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THE TOMB OF LENIN

I
W O NDER if you noticed that passage which
I read to you this morning from the Old T esta
ment about the tomb of j oasb and the tomb of

, El isha. ] oash was a king , and when he died was
bu r ied "wit h t he kings of Isr ael," an d t here

str aightway forgotten. But Elisha was a prophet, and
when he died he was buried in a sepulchre of his own
by the side of the great highway of Palestine. And we
are told in the familiar story that when a dead man one
day was by chance thrown into Elisha's sepulchre and
touched his bones, he was " revived, and rose up on his
feet."

I thought of this story when I was recently in Moscow
on a certain day. \Ve were strolling about the avenues of
the Kremlin, that amazing city built on the top of the hill
above the Moscow River as a fortress to resist in ancient
times the incursions of Tarta r hordes from the distant
steppes of As ia. In this city, which was the first Moscow,
are many churches, and one of these churches is the burial
place of the kings of Muscovy. \Ve entered the gloomy
portal of this church, and there saw the marble sarcophagi
of some fifty tsars who had reigned before the days of
Peter the Great. Some of these tsars were known to us
Ivan the Terrib le, who built the gorgeous and grotesque
towers of the Cathedral of S1. Basil, and Boris Godounoff,
who was later celebrated in the famous opera by Mous
sorgsky. But most of them were merely names and we did
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not even take the trouble to stop and identify their tombs.
Here were these kings who had been mighty in their day,
who had worn crowns upon their heads and carried
scepters in their hands, who had led great armies to great
victories on fields of battle, and here their bodies lay un
recognized and almost unvisited.·It was not difficult in this
ancient church, already tumbling into ru in, to imagine the
time when its walls would be only so much dust and its
graves not even a memory in men's minds. And I thought
of the comment of Wa shington I rving on the graves in
Westminster Abbey, so appropriate here as there:

"This is the empire of death- his great shadowy
palace, where he sits in state, mocking at the relics
of huma n glory, and spreading dust and forgetfulness
on the monuments of princes. How idle a boast, after
all, is the immortality of a name. . . • Columns,
ar ches, pyramids, what are they but heaps of sand,
and thei r epitaphs but chara cter s written in th e dust."

But there is another tomb in Moscow. This tomb is
outside and not inside the Kremlin wall, not under the
gloomy arches of a church but in the open air and sunlight
of the day, not hidden away from the eyes and feet of men
but placed in a public square where hurried throngs go
sweeping by through all the hours alike of day and night.
Th is is the tomb of Lenin- that enormous pile of red
marble, gathered in separate blocks from all parts of the
Soviet Republic, within which lies the body of the world 's
greatest revolutionist. The sett ing is impressive. All about
is the wide expanse of the Red Square, which I have come
to regard as incomparably the greatest square that I have
ever seen in any European city. On one side there stretches
the huge bulk of the Kremlin wall, which has stood there
for a thousand years as a defense of tsars against their
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enemies, and during the last two generations as a defense
of tsars against their people. At the foot of this wall there
lie the graves of several hundred men and women who
were killed on the streets of Moscow in the October
fighting in 1917, and who are therefo re revered as the
martyrs of the Revolution. Scattered among them are the
ashes of certain Americans- John Reed, Bill H aywood,
Paxton Hibben. Just in the center, guarded day and night
by Red sentinels standing ceaselessly at salute, there looms
the tomb of Lenin.

You go there at seven o'clock in the evening, when it is
open to the people, and you see a great line of men, women,
and even children reaching to the farthes t corner of the
square. There are always hundreds, sometimes thousands,
of persons waiting to enter the famous sepulchre. You
step to the head of the line, announce yourself as an Amer
ican, and immediately, with that exceeding courtesy
characteristic of the Soviets in their relations with
foreigners, you are admitted to the solemn portals. You
turn to the left and descend a long flight of marble stairs.
You are careful to take your hat from your head, as the
rule of reverence is perfect here, and you are careful not
to speak to your comrades, as the ru le of silence is abso
lute. At the foot of the stairs you turn to the right and
find yourself in a large subterranea n chamber, in the
middle of which lies the body of Lenin not hidden away
in a mausoleum but exposed to view like a recumbent
statue. The body is supported by a pedestal and lies as
though asleep upon a bed. H igh above it rises the gable
roof of a glass canopy, hermetically sealed, I understand,
against the outer air. At head and foot stand sentinels in
the familiar uniform of the Red soldier and with
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bayoneted rifles held rigidly at attention. The body is
illuminate d with a flood of light, and it is not untit you
have returned to the gather ing darkness of the square
above tha t you realize you have not noticed whence the
light comes or how it is shed upon the sleeping figure.
T he body is clothed in the simple garb of a Russian work
man, with no ado rnment or decoration, except that on
the lef t breast there appears the Red emblem of the Order
of Lenin. The right arm, if I remember rightly, lies parallel
with the body, while the left arm is crossed upon the
breast. You stand firs t at the head- then walk along the
length of the body to the feet, where you pause for a
moment and gaze at the great man as he lies stretched
before you in his unending slumber. Then you walk to the
left , again along the line of the body, until you return to
the head. T here you find yourself at the foot of another
long flight of steps which you slowly climb back to the
upper air and to the great crowd waiting there to enter
the tomb. You pause for a moment and watch those who
have followed you. What has happened to these people?
Are they the same men and women whom you saw before ?
Their steps seem softer , their faces more sober, their
stature more erect. They seem glorified, transfigured, as
though by some great experience of the spirit. Is it pos
sible that there has happened to them, as to the dead man
who touched Eli sha' s bones, a miracle of the tomb ? Ha ve
they looked on death to be " revived," and to rise up on
their feet?

I have seen many tombs in my life. I am an indefati
gable explo rer of cemeteries. I hunt the bones of dead
men as arc haeologists hunt the ruins of dead cities. I
have stood by the grave of Darwin in 'Westminster Abbey,
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and of W illiam Shakespeare in the little church at Strat-'
ford-an-Avon. I have found that lovely corner under the
ruined arches of Dryburgh, near the quiet waters of the
River Tweed, where rest the bones of the great and good
Sir \Valter Scott. I have thrice visited the tomb of
Napoleon, which I regard as the most splendid monument
ever reared by the hand of man to the memory of a great
soldier. I never see this sepulchre without thinking of the
tomb of General Grant on Riverside Drive in th is city,
and of that other tomb on the other side of the world, in
Damascus, of the great Saladin, where you see upon the
casket the huge turban which was worn by this great king
of the Saracens and the curved scimitar which he carrie d
into battle. I always love to think of the tomb of George
Washington, so noble in its simplicity, and so beautiful in
its ideal location upon the banks of the Potomac River.
Very similar to this, located on the highest point of the
highest hill overlooking the city of Genoa and the blue
waters of the Mediterranean, is the tomb of Mazzini, who
won the same freedom for Italy that Washington won for
America. And always there are the tombs of the Pharaohs,
those vast chambers of mystery and gloom, hidden away
in the gigantic pyramids, or buried deep down th rough
subterranean channels underneath the spreading sands of
Egypt. It would seem as though man had exhausted his
ingenuity in doing reverence to those whose names he
would perpetuate upon the site of the last resting-place of
their earthly dust. But it has remained for the Bolshevlld
of Russia to do what has never been done before.

The one unique and unforgettable featu re of the tomb
of Lenin is, of course, the public exhibition of his body.
I find it curious that at the very time this spectacle was
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initiated by the Russians in the case of a man who had
been dead only a comparat ively few years, it was definitely
abandoned by the Egypt ians in the case of men who had
been dead for many centuries. For there was a time, and
not so long ago, when you could see in Egypt the mummi
fied remains of Rameses II, Seti the Great, and others of
the kings in the oldest dynasties of history. But when I
went to Cairo in the spring of 1929, and asked to see the
face of the Pharaoh who had ruled in Egypt when Moses
was a slave, I was told that the royal mummies had been
withdrawn from public gaze on the ground that they
should no longer be used to satisfy the curiosity of vulgar
crowds. But in Moscow there is no feeling of this kind at
all. Is it because the Egyptian mummies are kings while
Lenin was only a commoner? Is it because the modern
Egyptians are superstitious about death, while the Bol
sheviki are altogether delivered from such illusions? Or
is it because the bodies of the Pharaohs are withered and
dried and altogether unlovely, while Lenin's body lies
there in simple naturalness and beauty, as though the
great man were asleep? I found myself wondering as I
looked upon his face, so perfect in its repose as to be well
nigh incredible, if the good comrade, Krupskaya, the
widow of Lenin, ever ventures to set foot within this
quiet room, to gaze again upon the features of the man
to whom she gave the devotion of a lifetime of stress
and sacrifice.

I t is to this matter of the body that one's thoughts are
first directed in the tomb of Lenin. How was this spectacle
accomplished? What new process of embalming was dis
covered by the Russian scientists? We do not know. In
formation as to what was done has never been given to
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the world. This is the reason, I suppose, why such curious
stories have been told about the phenomenon. Thus it is
said that every two weeks or less the glass case is li£ted
and the body elaborate ly massaged. T he rumo r is per
sistent that Lenin's real remains have long since been
buried in the ground and are there mouldering away,
while the figure seen is only a wax replica of the body.
Such stories, of course, are untrue-the case is sealed and
the body is real. But this only deepens the mystery. All
we know is that the Bolsheviki, for reasons good and
sufficient to themselves, undertook to embalm the mortal
frame of their great leader so that it should never fade
away, but, on the contrary, be preserved forever to the
sight of men. This had never been done before in the
same way in human history. But these Bolsheviki did it !
T hey undertook and wrought the miracle. I can only con
fess, af ter looking upon this body, that I regard it as one
of the most remarkable achievements in human experience
- the deliberate preservation of the flesh to immortality.
Inevitably you feel a sense of awe as you stand in this
strange presence and realize that it is to lie there week
after week, year after year, century after century, for an
indefinite time to come, so that children to the tenth or
the twentieth generation may visit and see it, just as
though you and I could go to certain places today and
see the bodies of Julius Caesar, or Plato, or Moses.

But one has other and deeper thoughts about this spec
tacle-or at least may I say that I had such thoughts.
Somehow or other, as I gazed upon Lenin's face, there
seemed to sweep over my mind a sense of defeat to match
my initial sense of amazing victory. For why should any
one want to preserve this poor garment of the flesh ?
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Why should these Russians desire to show this body to
the living gaze of men ? Most of us are content to abandon
the bodies of our loved ones and thus let the dust retur n
unto the dust from which it came. Many of us-those I
feel who are truly wise,-are quick to burn the body, so
that it may be speedily and cleanly reduced to ashes and
scattered to the four winds of heaven. We know that the
ancient Egyptians clung to the flesh because they desired
to preserve the individuality of the dead into the eternal
life on the other side of the grave, since they believed,
according to the tenets of their faith , that the body must
be preserved if the soul also was to be preserved. The
Russians cling to the flesh for what reason if not that they
also desire to preserve the individuality of their dead, not
on the other side of the grave, to be sure, but on th is side
of the grave, and find the preservation of the body neces 
sary to this end ? These Communists, let me remind you,
are materialists, and such expedient is surely the perfect
logic of their faith. For they find the wholeness of man's
being in the mechanism of his material frame. From their
point of view the body is all that man is within himself,
and when this body ceases to function, the man himself,
so far as his identity is concerned, has come to his final
end. Therefore, if the body goes, everything goes, while if
the body stays, something at least of the man may yet
remain. It is a curious faith, this exclusive reliance upon
material phenomena as the essence of reality. For does not
all history reveal on the one hand that the physical sub
stance of this world, in whatever forms and shapes it may
appear, is bound sooner or later to be extinguished, while
on the other hand, there are phases of survival involved
in phenomena so intangible, imponderable, invisible that,
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in sheer desperation, for lack of a better word, we call
them spiritual? In saying this I am not now debating the
question of the survi val of individuality after death. I
am simply suggesting the plausibility of that spiritual
interpretation of life which accepts this world as the
abode of spir itual forces and finds therein certain channels
of survival which are themselves innately spiritual. I may
be myself the victim of superstition ; perhaps I am in
extricably caught, as in a trap, by the religious viewpoints
in which I have been reared and trai ned. But I can only
confess, as I would be as honest .with you as with myself,
that what I seemed to see in the tomb of Lenin was the
desperate plight of a group of men who were panicstricken
at the death of their leader, upon whose life all of their
destiny at that moment seemed to depend. and who found
it therefore impossible that his influence upon the nation
should be thus unexpectedly and decisively brought to an
end. Something had escaped from them which must not be
allowed to escape. Lenin must remain, survive, live on,
even though he were dead before them. Yet there was
no room in their philosophy for any belief in immortality
either here or in the life beyond. Lenin had died long
before his time in the most crit ical period of the history of
the republic, and these materialists found themselves
thrown deep into the very mystery of life and death, with
nothing more substant ial to sustain them than the mortal
frame of this poor body of their hero. What should they
do? What could they do? From the standpoint of their
faith, or lack of faith, they did more than has ever hitherto
been done in the history of mankind. They kept tha t body
intact-and there it lies today as it will lie tomorrow, a
real presence in the eyes of men.
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But is this enough? Can these men be certain, for all
their miracle, that this process of their embalming can
endure forever? What if this body should wither and in
the course of centuries become another mummy bearing
witness only to the inevitable dissolution of things ma
terial? What if the chances and changes of this world
should bring to this noble tomb what earlier chances and
changes have brought to the equally noble tomb of Alex
ander the Great, whose royal ashes are now lost as
definitely and permanently to the world as the ashes of
Jesus of Nazareth himself, and the royal sepulchre become
a mere exhibit in a public museum ? "W hat is the security
of a tomb?" says Washington I rving, in his meditat ions
upon Westminste r Abbey. "What is the perpetuity of an
embalmment?" Surely the reliance of these Bolshevild is
a frail one. If the flesh is all, how transient is its stay,
how feeble its influence, and how pitiful its memory. Is
it strange, or perhaps perverse, that in this crowning
tr iumph of the materialism of the Bolsheviki, the pre
servation of Lenin's body, I seem to see impressive demon
stration of the essential reality not of the flesh but of the
spirit? "Life," says Herbert Spencer, "is that which per
sists." But it is the soul which persists and never the body.
For "the things which are seen are temporal, but the things
which are not seen are eterna1."

This is not my only thought, however, as I stand here
meditating upon the tomb of Lenin, as yesterday I stood
meditating by the body itself . A second thought comes to
me as I ask myself the meaning of this mortal frame thus
miraculously preserved before our sight. What did I see
as I gazed upon this recumbent figure in the centra l shrine
of the workingmen's republic? I saw what Bernard Shaw
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saw when he looked on Lenin. For it is recorded, you
know, that Shaw remarked that here was obviously a man
who was a thinker and not a worker. Pointing to the
delicate hand that lay upon the breast, Shaw said that th is
was not only the hand of a man who had done no physical
labor himself, but whose ancestors for six generations
before him had done no labor. I was impressed not so
much by the hand as by the head of the great man. What a
head! A looming dome that surely housed one of the
greatest brains the world has ever known. This is the
head of a man not of the proletariat but of the intelli
gentsia, a man whose life was thought and never labor.

It is true that Lenin loved the workers. It is to his
immortal glory that, born to the ranks of those who had
escaped the sweat of toil, he returned to the multitudes
who, like so many slaves, were doing the weary work of
this weary world, and deliberately identified his life with
theirs. Do you remember the famous funeral scene when
Krupskaya, Lenin's widow, rose up before the commis
sars and the assembled multitude of comrades, to pay
tribute to her dead husband? The whole assembly rose to
its feet in silence as this woman appeared before them to
speak her word. She could not say to these leaders of the
workingmen's revolution that Lenin was himself a work
ingman, but she did boast, in a voice which rose in pride
above the currents of her sorrow, that "the inspiration
of his life was his love for all men and women who
worked." That love was great. It drove him like steam ;
it consumed him like flame. But he himself, in heritage
and practice, was always outside the ranks of the work
ing classes. When in the beginning the revolution was
proclaimed of soldiers, sailors and peasants, Lenin found
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his place in no one of these three groups. When later the
factory worke rs added themselves to the soldiers, sailors
and peasants, he still had no place. He could lead these
toilers , love them, live with them, if need be die for them,
but he could not be one of them.

No, it was the irony of Lenin's fate that what he had
to offer to the revolution was what no workingman as
such could offer. He fired no gun, for he was not a
soldier; he steered no ship, for he was not a sailor ; he
drove no plow, for he was not a peasant; he tu rned no
wheels, for he was not a machinist. As much as any king
he was apart from these workers of land and sea, of field
and factory. Yet to thei r revolution he brought what was
indispensable and what he alone could bring. Three things
were his gift, the most precious gift tha t any man ever
brought to any vast creative upheaval of human destiny.

F irst, he brought his vision-the vision of a new
commonwealth of man upon the eart h, the vision of a day
when there should be no wealth among men, and there
fore no poverty, but all men be equal in the happy en
joyment of their common heritage of eart h. T his vision
was not unique with him ; it has for ages been the vision
of all true prophets of the better day for humankind. But
he saw this vision with a definiteness of outline, a concrete
ness of characte r, and a surety of fulfillment, which are
unparalleled. Nor was it his fate to see this vision alone,
or to die with its glory all hidden away within his secret
soul. He conveyed its glory to others, and lived to see
it rise like a burning sun upon all the vast expanse of the
largest country in the world. .

Secondly, he brought his thought- a program worked
out in the finest detail, a policy pro jected to the remotest
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areas of experience, a statesmanship compassing the deep
est needs and farthest hazard s of great adventure. The
thought of Lenin was as creative in its originality and
power as the thought of any of the greatest thinkers of
human history. It was th is capacity and range of thought,
as applied to the defense of a great people in the cata
clysmic crisis of revolution. which made Lenin in a few
short years the greatest statesman that modern times has
known.

Lastly, he brought his dedication of spirit-the utter
sacrifice of everything that life had to offer to the service
of his chosen purpose. It was this devotion which doomed
him to a poverty so terrible in its rigor that I can compare
it only to the poverty by which Mahatma Gandhi has
chosen to discipline his life. Never was there greater
singleness of purpose. more utter abnegation of all self
interest, more supreme sacrifice for a cause and crisis,
than these which Lenin laid down as a voluntary offering
upon the altar of mankind.

These were the gifts of Lenin-his vision, his thought,
his dedication. It is these gifts which his successors would
now perpetuate through all time to come. The Bolsheviki
would pass on this precious heritage to generat ions yet
unborn, and again to their children and their children's
children. But these gi fts are spiritual gifts I And the
process of their passing is a spiritual process. By what
device shall th is contagion of example be perpetuated?
Am I wrong in suggesting that. by another one of those
ironies which so illumine the pages of history, the Bol
sheviki have hit upon a device identical with that which
has been used for centuries by no less a body than the
Roman Catholic Church ? What did I see as I gazed upon
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the body of Lenin and beheld in this mortal frame the
"real presence," so to speak, of the immortal revolution
ist ? I saw rising up before me, as in a dream, the high
mass of the Roman Church where is presented to all
of the people the "real presence" of Christ Jesus, their
Lord. When that mystic bell goes ringing through the
cathedral spaces, as all bow in silent prayer before the
altar, there suddenly appears the bread which is the body
of Christ and the wine which is his blood. This is the
"real presence" of the Redeemer set to convey to those
who see it the precious life of him who lived and died for
men, Down through the ages, by this strange device of
the mass, has been transmitted the influence of Christ's
exa mple, that it may live again through generations un
ending in the hearts of al1 who believe in him and would
follow in his steps. What other device than this are the
Bolsheviki using in their exhibition of Lenin's body?
Is it not the "real presence" which they are attempting
to preserve and to transmit, and do they not hope that
this "real presence" will work its change within men's
hearts and make them live as Lenin lived and die as Lenin
died for the great cause of Russia and her emancipated
people ? Here again the spirit tr iumphs, The word becomes
flesh, and now the flesh becomes the word, for "man does
not live by bread alone, but by every word that proceedeth
out of the mouth of God,"

But there is another and final thought which came to
me within that tomb, and which I would now commend to
you, Here in this reverent spectacle of Lenin's body we
see the climax and apotheosis, so to speak, of what is
one of the most remarkable phenomena of Soviet Russia,
I refer to the omnipresence of Lenin, the living memory
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of Lenin, from the frontiers of the republic to the re
motest corner of its vast area. Lenin is everywhere. You
emerge from the railroad station in Leningrad and there
in the public square you see a great statue of the revo
lutionist rea red on the site where he climbed upon a gun
carriage on his first entrance into the capitol, and made
his initial speech to the excited crowds. As you proceed
upon your way, you see other statues, and busts, and
pictures, and little images. It is as though the innumer
able ikons of the ancient church were now replaced by
equally innumerable replicas of the great revolutionist . He
appears not only in the public squares and on the streets
but in the theatres, the opera houses, the art galleries, the
public buildings, the parks, the restaurants, the homes. I
think I am not exaggerating when I say that there is
hardly a public square in Russia which does not have its
statue of Len in, scarcely a hall or corridor which does
not have his bust, scarcely a room which does not have his
picture. Even on the far ms and in the peasant villages,
hundreds of miles from Moscow, we saw in the houses of
the people the face of this great man. And here in the Red
Square before the Kremlin wall there lies his body, the
'crown and glory of a process which has captured the
imaginat ion of a multitude with the magic of a single
name.

T here is in Russia today a cult of Lenin. This cult has
a two-fold significance. It is first of all a substitute for
the tsar, and thus a new source of patr iotism. I n the old
days, as you know, the tsar was an object of veneration.
He was "the great white father" who held the devotion
of all his people and thus embodied within his person the
nation's life. Without the tsar the old Russia could not
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have been held together, and without Lenin at this hour
the new Russia could not be held together . But this Lenin
cult has a second significance. It is a substitute not only
for the tsar but for God, and is thus a source of religion
as well as of patriotism. I see in the Bolshevik att itude
toward s Lenin at this hour the beginning of a new
religion. It is the religion of a man, to be sure, as Moham
medanism was for years the religion of a man, but it is
a religion which leads, like all religions, ultimately to God.
by whatever name he may be caned and by whatever
means he may be worshipped. Russia, we are told, is a
godless land. Do not believe it ! The old Christianity is
no more. Thi s Christianity, a mere travesty of the religion
of Jesus, was a compound of ignorance, superstition and
corruption, which would bring death to the soul of any
people. O f this, thank God, the new soil of Russia is now
swept clean, and in its place there springs up this new
and strange religion which centers in a man who claimed
to know and recognize no God, but who did unwittingly
the word and work of God. W hat this religion, this cult
of Lenin, may ultimately become, I do not know. It may
well in time develop a new theology and harden into the
iron rigidity of a new ecclesiasticism, but today it is the
passion of a people and centers in the worship of him
who brought them light and life. The Bolsheviki are all
unaware of the religious aspects of what they are doing.
Thanks to the long betrayal of religion by the Greek
Orthodox Church, these Russians have long since lost all
understanding of what religion is or ought to be. They
would be the first to disclaim the spiritual significance of
their work. But if the tomb of Lenin is not a shrine, and
its holy ground, like Mecca, a place of pilgrimage, then I
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am myself ignorant of religion and know not the revela
tions of the spir it when I see them.

These are the thoughts which come into my mind as I
think back upon that noble tomb where I paused in rever
ence before the body of Lenin. I feel now, as I felt then,
that a divine necessity is upon us. Try as we will, we
cannot escape the mystery of our origin and the equal
mystery of our destiny. In the tomb of Lenin I see the
beginning of Russia's new spiritual life. The Society of
the Godless, with its millions of members in Ru ssia, may
spread far and wide the dry seeds of its atheism, but
here in the Red Square , the center and soul of Bolshevik
Russia, there stands this tomb, as the latest of all earth's
sacred shrines, to confuse and confound them together .
T his tomb is the altar of a new religion ; this altar is the
temple of another faith : this faith is the promise of a
greater God and a higher destiny for man.

Shalt I tell you in conclusion this morning what was
one of the great religious experiences of my life ? It was
on the last evening of my stay in Moscow. r had wandered
into the Red Square, a few minutes before midnight,
to hear the chimes within the Kremlin bell tower. Before
me loomed the dark mass of Lenin 's tomb. Behind the
tomb was the Kremlin wall, looking down upon an area
which it had guarded for ten bloody centur ies. Behind
the wall were golden domes and lofty towers shining like
silver in the flood of moonlight which poured down upon
the scene. Silently one by one upon the ramparts of the
wall there passed the sentinels, their bayonets gleaming
in the molten light. I waited for the hour to strike, watch-
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ing the motionless guards before the portal of the tomb,
or the domes upon Ivan's grotesque cathedra l, or the great
clock as clear as day upon the tower. Suddenly, above the
shuffle of passing feet 'and the distant roar of the city,
there sounded the twelve strokes of midnight. As the last
tone died away it seemed as though for the first time a
hush fell upon the square. Then quickly, after a long inter
val of silence, there came sounding through the night the
music of the chiming bells as they rang the anthem of the
"Interna tionale"-

"Ar ise, ye prison ers of st arvation .. ."

In cascades of pealing sound, like music pouring from
the heavens, the great hymn went flooding the vast spaces
of the city. As I listened I thought I heard the voices
not of angels but of all the tired toilers of all the ages
gone, now at last made glad and free in the release of
their brethren upon eart h. Suddenly, as I looked at Lenin's
tomb, it seemed as though out of darkness there sprang
a flame to consume injustice and light the paths of men.
And it was a flame, or very like a flame, for there, high
up above the mausoleum, there floated, in one clear shaft
of light, the Red flag.

Th e chimes were silent. I seemed to hear again the
clamor of the city. The moon disappeared behind a loom
ing dome. and Lenin's tomb was swallowed in great dark
ness. I turned back to the Square of the Revolution and
my hotel, and as I saw the night slowly passing into the
early dawn of the new day, I said to my comrade at my
side, "This is religion, and its prophet is Lenin."
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