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A DIALOGUE IN LIMBO 
PLACE. A shady bower in the Spirit-
W orld. 
TIME. The present. 
ANATOLE FRANCE ( very much at 
ease in his monkish red dressing-gown, 
with a scarlet Florentine cap on his 
head, and slippers lined with episcopal 
purple on his f eet,-leaning for ward to 
place his fine long hand on his com-
panion's knee): You have no idea, my 
dear Vladimir Ilyich, what a relief it 
is for me to be out from under the 
thumb of the good Josephine. That 
most excellent of servants had an in-
corrigible habit of editing all my con-
tacts with my fellow-men. 
LENIN: Of course! I didn't lose my 
need of pressing,-restlessly turning his 
cap around in his stubby fingers): 
Really! 
FRANCE ( with a sly smile): You seem 
somewhat abstracted, my friend. Is it 
that you do not relish the freedom 
which is the portion of those who put 
off, in the curious Christian phrase, the 
burden of the flesh? Or are you per-
haps subject to that ache which a man 
believes himself to suffer in an ampu-
tated limb? 
LENIN: You know Homer,-didn't 
Achilles say he'd rather be a peasant's 
hired man than ruler over all the dead? 
FRANCE: Yes, - no doubt, - after 
all. ... For myself, however, after 
eighty years I found my capacity for 
pleasure somewhat warped. There 
was even a sense of luxury in this lay-
ing aside so poor an instrument as this 
aged body. But you, like Achilles, 
were not trained in the difficult art of 
leisure. What annoys you really 1s 
your immortal soul. 
LENIN: Immortal tommyrot ! 
FRANCE: This is one of those cases 
when it is not the noun, but the adjec-
tive that is important. We would have 
done better, we two, had we followed 
Pascal's advice. You will recall that 
he said that it is better to have faith, 
because if there should be a Hereafter, 
you have the next world to gain, and if 
not, you have nothing to lose. 
LENIN: There your Pascal talks like 
a shop-keeper. (With a short laugl1): 
As a matter of fact, all these religious 
fellows have merchants' minds. Come 
to think of it, what was religion in the 
beginning but barter in kind: I'll give 
You an offering of roast meat, corn 
and wine, and in return You prosper 
my crops. By the time you get to 
Christianity, as understood by brokers 
and stockholders, you have in operation 
a credit-system, involving the practice 
of certain middle-class virtues, and an 
-I. 0. U. of a portion in Heaven. 
FRANCE (gently): The ghost is still 
an economic materialist. 
LENIN: Of course! I didn't lose my 
mind when I lost my body. ( His 
irritation suddenly breaking through): 
"Ghost" indeed I You will be talking 
to me of demons and angels next, like 
a Russian monk. 
FRANCE ( with unru.iled urbanity): 
Why non The older residents here 
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tell me that this choler of yours is, if 
I may misquote Shakespeare, a malady 
most incident to shades. Who are we 
but ghosts? 
LENIN: My dear F ranee, now I know 
that I am in Hell. Nowhere else 
would I be compelled to do nothing but 
engage in metaphysical arguments. 
FRANCE: One is in Hell as soon as 
one grows old : then even love becomes 
metaphysical. But on occasion, I have 
found philosophers entertaining. It is 
the thinkers who have been most fertile 
in giving a fresh complexion to the face 
of the world. The thinkers, and of 
.course, the artists, too. 
LENIN: I knew that sooner or later 
you'd put in a word for your fellow-
craftsmen. You gentlemen believe that 
the universe is nothing but mud for 
you to make pies with. Of course, I 
don't know anything about art-
FRANCE (interrupting obligingly): But 
you know what you like. 
LENIN (sharply): No. I haven't had 
time to think about that. What I do 
know is what we need. And that's 
more important. We need good re-
porters,-men who will throw a search-
light into the dark corners of our life. 
We need satirists, to laugh at our 
stupidities. But what we need most, 
right now, is a brass band to hearten 
up the soldiers, so that they'll do a 
good job of fighting. 

FRANCE: You forget yourself, mon 
cher. This is not a speakers' platform 
in Moscow: this is a retired bench in 
Limbo. 
LENIN (sighing): And so I talk as I 
used to do in exile. 
FRANCE (maliciously): Since they 
embalmed you like a Pharaoh, you 
dream, possibly, of resurrection? Hap-
pily, I was treated differently. Do 
you know, I was scarcely cold, when 
the young iconoclasts published a sheet 
about me, entitled, Un Cadavre! Con-
fess,-that is the fate you would have 
preferred. You are consumed with 
envy of me! 
LENIN: Much more sensible. How-
ever, it's all of no consequence. 
FRANCE: That is how you deceive 
yourself. Me, they will safely bury in 
the text-books of literature. They 
will talk eloquently about my master, 
Renan, from whose hands I accepted 
the torch without a flicker of the flame, 
-about my style, so pure; my spirit, 
so tolerant; my mind, so Latin, so 
acute. They will forget completely 
everything that made me human: my 
cupidity, my egotism, my adorable little 
weaknesses-I do not refer to Madame 
-but to helas, I forget their names, I 
remember only their little ankles, their 
caresses- Unless Brousson speaks. 
He was my secretary: the valet to my 
books. I was not exactly a hero to 
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Brousson. But yes, I am certain of 
oblivion: I shall become a classic. 
You, however, will have no rest. Your 
dead hand will weigh like <iron upon 
the generation that is growing up even 
within sight of your mausoleum. Your 
name will be taken in vain very time 
an orator opens his mouth, and my 
God, how you Russians can talk! You 
will be responsible for every crime 
committed against freedom of thought 
and of conscience. You will be help-
less, because you will be canonized. 
You will be the father of your coun-
try, and of every taboo that is be-
gotten by such a parent. Sublime 
paradox I (Sinking into despondency): 
What a subject for me, who can never 
use it! 
LENIN: If I had blood, it would run 
cold listening to you. (Comforting 
himself): But after all, skepticism 
didn't die with you. And they can't 
take my word for Scripture, because 
I was not always consistent. 
FRANCE: The Gospels are not al-
ways consistent. Yes, yes, I may be-
come a bore, but you-you will be-
come a bond! 
LENIN (facing F r a n c e with a 
twinkle): Why are you so anxious to 
make me uncomfortable? What do 
you have against me~ You were a 
Communist, weren't you? 
FRANCE: True. But I was also, as 
you have just reminded me, a sceptic. 
Both my Communism and my scepti-
cism were rooted in pity for the race of 
men, those ridiculous and pathetic crea-
tures, who, of all the animals, are the 
only ones to prey upon their kind, and 
who, being endowed with reason, em-
ploy it to torment each other and them-
selves. And pity, I take it, is not a 
virtue with you. 
LENIN: A relic of bourgeois psychol-
ogy. The young must be instructed 
not in sympathy, but in impatience, not 
in meekness, but in harshness, not in 
piety, but in courage, not in liberty, 
but in iron discipline. You know it 
yourself. The growing generation has 
a cruel, dirty, bloody job ahead of it, 
and must be fitted to perform its his-
toric task. 
FRANCE ( stroking his chin): Ah, my 
dear Vladimir Ilyich, it is all very well 
for the young to be ruthless. They 
can tear down with impunity the bleak 
walls they had no hand in erecting. 
But when one has lived in the shadow 
of the Bastille of custom and tradition 
as I have lived,--even if one has spent 
one's days in lighting candles to dis-
perse that darkness, one comes to feel 
that if the prison were down, one 
would miss the chiaroscuro that it made. 
Even I, who labored for enfranchise-
ment with all the strength and skill 
that was in me, with how much ex-
penditure of ink and excellent paper, 
and at what a sad loss of hours that 
should have been more pleasurably em-
ployed,--even I tremble at the thought 
of what liberation would actually in-
volve. A man might raise his voice a 


