24. THE INNER PROGRESS OF EUGENE O'NEILL

death of the evil self, portrayed in th “Without
cannot in the nature of thir?gs be a ]:elrar:ltaz:::: :gsagsg :ltimd eti
quest. So long as life remains in the body, spiritual stru lc e
continue. But the death of Loving, when John (the othgfrzal;
John Loving) surrenders himself to Christ crucified, must be
as a symbol of that “death to the old self” wliich has I?:ccncp
i‘arfuhar experience of poets and mystics from the bcginnings of time:,
tis the kll.fld. of death which implies re-birth, and althou h struggl
continues, 1t 15 apt to be renewed upon a higher and ﬁm:rg lane th
ever before. Every man who gains victory over himself }:11
such df:a\‘.bs only to be born again. ' o~
]m Quite naturally, the literary world has been much concerned ©
0';{2 ;;rha;df;_;scw:iﬂm;: End sig;iﬁts as to the future work of Eugcn 3
eill. ritics have tried to in i i 3
soul in order to discover the nature g;'?;is 5:1?1':?1:;111 ;:l:c};'sri‘:lagcolf :
::; ;tih;: fkliay. 'Itlsccms ::r me that all such efforts are both prcmatﬁh;c :
id | ng in taste. We can assume tha
within the poet’s soul still ahead. Days Witf’z;:}::c;;;;r:lcoz:anxmt' ol
;ltlc pcace—ggcd u::onsummau'on of a Parsifal holding aloft t}tp(r;sr:ﬂ.m :
15 more like the young Parsifal at the moment when h sps the
. spear which Klingsor has thrown at him a e
%rdcns withering. He has the long road of knig;?hofr:idsstﬂﬁz ;13‘1 5
¢ most we are entitled to do is to accept all of the plays of O’Neil
;_lp to the present, as marking many stages in a long and painful
dm: spiritual truth, and to hope that in the days to come the 3'
riving inner tenacity, which has led him on this quest for so man
years, will carry him to that ultimate inner peace which lm'at;
poets and the saints fully understand. o

WHAT I SAW IN LENINGRAD

(The author of the following article, Erik von Kithnelt-Leddikn, is a
young Hungarian writer already known to the English public by his novel,
“Gates of Hell,” of which the original German version was recently confiscaled
Prussia. * The article that follows is an account of some of his experiences in
ingrad, which he had the audacity to visit at great danger with a forged
,ﬂ.’——ED.)

- I introduced myself.

The man demanded coldly whether I had been followed. Then
opened the door and looked into the corridor. The corridor was
£empty..

. “Sit down,” he said.

. I sat down. He leant against the wall and began to speak. He
‘said he’d been in this city of ghosts for thirty years. For thirty years
“he'd been used to seeing the cathedral of Our Lady and the white
_dome of the Sacré-Coeur. He was a priest. He hadn’t neglected his

" flock, and he wasn’t going to let himself be driven away. But he
\ didn’t believe in Russia cither. “It’s only because of my Poles that
I’m staying,” he said. “The Russians have no character at all.”
'And then he painted a ghastly picture of Eastern meanness, Byzantine
‘treachery, feminine weakness and appalling mediocrity. Until atlast
it seemed to me that the whole of Russia was a chain, a network, a
* bog of espionage, intrigue, informers, dishonour and cynicism; the
~ whole of its social structure a sort of pagoda of prisons, torture-cells,
. minus-sixes, kept together by innumerable fanatical theories,
" neurotic ideologies, neurasthenia, bad construction and spiritual
“emptiness. The whole thing was a hopeless muddle of spinelessness,
~ laziness, hysteria, cramp and terrifying reactions.

“The mystery of Russia’s the terror,” he burst out.. “It'sonly by
terror that you can guide and educate people. The Catholicizing of
‘Russia could only be accomplished by a terrorist state or by Western
~ colonization—a Jesuit state on the lines of Paraguay!”

. He brought out case after case. Old countesses who pretended to
. be converted and went in for espionage. Professors who calumniated
~ each other. Orthodox pricsts who wrote theological works about the
" Universal Church, the Logos Spermatikos and Bulgakov’s devotion

L e
Q_/ g? .~ to Our Lady, but spent their week-ends at a certain mortuary near
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Raschalja gossiping and giving highly-coloured accounts of what their:
penitents had confessed to Soviet officials who had spat in broad day~"
light on the holy ikons and danced round the derelict cathedrals, but}

who spent their nights in weeping and self-flagellation and crawling
about on their knees. . . . ‘ '-"

Gratia supponit naturam !
Gratia non destruit, sed complet et perficit naturam !
But when nature was twisted, bent, disjointed, grace failed

ness of Communism. . . .
“It’s only because of my Poles that I'm staying!”

For the Russians there is only Paraguay! Complete Paraguay--
izing. For three or four centuries! Getting up and working to the
sound of the bells! Une éducation sentimentale! You have to begin by
learning the simplest things, by learning the difference between Yes
and No, Mine and Thine, and Good and Bad. Even then everything
is in a fog. Nothing seems to have any outline at present or eternal
. . Everything is still in the

value or unchanging standard. .
* shadows.

once more. The real chaste, upright cavalier.
“The women are far worse than the men.

through me.

“My child, never marry a Russian, My child, I advise you never

to marry a Russian. Mind—never.”

Then he looked lovingly down at the old woman. The old -

woman began to tell her story.

“I’'m nearly always in prison. I'm a Russian, too, a Russian by
marriage. My husband died a long time ago and now I spend my
time looking after M. I’Abbé¢’s affairs. When he gets back home hc__:

often finds a bit of paper announcing my arrest. . .

She looked dreamily in front of her, as though trying to live over
again what she was relating. “I’m a Russian, too!” It sounded so
bitter. The whole bitterness over the home she’d left behind herin

the West secmed to be compressed into the words. \

“In prison I’m always beaten,” she went on. ““The Czechists hit 2

me with their fists. Sometimes I used to be shut up for weeks on end

tOOT,
Niet. Out of nothing comes nothing. Out of the Orthodox denial of’
the material came the nothingness of complete Nihilism, the nothing="

When he épokc about women he seemed to become the cavahc.r"

They’re all de-
bauched.” Then he stared fixedly at me, as though he were looking "
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tiny cell without any light atall. . . . No heating in winter . . .
htful threats . . . and, last of all, blasphemies. These men ma’kc
terribly unhappy, they’re so full of hatred for Our Lord. They're

anti-Christs.

~ “Raging beasts. Savages. . . .”

. There \Eas a pmfoundgsadness in her voice. She shook her head
tand was silent. t )
" The priest leant against the wall without moving. 'I‘he'old house-
ener rested her worn hands on her knees and gazed with shining
es through the windows into the distance. A loud-speaker was
ing in the next room. I thought about the people there and
shadows whose substance had been stolen, and the grey day, the
ungharcinthctanglcdwoodsandthcrooﬁsoff!..cnmgrad under
e evening sky. To-morrow if God was good I might kiss the floor
the cottage of an Esthonian peasant and put an end to my cares;
t my cares were still heavy on me and the sorrows of this couple
secmed almost boundless. . . . y
You suffera lot. . . .”
- A faint light came into her eyes.
Yes,” she answered, “a great deal, but; I love to suffer for the
hild Jesus.” i ;
= F og.thc Child Jesus she suffered gladly, for the Child Jesus on the
‘banks of the Neva! I felt crushed and yet in a way strm_gthened; I
must be braver, as brave as this old woman. I had a feeling that the
old ‘priest in his grey work-a-day. suit, with his shrunken face, and
this woman with her inspired mother-love for the Child Jesus, had
‘taken me to them and were giving me support. It wasa great thing
o feel that I’d found a prop and was no longer alone in my faith.
" In the street below I walked with head erect and without a stoop
over the uneven paving. I went slowly in the dnectmn of the Isaac
" Cathedral, through the wide strects, the splendid squares, under the
‘arches and through courts. overgrown with grass. I crossed the
‘shining tram lines and 'the steel ‘bridges, keeping-steadily in the
direction of my goal. - ) »
~ Then began a seemingly endless climb. First a stairway on to the
thedral roof, then a second leading to the tower. Step after step,
rning after turning, as though the climb will never end. Then
“suddenly you find yourself there.
" One is not alone up there. There are a dozen other people
" besides—neurotic figures from red-carpeted restaurants with lighted
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into the abyss. Below them men crawl like ants. Sometimes they

%orm little dark knots,

| Ghostly hcctl?. i

! w in the of the abyss. : :

i 'b"%:l: thﬁmuscs?rc like Vcnctiﬁ houses, mostly built on piles. A
' with clay feet. With grass between the cobbles. With ghostly

tles. A town of darkness. A towrn built on a morass, on the

atier, on the coast of earth’s occan. A town c::tgulfcd in mist anfl

n. A town that belongs to the past, conceived in the night and in

night it decayed and was abandoned. . P

Neva, Neva, Neva . . . (Sound of lamentation over the river!)

Niet, Niet, Niet . . . (Din i;\ tl}e su:ccts!) ;

itschewo . . . (Murmer of voices 1n rooms: _ :
I(:I;ltsu':c:hes withou(t crosses. 'Tabernacles without_chnst. : Men
thout bodies. Bodies without nourishment. Children without
ents. Day without sun. Night without darkness. A city without
soulaa . :

‘Leningrad. w
eningrad, a port without a sca. ;

Ecningrad’, fdfgottcn home of Czechs and Bolsheviks.

Leningrad . . . betrayed . . . sold . . f forgotten. . . .

The madness of a Caesar created you, Leningrad, but the scourge
f God drove the pcople out; none returned—only beasts and
" shadows. You lived in shame, Leningrad, because you I?ore the
' name of a destroyer. A capital you may be, but you will disappear
" into the morass of the earth’s ocean.

alcoves and tasselled curtains. Robust working girls with broad hips
and heavy fists, emaciated clerks with threadbare caps and unshaves
chins. Almost all of them had clambered over the vibrating iror
barrier and lowered themselves with swollen muscles over the
horrible abyss beneath. There was no life in their ashy faces. The
no more feared death than they feared the hum-drum, everyday
existence. If they did fall the hare would come and eat up the flow
on their graves. Life had no meaning. The world had no meaning
Death had no meaning either. It was good to have a cigarette
between one’s lips, and not good to kneel in the penitential cell.
was good, too, to have a woman in one’s arms, but not good to'b
a child into the world. It was bad and not good to die, for death
absolute nothing. An emptiness, a nothing—that’s.all everyday
was. Greyness, the shadowy Nirvana of the Soviets. :
“I love to suffer for the Child Jesus!” The great West!.
When one looks in the direction of Gatschina and Djetski
towards Schlusselburg and the south-east, one sees nothing
country behind the murky curtain of smoke that hangs above
factories. Country which has a sort of oceanic monotony—thous
and thousands of kilometres of it, stretching as far as the volcan
* of Kamschatka and the salt floods of the Behring road. '
To the north about twenty-three kilometres from. Nieustadt li
Suomi in Finland.
Russia is dominated by the Soviets, Finland by the Lapps.
At Bicloostrov Fascists are shot, at Rajajoki Communists are
thrown into prison. g,
At Bieloostrov red flags wave, and at Rajajoki white flags with:
blue crosses. . ' ;
At Bieloostrov they burn Bibles and ikons, at Rajajoki the Pravd
and the newspaper Kollecktivisti. 4
At Bieloostrov . . .
At Rajajoki . . . B ;
But at Bieloostrov and at Rajajoki one can write theses to disprove @ The street-vendors, who all day long had displayed hard, wooden-
the existence of God. B looking apples in a cunning, furtive manner at dark strect-corners,
The devil is in both places. " had disappeared with their wares. A smoky‘ light is still bur:mng t_ll]n
But over all is God. B ¢ tavern and a gramophone hammers out 1ts grating tune into the
Rajajoki! . ht ]
Bicloostrov! - e room below I spoke for some time with the post-office girl.
The devil! God! God! The devil! " The day before a girl with 2 Bohemian s‘nub nosc;'sat bchmé ﬁc
The spectral beings from Nicustadt peer with expressionless eyes: partition. She said “Kapecks” instead of “‘Kopecks” and called the

il

3

'-TT The way back led through the streets where night was fa.l‘ling.
| The ghosts are weary but the clanging of the trams 15 as shrill as
ever. Their hideous screeching shatters the heavy, stifling air of the
. late summer evening.

Men go about with even more of a stoop than in the morning,
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stamps of the Republic of Tanu-Tuva the postage stamps of “our:
colony.” To-day a blonde woman with dyed hair sat in her place and
gossiped about foreign towns. When I pointed to picture post-ca ds’
of Budapest and Vienna she smiled in a deprecating way and said’
that one could always make a town look nice in a photograph though=
the reality was very different. Once she’d seen lantern slides of
Moscow and had always longed to sce the real Moscow. What a/
disappointment when she did! s
Later on I was sitting by myself above in the restaurant, swallow==
ing down some food. Waiters came and went. ; The stars came o
A kettle-drummer hammered away monotonously like natives
some primeval forest. This evening Russia suddenly seemed like a*
kingdom of white niggers. :
In my room I boldly counted my money, reckoned how much-my
ticket and tips would cost altogether, turned over the pages of a time-
table, folded up some brand new rouble notes, and opened my pas
port. The stamp of the Jew at Ploschtschadj Uritzkavo had come
a little on to the opposite page and the red-cross stamps were stuck in |
the shape of an amphitheatre on the bottom margin. Islid my hand’
_almost lovingly over the surface. Time passed slowly. - i
-I almost dreamt that I was already in England, wandering over
the bright green lawns, or sitting in a club chair drinking o
Malaga, or reading an exciting detective story, or Mlying o
asphalt streets (Oh, eternal youth!) on a bicycle. Then suddenly,
like a grey shadow that had been hidden all day, fear came over me
again and stifled every cheerful thought. g
All at once I jumped up from my chair, stiff with fear—the lamp &
at my bedside table threw a long, heavy shadow on the wall—and =
stared in front of me. The terror, which a minute ago had 4
masked, annihilated, gripped me anew with overwhelming force.
A sudden turn to the left—the passport forgotten, the English &
landscapes, the Malaga, the rouble notes and the meadows—and T
staggered to the door like a hunted bull. 3
After wandering aimlessly through the corridors I went to the |
Swedish girl’s room. I stood in front of the door with beating heart. =
If only she were not aslecp already. I knocked very gently. A
muffled “Come in.” I went inside. Then I felt safe.
The girl was sitting at her writing table, reading. When I wentin &
she guessed what I wanted—not to be alone, to talk, to hear a human

voice. I was so thankful to be near her. A smell of eau-de-Cologni

and

clean washing, ) ;

it a homely fecling. One would have known, cven with one’s eyes
‘shut, that it was a girl's room; and this knowledge brought with it a

_mysterious warmth,

that hung over me the other side of the door) was forgotten.

She shut the book with a snap, and to distract me as much as

possible said that she had spent

' kept a diary, had never been to :
living there, and thought that Sigrid Undset was miles better than

ma Lagerlof. Then she grew tired of talking and stared in front

her.

" “Am I disturbing you?” I asked. :

~ “No, I like you,” she answered, quickly, “becausc as long as
vou’re here I can't go to sleep.”

Then, after a pause.

. “Are you ill?”

" “No, not at the moment!”

1 was really strong again. I knew that there was someonc by me

on was good. I took her
All, white trapeze. The onc solid thing in th
_only thing you could hold on to. I kissed it reverently.
*  Tamno “gallant.”
child. And she was my mother.

~ She was tired and her eyelids began to
Jith bent head 1 went sorrowfully back _
essed slowly. Then I began to turn over the pages of the telephone
k restlessly again. Then I turned out the light and at last the
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faded flowers and soap hung over the room and gave

cuch a warmth that everything else (the reality

the afternoon in a cinema, that she
Oslo though she had a married sister

this gave me confidence. I was grateful to this person. _Thc
hand. The back of her hand was like a
¢ midst of chaos. The
This is a caricature of a cavalier. I am only a
droop. I stood up to go.
to my own room. I un-

dwork of the window with its blue background disappeared.

eep came like an iron coffin 1id that extinguished all thinking.
. Outside the sirens moaned sleepily.
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