering wraithlike up its mausoleum
for one more shot at the embodied past. I can hardly be sure
that I myself, after a certain party at the Metropole, did not
discern one or two extra-human missiles hurtling through
the air towards that green pineapple with the red scales. . ..
But the less of this the better. When I emerged from inspect-
ing Lenin’s more solid remains on this particular afternoon
it was barely tea-time. Suddenly the Spassky clock rang out
the hour on the last of the Moscow bells, whose deep melodi-
ous chimes never failed, so long as I stayed in the town, to
give me a little start of melancholy and pleasure. And as the
first clang echoed over the snow and along the red walls, a
black smoke of crows shot up into the sky, cawing and
croaking their contempt for that motionless anachronism,
the Tsar’s eagle.

The vision was over. I had exchanged the experience of a
moment for a memory that will support me till I die. I shall
never see Moscow again as I saw it on that afternoon.

* * * * * *

But beside the Moscow of dreams waited a Moscow not
less unique—that of men. I left the square by the side of the
Historical Museum, where the Iberian gateway used to
stand, and, crossing the Opera Square, came to the Hotel
Metropole. Here I was to deliver three precious lemons for
the use of Albert Coates, who was suffering from a carbuncle.
I was also to meet a young English communist named
Morgan.

I expected a hatchet-faced consumptive. I perceived a
Nordic giant. Morgan was once a chauffeur, but having
seen light in a Russian film, had made his way to the land
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of promise and creative outlet. As that land had seemed to
him from a distance, so it had continued to seem, despite
loneliness, language difficulty, and food-shortage during the
early months. I admired his courage in having overcome
such obstacles. He now worked with a band of students
drawn from thirty-seven nationalities, dividing his time be-
tween Materialistic philosophy and the Moscow film studios,
and receiving a salary on which he lives.

I had brought him some parcels, which, being ignorant
of their contents, I had persuaded the customs officials at
Negoreloje not to open. He seemed to assume, therefore, that
I, too, had found light. Our conversation was, consequently,
at cross-purposes. It started with my asking the waiter for
some vodka.

M.: We don’t want any of that dope here.

R. B.: Sorry, but I can’t live without alcohol.

M.: Oh, well, I suppose you’ll grow up some time.

R. B.: I suppose so. But I’'m beginning to doubt if I shall
ever grow up into a communist. (Morgan looked surprised.)
Anyhow, I'm not interested in politics. What I want to
know is, not whether the Five-Year Plan is going to succeed,
or how many million peasants will know the alphabet in ten
years’ time, but whether anything really important, any ad-
vance in human thought or happiness, is going to come of so
much misery as the Russians have gone through. I feel it
will; but I can’t see how it can, when you substitute a banal
ideology for the free exercise of the mind. Soviet culture, for
example—what and where is it?

M.: You’re full up with the old ideas; you don’t under-
stand. Our art must be a collective art, and we’ve got to
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produce an intelligentsia that will think and create col-
lectively. It was different during the revolutionary period,
when everyone was inspired. The constructive period, which
we’re settling down to, is harder to express in art.

R. B.: You mean there isn’t the same epic feeling of
excitement?

M.: That’s right. The struggle goes on though, just the
same.

R. B. (petulantly): 1 wish to God you’d tell me what you
mean by this struggle you all talk about. Struggle with what?
I shouldn’t have thought there was anyone left in Russia to
struggle with by now.

M.: Don’t you understand that everything’s a struggle. If
put this glass of water on this table, the glass and the table
are at war—their actual contact is a struggle. It’s the same
in social evolution. The workers can only build socialism by
struggling, by continuing the class war right through.

R. B.: So that when you’ve done away with classes, all you
do is to create new ones and make an aristocracy out of
a few million factory workers, who rule the country by
oppressing, i.e. struggling with, the remaining majority.
How anything creative, or even interesting, can come from
this obsession with class, I fail to see. It’s worse than England.

M.: There’s not much you do see. Now look at Beethoven.
Of course we admit he was a genius. But you can see how
the class-struggle of the time comes out in his symphonies.
Or Wagner. When he had been exiled for revolutionary
opinions, he wrote the Ring. Then he became a good bour-
geois again, and the result was Parsifal.

R. B. (soothingly): Parsifal is dreadful, I admit. I suppose if
I translate what you’re trying to tell me into ordinary
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language, all it means is that genius is the product of en-
vironment. There’s nothing very new in that. And may I ask
whether you think Newton could ever have thought out the
law of gravity in the environment of modern Russia?

M.: Of course he could have. Our laboratories here are
better equipped than any in Europe.

R. B.: I’m talking about thought, not experiment—some-
thing that goes on in one person at a time. If you take all
the great periods of human invention, scientific or otherwise,
you'll find that people were free to think as they wished.
There was an atmosphere of disinterested inquiry. The nine-
teenth century in England, for example—it produced Marx’s
Capital among other things, and he says as much in the
preface.! Or the Renascence . . .

M. (incredulously): The Renascence!! Coo! there you are.
The Renascence was simply a phase in the class-struggle,
the beginning of the capitalist age, when the merchants and
the bourgeoisie began to rise to power.

R. B. (firmly): My dear Morgan, you remind me of an
evangelical preacher, who’s right before God, when every-

1 “The social statistics of Germany and the rest of Continental Western
Europe are, in comparison with those of England, wretchedly compiled. . . .
We should be appalled at the state of things at home, if, as in England, our
governments and parliaments appointed periodically commissions of inquiry
into economic conditions; if these commissions were armed with the same
plenary powers to get at the truth; if it was possible to find for this purpose men
as competent, as free from partisanship and respect of persons, as are the
English factory-inspectors, her medical reporters on public health, her com-
missioners of inquiry into the exploitation of women and children, into
housing and food. . . . In England the progress of social disintegration is
palpable. When it has reached a certain point, it must react on the Continent.
. . . For this reason, as well as others, I have given so large a space in this
volume to the history, the details, and the results of English factory legislation.
One nation can and should learn from others.”’—Capital, Preface to the first
edition, 1867.

C
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one else is wrong. I don’t mind being wrong. But I haven’t
come all the way to Russia to argue with people like St.
Athanasius. It’s too boring. I admire your enthusiasm, and
I wish to understand what gives rise to it. It doesn’t help
me in the least to be told that everything that ever happened
was a manifestation of the class-struggle. Do you think there
were revolutions among the lung-fish? I dare say the Re-
volution was an excellent thing for Russia. I wouldn’t put
the clock back for a moment. But what I want to know is
whether it holds the seed of hope for the rest of the world
beneath this desiccated husk of class ideology.

M.: We're absolutely different. You can’t be expected to
have the right outlook. You're . . .

R. B.: I'm of a different class, you mean?

M.: That’s it. Your voice—it sounds affected to me.

R. B.: Perhaps it is. But I don’t see that that’s any reason
why we should start a class war over this table, or why the
G.P.U. should send old professors to the Urals for writing
about Byzantine icons.

M.: They belong to the wrong class—they’re our enemies.
The intellectuals have let us down too often. We can’t take
any more risks, when the war may come at any moment.

R. B.: There you go again. What war?

M.: It’s happened once. What about the Intervention?

R. B.: D’you think the whole of England is peopled with
Churchills?

M.: I don’t know about that, but war’s coming all right.
Why, it’s beginning already in Manchuria. What’s more, I
tell you seriously that in two or three years’ time I hope to

be inviting my comrades from here to stay with me in Buck-
ingham Palace.
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R. B.: That’s a very bourgeois ambition. (Inconsequently)
Do you get on with Jews?

M.: I’'m pretty used to them after living in the East End.
I like them. Still, they’re not quite the same as yourself.
Let’s go up and see Sylvia Chen.

R. B.: Why, is she a Jewess?

M.: No, she’s a daughter of Eugene Chen and a French
negress. Her brother’s a commander in the Red Army, and
she’s a dancer.

We went upstairs to Miss Chen’s apartment. Though her
shelves groaned with the early fathers of Materialism, she
was temporarily engrossed with the difficulty of obtaining
new dance records, since Jazz is proscribed by the Russian
customs as ‘“‘ideologically incorrect””. Even Morgan, now
released from argument, admitted the hardship of this de-
privation. They put on an old record, and Miss Chen
hopped about, a pretty creature against the antiquated
plush of her surroundings.

“What are you going to do in Russia?”’ she asked me.

I said I hoped of course to go to Leningrad, and also to
Novgorod to see the old churches.

“Churches?”’ she answered. ‘“Whatever interests you
about that kind of dead stuff?”

I felt I could hardly explain.
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I HAVE given the above conversation as one specimen out
of many. I had come to a new world: Morgan was to me as
the kangaroo to Captain Cook or as the Erewhonians to the
Edwardians. Yet since he was neither beast nor fiction, I
could not, and cannot, treat him and his like with the polite
detachment of a zoologist.! This is the normal attitude of
the visiting foreigner, than which, if the Russians only real-
ized it, nothing is more insulting to them. Nevertheless, be-
neath the insane babble of Marxian clichés, I was conscious
of forces whose reality was not to be denied, and whose
significance aroused my avid curiosity. This curiosity, I
knew, would go unrequited unless I could see beyond the
fanatics and jargon that obscure every view in modern
Russia.

The first condition of understanding for the stranger is to
realize that the Revolution and all that followed it were the
outcome of processes which began with Russian history and
will end with it. The Byzantine Orthodox Church has al-
ways been distinguished from the Catholic in that its ideal
is rather the attainment of heaven on earth by means of
contemplation than the pursuit of a satisfactory after-life.
From the domination of ideas which this Church exercised
from the tenth century on, no Renascence ever delivered

! The original publication of this phrase in the Architectural Review has en-
rxchec_l the Russian vocabulary. On April 8, 1933, Pravda appeared with the
headline: “Diehards’ Zoological Hatred of the Soviet Government’’.

20
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Russia. Nor were the serfs, as in other countries, liberated
from their material slavery by an economic demand for fluid
labour. Thus the Russian has always conceived of progress
as a mass-advance towards an immediate millennium rather
than as a succession of steps taken by gifted individuals to-
wards objective truth. While no country has produced more
theorists on the theme of human betterment, their concern
has always been with the prompt delivery rather than with
the quality of the perfection supplied. Only by this means
could the mass of humanity, whose mystic elevation has al-
ways been the keynote of Russian speculation, be adequately
embraced. The individual, wedded to objective thought for
its own selfish sake, was ignored as a permanent factor in
the social scheme, for the obvious reason that the Russians
have no conception of the individual in this sense—a fact
which emerges plainly enough from those travesties of
humanity which form the individual heroes of Russian
novels.

In the last century, the rise of an intellectual class gave
mouth and power to this Russo-Messianic concept of col-
lective uplift. At the same time there arrived from the West
the new industrial idea of a purely physical universe ruled
by a God who was nothing more than a chemist-engineer.
Such an idea, reacting on the pervasive mysticism of Ortho-
doxy and the fantastic sects that had sprouted from so fertile
a soil, produced a philosophic vacuum, a kind of mystic
nothingness, which was elaborated into a system by
Bakunin (1814~76) under the name of Nihilism. Then be-
gan the classic era of sacrificial plotters, whose dramatic
assassinations attracted the attention of the outside world.
It was complacently imagined by their liberal sympathizers
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in other countries that the murderers, if slightly misguided
in their methods, were inspired by the desire to free their
country from a brutal autocracy. Even to-day this idea is
ingeniously fostered in the minds of foreign tourists by the
transformation of the fortress of Peter and Paul, where the
chief rebels were confined, into a museum for the display of
Tsarist atrocity. The hatred of the anarchists for the Mon-
archy was doubtless genuine and disinterested. But if any-
one wishes to disabuse himself of the illusion that they
wished to substitute for it a regime of Anglo-Saxon liberty,
let him read the appendix to René Filop-Miller’s Mind and
Face of Bolshevism, which contains quotations from The
Possessed and The Brothers Karamazov, written by Dostoievsky
in 1871 and 18%9. Even these prophetic utterances are
superfluous. For did not Lenin say that freedom was a bour-
geois prejudice?

‘The European may stigmatize as merely destructive the
Russian theorist’s obsession with a joyless, unwilled mass-
nirvana, and as impracticable his conception of the human
mass as the one and only agent of human advance, obedient
to the impulses of its Narcissistic mysticism. He may even be
permitted a just indignation when these ideas threaten the
structure of his own laboriously evolved tradition. But it
serves no end to curse the Russians for thinking as they do,
or to depreciate their ideal of enabling the mass to exchange
its bestial sloth for an inspired self-immolation on the altar
of industrial productivity. It is not our ideal. We aim at an
increasing distribution of material benefits within a frame-
work that preserves the prerogatives of the individual. But
let us understand that Bolshevism, whether it prove eco-
nomically feasible or not, derives directly and genuinely
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from the Russian view of the universe, which regards the
passion of the mass-man for the sake of the mass-man as the
highest form of human expression.

Meanwhile Nihilism and its like offered incentive to indi-
vidual self-sacrifice, but no programme for co-ordinated
action. This deficiency was to be filled in part by Karl
Marx, who propounded a new philosophy of historical
evolution, and in part by Lenin, who, with the usual Russian
impatience to be in at the Second Coming, extracted from
that philosophy a social doctrine capable of immediate
application, and, since evolution was concerned, conceived
himself to be the proper agent for speeding up that cum-
brous process.

Karl Marx arrived in London in 1849, and there devoted
himself to research among the voluminous materials that
had already been collected anent the conditions of the
English working classes. In his lighter moments he enter-
tained a wholesome respect for class distinctions and estab-
lished authority: “he attended at the Society of Arts a soirée
graced by the presence of royalty . . . he liked his wife to
sign herself ‘Jenny, née Baronne de Westphalen’ . . . finally,
he accepted the office of constable of the vestry of St.
Pancras, taking the customary oath, and donning the regu-
lation uniform on gala occasions”.* He retained his enthusi-
asm for Germany, ‘“‘sang the praises of German music and
literature”’, and regarded Germany’s part in the war of 1870
as purely defensive.

His contribution to thought was his conception of society
as something fluid, in a state of perpetual change and be-
coming, and his adumbration of a law governing this pro-

1 A. Loria, Karl Marx (London, 1920), p. 48.
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cess. It is claimed that, as Darwin to biology, so he stands
in relation to sociology. The claim is somewhat exaggerated,
for whereas Darwin could base his deductions on the whole
of the world’s history, Marx was necessarily confined to that
comparatively narrow field contained in the written records
of a few thousand years. Starting with the premise that all
‘““value’ is the outcome of labour, his law of evolution natur-
ally developed a purely economic complexion: all societies
are based on the exploitation of labour in some form or
another, and since the exploiters cannot be expected to
relinquish their privileged position of their own accord, it is
only by explosions of violence that the changes rendered
necessary by changing methods of economic production are
brought about; these explosions are the outcome of a per-
manent, though generally latent, struggle—the class war; as
for politics, morals, religion, art, and the rest, these are but
the ideological expression of that struggle. In Marx’s
opinion, the moment was at last approaching when labour
should free itself from the last of a succession of exploiting
classes and assume the whole fruits of its own toil for itself.
Thus his theory of social evolution dissolves, or is dissolved
by those who would put it to practical use, in the mist of an
imminent millennium. One is left in doubt as to whether,
once the workers cease to be exploited, the Marxian law will
continue to operate or not.

In putting forward his theory of the evolution of society
according to economic laws, Marx added something to the
general technique of historical inquiry. But in seeking to
found, upon the basis of those laws, an all-embracing philo-
sophy, he displayed a lack of scientific method which must
be ascribed to the Jew’s inability to apprehend the reality
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of emotions and ideals of which he himself has no personal
experience.

It were redundant to indicate which particular points in
the Marxian philosophy brought grist to the revolutionary
mill. But it cannot be sufficiently stressed how easily these
theories might have disappeared into the limbo enjoyed by
most of their kind, but for their transformation into a mili-
tant creed of action at the hands of Lenin. For good or evil,
Lenin was one of the most remarkable characters in history,
not only by virtue of his influence on the fate of millions,
but for his individual pertinacity and consistency in work-
ing towards an apparently impossible goal. In the Marxian
theory he saw a practical instrument and he shaped it to
that end. To read his works after those of Marx is like turn-
ing to the Athanasian Creed from the Sermon on the
Mount. He found in Marx the raw material for both a poli-
tico-economic programme and a philosophy to uphold it.
When the time came, the weapons were ready forged, and
he brought them into play.

(2)

Into the exact nature of the political organism that to-day
exists as the result of Lenin’s activities, I do not propose to
inquire; abler heads than mine have run themselves against
this brick wall, and will continue to do so. But I wish to
record a very definite impression on my part of the nervous
insecurity and strain that prevails among all educated and
semi-educated people in Russia, members of the Commun-
ist Party included. The incidents that contributed to form
this impression were cumulative in their effect, and in any
case too numerous to recount. Indeed, its origin was
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atmospheric as much as circumstantial. But if it was a
correct impression, its importance is vital to the sifting
of the ashes whence the phoenix of collective culture
must eventually arise. The stranger must inquire what
produces it.

In describing the system under which they live, the
Russians themselves invariably make use of two terms, one
political, the other economic. These are “the dictatorship
of the proletariat” and “State capitalism”.

The ‘““proletariat” is a name for that hypothetical mass
with whose aims Lenin, as a good Russian, necessarily iden-
tified his own. But the word, when used in the Marxian
sense, denotes a fluid supply of labour, without anchorage
or possessions, at the beck and call of economic, ¢.¢. capital-
istic, demand. Unfortunately, this particular kind of mass
scarcely existed in Russia at the time of the Revolution.
Thus the Bolsheviks, having established a government which
has alienated the sympathies of the intellectual class by its
tyranny and an economic system which, if judged by their
own material standards, was, and is, a total failure from
the point of view of the peasant, lack the chief support postu-
lated by their creed, the very lynch-pin of the whole theor-
etical structure. Until this support is created—that is to say,
until at least a bare majority of the Russian population has
been recruited into the ranks of the true proletarian nucleus
already centred in the large towns—the present rulers of
Russia must continue in their present state of nervous in-
security, particularly when they consider the volume of ex-
isting discontent, passive though it be. Hence the frantic
efforts that have been, and are being, made to create a fluid
rural proletariat by impressing peasants into the collective
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farms—by, in fact, the artificial stimulation of that very
process which the whole of Capital was meant to damn for
ever and ever.

Says Marx, after lauding the independence of the English
peasant before our great enclosures took place: “What the
capitalist system demanded was, on the other hand, a de-
graded and almost servile condition of the mass of the
people, the transformation of them into mercenaries, and
of their means of labour into capital”. Says Lenin, in his
article on Marx written for a Russian encyclopaedia: “If,
finally, we wish to understand the attitude of Marxian
socialism towards the smaller peasantry . . . we must turn
to a declaration by Engels expressing Marx’s views: ‘When
we are in possession of the powers of the State, we shall not even
dream of forcibly expropriating the poorer peasants. . . . Our task
as regards the smallholders will first of all consist in transforming
their individual production and individual ownership into co-oper-
ative production and co-operative ownership, not forcibly, but by way
of example, and by offering social aid for this purpose.’ ' Well
might Marx cause an earthquake in the Highgate cemetery
and Lenin burst his mausoleum to fragments, could they
have witnessed the treatment of the Russian peasant carried
out in their names during the last five years.

So bitter and so widespread has been the resentment
aroused by this treatment that Stalin, temporarily at least,
has had a stop put to it. It is the result, not of socialism, but
of State capitalism, as the Russians admit. Marx was at
pains to point out that capitalists always tend to absorb one
another. “Along with the constantly diminishing number
of the magnates of capital . . . grows the mass of misery,

1 Lenin, Collected Works, Authorized English Edition, vol. xviii. p. 42.
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oppression, slavery, degradation, exploitation.” Is this true
of Russia, where the number of capitalists has been dimin-
ished to one? If so, what will be the result?

Either the peasants, incensed beyond all reason, will re-
sist all attempts to proletarianize them; in which case they
will be permanently at odds with the communist aristocracy
of the towns, and the class war will go on, thus vindicating
Marx’s theory of evolution. Or they will surrender them-
selves to a joyless impersonal exploitation by the State, re-
deemed by elementary education and broadcast culture;
and Marx’s theory will either die of classless inanition or
receive its most terrific vindication in a subsequent revolt
on the part of the expropriated against the one grand expro-
priator—the State. Both alternatives hold possibilities well
calculated to disturb the present rulers. They have staked
everything on the Five-Year Plan. This, if it succeeds,
should create a purely industrial proletariat of sufficient
size to support them and recruited without the ill-feeling
produced by compulsory measures. Meanwhile the tension,
as of a man fighting for his life, pervades the whole country.
It may not conduce to the pursuit of objective truth or the
creation of great art, but it results in a great activity and
exercise of the mind.

(3)

It was recognized from the beginning by Lenin and his
coadjutors that allegiance to their politico-economic system
must depend, in the long run, on a general acceptance of
its concomitant philosophy by those capable of even the
most rudimentary mental activity. In attempting to secure
this allegiance they were at once face to face with the
weakest link in their carefully forged chain for the bondage
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of the individual—with, in fact, a link so weak as to consti-
tute a gap. To remedy this deficiency they have exercised
an ingenuity which deserves the success it is receiving. But
the very contrivances to which they are obliged to resort,
reveal more clearly than anything else the totally un-
scientific character of the philosophy to which they are
committed.

The exponents of Dialectical Materialism, as the creed
enunciated by Lenin is called, regard the universe as com-
posed solely of phenomena whose reality can be subjected
to the empirical test of their own senses. Religion is their
bane. It diverts man’s attention and effort from the society
in which he lives; its priesthood is invariably the agent of
political and social stagnation. This view is rational enough,
and, though one may take occasional exception to it, not
difficult to acquiesce in or at last to understand. But the
Materialists are also the victims of a frenzied and irrational
hate for those ancient beliefs and institutions which sym-
bolize, possibly in its crudest form, the search of mankind
for a central Reality and, consequently, the prime ob-
stacle to the spread of the New Gospel. This hate, amount-
ing almost to dementia, has prevented them from conduct-
ing any detached inquiry into the reason why religion
exists and always has existed. Ostrich-like they have failed
to recognize that religion fulfils some fundamental human
need.

After the Revolution, religion in Russia fell, or was
thrust, into very general desuetude. No sooner did this
happen than the needs which, however superficially or im-
properly, it had hitherto satisfied, made themselves appar-
ent in an atmosphere of licence, restlessness, and disillusion-
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ment. Village life had lost its keystone; the peasant his
theatre; among the educated or semi-educated classes was
felt an equal lack of that faith or code without which life
cannot be regulated. In addition, the new rulers were not
slow to discover that they, too, had lost something, and that
this was hardly the moment to dispense with the traditional
ally of all government. “Religion”, they had thundered, *is
the opium of the people.” The practical value of this maxim
now became fully apparent to them. Since all pre-existing
religions were proscribed by the new philosophy, there was
only one course open to them in their need for a popular
soporific. This was to erect the philosophy itself into a
religion. And this they have done. They have preserved the
jealousy of the God of Israel while dispensing with the God
himself, and the external ceremony of the Orthodox Church
while dispensing with the Church. In place of the single
God enthroned in heaven, they have substituted the Mass
enthroned on earth; in place of the Church, a hierarchy no
less intolerant—YouTH. It is a different kind of opium; its
dreams are less reposeful. But it works.

The Italian Professor Achille Loria closes his monograph
on Karl Marx with words which might almost be supposed,
by one ignorant of their context, to emanate from a newly
discovered papyrus of St. John the Divine:

For the day is coming. And in that day, when remorseless time
shall have destroyed the statues of the saints and of the warriors,
renascent humanity will raise in honour of the author of this work
of destruction, upon the shores of his native stream, a huge
mausoleum representing the proletarian breaking his chains and
entering upon an era of conscious and glorious freedom. Thither

will come the regenerated peoples bearing garlands of remem-
brance and of gratitude to lay upon the shrine of the great thinker,



PART I CREED AND OBSERVANCE 31

who, amid sufferings, humiliations, and numberless privations,
fought unceasingly for the ransom of mankind. And the mothers,
as they show to their children the suffering and suggestive figure,
will say, their voices trembling with emotion and joy: See from
what darkness our light has come forth; see how many tears have
watered the seeds of our joy; look, and pay reverence to him who
struggled, who suffered, who died for the Supreme Redemption.

True, the Rhine still waits its promised monument. But
I could not help thinking, as I walked about Moscow
on January 22, what a graceful and at the same time in-
expensive gesture the British Government might make by
unearthing the bones of Marx and his Jenny in Highgate®
and presenting them to Russia. Lenin, after all, is only
second best. Still, he makes a very decent pilgrimage, and
the patriot type of saint is certainly the more fashionable
at the moment.

Lenin died on January 21. For some inscrutable Russian
reason his death is mourned, or was this year, on January
22. The Red Good Friday proved the occasion for elaborate
manifestations of dolour, such as mark the same season in
Rome. To all shops and offices of any pretension, red
banners, bearing the hammer and sickle in gold, and bound
in black, had been distributed, and now hung motionless
in the cold fog with which nature was participating in the
national grief. The grandiose front of the Bolshoy Theatre,
the Opera, was draped on either side with an immense arras
of the same character; while across the portico the name
LENIN was blazoned in scarlet light, like a gigantic I H S.

1 They share God’s acre with those of Thomas Hood the poet, and Lilly-
white the cricketer. Coleridge is round the corner in a coke-house. I am in-
debted for this information to Mr. John Betjeman, the father of necropolitan
research.
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In addition to this Latin ostentation, something of the
English Sabbath had crept in. The sale of alcohol was for-
bidden, lest the dignity of the occasion should be marred by
the usual inebriate holiday-makers. Even food was difficult
to obtain. At the same time hotels and restaurants were
crowded with congresses and delegations assembled to ob-
serve the sacred day. In the Red Square, a queue had
formed such as one sees in London when a dead king lies
in state, twisting and turning over that great expanse of
snow, like one of those wire puzzles that have neither end
nor beginning. From morning till night it shuffled con-
vulsively along, a foot at a time. There might have been
ten or a hundred thousand people; I could find no means of
computing. But it struck me that none of them would have
been there, to stand for an hour in a temperature of several
degrees below zero, unless actuated by genuine emotion
and a personal conviction of the solemnity of the occasion.

The instances of resemblance between the outward mani-
festations of the Materialist faith and those of the older
religions could be multiplied indefinitely; they astonish the
visitor at every turn. In factories and clubs, the icon corner
has been replaced by the Lenin or the Marx corner: hideous
busts of pseudo-bronze stand on pyramidical pedestals
draped in red, bowered in red, and backed with red. In the
separate rooms, less expensive coloured prints replace the
erstwhile less expensive icons, forerunners of a new and
monotonous hagiography depicting Stalin, Kalinin, Krup-
skaya, and Budenny. In the large towns, every third shop
window teems with these frightful representations, of all
sizes to suit all purses, and exhibiting a lack of artistry
sickening to behold. On being told the sum formerly derived
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by the Pechersky Lavra in Kiev from the sale of holy pic-
tures, I was anxious to learn what profit accrued to the
present government from the same source. The answer to
my inquiry was, that far from there being any profit, the
State actually incurred a considerable loss in promoting the
distribution of its blessed effigies.

In addition to dead saints, there are the living Early
Fathers, the Jeromes, Clements, Origens, and Athanasiuses,
who thunder out their daily commentaries on the central
creed and its application to the daily emergency with the
prolific inconsequence induced by modern printing facilities.
In Kremlin, commissariat, club, factory, institute, and
school, these Early Fathers reside and multiply, seeking
heresies and definitions with the appetite of Byzantine
Christologists. Fortunately for their happiness, there is no
end to either, since their dogma is based on the most un-
certain of all sciences and the details of its proper practice
are as elusive as quicksilver.

These Christian similes may sound far-fetched; but
though individual definitions of what does and does not
constitute a religion may differ, they do in fact convey better
than any other the mental atmosphere of Bolshevist Russia.
It is as easy for us—for me—to laugh at the ideological hair-
splitting and Salvation Army jargon that have grown up
round the Materialist creed as it was for Gibbon to ridicule
the Monophysites and the Monothelites. Yet the purpose
of these ideological and Christological controversies is the
same, and an eminently comprehensible one: namely, to
expand the provisions of a central creed so as to cover every
possible contingency by a formula that shall be intelligible

to the illiterate or the semi-literate mass. Where the parallel
D
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may possibly lose its force is in the nature of the spiritual
force or faith behind the two religions.

The faith that inspired the earlier Russian revolutionaries
was, as I have tried to explain, a conviction that the redemp-
tion of humanity must and could be attained through the
mental and material advance of humanity in the mass. This
was Lenin’s faith. It may incorporate a kind of devil-
worship. But judged by the measure of his devotion to his
faith, Lenin was a great and noble man. I could not help
asking myself, when in Russia, whether, now, this same
faith was not giving place to external boastfulness and
megalomania, a kind of hollow, inverted Fascism. One
hears too much about the enthusiasm of YouTH, in Russia as
everywhere else. The very phrase is suspicious; it cloaks an
emptiness; great movements cannot draw their force from
supporters in a state of petrified immaturity. Russian YouTs
may feel itself predestined to dominate the globe. Drunk
with titanic visions, it may hurl itself down mines and into
factories. For the moment, the Five-Year Plan provides a
psychological safety-valve to this bursting intoxication, this
class-chauvinism. But where is the original faith? What will
sustain the young shock-brigaders and komsomols of to-day
twenty years hence, if the reward should not prove equal to
their hope?

To these questions, to the question whether Materialism
is destined to endure for centuries as a vital force, or to
crumble away like a nerveless tooth, I can put no answer.
Meanwhile, it seeks to reinforce its dominion with every
device of jealous obscurantism and personal oppression
known to the medieval Church or the Spanish Inquisition.
The faith may survive the longer for such conditions, the
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social structure gain in strength. But art and culture must
either die, as they died with Julian the Apostate, or assume
a form as yet unknown, as they assumed in the Gothic
cathedrals. So far, only darkness is descending, while the
new light has not begun to shine. But the Dark Ages lasted
four centuries. Must Russia wait as long, plunged in her
scientific night?

At a certain stage of their development [wrote Marx!] the
material productive forces of society come into conflict with the
existing production relationships, or, what is but a legal expression
for the same thing, with the property relationships within which
they have hitherto moved. . . . A period of social revolution then
begins. With the change in the economic foundation, the whole
gigantic superstructure is more or less rapidly transformed. In con-
sidering such transformations, we must always distinguish between
the material changes in the economic conditions of production
. . . and the legal, political, religious, aesthetic, or philosophic, in
short, ideological forms, in which human beings become conscious of this
conflict and fight it out to an issue.

The italics are mine. They enshrine the kernel of Bol-
shevist truth: thought, creative power, can have but one
beginning and one end, one incentive and one purpose—the
furtherance of the class-struggle.

Education thus becomes a question of instilling into
children (from the ages of six to sixty) the belief that the
continuance of this struggle is the proper aim of all human
beings and the particular aim of all good Russians. As far as
general principles are concerned, a specious amorality is in-
culcated by the most elementary copybooks. Spy on your
neighbour and cherish the machine! is the motto of Russian
childhood. In the towns, the principal churches are occu-

2 A Contribution to the Critique of Political Economy. (Chicago, 1904.)
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pied by a litter of posters and photographs which remind
one of a dismantled coffee-stall. Closer examination reveals
a pictorial exposure of the iniquities and class bias of all
religions—Orthodox, Catholic, and Protestant Christianity,
the Sects, Judaism, Mohammedanism, and Buddhism. The
Calvinistic fury of Materialism can tolerate no rivals.
Crowds of children trail round behind their teachers, as we
see them at the Burlington House exhibitions, imbibing
knowledge of the hard and fast line between the new Right
and the new Wrong as laid down in these Anti-God
Museums. The same line is apparent in the Press and in
public entertainments. At the Press it becomes no English-
man to throw stones; I can only blush in guilty silence.
But on the Moscow wireless, during the English pro-
gramme, I heard one thing that might have shocked even
Mr. Maxton. The speaker was describing the industrial
activity of Sverdlovsk, a town in the Urals once known
as Ekaterinbourg. In their spare time, he said, smiling
children and workers might be seen going in and out of
the house of Ipatiev—now a museum—‘‘where the family
of Romanov met the fate it justly deserved”. The man’s
voice, I thought, faltered as he spoke his silly text. And well
it might. If this is how the Bolsheviks conduct their propa-
ganda abroad, the world is safe from revolution for a long
time. I should like to go to Sverdlovsk and see the children
smiling in the death-cellar of those other children. The sight
would bear noble witness to the power of the new faith, and
also to that cowardly, hypocritical pretence of infallibility,
mark of all religions, which must needs brazen out the most
repulsive accidents.

The atmospheric oppression of a land where the only
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truths are the class war and the machine, and where all
culture must be subservient to those ends, is alleviated by
the novelty—one might even say eccentricity—that results.
The air is mixed with laughing-gas. But it is a stifling air—
how stifling I only realized on reaching Kiev, which pre-
serves in some indefinable way its old university tradition of
the humanities and allows one to breathe normally again.
Not that I was unhappy in Russia. I can truthfully say that
in no foreign country have I ever enjoyed myselfso positively,
been so sheltered from boredom, or felt such regret at de-
parture. But this was partly due, I must confess, to the
pleasant feeling of pugnacity that woke in my bosom. The
system is intended for the world—that is clear from the start.
Try your damned religion on me, I felt, and you’ll get as
good as you give! And so they did, now and then. Yet I
could not but respect persons so deeply engaged in a definite
purpose and so homogeneously subscribing, with heart or
lip, to a definite belief. Such fixity was hardly to be despised
by a member of that nation whose chosen patriots are Noel
Coward and Winston Churchill. It was rather to be envied.

My first real consciousness of the Great Untruth was
brought to the surface by a Beethoven concert conducted by
Oscar Fried in the Moscow Conservatorium. They were
playing the Pastoral Symphony. It was not a bad perform-
ance, though the instruments lacked tone. When it was at an
end, I looked up and remembered where I was. And then,
suddenly, it came to me that here—not in capitalism, nor
in Christianity, but here on the concert platform in these
tattered scores—was the enemy that Materialism can never
conquer and that must ultimately and inevitably conquer
Materialism. It seemed to me that to allow such a perform-
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ance to take place in public was simply an act of quixotic
folly on the part of the authorities. In theory, no doubt, the
Pastoral Symphony provides exemplary illustration of the
class war in rural Austria. In practice . . . I turned my atten-
tion to the audience and read, or thought I read, my own
thoughts in their faces. Only a group of shock-brigaders,
young hierarchs in tall boots, looked sullen, as indeed it was
their duty to do. They would have explained to me, had I
reproached them for their attendance, that music, above all
arts, conduces to the socialization of emotion. This means,
in ordinary language, that it moves a lot of people at once.
But if I had asked them how it is that certain compositions
wield this invaluable power in a greater degree than others,
or whether the emotion produced by them is not the out-
come of a highly incorrect revelation of abstract beauty, I
do not know what they would have replied. The functions
of art are one thing. Its creation and effect are another.
Either art must be proscribed in its entirety, as St. Clement
of Alexandria recommended; or, if its effect is considered
beneficial to the general mass, then the individual must be
allowed free play with abstractions in order to create it. The
learned doctors of Materialism argue that a class war for the
redemption of humanity should be abstraction enough for
any artist. This may be so. A spontaneous culture may spring
from the soil of mass-betterment. But I could see no signs of
it. When 1 asked for any, they could only answer with
Christ: “A wicked and adulterous generation seeketh a sign;
and there shall no sign be given unto it.”” This was dis-
appointing. Still, I persisted in my search.

At Morgan’s instance, I went to see the two most recent
sound-films made in the Russian studios. Russian films of
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the revolutionary or epic period have aroused great hopes.
These, depicting the present period of construction, proved
by contrast somewhat disappointing.

The first was called Sniper. It opened with a regiment of
British troops in kilts made of duster-cloth being cheered off
to the front to the strains of “Tipperrarr-ee”, which tune, I
afterwards learnt, they had been taught to sing by Morgan.
A confusing succession of incidents on various fronts fol-
lowed, during which No-man’s-land was suddenly trans-
formed into a maize-field, in order that harvesting women,
whom the German Army was gallantly assisting in their
labours, might be shot down by the Allied guns. Finally, the
scene changed to the new Russia, in which all the workers
but one of a certain factory devoted their leisure hours to
rifle-practice. This one, a feckless youth, maundered about
with a tennis racquet; until one day the capitalist invasion
began, and the tennis-racquet proved of little service in
defending either its owner’s person or his fatherland. I was
reminded of those ridiculous British productions sponsored
by the Empire Marketing Board to promote imperial fellow-
ship. And I must say, in all justice, that even the Moscow
Press was loud in its denunciations of such crudity.

The other film, on the other hand, had been acclaimed
as a national triumph, and has presumably obtained popu-
larity abroad, since I afterwards found it showing in Con-
stantinople and it has since been seen in London. The photo-
graphy was generally good and in parts excellent. Its title
may be rendered as The Way into Life.

The theme was the redemption of those homeless children
that have grown up like animals and have infested Russia
since the great famine. They are shown at first as thieves
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and thugs. Then, while sleeping in a cellar, they are rounded
up and transported to a deserted church in the country
which they turn into a workshop. Their gradual transforma-
tion into useful members of society is effected by a kind of
scoutmaster who seeks to inculcate into them the public-
school sense of honour, and is materially assisted in this
admirable work by the hero of the film, a worthy Tartar
boy named Mustafa. But evil influences persist. While the
scoutmaster is away, a disaffected section of the boys, de-
spite the opposition of those led by Mustafa, breaks all the
machines. The scoutmaster, on return, cannot conceal his
pain, but instead of reproaches he produces a toy train
from a brown-paper parcel. This he sets going on toy rails;
and, inspired by its example, they start to build a real rail-
way. Meanwhile the disaffected section has discovered a
log-hut in the woods where prostitutes congregate and vodka
circulates freely. To this horrible resort they lure Mustafa
and his disciples, now clad in smart lounge suits. But when
theorgys at its height, the latter, at a sign from their leader,
draw revolvers, shoot up a number of strange but repulsive
men, and bind the evil women, who are now in a state of
blubbering dishevelment. By now the line is finished. The
night before the opening Mustafa goes down it on a trolley,
singing a Tartar song as the dawn breaks, the birds begin to
chirp, and the bull-frogs to croak. But an enemy lies in wait;
the trolley is upset and Mustafa stabbed to death. After
some delay the ceremonial first train, manned by the now
fully reclaimed boys, starts its opening journey without him.
Then they find his body, and placing it reverently on the
front of the engine, steam into the terminus of a small town,
where rejoicing at once gives way to grief. In real life, I am
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glad to say, Mustafa is still with us. Moscow now realizes
that he is human after all, and that he is more broad-minded
in his pleasures than the film would have us believe.
There were moments in this film of real emotional solemn-
ity, such as that of the Tartar song at dawn. But for me these
were entirely overshadowed by the didactic unreality of the
whole story, and by the catechism in Right and Wrong
which the audience was obliged to answer in order to keep
abreast of the plot. It was the atmosphere of Eric, or Little
by Litile and the Fairchild Family over again, with the same
fascination of the contemporary social document. I would
have given half my time in Russia to have read into the
hearts of my fellow-spectators, and to have discovered
whether this crude antithesis of Materialist values had in-
spired them with real emotional piety, or had rendered
their entertainment, as it had mine, just a little tedious.
It would be possible to continue indefinitely the list of ex-
periences which went to prove how utterly impossible, and,
from the Materialist point of view, undesirable, it is that
any form of disinterested, non-political, or non-economic
culture should ever flourish on the soil of modern Russia.
But there came to my notice one final instance which re-
vealed, more plainly and more grotesquely than anything
else, the mendacious and futile obscurantism to which the
new religion finds it necessary to resort in its own self-
defence. There hangs in Moscow one of the finest and most
representative collections of modern French pictures that
has ever been assembled. Over the entrances of each room
are printed notices, which are designed to assist the apprecia-
tion of less sophisticated visitors. In appending a selection
from these notices, I withhold comment that would be
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impertinent to the intelligence of the English reader and
offensive to my Russian friends:

MONET: Age of transition from capitalism to imperialism.
Taste of the industrial bourgeoisie.

cEZANNE: Age of the preliminary period of imperialism.
Taste of the industrial bourgeoisie.

PISSARRO and SISELEY: Age of the preliminary period of
imperialism. Taste of the industrial bourgeoisie.

caucUIN: Taste of the rentier. |

cross and sieNac: Taste of the lower and middle bour-
geoisie under the influence of the lower industrial bour-
geoisie.

vAN GoGH: Taste of the small bourgeoisie.

MATISSE: Age of distorted imperialism. Taste of the rentier.

(4)

While the doctrine of Materialism ascribes all artistic crea-
tion to the genius of the mass and epoch rather than to that
of the individual, it must perforce admit that the concrete
fruits of such creation do owe their shape to some effort on the
part of the individual, even though his proper function is
only to interpret and organize the taste and emotions of the
mass and epoch; and that the successful fulfilment of this
function, impersonal though it be, requires of the individual
a degree of concentration and thought which distinguishes
him from the common herd and thus postulates the exist-
ence of an intelligentsia. ‘“We workers,”” say the good party-
men, “will create our own intelligentsia.” So they may do—
though how, neither they nor I can explain. But whatever
its origins, this intelligentsia will constitute a different class
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from that of the “workers and peasants’, and as such a
suspect class. All disinterested thought, such as we regard
as the first condition of cultural development, is rendered
impossible in Russia by the jealousy of the prevailing
religion. But even those of the intelligentsia who sincerely
subscribe to that religion—*‘‘one must believe in it, or one
cannot live here”’, said the son of a former landowner, now
an engineer, to me—even they are subject to a system of
bewildering impediments which makes the foreign observer
wonder how their task can be adequately performed and
whether anything truly inventive can ever result from their
efforts. I would emphasize the fact that I am writing here,
not of the disgruntled dispossessed, but of those who are
honestly desirous of working for and with the new system,
but whose vocations necessarily place them in the intel-
lectual class.

Sixty years ago one of Dostoievsky’s characters spoke as
follows concerning thesocial system adumbrated by another:

One thing in his book is good, the idea of espionage. In his idea
every member of the society spies on the others, and is bound to
inform against them when necessary. All are slaves and equal in
their slavery. . . . First of all, the level of education, science, and
innate natural talent falls. A high intellectual level is possible only
to superior talents; but we have no need of superior talents.
Superior talents have always seized power for themselves and led
to despotism. Men of talent cannot help becoming despots, they
have always done more harm than good; therefore they are driven
out or put to death.!

This prophecy is somewhat exaggerated, since Materialism
has great need of superior talents and its exponents admit

! From The Possessed, quoted by René Fiilop-Miller in The Mind and Face of
Bolshevism. '
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the fact. But it contains much that the visitor to Russia can
recognize.

Those less fortunate observers, who are obliged to com-
mit themselves entirely to the excellent facilities offered by
the Russian tourist agency, remain completely oblivious to
that unique state of affairs which most clearly distinguishes
the lives of Russian humanity from those led by humanity
in any other part of the globe. This state of affairs consists
in the universal, all-pervasive practice of espionage and sus-
picion conducted among all grades of the Materialist society.
I heard it said that one in every fourteen persons in the
whole of Russia is in some way or other an agent of the secret
police. Whether this is true, I do not know. But my own
short experience revealed to me that even the boldest flights
of fiction conceived by the late Mr. Edgar Wallace had
visualized nothing to compare with the reality of those ex-
citements which the Russian people are daily privileged to
enjoy. Now that I am back in England, no report circulated
by the die-hard Press seems too preposterous to believe,
even though, in nine cases out of ten, I do not believe
it. At times, during my visit, I began to doubt my own san-
ity; but never for long; some conversation with those who
had actually experienced the ordeals of Russian citizenship
or residence always intervened to restore it. Plotters, sabo-
teurs, informers, kulaks, assassins, counter-revolutionaries,
and the ever-renascent bourgeoisie, native or foreign, lurk
behind every window, playing their assigned réles with the
ineradicable malignancy of the Vauriens in Elmer Rice’s
Purilia. Against these vile creatures, the Communist Para-
gonians, members of that unspotted élite, the party proper,’

! This body numbers only about two millions.
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are engaged in ceaseless warfare. It is a kind of film-land,
where all the types are prearranged and Goodness shines
with perpetual brightness in its everlasting victory over Sin.
Even prostitutes, being forbidden a trade-union, cannot
flourish.

The secret police are known as the G.P.U. This is pro-
nounced Gaypayooh—but only by foreigners. By Russians
the term is never uttered. They may sometimes talk in
whispers of the “three-letter men”. But generally they prefer
not to mention them at all. It became one of my favourite
amusements to enunciate the fatal syllables in public places,
in order to watch the tremor of surprise and apprehension
elicited from everyone within hearing. On one occasion, it
happened that my companion and I had inadvertently
settled ourselves in a railway compartment reserved for
the State couriers. The first of them to arrive naturally ex-
postulated, and on seeing that we did not understand,
pointed to the red tabs on his collar. “Oh!” I said, compre-
hending, “you’re a G.P.U. man, are you?”’ At which even
he, who was, started as though I had stuck a pin into his
behind. He proved afterwards a Crichton of courtesy and
assistance, even getting out of his bed at three in the morn-
ing to see us comfortably off the train.

But there is another and repulsive side to the picture. It
must be remembered that the majority of those who enjoy
the real power in Russia to-day are men who spent their
early lives hunted from pillar to post by the Tsarist Okhrana;
they were imprisoned; they were sent to Siberia; and the
old spirit of suspicion and revanche still lives in them. Lenin
and Trotsky were different. They too may have harboured
these feelings. But their constructive energy outweighed
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them. To-day Russia is ruled by men of meaner mould, men
whose twisted outlook infects the whole Soviet Union with
a spirit of malice and suspicion. The whole air is poisoned
by this evil. Every man lives in fear of his neighbour. Even
the school-children are admonished, in the books from
which they learn to read, to train themselves as spies in their
own villages. I do not exaggerate. I talked with persons who
had been recently summoned to cross-examination by the
G.P.U. and with persons who had recently been the victims
of their midnight raids. I learned from first-hand of their
cold chamber. I found that distinguished scholars whom I
had wished to meet had “‘disappeared”. I experienced per-
sonally their postal inquisition. Yet such information was
acquired purely by chance in the most casual fashion. I was
far too interested in the permanent Russia as it was and ever
shall be, and was enjoying myself far too much there, to go
nosing about in search of evil. Finally, after the Foreign
Office had begged me to extend my stay, some unknown
authority thought it better not to extend my visa. But then,
I thought, in a country that celebrates its October Revolu-
tion in November, one should not be surprised that the
Foreign Office cannot grant its own visas.

It is none of my purpose or business to censure the govern-
ment of Russia and the priesthood of Materialism for main-
taining a body of agents and police such as have always been
found necessary to uphold the government and religion of
that country. It may reasonably be assumed, from the his-
torical evidence, that the Russian people and those who
comprise the rest of the Union can only be governed by a
despotism based on espionage, and that some such body
must always be inherent in the Russian State. I am simply
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concerned to note the mental effect of such a system, whose
rigour has been steadily increasing during the last five
years, and whose brunt is borne mainly by the intellectual
class, not necessarily on account of subversive activity, but
simply because it is the intellectual class. It is they who are
pilloried as the public enemies in theatrical trials; it is they
whose every word and action is circumscribed by terror of
the “ideologically incorrect’’, whose avocations are super-
vised by semi-literate youths chosen from the party ranks,
whose numbers are continually depleted to swell the Ural
camps, and whose families suffer from cruel uncertainty.
Such measures may be necessary; there may be enemies lurk-
ing in their midst; considering the difficulties under which
they work, I should be surprised if there were not; these
things again are not for me to affirm. But what I will
affirm, and what I would beg the reader to share with me,
is my contempt for those foreign intellectuals, and parti-
cularly those English ones, who, while finding in Russia
the exemplar of social and economic planning, the climax
of constructive politics, the paradise of YourH—in short,
the model towards which all truly progressive persons must
look for world redemption—are so intoxicated with admira-
tion that they can spare no word of sympathy for their
fellow-intellectuals, the men in Russia likest to themselves,
for whom there 1s no place or hope under the system they
so ardently covet. That this system would immediately, on
attaining power, annihilate these miserable hypocrites,
these hypnotees of every windblown theory, these bastards
by uplift out of comfortable income, is the one satisfaction
I could derive from its introduction into England. These
Fabian ghosts, these liberal politicians, socialist editors and
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female peace-promoters, are the very people who anathema-
tize without cease the tyranny of Hitler and his treat-
ment of the German intellectual. But in Russia, where they
are building not only socialism but Fordson tractors, the
treatment of the intellectual does not matter: what counts
freedom of thought or scholarship or individual creation
beside the regeneration of the Great Unwashed? Very little,
I dare say. And as little as these things count in that new
world, just so little in this old one count those men whose
inheritance they are and who renounce them for a mess of
Bolshevist pottage. Let us rather have amongst us the red
revolutionary who tries to seduce the troops and goes to
prison for it, than these Russophil enthusiasts who acclaim
the downfall of their own kind as the ultimate triumph of
civilization.

Despite its cruelty, it is possible to argue that the old in-
tellectual has deserved his fate, on account of his procrastina-
tion of soul and his slowness to ally himself with the new
movement when it rose to power. But it is not only the old
intellectual that falls under the ban of prevalent suspicion.
The new—the inventors, planners, engineers, specialists,
editors, architects, film-producers, and their like, all the
prophets of the modern age—suffer from the same intoler-
able lack of freedom. In 1930 the campaign waged against
them by the G.P.U. reached such a pitch of fury that the
authorities began to count the cost. Rykov produced figures
to show how the Five-Year Plan was being hampered by
this insensate policy. Until at last Stalin, who is a realist
when the truth penetrates to him, called off the terror.
The G.P.U,, it was felt, was getting too big for its boots,
with the result that administrative measures were taken to
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diminish its power. At the same time the salaries of the
specialists were increased. These measures, it is evident,
have since been reversed, and the terror re-started, in order
to throw the blame for the failure of industrial projects
on to specialists and foreigners. In any case the evil has
been done, and it will take more than temporary half-
measures and periods of leniency to undo it. Maurice
Hindus asks: ‘“Can Russia make man as inventive, as
creative, as constructive as a capitalist regime which lays
at the feet of a Ford, a Rosenwald, a Woolworth, a Rocke-
feller, all the rewards that this earth can afford? This is the
crux of the Communist challenge to Capitalism.” ' In my
opinion, this is not the crux; the national enthusiasm for
the work in hand seemed, among nearly all those I met—
even among such minor actorsin the drama as archaeologists
and museum curators—to provide its own reward. Where
the crux lies now (Hindus wrote at the beginning of 1929)
and where the whole system is threatened with breakdown,
is in the terror of responsibility which has resulted from
the preposterous campaign against the intellectual of the
last five years. One of the foreign specialists in the country
assured me that no sooner did he leave his office on one of
those frequent trips to which his business called him, than
his whole department absolutely ceased to function owing
to the positive physical fear that now accompanies the taking
of any decision whatsoever. Certainly, he said, there were
other difficulties in the way of the Five-Year Plan; these
difficulties, however, could be overcome. But in this doc-
trinal and actual proscription of the intellectual class he
saw an insuperable obstacle to the Plan’s success. And he

v Humanity Uprooted, p. 82.
E
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prophesied that unless the psychological effects of the last
three years were removed—unless, in fact, the class war
should cease—the immense factories now in construction
would either have to be placed under the management of
foreigners or bankrupt the State by their total failure.

In concluding this very incomplete account of the psycho-
logical atmosphere in which the Russian intellectual moves
and attempts to have his being, I would mention two last
factors whose significance is by no means negligible and
which serve, in some degree, to counterbalance the dis-
abilities enumerated above. These are Russian nationalism
and the paradox involved in the Russian worship of the
machine.

The Allied intervention in Russia after the war was over
was the most futile, most stupidly conducted, and most
subsequently harmful adventure that modern history can
show. The Materialist philosophy had postulated at least a
brand of internationalism, even if that brand meant only
loyalty to international socialism. Owing to the interven-
tion and the attitude that the greater part of the foreign
Press has inherited from it, there has resulted in Russia a
mental isolation from the rest of the world which was at
first merely negative, but which is now crystallizing into a
positive national egotism of the most pronounced kind.
Owing to the general impossibility of travel, of correspond-
ing with foreigners, or of obtaining foreign books, both the
educated and the semi-educated Russian honestly believe
that in themselves alone is concentrated all the really pro-
gressive thought of the whole world; in which belief they
are confirmed by the agreement of the foreign enthusiasts.
This state of affairs, though it hardly conduces to a profit-
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able use of the world’s intellectual resources, sustains the
Russian intellectual in his present difficulties by placing
him, at least in his own estimate, in the van of human
affairs. His vanity, moreover, is flattered by the enormous
curiosity which his country continues to arouse. It is not
unpleasant to be regarded either as a bogy or as a saviour,
but never as a nonentity, by virtue of one’s very nationality.
In addition, this mental chauvinism is reinforced by con-
tinual war scares. The reader may find it hard to believe,
but I can assure him that I emerged into the streets of
Moscow one morning to discover the hitherto sober trams
adorned with posters calling on the wise citizens to buy his
gas-mask before it was too late. Malicious rumour said that
the army stocks having been found to be defective, it was
now sought to unload these essential household requisites
on the civil population at seven roubles apiece. Be this as
it may, no Russian seemed to think the admonition absurd.
“What about the Intervention?” came the inevitable retort.
But the real explanation is, that deep down in the hearts of
the population endures an older patriotism than that in-
culcated by Materialism—a patriotism which must always
be associated with “Holy Russia”. I was told of a certain
evening at the opera about a year before, when it happened
that the principal singer had ended his part, the climax of
the piece, with the words: “Gop sHALL savE Russia”.
Whereupon the audience rose to its feet in the stress of its
collective emotion and cheered away its feelings till the
roof shook. It was not the voice of the old Christians that
cheered, but the voice of Russia, of the Russia that has
stood and shall stand till the world’s end.

The paradox involved in the prevailing adoration of the
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machine lies in the fact that this cult should find its most
devoted adherents in the most unmechanical country in
the world. In the early days of this century, when Russian
literature and Russian ballet swept over Western Europe,
an idea grew up that the average Russian lived in a
romantic Slav twilight, a cherry orchard of his own in-
capacity, where everything was excused by wringing of
hands and a reference to temperament. Whether this ever
was so, I doubt; it certainly is no longer. Russian incom-
petence of to-day is something cosmic, almost brutal, scorn-
ing excuse and seeking none. Should circumstances happen
to obtrude it on the foreigner, and he happen to remark on
it, this i1s considered an exhibition of bad form on both
sides. During one week in the Ukraine, my companion and
I experienced no less than five railway mishaps, in one of
which—though fortunately it happened to the train in
front—nineteen people were killed and over forty injured.
Our eyebrows rose; finally, when the memory of this tragic
accident had evaporated, we broke into uncontrollable
laughter, and teased our guide till the poor man almost lost
his faith in Progress. Was this the country of the Five-Year
Plan, we asked, rejoicing in our ribald scepticism. But our
inquiry lacked generosity. For those five mishaps explained
precisely why Russia s the country of the Five-Year Plan.
On another occasion, when there was no boat waiting at
the end of the journey, I discussed the question more calmly
with an intelligent young Jew, who fully understood my
detestation for the machine cult. He replied that to appre-
ciate its meaning, I must realize what the Russians had
gone through during the period of Civil War, the Interven-
tion, and the great famine. When the first party of foreign
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tourists reached Leningrad in 1926, forty cars were needed
to transport them to Tsarskoe-Selo. Forty pre-war cars
were collected, and twenty-five more to act as a reserve.
Even so, that party failed to arrive at Tsarskoe-Selo, which
is about twenty miles away. He said that when, some time
later, the first new cars that had been seen since the Revolu-
tion arrived from America, crowds followed them in the
streets in order to touch them, as though a Cardinal were
in progress with his ring outstretched. He himself had been
among them. And though he smiled at the memory, he still
treasured the rapture he had experienced on seeing the first
Russian-made lorry actually in movement. Then he went
on to speak of his father, a poor nep-man, who had been
taken away and never seen again after the reversal of the
New Economic Policy. What a restricted life he had led,
immersed in his family and his little business. Now here
was his son, my friend, partaking in great events, mover in
a great world force—though only a tourist guide. He was
happy; I have never known anyone more content. Yet this
youth, who had placed a sacramental finger on the first
Ford car, was as impatient and active as myself in climbing
about rickety scaffoldings in the biting cold to study the
fourteenth-century frescoes of the Novgorod churches.
Those who see fit, like I did and still do, to loose their
gibes at the Russian cult of the machine, should recall
England of the ’forties and ’fifties. Let them read Macaulay’s
panegyric on his country’s factories and railroads, couched
in the language of an artist before the Parthenon; and hav-
ing read, let them envy rather than despise a country that
can still enjoy, in the twentieth century, that blend of
assurance, novelty, and excitement which produced our own
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greatness in the nineteenth. We have had time to profit by
the mistakes of our native materialists, our Victorian ration-
alists and economists. So perhaps will the Russians also
profit when the time comes. Meanwhile the air is fresh and
stimulating. The intelligentsia of Russia, both the survivors
of the old and the children of the new ages, are victims of
every disadvantage that dogmatism and jealousy can invent.
But they escape, notwithstanding, the one supreme dis-
advantage that can afflict an intelligentsia—that of lethargy
and complacence.

Last, and most precious of possessions, they have still their
own country. They have escaped the desperate fate of the
émigrés. I met one lady in Moscow, the avowed survivor ofan
old Russian family, who had recently married a foreigner,
and, having obtained his nationality, was able to leave
Russia and visit her friends of the old days in Paris and Riga.
This lady has suffered much from the Bolsheviks—particu-
larly during the last two or three years. But she assured me
that after experience of the mental Bourbonism by which
her old friends sustain their lingering hopes of a restoration,
she was glad to think she still lived amid the fears and dis-
comforts of Red Moscow. Because she was still a patriot,
they ended by regarding her as a traitor. It is this patriotism
which, above all else, makes the lives of educated men and
women in Russia to-day still worth living.



III. THE RUSSIAN AESTHETIC

IT has already been explained that the antagonism between
Russia and the West is more than a conflict between prin-
ciples of ownership and industrial morality. The word
“Bolshevism”, divested of those flesh-creeping associations
so gallantly propagated by the Tory imagination, represents
not merely an economic system, but a fundamental way of
thought inherent in the Russian species. To this way of
thought has been added an abstract and all-embracing
philosophy, which was consciously and sensibly elaborated
by Lenin as an instrument of revolution and which bears
the name of Dialectical Materialism.

The basic proposition of this creed is that everything per-
ceptible to the senses is real and that everything real holds
in itself the germ of organic change. Such a doctrine is in
essence mystical, in that it opposes the physical or chemical
explanations of change, and therefore of life, put forward by
mechanistic thinkers. It thus contains a great and practical
truth and is well adapted to its present function—that of a
religion whose outward manifestations have already been
shortly described. But behind it, and more important to the
understanding of Bolshevism’s uneasy relations with the
outer world, is that immemorial Russian sentiment of a cos-
mic national egoism which demands the regeneration of the
mass rather than of the individual and produces introspec-
tion on a sacrificial scale. At the end of the last century,

when Russian literature began to receive the fulsome ap-
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preciation of Western Europe, the implications of this senti-
ment were hardly realized. As a theme for Dostoievsky it was
superb. As a theme for translation into practical politics it
was not taken seriously, save in the sphere of Central Asia,
where the fears of Anglo-Indian strategists were finally set
at rest by the Anglo-Russian Convention of 19o%. Our
affinity with Russia was with Russian artists, not with the
visionaries whom those artists portrayed. Now the vision-
aries have become men of affairs. Their kingdom 1is of this
passing, empirical moment, and they would like to include
us in it. To this desire we do not agree.

Meanwhile the aesthetic genius of the race, which once
inspired us with admiration, still persists, and will flower
again—though whether in the immediate or the distant
future is hard to prophesy. The reader in search of observa-
tions on this genius may feel by now that to have been lured,
as he has been, into a maze of political and economic con-
siderations, is nothing less than an abuse of his confidence.
If he feels thus, I must ask him to remember that modern
Russian culture is still in its embryonic stage—if indeed it
has yet been conceived at all; that the main interest it pre-
sents is rather as a field for prophecy than as one of com-
pleted achievement; that even the embryo is still obscured
by the shell of a still mortifying past on which has fastened
the inevitable mushroom-crop of contemporary plagiar-
isms; and that if the foreign observer is to discern any sign
of original life, he must seek it primarily in a study of the
individual educated Russian and of the evolution he is now
undergoing. Of that evolution, of its attendant pains and
mental voltage, I have attempted some slight account.

To the traveller whose first stay in a new country is
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limited to a month and a half, and whose view of it can
therefore be only cursory, the most easily apprehensible clue
to the cultural genius of its people is their native architec-
ture. In the golden helmets and onions of the churches, in
the towered Kremlins, baroque palaces, Empire streets,
Revivalist museums, and ferrocrete tenements, the history
and character of the Russian people stand revealed. I ask
myself what future can come of so incongruous a past and
present as this diverse architecture symbolizes. And I find
answer in a permanent and impersonal factor, separable
from time and politics, which, for architecture in particular,
must play a decisive part in the eventual development of
Bolshevist taste, and on which all prophecy in that respect
must be based. This is the consistently unique tradition of
colour and form displayed by all the visual arts in Russia
from the eleventh century onward. Architecture, being the
most functional of the arts, is essentially the art of the mass.
And it is in architecture that this tradition must find life
again or prove itself sterile and the culture of the Revolution
sterile with it.

The Russian aesthetic is often called, by the glib classifiers
of Western Europe, an Oriental one. Certainly it may have
borrowed a motive here and there from the Moslems and
Chinese. But its essential spirit is a purely Russian one. And
such superficial resemblances as its architecture or painting
may display to those of the East, derive from the fact that
each has had the same aesthetic problems to overcome.
These lie, as always, in the landscape. The Russian scene
provides neither form, nor colour, nor shadows of rich
texture. Apprehensible form, gay colour, and rich magnifi-
cence, must therefore be supplied by art. But the Russian
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landscape is not merely negative. Its illimitable spaces and
skies, its limpid summer clouds, and its precise outline of
detail against the winter snow, all determine the manner in
which its deficiencies shall be filled by artifice. It holds a
latent power which likes to speak in terms of the grandiose
and monumental. No difficulty is too great, no scheme too
vast, for this power to overcome. It plans cities on a scale
commensurate with the huge rolling rivers by whose banks
they stand. At the same time it employs the poetry of field
and village and the peasant love of fantasy. Somehow, by
some genius of the people, aesthetic order results: buildings
are grouped as though on a perpetual backcloth; paintings
are composed; the domestic arts are sane. The lyrical note 1s
absent; there is none of that intimate perfection which
reaches to the hidden places of the mind. All is open, fully
apparent on a glance, blatant even; there is no hidden
measure, no economy of means; yet all is within bounds and
betrays a love of well-being which is not dissimilar from that
of our own prosaic isle.

For his means of architectural expression the Russian has
always borrowed the grammar of some foreign tongue and
made it the basis of a language entirely his own. The earliest
was Byzantine, which he enlarged, as he has enlarged every-
thing, heightening the churches out of all recognition and
replacing the neat lead vaults and saucer-domes of the
Greeks with helmets and onions. These in time he gilded,
coloured, and patterned; he grouped them at different levels;
he multiplied theminto forests or inflated them singly to over-
whelming dimensions. At length came the Tartar invasion.
Round these churches grew walls and towers of Tartar
pattern, to form the local Kremlins and fortified monasteries.
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Then the Italians arrived, only to become more Russian
than the Russians themselves. Venetian Gothic, classical
pillarettes and arcades, machicolated balconies, elaborate
rustications, and a wealth of faience, all came to swell the
Russian harmony, brought by foreigners whose privileged
position and adoption of Russian aims made them the
counterpart of the specialists employed under the Five-Year
Plan to-day. Released from the severe canons of their own
countries, they threw themselves headlong into the Russian
love of fantasy; they planned and they built with an em-
phatic eccentricity which is rendered none the less coherent
by virtue of its very size. Far from being stifled by this foreign
invasion the native motives, the gay colours and ubiquitous
bulbosities, flowered anew like plants in a freshly manured
garden. The eleventh-century cathedral of St. Sophia at
Veliki Novgorod, built under the direct influence of the
Greeks, has less of a specifically Russian character than the
riotous and variegated churches of the sixteenth century,
built after two centuries of Italian predominance, such as
those of Yaroslavl or the Moscow suburbs.

With the reign of Peter the Great, whom Lenin acclaimed
as a spiritual ancestor, a new and more systematic process of
Westernization began. Churches and the dwellings of the
nobility became baroque. Rastrelli, the architect of the
Winter Palace and Tsarskoe-Selo, covered Russia with
stupendous belfries, towering accretions of arches and pil-
lars, but as intrinsically Russian as the monasteries in which
they stand. At length followed the Empire style which the
Russians, though still depending on Italians for their
original designs, made particularly their own. The ruthless
interminability of their official buildings grew till the eye
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cannot grasp them. A Government colour-wash was in-
vented, a flat tawny yellow, against which pillars and orna-
ment stand out in white. Towers persisted, great spikes such
as that of the Leningrad Admiralty. At the same time a
charming domestic architecture grew up, massive and low-
storeyed, as though the domestic architects were still build-
ing with beams and tree-trunks for their pediments and
pillars. The ornament is bold but never florid in the German
way; the space is always so filled as to create either a pat-
tern or an almost exaggeratedly individual piece of design;
there is always meaning.

As the last century progressed the Russians, like ourselves,
fell victims to the prevalent revivalism. The most grotesque
and extraordinary structures resulted from the inspiration
of so varied a past; the palaces of the Wittelsbachs or the
inventions of Sir Gilbert Scott seem Palladian in their
simplicity when compared with these neo-Slav town-halls
and Kremlinesque museums. Yet the innate feeling of the
Russian race for the monumental, its long practice in the
ordering of fantasy, its general lack of aesthetic inhibitions
and love of aesthetic plain-speaking, have invested even
these buildings with a virtue unknown to their contempor-
aries in other countries, and one which, under the magic of
snow, attains almost to charm. This, of course, was the
“preliminary period of imperialism”. Finally, as the Boer
War broke, a blast of art nouveau swept in from the West, to
destroy the last vestiges of sanity and taste; though in Russia
even this style assumed a form so freakish and preposterous
as to rescue it from the smug suburbanism of its manifesta-
tions elsewhere. Follows an interval of ten years. When the
curtain lifts there appear Lenin’s tomb and the graceless,
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but still monumental, concrete structures of the new indus-
trial era.

In the provision of colour, the Russians have always relied
for their effects on flat, cleanly outlined fields. The tints are
emphatic, almost elementary; but the natural taste of the
people, their skill in harmonizing and interweaving the
various colour-fields into a balanced rhythm, together with
the gigantic areas over which—in architecture at least—
colour is employed, prevent the dominance of that shallow
folkiness which so often strikes a false note in pictorial and
photographic reproductions. In this province more than
any, the Russians have retained their Byzantine inheritance,
as the icons show; but here again they have added their own
principle of frank appeal to the eye rather than the mind.
How that principle, applied to architectural colour, sur-
vived into the nineteenth century, may be seen to-day in the
streets of Leningrad, where the present authorities have not
only preserved and renovated the old Government yellow
(said to have been introduced by an Italian to remind him
of the sun), but are also engaged in restoring the palaces of
the nobility to their original gay state.

But colour in architecture must display something more
than gaiety alone. Without richness of texture and material
it becomes as tedious as an eternal pantomime. No people
has understood this precept better than the Russians, and
no country has ever been more naturally favoured with the
means of acting on it. Gold leaf for their domes they have
always been able to afford. In the eighteenth and nineteenth
centuries they lavished bronze and brass upon their in-
teriors and exteriors with the profusion that, in other
countries, attaches to stucco. But the glory of Russia, from
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the builder’s point of view, is her native quarries. The
variety of her marbles and glistering labradors, her close-
grained porphyries and granites, her stones of even finer
texture—so fine that their appearance when polished is
almost metallic—and her semi-precious varieties such as
lapis and malachite, is inexhaustible, and even yet has
scarcely been exploited. No shade, no texture that an archi-
tect can want, is lacking.

From conversations with various eminent architects in
Moscow, I gathered that an official architectural policy was
now in process of inception which will eventually withhold
its approval from the drab functionalism of the present era,
and allow free play once more to the native genius of the
country. The outstanding example of this genius, as it can
and will be translated into the language of Materialism, is
the Lenin mausoleum by the architect Stchousev. It achieves
its success, as I have already mentioned, not by any com-
promise with the past—for a more ruthless, more uncom-
promising monument has scarcely been erected since the
Pyramids—but by the harmony of its colour with the old
surroundings. Before visiting the chief architects of Moscow,
I had inspected the plans submitted from all over the world
for the new People’s Palace, which is to occupy thesite of the
Cathedral “of the late Redeemer” recently demolished by
explosion. This site is in the very heart of Moscow, and
closely adjoins the Kremlin. Apart from the utter poverty
of inventive ability displayed throughout the competition,
I was concerned to notice that the designs were one and all
of that gasometer or packing-case type which may be suit-
able to factories and even to tenements, but must inevitably
have disfigured the centre of Moscow beyond redemption if
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Left : Débris of the Exploded Cathedral
Right : Church of Praise the Virgin, 1705, now demolished
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erected on this site—as, indeed, the Tsik skyscraper on the
other side of the river has succeeded in doing already. On
my stating my apprehensions to the architects Stchousev and
Grinberg, they both replied that, though the prizes would be
allotted as promised, it had been decided to use none of the
designs on account of those very reasons I had put forward;
that the authorities were now casting about for ideas of a
different character, being convinced that the ferrocrete
style of the present was entirely unsuited to the dignity of
a great capital or to the Russian scene; and that one
of the chief considerations in the choice of a new design
would be the use of colour and of the fine Ural stones, by
which means alone could a specifically modern building—
which the People’s Palace must and ought to be—avoid dis-
cord with itsincomparable setting. There are those Russians,
and plenty of them, who are sufficiently antiquated in their
modes of thought to regard such discord as the very purpose
of their artistic efforts. These victims of Materialist novelty
fail to distinguish between “discord’ and ‘‘difference’”. The
first is mean. The second may be mean. But it can also imply
a contrast between equals in artistic merit which provides
the highest form of intellectual stimulus and contains in itself
a ground of harmony between the opposing monuments. Let
the new architecture be different by all means. But first let
it solve the problem of differing like a man instead of like
a naughty child. When, some years hence, the People’s
Palace is at last erected, it will be possible to see how far
Bolshevist taste has progressed towards this solution, and
how far the aesthetic genius of the country has begun to
recover from the shocks of the last fifteen years.



IV. MOSCOW

UproN the intellectual and aesthetic background which pre-
sented itself to me, and which I have here tried to describe,
I can now impose the incidents of a personal journey and
the treasures it discovered.

The tourist goes to Spain to see Spain, or to Italy to see
Italy; but to Russia he goes to see Bolshevism. 1 went to
Russia to see Russia. When I say this, people find it obscure
and want to know whether the Five-Year Plan will succeed,
as though I were an engineer or an economist to tell them.
The true intellectual, I know, is equal to such questions.
Having never so much as glanced at a factory in his life, he
commits himself to the Intourist Travel Agency, spends
three weeks gaping at belt-conveyors invented in Detroit,
and returns to proclaim the dawn of human happiness.
Meanwhile his opposite, the die-hard, sits at home brooding
madly over bugs in the butter. Behind this fog of enthusiasm
and prejudice, the Russia that was, is, and shall be has dis-
appeared from the world’s view. Landscape, people, habits
of mind and behaviour, buildings, works of art, the new
with the old, but seen always in relation to one another—
it is these, rather than the arid spectacle of Socialist con-
struction, that should provide the traveller’s entertainment.

But the average traveller does not want entertainment.
He is out for heaven or hell, Right or Wrong, and deter-
mined to find one or the other. Personally, I found Bolshev-

ism even less attractive than the political systems of other
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countries, chiefly because it is more obtrusive and more
chauvinistic, and because it regards the foreign visitor either
as a subject for propaganda of the most tedious kind, or, if
that does not evoke serious response, as a heretic to be re-
garded with profound suspicion. Nevertheless, taken all in
all, Russia can give much to the traveller who wishes to
enlarge his experience and knows how to do so by seeing
things not as he wishes them to be, but as they are. Past,
present, and future exhibit a continuous interaction, rapid
and conscious as a film, whose novelty and scale are equalled
in no other part of the contemporary world. I found little
time for dislikes. I could only observe and be thankful that
such a spectacle had not been denied me.

The proverbial traveller’s tale has owed its greatest
marvels to the pomps of outlandish potentates, to rituals of
ceremony and manners employed to express the power of
the one over the many. To-day, the most fabulous of all
tales relates the power of the many over the one, and the
absence, equally visible, not merely of pomps and cere-
monies, but of the amenities hitherto enjoyed throughout
the world by those born to wealth or rewarded with it.
Elsewhere, the social structure rises in pyramid form. In
Russia the pyramid has been inverted: the apex, now re-
duced to the intelligentsia, has its nose in the ground; while
on it balances precariously a crushing horde of manual
workers, invested with the austere but not always undecor-
ative symbols of their new sovereignty. This gigantic base,
now turned uppermost in mid-air while the technicians
below are seeking to build it a stable foundation, itself rises
in two steps. The topmost is that of the politically conscious,

the urban proletariat; the lower, that of the politically angry,
F
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the peasants. But the topmost, though a minority, has con-
trol. It provided the initial force that made the great experi-
ment possible; from its ranks is recruited the Communist
Party proper, which numbers about two millions and forms
an aristocracy of faith. This faith, in the ultimate success of
the experiment, inspires and then accomplishes the de-
cisions of the executives, central, federated, and provincial.
The organism that was born in the faith of one man—the
faith of Lenin—Ilives by faith; for material success is not yet
established. At present the faith is strong, and its fount is the
city of Moscow.

Thither, as to a new Jerusalem, come pilgrims from all
quarters of the earth—pilgrims to worship and pilgrims to
inquire. It needs only a first walk in solitude through the
streets to realize that here is a society whose like the world
has never seen. Enter the Kitai Gorod, the business and ad-
ministrative quarter of the town, at five o’clock on a winter
afternoon, when the offices are emptying. Streets are
crowded; trams packed, and hung outside with festoons of
humanity. Everyone wears snow-boots; the feet move with
quick, short steps over the slippery hummocks of frozen
snow. Only when two groups start to cross the road from
opposite sides and collide in the middle beneath the nose
of an oncoming tram does general confusion result.

‘This busy throng is too busy. Impervious to human con-
tact, it jostles along in silence and with eyes fixed on the
pavement, as though each molecule were seeking to be at
some destination before its fellow. The sauntering foreigner
is aware of a strange isolation, a kind of negative hostility,
emanating not from the individual, who is generally pleas-
ant when addressed, but from the impersonal mass claim-
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ing power over him, the individual. Thus must the Christian
have felt in Constantinople during the sixteenth century,
when Islam was in the flush of arrogance. And this is the
first thing in Russia that the foreigner must realize, if he is
to see Russia truly: that unless he can subscribe not merely
to a reasoned belief in its aims, but to an inspired faith in the
doctrine and practice of Marxism as the one and only means
of human redemption: unless he can find within himself not
only an admiration for the courage of the Russian experi-
ment and the hardships endured in the testing of it, but a
conviction that he himself would willingly assist in the adop-
tion of it by the rest of the world: then, be he never so filled
with a love of humanity in general and of Russians in parti-
cular, he is nevertheless an enemy of Russia and, while in
Russia, is among enemies of himself. Intellectuals of other
countries have deceived themselves into believing that there
can be a meeting-ground half-way. This there can never be.
Sport, intellectual interests, humour, or the remarkable ami-
ability induced by vodka may provide a sort of No-man’s-
land on to which both sides sally out to bury their tenets
and discover themselves to be members of the same species.
But the armistice must always be temporary. The countless
books on Russia issued during the last two or three years
give a contrary impression. But it is precisely because the
tours on which their authors embarked are simply a pro-
longation of this kind of armistice over a given number
of weeks that the impressions conveyed by this literature
are so radically misleading.

Before visiting Russia I had no preconception of this state
of affairs; in fact, the crazy propaganda circulated by Con-
servative politicians had disposed me to think that personal
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contact would soon overcome barriers which, I imagined,
existed only in the Conservative imagination. To find that
those barriers existed also in the form of a religious fanati-
cism which demands unquestioning allegiance, and that the
jargon of the Revolution, so grotesque from a distance, was
actually the rubric of a vital creed, came as something of a
shock, and compelled a certain admiration—for who in
these days can afford to despise those who know their own
purpose and follow it? Furthermore, it exercised, mentally,
a tonic effect. To me, an Englishman born to every advan-
tage of inheritance and opportunity that the modern world
can offer, it seemed highly refreshing to be regarded, sud-
denly, as the offspring of a poisonous fungus. This is the joy
of Bolshevism, from the traveller’s point of view: it washes
away the layers of complacence that accumulate through
residence in the civilized—perhaps too civilized—capitals of
the West. At the same time it stirs a new and combative
faith in the ultimate future of Western civilization and a
resolution never to sacrifice individual integrity of thought
in face of a hierarchy of Slav ideologues who, having found
a Saviour in the West as we found one in the East, would
plunge the world into a second Dark Ages that his gospel
may be put to the test.

Though stimulating to the mind, it might, you would think,
prove drab and depressing to the eye, this working-class state
where all property, amenity, quality, and reward have been
reduced to the level of the lowest common need. So it might,
but for the permanent, historic Russia which bears the new
organism like a puling infant at her breast. Mother and
child are each other’s foil. Beyond all this crying and spill-
ing of industrial milk lies a grand country, loving things on
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a grand scale and adorned, first and foremost, with a grand
capital. Not Rome nor Paris can rival the Red Square of
Moscow in the beauty of its shape, colour, and proportions.
While as for the Kremlin itself, whose triangle of crenel-
lated rose-red walls forms a circuit of a mile and a half|
whose nineteen various but all unprecedented towers guard
the palaces, churches, and barracks that shelter both the
treasures of the past and the Government of the present—
the Kremlin, as a visible symbol of Russian history, lies alto-
gether outside previous visual experience, so magnificent is
the scale on which colour and fantasy are presented.
Away from the famous monuments, the shopping streets
are at first sight somewhat depressing. But what they lack
in ostentation they make up for by lacking also that semi-
erotic, semi-snobbish vulgarity which is essential to the ad-
vertisement and sale of goods in the West. Those who knew
the town twenty years ago recall with regret the dashing
troikas, the trays of flashing jewels, and the shopkeepers
bowing their clients to the threshold. To-day only the most
important thoroughfares are even properly paved and as-
phalted. These have been scheduled as ‘‘shock-streets”,
whose avowed purpose is to impress foreigners with an illu-
sion of prosperity; for the Russians, despite their chauvin-
ism, suffer from the vanity of a débutante on theinternational
stage. The window displays, miraculously achieved out of
the most utilitarian objects, are fairly cheerful; and the
crowds of purchasers in the big stores certainly give no im-
pression of positive indigence, though their faces wear a
harassed look. The Torgsin shops are the great lure. These
were formerly reserved for foreigners, but have now been
opened to such Russians as can pay in foreign currency;
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while those who cannot, gape enviously outside the window.
Since Russians have been permitted to receive money from
friends or relations abroad, millions have poured into this
organization to help the Government pay its foreign bills.
These are the sole luxury shops, though the luxuries are
only such as an English working-man would consider his due
at the week-end holiday.

Except when I wanted a new pair of snow-boots or a tin
of biscuits for a journey, my interest in the Torgsin estab-
lishments was confined to their antique departments. Fine
icons, of course, were to be expected. But the domestic taste
of the eighteenth and nineteenth centuries proved a com-
plete surprise. Instead of the florid plagiarisms of French
elegance produced by Germany and Central Europe in those
periods, Russian furniture and objects of virtue display a
personality and a sense of quality as distinct as those of con-
temporary England. There is a great love of splendour, of
colour and gilt, and a great use of ormolu and bronze in
conjunction with rare and unfamiliar woods, such as Kare-
lian birch, and with those superb close-textured Ural stones
of which malachite is at once the best known and least deco-
rative. But a natural instinct for good design prevents this
richness from degenerating into mere pretentiousness. Un-
fortunately, the management of Torgsin have the strangest
idea of current market values, and are so determined that
no one shall purchase a bargain that it is impossible to pur-
chase anything at all. On the other hand, the second-hand
bookshops, which abound, provide an inexhaustible hunt-
ing ground, where the lavish pre-war publications of the
St. Petersburg presses on Russian, Byzantine, and Central
Asian art—unobtainable elsewhere—may be had for about
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a quarter of their market value. Rare English editions are
sometimes found, and in one shop I came on a series of
magnificent aquatints of St. Petersburg by Patterson which
were worth £20 to £30 each before the war and were now
for sale at £1: 10s.

Though itis impossible to meet Russians except on specific
business, the Moscow day is pleasantly varied. The first diffi-
culty is to determine what day it is, since the names of our
seven-day week have fallen into abeyance. You use the date,
and when it happens to be divisible by six, you realize that
the day is a holiday and all business is suspended. If, how-
ever, you succeed in remembering when the Christian Sun-
day falls, you can visit the private markets. The larger of
these is the Sukharevsky, generally known as the flea-
market—for obvious reasons. I went with the daughter of
the Norwegian Minister, who displayed the prowess of a
prize-fighter as we clawed our way through the mob. It was
literally a question of clawing; for as the ground was of
frozen snow, very uneven and covered with an inch of water,
the upright position was made possible only by the absence
of space in which to fall down. If, after one had hit two or
three obstructionists sharply in the ribs, the crowd hap-
pened to part, one either lurched forward on to one’s
enemy’s neck or fell grovelling at his feet. Half the crowd
were vendors; the other half, purchasers. The vendors just
stand, gazing into eternity, and holding their wares at
shoulder level. And what wares! Torn camisoles, thread-
bare goloshes, soiled shirt collars were the subject of pro-
tracted negotiation. One man, as we passed, thrust a single
spat at us. My companion told me she had heard—thoxfgh
she could not absolutely vouch for it—that on one occasion
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a vendor had been seen whose only commodity was the ace
of spades. Eventually we reached a row of photographers’
booths. Though we shrank, in the interests of hygiene, from
the scarlet-and-gold Cossack uniforms which sitters were in
the habit of donning, the backcloth of an Italian garden,
with a Zeppelin hovering above the cypresses, was not to be
resisted. We posed ourselves before an apparatus like a
Heath Robinson incubator, and the result was one which
those who have been privileged to see it will not forget.

From the Sukharevsky we proceeded to the Arbat market,
a smaller enclosure, where the dispossessed classes sell such
treasures, icons, lace, and jewellery, as they have still re-
tained. Here we met the director of the Antique depart-
ment of Torgsin, who was also, like us, in search of bargains.
Thence we took a tram. This statement may seem uninterest-
ing. But the action itself resembled the Eton wall-game. After
several sorties had been repulsed with severe casualties, we
boarded the driver’s platform, where only pregnant women
are allowed. A little old man then slammed the door on my
companion’s arm, who was thus pinned like Jane Douglas
defending her king. “Damn you,” I said in English, very
angry, ‘“what do you want to do that to a woman for?”
“Now, now,” replied the offender, also in English, “you
mustn’t talk like that, because I understand everything you
say. Please forgive me. I am blind.” At this I was filled with
remorse, and to make amends we saw the poor old man
off the tram at his destination, and put him on his right
road.

That evening I went to the Metropole, in bachelor com-
pany, to “‘see life”’. Unlike India, where one cannot appear
outside one’s bedroom after dark except in evening dress,
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this entailed changing back out of a bourgeois dinner-jacket
into a proletarian lounge-suit. On arrival at the hotel, we
proceeded into an apartment like the Crystal Palace. At
intervals over this gigantic hall stood enormous lamp-posts
bearing each a basket of two or three hundred naked
electric-light bulbs. On a dais thirty Gipsies were exhibiting
voice and leg with that artificial verve peculiar to the
modern cabaret. In the middle of the floor a fountain was
plashing monotonously into a piscine tenanted by gyrating
carp, whose movements were obscured by a sudden move-
ment of coloured lights. This coincided with the arrival of
the dance band. In company with a few others I took the
floor with a girl from the Leningrad ballet. Later we moved
to the bar, a stupendous perspective of bottles (and cycla-
mens in bows) which even Shanghai might envy. Behind
this the barmaids of Renoir and Toulouse-Lautrec had
come to life, so perfect of their type, so bewitchingly plump
and peachlike, so masterfully coy, that they might have
been trained for the part by Mr. Cochran, made up by Mr.
Clarkson, and posed by Professor Reinhardt.

It was half-past three before we emerged into the silence
of the snow-covered streets and the biting cold air. Across
the Opera square we descried an izvostchtk asleep on his
sledge. He sat huddled in his great blue coat, with icicles
twinkling on his beard. We woke him, settled ourselves
under the rug, turned the corner by the Historical Museum,
and galloped on to the Red Square. Above Lenin’s tomb
the red flag floated from a green dome over the rose-red
Kremlin walls, symbol of the sleeping Muscovites’ dominion.
But they were not all asleep. As we reached the river a
party of five came swaying up a side-street, playing a



74 RUSSIA PART 1

balalaika and singing softly to the night as though it were
June and they nightingales.
R * * * * *

My weeks in Moscow passed like a single day, so great
was their variety. The resident foreigners proved a source
of unfailing hospitality and entertainment—journalists rush-
ing out to get their despatches censored by the Foreign
Office, diplomats engaged in a civilized existence of their
own, disciples of Marx ploughing their way through Lenin’s
commentaries on the Master, together with such isolated
phenomena as Mr. Chattopadaya, brother to Mrs. Sarojini
Naidu, complaining of the leniency displayed by the secret
police towards its, and his, political enemies, or Albert
Coatesin his suite at the Metropole, lying in bed beneath a
rubber-tree and offering all comers a glass of Caucasian
wine. Plays, operas, concerts, and ballets filled the evenings;
I came to know the subterranean labyrinths of the Bolshoy
Theatre, with their refreshment counters for tea and cakes,
as well as those of the Queen’s Hall. In the audiences, the
women wore home-made frocks of a pattern two years old,
over which, if pretending to elegance, they draped silk
shawls. Among the men, the high boots and blouses that
were the rule three years ago had been displaced by nonde-
script lounge-suits of dungaree cut and hue and by collar
and tie. The proletariat is becoming bourgeois—but how
bourgeois I realized only on learning that the sole in-
dustrial undertaking of the Five-Year Plan whose output
is so far up to schedule is the Leningrad spat factory.

One Saturday night we drove to the Dragomilovsky
Church in the suburbs, where a crowd of two thousand had
assembled to hear the singing. As an antidote, next day I
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sought the Anti-God Museum, where photographs of Sir
Henri Deterding, the Pope, and an Oxford friend cranking
up a lorry during the General Strike, typified the forces of
reaction. I visited the Kremlin, saw the superb collection
of Elizabethan and Jacobean silver, and an English coach
of 1625 covered with velvet, the vestments brought from
Constantinople by the Metropolitan Photios in 1414, the
ivory throne that came from Italy with Sophia Palaeologina
when she espoused.the Tsar Ivan III in 1467, the countless
copes of Persian and Broussa velvets, and such master-
pieces of Royal taste in the twentieth century as a platinum
train in an Easter egg to commemorate the opening of the
Trans-Siberian Railway, or a female leg in a high-heeled
shoe carved out of agate and encircled with a diamond
garter. I made my way through the churches and palaces,
was shown the tiny apartments, already familiar from their
enlarged version on the stage, where Boris Godunov played
with his children, and at length, as I passed between the
sentries on my way out, all but collided with Kalinin, the
President of the whole Union of Soviet Socialist Republics.

Finally, on my last morning in Moscow, a party assembled
at the State Bank to see the Crown Jewels. Elaborate pre-
cautions were taken as we marched through the vaults. Our
coats were left behind. An armed guard tramped before and
behind. Eventually we reached a small room where the
whole of the imperial regalia lay flashing in glass wall-cases
or set out, for personal touch, on a table covered with a
green cloth. Fine jewels have always excited me. But to see
the crown of Catherine, a trellised bulb set with five thou-
sand matched diamonds, supported by buttresses of matched
pearls as big in diameter as a cigarette, and surmounted by
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a ruby the size of a pigeon’s egg—to see this object, which
cost £10,400,000, within an inch of my nose, almost de-
prived me of speech. On recovering, I turned to the table
and began fingering the insignia of the Order of St. Andrew,
of which the collar, composed of platinum and small
diamonds and made in Genoa in 1776, was of exquisite
design and workmanship. The guide was droning mono-
tonously in a corner; the guard outside continued to stroke
its revolvers; when suddenly the lights fused and I found
myself standing in total darkness with the Andreyev collar
in my hand. I dropped it like a hot cinder. Angry voices
sounded outside, the officials from the Foreign Office set up
a clucking of disturbed hens, and a roar of laughter went
up from the visitors. After a quarter of an hour, during
which I was much tempted to slip an ear-ring or two into
somebody else’s pocket, the lights went on again. So de-
moralized by this time were the nerves of our guards and
guides that, when I left before the others, to keep another
appointment, I was allowed to wander alone and at will
through vaults filled with sacks of money, till at last, un-
challenged and unnoticed, I found my way out into the
street.



V. LENINGRAD

THE difference between Moscow and Leningrad is the
difference in visible terms between the historic alternatives
that have always confronted the Russian State: sufficiency
from within or attraction from without. At present the
balance is in favour of the former, and Moscow is again the
capital. Leningrad stands as a memorial to the dominion
of Western ideas in Russia during the eighteenth and nine-
teenth centuries and to a last efflorescence of Anglophil
liberalism, whose hope centred in the Duma and which
failed, when the autocracy evaporated in 1917, to establish
democracy in its stead. This failure resulted in the establish-
ment of a new autocracy, sustained by a new orthodoxy and
a new phase of mental isolation. While the Kremlin at
Moscow exhales a paradoxical sympathy with this renewal
of old tradition, Leningrad seems out of joint with Bol-
shevism and wears a sad air, as though mourning for an
interlude which is past. Yet the town remains the most
perfectly planned and most impressively classical city
in Europe, and its beauty is a supreme monument to the
individual genius of the Russian aesthetic.

It is customary to imagine the ‘“Palmyra of the North”
as a purely Western city, planned in straight lines and
executed in a variety of classical styles. Certainly the streets
are mostly straight and the architectural styles borrowed
from those of contemporary Europe. But the Kremlin of

Moscow was built largely by Italians, and is yet the very
77
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essence of Russian imagination. Nor is Leningrad any less
so. Since Russians demand of architecture colour, orna-
ment, and, above all, a prodigious scale, Western forms are
made to serve these ends, heightened by a kind of emphatic
eccentricity which is often fantastic in the manner of John
Martin or Rex Whistler, but never quaint in the manner of
Nuremberg. Thus Leningrad is a city not of architectural
units but of architectural landscapes, and landscapes which,
if so hackneyed a distinction may be applied to so unusual
a subject, are romantic rather than formal, despite their
groves of pillars and boscage of applied trophies. The merit
of this immense ostentation is its patent honesty. The
national megalomania, combined with a sure instinct for
bold, frank design, leaves no room for petty vulgarity. Its
expression may be conscious, and have become, in latter
years, allusive. But it is never inhibited, like the Milan rail-
way station. To walk about the streets of Leningrad is to
enjoy more good building, more general and more imme-
diately apprehensible, than is provided by any of the
world’s large capitals.

I cannot claim that my walks were more than casual, or
that I devoted any particular attention to any particular
building. Tired of sight-seeing in Moscow, I looked forward
to a few days’ coma. Actually, the interlude proved too
interesting to be comatose. It began with the most unpre-
dictable event: the train arrived, not of course on time, but
before it. Consequently, the car from the Consulate had not
yet reached the station. We had recourse to an antique
vehicle which, though petrol-driven, stank like a growler
and moved more slowly than any horse. Neither of us knew
the address of the Consulate; but the driver thought he
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did, and dumped us on the threshold of a decayed hostelry
called the Hotel d’Angleterre. A passer-by then said our
destination was opposite the Kazan Cathedral in the Nevsky
Prospect. So thither we returned, and had the pleasure of
paying £4 for this circuitous adventure. The block where
His Majesty’s representative lives is owned by the Finnish
Government—a tolerable landlord, he said. The windows
look on to the cathedral, built in 1801, whose curving colon-
nades produce a miniature imitation of St. Peter’s piazza.
A little way below the Consulate, where the River Moika
crosses the Nevsky Prospect—or Prospect of the 25th of
October, as it is now called, in celebration of the ‘“Novem-
ber”’ Revolution—stands the Stroganov Palace, designed by
Rastrelli in 1752, whose baroque facade displays white
pillars on a lilac background. At the opposite corner, across
the river, I noticed another building of a rich delphinium
blue, also picked out in white. These colours have lately
been restored by the present municipal authorities. The
commonest of them, and not the least attractive, is the rich
matt tawny yellow formerly employed on all the Govern-
ment buildings and lately renovated to its original fresh-
ness. The Kremlin, I had thought, must always be the
climax of Russian invention. But in Sakharov’s Admiralty
the voice of the Kremlin spoke again, in 1823. This inter-
minable building is more than a quarter of a mile in length,
and diversified with six porticoes, two of twelve pillars each
upholding highly decorated pediments, and four of six. In
the middle is a massive .archway, almost horseshoe in
appearance, flanked by two groups on pedestals of women
upholding globes, and surmounted by a tower 229 feet high.
This fantastic projection takes the form of a slender gilt
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spike, supported on a dome and upholding a ship of ap-
preciable size in full sail. The dome rises from a square
Empire colonnade, on top of which stand a row of statues.
All the pillars, the panels of ornament and friezes, the
rustications of the base, the keystones of the windows, and
the triglyphs of the cornices stand forth in white against
this gorgeous autumn yellow. No less enormous, and in the
same colour, are the buildings of the General Staff, placed
in a shallow curve opposite the Winter Palace; these have
no tower, but are broken by a triumphal arch on which the
ornament is in bronze. Across the huge Uritzky Square,
where the massacre of 19o5 took place, the Winter Palace
itself appears as though on a distant horizon. This, again,
was built by Rastrelli, but is now a drab brown. I suspect he
intended it to be pink.

With the exception of the cathedral of Esztergom in
Hungary, that of St. Isaac in Leningrad affords the sole
example of the Empire style used for ecclesiastical purposes
on the grandest scale. Designed by Montferrand in 1817,
its form is that of a cube whose four sides have each a
portico. The pillars of these porticoes are monoliths of pink
Olonetz granite, rising from bronze bases and terminating
in bronze Corinthian capitals. The stone is grey, but a
plain course of granite runs round the base on a level with
the bottom of the pillars. At each corner of the parapet
massive groups of bronze angels uphold stupendous
torches, while gilt cupolas, supported on clusters of pink
pillars, rise in pairs behind the east and west pediments.
Above all towers the central dome, 330 feet high, resting on
a tall drum encircled by a colonnade and topped by a ring of
statues. Though the detail is of the most rigid classical kind,
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severe to the point of soullessness, the whole effect is one
of extreme magnificence, which only Russia could have
produced.

Sated with these overpowering monuments, we sought
refuge in the Hermitage, which must contain more square
miles, worse hung, of Domenichino and his like, than any
gallery in the world. The Van Eyck ‘“Annunciation”, the
Botticelli ‘“Adoration’’, the Rembrandt of a ‘““Polish Noble-
man’’, the Velazquez of “Innocent I11”, and the “Wharton”
Van Dyck are all gone, and have not yet, so far as I know,
reappeared on Mr. Mellon’s walls. But there are still forty
Rembrandts left, which is enough for anyone, and was more
than enough for me by the time I had tottered through a
league or two of Dutch interiors and turned with loathing
from two false Grecos. Tucked away in a corner I found
a curious little English gallery, where mediocre pictures
by Morland, Wright of Derby, Lawrence, Raeburn, and
Romney are interspersed with decaying sideboards and
broken chairs. These give a poor idea of our culture in the
early imperialist period. But I must say, in all justice, that
here were none of those absurd notices which disfigure the
French collection in Moscow.

Later in the day, accompanied by Professor Waldhauer
and an armed guard, we saw the famous collection of early
gold ornaments, which has no rival in any museum. Part are
Scythian, huge lobsterish beasts a foot long, whose design
resembles nothing produced by any other race and whose
material is almost butterlike in its glowing softness. Part
have an Iranian look, typified in bicephalous bracelets and
familiar from our own Oxus treasure. And part are Greek,

from the Chersonese, of most exquisite workmanship and
G
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design. From these we proceeded to the collection of antique
statuary, which has been much enriched from former private
collections. Professor Waldhauer begged us to notice a life-
like portrait bust of a Roman Jewess.

The following day we forsook art for history, starting with
the Square of the Victims of the Revolution, a former parade
ground known as the Champ de Mars, in whose midst a
granite quadrilateral surrounds the common grave of 180
Red heroes. On the granite is carved an inscription written
by Lunacharsky in ballad Russian and said to be very mov-
ing. Hence we drove to the old British Embassy, now “the
Institute of Political and Communistic Education in the
name of Krupskaya”. Here, among the tattered brocades,
I caused consternation by mistaking a picture of Kalinin,
the President of the Union, for one of Trotsky, and asking,
in a voice of assumed indignation, how they dared expose
such an object to their pupils. Crossing the Neva, we reached
a small wooden church, built by Peter the Great, where a
service was in progress attended by some fifty persons. Ad-
joining, our attention was pointed to the most hideous yel-
low brick structure, in a garden, the palace of the ballerina
Kzeczinska, mistress to the Tsar. This house aroused popular
fury at the time of the Revolution, and it was here that
Lenin was conducted from the station after his famous
journey in the sealed train, and took up his headquarters.
After passing a mosque with a fluted dome of blue tiles in
the style of Samarcand, and looking in at the mansion of a
former rubber merchant, now a rest-house, where a multi-
tude of deserving workers were playing chess beneath a
somewhat fortuitous bust of the Saviour, we came to the
fortress of Peter and Paul.
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This renowned symbol of Tsarist tyranny, so glibly
coupled with the adjective grim, has externally the mellow
appearance of an old colonial fort, while, inside, it resembles
the courtyard of a country brewery. An old-fashioned,
rather dilapidated building, which it is forbidden to ap-
proach with a camera, is the Mint of the Soviet Union.
Inside the cathedral, whose gilt spire, 3go feet high, is one
of the most remarkable objects in Russia, are the imperial
tombs; outside, a blue pavilion houses a carved boat known
as the grandfather of the Russian fleet—a thing of sorry
posterity in this generation. Behind the Mint, a sort of
rambling farmhouse contains the famous prisons, now in-
habited by realistic wax models in attitudes of profound
despair. I could not help inquiring when it would be possible
to visit the “‘cold chambers” of the present G.P.U. under
similar conditions. Not that I supposed that Russia could,
can, or ever will be governed without institutions of this
kind. But the hypocrisy of thus rigging out the evils of the
past because they were committed in the name of a crown
instead of a hammer was too irritating to be borne insilence.
Thereafter our guide, a man of intelligence, ceased his
futile rote of moral tales.

My companion had had a cousin attached to the old
Embassy, who died in 1916 and lies buried in the Lutheran
cemetery on the Vassily Island. Since he was anxious to
identify the grave and see what condition it was in, we drove
to this desolate necropolis lying in a semi-built district of
tenement houses. While the others sought information, I
wandered alone through a forest of graves covered with
snow and overhung with dank trees. Now and then some old
lady in black would trudge slowly past, carrying a wreath of
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mauve paper flowers. Amid the lavish mausoleums of the
past, with all their urns and pillars and funerary vulgarity,
the new graves told of a simpler, harder age. A heap of fresh
cut fir branches, or a wooden stele painted scarlet and
marked with the Soviet star—these were the memorials of
the present, and told also of the virtues of their age. They
reminded me of soldiers’ graves and of the fact, too easily
forgotten, that every Russian to-day is engaged in a battle
for soul and body whose like we in Western Europe can
hardly conceive.
* * * * * *

The streets and squares of Leningrad have not only good
architecture, but poignant associations. In them were
achieved the twin Revolutions of March and October. The
ideas which produced that upheaval germinated in the pre-
vious century. But the history of its actual events dates from
the night of December 16 by the Old Style, 1916, when the
deputy Purishkevitch, drunk with his own heroism, pro-
claimed to a bewildered policeman that Rasputin was dead
and Russia saved.

Fifteen years and a fortnight later I was walking by the
side of the narrow, frozen River Moika, through the Mayfair
of old St. Petersburg. ““Our house on the Moika’, writes
Prince Yusupov in his account of the affair, ““was chosen as
the place where our project was to be carried out.” And un-
changed the house on the Moika still stands, a long perspec-
tive of yellow stucco with the ornament picked out in white.
Above the entrance a coat-of-arms on the attic storey recalls
the magnificence of the family of Yusupov-Sumarokov-
Elston. But below this, two placards, bearing white letters
on a red ground, inform the passer-by that here may now



PART I LENINGRAD 85

be found the Club for Scientific Workers and the Club
for the Trade Union of Educationalists. The afternoon
was sad and dark. Nevertheless, I experienced, as always
in Russia, that incommunicable exhilaration associated
with a first sight of scenes often and untruthfully ima-
gined.

It happened that my guide was a member of one of the
clubs now contained in the palace, and he thought that,
though foreigners were not usually admitted, an exception
would be made in my case. A fat comrade, golden-haired
and rubicund, greeted us with effusion, then galloped up
the main staircase to switch on the several hundred lights
of the central chandelier. Dazzled by the blaze, we pro-
ceeded to the state rooms on the first floor, through double
doors of mahogany set with ormolu rosettes, through room
after room, each richer than the last, furnished in the
manner of palaces with silk hangings and gilt cupids, with
tables of agate and porphyry, aubusson settees and chairs
of Spanish leather, and mantelpieces of porcelain and mala-
chite. Through the small and the big ballrooms we went,
through the picture gallery, and down into the miniature
theatre, a rococo auditorium about fifty feet long, lined with
three tiers of boxes. Prince Yusupov himself could not have
exhibited more pride in his surroundings than did our guide,
who begged us to note how the precious chairs were kept in
dust-sheets. On reaching the theatre he jumped on the stage
and let down a drop-curtain depicting the Yusupov country
house as though it were his own.

Only two or three of the state rooms were occupied. In
one of them we found an artist who had just returned from
a scientific expedition to Kamchatka and was hanging a
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series of landscapes illustrating the behaviour of volcanoes
in those parts. Since he looked under-fed, I asked if he
hoped to sell many. “Certainly not”, he replied. “The
workers must not be deprived of culture.” Half of the pic-
tures would go to the institute that had financed the expe-
dition; the other half would remain his. Then his dream
was to hold an exhibition abroad.

On returning to the ground floor, a series of passages led
us to the winter garden, where the Scientific Workers and
the Trade Union of Educationalists were eating soup. Be-
yond this was a billiard-room copied from the Alhambra,
and beyond that the apartments of old Prince Yusupov,
where they had recently discovered a safe under the floor.
I asked about the great hoard of treasure that had been
found walled up in the palace three or four years ago, and
our guide replied that the whole place was honeycombed
with secret passages. In fact, only the other day a workman
had lurched into the building drunk and said he could show
them some new ones, which he himself had built. But next
day, when he returned sober, he had been unable to find
them after all.

The way now led through a series of locked doors and
empty rooms, till suddenly we found ourselves in a small
octagon about ten feet across and eight feet high. Each of the
eight sides consisted of a wooden door painted white and
inset with a broad panel of plate glass, behind which was a
curtain of frilled blue silk. One door led into a still smaller
bathroom, beyond which was a no less diminutive bedroom.
The walls of both these sinister little apartments were thickly
padded. A second door revealed a plain square room with
two windows looking out on the Moika. This was now used



PART I LENINGRAD 87

as a military class-room; there were posters on the walls of
tactical exercises, first-aid, and how to affix your gas-mask;
a rifle on a stand was pointing into the street. A third door
opened on to a cavern of darkness. But the other doors gave
access to blank walls only, so that, once in the octagon, it
was a matter of some minutes to find which door provided
a way out of it. In addition, I had noticed that one of the
previous doors leading to the octagon had had to be care-
fully propped open, as it was self-locking.

These were Prince Yusupov’s private apartments, and
here came, on the night of December 16, 1916, the Grand
Duke Dmitri Pavlovitch, Purishkevitch, and Dr. Lazovert.
The headquarters of the conspiracy, so to speak, were in the
room looking out on to the Moika. Here Dr. Lazovert placed
crystals of cyanide of potassium in the chocolate cakes and
the wine-glasses. But the scene of action was across the octa-
gon in that black void. Peering in, I saw a tiny spiral stair-
case, barely two feet wide. The guide asked me not to descend,
as it was slippery and dangerous. But I persisted, and found
a cellar divided by an arch and covered in six inches of
water; for a thaw had set in. From high up in the wall came
a glimmer of daylight. According to Prince Yusupov, this
dank apartment ‘“had originally formed part of the wine
cellar. In day time it was a rather dark and gloomy cham-
ber, with a granite floor, walls faced with grey stone, and a
low vaulted ceiling. . . . I ordered some antique furniture to
be brought down from the storeroom.” A large fire was lit.
From the roof hung lanterns with coloured glass panes.
Purishkevitch has also left an account of the proceedings.
“La chambre était méconnaissable. Je ’ai vue pendant les
travaux et je fus frappé par cette transformation compléte
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d’une cave qui en un si bref délai était devenue une élégante
bonbonniére.”

Prince Yusupov, borrowing the Grand Duke’s car, went
to fetch Rasputin and arrived back with his guest about one
o’clock. “The prospect of inviting a man to my house with
the intention of killing him horrified me”, observes the
Prince in his book. “I could not contemplate without a
shudder the part which I should be called upon to play—
that of a host encompassing the death of his guest.”” A nasty
complacency lurks beneath these protestations. But the con-
spirators had worked on one another’s emotions till they had
reached the state of Messianic exaltation which accounts for
most things in Russian history. All Russians are saviours by
vocation. These three, thinking to deliver the imperial
throne of an unholy counsellor, merely precipitated the ex-
tinction of all they hoped to rescue.

On entering the house, host and guest crossed the octagon
and descended by the spiral staircase to the cellar. There
Rasputin ate the cakes and drank out of the poisoned glasses,
while his host played the guitar and sang. Upstairs, in “‘the
study”, Grand Duke and deputy waited. At length the
Prince rushed in with the news that the poison would not
work. After some discussion, he took a revolver and returned
to the cellar. The others followed and stood listening at the
top of the stair. A report was heard and a thud. The Prince
emerged; the deed was done.

After an interval he returned to look at the body. As he
did so the face began to twitch and the eyes opened. Sud-
denly Rasputin jumped to his feet and seized the youth by
the throat. Yusupov struggled, got away, and fled up the
stairs, while the monk could be heard crawling up them
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too on all-fours. But instead of making for the octagon,
Rasputin escaped by a door off the staircase into the court-
yard of the palace. Purishkevitch ran out after him, to see
the enormous figure lurching across the snow. “Felix, Felix,”
Rasputin was shouting, ““I shall tell the Tzarina.”* Purish-
kevitch shot twice and the figure collapsed. Meanwhile the
Prince was being sick in the bathroom. On learning that
Purishkevitch had succeeded after all, he seized a loaded
stick and fell to battering the corpse in a savage frenzy.
Purishkevitch was much moved by this spectacle. Then the
police arrived, and they shot one of the best dogs to give
colour to the bloodstains and the other shots. The dog’s
grave, said the guide, was still in the garden. We looked out.
But the garden had been flooded, to make a skating-rink for
the leisure of Scientific Workers and the Trade Union of
Educationalists.

1 The authenticity of this exclamation, as recorded by Purishkevitch, is
doubted by those familiar with Russian parlance. Rasputin, or anyone else
for that matter, would normally have referred to the Empress as “Elizaveta

Feodorovna”.



VI. VELIKI NOVGOROD

BENEATH the organized frenzy of Bolshevist Russia to be up
and doing, the hospitable, easy-going country described by
pre-war travellers is no longer recognizable. Yet here and
there, in places which have escaped the industrial and poli-
tical tornado of the last fifteen years, the romance of “Holy
Russia” lingers on. Such a place, it seemed to me, was
Novgorod. And its romance, even to one engrossed with the
tradition of Constantinople, was not wholly archaic or irre-
levant to the present. For Russian civilization was origin-
ally Byzantine; and from that source, given the conditions
of the modern world, Bolshevism is the legitimate de-
scendant.

It was still dark at seven o’clock in the morning, and the
air biting cold, as the train steamed out on its way to Pskov,
leaving me behind on Novgorod platform. When the sledge
was found, we drove at a gallop through the sleeping streets,
bounding over holes and ditches, till a black line of crenel-
lations cut across the dimly paling sky and marked the
Kremlin wall. An arch gave us entrance. Still at a gallop,
we swerved to the right, clattered through a narrow tunnel,
and drew up at the old Archbishop’s Palace, now a rest-
home for scientists. Opposite, I recognized the silhouette of
St. Sophia. Inside, a lamp-lit room awaited us, furnished
magnificently with a late Empire suite of Karelian birch
mounted in ormolu and upholstered in silk brocade of white

floral pattern on a crimson ground. The lavatory was clean;
90
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there was hot water to shave with; I found a female com-
rade cleaning her teeth over the wash-basin. For breakfast
came coffee boiled with milk and sugar, brown bread of the
Hovis type, fresh butter, and cold cabbage-pie. As the dawn
crept in at the windows we could see the leaden onions and
golden helmet of St. Sophia, static and impervious behind
a curtain of gently falling snowflakes. Against the creamy
walls of the cathedral, a line of low bare trees stood out
from the dead white snow with feathery precision, like the
skeletons of pressed ferns. As in the twentieth century, so
it must have looked in the eleventh. I was reminded of
the white paint and formal architectural backgrounds that
appear in icons of the Novgorod school; and was saying so
to my guide when the proprietress came in with registration
forms. My passport? I had left it behind. She pretended
consternation, and, foreseeing an argument, I gave her my
English driver’s licence and went out for a walk, leaving
the matter to resolve itself, which it did.

Veliki Novgorod is so called to distinguish it from the
parvenu Nijni Novgorod. In the old days, so revered was this
capital of one of the first Russian city-states that schoolboys
were taught to say ‘“Gaspadeen Veliki Novgorod—Sir Great
Novgorod”. Towns in Russia that date from before the
Tartar invasion of the thirteenth century and retain any-
thing of their original character are comparatively few.
Novgorod is the chief of them and resembles in size and
charm an English cathedral citysuch as Salisbury, the centre
of a large agricultural district and built round a Kremlin
instead of a close. As a respite from the nervous tension of
Moscow and Leningrad, from that scarifying political ex-
cursion on which the whole nation is embarked and whose
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whither no passenger can foresee, the memory of those two
days spent in climbing about the oldest churches in Russia
stand out like a month’s holiday in a year of worry. When I
asked our boy sledge-driver which of the two Communist
youth organizations he belonged to, the Komsomols (scouts)
or the Pioneers, and he replied with a contemptuous
“Neither!” my content overflowed. I had found a being in-
different to his own regeneration, and the world seemed
real again. The officials responsible for the preservation of
the monuments and paintings were evidently delighted that
a foreigner should witness the scholarly care bestowed on
them. So few bothered to come—only about two or three a
year. Let me only say what I wanted to see and facilities
would be granted. It was a pleasant change from the endless
restrictions and formalities that harass the traveller else-
where.

My first visit was to St. Sophia, built between 1045 and
1052 in a style derived from Constantinople, but greatly
heightened, and strengthened with massive piers in place
of the slender pillars habitually used by the Greeks. The
frescoes of the interior were the work of a century later, but
have been twice restored, in 1838 and 1893, so that nothing
remains in its original state but a dull fragment of Constan-
tine and Helena. The most famous ornaments of the church
are its bronze doors, presumably dating from the twelfth
century. One pair, damascened and much polished, re-
semble the Byzantine doors of this date; though the double
crosses rising from floriated bases seem to show Armenian
influence. The other pair, said to have been brought from
Kherson, display a series of reliefs whose iconography and
style are of German inspiration. These have Latin inscrip-
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tions. My attention was also pointed to the walls of the bema,
which are decorated with patterns of coloured stone and
glass faience arranged in the fashion of opus alexandrinum.
Built into the walls have been discovered a number of large
clay jars, which were placed there to give resonance to the
chanting.

A dark winding staircase and a succession of seven locked
doors, each of which necessitated a great deal of fumbling,
argument, and lighting of tapers, led to the Treasury, whose
chief objects were brought out of their glass cases for me to
examine. The first was a domed tabernacle of silver-gilt,
eighteeninches high without its cross, which was added in the
seventeenth century. The dome is supported on six nielloed
pillars. Each of the six arches thus formed is closed by
double doors, which bear reliefs of the twelve apostles. The
fine workmanship of these reliefs displays a close Byzantine
influence; likewise that of the six medallions on the dome.
But the inscriptions, though Greek, are illiterate; and the
filigree panels above the doors have an Oriental character,
seemingly Armenian or Caucasian. Next followed a couple
of massive silver-gilt vases, about ten inches high, and de-
corated with figures and vine arabesques in coarser relief.
These, according to the curator, are the earliest examples
of purely Russian metalwork in existence, and were made
at Novgorod in the twelfth century under Greek influence.
Round the rim of each runs a Biblical quotation; round the
base, a legend ascribing the ownership of one vase to “Petrov
and his wife Barbara”, and of the other to “Petrov and
his wife Mary”. The lettering is Slavonic. A fine Byzantine
cross, about two feet high and plated with silver-gilt worked
in chevron pattern, was also produced. The medallions
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on the three arms and at their junction were added in
the seventeenth century and probably replaced others of
enamel. Finally came an ivory casket of the same date and
style, and exhibiting the same borders of rosettes and panels
of dancing cupids as the Veroli casket in the South Ken-
sington Museum. I had begun to speculate as to whether
this might not have influenced the design of the vases just
described, when my notice was drawn to a huge gold lock,
bearing the cipher of a certain Grand Duke of Holstein.
This Grand Duke owed his throne to the Empress Elizabeth;
and it is supposed that at a meeting that took place between
them in Finland he presented it to her, and that she left it
at Novgorod on her way back to the capital. Thus it did
not find its place among the other Byzantine treasures of the
cathedral till the middle of the eighteenth century.

Scattered about the villages outside Novgorod are a series
of small churches of the twelfth to the fourteenth centuries.
These are humbler in style and decoration than their con-
temporaries in the Kiev and Vladimir districts—for Nov-
gorod was only a merchant republic. But their box-like
severity, the preponderance of height over their other dimen-
sions, and their massive wall surfaces pierced by the fewest
and smallest of windows, express their function as out-
posts of culture and civilization in the hostile north and
give them an individual charm and interest. The best
known of them is that of the Saviour at Nereditsa, built
in 1198 and preserving unrestored its frescoes of the
same date.

To Nereditsa, therefore, which is five versts from Nov-
gorod, I said I must go. The sledge was waiting; but where
Nereditsa was our youthful driver could not say. A map was
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found, and with its aid we made our way through the town,
skidded down a steep bank, and found ourselves on the ice
of the great River Volhov, among a colony of stranded
paddle steamers. A wind cold as cutting steel stung the grey
horse to a fresh gallop. We skimmed along the ice as though
it had been the track at Brooklands, crouching sideways
under the rug with our backs to the driving snow. In the
opposite direction came other sledges, of heavr build,
trailing in from the surrounding villages a-heap with cab-
bages and straw. At one point a line of stone piers forty feet
high crossed the river, gaunt and threatening in the snow-
scape. This was the new railway bridge—though as yet
there was neither railway nor bridge. On the farther bank,
a cluster of monastery domes broke the verge of a distant
forest which had once, said the driver, been the estate of
the Duchess Orlova. At length the church itself came in
view, perched on a knoll and overtopped by an immense
bulbosity. By its side stood a little bell-tower with conical
roof. We struck uphill from the river, over the fields, and
came to a village whose wooden houses were hung with
fishing-nets and lobster-pots. Here we found the keeper of
the church, an old fellow in a grey beard, who said that he
and the other inhabitants of Nereditsa lived on an island
like the English. Inside the church, scaffolding led right up
into the cupola. If this failed to improve the architectural
effect, it did at least enable the visitor to examine this most
famous of the old Russian fresco-cycles at close quarters and
in such comfort as the cold permitted. This was a pleasant
change from the neck-breaking, hour-long scrutinies to
which I have grown accustomed in the monasteries of
Mount Athos. The character of the paintings resembled that
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of the “popular” school which obtained in the Levant and
South Italy up till the thirteenth century. It was curious
to think that these frescoes, and I who was regarding them,
so to speak, through Levantine eyes, were now little more
than a hundred miles from the Gulf of Finland.

That evening my guide and I went to an entertainment.
There was a dance between a peasant girl and her beau
from the town, a flautist, and an ideological dialogue during
which a professor of comic aspect raised a general laugh by
saying that science had nothing to do with politics. For the
next day we had planned a longer expedition; and when
morning came, instead of the old grey, a dark brown mare
stood harnessed to the sledge. This was a new purchase of
the proprietress, who was in a great fuss, crooning ‘‘Prin-
cessa! Princessa!” as she stroked the creature’s nose, and
admonishing the driver, this time a fully grown man, to take
care of her. But indeed she was worthy of the fuss; we trotted
down the street as fast as the grey had galloped, threading
our way in and out of the other sledges, while the passers-by
stopped to look. Our first stop was the Antoniev monastery,
where a service was in progress, conducted by a very old
priest in a gold cope. The candles were lit; the congregation
numbered about a dozen. The old priest tottered behind the
iconostasis to find the keys of an older church, in which a
few fragments of uninteresting painting were still visible.
Thence we cantered along an embanked road, swept by
polar blasts, till we came to the village of Volotovo.

I was still in search of frescoes, and our first business was
.to find the keeper of the church. The end house, we had
been told. But we drove to the wrong end, and then back
again, along the broad space between the double rows of
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wooden houses, each of which was banked with hay on one
side to keep out the prevailing wind. In every garden stood
tall poles, to whose tops nesting-boxes were fixed. On reach-
ing the right house, we found only two women at home,
who, though busy with household duties and gaping at the
foreigner’s apparition, begged us to enter. This we did,
through the wood-shed, and sat in the kitchen-parlour. In
one corner, by the window, a lamp was burning before a
group of icons. A row of heavy coats hung on pegs near the
stove, at which one of the women continued her making of
meat pies. I examined an apparatus, painted with roses and
steadied by the foot, for spinning yarn, while the other
woman searched for the keys. When ready, she seated her-
self on my knee in the sledge, and we drove up to the church,
whose little pathway, graveyard, and surrounding trees
reminded me of England. Inside was another scaffolding,
which I rather regretted, since, unlike Nereditsa, services are
still held here. On making use of it, I regretted it still more;
for as I stood perched in the drum of the cupola, seventy
feet from the stone floor and chattering with cold, the whole
structure began to rock. I made hurriedly for earth, but
was not half way down when a weird, unaccountable
rumble began to sound, distant at first, then growing nearer
and louder, till, as I reached the ground, a deafening roar
was heard right overhead. I rushed from the door and
looked up. Out of the leaden sky swooped four aeroplanes,
painted dark military grey with the red star beneath each
wing, and so low that I could see their pilots. In a flash th'cy
were away, sailing over the shallow valley beyond the vil-
lage and up into the sky again. I turned to the country

church, built 580 years ago, to the dark firs shivering in the
H
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wind, and to the rows of crosses that might have moved
some Russian Gray to write another elegy. I watched the
armed power of the Soviet Union resolve into four specks
and disappear. The old and the new Russia, changing yet
unchanged. . . . Snow was falling again, through the silent
trees, piling the graves a little higher.

In the town of Novgorod itself are several small churches
dating from the fourteenth century, of which those named
after St. Theodore Stratilates and the Transfiguration parti-
cularly attracted my curiosity. The architecture of these
two represents a strange fusion of Greek and German influ-
ences. While both are square in plan and develop a Byzan-
tine apse to the east, each wall of each square finishes in
a triangle supporting the eaves of a double-sloped roof in
the Western manner. From the midst of the roof, on the
other hand, at the intersection of its four ridges, rises a
Byzantine cupola. Inside, the vaults and arches of the Greek
tradition persist unaltered.

'To the church of St. Theodore Stratilates I gained access
with no difficulty and was able to study its paintings at my
leisure. That of the Transfiguration offered an unexpected
rebuff. The door proving unlocked, I pushed it open, and
was about to enter the nave, when like a tigress from her
lair sprang a female comrade in a scarlet beret and banged
it in my face. After a minute or two, I tried again. Again
the maenad sprang; but this time I had implanted knee and
boot on the threshold, and she could only remain there,
chattering and snarling, while I examined her bulbous un-
lovable visage and wondered, not that abortion had been
legalized in Russia, but that the occasion for it should ever
arise. At length, seeing that my strength was greater than
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hers and that I was gradually edging my way in, she called
for help and was joined by a bearded Magog, whose added
weight nearly broke my thigh and forced me to retire. By
now I too was in a rage; for it happened that I wished to
see the frescoes in this church above all others. Jumping into
the sledge, I galloped to the office of the Museum Com-
mittee to protest. With genuine regr