UNIVERSAL
LIBRARY

OouU_216119

Advddll
TVSHdAINN






OUP—39---20-4-72—10,000.

OSMANIA UNIVERSITY LIBRARY
Call No, 4 2% -2 Acoession No, 1y AR
Author &%/ M

Title

‘Thi: hook should be returnsd sn oe hefare she does 1o o0 v e






MEMOIRS OF A
BRITISH AGENT






R H. BRUCE LOCKH.

MEMOIRS OF A
BRITISH AGENT

BEING AN ACCOUNT OF THE AUTHOR'S
EARLY LIFE IN MANY LANDS AND OF HIS
OFFICIAL MISSION TO MOSCOW IN 1918

PUTNAM

LONDON AND NEW YORK



First Publfvhed Nowember 1932
Repriveed Nowvember 1332
Reprintid Detemiber 1332
Reprinted December 1932
Reprimied fanrany 1012

Printed in Great Britain
by THE SHENVAL PRESS



CONTENTS

BOOK 1. Malayan Novitiate
BOOK 11. The Moscow Pageant.
BOOK IIl. Wat and Peace

BOOK 1V, History from the Inside

INDEX.

Vi

Page3

97

349






BOOK |
MALAYAN NOVITIATE



BULAN TRANG, bintang berchahaya;
Burong gaga’ memakati padi.
Kelau Tuan ti‘ada perchaya,

Belah dada’ melihat hati.

(The moon is clear. The gtars shine bright above.
The crow is feeding in the rice apart.

If Thou, my Lord, misdoubt my plighted love,
Come, cleave my breast, and see my wounded heart.)

Malayan Pantun.



CHAPTERONE

IN MY STORMY and chequered life Chance has played more
than her far part. The fault has been my own. Never a any
time have | tried to be the complete magter of my own fate.
The srongest impulse of the moment has governed all my
actions When chance has raised me to dazzling heights, | have
recaived her gifts with outstretched hands. When she has cast
me down from my high pinnacle, | have accepted her buffets
without complaint. | have my hours of penance and regret.
I am introspective enough to take an interest in the examina
tion of my own constience But this sdf-andyss has dways
been detached. It has never been morbid. It hes neither aided
nor impeded the fluctuations of my varied caresr.

It has availed me nothing in the eterna struggle which man
wages on behalf of himsalf agangt himself. Disappointments
have not cured me of an ineradicable romanticism. If at times
| am sorry for some things | have done, remorse assdils me only
for the things | have left undone.

--1 was born in Anstruther in the county of Fife on Septem-
ber 2nd, 1887. My father was a preparatory schoolmader,
who migrated to England in 1906. My mother was a
Macgregor. My ancesors include Bruces Hamiltons, Cum-
mings, Wallaces and Douglases, and | can trace a connection
back to Baswdl of Auchinleck. There is no drop of English
blood in my veins.

My childhood memories are of little interest to anyone
exogpt mysdlf. My father was a keen Rugby football player
and a member of the Scottish Rugby Union Sdection Com-
mittee. My mother's brothers wee well-known Scottish
athletes. | therefore received my first "rugger” ball at the age
of four and, under the tuition of various Scottish Inter-
nationas, could drop a god amost as soon as | could walk.
What is sranger is the fact that my father, who was no player,
was a0 an ardent cricket enthusast. When my third brother
was born, | dapped my hands and exdamed deightedly:
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4 MEMOIRS OF A BRITISH AGENT

" Now we shall have one to bat, one to bowl, and one to keep
wicket!" Then, repairing to the kitchen, | sole a raw beef-
desk and placed it in his cradle in order that he might the
quicker develop bone and muscle. | was sven at the time!

In other repects my education was normal. | recaved my
fair share of corporal punishment—chiefly for playing football
or cricket on the Sabbath, which my father obsarved strictly.
At the age of twelve | gained a foundation scholarship at
Fettes, where | spent five years in the worship of athleticism.
This exaggerated devotion to games interfered sadly with my
gudies. In my firg term at Fettes | was firs in the Latin
sntence paper s for the whole school, with the exception
of the VIth form, and corrected by the heedmase himsdlf.
During the rest of my school carex | was never again within
the firg fifty, and, although | sucoesded in reaching the VIth
form, | was a grievous disappointment to my parents. In order
to rid me of an unwholesome fetish, my father sent me to
Berlin ingead of allowing me to go to Cambridge, where a
few years later my second brother was to distinguish himself
by obtaining two Blues forfeiting in the process the first-
dass "honours* in modern languages which otherwise he
almost certainly would have secured.

To Germany and to Professor Tilley | owve much. Tilley was
an Australian who had become more Prussan than the
Prussans even to the extent of dropping the "€' from his
name and dgning himsdf after the manne of the great
German oldier of fortune. His methods were Spartan and
pitiless, but he showed me how to work—a virtue which, in
spite of many backdidings, | have never entirely lost. He
taught me two other valuable lesons—respet for ingtitutions
and cugoms other than English and the ssoret of mastering
foreign languages The firg has helped me throughout my
life in my rdations with foreigners The ssoond was to sand
me in good fead when sven years later | went to Russa
If Tilley is still alive, 1 hope he will s this tribute to his
dioroughness. In my life his wes the one influence which |
can dexribe as wholly beneficial.
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From Berlin | was sant to Paris, where | came under the in-
fluence of that good and godly man, Paul Passy. From him |
acquired an excdlent French acoent and my first insight into
Wel sh revivalist methods. Passy, who was the son of FrEdEric
Passy, the eminent French jurist and pacifist, was the gentlest
of Calvinists. Asayoung man he had wanted to be amissonary
and, sriousin all things, he had trained himself for his arduous
caex by edting rats. An affection of the lungs prevented this
great schdlar from burying himself in the wilds of China or
the remoter South Sea Idands. The heasthens loss became
sdences gain, and to-day the name of Pessy is linked eterndly
with the names of Sweet and Vietor in the honours list of the
pionears of modern phonetics. In spite of his absorption in his
linguistic studies, Passy never abandoned his good works or
hisreclamation of sinners. Whenfirst | knew him he was under
the influence of Evan Roberts, the Welsh evangdist, and for
the only time in a varied carer | had the strange experience of
appearing on the platform and singing Welsh revivaist hymns
in French before a Paris Sum audience. Passy sad the prayers
and played the harmonium with threefingers, while | sang the
solos supported by a chorus of three trembling English
students.

If life is a successon of accidents, the saries in my own life
hes been rapid. After three years in France and Germany, |
returned to England in order to undergo afina preparation for
the Indian Civil Service. Fate and my own genius for drifting
ruled otherwise. In 1908, my uncle, one of the pionears of
the rubber-growing industry in the Maay States cane home
from the Eat and fired my imagination with wonderful tacs
of the fortunes that were to be made amost for the asking
in that dusve and enchanting land. Already the travel-bug
had entered my blood, and in my desire for new worlds and
new adventures, | decided to throw in my lot with the rubber-
planters and to go East.

My student days in Berlin and Paris had been serious and
blandess. In Germany a passionate devotion to Heine—even
to-day | can recite by heat most of the Intermezzo and the
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Heimkehr—inspired me with an innocent attachment to the
daughter of a German naval officer. | sailed my boat on
Wannsee by moonlight. | sghed over my Pilsener on the
terrace of a Schlachtensee café | sang—in the presence of her
mother—the latet and most romantic Viennese and Berlin
Lieder. And | magered the German language. But there were
no adventures, no exapades no exceses In France | segped
myself in the exatic sentimentalism of Loti, whom | once met
and whose eccentridties and mincing manners failed to cure me
of an admiration which | fed to this day for the charm and
beauty of his prose. But my tears ware shed over " Les Disen-
chant its* in solitude. | learnt the farewdl letter of Dj”nane by
heart. Three years later it was to be of good service to mein my
examination for the Consular Service. But | learnt it for the
mortification of my own soul. | made no attempt to imitate the
long sies of "Manages de Loti." Now the Eagt was to lead
me along the broad highway of her unrestricted temptations.



CHAPTER TWO

NO JOURNEY will ever give methe same enchantment asthat first
voyage to Singapore. It remains in the memory as a ddicious
day-dream in which | can recall every incident and which
never fails to consle me in moments of ssdness Far more
dearly than the numerous travelling companions | have snce
met, | can == in my mind's eye the captain, the smoking-
room geward, the deck hands, the dbese and romantic purser,
and the three German naval officers who were my only serious
rivals for firg place in the dedk soorts But the real magic
of that journey was in the kaledoscope of wonderful colours
and haunting landscapes which every twenty-four hours was
unfolded before my eyes This pageant | enjoyed for mysdf
and by mysdf. | roxe in the dark to catch that first flutter
of the breeze which heralds the approach of the Eagtern
dawn and waited with a ddicious tremor of anticipation until
the great fire-ball of the sun burst through the pall of greyness
and revealed where ky ended and the calmest of sss began.
Alone in the bows | watched the saffron-tinted sunsats with
their changing panoramas of ships and armies, of kings and
cadles of knights and fair women, of adventures far more
enthralling and vivid than the mog thrilling film-story. |
was only twenty-one, and my thirst for knowledge was un-
quenchable. | devoured evey travel-book on which | could
lay my hands Some of the books | read then are still among
my greates treasures Jules Bosserés " Fumeurs d'Opium”
remains the bes book of its kind that | know. Others, like
Swettenham's " Unaddressed Letters/* which bears its date on
evay page sem amogs comic to-day. Then, however, they
were tremendoudy real. Loti was my hero, and like Loti |
wrapped mysdf in a mantle of mdancholy solitude. At ports
| fled ingtinctively from my countrymen and, unaccompanied
by any fawning guide, explored at random what | conceved
to be the native quarters With the exception of Victor
Corkran, who, years older than mysdf, probably found a
whimsical pleasure in drawing me out and in listening to the
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extravegant dreems and confident ambitions of an all-too-
conceited, because sdf-conscious, youth, | made few friends.
Neverthdess, he wes kind, and conceded his amusement
behind a mask of sympathy. He had travelled widely and
knew drange sorgos of history and folk-lore which were not
to be found in guide-books. On board the Buelow he weas a
Roman in a horde of Goths, and to-day | am grateful to him
for many a vauable lesson which, doubtless, he was unaware
that he was imparting.

Above al, | learned to gppreciate the beauty of warm
colours and luxuriant vegetation. An orchid in the Maayan
jungle meant more, means more to me to-day, than the most
beautiful "cattleya' on the breest of the most beautiful woman.
The glowing warmth of the tropical sun became a necessty
to my physicd exigence and a stimulant to my mind. Even
to-day | cannot think of those doudless Eagtern skies, those
long dretches of golden sand with their background of cooling
pams and lofty casuarinas without a feding of longing which
is dmog akin to physica pain. Like Fauconnier's hero | have
come to bdieve that every country where a man cannot live
naked in all ssesons is condemned to work, to war, and to the
hampering restraint of moral codes To-day, the fogs of an
English winter are to me as grim a nightmare as the walls of
my Bolshevik prison.

And yet in this Malaya, which | love, which remains as the
plessantest regret in my life, and which | shal never s again,
| wes a failure. On my arrival in Singgpore | wes sent as a
"creeper” to a rubber plantation outsde Port Dickson. Earth
knows no gem more beautiful than this tiny harbour which
lies a the entrance to the Straits of Maacca At that time it
was unspoilt by the intrusion of the white man. The dimate
was dmogt perfect. Its coagt-line was like an opal changing in
colour with every angle of the sun. The illness of its nights,
broken only by the gentle lapping of the ssa on the casuarina
crested shore, brought a pesce which | shall never know again.

| enjoyed every minute of my year there. But | was an in-
different planter. The pungent odour of the Tamil codlies |
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could not abide! | learnt enough of their language to carry out
my duties. Toiday, beyond stock-phrases of command and
a string of oaths, | have forgotten every word. The Chinese,
with their automatic accuracy, made no gpped to me, and the
actud estate work, the filling in of check ralls, the keegping of
accounts, bored me. My head-manager, a brother-in-law of
the late L ord Forteviot, was easy-going and benevolent to my
short-comings. Very quickly | entered into the life of the
British planter. | learnt to drink the inevitable "stengah."*
Once amonth | went with my chief to the neighbouring town
of Seremban and imbibed vast quantities of gin "pahits" in
the Sungel Ujong Club. At wesk-ends | travelled about the
country playing football and hockey and making hosts of new
acquaintances. The hospitality of the Malaya of those golden,
prosperous days of 1908 was for a youngster amost over-
whelming, and few there were who survived it unscathed.

During my dsay at Port Dickson | had one minor triumph,
the echo of which | hear faintly to this day.

Within a few months of my arrival in the country, | went
up to Kuda Lumpur to play "rugger” for my State, Negri
Sembilan, agang Sdlangor. Kuaa Lumpur is the capitd of
Sdangor and of the Federated Malay States Sdangor itself hes
the largest white population of any State and, at that time, its
"rugger" sde contained sevard international players including
that gargantuan and good-natured Scot "Bobby" Neill. In
those days Negri Sembilan could hardly muster fifteen
"rugger" players. Certainly, we had never beasten Selangor,
and | doubt if we had ever besten any other sate. Notwith-
standing the climate, "rugger" is the most popular of all
goedtades in Malaya, and, in spite of the gpparent disparity
in strength between the two sdes, a large gathering of Euro-
peans and natives turned out to sse the match, which weas
played on the Kuada Lumpur Padang. Those who witnessed
this dassic encounter were rewarded with one of the greatest
surprises in the history of sport. The match was played about
Christmas time, and Sdangor were not in training. Perhaps

1 Whisky and soda.
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they rated their opponents a little too lightly. At any rate at
half-time Sdangor were leading by a try and a pendty god
dropped by the ponderous " Bobby*' to a try scored by mysalf.
Soon &fter the beginning of the second half, it was obvious that
Sdangor were tiring, and the crowd—a Sdangor crowd—de-
lighted at the progpect of a surprise victory, cheered us on.
I was fortunate enough to soore a sscond try, and with five
minutes to go the soores were level. Then, from a line-out,
a big New Zedander, who had played a sterling game for us,
threw the ball back to me, and from just inside haf-way |
dropped a godl.

We had perpetrated the grestest joke for years, and the
Sdangor team and the spectators were sportsmen enough to
gopreciate it. | wes carried off the field in triumph to the
"Spotted Dog," the once famous club which gands on the
edge of the Padang. There | was surrounded by a host of people
whose names | did not know, but who were old Fettesans—
Scotamen, who knew my brother or my father, and who
dapped me on the back and indsted on standing me a drink.
Long before dinner time | must have had a drink, perhaps
seveard drinks, with nearly everyone in the room. By the time
| arived a the F.M.S. Hotel, where an officia dinner was
being given to the two teams, both teams and guests were in
their places | wes met at the door by "Bobby*' Neill, who
informed me that the chair was being teken by the acting
Resident-Generd, and that | had been unanimoudy voted into,
the place of honour on his right-hand at the top table. This
was my first experience of the limelight of publicity, and |
did not like the ordedl. My crowning achievement, however,
was my conversation with the R.G., to whom | talked like a
father of my experiences in the East. They must have been too
vividly described, for he informed me reprovingly that he was
amarried man.

"Tamil or Malay, sir?' | asked him politely.

"Hush!" he said. "I've three children."”

"Black or white, dr?' | continued with irrepressble
affability.
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Fortunately, he had a sense of humour and a blind eye for
the failings of twenty-one, and, when next year's match came
round, he asked me to say with him, carme to s me play,
and in his goeaech refered to me—dad no longer the flegt-
footed speed-merchant of the previous yea—as "faint yet
pursuing."

That fitful triumph had an unpleasant sequd. As the young-
et and, therefore, most indgnificant and innocent member
of the visiting team, | had been quartered with the parson, a
fine athlete but a trifle drat-laced—especiadly for a padre in
the tropics. Kuda Lumpur, like Rome, being built on saven
hills, | had some difficulty in finding the good man's bungalow
in the early hours of the morning. Thanks, however, to the
faithful "Bobby" and to other kind friends | wes segred
sfdy to my room, and by a great eifort | sucoesded in putting
in an gopemrace a bredkfast the next morning—Sunday
morning with a three-course Sunday breskfast to cdébrate it!
Cold weater had done wonders, and | looked not too bad, but
my voice had gone. As | cosked out my answves to a fusllade
of quegtions regarding my hedlth and how | had dept, Mrs.
Padre looked a me pityingly.

"Ah, Mr. Lockhart," she said. "I told you, if you did not
put your swvegter on &fter the game, you would get a chill."”

W ith that she rushed from the table and brought me a dass
of cough-mixture, which in that spirit of yness which even
to this day | have never quite overcome, | weas too wesk to
refuse The result wes ingantaneous, and without a word |
rushed from the room. Never before, or snce, have | suffered
as | suffered on that Sunday morning. | often wonder how much
Mrs. Padre knew. If she intended to teech me a lesson, the
rewards of the schoolmagter can never have been sweder.

These wild excursons, however, were but episodes in a life
which in spite of the monotony of my work provided me with
ocountless new interests. The Malay gentleman at large, with
his profound contempt for work, made an instant gpped to me.
| liked his attitude to life, his philosophy. A man who could
fish and hunt, who knew the mysteries of the rivers and forests,
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who could speek in metgphors and meke love in "pantuns,”
was a man ater my own heart. | learnt his language with
avidity. | studied his cusoms and history. | found romance
in the velled mysery of his women-folk. | devoted to my
Madays the energy and enthusasm which should have been
expended on the Tamil and Chinese codlies of my rubber
egdae Despisng the unintellectua exigence of the planter,
| sought my friends among the younger government officids
I showed them my poems. They invited me to admire their
water-colours. There was one soulful young man—to-day he
haes reeched the heights of Colonia eminence—with whom |
played duets on the piano.

I mede friends, too, with the Roman Catholic missonaries—
splendid fellows, voluntarily cutting themsaves off from Europe
and even from the Europeans in the East and devoting their
whole life to tending their native flock and to reclaiming and
educating the hdf-cagte population.

In the columns of the loca newspaper | made my first essay
in journalism, and, although my morbid efforts to expose the
Jperee trefic in fadlen women met with little favour, |
achieved editoria recognition and a demand for more work of
a similar nature as a reault of a leader on the defects of Esper-
anto. Aboveall, | read, and read serioudy. The average planter's
library might contain a varied sdection of the prose and poetry
of Kipling, but its chief sand-by in those days was the works of
Hubert Waes and Jares Blyth. | do not know what authors
have taken their place to-day, but to me Hubert Wales was
neither lurid nor ingtructive. | made a rule never to buy a
novel, and to the weekly packet of serious literature, which
| received from Singgpore, | owe my sanity and my exgpe
from the dutches of the Eastern Trinity of opium, drink and
women. All three were to goread the net of their temptations
ova me, but reading saved me from the worst efedts of a
combined offensive.



CHAPTER THREE

ITWASMY youthful craving for solitude which led mefinally
into serious trouble. | was dways tormenting my uncle with
requests for a job on my own. At last | was st to open up a
new edate at the foot of the hills. The place, which for over a
year was to bemy home, was ten miles avay from any European
habitation. No white man had ever lived there before. The
village on which my edae bordered was the headquarters
of a Sultan who had been deposed and who was therefore,
not too friendly towards the English. My house, too, weas
a ramshackle dfair, verandahless and, although dightly better
than the ordinary Malay house, in no s of the word a
European bungalow. A deahrate for maaria unequaled
in the whole State did not enhance the atractions of the
place. My only links with civilisation were a push-bike and
the Malay police corporad who lived two miles avay. Never-
thdess | was as happy as a mahout with a new eephant.
During the day my time was fully occupied. | had to make
something out of nothing, an edate out of jungle, to build a
house for mysdlf, to make roads and drains where none existed.
There were, too, minor problems of administration which
were a source of congant interest and amusement to me:
Malay contractors who had an exause for evary backdiding;
Tamil wives, who practised polyandry on a strictly practica
basis—wo days for each of their three husbands and a rest on
Sundays, an outraged "Vulliamay,"” who complained that
"Ramasamy" had stolen his day; Chinese shopkegpers, who
drove hard bargans with my <sorekesper, and Bombay
"chetties" who stood round on pay day and held my codlies in
their usurious clutch.

With this mixed collection | held svay as the sole repre-
sentative of the British Raj. | digpensed judtice without feer
or favour, and, if there were complaints againg my authority,
they never reeched my ears During these first four months
| wes entirdly carefree | worked hard a my Malay. |
wrote short gtories which subsequently earned the unsolicited

e H
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encomiums of Clement Shorter and were published in the
"Sphere." | began a novel on Malay life—adas, never finished
and now never likely to be—and | continued my reading with
praiseworthy diligence. For amusement there was football and
shooting and fishing. | felled a piece of land, laid out a football
ground, and initiated the Maays of the village into the
mysteries of "Soccer." In that glorious hour before sunset |
shot "punai,"” the small Maay blue pigeon, as they were
flighting. | dabbed for "ikan harouan'—the coarse fish of the
Maayan rice-ponds—with a small live frog to teke the place
of a daddy-long-legs. Marvellous to rdate, | meade friends with
the deposad Sultan and especidly with his wife, the red ruler
of the roya household and a wizened up old lady with betel-
ganed lips and an eye that would strike terror into the boldest
heart. Rumour had it that she had committed every crime
in the pend code and many offences agangt God and man
which were not included in that list of human shortcomings.
She was however, the Queen Victoria of her district, and,
athough we subsequently became enemies | bear her no
grudge.

Among my own household | acquired an entirely unmerited
reputation as a revolver shot. My primitive bungaow was
infested with rats, which during mea-times would run down a
round beam from the pam-thatched roof to the floor. My
little fox terrier would then rout them out, while | stood with
arattan cane in my hand to knock the rats down as they ran up
the beam again. | killed soores of them in this manner. Still
better fun was shooting them with a revolver as they crawled
out from the "ataps' on to the ledge of the wall and sat staring
at me impudently. This practice certainly improved my shoot-
ing. Then came the great day which was to invest me in native
eyes with the magic skill of awizard.

The whole esate, including my own bungalow, was sarved
by alarge well, round and deep, with great aacks in its earthy
sdes between the water and the surface One morning, as |
wes breskfasting in solitary state, there was a fiendish gibbering
in the compound outsde my office door. The chaiter of many
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tongues was accompanied by a chorus of women's walls.
Infuriated, | rushed out to discover the resson for this matutinal
interlude. A Tamil coolie was lying groaning on the ground.
Two hundred of his compatriots surrounded him, shrieking,
explaining, imploring. A batch of Maays and the whole of my
Chinese household stood round to offer advice and see the end
of the tragedy. The unfortunate wretch had been bitten by
a snake. In jerks and pieces and with many contradictions,
the wildly excited crowd told its story. There was a cobra—
agiant cobra It was in the well. It had built its nest in a aack
in the sde It was a femde. There would be eggs and then
young. The well was unapproachable. Armagam had been
bitten. The mester must build a new well at once. With the
aid of the edate dispenser | lanced the two tiny blue punctures
in the wretch's leg, cauterised the wound, gave him a bottle of
gin, and sant him off in a bullock cart to the hospita twelve
miles awvay. (He recovered!) Then, accompanied by two Tamil
"Kenganies' and the Malay oversser, | went out to examine
thewell. My rifle was still at Port Dickson. My gun | had lent
to the District Officer at Jdebu. My only wespon was my rat-
shooting revolver. At the well all was still. The Tamil
"Kengany" pointed out the hole some eight fet down, in
which the cobra had made her home, and with along bamboo
pole my Malay ovassr hammered at the entrance. Then life
moved with cinematic swiftness There was a warning hiss.
A black hood showed itsdlf at the hole, raised an angry head, in
indignation, and sent my companions running for their lives.
I took careful aim, fired and likewise retrested. There was a
commotion from the well. Then al was still. | had shot
the cobra through the head. In its desth struggle it had
falen from its hole into the water. The victim of my wizardry
was expaosed to the public gaze and to the public ave My
reputation was made. In future | could go anywhere.

It was a fortunate chance, because the nearest way to Serem-
ban and civilisation lay through a Chinese mining village with
a bad reputation for gang-robberies. Already my bank cderk
had been held up by "Kheh" desperadoes, who, disappointed
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with the contents of his wallet, had cut off his finger as the
most convenient means of removing his ring.

To this danger | was no longer exposed. Even in the mining
village it was well known (i) that | could shoot rats and cobras
with a single bullet, (2) that | never travelled without my
revolver, and (3) that | never caried money. | travelled,
therefore, in peece | confess however, that nothing inlife
hes thrilled me quite so much as riding an ordinary push-bike
through the jungle in the middle of the night. This ordedl,
terrifying and yet enchantingly mysterious, was my experience
evay time | went into the chief town and sayed for dinner.
As | had to be on my edate before six odock the next morn-
ing, | used to st out on the return journey about midnight.
From the fourth to the tenth milestone | did not pess a single
house and for six miles | rode for dear life through a forest of
giant tress which in the moonlight ceg fantastic shegpes and
shadows aoross my path. In the distance, like King Solomon's
mountains, loomed the hills of Jdebu, myserious, intimate
and yet unfriendly. In the face of this unknown world, which
quickened my sarss until like the soldier in the fairy-tae
| could put my ear to the ground and hear people whispering
ome miles avay, | was afraid, but there was fascination in my
fear. Always | weas glad when | reeched home. But never wes
| too afraid to acogpt a dinner invitation in Seremban or to
face the journey home through the jungle. It was a good
apprenticeship for Bolshevik Russia. Familiarity soon conquers
fear. | grew used to the nightly concat of owls and night-jars-
Occasiondly, | heard atiger roaring to its mate. Once | nearly
ran into a black panther. But these were rare interludes, and
in the end, athough | never quite conquered the feding of
egieness my fears left me.

| was now to sak other adventures. | have said that | culti-
vated good rdations with the deposed Sultan and his wife.
My diplomacy bore fruit, and shortly before the fast of Rama-
zan | recaived an invitation to a "rong-geng'—a kind of
dancing compsetition a which the professond dancing girls
dance and sing Malay love quatrains. And as they sing, they
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throw chdlenges to the would-be poets and dancars among
the locd youth. To the European it is not a particularly en-
thralling performance. The dancars do not dance in couples
but shuffle sde by sde, the man endeavouring to follow the
geps of the professond lady. To the Malay, however, it is a
romantic adventure with an irresstible sx gpped. Occasion-
aly, ayoung man, his blood heeted to boiling point, will lose
al restraint and try to hurl himself on one of the girls. Then
the locd bodyguard geps into action, and the delinquent is
removed forcibly from the arena for the rest of the evening.
He is disgraced but envied.

A mode of decorum and European propriety, | st between
the Sultan and his virile sopouse. The Sultan, old and shrivelled,
maintained a dignified slence. His activities were confined to
plying me with swvest lemonade and whisky. His virago wes
more voluble. She discoursed to me on the wickedness of the
younger generation and, particularly, of the young women.
| enjoyed her conversation. According to loca report she had
been the wickedest woman of her own generation. Her lovers
had been as numerous as the ssads of a mangosteen, but none
had ventured to criticise her conduct or to exert the customary
Malay rights of a jedous husband or paramour. Even then,
with her betd-stained lips and her wrinkled face she wes
more than a match for any man. She reminded me of Gagool
in "King Solomon'sMines" and inspired me with the same
ane and respect.

On the whole, however, it was a tedious entertainment. |
did not dare to turn my head to ingpect the ladies of the
"istand" who, with "sarong" drawn over their heeds reveding
only their dark, mysterious eyes stood behind me. | retired
early, determined to requite the hospitality | had received by a
far more gorgeous spectade The next morning | engaged from
a neighbouring gete two "rong-geng" girls, whose beauty wes
a byword even in this remote village. | deared a goece in my
own compound, erected seets and a miniature grandstand, and
sent out invitations broadcast for the following week.

The village, headed by the Court, turned up in full force
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In the moonlight the bright "sarongs' of the Malays acquired
anew and srange splendour. The pam-trees, still as the night
itself, cat a ghostly shadow over the earthen floor. Myriads
of gas shone from the dark blue canopy of heaven. It was
a bdlet setting, of which Bekst himself might have been
proud, and with the remova of the first restraint my guests
gave themsdves up to full enjoyment of the sensuous soene
To add lustre to my own brilliance, | had invited the Com-
missoner of Police, a genid Irishman, whom with some
trepidation | placed between the Sultan and his wife. | weas
thus free to organise the proceedings and to superintend the
arangements for my guests And then | saw her. She wes
standing among the ladies of the "istana'—a radiant vision of
brown loveinessin abatek skirt and ared silk coat. A "sarong"
of blue and red squares was drawn over her head, exposing only
the tiniest ova of a face and eyes which were as unfathomable
as the night.



CHAPTER FOUR

THERE ARE moments in life which photograph themsdves
indelibly on the brain. This wes such a moment—what the
French cdl the coup de foudre | have been in one of the worst
earthquakes in Jgpan. | have seen Tsarist ministers shot before
my eyes as a premonitory example of what my own fae wes
to be if | did not soesk the truth. | have had the roof lifted
off my house by a "Sumatra." But none of these catadysans
wes as tremendous or as shattering as the fird explosion of love
in my heat when | sawv Amai. | wes twenty-three. | had spent
four years in France and Germany. | had been through my caf
love, but | had had no &fars, no dangerous attachments. | had
been living for sx months in splendid isolation from my
fdlow countrymen. | had not spoken to a white woman for
over a year. Steeped in an unhealthy romanticism, | weas ripe
for temptation. My life was abnorma enough for me to take
my temptation with tragic seriousness And serious it wes in
its conseguences to both of us, changing the course of both our
lives.

For the rest of that evening | was in a fever. A fiercelonging
to be rid of my guests consumed me. | left the Sultan and his
malignant wife to the caes of the Commissioner and, crossing
to the other sde of the arena, | waked up and down, saring
agos a the frail beauty of this Malayan girl, who had so
suddenly disturbed the monotony of my life. Just above her
head there was a torchlight, which ssemed to shine on her
done, making her stand out like a pearl on a black back-
ground. And, indeed, she was pasing fair for a Malay, her
skin being far lighter than the skin of the pessant women,
who worked in the fields. | was soon to discover why.

Letting impatience get the better of discretion, | summoned
S Woh, my Maay headman, whom | had brought from
Singgpore and whose relations with the villagers were none too
good.

"The girl standing behind the Sultan—who is she?' |
whispered fiercely.

19
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His face never changed. Slowly he swept the arenawith his
eyes as though following the movements of the dancers He
showed no astonishment. He roused no suspicion. Then,
talking as though he wes discussng some detail of estate work,
he answvered dowly:

"The cow does not mate with the bird of Paradise. That is
Amai, the Sultan'sward. Sheismarried and is about to divorce
her husband. When the divorce is through, she will be married
to the Sultan's cousin.”

| waited impatiently until the last guest had gone. Then,
with my new knowledge adding to my ardour, | unburdened
myself to my Commissoner friend. His warning wes more
explicit than S Woh's. In afew terse sentences he told me to
put Amai out of my heed now and for dways Otherwise there
would be trouble—serious trouble. Native women were all the
same anyway. There were others more eedlly attainable and less
dangerous.

The advice was good. | should have taken it. Instead, | st
in motion such machinery as | possessed in order to establish
contact with my goddess. | took S Woh into my confidence
Through him | enlisted the sarvices of an old woman atteched
to the "igand'—a betd-stained old hag who pleeded my suit
for me. My progress was dow, but | never relented. Every day
a five odock Amai used to wak from her house to the
"istana," and every day atfiveo'dock | stood at the corner of
the road to watch her pess We made no sign. | remained
motionless. To have spoken would have ruined everything.
She never utveiled. She never dackened her pace And on
thexe daily two minutes of trandent passng | lived for six
weeks. Then one evening, soon after the divorce proceedings
had been completed, | went to my usud trysting-place. The
sun wes setting and had settled like aball of fire on the highest
mountain peek. A cooling breeze brought arich fragrance from
the jungle. | waited for a fev minutes, drinking in the warm
beauty of the Malayan sunset, a gnawing hunger in my heart.
For once the road was empty. My eyes were fixed on thelittle
footpath which led from her house to the road. At last she



BRUCE LOCKHART 21

came, a crimson ' 'sarong" over her head and smal green
dippers on her feet. Would she pass me by again as she had
pas=d me on so many occasons before—without asign, without
even a gancs? She ssamed to be walking more dowly than
usua. When she was nearly opposite me, she paused, drew her
"sarong" back until it showed the lotus-blossom in her hair,
and looked straight into my eyes Then, like a startled hare,
she turned and, quickening her steps disgppeared into the
gathering darkness.

I went home on fire. | summoned S Woh. | summoned the
old "bidan."* A medting—a red meeting must be arranged
a once

Two days later the "bidan" came back. She looked more
sniser than ever. With many prayers for her own sfety she
told me that everything had been arranged. The meeting was
for that night. | weas to wait at the edge of the jungle opposite
the ninth milestone at nine o'clock, and Amai would come to
me. | was to be punctual and very careful. | was to avoid the
road.

Very ddiberately | made my preparations. | oiled my revol-
ver, put on a pair of rubber-soled gym shoes and dipped an
dectric torch into my pocket. Then, trembling with excite-
ment, | st out on my wild adventure. | had about a mile to
walk through a narrow jungle path which led to a disused tin
mine. There was the river to aoss by a rickety bamboo bridge
which even by daylight was a baancing test for any white man.
It wes not a journey which | would have made for money. No
woman will ever tempt me to meke it again. Feaer lent spesd
to my limbs, and, when | arrived at the footpath aooss the
rice fields by which Amai had to come, | was a quarter of an
hour before my time. The waiting was worse than the walking.
In the dtillness of the Maayan night my hearing wes intensified
a hundredfold. The harsh cal of the night-jar filled me with
forebodings. A giant moth, attracted by my slver buttons,
embedded itself in the folds of my coat, striking terror into
my heart. There was no moon—not agar in the sky. Crouching

! The Court medicine woman.
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on my haunches like a native, | waited, gun in hand, while the
minutes pessd in an agony of downess Had the old "bidan
played a trick on me? If so, she would pay dearly for it on the
morrow. Had Amai's courage failed her at the last moment ?
For her the orded was a thousand times more dangerous than
for me. Then, when despair had amost driven me away, |
heard a splash. Some living cregture had dipped in the marshy
water of the "Padi" field. Then slence, followed by a footstep
and, before | could distinguish whether it was a man or beed,
a figure loomed suddenly out of the darkness not two peoss in
front of me. | jumped to my feet. Thefigure stopped. A faint
smel of pefumefilled my nostrils. She had come, It wes Amai.
For onefiercemoment | held her in my arms, her body tremb-
ling like the quivering of lalang grass at the first touch of the
morning sun. Then, taking her by the hand, | led her swiftly
from the night down that murky jungle path, aooss that
rickety bridge, back to the friendly shdter of my bungaow.
She wes never to leave it again until | mysalf was to be led
hdf-corpse, half-man, on to the boat a Port Swettenham
which wes to bear me for evar from the shores of Malaya.

The reg of the sory is all tragedy or all comedy according
to the romanticism or cyniciam of the reader. After that first
night Amai remained in my bungaow. Her presence was not
merely a visible proof of her love; it was dso inspired by fear
of her own people. In short, the affair of Amai provoked a great
scandd. My bungaow underwent a kind of sSege My Malayan
Gagool came to interview me on my doorstep. She came to
cgde and entice and remained to threaten. She enlisted the
savicss of her nephew, a ruling prince and a charming young
man with whom | had frequently played football. His em-
barassment was great. He liked Europeans and he liked me.
Over our "stengahs' we discussed the situation from every
angle. He offered me the fairest "houri" of his principality.
But Amai | must surrender. She was of the blood royal. It was
an insault to his aunt and, worse still, it was dangerous to me.
The Madays of my village wee not civilised like himself.
There would be trouble—very serious trouble. He shook his
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head and smiled, just like my Police Commissoner, but he
might as well have talked to the wind astried to over-ride my
Scottish obstinacy. | did not wish to quarrd with the man, still
less did | wish to hurt his pride. The affair had made some
gir even in European crdes It had reached the ears of the
Resident, and | had found it necessary to take counsd's opinion.

I went to Mr. C, an important government official, who
had married a Malay, and who was a member of a family with
a digtinguished record of savice in the East. His unofficial
advice—his official advice was like "Punch's' advice about
marriage—was given from the dearly-bought gore of his own
Oriental wisdom.

"This is a quedion of facesaving," he said. " You must
gain time. You must sy you are preparing to become a
Mohammedan."

In my interview with Gagool's nephew | bethought myself
of this advice. When all dse had failed, | turned to him and

said: "1 am ready to become a Mohammedan. | have written
to the Archbishop of Canterbury to obtain the necesary
permission.”

When a man is infatuated with a woman, there are aimost
no limits to the basmness of his conduct. In the eyes of other
men my conduct wes bae and sordid—but not in my own.
To kegp Amai | was prepared to embrace Mohammedanism.
It is not an episode in my life of which | am proud or for which
| s5k to make my youth and my londiness an excuse but at
the time it was—in the literal snse of the words—deadly
srious. It was not merdy infatuation. Something of the lust
of battle was in my soul—the same spirit which in Rugby
football has always made me prefer a sruggle againg odds to
an ey victory. | weas playing a lone hand againg the world,
and | was determined to play it to the last trick.

The Prince professed himsdf satidfied. Gagool and the village
did not. Amai and | became outcasts. My football team deserted
me. Akbar, my bes half-back, who held the nominal post of
bendahara or miniser of war under Gagool, betook himself
to the jungle. | was warned that he was preparing to run
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"amok." My Chinese cook left me. He was afraid of what
might happen to my food.

And then | fell ill. Day dfter day aparticularly virulent form
of maaria wasted my flesh and blood. Every afternoon and
evaery morning | ran a temperature with the regularity of an
adarum clock. My doctor came. Like every one d<e the good
man wes immersed in the rubber boom. His charge wes by the
mile, and, as my edate was his most distant call, | could not
afford him very often. He drenched me with quinine, but to
little purpose. As the months passed, my illness became
aggravated by a congtant vomiting. | could not kegp down any
solid food. In three months my weight declined from twelve
done eight to under ten gone. | became depressed and
miserable. All day | lay propped up in my long chair, trying to
reed, cursng my hdf-cagte assgants and the "kenganies' who
care to disturb me about the edate work, making mysdlf a
burden and a nuisance to everyone. But Amai | would not give
up. This determination, this obgtinacy, wes the one thing that
saved me from suicide.

For Amai hesdf | have nothing but prase She was an
incurable optimist. She was not afraid of any man and she
ran my house with arod of iron. Her chearfulness it is true,
became a strain dmost gregter than | could bear. She liked
noise which in Maaya means that she liked the gramophone.
It was not sfe for her to go oudtide die compound. She,
therefore, sayed a home and played "When die Trees ae
White with Blossom, I'll return/' To-day, | should bresk the
record, or throw it a her heed, but at that time | was too wesk.
Ingtead, | made a martyr of mysalf. My only relief from the
gramophone wes the piano. When | could beer the blossom of
the trees no longer, | would offer to play the tin-kettle upright
which | had borrowed from my cousin. Amai would then help
me to the piano-stool, put a shamv over my shoulders, and
St besde me, while with chattering teeth and palsied fingers
| grove to recdl the harmonies of my Viennese and Berlin
days. Her tagte in music weas entirdly primitive. Obviously,
she would have liked negro spirituals and, more than negro
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rhythmics, the languorous melodies of the Tsiganes. But in
those days the "Blue Danube" was the supreme thrill of her
musical sensuousess, and, if Wolff and Buresh could have
descended on my bungalow with that combined artistry which
hes made them supreme as exponents of the Viennese waltz, she
would have transferred her afections on the spot.

Perhgps | do her an injustice. She had her full share of pride
of race She despised the women who worked in the fields.
The irregularity of her own position worried her not at all.
Marriage and my own Mohammedanism never entered her
mind. As migress of the only "Tuan" in the district, she held
her heed proudly. She had the only gramophone and the only
piano in the village. Moreover, she ssved my life. Suspecting
that | was being poisoned, she alowed no food, which she had
not prepared hersdf, to pess my lips. And when | faled to
recover, she sent S Woh for Dowden, the government doctor.

Dowden was a queer fdlow—a cynical, morose Irishman,
whom | had known in my Port Dickson days. He was unhappy
in the East and vented his unhappiness in an aggressveness
which made him unpopular. His heart, however, was all gold,
and, as the son of the Dublin Shakespeare and Shelley pro-
fessor, he gopeded to me intdlectualy more than any other
white man in Malaya. He was not entitled to attend me pro-
fessondly, but he was not the man to worry overmuch about
guestions of etiquette. He came a once He sav and he
grunted. And that night he went into the bar of the Sungei
Ujong Club. The rubber boom was then at its height. Severd
planters, including my uncle, had meade vast fortunes on paper,
and in the club drink flowed as it dways ssams to flow in
moments of sudden prosperity. My uncle was playing poker
in the card-room—high poker with an "ante" of a hundred
dollars. Dowden, who had something of the Bolshevik in his
nature, tracked him down. My uncle had just raised the sekes
The doctor poured a douche of cold water on his exuberance.

"1 f you don't want to lay out your dake in a white man's
coffin, you had better collect that nephew of yours at once."

My uncdle weas shocked. He acted immediately. The next
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morning he came out with two Chinese "boys" in hiscar. In
slence the "boys" packed my clothes. Wrapping me in blan-
kets my uncle caried me into the car. Amai had disgppeared
into the back room. She must have guessed what was happen-
ing, but she never came forward. There was no farewell. But,
as the ca turned in the compound drive, the sun cagt a glint
on her little silver dippers which were lying neetly on the
bottom sep of my bungdow entrance. They were the last |
saw of he—the last | weas ever to s= of her.



CHAPTER FIVE

TO-DAY, ALTHOUGH | have travelled farther &fidd both by
land and s than even most Scotsmen, | never remember the
name of aship. | recadl only vagudy the date and the route of
my voyages Perhaps it was my illness, perhgps firg impres-
sons and the memories of early youth are more eesily retained;
perhagps—and this is true—the fird home-coming is the one a
man remembers best. The fact remains that every moment of
that long voyage from my uncle's bungaow in Seremban to
my Highland home in Scotland is impressed on my mind as
dearly as if it wee yesterday. With grest generosty my uncle
sent me to Jgpen for two months. His doctor had said that,
once | were removed from the source of infection and infatua-
tion, | should be a new man in sx wesks But Dowden shook
his head. He advised me to cut my traces and to go for good.
| weas given money and a ticket to Y okohama. Maurice Fogter,
the Worcestershire cricketer, brought me to Singapore. Ned
Coke took dharge of me on board the seamer. He had left the
Rifle Brigade for big business in rubber in Malaya and in red
edate in Canada, and his immense physique and vigorous
persondity overwhdmed me. | let myself be managed. The
ship's cgptain, a German with a Captain Kettle beard, wes
kindness itself. Perhgps the other pessengas objected to my
condtant retching. At any rate he gave me a cabin to mysdlf
on the upper deck. But the voyage itsdlf was a nightmare. The
sckness and the vomiting would not stop. My dothes hung
in loose folds on my wasted frame. The other pessangars had
bets whether | should reach Jgpan dive. At Shanghai | wes too
ill to go ashore My eyes were too week to alow me to read.
| wanted to die and wes prepared to die. All day long | lay on
my long char and gazed with a fixed vecat dare at the
plessant panorama of hazy coest and idand-studded s=a The
ship's doctor had me watched in cae | dipped overboard.
But there was no thought of suicide in my mind—only an im-
mense weariness of the body and of the soul. | was well enough
to gppreciate the beauty of the Inland Sea | was well enough to
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write bad poetry—atrocious sonnets to Amai in which | still
heard the surf beeting upon Malaya's pam-crested shore with
regret for the life and the love | had lost. | wes well enough,
when we landed in Yokohama, to hate the Jgpanexe with all
the prgudice of an Englishman who has worked with the
Chinese. But | was not well enough to eet. | was too ill to
withstand Ned Coke.

W ith military precison he had dready decided my fate. He
was sailing for England via Canada in ten days. If | wished to
save my wretched cacass | must sal with him. He had busi-
ness in Canada which would detain him six wesks, | should
spend thee six wesks in the "Rockies." | should take the
sulphur baths at Banff (of which more anon). The fever would
leave my body, and | should land in Liverpool and be restored
to my parents in the same sae of hedthy and sergphic inno-
oace in which | had left them.

To me it ssemed a complicated decison. Coke mede it
delightfully ssimple. He took me to a Tokio doctor who con-
firmed Coke's views about my savation. He tdegrgphed both
to my father and to my uncle for the necessry funds for this
new journey, and both lots of money—more than double what
was necessaty for my needs—arrived three days later. He was
the perfect organiser, and, if | qualify the perfection later, |
cadt no reflection ether on his merits or on my own gratitude.
If | were dictator of England at this moment, | should make
him Earl of Leicester and leader of the House of Lords. He
would soon find the necesscy means of reinvigorating that
padace of somnolence or, failing in his task, he would, like
Samson, remove it on his broad shoulders and depost it
gracefully in the Thames.

Having paid this tribute to my rescuer, | must return to the
narrative of my voyage. Everything worked out according to
plan. Crossing the PsLciRc; | shivered and suffered tortures from
ague. But at last | begen to teke nourishment without ill
effects | could even weatch with zest a British admira (long
snce dead) indulging in deck hockey with that ferocious youth-
fulness which makes us a once the envy and the laughing-
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gock of foreigners. When we arrived at Vancouver, | was
introduced to Robert Sarvice and for the first time for months
the blood came back to my chesks | was a shy youth and could
still blush, and Service, then at the height of his fane, was
the first British author | had met. He gave me autographed
copies of his "Songs of a Sourdough,** and his "Badlads of a
Cneechako." To-day, with the res of my books, they ae
doubtless gracing the shdves of a Bolshevik library unless
which is highly probable, they have been burnt by the Moscow
hangman as imperidistic effluvia and, therefore, noxious to the
Moscow nostrils.

In the smoking-room of the C.P.R. Hotel | heard delirious
conversation about speculators in red etae, who had maede
millions in a night, leaving in their trail a ruin which has
lasted to this day. There, too, for the first time | heard the
name of Max Aitken, who, having fought and besten the
millionaires of Montreal, had gone to sak new fields of con-
quest in England. It is a tribute to the honesty of my roman-
ticism, if not to the soundness of my judgment, that at that
moment Max Aitken meant nothing to me and Robert Sarvice
agood dedl.

Be that as it may, | reed Service's books, had a drink with
him, and sniffed the Caneadian air. The combined effort cured
me of my infatuation for Amai and made me turn my eyes
towards the West. And so to Banff.

Patriotism is the most abused of all sentiments. In its best
sn=e it expresses an animal ingtinct of sdf-preservation. In its
worgt it is tainted with material interests and such sordid
things as money and sdf-advancement. In the Englishman
it manifests itself in a dumb contempt for everything thet is
not English. The Scot hes a more precticad patriotism. His
contempt for foreigners includes the Englishman, but is care-
fully concedled. His jingoism is confined to cheering Scotland
at Twickenham. It is recid rather than loca. It concems
Scotland hardly at all. Its aim is the gdlorification and sdf-
satidfection of the Scot in whaever part of the globe the
impulse of sdf-advancement drives him.
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There is, however, another form of patriotism which may be
truly expressed as love of country. This is the actud love which
is in every man for the place in which he was born and brought
up. It may be inspired by vanity, by the desre to s himself
reflected again in the glory of his youth. It is espedidly strong
in the man who has been brought up in beautiful surroundings,
but it afets even the man from Wigan. It is strongest of all
in the Highlander.

Banff'with its glorious background of fir and pine weas to
me the firg breath of returning life. Rarely have | fdt so
homesick, and this outpost of Scotland was dreedy half-
way home. The Rockies were grander than the Grampians, but
they were like the Grampians. The Bow River made a sub-
ditute for the Spey. The village itsdf wes named &fter a
Scottish town not twenty miles avay from the soanes of my
own early youth. | took Banff to my heart. | hired a launch
and explored the Bow River (dad | wes still too wesk to
fish) and | visited the cold waters of Lake Louise and Lake
Minnewanka. | taked with the Indians in the settlement. |
discovered Parkman and reed him voracioudy. | devoured
dories of Sogoy Smith and the other brigands of the trail of
'98. Klondyke was still on everyones lips. In every township
one found the scared and frost-bitten victims of the gold
rush. It was an age of romance—sordid enough when one
looked benesth the surface, but in the luxurious comfort of a
C.P.R. Hotel no one wanted to look. Motor-buses had not
yet mede the highways hideous. There wes no army of
American tourists to fill the mountain air with their dis-
cordant rapture. Dangerous Dan McGrew wes a any rae true
to life and ' 'Soapy" himself a nearer descendant of Dick
Turpin than Al Capone. Above all, the mountain peses lit
by the Arctic moon were a more fitting setting for romantic
crime than the searchlights and machine-guns of the under-
world festnesses of Cicero.

If it is true that man aedes his own amosphere, Nature
can make or mar the process and in Banff Nature was
a powerful aly. | bathed myself in the romance of the
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Far West and felt better. | was now to bathe in a more literal
Fne

Ned Coke was the agent of my undoing. My hedlth was his
congant preoccupation. My progress towards recovery de-
lighted him, and, rightly, he took full credit for it. Un-
fortunately, he was unable to leave well done. He had the
mind of a prospector, and he was dways seeking new fidds of
exploration. At Banff there were famous sulphur baths—
openar baths stuated some 1,000 fet above sealevd. |
had spent three years in an unhedlthy climate dmost on the
equator. | was suffering from as bad an atack of mdaria as
mortal man could withstand and, if the desire to live had
returned, deeth had not yet rdaxed his grip on my enfesbled
body. Commonsense might have pointed out to me the folly
of bathing in the open air in a high and coder dtitude. | had,
however, little commonsense and less will-power, and Coke
was an experimentaist. He found an aly in the hotel doctor—
ayoung enthusiast, who was impressed by Coke's persuasive-
nes and wished to share in the credit of the discovery of
sulphur as a sovereign cure for malaria. Perhgps my faith was
not as strong as Naaman's. At any rate | bathed in Banff's
Jordan. | stayed in the bubbling sulphur the requisite number
of minutes ordained by Coke and his McGill University
admirer. Unaided, but with chattering teeth, | returned to the
hotel; within ten minutes my temperature had risen to 103.
| retired to bed. My friends piled blanket ater blanket on top
of me. An hour later my temperature had risen another point.
Gasping and half-ddlirious, | raved for quinine. Prompted
by Coke, the doctor gase me five grains of quinine and
five grains of aspirin. Then they both withdrew to leave me
to deep. Fortunately, they left the bottles on my night-table.
I made a sgn to Harry Stephenson, who had remained
with me, and Harry gave me fifteen grains more of both the
quinine and the aspirin. For four hours | tossed in my
delirium, hdf-way between life and death. And then the
sweet broke. | dripped through my shests | dripped through
my mattress My bed wes like a pool. But my temperature was
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down and, limp and weary, | changed beds and dept myself
back to life.

The rest of my homeward voyage was accomplished without
incident. | stayed a wesk in Quebec, read the "Chien d'Or, '
scdad the heights of Abraham and dreamed those first dreams
of Empire, which were aterwards to make me a willing
disciple of the policy of Lord Beaverbrook. The sseds of my
Canadian visit bore fruit in 1916, when | was the first English-
man to cdebrate Empire Day in Russain afitting and officia
manner.

The only fissoo wes the actud home-coming itself. If the
blue sies of the Canadian autumn had restored some of my
former vigours, the fogs of Liverpool brought a return of my
maaria and with it a fresh aocess of that moral coweardice
which in moments of criss has dways been my bane in life.

| returned to the bosom of my family who were then rusti-
caing in the Highlands. There was however, no fatted caf
for the returning prodigal. My mother welcomed me, as
mothers will dways wecome their first-born, that is to say,
with gratitude to God for my exgpe from desth and with
sorow for the dissppointment of her fondest hopes My
father, himself the most augtere of mordists, hes dways been
tolerance itself in his attitude towards others. No word of
reproach fell from hislips. | am, however, on my mother's sde,
amember of the Clan Gregarra, and until her death our family
world moved on the axis of my grandmother—an Atlas of a
woman who supported on her broad shoulders a vast army of
children and grandchildren. She was a woman cag in the
Napoleonic mould—an avatar of the old Highland Chieftains
whose word wes law and whase every whim a command which
had to be fulfilled. She supported the cdan with a generosity
which is rare in thexe days, but the busness of the clan wes
her busness and woe betide the scgpegoat whose delin-
quencies were brought to her notice by any other members of the
family than the offender himsalf.

She was a rigid and austere Presbyterian who ruled her
ministers with the same iron rod with which she ruled her
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family. Nor was she tolerant of clerica opposition. On one
occason the ddeas of die Speysde congregation over which
she presided dared to sHett as parish minister a candidate
againg whom she had turned her face Her anger was as sharp
as her decison. She deserted the church where her ancestors
were buried, and half a mile avay sst up a her own expense a
new church and a newv manse for the candidate whom she
hersdf had approved. Not until the offending minister had
pessed avay did she relent. Then her repentance was as
magnanimous as her anger had been petty. Her own church
was joined to the old church and converted into a free library
and concat hall. The manse was sold for the benefit of the
parish, and she hersdf returned to the family pew in which
she had st in judgment on so many sermons. To-day her
remains repose on the banks of the Spey besde those messve
granite boulders of which she hersdf had been in life the
living embodiment.

She was a grest woman, but like most Presbyterians she
worshipped material suocoess At the time of my return she had
meade a vadgt pgper fortune out of her plantations in the Malay
States. In Edinburgh she wes re-christened the Rubber Queen,
and the flattery had gone to her heed like new wine. Already
she saw hersdlf controlling the Stock Exchange. Her financia
uces was the reward of her own foresight and busness
acumen. She refused to sse anything exceptiond in this most
exceptiond of booms and, headess of the warnings of her
brokers, she continued to buy rubber shares on a falling
market. Within a fev years her fortune had dwindled to
proportions incommensurate with her scde of expenditure.

At that moment, however, her gar wes in the ascendant.
Panters are not renowned for ther intellectua attainments.
Yet evary planter had made money out of the rubber boom.
I, who had been a scholar, had failed to profit by my golden
opportunities. This was the messure of my busness capacity
in her eyes | was afool.

There was worse to come. The news of my mora delin-
quencies had preceded my arrival. There had been gossp.

D
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My unde had been accused of neglecting me, and, if he was
too good a sportsman to bother to defend himsdf, other
reatives in the Malay Sates had undertaken the task for him.
The shadow on my grandmother's face when she gregted me,
was the shadow of Amai.

Every day | was made to fed mysdf a moral leper. | was
dragged to church. If the ssermon was not actually preached at
me, it was interpreted in that snee afterwards by my grand-
mother. The scarle woman was conjured up before my eyes
on every concaivable occason. | was too wesk to fish or shoot.
Ingtead, | went motoringwith my grandmother. Every drivewas
the occadon for a lecture. Every some of my boyhood wes re-
called and pointed to adorn amoral tale | wastold tolift up my
eyes to the hills, until even my beoved Grampians became a
plague-spot and a canke of sdf-torture. To this day | hate the
right bank of the Spey, because that year my grandmother's
shoot wes on that bank.

That October in the Highlands undid all the good which
Canada had done for my health, and, shattered in mind and
body, | returned to the South of England to place myself once
more in the hands of the doctors. | visted two malaria
Feddids in Harley Street. Their reports were grave My
heart was serioudy aflected. My liver and spleen were enlarged.
My digestion was ruined. The process of recovery would be
dow, vay dow. | could never return to the Tropics. | must
not walk up-hill. Exercise was out of the question. Even golf
was forbidden. | must be careful, very careful.

| returned to my father's home in Berkshire and, freed from
the moral domination of my grandmother's personality, began
at once to recover. In spite of the English winter and frequent
bouts of malaria, | put on weight. | cag my drugs and tonics
into the outer darkness and confined my medicine to a brandy-
flip aday. In three months| was playing Rugby football again.
So much for the experts of Harley Street.



CHAPTER SIX

MY PARTIAL RECOVERY, however, did not solve the question
of my exigence The malaria had left me with an impaired
will-power and an unhealthy morbidness. If a certain amount
of morbidity in the thoughts of a young man is normal, the
lack of will-power, which is a characterigtic reaction of tropical
fevers is sious and not eadly remedied. | had no ambitions
of any kind. In a delightfully vague manner | desred to be an
author. | wes given a speda room in my father's home, and
there | sat through the winter, writing sketches of Eagtern life
and short gories with morbid settings and unhappy endings.
| engaged in desultory correspondence with various literary
agents At the end of sx months | had succesded in placing
one short dory and two artides My recapts were analler
than my pogtages bill.

And then one May morning my father sent for me. There
was nothing peremptory about the command, no reproach in
what he said. He talked to me—as | hope | shall be able to talk
to my own on when his turn comes—suggesing rather than
ordering, studioudy safeguarding my sendtiveness, solicitous
only of my wdfare even if that wefare entailed more sacrifices
and more sdf-denial on his part. He pointed out to me what
many others have pointed out before; that literature weas a good
crutch, but scarody a pair of legs that | did not ssam to be
making much headway, and that security of occupation wes the
mage-key to happines in life. At twenty-three | was too
old for mogt government examinations. There was however,
the general Consaular Service It was a carexr in which my
knowledge of foreign languages would reap their full benefit
and which would give abundant scope to my literary ambitions.
Had not Bret Harteand Oliver Wendell Holmesbean members
of the American Consular Service? In dow and measured
sntences my father expounded the pleasures of a life of which
he knew less than nothing. Then, like the Fairy Godmother,
he produced his surprise packe—a letter from John Morley
announcing that hehad been ableto procurefor meanomination

3
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for the next examination. Years before, my grandfather, a
daunch Conservative and one of the earliet Imperialists,
had oppossd Morley at Arbroath, and such is the sporting
spirit of English political life that twenty years afterwards
the great man had sen fit to begir himself on behalf of the
grandson of the defeated candidate.

Before this new ondaught of my father's kindness, my
defences broke down. Doubtless, his manner of dealing with a
recalcitrant and sdlf-indulgent offspring was too gentle. But
| have studied at dose hand the methods of the stern, rentless
father, and the reaults have brought neither happiness to
the parent nor discipline to the children. If, viewed from
the angle of material success my life has been a failure,
my father has the consolation that in a flock of sx | have
been the only black shep and that to all of us he has
remained not only a wise counsdlor but a friend and
companion from whom not even the mos shameful ssxret
need be withheld.

As| read the Morley letter, | looked into the mirror of my
pagt life. The reflection gave me no satisfaction. | had been an
expendve investment for my parents. Hitherto | had paid no
dividends. It was time that | began. To the unqualified relief
of my father | gracioudy consented to burden the Civil Service
Commissoners with the correction of my examination papers.

Before | could enter the precincts of Burlington House there
wee certain formalities to be fulfilled. Almost immediately |
had to undergo a personal ingpection by a committee of
Foreign Office inquisitors. Dressed in my most sombre suit,
| travelled to London, made my way to Downing Strest, and
wes piloted into a long room on thefirst floor of the Foreign
Office, where some forty or fifty candidates sat waiting their
turn in various deyess of nervousness The procedure was
smple but tedious. At one end of the room there was a large
door before which stood a Foreign Office messenger. At
intervals of ten minutes the door would open, an immaculatdy
dressed young man with a sheat of paper in his hand would
whisper to the messenger, and the messenger, dearing his



BRUCE LOCKHART 37

throat, would announce in gtentorian tones to the assembled
innocents the next victim's name.

By the time my turn came the room was nearly empty and
my nerves had gone badk on me. | was in agony lest there had
been some migake and my name had been forgotten. | saw
mysdf forced into making some sheepish explanation. Only
terror let my boots should aesk prevented me from tiptoeing
to the messnger to st my doubts at rest. Then, just when |
had given up hope, the frock-coated messanger raised his voice,
and this time the rafters re-echoed with the name " M r . Bruce
Lockhart." With flushed face and dammy hands | cossd
the threshold of my fate and passd into the inner temple. My
mind was a blank. My carefully rehearsed ansvas wee
completely forgotten.

Fortunately, the inquisition was less formidable than the
waiting. In a narrow oblong room sx senior offidals sat at a
long table. For a moment | sood before them like a prize bull
at a cattle show undergoing the scrutiny of sx pairs of be-
gectaded or bemonocled eyes Then | wes told to take a st
on the other dde of the table. Again there was a pause while
the inquisitorsrustled with their papers They were extracting
my curriculum vitae—that record of suppressio veri and suggestio
falsi which like the quettionnaire of an insurance company
every candidate is obliged to produce before he can present
himself for examination. Then, with the politeness of Stanley
addressing Livingstone, the chairman smiled at me benevo-
lently: " M r. Lockhart, | presume,”’ and, beforel knew wherel
was | was being questioned about my experiences as a rubber
planter. | imagine mog of the inquisitors were interested
personally in the rubber market. At all events | underwent a
rapid crossfire of questions about the merits of different shares
As my knowledge wes gregter than that of my examiners my
oconfidence returned, and | expanded with volubility and
authority on the dangers and possbilities of the Malayan
Eldorado. | hope they took my advice It was inspired with
caution derived from the experiences of my own over-
optimistic relations.
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Then, just when | felt completdy at my essg, | was brought
beck to earth with asudden bump. Hitherto | had been playing
the schoolmester to a band of attentive and enthusiagtic
schoolboys. Now the roles were to be suddenly reversed.
Acaoss the smooth plains of this pleesant and entirdly satis
factory conversation came an icy blast from a stumpy little
man with a wrinkled forehead and iron-grey moustache.

"And will you tell us, Mr. Lockhart, why you left this
terrestrial  Paradise?"

My kness rocked. Had the omniscience of the Foreign
Office dready discovered the escgpede of Amai? It had been
glossed over in my testimonids. It did not figurein my curri-
culum vitee The speeker was Lord Tyrrell—at that time plain
Mr. Tyrrell—and there and then, with an instinct which hes
rarely played me fdse | regisered him as a potentia enemy.
With an effort | pulled myself together.

"I had a very bad atack of malaria” | said. And then |
added feebly: "but I'm playing 'rugger’ again now." This
afterthought wes a happy inspiration. A sportsman with a
monocde and the leen spare figure of an athlete came to my
rescue

"Are you a relation of the Cambridge googly bowler?' he
asked. (My brother—a double Blue and "Rugger" Inter-
nationa—wes then at the height of his athletic fame.)

"He is my little brother," | sad simply. And with that
password | received the officid blessng and passed out again
into the sunshine.

So far so good. There remained, however, the more serious
obstadle of the written examination. The more | consdered my
chances the less | liked them. In that year of grace there were
only four vacaxces The number of registered candidaes
exoesdad sixty. Practicaly all had been preparing for the exami-
nation for saverd years Severd had been in the firgt twenty
the previous year. Half a dozen had taken first-class honours
at Oxford and Cambridge. | had done no scholagic work of
any kind for three years Now | had only ten wesks in which
to prepare mysdaf for an examination, which nor only was
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highly competitive, but which included, among its obligatory
aubjects law and economics. Of law | had not read a single
line. Political economy was to me an occult and mysterious
gdence Truly, indeed, the outlook seemed hardly worth the
effort.

My father, however, was enthusadgically optimistic. |
tranderred mysdf to London and entered the most successful
"crammer" of those days The experience plunged me into
even degper gloom. For one long wesk | attended my dasses
with unfailing patience and punctuality. The other candidates
weae finishing off where | was beginning, and the lectures on
law and political economy—doubtless, admirably given, but
intended rightly for advanced sudents—were shexr wade of
time. My despair roused me to action, and | took a rapid
decison. | wrote to my father and told him that | must leave
the "crammer” and that | proposad taking my chance on the
other subjects and engaging the svices of the law coach and
the political economy coach for private tuition. My father
agread to the extra expene As my fess for the term had
been paid in advance the * ‘crammer’’ authorities made no
objection.

My law coach was a born teache. My political economy
ooach was a German genius who had gone to seed on snuff and
whisky. Together we " gutted*' Marshall and Nicholson, and,
as we did our work in German, | was enabled to kill two
ubjects with one fee

My plan of campaign involved three hours a day with my
aoaches and whatever work | chose to do by myself. Therewere,
however, disturbing distractions. An uncle, who after ten years
of incessant labour had made a fortune, had come to London
to enjoy himsdlf. He had fallen in love with a charming South
American who required a chaperon. He required someone to
engage the attentions of the chaperon, and the most tractable
and eadly managed someone was mysdf. He made me give up
my modest rooms in Baysvater and took me to live with him
in hishotd. Every evening we dined en partie carrig went to a
theatre and then to supper at the Ritz or the Carlton. It was
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sacdy the best preparation for a sadly unprepared candidate,
but with the supreme egotisn which charadteaisess most
successful business men my uncle had no idea of the harm he
weas doing. On the contrary, he hounded me off to my coaches
rooms evary morning and informed me that if | failed to pess |
should be cut out of hiswill. | laughed and continued to drink
his champagne. He has snce married twice, and the chances of
my heritage have been wrecked, partly, on the quicksands of
my own fallies, but mainly through the arrival into thisworld
of four flourishing cousins, who are young enough to be my
own children. In the intervening years, however, he has re-
warded my chgpaonage a thousandfold, and to-day, but for
my reckless extravagance, the sum tota of his generosity would
be yielding me an income of some five hundred pounds a yeer.

In this spirit of preparation | gpproached that fatd first wesk
in August when with a strange lack of consideration the Civil
Savice Commissioners unfold the doors of Burlington House
to the youthful hopes of the nation. | give a detailed account
of the proceedings for the benefit of those pedagogues who
believe in the futility of all examinations. In my own ex-
perience they will find an ample judtification for their theories.

When on that Monday morning | took my place in the queue
of perspiring candidates, my prospects were o poor as to reieve
me persondly of all anxiety. The disadvantages of my unpre-
paredness were obvious. Against them | could st two advan-
tages | was more of a man of the world than my fellow-
competitors and, having, as | thought, no chance, | had no
naves. | had perhaps one other advantage and certainly one
enormous piece of luck. That summer was the hottest summer
England had experienced for many years, and | liked hest.
That year, too, for the firg time an esay was included in the
French and German pgpas—an innovation which had escgped
the vigilance of the "crammers' and which left the candidates
to ther own dender resources In the choice of subjects for
the French esssy was included Kipling's tag of "East is East
and West is West." | fagened on it eagerly, drawing on my
Maayan expaiences and pargphrasing whole peges of Loti
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which | knew by heart. | enjoyed that examination, feeling
completely at my eese in the face of a new adventure. My one
embarassment was the paper on political economy. There were
ten quedtions of which we had to ansver not more than six.
Unfortunately, my knowledge embraced only four. There was,
however, one question on which | was a minor expert. | wrote
pages on it, scribbled short and non-committal answve's to the
three other questions, and then added a polite footnote to the
efect that two hours was too short a time in which to answer
a pagper of this nature.

On the Thursday evening, having completed my written
papes | sad good-bye to my coaches who had worked with
me evary night of the examination. As we shook hands, my
German mentor handed me a seded envelope.

"You will open it," he sad, "on the day the reault is de-
daed* The envdope contains my prophecy of the sucoessful
candidates. | am rarely wrong."

As s00n as he had gone, | opened theletter. He had placed me
fourth, and in caeébration of a joke which weas truly "kolossal"
| dined at the Carlton and went to the thestre.

There remained only the ora examination on the next day
to complete my ordeal, and | conddered | weas entitled to
0me relaxation. Nevertheess, the oral examination was nearly
my undoing. My German ora weas at ten in the morning. | do
not know if my late night was to blame, but with the German
examiner | lost my head. He wes dtogether too suave and too
enticing. Before | knew where | was, he had drawn me into
a converstion about Malaya. From that starting point he
proceeded to question me, for his own edification, on the
different processes of tapping rubber. Even in English thisisa
technica and difficult bass for an ordinary conversation. In a
foreign language it was frankly impossible, and, athough my
knowledge of German wes condderable, | knew that | had
mede a failure of my German oral. | left the room cursing my-
sf for my stupidity and determined not to be caught again
in the same manner. When | came out into the sunlight, | was
in a quandary. My French oral—the dimax of my we's
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ordesl—was not until five odock in the afternoon. All my
friends had left for Scotland or the Continent. How was | to
fill in the long blank beween deven and five? | hedtated and
then gepped boldly axoss the dreet. Opposite Burlington
House wes the "Bristol Bar,' the favourite haunt of the
foreign women who frequented the London of the prewar
days Stimulating my courage with a sherry and bitters, | made
the acquaintance of two elderly but extremdy voluble Pompa-
dours. | gave them a free luncheon and free drinks, in return
for which they talked French with me. | went for an hour's
walk in the Green Park and returned at three-thirty for more
alcohol and more French. By aquarter to five my volubility was
immense and my accent almogt perfect. Then at five minutes
to five | walked steadily across the road for my French oral.

Once again, like a convict with a warder, | was kept waiting
in the long corridor until the examina's cdl was free. This
time, however, all trace of nervousmess was gone, and |
entered the room with the courage of a ssasoned veteran. A
mild-looking professor with pince-nez and a drooping mous-
tache looked up from his dek and placed the tips of his fingers
together.

"Can you tel me the name of the French Dreadnought
recently launched at Bres?' he asked.

I shook my head and smiled.

"No, Sir," | said with afineprecison. "1 do not know and
| do not care | have only half an hour in which to prove to you
that 1 know French as well as you do. Let me talk of other
matters.'

Then | made a lucky shot. He had a dight English accent
and, before he could interrupt me, | beat down his defences

"You are Professor S——," | said, "and last wek | reviewed
abook of yoursin theMattrc Phonitique"

My conduct was a breach of the anonymity which is sup-
posed to be enjoyed by all Civil Service examiners, and the
Professor promptly reproved mewithout admitting or denying
the accuracy of my identification. The damage, however, had
been done. The conversation had been turned to phonetics in
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which sdence | was an expert and he only a beginner, and from
that moment | was ssfe. For long past the regulation period the
Professor continued to be absorbed in our conversation. | had
wound up the mainspring of his interest, and, when finaly |
sad goodbye to him, | knew that, however badly | had done in
German, my French ora had been a brilliant success



CHAPTER SEVEN

THAT NIGHT | left for the Highlands, and for the next four
weks| led a pleasant exigencefishing in the Spey and shooting
my grandmother's grouse As September approached, | ex-
perienced vague pangs of uneesness | had prepared my
parents for the disappointment which | had assured them was
bound to come My pessmisn did nothing to reieve ther
anxiety about my future. My grandmother, in particular,
continued to regard me as a aperace who had no right to
the good things of life. If | took a second dass of port at dinner,
I was sureto find her reproving eye fixed upon me. | lived in an
atmosphere of apprehensve disapproval and, resigning mysdlf
to an inevitable return to rubber-planting and the Ead, |
endeavoured to extract as much enjoyment as| could from these
lagt opportunities of luxury in much the same spirit as a
condemned man edts a hearty breakfast before his execution.

Then on Septembe 2nd, that blesssd day which sav my
birth, | went into the neighbouring town to play a round of
golf. As| was putting on the third green, | was disturbed by a
wild yell. | looked up from my ball and ssaw my two young
brothers careering on bicydes aoross the mountainous dopes of
our Highland coursa Norman, who wes later to die glorioudy
at Loos had dissppeared into a ditch. His front whed was
buckled, but his face wes radiant with excitement. He waved
a pape triumphantly in the air.

"You'rein," hegaged breathleddy. " You'refirst!"

| took the pape from his hands. It was true. There it ssood
in black and white: first, R. H. Bruce Lockhart. | studied the
cold marks shedt. | was first by ssventeen marks. Fifty marks
covared the first four candidates | had done badly in German
which was by far my best subject. | had qualified by one
mark in the mathematical paper. | was second in law and
first in political economy. | had collected thirty-five more
marks in French than any other candidate | had receved
ninety-nine marks out of a hundred for my French oral. The
Pompadours had done it. | do not know if they are still alive.

AX
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I never discovered even their Christian names. But for such
damage as | have inflicted on the might, mgesty and dominion
of the British Empire in my officid capacity, they—and they
done—must bear the full responsibility.

| abandoned my game and returned home to announce the
glad tidings to my parents. They had recently celebrated their
silver wedding, and most of my numerous relations had assam-
bled in the neighbourhood for the event. Great, indeed, was
my welcome. Never before or snce have | felt so completely
virtuous. An unstamped envelope, bearing the inscription
"On His Maesty's Service/' had wrought a lightning meta-
morphosis in my exisgence, and overnight | had pessed from
the ranks of the neer-do-weds into the Valhalla of heroes
My grandmother took me to her ample bosom and with the
infallibility of the truly great announced firmly that she had
dways bdieved in my sucoess She sent for her bag. She sent
for her spectades And, there and then, she wrote me out a
cheque for one hundred pounds. Her example was contagious,
and that afternoon | collected nearly two hundred pounds in
tips. A few days later, with my winnings still intact, | left
for London in order to enter upon my officid duties a the
Foreign Office.

In that year of grace the Foreign Office was a very different
place from what it is to-day. Then it combined soece with
degance and ee= Now it is a rabbit-warren overrun by
bespectaded typists and serious-looking and rather badly
dressad young men. In 1911 there were still elderly gentlemen
who wrote fagtidioudy with quill-pens. A certain sandard of
penmanship and a minute attention to margins were still de-
manded from youthful draft-writers. Otherwise, it was a
leisurdly and not unplessant exigence, fortified by regular
hours and an adequate luncheon interval. If the hours were
longer than Palmerston's comparison with the fountains of
Trafdgar Square, "which played from ten to four," they were
not a weariness of the flesh. Nor were they devoted entirely to
work. In the department to which | was atached desk-
cricket flourished under the skilful guidance of Guy Locock,
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to-day the presding genius of the Federation of British
Industries.

Thewar and the industry of L ord Curzon have destroyed this
cadm backwater in the rushing river of life. The corridors,
where one used to play football with the Resident-Clerks, are
now lined with heavy cases of archives Safs have been
doubled. Papers have accumulated to such an extent that the
consciettious offida has to work late into the night in order
to complete his daily task. The Foreign Office now works
longer hours than most busness housss It has become
effident and more democrétic.

In my day it had a highly deveoped sax= of its own
superiority. It was ahome of mandarins, holding itself superbly
aoof from the more plebeian departments of Whitehall. The
Treasury was admitted to some degree of equality. After all,
die dlowances of even ambassadors were subjected to Treasury
control. We are justly famed for our sense of the practical.
| have yet to meet the Englishman who is not prepared to
put his sodd pride in his pocket if by this action his pocket
will benefit. The Board of Trade, on the other hand, wes re-
gaded in much the same light as the Shooting Eight at a
public schood—as a home for bug-shooters. Junior vice-conauls,
whose main function is the fostering of British trade abroad,
were, therefore, looked upon as unnecessary intruders. Their socid
position in the office was a kind of purgatory suspended between
the Heaven of the First Division and the Hell of the Second.

In diose days the procedure with regard to a junior vice-
consul was as follows: before proceeding to a foreign post he
was required to spend diree months in the Consular and
Commercia departments of the Foreign Office. Except for the
fact that it gave me an opportunity to know some of the derks
in the office it was sher wadte of time. In view of the officia
attitude towards trade, these two departments were the most
inefficient in the Foreign Office. The senior cderks, who ran
them, were men who had lost all ambition and who had
abandoned hope of further promotion. They were the last
stepping-stones to honourable retirement and a pension.
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As head of the new list of vice-conauls, | wes sent for my
period of probation to the Consular Department. My "chief"
weas Lord DufFerin—a kind and generous man, who smoked
countless dgarettes and who looked—and, indeed, wes—a sick
man. His only exaction from his subordinates wes nestness, his
only passon—red ink. My fira fortnight in the office wes sheer
misery comparable only with ones first fortnight at a public
school. Nobody spoke to me. Every day a deven | made my
gopearance, dressed in the diffet of white codllars and the
regulation short black coat and striped trousers | minuted a
few letters from distressed British subjects abroad. Occasion-
dly, | wrote a draft demanding the repayment of sums ad-
vanced by British conauls to stranded ssamen. Once | had a
minor thrill. A letter arrived addressed to His Maesty, and
beginning with the words "My dear King." It wes from a
young English girl of seventeen who had teken a post with a
Russian landowner in the Volga district. She was miles from
any ralway gation, and her employer was making love to her
in a particularly violent and disgusting manner. This pathetic
cy from the wilderness was given to me to answer, and my
gorge rose with indignant emotion. | wrote a strong minute
which was gpproved with commendable despatch. The tde-
graph wires were st in motion. The intervention of His
Maesty's Ambassador weas requested, and within thirty-six
hours the little lady was st free and despaiched a government
expen=e to her home in Ireland. For the first time | had put my
finger on the Empire's pulse. | had tested power and felt duly
elated.

On the whole, however, there wes little to do, and | wes
left sevardly done. Every day | lunched done at the " Ship."
I could not share my meds with Kaye, my consular colleegue
in the department, as we had dtenate luncheon hours.
Occasiondly, in the corridors | passd the silently grest and
greatly slent figures of the Foreign Office hierarchy /M Furtively,
| studied their gait and their mannerisms the long, raking
stride of Sr Edward Grey, the autometic energy of Sir Eyre
Crowe, the graceful degance of Sir lan Malcolm, and the
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ponderous roll of Sir Victor Wellesley. They were, however,
vague and awe-inspiring shedows in my exigence, and they
gave me a proper sene of my own insgnificance.

Gradudly, as | came to know Guy Locock better, my lot
improved. We lunched together. With Sir George Buchanan
and Harold Nicolson he was one of the fev Wellingtonians in
the Foreign Office. As my brothers were playing for Marl -
borough, | took him to s die Wellington v. Marlborough
"rugger” match. We played golf together. | was admitted to
dek cricket and became an expet. From him | learnt the
historical gossip of the office—wondrous tees of the practica
jokes of Lord Bertie and of other stdwarts of bygone days.
In return, with my weskness for self-revelation, | told him the
gory of my life. Our friendship progressed so rapidly that
within a few wesks | wes able to induce him to listen to the
Eagtern sketches which | had written and which English
editors had been foolish enough to refuse Doubtless, he found
the performance more amusing than the writing of consular
minutes.

This literary entertainment, provided of course during office
hours, led to a gsrange turn in my fortunes. In the ordinary
ocourse of events, ater completing my sx wesks in the Consular
Department, | should have been transferred to the Commercial
Department, where | should have come under the tutdege of
Sir Algernon Law, a figce disciplinarian, of whom every
younggter stood in awe There had been, however, a change in
my own department. Lord Dufferin had fdlenill and had been
replaced temporarily by Don Gregory, who wes then a junior
assdant. In the meantime the Agadir criss had broken out,
and, as the political departments were working at high pressure,
our gtaff had been reduced in order to provide extra help. One
afternoon, as | was reading a particularly touching tae of a
Catholic missonary in the East to Guy Locock, Don Gregory
care into the room. The word " Catholic" must have caught
his ear.

"What's this 7' he sad in his pleasant, rather fussy manner.

Guy explained.
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"W e have a literary genius in the office” he said. "He's
reading us a story about a Catholic missionary."

Gregory took my manuscript. The next day he asked me to
dinner. | met Mrs. Gregory and liked her. | talked about my
life in the Eagt and gave her more manuscripts to read. | pre-
sented her with a couple of Jgpanese portraits which | had
bought in Jgpan and about which | had written a sentimental
sketch. Within a few days | was asked to dine again. My
position in the office changed. Gregory gave me more work to
do. | became, in short, his private secretary. Then one day he
sent for me.

"We ae very short-handed,” he sad. "You will gan
nothing by going to the Commercial Department or by going
abroad too soon. | can arrange for you to gay here for a bit to
help us out. When the time comes for you to go abroad, | shall
se that you will lose nothing by this arrangement in the
sdection of your post.”

Of course | acogpted. | was then till an Episcopdian,
although my sympathieswith Roman Catholicism were dready
srong. This, however, was enough. The generous, warm-
hearted Don liked Catholics. What wes more important he
samed to like me, and | owe him the full messure of my
gratitude. As a departmenta officdd he had few equas, and
from him | learnt much that was to benefit me in future years.
He put me wise about officid life abroad. He told me much
about Rumania, where he had been en pogte, and about Poland,
in whose fate he was deeply interested. He greatly stimulated
my interest in Russia, which even then he redised was to be
the storm-centre of Europe. Then, one evening about Christmas
time, he summoned me to his room and showed me a despatch.
It was an intimation from our Ambassador in St. Petersburg
announcing that the Russian Government had approved my
appointment as British Vice-Consul in Moscow.

"Y ouwill havetoleaveinafortnight,” hesad with asmile.

Moscow! Like a flash the Russa of Seton Merriman—the
only Russial knew—jpassed before my eyes Adventure, danger,
romance photographed themsdves in my mind. But one thought

B
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dominated everything. Moscow weas Europe. It was only three
days avay from home. Sx wesks ago, but for my luckless
Eastern manuscripts, it was a thousand to one that like al new
vice-conauls | should have been sent to Colon or Panama, or, a
die bedt, to Chicago or Pittsburg. Gratefully | fatered out my
thanks, and that night | left the dffice for good to rush home
to tell the good news to my parents and to prepare for my
departure.

There was to be one more adventure before | left. My
father and mother gave a farewel dance for me. It was attended
by all my—or rather their—friends in the neighbourhood. One
house-party, which turned up in full force, brought with it a
beautiful Australian girl, whom | had never seen before. |
succumbed at once. | had only afortnight in which to press my
suit. In ten days we were engaged. Early in the New Year |
left for Russia and she returned to Australia. We were married
during my firg leave the following yeer.



BOOK |1

THE MOSCOWPAGEANT



' 'PEOPLE PASS. One has eyes. One s=es them."
FromtheFrench.



CHAPTER ONE

MY ARRIVAL IN Moscow coincided with the visit of the British
Parliamentary Delegation, which, on the invitation of the
Russan Government, had descended upon St. Petersburg and
Moscow in that January of 1912. It wes an imposing body,
headed by the Spesker of the House of Commons. Lord
Amp thill, Lord Derby, and Lord Weardale represented the
Peers Generd Sir Iames\Wolfe Murray the Army, Lord Charles
Beresford the Navy, and four Bishops the Church. There were
many others, and adtogether the delegation wes about eighty
strong. Attached to it in the cgpacity of interpreter was the
inimitable and indispensable Maurice Baring. By the time it
had reached Moscow, sevad of its members had falen by the
way and had returned home. The hospitality of St. Petersburg
had been too much for them. Now the remaining Parliamen-
tarians had to face the far grester orded of Muscovite hos
pitality—an orded which | was to share to the full.

On my arriva at the Brest Station | was met by Montgomery
Grove, my new chief. He was in full uniform and was just
dashing off to the ballet for the gda peformance in honour of
the British visitors. Instructing the porter how to ded with my
luggage, he whisked me into a deigh, drove me to the Metro-
pole Hotel, pushed a bundle of invitation cards into my hand,
and, depositing me with the hall porter, rushed avay to keep
his engagement.

A little bewildered but full of curiosity | procesded to
examine my new surroundings. The hote was full to over-
flowing, and the room reserved for me was on the top floor.
Most of my neighbours were women, gaudily painted and
gaudily dressed, who, after discovering by exhaudive telephone
inquiries both my innocence and my modest purse, lost all
interest in this new arrival. In any ca even had they 0
wished, Vice-Consuls could not compete with the Russian
merchants of those days

As | waked through the hall to the restaurant, my first im-
pressions were of steaming furs, fat women and big desk men;
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of atractive servility in the underlings and of good-natured
ogtentation on the part of the clients; of great wedth and crude
coasess and yet a coarsenes aufficiently exotic to dispe
repulsion. | had entered into a kingdom where money wes the
only God. Yet the God of roubles was more lavish, more
spendthrift, less harsh, than the God of dollars .

The regtaurant itself was a blaze of light and colour. The
long high room was surrounded by a bacony on all sdes
Along the bacony were gaily lit windows and doors opening
into the private rooms—known in Russa as "kabinets'—
where, hidden from prying eyes dissolute youth and debauched
old age trafficked roubles and champagne for gipsy songs and
gipsy love. | do my beloved gipses awrong. Their moras were
better than most peoples. They kept themsdves for them-
sdves The mercenary love, to which | refer, was Austrian, or
Polish, or Jewish.

The resaurant itself was a meaze of small tables It wes
crowded by dfficars in badly cut uniforms, Russan merchants
with scented beards, German commercid travelers with
slow complexions and dose-cropped heeds And a evay
table a woman, a evay table champagne—bad champagne a
twenty-five shillings a bottle. At the hotel end of the room was
a high baustraded dais, where an orchestra, resplendent in red
coats, cashed out a Viennese waltz with a frenzy which
drowned the popping of corks and the datter of dishes and
finally by its increesing furore subdued the conversation. And
in alittle pulpit al for himsaf, the Mephistophelian figure of.
Konchik—Konchik, the leader of the orchestra, Konchik the
prince of cabaret violinists, Konchik—by that srange lav of
Nature which decress that evary leeder in Russia shdl be
foreign—the Czech.

As | drank my firgt glass of vodka and for the first time ae
caviare as it should be esten—on a warm "kaatch"*—I redlised
I was in a new world, in which primitiveness and decadace
lived sde by sde. Had an edritch soodisayer gppeared before
me and foretold that seven years later | should again be sitting
* Kalatch: a warm roll with a handle like a basket.
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in that hall, that | should be done, divorced from al my
friends and surrounded by Bolsheviks, that in the place where
Konchik was now playing Trotsky would be denouncing the
Allies in my presence, | should have laughed her to scorn. Y et
it was here that in 1918, as the guest of Trotsky, | wes to
attend my firs meeting of the Bolshevis Central Executive
Committee and that | was to sheke hands for the first and only
time with Stalin.

At that moment, however, al my thoughts wee fixed on
Konchik. The tumultuous wave of the "Blue Danube" had
died down. From a "kabinet" had come a command for "I do
not spesk to you'—that song once sung by Panina, the greatest
of al gipses. At its plaintive minor chords the room hushed,
while Konchik, his eyes dmogt lost in his fat faoe made his
violin croon and sob and findly fade avay in a whisper of
despair and unrequited love.

Poor Konchik. The last time | sav him was four years ago
in Prague. He was playing in a small restaurant frequented by
soulless diplomatists and stolid Czech bourgeois. His savings
had been engulfed in the revolution. His last possesson wes his
violin. The mention of Russia brought tears to his eyes

That first night in Moscow, however, he wes a king in a
padace of his own, and it wes with praisaworthy resolution
(dad | make vain resolutions every time | make a change of
surroundings) but with natural reuctance that | dragged myself
to bed at deven o'clock. | wes well pleesed with Moscow. The
dear star-lit snow, the crisp, dry cold, the jingle of the deigh
bells, and the strange silence of the snow-banked dreets, had
stirred my pulses Now Konchik's music had provided me with
anew sensation, blinding me to the defects of ali[ & which was
to put both my hedlth and my character to an impossible test.
To be srictly truthful, my early departure from the restaurant
wes not entirely due to a newly acquired sense of duty. Knowing
nothing of Russia, | had assumed that thick dothes would be
necessty to protect me from the cold. | had, therefore, invested
in the thickest of woollen underwear. As in winter the tempera
ture of the average Russian room gpproaches that of a Turkish
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bath, | suffered acute discomfort. After that first night | put
these offences away from me and have never worn them snce

For the next three days| lived in aturmoil of entertainment.
| did not even se the Conaulate. Ingtead, | followed modestly
at the heds of die ddegation, lunching now with this corpora-
tion, now with that, visiting monaseries and race-courses
attending gala performances at the theatre, shaking hands with
long-bearded generals and exchanging stilted compliments in
French with the wives of the Moscow merchants

On the third day thisfierceround of fedtivities was wound
up with an immense dinner given by the Haritonenkos, the
augar kings of Moscow. | dexribe it in some detail because it
gives an amazing picture of the Moscow which exiged before
the war and which will never come again.

The Haritonenko's house was an immense palace on the far
gde of theriver just opposte the Kremlin.

To meat the British ddegates evary official, evary notable,
evay millionaire, in Moscow had been invited, and when |
arrived | found athrong like a theatre queue struggling on the
daircasss The whole house wes a fairyland of flowers brought
all the way from Nice. Orchedras ssamed to be playing in
evay ante-chamber.

When finally | made my way upstairs, | was lost in a crowd
in which | knew no one. | doubt even if | shook hands with
my host and hogess But at long narrow tables vodka and the
most ddicious "zakuski,” both hot and cold, were being
srved by soores of waiters to the standing guests. | took a gass
of vodka and tried several of the unknown dishes They wae
excdlent. Then an English-speaking Russian took pity on my
londliness, and | had more vodka and more " zakuski." It was
long pagt the appointed hour for dinner, but no one ssamed to
be moving, and presently it struck me that perhaps in this
drange country the people dined standing up. | had ancther
vodka and a second portion of reindeer tongue. Then, when my
appetite was sated, a footman came along and handed me a
card with a plan of die table and my own particular place, and
a few minutes later a huge processon made its way to the
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dining-room. | do not wish to exaggerate | sy truthfully that
I cannot remember the number of courses or the different
vaieties of wine which accompanied them. But the med lasted
till deven o'dock and would have taxed the intestines of a
giant. My immediate neighbours were a Miss von Meek, the
daughter of a railway magnate, and Commander Kahovsky,
the Russan flag-lieutenant, who had been atached to Lord
Charles Beresford.

Miss von Meek sooke excdlent English, and under the warm
glow of her unafected volubility my shyness soon melted.
Before the medl wes haf-way through she had given me alight-
ning survey of Anglo-Russian rdations, a summary of the
English and Russan characters, a thumb-nail sketch of every-
one in the room, and a detailed account of all her own redlised
and unredlised desres and ambitions.

Kahovsky, however, ssamed nervous and ill-at-eese. | was
soon to discover why. During dinner he was cdled avay from
the room and never returned. The next day | learnt that he had
gone to the tdephone to spesk to his midress, the wife of a
Russian Governor, who lived in St. Petersburg. They had been
on bad terms for some time, and with dramatic instinct she
had chosen this moment to tell him that al was over. Kahovsky
had then pulled out his revolver and, still holding the receiver,
had put a bullet through his brain. It wes very sad, very
Russian, very hard on Lord Chales Beresford, and by way of
example alittle dangerousfor a young and highly impressionable
Vice-Consul.

Dinner having dragged itself to an end, we again went
upgtairs to another vest room, where a dage had been erected.
Here for over an hour Geltzer, Mordkin and Badashova pro-
vided us with a delightful ballet divertissement, and Sibor,
the leading violinist of the "Big Theatre" orchestra, played
Chopin nocturnes to us.

What the evening must have cost | do not know. For me it
was not to finish until the early morning. After the musica
entertainment we danced. As far as | was concerned, it was not
a successful experiment, and, strangdy enough, in those days
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the Russans were poor ball-room dancers Clinging firmly to
the friendly von Meek girl, | repaired once more to the dining-
room, where a continuous supper wes in progress. Here | met
my host's son, a young chubby-faced boy, who was still in his
‘teens and who even at that age showed sgns of the corpulence
of good living. With flushed cheeks he informed us that, after
the guests had gone, we were going on to heer the gipsies. We
formed a minor conspiracy, collected half a dozen kindred
spirits, and a four in the morning st out in "troikes'—
private "troikas' drawn by magnificent Arabs—on the long
drive to "Streilna," the kingdom of Maria Nikolaievna.

I can ill visudise those “"troikas' sanding before the
housz the fur rugs, the drivers, with tiny fur-capped heads
protruding from the immense folds of their “shubas,” for al
the world like Gargantuan golliwogs, the beautiful horsss
straining at their bits; beow us, the ice-bound river lit up like
a dlver thread by the moon, and immediately before us the
ghostly towers of the Kremlin standing out like white sentinds
before the sarry camp of night.

We took our place—two of us to eech troika. The drivers
purred to their horses and in a sscond we were off. For four
glorious miles we tore at bregkneck spead through the deserted
dregts up the Tverskaia, pagt the Brest Station, past the
famous night establishment of Yar, out into die Petrovsky
Park, until with stinging chesks and icides on the drivers
beards we drew up before the miniature crysta paace which is
"Streilna."

Asinadream | followed the others through the Palm Court,
which is the main part of the building, into alarge pine-walled
"kabinet," with a roaring wood fire burning in an open fire-
place. The proprietor rubbed his hands and bowed. The head-
waiter bowed without rubbing his hands. A hogst of waiters
in white uniforms bowed till lower and moved slently to their
various tasks In a few ssoonds the room wes prepared for the
gredt ritual. We guests sat a a large table near the fire. Before
us wes an open Foece and behind it a semi-circle of chairs for
the gipses. The wine waiter brought the champagne, and then



BRUCE LOCKHART 59

Maria Nikolaievna care in followed by eight gipses four
men with guitars, and four girls, with eyes like does and sin-
uous greceful bodies. Both men and women were dressed in the
traditional gipsy codume, the men with white-brocaded
Russian shirts and coloured trousers, the girls in coloured slks
with a red silk kerchief round their heads
When | met her that night for the firsg time, Maria Niko-
laevna was a plump, heavy woman of forty. Her face wes lined,
and there was a wistful sadness in her large, grey eyes In
repoe she looked an old and londy woman, but when she
gooke thelines in her faoe vanished into smiles, and oneredised
the immense resarves of strength which she could cdl upon a
will. The cynic will say that her task in life was to collect
foolish and preferably rich young men, to sing to them, and to
meke them drink ooeans of champagne until their wedth or
their father's wealdi wes transferred from their pockets to her
own. Commonsense may ssam to be on the cynic's side, but
therewas nothing cynicd in M ariaNikolaievnasattitude towards
life. She was an artis—in her own way, a great artis—who gave
full vaue for her money, and her kindness and generosity
to those who were he friends came straight from the heart.
That night | heard her sing for the first time, and the memory
of those great degp notes, which are the searet of the best
women gipsy sngers, will remain with me until | die. That
night, too, | drank my first "charochka' to her singing. For a
novice it is rather atrying ordedl. A large champagne glass is
filled to the brim. The gipsy singer places it on a plate and,
facing the guest who is to drink the "charochka" sngs the
following verse:
"Like a scented flower

Breathing out perfume,

Bring the brimming glass

Let us drink a toest.

Drink a toest to Roman,

Roman our beloved,

And until he drinks it down

Pour him out no more/'
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The last four lines are a chorus, which is taken up with increes-
ing frenzy by the whole troupe. The snger then advances
towards the guest whom she is honouring, and holds out the,
plate to him. He takes the glass, bows low, stands erect, and
then drinks the bumper in one draught, replacing the dglass
upside down on the plate to show that he has not left a drop.

It is an intimate ritual. Only the guests Christian name is
used, and, as there is no Robert in Russan, there and then
Maria Nikolaievna chrigened me "Roman," which is the
Russian equivaent, and Roman or Romochka | have remained
to my Russan friends ever since.

Maria Nikolaievnas art, however, wes as | discovered even
then, on a far higher plane than the singing of mere drinking
ongs When she sang done, her voice now passonate, now
appeding, then sinking to an infinite ssdness my heart
melted. This gipsy music, in fact, is more intoxicating, more
dangerous, than opium, or women, or drink, and, athough
champagne is a necessty adjunct to the enjoyment, there is a
plaintiveness in its goped which to the Sav and Celtic reces
is dmogt irresigtible. Far better than words it expresses the
pent-up and stifled desres of mankind. It induces a delicious
melancholy which is haf-lyrical, haf-sensuous. Something
there is in it of the boundless width of the Russan steppe.
It is the uttermost antithesis of anything that is Anglo-Saxon.
It bresks down al resarves of restraint. It will drive aman to the
moneylenders and even to crime. Doubtless, it is the most
primitive of all forms of music, somewhat smilar in its goped
(may the spirit of Maria Nikolaievna forgive me for this
sacrilegious comparison) to the negro spirituals. And it is very
codtly. It hes been resgponsble for the bulk of my debts. Yet
to-morrow, if | had thousands and the desire to squander them,
thereis no entertainment in New Y ork, Paris, Berlin or London
or, indeed, anywhere in the world, which | should choose in
preference to a gipsy evening at "Streilna' in Moscow or at
the Villa Rhode in St. Petersburg. It is the only form of enter-
tainment which hes never bored me and which, if | yielded
to the temptation, | know would never fail to charm.
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It would be foolish of me to pretend that my gppreciation
of gipsy music began on that first evening, or, rather early
morning at "Streilna." Knowing not aword of Russian, | wes,
in truth, alittle bewildered. | did not know my companions
well enough to dlow aloose rein to my Cedtic temperament,
and the heet of the room and the sweet champagne made my
heed ache | was, therefore, not sorry when at sx in the morn-
ing the party broke up, and we made our way home. Then it
wes that | discovered the innate subtlety of the Russian. Both
in &, Petersburg and in Moscow he hes his places of amuse-
ment far outsde the town—not for any sniser or licentious
purpose but merdly in order that the drive back may cure him
of the &fter-effects of his carouse There is no such thing as a
pick-me-up in Russia. The crisp, dry winter ar is all the tonic
that is necessary. By the time | had reached my hotdl, | wes fit
enough to begin the evening all over again.

The Russa of those first three days of my Moscow life is
gone for ever. | do not know what has happend to Miss von
Meek. In 1930 her fahe—an old man of nearly seventy—
was shot by the Bolsheviks as a dangerous counter-revol ution-
ary. The Haritonenkos are dead. Their son is dead. Their dder
daughter now lives in a two-roomed servantless flat in Munich.
In 1930 she care over to England to protest to L ord Thomson,
whom she had entertained in Russia, againg the purchase of
her father's house by the British Government. The house to-day
is the heedquarters of the British Embassy in Moscow. It was
first confiscated by die Bolsheviks and then sold by them to
His Maesty's Government.

The next afternoon, much to its own and everybody ds=s
relief, the delegation left for England. It weas to have one more
adventure before it quitted Russian soil. As the train, which
bore them back to sanity, drew into Smolensk late in the even-
ing, adeegation of Russian cdergy, headed by the loca Bishop,
stood on the platform to wecome them. They had come with
bread and sdt to greet the English Bishops. They found drawn
blinds and darkened cariages. The unfortunate English were
deeping off the efeds of ten days incessat feasting. The
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Russans, however, were insstent. They had faced the cold to
s an English Bishop, and an English Bishop they would sse
even in his nightshirt. At last the train conductor, more terrified
by his own dergy than by the prospective wrath of the foreign
srangers, woke up Maurice Baring. That greet man wes equa
to the occason, and the denouement wes swift. Poking his
head out of the window, he addressed the dergy in his best
Russian:

"Go in peace/' he shouted. " The bishops ae adeep.” And
then, to clinch the matter, he added confidentialy but firmly:
"They're all drunk."



CHAPTER TWO

IF THE EXOTIC gaety of these firgt three days was enough to turn
the head of any young man, the departure of the British ddega-
tion soon brought me to my senses Thefirst sight of the British
Conaulate was a shettering blow. It wes in the Consul's flat
in a shabby sde-drest and conssted of a sngle room. There
was no messanger, no door-keeper. The Consul's maid opened
the door and, if she were out, | took her place. Montgomery
Grove wes a kind and tolerant chief, but he wes married, had
three children, was without private means and in an extremey
expensve post was shamefully underpaid. He wes far poorer
than the mgjority of the loca British colony, which was com-
posed mainly of Lancashiremen engaged in the cotton industry.
Fortunately, the work weas not very arduous. Every morning
from ten to one | st in the little ante-room, which was the
Consular doffice. Its sole furniture condsted of two deks a
bookcase, a sffe, amap of Russiaand three chairs. If there wes
more than one visitor, Montgomery Grove fetched another
chair from his drawing-room. | sat with my back to my chief,
licked stamps, and whacked a typewriter. For the first few
wesks | spent most of my time in trandating commercia
reports from the locad German newspgper and in typing out
ocopies of a stereotyped application in Russian for the renewa
of the" permisde sgjour" which was required by every foreigner
in Russa and which was furnished by the loca Russan Pess
port Department. We had, of course, no clerk. Such Russian
corregpondence as was necessty was done by Montgomery
Grove. Before | had been sx weeks in the Consulate | wes
tipped by a fat Russan merchant for opening the outside door
for him. Fear of hurting his fedings made me pocket the
twenty copecks

| had ssen much of officid life in the Malay States Even
the young cadats had their punkah-wallahs, their derks ther
uniformed messengers They s, too, in luxurious dffices and
maintained a dignity which was respected by die whole busi-
ness community. In Moscow the representative of the British

6?
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Empire was housed in surroundings of which a Malayan
Sanitary Board ingpector would have been ashamed. Mont-
gomery Grove, who had been a dashing and good-looking
officer in an Indian cavary regiment, must have fet his posi-
tion keenly. He was not in a position to entertain the rich
Muscovite merchants and made no attempt to do so. He carried
out his duties without complaint, was a pillar of the loca
English church, and steered a careful and on the whole skilful
ocourse through the rough waters of loca British sectiond
interests and jedouses

To mysdf the complete indgnificance of my own position
was a sdutary lesson in humility, and, once | had recovered
from the first shock, | accepted the situation with resignation
and even managed to derive amusement from it. | had, of
course, to leave my hotel. In those days a Vice-Consul with a
sdary of £300 ayear could not afford to live a the Metropole,
and the wesk | spent there cog me more than my first month's
sdary. Moreover, it wes essentid for me to learn Russian.
Indeed, in the absance of an interpreter, Montgomery Grove
could not go on leave until | did. | therefore transferred myself,
body and baggage, to the bosom of a Russian family. Here, |
must confess, | had an extraordinary stroke of luck. Every year
half adozen English dfficars came to Moscow to study Russian
for their interpreter's examination. To meet ther nesds a
certain number of Russan families spedidised in teaching
Russian. Most of them were squalid middle-class homes with
nothing to recommend them in the way ether of comfort
or of intellectuad uplift. By good fortune, the one family
which had a vecancy at the time of my arrival, wes the Ertels,
and to the Ertels by the grace of God | went.

Madame Ertel, the head of the house, was the widow of
Alexander Ertel, thewell-known Russian novelist and afriend
of Tolstoy. Shewas aplump and rather ddicatelittle woman of
about fifty, very intellectual, with a keen interest both in
literature and in poalitics, fussy in a crisis, but a born teacher.
She had alargeflat widi an excdlent library on the V ozdvizen-
ka. The other inmates of my new home were her daughter, a
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dark-eyed temperamental young girl more like an Italian than
a Russian, he niece, tall, good-looking and English in appear-
ance an Armenian student called Reuben lvanovitch (his
surname, like Michad Arlen's, | can never remember), and a
wondroudy old lady, who was known as "babushka/** who
rardy sooke, and who appeared only at meal times. Into this
nev and modest exigence | plunged mysdf with my usual
enthusasm and my genius for adaptability. My afternoons
wae my own, except on rare occasons and | devoted them
excdusivey to the study of Russian. Every day | had a lesson
from Madame Ertel and her daughter, and under their skilful
tuition | made rapid progress They did ther bed, too, to
make me one of the family, and, although | fed that at times
I must have been a sore trial to them, we never exchanged an
unpleasant word.

This was a wholly delightful and instructive period of my
Russan exigence Long before | had magered enough Russan
to take part in the genera conversation, | sugpected that the
Ertds were bitterly opposad to the Tsarist form of Govern-
ment, and that their sympathies were with the Cadets and
Social-revolutionaries As my Russan improved (in four
months | could speek with condderable fluency), my suspi-
dons were confirmed, and the knowledge that | was living in
an anti-Tsarist stronghold gave a new thrill to my life and an
added zet to my Russan gudies. The thrill became almost a
fear when one day over evening tea | was introduced to a woman
whose husband had been shot during the 1905 revolution. |
mentioned this episode to Montgomery Grove, who shook
his head gravely and warned me to be careful. Nothing un-
toward, however, happened to me through this association.
Later | was to redlise that all the Moscow "intelligenzia®
shared the Ertelian view.

The Ertds, in fact, weae typical represntatives of the
intelligentzia. When at ten o'dock every evening they assembled
round the samovar, they would sometimes st far into the
night discussng how to make the world safe by revolution.

* Grandmother.
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But when the morning of action came they were fast adeep in
bed. It was very harmless, very hopdess, and very Russian.
But for the War and the antiquated inefficiency of the Russian
military organisation, the Tsar would still be on his throne.

L et me cregte no fdse impression. My Russian friends were
not obssssed by revolution. Palitics, in fact, were reserved for
gpecia occadons such as unhappy political anniversaries or some
outrageous political santence in the Russian courts. At other
times the conversation was stimulating and instructive.

Many writers came to the house old friends of the lae
M. Ertel; young men with plays to read and novds to place
painters, musicians, actors and adress=s and, much impressed,
| worshipped at the fest of al of them. It was a&t Madame
Ertel's that | firs& met Olga Knipper, the widow of Chehoff
and the leading Maoscow tragedienne. It was Madame Ertel
who first took me to s2 a Chehoff play performed by the
Moscow Art Theatre players in that sober, solemn theare
where gpplause was forbidden and where a late arrival was
shut out for the whole act.

During this period my life was divided into two watertight
compatments. one, Russian and unofficid, and the other
offidd and mainly English. My own prefarence was for the
Russian and unofficial. Occasiondly, | dined out at the houses
of loca British resdents. More rardly | atended an officia
banquet at the German Consulate-Generdl. | paid afew formal
cdls on my Consular colleegues, and once or twice a wesk |
went to the loca British Club at the Hotel National. Of "the
rich Russans, whom | had met during the visit of the British
delegation, | sawv nothing. Very soon | discovered that of
Society with abig S in Moscow there was none. There was a
smal handful of nobles, who kept entirdly to themsdves
The rich merchants formed a group of their own. The intel-
ligentzia were accessble, but only to those who were brought
into their circle. Outside their business relations the English
and the Russans remained severdy apart.

Many of the loca English, in fact, regarded the Russans
as good-natured but immoral savages whom it was not ssfe or
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proper to introduce into their home circle. It amused me to
s Madame Zimin, a Moscow millionairess, lunching every
Sunday and playing bridge with her three husbands—two ex,
and onered. It showed a tolerance and an understanding which
at that time were beyond the range of Western civilisation.
The English wives, however, held up their hands in pious
horror.

My introduction to the English colony was not very happy.
Almost the firg Englishmen | met were two brothers cdled
Charnock. Both v ere Lancashiremen and both were connected
with the cotton industry. At the time, Harry, the younger
brother, was managing director of a large cotton mill at
Oriechovo-Zuevo in the Province of Vladimir.

Now Oriechovo-Zuevo wes one of the storm-centres of
Russian industrial unrest, and as an antidote to vodka drinking
and political agita ion among his factory hands Charnock had
ingtituted "sococer" football. His factory team wes then
champion of the Moscow League.

Through some confuson with my Cambridge brother the
rumour had dreecy gone round the British colony that | wes
a brilliant footbaler. Without waiting to inquire whether
"rugger" or "soccer” was my game, the Charnocks invited me
to join the "Morozovtsi," which was the name of their factory
team. Always ripe for adventure, | accepted. A few hours later
| discovered that there was a British team in Moscow for which
| weas expected to play. The President of the Club did his best
to pesuade me to change my mind, but, having given my
word, | was not prepared to go back on it.

At firg there was some feding agansg me, but | never
regretted my decison. Later, when | came to know these
North-countrymen better, | redised what splendid fellows they
were. As for the Charnocks, they have remained my firm friends
ever dnce, and | have dways counted my football experiences
with the Russan proletariat as a most vauable part of my
Russan education. | fear the expeience was more profitable
to me than to my club. | was in fact, hardly worth my place.
Nevertheless, these league matches were great fun and excited
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immense enthusasm. At Oriechovo we played before a crowd
of ten to fifteen thousand. Except by foreign teams we weae
rardy defeated. Certainly, Charnock's /experiment was a
complete success If it had been adopted )in other mills, the
efet on the charadter of the Russan wor king-men might have
bean far-reaching.

In my Russian football carexr | had only dine exciting episode.
This was in Moscow, when my factory tearin were playing the
German champions In an encouraging spirit of fairplay the
Russian Football Assodiation had invited a, German to referee
The Germanswere consderably bigger than our men and ussd
their weight with unnecessary vigour. In particular, the German
right half wasunduly rough towardsa young /English schoolboy
of saventeen—a nephew of Charnock and a 'brilliant footballer
—who was playing outside-left to me. W hen the German had
bowled him over mogt unfairly for thefifth or sixth time, | lost
my temper and addressed him in language' which | admit |
should never have used in England. In a trie the the referee was
on my tracks

"Be careful,’* he said in excdlent English. "1 heard what
you said. If you use language like that agai; 1, 1'll send you off
thefield."

Thewords | had ussd wae not so vay® bad. They were an
invocation to the Deity to blast the Germa'n and to conggn him
to the nethermost depths of Hell. But ffor a moment | shud-
dered. Like a flash | saw headlines in the English Pres
" British Vice-Consul sent off the Field for Foul Language
and | apologised abjectly and profusdy. I* told the referee my
fears aftar the game. J

"1f1'd known who you were" he saiid with a laugh, "I
should have had you off without a warniqgig.”

During those first months of preparation there was one other
influence which affected my life. Thiswas) my friendship with
George Bowen, a young " gunner,” who whs studying Russan
at the expense of the War Office. On the whole, | sw little
of the military interpreters. Bowen, however, was an exception.
He was a sandy-haired, little man, very sdfious and intelligent,
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but posesed of a quiet humour which rardy misfired. We
became great friends and dined together at least once a wesk,
when we found rédlief from our labours in comparing the idio-
gnaades of our Russan teachas He was a hard worker and,
as we made a kind of gastronomic competition out of our
Russan knowledge (whoever wes firg " stumped” by a word
in the menu paid for the dinner), our asodation did little
harm to our Russan sudies

By June we had both been sx months in Moscow and were
able to talk together with consderable fluency—and inaccuracy
—in "pidgin" Russan. With charaderigic sdf-consciousness
we did not practise these exardsss in the greets, but reserved
them for the seduson of the parks and forests We lived fru-
gally and modestly, and only rardy did we permit oursdves
to depart from the rigid economy which under Bowen's
influence even | had learnt to practisa

There weare however, lapses One digresson in particular,
nearly brought dissge in its train. In July my chief and his
family had departed to the " dacha'—a kind of summer bunga-
low outsde the town, whither all Russans, except the poored,
repair in order to exape the torrid heat of the Moscow summer.
My family had gone to the country leaving me alone in the
flat. Bowen was " en villegiature" with his family in a " dacha."
I was lonely and miserable but still firm in my newly-found
asoeticiam. Then one afternoon George Bowen walked into my
flat. The ky wes like ink. A storm was rolling up from the
south and the heat, which had melted the pavement to a soft
pulp, was stupefying. With flushed face George threw his hat
on my bed and sank into a chair.

"I'm fed up,” he said. " This dacha exigence has defeated
me. We have five grown-ups and three children in four rickety
rooms. The walls are as thin as paper. The bugs Sop me desp-
ing. The dog is d9ck daily in my room. Vasili Vadlievitch
Tores and to-day | caught Maria Petrovna picking sprouts
out of the dish with a hairpin. I'm through with Puritanism.
To-night, I'm going Berserk!"

At that moment the ssorm broke, and for three-quarters of
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an hour the lightning played fireworks round the blue and
golden cupdas of the Kremlin. In the flooded greds the trams
good motionless like ships riding at anchor. The thunder
shook the house to its foundations.

We dased the windows and, coatless lay back in our chairs
The svest poured down Georges face in sreams My head
ached. It was an hour of bitter agony not unmingled with fear.

Then suddenly the skies deared and the sun came out.
Quickly we opened the windows. A ddicious freshness came
from the monagtery garden opposite. The trees which an hour
before had been parched and white with dust, were now
radiantly green. The dreds resumed their normal bustle. The
trams moved, and we moved with them.

Very ddiberatdy we laid our plans. George should gsay the
night with me. We should dine at the Hermitage. Later we
should go to the Aquarium. No expense should be spared.

Cheque-book in hand, wewalked down to M uir and Mirrie-
less—the Harrod's of Moscow—and handed in our chegques
Each was for twenty-five pounds—a month's salary for me and
more for the rardy rekles George With trepidation we
watched the cashier's face Hitherto, we had never cashed more
than ten pounds. Hepaid without amoment'shesitation. I n those
days the credit of British officals abroad was still unassailable.

Happy and irresponsble, we drove into the beautiful summer
gardens of the Hermitage. We chose our gerlet from the fish-
tank fountain. We dined as young men generaly do dine,
reckledy, incongruoudy, sampling all the unknown Russan
dishesand drinking morevodka and champagnethan were good
for us. Our extravagance commanded a new attention from the
whiterobed waiters, while in our honour Krysh, the desk
Jewish vidlinist, played all his English repertory to us
The dinner was a prolonged one, and we finished up with
dgars and Napoleon brandy at ten roubles a glass The brandy
was not good; certainly, Napoleon never taged it. But fools
must learn their lesson by experience In my case the lesson
was well magered. Since that day Napoleon brandy has never
tempted me.
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It was a the Aquarium a few hours later that the great ad-
venture befell us. This vast open-air amusement park wes pre-
sded over by a negro cadled Thomas—a British subject with
whom the Consulate was frequently a variance over the en-
gagemant of young English girls as cabaret peformers. The
entertainment he provided condsted of a pefectly respectable
operetta theatre, an equaly respecteble open-air music hall,
a definitdy less regpetable verandah cafe-chantant, and the
inevitable chain of private "kabinets' for gipsy-singing and
private carouses We had strolled into the cafd-chantant rather
late and, taking the best box, had settled down to waich what
even in our exdted date ssamed a dreary peformance. The
rapid succession of taentless sngers and dancers, who showed
themsdves on the sage for two minutes, smirked, and then
rushed off to the dressng-room to change and join the tables
below, soon weeried us, and even the "Macaroni Man," who
drank incredible quantities of champagne in an incredibly
short spece of time, faled to rdieve the gloom which was
rapidly descending on us. Then suddenly the lights in the hall
were dimmed. The band struck up an English tune. The
curtain went up, and from the wings a young English girl—
amazingly fresh and beautiful—tripped lightly to the centre
of the sage and did a song and dance act. Her voice weas shrill
and harsh. Her accent was Wigan at its crudest. But she could
dance, as Moscow had never ssen an English girl dance The
audience rose to her. So did two young and suddenly refreshed
Englishmen. The head-water was summoned. Pencil and
paper were demanded, and then dter bashful meditation—it
was a new expaience for both of us—we sent a combined note
inviting her to join us in our box. She came Off the dage she
was not so beautiful as she had ssamed ten minutes before. She
weas neither witty nor wicked. She had been on the sage since
she was fourteen and took life philosophicaly. But she was
English, and the story of her carexr thrilled us. | expect our
shyness and our awkwardness amused her.

We were not dlowed to enjoy our conversation without
interruption. A waiter brought in a note and handed it to our
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guest. She read it, begged to be excusd for a minute, and left
the room. Presently, we heard high words outside the door—
a male Cockney voice predominating. Then there wes a
suffle and a final "blag you." The door opened and was
hurriedly shut, and with flushed face our Lancashire lady
returned to us. What was the matter? It was nothing. Therewas
an English jockey—a mad fellow, aways drunk, who was mak-
ing her lifea burden and a misery. We expresssd our sympathy,
ordered more champagne, and in five minutes had forgotten
all about the incident.

We were not allowed to forget for long. An hour later the
door was again thrown open. This time Thomas himself
appeared, followed by a policeman. Outside the door was a
mob of waiters and girls with scared faces The negro stratched
his head. There had besn an acddent. Would Missie go at
once The English jockey had shot himsdlf.

Suddenly sobered, we paid our bill and followed the girl
to the shabby furnished rooms acoss the road where the
tragedy had taken place We weae prepared for the wors—
scandal, possbly disgrace, and our almost certain appearance
as witnesss at the inquest. For both of us the matter ssemed
terribly serious. In the drcumstances the best course ssemed to
be to take Thomas into our confidence. He laughed at our fears

"1 will make that ol' right, Mistah Lockhart,” he said.
"Bless yo' heart, the police won't worry you—or the English
Misse ether. They'm shore used to tragedies like this, and
this one has been coming for a long time."

He was right. Indeed, to anyone who was not a political
uspect, above all, to anyone who had some offidal rank, the
Russan police showed a deference, which, if generally rein-
forced by the conarete of hard cash, was not without its ad-
vantages Still, some days were to dapse before our fears were
finally allayed, and it was with grim.forebodings that | awoke
the net morning—or rather the same morning—to hear
George Bowen splashing in his bath and crying to the Heavens
to tell him who was the fool who said: "Joy cometh with the
morning."
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In that summer of 1912 | had the good fortune to s the
Emperor twice—a rare opportunity in Moscow, for the Tsar
of al the Russas sldom visited the ancient capital. The city
had too many tregic memories for him, and die horror of the
shambles of the Khodynka Field, where a his coronation
cdebrations hundreds of pessants were crushed to death, was
eva present in his mind. Moscow, too, weas the centre of
Radicalism and, as such, was anathema to the Empress. On
the first occadgon, the Tsar came to unvell the daue to his
father, the Emperor Alexander I11. It was a drictly officd
ceremony, atended only by the nobles, the military and civil
heeds of departments, and a sdected number of the leading
merchants. | remember the visit for two ressons first, because
for weeks before the M oscow police had pestered us and, indeed,
all the Consular Corps with idiotic questions regarding the
political reliability of our various nationas who lived any-
where near the route along which the Emperor was to pess, and,
secondly, because on his way to the Kremlin the Tsar stopped
at the spot where the Grand Duke Serge had been murdered,
and knelt down done on the cobbled stones and prayed. | could
not help wondering what thoughts must have flashed through
the mind of this least-to-be-envied of monarchs, as he knelt
on the spot, where the human debris of his uncle had once
sained the ground. Boris Savinkoff, who had planned the
Grand Duke's murder, wes then in exile. He wes to come back
agan in 1917, to become Minister of War in the Kerensky
Government, to sek refuge once more in exile on the advent
of the Bolsheviks, and to return finaly on that sinister and still
unexplained mission, when he cag his lot with the present
rulers of Russa only to throw himself or to be thrown to his
degth from a Kremlin window dose to the spot where the
Grand Duke met his fate.

The occasion of the Emperor's second visit was the centenary
of Borodino and the liberation of Russa from the yoke of
Napoleon. This time the ceebration was a national one and
strikingly impressive in the demonstration of loyalty it aroused.
Never have | ssen afiner body of men than the Caossack troops
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who formed the Emperor's bodyguard. Well may the pre-war
foreign military ataches be forgiven for over-estimating the
military power of Russa. Yet the redl symbol of Russads
srength wes the frail bearded figure with the strange, wistful
eyes who rode a the head of his troops and whose fesbdle
shoulders seamed incgpable of supporting the mantle of auto-
aacy which, like a shroud, hung over them. Even on that day,
when revolution was far from most men's minds, the Tsar in-
spired pity and sympathy more than admiration. An Imperia
visit was an orded which at any moment one felt might end in
tragedy, and, as fa as Moscow weas concaned, everyone
breathed a sigh of relief when the sugpense was over and the
Imperial train had l€ft the city.

When the autumn came, | made ancther friend, who wes to
render me great sarvices during my apprenticeship in Moscow.
This was Michael Lykiardopoulos, die tdented secretary of the
Moscow Art Theatre. "L yki" was a drange, lovable creature;
one-third Greek, one-third Russian, and one-third English.
His secretarid duties gave him afixed sdary. His red work in
life was as a trandator. He had red literary flair, an excdlent
Russan proe style, and a quite remarkable knowledge of
eight or nine European languages. He knew most of the great
writers of Europe and had trandated their best works into
Russian. It was through him that | firda met H. G. Wells,
Robert Ross, Lytton Strachey, Granville Barker, Gordon
Craig, Aleigter Crowley, not to mention numerous hangers-on
of literature, who came to Moscow to worship at the shrine of
Russian art. In his spare time he acted as bdlet critic for one
of the leading Moscow newspgpas. He knew evaryone in the
literary, artistic, and dramatic world of Moscow, and, through
him, many doors, which otherwise would have remained dosed,
were opened to me.

Poor "L yki." During the war he ran our propaganda depart-
ment in Moscow under my supervison—and ran it very well.
His temperament was far too voldtile to give any vdue to his
political judgment. A Russan defeat dgoressed him admost to
the point of suicide. The smdlest victory drove him to the other
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extreme. Towards the end of 1915, when he had made up his
mind that Russawas irretrievably ruined, he made a hazardous
journey on our behdf into Germany, travelling as a Greek
tobacco merchant and bringing back with him a meass of valu-
able information and a new optimism. The revolution finaly
destroyed all his hopes, and before the Bolsheviks had made
their coup d'etat he withdrew to Stockholm and eventudly to
England. Like many Russian Liberas he became a violent
reectionary and spent most of his enagy in writing anti-
Semitic artides for die English Press. He was aborn journalist,
living only for the day, but his loyalty and his kindness to his
friends were wonderful, and of all my Russian friends (in spite
of his mixed nationdlity | can never regard him as anything
but Russan) he is the one whom | miss most. He died in
London in 1924.



CHAPTER THREE

AT THE END of my first year in Russal returned to England to
be married. Looking badk on this experiment from a dis
appointing and disillusioned middle age | find my conduct in
the highest degree reprehensble. | had neither money nor
position, and my progects held out nothing more than a
dreary and penurious carexr in the worst-paid svice in the
world. My wife was an Augtralian called Turner. Her grand-
father had been therichest man in Queendand. On her father's
death misfortune had overtaken the edate, and her mother was
unable to allow her more than a hundred or two a year. My
wife hersdf, who was ddicate, had been brought up in
England and Switzerland. All her friends were rich or well
to do. She hersdf had been usd to a life of luxury. To ak a
girl, who had been brought up in this way and who was then
only twenty-one, to share with me a life of poverty in a semi-
barbarous town like M oscow was an effrontery for which there
is no exause It is a tribute to her ocourage that she was able
to adapt hersdf so quickly to a stuation which imposed so
many hardships upon her. My marriage was a contract from
which | alone reaped any benefit.

Had | taken gock of mysdf at that time, 1 should have ssen
a young man of twenty-five, broad-shouldered and broken-
nosed, with a squat, sumpy figureand a ridiculous gait. The
young man's charade was a curious mixture of Lockhart
caution and ascetidam and Macgregor recklesness and sdf-'
indulgence. Hitherto, the Macgregor had held the whip-hand
ove the Lockhart, and perhaps his chief failing had been an
all-too-Cédltic tendency to confound licentiousness with roman-
ticism. Such accomplishments as he had—a good memory, a
facility for languages and a capadity for sudden bursts of hard
work, were largely nullified by a lazy tolerance, which aways
sought the easest way out of any difficulty, and by a fatal
digpogtion to sarifice the future for the cheap applause of the
moment. In short, a still unformed and unattractive young man,
whoe Hf-consdousness at moments amounted almost to a
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disses=. Had anyone told him that five years later he would be
head of an important British Mission at a crucid moment in
his country's history, he would have smirked, put his heed on
one sde, and blushed with modesty.

This, | submit, is an accurate picture of mysdlf as | was at
the end of 1912. With mariage, however, my life changed,
and | made a sarious effort to conform to the conventiondities
of my new sate The result was wholly beneficid. My night
life wes cedt off, and a round of irksome socid duties took its
place. Intercourse with the British colony now became an
obligation, and, as we weae entertained, so we entertained in
return. | found, however, a new zest for work. | continued my
Russian sudies and, until my wife learnt the language, | had
to run the smal flat we had taken, give orders to the servants,
and superintend the household accounts. | read twice as much
as when | weas a bachelor. My knowledge of Russian was now
tolerably good, and there wes the whole fidld of Russian litera-
ture to explore. | began, too, to write for the English newspapers
not so much from any internal urge as from necessity. The
money was needed in order to supplement our scanty income,
and dter a little practice | found it not difficult to earn. |
rewrote and sold the short gories | had written in Maaya.
| became a fairly regular contributor to the Morning Post and
the Manchester Guardian, both of which nenvspapers were then
interested in sketches of Russan life, and | found a ready home
for more serious articdles and even for short gories in the num-
eous British reviews which then flourished. These literary
efforts were written under a pseudonym (in those days diplo-
matists and conauls were not alowed to write), but in my
first year as a freelance journalist | eammed nearly £200, and
by the time the war came and put a stop to these activities,
I was making a seady twenty-five to thirty pounds a
month.

Nor did mariage interfere with my Russan friendships.
On the contrary, it extended them. "Lyki" weas a condant
visitor to our flat and requited our hospitality by bringing us
into contact with the wide orbit of his own literary, journalistic,
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and artigic world. At the end of my firs eighteen months in
Russia | knew most of the leaders of the M oscow inteligentzia*

This contact, necesstating as it did the congant discusson
of palitics, gave me my first interest in foreign affairs Through
the Charnocks and other Englishmen connected with the
cotton mills, I kept my finger on the pulse of industrial unrest.
To complete my equipment as an intdligence officar there
remained only the nobility, the merchants—and the British
Embassy—to conquer. With the Embassy in St. Petersburg
we had practically no contact. The German Consul-General
might see his Ambassador once a month. French Consuls
General might reasonably hope to finish their caregrs as
Ministers. But between die two British services there was an
impassable gulf which has not been satisfactorily bridged to
this day. Poalitical reports from Moscow were not encour aged.
Commercial queries were positively discouraged. | n the ar chives
of the Moscow Consaulate there is—or was—a letter from a
cartain British Ambassador, which we usad to pull out in
moments of disgruntledness and which ran as follows
"Dear Mr.——, Pleese remember that | am not here to be
bothered with questions about trade."

The inadequate equipment of the Moscow Consulate was
not only a subject of grievance to the unfortunate Consular
officers It attracted the attention of British visitors, who were
not dow to natice that, of all the Great Powers, Great Britain
was the only one which was not represented by a Consulate®
General. Invariably they expresssd disgust, returned to
England, and did nothing. There was one exception. One
wintry afternoon in 1913, when | was alone in the Consulate,
therewas aring at the door. | sprang to my feet and admitted
an ederly, wdl-dressed man with a beard who handed me
his card. His name was Tennant, and, although | did not
redli it at the time, he was a relation of M r. Asquith, who
was then Prime Minister. | took him into our dingy little
room.

"Can | s the Consul or the Vice-Consul?" he asked.

"The Consul is out,” | replied. "I am theVice-Consul."
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He breathed heavily. The trudge up the three flights of sone
dairs had shaken hiswind.

'l s this all the British Consulate?' he asked at last. | told
him it was His chest heaved. His eyes flashed. Then with
a great growl came his comment:

"Morelike awater-dost than a Consulate.”

Heinvited meto lunch with him the next day. At luncheon
he asked some pertinent questions. He made no promises, but,
when he went away, | had a fedling that this time something
was going to happen.

The wesks, however, passd into months, and gradually |
abandoned hope. When thesummer came we shared a" dacha’
with the Groves—a large, roomy wooden house at Kosino
besde a lake where there were boats to row and pike and perch
to catch. This risky experiment opened with a tragedy. My
wife had bought a new toy—a pedigree French bulldog, called
Pipo, who afterwards achieved immortality by being painted
by Korovin. Naturally, shetook him tothe" dacha." Although
in the M oscow flat he was as good as gold, hisfirg night in the
country was a disager. The train journey must have upsst his
ddicate congtitution, for in themiddle of dinner heforgot him-
sdf in the mogt offendve snse, and the car pet, a new investment
of the Grove family, wes irreparably ruined. Men are singu-
larly ineffective on thexe occasons, and for the res of that meal
Grove and | kept our eyesfirmly glued to the table. In spite of
this inauspicious overture, the "dacha' concert turned out
better than might have been expected. By the morning Mrs.
Groves very just anger had evaporated. With tearful eyes my
wife begged for her dog. Pipo himsdf was profuse in his
apologies And Pipo remained.

With Pipo we had one more adventure, which might have
ended disastroudy for him and which for us had unpleasant
oconsquences Close to the lake there was a holy pool, where
pilgrims from far and wide usad to bathe in the hope of being
cured of various dissasess One evening, when my wife was out
walking, she passsd the pool and with a natural modesy
hurried away from the mass of naked bodies which sought
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relief from its gagnant waters Pipo, however, was a gregarious
animal and in a minute he was splashing wildly among the
pilgrims. There was a shriek from the pool. At first my wife
thought the bathes wee playing with the dog, and she
continued placidly on her way. Then the shriek grew into an
angry roar, and the dog came tearing down the path with
twenty naked figuresin hot pursuit. My wife picked up her
irts and ran. Fortunately, the "dacha' was dose at hand.
Fortunately, too, | was at home. For five minutes | harangued
the nudities from the "dacha' geps and in the end my argu-
ment, backed by slver roubles, prevailed. More roubles had
to be expended on the priest for the re-purification of the waters,
and altogether the adventure was more cogly than amusing. At
firg, too, | was afraid les the outraged bathers might wresk
their vengeance on the dog, and for some days Pipo had to be
kept on a chain. In this, however, | did the Russans an injus-
tice. Having made their peace they bore no malice, and, asin
future nothing would induce the dog to approach within a
hundred yards of Siloam, no harm resulted.

Three years later economic duress forced us to sdll him. He
was a valuable dog, and he went to a millionair€e€'s house. What
his ultimate fate was | do not know. He was an arisocrat and
must, therefore, have hated revolutions. | fear that, like
Gorky's Great Dane, he may have been eaten by a starving
population.

That summer, too, Sir Henry Wilson visited Moscow, and |
dined with him and Colonel Knox, our military attache, at the
Hermitage. Even in those days Sir Henry was fully alive to the
dangers of the European situation and had summed up all the
possibilities in his far-seeing mind. In consdering the reative
srengdi of the European Powers, he had worked out all his
facts to the smallest detail. In his opinion die French army was
fully equal to the German. If ever it came to war, the Russan
army would be the extra weight which would load the scdes
overwhelmingly in Frances favour. Sir Henry was not the
only expert whose judgments were to be ruddy shattered by
the tornado of 1914.
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At the beginning of July came the repercussion to the Ten-
nant visit. It came, too, in the form of what Fleet Street cdls a
bombshell. Maoscow wes devated to a Consulate-Generd with
a largdly increased dffice dlowance. The Groves weae trans
ferred to Warsaw, and Charles Clive Bayley, formerly H. M .
Consul at New Y ork and a scion of afamily famous in Indian
history, was appointed to reign in their sead. | shed a
sympathetic tear over the departure of the Groves (they had
been very kind to us) and with new hopes and nev ambitions
meade reedy to welcome my new chief.



CHAPTER FOUR

CHARLES CLIVE BAYLEY wes then in hisfifty-secondyear. He
was a big, florid man with pouches under hiseyes. The eyes
could both twinkle and flash. Such hair as he had |eft wes fair.
His body wes rather too heavy for his legs and, when he
coughed or laughed, the veins stood out on his foreheed. As he
dways laughed a his own gories, of which he had an in-
exhaudtible fund (in two years | never heard him repeat himself
once), | was in congant gpprehension lest he should die of
apoplexy. He wore an eyeglass and had a presence and a proper
sen=e of his own importance.

He could spesk neither French nor German. But he had
srved for ten years under Sir Thomas Sanderson in New
York and knew all there wes to know about running a Consular
office He combined what the Americans cdl "drive" with
dignity, and no man could teke liberties with him.

What was more important he had private meens and wes
prepared to spend his own money on maintaining his position
as Consul-General. He took a large flat for himself in the most
fashionable srest in Moscow and lessad an adequate dffice for
the Consulate-Generd on the first floor of a new house dose
a hand. He engaged an expeaienced clerk, two typists and a
generd factotum and commissionaire caled Alexander Nech-
aeff, who, as a former Russian civil servant, knew every short-
cut, legd and illegal, through the redtgpe maze of Russan
bureaucracy. In the eyes both of the Russans and of our
Consular colleegues we acquired a new prestige. Alexander
s to that. He at once invested Bayley with the title of an
Excdlency, and within a month of his arrival every department,
both civil and military, in Moscow knew through the agency
of the devoted Alexander that the new British Consul-Generd
was a man whose favour was worth courting and whose wrath
wes vedtly to be feared. On occasons Alexander overplayed his
hand and, when we caught him using the Consular sed in order
to further his own persond ends, Bayley exploded. It required
all my tact and all my pleading to prevent the old scoundrd's

82
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immediate dismissal. A man, who a a minute's notice could
wangle a visa dta office hours or a degping berth to St.
Petersburg, when the Wagon-L.its office had been sold out for
days, was not to be lightly discarded, and in the end Bayley
relented.

Both in the office and outside it Bayley did his best to live up
to the role for which the wily Alexander had cagt him. All his
life he had done himself well, and he knew how to entertain
others. His wife, who weas born a Ricardo, backed him up to
the best of her ability. She was a kind, little woman, very shy
and very English, but very hospitable and dways willing to
put hersdf out to promote her husband's interets The
Russans sat up and took notice. They ae the Bayley dinners.
They liked the Bayley cocktals which | imagine he wes the
fird man to introduce into Moscow. Almost they were pre-
pared to take him at Alexander's estimete.

A few rays of this new glory were reflected on me. In the
office Bayley drove me hard. Spesking no languages, he wes
dependent on my savices for much of his information. On the
other hand, he taught me how to run an office, how to handle
all kinds and conditions of men, and how to coax or bully the
various departments of the Foreign Office at home. "I f you
can't get things by asking politely, you must make yoursdlf a
nuisance," he used to ssy. He lived up to his own precepts,
"kow-towing" to no man, and, if necesdty arose, making
himself a nuissnce both to the Foreign Office and to the
Embassy. To my astonishment | discovered that, by taking a
high hand, he enhanced his own reputation. His stock rose
He went to St. Petersburg to s the Ambassador and came
back with a mandate to ingpect the other Conaulates in Russia
In spite of a "peppery" temper (as a young man he had been
on the Gold Coast and had acquired aliver) he wes a splendid
chief, and such merits as | ever possessad as a Consular Officer
I owe entirely to his training. Outside the office he wes like a
faher to me, and | was never sgparated from him. At his
house | met soores of people, whom otherwise | should never
have known, and whose friendship wes afterwards to be of the
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gregtest sarvice to me during the war. Under Bayley's tutdage
| developed from a shy and ignorant youngster into a sdf-
reliant and tolerably efficient administrator.

In the spring of 1914 | had an amusing experience, while |
wes in charge of the Consulate-General during one of Bayley's
tours of inspection. One Saturday afternoon | was summoned
to the telephone by the Pristaff* of the Tverskoi district. Two
Englishmen—a nava doctor and a Chief Petty Office—had
been arested for shop-lifting. | put on my coa and hurried
round to the PristafFs house The Rigaff—a bullet-headed,
pimply-faced man with a military moustache, was polite but
obdurate. The two men wee under lock and key. They had
been caught red-handed. He was having tea in his private
apartment, when | caled, and did not ssam to relish my
intrusion. At my request, however, he st for the protocol
and read it to me. On their own showing the two men had been
st out from the Tyne on a warship, which was being
ddivered to China, and, having completed their mission, were
returning to England via the Trans-Siberian. During the four
hours stop in Maoscow they had gone into a shop, had picked
out some handkerchiefs, some socks, and a birch-wood cigarette
cag and had put the goods in their pocket. Then, just as they
were about to produce the money to pay for them, they had
been s=ized by a shop detective. It was not a very plausible
story. The evidence of the shop detective and of the policeman who
had been cdled in to make the arrest was damning. The detective
swore that he had waiched the petty dfficer dip the cigarette
cae into his pocket with all the skill of a professond thief.

The only point in the men's favour wes that between them
they had about eighty pounds in English notes, and the total
vaue of the goods found on them wes less than three pounds.
| mede great play of this anomdy and d=0 of the fact that a
misunderstanding might have arisen over die language diffi-
culty. | requested an interview with the two men.

My doquence, however, was vain. The Pristaff smiled con-
descendingly.

* A police inspector of a district; generally an ex-army officer.
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" Y ou have your duty to do, Mr. Consul,” hesad. "l have
mine. It is a bad case"

There ssamed nothing for me to do except to retreat. At
this moment a good-looking young man burst into theroom.

"Papa," he sad excitedly, "we've won."

Then he sawv me, dared confusedly for a moment, rushed
forward and shook me warmly by the hand.

"Mr. Lockhart,” he sad, "you don't remember me. |
played againg you last yeer. 1'm the centre-haf of the Union
Club." His faoe glowed. He dashed back to his father. "Papa,
thisis Mr. Lockhart, who used to play for the Morozovtsi—
the best team in Russa He must have tea with us."

The Prigtaff frowned and then smiled.

"Forgive me," he said. "I n discussing our business, | forgot
al about tea"

He rang the bell, ordered more cups and some vodka, and,
as we st and pledged eech other, the boy told us the story of
the afternoon's match. The Pristaif listened in silent admira-
tion. Obviously, he doted on his boy. |, too, sat on, hoping for
an unexpected denouement to my own problem. When the
boy had finished his recita, he turned again to me:

" And what are you doing here, M r. Lockhart?

The father blushed.

"Mr. Lockhart has some officid business to discuss with me.
| think you had better go."

When the boy had gone, there was an awkward silence. Then
the Pristaff deared his throat.

"Mr. Consul," hesaid, "l have been thinking over this cae
I am convinced that you ae right and that a British navad
doctor with fifty pounds in his pocket would not sed a few
worthless handkerchiefs. The devil of it is that the goods were
found in both the men's pockets. If only all the goods had been
in the gunner's pockets and we could cdl the doctor as witness,
the case would not be so difficult.”

He sratched his shaven head. Then he pushed the bell.

"Send me the policeman who made the protocol on this
English casg" he ordered.
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The policeman gopearad—a stout, honest felow conscous
of having done a good day's work and expecting to be praised.

"Did you make this protocol ?' asked the PrigafF.

"Yes, sir,"

"Did you find the goods in the pockets of both men?'

"Yes, sir."

"Areyou quite sure?"'

"Yes, sir," sad the policeman.

"Think again," roared the PrigafF in a voice of thunder.

The policeman blenched but made the same answver. Even
for a Russan he was dow in the uptake.

The PrigafF returned to the charge

"Do you think that a nava doctor, an officar of the English
fleet, would sted a pair of sodks and a handkerchief?"

The policeman shuffled.

"Yes, sr—I mean, no, sir," he sammered.

"Fool," growled the PrigafF. "W hat do you mean? Do you
meen that you found all the goods in the petty officar's pocket
and nothing in the pockets of the doctor."

Thisweas said very dowly and ddliberately, every word being
punctuated with a tap of a large ruler on the table.

This time even the policeman understood.

"Yes, sir," he whispered hoarsdy.

The PrigafF tore up the protocol.

"Go," hesaid. "Draw up anew protocol at once and don't
let me catch you out in inaccuracies again.”

He turned to me with a shegpish grin.

"That'sal | cando," hesaid. " The cagewill have to go before
the magigrate. | warn you there will be trouble over the
detective who is a pig-headed fellow and who in any caeis paid
by results. But a any rate you have now a witness for the
defence. The rest depends on you. | can rdeese the doctor at
once."

Football hes its uses. | thanked him profoundly, begged him
to send the doctor round to my flat, and rushed off to enlist
the savices of Alexander Wilenkin, the Consular lawyer.

That same evening we laid our plans. The nava doctor stuck
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to his sory that they had intended to pay for the goods, and
Wilenkin, who knew England dmost aswell asheknew Russia,
sawv his way dear. The petty officer would have to stand his
trial. The doctor's evidence would be vauable, but the chief
witness for the defence was to be mysalf. This was Wilenkin's
plan of campaign.

At once | rased objections. | wes doubtful about the pro-
priety of a British Consular officar appearing in a caee of this
kind. In any caee | did not see how | could be of assgance

"Leave it to me, my dear-r Lockhart," sad Wilenkin in his
guttural Jewish accent. And | did.

Wilenkin, who beonged to a rich Jewish family, had the
reputation of being the best-dressed man in Moscow, and in his
defence of the two Englishmen cdothes played an important
part.

On the Tuesday we all gppeared before the examining magis-
trate, Wilenkin and |, complete in morning coats, striped
trousers, monodes and top hats. Our entry into the squalid,
crowded court made a sensation.

The case opened badly. The shop detective gave his evidence
with overwhdming effet. The petty officer, dirty and un-
shaven dter three days in prison, mede an unfortunate im-
presson on the bench. Wilenkin's speech, however, was a
magterpiece. Basng his defence on the fact that the two men
were well supplied with money, he pointed out the improba-
bility of two such distinguished members of His Maesty's
Navy risking their carears for the sske of a handkerchief and a
pair of socks. Englishmen were, admittedly, queer people.
They washed. They had a preference for dean linen. What more
natura than that they should profit by their ay in Maoscow
to permit themsdves the luxury of a wash and a dean hand-
kerchief. The detective had erred on the sde of esgemess
Finally, the matter had a profound political agpect, England
and Russa were now friends—amost Allies. One day—how
soon no one knew—they might be fighting Sde by side. Had
the magisrate weighed in his mind the deplorable efet a
miscarriage of jugtice might have on the present happy date of
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Anglo-Russian rdaions? Autres pays, autres moaurs, and in
order to demondrate that English cusoms were different from
Russian he had brought into this court a very busy man—the
acting British Consul-General.

| stepped forward with al the dignity | could muster and
took the oath.

"Is it quite a common occurrence in England for respectable
people to enter a shop, pick up an atide off the counter and
put it in their pocket before they have actudly paid for it"
asked Wiienkin.

"Yes"

"Have you done it on occasons yoursalf?'

"Yes," | answered without a blush.

The petty officer left the court without a stain on his cherac-
ter. But that night every newspgper in Moscow came out with
large headlines "British Consul in Moscow swvears that in
England shoppers may put goods in their pocket before paying
for them!"

My reputation, however, survived this sarcaam. | wes begin-
ning to know my Moscow.

Thisweas merely aminor achievement for Wiienkin. In pesce
time regarded by most people as afop, he proved himself alion
of Judah in the war. He was, in fadt, the bravest Jav | have
ever met. He was one of the first Russans to enlist as avolun-
teer. By his physica courage as much as by his intelligence he
rox= from the ranks to be a junior officer. He won the St.
George's Cross for bravery in action. Bemonoded and dean-
shaven in his civil life, in war he greww a magnificent beard and
mustachios. When the first revolution came, he threw himself
heart and soul into the task of persuading his men to continue
fighting. His skill as an orator raised him to the dignity of
Vice-President of his Army Soviet, and it was he who brought
beck to St. Petersburg the troops which suppressed the first
Bolshevik attempt at a coup detat in July, 1917. After the
Bolshevik revolution of November, 1917, he threw in his lot
with Savinkoff and had a hand in dmost every counter-
revolutionary plot againg the new regime. His indifference to



BRUCE LOCKHART 89

danger amounted dmogt to foolhardiness, and on severd
occadons | warned him of the risks he was running. In July,
1918, he weas aresed in Moscow as a counter-revolutionary.
He was one of the firg victims of the officid terror, when, as
a reprisd for the attempt on Lenin's life on September 14,
1918, the Bolsheviks shot seven hundred of ther political
opponents.

Throughout the spring and early summer of 1914 my life
ran on active and plessat lines. | had sufficdent work to kegp
me out of mischief. My interest in Russa and things Russian
was amounting amost to a mania, and my ambition to make
myself the best-informed Consular officer in Moscow was well
on the way to fulfilment. My pride was plessantly titillated,
when the Austrian Consul-Genera borrowed our annua report
(written mainly by me) in order to pargphrase it as his own. In
the past he had dways confered this honour on his German
colleagues. If | showed any disposition to “let up,” ajudicious
mixture of prase and exhortation from Bayley kept my nose
to the grindstone. It has been my fae in life to be the willing
horse of various mesters My plessures weae fev—a little
tennis, an occasond game of hilliards, and an odd wesk-
end in the country. Yet | was not unhappy. My home life was
peeceful and undisturbed. Obvioudly, if | was the last person
any woman should have married, marriage was good for me.

In June, 1914, | had another surfeit of officid entertainment.
Admiral Bedaty and a picked sdection of the dfficas of the
First Battle Cruiser Squadron paid an officid visit to Moscow.
The youthful gppearance of the youngest Admiral snce Nelson
nearly led to my offida undoing. Dressed in uniform and
cocked hat, | had been sent by Bayley to meet the train and to
wecome Bedty on the platform. It was my first encounter
with the Navy, and | knew less than nothing of the distin-
guishing marks of the different ranks. On the platform | found
the Prefect, the Governor, the Generd commanding the
Moscow didtrict, and other Russian offidds to whom | should
have to introduce the British admiral. The train drew up, and
out of the specid cariage stepped a brisk young man who
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looked no older than myself and whom | naturally supposed
weas Bestty's flag-lieutenant. | stood waiting for the emergence
of the grest man himsdf, and there was an awkward pause.
It was ended very quickly by my supposed flag-lieutenant.

"How do you do?' he said. "|'m Bestty. Introduce me and
tell me whom | sheke hands with first/!

I went hot and then cold. When | told him afterwards of my
embarrassment, he laughed and took it as a compliment.

In my own defence | must admit that the Russians were
equdly astonished by Bestty's youthfulness.

The visit was a tremendous success Bestity's officers who
included Admiral Halsey, Admiral Brock, and severd other
cgptains, whaose names were to become household words during
the war, went down with the Russans like a dinner. Their
ceanshaven, red-chesked faoss brought a breeze of hedlth and
vigour into the parched amosphere of the Moscow summer,
and Bestty's square jaw and the jaunty angle a which he wore
his cgp gave a lagting joy to the Moscow caricaturists, who
were only too glad to have this opportunity of contrasting the
effidency of the British Navy with the shortcomings of their
own. The dimax to awhirlwind triumph came with Bestty's
goeech at a dinner given by the town in a large marquee in the
Sokolniki park. After a successon of dreary orators the English
admiral erose, and in a voice which would have carried through
agde, ddivered a gpeach which stirred the duggish Muscovites
to an extraordinary digplay of emotion. Never before had they
sen an admiral who had not a beard down to his knees The
military strength of Britain might be insgnificant, but the
British Navy wes the red thing. To-day, | often wonder why
Lord Bestty hes never gone into politics. That voice of his
would wake even the degpers in the House of Lords. It. was a
firsd-rate performance, and his visit did much to enhance
British pregtige.

Then came tragedy—-swift as an eagle in its descent and
pitiless in its consaquences On June 28th the Archduke Franz
Ferdinand was murdered, and, however secure L ondon may have
felt, Maoscow redised from the first moment that the red sun of
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war had dready risen. It was a this time that a tragedy
occurred in my own family. In June my wife had been expecting
a child. | had wished to send her home and had written
to my grandmother in the hope that she would provide the
necessary financid assgance The reply had been stern and
uncompromising. She hersdf had given birth to her first child
under a bullock cat in New Zealand. A woman's place on
those occasons wes by her husband.

The doctor recommended to my wife was a German caled
Schmidt—a kind and gentle old man who was long past his
best. | had misgivings and wished to employ a Russian. The
English women in Moscow, however, were strongly prejudiced
agang Russian doctors. Schmidt spoke English, and my wife
liked him.

The criss came on June 20th and lagted all through the night.
Inexperienced as | was, | soon redised that the birth wes
complicated. It was one of the hottest nights | have ever known
in Moscow or anywhere dss, and for hours on end | stood
at the open window in the drawing-room, smoking cigarette
dfter cigarette and trying to keep my mind a blank. At three
o'cdock Schmidt cameinto theroom. The sweet, streaming from
his face, had dripped on to hiswhite overdls.

"It is difficult,” he gagped, "very difficult. | must have
another doctor."

He gave me the number, and | rushed to the telephone.
Hours ssemed to pess. Again | resumed my stand at the win-
dow, listening for the sound of the "droschke" wheds on the
cobbled dreets. After saverd fdse darms the doctor arrived—
ayoung man, whose effident manner inspired me with a new
confidence. Then he disgppeared into the bedroom, and again
there wes an immense slence. At five odock all was over.
Kéja, the cook, tiptoed across the room, her apron up to her
eyes Then theyoung doctor camein.

"The mother is alive," he sad gravely. "The girl will not
live."

Very quickly he told me the details. The birth had been
difficult. There had been great exhaugtion, and they had had to
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use ingruments. The firg instruments had been defective. If
he had been summoned sooner . . .

"The child is dead?' | whispered. He nodded.

In adream | ordered ooffee and biscuits for the doctors. In a
dream | saw them off at the door. Then | sat down to wait for
the morning. At seven oddock my mother-in-law came in and
took me into the room which would have been our nursery.
The child was lying in a cot. They had dresssd her in the
dothes which for months pas my wife had been making for
her. Her eyes were open. There was not a mark on the little
waxen face She looked so fresh and swedt that it was impossible
to bdieve that she was dead. The little cap which covered her
head concedled the fatal bruise

Mechanically | went about the tasks of the day. | telephoned
to Bayley to tell him what had happened. | called on the chap-
lain to s what could be done about the burial, and in the
afternoon | walked down to the Sadovaya to order the tiny
coffin. As | passd the Hermitage, a strest-woman accosed me.
| walked padt, and she came badk to me. Silently | handed her
five roubles, for a moment our eyes met; then she turned and
ran. | think she thought | was mad.

Two days later | made the long "trek" out to the German
cemeery, carrying the coffin on my kness The sun beat down
pitilesdy from a doudless sky, but | never felt die heat. An
Englishman of ssventy was being buried, and it was among
dranga's that | stood, while the chaplain read the burial
srvice and the two ooffins of the man who had lived his full
life and of die namdess child were lowered into their common
gravee e

All through that burning July, while my wife lay in danger,
firgt, of her lifeand then of her reason, | toiled at die Consulate-
General, striving to kill my thoughts with a surfeit of work.
And, as the days passd, the tenson of the Russan people grew,
until gradually it swelled into an angry murmur. Why was
England hanging back? As July broke into August, sores of
people telephoned daily to know the reason and, not receiving
satidaction, grumbled and threatened. Through the long white
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days troops in full marching kit tramped through the drees
singing ther plaintive songs and leaving a cloud of dust in
their trail. The heart of Rusia was on fire with war.

On the morning of Wednesday, August 5 th, | st out as usua
on my short walk to the Consulate-General. At the street
corner oppodite the office a crowd of demongrators impeded
my progress. A band wes playing, and raucous voices were
caling for the Consul-General. Suddenly a man in the crowd
recognised me. ""Way for the British Vice-Consul," he roared.
Strong hands passed me over the heeds of the crowd to the
entrance, while a thousand voices thundered: "Long live
England.” A bearded student kissed me on both chesks
England had dedlared war on Germany. Another day's deay,
and the demongtrators would have smashed our windows.






BOOK Il1

WAR AND PEACE



"EINE GROSSE Epoche hat das Jahrhundert geboren, aber der
gose Moment findet ein kleines Geschlecht/'
(The century has given birth to a great epoch, but the great moment finds
a petty generation.)
Goethe



CHAPTER ONE

MY RECOLLECTIONS of those first war months in Moscow are
remarkably vivid, athough to-day in the light of ater events
they ssam more like a strange dream than an actud experience.
The contrast between 1914 and 1932 is too greet. | have to shut
my eyes to recal the enthusaam of those early days. There in
the patchwork of my memory | se again those moving soenes
at the station: the troops, grey with dust and dosdy packed in
cdtle trucks, the vast crowd on the platform to wish them
God-speed; grave, bearded fathers, wives and mothers, smiling
bravely through their tears and bringing gifts of flowers and
dgarettes fat priests to bless the happy warriors. The crowd
swvays forward for a laest handshake and a last embrace. There
is a shrill whistle from the engine. Then, with many fdse
darts, the overloaded train, as though reluctant to depart,
canms dowly out of the station and dissppears in the grey
twilight of the Moscow night. Silent and bare-heeded, the
crowd remains maotionless until the lagt faint echo of the song
of the men, who ae never to return, has faded into nothing.
Then, shepherded by the gendarmes, it files quietly out into
thedreets.

| come avay with a hopefulness which overrides my better
judgment. Here was a Russia which | had never known—a
Russiainspired by a patriotism, which seamed to have its roots
desp down in the soil. It was too, a sober Russia The e
of vodka had been stopped, and an emotiona religious fervour
took the place of the squalid intoxication which in previous
was had characterised the departure of Russian soldiers.

Among the bourgeoisie there weas the same enthusiasm. The
wives of the rich merchants vied with each other in spending
money on hospitals. There were gda peformances at the Sate
theatres in aid of the Red Cross. There was an orgy of national
anthems. Every night a the opera and the ballet the Imperial
orchestra played the nationa hymns of Russa England,
France and Belgium, while the audience stood at attention in a
fervour of exdted patriotism. Later, egpeddly when the
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number of Allied hymns assumed the dimensions of a cricket
soore, the fervour evgporated, and the heavy-paunched Mus-
covites groaned audibly at an ordeal which lasted over half an
hour. But in those early wesks of 1914 Russian patriotism had
much on which to feed itself. The beginning of the war,
indeed, was all Russia, and, as the news of each Russian advance
was meade public, Moscow gave itself up to a full-throated
rgoicing. If there were pessmists a that moment, their voice
was not raised in the market-place. Revolution was not even a
disant probability, athough from the first day of the war
evay liberal-minded Russian hoped that victory would bring
congtitutional reforms in its train.

In &. Petersburg, it is true, theee early Russian triumphs
invoked covert sneas a the failure of the Franco-British
effort. In drawing-rooms one heard whispers about English
fant-heartedness, and pro-Germans soreed dlimy rumours
about England's determination to fight until the last drop of
Russian blood. In Moscow, however, the tongues of the dan-
dares were dlent, and enthusasm for the Russian victories
was tempered by a generous sympadiy for the difficulties of
France and England.

Indeed, as far as Russa wes concerned, the heart of the
dliance was in Moscow. If ever Bayley or | gppeared in public,
we recaived an ovation. At the "Bat" Nikita Baeeff would
come before the curtain, point us out, and say: "To-night we
have with us the representatives of our ally, England." The
band would then play "God Save die King," and the whole
audience stood up and cheered. We pretended to be bored by
these unaccustomed attentions, vowed to esch other that
we would avoid them in future, and returned as frequently
as discretion permitted. There is no limit to the vanity of the
very Great, and Bayley and | were only two very ordinary
mortals.

On September 1oth we attended in full uniform a gda per-
formance at the theatre in honour of the cepture of Lemberg
by the Russans. | went widi sadness in my heart. The German
amies were on the Marne, and the fae of Paris hung in the
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bdance. My brothers were in France, and here was | taking
part in the cdebrations of a Russian victory. Inside the theatre
the uniforms of the officers made a brilliant setting to the
jewds and cosly dressss of the women. The play was a Russian
adgptation of Rostand's "L'Aiglon," and Bayley and | shared
a box near the sage and directly opposite the box occupied
by the French Consul-General. During the first act the French-
man wes caled avay. He remained absent for sometime. When
he came back, his manner weas agitated. Then the curtain fell,
but the lights did not go up. In an instant the amosphere
became dectrical. "The Russans had won another victory.
They had captured 100,000 prisoners. They had taken
Przemysl." In the darkness rumour ran riot. Then the foot-
lights went up again; the orchedra filed into their places, and a
young girl of eighteen, the daughter of the President of the
French Chamber of Commerce, came on to the sage With
her white dress, her fece free of al make-up, and her glorious
golden hair, shelooked like the Angel Gabriel. In her trembling
hands she held a dip of paper.

The audience hushed itself in an expectat slence. Then,
quivering with emotion and nervousness the girl began to
reed: "The following officdd teegram hes just been received
from French headquarters." She stopped as if her tongue were
chained. The tears streamed down her face

Then, in a shrill crescendo, she read the messsge "Je SUIS
heureux de vous annoncer victoire sur tout le front—Joffre."

The lights blazed up. The girl ran wildly off the sage, and
in a storm of cheering the orchestra struck up the Marsalllaise.
Bearded men kissed each other. Women smiled and wept at the
same time. Then, as the orchedtra broke into the chorus, a
miracle happened. From the gdlery above came the tramp of
marching feet, and four hundred French reservists, singing in a
glorious unison, took up the refrain. They were leaving for
France the next day, and they sang the Marsallaise with all the
passionate ardour of their Latin temperament. It was epic.
It wes the last occason on which Russia wes to fed supremely
confident about the outcome of the war.
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The cgpture of Lemberg had softened the grim defeat of
Tannenberg. But the Tannenbergs were to be repeated, and,
adthough the Russans were to hold their own agang the
Austrians dmogt to the end, it wes dready dear that they
were no match for the Germans. Tannenberg, in fact, was the
prelude to the Russian revolution. It was a message of hope to
Lenin. It gave a handle to the hidden army of agitators in the
factories and in the villages and, by destroying the pick of the
Russian dfficars it undermined the war-spirit of a people who
by nature and by the exigendes of the Russian climate have
dways been incapable of any sustained effort.

Certainly, the trandition from optimism to pessmismn weas
not accomplished in one stage and, if on the Russian front there
never was the same immobility as in France, there weare long
periods of monotonous inactivity.

The decline in morde was, in fact, gradual, and, as it became
dear that the war was to be a long one, life stabilised itsalf.
In Moscow, which wes far removed from the front, the spirit
of the bourgeoise was by no means discouraging. There was,
it is true, little attempt to economise or to make saoifices
There was no sentiment of public opinion againg shirkers, and
"embusqueV' could find security in a Red Cross organisation
without feer of being handed a white feather. Theatres and
places of amusement flourished as in pesce time, and, although
the proletariat and the pessatry weae deprived of ther
acohol, no such restrictions were imposed on the well-to-do
dases To replenish ther private sock of wine they required
a permit, but, as the cog of living rose and snce Russan
offidas were badly paid, permits were eadly obtainable. In
resaurants the only difference was that one drank ones
acohol from a tegpot instead of from a bottle. As control
became more lax, even the pretence of the tegpot disgppeared.

On the other hand, an immense and extremely valuable work
wes done by the so-cdled public organisations, represented by
the Union of Cities and by the Union of Zemstvos, in providing
the amy with a whole network of hospitds and factories.
Without this aid, the Russian military machine would have
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broken down far sooner than it did. Yet, instead of stimulating
this patriotic effort and encouraging the public organisations in
evay way it could, the Russan Government did its best to
hamper and curtall its activities. It may be sad that the public
organisations were politically ambitious, that they were honey-
combed with Liberalism and therefore a menace to the auto-
ceacy. Admittedly, both the Cities Union and the Zemstvos
Unions were controlled by Liberas, who had a desp suspicion
of X, Petersburg. Admittedly, too, their heedquarters were in
Moscow, and Mascow wes never popular with the Emperor.
But, in the beginning at any rate, their enthusiasm for the war
was single-minded, and the political aspirations, which came
later, were the direct result of a policy of perpetua pin-pricks.
It wes the tragedy of Russa that the Tsar, dominated by a
woman who was obsessed with the one ambition to hand down
the autocracy unimpaired to her son, never took the public
organisations into his confidence The fact that gradudly
Moscow became more absorbed in the internal political struggle
than in the war itself was mainly the result of the Tsar's fad
obtuseness And, athough his loyaty to his Allies remained
unsheken to the ladt, it was his falure to haness the loyalty
of his own people which eventudly cost him his throne.

For me persondly that firs winter of 1914-1915 wes a
period of sadness relieved only by incessant hard work. My wife
had made a dow recovaery from her illness. Her nerves were
shattered, and she wes forced to enter a Russian sanatorium—
an expeience which did her little good and which, had |
known more about Russian sanaoria, | should never have
dlowed her to undergo. We gave up our flat, and in the period
of looking for a new one took over a furnished flat from some
English friends who had gone to England. My days and fre-
quently my nights were entirely absorbed by consular work,
which the war had more than trebled. In particular, the block-
ade and the manifold regulations controlling imports and ex-
ports involved an immense amount of ciphering, most of which
| had to do single-handed. Moscow, too, had become an all-
important political centre, and, as Bayley relied amost entirely
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on mefor his political intelligence, my time was fully occupied.
Another difficulty in my own case was the want of money. My
wife's confinement had been expensve. With the new impor-
tance of our position our socid obligations had increased. The
busness community—and Moscow was the chief commercia
city of Russa—was prospering exceedingly from the lucrative
war contracts, which were being handed out lavishly, and with
the increesad cost of living which this prosperity brought in its
train we wae left a a sore disadvantage both towards the
Russians and towards our own English colony. Moreover, the
war had put an automatic end to my earnings from journalism.
| was not permitted to write about the war. The English news-
papers were interested in nothing dse

A plessat relief to the monotony of our exigence at this
time was the visit of Hugh Walpole, who arrived in Moscow
shortly &fter the outbresk of the war, and who remained with
us for some months. He was a frequent visitor to our flat, and
his cheary optimism was a godsend to my wife. At that time
he had written sevard books, including "Fortitude," and
dready had his fet well planted on the ladder of success He
was, however, entirely unspoilt, could still blush from an over-
whelming sdf-conscousness, and impressed me more & agrest,
clumsy schoolboy, bubbling over with kindness and enthu-
daam, than as a dignified author, whose views were to be
acoepted with ave and respect. With the exception of Bayley
we took him to our hearts, and he repaid our friendship with a
sympathy and kindness which have never failed. With Bayley
he wes less successful. Bayley, who was then a sck man, weas
a cynic and an autocrat. He mistrusted enthusiasts. Still more
did he didike contradiction. Hugh, whose enthusasm for
everything Russian knew no bounds, liked argument and had
views of his own. Heiirritated Bayley, and | fancy the irritation
was mutual .

When Hugh left us, he went to the front as a Red Cross
orderly. Later, he became head of the British propaganda
bureau in St. Petersburg. From the first he had mede up his
mind to meke the best of Russa Certainly, Russa got the
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beg out of him. His adventure at the front produced " The
Dark Forest." His experiences in St. Petersburg inspired "The
Secret City."

My diary shows that at this period | went out little and that
such spare time as | had was spent in reading. In the last fort-
night of January, 191 5, | read and finished "War and Peace'
in Russian. Occasondly | went with Walpole to the ballet
and to the circus. It was with Hugh, too, that | first met Gorky
—a Nikita BdeiefFs "Bat." In those days the "Bat" was the
favourite haunt of literary and artistic Moscow. Its performance
did not begin until after the theatres had ended and many
actors and acressss went there to sup as much as to s the
peformance. The "Bat," in fact, started as a kind of club of the
Moscow Art Theatre, Bdeieff himself having been a member
of the company and failed to make good in that severe school.
To-day, histroupeisaswell-known in Paris, London and New
York as ever it was in Russig, but to my mind the peformances
have lost much of the ddlicious intimacy of those early Moscow
days when there was no gulf between player and audience.
Bdeaeff, incidentally, is an Armenian and belongs to what was
once arich family.

Gorky meade a degp impresson on me as much by his
modesty as by his talent. His eyes are extraordinarily expressive,
and in them one can read at once that sympathy with human
suffering which is the dominating influence on his character
and which in the end weas to drive him, after along period of
opposition, into the ams of die Bolsheviks. To-day, Gorky
writes more bitterly againgt the bourgecise and againg the
moderate Socidiss than the most violent "Chekist” in
Moscow, but in spite of these literary outburss | refuse to
believe that he hes logst that fundamental kindness which in
the past he never failed to show to any case which desarved his
pity. No one who hes ever seen Gorky with children, with
animals, and with young authors, will ever credit him with the
power to inflict harm or suffering on any of his fellow-
cregiures.

It wes at the "Bat," too, that | first met Chaliapin. An hour
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before | had sem him at the operain "Boris," apart in which
he is and looks every inch a king with the manners of a greet
arigocrat and with hands which seemed to belong to some
ancient Doge of Venice. The whole thing was a trick—a
marvellous example of that dramatic art which, as Stanidavsky
dways used to sy, could have made him the grestest actor in
theworld, had he chosen to abandon his singing for the drama.
Off the gage the man wes still a pessant, with a pessant's
appetite and the huge, strong hands of a son of the soil. In
those days Gorky used to tell a good story of Chaliapin. In
their youth the two men were tramping the Volga district in
search of work. At Kazan atravelling impresario was looking
for loca tdent to supplement his chorus. He wanted a tenor
and a bass Two poorly dad gpplicants entered his ram-
shackle dffice and were given an audition. The impresario
took the tenor and rgected the bass The tenor wes Gorky.
The bess was Chaliapin.

Moscow, dways much more anti-German than St. Peters-
burg, was a pefect cesgpod of rumours of pro-German in-
trigues in high places One entry in my diary in February,
1915, runs as follows: "To-day an officer telephoned to ask
when England was going to rid Russa of 'the German
woman'." This, of course, wes a reference to the Empress,
and my own comment was. "This is the third time that this
kind of thing has happened this week." It wes to happen still
more frequently as the months passed. To this period, too,
bdongs the most popular Moscow gory of the war. The
Tsarevitch is seen crying in the corridor of the Winter Pdace
A generd, who is leaving the Pdace after an audience, stops
and pats the boy's head.

"What iswrong, my little man?"

The Tsarevitch replies, half-smiling, half-crying:

"When the Russans ae beaten, pgpa cries. When the
Germans are begten, mama cries. When am | to cry?'

Stories of this kind were repeated all over the country and
did immense harm both among the industrial proletariat and
the pessantry. Moscow, in fact, lived on gories and rumours,
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and, if the spy-hunting mania wes never as bad as in England
and in France, there wes condderable persecution both of the
Jawvs and of the Russans of German extraction. Not al the
gories, however, were concerned with the shortcomings of the
autocracy. The German Kaiser recaeived a condderable share of
the wit and sarcaam of the Muscovite humorists. Many of
them are too coarse for print. Others have been told before
One, however, is, | think, new to English reeders. In the
winter of 1915 the Kaser visited Lodz and with a view to
placating the loca population made a speech. His audience
was of course mainly Jewish. As they listened to him, they
heard him refer, first, to the Almighty and the All-Highest,
then to God and himsdf, and finaly to himself and God.
When the goeech was ended, the leading Jans withdrew into
a cormner to discuss the sSituation.

"This man will do for us," sad the Chief Rabbi. "He's the
first Christian I've met who denies the Holy Trinity."

How dgrange and unred these dories sound to-day. Then,
however, they were the stock-in-trade of every gossp and the
deple entertainment of every sdon.



CHAPTER TWO

| HAVE SAID that Bayley was a sick man. Lack of exarcise—
dways the curse of the Moscow winter—and overwork had
undermined his health, and in April, 1915, he made up his
mind to return to England and to undergo the operation which
for some time he had been told was necessry. With charac-
terigtic kindness he inssted on my taking a week's leave before
his departure. It was the last red holiday | weas ever to have in
Russa and | enjoyed every minute of it. Leaving Moscow still
bound in the grip of winter, | went to Kieff, the cradle of
Russian history and the Holy City of the Orthodox Church.
When | woke up after my night in the train, | looked out on
green fields and ddlicious white cottages glistening in the warm
sunshine. My travelling companion, an dfficer, who was return-
ing to the front, grested me with asmile. "Y ou will like Kieff,
You will find a better atmosphere here than in Moscow, let
done St. Petersburg.” In the exuberance of my spirits | was pre-
pared to bdieve anything. Actually, he spoke the plain truth.
Aldiough full of wounded, Kieff had far more war-spirit than
Moscow. Indeed, right up to the revolution, the nearer one
care to the front, the more optimistic was the prevailing
sentiment. All the best of Russa (with, admittedly, some of the
worst elements) wes in the trenches. It was the rear and not the
front, which let the country down.

As we drew near to Kieff, we stopped for some considerable
time at a waysde station. A train, carrying Austrian prisoners,
was sranded in asiding. The prisoners, apparently unguarded,
had dipped out of their cattle trucks and were sprawling about
on some wood-piles, enjoying the first warmth of the Southern
sun before continuing their long "trek" to Siberia. Poor devils.
They looked as underfed as they were wretchedly clad. In
Moscow the news of the capture of so many thousands of
prisoners had dways filled me with afierce exultation. Here,
face to fece with the unfortunates themsdlves | had only one
thought. Shodgrass, the American Consul-General, who was
in charge of German interests in Russa, had given me a
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graphic account of the terrible conditions of the Russian
prison-camps, and with a degp pity in my heart | wondered
how many of these poor fellows, some, doubtless, happy to be
captured and ignorant of the fate that lay ahead of them, would
eva setheir homesagain. Then, as| stood at the open window
looking at them much as a visitor studies a new anima in the
Zoo, one of the prisoners began to sing the Intermezzo from
Cavalleria Rusticana. He was a Croat, and the spring had
warmed his heart, bringing him memories of his Dalmatian
home. He was sublimely unconscious of our train-load of
Russians. He was singing to pleese himsdlf, and he sag as
though his heart would burst. | do not know who he was
Probably he was a tenor from the Zagreb opera But the efect
of his voice in that tiny sation with its background of green
fields and orchards was magical. His fellow-prisoners stopped
their pebble-throwing. The Russansin our train rosefrom their
s and stood in slent admiration a the windows. Then,
when he had finished, Austrians and Russians combined in one
gpontaneous outburst of gpplause, while from the cariages a
hail of cigarettes goples and swedmests descended on the
prisoners. The singer bowed gravely and turned his head away.
Then the whistle went, and we passed on our way.

| arrived at Kieff about mid-day on Good Friday and spent
the afternoon wandering about the town and looking at the
churches, of which there are dmost as many as in Moscow.
Then, tired and rather lonely, | went to bed at nine o'clock.
The next day | was up betimes. The sun was streaming into
my room, and | was determined to make the best use of my
temporary freedom. | am an American in my passon for sight-
seing, and | "did" Kieff with all the thoroughness of the
typical American tourist. After Maoscow it wes a relief to find
hills and ared river. Thefineweahe had brought the whole
of the town into the sregts Russans doing their Easter shop-
ping and Jaw shopkespers catering for their needs For, in
spite of itschurches, Kieff isamost more Jewish than Christian.
Everyone seamed to be smiling. The news from the Austrian
front, for which Kieff was the bass wes still good. Przemyd
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hed fdlen only a few wesks before, and in the prevailing
optimism | felt happier than | had felt for months.

After luncheon | took a "droschke' and droveto theVIadimir
Hill, wherel left my driver and climbed up to look at the view.
In England or in America private enterprise would have built a
hotel or a sanatorium here. The Russans have put up a satue
to St. Vladimir, who stands overlooking the Dnieper with a
great acss in his hand. The Dnieper itself is a noble river—far
more imposing than the Volga and totally unlike any river |
had ever seen. After more than three years in a plain without
hills and without sea | found it more soul-satisfying than
perhaps | should to-day.

Then | drove down to the Suspension Bridge to have a look
at the town from the plain. For, strangely enough, while KiefF
itself is built on a duger of hills, all around the country is
as flat as the plain round Moscow. The white-roofed steam-
boats were dready plying on the river. The trees weae just
coming into bloom. The lilac was out, and by the roadside
buttercups were growing in profusion. By its position over-
looking the river KigfF reminded me of Quebec, and, if
Quebec has perhgps the finer ste, the picturesqueness of the
KiefF architecture is more than sufficient compensation.

In the evening | went to Saint Sdfia to attend the midnight
service. In Moscow my visits to the Russian church had dways
been on such officid occedons as the Emperor's birthday or
name-day. Always | had been in uniform and had stood among
the dect on a sguare shut ofF From more humble worshippers.
Here a KiefFF | was one oF a crowd so dense that severd people
fainted. In spite of the discomfort, | remained to the end, took
part in the procession, and shared in the emotional uplift of the
vast congregation of pessants and pilgrims.

The pilgrims, plessantly picturesque a a disance, were
asembled in force, and on Eagter Monday | went to s them
a the famous KiefF Lavra, which with the Troitse-Sergievski
Monastery neer Moscow is the most cdebrated holy place
in Russa So warm weas the sun that | had to go back and
teke off my waistcoat. When | arrived at the monastery church,
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a savice was going on, and thousands of soldiers were drawn
up on the square outside. Filgrims—bearded old men with
limpid eyes and wizened-up old women—uwere picknicking
everywhere. In the church itself | found an aged philosopher in
a corner contentedly munching a loaf of black bread. He
ssamed supremely heppy. From the church | went to the
catacombs—oold and unimpressve subterraneen  pessages
containing the bones of forgotten saints. In front of each coffin
wes a collecting box by which st a priest, and, as the footsore
pilgrims clumsily inserted their copecks the priest leant
forward over the relics of the dead saint and chanted: "Pray
to God for us." With a shudder | ascended into the sunshine
and went out to a grasy plot on the diff-edge. Here three
blind beggars, sitting about three peces gpart, were reading
aoud the Gospd with varying degrees of sucoess One, ayoung
man of not more than twenty-five, was wearing a soldier's
uniform. If he had lost his sight in the war, how had he learnt
the Braille sysem so quickly? If not, why was he wearing a
soldier'suniform? | did not disturb his pesoe of mind by asking
an indiscreet question, preferring to regard him as a living
member of that holy Russig, which in those early days of the
war had evoked the emotional sympathies of my own country-
men.

Farther dong the bank a gipsy with a fortune-telling parrot
was doing a lucrative trade with the soldiers. The parrot was a
well-trained bird and could give its cusomers the correct
change up to about thirty copecks What with the necro-
mancas and the priests, most of the soldiers and the pilgrims
must have gone avay with empty pockets. What wes left went
to an old harpist who, to his own accompaniment, sang
Caucadan folk-songs in awheezy voice. It was all very peaceful,
very hamless and very orderly. Both pilgrims and soldiers had
in a contented mind a full reward for their outlay.

In KiefF | had no adventures; yet the memory of the wesk |
goent there remains more dearly fixed in my mind than any
other incident in the war. Perhgps it wes the spdl of the sun-
shine, or pehgps the contrat with the excitement of my
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Moscow life, which has left me with so lucid an impression
of this episode. Certainly, prolonged excitement can become
as monotonous as the most vegetable exisence, and in the next
three years exciting incidents were to tax my memory to its
utmost capacity.

As | left KiefF, the wegther broke, and the rain descended in
torrents. The sation was a desat of depresson, and, as |
looked back over the railway-bridge, | felt grateful that the
town had put on its gayest colours for my specid benefit. Yet
my heart was weighed down with the thought that | wes
leaving the south, the sunshine, and the smiling, laughing
Ukrainians for the cold and crud north. | did Moscow and the
Great Russans an injustice. When the collgpse came, KiefFweas
to be die centre of the worst arocities of the revolution and
the Ukrainians the perpetrators of the most brutal outrages.

On thereturn journey | had one minor adventure, which was
due to Russan cadesness or to Russan indifference to
acoepted Western conventions. | had to share a degper with a
lady. She was charming and within the first hour had told me
her life story. She had been afamous singer and, having amassed
a condderable fortune, had married a Guards officer. After Sx
years of married life he had shot her in a fit of jedousy. The
bullet had penetrated her neck. Since then she had been unable
to sing. In her company the hours pessad unnoticed, and it weas
late before | retired to rest. There was, however, no romance
about the meeting. Although she carried her years well, she
must then have been over sixty.

Soon after my return to Moscow Bayley went to England on
sck-leave, and at the age of twenty-seven | was left in charge
of what was rapidly becoming one of our most important posts
abroad.

His departure neither exdted nor depressed me. | had acted
for him before when he was absent on tours of inspection. |
expected him back within a month. | was merely carrying on
during his temporary absence

Events, however, wereto prolong my period of responsibility.
From KiefF | had returned to a Moscow full of rumours and
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depresson. Things were going badly on the German front.
The Russian advance into Austria had been checked. The
heavy counter-attacks had dready begun, and refugess were
streaming into the city and taxing its housing resourcss to the
utmost. From my Socidist acquaintances | had received dis-
quieting reports regarding discontent and disorders among the
new conscriptsin the villages. The wounded did not like going
back. The pessants objected to their sons being taken awvay
from the fidds. My English friends in the provincia textile
factories had become increasingly anxious about the Socidist
agitation among the workmen. It had become anti-war as well
as anti-Government. In Moscow itself there had been breed
riots, and the Assgtant-Prefect had been stoned. Sandetsky,
the commander-in-chief of the Moscow district and a gruff
old patriot, who hated Germans, had been removed from his
post, and Prince Y usupoff, the father of the young Prince who
later was involved in the Rasputin murder, had been appointed
Governor-Generd in his place. The only reeson for Sandetsky's
dismissd, it was rumoured, was an exaess of patriotism. The
Empress, whase work for the wounded was untiring, had given
ikons to the Russian soldiers and money to the German and
Austrian prisoners. Trueor untrue as thisreport may have been,
Sandetsky had protested againgt the molly-coddling of
prisoners in high quarters and had been disgraced. The atmo-
sphere was unhealthy. Confidence in the Russan ams had
given way to a conviction of German invincibility, and in
every section of the Moscow population ruled bitter resent-
ment againg the aleged pro-German policy of the Russian
Government. Thefamous Russian seam-raller, which English
imagination had invented (incidentally, it was one of the
stupidest comparisons evar coined), had broken down.
Obviously, the situation caled for action, and | sat down and
completed two tasks on which | had been working even before
Bayley's departure. One was a long report on the industria
unrest with afirst-hand account of the ams of the Socidists.
The other weas a political report on the situation in Moscow.
It wes pessmidic in tone and hinted at the probability
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of srious riots in the immediate future. Then, with some
trepidation, | snt them off to the Ambassador. | recaved a
peronal letter of thanks with a request that political reports
should become a regular feature of my work.

My prediction of trouble recaved sartling confirmation
within a fortnight. On June loth vag anti-German riots
broke out in Moscow, and for three days the city was in the
hands of the mob. Every shop, every factory, every private
house, owned by a German or bearing a German name, was
sacked and looted. The country house of Knop, the great Russo-
German millionaire, who more than any man had helped to
build up the Russan cotton-industry by importing English
machinery and English managers was burnt to the ground.
The mob, mad with drink, which it had procured from the
wreckage of some German-named wine merchant, showed no
mercy. It cared nothing that its victims were Russian subjects
and in many cass men, who, in spite of ther names could
ek no German. At Zundel's, afactory in thewors industrial
areq, the German-speaking manager, terrified into firing on the
mob, was killed on the spot. | went out into the dreds to s
the rioting with my own eyes For the first twenty-four hours
the police could or would do nothing. Fires broke out in many
quarters of the city, and, if there had been a wind, the disaster
of 1812 might have repeated itsdf. On the Kuznetsky M ost
| sood and watched, while hooligans sacked the leading piano
dore of Moscow. Bechgens, Bluthners, grand piancs, baby
grands and uprights, were hurled one by one from the various
dories to the ground, where a high bonfire completed the
work of destruction. The crash of falling woodwork, the crud
tongues of flame, and the raucous yelling of the mob swelled
into a terrifying discord, which even the troops, who had bean
called out, were at firs unable to quell.

On the third day, after some shooting, the audiorities were
ableto resore order. But, for thefirst time ance 1905, the mob
had fdt its power. Its appetite for disorder had been whetted.

In this holocaug a condderable amount of British property
had been damaged, and | therefore called immediately on the
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Prefect and on Prince Yusupoff, the Governor-General, to
make my officdd protest. | found the unfortunate Prefect in a
date of collgpse He knew that he would be held responsible
—=as indeed he was He was superseded within twenty-four
hours. Prince Y usupoff, as one of the richest landowners in
Russa, weas in a different situation. He was bitterly opposed
to what he cdled the pro-German "brakes' in St. Petersburg
and he was inclined to take the view that the riots would have
a sdutay efect on a lukewarm Government.

Shortly afterwards Prince Y usupoff went on leave and never
resumed his post. The account of his dismissa or, as he
cdled it, his refusa to return is amusing. Soon &fter the riots
he gave a dinner to Generd Klimovitch, the new Prefect, and
to Count Muravieff, the Governor of the province of Moscow.
Two days laer Djunkowsky, the Assgant Minister of the
Interior and the head of the secret police, rang up Muravieff
from St. Petersburg and said to him:

"Two days ego you dined with Y usupoff/'

"Yes."

"Y ou had gerlet and chaud-froid of partridge.”

"y es."

"You discussed the merits of Moscow and Petersburg
women."

"y es."

"Y ou drank a Mouton-Rothschild of 1884."

"Yes," sad the astonished Muravieff, "but how the devil do
you know all this."

"Why," replied Djunkowsky, "Klimovitch has just sent me
in a full report.”

Muravieff repested the story to Yusupoff, who exploded
angrily, said he was not going to be spied upon by his assgant,
and swore he would not return to Moscow until Klimovitch
was kicked out.

Klimovitch remained, and Y usupoff never returned.

The origin of the Moscow riots is still shrouded in mystery,
but | have dways held the view that the Moscow Governor-
General wes greetly to blame in that he first tolerated what he
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gpparently thought was to be a hedlthy anti-German demonstra-
tion and did not intervene until the situation had become highly
dangerous.

As areault of this deplorable affar | recaived a request from
the Ambassador asking meto cometo . Petersburg to ssehim.
Looking back aooss the years, | find it hard to recapture the
thrill which this messsge gave me. Vice-Consuls, even acting
Consuls-Generd, were not summoned every day to be con-
sulted by Ambassadors. For one awkward moment | wondered
if in any regpect my handling of afars had been remiss or if in
any way | could be held responsible for what had happened. |
decided the question in my own favour and consolidated my
growing gore of sdf-confidence | took the precaution of
calling on Michael Chelnokoff, the Moscow M ayor and my best
friend in Rusda to cdlect the latest political information.
Then, packing my bag, | s&t out for the station, where the
indispensable Alexander had "wangled** me a degper to
mysdlf.



CHAPTER THREE

ALTHOUGH | HAD been three years in Russa, it was my first
visit to St. Petersburg. It wes d0 the first time | weas to se
Sir George Buchanan. Although to-day | have a hae of all
towns, a city which is new to me rardy fails to touch some
sde of my emotions. In one sanse St. Petersburg did not dis-
appoint me. It is, in truth, a faa more beautiful city than
Moscow, and the vienw—espedidly the winter view—from the
British Embassy, which hes or had a noble ste on the river
opposite the fortress of Peter and Paul, is dmogt fairy-like in
its beauty. But even in summer, in the sseson of the white
nights, St. Petersburg dways ssemed to me cold and grey.
Benegth its lovely exterior its heart wes chill. Never a any
time did it inspire me with the same friendly &ffection as
Moscow.

On my arrival in the early morning | drove to the old Hotel
de France, made a careful toilet, breskfagted, and then walked
aooss through the Pdace Sguare to the Embassy. | had a
feding of uncomfortable apprehenson as if | wes about to
visit my dentist. As a Scot | sometimes try to cure my in-
feriority complex towards the English by asimulated contempt
for their intellectua shortcomings. In the presence of foreigners
| am a lion of sdf-confidence. The blustering swegger of the
Americans only increeses the sax2 of my own importance.
Russans dways make me fed that | am a* 'grand seigneur."”
But the meek arogance of an Englishman's modesty reduces
me to the levdl of an awkward gawk. | imagine that this
inferiority complex, which now cramps me more securdy than
ever, daes from that day when | first entered the portds of the
British Embassy.

As | made my way up one sde of the broad double Saircasg,
a the top of which the Ambassador used to receive his guests
and on which three years later the unfortunate Cromie was to
be shot down and trampled to desth by Bolshevik soldiers, |
fet like a schoolboy going to interview his headmester. |
turned to the left and was shown into a kind of ante-room which

" g
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opened out of the corridor. Here | was met by Havery, the
Chancery savan—a wonderful character, who had al the
Englishman's contempt for foreéigners and whose penchant
for grumbling was equdled only by his kindness of heart.
| wes given a chair and wes told to wait. As the minutes passd,
the anticipated pleasure which my visit had aoused in me,
gave way to an increasing trepidation. The only member of
the Embassy gaff whom | knew weas Colonel Knox, the mili-
tary atache He was out. The Ambassador had fixed no time
for my interview. Obviously, everyone wes vary busy. Perhaps
| should have tdephoned to ascatain the hour of my appoint-
ment. | became nevous and ill-at-eese. An ultrarsendtive
nature hes been my curse al through life. It—and it done
—is regponsble for that reputation for cdculaed insolence
which | acquired—mos undeservedly—during my officia
caex and which, later, was to cause a vary high dfficid in the
Foreign Office to sigmatise me as an "impudent schoolboy."
Never hes this sendtiveness frozen me into such unnatural
impotence as during that long drawn-out quarter of an hour
in Havery's ante-room.

At lagt, a large white door with an iron bar across it opened,
and a tall, athletic, and extremdy good-looking man of about
thirty came out. It wes "Benji" Bruce the Head of the
Chancary and the inevitable and indispensable favourite of
evary Ambassador under whom he hes ever served. Telling me
that the Ambassador would s me in afew minutes, he took me
into the Chancery and introduced me to the other secretaries
Later, | was to know them better and gppreciate their merits,
but my first impression was of a typing and telegraph bureau
conducted by Old Etonians. At uncomfortably dose quarters
in a large room, blocked with tables, sat half a dozen young
men busily engaged in typing and ciphering. That they did
their task well, that "Benji" Bruce could type as fadt as any
professond typist and cipher and decipher with astonishing
goead is beside the point. Here was a collection of young men,
al of whom had had thousands of pounds spent on their educa
tion, who had pessed a diificult examination, yet who, in the
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middle of a grest war in which their specia knowledge might
have been used to their country's advantage, were occupied
for hours on end in work which could have been performed just
as dffidently by a second-divison clerk. This system, now
fortunately abolished, was typica of the want of imagination,
which reigned in Whitehall during a any rate the firs two
years of the war. Any sde-show misson—and in Russa there
must have been a score—ocould command an amost unlimited
supply of money from the Treasury. The professond diplo-
matists, who, whatever their shortcomings may have been,
knew their job better than the amateurs, were l€eft to cary on
as in peece time, not because of any danger of saoets being
divulged, but merely because this system had been in force for
generations and because, in the Chief Clerk's Department in
the Foreign Office, there was no one with sufficient eadticity
of mind or force of character to insst on its being atered. No
wonder that, &fter the war, many of the younger diplomatists,
weary of this ssrdess drudgery, sent in their resgnations.
Bruce was a ca in point. A man of strong and attractive
persondity, an excdlent linguist, and a firm disciplinarian
with ared genius for organisation, he ran his Chancery with
remarkable effidency. If a trifle obgstinate as becomes an
Ulsterman, he served his various chiefs with passonate loyalty.
When he resigned soon &fter the war, the Foreign Office lost
perhaps the best-equipped of its younger diplomatists.

After | had kicked my heds in the Chancery for twenty
minutes, Havery came in and announced that the Ambassador
wes free As | entered the long study, in which afterwards | wes
to have so many interviews, a frail-looking man with atired,
sd expresson in his eyes carne forward to meat me. His
monocle, his findy-chisdled features and his beautiful
slver-grey hair gave him something of the gppearance of a
sage-diplomat. But there was nothing atificid about his
manner, or, indeed, aout the man himsdf—only a grest
charm and a wonderful power of inspiring loyalty, to which |
yielded at once.

His whole manner was so gentle that my nervousness left me
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instantaneoudy, and for an hour | taked to him, telling him
my fears and my anxieties about the situation, the shortage of
munitions, the subterranean propaganda againg the war, the
growing discontent of every dass of the population with the
Government, the murmurs againg the throne itsdf. He
showed some surprise. "l thought the amosphere in Moscow
was much hedthier than in St. Petersburg/’ he sad rather
sadly. Indeed, it was but | guessed that up to this point he
had rated Moscow patriotism too highly. | had shaken afaith
that perhaps was never very strong.

| was asked to luncheon and was introduced to L ady Georgina,
the Ambassador's wife. She was a woman of strong likes and
didikes, which she mede little attempt to conced, and for some
months she never failed to grest me, whenever | came to St.
Petersburg, with the remark: "Here comes the pessmidtic
Mr. Lockhart." In every other respect, however, she showed me
nothing but kindness, and, athough | never quite overcame my
origina awe, | counted myself among the fortunates who en-
joyed her favour. To Sir George himself she was everything
that a wife should be, watching over his hedlth with tirdess
zedl, running his house like clockwork and never failing in
that passon for punctuaity which in the Ambassador
amounted admost to a mania She was a big woman, and her
heart was in proportion to her bulk.

This is no place in which to give an account of Sir George
Buchanan'swork in Russia, but | should like to pay my tribute
to the man himsalf. Every British officid, who was in Russa
during the war years, has had inevitably to face the criticism
which failure brings in its train. And in British eyes the col-
lgpe of Russa in 1917 wes the gregtest of al failures. The
tendency, therefore, to sek scgpegoats among their own
countrymen is strong. Sir George Buchanan's name has not
excgped the calumniators either in England or in Russia. | have
heard ministers of the Crown dedare that with a stronger
British Ambassador the revolution might have been avoided.
There ae Russans, who with the besest ingratitude have
aocusd Sir George Buchanan of having ingtigated therevol ution.
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Both criticisms can be dismissed as wholly ridiculous. Indeed,
the Russan accusgion is a particularly crud and besdes
dander, which, to the shame of London society, has been
repested without contradiction in London drawing-rooms by
Russians who have enjoyed British hospitdity in high places
It is a form of vilification which no persond sufferings can
justify or ever excuse Sir George Buchanan weas a man whose
every instinct was opposed to revolution. Until the revolution
came he adways refused to meet and, actudly, never did meet
any of the men, who were regponsible for the overthrow of
Tsardom, nor did he ether persondly or through his sub-
ordinates give any encouragemernt to their ambitions. Naturally
he would have been lacking in perspicacity, if he had failed to
forexze the catagtrophe that was approaching, and in his duty
if he had been afrad to warn the Russan autocrecy of the
dangers which he sawv threatening it. This difficult task he
undertook in a memorable conversation with the Emperor.
I saw him just before he went to see the Tsar. He informed me
that if the Emperor received him sitting down all would be
wel The Tsar received him standing.

The Whitehall assartion that a stronger ambassador might
have averted the find catastrophe is based on a fundamenta
ignorance of the traditions of the Russian autocracy. Contempt
for foreigners is a characteridtic of the English race, but in this
respect the attitude of the most insular John Bull is tolerance
itself compared with the arrogant indifference of St. Petersburg
society to the stranger within its gatles With no long lineage
and lessred civilisation than one might expect from the luxury
of itslife, the Russan arisocracy lived in aworld of its own.
A foreign ambassador was not acoepted merely because he wes
an ambassador. If he wes liked for his own socid qudities he
wasinvited everywhere. If not, he was ignored. It was not actua
snobbishness The Russian aristocracy wes as hospitable as the
other sections of the Russian population. But it made its own
sdection of the recipients of its hospitality, and frequently its
choice was startling in its indiscrimination. During the war
years a junior lieutenant in the British Military Censor's dffice
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probably went to more parties in high pleces than al the
members of the Embassy put together.

To the arigocracy the complete absolutism of the Tsar wes
something more than a religion. It was the rock on which its
own sheltered exigence weas built. In its eyes the Emperor wes
the only red monarch in the world, and for its own ske it
wes dways reedy to regard any attempt by foreign diploma-
tigs to influence him as an encroachment on the Imperia
authority. The mogt efficient members of the bureaucrecy were
Bdtic baons—a dass hidebound even to-day in reaction.
From the first they saw in the war a danger to the autocracy,
and England as the home of constitutional monarchy they
regarded with deegp suspicion. Nor, for al his weskness wes the
Emperor himself eesly accessble or in any way, except the
mogt tactful, amenable to foreign influence. He would have
resented as much as his advisars any attempt by an English
diplomatist to goeek plainly to him.

Sir George Buchanan's task was therefore abnormally diffi-
cult. He had to overcome the political prejudice aganst England
which still remained from past differences of policy. He had to
take into condderation the peculiar susceptibilities of the
ruling dass To sugges that because he walked warily he was
a week man is to underrate his whole character. He had been
sHected for the St. Petersburg Embassy because of the excd-
lent work he had done a Sofia and | doubt if there was
anyone in the British diplomatic service who understood the
Sav character better. If not a man of outstanding intellect (he
had the Scot's mistrust of brilliance), he had remarkable powers
of intuition and an abundant supply of commonrsense To
Russian devamness he opposed complete honesty and sincerity
tempered with caution. He won the full confidence of Sazonoff,
the most reliable of the Tsarist ministers, and by the vast bulk
of the Russan population he weas regarded as a man whose
heart was in an Allied victory as distinct from a purely English
victory, and who would countenance no intrigues a the
expanse of Russia | ssy intentionally "the bulk of the Russian
population,” for it is a misake to imagine that Sir George
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Buchanan was an unpopular figure in Russian society. Except
in pro-German drdes his admirers among the arigocracy were
numerous. It was only &ter the revolution that the nobility
began to murmur againg him, seeking in him a scgpegoet for
their own failure and a dosk for their own loose tak agangt
the Emperor. More than al the resolutions of the Zemstvos
and the Cities Unions, more than dl the agitation of the
Socididts, it wes the openly expressed criticism by Grand Dukes
and highly placed aigocrats which sapped the authority of
the Imperial throne. When the history of Anglo-Russian
relaions during these fateful years is ssn in perspective, future
generations will recognise how grest wes the work accomplished
by Sir George Buchanan in helping to kegp Russia in the war for
as long as e remained. Certainly, | can imagine no greater
cdamity to the English fortunes than an English Ambassador
in St. Petersburg who had tried to play the little Napoleon of
Whitehall before the Emperor.

As a chief Sr George Buchanan wes ddlightful—a man in
whom all thought of saf wes submerged in the highest con-
ception of duty. He wes worshipped by his g&f, and, when he
took his daily wak to the Russan Foreign Office, his hat
ococked on one sde, his tall, lean figure dightly drooping under
his many cares evay Englishman fdt that here as much as the
diplomatic precincts of the Embassy itself was a piece of the
soil of England.

if there was one aspect of his character, on which | should
lay sress it was his magnificent courage both physicd and
moral. Physicaly, he did not know the meaning of the word
"fear." Morally, he triumphed completely over what | think
wes a naturd inclination to the line of leest resstance and faoed
without a moment's hesitation Stuations and interviews which
were repugnant to him.

To me he weas unfailingly kind. Through the insgnificance
of my own position | was able to ss people, whom neither he
nor other members of his gtaff could sse | wes thus engbled
to supply him with information which, provided it was correct,
weas of some vaue to him. Many an ambassador would have
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taken this information as a matter of course and incorporated
what he required in his own despaiches This was not Sir
Georgel's way. He not only gave me every encouragement both
by letter and in persona discusson, but he dso sat my
reports home to the Foreign Office—frequently with a covering
despatch of approval. As aresult, | was given full credit for my
work in London and on severd ooccasons received a persond
letter of commendation from Sir Edward Grey. My head went
alittle higher in the air. | fought more fiercdy with the Chief
Clerk's department for increased dffice and persond alowances.
But to Sir George | weas full of gratitude and of that respectful
submission which gratitude should aways bring with it. Later,
| was to forfeit his goodwill by the anti-intervention atti-
tude | adopted &fter the Bolshevik revolution. But of all
the men | have worked under in my carer he was, with the
single exception of Lord Milner, the one who inspired in me
the grestest affection and hero-worship, and | am glad that,
before he died, | was able to make my pesce with him.



CHAPTER FOUR

| RETURNED to Moscow well plessed with my reception and
greetly encouraged by the Ambassador's request that | was to
keep in dase touch with him and to come to St. Petersburg
whenever there was anything important to discuss Although
| said nothing about my visit, the redoubtable Alexander wes
not so silent, and very soon | found that both with the offidds
and with the politicians my prestige was consderably en-
hanced. | expect that on Alexander's lips the story lost nothing
in the telling and that in the Governor-Generd's dffice and in
the headquarters of the Zemstvos and Cities Unions it was
broadcast that His Excdlency the Acting British Consul-
Generd (Alexander dways omitted the Acting) was now going
regularly to St. Petersburg to consult if not actudly to advise
His Super-Excdlency (in Russia ambessadors were Super-
Excdlencies) the British Ambassador.

During that summer of 1915 | consolidated my friendship
with Michael Chelnokoff, the Maoscow Mayor and a former
vice-president of the Imperial Duma. Chelnokoff, a splendid
type of Moscow merchant, grey-bearded, patriarchal, broad-
shouldered and, in spite of a game leg, stout-hearted beyond
most of his compatriots, was a grand fellow. Although he wes
twenty years older than mysdlf, we became the dasest friends,
and through him not only did | come to know intimately all
the Mascow poalitical leaders like Prince Lvoff, Vasily Mak-
lakoff, Manuiloff, Kokoshkin, and many others, but | dso
recaived ocopies of the numerous searet resolutions which were
passd by such bodies as the Moscow Municipality, the Zem-
stvo Union, of which Prince Lvoff wes head, and the Cities
Union of which Chelnokoff himsef wes the moving spirit.
Sometimes | was even adle to obtain in Moscow through the
same source copies of soret resolutions pessed by the Cadet
Party in St. Petersburg or of such documents as Rodzianko's
letter to the Prime Minister and to send them to our Embassy
in St. Petersburg before anyone ds= had brought them to its
notice. These minor suocesses naturally added to my reputation

123
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as a "news-getter." Through the Zemstvos and Cities Unions,
too, | wes of some sarvice to the War Office. The Zemstvos and
the Cities Unions, though stupidly hampered by the Govern-
ment, were the neeret Russian equivaent to our Ministry of
Munitions, and from Lvoff and Chelnokoff | received regu-
larly the latest figures regarding the output of every kind of
war material.

During the two and a half months of Bayley's ebsance | had
entrenched mysdlf solidly in Moscow. | had receved the
thanks of the Foreign Secretary. | was persona grata with the
war-leeders in Moscow. The Ambassador had sent for me. At
the end of July Bayley would return. He would, | felt, be
pleesed and | should have the satifaction of knowing that |
had done my job well. There ssemed nothing more to which |
could look forward.

Then, however, cane a new criss. Things had gone from bad
to worse on the Russian front. The retreet in Galiciaand in the
Capathians did not alect Moscow so much except in the
increese of wounded, but the advance on Warsaw wes different.
For some wesks Polish refugess had been pouring into Moscow.
Now on July 19th came a tdlegram from Grove informing me
that Warsaw wes being evacuated and that he and the remain-
ing members of the British colony were leaving for Moscow
immediately. Three days laer he arrived, and on the same day
care a tdegramn from Bayley, informing me that he had been
appointed Consul-General in New Y ork and weas returning to
Moscow at once to pack up. | had no ill-will againg the Groves.
If | had any persond ambitions, | was unconscious of them.
But | must confess that this double-barrelled shock filled me
with congernation. If Bayley went to New York, Grove
obvioudy would take his place in Moscow, and, quite candidly,
dter Bayley | did not relish a return to the Grove regime.

On July 30th Bayley arrived, carrying a surprise-packet in
his pocket. All my gpprehensons were ended. Grove wes to be
trandferred to Helsingfors. | was to be left in charge of the
Moscow Consulate-Generd. Bayley informed me that, on his
appointment to New Y ork, the Foreign Office had promptly
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appointed a new Consul-General to Moscow. Sir George
Buchanan, however, had protested, saying that | had done
invaluable work and that it would be a misteke to hamper my
activities by imposing on me a chief who could not know the
sSituation as well as | did. Bayley told me with genuine joy that
the Foreign Office wes very pleased with me. | tried to look
unconcerned. Although | had done nothing to push my own
dams, | wes full of remorse about the Groves, who | knew
would be bitterly disappointed. But degp down in my heart
there was a quiet exultation: "Not yet twenty-eight and in
charge on your own merits of one of the most important
Conaulates-Generd in the war/' A certain amount of sdf-
concdit is good in theyoung. Except in the case of the ambitious
and the brigands it soon gets rubbed off.

For awesk | waited hand and foot on Bayley, helping him to
dear up, aranging farewel dinners for him, and taking over
from him at the Consulate-Genera. The British Club gave him
a splendid send-off, and we had our own formal parting at the
Consulate-General, when everybody gave Bayley a gift and was
given one in return. | received a massve dgarette case which |
have to this day. Alexander wound up arather trying perform-
ance with a gpesch which undid the lagt floodgates of even
Bayley's emotions. (My lady sscréaries were both crying, and
only old Fritz, the Lett derk, remained impassive) In lyrica
language he refared to Bayley and mysdlf as shining examples
to all Russans of what an officid ought to be and dedared his
firm intention that, if | were to leave Moscow, he would leave
with me. The bathos of Alexander's oratory just put the neces
say brake on my own tear-glands. Yet | was full of sadness over
Bayley's departure. He had been more like a father to me than
a chief. He had been kindness itsdlf to me during my wifes
illness. That he was devoted to me and genuingdly interested in
my advancement, though pleasing to my vanity, did not deter
me from listening to the excdlent advice which he gave me
from the store of his worldly knowledge. | was losing not only
afriend but an ally—in avery red ssse my only dly in acity
of nearly two million inhabitants. Alas! | never saw him again.
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His advice, which condsted mainly in an exhortation to observe
the deventh commandment so long as | remained an officid,
fell on stony ground*

The fall of Warsaw was the culminating tragedy of the
dissstrous summer campaign of 1915. It was a blow, which
could not be hidden even from the mases and naturaly there
was a great increese of pessmism and pesce tak. Men like
Chelnokoff and Lvoff were firm enough; their roots were in the
soil. But the professond politicians were excited, and their
nervousness goread like a wet fog until it enveloped half the
population. Horrible rumours of Russans manning the trenches
with nothing but gicks in their hands percolated through from
the front to the countryside. Neither the old men nor the
young recruits had any somech for this daughter, and at
factory catres like Ivanovo-Voznesensk there weae anti-
government drikes attended in some casss by shooting.

As usud, the authorities devised a counter-irritant for this
public excitement. On August 23rd, when the pessmism was
a its wors, Moscow hummed with rumours, emanating
apparently from officid quarters, that the Allies had forced the
Dardandles. In the afternoon a Moscow newspaper came out
with large headliness "Official: Dardandles Taken." Then
followed a graphic account of the bombardment of the straits
with caaudty lists and names of ships complete. On receipt of
this news vast cowds assembled in the streets People knelt on
the Tverskaia Square to thank God for this glorious victory.
There was a manifestation before the Consulate-Generd. In
vain | tried to tell the mob that the news wes fase "Official
communique™ shouted the newsboys, and in the storm of
cheering my voice was lost. Later in the evening the crowd got
out of hand, and near the Skobolieff monument there was a
demonstration againg the police, which ended as usua with a
charge of mounted gendarmes.

The next day there was generd disappointment a the fadse
report, and, together with my French colleague, | cdled on the
Prefect to demand summary action againg the editor and the
publishers. He received us with the usud officdd unctuousness.
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He had dreedy anticipated our just indignation. He had closed
down the newspeper for the rest of the war. We expressad our
gratitude in proper terms. After this statement | was surprised
to find the paper still continuing to gppeer, having changed its
name from Evening News to Evening Gazette. In every other
respect it was identical with its predecessor. The heedlines and
the type were the same The erring editor of the day before had
sgned the leading article of to-day.

| fumed and gave the Prefect best. | discovered later that the
victory stunt had been operated in connection with the police
in order to let the public work off steam.

| do not profess eva to have mastered the psychology of the
Tsarist police. | refuse, however, to beieve ether in its effi-
dency or in its honesty. The dreaded " Okhrana" of the Seton
Merriman novel was a myth fearful more by its name than by
its omniscience. It was an organisation run by bunglers and
dever crooks, and in it the bunglers outnumbered the brains
by nine to one.

As the autumn advanced, the approaching tragedy of Russia
impressed itself more and more on my mind. Worse things
were to happen than the fall of Warsaw. Y et the same defect
of character, which made the Russian incapable of sustained
effort, helped to take the edge of f his pessimism. No Muscovite
could continue for long to wring his hands. Actually, as blow
sucoeeded blow, loca patriotism reessated itsdlf, and, if in St.
Petersburg there were fev people who believed in a Russian
victory, Maoscow adopted the dogan that the war could not be
won unless the dark influences in the capital were eliminated.
From this moment dates the firs of the many resolutions de-
manding aministry of nationa defence or of public confidence.
At firg these demands were modest enough. Moscow weas
prepared to acogat legitimate Tsarist ministers—that is, men
like Krivoshein, Sazonoff, Samarin, Sherbatoff and others, who
had no connection with the political parties in the Duma. It
would at this sage have been ssmple enough for the Tsar to have
formed a new Ministry, which would have sdisfied public
opinion, widiout going outside the usua cirde from which he
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cdhose his advisars By giving in time the six inches of reform,
which were necessary, he might have saved the yards which a
disillusoned country wes to teke by force afterwards Those
nearest him, however, sav the matter in another light. They
told him that any concession now would be regarded as a fatd
weskness and that the appetite of the reformers would only
be whetted. This was an argument which never failed to
convince the Empress, and in conseguence the Tsar's reply to
those who were working hardest for Russids victory wes to
disolve the Duma, to relieve the Grand Duke Nicholas of his
command, and to dismiss Samarin, Sherbatoff and Djunkowsky,
the three Ministers who at the moment were most popular in
Moscow.

The dissolution of the Duma provoked the usud strikes and
protests. But the assumption of the Supreme Command by the
Tsar himsdlf was die first milestone on the way to Golgotha
It was the mogt fata of the many blunders of the unfortunate
Nicholas| 1, for as Commander-in-Chief he became personaly
responsible in the eyes of the people for the long successon of
defeats which owing to Russias technicd deficencies were now
inevitable.

The dismissa of Samarin and Djunkowsky weas the indirect
seque of an episode of which | mysalf had been asilent witness.
One summer evening | was at Yar, the most luxurious night-
haunt of Moscow, with some English visitors. As we weatched
the music-hall performance in the main-hall, therewas aviolent
frecas in one of the neighbouring "cabinets.” Wild shrieks of
women, a man's aurses, broken glass and the banging of doors
rased a discordant pandemonium. Head-waiters rushed up-
gars. The manager sent for the policeman who wes dways on
duty a such establishments. But the row and the roaring
continued. There was more coming and going of waiters and
policemen, and scratching of heeds and holding of councils.
The caue of the disturbance was Rasputin—drunk and
lecherous, and neither police nor management dared evict him.
The policeman teephoned to his divisona inspector, the
ingpector telephoned to the Prefect. The Prefect telephoned to
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Djunkowsky, who wes Assgtant Minister of the Interior and
heed of all the police. Djunkowsky, who wes a former generd
and a man of high character, gave orders that Rasputin, who,
&ter all, was only an ordinary citizen and not even a priest,
should be arested forthwith. Having disturbed everyones
enjoyment for two hours, hewesled avay, snarling and vowing
vengeence, to the nearest police-gtation. He wes rdessed early
next morning on instructions from the highest quarters. He left
the same day for St. Petersburg, and within twenty-four hours
Djunkowsky wesrdlieved of his post. Samarin'sdismissa, which
followed later, made avery painful impression. A nobleman of
splendid character, he wes then Oberprokuror or Minister in
Charge of Church Matters and one of the very bet repre-
sntatives of his dass No one but a madman could eccuse him
of anything but the most orthodox conservetive opinions
or of any lack of loyalty to the Emperor. Y et every Liberal and
every Socidigt respected him as an honest man, and the fact
that the Emperor could thus sacrifice one of his most loyal
advisers for a aregture like Rasputin wes acogpted by nearly
everyone in Moscow as a complete proof of the Tsar's incom-
petence. "Down with the autocracy!" cried the Liberas. But
even among the reectionaries there were those who said: "I f
the autocracy is to flourish, give us a good autocrat.”

This wes the only occason on which Rasputin came ecross
my path. From time to time, however, | saw the mark of the
beest & Chel nokofFs house, where the M ayor would show mea
short typewritten note requesting him to fix up the bearer in a
sfe and comfortable job in the Cities Union. The note was
sgnedinanilliterate scravl " G.R."—Grigori Rasputin. The
requests were invariably turned down by the sturdy Chel nokoff.

Wi th the advent of winte—and in that year of 1915 it came
ealy—a period of stagnation st in on the front and with it
came alull in the political discontent. Life went on.

My wife and | dined out sx nights in the wesk. Most days
we had people to luncheon—English officars generds admiras,
colonds, captains, passing through Moscow on their way to the
headquarters of the various Russian armies. Once a wesk my

K
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wife had a reception, and by some innate talent of her own
sucoseded in making the wolves lie down with the lambs. She
wes espedidly delighted when she could include a Socidist or
two in her bag. Neverthdess everybody came—from the
Commandant of the Kremlin, the Governor, the Prefect and
the Generds of the Moscow district (not all of the generds
were well digposed either to the Government or to the loca
authorities) down to the rich Moscow millionaires, and the
ballet dancars, the actors and writers, and the shy and rather
awkward politicians of the Left. There were, as fa as |
remember, no contretemps, athough on one occason Saeha
Kropotkina, the daughter of that fine old anarchist, Prince
Kropotkin, nearly came to blows with Countess Kleinmichel
over the lack of martia spirit in St. Petersburg. This mingling
of the different sats of Russans in Moscow was as good for
them as it was useful to us. It broke down barriers which had
never been stormed before. It provided us with information
of the most varying character.

That there were Russans whose hearts were still st on
victory was brought home to me in a remarkable manner
when my brother Norman was killed at Loos. | did not receive
the news until early in October. We had been out in the
country and were dining with some Russans at the Hermitage.
My wife had gone home to change her shoes There she found
the telegram and telephoned to me at the restaurant. It wes die
first time that the desth of someone | loved had come to me
without warning, and in the telephone box | broke down and
cried bitterly. | told my Russian friends what had happened
and went home. The next morning nearly every Moscow news-
paper had a very generous tribute to my brother and to the
heavy losses of the Scottish troops, and for days to come |
recaeived letters of sympathy from Russans of every dass and
rank. Many came from people | did not know even by sight.
Most of them ended with an expresson of profound conviction
of the ultimate triumph of die Allies.

It must not be thought, however, that my life was all
tragedy. The drikes, the political discontent, the defeas
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stand out to-day like landmarks in a greet plain, but they were
not everyday occurrences or even an important part of my daily
life. | had my own problems to tackle: committees to attend
(the British colony ran various enterprises for the wounded and
the refugees in addition, there were recruiting committees,
war supply committees, etc.) and an immense routine work at
the Consulate which, gpart from my political work, wes a
whole time job in itself. Some of my troubles were humorous;
others merdly irritating. | could laugh when my wife rang me
up a the Consulate to sy that the servants had gone on strike
or rather refused to enter the flat, because there was an evil
spirit, a Poltergeist, whose chief offence ssemed to be the
breaking of vauable plates. Certainly, arare and precious ikon
had fallen by itsdlf, and, as my wife took the servants sde,
there weas nothing for it but to enlist the savices of the priest.
He came and for the sum of five roubles gave the Poltergeist a
liberal sprinkling of holy water. The flat wes deensed; the
srvants returned; and strangdly enough, the queer noises and
the bresking of plates cessd.

Less amusing were the frequent rows among my Consular
gaff, which had swollen considerably snce the influx of the
British refugess from Warsaw. Bayley had left me with a
legecy in the person of Francis Greenep, a once well-known
London lawyer. Always very negtly dressed, he wes afine-
looking old man, and his slver hair and his monode lent
distinction to a staff of which | mysdf was dmost the most
youthful member. When in the right mood, he had charm-
ing manners. His work, too, was punctually and excdlently
done. But—and it was a big but—his temper was explosive and,
as he was dways on the look out for insults, there were many
mes One day it would be Alexander who had ruffled his
dignity. Another time it would be St. Clair, the Vice-Consul
from Warsaw, who had been atached to me and who, although
more Polish than Scottish, had all the pride of the ancient
Scottish family to which he belonged. Strange, difficult fdlows
they were resgponsve to emotional agppeds, but not to be
driven. | expect | tried them highly, and in any caee living for
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months and indeed years on end at high tension in a small
office, where one saw the same faces every day, was strain
enough to break the strongest nerves, and neither Greenep's
nor St. Clair's were up to standard. | could manage the rows
between the various members of the staff. It was another matter
when Greenep's wrath was unloosed on visitors to the office.
For his own sake | kept him as much as possible in his own
room, but obviously, | could not prevent him from entering the
main office in the execution of his duties. In a long series of
incidents two had serious results. One morning, as | was
deciphering a telegram in my own room, | heard an angry
altercation from the outer office. Above the general din, | could
hear Greenep's voice, trembling with rage: " Do what you're
told, sir, or leave the office."

| rushed out just in time to prevent my aged hot-head from
doing physical violence to an English artillery major, who was
purplewith indignation.

" Are you in charge of this Consulate?" he stuttered to me.
"Then you will give me satisfaction or 1'll report you to the
Foreign Office. This fellow here has insulted the King's
uniform.”

Greenep was standing by the side of the office counter, his
finger pointing at the portrait of the King which adorned the
wall.

" Take off your hat, sir, in His Majesty's presence."

He kept repeating his demand in a kind of eldritch refrain.
With the help of Fritz, my Lettish clerk, who had been a
witness of the whole scene, | sifted out the truth. The officer in
uniform had come into the office with his cap on. Greenep,
who was passing through, had pointed to the King's portrait
and had said politely enough: " Don't you see the King's por-
trait, sir? This is not a station waiting-room." The officer had
paid no attention. Greenep had then demanded more peremp-
torily that he should remove his hat. And then the fur had
started to fly.

It was a difficult case. Actually, Greenep was in the wrong in
losing his temper. The officer, however, had been tactless. He
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wes inclined to stand on his rights and inssted that, when he
care into an office, it was correct for him to keep his cgp on.
But for his pomposity | should have had no dternative but to
dismiss the unfortunate Greengp—a course which | wes loath
to take, partly because the man was devoted to me and,
secondly, because it meant putting him into the street, | tried
to smooth down the officer without sacrificing Greenep, but
he inssted on his pound of flesh. | refused to give it to him.
He left me vowing vengeance | reported the whole matter
to the Ambassador, apportioning the blame equally between the
two protagonists and representing the affair as a case of war
nerves | heard no more, and fortunately for me the incident
wes closed.

More serious was a Smilar episode in which Greenep
affronted Baeeff, a rich Armenian and a brother of the famous
Nikita. In his spare time Greenep supplemented his income by
giving lessons to rich Russians. Baeeff was one of his pupils.
Apparently there had been some trouble about payment. At any
rate, Greenep nursed a grievance. It found its outlet, when one
day Baeieff came into the Conaulate to obtain a visa Unfortu-
natdy, Greenep was again in the main officg, and the sight of
the rich man, who he dleged had done him out of his hard-
eaned roubles, maddened him. Once again | had to rush out
and meke peece This time, however, the conssgquences wae
more serious. There had been witnesses of the incident, and
Bdeeff was determined to teke his lega remedy. Luckily,
his lavyer wes a great friend of our own lavyer and wes as
anxious as | was to prevent a public scandd. Beween us we
worked out every possble compromise which would stisfy
BdeefFs wounded fedings and a the same time save Greenep
from dismissa. In the end Baeeff agreed to drop all proceed-
ings in return for a public gpology to be mede in the presence
of the Consular daff and of himsalf and his lawvyer. The
gpology wes to be drafted by him.

It wes along one. There were sevard references to gentlemen
and gentlemanly behaviour. It wes an unplessant dose for
anyone, and for twenty-four hours Greenep refused to swdlow
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it. | pointed out to him that | could do no more and that if the
matter came before the courts there could only be one result.
He would have to go.

Finally, he agreed. The apology was typed out, and with the
lawyers | arranged the formalities for its delivery. In the main
office Fritz and the three lady typigts st like mummies at their
deks. On the door dde of the counter sood Baleieff and his
lawyer. | took up my own stand on the office Sde of the counter.
When all wasready, | walked to Greenep'sroom, brought him
up before the counter, and put the apology into his hands
He was in his bes suit. His hair wes carefully brushed. His
monocle was fixed firmly in his eye His face was like a gatue.
Only from the trembling paper in his hands could one sugpect
the suppressed rage

"Shall | begin? he said in an ominous whisper. He read
through the idiotic document, a rich flush suffusing his cheks
until they became the colour of a turkey's comb, while Bale€ff,
fat and sweating with fear, extracted what satisfaction he could
from the Englishman's humiliation. When he had finished,
Greenep turned one awful glare at his enemy, crumpled up the
paper in hishand and with a" There, you may haveyour pound
of flesh!" srode out of the room.

To-day, the somme ssams comic enough and, indeed, a trifle
undignified as far as my own participation is concerned. But
at the time it was a serious busness Indeed, s0 great was
Greenep's capadty for nursing a grievance, that he might very
easly have involved the Consulate-General in a scandal or in
expensve litigation and, certainly, in ridicule.

There were, however, compensations. In November, 1915,
the Ambassador wrote me a letter informing me that the
Foreign Office was 0 pleased with my work that | was to be
left in charge of the Consulate-General until the end of the
war. | usad this letter with greet effect in order to improve my
financial postion, which, with my increased responsbilities,
was becoming precarious. For sometimel had been conducting
a bitter correpondence with the Foreign Officee We wee in
the middle of a great war, | was being involved in far greater
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expenditure than evar Bayley had had to face and | wes
receiving neither inareese of pay nor increese of dffice alowance.
| enlisted the sarvices of the Ambassador on my side. They were
given whole-heartedly. Very early on, he wrote to the Foreign
Office saying: "There is scarcdy any Consular pogt of the same
importance as Moscow at the present moment. It is the in-
dustrid and, in a certain broad sense the political capita of
Russa . .. Youwill have seen from Mr. Lockhart's despatches
the excdlent work that hes been done by that office snce Mr.
Clive Bay ley'sdeparture.”

Even Ambassadors, however, cannot disturb the unimagina-
tive routine of the Chief Clerk's Department or of the Treasury,
and it was not in an obdurate Whitehall, but in the heart of my
grandmother that Sir George Buchanan's letter wes of sarvice to
me. The old lady, thrilled dways by sucoess was delighted by
the Ambassador's encomiums. | knew just exactly how to
launch my apped. My brother Norman had supplied the perfect
form to al of us, when he was a smdl boy in his first term at
Marlborough. As his birthday gpproached, he had written to
his grandmother as follows:

"Dear Grannie,

I hope you are well. | am enjoying school very much. My
birthday is next Tuesday. All the boys here have cameres
and spend ther time taking sngp-shots. The weether hes
been very good, and we have played more hockey than
‘rugger.’ | am in the fourth form and my housemeder is
cdled Taylor. His nickname is 'Trilby." He is a parson
and he sys prayers fagde than anyone | have ever heard.
I hope you ae well, dear Grannie, and that you are not
finding Edinburgh too cold. | wesfirst in scripture last week.

Your loving grandson,
NORMAN.

P.S—I have no camera”

With the right bow in my hands—and this time | had it,
| could play a still better tune on this fiddle. | gave the old
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lady a glowing account of the Scots in Russia and the part the
Bruces, the Gordons, the Hamiltons, had played in building
St. Petersburg and in winning Peter the Great's battles. Had
not a L earmonth—the very name of her house—provided Russia
with her greatest poet? | dwelt on all the famous people | had
met. | described the dinners given by my colleagues and by my
Russian friends. My P.S. assured her of my unfailing belief in
ultimate victory provided the cost of living could be kept down.

Perhaps in her dreams (I have said she was ambitious) she
already saw me rallying the spent Russians to the attack.
Perhaps she was amused by my artfulness in the same way as
she had been amused by my brother's hint about the camera.
At any rate, just as he received his camera, so | received my
cheques—cheques, too, for generous amounts—which relieved
my financial embarrassments and enabled me at any rate to
keep my end up.

M ay her soul rest in peace. She was a grand woman and even
in the days of my failure she treated me better than | deserved.
Without her | should have been completely lost in M oscow—
areflection which | feel sure will not make the members of the
Chief Clerk's department sleep less comfortably in their beds.
Let them not think | bear them a grudge, The Whitehall game
of battledore and shuttlecock, of vouchers and vouchers for not
producing a voucher, has been played ever since the gods were
on Olympus. It will be played for all time. On the whole, too,
it is played in good temper by both sides. My only complaint
is that in war time the rules of the game should be relaxed. *



CHAPTER FIVE

AS 1915 DREW to its end, my political work incressed. The
Allies were now serioudy anxious about the Russian situation,
and to my other labours was added the task of entertaining and
shepherding the various missons sant out by France and Eng-
land to stimulate the Russans to fresh efforts Hitherto we
had had a small list of more or less regular visitors. They in-
cluded men like Colonel Knox (now Genera Sir Alfred Knox),
Sir Samud Hoare, the head of a specid intelligence mission,
Generd Sir John Hanbury-Williams, and Admiral Sir Richard
Phillimore, the two British representatives atached to the
Tsar's military headquarters, and the various officars atached
to the different armies on the Russian front. Of these officars
Colonel Knox, who had spent many years in Russia, was by
far the best informed on military matters. Very ealy in the
war he had ssn the aacks in the Russian wall, and, if the
Allies formed an exaggaraed idea of the Russan strength, it
wes certainly not the fault of the English military atache
Up to the revolution no man took a saner view of the military
situation on the Eagtern front and no foreign observer supplied
his Government with more reliable information.

Of the others Sir John Hanbury-Williams wes a charmer,
who was popular with everyone. Admiral Phillimore maintained
the highest traditions of the British Navy by perssting in rising
daily at seven odock—or wes it Sx?—in a country where no-
body stirred before nine or ten. The impression on the Russans
was immense and wholly beneficid. Sir Samud Hoare tri-
umphed over a whole field of obstades by the same industry
and perssence which to-day have devated him to Cabinet
rank. His gppointment to St. Petersburg wes not popular with
the regular soldiers. It was hard to understand in what respect
his mission could supplement the work which was being done
by the other British organisations. He himself had no specid
qudifications for the task, and, when he arrived, | anticipated
friction and failure. With a less tactful man the forebodings
would have been judtified. Sir Samuel, however, beset himself

117
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to his task with unflagging and unobtrusive enthusasm. He
learnt Russan. He worked indefatigably. He made it his
busness to meat every dass of Russan. He gathered in his
information from many fields, and, unlike most intdligence
officers he showed a fine discrimination in sfting the truth
from the chaff of rumour. In short, he made good. If, at the
time, anyone had asked me to lay the odds againg Sir Samue
as a future leeder of the Conservative Party or as a possble
Prime Minister of England, | confessthat | should have had no
hesitation in going the limit. Now, however, | redlise that the
same qualities which he showed in Russa in drcumsances
of great difficulty have sood him in good gead in his sub-
seguent political carer. Behind Sir Samud's small frame
there is, combined with consderable ability, courage, and
capadty for mastering his subject, a strong and veary persistent
will power. Where eghteen years ago | should have laid a
thousand to one againg, to-day | should not give more than
two to one.

These, as | have said, were our regular visitors. Now they
wee to be supplemented by the various sdeshows. The first
of these to visit Moscow was the French political misson to
Rumania. Its object was to counteract German influences in
Bucharest and to bring Rumania into thewar. It was compaosed
of Charles Richet, the eminent scientist, Georges Lacour-
Gayet, the historian, and M. Gavoty, the former proprietor of
the " Revue Hebdomadaire." | saw much of all three men
during ther long gay in Moscow for, srangdy enough, the
mission was held up for wesks before it reached its destination.
It was combated—and, for a long time, successfully—by the
French Minister in Rumania.

This visit is very memorable to me for three reasons the
firs, entirdly creditable, the second purédy vain, and the third
dightly discreditable, for which, however, my wife must
share the blame. The creditable reason is that in Richet | met
the grestest genius and most attractive personality | have ever
known. Few men who have ssn anything of the palitico-
military administration of the war can have any faith left in
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the "great man" theory. Most of our geniuses die unrewarded,
but it is quite certain that they are rardly, if ever, found in the
unfertile field of politics or modern warfare. Richet, however,
is a genius who has found honour in his own time. Absolutely
unaffected and ssmple as a child, he is wholly charming in
character. The firs congructor of a modern aeroplane and a
poet and a prose writer of distinction, he received the Nobel
prize for medicine. The war took sx of his seven sons, but it
left no rancour in Richet's heart—no hate except of war itsdlf.
He is still living; still at the age of eighty dmost done among
his countrymen in throwing his weight into the scde of
international understanding againgt the bdance of maicious
sf-interest and ignorant nationalism.

At that time Richet was of course a patriot—that is, he
believed in an Allied victory as an essatid condition to the
defest of militarism. How well, too, he pleaded the Allied
cae before the Russans. How quickly he understood the
Russian character. After his first gpeech in M oscow—a wonder-
ful peformance with al the University professors on the
platform—he took me aside.

"This is our war/' he said, "your country's and mine. We
must be strong in oursdves and count only on oursalves*'

The second reason why this visit remains very vividly in my
memory is that it was to have furnished the occason for my
first big public peech. It is true that a few wesks before | had
mede my firs public goeech in Russan at the opening of a
hospital. It had been, however, very short. At the luncheon
given by the British Club to the distinguished Frenchmen |
wes to have made my firs attempt a war propaganda on a
public platform. On the eve of the luncheon | weas sricken
with tonsgilitis and influenza. | fainted at the telephone and
cut my heed on the recaiver as | weas in the act of summoning
the doctor. It was perhgps a fortunate exgpe The three
Frenchmen were brilliant professond orators. It was better
for me to make my debut among my own countrymen who,
in Parliament and outside it, are in my experience (and | have
visted nearly every Parliament in Europe and have heard
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mogt of the great foreign orators) the worst speekas in the
world.

Thethird and dightly discreditable reeson was the procuring
by my wife of a document of consderable importance. | have
sad that the French mission had not been alowed to proceed to
Rumania owing to the protestations of M. Blondel, the French
Minister of Bucharest. The three Frenchmen were very indig-
nant and mede little attempt to conced their anger or their
intention of demanding explanations when they returned to
Paris. Their hands had been srengthened againg their own
diplomatic representative in Rumania by areport by Marshal
Pau, the one-armed French generd, who had just completed an
extensve study of the whole situation in that country. Pau's
report was known to be extraordinarily frank in its criticisms,
and we wee very desrous of sedng the original document.
During the visit one of the Frenchmen (as al three are still
living, it would be unfair to ssy which) sayed with us in our
flat. Like most Frenchmen he was a courtier. In Pais the
most savare and respected of professors, he thawed in the warm
and rather licentious aimosphere of Moscow. He made my wife
his confidante. He became indiscreet. One afternoon, to relieve
her of a heedache, he gave her the famous Pau report to read.
With great presence of mind she commiitted it to writing, and
in this manner | weas able to send a complete copy to Sir George
Buchanan. Soldiers have a reputation for bluntness, but the
Marshd's report would have shocked even the bluntest fire-
egter in our own War Office. In language more effective because
it was unadorned by any extravagancss of style, it gave a devas
tating picture of conditions at the Rumanian court in 1915.
The Marsha had spared no one. There was athumbnail sketch
of the King with chapter and verse for the numerous wesknessess
of a character in which there wes little to admire. There wes a
complete dosse of romantic adventure in high places with a
"Who's who" of the persondities involved and a record of
their influence and political sympathies There was an un-
flattering picture of the French, British and Russian ministers,
who were aocusd of sefting a bad example in war-time to
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Rumanian sodety and of wasting their diplomatic effort by
unssemly dissendons among themsdves The Marshal was
frankly pessmistic. Rumania's subssquent entry into the war
was to jusdtify his gloominess. He thought nothing of the
Rumanian army. He thought still less of Allied diplomacy in
Rumania. Thefull force of hisindignation was reserved for the
French and Russian ministers, whose antipathy to each other
enabled the pro-German party to drive a wedge between two
influences which should have been paramount. England, said
the old soldier, had no historical role to play in Rumania. The
only influence she could usefully exart would be through the
good looks of her men. She should send her best-looking mili-
tary atadhe® to the Rumanian Court. As a result of the Pau
report there weare changes in Rumania. As her new military
atache, England sent Colonel C. B. Thomson, who was subse-
quently to become the parsonad friend of Mr. Ramsay
MacDonald, to be made a L abour Peer and aCabinet Minister,
and to perish in the ill-fated initial voyage of the dirigible
R.101.

I remember little about that second Christmas of the war
excet that it was gay. Russans, rightly or wrongly, never
dlowed depression to interfere with their festivas, nor did
they try studioudy to cultivate a war attitude. They were un-
disciplined and amora. Their whole effort was individual and
not co-operative.

On Jnuary 1, 1916, my wife and | spent the whole
day paying offidd vists—one of the few redlly irksome duties
of officiddom in Russia The beginning of the year must have
inspired more people than myself with good resolutions, for asa
result of my visits my diary notes for January are remarkably
optimistic. Two factors were regponsble for this hedthier
amosphere. Our Russo-Greek friend, Lykiardopoulos, had
just returned from an adventurous journey into Austria and
Germany. He had gone to obtain information for the Allies,
and, disguised as a Greek tobacco merchant, had visited the
leading dities of both countries. "L yki" hed left Moscow as a
profound pessmist who wes convinced of the invincibility of
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the German arms. He returned full of optimism, quite
certain that Germany was feding the pinch more than Russa
and that Russa could hold out far longer. As far as supplies
weae concaned he was, doubtless, right. What he had mis-
caculated wes the difference in the resisting power of the two
peoples.

His news, however, made Moscow cheerful, and for a few
weeks he was a nationa hero. Still more encouraging wes the
reception of Prince Lvoff and Chelnokoff by the Emperor at
his military headquarters in Moghilieff. The visit had been
aranged by Generd Alexeieff, the Chief of the Generd Staff
and a sturdy patriot, who had a soldier's contempt for the
averege Russian politician. When the Grand Duke Nicholas
weas commander-in-chief, the Cities and Zemstvos Unions had
dways addressed their petitions to him persondly. Their
relaions with the Emperor had been less happy. Disliking the
various political resolutions which they had passed, he had
hitherto refused to see them. On this occasion, therefore, they
care to Moghilieff to sse Generd Alexeieff and not the
Emperor. As Mayor of Moscow Chelnokoff brought with him
the greetings of the "heart of Russia' to the army and an officid
resolution of the City Duma affirming that no peece must be
mede until complete victory had been attained. Generd
Alexeeff, knowing the immense work these greast public
organisations were doing in equipping the army with every
kind of supply, wes determined to restore good relations be-
tween the Emperor and the two Unions.

"The Emperor's dl right/' he informed the two Muscovites
bluntly. "The only trouble is the band of b——who surround
him. Y ou wait here, and 1'l1 teke the resolution to him."

Presently he returned with the order that Chelnokoff wes
to enter the Imperial pressnce When the broad-shouldered
Mayor limped into the room, the resolution was lying on the
Emperor's table.

"Why wes this excdlent resolution not sent to me direct?"
aked the Tsar.

Chelnokoff sammered out some clumsy exause about
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etiquetteand said that, if HisImperial Magesty would alow him,
he would offer him the greeting there and then. He then stood
up and in his best officid manner conveyed Moscow's loyal
greetings to the Emperor and read the resolution. The Tsar
weas gregtly pleased

"l agree with everything in this resolution,” he said. "Peace
will not be made until complete victory is attained. Y ou are
right, too, in expressng your gratitude to the army. We should
go down on our knees beforeit."

The Tsar then questioned ChelnokofF about the situation in
Moscow. The Mayor replied that there was no fuel, and not
enough to eet because the railways were being run so badly and
that, in these circumstances, rioting during the winter months
was a possibility that could not be excluded. The Emperor
replied that, if people were cold and had not enough to edt, one
could not be too svae on them if they complained with
violence. He asked rather suspicioudy if the Mayor were not
exaggerding.

ChelnokofF replied: "N o."

The Tsar then sad: "Everything | cen do to dleviate this
Situation will be done."

| recaived afull account of thisvisit from ChelnokofF as soon
as he returned to Moscow. Both Prince LvofF and he—grave,
bearded men with no Frivalities in their lives—were as plessed
as schoolboys. They had returned From the "Stavka' with a
whole heartFul oF optimism. The Emperor had been splendid.
Their own work was now to go Forward unimpeded. Thearmy
was on their sde. What, then, did St. Petersburg matter?
The army was more important, more powerFul, than any
Government.

Alas! the high hopes raised by this visit were to be rudely
shattered. Impending tragedy would not alow the Emperor to
deviate From the Fate which had been marked out For him. A
little commonsense, a Faw words oF praise, on the Emperor's
part, would have been aufficdent to srengthen the ties of
persond loyalty, to chain to his throne the patriotic Fervour
of the vast bulk of the people oF Russia, How small was the
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effort required | had ssen in the enthusiasm of these two public
leeders, who, condderably less revolutionary in temperament
than Mr. Lloyd George, were to be driven unwillingly into
revolution and to become its first victims. The effort, however,
weas beyond the Emperor's capacity of vision. The old sysem
continued. The nationa effort was cramped in every way. Every
minister who sympathised with it was sooner or later certain
to be dismissed. And as one by one, the patriots and the men of
confidence dissppeared, the dlegiances of three hundred years
were undermined by despar. In my own mind the feding
of inevitable dissster became stronger and stronger. Yet in
public | had dways to gppear ultra-optimistic, cdm and reso-
lute, and unshakeebly convinced of the ultimate victory of the
Allies. If my red optimism was confined to the West, | had to
smulate increesing corfidence in the East. And &fter atime a
smile which has no heart behind it becomes visibly artificid.
In February, 1916, | was summoned severd times to St
Petersburg. We had a new scheme on foot: an officid British
propaganda office in St. Petersburg to be run by British journa-
lists. Hugh Walpole and Harold Williams (grestest and most
modest of al British experts on Russia) were its chief gponsors.
There was to be a sub-office in Moscow. This wes to be under
my charge, and as my propaganda officer | engaged the versatile
Lykiardopoulos. In St. Petersburg the propaganda bureau wes
avery officid organisation with specid offices and a proper s&ff.
| ran my organisation in Moscow from the Consulate-General
without any flourish of trumpets and without the knowledge
of the outside world. In thisway | wes ale to bring condderable
influence to bear on the locad newspepears without their feding
that they were being inundated with officid propaganda. This
part of my work | enjoyed, athough here, too, greet tact wes
necessty, especidly when it came to the sdection of Moscow
journdigts for the literary mission, which as part of the new
policy we were sending to England. The bright idea wes that,
when these stribes had ssen the tremendous efforts being made
by England, they would write them up in the Russan Press,
and we should then heer less about Britain keeping her navy
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in a glass case and about our willingness to fight to the last drop
of Russian blood. Onewriter, whom | invited or was instructed
to invite, was Count A. N. Tolstoy, adeek, fat Bohemianwith
a gredt literary tdent but a strong predilection for the creasture
comforts of life. To-day, in order to retain these comforts,
Count Tolstoy has made his peece with the Bolsheviks and, at
the expense of a play or two againg the Romanoffs, has suc-
ocedad in remaining a bourgeois individualist in a country
where even literature has been communised.

It was a this moment that | received a tdlegram from Sir
George Buchanan requesting me to make arrangements for the
reception of a British nava misson which, as part and parcd
of the new propaganda policy, was being sent to Maoscow. |
recaived exactly two days notice of this visit. No information
was vouchsafed me regarding the source from which | was to
draw the financid snews for the entertainment of His Britannic
Majesty's Senior Service: This conundrum is one of the rare
problems which the British Government leavesinvariably to the
initiative and to the pocket of the man on the spot. All | knew
was that the saven leading dfficars of our submarine flatilla in
the Bdtic—dl very gdlant gentlemen, who had sunk severd
German cruisars and innumerable smaler craft—would arrive
on February 15th and would spend four days in Moscow.
They had received instructions to put themsdves unreservedly
in my hands.

Both the British colony and my Russian friends rallied to my
support with remarkable spontaneity and generosity. In one
afternoon | completed my programme. My old friend Chelno-
koff promised a "rout" at the Town Duma. Madame Nossova,
the Sgter of the Riabushinski brothers, the richest millionaires
in Moscow, undertook to provide a whole evening's entertain-
ment at her house, with dinner for a hundred people and
dancing afterwards. Princess Gagarina arranged a reception.
The Intendant of the Imperial Theetre provided at the shortest
notice a gpecid gda performance a the opera Bdeeff, the
owner of the "Bat," and the Moscow Artists Club undertook
to amuse the guedts in their own exhilarating and invincible
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manner. The British Club, without whose aid my own efforts
to entertain distinguished British visitors would have been
unavailing, aranged the firg of those sumptuous Anglo-
Russian banquets which right up to the revolution provided
the flesh and bones—not to mention die caviar and vodka—of
Anglo-Russian friendship in Moscow.

The visit wes a complete success The Navy may now
have falen on evil days but my own expeience of British
nava officars abroad hes been of the happiest. Far better than
Army dfficars do they understand the gentle art of placating
and impressing the foreigner. They can rdax without loss of
dignity. There are few brass hats and few brass heeds among
them.

My sven submarine officars adapted themsdves to their
new role of public performers with remarkable skill. They
had come to be "lionised/' but they were tame and friendly
lions. They dlowed themsalves to be stroked. They fraternised
with the bdlerinas and with the officidls. And Cromie, their
leeder and an dofficar grave beyond his years, roared on one
occedon with splendid effect. The occeson weas die supper
given by the Alatr—an artists and actors club—in honour of
our youthful guests. The supper was accompanied by an
impromptu entertainment during which the best dancers and
sgngers Maoscow could provide had danced and sung for the
good of our digestion. When the evening wes well advanced,
nothing would satisfy the Russans but that Cromie should
make a gpeach. He wes taken up on to the small sage A tall,
dark Byronesgue figure with heavy eyebrows and side-whiskers,
he faoed his audience without a tremor.

"Ladies and Gentlemen/' he said. "Y ou ae all atigs—
musicians, poets, novdids, painters, composers. You ae
cregtors. What you aregte will live long &fter you. We are only
smple sallors. We destroy. But we can sy truthfully that in
this war we destroy in order that your works may live."

It was the shortest and in the dfet it produced die most
impressve speach | ever heard in Russia

The Russians were delighted. The visit of the submarine
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officers coincided with the capture of Erzerum by the Russian
army in the Caucasus, and for four days we lived in an atmo-
gpohere of jubilant optimism. As far as | was concerned, there
was only one flaw in a programme which was carried out with
harmonious smoothness. At the British Club dinner | mede
my firg big gpeech. For two days | had rehearsed it before my
wife and the faithful "L yki," who as sscretary of the Moscow
Art Theatre was an expat in docution. | ddivered it with
emotion and modesty. There was a touching reference to those
who in the literal sense of the words go down to the sea in ships.
My oratory drew teers from my audience and from mysdlf.
But to my chagrin my gpeach was not reported. The Russian
nava gaff, fearful of what might happen to the Bdtic Feet
if the Germans weae to know that the British submarine
commanders weare absent from their ships, had imposed the
drictest censorship on the whole visit.

With the departure of the nava misson Moscow returned to
its primordial pessmisn—a depresson digtinct from the
pessmism of St. Petersburg in that it was free from maevolent
pacifisn. Moscow wes prepared to fight to the end. It could
not help feding that the end was likely to be disastrous.

At this particular moment these forebodings were aggravated
by the German offensve againg Verdun and by the influx of
aigocratiic Polish refugess into Moscow. These Poles weare an
unhedthy influence. Superficidly, they were atractive. They
added to the amenities of Moscow socid life. Their passon
for political discusson provided fresh materid for my reports.
But, much as | was inclined to sympathise with their sufferings,
dos acquaintance changed my sympathy into mistrust and
even didike. | found it natura that they should hate Russa
| could not tolerate the manner in which they acogated the
warm hospitaity that wes offered to them everywhere and
which they repaid by shearing a their hosts and hogtesses and
by afecting to despise the good Moscow bourgeois. Still less
could | stomach their sdf-centred vanity and their pessmism.
The dimax camne when, one evening, during the most critical
period of the Verdun offensve, a frivolous but vain princeling
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remarked in the presmce of the head of the French military
mission: " |If Verdun is taken, Paris too, will fall. What a
terrible thing that will be for the Polish question." This is
only one of many examples of Polish tactlesmess Yet these
people, who have never been able to help themsdves and who
certainly contributed little to the Allied cause in the war, have
been rewarded with the larges dice of territory granted to any
nation under the Treaty of Versailles.



CHAPTER SX

IN THAT SPRING of 1916 | had throat trouble again. This time
it was accompanied by a bad atack of depresson. Everything
samed to be going wrong. Even Chelnokoff had complained
to me about the falure of English firms to fulfil their war
contracts, and for the first time | began to question the ability
of the Allies to win through. My gloom weas only partly
relieved by a surprise visit from Hugh Walpole, resplendent in
a Red Cross uniform and as tremendoudy enthusiastic and as
refreshingly sentimenta as ever. He had just returned from
England, where the first of his Russan books, "The Dark
Forest/' had had a great sucosss He brought me sugar and
sice in the form of complimentary appreciation of my work
from Lord Robert Cecil and other members of the Foreign
Office. When he left, my depresson returned, and with the
arrival of Eager my wife induced me to take a few days rest.

In order that | might have a change from Moscow, we went
down to Sergievo, to the famous Monastery. The indis
pensable Alexander had made the most daborate preparations
for our reception. Actually there was not much rest about our
visit. We arrived on Thursday evening in Holy Week and were
met at the station by amonk. By another monk we were driven
straight from the station to along service. The monagtery itsdlf,
the most famous in Russia, wes a miniature Kremlin, sur-
rounded by a wall which wes broad enough to alow two
cariages to drive areast dong its cobbled stones. The place
had stood a hundred seges in the course of its history, and but
for the presance of the monks was much more like a fortress
than a place of worship.

After the sarvice we had tea with the Abbot—a fine, smple
old gentleman with aflaxen beard and soft, spongy handswhich
he washed incessantly. It was nearly seven o'dock before we
were dlowed to ssk our quates—a little monastery hotel
atached to the Church of the Chernigoff Madonna about a
mile from the Monastery. Fortunately, it was very dean and
comfortable.

149
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On Good Friday the rain came down in torrents, and |
dayed indoors all day and reed the Sir Roger de Coverley
papersfrom the " Spectator." On the Saturday,however, we were
plunged again into around of sght-seeing and religious services
Early in the morning a monk waited on us to drive us to the
Bethlehem Monastery—a beautiful little place besde a leke
about three miles awvay. Then in the evening we drove through
the birch woods to attend the midnight service a the Lavra
itself. Thewhole Monastery was illuminated by dectric light,
and againg the desp purple background of the sky the huge
belfry stood out like a giant skyscrgper. The service wes
impressive. For over an hour we stood in an evil-smelling crowd
of soldiers and peesats all holding candles and tepas and
sprinkling themsdves and us liberaly with candlegreese. So
ineffable, however, wes the singing that we never fdt the
fatigue.

The next two days were sheer joy. There was a warmth in
the sun which banished all my fears and al my pessmism.
The whole countryside was a mass of primroses and cowdips.
White churches nestled peecefully in a background of birch
trees Above all, there were lakes with perch and carp as old as
time itsdf. After Moscow the peecefulness of it all wes
wonderful.

On Eager Monday we atended another sarvice and took
part in a processon round the great wall of the Lavra, walking
in the place of honour just behind the Archimandrites. We
had, too, a stupendous luncheon, consising of some sx "a
sven ocousss of different fish, with the Abbot, and while
we ae, he spoke good words to us. In his conversation there
was nothing martial, no "God with us' boastfuness He
gooke of miracles, in which he was a firm beiever—and,
indeed, if Russa weas to win the war, a belief in miracles wes
necessary—and of the virtues of Christian submission and of a
contrite and holy spirit.

For the most part, however, we made long trips into the
country, extracting the maximum of enjoyment from our
solen leisure and regping the full benefit from the glorious
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sunshine. One drive, in particular, | remember vary vividly—
along, rambling adventure dong a narrow, disused track to a
lake beyond the St. Paradete Monastery. Our way ran through
a narow gorge covered with gorse and brambles, and neither
coming nor going did we psss a living soul. It wes amost
the most pefect hour of complete contentment that | can
remember.

| returned to Moscow full of energy and fresh hope and better
able to battle with the irritations of my daily life. For, much
as | loved my Russan friends, they were irritating. They were
a charming people to know, a hopdess people to work with,
and, fadigtic as | became, | never quite magtered the nuances
of a language in which "at once' means "to-morrow," and
"to-morrow," "never."

I cannot illustrate better the difference between the Russian
and the English attitudes towards life than by a reference to a
Russian trial which took place at this time. In some of its
agpedts it bears a catain ressmblance to the famous Malcolm
trial in England. In Warsaw a Russan police dffioer cdled
Zlatoustovsky had fdlen in love with a cetan Madame
Marchevsky, the wife of an offior who wes fighting for his
country at the front. When Warsaw was evacuated, Zlatous-
tovsky (his name in Russian means golden-mouthed!) brought
the woman to Moscow and took her to live with him in his
own fla. Warned by a letter from the police dfficer's wife,
Marchevsky came back from the front and tried to breek into
Zlatoustovsky's flat. Zlatoustovsky then emptied his revolver
through the door and killed Marchevsky, who was unarmed.
In spite of the bad conduct of the police dfficer in the whole
cag, he was acquitted. Public opinion made no protest aganst
the verdict, nor did Zlatoustovsky lose his job.

Renewing my contact with Chelnokoff and the other
Moscow leaders, | found them more depressed than usual.
The resignation of Polivanolf, the War Minister, who had
been dismissed for his too friendly co-operation with the public
organisations, had made them down-hearted. The fal of Kut,
following on our failure in Gallipoli, and the Eader rising in
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Dublin had been a svere blow to British presige. Chelnokoff
and | laid our heads together. What could we do to stimulate
public confidence? How could we checkmate defeatism and
lack of faith in the Western Allies? The Mayor, whose Anglo-
philism was proof againg all shocks suggesed an official visit
of the British Ambassador to Moscow. | said | was sure he
would come if the visit would do good.

"W e might give him the freedom of the city of Moscow,"
said Chelnokoff.

"Excellent/' | replied, "it isin the bex English tradition."

There was however, one drawback. Only one foreigner
had ever been made a freeman of Moscow. The honour had
never been conferred on an Englishman. It was a rare and
precious gift, and it could be conferred only by a unanimous
vote of the Town Council. Now the Town Duma wes a replica
of the State Duma. It was composaed of representatives of all
the political parties including the extreme Right, which was
not very pro-English and definitely opposed to the Liberal
Parties. It was quite impossible for Chelnokoff, even as Mayor,
to obtain a unanimous decison. He stroked his long, patri-
archal beard. Then, in his fine degp voice, he gave me his
congdered opinion.

"1 know my colleagues” he said. " They are like children.
They will never accept a suggestion coming from me. But if
you go to s the various leeders separatdy, tel them that Sr
George Buchanan is coming to Moscow, and let them think
that the suggegtion of the freedom comes from them—wel,
if you do your work deverly, they will jump at it."

| carried out the plan exactly as he precribed. | ssaw Nikolai
Guchkoff, Victor Briansky, and the other refractory leaders
and with the unanimous decision of the Duma in my pocket
| went to se the Ambassador.

The visit, on my suggestion, took place on Empire Day. It
was | bdieve, the firs occason on which Empire Day wes
cdebrated officially in Russia, and it was from first to last an
immense uccess The whole city showed a united front in
welcoming the Ambassador. " Black Hundred" lions lay down
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with "Cadet" lambs. Octobrists and Socia-Revolutionaries
vied with one ancther in the vehemence of their protestations
of friendship and of their determination to fight to a victorious
end. The gengds and dffidds fell over eech other in their
esgamess to contribute their share to the festivities. | wrote an
Empire leeder for the leading Moscow newspeper. Obviously,
even a that moment, | was qualifying for my Empire Crusader's
badge. | wrote an gppreciation of Sir George Buchanan for the
ssoond most important Moscow newspaper. | persueded the
Ambassador to write his speach beforehand, enlisted the sar-
vices of Lykiardopoulos to trandate it, and had a beautifully
printed Russan trandation served with the caviae to our
digtinguished Russan guests At the Empire banquet that
evening | proposed the Ambassador's hedlth in a spesch, which
a Moscow reporter described as a medterpiece of dignified
doquence and sdf-confidence Alasl that wes sixteen years ago.
The Ambassador himself, as the main arch in this glorious
edifice was splendid. He wes the most degant figure that
Moscow had seen for saverd generations, and his gentle manner
and his obvious sincerity went straight to evary Russian heart.
The heppiest omens were augured from his Christian name.
Was not St. George the patron Saint of Moscow? In that hour
the tide of Anglo-Russian friendship wes a the flood.
Therewas, in fact, only one dight hitch to mar the perfection
of the setting. On the next night the City Feathers in solemn
sitting, surrounded by all that was bet and brightest in
Moscow Society, formally conferred on his Super-Excdlency
Sir George Buchanan, Ambassador Extraordinary and Pleni-
potentiary of His Britannic Mgesty to the Emperor of al the
Russas, the title of honorary hereditary citizen of the city of
Moscow. With the scroll of honour were confarred other more
subgtantia gifts: a pricdess ikon and aloving cup. In the heart
of Russa it was necessry for our man to sy a leest a word or
two in Russan. Alasl Sir George was no Russan scholar.
"Benji" Bruce and | had reduced the formula to the least
common denominator and we had caefully rehearsed the
Ambassador to say, when he received the loving cup, "spasibo,"”
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which is the shortest and most colloquial Russian term for
"thank you." When the faefu moment camne the Comp-
troller of tongues intervened, and in a firm but low voice Sir
George was heard to say: "za pivo," which, being interpreted,
means " for beer!”

No philological inexactitude, however, could mar the whirl-
wind suocoess of those two triumphant days. Chelnokoff weas
dated. | wes dated. We felt we had scotched the German in
our midst. Sir George himself was quietly emotiona and
grateful. As| sad good-bye to him on the station platform, he
took my hand in his.

"Lockhart,” he said, "this is the happiest day in my life,
and | owe it al to you."

Sir George Buchanan's visit, as | se it now, was the turning
point in my offidd carear. It marked the zenith of my own
influence with the Ambassador. It wes the last occason on
which | was conscious of the youthful enthusasm of hero-
worship. Trueit is that it gave me a new confidence in my own
ability. In the future | wes to face the Foreign Office with the
aggressiveness of a bumptious lion. But with increesed confi-
dence came a fdling-away in my own charecter. | had become
an oradle, and orades are gpt to be too cocksure. Perhaps at the
time | was unconscious of my shortcomings. Perhaps | scarcdy
redised the wearing efedt of months of excessive work on a
highly-strung temperament. Be this as it may, many of my
ideds of 1914 had disgppeared in the wdter of inefficdency
which surrounded me, and with their departure came a rdaxa:
tion of my own sdf-discipline. The highest form of vanity is
fame. | do not sy that | have never had it, but it has never
been able to compete with my passon for self-indulgence. The
romance of the war had gone and with it all hope of a Russian
victory. From now on there were to be no illuminating inter-
vds to dispel the gloom which had settled like a pall over the
prostrate body of Russia.

As far as my persond fedings were concerned, the first shock
came within afew days of the Ambassador's departure. During
his visit he had told me in grictest confidence—a confidence
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not to be broken even in the cage of my wife—that Lord
Kitchener was coming to Russa. The grest man would visit
Moscow. | was to hold mysalf in reediness to attend to ail his
desires Even now | might begin discreetly to mark down in the
antique shops any genuine examples of old china, in which
Lord Kitchener wes greetly interested.

Within the next few days half a dozen Russan journdists
must have teephoned to ask me if the news were true. At my
wife's weekly reception Genera Wogak, a charming, cultured
soldier, who had a one time been military atadhe® in Peking
and Washington, announced the visit, with its date and object,
as if no secrecy were needed. L ong before Kitchener hed sailed
from Scotland the news of his misson was common property
in both St. Petersburg and Moscow.

| quote these indiscretions merely as an ingance of the lesk-
aoes that were o0 frequent in the Russa of these war days
| do not suggest that they bore any relation to the fate of the
ill-starred Hampshire.

| never met Lord Kitchener. | am, therefore, not in a position
to sy authoritatively what he might or might not have donein
Russia | venture, however, to doubt the opinion, so frequently
expressed by English writers on Russig, that, if he had come
fece to face with the Tsar, the whole course of the war would
have been changed. | have little faith in the great man theory—
perhaps because | have the vaet mind. The strength of nations
isin their collective force. Strong nations produce strong men.
Weak netions go to the wall. But, even admitting that
Kitchener was a superman, | do not believe that his influence
on the Tsar would have been more than ephemera. Even
strong men cannot compete with nature. In any cas his vist
would have been too late. The inexorable hand of Fate was
dready dretched out over the ruling chss of Russa

Neverthdess, the tragedy of Kitchener wes a dissster which
aggravated the sckness of the Russan body and the fantness
of the Russian heart.

It wes followed by ancther shock which had even more
serious repercussons on the Russan situation. Early in August,
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Sazonoff, the pro-Ally Russan Minister of Foreign Affairs,
resgned or, to be accurate, was forced to resign. The circum-
gances of his dismissal were similar to those in which other
loyal and prowar minisers had been dismissed. For some
time he had felt insscure He had, therefore been to the
Savka (Russian headquarters) to se the Emperor. He had
been delighted with his reception. On his return to St. Peters
burg his train had cossed the train bearing M. Stunner, the
most unpopular of all the Tsar's Prime Ministers, to head-
quarters. Almost before M. Sazonoff reached St. Petersburg
the Emperor had reversad his plans. M. SazonofF was requested
to take a holiday in Finland. His digmissal followed soon
afterwards. The forces of darkness had triumphed once again.

M. SazonofF was an honed, if not a great, man. He had been
mogt loyal in his co-operation with Sr George Buchanan and
M. Paldologue, the French Ambassador. He had sought to
work with the Duma and wes trusted by the public organisa-
tions. His name figured in every list of "cabings of public
confidencg' which were the favourite pagime of the Liberals
and the maxima of their demands at that time. A firm supporter
of the monarchy, he was one of the fev men whose advice, if
it had been ligened to, might have kept the latx RomanofF on
his throne. His place in the Russan Foreign Office was taken
by Stunner himsdf, and even in the drawing-rooms of the
Grand Dukes the new appointment wes recaved with scowds
and bitterness Under the strain of so much madness the last
props of Tsardom were falling away. Amongst the patriots
depresson assumed the proportions of hopdesnes

SazonofF has embelished the history of diplomacy with one
imperishable anecdote | did not hear him tel it. When | saw
him again in Prague some years after the revolution, he neither
admitted nor denied its authenticity. | am asured, however,
that the gory is true in subgance, if not in detail. This is the
generally acoepted version:

There had been a dinner-party at the British Embassy at
which both SazonofF and the French Ambassador were present.
After dinner the three "big shots'—SazonofF, Sir George
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Buchanan and M. Paleologue—had retired to the Ambassador's
sudy to discuss the Stuation over their cigars. The conver-
sation had turned to diplomacy. What nation supplied the
finest diplomatists? M. Paldologue, who was a Frenchman and
therefore a flatterer, was loud in his praise of the Russans.
Sir George, who was a Scot and, therefore, strictly honest,
gave his vote to the Germans. They argued the point without
being able to agree and finally appealed to Sazonoff. The
Russan smiled.

"Your Excedlencies" he said, "are both wrong. In my
opinion there can be no question of dispute. The palm beongs
surdy to the English/!

M. Palfologue, aready sufficiently jealous of Sir George,
made a sour face Sir Georges eyes regitered an innocent
astonishment.

Again Sazonoff smiled.

" Y ou would like my explanation. When | havegiven it, you
will admit that my argument isirresistible. We Russans—and
| thank M. Pal“oogue for his compliment—are a talented
race We are admirable linguists. Our sources of knowledge
are unlimited. Unfortunately, however, we cannot trust our-
HHves Thereis no continuity about our work. We never know
what our mogt trusted Ambassadors are going to do next. They
may fall a hopdess victim to the firs unscrupulous woman,
and in that condition they are capable of sdlling the ciphers to
the enemy.

"Now the Germans are just the reverse They are admirable
workers. They are all continuity. But they begin laying ther
plans so many years beforehand that, long before the plot is
hatched, the whole world knows what they intend to do.

"The whole art of diplomacy is to mask on€es intentions.
And that is where the English excd. No one evar knows what
they intend to do'—here the Russan stroked his beard and
smiled affectionatdy at Sir George—"' because they never know
themsalves"

Asauredly, the dismissal of a man who knew the Allies so
well was a heavy loss to the Allied causa



CHAPTER SEVEN

THE STORY OF the next fev months leading up to the first
revolution is a chronicle of amost unrelieved pessmism:
falures on the front (the Brusiloff offendve agang Austria
had flatered only to deceive), boredom and ennui in offida
drdes in the rear, bewildering changes of ministers, impotent
protestations by the Duma, increasing discontent and murmurs
not only in the villages, but dso in the trenches.

In St. Petersburg and even in Moscow the war had become
of secondary importance. The approaching catadysm was
dready in every mind, and on everybody's lips. The ruling
dass awekenaed a lag to the impending dissster, sought to
warn the Emperor. Political resolutions, passed now, not only
by the Liberas, but by the nobility, were showered like autumn
leaves upon the Emperor. There was no didoydty in thee
addressss They merely begged the Tsar to change his coun-
slors, to replace them with men enjoying the confidence of
the country. The Emperor made changes with the rapidity of
a card-trick expet, but very radly did they saisfy public
opinion. On no occason were they evar made in regponse to
the demand, however discregtly made, of a public body. For
this man of all the domestic virtues, this man of no vices and
no will-power, was an autocrat by divine right. He could
change his mind four times in as many minutes, but he could
never forget his inheritance.

"What is all this talk about the peoples confidence?' he
sad. "Let the people merit my confidence"

During these last 9x months of the monarchy my Consulate-
Generd became a kind of post-box for complaints. My time
was occupied in trandating resolutions—to-day | still have
sores of them among my private pgpers—and lampoons. At
this time there was a sdon poet cdled Miatlieff, a cavdry
dfficr with a knack for verdfication, which he employed to
atack the more unpopular members of the government. |
trandated the resolutions into prose | pargphrased Miatlieff
into English doggerd. | sent both prose and vas to the
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Embeassy. In the end it must have been wearied by my wasted
energy.

The tragedy wes that both the resolutions and the lampoons
werewritten by menwho had no thought of revolution in their
hearts, who earnestly desired a more efficient prosecution of the
war, and who to-day, if they were dive, would give their right
hand to replace the Emperor or, a leest an Emperor on the
throne of Russa

As far as Moscow is concerned, | do not exaggerate. | was in
admost daily contact with the men who, sordy againg their
wish, formed the firg provisional government &fter the abdica
tion of the Tsar: Prince Lvoff, Chelnokoff, Manuiloff, Avinoif,
Maklakotf, NovikolF, Kokoshkin. From intimate persona
intercourse | knew that they were gppaled by the problem
which confronted them as Russan patriots. The problem itself
wes very succinctly put by Maklakoff, the famous Russian
orator and subsequent ambassador of the Provisonal Govern-
ment in Paris, in one of those parables in which, owing to the
censor, Russans were experts. A motor-car is going down a
geep hill. At the bottom there is a yawning precipice. Y our
mother is seated in the front seet next to the driver. You
yourself are in the back seet. Suddenly you redise that the
driver hes lost control. What are you to do?

As one of those quandaries st as a competition in the popu-
lar Press, it would have been an interesting conundrum, which
would have evoked entirdy sdisfactory answvas from Mr.
Lansbury, Sir Malcolm Campbell, Miss Ethel Mannin, Lord
Cadleross, and Lady Inverclyde ,* in the life of a nation,
plunged in the vortex of aworld war, it was a matter of life or
death. In this case there was no attempt at a solution. The
driver was l€eft to run his car over the precipice.

During that torrid summer visitors came to Moscow and
went—English generdls, Locker-Lampson's armoured car unit,
English journdists, the Grand Duke Michael, the brother of
the Tsar. | entertained the English visitors and listened to their
views. | had a long and rather futile conversation with the
Grand Duke Michagl when he came to a private show of some
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French wer films. In his Cosseck uniform he made a plessant
impresson. A tall, handsome figure of a man with charming
manners and an easy-going disposition, he struck me as a prince
who might have made an excdlent condtitutional monarch.
He tdked quite fredy about the wer, about the lack of muni-
tions and the nead for an improved transport system, but he
meade only one remark which could be interpreted as political .
"Thank God," he sad, "the amosphere at the front is far
better than the amosphere of St. Petersburg.” He weas the
quietest and perhaps the leest confident of all the Grand Dukes.

When summer pessed into winter there were more visits to
the Embassy. There was one gda dinner given by Sir George
Buchanan to Chelnokoff and a small deputation of the Moscow
Duma—areturn for the hospitality lavished on the Ambassador
during his Moscow visit. Chelnokoff and | travelled to St.
Petersburg together. At the dinner he singled me out for specia
praise, greeting me in his goeech as a true friend of Russia

I wes invited to luncheon by the French Ambassador. | had
a onesded conversaion with Sazonoff, who asked many
questions and vouchsafed no information. The young man from
Moscow was an object of interest.

But—and it was a big but—I found the amosphere of St.
Petersburg more depressing than ever. Champagne flowed like
water. The Agtoria and the Europe—the two best hotels in the
capita—were thronged with dofficars who should have been a
the front. There was no disgrace in being a "shirker" or in
finding a snecure in the reaer. | had an impression of sensdes
ennui and fin de siecle. And in the dreets were the long queues
of ill-clad men and garrulous women, waiting for the bread
that never came. Even in the Embassy hope had sunk to a low
ebb. Sir George himself looked tired and ill. He still wore his
hat at the same rakish angle. Never for one moment did he
rdax his optimism in the presence of the Russans. But, when
he walked, his shoulders drooped as though his burdens were
more than he could beer. In the Chancery there were sgns of
frayed nerves—the inevitable result of long months of mono-
tonous and profitless work. My own conduct was puerile and
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reprehensible. | protracted my vists longer than weas necessary,
making bogus exausss of work in order to go to Russian parties
and to be entertained by those whom | had entertained in
Moscow. | drank the champagne—more than was good for me
—of those | criticised, and | returned to Mascow ashamed and
unhappy. My life at this moment gave me no satisfaction.

With the advent of December the tone of the various anti-
government resolutions became bolder. In the factories the
Socid-Democrats and the Socid Revolutionaries were now
conducting an ective revolutionary propaganda Goeded to
fury by the inanities of ProtopopofT—a former Liberal member
of the Duma, who as Minister of the Interior reveded himself
as more reectionary than any member of the Black Hundred—
the Zemstvo and Cities Unions defied his action in forbidding
their Congress by passing a sscrét resolution which in the
violence of its languege excesded al their previous political
demands. There was, it is true, no word againg the Emperor,
but &fter along preamble, in which full emphasis wes laid on
the ills from which Russa wes suffering, the resolution de-
dared that "the government, now become an instrument of the
dark forces is driving Russa to her ruin and is shattering the
Imperia throne. In this grave hour in its history the country
requires a government worthy of a greet people. Let the Duma,
in the decisive struggle which it is waging, justify the expecta
tions of the people. There is not a day to losel"

This document weas only saxret in o far as it was forbidden
to be published. It was circulated in roneoscript in thousands
of copies, both at the front and in the rear.

This resolution wes pessd just before Christmas. Two days
before the end of the yeer Rasputin wes assasinated. The story
hes been told too often to beer retelling. Of the three partici-
pants in this perhgps mistaken act of patriotism only the
Grand Duke Dmitri was known to me persondly at the time.
All three—the two others were Prince Felix Yussupoff and
M. Purishkewitch—were supporters of the old regime. Their
at wes intended to save the old regime. Although for a
moment it raised the hopes of the patriots, its only effet,

M
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viewed to-day in the light of history, wes to assg the anti-war
dements and to hagten the revolution, which unbiased ob-
saves had long redised was sooner or later inevitable.

The only person to benefit from this asssssnation wes the
Grand Duke Dmitri—the best-intentioned and most pro-
English of the Grand Dukes. The banishment to the Caucasus
which his complicity in the murder brought down upon his
head enabled him to excgpe through Persa, when the revolu-
tion broke out, and to avoid the terrible fate which was meted
out by the Bolsheviks to so many of his relations.

Before the lamp of Tsardom was findly extinguished, it was
to flicker up in one last fesble flame of hope. Towards the end
of January, 1917, an inter-Allied ddegatiion arrived in St.
Petersburg. The object of this visit wes to sscure a more
effident co-operation between the Allies to put the find dots
on the "i's" of the peace terms, and to consexate the victory
which was dways on the lips of the French and English and
in which so fev Russans now bdieved. Rarely in the history
of grest wars can SO many important ministers and gengds
have |eft their respective countries on s0 usdess an erand.
The British Mission was the largest. It was headed by Lord
Milner, who had with him as his politica advisars Lord
Revestoke and George Clerk®, and as his military advisers Sir
Henry Wilson and five other generds. The French were more
economica. They sant only one politician—M. Doumergue—
and two generds, one of whom, however, was the galant
Castelnau. The Italian mission was headed by Signor Scidoja,
who was supported by Generd Ruggieri.

In the presence of so much magnificence my own little star
sk into indgnificance. Neverthdess, | had my part in the
proceedings. The misson was to visit Moscow, and | weas
summoned to St. Petersburg to discuss the situation and ar-
range the programme with Lord Milner. Moscow, as usud,
had st high store by the arrival of the delegation, hoping for
ome last-minute action by the Allies, which would restore the
falen fortunes of Russia. Such hopes as may have been raised

1 Now Sir George Clerk, H.M . Ambassador to Turkey.
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in my own breest were shattered as soon as | arrived in St
Petersburg. | lunched with Lord Milner at the British Em-
bassy. | had along tak with him in the afternoon, and in the
evening | dined done with him in his rooms at the "Europe."
I think he was glad to exxgpe at leest for one night from the
interminable round of fegtivity to which he and the other
ddegates were being subjected. Of all the great figures in
public life with whom | have come into contact | found
him the most understanding and sympathetic. He was too,
extreordinarily well informed about fats and figures, which
lie ssamed to cary in his head without effort. |1 doubt if
His intuition wes as remarkable as his knowledge. But from
the first day of his arivd he had redised the inefficiency
of the Russans and he made no attempt to conced his
opinion that he wes wadting his time. He looked tired and
overworked, but he listened to me with infinite patience. He
was | bdieve, at his best with young men, and |, like most
other young men, fell at once before his charm. He asked me
svad quettions, and | gave him my opinion candidly: that
if some concesson was not made to public opinion trouble was
inevitable. He sighed.

"l do not sy you ae wrong," he sad gently. "But | am
bound to tell you two things. First, the generd consenaus of
informed opinion, both Allied and Russian, in St. Petersburg,
0 far as | can gather, is that there will be no revolution until
dter the war. And, secondly, | s no means of enforcing the
concessions to which you refer.”

The next day | returned to Moscow, and Lord Milner
reumed his place a the confaence table. And, while the
ddegates were discussing Constantinople, Alsace-Lorraine, and
the spoils of war, there wee riots round the bread-shops
workmen were being arested by the Ochrana, and in the en-
tourage of the Imperial family frightened women were re-
peeting the prophecy of Rasputin: " 1 f | die or you abandon me,
you will lase your son and your throne within sx months."

A wesk later Lord Milner, accompanied by Lord Revelstoke
and George Clerk, cameto Moscow. (Sir Henry Wilson and the
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other British generas had gone to the front. Their visit was to
come later.) To the end of his life Lord Milner never forgot
those two days in Moscow. They were the lagt nail in the coffin
of his discomfort. There was a reception at the Town Duma
at which he had to make a gpeech and to present ChelnokofF
with the K.C.M.G., which the King had conferred upon him
as a reward for his sxvices to the Anglo-Russian entente
(Poor ChenokofF. This was the final hour of his reign as
Mayor. When the revolution came, he had to flee the country,
leaving his precious K .C .M .G. behind. To-day, heisdying of
canog in the Bdgrade Russan hospital. When | sw him there
a few years ago, he expressed the wish that fresh insgnia might
begiven to him. | tried to obtain a new Order for him through
the Foreign Office and wes informed that he would have to
purchase it himsdf!) There was an Anglo-Russian luncheon,
which lagted five hours, and at which various members of the
Imperial Duma were determined to deliver their st gesches
even at the risk of prolonging luncheon into dinner. The
unfortunate Englishman, who undersood no Russian and who,
doubtless, would have liked to sse something of the Kremlin
and the ancdient city, was chained to his duty from early mor n-
ing to late night, | cannot congratulate mysdf on my saff
work on this occason.

And yet the visit was the occason of one historical meseting.
| arranged a private interview between Prince LvofF and
ChednokofF on the one sde and Lord Milner and George
Clerk on the other. | adted as interpreter. Prince LvofF, a
quiet, grey-bearded man, tired out with overwork, spoke with
great moderation. But lest there should be any doubt as to his
views he brought a written memorandum with him. It was a
long document, but the gist of it was that, if there was no
change in the attitude of the Emperor, there would be a
revolution within three wesks

My duties were not ended when | had put Lord Milner to
bed. | had my report to send to the Embassy. There was George
Clerk, determined to s something of Moscow by night, and
still young enough to sacifice his degp to his determination.
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Enlisting the sxvices of a young Russan millionaire, we took
him to a gipsy party—doubtless one of the lagt of the great
gipsy parties cdebrated under the monarchy. Goodness knows
what it cos. | could not have paid. There wae eight of us
four English and four Russans and as the guest of honour
George Clerk had to bear the brunt of the champagne bom-
bardment. My young Russian millionaire did his best. Maria
Nikolaievna sang countless " charochki,” and with her own
hands offered countless bumpers to George Clerk. As a diplo-
matis he has had many triumphs, but never has he borne
himself more bravely than on that last evening in Moscow. He
never refused a toast. He drank each one down in the approved
Russan manner, and his monocle never moved. Not a hair of
his head was ruffled. There was neither flush nor pallor on his
chesks

In the early hours of the morning Prochoroff, my young
millionair e officer, dgned the bill and distributed the necessary
largese and we st off home, my wife, George Clerk, " Jimmie"
Valentine and | in one car; Prochoroff and his Russan friends
showing the way in another. A quarter of a mile down the road
we passed him. He had pulled up besde a policeman and was
ganding in theroad. For George Clerk's edification we stopped
to watch. Prochoroff was fumbling in his pockets He pulled
out his purse and handed a rouble to the policeman, who
dicked his heds together and saluted. His hand on his sword,
Prochoroff drew himself up to his full height. There was a
goarkle in his eye, and he looked as though he were about to
lead a charge

"Boje Tsaria Khraned" hethundered. " God save the Tsar,"
repested the policeman. And "bey Jidoffl" (beat the Jews).

We drove on. Prochoroff did not hate the Jens In so far as
he had any political views he was a Liberal. But he would go
on with his " God save the Tsar and beat the Jens' refrain all
the way home. It was the prexcribed ritual. It wes die pre-
revolutionary tradition.

Lord Milner and George Clerk having returned to St.
Petersburg, we were promptly inflicted with the military
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invason of Sr Henry Wilson and his brother officrs There
was no political dgnificance attached to this visit. Yet it nearly
ruined my reations with my Russian friends and involved me
in one of the most uncomfortable incidents in my official life.

The generals had come to Moscow, not for busness but for
relaxation. They had had their bellyful of official entertaining.
In any cae they were not interested in the political views of
M oscow malcontents or, for that matter, of a beardless Consular
officer. What could | do to amuse them? Could | arrange a
small dinner and a dance for them? And, as they were fifteen
grong, ned | invite the husbands? This was the burden of my
conversation with Sir Henry Wilson on his arrival, and,
anxious to pleese 0 great a soldier, | rushed away to fulfil his
commands.

| sought the assigance of my wife. She rang up the wives of
the Russans who throughout the war had done most to help
us to entertain the various English missons which had visited
Moscow. With ddicious zes they entered into the spirit of the
adventure, and before luncheon time we had arranged an almost
perfect party. Need | sy that our invitations had been extended
only to the young and pretty wives and that their husbands had
not been taken into their confidence Oh, egregious over-
zealous youth!

The party was held in a private room in the Hermitage
Restaurant. The food, the wines, weare the best that Moscow
could provide. The orchestra was Korsch, and in honour of the
English guests Krysh played “"Love Me and the World is
Mine" with even more than his usual fedling. The party was a
complete success It was friendly. It was decorous In the
pressnce of such pillars of regpectability as General Clive,
Lord Duncannon (to-day Lord Besshorough), and Sr Henry
Wilson himsdf how could it have been otherwiss? And yet in
this fold of innocents there was one black sheegp. L ord Brooke
asked if hemight bring afriend to thedinner. Shewasunknown
to my Moscow friends. She was an arisocrat. She had been
divorced. Worst of all, she came from St. Petersburg.

L et me hagen to say that both she and L ord Brooke behaved
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even more decoroudy than the most decorous member of this
decorous gathering. But the mischief wes done. And at an early
hour next morning my telephone buzzed incessantly with cdls
from irate husbands demanding gpologies for my conduct. The
find blow cane when my richest, most influentia Russian
friend cdled a the Consulate-General and asked to goesk to
me. He was shown into my room. He waked up to my desk
and dlicked his heds There was a look of sed in his eyes

"Roman Romanovitch," he said, "You were my friend.
| condde it my duty to inform you that your conduct in
inviting my wife without me lagt night was ungentlemanly.
Good-bye."

And, righteoudy indignant, he strode out of the room.

It took me wesks of arduous attention to gather up the
fragments of my broken friendships.



CHAPTER EIGHT

A FEW DAYS later the assambled delegations left for England,
France and Italy. There were no bands to play them off, no
officd farewdls. They travelled via Murmansk, where the
Kildonan Castlewsswaiting to pick them up, and, mindful of
the fate of Kitchener, they kept the day and the hour of their
departure searet. And, in order that the secret might be better
guarded, they saificed their shoes, which, at the request of
those regpondble for their safety, were left outsde their bed-
room doors long &ter the occupants had stolen away.

There is a gory current that on his return to England L ord
Milner wrote a Cabinet report in which he expressed his firm
conviction that there would be no revolution, and that before
the ink on it was dry the revolution had dready started.

| have been unable to verify the authenticity of this account,
which wes given to me by aCabinet Minister. But for the respect
in which | hold Lord Milner's memory | should like to believe
that it were true. It isan ending which flatters my complacency
as much as it gopeds to my s of the dramatic. After all,
I had given an accurate forecadt, and it had been disregarded.

Truth, however, compels me to doubt if Lord Milner ever
wrote such areport or made such a categorica expression of his
opinion. The Foreign Office, it is true, was furnished with a
report which began: "It may ssem presumptuous in one who
hes spent only afortnight in Russia," and which ended with a
bold prophecy that there would be no revolution. But that
report was not signed by Lord Milner.

Nor was there anything in Lord Milner's attitude during
his Russian visit, or in the numerous conversations which |
had with him, to give the impression that he had any confi-
dence in the permanence of the Tsarist regime. What advice he
gaveto Mr. Lloyd George | do not know, but I cannot beieve
that it wes optimistic. Sir Samuel Hoare, who accompanied
the Milner Mission on its return journey to England and whose
evidence cannot be lightly disregarded, is emphatic in his
statement that all the members of the Mission were mistaken
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in amogt all their condusions and that their reports, written
on theKildonan Castl e, were absurdly over-confident.

In spite of Sir Samud's evidence | still maintain that Lord
Milner's optimism must have been qudified. His Russian
visit cag a gloom over him which could not have been dis-
pelled by the exuberance of his subordinates. Certainly, there
was no evidence of optimism in his subsequent letters to those
British officids who remained in Russa. One quotation will
auffice—an extract from a letter written to "Benji" Bruce, the
heed of the Embassy Chancery, afew wesks ater Lord Milner
had returned to London. It runs as follows: "Alas! dad | fear
all the Missions of British Labour leeders and all the compli-
ments we have showered on the Russian revolution—* triumph
of democracy,’ 'the union of free peoples againg the tyrants,
etc., ec., ae pefectly futile. It is evident to me that, inten-
tionally or not, Russia is going out of the war. It must be
heartbreaking for your Chief, who has done so much in the past
to cament the friendship between Russia and England, and
who would have averted the caastrophe which hes actudly
occurred if his advice had been listened to. Even now he ssams
to be managing wonderfully in a very difficult situation, but
| fer no geering is of much avail in the teeth of such a
typhoon."

This does not read much like optimism. Onething is certain.
If this Mission did not open the eyes of its members to the
date of Russia, it was usHess even as an object-lesson to the
Western Allies. As far as Russa was concerned, it might just
aswell have remained in London, Rome and Paris.

On March 12th, less than three wesks dfter the departure
of the Allied ddegates the storm broke, and in a night a bread-
riot, smilar to hundreds which had taken place during the
previous twelve months, had become arevolution. In Moscow
there was no bloodshed. There was no one left to defend the
old regime. It was a bitterly cold day. Our house, which was
central-heated, had been short of fud for nearly a wesk, and
| went out into the crowds in the street. My most vivid memory
of that afternoon was the warmth of the surging mob before
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the Town Duma. There was no hooliganism. The crowd was
willing enough to let me through, but before | reeched the
door | was roasting with heat and glad to teke off my fur cap.
| wes the first foreigner to enter the Moscow heedquarters of
the revolution. Inside, the rooms and pesssges of the huge
Town Hall were thronged with bands of students and soldiers
—the soldiers hot, greesy and officious, the students raucous
and exultant. Nor was only youth in the ascendant. There were
grey-bearded men, bent with years—men who had suffered
exile, who had lived in mouse-holes, and who, with trembling
knees and a grange light in their eyes were now rejoicing over
the hour of their triumph. The enthusasmn was compelling,
admogt infectious, but it was more impressve in the messes
outside than in the ddegates insde the building. | sought out
Chelnokoff. He came out of the Council room to se me.
Beeds of sweat were standing on his brow. His limp weas more
pronounced than ever. His voice had gone.

"I'mfighting for my life, Roman Romanovitch," he said.
"The Sociad-Revolutionaries and the Socid-Democrats don't
want me as Mayor. But, never fear, |'ll magter them yet. But
it's a bad busness—and not good for the war."

And with that he left me and returned to the battle of
tongues which had now been unloosed. The man who yeder-
day had been too revolutionary for the Emperor was dready
too reactionary for the revolution.

On my way out | met GruzinofF, the President of the
Moscow Provincial Zemstvo. He had just been appointed to the
command of the revolutionary troops. He, too, seemed embar-
rassed by the enthusiasm and hero-worship of dieband of women
sudents and high-school girls who surrounded him. The fire
was travelling fast.

One other soare in that first day of good-tempered confusion
remains cdear-cut before my eyes On my way home | met
Harry Charnock in the street. For months he had been negotia-
ting for the sde of the great Vicoul Morozoff textile works to
arich American group. Asfar as the Americans were concarned
the contract would have been sgned months before and the
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purchese money paid over. Chanock himsdf, who weas
generd manager and stood to mieke a small fortune by the dedl,
had been in favour of signing, but the MorozofFs with pessant
obgtinacy had haggled and haggled until now it wes too late.
Laconicaly Charnock handed me a paper. It was a telegram
from the Americans saying the dedl wes off. Big capitd had
taken fright.

As | pessd through the Theatre Square Socidist agitators,
mostly students and schoolgirls, were distributing anti-war
pamphlets to the troops. Opposite the National Hotel some-
one in the crowd recognised me. "L ong Live England," cried a
student voice. "Long Live England and the Revolution,”
answvered the greesy mob. It was a disturbing and confusing
day.

The sory of the revolution has been told by many pens. It
will be a theme for historians for all time. | do not propose to
discuss it in detail exogot in 0 far as | myself was concerned
init. Nor do | intend to andyse its causss or goeculate on what
might have happened if Kerensky had done this on this date,
and Generd lvanoff that on that date. My own views on the
revolution can be given in a sngle paragraph.

The revolution took place because the patience of the Russian
people broke down under a sysem of unparalded inefficiency
and corruption. No other nation would have stood the priva-
tions which Russa stood, for anything like the same length
of time. As ingances of the inefficiency, | give the disgraceful
mishandling of food-supplies, the complete bresk-down of
trangport, and the sxsdess mobilisation of millions of un-
wanted and unemployable troops. As an example of the corrup-
tion, | quote the shamdess profiteering of nearly everyone
engaged in the giving and taking of wer contracts. Obviously,
the Emperor himsdf, as a supreme autocrat, must bear the
responsibility for a sysem which failed mainly beceuse of the
men (Sturmer, Protopopoff, Rasputin) whom he appointed to
control it. If he had acted differently, if he had been a different
man. . . . These alguments are childish.

What it is important to redise is that from the first the



172 MEMOIRS OF A BRITISH AGENT

revolution was a revolution of the people. From the first
moment neither the Duma nor the intelligentzia had any
control of the situation. Secondly, the revolution wes a revolu-
tion for land, bread and peace—but, above all, for peece There
was only one way to save Russia from going Bolshevik. That
was to dlow her to make pesce It was because he would not
make peece that Kerensky went under. It was solely because he
promised to stop the war that Lenin came to the top. It will
be objected that Kerensky ought to have shot both Lenin and
Trotsky. The soldiers, who argue in this way, dways ignore
the psychologica premises The old regime having broken
down, the type of leedar (i.e. a Kerensky) whom the first
revolution threw up was bound to be a man who would not
shoot his opponents. It was the first gate of a natural process
Secondly, even if Kerensky had shot Lenin and Trotsky, some
other anti-war leeder would have taken their place and would
have won through on his anti-war programme.

This was s0 fundamentally true of the Russian situation that
only the gravity of our own situation in the West can exause
us for the folly of the various schemes (from the futile feeble-
ness of the Archangdl expedition to the greater, but, fortunate-
ly, unfulfilled stupidity of Jgpanee intervention) which we
advocated for the recondtruction of the Eastern front. Among
the foolish and the egregious | include myself. And among the
ldiers Generd Macready sood done in his sane common-
Fne

My own contact with the first revolution lasted for eight
months. 1t was a period of depresson and disintegration, of
a new activity from which al hope and faith had gone. | had
been no admirer of the old regime, but | had little difficulty
in redisng what the dfedt of the new must be on the war.
Three days after the outbreak of the first rioting | sent off a
long andyss of the revolutionary movement to the Embassy.
The precis of this despatch entered in my Diary at the time
runs as follows: "The position is so unclear and so uncertain
that any attempt at prophecy is difficult. It ssams impossible
that the struggle between the bourgeoise and the proletariat
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can be liquidated without further bloodshed. When this will
come no one knows, but the outlook for the wer is full of
foreboding."

The revolution had begun on a Monday. On the Saturday |
took part in my officid cgpadity in agrand review of therevolu-
tionary troops on the Red Square. It was an inspiring sght—
40,000 troops celebrating a newly-won freedom by a march-
past executed with perfect precison and order. And yet in spite
of the doudless sky and sparkling air | had afedling as though |
were in a prison. That vast Red Square, which has witnessed so
much repression of freedom from the time of the executions
of lvan the Terrible to the May Day parades of the Bolsheviks,
that grim background of high red wall furnished by the Krem-
lin—these ae no symbols of liberty. Russans, as | was to
learn later in even more disturbed times, have a genius for
pageantry and processons And if there was any tendency to
over-enthuse on my pat (and | an a romanticist who hates
all governments by instinct), there were the generds—Liberd
patriots like Obolesheif, who had just returned from the front
—to supply the necessary correction. Discipline had disgppeared.
Men no longer saluted their officers Deserters were seeking the
villages in their thousands. The floodgates of three hundred
years had been swvept avay. The tide was not to be ssemmed by
any individual effort until it had spent itsalf. Guided skilfully
into less dangerous channds it might have been. But that was
not the method of the Allies, who had greeted the revolution
first with feigned enthusiasm and then with increasing alarm.
They wanted—and on the part of the military advisars the
wish was natura—things to be put back where they were
before. And, unfortunately, there is no "as you were" either
intimeor in revolution.

A fortnight after therevolution | went to St. Petersburg to sse
the members of the new Provisional Government. Prince Lvoff,
the Prime Minister, was my intimate friend. With most of
the others | had been in dose contact for the past two years.
Men like Shingareff, a St. Petersburg doctor, Kokoshkin, the
grest Moscow expert on international law, and Manuilof F, the
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rector of Maoscow University, were men of the highest inte-
grity and ability. To the English Liberal Cabinet of 1906 they
would have been an addition of strength and an ornament of
distinction. They were too gentle to ded with the turbulent
dements in the Soviets, which had made the revolution and
which now virtually controlled the Duma.

Before catching my train, | dined with ChenokofF, who had
been appointed Commissar for Moscow. He gave me a fore-
cadt of what | might expect to find. His own position wes
becoming unbearable. He confessed that he had no chance of
surviving the new dections, which now of course hed been
proscribed on a bass of universa auffrage for every munici-
pality and every Zemstvo in Russa LvofFs reign, he sad,
would be no longer than his own.

The most phlegmatic of men, he sooke without anger or
prejudice. | fdt that he was right. Already "a free and un-
fettered democracy” (how later the Bolsheviks were to sneer
a thexe dogans of the first revolution!) had no use for the
Liberal leaders whose cry for years had been "trust the people.”

| found Prince Lvoff a the Taurid Pdace amid a scene of
indescribable confusion. He had been presiding at a Cabinet
meeting. Seoretaries kept rushing into his room with papers
to sign, dedsons to be taken. He would gart to tak to me,
and then the telephone would ring. In the corridor outside,
deputations from the front, from the villages, from goodness
knows where, were waiting to sse him. And in this restless
bustling turmoil there was not one man or woman who
ssamed cgpable of protecting the Prime Minister or relieving
the burden on his shoulders. Everyone sesemed to be playing a
game of generd post to excgpe from responsibility. | longed for
a Miss Stevenson to send the whole pack of delegations about
their busness and to put some order into this warren of chaos

Our conversation was conducted in snatches. Finally he gave
it up.

"You sehow it is," he said. "W e are doing our best, but
there is so much to do. Come and sse me to-night a my flat
a twelve o'clock."”
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He ran his hand through his grey beard and looked at me
with a flickering smile. Helooked tired and wan, and his eyc$>
small at all times, had almos vanished behind his eydids
In two wesks he had aged ten years A man of great charm, he
would have made an excdlent chairman of the L ondon County
Council. He was an ideal Presdent of the Zemstvo Unions,
but he was not the stuff of which revolutionary Prime
Ministers are made. And yet | doubt if at this period any
member of his dass could have " held down" his post. Nature
brooks no interference with her proceses and the time for
dictators had not yet come or had already passd.

| went to sse LvOfT at his flat—a modest two-roomed affair,
wherehe had remained ever sncethe night hehad arrived from
Moscow to take over the reins of the Government. He was
still in the same suit. The carpet bag, in which he had packed
his dathes for the night, till sood in the hall. My heart went
out to him. He ssamed so forlorn and alone. As always he
gooke in his rather jerky little monotones. He was a shy man
and, although he bore an arigocratic name, morelike a country
doctor than an aristocrat. To those who knew him dightly he
gave an impresson of cunning—due actually to his timidity.
To those whom he trusted he was open and without restraint.
He made no concealment of his fears and anxieties Russa
would come through, but. . « Russawould carry on with the
war, but . « . His whole conversation was a confession of the
weekness of his own position.

When | went to ss2 my other M oscow friendsin the Gover n-
ment | found the same hdplessmess the same apprehen-
dons, There was only one man in the Cabinet who had any
power. That was the nominee of the Sovietss—Kerensky, the
Minister of Jugice The revolution had desroyed my old
Liberal friends. Now | had to ssk new gods



CHAPTER NINE

IT WAS PRINCE LVOH- who aranged my firsd meeting with
Kerensky. | could not have had a better introduction. Like
mogt Socidigts Kerensky admired and respected L voff as much
for the integrity of his character as for the work he had done
for the Russan people. | received an invitation to luncheon.

At the appointed hour my deigh drew up before the Minis-
try of Judice, and | climbed up the long geps of the officid
darcass, where only three wesks before had reigned all the
rigid ceremonia of the ancient regime, into an ante-chamber
filled with a crowd of soldiers, salors, legd functionaries,
students, schoolgirls, workmen and pessats al waiting
patiently like one of the bread queues in the Liteinaia or the
Nevsky. | pushed my way through the throng to a tired and
much+-harassed secretary.

"Y ou wish to ss= Alexander Feodorovitch Kerensky? Quite
impossible. Y ou must come to-morrow."

| explain patiently that | am invited to luncheon. Again the
machine-like voice bresks in: "Alexander Feodorovitch hes
gone to the Duma. | have no idea when he will be back. In
these days you know.

He shrugs his shoulders. Then, dmost before | have time to
alow the disappointment to show on my face, the crowd surges
forward. "Stand back, stand back," shout the soldiers. Two
nervous and very young adjutants deaer a pesssge and in half a
dozen energetic strides Kerensky is besde me. His face has
a sdlow and dmost deathly pallor. His eyes narow and
Mongolian, ae tired. He looks as if he were in pain, but the
mouth is firm, and the hair, cropped dose and worn en brosse,
gives a gengd impresson of energy. He speeks in quick,
jerky satences with little sharp nods of the head by way of
emphasis. He wears a dark suit, not unlike ski-ing kit, over a
black Russian workman's blouse. He tekes me by the arm and
leeds me into his private gpartments, and we sit down to
luncheon a a long table with admost thirty places
Madame Keaensky is dready lunching. By he dde are

176
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Breshkovskaia, the grandmother of the Russian Revolution,
and a great brawny-armed salor from the Bdtic Fleet. People
drift in and out at will. Luncheon is a floating med and it
ss to be free to all. And al the while Kerensky talks. In
oite of the Government prohibition order there is wine on the
table, but the host himself is on a dtrict diet and drinks nothing
but milk. Only afew months previousy he hes had a tubercular
kidney removed. But his energy is undiminished. He is tasting
the firg fruits of power. Already he rests a little the pressure
that is being put on him by the Allies. "How would Lloyd
George like it if a Russian were to come to him to tell him how
to manage the English people?' He is, however, good-natured.
His enthusaam is infectious, his pride in the revolution un-
bounded. "W e ae only doing what you have done centuries
ago, but we are trying to do it better—without the Napoleon
and without the Cromwell. People cal me a mad idedlist, but
thank God for the idedlists in this world." And at the moment
| was prepared to thank God with him.

Since that firg luncheon | have had many mestings with
Alexander Feodorovitch. In Russa | suppose | knew him
bette—far better indeed—that any other British officid. |
interpreted for him on severd occesons in his negotiations
with Sir George Buchanan. | saw him frequently aone. It was
to me that he came when he was in hiding from the Bolsheviks.
It was | who was instrumental in getting him out of Russa
And to-day, when thousands of anti-Bolshevik Russans—and
English, too—revile him; when the men and women who once
sought his favour and leant upon his words curse his name;
| have remained his friend.

Kerensky was the victim of the bourgeois hopes which his
short-lived suooess aroused. He was an honest, if not a grest,
man—sincere in spite of his oratorica tdents, and, for a man
who for four months was worshipped as a god, comparatively
modest. From the start he was fighting a hopdess battle, trying
to drive back into the trenches a nation which had dreedy
finished with the war. Caught between the cossfires of the
Bolshevik Left, which was screaming peece a evary sredt-

N
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corner and in every trench, and of the Right and of the Allies,
who were demanding the restoration of discipline by Tsarist
methods, he had no chance. And he fell, because whoever had
tried to do what he did was bound to fall.

Yet for a fewv wesks it ssamed that his oratory might
work a miracle and that his ridiculous belief (shared by al the
Socia-revolutionaries and most of the Liberals) in the common-
s of the Russan people might justify itsdf. For, in his
own peculiar way, Kerensky must be regarded as one of the
greet orators of history. There was nothing attractive about his
delivery. His voice was raucous from much shouting. He had
few gestures—for a Sav amazingly few. But he had words at
his command and he spoke with a conviction that wes all-
compelling. How well | remember his first visit to Moscow.
It was, | think, soon after he had been made Minister for War.
He had just returned from a visit to the front. He spoke in the
Big Theatre—the platform on which, later, the Bolsheviks
ratified the Peece of Brest-Litovsk. Kerensky, however, was
the firg politician to soesk from that famous sage which
hes given to the world Chaliapin, SobinofF, Geltzer, Mordkin,
and soores of other famous dancars and singars. On this
occason the huge amphithestre wes packed from top to
bottom. In Moscow the embers of Russian patriotism were
still warm, and Kerensky had come to sir them into flame
again. Gengrds, high dfficds bankers great industriadists,
merchants, accompanied by their wives, occupied the parterre
and first balcony boxes On the sage were the representatives
of the Soldiers Councils. A smal pulpit had been erected in
the foreground of the dage just above the prompter's trap-
door. There was the usud ten minutes delay, the cusomary
rumours among the audience. Alexander Feodorovitch wesiill.
A new criss had recdled him to St. Petersburg. Then the buzz
of conversation gave place to a burst of clapping, and from the
wings the pde figure of the War Minister mede its way to the
centra dais The audience rose to him. Kerensky held up his
hand and plunged straight into his spesch. He looked ill and
tired. He drew himself up to hisfull height, asif calling up his
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lagt resaves of energy. Then, with an ever-increasing flow of
words, he began to expound his gospd of suffering. Nothing
that was worth having could be achieved without suffering.
Man himself was born into this world in suffering. The
gregtest of al revolutions in history had begun on the Cross
of Calvary. Was it to be supposed that their own revolution
was to be consolidated without suffering? They had a legecy
of appaling difficulties left to them by the Tsarist regime:
disorganised transport, lack of bread, lack of fuel. Yet the
Russan people knew how to suffer. He had just returned
from the trenches He had ssen men who had been living for
months on end with mud and water up to their knees Lice
cravled over them. For days they had had nothing but a crust
of black bread for sugenance They were without the proper
equipment for their sdf-defence They had not ssen ther
women-folk for months. Yet they made no complaint. They
had promised to do their duty to the end. It was only in S.
Petersburg and in Moscow that he heard grumbling. And from
whom? From the rich, from those who, in their silks and orna-
ments of gold, came here to-day to listen to him in comfort.
He raised his eyes to the bacony boxes while with fiece
Saccato sentences he lashed himsdlf into a passion. Were they
to bring Russa down in ruins, to be guilty of the most shame-
ful betraya in history, while the poor and the humble, who
had every reeson to complain, were still holding out? He was
ashamed at the gpathy of the big cities. What had they done to
be tired! Could they not watch a little longer? He had come to
Moscow for a messsge for the men in the trenches. Was he to
go back and sy that ther effort wes in vain because "the
heart of Russia' was now peopled by men of little faith?

As he finished his peroration, he sank back exhaugted into
the arms of his aide-de-camp. In the limelight his faoe had the
pallor of death. Soldiers asiged him off the sage, while in a
frenzy of hygeria the whole audience rose and cheared itsdlf
hoarse. The man with one kidney—the man who had only six
weeks to live—would save Russa yet. A millionaire's wife
threw her pearl necklace on to the sage. Every woman present
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followed her example, and a hail of jewdlery descended from
every tier of the huge house In the box next to me, General
Wogak, a man who had served the Tsar all his life and who
hated the revolution as the pest, wept like a child. It was an
epic performance—more impressve in its emotional reactions
than any goesch of Hitler or of any orator | have ever heard.
The speech had laged for two hours. Its efet on Moscow
and on theres of Russa lagted exactly two days

To-day the reactionaries and imperialists, who once fawned
on him, have no good word to sy of Kerensky. More even
than the Bolsheviks, he is made the scapegoat of their short-
comings.

In 1923 two young scons of the Russan nobility came to
semein Prague. They werein high spirits. They informed me
that they had spent the afternoon reviling Kerensky. They had
discovered that he was living in the Hotel Paris in Prague
They had hired the room next to his and had spent the after-
noon shouting " dirty dog" and other abuse through the thin
partitions. That is typical of the attitude of most Russans to-
wards the man whose chief sin was that he had disappointed
impossble hopes.

Kerensky was the symbol of a necessary interlude between
the Tsarist war and the Bolshevik peace His failure was
inevitable. In the eyes of the Russa which supported him, it
would have been a gregter failure if he had died at his post.

In June, 1931, he was lunching with me in the Carlton Grill
Room in London, when L ord Beaverbrook came over and joined
our table With hiskeen interest in human psychology he began
at once to ply Kerensky with questions.

" W hat was the reason of your collapse?"

Kerensky'sreply was that the Germans forced on the Bolshe-
vik rising because Austria, Bulgaria and Turkey were on the
verge of making a sgparate peece with Russa. The Austrians
had decided to ak for a sgparate peace less than a fortnight
before the October revolution.

"W ould you have magtered the Bolsheviks if you had made
a sparate peacs?' asked L or d Beaverbrook.
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"Of course said Kerensky, "we should be in Moscow
now.
"Then why/' sad Lord Beaverbrook, "didn't you do it?"

"W e weae too naive/' was the reply.

Naivety is Kerensky's proper epitaph.

To-day, he is fifty. He looks marvelloudy well. Since the
remova of his tubercular kidney he has nevar had a day's
illness. He lives in Pais and still dreams of the day when
Russawill come badk to him. He is still an idedlist. He lacks
as he has dways lacked, the ruthlessess of the successul
revolutionary. He has two sons. Both are enginears and both
ae working in England.

By a grange coincidence Kerensky, Lenin, and ProtopopofF
(craziet of al the Tsarist ministers) all came from the same
Volga town of Simbirsk. Kerensky comes of a family of
orthodox priests. His father wes a State officid and wes Lenin's
trustee. In spite of this connection Kerensky never met Lenin
and only saw him once or twice from a distance.

Other new revolutionary acquantances with whom | came
into contact during this period were Boris SavinkofF, Filon-
enko, ChenofF, ZenzinofF, Rudnieff, the new Moscow
Mayor, UrnofF, the President of the Soldiers Soviet, Minor,
the venerable socid-revolutionary editor, Prokopovitch and his
wife Ekaterina Kuskova, a remarkable couple, who both in
their persond gppesrance and in their work may be aptly
described as the Russian counterpart; of Mr. and Mrs. Sidney
Webb. Some day, when the story of the Russian revolution
fades into the same background of time as the French revolu-
tion, their names will figure in the Russian history books. To
the foreign reeder they are, with the exception of SavinkofF, of
no sgnificance

For some reason, which | have never been ale to under-
stand, Boris SavinkofFF has dways been regarded by Englishmen
as aman of action and therefore as a hero. More even than most
Russans, SavinkofF was a sthema—a man who could sit up
al night drinking brandy and discussng what he was going to
do the next day. And, when the morrow came he left the
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action to others His talents cannot be denied. He wrote saveral
excdlent noves. He understood the revolutionary tempera-
ment better aimost than anyone, and knew how to play on it
for his own ends He had mingled so much with spies and
agents-provocateurs that, like the hero in his own nove, he
hardly knew whether he was deceiving himself or those whom
he meant to deceive Like most Russans, too, he was a forcible
goeske who could impress his personality on his lisgeners. At
onetime he entirely captivated M r . Chur chill, who saw in him
a Russian Bonaparte. There were, however, fatal defects in his
character. He liked luxury, and, although he was ambitious,
was not prepared to sacrifice his sdf-indulgence to his ambition.
His chief wesknes was my own—a fatal capacty for short
godls of frenzied work followed by long periods of indolence.
Him, too, | saw frequently after the collapse of the Kerensky
regime. He came to s.e me in Moscow in 1918 at a moment
when a price was on his head. The danger to himsdf—and,
incidentally, to me—was consderable. His only disguise was a
pair of huge horn-rimmed spetades with darkened gasses
His conversation was mostly recriminations againg the Allies
and againg the Russian counter-revolutionaries, with whom
he was supposed to be co-operating. The lag time | saw him
was in a night-haunt in Prague in 1923. He was a pathetic
figure for whom one could not help feding the degpest sym-
pathy. He had exhaused all his friends, and, when later he
returned to Moscow and offered his services to the Bolsheviks,
I was not surprised. Doubtless behind that tortured brain
there was some grandiose scheme of striking a last blow for
Russa and of carrying out a spectacular coup d'itat. 1t was a
gambler's throw (all his life he had played a lone hand), and,
although anti-Bolsheviks maintain that he was murdered—
poisoned and thrown out of a window—I havelittle doubt that
he went to his own end.

The period of the Kerensky regime was the most unhappy in
my offidal carear. | had lost hope and with it my own balance
| sought redaxations from the gress of over-work in material
pleasures | wes regless and uncontrolled. The war, which has
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branded so many of my generation, had destroyed all theformer
zest of my life. | longed for the peace of the country and the
cam of the cooling fields, and, unable to obtain them, | aban-
doned mysdlf to the temptations of the town. | was definitely
on the down-grade.

As the dangers of the Russian revolution came home to the
British ministers a home, strenuous efforts were made to bring
the Russans to their sasss and to recdl them sernly to the
obligations of their dliance. Some genius hit on the idea of
sending out a Franco-British Socidist deegation to persuade
the Russian comrades to continue fighting. And in the middle
of April, M M. Moutet, Cachin and Lafont, representing
French Socidism, and Messs. Jm O'Grady, Will Thorne,
and W. W. Sanders as stdwarts of British Labour, arrived in
S, Petersburg to preach wisdom and patriotism to the Soviets,
The three Frenchmen were intellectuals. M outet wes alawyer.
Cachin and Lafont were professors of philosophy. On the
British Sde Sanda's was then saoretary of the Fabian Society.
To the British public O' Grady and Thorne require no
introduction.

From the firgt the visit was a facce The ddegates fulfilled
their task honourably. But, as anyone might have foreseen, they
were completely lost in the wilderness of Russian revolutionary
phraseology. They were bewildered by the endless discussons
on peece terms. They understood the jargon of the Russian
Sodidigs far less than | did. They were handicapped by their
ignorance of the language. Worst of all, they never sucoesded
in winning the confidence even of the moderate Socididts,
who from the first regarded them as lackeys of their regpective
governments.

If the efet on the Russans was less than nothing, the
reection of the ddegates themsdves to the revolution wes
amusing. O'Grady and Thorne—especidly Thorne—were
splendid. Never shall | forget that luncheon at the Embassy,
when this honest giant regded us with stories of his adventures.
He had all the Englishman's contempt for verbiage, and the
babd of foreign tongues had disgusted him. He longed to use
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his strong ams and to knock the heeds of the garrulous
comrades together.

The Allied ddegaes came to Moscow. They visited the
front. They ddivered—through the aid of their interpreter—
innumerable patriotic oeeches and in the end they went away,
sadder and wisr men. The sequd to this visit is amusing.
O'Grady hes become Sir Janes O'Grady and a Colonia
Governor. Will Thorne is to-day the Labour doyen of the House
of Commons and remains what he hes dways been—a Trades
Union leeder. Mr. Sanders was a member of the 1929 Labour
Administration. He, too, isthe mildest of pinks. Of the French-
men Lafont has passad through and out of Communi sm. M outet
is still a moderate Socidist. And Cachin—the most perfervid
patriot of the six, the man, who, with tears of emotion in his
eyes implored the Soviets not to go out of the war until the
triumph of the Allies was complete—has given himself body
and soul to Mascow and to-day holds the fort of Bolshevism
in France.

Events now began to move rapidly. A few days dter the
arrival of the Franco-British Labour delegation, and amost
smultaneoudy with the return to Russa of Lenin, came
M. Albert Thomas, the French Socidist Minister of Munitions.
He, too, had been sent out by a French Government, claiming
by its traditions to possess a goecid knowledge of revolutions
and anxious to ssoure the co-operation of revolutionary Russia
with the Allied cause Thomas, whose Socidism wes a shede
less pink than the Conservatism of Mr. Baldwin, was accom-
panied by a host of seordaries and officers Moreover, he
caried in his pocket the recdl of M. Pdeologue, the French
Ambassador and a cynic who never struck me as redlly serious,
but who understood Russa much better than most people
sugpected. The recal was part of the new policy.

| sav a certain amount of Thomas—a jovial, bearded man
with a s of humour and a hedlthy, bourgeois appetite. He
mede friends with Sir George Buchanan. He stimulated the
wa loydty of Kerensky. He visited the front and harangued
the troopswith patriotic soeaches well larded with revolutionary
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sentiment. And he argued with the Soviet. One savice
which ssemed important at the time, he rendered to the Allies.
The Sovidts, a this moment, were engaged in abdract dis-
cussions about peece terms. They had invented the formula of
"peace without annexations and contributions," and this
phrase, adopted at thousands of mestings in the trenches and
inthevillages, had spread like wildfire throughout the country.
It was a formula which caused consderable annoyance and even
anxiety to the English and French Governments, which had
dready divided up the spoils of a victory not yet won, in the
form of both annexations and contributions. And both the
French Ambassador and Sir George Buchanan had been re-
quested to circumvent this new and highly dangerous form of
pacifiam. Their task was ddicate and difficult. There ssamed
no way out of the impasse, and in despar they sought the
advice of Thomas. The genia Socidist laughed.

"1 know my Socialists' hesaid. "They will shed their blood
for aformula. Y ou must acoept it and dter its interpretation.”

So annexations became restitution and contributions repara-
tions. It was | imagine, the first time the word reparations wes
used officidly, and Thomas certainly succeeded in persuading
the Soviets to acogpt a dause in their formula for the restitu-
tion of Alsace-Lorraine. At the time it sseamed an important
achievement. Actually, as the Mensheviks and Socia-Revolu-
tionaries, who had yielded to the Thomas subtlety, were so
soon to be swept away, it made no difference whatsoever.

M. Thomas was the most entertaining of the French and
English Socidists who visited Russia during this period of
the first revolution. He spoke well. He was adaptable. And
he had courage. But the results were insignificant. His spesches
were no more effetive than those of our military ataches
Colond Knox and Colond Thornhill, who with more sincerity
besought the Russian soldier not to abandon his dlies, who
were fighting his battle on the other sde of Europe. To the
Bolsheviks he was of course arenegade, a Socidit traitor, who
had sold himself to the bourgeoisie, and as such he was de-
nounced in all the highways and byways of the revolution.
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The position of the Allied Missions in Russa was, in fad,
rapidly becoming impossible. Everyone was engaged in trying
to persuade the Russian to continue fighting when he had just
overthrown a regime because it refusad to give him pesce A
little plain thinking should have made anyone s that in these
drcumgances the sucoss of the Bolsheviks was merdy a
question of time.

Hot on thehedsof M. ThomascameM r . Arthur Hender son,
despatched on a smilar mission of fraternal goodwill by M.
Lloyd George. Mr. Henderson, too, carried a letter of recall
in his pocket. To be drictly accurate the letter of recall was
not actually included in the Henderson baggage-train. What
had happened was this. When the British Labour Minister—
and Mr. Henderson was the first Labour representative in the
hisory of England to achieve Cabinet rank—was actually on
hisway to St. Petersburg, the Foreign Office sent a tdegram to
Sir George Buchanan extolling his work and suggesting that he
should take a rest. In other words, he was to be recalled and
his pos given to Mr. Henderson.

On deciphering the tdegram and without consulting the
Ambassador, " Benji" Bruce, head of the Chancery, rushed
off to s Sazonoff, axertained from him that Tereschenko,
the Foreign Minister of the Provisonal Government, would
be very sorry to s2 Sir George Buchanan replaced, and then
went back to the Embassy and sent off a long private tdegram
in cipher to George Clerk at the Foreign Office, saying that
Hender son's appointment would be a disagter.

As it turned out, this bold initiative on the part of a sub-
ordinate proved to be unnecessary. Mr. Henderson has been
decribed by one of his Labour oodleagues as the greatest
Foreign Secretary England has ever had. True it is that Dr.
Dalton, the colleague who made this remarkable satement,
was Mr. Henderson's trusted lieutenant and asssant during
his conduct of the foreign affairs of Great Britain and that, in
praising his chief, he is caging reflected glory on himsdf.
Nevertheless, on the occason of his Russan visit, Mr. Hender-
on certainly showed an admirable discretion. Accompanied by
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George Young, he took up his quarters at the Europe—trie
same hotd which had provided such luxurious shdter for Lord
Milner, George Clerk, Sir Henry Wilson, and numer ous other
diginguished vidtors to Russa. There, at the Ambassador's
reques, | came to s him. | dined with him in his private
room. Throughout one long summe evening | walked
with him down the Nevsky, aoass the Winter Square, past
the Palace Quay. Beneath the gold reflection of the Admir-
alty Arch | heard the whole legend of the Hender sonian caresr.
| accompanied him to Moscow. | took him to a full-dress
meseting of the Moscow Soviet. And in the inner chambe of
his Moscow hotel | arranged for him a private conversation
(with mysdf asinterpreter) with Urnoff, the then all-power ful
Presdent of the Soldiers Soviet.

M r . Henderson has the reputation—doubtless well deserved
—of being a first-class organiser. He is a great man at
Party meetings, which he sucosds in dominating by con-
ceeling his own intentions to the lat moment. He is a man
who is dow to commit himsdf. He does not give himsef
away.

On this occason, however, | looked into Mr. Henderson's
soul. His geography wes a little weak. He was not quite sure
where he was but he was speedily convinced that the locality
was unhealthy. The comrades in the Soviets bewildered him.
He did not undersand ther language. He did not like their
manners. Doubtless he would have liked to be the first Labour
Ambassador. But after all, a Cabinet Minister isamore power -
ful person than the greatest of modern Ambassadors. M oreover,
Sir George Buchanan was not the failure he had been painted.
Sir George, as M r. Hender son soon discovered, understood the
wild men much better than did Mr. Henderson himsalf.
Further, Sir George had been kind, and Mr. Henderson is
susceptible to kindness and to flattery. The great sacrifice was
therefore easly made. Mr. Henderson explained that, while
the Embassy was his for the asking, he had come to the conclu-
son that no good purpaose would be sarved by the removal of
a man who understood Russa far better than he did and who
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had shown himsdf remarkably free from all party bias. Sr
George was not even opposed to the Stockholm Conference,
and Mr. Henderson, whose undoubted patrictism was tem-
pered by the common-sense of internationalism, saw a glimmer
of hope in the Stockholm meseting. So, shaking the dust of St.
Petersburg off his fet, he returned to London to make the
great renunciation and to recommend that Sir George Buchanan
be retained as His Britannic M gjesty's Ambassador and Envoy
Extraordinary to the Revolutionary Government of Russa.
On hisreturn he had his historic wait on M r. Lloyd Georges
doormat—a wait which ended with his resignation. In this
manne he logt both his Embassy and his place in the Cabinet.
It was a bitter reward for a misson which had been honestly
if somewhat timoroudy fulfilled, and which, whatever its
effet on the Russans had the advantage of curing Mr.
Henderson of any revolutionary tendendes for the rest of his
life. As for the Stockholm Conference, the advocacy of which
had caused Mr. Henderson's downfall, the proposal had the
support of several British diplomatists, including Sir Esmé
Howard, and, in turning it down, Mr. Lloyd George, who
had blown hot and then cold on the idea, probably made a
great misake. At Stockholm we should have had everything
to gain and aimost nothing to risk.

During that disastrous summer of 1917 | had one nove
expeience which | must chronicle, if only for the serio-comic
light it throws on the Russan character. As part of our propa-
ganda baggagetrain we had a traveling film mission,’ of
which the able chief was Colonel Bromhead, the subsequent
chairman of the British Gaumont. He, too, was enlised to
aex the Russans into fighting by showing them war films of
the fighting on the Western front. The d&Fed of these war
pictures on the mind of the now undisciplined Russan army
can be imagined. Not unnaturally, they served merdy to
inceaxe the number of desrters

It was not Bromhead's fault. He was a splendid fellow, who
reglised the futility of showing war pictures to men whose
e thought was peace Still, he had his duty to do. Films
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were part of the Whitehall scheme for the regeneration of
Russia, and shown they had to be.

To Moscow, then, came Bromheed for a monster demonstra-
tion of the British effort. Would | help to make his show a
uocess? Could | enlist the sarvices of patriotic speskas? Nothing
ssamad eede. Moscow, dad had more orators than fighters.

We secured a theatre. We arranged a programme. And then
the Soldiers Soviet, infinitedly more poweful than the
Provisonad Government, intervened. The show was for the
Moscow troops. The soldiers might s the films. They were
not to be exposed to the harangues of Imperialist jingoes.
There must be no spesches

In vain | went to se the Presidium of the Soldiers Soviet.
In vain | argued the merits of free speech. The utmost con-
cesson | could wring from them wes that Lockhart himsdf—
Lockhart who sympathised with the revolution and knew the
views of revolutionary Russa regarding the peece terms—
might spesk. But there were to be no other orators. On these
conditions the Presidium would guarantee the suocess of die
show. They would be present in full force to se that the
conditions were carried out.

Bromhead accepted the situation with unfeigned delight.
My own consent was given with rductance. An after-dinner
goech before an audience rendered innocuous by good food
and champagne was one thing. | sav nothing attractive in
addressng twelve hundred sceptical and severdy critica
revolutionaries in their own language.

| took pains over that speech. | wrote it out very carefully in
English and had it trandated into mellifluous Russian by a
Russian poet. | learnt it off by heart. Indeed, | made mysalf
something more than word perfect. | rehearsed my dfedts even
down to the place where my voice was to break. Not in vain
had | gone the rounds with Kerensky.

My gpped was frankly sentimental. There is no other reason
I know that will compd large bodies of men to fight. But my
sentiment was Russian. | made no reference to the crime of
desarting their Western Allies. | discussed quite frankly
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Russa's desre and even nead of a sgparate peace and then |
drew a picture of a better world created by the glorious revo-
lution. But neither the better world nor the revolution itself
could gand, if discipline was to be thrown to the winds and
the road to Moscow opened to the enemy. Lenin would have
demolished the argument with one sentence But Lenin,
fortunatedly, was till in hiding in St. Petersburg.

On the day of the ordeal | made my way to the theatre,
scretly hoping that 1 might have no audience to address. But
the Soldiers Council had kept itswor d. The house was packed.
Moreover, sated besde the Presidium in the balcony were the
Assgant Minister of Marine and Kishkin, the High Commis-
sx for Maoscow. Our films were of two kinds: naval and mili-
tary. Very wisdly we showed the naval films last. They were
impressve and free from all horrors. My spesch came at the
end. There was no applause when | sood up on the narrow
dage before the curtain, and | began nervoudy. The slence,
however, was respectful. | was to be given a hearing. | forgot
all thetricks| had practised. | almost forgot my words. | spoke
with a quivering anguish in my voice which the Russans
mistook for genuine emotion. For twenty minutes | grove to
magser my ne’vousness my voice now raucous, now breaking
queerly at the oddest moments. To theend | was ligened to in
deathly slence When | had finished my peroration, my kness
shook and the sveat dreamed like tears down my face

Then pandemonium brokeloose. A soldier jumped on to the
dage and kissed me on both chesks I1n the box of the Presidium
Kishkin sood up, and in stentorian tones dedlared that Russa
would never desert her Allies. That afternoon he had received
officdal news that the Russan Flegt had sailed out into the
Baltic in full fighting trim. More chexs More pandemonium.
In evay corng of the house soldiers weae standing up and
clamouring to be heard. The stene was almogt like the opening
of the war. | had"mloosed the drings of Russan hyderia. It
was a short-lived triumph. The next day the account of the
meeting was saverdy censored. The Socdialists had repented of
their emotion.
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This wes my lagt public gopearance as Acting Consul-
Generd in Moscow. Jugt as the old Russia weas advancing in-
evitably to her find tragedy, s, too, there was a minor tragedy
in my own life. | rdae it frankly and without excuses Some
months before | had formed an atachment to a Russian
Javess—whom | hed met caaudly at the theatre. | had mede
myself talked about.

The matter came finally to the ears of the Ambassador. He
st for me, and we went for a walk together. No man could
have been kinder. No man could have made a more successful
goped to my better nature. He told me the story of his own
life. When he was young, he had undergone a smilar tempta-
tion. Rea hagppiness condgted in resising temptations which
one was bound to regret later. He referred to the good work |
was doing. It was a pity to wreck what might be a wonderful
caex for what was merely a passing infatuation due to war
strain. Convention might be the first cousin to hypocrisy, but
in government sarvice it had to be observed. Beddes there
weas the question of duty and of the war. | should put my
country before my sdf-indulgence.

| wes desply moved. We shook hands emationally—my
emoation being due to genuine affection for this splendid old
man, who had trested me with so much understanding, and
his, | believe, to an equaly genuine regret for his lost youth—
and | returned to Moscow, having pledged mysdlf to make the
grand renunciation. | mede it, and it lasted exactly three weeks.
Then one day the telephone rang, and | went back.

This wes the end. | had broken my word, and this time the
Ambassador sorrowfully but firmly decided that | was on the
verge of a nervous breskdown and that | must go home to
England for arest. Perhgps he wes right.

There was no scandd. | do not suppose that even the Private
Secretary at the Foreign Office was informed of the red ressons
for my sudden return. It was said that | had broken down from
overwork, and in this manner | received much sympathy. For
the same reeson | wes able to avoid al the publicity of an
officd farewell. My friends in Moscow were kindness itsdlf.
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They were told | was ill and not to be worried. They all ex-
pected me to be back within sx wesks and in any cae the
approeching collgpse of Russa was now so gpparent that
everyone was fully occupied with the salvege of his own &ffars
To such of the public as thought about me | wes a martyr to
duty. But, knowing that my enforced sck leave wes redly a
recal and that | should never come back, | felt my position
keenly, and it wes as a culprit rather than as a martyr that |
sunk out of Maoscow in those early days of September, 1917.
| left St. Petersburg just as the Kerensky-Korniloff duel wes
sgtarting. | arrived in London six weeks before the Bolshevik
revolution.



BOOK IV

"HISTORY FROM THE INSIDE"



"HISTORY IS generdly only the register of the crimes, the
follies, and the misakes of mankind."
Gibbon



CHAPTER ONE

OF THAT VOYAGE home to England | remember very little. |
had to travel via Finland and Scandinavia and wes seeing
Stockholm for the first time. On this occadgon it made no
impresson on me. | do not remember where we stayed. As far
as| canrecollect, | avoided our Legation. | kept no diary during
this period. My mental anguish weas extreme, and | wanted to
forget.

All that remains in my mind is the memory of the raillway
journey from Christiania to Bergen. The scenary, wilder, more
picturesque than the Canadian Rockies, provided the proper
background for my own meancholy. The wild dreiches
of moor, the lofty pesks and tortuous ravines the lochs
and turbulent trout-streams, &bove all, the firs and the
birches, their leaves golden with the firgt tints of autumn,
reminded me of Scotland. At Bergen | met Wardrop, who
wes to take my place in Moscow. He was an ederly, scholarly
man, and the pesonification of caution. Obviously, the
Foreign Office were taking no more dhances with youth.
Mechanicaly | gave him the information he required about
Moscow. | cannot sy | enjoyed the interview. | could not bear
the thought of having to talk about Russia, All | wanted was
to go to my own country and fish.

| assume that | made the dreary journey—exciting only
becaue of the danger from submaines—from Bergen to
Aberdeen and that | crossed in the Vulture. In a court of law |
could not sweer either to the name of the ship or to the port of
landing. | know that | arrived in London on the morning of
the day on which KornilofFs troops were marching on St.
Petersburg. | went straight to the Foreign Office to report
myself. | was received with the greatest kindness. | was a man
who had accomplished great things at the expense of his health,
| was to take along rest and not to think about the war or work
or Russia until | had made a complete recovery. With disgust
in my heart | acogpted the role which had been forced on me,
and that same day | made arrangements to go to the Highlands

195
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to day with my uncle. Before | left | had one more orded to
face Within a few hours of my arrival in London the Daily
Mail sucoseded in tracking me down. They wanted information
about the outcome of the Kerensky-Korniloff clash. Opinion
in London favoured Korniloff 's chances. | held definite views
regarding the inevitability of Korniloff'sfailure. Would | write
an artide? It would have to be done a once. The Mail would pay
handsomely for it.

There and then, with the sxrifice of my dinner, | scribbled
out the article with the Mail's representative looking over my
shoulder. | threw in some new photographs of Kerensky and
Savinkoff and | received a cheque for twenty-five guiness. |
showed my cusomary lack of busness instinct. | sold my
aticle for probably les than half the sum a more adute
journalist might have received. On the other hand, the article
had to be anonymous (as a Government servant | could not use
my name), and the cheque paid for my return fare to Scotland.
It was my first experience of frenzied journalism.

The ways of Providence are not only incalculable. They ae
on occadons highly diverting. Greatly refreshed in mind and
body, | returned from Scotland to London fourteen days after
the Bolshevik revolution. | was to start work again. | had been
temporarily atached to Sir Arthur Steel-Maitland as his
Russian expat in the new Depatment of Oversses Trade.
I owe much to Sir Arthur. He overwhemed me with kindness
and indsted on my staying with him at his house in Cadogan
Square. What was more important, he plunged me again into
the very heart of Russian affairs. The Bolshevik coup d'ltat had
completely nullified the vaue of my savices to the Department
of Ovasess Trade. Sir Arthur helped me or rather pushed me
into finding a new outlet for my activities.

During a hectic period of three wesks | lunched and dined
with the politicians. Russia, of course, was the one topic of
conversation, and in the prevailing ignorance | regained my
df-confidence. | had long foressen the inevitability of the
Bolshevik revolution. | could not share the generd bdi€f,
stimulated by the opinion of nearly all the Russian experts in
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London, that the L enin regime could not la more than a few
wesks and that then Russa would revert to Tsarism or a
military dictatorship. Still less could | bdieve that the Russan
peasant would return to the trenches Russa was out of the
war. Bolsheviam would lag—-certainly as long as the war
lagted. | deprecated as shexr folly our militarist propaganda,
because it took no account of the war-weariness which had
raised the Bolsheviks to the supreme power. In my opinion,
we had to take the Bolshevik peace proposals serioudy. Our
policy should now aim at achieving an anti-German peace in
Russa.

Rather futilely | sought to combat the firmly-rooted convic-
tion that Lenin and Trotsky were German gaff officarsin dis-
guise or at least servile agents of German policy. | was more
successful when | argued that it was madness not to establish
some contact with the men who at that moment were con-
trolling Russia's destinies.

The reactions to my pleading were varied. At that moment
the genera atmogphere in political drdes was pessmigtic.
I think that in their hearts the Cabinet redlised that Russa
was out of the war for good, but with an obgtinate lack of logic
they refused to acoept the implications of their ssoret bdiefs.
Hate of the revolution and fear of its conssquences in England
were the dominant reactions of Conservatives who at that
moment had an unnatural and to-day inexplicable dread of the
machinationsof M r . Arthur Henderson. | found thesamefears
among the Labour patriots. At Cadogan Square | renewed my
acguaintance with Jim O'Grady and Will Thorne. They, too,
were critical of M r. Henderson, who, they said, had gone over
to the Snowdenites and was playing for revolution and the
Labour Premiership. | saw M r . Henderson himself at 1, Victoria
Place. | found the same man as | had met in Rusia seven
monthsbefore HewasasGod-fearing, asconventionally M etho-
digt, as petit-bourgeois, and as scared of revolution as he always
has been and alwayswill be. Hetalked to me very frankly about
his own position. He was bitter about his treatment by L loyd
George which, he said, had only strengthened his own standing



198 MEMOIRS OF A BRITISH AGENT

in Labour cirdes. His views on the Russian situation were not
very different from my own. He was entirdly in favour of
egtablishing contact with the Bolsheviks. He went further.
He was in favour of a Conference—aform of negotiation which
would have been infinitely more dangerous than the original
proposa of the Stockholm Conference. In those days, however,
M. Henderson, like M r. L1oyd George, was convinced that he
had only to meet L enin face to fece in order to vanquish himin
the ensuing bettle of wits.

During thee three wesks from November 27th to
December 18th, 1917,1 must have met scores of politicians and
experts. The endess conversaions sesemed to lead no further.
One lesson that period should have taught me: that the man in
London lias a thousand advantages over the man on the spot.
Then | was too young to profit by it. During the next year |
was to acquire it by the bitter experience of being mysdf the
man on the spot.

One exciting adventure | had at thistime. On December 18th
| was to dine at Cadogan Square to meet Bonar Law. It wes a
night of fog, and to the inconvenience of the fog weas added
die unplessantness of an air raid. | dressed to the accompani-
ment of gun-fire and the crash of bombs. To the same discords
| forced my way through the huddled crowds in the Piccadilly
tube dation, and &fter long ddays and some trepidation |
reeched Sir Arthur Steel-Maitland's house an hour late. The
table wes st for eight people. Sir Arthur weas in his day-
clothes. There was no Bonar Law. | was the only guest who
had sucoesded in reaching his destination.

The next day, however, the wesks of tak were trandated
into action. Sir Arthur gave another dinner party. This
time there wee only two guests in addition to mysdf:
H. W. C. Davis, the Oxford historian, and Lord Milner. We
taked until late in the night, and | repested all my arguments
about the necessty of establishing contact. Lord Milner wes
very sympathetic. When he went awvay, he told me that |
should hear from him very soon. The next morning | wes
summoned to Downing Street. | met Lord Carson and Lord
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Curzon, both of whom referred very flatteringly to my work,
and we had along discusson on Russia That same afternoon
we had another meeting at the War Cabinet dffices in White-
hall Gardens. Severd Russian experts were present, including
Rex Lesper and Colond Byrne. The Ministers who listened
to our words of wisdom were General Smuts, Lord Carson,
and Lord Milner. The discussons were rather futile. Lord
Milner wes the only Minister who ssemed to have even an
dementary knowledge of Russian geography, and Lord Carson
nearly upset my unnatural solemnity by asking me serioudy
if | could explain to him the difference between a Maximalist
and a Bolshevik. At the end of the meeting Lord Milner told
me that the Cabinet gpproved in principle the necessty of
egtablishing contect with the Bolsheviks, but that they were
unable to find the right man for the tesk.

On the morning of December 21st | was again summoned
to 10 Downing Street. | was kept waiting about ten minutes.
Then | was ushered into along, narrow room which ssemed to
me all table. A Cabinet meeting had just ended. Mr. Lloyd
George, his pince-nez in his hand, was standing by the window,
talking and gesticulating to Lord Curzon. My sponsor, Lord
Milner, was not present, and for what seemed an eternity |
stood waiting. Then Lord Milner came in, rexcued me and
took me up to Mr. Lloyd George.

"Mr. Lockhart?' he said. He shook hands and stepped back
in order to scrutinise me more carefully. "The Mr. Lockhart?"
| looked foolish. Then, having made me the cantre of attraction,
he continued very dowly, so that everyone could hear: "From
the wisdom of your reports | expected to s== an elderly gentle-
man with a grey beard." He paited me on the back, asked me
my age muttered something about youth and Pitt being
Prime Minister at twenty-four, and we st down to business
Another meeting was started, thistimewith Mr. Lloyd George
presding. My diary tells me that at the time | thought he
looked tired and old. He was, however, remarkably active and
adroit in his handling of the meeting. He asked me a few
questions about Lenin and Trotsky. A fresh question followed
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amogt before | had time to ansver the previous one. | saw
that his own mind was made up. He had been greatly im-
pressd, as Lord Milner told me afterwards, by an interview
with Colonel Thompson of the American Red Craoss, who had
just returned from Russa and who had denounced in blunt
language the folly of the Allies in not opening up negotiations
with the Bolsheviks. The quegtions ended, M r. Lloyd George
sood up, referred briefly to the chactic conditions in Russa
and to the necessty of getting into touch with Lenin and
Trotsky, emphassed the need for tact, knowledge and under -
standing, and finished up by sating that M r. Lockhart was
obvioudy a man whose right place at that moment was in St.
Petersourg and not in London. | wasthen told | could go.

That afternoon | had another meetingwith Lord Milner and
Lord Carson. This time Viscount Cecil (then Lord Robert
Cecil) waspresent, and | had a very difficult quarter of an hour.
L ord Robert was then Under-Secretary for Foreign Affairs. He
was supremdy sceptical of the ussfulness of establishing any
kind of reations with the Bolsheviks, and, as a sidelight on his
subsequent development as an internationaligt, it is worth
putting on record that the man, who snce the war has sat 0
often round the same table in Geneva as Litvinoff and
Lunacharsky, was at that time the most convinced of all re-
goonsible English satesmen that L enin and Trotsky were paid
agents of Germany, working ddiberately for German ends, with
no policy and no ambitions of their own. | was still in the
dark regarding my fate.

That night Lord Milner and Lord Robert left for Paris, and
I went home to spend Chrigtmas with my father and mother,
having been told to leave my tdephone number and to hold
myself in readiness in caee | might be required to go on my
travds again.

On New Year's Day | was back at the offices of the War
Cabinet. A stheme was being evolved. It was certain that | was
to return to Rusia aimogt at once In what capadty | was not
told.

Three days later all my doubts were put at res. | was to



BRUCE LOCKHART 201

go to Russa as head of a gpecid mission to establish unofficial
rdations with the Bolsheviks. Sir George Buchanan was
returning home. | was to leave on the cruiser which was to
fetch him from Bergen. My ingtructions were of the vaguest.
I wes to have the responsibility of establishing relations. | was
to have no authority. If the Bolsheviks would give me the
necessry diplomatic privileges without being recognised by the
British Government, we would meke a similar concesson to
Litvinoff, whom the Bolsheviks had dreedy appointed Soviet
Ambassador in London.

The situation bristled with difficulties, but | acoegpted it
without hesitation. The first essentid was to acquire a suitable
introduction to Lenin and Trotsky and to establish a modus
vivendi with Litvinoff. Thanks to Rex Leeper, both tasks
sucoesded beyond my expectations. Legper was on friendly
terms with Rothstein, subsequently Bolshevik Minister in
Teheran and then an officdd trandator in our own War Office.
| had a long tak with Rothstein, the substance of which |
carefully noted in my diary. Rothstein, who had lived for years
in England, was an intdlectua arm-char revolutionary. He
sad Trotsky's ambition was not a sgparate peece but a generd
peece. He pointed out that if he were Lloyd George he would
acoept Trotsky's offer of a conference unconditionally. England
would be the chief beneficiary. The Russan ipulations about
sdf-determination would fall through with an ineffective
protest from Trotsky, and England and Germany could arrange
the colonia questions between them. Germany would agree to
admogt all other terms—that is, no annexations and no contri-
butions. She might even be prepared to compromise on the
Alsace-Lorraine question. In any caeg it was absurd for Eng-
land to prolong the war for the sske of Alsace-Lorraine. There
was nothing eade to destroy than sentimenta causes which are
not rooted in a people itsdlf, and we should have to consder
very seriousy whether we should get a better peece nine months
hence.

At the time such proposas would have been regarded as
treason. To-day, to a world which is groaning under the burden
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of the Peece Tredties, they do not ssem S0 unressonable.
(Incidentally, it is interesting to note that Rothstein wes only
sx wesks out in his prediction of the end of the war.)

| avoided any discussons of a generd pesce brought the
ubject back to Russa hersdf, and daborated my proposas
for opening up negotiations with his friends. | expressed a
genuine sympathy with Russas desire for peace, pointing out
that she might have great difficulty in concluding a separate
peece with Germany and that even unofficia contact between
the English and Russian Governments would be as useful to
the Bolsheviks as to us.

We parted on good terms, Rothstein promising to use his
influence with Litvinoff to provide me with the necessary
recommendation to Trotsky. A few days later the whole affar
was aranged over the luncheon table at a Lyons' shop in the
Strand. The two contracting paties wee represented by
Litvinoff and Rothstein on the Russan sde and Leegper and
myself on the English side. There was to be no recognition—
at any rate for the present. Unofficialy, both Litvinoff and |
were to have certain diplomatic privileges, including the use of
ciphers and the right to a diplomatic courier.

It was an amazing meal. Outside, the January sky wes like
lead and the room, poorly lit at the best of times, was grey and
sombre. Legper and | were just thirty. Litvinoff was deven
years our senior. Rothstein was a year or two older than
Litvinoff. Both men were Javs Both had suffered persecution
and imprisonment for their political convictions Y et Litvinoff,
whose red name was Wallach, was married to an English-
woman. Rothstein had a son—a British subject—in the
British Army.

The suooess of that luncheon was made by Rothstein, who
supplied to the conversation the necesssty mixture of banter
and siousness which afterwards | wes to find so ussful in my
negotiations with the Bolsheviks in Russia Small, bearded,
with dark lively eyes he wes a kind of intellectua cricket,
whaose didectica jumps were as bewildering to us as they were
amusing to himsalf. There was certainly nothing bloodthirsty
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in his revolutionary make-up. If the British Government had
only left him in peecg | believe he would be living quietly in
England to this day. Litvinoff, heavily built, with broad fore-
head, was more duggish and dower witted. My impression of
him was not unfavourable. In so far as a Bolshevik can be sad
to differentiate in his degress of hate of bourgeois institutions,
he certainly regarded German militarism as a gregster danger
than English capitalism.

After a nervous beginning the course of our negotiations ran
smoothly, and there and then, on the rough linen of a standard
Lyons table, Litvinoff wrote out my letter of recommendation
to Trotsky. | give it herewith in Rothstein's trandation:

Citizen Trotsky,
People's Commissary for Foreign Affairs.

DEAR COMRADE,—

The bearer of this, Mr. Lockhart, is going to Russia with
an officid misson with the exact character of which | am
not acquainted. | know him persondly as a thoroughly
honest man who understands our position and sympathises
with us. | should consder his sojourn in Russia ussful from
the point of view of our interests.

My position here remains indefinite. | learnt of my ap-
pointment only from the newspgpers. | hope a courier is
bringing me the necessacy documents without which the
difficulties of my position ae greatly increesed. The Em-
bessy, Consulate, and Russian Government Committee have
not yet surrendered. Their relaions to me will be deter-
mined by the reations of the British Government.

| wrote die other day to the Ministry for Foreign Affairs,
asking for a meeting in order to regulate certain practica
questions (the visaing of pasgports, use of ciphers, military
convention, etc.), but have not received any reply. | presume
the question of my recognition will not be settled until the
arrival of Buchanan.

The reception accorded me by the Press is quite satis
factory. | am making the acquaintance of the representatives



204 MEMOIRS OF A BRITISH AGENT

of the Labour* movement. | have issued an appeal to the
English working-men in all the Socialis papers. Even the
bourgeois Press readily accords me its pages to explain our
position.

| shall write more fully by the firs courier. | have not
recaved an answver from you to my tdegram of January 4th,
new style, No. 1. | request you very much to confirm the
recapt of all tdegrams and to number your tdegrams

Thedpherswill, | trust, be deivered to me by the courier.
Gresetingsto Lenin and all friends. | pressyour hand warmly.

Yours(signed) M. Litvinoff.
Rothstein begs me to greet you.
London, January nth (new style), 1918.

The luncheon dosad on a humorous note. As we were order-
ing a swedt, Litvinoff noticed on the menu the magic words
"pouding diplomats." The idea appealed to him. The new
diplomatist would eat the diplomatic pudding. The Lyons
"Nippy'' took his order and returned a minute later to say
th"rewas no more. Litvinoff shrugged his shouldersand smiled
blandly. " Not recognised even by Lyons/* he said.

My lag days in England were not solely occupied by Lit-
vinoff and Rothstein. There was the personnd of my misson
to engage. | was given almogt a free hand. As my chief assgant
| wanted Rex Legper, whose knowledge of Bolshevism would
have been invaluable. Almost at the lat moment, however,
he decided to remain at home, where he thought he could srve
a more useful purpose by maintaining contact with Litvinoff,
and by interpreting the peculiar mentality of the Bolsheviks
to the mandarins in Whitehall. Subsequent events were to
prove the wisdom of his action. Although at thetime | regret-
ted his decision, | was to be grateful later for his pressnce in
England, when | ran my neck into the noose in Moscow. As a
subgtitute for Legper | took Captain Hicks, who had recently
returned from Russia, where he had done useful work as a
poison ges expert. A man of great personal charm, he was
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popular with Russans and understood their mentality. He
was, too, a good linguist with a firs-dass knowledge of German
and a working acquaintance with Russian. His views on the
dtuation were in tune with my own. | never regretted my
decison. He was a most loyal colleegue and devoted friend.
As my commercid expeat | took with me Edward Birse, a
Moscow busness man, who had taked Russan from his
cradle. Edward Phelan, a brilliant young officid of the Minis-
try of Labour and to-day a prominent figure in the International
Labour Office in Geneva, made up the full complement of my
mission. As | was taking ciphers with me, | was ds recom-
mended to engage the sarvices of a reliable orderly. This
necesstated a letter from the War Cabinet and an interview
with Genera Macready, the Adjutant-General. The interview
was invigorating. Genera Macready had views on Russa
Standing before the fire-place of his room in the War Office,
he ddlivered them in a saries of shorts. An orderly for Russial
What the devil was the use of taking soldiers to Russial Did
the boys in the Foreign Office never read history? Couldn't
they redise that when an army of ten millions had once broken
it could not be reformed inside a generaiion? All military pro*
pagandain Russa was usHess and a sher wadte of money and
man-power.

The Genegrd's views wae eminently sensble They would
have saved unnecessary bloodshed and miillions of money, if
they had prevailed in Whitehall during 1918. | agreed with
them and between the snorts endeavoured to tell him so.
| explained to him that my misson was diplomatic and not
military and that my object was to establish contact with the
men who at that moment were negotiating a ssparate pesce
with Germany. | obtained my orderly—a six-foot-two ex-lrish
guardsman, who was drunk when he joined me at the station,
dept himself sober during the journey to Edinburgh, drank
himself drunk again the next morning, offered to fight me for
half a crown in Princes Street, and lost himself on the way to
Queensferry. We never sav him again.

| had, too, a long round of interviews with the various
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offidas at the Foreign Office Lord Hardinge, Eric Drum-
mond, George Clerk, Don Gregory, John Buchan, Ronnie
Campbell and Lord Robert Cecil—the last-named still
supremey soeptica and still convinced that Trotsky was a Ger-
man in disguise. During these first deven days of January |
derived aminor thrill from the English Press My mission was
vested with a certain amount of sacrecy. There had been, how-
ever, the usud leskage There weae paragraphs, facetious or
flattering according to the views of the particular newspgper,
about the young man from Moscow. One evening paper
excdled itsaf by declaring that | had been gppointed Ambas-
sador to Russig, that the choice had lain between Mr. Arthur
Henderson and mysdlf, and that my knowledge of Russia had
turned the scdes in my favour.

Lord Milner | saw dmost daily. Five days before my depar-
ture | dined done with him at Brookss. He was in his most
inspiring mood. He taked to me with a charming frankness
about the war, about the future of England, about his own
cae, and about the opportunities of youth. He was bitter
about the Foreign Office, caled Mr. Bafour a harmless old
gentleman, and cadtigated other prominent permanent officids
who ae still living. Before he died, he said, he would like to
have sx months at the Foreign Office. He would begin with a
broom—no, he would start with afire. He would have liked
to s= Lord Robert Cecil as Foreign Secreary, with Sir Eyre
Crowe as his assgarnt.

About the war he was inclined to be pessmigtic. As he gave
me my find instructions about my mission, he pointed out the
gravity of the situation. If the submarine menace were not
speedily averted, a decison could not be long delayed. He
envisaged the possibility and even the probability of a peece
by negotiation. As far as Russa was concerned, things were
so bad that it did not matter very much what | did. My main
task must be to do as much harm to the Germans as possible, to
put a gooke in the wheds of the sgparate pesce negotiations,
and to diffen by whatever means | could the Bolshevik ress
tance to German demands. All the information | could obtain
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as to the red nature and strength of the Bolshevik movement
would be extremely valuable. If | wasin any difficulty, | wasto
telegrgph to him direct.

| find it hard to write of Lord Milner in anything but super-
latives. He never shone in the market-place of politics. He had
none of the tricks of the politician. Certainly, he was no orator
asMr. Lloyd Georgeis. But in aCabinet, most of whase mem-
bers were profoundly ignorant of everything outside England,
his wide range of knowledge, his capadity for red work, and his
comprehensive gragp of administrative detail made him in-
valuable. To M r. Lloyd George he was the indispensable colla-
borator, who could be relied upon to read evary paper, to sft
every stheme, and to form an unbiased and detached view of
every problem that was put before him. His nobleness of mind,
his entirely natural charm of manner, his lofty idedism, the
complete absance of ambitious scheming or of anything ap-
proaching sdf-conceit in his character, and his broad and
vigorous patriotism made him the ided inspirer of youth.
W ith young men, too, hewss at his best. Heliked to surround
himself with them. He bdieved they should be given their
chance. For to the end of hislife this man, so gentle and under-
standing in manner and so tenacious in purpose, was desply
concerned with the future of England. He was, too, very far
from being the Jngo and the Conservative reactionary whom
popular opinion at one time represented him to be. On the
contrary, many of hisviews on sodety were startlingiy modern.
He bdieved in the highly organised sate, in which sarvice,
effidency, and hard work were more important than titles or
money-bags. He had little respect for the aristocrat, who wes
effete, and none a all for the financier, who had made his
money not by production but by manipulation of the
market.

I must have been one of the lagt of the young men to worship
at his fet, and there | have remained. | sa2 no Milnersin our
public life a present—men who are prepared to sarve the State
disinterestedly and with no other ambition than to serve it well,
and to thisday, far more than the politicians or the millionaires,
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he g¢ands out as an example to the country of the ideal
public servant. In the life of every nation it is character which
ocounts in the end, and among all the so-called great men of the
world whom | have met there has been none who in this regpect
isfit to hold a candleto Lord Milner. My own conduct must
have tried him highly. He had arranged my Russan mission,
not because he had anything but a profound abhorrence of
Bolshevism, but because he bdieved that | understood the
Russan stuation better than most Englishmen. He was pro-
bably disappointed when | ssemed to go over body and soul to
the Bolsheviks. He may have regarded my subsequent failure
in Russa asareflection on hisjudgment. But hisattitudeto me
underwent no change He was as kind to me when | returned
aswhen | st out. | dined alone again at Brooksswith him on
Fveral ooccadons | was a frequent viditor at his house in Little
College Street. When | went abroad again, | kept in touch
with him. Hetook an interest in my career, and it was on his
advice (taken, unfortunately, too late) that | left the Foreign
Office.

In oneregpect Lord Milner's promotion of my interests was
detrimental to my progpects | had been sdected for this
Russan mission not by the Foreign Secretary but by the War
Cabing—actually, by Lord Milner and Mr. Lloyd George
The decison had been taken over the heads of the permanent
officals, who chafed under the L1oyd George method of hand-
ling affairs and who resented having stray missons, headed by a
junior Vice-Consul, foisted upon them.

| should have redlised this at the time—indeed, | receved
a broad hint from Lord Robert Cecil—and with a proper
humility should have placated the higher permanent officials
The Cedils and the Milners would depart with the end of the
war. TheHardingesand theTyrrellsor their equivalentswould
remain. | did seLord Hardinge, beforel left, and was, | hope,
properly humble. But | confessthat | gave thisagpett of my new
position little thought. Adventure tugs at the heart-strings of
youth. | had been given the opportunity for a great adventure,
and my one thought was to gart on it at once During the
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month which had just pessed | had ssen and met, and even
been listened to, by the men who were in the very heart of
afarsin London. | had been sdected from among God knows
what weird choice of candidates for a difficult and exciting
misson* | had had a colossal stroke of luck. If my head had not
been turned alittte—and | do not think it was—there were sure
to be kind friends who would say that it had been.

My departure was in the grand manner. With Litvinoff *s
letter in my pocket and Lord Milner's blessng on my head, |
travelled up to Edinburgh on January 12th and stayed the night
with my grandmother, who cried affectionately over me. The
next day, accompanied by the other members of my mission
and by my wife, who had come to sse us off, | made my way to
Queensferry. It was a glorious, sunny day, and, as we passsd
the tenth mile stone, suddenly the Forth Bridge came into
view and drawn up in two long rows behind it the assembled
might of the British battle fleet.

We arrived at the Hawes I nnin time for luncheon. The Navy
had now taken charge of us, and veary little information was
vouchsafed to us. Some time that afternoon we were to go on
board the cruisar which was to take us to Bergen. Till dusk
time lay heavy on our hands. | waked aong the shore, looking
at the great ships and wondering when | should be home again.
| had been brought up on "Kidnapped.' It was in this same
sdty old-fashioned Hawes | nn that Uncle Ebenezer and Captain
Haoseason had made their plot to entice David Bafour on to the
brig Covenant and to sdl him into davery on the American
plantations. It did not ssem a very happy omen. The day, too,
was the thirteenth of the month. Action, however, soon
banished the gloom from my thoughts. As the dusk grew into
darkness, a young lieutenant came ashore and in a whisper
informed us that we were to go aboard. There was a ddlicious
secy and se of mystery about the whole business. Soft-
footea sailors spirited our luggage avay. Then, silently, insingle
file, we crept down the geas of the jetty to the pinnace which
wasto convey ustothe Yarmouth. At sixp.m. wewereon board.
But it was not until dawn the next day that we raised anchor.

P
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Then, headed by the two dedroyers which were to be
our exort, we seamed dowly between the towering lines of
the great battle-cruisers, down past the massve cylinders of
the Forth Bridge, and out into the open sa.

The Great Adventure had begun.



CHAPTER TWO

IF I HAD conveniently forgotten my sck leave vayage from
Moscow to London, the return journey remans as clearly
stamped on my mind as if it were yesterday. There was neither
monotony nor much tranquillity about it. | had become some-
one—or, a leadt, something—of minor importance, and the
change in my daus wes reflected in the different attitude
towards me of those two grest barometers of worldly signifi-
cance the Press and our own Legations abroad. On my first
night on board the Yarmouth | dined aone in solemn sae with
the captain, a tall, well-built man with a strong face and a
quiet, saf-reiant manner. He was a grandson of W. G. Grace,
the famous cricketer, and is to-day an admiral. The res of my
mission dined in the ward-room. For many of us that wes the
last med we had on board. As soon as we had pessed May Idand
we ran into terrible weather with heavy sss and a raging wind.
The cold, too, wes bitter, and every haf-hour or so we en-
countered a fresh blizzard. It wes in fact, the North Sea @t its
worst, and a light cruser, deared for action, weas not the kind
of ship best suited to face it. We could not go on deck. A
goodly number of the crew and at leest one dfficar were violently
sadck. Hicks, Phelan and Birse were in extremis.

The next morning we arrived off the Norwegian Coast, but
the s=5 were too stormy and the blizzards too blinding to
permit our making the entry into the fjord. During the night
one of our destroyers, unable to keep head with the westher,
had been forced to return home. For some time we had lost
touch with the other owing to the wirdess freezing.

| have never been ssadck in my life, but | confess frankly
that | wes relieved both of discomfort and of a certain amount
of few when, dta twenty-four hours of cruisng off the
Norwegian Coedt, we entered the Bergen fjord. Here we were
met by Commodore Gade, the Commander-in-Chief of the
Norwegian Fleet. He had on board his seam yacht Sir George
Buchanan, Genera Knox, Admiral Stanley, Captain Scde and
Captain Neilson, who were returning to England. | had half

211
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an hour's conversation with the Ambassador, who wes his usua
charming sdf. This time, however, he looked ill and tired.
The firg ten months of the revolution had added ten years to
his life.

Having sad good-bye to the Ambassador and his suite, we
had an excdlent luncheon with Gade and at four o'clock were
glad to sretch our legs on the firm ground of Bergen. The next
morning we made the railway trip—the most wonderful in the
world—from Bergen to Chiistiania. It wasnot to my mind so
impressive in winter as in the autumn.

Christiania, whose merchants had grown fat on supplying
ships and fish to the Allies, wes very expensve and amost gay.
Champagne began to flow at deven o'cdock in the morning and
never ceesad. The inhabitants, too, were very pro-British and,
owing to the Norwegian loss of life from German sub-
marines, violently anti-German. A few days before we arrived
a German music-hall artist, who had been hissad by his
Norwegian audience and who had expressed resentment, had
been torn dmost to pieces

We had twenty-four hours at Christiania, and, although
owing to the Russo-German peece negotiations | was anxious
to push on as quickly as possible, the time pessad pleasantly
enough. | dined at our Legation and met Sir Mansfeldt Findlay,
one of the talles Englishmen in the world and certainly the
tallest man in diplomacy. He was a good organiser and, aided
by Charles Brudendl-Bruce, ran his huge Legation (Chris-
tiania, in pesce time a diplomatic backwater, had, owing to the
blockade, the largest staff of any Legation or Embassy during
the war) with great effidency. In his political views he was an
extreme Conservative, who would rather have lost the war than
run the risk of socid upheava in England.

In Chrigtiania, too, we met the first of the English refugess
from Russia members of our prosperous colonies in St
Petersburg and Moscow, who in a night had seen their com-
fortable exisence swept avay before their eyes in the maglstrom
of revolution. One conversation, in particular, | noted in my
diary. It was with Reynolds, a well-to-do timber-merchant,
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who had been very intimate with members of the Embassy
gaff. He had lost everything, was very nervous, and was
obssssed with only one idear that we should make pesce as
00N as possible in order, in dliance with Germany, to restore
order in Russa

| recal this conversation because it was typical of the point
of view we were to find among the Russian bourgeois in
Moscow and . Petersburg during 1918. Yet in the face of
these facts all through this period our military experts were
writing memoranda about the loyal Russans and about the
restoration of the Eagtern front. As if there were any Russans
who thought of any other interests than their own or of any
other front than the civil war front, once the Bolshevik revolu-
tion had started. This is not anti-Russian prgjudice. It is plain
common sne An Englishman or a German, stuated in
similar crcumstances, would have had the same thoughts and
the same mental reactions. If there were Russians who acogpted
the English formula of restoring the Eastern front and who
talked of the sanctity of their oadi to fight until victory weas
asured, they did so, conscioudy or sub-conscioudy, with their
tongues in their chesks The one am of every Russian bour-
geois (and 99 per cat of the so-cdled "loyal" Rusians wee
bourgeois) was to secure the intervention of British troops (and,
failing British, German troops) to re-establish order in Russia,
uppress Bolshevism and restore to the bourgeois his property.

On our arrival a Stockholm we received news that civil war
had broken out in Finland and that the chances of our getting
through to St. Petersburg were very small. | was determined,
however, to push on, and, while Sir Eame€ Howard (to-day
Lord Howard and ex-Ambassador to the United States, then
our Minister in Stockholm) telegraphed to the British authori-
ties a Haparanda and Helsingfors to make al possble
arrangements for our journey, | went off to see Vorovsky, the
Bolshevik Minister, to arange for a Russan train to meet us
at the Finnish frontier.

| rather liked VVorovsky. He had a fine intellectua face with
wistful grey eyes and a brown beard. He was thin, looked
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agodtic, and gave metheimpression of aman of taste and refine-
ment. He had beautiful hands and in Paris would have been
teken immediately for an artist or a writer. | showed him my
letter to Trotsky, and he promised to do everything he could
to help me. He ds gave me the laest news of the Russo-
German pesce negotiations at Brest-Litovsk. From my point
of view they were encouraging. At firg the Germans had
wanted to conclude pesce with the grestest possible despatch,
but now, encouraged by the defection of the Ukrainians, who
had gone over body and soul to them, they were trying to force
the mogt impossible terms upon the Bolsheviks. The negotia-
tions, Vorovsky said, were likely to be prolonged. If it were
humanly possible, hewould get usto St. Petersburg in three days.

We arrived in Stockholm on Saturday, January 19th. It wes
Friday, January 25th, before we left for Haparanda and
Finland. Although the dday wes irksome, our sojourn in
Stockholm weas not uninteresting. The town itself looked its
best in its winter mantle of show and dear blue sky. The
wegther was wonderful and the ar like champagne My
hotel wes beseged with vistors—mostly English and Russian
refugees from Moscow and St. Petersburg, who wanted me to
protect their property or to teke a messege to their reatives. |
lunched and dined with Sir Eame' Howard and through him met
M. Branting, the Swedish Socidigt Prime Minister. Branting,
a massdve and impressive figure of a man, was the convenor of
the ill-fated Stockholm Socidist Conference, which had been
frowned on by M r. Lloyd George and which had failed through
the fears of British Conservatives that the British ddegates
would be shep in the dutches of the German wolves
Branting still wanted to have his Conference and to include the
Bolsheviks in his generd invitation. Sir Esamé Howard, who in
Stockholm probably had a better objective view of both sides
in the war than any other diplomatist dsawhere, rightly con-
cluded that we had something to gain and nothing to lose from
such a Conference, and supported Mr. Branting's proposas
Like every other proposal which ssamed to hint at peece, they
cameto nothing.
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In Stockholm, too, | found some old friends—the volatile
Lykiardopoulos, Guy Colebrooke, and that fine old Russian
gentleman, Generd Wogak—and made some new ones, in-
cluding Clifford Sharp, the brilliant editor of the New Sates-
man. "Lyki," formerly a Liberal, had now, like other Russian
Liberas, become vary reectionary. He tried to strike terror into
our hearts with tdes of horror from Russia: how in Turkestan
the population was killing off the old men and women and
children because there was not enough to edt; how in Petrograd
people were bartering a suit of dothes for aloaf of black bread.
It was madness for us to proceed on our journey. England should
reverse her policy and put her money on the monarchists. The
Bolsheviks would not last another month.'

More interesting was my dinner with Nobel—a member of
the famous Swedish family. He had spent years of his life in
St. Petersburg and had large interests all over Russa He had
formed a more accurate estimate of the situation and was con-
vinced that Bolshevism had not yet reeched its gpogee Like
al foreigners who had property in Russa he was anxious for a
generd peece and for an Allied-cum-German intervention
againg the Bolsheviks. He wes one of the few people who at
that time had visudised Bolshevism as a world-danger. With
other Swedes he had joined arifle club in order that he might
teke his place behind the bourgeois barricades in the event of a
proletarian rising in Sweden.

Not al my time was passed in such serious and lugubrious
convarsaions. More frivolous entertainment was provided by
Sir Coleridge Kennard, who weas the L egation secretary in charge
of British propaganda in Sweden, Sir Coleridge is an Orienta-
list, a poet, and a romanticist. Obviously, he would have
imaginative idess on propaganda The Swedish uppa-dasses
were pro-German. They were 0 sentimental and fond of late
hours. Sir Coleridge conceved the fantagtic but inherently
sound plan of making them pro-ally by providing Stockholm
with a firg-dass British variety entertainment. He won over
the benevolent Sir Esve* Howard to his scheme He convinced
Whitehall that English beauty and English tdent were more
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potent political factors than subsidised leading artidles in the
Swedish Press. And he was given dmost a free hand.

He weas as proud of his cabaret as M ussolini is of hisdramas,
and we were not alowed to leave Stockholm without seeing it.
It was agreat experience. We dined in the magnificent M oorish
hall of the Grand Hotel, and then, beneath a star-lit sky with
the moon shining on the icy waters of the fjords, we made our
way to Rolf's, where Sir Coleridge held his court. Here for the
first time | heard Miss Irene Brownesing "Hello, my dearie.”
Here, too, Miss Beity Chester made her contribution to the
Allied victory by avivacity which drew roars of gpplause from
the sentimental, punch-drinking Swedes It was an excdlent
and most successful form of propaganda, for it paid its own
way. For meit wasto be thelast link with Western civilisation
for nine months.

The next day | received amesssge from Vorovsky requesting
me to come to see him. He had received a tdlegram from St.
Petersburg. All arrangements had been made for our ssfe con-
duct from the Finnish frontier. He o gave me the latest news
from Russa It wes disturbing. Shingarieff and Kokoshkin,
two ex-minigters of the Kcrensky Government, had been bru-
tally murdered in their beds by sdlors in the Marine Hospital
in St. Petersburg, to which they had been taken from the Petro-
paviosk Fortress. | had known both men intimately—more
egpecidly Kokoshkin, who was an old Moscow friend. Each
belonged to the very best type of Russian. Their whole
lives had been spent in disinterested public service. They were
Liberas, who had worked incessantly to help the down-trodden
and oppressed, and it would have been hard to find two men in
public life more free from persona ambition or saf-seeking.
The news of this butchery filled me with a sickening horror.
The revolution was working out to pattern. Its chief victims
were to be amongst those democrats who had trusted most in
the common sn=e of the people. Even Vorovsky wes shocked
and ssamed ashamed. Five years later he himself wes to be shot
down by the pistol of aRussian monarchist in the dining-room
of the Beau Rivage Hotel in Lausanne.
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That same evening, dta a saies of hurried farewdls, we
left for Haparanda, the Swedish frontier town on the Northern
extremity of the Gulf of Bothnia. The journey was tedious,
lagting more than twenty-six hours. There were many ddays,
the engine puffing and snorting as though unwilling that we
should go farther. And, indeed, there would have been every
judtification for our turning back. Civil war had broken out in
Finland between the Whites and the Reds. The Whites held
the North. The Reds had saized control of Helsingfors. We
should have to aoss the line of fire between the opposing forces
The conductors and Swedish passanga's on the train told us we
should never get through.

On the morning of Saturday, January 26th, we arrived at
Haparanda and, ater some discusson and much uncertainty,
we aossed over to Tornea on the Finnish side, where we spent
the whole day debating our next decison. Having come so far,
| was determined to push on. Thanks to the energy of Greener,
the British Pasgport Control officer, we succesded in per-
suading the Finns to run a train, and &t ten in the evening we
st out into the unknown. Our fellow pessagas were mainly
Russan emigrants—former exiles of the Tsarist regime—who
were returning to the new Paradise. Most of them were in a
dae of aject terror. Doubtless, they were afrad of the
Finnish Whites, who at this sage of our journey were in com-
plete control.

At eight o'dock the next night we arrived at Ruhimaki, where
we were told that the bridge at Kuovaa had been destroyed by
White Guards and that we could not proceed farther. We had a
choice between returning to Stockholm or persuading the guard
to make a detour and teke his train to Helsingfors. We spent
the night in the station and the next morning came on to Hel -
singfors to find the capita in a state of revolution. Desultory
firing was going on in the square outsde the station. On the
platform we met Lednitski, a leading Polish lawyer, whom |
had known in Moscow. He informed me that the hotds were
crowded with refugess, that people were degping in threes and
fours even in the bathrooms, and that we had no chance of
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obtaining accommodation. He offered to try to find rooms for
us at the house of a Polish priest. When the firing ssemed to
have died down, | left Birse and Phelan in charge of our lug-
gage and wandered off with Hicks and Lednitski to find the
priest. The priest had no avalable accommodation. We left
Lednitski with him and, armed with a map, s out on our
long tramp back to the station. The weather was vile. There
had been a thaw, and the snow, dirty and yellow, was soft and
dushy. The firing in the sdesrests sounded unpleasantly
dose Then suddenly, as we mounted a hill and turned into a
broad boulevard, we ran into a fleeng mob pursued by a
detachment of sdlors with a machine-gun. The salors were
spraying the sreet with bullets. The pursued had sought the
shdter of the pavements. Some were rushing hdter-skelter as
fedt as their legs could cary them. Others were trying to bresk
open the locked doors of the shops and houses. Severa corpses
lay faoe downwards in the snow. The whole rush lasted only a
few seconds and Hicks and I, who were a fine mark in the
middle of the road, had not time to turn back. We flopped on
our faoes in the snow. Very gingerly | held up a white handker-
chief, while Hicks waved his British passport. The next few
soonds seemed like eternity. The sailors, equally cautious, ad-
vanced very dowly with their machine-gun and pointed rifles.
Fortunately, they ware Rusians, and my letter to Trotsky
worked wonders.

The salors, in fact, turned out to be a God-send. Satisfied
regarding our bona fides, they took us to the station, where they
gave gtrict orders for the sefe custody of our baggage Then they
conducted us to the British Consulate. Here we met Grove and
Fawcett, his Vice-Consul. They succesded in fixing us up for
the night in a smal pension, and the next day Fawcett, who
knew everyone in Helsingfors, persuaded the Red Finnish
Government to give us a train and a sffe conduct to the broken
bridge on the odier sde of which we hoped to find a Russian
train.

At seven o'dlock the same evening we sgt out once more on
our Odyssey. Thanks to our Red sfe conduct, we travelled
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very comfortably. Our train, at leest, wes heated, and the
accommodeation, if rough, was ample. We were favoured, too,
by drcumgtances. The Finnish Reds were especidly kind to us,
because at that moment the White Finns were negotiating for
German assgance

When we came to the bridge we had a moment of trepida-
tion. Rumour, however, had exaggerated, as usud, the extent
of the destruction. The line, it is true, had been torn up. The
arch of the bridge had been buckled. But the bridge itself wes
still standing and still passsble on foot. At midnight we got out
of our warm train into the freezing night. Then, with the aid
of alantern, we crept our way aooss the bridge. It was another
egrie performance, but once again it wes sefdy accomplished.
The Red Finns who accompanied us—we had been provided
with an armed exot—were both kind and efficient. In two
shifts they carried our heavy luggage aooss the bridge for us.
This was no mean feat, for we had provided oursalves with an
abundance of stores, and our packing casss were both heavy and
cumbersome. Not as much as a parcd was missing when the
task was compl eted.

What was more, thanks to the intervention of the Finnish
Reds, a train with seam up was waiting for us on the other
sde. We entrained a once and at seven on the following even-
ing we arrived in St. Petersburg without further incident or
delay. We were the lagt British pessanga's to get through—the
lagt British officids to make the journey from London to St
Petersburg via Scandinavia until the end of the war.



CHAPTER THREE

IT WAS A VERY different St. Petersburg to which | had returned.
The drests were in an appalling state. The show had not been
swept avey for weeks and the deigh-drive from the Finland
gation on the north sde of the river to the Embassy wes like a
ride on a soenic railway—without the security. The people in
the dreats weare dgoressed and unhappy. Very dreadful, too,
wes the condition of the horses. They looked as if they had
not had a square med for weeks Just before we came to the
Troitski Bridge, we pessed a deed horse. It wes frozen into the
sow and had obvioudy been there for some days.

At the Embassy there was some confusion of thought and
much divison of opinion. Trotsky wes a Brest-Litovsk
endeavouring to meke peece with the Germans, and no one
semed to know quite what wes happening. The Embassy
gaff was split up into recognitionists and anti-recognitionists,
and Lindley (now Sir Francis Lindley and H.B .M .'s Ambassa-
dor to Jgpan), who wes in charge, seered an indecisive course
between the two conflicting groups. Until we could find a
suitable house, the members of my misson weare quartered on
different members of the other British missons in St. Peters
burg. My own good Samaritan was Rex Hoare, now British
Minister in Teheran and then second secretary at the Embassy.
A charming companion with a dow drawl, which belied an
extremely adtive intelligence, Hoare was one of the fewv English-
men who could teke an objective view of the revolution. He was
in favour of recognisng the Bolshevik Government, and his
views were in dose accordance with my own. That night, as |
sought to reed myself to deep, | found beside my bed a copy
of Lord Cromer's "Modern Egypt."” In it | cane agoss an
aphorism, which had guided Cromer's conduct in Egypt: "l1
faut saccomoder aux circonstanccs et en tirer parti mhne de ce qui nous
deplait,” It ssemed an excdlent guide for my own conduct in
the difficult situation in which | now found mysdf.

The next day | had my first interview with Chicherin, who
in Trotsky's asace a Brest-Litovsk was in chage of the
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Foreign Office. He received me in the same building in which
Sazonoff had formerly held sway. Petroff, a swvarthy Jew, was
present during our interview, and the serio-comic nature of the
situation may best be illustrated by the fact that both men had
been rdeased from an English prison in order to return to
Russa

A Russian of good family, who long before the revolution
had saarificed a fortune for his Socidist convictions, Chicherin
was a man of great culture. In his youth he had begun his
career as an officid of the Tsarist Foreign Office, and he spoke
French, English and German with fluency and accurecy. He
was dressed in a hideous yellow-brown tweed suit, which he
had brought with him from England, and during the sx
months of our dmost daily contact | never saw him in any
other. With his sandy-coloured beard and hair and his sandy-
coloured suit he looked like one of those grotesque figuresmade
by children on the sea-shore Only his eyes smal and red-
rimmed like aferret's, gave any sign of life. His narrow shoul d-
as were bent with much toiling over his desk. Among a group
of men who worked for sixteen hours out of the twenty-four,
he wes the most indefatigable and rdentless in his attention to
his duties. An idedist, whose loyalty to his own Party was
unshakeble, he was extraordinarily mistrustful of everyone
outside it.

Our firg interview wes satisfactory, but vague. Later, when
| knew my Chicherin better, | learnt that he never took a
decison without reference to Lenin. On this occason,
however, he had evidently received instructions to be friendly.
Indeed, the Bolsheviks, whase obvious policy wes to play off
the Germans againg the Allies and the Allies agang the
Germans, welcomed my arrival. In the Bolshevik Press the
importance of my misson and of my own position was wil-
fully exaggerated, and | was described, not only as the man of
confidence of Mr. Lloyd George, but dso as an influential
politician, whose sympathies were entirely with the Bolshevikd
This description of my standing caused some misunderstanding
among the other Allied missonsin St. Petersburg. In particular,
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one American intelligence officar, whose chief contribu-
tion to the war was the purchase of a gack of documents,
0 papably forged that even our own sexet sarvice would
have nothing to do with them, reported to his Govern-
ment that a dangerous English revolutionary had arrived in &.
Petersburg and was hob-nobbing with the Bolsheviks.

Chicherin was honest enough in his acoount of what weas
happening a Brest. He told me that the negotiations were
going badly and that now was the grest opportunity for Eng-
land to make a friendly gedture towards Russia Almost in the
same breath he informed me that the Bolsheviks were now
busily engaged in organisng a new International, in which
there would be no room for moderate Socidists like Branting
and Henderson. This, in fact, wes the beginning of the
notorious Third International.

Ancther new acquaintance of these first days in the Bolshe-
vised St. Petersburg wes Raymond Robins, the head of
the American Red Cross Mission, and brother of Elizabeth
Robins, the well-known authoress. On the third evening of my
arival Rex Hoare invited him to dine with us, and we had a
good talk. Robins, who weas a philanthropist and a humani-
tarian rather than a politician, wes a wonderful orator. His
conversaion, like Mr. Churchill's, wes dways a monologue,
but it was never dull, and his gift of dlegory was as remarkable
asitwas original. With his black hair and his aquiline festures,
he had a mogt striking gpopearance He was an Indian chief
with a Bible for his tomahawk. He was Roosevet's right-
hand man in the "Bull Moose's" campaign for the Ameri-
can Presdency in 1912. Although a rich man himsdf, he was
an anti-capitdist. Y et, in spite of his sympathies for the under-
dog, he was a worshipper of grest men. Hitherto, his two heroes
had been Roosevdt and Cecil Rhodes. Now Lenin had captured
his imagination. Strangely enough, Lenin was amused by the
hero-worship, and of al foreigners Robins wes the only man
whom Lenin was dways willing to see and who ever sucoesded
in imposing his own persondity on the unemotional Bolshevik
leeder.
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In a less officid sanse Robins had a ssimilar mission to my
own. He was the intermediary between the Bolsheviks and the
American Government and had st himself the task of per-
suading President Wilson to recognise the Soviet regime. He
knew no Russian and very little about Russia. But in Gumberg,
a Russo-American Jaw, who for years had been in dose touch
with the Bolshevik movement, he had an assgat who sup-
plied him with the necesssty knowledge and arguments. And
Gumberg's arguments in Robins's mouth made a most con-
vincing caee for recognition. | liked Robins. For the next four
months we were to be in daily and amost hourly contact.

My first twelve days in St. Petersburg were spent in an end-
less round of discussons with Chicherin and our own officids
My reations with Lindley, who as Chage® d'Affaires might
reesonably have resented my intrusion into the political arena
(as the officid representative of the British Government he had,
of course, no dedings with the Bolsheviks), were of the friend-
liest. | co-operated with him to the fullest extent, reporting
everything to him, and consulted him about every step | took,
and in this way wha might have been an awkward and
unplessant situation was averted.

I made, however, little progress, and most of my tdegrams
to London remained unanswered. We were still completely
ignorant of the true course of the negotiations at Brest, and
Chicherin did little to enlighten our darkness. All that he
would admit wes that, while German militarism and British
capitaism were equaly hateful to the Bolsheviks, German
militarism was for the moment the greater danger. Germany
was now the centre of an anti-Bolshevik leegue. She was sup-
porting the bourgeois caue in Finland, Rumania, and the
Ukraine. The Russian bourgeois were looking to her to inter-
verne in Russia and to restore them to their former position.
Here weas a situation which the British Government could
exploit to its own benefit. The Bolsheviks would wdcome
British support.

On February 9th | had an interview of a more intriguing
nature. Various commissons of the Centra Poweas pesce
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delegation were actudly working in St. Petersburg. Through
a reliable channd | received a demand for an interview from
one of the Bulgarian ddegates As | had nothing to risk in sse-
ing him, | acceded to the request. In my diary he is entered
merely as S. His name, | think, was Semidoff. In a long
and interesting conversaiion he told me that Bulgaria was
ripe for peece and revolution and that with encouragement
(which, | asume, meant money) from England there would be
little difficulty in stating a movement to dethrone King
Ferdinand and expd the pro-German ministers. Obviously,
the man may have been an agent-provocateur sent to me by the
Bolsheviks. In this cesg however, the odds are that he was
genuine. | reported the incident to London and heard no more
about it.

While awaiting Trotsky's return from Brest, we took
advantage of this respite to establish our misson in a large
and wedl-furnished flat on the Pdace Quay amost directly
opposite the Peter and Paul Fortress and within afew hundred
yads of the Embassy. There was too, an excdlent cdlar,
which we took over a a reasonable price. We could, in fact,
have had a pelece for next to nothing. The unfortunate aristo-
crecy, deprived of everything, was only too glad to find a
foreign officdd who could, even temporarily, sffeguard its
property.

As a house-warming | gave a luncheon party to which | in-
vited the Embassy stall and other prominent British offidds
in St. Petersburg. My chief guest was Robins. He arrived late,
having just come from Lenin. He brought with him the newns
that Trotsky had refused to sign a shameful peece but that, as
Russia could not fight, she would go on demobilising.

During luncheon Robins spoke little, but afterwards, when
we assembled in the smoking-room, his tongue was loosed.
Standing by the mantelpiece, his black hair smoothed back
with charecterigtic gesture, he made amoving goped for Allied
support of the Bolsheviks. He began quietly, andysing the
various Allied arguments againgt recognition and demolishing
the ridiculous Allied theory that the Bolsheviks were working
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for a German victory. He drew a touching picture of a helpless
people facing with courage and without arms the grestest
military machine in history. We had nothing to hope from the
demordised Russian bourgeoise, who were actualy relying on
German aid for the regtoration of their rights and property.
Then he began his eulogy of Trotsky. The Red Lesder was
"a four kind son of a bitch, but the grestest Jawv since Christ.
If the German Generd Staff bought Trotsky, they bought a
lemon/* As he worked up to his peroration, he became amost
indignant over the folly of the Allies in "playing the German
game in Russia" Then he stopped dramatically and took a
piece of pgper from the flap pocket of his uniform. | can s
him now. Conscioudy or not, he had provided himself with an
dmost pefect setting. Before him a semi-circle of stolid
Englishmen. Behind him the roaring log-fire, its tongues of
flame reflected in weird shadows on the yellow-papered walls.
Outside, through the window, the glorious view of the dender
spire of Peter and Paul with the greet fire-ball of the setting sun
cading rays of blood on the snhow-clad wates of the Neva.
Once agan he pushed his hair back with his hand and shook
his heed like a lion. "Have any of you read this?' he asked.
"l found it this morning in one of your 'noospapers.” Then in
alow voice, quivering with emotion, he reed Major McCrae's
poem:

"W e ae the Dead. Short days ago

We lived, fet dawn, sav sunsat glow,

Loved and were loved, and now we lie
In Handers Fields.

Take up our quarrel with the foe

To you from failing hands we throw

The Torch; beyours to hold it high.

If ye bregk faith with us who die

We shdl not degp, though Poppies grow
In Fanders Fields."

When he had finished, there was an dmost deathly slence.
For what ssamed an eternity Robins himself turned avay and

Q
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looked out of the window. Then, sguaring his shoulders, he
came back to us. "Boys!" he said. "l guess we're al here for
one purpose—to s that the German Generd Staff don't win
thiswar."

Three quick strides, and he was by my side. He wrung my
hand. "Good-bye, Lockhart," he said. Four more strides, and
he was gone.

As a dramétic peformance Robinss effort was immense.
To-day, it sounds like emotiona hysteria Doubtless, too, he
had rehearsed all his dfeds before his shaving dass in the
morning. But at the moment his words made a degp impression
on everyone who heard him. There was not alaugh or a smile.
Even "Benji" Bruce, with al his Ulster prgudices aganst
revolution, was temporarily convinced that recognition or, at
least, support of the Bolsheviks againg German aggresson was
die right policy. Generd Poole, who aftewards commanded
the ill-fated expedition to Archangel, was then of the same
opinion.

Three days aterwards | had my first interview with Trotsky
in the Russan Foreign Office. It lagted for two hours, during
which we discussed al the moddities of Anglo-Russian co-
operation. As one of the accustions levelled agangt me &fter-
wards was that | had been infatuated from the first by Trotsky
and was completdly under his influence, | give my first impres-
sons of him exadly as | entered them in my diary at the time:

" February 15th, 1918. Had a two hours conversation with
L.D.T. (Lev Davidovitch Trotsky). He struck me &s perfectly
honest and sincere in his bitterness againg the Germans. He
hes a wonderfully quick mind and a rich, deep voice. With
his broad chet, his huge forehead, surmounted by grest messes
of black, waving hair, his strong, fierce eyes and his heavy
protruding lips, he is the very incarnation of the revolutionary
of die bourgeois caricatures. He is neet about his dress He
wore a deen oft collar and his nalls were carefully manicured.
| egree with Robins. If the Bastche bought Trotsky, he bought
a lemon. His dignity hes suffered an affront. He is full of
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belligerent fury againg the Germans for the humiliation to
which they have exposed him at Brest. He strikes me as a man
who would willingly diefighting for Russia provided there was
abig enough audienceto ss=him do it/'

Trotsky was angry with the Germans. At that moment he
was not quite certain what the German reection would be to
his famous declaration of " no peece and no war," but he had a
shrewd idea that it would be unpleasant.

Unfortunately, he was dso full of bitterness agang the
English. We had not handled Trotsky wisdly. At the time of
the first revolution he was in exile in America. He wes then
neither a Menshevik nor a Bolshevik. He wes what Lenin
cdled a Trotskis—that is to say, an individualist and an
opportunist. A revolutionary with the temperament of an
artist and with undoubted physical courage, he had never been
and never could be agood party man. His conduct prior to the
first revolution had incurred the severet condemnation by
Lenin. "Trotsky, as adways," wrote Lenin in 1915, "is, in
principle, opposed to the Socidist Chauvinists, but in practice
he is dways in agresment with them."

In the spring of 1917 Kerensky requested the British Govern-
ment to facilitate Trotsky's return to Russa Common snse
semed to indicate one of two courses to refuse, on the
grounds that Trotsky was a danger to the Allied cause or to
dlow him to return unmolested. As usua in our attitude
towards Russia, we adopted disastrous haf-meesures. Trotsky
wes tregted as a criminal. At Halifax, Nova Scotia, he was
separated from his wife and children and interned in a prison
camp a Amherst with German prisoners for four weeks His
finger-prints were taka™ Then, having roused his bitter hate,
we alowed him to return to Russia | am giving Trotsky's own
account of the incident. | learnt aftewards that it was sub-
stantially correct. The outraged Trotsky came back to Russia,
threw in his lot with the Bolsheviks, and relieved his injured
fedings by writing a fiercely anti-British pamphlet entitled
"A Prisoner of the English." Some trece of his resentment
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showed itself during our interview. | succeeded, however, in
soothing him. The German danger was uppermost in his mind,
and his lagt words, as | left him, were: "Now is the big oppor-
tunity for the Allied Governments/'

I returned from my interview to our flat only to find an
urgent messege from Robins requesting me to come to sse him
at once. | found him in a date of great agitation. He had been
in conflict with Saalkind, a nephew of Trotsky and then Asss
tant Commissar for Foreign Affairs. Saakind had been rude,
and the American, who had a promise from Lenin that, what-
ever happened, a train would dways be reedy for him a an
hour's notice, was determined to exact an gpology or to leave
the country. When | arrived, he had just finished telephoning
to Lenin. He had ddivered his ultimatum, and Lenin had
promised to give a reply within ten minutes. | waited, while
Robins fumed. Then the teephone rang and Robins picked
up the receaiver. Lenin had capitulated. Saakind wes to
be dismissed his post. But he was an old member of the
Party. Would Robins have any objection if Lenin sent him as
a Bolshevik emissary to Bane? Robins smiled grimly. "Thank
you, Mr. Lenin," he sad. "As | can't send the son of a bitch
to hell, 'burn' is the next best thing you can do with him."

This was the beginning of what weas to be a hectic month.
The Germans logt little time in replying to Trotsky's refusa
to sign their pesce terms and, to the congternation of the Bol-
sheviks, began to advance on St. Petersburg. At first the Bol-
sheviks made some show of ressance Orders were given in
this sen=e to the fleet and to the army. Trotsky himsdf, whom
| was now seaing daily, informed me that, even if Russia could
not resis, she would wege a partisan war to the best of her
ability. Very soon, however, it became dear that, in the
military sn=e of the word, there could be no ressance The
Bolsheviks had come into power on a peece dogan. A war
dogan might eeslly bring about their ruin. The bourgeoise
weas openly delighted at the prospect of the German advance,
which had emboldened the anti-Bolshevik Press to ateck the
Bolsheviks with afrenzied fury. The determining fector wes the
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attitude of the troops. On the rumour that the war was to be
renewed desertions from the front assumed the proportions of
panic flight, and, after an all-night sitting of the Commissars,
a tdegramn wes st to the Germans capitulating entirely and
asking for peece on any terms.

In the Bolshevik-Left Socia-Revolutionary codlition, of
which the Lenin Government was compaosed, there wes aholy-
war Party. It included Bolsheviks like Petroff, Bucharin and
Radek and, numerically, it was nearly as strong as the peece
party. Lenin, however, wes for peece Without peece he could
not consolidate his position. It was now that he formulated his
policy of "lavirovat" of which the best trandation is the
French "rtculer pour tnicux sauter.”" Trotsky, asusua, seered
a middle course He wanted to fight. He conddered that wer
was inevitable. If the Allies would send a promise of support,
he informed me that he would sway the decision of the Govern-
ment in favour of war. | sent severd tdegrams to London re-
questing an officid message that would enable me to strengthen
Trotsky's hands. NO message wes sent.

On February 23rd the German terms were received. They
were condderably differ in their territorial demands than the
Treaty of Versailles, and once again the ranks of the Bolsheviks
were torn with dissenson. The next day, &ter a fierce and
passonate debate, the Central Executive Commiittee decided
by 112 votes to 86 to acogpt the German terms. Lenin's cold,
cdculated logic dominated the meeting. There were, however,
25 abgentions. Among them wes the vote of Trotsky, who
during the discusson remained skulking in his room.

On the afternoon of the debate | telephoned to Trotsky. He
had given me his private telephone, and he answvered the call
himsalf. "May | goesk to Citizen Trotsky?' | asked. Therewss
agrowl of "N o" from the other end. But | had recognised his
voice. "Lev Davidovitch," | said quickly. "Thisis Lockhart.
| want to sse you immediately." There was a moment's slence*
Then another growl:

"It'sno use But comeat onceif youlike. | 'm at Smolny."

Smolny—in Tsarist daysa seminary for young girls of good
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family—was the Bolshevik headquarters. It had a picturesque
situation next door to a monagtery—a plessant blue and white
building on the outskirts of the city. The Ingtitute itself was
grey, with an entrance like a Greek temple. It reminded me of
the old Roya Military College building at Sandhurst.

As| made my way past the armed guards who with machine-
guns and fixed bayonets were posted before the gates my pass,
sgned by Trotsky himsef, was subjected to the dossst
scrutiny. Finally, | was taken to the commandant, atall sailor,
whom | was to meet again in less pleesant circumstances, and
in afew minutes| was being piloted upgairs through a maze of
corridors and dassrooms to Trotsky's sanctum on the sscond
floor. I made a mental note of the various natices still posted
on die wdls Vth Class Dormitory, Linen Room, Drawing
Class Formerly these corridors had resounded to the gentle
tramp of girls dippers. Everything, one could be sure, had been
immaculate; the only unseemliness a foolish giggle. Now all
was dirt and confuson. Salors, red guards, students and
working-men lounged againg the walls. None of them looked
as if he had washed for a fortnight. Cigarette ends and
crumpled newsshests srewed the floors.

Trotsky's own room was an exception. Lofty and well-lit,
it contained a red carpet. There was afine birch-wood writing
desk. There was even a wadepgpea basket. The habitual nest-
ness of its occupant was everywhere manifest.

The occupant himself, however, was in the worst of tempers.
"Haveyou any messsgefrom London?' heasked, still scowling.
| told him that | had not yet had a reply to my tdegrams, but
that, if the Bolsheviks would make a genuine effort to prevent
half Russa from falling into German hands, | was confident
that British support would not be withheld. " You have no
message' he said. " Well, | have. Whileyou are here trying to
throw dust in my eyes your countrymen and the French have
been intriguing againg us with the Ukrainians, who have
adready sold themsdves to the Germans. Your Government is
working for Japanee intervention in Shberia. Your other
missons here are plotting againg us with all the bourgeois
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One of the weskest gpots in Balfour's spesch is the statement
that the Jgpanexe ae going to help the Russans. Which
Russans? In Russia to-day there is one power, which by its
nature is degtined to wage a life and deeth struggle againg the
atacks of international |mperialisn—that is the Power of the
Soviets. The firs step, however, of those Russans, whom the
Jgpene=e intend to "help," as soon as they heard rumours of the
advance of the latter, wes to demand the abolition of the
Soviet Power. Should the Jgpanese move into Siberia, these
same "Russians' whom the Jgpanese are going to "help," will
demand the abolition of the Soviets throughout the whole of
Siberia. What can take the place of the Soviet Powa? The only
power that can take its place is a bourgeois government. But
the bourgeoise in Russa hes proved dearly enough that it can
only remain in power with foreign help. If a bourgeois govern-
ment, supported by outsde help, should egteblish itself in
power in Siberia and Eastern Russia become lost to the Soviet,
then in Western Russa the Soviet Power would become
weskened to such an extent, that it could hardly hold out for
long; it would be followed by a bourgeois government, which
would a0 need foreign help. The Power to give this help
would, of course, not be England. It is essy to understand what
avenues are opened up by this possibility.

I confirm that | redly sad this in a conversation with
Ransome, and | give permission for it to be printed.

LENIN.
Moscow 23/vi/1918;
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scum. Look at this," he shouted. He seized a bundle of papers
on his dek and thrust them into my hands. They were the
dleged originas of forged documents which had dreedy been
shown to me. They were typed on paper with the stamp of the
German Genegrd Staff. They were sSgned by various German
gaff offioas including, | think, Colonel Bauer. They were
addressed to Trotsky and they contained various instructions,
which he as a German agent was to cary out. One instruction
was an order to facilitate the pesssge by rail of two German
submarines from Berlin to Vladivostok.

| had ssen these documents before. They had been hawked
round the Allied missons in St. Petersburg for some time. One
st of "originals' had been bought by an American agent.
Months aftewards it was discovered that these letters, pur-
porting to come from such different cantres as Spa, Berlin,
and Stockholm, had been written on the same typewriter.

| smiled, but Trotsky was not to be placated. "So this is
what your agents wade their time and money on/' he hissed.
"Y our intrigues here have only helped the Germans. | hope you
ae proud of your work. Your Foreign Office does not deserve
towin awar. Your policy towards Russa right from the begin-
ning has been indecisve and vacillating. Y our Lloyd George is
like a man playing roulette and scattering chips on every
number. And now | haveto put up with this. Do you know that,
while your fools of goies are trying to prove that | am a German
agent, my friends down theee——" he waved his arm airily
towards the room bdow where the Central Executive Commit-
tee was ditting—"are calling me an Ententophile." There was
ome judification for his attack. The British Government was
entitled to regard Bolsheviam as a scourge and an evil. It might
make war on it or ignore it severdy. But it was sher folly to
continue to regard it as a movement fosered soldy for the
furtherance of German ends. When | had told Trotsky that |
had receved no reply to my tdegrams, | had been drictly
truthful. | had, however, received messages from our Foreign
Office. They still expressed Lord Robert Cecil's doubts and
suspicions regarding Trotsky. If | had sucoesded in convincing
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Whitehall that Trotsky was not a German daff dfficer in dis-
guise, he was still a German agent. It was an unsatisfactory
interview. The most | could extract from Trotsky wes that, if
pesce weare signed, it would be of short duration. The Bolshe-
viks had no intention of observing the German terms. He
promised, however, to kegp me fully informed. The same night
Pokrovsky, Chicherin, and Karachan left for Brest-Litovsk to
sgn the peace With the didocation of the railway traffic and
the Bolshevik genius for protraction the actuad signing wes to
be ddayed for another wesek.

In the meantime the uncertainty regarding the pesce negotia-
tions and the advance of the Germans towards St. Petersburg
had thrown the Allied Embasses into the wildest confusion.
For hours on end there were long conferences regarding the
policy to be pursued. Were the Embasses and missons to
remain or were they to be evacuaed? If they waited too long,
they ran the risk of faling into the hands of the Germans.
The decison to evacuate was forced by the action of the Ger-
mans, who refused to stop their advance until the Bolsheviks
had actudly signed the dictated peece treety.

The decison having been taken, there remained the ddicate
task of obtaining Bolshevik viss for the large number of
British offidds and agents, many of whom were not entered on
the diplomatic list. The Bolsheviks, who regarded the deper-
ture of the Allied Embasses in much the same manner as a
gambler regrets the loss of an ace wee likely to meke
difficulties.

The securing of the visss wes |eft to me, and, armed with a
sheef of pasyorts, | drove down to the Foreign Office to try
my luck. In the &sace of Trotsky and Chicherin, | was
recaeived by Petroff, whose imprisonment in England had not
increesed his effection for British officds After informing me
that there could be no objection to the departure of bona fide
diplomatists, he refered me to Lutsky, an unplessant Jewish
lawyer, who wes in charge of the passport department.

He was seated at his desk in a large room, the only other
occupant of which wes a girl typist, who sa a a smal table
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in the corner. Lutsky's rudeness made me boil with rage. He
was arat, and | should have liked to shake him. | kept my
temper while he went through my huge pile of passports
"My orders ae that only genuine diplomatists may receive
visas" hesad. " All these people are not on the Embassy staff/'
| explained patiently that my list was genuine and that the
bearer of evary passport was attached in some form or other to
the Embassy. He scrutinised esch photograph dosdy. To my
relief he passed Generd Poole and various other dofficars who
had been photographed in uniform. The pile was nearly
finished, and | thought | was about to achieve a complete
uocsss Therat, however, was enjoying his short reign. He was
determined to let me fed his newly acquired power. He picked
out a pasport. "'l know this man,” hesaid. "Heisaspy. You
ae dying to decaive me in the same way as the French and
Itdians have done." He stormed a me for a few minutes.
"For this dupery | shdl refuse all visas"” | sood up, still
keeping my temper under control. "In that case” | replied,
"please dlow me to teephone to Trotsky. Here is his private
telephone number and here is my pass to him signed in his own
handwriting." Lutsky hummed and hawed and changed histune.
"Very wel then," hesad, putting the rgected passport on one
sde, "I shdl stamp the others, but this one | shal not stamp.”

At this moment the Marchese Delia Torretta, the Italian
Chager d'Affaires and laer Italian Ambassador in London and
Foreign Minister under Mussolini, was announced. Lutsky
sprang to his feet. In preparing for a new scene he became
admod friendly to me. Once again he went rapidly through my
passports He rgected severd which beonged to members of
the British colony and added them to the passport which he
had dready turned down. He cdled his typist. “Sit down at
my desk and stamp these passports,” he said, pointing to the
lage pile. "The others ae to be retained until further
instructions.”

Then, puffing out his little chest, he advanced to the middle
of the room to receive the Italian Marchese standing. The soene
that followed wes the most extreordinary that | have ever
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witnessed, perheps the most extraordinary that hes ever taken
place between two representatives of foreign Governments.
As soon asthe Marchese entered theroom, L utsky overwhemed
him with a torrent of abuse. There had been some row about
an Italian deputy cdled Count Frasso, who had been arrested
by the Bolsheviks and who had been included in the Italian
officda pasgport list. There ssamed no end to the epithets
which Lutsky showered on the unfortunate Italian. "Bandits,
Teeks sons of bitches/' were among the mildest. Both men
were of smdl dature. At first Torretta, gentle, correct and
scrupuloudy polite, tried to remondgtrate. His protests pro-
duced a further storm of violence, Torretta then became hys-
terical and dmost tearful. His face went aghastly white. With
his sllver-grey hair and his short black coet he reminded me of
the Rabbit in Alice in Wonderland. His hands clutched ner-
voudy at his trouser legs Then he, too, began to scream. It
ssamed only amatter of seconds before the two men must come
to blows.

The soane fascinated me, but | had work of my own to do.
Among my rgected passports wes the passport of Terence
Keyes, abrother of Admiral Keyes and a Colondl in our Intel-
ligence Service. | knew that he had been engaged in various
anti-Bolshevik schemes If his pasgport were to be held up,
things might be awkward. In the meantime the girl was stamp-
ing my passports with one eye on her work and the other on the
drama which weas taking place before us She wes pretty. |
talked to her gently, and she smiled. | continued to talk, and, as
we talked, | began to fiddle with the passports As | was whis-
pering to her, | dipped Keyess passport into thelargepile. And,
God bless her blue eyes she samped it!

Just as her work wes finished, | heard Lutsky flinging his
last word at Torretta: “Not a single Italian is to leave/' and,
crestfadlen and crumpled, the Marchese crept out of the room.
Thoroughly satisfied with himsdf, Lutsky came over to his
desk. | had the visdd passports, Keyess among them, under my
arm. The half-dozen rgected ones were still lying on his table.
"May | go now?' | sad politely.
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"Certainly," he replied.

| waked avay and then turned back.

"l think | had better take the rgected passorts as well/' |
sad. "Their ownas may get into trouble without them."

He shrugged his shoulders. In his mind he was still fighting
his battle with Torretta. "Take them," he sad, and, picking
them up dowly, | made a dignified exit.

That night the British and French offidds (there were, of
ocourse, no Itaians) left by specid train for Bieoostroff and the
Finnish frontier. Petroff, who was Acting Commissar for
Foreign Affairs, went down on the engine for a find revision of
the pasyports. There was trouble with the French, but all our
party, including Terence Keyes passed the frontier without a
hitch.

If my mission in Russa failed in every other respect, it wes
a leest succesful in this, that it ssved some forty or fifty
British offidds from the indignities and humiliations that were
hegped upon their French and Italian colleegues.

There was a plessat curtain to this pasgport drama. On the
day dter the departure of the Embasses Lutsky wes arested
for granting visss to French subjects who were not entitled to
them. He was accussd of having acogpted French money.
That night | dined well on an &ffair that was well ended. | had
ussd no bribes—only my innate Celtic persuesveness and a
par of Russian eyes.



CHAPTER FOUR

THE ALLIED EMBASSIES left on February 28th. The next day
I went to Smolny and had my first interview with Lenin.

| felt alittle forlorn. My own position was now vaguer than
ever. But | had decided to remain & my post for two ressons
The Bolsheviks had not yet signed the pesce terms. They prob-
ably would do s, but even then the pesce wes likely to be of
short duration. Mere wes a position which | might ussfully
exploit. Secondly, so long as the Bolsheviks held the reins of
government in Russia, | fdt that it would be foolish to cut off
al contact with them and to leave the field open to the Ger-
mans. | was convinced that their interna srength wes far
gregter than most foreign observers redised, and that there wes
no other power in Russia which was cgpable of replacing them.

This, indeed, wes the fundamental difference between
Whitehall and mysdlf. The consansus of officid opinion in
London ssemed to be that Bolshevism would be swept avay
within a fev wesks My ingtinct told me that, week as the
Bolsheviks were, the demoralised forces of the anti-Bolsheviks
in Russa were till wesker. In the intensity of the civil grife
which weas now developing, the Great War had ceesd to have
any dgnificance to all dassss of Russians. In 0 far as Germany
wes our main enemy (and at this sate few Englishmen regarded
Bolshevism as a sarious menace to Western civilisation), we had
nothing to gain by stimulating civil war. If we took sdes agains
the Bolsheviks, we should be backing the wesker horse and
would have to employ large forces to ensure even a temporary
sucoess

In informing Lindley of my desre to remain, | made use of
thexe arguments. He made no objection. | therefore sant back
to England Phelan and Birse, who in the situation which had
now arisen could be of little service to me, and asked for Rex
Hoare, whose views were in sympathy with my own and whose
steadying influence would have been of great vaue to me. He
wes willing to stay on, but Lindley, perhgps rightly, decided
that, as my mission was nominaly an uncfficid one, he was

236
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not judtified in alowing me to retain the sarvices of a pro-
fessond diplomatist. He weas quite willing that | should take
on any officid who was willing to remain and who wes outside
the permanent gaff of the Embassy. There wee severd
volunteers, and from them | sdected Denis Garstin, a brother
of the well-known novelist and a young cavdry captain, who
gooke Russan with tolerable accuracy. Other English offidds
who remained were Captain Cromie, the nava atache, who
wes determined not to let the Bdtic Fleet fall into the hands
of the Germans, Woodhouse, the Consul, Magor McAlpine
and Cgptain Schwabe of Generd Poole's mission, and various
dfficas and offidds of our intdligence savices They were
entirely independent of me and supplied their own reports to
London.

With Lindley's depature | was therefore left to my
own resources. Moreover, the route through Finland was now
dosed, and for the next sx months | was to be shut off from
all communication with England except by telegraph. Robins,
too, had joined the American Embassy in its flight to VVologda
and had informed me by tdephone that in all probability
the Ambassador and his saff would leave the next day for
Americavia Siberia. If | could receive any encouragement from
Lenin he would remain and do his best to pesuade the
American Ambassador to follow his example.

It was therefore, with a sinking feding in my heart that |
went to Smolny that morning to sse the Bolshevik leader. He
received me in a smal room on the same floor as Trotsky's. It
was untidy and bare of all trappings excgpt awriting desk and a
few plain chairs. It was not only my first interview with Lenin.
It wes the first time that | had sst eyes on him. There was
nothing in his persona gppearance to suggest even faintly a
resamblance to the super-man. Short of stature, rather plump,
with short, thick neck, broad shoulders, round, red facg high
intellectua forehead, nose dightly turned up, brownish mous-
tache, and short, stubbly beard, he looked at the firs glance
more like a provincia grocer than aleader of men. Yet in those
gedy eyes there was something that arested my attention,
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something in that quizzing, half-contemptuous, half-smiling
look which spoke of boundless sdf-confidence and conscious
superiority.

Later | was to acquire a consderable respect for his intel-
lectud capacity, but at that moment | was more impressed
by his tremendous will-power, his rdentless determination, and
his lack of emotion. He furnished a complete antithesis to
Trotsky, who, strangdly silent, was a0 present a our inter-
view. Trotsky was al temperament—an individualist and an
artist, on whose vanity even | could play with some sucoess
Lenin was impersona and dmost inhuman. His vanity was
proof againg all flattery. The only gpped that one could make
to him wes to his saxe of humour, which, if sardonic, was
highly developed. During the next fenw months | was to be
pestered with various regquests from London to verify
rumours of serious dissensons between Lenin and Trotsky—
dissensons from which our Government hoped much. | could
have given the answver after that first interview. Trotsky was
agreat organiser and a man of immense physica courage. Buit,
morally, he was as incgpable of standing againgt Lenin as aflea
would be againg an dephant. In the Council of Commissars
there was not a man who did not consider himself the equa of
Trotsky. There was not a Commissar who did not regard
Lenin as a demi-god, whose decisons were to be acoepted
without question. Sguabbles among the Commissars were
frequent, but they never touched Lenin.

I remember Chicherin giving me an account of a Soviet
Cabinet meeting. Trotsky would bring forward a proposal.
It would be violently opposed by another Commissar. Endless
discusson would follow, and &l the time Lenin would be
writing notes on his knee, his attention concentrated on some
work of his own. At last someone would say: "Let Viadimir
Ilyitch (Lenin's Christian name and patronymic) decide/'
Lenin would look up from his work, give his decison in one
sentence, and all would be pesce

In his cread of world-revolution Lenin was as unscrupulous
and as uncompromising as a Jesuit, and in his code of political
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ethics the end to be attained justified the employment of any
wegpon. On occasons, however, he could be amazingly frank,
and my interview was one of them. He gave—correctly as
evats proved—adl the information for which | asked. It wes
quite untrue that the peeoe negotiations had broken down. The
terms were such as one might expect from a militarist regime.
They were scanddous, but they would have to be accepted.
They would be signed preliminarily the next day and would
be ratified by the overwhelming mgjority of the Party.

How long would the pesce hold? He could not say. The
Government wes to be transferred to Moscow to enable him to
consolidate his power. If the Germans forced their hands and
tried to instal a bourgeois government, the Bolsheviks would
fight even if they had to withdraw to the VVolga and the Urals.
But they would fight on their own conditions. They were not
to be made a cat'spaw for the Allies.

If the Allies understood this, there was an excdlent oppor-
tunity for co-operation. To the Bolsheviks Anglo-American
capitaism was dmogt as hateful as German militarism, but for
the moment German militarism wes the immediate menace.
For that reeson he was glad that | had decided to remain in
Russa He would give me all facilities, guaranteg, as far as
lay in his power, my persond safety, and grant me a free exit
from Russa whenever | wanted to leave. But—he wes soeptical
about any possibility of co-operating with the Allies. " Our
ways," he said, "are not your ways. We can afford to compro-
mise temporarily with capita. It is even necessary, for, if
capita were to unite, we should be crushed at this sage of our
development. Fortunately for us, it is in the nature of capita
that it cannot unite. So long, there fore, as the German danger
exigs | am prepared to risk a co-operation with the Allies,
which should be temporarily advantageous to both of us. In the
event of German aggression, | am even willing to acogat mili-
tary support. At the same time | am quite convinced that your
Government will never ssethingsin this light. It is a reaction-
ay Government. It will coopeaae with the Russan
reactionaries/'
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| expressed my fears that, now that pesce wes a certainty,
the Germans would be able to throw all their forces agang the
Western front. They might then crush the Allies, and where
would the Bolsheviks be then? Even more serious wes the
danger that Germany would be able to reieve her starving popu-
lation with grain forcibly exported from Russia Lenin smiled.
"Like dal your countrymen you ae thinking in concrete
military terms. Y ou ignore the psychologica factor. This war
will be settled in the reer and not in the trenches. But even
from your point of view your argument is fdse Germany hes
long ago withdrawn her best troops from the Eastern front.
As a result of this robber pesce she will have to maintain larger
and not fewer forces on the East. As to her being able to obtain
supplies in large quantities from Russia, you may st your fears
a rest. Passve ressance—and the expresson conies from your
own country—is a more potent wegpon than an army thet
cannot fight."

I went home in a thoughtful mood to find a baich of tde-
grams from the Foreign Office. They were full of complaints
about the peace. How could | insist that the Bolsheviks weare
not pro-German, when they proposed giving half Russa avay
to Germany without firing a shot. There was too, a strongly-
worded protest agang Litvinoff's activities in London.
Would | warn the Bolshevik Government immediately that
such conduct could not be tolerated. As | sat pargphrasing the
sne of the protest into Russian, the tdephone rang. It was
Trotsky. He had receved news that the Jgoanese were pre-
paring to land troops in Siberia. What did | propose to do
about it and how could | explain my own mission in the fece
of this open act of hodtility? | queried the authenticity of his
information and st down agan a my dek. My savant
brought in yet another telegram. 1t was from Robins, advising
me to come to Vologda. | got on to him by telephone, told him
that | was going to s= things through to the bitter end in St.
Petersburg, and requested him to inform his Ambassador
about the Jgpanee imbroglio. Jpenese intervention in Siberia
would destroy al possbility of an understanding with die
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Bolsheviks Common sene seemed to indicate that as a
meeaure for reconstructing an Eastern front aganst Germany
it was ludicrous. The final blow of a shattering day was a
telegram from my wife—crypticaly worded, but conveying
unmistakably the information that my efforts were meeting
with no sympathy in London. | was to be careful or my
carezr would be ruined.

London had neither approved nor disgpproved my decison
to remain on &fter Lindlcy's departure. From the fact that the
Foreign Office continued to bombard me with teegrams |
concluded that it had acquiesced in the new situation. | in-
dulged in a minor orgy of sdf-pity, which diffened my
obstinacy. Assuredly, my lot was a hard one. Then | went to
bed and reed the life of Richard Burton. In the circumstances
it was perhaps the most dangerous tonic | could have taken.
Burton had fought againgt Whitehall al hislife, and theresults
had been disastrous.

Lifein St. Petersburg during this period was a curious affair.
The Bolsheviks had not yet succesded in establishing the iron
discipline which to-day characterises their regime. They had,
in fact, meade little attempt to do so. There was no terror, nor
weas the population particularly afraid of its new megters The
anti-Bolshevik newspgpers continued to gppear and to attack
the Bolshevik policy with violent abuse. In particular Gorky,
then editor of the Novaia Zizn, excdled himself in denouncing
the men to whom to-day he hes given his whole-hearted
dlegiance. The bourgeoisie, still confident that the Germans
would soon send the Bolshevik rabble about its business, was
more chearful than one might have expected in such disturbing
cdrcumgtances. The population wes starving, but the rich still
had money. Regstaurants and cebarets were open, and the
cabarets at any rate were crowded. On Sundays, too, there were
trotting races before our house, and it was strange to contrast
these beautiful, well-groomed horses with the starved and skele-
ton negs of the unfortunate "droschke” drivers. The only red
danger to human life during these eaxly days of the Bolshevik
revolution was furnished, not by the Bolsheviks, but by the
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Anarchigs—bands of robbers, ex-army officers and adven-
turers, who had seized some of the finet houses in the city
and who, armed with rifles, hand-grenades, and machine-guns,
exadsd a gangdes rule over the capital. They lurked at
dregt corners for their victims and were utterly unscrupulous
in their methods of dealing with them. They were too, no
repectars of persons One evening, on his way back from
Smolny to the centre of the city, Uritsky, who was subse
quently head of the St. Petersburg Cheka, was pulled from
his deigh by bandits, stripped of all his dothes and left to
continue his journey in a gate of nudity. He was fortunate to
exape with his life. When we went out at night, we never
went alone, no matter how short the digance We walked,
too, in the middle of the road, and we kept our finger tight on
the gun in our overcoat pocket. Desultory firing went on all
through the night. The Bolsheviks ssamed quite incapable of
dealing with this pest. For years they had been crying againg
the Tsarig suppresson of free peech. They had not yet
embarked on their own campaign of suppresson.

I mention this comparative tolerance of the Bolsheviks,
because the crudties which followed later were the result of
the intendfication of the civil war. For the intensfication of
that bloody struggle Allied intervention, with the false hopes
it raised, wes largdy responsble. | do not say that a policy of
abgention from interference in the internal affairs of Russa
would have altered the course of the Bolshevik revolution. |
do suggest that our intervention intensfied the terror and
increasad the bloodshed.

On Saturday, March 3rd, the preliminary peace was signed
by the Russian ddegates at Brest, and the next day a Congress of
all the Sovietswas summoned to meet at M oscow on M ar ch 12th,
in order to give the formal ratification. At the same time
the Bolsheviks announced the formation of a nev Supreme
War Council and issued an order for the arming of the whole
people. Trotsky was appointed Presdent of the nev Council,
and Chicherin took his place at the Bolshevik Foreign Office.

| saw Chicherin on his return from Brest, He was dgected
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and therefore friendly. He informed me that the German
terms had rased a feding of resentment in Russia smilar to
that in France ater 1870, and now was the most favourable
moment for a demonstration of Allied sympathy. The pesce
was a dictated peece which Russa would bresk as soon as
she was strong enough. This, indeed, wes the attitude of evary
Commissar with whom | came into contact.

As St. Petersburg was now to be evacuated by the Govern-
ment, | asked Chicherin what arrangements he could make to
house my mission in Moscow. As usud, he was all promises
and vagueness | therefore went to Trotsky, who, when he was
in the mood, could get things done—and done quickly. | found
him in a gate of exdtation. His sense of the dramatic had
adapted itself to his new office Almost in a night he had be-
come asoldier. His whole conversation bresthed war. Ratifica
tion or no ratfication, there would be war. At the smal
committee meeting of theleading Bolsheviks, which had aready
decided on retification, he had abstained from voting. Hewould
not attend the formal ratification in Moscow. He was remain-
ing in St. Petersburg for another week. He would be glad if |
would remain with him. He would take me with him, when
he left, and would be persondly responsible for my comfort in
Moscow. Preferring the virile action of Trotsky to the vacilla-
tions of Chicherin, | decided to say on.

In spite of more trouble about Jgoanese intervention, the
mention of which never failed to rouse the fire in Trotsky's
gy/es (incidentally, it made no gpped to the Russian bour-
geoise, who rightly concluded thet it would not relieve their
sufferings), my last wesk in St. Petersburg was not unplessant.
| saw Trotsky every day, but otherwise | had less work than
usua. The wesather, too, was a its best, and we passed our
time happily enough in entertaining our Russian friends.

It wes at this time that | first met Moura——, who was an
old friend of Hicks and Garstin and a frequent visitor to our
flat. She was then twenty-six. A Russan of the Russans, she
had a lofty disregard for all the pettiness of life and a courage
which was proof againg all cowardice Her vitality, due
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perhaps to an iron constitution, was immense and invigorated
evaryone with whom she care into contact. Where she loved,
there was her world, and her philosophy of life had made her
migress of all the consequences She was an aristocrat. She
could have been a Communist. She could never have been a
bourgeoise. Later, her name was to become linked with mine
in the find drama of my Russan caear. During those first
days of our meeting in St. Petersburg | was too busy, too pre-
occupied with my own importance, to give her more than a
passing thought. | found her a woman of greet attraction, whose
conversation brightened my daily life. The romance was to
come afterwards

Cromie, our Naval Attache, was another of her friends, and
on his birthday Mouragave alittle luncheon party to which we
all came It was during Madennitsa or Butter Week, and we
ae innumerable "bliny" (pencakes and caviare) and drank
vodka | wrote a doggerd verse for each guest, and Cromie
mede one of his witty soeeches We toasted our hogtess and
laughed immoderately. For al of us it was dmogt the last
carefree hour we were to spend in Russa

Of the four English guedts at that luncheon | am the sole
survivor. Cromie died glorioudly, defending the Embassy from
Bolshevik intrusion. Poor Denis Gars tin, who had worked
with al his boyish enthusasm for an understanding with the
Bolsheviks, was taken from me by the War Office and sent to
Archangel, where he fell a victim to a Bolshevik bullet. Will
Hicks, or "Hickie," as everybody caled him, died of con-
sumption in Berlin in the spring of 1930.

It was a very pesceful St. Petersburg during this last week.
Never had it looked more beautiful, and its deserted dredts
added to its charm.

The centre of gravity had now been transferred to Moscow.
Lenin had left on March 10th. It was not until the afternoon
of the 15 th that Trotsky informed me we were to leave on the
following morning. He had just been appointed Commissar
for War. At the very moment when his gppointment was
announced, the Congress of Soviets which wes to ratify the
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pesce, had opened, and Lenin was making his historic answver
to his pro-war criticss "One fool can ak more questions in a
minute than twelve wise men can answer in an hour."

The next morning, having stored most of our heavy luggege
in the Embassy, we rose & seven and arrived a Smolny a
eight, only to wait till ten before the Trotsky beggege train wes
reedy. Most of that day we spent at the station, lolling about
in the glorious sunshine and watching the 700 Letts, who
furnished the Pragtorian Guard of the new Red Napoleon,
entrain. They looked a dour lot, but their discipline was excd-
lent. The tediousness of our long wait wes relieved by the
drolleries of Bill Shetoff, a cheerful scoundrel with a sense of
humour. He had spent his years of exile in New Y ork and had
arich fund of East-sde stories. Most of them were at the ex-
pense of Russa and the Russans for whom, in spite of his
Communist beliefs, he had a dight contempt. His gppearance
wes even funnier than his yarns. A miniature Camera, he wore
a suit of overdls over his ordinary dothes and sheepskin coat.
The whole was surmounted by a large checked English cep.
A pair of huge revolvers wes strung from a belt at his hips.
The generd dfet wes a aoss between a gunman and the
rotund gentleman who furnishes the advertissment for
Michelin tyres.

At ladt, at four o'cdock, Trotsky arrived, resplendent in a
khaki overcoat. We sauted, shook hands, and then he con-
ducted us persondly to our compartments. There were two of
them, and, as including our two Russian servants, we were only
sx strong, the accommodation was more than generous, more
espeddly as the train was overcrowded. We travelled done,
but just before we reached Liuban we received a message from
Trotsky. He would be glad if we would dine with him.

| shal remember that dinner to the end of my days We
dined at the head of a long table in the station restaurant. |
st on Trotsky's right and Hicks sa on his left. The fare was
plain but good, a thick "shtshi" soup, ved cutlets with fried
potatoes and sour gherkins, and a huge "torte." There was,
too, beer and red wine. Trotsky, however, drank mineral waa™
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He was in one of his genia moods and made an excdlent host.
Huge crowds, dumb and open-mouthed, watched us while we
ae. The whole neighbourhood ssemed to have assembled to sse
the man who had given pesce to Russia and now did not want
it. At the end of dinner | congratulated him formally on his
appointment as Minister for War. He replied that he had not
yet accepted the post and that he would not acoept it unless
Russiawere going to fight. At the time | believe he was sincere.
Almost a the same moment the sation-master came in and
handed him a telegram. It was from Moscow. It contained the
news that the Congress of Soviets had ratified the peece by an
enormous majority.

We dept none the less soundly and arrived a& Maoscow the
next morning without further incident.

At the dation Trotsky gave another exhibition of good
manners. He had secured rooms for us at the only hotel which
wes still functioning. He inssted on sending us off in his two
cas, while he himself waited at the station.



CHAPTER FIVE

IN ONE SENSE | wes glad to be back in Moscow. | knew nearly
every gone of its cobbled dreets It was dmost my home. | had
spent more years of my life insde its wdls than in any other
city in the world.

Yet it was a new Moscow that | found. Many of my old
Russian and English friends had left. Chelnokoff hed fled to
the South. Lvoff wes in hiding. Most of the fine housss of the
rich merchants were occupied by Anarchists, whose outrages
were even more daringly executed than in St. Petersburg.
The city, too, wes abnormally gay with a gaiety that shocked
me. The bourgeoise was awaiting the Germans with im-
patience and wes dready celebrating in advance the hour of its
relief. Cabarets flourished. There was even one in the Elite
Hotel, which was now our headquarters. Prices were high,
egpecidly for champagne, but there seamed no lack of money
among the guests, who nightly thronged the tebles until the
ealy hours.

I had, however, little time for moralising. Within twenty-
four hours of my arrival | was plunged into a whirlpool of
turbulent activity. | found Robins and his Red Cross Mission
a the Elite, where between us we had secured comfortable
suites with dtting-rooms and bathrooms. General Lavergne
and a large French military mission had dso made Moscow
their headquarters Genera Romei wes there with a smdler
Italian mission. Major Riggs represented American military
interests. If there was not to be the wildest confusion of opinion,
it wes essertid that we should co-ordinate our efforts.

| cdled on all the Allied representatives, and at Romel's sug-
gestion we had adaily conferencein my rooms, at which Lavergne,
Romei, Riggs and mysdaf were dways present. Robins dso
attended frequently. We succeeded in establishing aremarkably
smooth co-operation. Almost to the bitter end we were in com-
plete agreement regarding policy. We were watching the situa-
tion from the insde, and we redised that without Bolshevik
consat military intervention would result only in acivil war,
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which, without very large Allied forces would be disastrous
to our pregige. Intervention with Bolshevik consant was the
policy which we sought to cary out, and within ten days of
my arrival we passed a common resolution condemning Jepar+
ee intervention as futile. In sdf-defence | should make it
plain that all our actions were influenced by the situation on
the Western Front, where the grest German March offensve
was in full swing. We knew that the burning anxiety of the
Allied High Command was to detach as many German soldiers
from theWest as possible. But taking evary factor into consider-
ation, we could not believe that this object could be attained by
support of Alexeeff or Korniloff, who were at that time the
forerunners of Denikin and Wrangel. These generds, like
Skoropadsky, who wes ingtdled by the Germans as head of a
White Government in KiefF, were not immediately interested
in the war in the West. They may have been sncere in their
desire to recondtitute an Eastern front aganst Germany, but,
before they could do o, they had to ded with the Bolsheviks.
Without strong foreign aid they were not powerful enough for
this task. Outside the officer dass—and it, too, was demoralised
—they had no support in the country. Although we redised
that the Bolsheviks would fight only if they were forced into
war by German aggression, we were convinced that this situa-
tion might easly develop and that by a promise of support we
might help to shgpe events in the form we desired. We could
understand the resentment of the Allied Governments against
the Bolsheviks. We could not follow their reasoning.

In this miniature Allied council Romei and | were indepen-
dent. Romei reported direct to the Italian Generd Staff. He
weas not under the Italian Embassy. Since the departure of our
own Embassy, | wes done. Lavergne, athough the head of a
military mission, was dso military attache He was directly
under the control of his Ambassador. Riggs wasin an even more
subordinate position. And the Allied Ambassadors were at
Vologda, alittle provincial town, hundreds of milesavay from
the centre of events. It was as if three foreign Ambassadors
were trying to advise their governments on an English cabinet
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criss from a village in the Hebrides. They were, too, srangdy
ill-fitted for their task. Francis, the American Ambassador,
was a charming old gentleman of nearly eighty—a banker from
St. Louis, who had left America for the first time to be plunged
into the vortex of the revolution. Noulens, the French Am-
bassedor, wes ds0 a new arrival. He was a professond poli-
tician, whose attitude was determined by the prevailing policy
of his own Paty in the French Chamber. Lavergne, too,
had a Socidist on his gaff—Cgptain Jrogues Sadoul, the well-
known French bariser and former Socidist deputy. Sadoul,
who was on friendly tems with Trotsky, was a legacy
of Albert Thomas. He saved Lavergne well and faithfully,
but to Noulens he was like ared rag to a bull. Politician mis-
trusted politician. There was continual friction. Noulens held
up Sadoul's correspondence with Thomas, and in the end his
obstinacy and his oppression drove the unfortunate Sadoul into
throwing in his lot with the Bolsheviks. Torretta, the Italian
Chage® d'Affaires, knew Russa well and spoke the language.
His Russia, however, was the Russa of the old regime. Even
had he wished to do so, he was morally incapable of standing
up agang the virile and aggressve Noulens. Moreover, he
had had that despaae interview with Lutsky. There was not
much to be hoped for from Torretta

Vologda, even more than London and Paris, lived on the
wildest anti-Bolshevik rumours. Rarely a day pesssd without
Lavergnes being ordered by his Ambassador to invettigate
ome new evidence of Bolshevik pro-Germanism. Romei and |
roared with laughter when Lavergne asked us if we had heard
anything of a German Control Commission in St. Petersburg.
At the heed of it was Count Frederiks, the former Court
Minister of the Tsar. It was working behind the scenes but it
had complete control over the Bolshevik Foreign Office, and
not a single foreigner could leave Russa without its permission.
"Another telegram from Vologda!" we said. But Lavergne did
not laugh. These little excitements of M. Noulens had to be
teken serioudy, and, while Lavergne made inquiries on his
own, down would go Sadoul to Trotsky to regisger an officid
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protest agang the establishment of such a mission. Trotsky
would look blank. Sometimes he would be angry. At other
times he would laugh and offer to write out a bromide prescrip-
tion to cam the nerves of their Excdlencies of Vologda. His
father had been a chemigt, and his acquaintance with a drug
gore had enriched his vocabulary. Lavergne had to teke the
tedious journey to VVologdafairly frequently. Romei and | went
only once Romei's comment wes that " | f we had put all the
Allied representatives there in a cauldron and tirred them up,
not one drop of common sn=e would have come out of the
whole boiling/'

The month of March, 1918, was the period during which the
Bolsheviks were most amenable to an understanding with the
Allies. They were afrad of further German aggresson. They
had little confidence in their own future. They would have
welcomed the assagance of Allied dfficas in training the new
Red Army which Trotsky was now forming.

A coincidence of misfortune had provided us with a remark-
able opportunity of supplying the Bolshevik War Minister
with the Allied dfficas whom he required. A large French
military mission, headed by Genera Betheot, had just
arrived in Moscow from Rumania. Holding the view that it
weas better that the Red Army should be trained by Allied
dfficas than by Germans, we proposed to Trotsky that he
should meke use of Generd Berthelot's savices The Red
leader, who had dready shown his good-will by appointing
a committee of Allied dfficars to advise him, acoepted the pro-
posd with dacrity. At the first meeting of this nev committee,
which was composed of General Romei, General Lavergne,
Major Riggs and Captain Garstin, Trotsky made a formal
request for help. Genera Lavergne accepted the invitation,
and it was agreed that Genera Berthelot's misson should
remain. We seamed to have secured a tactical advantage.

Two days later the whole scheme was wrecked. M. Noulens
had intervened. Generdl Lavergne was hauled over the cods for
exceading his powers, and Generd Berthelot and his gaff of
dfficars were ordered to return immediately to France. The
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barometer of Trotsky's temperament suffered a severe depres-
sion, and the lzvestia came out with aleading article declaring
that "only America had known how to treet the Bolsheviks
decently and it wes the Allies themsaves who, by disregarding
the wishes of the Russian people, were preventing the cregtion
of a pro-Ally policy/*

If Genera Lavergne had his troubles, my own were just as
grest. With the help of our searet sarvice agents the British
Government had discovered a new pro-German scare Accord-
ing to the reports it had received, Siberia was teeming with
German regiments compaosed of war prisoners, who had been
armed by the Bolsheviks. They were in control of a vast area
Here was a further proof that the Bolsheviks were handing
over al Russa to the enemy. | received a querulous telegram
pointing out the difference between my reports and the actions
of the Bolsheviks.

| referred the matter to my Allied coleagues in Moscow.
Common s told me that the sory was a marés nest.
Siberia, however, wes far avay. We could not quote the evi-
dence of our own eyes Robins and |, therefore, went down to
the Commissariat for War to interview Trotsky. His reply wes
unequivocd. It was no use his issuing adenia. We should not
bdieve him. We must go—and s for oursdves There and
then he offered full facilities to anyone we liked to send to
cary out an investigation on the spot.

11l as | could spare him, | decided to send Hicks, my most
reliable assgant. He left that night together with Captain
Webster, an officar of the American Red Cross Mission.
Trotsky carried out his promise. He gave to both dfficas a
persond letter instructing the locd Soviets to give them the
fullest asssance They were to be dlowed to go anywhere and
to s= everything.

Hicks wes not to return for sx weeks During that time he
travelled all over Sberia, ingpecting the prison camps and
carrying out his investigations with greet thoroughness. His
tdegramsto me contained some startling information, epecidly
regarding Semenoff, the Cossck generd, who behind the
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Chinese frontier was waging a brigand wafare againg the
Bolsheviks. But of armed German or Austrian war-prisonersin
Siberia he had ssen no trace.

| pargphrased his reports and ciphered them to the War
Office. Theimmediate reaction of L ondon was atelegram from
the War Office ordering Hicks to return to England at once.
| was in a quandary. | had a shrewd idea why Hicks had been
recadled. Moreover, | could not spare him. | had dready more
work than | could ocope with, and no one on my saff wes an
expat cipherer. At the end of a long day's work | had to sit
up late and teke a hand in the ciphering mysdlf. | sent a tele-
gram to the Foreign Office pointing out my difficulties. At the
same time | added that Hicks had been sent to Siberia on my
responsibility and that, if he were to be recalled, there was no
other course than for me to ask for my own recall. | received a
private tedlegram from George Clerk, whose kindness and
patence with my shortcomings | remember with gratitude,
informing me that Hicks could remain.

The incident dosed, but it did not increese my popularity
in London. Within four days| received two alarming telegrams
from my wife. The sscond ran as follows: "Have fullest
information. Do nothing rash. Am anxious about your future
career. | understand your persond fedings but hope to sse you
soon. Would be better for you. Feese acknowledge immedi-
ately, dso wire about no sympathy here."

The meaning was unmistakable. | knew from whom my
wife had received her information. | was to throw in my hand
and come home. | kept a stiff upper lip and my troubles to
mysdlf.

Quite gpart from the mgor question of policy, life at this
moment was full of minor excitements. There were perpetua
pin-pricks between the British and Russian Governments—
pin-pricks which sarved to confuse the red issue We had small
missons all over Russa and eech misson had a different
policy. At the same time we were making evary kind of protest
agang the Bolshevik confiscation of Allied property. The
Bolsheviks retdiated by atacks on the war ams of the Allies
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and atempts to influence British Labour in their favour.
Litvinoff, in particular, was making himself a nuisance in
London. In this game of protest and counter-protest | was a
sadly battered shuttlecock between the baitledores of the two
Governments.

Neverthdess, there were rays of light in this murky situation.
The German successss on the Western front had darmed the
Bolsheviks They were prepared to go so far as to agree to
Allied intervention in the event of renewed aggresson by the
Germans. The amosphere in Moscow at this dage may best
be illustrated by the fact that in its account of the March
fighting on the Western front the Bolshevik Press suppressed
all German bulletins. The bourgeois Press published them in
full.

The Germans, too, sesemed to be playing into our hands in
Russa Their attitude towards the Bolsheviks was truculent
and overbearing. They made numerous protests aganst our
presence a Murmansk, which we still occupied, and for form's
ske die Bolshevik Foreign Office sant me sevard notes, which
in accordance with its practice of so-cdled open diplomacy
were published in the officid Press | took the notes to Chich-
erin. "What am | to do with them?' | asked. He replied that
it would help if we would teke the locd soviet into grester
consderation. "Otherwise," he sad cynicdly, "you can put
them in your wadepgper basket."

Trotsky, although amost in despair over the attitude of the
Allies, was no less friendly. "Just when we are on the verge of
going to war," he said, "the Allied governments do everything
they can to help the Germans." In the history of the Jens
which a that time was—not without resson—my bed-sde
literature, | found the prayer of Bar Cochba, the Jewish "Son
of the Star," in his struggle againg the Romans in A.D.132.
"W e pray Thee not to asss our enemies us Thou needst not
help." Thewords were dmost the same as those which Trotsky
addressed to me daily.

It was at this time that Trotsky gave me one remarkable
proof of his physicd courage | weas taking to him in the
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Commissariat for War in the square behind the Cathedral of the
Saviour. Suddenly, a startled assgtant burst into the room in
a date of panic. There was a large crowd of armed sdlors out-
sde. They had not been paid or their pay wes insufficient.
They wanted to sse Trotsky. If he did not come, they would
storm the place.

Trotsky rose a once, his eyes blazing, and went down into
the square. | watched the soane from the window. He made no
attempt to saify the salors Instead, he lashed them with a
withering blast of invective. They were dogs totally unworthy
of the Fleet, which had played such a glorious part in the revo-
lution. He would look into their complaints. If they were
justified, they would be rectified. If not, he would brand them
as traitors to the revolution. In the meantime they were to go
back to their barracks or he would disarm them and take avay
their privileges. The sdlors dunk avay like beaten curs, and
Trotsky returned to me to resume his conversation where he
had left off. Was Trotsky another Bar Cochba? At any rate he
wes very bellicose.

Lenin, whom Robins sav frequently, was more guarded,
but he, too, was prepared to go along way to sscure the friendly
co-operation of the Allies.

Nor were the other Commissars behind-hand in their evi-
dence of friendliness. | had established smooth-working rela-
tions with Karachan, who, together with Chicherin and Radek,
formed a kind of triumvirate at the Bolshevik Foreign Office.
An Armenian, with dark, waving hair and a well-trimmed
beard, he was the adonis of the Bolshevik Party. His manners
were pefect. He was an excdlent judge of a cigar. | never saw
him in a bad temper, and during the whole period of our
contact, and even when | was being denounced as a spy and an
assasin by his colleagues, | never heard an unpleasant word from
his lips. This is not to imply that he was a saint. He had all
the guile and caft of his race Diplomacy was his proper
sphere.

Radek, however, wes our chief delight among the Commissars.
A Jaw, whose red name is Sobelsohn, he wes in some
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repects a grotesgue figure. A little man with a huge head,
protruding ears, deanrshaven face (in those days he did not
wear that awful fringe which now pesses for a beard), with
goedtades and a large mouth with yellow, tobacco-stained
teeth, from which a huge pipe or dgar wes never ebsent, he
was dways dressed in a quaint drab-coloured Norfolk suit
with knickers and leggings. He was a greet friend of Ransome,
the correspondent of the Manchester Guardian, and through
Ransome we came to know him very well. Almost every day he
would turn up in my rooms, an English cgp stuck jauntily on
his heed, his pipe puffing fiercely, a bundle of books under his
arm, and a huge revolver strgpped to his sde. He looked like
a aoss between a professor and a bandit.

Of his intellectua brilliance, however, there was no doubt.
He weas the virtuoso of Bolshevik journalism, and his conversa
tion was as sparkling as his leading articles. Ambassadors were
his game and Foreign Ministers his butts. As Assstant Com-
missy for Foreign Affars he recaeived the Ambassedors and
Ministers in the afternoon, and the next morning, under the
thinly-disguised pseudonym of Viator, he atacked them in the
Ityestia. He was a Puck full of maice and with addicious ssnse
of humour. He wes the Bolshevik Lord Beaverbrook.

When the German Embassy arrived, he sordy tried the
patience of the Kaser's representatives. For, in those days at
any rate, this little man was violently anti-German. He had
been at Brest-Litovsk, where he had taken an impish delight in
puffing the smoke of his vile cheroot into Genera Hofmann's
face He had voted on evary occeson agang peece Hot-
heeded and impulsive, he chafed under the restraint which
from time to time had to be placed on his conduct by his more
cautious colleagues. And, when he came to us and was rewarded
with a half-pound tin of navy tobacco, he would ar his
grievances with scintillating abandon. His sdtirica shefts were
amed at all and sundry. He spared nobody—not even Lenin,
and certainly not the Russians. When die peece weas ratified, he
excdamed, dmost in tears " My God, if we had had any other
rece but Russans behind us in this struggle, we should have
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upset the world/' He had a poor opinion of both Chicherin
and Karachan. Chicherin was an old woman. Karachan he
dexribed as the "osd klasichekoi krasoty" —the donkey of
dasscal beauty. He was an amusing and entertaining comedian
and, kept in proper check, the most dangerous propagandist
that the Bolshevik movement has so0 far produced.

During our firg two months in Moscow Robins and |
enjoyed a privileged position. We had no difficulty in seeing
the various Commissars We were even allowed to be present
at certain meetings of the Central Executive Committee. On
one occason we went to hear the debate on the new army. In
those early days the Bolshevik Parliament held its meetings
in the main restaurant of the M etropole Hotel, which had been
renamed the "First House of Soviets' The deputies were
seted in chairs st out in rows as for a concert. The various
Peskas poke from the little pulpit from which formerly
Konchik, the leader of the orchestra, had sirred oountless
bourgeois souls with the sobbing of his violin. On this particu-
lar occason the chief gpesker was of course Trotsky. As a
demagogic orator Trotsky is wonderfully effective until he
losss his temper. He has a fine command of language, and the
words gream from his mouth in a torrent, which nevgr ssams
to abate At its highest pitch his voice sounds almogt like a
hiss.

That night he was at his best. He was the man of action
reporting the firg progress of his great achievement—the
creation of the Red Army, There was just sufficient opposition
(in March and April therewere still saveral Mensheviksin the
Central Executive Committee) to rouse him to a great effort
but not to make him lose his control, and he demolished his
opponents with vigour and obvious relish. The enthusasm
he arousad was remarkable. His spexch was like a dedara-
tion of war. He himsdlf was an incarnation of beligerent
hate.

Before the debate began, Robins and | were given tea and
biscuits and were introduced to various Commissars whom
we had not yet met: the mild-mannered and silky-tongued
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Lunacharsky; Bucharin, diminutive in sze but a man of great
persona courage and the only Bolshevik who weas not afraid to
criticise Lenin or to aoss svords with him in adidectica duel;
Pokrovsky, the eminent Bolshevik historian; Krylenko, an
epileptic degenerate, the future Public Prosecutor, and the most
repulsive type | came agoss in al my connections with the
Bolsheviks. Thesefour men, together with L enin and Chicherin,
represented the purely Russian dement in a hotch-potch of
Javs Georgians, Poles and other nationalities.

During the debate we sat a a dde table with Radek and
Gumberg, Robins' Jew-American assigant, Lenin came into
the hall severd times. He sat down and chaited with us for a
few minutes. He was, as usud, in a good humour—indeed, |
think of al the publicfigures| have met he possessd the most
equable temperament—but he took no part in the debate. The
only attention he paid to Trotsky's spesch was to lower his
voice dightly in his own conversation.

There were two other Commissars whom | met that night
for the firg time. One was Derjinsky, the heed of the Cheka
and a man of correct manners and quiet spesch but without a
ray of humour in his character. The most remarkable thing
about him wes his eyes Deeply sunk, they blazed with a seedy
fire of fanaticism. They never twitched. His eydids ssemed
pardysed. He had spent most of his life in Siberia and bore
the traces of his exile on his fece | dso shook hands with a
strongly-built man with a sdlow face, black moustache, heavy
eyebrows, and black hair worn en brosse. | paid little attention
to him. He himsalf said nothing. He did not seem of aufficient
importance to include in my gdlery of Bolshevik portraits. |f
he had been announced then to the assembled Party as the
successy of Lenin, the ddegaes would have roared with
laughter. The man wes the Georgian Djugashvilli, known
to-day to the whole world as Stalin, the man of sted.

Of these new acquaintances the one who made the degpest
impression on me was Lunacharsky. A man of brilliant intellect
and wide culture, he has been more succesful than anyone in
converting bourgeois intellectuals to Bolshevism or to tolerance

S
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of die Bolshevik regime. It was he who brought back Gorky to
the Bolshevik fold, to which, perhgps without knowing it, he
had dways belonged. It was he, too, who inssted on the
presarvation of the bourgeois arts, who provided protection for
the treeaures of the Russan museums, and who is primarily
responsible for the fact that to-day Moscow has still its opera,
its ballet, and its famous Art Theatre. It was ds0 Lunacharsky,
who, as an original adherent to the Orthodox Faith, sarted
the "Bolshevising" movement inside the Russian Church. A
brilliant spesker, he advanced many origina arguments in
support of his revised religion. It was during that first year
of Bolshevism that he made his famous speach in which he
compared Lenin's persecution of the capitdists with Christ's
expulsion of the money-lenders from the Temple, finishing
with the startling peroration that " i f Christ were dive to-day,
he would be a Bolshevik."

Robins and | had one more thrilling experience during this
period of March and April, 1918. One of Trotsky's first tasks
as Commissar for War had been to rid Moscow of the anarchist
bands who were terrorising die city. At three in the early
morning of April 12th he carried out asmultaneousraid on the
twenty-six anarchist nests The venture was a complete success
After a deperae resgance the Anarchists were evicted from
the houses they had occupied, and all their machine-guns, their
rifles, their ammunition, and their loot were captured. Over a
hundred werekilled in thefighting. Five hundred were arrested.
Later in the day on Derjinsky's invitation, Robins and | made
atour of the different fighting arees We weregiven acar and an
amed excort. Our dogone wes Peters, Derjinsky's Lettish
assgant and my future geoler-in-chief.

The Anarchists had appropriated the finest housss in Mos-
cow. On the Povarskaia, where the rich merchants lived, we
entered house after house. The filth was indescribable. Broken
baottles littered the floors, the magnificent ceilings were per-
forated widi bullet-holes. Wine gtains and human excrement
blotched the Aubusson carpets Pricdess pictures had been
dashed to strips. The deed still lay where they had fallen. They
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included officers in guards uniform, students—young boys of
twenty—and men who belonged obvioudy to the criminal dass
and whom the revolution had rdessed from prison. In the
luxurious drawing-room of the House Gracheva the Anarchists
had been surprised in the middle of an orgy. The long teble
which had supported the feet had been overturned, and
broken plates dasses champagne bottles, made unsavoury
idands in a pool of blood and spilt wine. On the floor lay a
young woman, face downwards. Peters turned her over. Her
hair wes dishevelled. She had been shot through the neck, and
the blood had congedled in a sinister purple clump. She could
not have been more than twenty. Peters shrugged his shoulders.
"Prostitutka," he said. "Perhaps it is for the best."

It was an unforgettable scene The Bolsheviks had taken
their fird sep towards the establishment of discipline.



CHAPTER SX

IF WE LIVED in a state of chronic crisis, life was not without its
relaxations. Thanks to the American Red Cross, we were well
supplied with gores and tobacco. Hicks, too, wes an excdlent
organiser, and in the days when the going was still good he
provided us with a cdlar which nearly lasted out our say.
We dined in our rooms, entertaining our colleegues and
making as brave a show as we could in return for the more
sumptuous hospitality which their larger numbers and their
superior accommodation enabled them to offer. After dinner
there was generdly a game of poker with the Americans.
Robins did not play. He read his Bible or taked to me. But
his gaff did. My felows were no metch for them, and, when
| took a hand in the game, |, too, had to pay for my education.
There was an Irish-American cdled O'Callaghan, whose
equa as a poker-player | have yet to discover. He weas a con-
firmed pessmist. Every time he played he would take out his
watch and say: "The luck changes a tweve o'clock, when it
gats worse" His own luck or skill never changed. He took our
money with unfailing regularity.

On Sundays we wernt to the ballet. Except that the Imperial
box was crowded with "comrades,” the peaformance was the
same as in Tsarist days, and excdlent it was For a few hours
we could forget our troubles, and, watching the same scenary
and the same dancars, | found it hard to remember that we
were in the middle of the greatest revolution the world has
ever known. Then the curtain would go down. The orchestra
would strike up "The International," and we returned to the
grim redism of the time in which we lived. In the soece of a
fev months "The International” wes the third nationd
anthem | had heard played by the same orchestra

W hen the spring came, we made excursons into the country,
picnicked in the woods and played rounders in the fidds. It
was our only form of exerdse Our favourite resort weas
Archangdskoe, the beautiful country home of Prince Y usupofF.
It was strange to s the place desarted. The pessants had taken
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over the land, but, as far as we could ssg they had not touched
the house, and everything ssemed intact. After Moscow the
solitude wes vastly soothing. There weas no treffic on the roads,
and, once we were dear of the outskirts of the city, we rardy
saw aliving soul. The absance of treffic, in fact, wes a danger
which nearly brought me to dissster. Coming beck one night
dfter dusk, we ran into a toll-bar. The turn-pike kesper had
gone to deep. Fortunately, we were not going very fedt, and
beyond a smashed wind-screen our car suffered no damage
My hands, however, were badly cut by the broken gless and
| beer the scars of the adventure to this day.

We even went to a cebard—a cdlar cdled the "Podpolye"
in the Okhotny Riad. It was a stupid excgpade, for the place
wes illegal, and if we had been caught we should have looked
foolish. The hall was crowded with bourgeois of the richer
dass There was an excdlent sage, tables on the floor, and a
row of boxes at the end. Prices were high, but there was cham-
pagne on evary table. We took a box and st down to listen to
a fird-dass entertainment such as only Russans can provide.
It was here that | heard for the first time Vertinsky, a decadent
young genius, whase songs, written and sung by himsalf, ex-
pressed the disillusionment of the Russian intelligentsa. One
ong, in particular, made a degp impression on me: "Y a nye
znaiu zachem" (" | do not know why"). It was an anti-war song,
and Vertinsky, his face powdered a deathly white, sang it with
immense effect. | can remember only the first few lines:

"l do not know why

or for what purpose.

Who sent them to deeth

With rdentless, untrembling hand.

Only it wes all s0 uHess

So pitiless "
The song was encored again and again. It reflected the mood of
an anti-Bolshevik audience which had logt its soul and its
morale. It was the song of a dass which had dready abandoned
all hope—a dass which would go dmost to any length to avoid
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degth by fighting. Yet only that morning | had received a
telegram from the Foreign Office giving the view of a British
military expert that all that was required in Russa was a small
and resolute nucdleus of British dffioars to lead the "loyal
Russians' on to victory.

As | st reflecting on the hard fate of the man on the spot,
there was a sudden rush at the door and a stern roar of "hands
up!" Twenty men in masks had entered the room and were
covering the audience with Browning pistols and revolvers.
There wes a deathly illness. Quickly and without fuss four
of the bandits went through the pockets of the audience
collecting money, jewdlery and everything of vaue. Most of
them wore officers uniform—whether with right or not | had
no means of determining. When they reached our box, the
leader noticed the English uniforms of Hill and Garstin. | had
dready handed over my watch and note-case The man saluted.
"You ae English officars” he sad. With my ams still
gretched towards heaven, | ansvered 'Y es." He returned me my
money and my watch. "W e do not rob Englishmen,” he said.
"l gpologise for the gate of my country which forces me to
adopt this manner of earning our living."

We were in luck. Fortunately, we were never in a position to
repest the experiment. When Trotsky exterminated the
Anarchists, he dosad the cabarets as well.

As far as Moscow was concerned, we Allies were a not un-
happy family. Lavergne and Romei were splendid companions,
and, during the eight trying months we were together, we never
had a quarrd or a aoss word. Romei, in particular, was a
great stand-by. He was the most stolid Italian | have ever met.
He faoed every ciss with complete objectiveness and could
dways be relied upon to give a common-sense solution to every
problem. He had no illusions about the collgpse of Russaas a
fighting machine and opposed himself resolutely to any scheme
of adventure.

With the other British missons in Russa my relations were
not so good. | maintained as dose a contact as possble with
Cromie, the nava dtache, and wes able to assg him in his
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work by bringing him into touch with Trotsky. He was a
gdlant and extremdy effident nava officer, but was without
experience of political work. Occasiondly, too, | sav McAlpine,
a former Treasury officid and a man of fird-dass intellect. His
headquarters were in St. Petersburg. He, too, was able to take
an objective view of the situation and remained to the end a
convinced opponent of intervention. There were, however,
other British officdads who | knew disgpproved of my policy
and, without knowing what | was doing, intrigued against me.
The truth is that our various missons and remnants of missons
were a sxes and sevens. There was no one in a position of
authority, and, athough the Foreign Office addressed me in
their tdegrams as "British Agent, Moscow," and the Bolshe-
viks inssted on labelling me "British Diplomatic Representa:
tivel' | was completdly in the dark regarding the work of a
whole group of British officars and offidds for whose presence
in Russa and for whose protection my position with the
Bolsheviks was the only guarantee.

There wes no British policy, unless seven different policies
at once can be cdled a policy. And, for the furtherance of this
vagueness  the Foreign Office indsted on keeping my own
position as vague as possible. If in the House of Commons
ome irate interventionist wished to know why in the name
of decency the British Government maintained an officd
representative with a government of cut-throats, who boasted
of their determination to destroy civilisation, Mr. Bdfour or
his Under-Secretary would then reply quite truthfully that we
had no officdd representative accredited to the Bolshevik
Government. On the other hand, when some revolutionary-
minded Libera chaged the British Government with the
folly of not maintaining an accredited representative in
Moscow in order to protect British interests and to assg the
Bolsheviks in their gruggle with German militarism, Mr.
Bdfour would reply, with the same drict regard for the truth,
that in Moscow we had a representative—an officid with great
expaience of Russa—who was charged precisdy with these
duties.
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Obvioudly, the British Government was faced with aproblem
of immense difficulty. It wes not in a position to send large
forces to Russia If it supported the small officer armies in the
South, it ran the risk of driving the Bolsheviks into an unholy
leegue with the Germans. If it supported the Bolsheviks, there
was, a the beginning a any rate, a serious danger that the
Germans would advance on Moscow and St. Petersburg and
s up their own pro-German bourgeois Government. (Per-
sonally, | should have preferred this course, as it would have
drawvn more German troops into Russa Without German
military support no bourgeois Government could have main-
tained power for a month. The Bolsheviks would dways have
megtered the forces of the anti-Bolshevik Russians) Moreover,
it wes physcaly impossble for our Government to keep
pece with the situation, which changed radically every forty-
eight hours. That British Ministers were unable to sse any sign
of order in the prevailing cheos was natural enough. Where
they were to blame was in listening to too many counsdiors,
and in not redlising the fundamentd truth that in Russa the
educated dass represented only an infinitesma minority,
without organisation or political experience and without any
contect with the messes It wes the crowning folly of Tsarism
that outsde its own buresucrecy it had sternly repressed every
political outlet. When Tsarism collgpsed, the buresucrecy
collgpsed with it, and there was nothing left but the messes
In Moscow, with onés fingers on the pulse of the events,
everyone exoegpt the most obstinate traditionalist could redise
that here was a catadysam which had shettered all previous
conceptions of Russia London, however, continued to regard
it as a passing storm, dter which the dass would return to
"set fair." The most dangerous of all historical gphorisms is
the catch-phrase: " plusca change, pluscest lamhnechose." During
the spring and summer of 1918 it was congtantly on the lips of
the British pro-interventionists. History hes its ebbs and
flows, but unlike the tide the ebb comes dowly and, rardy, if
ever, in one generation.

Another heavy weight on my shoulders during this period
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wes my contact with my old political friends of pre-revolu-
tionary days. Those who had remained in Moscow came to
e me. They came, some in anger, some in sorrow, and some in
friendship. They could be divided into three dases those
who were in favour of generd peece those who were in touch
with the White Generds in the South and who believed in the
o-cdled Allied orientation; and those who redised sadly that
the Bolsheviks had come to stay. | do not include the out-and-
out pro-Germans in this dassfication. They did not come to
=L me.

These interviews were a source of genuine grief to me. These
men had been my friends and colleegues in the task of pro-
moting Anglo-Russian friendship. To refuse them help sesemed
dmost like treechery. With the advocates of a generd peece
(the idea was that we should make pesce with Germany and
dlow the Germans to ded with Bolshevism) my task was com-
paratively smple. | could only shake my head sorrowfully and
sy that in the light of the Situation on the Western front this
object ssamed unattainable. Neverthdess, they persevered,
and, when the German Embassy arrived in Moscow, one pro-
minent Russan informed me that he had consulted the
German Ambassador and was in a position to arange a private
interview for me with him at the Russian's house. | referred the
matter to the Foreign Office and wes instructed to have
nothing to do with the proposal.

Much more trying was my position with the advocates of
Allied intervention. Situated as | was | was not in a position to
offer them any promise of help or of support. Nor did | do so,
athough for the sske of information | maintained a more or
less regular contact with them. | wes visited, too, by various
amissaies from Generd Alexeeff, Generd Korniioff, and,
later, Generd Denikin, but, as | was surrounded by agents-
provocateurs and could not be certain of their bona fides, |
was sverdy non-committal in my answves

The third dass whom | may cdl the redigs weae few in
number. They included men like Avinoif, the former Assistant
Minister of the Interior, and young Muravieff, ex-seoetary of
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Izvolsky and a brother of the firs Lady Cheetham. Avinoff, a
man of greet inteligence and objectivity, was the most under-
standing of all my friends. He was a man whom no one could
help liking. His manners were as charming as his culture. His
wife, born a Princess Trubetskaia, beonged to one of the
oldest families in Russia The revolution had destroyed every-
thing he held deer in life. But, prescient beyond most of his
compatriots, he sav cdearly. And in the course of a brilliant
expose of the revolutionary movement he told me sadly that
the Bolsheviks were the only government that had shown the
dightest sgn of strength snce the revolution, that in spite of
its dictatorial tyranny its roots were in the messes and that the
counter-revol ution had no chance of suocess for years to come.

We had, too, other vistors in the form of stranded English
missons returning from Rumania and the South. There was
Le Pege a Hf-possessed and bearded nava officer, who had
the arduous task of maintaining relaions with the Russan
Heset in the Black Sea. There was de Candolle, aralway expert,
who had been engeged on a mission in Rumania. On his return
home through Moscow, he left me his assgant, Tamplin,
whom | added to the dstrength of my own misson. A little
later, | picked up Lingner, who had been employed on a pro-
paganda mission in Tiflis and who, in order to reech Moscow,
had completed a red Odyssey of dangerous adventure. Both
Tamplin, who sooke Russan perfectly, and Lingner, who had a
good busness heed, were of grest help to me. Nor must |
forget to mention Arthur Ransome, the correspondent of the
Manchester Guardian, who, if not amember of our mission, wes
something more than a visitor. He lived in our hote and we
sw him admost daily. Ransome weas a Don Quixote with a
wadrus mougtache, a sentimentaist, who could dways be relied
upon to champion the under-dog, and a visonary, whose
imagination had been fired by the revolution. He weas on
excdlent terms with the Bolsheviks and frequently brought us
information of the gregtest value. An incorrigible romanticist,
who could spin a fairy-tale out of nothing, he was an amusing
and good-natured companion. As an ardent fisherman who had
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written some charming sketches on angling, he made a warm
aoped to my sympathy, and | championed him resolutely
agang the searet service idiots who later tried to denounce
him asaBolshevik agent.

Our most exciting vistors, however, weae the Germans,
whom we saw frequently but never greeted. As a direct result
of the peece of Brest-Litovsk the Germans had appointed
Count Mirbach Ambassador in Moscow. He was due to arrive
on April 24th. The firg of a long saies of duds began on
April 22nd, when the Bolsheviks roused me to fury by re-
quisitioning forty rooms in my hotel for the new Ambassador
and hisstaff. M ost of theroomswere on the samefloor asmy own.

White with passon, | went to Chicherin and protested
vigoroudy agang this insult. Chicherin was gpologetic, but
impotent. | stormed and | blustered. Chicherin looked up
wesrily, his faret-eyes blinking with amazement at this fiece
outburst from so good-natured a person as mysdf. He wrung
his hands, pleaded for time, promised that the intrusion would
be only for afew days, and excused himself on the ground that
there was no other accommodation available.

In despair | went to Trotsky, who, a any rate, could be
relied upon to give adecison. He was not to be found. He had,
however, an extremey &bde and tactful secretary, Evgenia
Petrovna Shelyepina, who is now an English subject and the
wife of Arthur Ransome. | told her that | must speek to
Trotsky immediately and that the matter was one of the utmost
urgency. Within five minutes | wes spesking to him on the
telephone. In the most vigorous Russian | could command |
told him that | would not tolerate this insult, and, that, unless
the requisition order were rescinded a once, | should move
mysdalf, my mission, and my beggage to the station and camp
there, until hegave meatrain. | demanded animmediate answer.

Trotsky, who was in the middle of a Commissars meseting
at the Kremlin, took my outburst splendidly. He agread that
our position would be intolerable. He promised to take imme-
diate action. He was as good as his word. Half an hour later
he tdephoned to me to sy that the matter had been settled.
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He had given caegorica orders that other quaters—he did
not know where—were to be found for the Germans. For
svad days they were lodged uncomfortably in a second-rate
hotel. Then they moved to a magnificent private house in the
Dengni Pereulok. This minor triumph | owed entirdy to
Shelyepina | rewarded her later, when she wanted to leave
Russia, by giving her a British passport—an illegd adt, for
which | hope | shdl not be held responsible to-day.

On April 26th Count Mirbach presented his credentids at
the Kremlin. He was received, not by Lenin, but by Sverdioff,
the President of the Central Executive Committee. The pro-
oeadings were formal and acidly polite. In his soeech Sverdloff
said: "W e greet in your person the nation with whom we con-
cluded the Treety of Brest-Litovsk."

The gaff of the German Embassy was composed amost
entirdly of Russian experts Mirbach himself had been Coun-
sdlor of the German Embassy in St. Petersburg before the war.
Riezler, his chief assigant, had had along and varied expaience
of Russan politics. Hausschild, the firs searetary, was an old
friend of mine. He had come to Moscow as Vice-Consul at
the same time as mysdlf. He was a man of sterling character.
Until the outbreak of war he had dways been pro-English.

Although they possesssd so wide a knowledge of Russian
dfars | do not believe that the Germans were more sucoessful
in their dedings with the Bolsheviks than we were. Certainly,
they made as many mistakes, and a no time was their position
scure or happy. We went evarywhere unarmed and un-
atended. The Germans nevar moved out of their quarters
without a guard.

Their pressnce in Moscow, however, wes a consderable
embarrassmant to us, and the Bolsheviks must have found a
childish amusement in playing us off againgt eech other. They
did it very effectively. They herded us together in the same
waiting-room at the Foreign Office. If they wished to annoy
Mirbach they received mefirst. If the British Government had
offended them in any way, they weare suave to Mirbach and
kept me waiting. If the Germans were too insstent in ther
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demands, the Bolsheviks would thresten them with Allied
intervention. When the Allies tried to force intervention on
the Bolsheviks, they would drawv an alarming picture of the
dangas of a German advance on Moscow. As neither the
Germans nor the Allies could make up their minds on a dear-
cut policy towards Russia, Bolshevik diplomacy had al the
advantages.

My mestings with the Germans at the Bolshevik Foreign
Office caused me acute discomfort. Sometimes we were
left together for nearly an hour, during which we turned
our backs on each other and gazed out of the window or
reed the lzvestia, My most painful encounter wes the firs
time | came fece to fece with Hausschild. He was done in
the waiting-room when | entered, and he came forward to grest
mewith afrank smile. | turned away asif | did not know him.
It was an act which | have regretted evar snce. Later, when |
wes arested and in danger of my life, he put me to shame by
asodding himsalf with the diplomatic represantatives of the
neutra Powers in the demand for my rdesse Through the
Swedish Charge d'Affaires, he sent a friendly message to me
when | wasin prison. To-day, heisdead, and | have never been
able to repay my debt of gratitude or to gpologise for my action.

There was one other visitor, who, like Arthur Ransome,
became a permanency. This was Moura. Since saying good-
bye to her in St. Petersburg a the beginning of March,
I had missed her more than | cared to admit. We had written
to each other regularly, and her letters had become a necesssary
part of my daily \i(c. In April she came to say with us in
Moscow. She arrived at ten o'clock in the morning, and | wes
engaged with interviews until ten minutes to one. | went
downdtairs to the living-room, where we had our meds She
wes standing by a table, and the spring sun was shining on her
hair. As | waked forward to mest her, | scarcdy dared to
trust my voice. Into my life something had entered which wes
sronger than any other tie, stronger than life itsalf. From then
onwards she wes never to leave us, until we were parted by the
armed force of the Bolsheviks.



CHAPTER SEVEN

WITH THE ARRIVAL of the German Embassy in Moscow the
progoects of a renewd of the war between Germany and Russa
began to diminish. The great opportunity for an understanding
between the Bolsheviks and the Allies had been in February and
March, when the Soviet Government was still uncertain what
the Germans would do. By the beginning of May, Lenin's
peece policy had made heedway even among those Bolsheviks,
who were most opposed to the treaty of Brest-Litovsk. Strangely
enough, the Foreign Office, who in February and March had
given me no encouragement, now began to show signs of appro-
val. Thus | wes urged to do my utmost to sscure Bolshevik
consent to an Allied military intervention in Russa

The moment was not so favourable, but it had not entirely
pased. There were till certain factors in our favour, of which
the most important was the attitude of the German troops in
the territory they had occupied. They had st up a bourgeois
Russan Government in the Ukraine, whose first action was to
restore the land to its former owners This naturally provoked
a pessat revolt which wes suppressed with great crudty. The
Bolsheviks and Left-Socia Revolutionaries, who came from
the South, were furious and were doing everything they could
to simulate a partisan war agang the Germans. The latter
could take and hold the towns by their military strength. They
never sucoeeded in controlling the countryside. Moreover,, the
military support, which the Germans had afforded to the White
Finns in the Finnish Civil War, was another fector to our
advantage. Germany ssamed to be taking the side of reaction.
It was therefore natura that the forces of the Left should turn
to us for aid.

Trotsky, too, wes still taking of war as though it were
inevitable. When | asked him if he would acogat Allied inter-
vention, he replied that he had dreedy asked the Allies to make
a proposition. He wanted ssfeguards about non-interference in
Russids internal affairs | then sad that, if the Allies would
come to an agreament on this point, could we have ahalf-hour's
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conference to draw up a working arrangement. His reply
was charecteridtic: "W hen the Allies agree among themsdlves,
it is not half an hour but awhole day that | shal give you."

It is true that Lenin's views were les satisfactory. He, too,
thought that war was inevitable and wes in favour of an arrange-
ment with the Allies. But he wes determined to fix his own
date of inevitability. | saw him for the last time on May 7th.
He informed me frankly that to him it gppeared dear that
ooner or later Russia would become a battlefield for the
two opposing Imperialist groups and that he was determined,
for the sske of Russa hersdf, to prevent this for as long a
period as was possible.

Nevertheess, right up to the end of June, there was a reeson-
able progpect of arriving at a modus vivendi. Unfortunately,
athough both the British and American Governments made
0me attempt to play with the idea of Allied intervention with
Bolshevik consent, no definite policy was ever formulated.
And in Vologda there wes M. Noulens, the French Ambas-
sador, intent only on one aim: to have no dedings with the
cut-throats, who had insulted him. On April 29th we had a
meeting of the Allied representatives in my rooms. Generd
Lavergne informed us that M. Noulens wes in favour of inter-
vention without Bolshevik consent and without asking for it.
The Genera, who had been a Vologda, admitted that his
Ambassador had been unable to advance asingle military argu-
ment infavour of hisproposa. Romei, Riggsand | again affirmed
our adherence to a policy of co-operation with the Bolsheviks.

There were, too, minor frictions between the Bolsheviks and
oursdves—frictions which played an important part in wreck-
ing the working agreement we sought to achieve. Jgpanese
intervention was one stumbling block. At one moment we
would be reporting favourable progress with Trotsky. The next
day we would be back to where we were before. The Jgpanese
had landed troops at Vladivostok. Scowls from Trotsky. All
privileges to the British stopped. Teegrams to London. And
dter days of dday die answver would come that the incident
was to be regarded as purely local.
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Progoects of an agreement weae not enhanced by a well-
intentioned spesch of Mr. Bdfour, who dedaed that the
Jpenee ware coming to help the Russans. In a conversation
with Ransome Lenin a once raised the question of "which
Russians" and in a shrewd andlyss of the problem sa out his
reesons why Jgoanese intervention would benefit neither
England nor Bolshevik Russia. He typed out his andyss and
in his own handwriting added his atedtation that it correctly
represented his views. | reproduce the document in facamile
with an English trandation on ancther page (i) as a goecimen of
Lenin's handwriting and (2) as an illustration of the workings
of his mind.

Another source of trouble was the Czech army which,
formed of Czech prisoners, had been fighting for Russa up
to the period of the Bolshevik revolution. The Czechs, who
were a well-disciplined and fully-armed force, were under the
control of French officers My sarvices however, were requisi-
tioned to ssoure their evacuation, presumably because of the
privileged position | enjoyed with the Bolshevik Government.
The evacuaion was no ssimple matter. Not unnaturaly, the
Germans protested violently agangt the presence, on what wes
now neutral Russian territory, of alarge force, which was to be
uxd agang them. Neverthdess, | sucoeeded in securing
Trotsky's good-will, and but for the folly of the French | am
convinced that the Czechs would have been sfdy evacuated
without incident. My task was not mede eese by the lagt-
minute requests of the British Government to use my influence
to persuade Trotsky to divert the Czechs to Archangel. This,
too, at a time when Generd Poole was dready in North
Russa, advocating a policy of intervention, which weas subse-
quently adopted and which never amounted to anything more
than an armed intervention agangt Bolshevism.

Ultimately, the Czechs were die cause of our find breach
with die Bolsheviks. How | wish to-day that President Mazaryk
had remained in Russa during this trying period. | am con-
vinced that he would never have sanctioned die Siberian revolt.
TheAllieswould havelistened to him, and we should have been
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gpared the crowning folly of an adventure which sent thou-
snds of Russans to their deaths and cost the British tax-
payer millions of pounds in money.

The sands were running out. We were drifting rapidly to-
wards the inevitable tragedy. In Moscow, too, | weas not aone
in receiving no support from home. Robins had lost ground in
Vologda. He had a formidable opponent in Summers, the
American Consul-General in Moscow, who, married to a
Russian of good family, was heart and soul for the old regime.
When Summers died suddenly towards the end of April, there
were danderers, who dedared that he had been poisoned by
the Bolsheviks and who looked askance at Robins. The French,
too, had put a sooke in Robins' whed by playing on the
American Ambassador's vanity. In his presance a member of
the French Embassy had asked who wes the American Ambas-
sador—Frands or Robins—because they dways said the oppo-
dte of each other. As a reault of these intrigues Robins' posi-
tion became intolerable, and early in May he left Russa in
order to meke a persond gpped to Presdent Wilson. The
night before he left he dined with us He had been reading
Rhodes' life and after dinner he gave us a wonderful exposition
of Rhodes character. Like Lord Beaverbrook, he poseessd in
a remarkable degree the taent of extracting exactly what he
wanted from everything he reed, and dramatising it afterwards
in his conversation. He weas a great persondity and a man of
gerling character and iron determination. His departure wes a
gredt loss to me. In the dmost lone hand | was playing his
moral courage had been an immense support.

Lavergne, too, willy-nilly, had been forced to adopt the
Noulens policy. Even Romei, who as a soldier preferred action
to inaction, was beginning to reach the $age when intervention
even without Bolshevik consent ssemed better than no inter-
vention at all. At this gage the position wes that Presdent
Wilson wes till opposed to intervention without Bolshevik
consant. The French weae working vigoroudy for military
support of the anti-Bolshevik forces The British Foreign Office
—I writeForeign Officeintentionally, becausethe British War

T
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Office seemed to have a totally different policy—was pressng
us hard for an immediate acogptance by the Bolsheviks of
Allied military support. Presumably, although | do not think
the conditions were ever laid down, they were prepared, in
return for this consent, to guarantee to the Bolsheviks com-
plete non-interference in Russids interna affars.

In this gloomy vacuum aray of hope was suddenly propelled.
Trotsky had been more than usualy amenable. The Germans
had been very aggressve in the South, and he had reected in
the usud belligerent manner. He had been conciliatory about
Murmansk and about our gores a Archangel. He had even
asked for a British nava mission to re-organise the Russan
Heets and had offered to put an Englishman in charge of the
Russian railways. | had teegrgphed this news to London and
for severd days | recaived no answer. | was not astonished. The
tdlegraph service wes erédtic, and ddays and a bresk in the
sguence of numbers were frequent. Then one evening |
recaived a telegram, which wes as long as a despatch. | st up
until late into the night deciphering it. It was from Mr.
Bafour. | learnt later that he had drafted persondly nearly all
the tdegrams | received in Russa | have no copy of this
telegram. | cannot remember al its details, but its beginning
and its end are firmly fixed in my memory. It began: "There
ae three duties of a diplomatist: one is to meke himsdf
personagrata to the government of the country to which he is
accredited. In this you have succeeded admirably. The second is
to interpret to his own government the policy of the govern-
ment of the country to which he is accredited. In this you have
dso been successful. The third is to interpret to the Govern-
ment of the country to which he is accredited, die policy of his
own government. In this it ssams to me that you have not been
so successful." Then followed a list of British grievences
agang Bolsheviks. When die list was completed, there wes a
sudden change. "Since writing this," the tdegram went on, "I
have recaived your telegram informing me of Trotsky's request
for British navd and technical experts. This is good news. If
you can, indeed, persuade Trotsky to resst German penetration,
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you will have earned the gratitude of your own country and
of al humanity/

The tdegram, athough affording me fresh hope, was a little
unkind. Admittedly, | had been unsuccessful in interpreting
the policy of His Mgesty's Government to the Bolsheviks. But
for three months London had given me no indication of its
policy or policies. In my reply | referred to my previous tele-
grams and requested humbly to be supplied with a more pre-
dse gatement. It was not forthcoming. No nava mission wes
sent. No Englishman weas appointed to the control of the
Russian railways. But Generd Poole and a gaff of officars were
sent to Archangel and Murmansk.

Altogether May weas a hectic and nerve-racking month. It
began with an impressive parade of the Red Army on the Red
Square. Trotsky took the sdute in the presence of the foreign
diplomatic representatives. Mirbach watched the review from
his motor car. At first he smiled supercilioudy. Then he
looked serious. He weas the representative of the old German
Imperialism. There was an unmistakable living force in the
ill-clad, unorganised men who marched past him. | was im-
pressed. The bourgeoise, however, could not reed the signs.
They were obsessed with a drange sory of a miracle, which
had taken place that day. On the Nikolskaia the Bolsheviks
had dragped an ikon with red bunting. As soon as they put it up,
the cloth was miraculoudy torn.

On May 6th the American Ambassador paid a visit of
sverd days to Moscow. | had sevead interviews with him and
liked him. He was a kind, old gentleman, who was susceptible
to flattery and swdlowed any amount of it. His knowledge of
anything beyond banking and poker was severdy limited. He
had a travelling spittoon—a contraption with a peda—which
he took with him everywhere. When he wished to emphasse a
point, bang would go the pedd, followed by awell-aimed ex-
pectoration. During his Moscow visit he was responsible for
a sory which desarves to rank with Dumas account of the
loving couple plighting their troth under the shede of the
"Kliukva" (cranberry)! One afternoon Norman Armour,
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the effident secretary of the American Embassy, came into the
Ambassador's room.

" Governor/' he said, "would you like to go to the opera
to-night?*

"Nope," was the reply, "I think I'll play poker."

"Do come, Governor," said Armour. "Y ou really ought not
to miss it. It's Evgenie Onegin."

"Evgenny what?' sad the Ambassador.

"Oh! you know," replied Armour. "Pushkin and Chaik-
ovsky."

There was a aash from the pedd of the spittoon.

"What!" sad the Ambassador ecddicdly. "Is Pushkin
singing to-night?"

On May 7th | had an excitement of a more disturbing
nature. At six odock in the evening Karachan telephoned
to me requesting me to come to s him. Me had an extra
ordinary gory to tell. That afternoon a British officar had
walked boldly up to the Kremlin gate and had demanded to s
Lenin. Asked for his credentids, he had declared that he had
been sent out specidly by Mr. Lloyd George to obtain first-
hand news of the ams and ideds of the Bolsheviks. The
British Government was not satisfied with the reports it had
been receiving from me. He had been entrusted with the task
of making good the defects. He had not ssen Lenin but he had
been interviewed by Bonch-Brouevitch, a Russan of good
family and the daosest persond friend of die Bolshevik leeder.
Karachan wished to know if the man weas an impostor. The
name of the dfficer, he said, was "Relli." | was nonplussed,
and, holding it impossible that the man could have any officid
standing, | nearly blurted out that he must be a Russian mas-
querading as an Englishman or ds= a madman. Bitter ex-
perience, however, had taught me to be prepared for dmost any
surprise, and, without betraying my amazement, | told
Karachan that | would inquire into the matter and let him
know the result. That same evening | sent for Boyce, the head
of the Inteligence Service, and told him the story. He in-
formed me that the man was a new agent, who had just come
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out from England. | blew up in a storm of indignation, and
the next day the dffior came to me to offer his explanation. He
swore that the story Karachan had told me wes quite untrue.
He admitted, however, that he had been to the Kremlin and
had ssen Bonch-Brouevitch. The shexr audacity of the man
took my breasth awvay. | knew ingtinctively that on this occason
Karachan had adhered drictly to the truth. Now | was faced
with the unpleasant and even dangerous tesk of saving a British
agent, who, unless | denied him, might compromise me and
for whose safety, although he weas in no way subordinate to me,
| fet mysdf in some measure responsible. Although he wes
years older than me, | dresssd him down like a schoolmester
and threatened to have him sent home. He took his wigging
humbly but camly and was so ingenious in his exausss that
in the end he made me laugh. Fortunately, | was able to arange
matters with Karachan so0 that his suspicions were not unduly
aroused.

The man who had thrust himsalf so dramaticadly into my
life was Sidney Reilly, the mystery man of the British seoret
savice and known to-day to the outsde world as the master
oy of Britain. My experiences of the war and of the Russian
revolution have left me with a very poor opinion of sscret
savice work. Doubtless, it hes its uses and its functions, but
political work is not its strong point. The buying of informa-
tion puts a premium on manufactured news But even manu-
factured news is less dangerous than the honest reports of men,
who, however brave and however gifted as linguists, are fre-
quently incgpable of forming a reliable political judgment.
The methods of Sidney Reilly; however, weae on a grand
xcde, which compelled my admiration. We shal hear more of
him before my gtory is ended.

About this time, too, | received a mysterious visit from a
tall, deanshaven Russan. He addresssd me as "Roman
Romanovitch." | looked a him blankly. As far as | knew, |
had never ssen him before.

"Y ou do not recognise me?' he said.

"Frankly, no/' | replied.
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He covered his chin and mouth with his hand. It was
Fabrikantof F, a Socid-revolutionary and an intimate friend of
Kerensky. The last time | had ssen him, he had worn a beard!
He wes in dire trouble. Kerensky was in Moscow and wanted
to leave Russia The only way he could go was by Murmansk
or Archangd. FabrikantofF had been to s= Wardrop, the
British Consul-General, in order to obtain the necessry visa
Wardrop had refused to give it without first referring the
meatter to London. Severd days might dgpse before the ansver
cane There was an immediate opportunity of smuggling
Kerensky out with a platoon of Serbian soldiers, who were
returning home via Murmansk. Every hour he remained in
Moscow exposed him to the danger of betraya to the Bol-
sheviks If the British refused to give him avisa, they might be
regponsible for his death. What did | propose to do about it?

I made up my mind very quickly. | dared not telephone to
Wardrop lest our conversation might be tapped. If he had no
authority to give a visa without reference to London, he wes
not likely to change his mind. | had no time to go to s= him.
| could not expose FabrikantofF to the disgppointment and
even danger of sending him away and asking him to return.
| had no authority to give visss | was an Ishmadlite, to be
owned and disowned as the British Government thought fit.
| had no certainty that my visa would be acoepted by the
British authorities at Murmansk. We were living, however, in
drange times, and | weas prepared to go a long way to avoid
endangering the unfortunate Kerensky's life. | therefore took
the Serbian passport, which Kerensky had procured, wrote out a
visa, and ssded my signature with the rubber stamp, which'
mede gpology for our officid sedl. That same evening Kerensky,
disguised as a Serbian soldier, left for Murmansk. Not for three
days when | knew he must be ssfe, did | telegrgph to London,
reporting my action and my ressons for taking it. | wes afrad
that the Bolsheviks had a key to our ciphers.

My fears were not entirely groundless. Karachan himself had
confessed to me that the Bolsheviks had made every attempt to
procure the German ciphers They had gaged a raid on the
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German courier. He even suggested to me that, if our cipher
expats could decipher them, he could furnish me with copies
of the German tdegrams. | sugpect that my own popularity
with the Bolsheviks was due to the fact that they knew from
my tdegrams that | was opposed to any form of intervention
without Bolshevik consent.

Between May 15th and 23rd Cromie came down twice from
St. Petersburg to confer with me. He was anxious about the
Black Sea Fleet, which, owing to the German advance aong
the Black Sea coadt, was now in imminent danger of capture.
Together we went to sse Trotsky. During Cromie's visit | had
Fverd interviews with the Red Minister for War, and, al-
though he was now full of suspicions againg die Allies, he wes
reessuring about the Fleet and not unfriendly. After severd
days of negotiation he informed me that he had given orders
for the destruction of the Black Sea Fleet. A little later it was
in fact, blown up. This wes the lagt interview | ever had with
Trotsky. From now onwards his door wes to be shut againg me.

The next day (May 24th) was young Tamplin's twenty-first
birthday, and we gave him a dinner at Streilna, the restaurant
outsde the city, where Maria Nikolaievna and her Tsganes
held their court. By what means | do not know, the place had
excgpad the vigilance of the Bolshevik authorities, and we were
able to rdax to our heart's content. We were al alittle excited.
We fdt ingtinctively that our say in Russia was coming to an
end, and the minor orgy, which | suppose evary gipsy paty
must be cdled, was a welcome relief to the high tenson of the
previous weeks We drank innumerable "charochki,” while
Maria Nikolaievna sang to us as she had never sung before.
She, too, redised that the days of her reign were numbered.
One by one, she went through all our old favourites "Two
Guitars/' "OnceAgain," " Tothelast Copeck,” "Black Eyes."

"Po obichaiyu chisto-ruskomu;
Po obichaiyu po-moskovskomu.
Zit nye mozem my bez shampanskavo
E bez penya, bez tziganskavo."
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(In the true Russian fashion,

In the manner that is Moscow's.

We cannot live without champagne
Without our songs and our Tziganes.)

The haunting minor chords of the guitars, the degp bess
notes of Maria Nikolaievnas glorious voice, the warm illness
of the summer night, the rich fragrance of the lime-trees.
How it al comes back to me like evary experience which we
cannot repest.

There was one song which | have never heard from any other
lips than Maria Nikolaievnas. In those days it was in tunc
with my own turbulent soul, and that night | made her repeat
it again and again, until a last she laughed and kissed me on
both chesks It was cdled "I Cannot Forget,” and it began:

"They ssy my heat is like the wind,
That to one maid | can't be trug;
But why do | forget the res,

And still remember only you."

In English idiotic, but sung by Maria Nikolaievnain Russan a
throbbing plaint of longing and desire

We drank degp into the night. Hicks, Tamplin, Garstin,
Hill and Lingner went out into the garden at different intervas
to cool their heeds, until | wes left done. When they returned,
they found me dtting a the middie of the table—<till erect
and vay serious and gregting them with a sgh: "Roman
Romanovitch patchti pyan"—Roman Romanovitch is dmost
drunk. It wes almost true.

Their return broke the spell. | pulled mysalf together, and,
when the dawn broke, | sent the others home and drove out
with Moura to the Sparrow Hills to wetch the sun rise over the
Kremlin. It came up like an angry ball of fire heralding destruc-
tion. No joy wes to come with the morning.

The next day | recaved news from St. Petersburg that
Generd Poole was expected in Archangd that evening. Colone
Thornhill, the former assgat military atache, had dreedy
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arrived in Murmansk and had paid a recant visit to St. Peters-
burg. Although | had heard nothing of these movements from
London—indeed, the Foreign Office were still pressng me
(1) to ssoure the consent of the Bolsheviks to Allied military
addance and (2) to expedite the departure of the Czech
Army from Russa—it was obvious that the interventionists
were gaining ground.

| had further proof of ther activities when on the same
evening General Lavergne came to our daily meeting. He
brought with him an invitation for me to go to Vologda to sse
the Allied ambassadors. Mr. Francis and M. Noulens wished
to s= if we could not co-ordinate our views and find a common
formula

Although | wes scacdy in a position to refuse | accepted
with some rdluctance. My visit to Vologda wes to have an all-
important influence on my caea. Yet, dthough | redise
to-day that it would have been better for me if | had remained
in Moscow, this journey into the wilderness was a vauable
expeience

Vologda itsef was a degpy provincid town with amost as
many churches as inhabitants. As a connecting link with
Moscow it was as udHess as the North Pole. Its only advantage
as a retreat for the Allied representaives was its proximity to
Moscow.

On my arriva | cdled on M. Noulens, who received me
with every mark of friendliness. After a short preliminary
discusson | went off to dine with the American Ambassador,
who was comfortably lodged in an old club-house and who wes
to be my host during my stay. The serious busness wes to be
left until the next day.

My evening with the Americans had the merit of being
amusing aswell asingtructive. M r. Francis weas a charming host.
At his house | met the Jgpenese Charge' d'Affaires, the Brazilian
Minister, and the serious and till perturbed Torretta We st
up late into the night, but Russa figured hardly at all in our
conversation. From Francis | gathered that President Wilson
was strongly opposed to Jgpanee intervention. Otherwise, he
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did not ssem to have any decided views about Russia. Know-
ledge of Russian palitics he had none. The only political entry
in my diary for that evening is the laconic note: " Ol d Francis
doesn't know a Left Socid Revolutionary from a potato." To
do him justice, he made no pretence of professng to under-
stand the situation. He was as smple and as fealess as a child.
It never entered his head that he himself was in any persona
danger. At dinner he asked me a few quegtions about life in
Moscow. | answered him with commendable brevity, and the
rest of the medl wes devoted to cheffing the Brazilian Minister.
This gentleman was the one joy of Vologda. | hope he is still
dive and that he is still serving his country. He had reduced
the art of diplomacy to a smple formula: do nothing, and
promotion and honours are certain. He did his best to live
up to his own formula He dept all day and played cads all
night. When the American Ambassador twitted him with
doing no work, he turned the tables by wagering that his
tdegram bill was higher than the American's. His statement
weas correct. True it is that snce February, 1917, he had sent
only one tdegram to his Government. But it had cogt over a
thousand pounds. He had trandated and tdegrgphed to Rio
the whole of Kerensky's first goeech on the revolution! Having
proved his cass he then proceeded to justify his philosophy.
When he had entered the sarvice as a young atache, he had
been full of zeal. He had gone to London as second secretary.
He had worked strenuoudy on a report on the Brazilian aoffee
trade with England. He had made certain recommendations.
His reward had been areduction in rank and a trensfer to the
Bakans. When later he wes transferred to Berlin, he resumed
his zed and furnished his Government with an admirable
report on technica education in Germany. Once agan he
suffered areduction in rank. Then wisdom came to him. Zeal
had obvioudy no place in diplomacy, and he made up hismind
to do nothing in future to remind his Government of his
exigence. From that moment his diplomatic career had been
one long triumph and his promotion had been as regular as
clockwork. The formula is not so absurd as the layman may
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imagine. It has sood more than one British diplomatist in good
steed.

As soon as dinner was over, Frands began to fidget like a
child who wishes to return to its toys. His rattle, however,
was a deck of cads, and without loss of time they were pro-
duced. The old gentleman was no child at poker. We played
late, and, as usudly happens when | play with Americans, he
took my money.

The next day | lunched with the French Ambassador. There
was nothing childish about M. Noulens. If he played poker,
he played without cards. Politics—and politics viewed from
the narrow, logica angle of a Frenchman—uwas his only game.
Generd Lavergne had given him a copy of the report we had
drafted on the military neads of the situation. It wes bassd on
the supposition that the Bolsheviks would give their consent
to our intervention. Together we discussed the report. M.
Noulens wes flatteringly congratulatory. He agresed with the
report. He had only one amendment to make. If the Bolsheviks
would not give their consent, we must intervene without their
consent. He advanced many arguments in support of this new
formula. He referred to the critical situation on the Western
front. He quoted tdegrams from the French Genera Staff.
The war would be lost or won on the Western front. And the
French Generd Staff indsted on the necessty of some diversion
in Russa which would prevent the Germans from transferring
more troops from the East. It was essertid that the various
Allied representatives in Russa should present a united front.
Dissensons in Allied policy had been the chief cause of dday
in achieving victory. He would go far to obtain unity. He
would acogpt our formula He hoped | would agree to his
amendment. | looked a Lavergne. | knew he had dready
capitulated. Romei had not come to Vologda, but he, too,
had been subjected to pressure from Italian heedquarters. As a
soldier he was not likely to stand out againg his own General
Staff. | wes done. Robins had left. Sadoul, the French Robins,
had been side-tracked. M. Noulens hed taken avay his right of
telegrephing direct to Albert Thomas. Feverishly | tried to



284 MEMOIRS OF A BRITISH AGENT

summarise my own position in my mind. Perhgps | could still
pull off a big coup with Trotsky. Perhgps M. Noulens was
deveer than | redised. | weas in a corner. If | refused to agres,
M. Noulens would go &eed with his own policy. He would
cary the Itdians the Jpanes and even Francis with him.
If | consented, at leest | should exgpe the stigma of having
stood out againg the united opinion of all the other Allied
representatives. | capitulated.

In the blazing sunshine we walked aooss to the Ambassadors
meeting. Francis wes in the chair, but Noulens dominated the
proceedings. He was in fact, the only Allied representative in
Vologda who knew his own mind. He was a one with us
regarding the number of troops that would be required for a
successful intervention. Even with regard to the Czech Army,
which was then dretiched like a sapent from the Volga to
Shberia, he was drangdy conciliatory. We discussed  this
question from all its angles and decided that the Czechs should
be evacuaed as soon as possble. After the meeting | sad
good-bye to M. Noulens. He was al smiles and affability.
When, twenty-four hours later, | arrived in Moscow, | was met
by Hicks with the news that there had been a sarious dash in
Siberia between the Bolsheviks and the Czechs. How the dash
had arisen is undear to me to this day. The report from the
French officars who were accompanying the Czechs dated
that the Bolsheviks, yielding to German demands, had tried to
disarm the Czechs. The Czechs ressted and wee now con-
tinuing their journey by the force of their own ams The
Bolsheviks maintained that at the instigation of the French the
Czechs had made an unprovoked atack on the loca Bolshevik'
authorities and had taken the law into their own hands. From
which sde the provocation came will probably remain a maiter
of dispute for all time. Nevethdess what the result of this
dfar was to be was quite dear. The first plank in the platform
of the interventionists had been laid.

| found Moscow in a sae of Sege The Czech diplomatic
council had been arrested. Numerous counter-revolutionaries
had been rounded up and put in prison. The nengpgpers had
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been suppressed. There was an urgent request from Chicherin,
begging me to ue my influence to settle the Czech incident
amicably. There was d=0 a tdegram from Cromie urging me to
come to St. Petersburg to s one of Generd Poole's dfficars
who wes arriving the next day.

| spent the next afternoon in interviewing Chicherin and
Karachan, In the asace of details of what was happening in
Siberia we were unable to make much headway about the Czech
incident. That the Bolsheviks were anxious to settle the affair
amicably wes evident, but, as | had not time to recave instruc-
tions from London, | could only promise to do my best. My
interview, however, left me with one dear impression. The
suspicions of the Bolsheviks were now fully aroused. They were,
as | had dways bedieved, accuratdy informed about the
activities of the French. They knew that Generd Poole had
arrived in North Russia Already they had a shrewd idea that
the Czechs were to be the vanguard of an anti-Bolshevik
intervention. | gave them the only aswver | could: that the
British Government's offer of military aid agangt Germany
was still open. Chicherin laughed bitterly. The Allies were
siding with the counter-revolutionaries. There was no choice
for the Bolsheviks They would oppose Allied intervention
agang Russds wish in the same way as they would oppose
German intervention.

The same evening, having decided that | could just afford
the time, | left for St. Petersburg. There | sav Cromie and
McGrath, the English officer who had come out with Generd
Poole. In one sax McGrath was resssuring. Some wesks
before Trotsky, in a moment of depression, had suggested that
| wes merdly a tool, used by the British Government to keep
the Bolsheviks quiet while it wes preparing an anti-Bolshevik
coup. At the time | had been furioudy indignant. Now | was
perturbed. McGrath, however, s my mind at rest. The inter-
vention plan, he said, weas not very far advanced, and England
had no policy a al as fa as Russa was concerned. Nothing
would be decided until Poole reported home.

If there was a negative comfort in this satement McGrath
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gave me svara shocks Poole himself was in favour of inter-
vention. Thornhill, who was at Murmansk, weas arabid inter-
ventionist. Moreover, Lindley, who had been our Chage*
d'Affaires when | arrived in St. Petersburg, was coming out
again. This could mean only one thing. London had no con-
fidence in me. | returned to Moscow in a sae of dgection,
aggravated by the humiliation that al S. Petersburg should
know of Lindley's pending arrival before my own Government
had thought fit to inform me of the fact.

On my return to Moscow | found instructions from London
regarding the Czech affar, and the same afternoon, together
with my French and Italian colleegues | went to the Russian
Foreign Office. The proceedings wee severdy formal.
Chicherin's room wes long and bare of any furniture except
the dek in the middle. We st on wooden chairs facing him
and Karachan. One by one, we read out our protests. Mine was
the stronget. | told the two Commissars that for months | had
done my best to bring about an understanding with the Allies,
but that they had dways put me off with evasons Now,
dter promising a free exit to the Czechs, who had fought
for the Sav cause and who were going to France to continue
the fight againg a foe, who wes till the Bolshevik enemy as
well as ours, they had yielded to German thrests and had
wantonly attacked those, who had dways been ther friends.
| was ingructed by my Government to inform them that any
attempt to disarm the Czechs, or to interfere with them in any
way, would be regarded as an act inspired by Germany and
hosgtile to the Allies.

The Bolsheviks listened to our protests in dlence. They
were scrupuloudy polite. Although they had a casg they made
no attempt to argue it. Chicherin, looking more like a drowned
rat than ever, sared at us with mournful eyes Karachan seemed
stupidly bewildered. There waes a painful slence. Everyone
was a little nervous and none more than mysdf, whose con-
ence was not quite dear. Then Chicherin  coughed.
"Gentlemen,” he sad, "l have taken note of what you
said." We shook hands awkwardly and then filed out of theroom.
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Our protest had made a profound impression. Months
afterwards, when | was in prison, Karachan told mc that both
he and Chicherin had been completdy surprised by the
vehemence of my language. Their first suspicions of me had
dated from that day. The suspicions were well-founded.
Almost before | had redlised it | had now indentified myself
with a movement which, whetever its original object, was to be
directed, not agangt Germany, but agang the dE facto
government of Russa

I must explain the motives which had driven me into this
illogica situation. For four and a half months | had opposed
Jpanee intervention and, indeed, evary kind of intervention
which had not received the sanction of the Bolsheviks. | had
little faith in the strength of the anti-Bolshevik Russian forces
and none at al in the feasbility of recongtituting an Eastern
front againg Germany. Moreover, | had been in dose touch
with the Czech Council. The Czech Army, whose revolt had
brought matters to a head, was composed of war-prisoners.
They weare Savs, who, athough technically Austrian subjects,
had desarted in their thousands to the Russans at the beginning
of thewar. They bore no love to the Tsarist regime, which had
dwaeays refused to recognise their sgparate nationality. They
were democrats by instinct, and their sympathies were with the
Russian Liberds and the Socia-Revolutionaries. They were
not likely to co-operate smoothly with the Tsarist officers
who supplied the main srength to the armies of the anti-
Bolshevik Generdls.

W hy then had | given my adherence to apolicy which seamed
to hold out little promise of suooess and which wes to expose
me to widespread accusations of incondstency? Although |
desire to be drictly truthful, the answver is not essy. Fortunate
indeed ae the traditionalists, who acogpt the existing order
of sodety in their cradle, and who solve every poalitical problem
by the smple formula of "these men are my friends and those
my enemies.” 1 could not see the situation in thislight. | had
been sent back to Russa mainly in order that | might keep the
British Government informed about the redl date of affars.
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That task | had tried to fulfil to the best of my ability.
| had no specid sympathy for the Bolsheviks, nor did the
numerous accusdions of pro-Bolshevism augment unduly the
obstinacy with which | srove to maintain an objective and
unbiased view of the situation. At the same time, | <K>Ud not
help redising instinctively that, behind its pesce programme
and its fanatical economic programme, there was an idedistic
background to Bolshevism which lifted it far above the desig-
nation of a mob movement led by German agents For months
I had lived chesk by jowl with men who worked eghteen hours
a day and who were obvioudy inspired by the same spirit of
Hf-sagifice and abnegation of worldly plessure which
animated the Puritans and the early Jesuits If to redise that |
was living in a movement, which was likely to assume even
gregter proportions in history than the French revolution, was
to be pro-Bolshevik, then | am entitled to the labd of pro-
Bolshevism. | knew from my wife's tdegrams—laer they weae
to be confirmed from other sources—that my views were un-
pdatable to the British Government. | ought to have resigned
and come home. To-day, | should have been enjoying the
reputation of a prophet who had predicted the various phesss
of the Russian revolution with remarkable accurecy.

| did not do so. It would be essy for me to sy that my first
duty wes to my country, that, when my country had decided
on another policy, | had no right to oppose it, and that to
resgn in the middle of the war would have been equivaent
to deserting my pogt in the fece of the enemy. | do not plead
thexe excuses They weae not my motives. Three months later,
when | was in prison, Karl Radek wrote a letter to Arthur
Ransome, in which he described me as a "carrieriste,” who,
when he had sen that his own policy had no chance of being
acoepted, sought feverishly to regain the favour of his em-
ployers. This, too, athough nearer the mark, is an unfar
accusation. The motives for my conduct wee two. Sub-
conscioudy, athough | did not put the question to myself at
the time, | was unwilling to leave Russa because of Moura.
The other motive—and it was the al-compelling one, of which
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I was fully consdous—weas that | lacked the moral courage to
resgn and to teke a stand which would have exposed me to the
odium of the vest mgjority of my countrymen.

There was perhaps one other more creditable motive. In my
concet | imagined that, if the Allies were bent on a military
intervention in Russia, my specid knowledge of the Russian
situation would be of some vaue in aiding them to avoid the
mgor pitfalls. | knew the Bolsheviks more intimately than
any Englishman knew them at that time. | had had my finger
on the pulse of evaits in Russia snce January. The clam-
jamfrey of military experts, who from outside were screaming
for intervention and who regarded the Bolsheviks as a rabble
to be swept avay with a whiff of grgpe shot, was deprived by
its geogrgphica stuation of that knowledge. Having gone
ove to intervention, | did my best to ensure that it would have
at leest some chance of suooess To the last | opposed the theory
that the "loyal" Russans were cgpable of overthrowing the
Bolsheviks even if supported by Allied munitions and money
and led by Allied dofficars To the lagt | indsted on the ne=d
for large Allied forces without which the whole scheme was
bound to fail. | even devised a specid formula: that the
support which we would receive from the "loyal” Russans
would be in direct proportion to the number of troops we
sent oursglves. For al the good | did | might have saved my
breath for my own porridge. My volte-face had discredited me
with everybody. The interventionists looked on me as an
obstinate young mule, who had at last come over to their way
of thinking. | was an obstade which had been successfully
removed. My views could now be safdy disregarded. The
Bolsheviks shared Radek's opinion of me. | had fallen between
two stools. To this day | have suffered from my tumble. To
the Bolsheviks | am the incarnation of counter-revolution.
To the interventionists | am still the pro-Bolshevik, who
wrecked their plans!



CHAPTER EIGHT

THE INTERVENTION ITSELF did not take place until August 4th.
The two months from June to August were a purgatory, during
which our position gradudly deteriorated. And, as a result of
the increesad danger which now threstened them, the Bolshe
viks tightened up their discipline.

On June 10th "Benji" Bruce arrived in Moscow. He had
ocome to fetch his bride, the beautiful and charming Karsavina
He brought me a large bundle of mail and my first red news
from England. There was a letter from George Clerk, then
Head of the War Department in the Foreign Office. It wes
full of nice things. Indeed, he and Colonel Kisch, who was then
a the War Office, are dmost the only senior offidds who have
been generous enough to sympethise with my attitude and to
admit that my edimate of the situation had not been far
wrong. Bruce, however, left me with no illusious regarding my
unpopularity in England during die period of my so-cdled
pro-Bolshevism. He informed me that in March | had nearly
been recalled. He stayed only twelve hours in Moscow, but, in
spite of the news he brought me, his visit wes like a breath of
wind coming over the desart. After being shut off from the
world for five months | was thrilled by his account of the
dStuation in England and on the Western front. Karsavina
and he had a nightmare of adventure before reaching Mur-
mansk. They had to travel without a Bolshevik permit. My
powers to help them had oeesed.

June was a dreary month. Perhgps because my consdence
was unessy, | lived in an amosphere of suspicion. Trotsky
would have no more dedings with us and, athough | con-
tinued to se Chicherin, Karachan, and Radek dmost daily,
we avoided the red issue in our conversations. With the dtera-
tion in the political attitude of the Bolsheviks came a change in
our material position. We found it increasngly difficult to
obtain supplies of fresh meast and vegetables Without the
tinned rations supplied to us by the Americen Red Cross
mission we should have fared badly.

290
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Through Hicks | increesed my contact with the anti-
Bolshevik forces. As far as we were concerned, they were repre-
sented in Moscow by an organisation cdled the " Centre"
which was subdivided into two wings of Left and Right, and
by the League of the Regeneration of Russa founded by
SavinkofF. There were condant bickerings between the two
organisations. The Centre was in dase touch with the White
Army in the South. The White genads regarded SavinkofF
with suspicion. Indeed, about this period | received aletter from
Generd AlexdefF in which he dated that he would sooner
co-operate with Lenin and Trotsky than with SavinkofF or
Kerensky. Both organisations were agreed on one point only.
They wanted Allied aid and Allied money. | sawv one or
two of the leeders notably Peter Struve, a brilliant intel-
lectual, who a one time had been a Socidist and had helped
Lenin to frame his fird& Communist manifeto, and Michael
FeodorofF, a former Assigant Minister. Both were men of fine
character. Both were unswervingly loya to the Allies. | wes,
however, very guarded in my conversaions with them. As
far as | knew officidly, the British Government had not yet
decided on intervention. Until the decison was brought to my
notice | gave no support to the Whites dther in caeh or in
promises.

In this my attitude difFered from that of the French, who,
as | knew from their own admission, were supplying funds to
SavinkofF. Their promises, too, were extravagant. The Whites
were led to bdieve that Allied military support would be
forthcoming in decisve strengdi. The figure generdly men-
tioned was two Allied divisons for Archange and seved
Jparexe divisions for Siberia Encouraged by these hopes,
the anti-Bolshevik forces began to increase their activities.
On Jure 21 & Volodarsky, the Bolshevik Commissar for Press
Affars in St. Petersburg, was asssssnated on his return from a
meseting at the ObuchofF Works. The Bolshevik reply was
swift. In his goeech to the . Petersburg Soviet Uritsky, the
head of the locd Cheka, made a violent atack on England
in which he accused the English of organisng the deed
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Commissar'smurder. Thenext day Schastny, the Commander-in-
Chief of the Baltic Fleet, who had been a prisoner in the Krem-
lin, was condemned to death and shot. At the trial Trotsky
distinguished himself by the violence of his language. The
Terror was beginning.

| went to s Chicherin to protest againgt Uritsky's aocusx
tion. He put me off with semi-gpologetic explanations. It was
deplorable, but what dse could we expect if we indsted on
infringing Russds neutraity. Russa wanted only to be left
done and to enjoy the fruits of her dearly-bought peece He
weas amusing about Trotsky, who, with his back to the wall,
was dways wanting to fight somebody and wes now advocating
srong mesares agang the Allies. "It is srange" sad
Chicherin, "how the military idea hes gone to Trotsky's head.
In March Lenin had to use his influence to prevent Trotsky
from declaring war on Germany. Now it is Lenin's cool brain
which is holding Trotsky back from declaring war on the
Allies."

Although the intervention gppeared to be hanging fire, our stay
in Moscow ssemed neer its end. None of us weas very happy.
Denis Garstin had dready left us. He had been ordered to
join Generd Poole at Archangd. He, too, had to leave dandes
tinely owing to the difficulty in securing a Bolshevik pess for
him. He went with a sad heart. He would have liked to remain
with us to the end. Poor boy! He wes one of the first victims of
the intervention. Still, we were not without optimism. Be-
lieving that the Allies would land in force, we were convinced
that the Bolsheviks would be unable to offer a serious resstance.
Even Ransome, whose opposition to intervention without
Bolshevik consant had remained condant, told us that "the
show wes over" and began to meke preparations to leave
Before we oursdves were to be alowed to depart we were to
have our fill of excitement.

One extraordinary adventure during this period wes the
murder of Count Mirbach, the German Ambassador. This
assasdnation, accompanied as it wes by an interna revolt
againg die Government, was the most dramatic political murder
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of modern times. As | mysealf was an uncomfortable eye-witness
of the attempted coup d'etat, | give my own account of the affair
in full detail.

To understand the situation, the reader must remember that
&ter the Bolshevik revolution in November, 1917, the extreme
wing of the Russan Socia-Revolutionary Party joined hands
with the Bolsheviks and co-operated with them in the forma
tion of the new Government. They recaeived afew pods in the
vaious Commissariats, retained their places in the Soviets
and were strongly represented in the All-Russian Central
Executive Committee, which, when the Congress of Soviets
is not ditting, is the supreme legidative and executive power
of the Russan Socidist Federative Soviet Republic. For the
first eight months of its exigence the Soviet Government was
in fact, a codlition.

As a paty the Left Socid-Revolutionaries were quite as
extrame as the Bolsheviks in their hatred of capitaism and
Imperialism. They were therefore as violent as the Bolsheviks
in their denunciation of the Allies. In interna politics, while
they differed from the Bolsheviks on agrarian questions, they
upheld the Soviet system and supported the Bolsheviks in the
prosecution of the civil war. Two members of the party,
Colonel Muravielf, an ex-police officer, and Lieutenant Sablin,
the son of the proprietor of the Korsh Theatre in Moscow,
were during the firgt period of the Bolshevik regime the most
successful military commanders of the new Government.

Unlike the Bolsheviks, however, the Left Social-Revolu-
tionaries were not prepared to go to any lengths in their desre
for peece They had been opposad to the Brest-Litovsk Peece
and, dthough they retained ther representatives in the
Government, had never accepted it. They drew mogt of their
support from the Ukraine, which had been occupied by the
Germans, and the Germans were hard taskmegters who had
ingaled a dummy reectionasy Russan Government and
restored the land to the Russian landowners.

The Left Sociad-Revolutionaries had not acogpted this situa
tion, and ever snce the peece they had caried on a violent
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patisan war in the Ukraine agang both the Russan land-
lords and the German troops of occupation. By both sdes this
miniature wafae was conducted with appalling crudty.
Goaded admost to despair by the sufferings of their com-
patriots in the Ukraine, the Left Social-Revolutionaries pro-
tested vigoroudy againg the servile attitude of the Bolsheviks
before the Germans and denounced the Bolshevik Commissars
as Mirbach's lackeys. As even the dfficid Press had to admit,
dmost daily, some fresh German breach of the Brest Treaty,
condderable point was given to the caudic comments on the
cringing tone of Chicherin's mild protests and the barely civil
replies of the German Ambassador.

The red difference between the two Russan Government
Paties was that the Left Socia-Revolutionaries regarded
Germany as the chief menace to the revolution. The Bolsheviks,
or rather Lenin, for he done sav dealy in this confused
amosphere, ware determined to do nothing which might
endanger the fragile fabric of their peece They were now more
afraid of Allied intervention than of further aggresson by the
Germans. The two paties weare of course a heart both anti-
German and anti-Entente. The situation, however, was not
without its comic sde. While the Bolsheviks were publicly
denouncing the activities of the Left Socia-Revolutionaries
in the Ukraine, they were supplying them secretly with the
funds for their partisan wafare agang the Germans.

There was one other grievance which furdier divided the two
Parties. Among the pessants the chief supporters of the Left
Socid-Revolutionaries were the Kulaks. Partly in order to
srengthen their own position in the country and partly to
obtain more grain, the Bolsheviks had organised so-cdled
Poverty Committees, composed of poorer pessants, who were
encouraged to atack the richer Kuleks and to ssize their
grain.

Here obvioudy were dissensons, which were bound to come
to a head. Secretly, the Left Socia-Revolutionaries began to
prepare fantedtic plans for the overthrow of the Bolshevik
Government and for a renewa of the war with Germany. By
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July 4th, the opening day of the Fifth All-Russian Congress,
the politica situation was ripe for the inevitable explosion.

For this Congress the Left Socia-Revolutionaries had made
specid preparaions. In spite of Bolshevik manipulation at the
dections, they sucoesded in returning about one-third of the
eight hundred ddegaes present, and for the first time snce
November, 1917, the Bolsheviks were confronted, in their
own caefully hedged-in Parliament, with a red officd
opposition.

The Congress took place in the Moscow Opera House. In
the parterre, where once st the "balletomanes’ and the richly
begewdled ladies of the Moscow plutocracy, now are ranged
the offidd ddegates on the right, facing the sage, the Bol-
shevik mgjority, composed mainly of soldiers in khaki; on
the left the Left Social-Revolutionary opposition, whose
bravny arms and loose shirts proclaim their village origin.

On the high gage, from which Chaliapin first gave his
immortal rendering of Boris, now st the members of the
Central Executive Committee—a motley gathering of about
one hundred and fifty intdlectuas with a strong predominance
of Jens

At along table aooss the front of the sage is the Presidium,
with Sverdloff, the President, in the centre. A Jaw so dark that
he might dmost be suspected of "colour,” his black beard
and his fierce black eyes make him look like some modern
incarnation of the Spanishinquisitors. On his left are Afanasieff,
the Seoreary of the Central Executive Committee, an insigni-
ficant young Jaw with nervous twitching eyes and Nakhamkis,
the editor of the Izyestia, and better known to the public under
his pseudonym of Stekloff. At this table, too, dts Zinovieff,
the Presdent of the St. Petersbourg Commune. Clean shaven
and with an enormous foreheed, he looks as intelligent as he is
reputed to be. On the right of Sverdioff sit the Left Socid-
Revolutionary leeders. Kamkoff, Karelin, both young Jews
dean shaven, well dressed, and dearly of the intelectua dass
Chergpanoff; and at the extreme end Maria Spiridonova, the
thirty-two-year-old leader of the Party. Very simply dressed,
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her dark hair brushed smoothly back over her head, and with
pince-nez with which she toys continuoudy, she looks for all
the world like Olga, the schoolmidtress, in ChehofFs "Three
Sigers" In 1906, while till a girl, she had made hersdf
famous by he assssdndtion of Lujinovsky, the notorious
Councillor of the Government Administration of Tamboff.
She had been sdected by her Party to carry out this terroristic
adt, and in the middle of winter she waited for Lujinovsky on
the platform of the station at Borisogliebsk and fired on him
with arevolver as he stepped out of the train. Her shots were
successful, but an attempt to end her own life failed, and she
weas dragged from the platform and later reped by the Cossack
soldiery. She had been condemned to desth, but, yielding to a
strong plea for mercy on account of her age, the Tsar had
changed her sentence to one of pend servitude for life. The
eanest, dmost fanatica, expresson in her e/es shows that her
aufferings have dfeted her mind. She is more hyserica
than practical, but her evident popularity with her own fol-
lowers shows that she is still one of the few sentimenta figures
of the revolution.

Behind the Presidium teble in serried rows are ranged the
other members of the Central Executive Committee. Here are
to be found the real Bolshevik leaders and the chief Commis-
sas They are present in full force from Trotsky to Krylenko,
the scowling, twitching, Public Prosecutor. Only Derjinsky
and Peters ae absent. These grim exponents of Bolshevik
justice have no time for Congresses. Lenin, too, islate, as usual.
He will dip in later, quietly, unobtrusively, but at the oppor-
tune moment.

In the boxes and gdleries all around ae the friends and
supporters of the various ddegates Admission is by ticket
only, and evary entrance, every corridor, is guarded by groups
of Lettish soldiers, aamed to the teeth with rifle, pistol, and
hand-grenade. In the great Imperial box are the representatives
of the officid Press | take my place in the large parterre box
on theright hand of the stage, together with Lavergne, Romei,
and the other members of the Allied Missions. Just above us
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are the representatives of the German, Turkish and Bulgarian
Embasses Fortunately for our enjoyment of the spectade, we
are not fece to face

From the firg the amosphere is charged with dectricity.
The opening day is devoted to gpesches by minor ddegates
The goeaches are on grictly party lines. The three great crimes
ae the Brest-Litovsk pesce the Poverty Committees and the
desth santence The Left Sociad-Revolutionaries denounce all
three. They support their denunciation of the Peece Treaty
with bloodcurdling accounts of the German arocities in the
Ukraine. The Bolsheviks are on the defensive.

The red battle comes on the sscond day, when the heavy
artillery on both gdes is engaged. It is opened by SverdiofF,
who wisdy anticipates the Left Socid-Revolutionary atack.
He admits the horrors of the German occupation, but pleads
that Russa is too week to fight. He is less successful in his
defence of the Poverty Committees. He soores a point over the
Left Socia-Revolutionary attitude towards the death sentence.
The Left Socid-Revolutionaries, he says protested againg the
degth satence on Admiral Schaginy. At the same time they
have co-operaled dosdy with the Bolsheviks in the Extra
ordinary Commissions. One of their members is Vice-President
of the Mascow Cheka, which hes carried out numerous deeth
sentences without any trial. Are they, then, to understand that
the Left Socid-Revolutionaries are againg the death satence
in cases of trids but in favour of it when thereis no trial. He
resumes his seat amidst laughter and Bolshevik gpoplause.

Spiridonova then rises and from her firs words one redises
that this is no ordinary Congress, that to-day the Bolsheviks
and the Left Socid-Revolutionaries have come to the parting
of the ways She is obvioudy nervous. Her deivery, too, is
monotonous, but, as she warms to her subject, she acquires a
hygterical passon which is not unimpressve. Her atack is
concentrated on the Poverty Committees. With pride she
refars to the fact that her whole life hes been dedicated to the
wdfare of the peesants Keeping time to the rhythm of her
Ftences with an up-and-down movement of the right arm,
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she hitterly atacks Lenin-. "I aocuse you," she says addressing
Lenin, "of betraying the pessants of making use of them for
your own ends, and of not serving their interests/' She gopeds
to her fallowers: "In Lenin's philosophy,” she grieks, 'you
ae only dung—only manure."” Then, working up to an hysteri-
cd peroration, she turns on the Bolsheviks. "Our other differ-
ass ae only temporary, but on the pessant question we ae
prepared to give battle. When the pessats, the Bolshevik
pessatts, the Left Sociad-Revolutionary pessants and the non-
paty pessaits ae dike humiliated, oppressed and crushed—
crushed as pessants—in my hand you will still find the same
pistol, the same bomb, which once forced me to defend——"
The end of the sentence is drowned in awild torrent of gpplause.
A Bolshevik ddegate in the parterre hurls an indecent assaullt at
the spesker. Pandemonium ensues Brawny pessantsstand up in
their ssats and shake their fists a the Bolsheviks. Trotsky
pushes himself forward and tries to gpesk. He is howled down,
and his faoe blenches with impotent rage. In vain Sverdloff
rings his bell and threstens to dear the thestre. Nothing
sEams more certain than that he will have to cary out his
threat. Then Lenin waks dowly to the front of the dgage On
the way he pats Sverdloff on the shoulder and tdls him to put
his bell avay. Holding the lgpds of his coa, he feoes the
audience—amiling, supremdy sdf-confident. He is met with
jears and ca-cdls. He laughs good-humouredly. Then he holds
up his hand, and with a lagt rumble the tumult dies. With cold
logic he replies point by point to the criticiams of the Left
Socid-Revolutionaries. He refas with gentle sacceam to  thelir
illogica and frequently equivocd attitude. His remarks produce
another gtorm  of interruption. Again Sverdioff becomes
excited and gragps his bell. Again Lenin raises his hand. His
df-confidence is dmost irritating. Then, swaying dightly
forward as he accentuates his points, but with drangdy little
gedticulation, he proocesds as camly as though he were addres-
sng a Sunday-School meeting. To the taunts of servility
towards the Germans he replies that the Left Socia-Revolu-
tionaries, in wishing to renew the war, ae carrying out the
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policy of the Allied Imperidists. Coldly and without a trace
of sentiment he defends the Brest Treaty, points out how bitter
ahumiliation it has been, but underlines the grim doctrine of
necessty. He amost exaggaates the difficulties of the present
stuation, prases the courage of those who are fighting the
battle of Socidism, counsds further patience, and promises
areward for that petience in a glowing picture of the future,
when war-weariness must inevitably produce a revolution in
all countries. Gradually the sheer persondity of the man and
the overwheming superiority of his didectics conquer his
audience, who listen spell-bound until the goeech ends in a
wild outburst of cheering, which, although many of the Left
Socid-Revolutionaries must know of the preparations for the
morrow, is not confined to the Bolsheviks.

The dfet on the Left Social-Revolutionaries, however, is
only temporary. Lenin is followed by Kamkoff, a brilliant
orator who laghes himself into a passon of fury. His is a
fighting speach, and | marvel at his foolhardiness. He spares no
one. His peroration is magnificent in its dramatic emotion.
He turns towards the box in which the Germans are sitting.
"The dictatorship of the proletariat,” he thunders, "hes
developed into a dictatorship of Mirbach, In spite of all our
warnings the policy of Lenin remains die same, and we ae
become, not an independent Power, but the lackeys of the
German Imperidists, who have the audacity to show their
feoes even in this theatre/'

In an instant the Left Socia-Revolutionaries are on their fest
shouting and shaking their fistsat the German box. The theaire
rings with roars of: "Down with Mirbach! Away with the
German butcherst Away with the hangman's noosefrom Brest!"
Hurriedly SverdiofF rings his bell and dedares the ssssion
dosad, and in a fever of excitement the ddegates sream from
the hall.

Oneincident gives me causefor reflection. During Kamkoff's
goeech a French intelligence officer in our box gpplauds fiercdly.
His attitude is typical of that of many of my Allied colleagues.
They cannct redise that to both Bolsheviks and Left Socia-
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Revolutionaries foreign intervention, whether by Germany or
by the Allies, means counter-revolutionary intervention. When
our own intervention took place it received no support from
the Left Socia-Revolutionaries.

The debate which had ended so dramatically on the evening
of Juy 5th wes not degtined to be resumed on the
Saturday afternoon of the 6th. The Congress, indeed, reessem
bled, but the Bolshevik leeders were absent. The dege revolu-
tion of yesterday had been transferred to the dreets and to the
barricades.

| went to the Opera House at four o'clock. It wes a hot and
sultry afternoon, and the aimosphere of the theaire wes like a
Turkish bath. The parterre was filled with ddegates but many
of the s=ts on the platform were vacant. There was no Trotsky,
no Radek. By fiveo'dock most of the other Bolshevik members
of the Centra Executive Committee had disgppeared. The
box allotted to the representatives of the Centra Poweas wes
empty. There was however, a consderable number of Left
Socid-Revolutionaries including Spiridonova. She looked
cam and composed. There was nothing in her manner to
betray the fact that her Paty had dready decided to put its
whole exigence to the supreme test of war.

Y et this was what had happened, athough it wes some time
before we redised the truth. At sx o'dock Sidney Reilly came
into our box with the news that the theatre was surrounded by
troops and that all exits were barred. He had only the vaguet
idea of what had occurred. He knew, however, that there had
been fighting in the sreets. Something had gone wrong. Our
apprehension was not diminished by a loud exploson in the
corridor aove us. A cadess sentry had dropped a hand grenade.
Fearful that the Bolsheviks might seerch them before they were
dlowed to leave the theetre, Reilly and a French agent began
to examine their pockets for compromising documents. Some
they tore up into tiny pieces and shoved them down the lining
of the sofa cushions. Others, doubtless more dangerous, they
swalowed. The situation was too tense for us to gpprediate its
comic sde, and, deciding that in this cae inaction wes the



BRUCE LOCKHART 301

best policy, we sat down to await the denouement with as
brave a show of patience as we could assume

Finaly, a ssven o'dock, we were relieved by Radek, who
gave us the whole story. The Left Socia-Revolutionaries had
assassinaed Mirbach, hoping thereby to provoke Germany
into restarting the war. Headed by Sablin and Alexandrovitch,
the Vice-Presdent of the Cheka, they had planned to ares
the Bolshevik Leadeas during the Congress in the Theatre,
Insteed, they themsdves had been caught in the trap which
they had s for their opponents.

The story of their coup d'etat may be told in afew words. At
a quarter to three on the Saturday afternoon a motor car with
two men drove up to the German Embassy in the Dengni
Pereulok. The Embassy itself waes guarded by a detachment of
Bolshevik troops. The occupants of the car, however, had no
difficulty in obtaining an entrance, for they were provided with
goedid pesses signed by Alexandrovitch in his cagpadity as Vice-
President of the Cheka A man named Blumkin, who for
months had lived in the room next to me in my hotel, was the
chief actor in the ensuing tragedy. Himself an officid of the
Cheka, he was recaived immediately by Riezler, the Councillor
of the German Embassy. He informed Riezler that he must
e Mirbach persondly. The Cheka had discovered an Allied
plot for the assasdnation of the German Ambassador. In view
of Blumkin's credentias and the sariousness of his information,
Dr. Riezler himsdlf took him into Count Mirbach's presence
When the Count asked him how the assasins proposed to act,
Blumkin took a Browning from his pocket, replied, "Likethis/'
and emptied his pistol into the body of the unfortunate
Ambassador. Then, leaping out of an open window, he hurled
a hand grenade behind him in order to make doubly sure, and
eceped.

In the meantime the Left Socia-Revolutionaries had assem-
bled such troops as they could persuede to support them in the
Pokrovsky Baracks They included one unit of two thousand
men who had been bought over by Popoff, an agent of the
Cheka, some disdffected soldiers from other regiments, and a
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few hundred sailors from the Black Sea Fleet. For an hour they
enjoyed a dight success They arested Derjinsky. They cep-
tured the telegraph office Then, however, their imagination
falled them, and, beyond sending out tdegrams all over the
country to announce the suooess of their coup d'frat, they did
nothing. Towards evening they mede a hdf-hearted attempt
to gpoproach the Opera House, but, finding it dready sur-
rounded by a strong detachment of Bolshevik forces they
retired to ther headquaters. So fedble was their military
effort that the vast mgjority of the Moscow population never
redlised until the next day that an attempted revolution was in
progress.

In the meantime Trotsky had not been idle. He had cdled
in two Lettish regiments from the suburbs. He had assembled
his armoured cas Within a few hours the Left Socid-
Revolutionary troops, opposed by overwhelming strength, laid
down thelr arms. Some of the leeders excgped. Alexandrovitch,
however, wes caught at the Kursk railway station and promptly
shot. The Social-Revolutionary ddegates in the Opera House
were aresed without even a protest. The revolution, which
was concaived in a theeatre, ended in the same place.

The only efet of this opera bouffe of the Left Socid-
Revolutionaries weas to strengthen the hands of the Bolsheviks
and the peece party. The repercusson in the country was in-
dggnificant. A few days later Muravieff, the commander-in-
chief of the Bolshevik forces on the Volga, attempted to move
his troops againg Moscow. By this time, however, the failure
of the coup d'itat in Moscow weas known, and he wes arrested
by his own men. He ended his life dramatically by shooting
himself in the presence of the Simbirsk Soviet. Spiridonovaand
Cherepanoff were imprisoned in the Kremlin, where, later, |
was to be their companion in misfortune. Blumkin, the
assasdin, excgped. Most of the rank and file, in order to save
themsdves from reprisals, went back on their leeders, con-
demned their action, and werere-admitted into the Bolshevik fol d.

This miserable affar, which should have been an object-
lesson to the Allies in the sense that it proved beyond all
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doubt that Russia would do dmost anything to avoid lighting
cither the Germans or the Allies, had certain reections both on
our own position and that of the Germans. The German
Government was furious, but, convinced now of the certainty
of Allied intervention, it did not dedare war on the Bolsheviks.
It demanded the right to send a battaion of German soldiers
to guard its Moscow Embassy, but, when the Bolsheviks
refused this request, it confined its action to a diplomatic
protest. The reaction in our own caee was more comic. Two
days dter Mirbach's murder Radek came to ss&= me and
informed me that the Bolshevik Government wished to place
aguard at my disposd. There was a broad grin on his face He
knew what my reply would be. 1 told him to put his guard
where the Khyber Pess veteran had put the workhouse
Chrismas pudding. It was dmost the last laugh we had
together.

Our stuation was in fact, none too pleasant. During the
Congress Lindley had arrived a Vologda, and his first telegram
to me was vagudly alarming. It gave me, however, no indication
ether of policy or of the date of our intervention. The attemp-
ted counter-revolution wes dready uncomfortably near.
Savinkoff, egged on by French assrances of Allied help, had
ssized Yarodavl, and Yarodavl wes between Moscow and
Archangdl, our only port of exit. Incidentaly, Trotsky aoousss
me in his Autobiography of having fomented and financed
the Yarodavl afar. This is wholly untrue. Never a any time
did | furnish Savinkoff with financia aid. Still les did |
encourage him in any action he took. Trotsky, too, had issued
an order that al French and British officars were to be refused
travelling pessss on account of their counter-revolutionary
activities. Although technicdly this ukase did not apply to my
mission, | knew that in practice there would be no difference.
Moreover, there was grest dday in the tdegraph savice to
England, and | was never sure when this source of communica
tion would be cut off from us dtogether.

On the evening of July 17th | recaved from Karachan the
officid intimation of the murder of the Tsar and his family
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a Ekaterinburg. | bdieve that | was the first person to convey
the news to the outsde world. The only first-hand evidence
of this crime that | can give concans the officid attitude of
the Bolshevik Government. My own impresson is that,
darmed by the gpproach of the Czech troops, who had now
turned in their tracks and were a open war with the Bolsheviks,
the locd Soviet had taken the law into its own hands, and
that the gpprova of the Central Government was subsequent.
Certainly, there was no question of disgpprova or disavowadl.
In its leading atides the Bolshevik Press did everything it
could to justify the murder and reviled the Tsar as atyrant and
a butcher. It announced that it would begin immediate publi-
cation of his diaries. Later, a fenv ingaments were published.
All that they reveded wes that the Emperor wes a devoted
husband and a loving father. When it was seen that their
dfet was to win sympathy for the Tsar, the ingaments were
stopped. Karachan, it is true, professed to be shocked and
pleaded extenuating cdrcumgtances. He advanced the theory
that the menace of Allied intervention wes the direct cause of
the Emperor's death. | am bound to admit that the population
of Moscow received the news with amazing indifference.
Their gpathy towards everything exoegpt their own fae weas
complete, yet symptomatic of the extraordinary times in which
wewereliving.

While this sark tragedy was taking place at Ekaterinburg,
a drama, rich in its comic situations, was being enacted at
Vologda. The Bolshevikshad sent Radek tothisAllied Elysium
in alast attempt to persuade the Allied Ambassadors to come to
Moscow. Perhaps they were animated by a genuine desre to
come to an amicable settlement. It is more probable that,
redising that intervention was now inevitable, they desred to
hold the Ambassadors in Moscow as hostages. For this ddicate
task they had chosen the Bolshevik Puck, and, if his effort
failed, he richly sisfied his own sanse of humour. He ap-
peared before the Ambassadors with his revolver. He argued,
cgoled, and even threatened. He interviewed them jointly and
singly, but the Ambassadors stood firm. Then, in the evening,
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he went to the loca telegraph office and gave an account of the
failure of his mission by direct wire to Chicherin.

His joy-ride in Arcady had an amusing sequel. | received a
word-for-word report of the Radek-Chicherin direct wire
conversation from one of our searet agents. The document was
S0 obvioudy genuine that the American Consul-Generd in
Maoscow sent a trandation of it to his Ambassador. Without
reading it, Francis put it in his pocket and took it to the
Ambassadors  daily conference. "Gentlemen,” he sad, "l
have recdved an interesting document from Moscow. It is
Radek's account of his negotiations with oursdves | shdl read
it toyou." Fumbling with his pince-nez, he began: "Ambassa-
dor Frandis is a stuffed shirt-front." It was only too true, but,
coming from the Ambassador's lips, it was a little startling.
Richer jests followed, and the climax came with the closng
satence “Lindley is die only man who hes any sense He
precticaly admits that he conddes Noulens behaviour
childish in the extreme." Sir Francis Lindley hes faced many
difficult Stuations with unfailing courage and equanimity.
I doubt, however, if he has ever felt quite so awkward as a
that moment.

There was to be one more comedy before the fina tragedy.
On duly 22nd an officid British Economic Mission, composed
of Sr William Clark, now British High Commissoner in
Canada, Mr. Ledie Urquhart, Mr. Armistead, and Mr. Peters
of the Commercia Diplomatic Service, arrived in Moscow.
They had come to discuss the posshilities of trede relations
with the Bolsheviks Their arrival daggered me. As far as |
knen—and | had no certain knowledge—our intervention wes
only a matter of days The Czech army was now advancing
towards the West. It had taken Simbirsk and wes then besieging
Kazan. The Czechs were our Allies. In so far as we were sup-
porting them we were supporting war ageing the Bolsheviks.
Savinkoif, too, wes holding Yarodavl, and Savinkoff was being
financed by the French. Moreover, a that very moment
British troops must have been on their way to Archangel. Yet
here was a British Economic Mission in Moscow breathing

X
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peece and commercid tredties to the Bolsheviks. Was there
evar a more Gilbertian stuation? Could | be surprised when,
later, the Bolsheviks accused me of Machiavellian duplicity
and supplemented their denunciation of my crimes with well-
documented references to Albion's pefidy. Alas! here wes
no guile or treechery. It was merdly another example of one
department in Whitehall not knowing what the other wes
doing. | took Sir William Clark to sse Chicherin and Bronsky,
the Trade Commissioner. | cannot sy that | enjoyed the
interview. Nor did | learn much from the English visitors.
Sir William Clark knew nothing of the Allies' plansregarding
Russia Urquhart, who had mining interests in Siberia, was a
convinced interventionist. | was glad when, after two days of
abortive negotiations, they left for St. Petersburg. Had they
deayed twelve hours longer, they might have been detained
indefinitely.

The next day, with startling suddenness came the news that
the Allied Embassies had left Vologda and had fled to Arch-
angel. Although they issued a futile satement to the effect
that their departure was not to be regarded as a rupture, the
Bolsheviks righdy interpreted it as the prelude to intervention.
Their flight, caried out without a word of warning to the
Allied Missionsin Moscow, left me in an unenviable position.
All too dealy | sav that the role of hostages which had
originally been destined for the Ambassadors, would now be
rerved for us. Together with my French, American, and
Italian colleegues 1 went to see Chicherin in order to fed our
way. He was studioudy polite and obvioudy anxious to avoid
any act which would put the blame for any rupture of relations
on the Bolsheviks. He pressed us to remain in Moscow and
assured us that, whatever happened, we should be dlowed to
leave whenever we wanted to go. We gave a non-committal
answver. We wae still without any offidd intimation from
our Governments. We took it for granted that the Allies had
decided to land troops. We assumed that they would land
in force at Archangel, Murmansk, and Vladivostok. We knew
nothing for certain.
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It was however, dear that our own position in Maoscow
was no longer tenable, and | returned to my rooms to teke the
preliminary steps for our departure. The next few days wee
the most miserable of my whole say in Russa Moura hed
left Moscow some ten days before in order to visit her home in
Esthonia Owing to the fighting on the Czech and Yarodavl
fronts travelling on the railways was now strictly controlled.
| could not communicate with her. It ssamned any odds on my
having to leave Russia without sesing her again. For four days
and nights | never dept. For hours on end | st in my room
playing patience and badgering the unfortunate Hicks with
idiotic questions. There was nothing we could do, and in my
despair my sdlf-control left me and | abandoned myself to the
gloomiest depresson. Then on the afternoon of Jduly 28th my
telgphone rang. | picked up the receiver. Moura hersdf wes
gpeeking. She had arrived in &. Petersburg after sx days of
terrible adventure, during which she had aossed the no-man's
land between Esthonia and Russa on foot. She was leaving
that night for Moscow.

The reection was wonderful. Nothing now mattered. If only
| could s=2 Moura again, | felt that | could face any criss, any
unpleesantness the future might have in store for me.



CHAPTER NINE

THE SEQUENCE OF events was now to be swift* On the day after
Mourds return, General Eichhorn, the German Commander-
in-Chief in Russia, wes assessinated at Kieff. A young Moscow
student caled Donskoi, who wes a member of the Socid-
Revolutionary Party, had carried out this act of terror. He had
hired aceb and, passing the Generd, had hurled abomb at him
with fad effect. | wes sitting with Chicherin and Karachan
when the news was conveyed to them by telephone. They made
no concedment of their joy—especidly Chicherin, who turned
to me and said: "Y ou sz what hgppens when foreigners inter-
vene agang the wishes of the people/* Their glee shocked me.
My reeson should have told me that in Bolshevik eyes the
Genera weas an oppressor, whose murderer was to be regarded
as a liberator in just the same manner as bourgeois children
ae taught to admire Jad or Brutus. To the Bolsheviks German
genads and English generds were in the same caegory as
oon as they st foot on Russian soil. They were the agents of
counter-revolution and, therefore, outside the law. Both
Allies and Germans, however, made the misteke of regarding
Russa soldy in the light of their own conflict. At the German
court-martial of Donskoi two days later the first two questions
asked of the prisoner were: "D o you know Lockhat? Do you
know the heed of the English mission in Moscow?'

On August 1 we received notice to leave our hotel.
It had been requisitioned for the Generd Council of Russian
Trades Unions. The Bolsheviks were showing their horns. No
longer were we worthy of specia consideration. Fortunately,
| sucoseded in obtaining occupation of my old flat in the
Khliebny Pereulok, and we were able to avoid an avkward
predicament.

On August 4th Moscow went wild with excitement.
The Allies had landed at Archangel. For severd days the city
was a prey to rumour. The Allies had landed in strong force.
Some sories put the figure a 100,000. No estimeate wes lower
than two divisons. The Jganese were to send seven divisions

308
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through Sberia to help the Czechs Even the Bolsheviks lost
their heeds and, in degpair, began to pack their archives. In the
middle of this crigs | sav Karachan. He spoke of the Bolshe-
viks aslost. They would, however, never surrender. They would
go underground and continue the struggle to the last.

The confuson was indescribable. On the day &ter the land-
ing | went to s\2 Wardrop, our Consul-General, who had
esablished his dffice in the Yusupoff Pdace dose to the Red
Gaes While | weas talking to him, the Consulate-Genera
was surrounded by an armed band. It was composad of agents
of the Cheka. They sedled up everything, and everyone in the
building wes put under arest excgpt Hicks and mysdf. The
goedid pess | had received from Trotsky still held good. This
raid had an amusing agpect. Whil e the Cheka agents weare aoss
examining our Consular offidas downgairs, our inteligence
officars were busily engaged in burning their ciphers and other
compromising documents upstairs. Clouds of smoke belched
from the chimneys and penetrated even downdairs, but,
athough it was summer, the Cheka gentlemen noticed nothing
untoward in this holocaust. As we were to learn later, the
Cheka wes terrifying but far from dever.

At the same time a similar rad was caried out on the
French Mission and Consulate-General. Although the Itdians
and Americans were left done, this outrage (it is true that in
Bolshevik eyes our landing a& Archangd was dso an outrage
agang international law) could not be ignored, and the next
day we all went to Chicherin to give forma notice of the rup-
ture of rdations and to demand our pasgports. Chicherin did
not actudly refuse He ssamed overwhemed by the situation,
and made his usua plea for time. The unfortunate Chicherin
was, indeed, sordy harased. Only that morning he had
recaved a smilar visit from Helfferich, who had succesded
Count Mirbach as German Ambassedor. Helfferich, too,
ssamed to treat the Allied intervention as a sarious menace to
the Bolsheviks He had no intention of sharing Count
Mirbach's fae or of being caught in Moscow when the
Allied troops marched in. The same night he took the
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train for Berlin, leaving only a smal &&ff to cary on in
Moscow.

Deserted now by both the Allies and the Germans, the Bol-
sheviks seamed to be in a hopdess position. The Czech army
had captured Kazan, and, athough the Bolsheviks had retaken
Yaodavl from SavinkofFs Russans, they ssamed incgpable
of offering any sarious opposition to the large Allied force
which was supposed to be advancing from Archangel. For
forty-eight hours | deluded myself with the thought that the
intervention might prove a brilliant success | was not quite
sure what we should be able to do when we reached Moscow.
| could not believe that a bourgeois Russian Government could
be maintained in Moscow without our aid. Still less did |
believe that we could pasuade any consdeable number of
Russans to renew the war with Germany. In the crcum-
gances the intervention was bound to assume an anti-Bolshevik
rather than anti-German character. It was, therefore, likely that
our occupation of Moscow would lagt indefinitely. But, with
the adeguate forces which | assumed we had a our disposd, |
had no doubt of our being able to reach the Russian capital.

Disillusionment was to follow swiftly. On August 1oth the
Bolshevik newspapers splashed their front pege with heedlines
announcing a grest Russian navd victory over the Allies a
Archangdl. | regarded this report as a joke or, a bet, as a
fecble attempt on the part of the Bolsheviks to stimulate the
ocourege of their own followers. But that afternoon, when |
saw Karachen, | had misgivings. His fece wes wreathed in
smiles. The dgection of the previous days had gone, and his
relief was too obvious to be put down to play-acting. "The
Situation is not serious," he said. "The Allies have landed
only afew hundred men."

| smiled scepticdly. Later, | was to discover that his sate-
ment was only too true. The navd victory was a myth. The
Bolsheviks had sunk an Allied barge in the Dvina. But the
account of the strength of the Allied forces was literaly
correct. We had committed the unbeievable folly of landing
at Archangel with feve than twelve hundred men.
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It was a blunder comparable with the worst mistakes of the
Crimean War* In the chaotic date of Russa it was obvious
that, if intervention was to be a success it must gart well. It
had begun as badly as it could, and no individual galantry
could ever repar that initial mistake. The plan of the pro-
interventionist Russians was to hold the line of the VVolga with
the Czechs and to join up with the Allies in the North and
with Genards Alexeieff and Denikin in the South. The latter
had been advised to proceed via Tsaritzin to Samara, while it
was hoped that the Allies would be able to advance amost
unopposed to Vologda and Viatka. The weekness of our land-
ing force in the North resulted in the loss of the Volga line
and in the temporary collgpse of the anti-Bolshevik movement
in European Russia

All my worgt fears were speedily justified.

In the absence of a strong lead from the Allies the various
counter-revolutionary groups began to quarrd and bicker
among themsdves. The accuracy of my dictum that the sup-
port we would recaive from the Russans would be in direct
proportion to the number of troops we sent oursdves weas
peedily proved. The broad messes of the Russan people
remained completdy apathetic.

The conssquences of this ill-conceived venture were to be
dissstrous both to our presige and to the fortunes of those
Russians who supported us. It raised hopes which could not be
fulfilled. It intendfied the civil war and sent thousands of
Russans to their death. Indirectly, it was responsible for the
Terror. Its direct effect was to provide the Bolsheviks with a
chegp victory, to give them a new confidence, and to gavanise
them into a strong and ruthless organism. To have intervened
a al wes a misake. To have intervened with hopdesly
inadequate forces was an example of soindess hdf-measures
which, in the drcumstances, amounted to a crime. Apologists
for this policy maintain that it sa’ved a useful purpose in
preventing Russa from faling into the hands of Germany
and in detaching German troops from the Western Front.
By June, 1918, there was no danger of Russia being overrun
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by Germany. The dfect of the intervention on the German
situation in the West was insignificant. The fact remains that,
whatever may have been the intentions of the Allied Govern-
ments, our intervention was regarded by those Russans, who
supported it, as an attempt to overthrow Bolshevism.
It failed, and, with the failure, our prestige anong evary dass of
the Russian population suffered.

Karachan's optimism was a bitter disillusionment, but now
that the intervention had begun | had to do my best to aid it.
My efforts during August were concentrated (i) on securing
our own departure, and (2) on furnishing financid assgance
to the Russans who were supporting us.

Asfar as our own departure was concerned, we had reeched a
deadlock. Chicherin had asumed an attitude which wes
typical of Bolshevik diplomatic finesse Of course we could
have our passports We could leave as soon as we liked. But
where did we intend to go? The Germans were in control in
Finland. The Turks were in Constantinople. He did not sup-
pose we should like to make the long "trek" to the Afghan or
Persan frontiers. Y et these seamed the only exits.

| cut short this long rigmarole. *What about Archange?'
| asked. He washed his hands apologetically. "The English
counter-revolutionaries are at Archangel," hesaid. " W e cannot
let you go there." We ssemed to be checkmated. It was only
too likely that we should be held in Moscow as hostages
There was only one hope: that the Finnish-German bourgeois
Government would guarantee us a s#fe conduct through Fin-
land. We put oursdves in the hands of the diplomatic repre-
sentatives of the neutral Powers, who at once began negatiations
with the Finnish and German Governments.

| took edvantage of this period of waiting to supply financia
ad to the pro-ally organisations, who were badly in need of
funds. For wesks the French had furnished this aid single-
handed, and my refusd to co-operate in this work had been a
ore point with AlexeiefFs and Denikin's political represen-
tatives. Now that we had reeched an open rupture with the
Bolsheviks, | contributed my share. Although the banks were
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eadly available. There were numerous Russians with hidden
gores of roubles. They were only too glad to hand them over in
exchange for a promissory note on London. To avoid all sus
picion, we callected the roubles through an English firm in
Moscow. They dedt with the Russans, fixed the rate of ex-
change, and gave the promissory note. In eech transaction we
furnished the English firm with an officd guarantee that it
was good for the amount in London. The roubles were brought
to the American Consulate-General and were handed over to
Hicks, who conveyed them sfdy to their destined quarters.

Apart from this excitement the days pessed drearily. There
was dmost no other work that we could do. With the excep-
tion of a small pocket code for emergency messsges we had
destroyed all our ciphers and all our documents. We had a
daily meeting of the Allied representatives at the American
Consulate-Genera, which was now our sffet refuge. For,
srangely enough, although the United States had associated
itsdf with this landing a Archangdl, the Bolsheviks showed
no animosity againg the Americans. Their name was dways
exduded from the officid protests againgt the dleged atrocities
by the French and British troops in North Russia. They were
never mentioned in the violently anti-French and anti-British
atidles in the Moscow Press

We made plans for our departure—the negotiations with the
Finnish and German Governments were proceeding dowly but
not unsatisfactorily. At immense expense the French kept a
train waiting with steam up so that we might leave without a
moment's delay. From the British in St. Petersburg we were
completely cut off. Through the Dutch Legation | sent Cromie
amessoge informing him that | could do nothing to help him
and that he had better conduct his own negotiations for the
departure of himself and the other British officds | had
severd discussons with Reilly, who had decided to remain
on in Moscow after our departure.

It wes an extreordinary situation. There had been no declara-
tion of war, yet fighting wes proceeding on a front stretching
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from the Dvina to the Caucasus We were unable to leave
Moscow, yet our liberty of action insde the city was amost
unregtricted. On the other hand, we knew little of what was
going on outside. All that seemed dear wes that the Bolsheviks
were holding their own.

We struggled successfully againgt dglection. We dined with
the French, and they with us, and played bridge. We renewed
our unsuccessful encounters with the Americans at poker. Here
I must pay my tribute to Poole, the American Consul-General,
and to Wardwell, the head of the American Red CrossMission.
They would have had little difficulty in arranging their own
departure. Y et they stood solidly by us to the end.

In the afternoons we had strenuous football maiches at the
British Consulate-Generd. There was one historic encounter
between the British and the French, for which even Genera
Lavergne, complete in shirt, military riding bresches braces
and military boots, turned out. He performed prodigies of
valour, his dlver hair sparkling gaily in the August sun.
Sadoul, the French Socidist deputy, who was atewards to
join the Bolsheviks, kept god. As there was no refereg, the
charging wasterrific. The French had severd heavy-weights, and,
shod as we were with tennis shoes we suffered severd casudties
The result, however, was the same as a Waterloo—this time
without the aid of the Germans, and, the victory clinched, we
carried the Generd off the fidd to toast his hedlth in Russian
beer. It was the last game of football | ever played.

A few days dter this international contet—on August
15th, to be exadt— received a visit which was to cause inter-
national diversons of a more serious nature. | was lunch-
ing in my flat, when the bell rang and my man announced two
Lettish gentlemen. One was a short, sdlow-faced youth caled
Smidchen. Theother, Berzin, atall, powerfully-built manwith
dear-cut festures and hard, sedy eyes cdled himsef a
colond. He was in fact, in command of one of the Lettish
regiments which formed the Pregtorian Guard of the Soviet
Government. Smidchen brought aletter from Cromie. Always
on my guard agang agents-provocateurs, | scrutinised trie
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letter carefully. It wes unmistakably from Cromie. The hand-
writing was his. The text referred to a previous communica
tion which | had addresssed to him through the Swedish
Consul-General. The expresson that he was making his own
arangemants to leave Russa and hoped "to bang the ‘dore
before he went out" was typica of this very gdlant officer.
Above all, the spelling was his. No forger could have faked
this, for like Prince Charles Edward, Frederick the Gresat, and
Mr. Harold Nicolson, poor Cromie could not spell. The letter
dosad with arecommendation of Smidchen as a man who might
be able to render us some service

| asked the two men what they wanted. Berzin did most of
the talking. He explained that while the Letts had supported
the Bolshevik revolution, they could not fight the Bolsheviks
batles indefinitely. Their one ambition wes to return to ther
own country. As long as Germany was powerful this was
impossible. On the other hand, if the Allies, as now seemed
likely, were to win the war, it was dear that the Allies and not
Germany would have the find word regarding the future of
Latvia They were therefore determined not to put themsdves
wrong with the Allies. They had no intention of fighting
agang Generd Poole's forces a Archangd. If they were st
to that front, they would surrender. Could | arange maiters
with Genera Poole so that they would not be shot down by
the Allied troops?

It wes an interesting and plausible proposal. It would have
to be condgdered serioudy, but, before holding out any en-
couragement, | wanted to consult my colleegues | told the
two conspirators that, while | understood their reuctance to
fight againgt the Allies, | wes not in a position to help them.
| was not in touch with Genera Poole. Moreover, | wes expec-
ting to leave Russa a any moment. Their best plan would be
to send their own messanger to Genera Poole. In this connec-
tion | might be able to as3gt them. | aranged for them to call
on me a the same time the next day.

That afternoon | thrashed out the whole matter with Genera
Lavergne and M. Grenard, the French Consul-General and
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subsequently French Minister to Jugodavia We decided that,
while we must be very careful not to compromise our own
position in any way, it was probable that the Letts had no desre
to fight againg the Allies. There could be little harm in en-
couraging them to send a messager to Genera Poole. We
would assg them in this matter. As the negotiations for our
own departure were now hearing a hagppy conclusion, we would
put them in touch with Sdney Reilly, who wes staying on.
Reilly could kesp an eye on their movements and help to
stimulate their rductance to oppose our troops. The next day |
saw the two Letts, gave them a pgper saying *'pleese admit
bearer, who hes an important communication for Generd
Poole, through the English lines," and put them into touch
with Reilly.

Two days later Reilly reported that his negotiations were
proceeding smoothly and that the Letts had no intention of
being involved in the cdlgpse of the Bolsheviks He put
forward a suggestion that after our departure he might be able,
with Lettish help, to sage a counter-revolution in Moscow.
This suggesion was categoricdly turned down by Genera
Lavergne, Grenard, and mysdf, and Reilly was warned speci-
ficaly to have nothing to do with so dangerous and doubtful
amove. Reilly then went "underground"—that is, into hiding,
and, until he exgped to England, | never sav him again.

For another fortnight our enforced idleness continued. Our
departure, so0 the neutra diplomatists informed us, was now
decided in principle. The actud date would be fixed a any
moment. We packed our dothes, deciding rightly that we
should have to travel light, and with heavy heart | resgned
myself to the abandonment of all the belongings in my fla—
my collection of Oriental books, my furniture, and my wed-
ding presents. One night we went out to "Streilna' to sy
good-bye to Maria Nikolaievna, our gipsy queen. "Streilna’
had been dosad, but we found her in her "dacha' dose by.
She wept over us copioudy, sang a few of our favourite songs
to us in alow voice, which was scarody louder than a whisper,
and, kissing me on both cheeks begged us to remain with her.
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She saw tragedy aheed of us. She would disguise us, hide us
and fead us, and arrange for our departure to the South. Her
advice, as sound as it wes well meant, could not be taken.
She care to the gate to s us off, and we sad good-bye
benegth the giant firs of the Petrovsky Park with the harvest
moon caging ghostly shadows around us. It was an earie and
emotiond farewdl. We never saw her again. Vagudly | heard
that she died a few years ago in poverty.

The tragedy which she had foreseen came with a pistol shot.
On Friday, August 30th, Uritsky, the head of the St. Peters-
burg Cheka, was murdered by a Russian Junker cdled Kanne-
giessr. The next evening a Social-Revolutionary, a young
Jawish girl cdled Dora Kaplan, fired two shots point-blank at
Lenin as he was leaving Michelson's factory, where he had
been spesking at a meeting. One bullet penetrated the lung
ébove the heart. The other entered the neck dose to the
main artery. The Bolshevik leeder was not dead, but his chances
of living were at a discount.

| recaived the news within half an hour of the actua shooting.
It could hardly fail to have serious consequences, and, with a
premonition of our impending fate, Hicks and | s up late,
discussing in low whispers the events of the day and wondering
how they would affect our own unenviable situation.

We went to bed at one o'clock, and, worn out by months of
strain, | dept soundly. At three-thirty am. | was awakened by
a rough voice ordering me to get up at once. As | opened my
eyes | looked up into the sedy barrel of arevolver. Some ten
armed men were in my room. One man, who was in charge, |
knew. He was Mankoff, the former commandant of Smolny. |
aked him what this outrage meant. "No questions' he
answered gruffly. "Get dressed & once You ae to go to
LoubiankaNo. 11." (LoubiankaNo. u was the heedquarters
of the Moscow Cheka) A similar group of Cheka agents was
deding with Hicks, and, while we dressed, the main body of
the invaders began to ransack the flat for compromising docu-
ments. As soon as we were ready, Hicks and | were bundled
into a ca and, with a gunman on eech side of us, were driven
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off to the Cheka headquarters. There we were put into a square
small room, bare of all furniture except a rough teble and a
couple of plain wooden chairs.

After along wait | wes teken dong a dark corridor. The two
gunmen, who accompanied me, stopped before a door and
knocked. A sepulchrd voice said: "Come in," and | wes
brought into along, dark room, lit only by a hand-lamp on the
writing table. At the table, with a revolver lying besde the
writing-pad, was a man, dressed in black trousers and a white
Russian shirt. His black hair, long and waving as a poet's, was
brushed back over a high forehead. There wes a large wrist
watch on his left hand. In the dim light his festures |ooked
more sdlow than ever. His lips were tightly compressed, and,
as | entered the room, his eyes fixed me with a gedy sare. He
looked grim and formidable. It wes Peters. | had not ssen him
snce the day he had accompanied Robins and myself on our
tour of inspection of the Anarchists strongholds.

"Y ou can go," he sad to the two gunmen, and then there
was a long slence. At lag he turned his eyes avay and opened
his writing folder. "l am sorry to s you in this position," he
sad. "It is a grave matter." He was scrupuloudy polite, but
very serious | asked for information, pointing out that | had
come to Moscow on the invitation of the Soviet Government
and that | had been promised full diplomatic privileges. | made
a formal protest againg my arest and demanded to soesk to
Chicherin.

Heignored my protests. " D o0 you know the Kaplan woman?'
| did not, but | decided that in the crcumstances it was better
to answer no questions. | repeated as camly as | could that he
had no right to question me.

"Whereis Reilly?' was his next question. Again | made the
same answer.

Then he produced a paper from his folder. It was the pess
to General Poole which | had given to the Letts. "Is that your
writing?' he asked.

Yet agan | replied with studious politeness that | could
ansyver no questions.
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He made no attempt to bully me. Hefixed me again with a
long gare. "It will be better for you if you oesk the truth/"
he said.

I made no reply. Then he rang a bell, and | was taken back
to Hicks. Again we were left done. We hardly spoke and,
when we did, we taked trivialities. We redised that our
conversation was likely to be overheard. | had only the vaguest
idea of what had happened. It was obvious, however, that the
Bolsheviks were trying to link us up with the attempt on
Lenin's life. This manoeuvre did not disconcert me. The
attempt on Lenin might be an indirect consequence of Allied
intervention, but we had had nothing to do with it. | was more
unessy about the mention of Reilly's name and the production
of my pess to Poole. | guessd that there had been a hitch
omenvhae and that my two Lettish vistors wee agents
provocateurs.

As, holding the lgpels of my codt, | tried to review die situa-
tion in my mind, | suddenly felt in my breest pocket a note-
book, which contained in cryptic form an account of the
moneys | had spent. The Cheka agents had ransacked my flat
—they were probably seerching it a that moment, but they
had not thought of searching the dothes we had put on when
we were arested. The note-book was unintelligible to anyone
except myself. But it contained figures, and, if it fel into
Bolshevik hands they would find some means of rendering it
compromising. They would sy that the figures represented
movements of Bolshevik troops or moneys | had spent on fo-
menting counter-revolution. That note-book preyed on my
mind. How wes | to berid of it? We might be seerched at any
moment. In the drcumstances there ssamed only one solution
to the problem. | asked permission of our four sentries to go
to the lavatory. It was granted, but die affar was not so ssimple.
Two gunmen accompanied me to the door, but, when | sarted
to do=e it, they shook their heeds. "Leave it open," they sad
and took up their stand in front of me. It wes an embarrassing
moment. Should | take die risk or not? Fortunatey, the
decison was made for me by the insanitary conditions of the
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place. There wes no paper. The wals were smeared with gains
of human excrement. Ascamly as| could, | took out my note-
book, tore out the offending peges and used them in the
manner in which the circumstances dictated. | pulled the plug.
It worked, and | was saved.

I went back to Hicks and sst down to wait. At six in die
morning awoman weas brought into the room. She was dresssd
in black. Her hair was black, and her eyes =t in afixed gare,
had greast black rings under them. Her face was colourless.
Her festures, strongly Jewish, were unattractive. She might
have been any age between twenty and thirty-five. We guessed
it was Kaplan. Doubtless, the Bolsheviks hoped that she would
give ussomesgn of recognition. Her composure wes unnatural .
She went to the window and, leaning her chin upon her hand,
looked out into the daylight. And there she remained, motion-
less, speechless gpparently resigned to her fate, until presently
the sentries came and took her away. She weas shot before
she knew whether her attempt to dter history had failed or
Succesded.

At nine o'dock in the morning Peters himself came in and
informed us that we could go home. We were discharged. We
heard afterwards that he had been uncertain how to act and
had telephoned to Chicherin for instructions. Chicherin hed
protested agangt our arrest.

It was Sunday morning and it was raining. We found an old
"droschke' and, tired and dgected, we made our way home.
The flat was all upside down. The cook and our two men sa-
vants had disgppeared. M oura, we learnt from the porter down-
dairs, had been taken off to die Cheka.

On the way home we had bought a paper. It was full of
bulletins about Lenin's condition. He wes still unconscious.
There were, too, violent atides agang the bourgeoise and
agang the Allies. But there was no mention of our arest,
no effort to incriminate us in the asssssnation of Uritsky or
the attempt on Lenin.

After abath and ashave | went round to the Dutch Legation
to sse Oudendyke, the Dutch Minister, who was now in charge
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of our interests. He was a little man who had spent most of
his life in China. His wife wes English, and he spoke our
languege perfectly. | found him in a gae of great agitation.
There had been a terrible tragedy in St. Petersburg. On the
same day as | had been arested, a band of Cheka agents had
burst into our Embassy there. The gallant Cromie had resisted
the intrusion and, after killing a commissar, had been shot
down at the top of the darcase All British offidds in St.
Petersburg had been arrested.

With asinking feding in my heart | went to find Wardwell.
| wes anxious about Moura and my servants, and hoped that
he would be able to secure their rdease. He promised to do his
best, and his quiet essurance did much to restore my sdf-
control. He had been unable to sse Chicherin, but had been
promised an interview for the next day. He, too, wes unawere
of what lay behind these arests. He supposed that, as a result
of the attempt on Lenin's life, the Bolsheviks had lost their
heeds He wes afraid that the threat of a Red Terror, which now
rilled the newspgpers, would soon be put into execution.

As | walked back to my flat | was struck by the emptiness
of the streets Such people as went about their busness did so
with quick seps and furtive glances The srest comers ware
guarded by little groups of soldiers. A new fear was abroad.
In forty-eight hours the whole amosphere of the city had
changed. The next day, unable to bear die sugpense about
Mouras fae any longer, | went down to the Foreign Office
and demanded to ssee Karachan. | wasreceived a once. Avoiding
all political discusson, | went straight to the point. Whatever
grievances the Bolsheviks might have agang me, it was in-
human that they should sask to hit a me through the arest of
Moura. | gppeded to his decency and begged him to rdeese her.
He promised to do what he could. It was my thirty-first
birthday, and | spent it done with Hicks, who prepared us a
medl of coffeg black bread, and sardines.

On the Tuesday we read the full tde of our iniquities in the
Bolshevik Press, which excdled itself in a fantagtic account of a
s0-cdled Lockhart Plot. We were accused of having conspired
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to murder Lenin and Trotsky, to s&t up a military dictator ship
in Moscow, and by blowing up all the railway bridges to reduce
the populations of Moscow and St. Petersburg to starvation.
The wnole plot had been revealed by the loyalty of the Lettish
garrison, whom the Allies had sought to suborn by lavish gifts
of money. The whole gory, which read like a fairy-tale, wes
rounded off with a fantagtic account of my arret. | had been
surprised, it wes gated, at a congpirators meeting. | had been
taken to the Cheka and, as soon as my identity was esablished,
| had been immediately rdeased. An equally fantagtic gory
dexribed the events in St. Petersburg. Cromi€'s murder was
depicted as a measure of Hf-defence by the Bolshevik agents
who had been forced to return his fire Huge headlines de-
nounced the Allied represntatives as " Anglo-French Bandits
and in ther comments the leader-writers shrieked for the
application of a wholesale terror and of the saveret measures
againg the congpirators.

At firg | was inclined to regard this outburst as a typical
Bolshevik attempt (i) to exause ther murder of Cromie,
which | fdt sure they had never intended, and (2) to galvanise
their own supportersand to griketerror into the heart of would-
be counter-revolutionaries in Moscow itsdf. Reilly, whose
name figured largdy in the plot, had disappeared. Unless he
had completdy logt his head, the whole sory was a tissue of
invention.

| found that Poole, the American Consul-General, took a
more serious view of the conspiracy. He was inclined to regard
Reilly as an agent-provocateur, who had saged this plot for
the benefit of the Bolsheviks. One account of the conspiracy
mentioned a project whereby Lenin and Trotsky were not to
be murdered, but were to be led through the gregts of M oscow
in ther shirts. This fantagic proposal could have emanated
only from Reilly's fertile imagination. | laughed at Pool€s
fears Later, | was to know much more of Reilly than | did at
that time, but my etimate of his character did not alter. He
was then in his forty-sixth year. He was a Jewv with, | imagine,
no British blood in his veins His parents came from Odessa.
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His real name was Rosenblum. The name of Reilly he had
taken from the second name of his father-in-law, an Irish-
man named Callahan. How he became a British subject | do
not know to this day. Prior to the war he had spent most of his
time in St. Petersburg, where he had earned consderable sums
of money as a commission ageant in various forms of business.
He was a man of great energy and persond charm, very atrac-
tiveto women and very ambitious. | had not avery high opinion
of hisintelligence. His knowledge covered many subjects, from
politics to art, but it was superficid. On the other hand, his
courage and indifference to danger were superb. Moreover,
Captain Hill, hisassodatein his dangerous plantoremainonin
Moscow &fter our departure, was a man whose loyalty wes
beyond suspicion. He was as brave and as bold as Reilly. He
gooke Russian just aswell. If there had been any double-crossing
by Reilly, Hill would hardly have failed to detect it. Ridiculous
as this story was, | found nevethdess that through Poole it
had gained some aredence in England. When two months later
| reeched London, | had to go bail with the Foreign Office for
Reilly* s bona fides when, &fter a saies of hair-breadth escgpes
this remarkable man succseded in making his way to Bergen.
| did so without the dightest hesitation.

But, athough | never questioned Reilly's loydty to the
Allies, | was not sure—indeed, | am not sure to this day—how
far he had gone in his negatiations with the Letts. He was a
man cadt in the Napoleonic mould. Napoleon was his hero in
life and a one time he possessad one of the finest collections
of Napoleanain die world. He sawv himself being left done in
Russa and the progpect of playing a lone hand may have
inspired him with a Napoleonic design. In conversation after-
wards he dways denied most of the Bolshevik dlegations. His
own theory was that Berzin and the other Letts, whom he saw,
were a firs sncare in their desire to avoid fighting againg the
Allies. When they redisad that the Allied intervention was not
serious, they went back on him and betrayed him to save their
own skins. Be this as it may, the so-cdled Allied plot was to
have serious consaquences for al of us.
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Reilly's subsequent carexr was curious. On his return to
England, he speadily established himself with M r. Churchill
and the advocates of pogt-war intervention, and went to South
Russa as a British agent with Denikin's forces When that
venture ended in disader, Reilly allied himself with Savinkoff,
who was then beseging the satesmen of England and France
with requests for support for his so-called " Green" movement.
Reilly, who was a lavish spender, exhaused his financial re-
sources on Savinkoff. He became hard up and, in a last desper-
ate endeavour to re-establish his fortunes, st out for Russa in
1926 on some counter-revolutionary scheme alleged to be
organised by ex-Guards officers His subsequent fate is not
known with certainty. The Bolsheviks announced that he had
been shot while trying to aoss the Finnish frontier. Such
evidence as is available would ssam to prove that he walked into
a Bolshevik trap, that his Guards dfficers whom he met abroad,
wee really Cheka agents and that he wes taken to a " dacha’"
outsde Moscow and then shot.

After thislong digresson, which contains the whole truth, so
far as | know it, about the so-called Lockhart Plot, | must
return to my own dStuation in Moscow. The account of the
Allied conspiracy had appeared in the Russian papes of
September 3rd. In spite of the serious nature of the allegations |
wes |eft at liberty throughout that day. | discovered later that
there was condderable difference of opinion in Bolshevik
official drdes regarding the procedure to be observed towards
me. There were several Commissars who were not prepared to
swallow the whole of the Cheka's gory without some dilution.
Thenext day | determined to approach Karachan again in order
to make a last appeal for Moura, who wes till in prison. He
was not unfriendly. | told him that the gtory in the Soviet
Press was a tissue of lies, and he laughed good-humouredly.
" Now you know," he said, " what we have to put up with from
your newpapes” He was however, not very hopeful about
Moura, and, deciding on degperate remedies, | made up my
mind to approach Peters himsalf. | walked up from the Russan
Foreign Office to the Loubianka and aked to s him. My
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request causad some excitement and much whispering among
the guards in the entrance hall. It took me half an hour to gain
admission and still longer to obtain aocess to Peters. When he
received me, | tackled him at once about M oura. | told him that
the conspiracy story was a feke and that he knew it. Even if
therewere agrain of truth in it, Moura knew nothing about it.
| begged him to rdease her at once. He listened to me patiently
and promised that my assurance of her innocence would receive
every consderation. Then he looked me straight in the face
"Y ou have saved me some trouble,” he said. " My men have
been looking for you for the lest hour. | have a warrant for
your arest. Your French and English colleegues are dready
under lock and key." This lest statement was not strictly
accurate Some of them had avoided capture by what wes to
prove the one comic expedient in our ignominious situation.
But this | shal recount later. As far as | mysdlf was concerned,
this time | wes to be a prisoner in all seriousness
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At first he laughingly asserted his innocence. No man was a
more loyal supporter of the Soviet regime than he. No man
had observed the dexress more scrupuloudy. The accusations
of banditry and smuggling, with which he had been con-
fronted, weare the ads of counter-revolutionaries, who were
seeking to destroy him. He made a brave show, but the Com-
missr paid no attention. With rdentless reiteration he re-
peated his question: Where were you on the night of August
27th? The bandit blustered, became confusd, lied, and,
when he saw that the Commissar knew he had lied, began to
wegp and plead for mercy. The Commissar laughed and
scribbled something on a piece of paper. He tossd it to the
sentry, while the bandit €till grovelled before the table. The
sntries tapped him on the shoulder, and in an ingant his
manner changed. Realisng that his doom was ssaled, he sorang
to his fest, hurled one sentry againg the wall, and made a
dash for the door. One of the Balsheviks put his foot out, and
the bandit fell sprawling on the floor. He was saized and, till
scuffling and shouting aursss at his captors, was dragged out
of the room.

The soond incident, more terrifying in its effect upon my
nerves took place on my lag day in Loubianka No. 11. |
was reading in the afternoon, when Peters came into the room.
| went over with him to the window to talk. When he had a
free moment, he liked discussing England, the war, capitalism
and revolution. He told me gsrange tales of his experiences as a
revolutionary. He had been in prison in Riga in Tsarigt days
He showed me his nails as a proof of the torture which he had
undergone. There was nothing in his charade to indicate the
inhuman monger he is commonly supposed to be. He told me
that he suffered physical pain evary time he sgned a death
sntence | bdieve it was true. There was a grong sresk of
sentimentality in his nature, but he was a fanatic as far as the
dash between Bolsheviam and Capitalism was concerned, and
he pursued his Bolshevik aims with a ssnse of duty which wes
rdentless

Aswe weetalking, a motor van—a kind of "Black Maria"
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—pulled up in the court-yard below, and a squad of men,
amed with rifles and bandoliers, got out and took up ther
places in the yard. Presently, a door opened just below us,
and three men with bowed heads walked dowly forward to the
van. | recognised them ingtantly. They were Sheglovitoff,
Khvogtoff, and Bidetsky, three ex-Ministers of the Tsarist
regime, who had been in prison since the revolution. There wes
a pause, followed by a screem. Then through the door the fat
figure of a priest was haf-pushed, haf-carried, to the "Black
Maria." Histerror wes pitiful. Tears rolled down his face His
knees rocked, and he fell like a greet ball of fat on the ground.
| felt 9ck and turned away. "Where are they going?' | asked.
"They ae going to another world," sad Peers drily. "And
that man," he said, pointing to the priest, "richly desarves it."
It wes the notorious Bishop VosorgofF. The ex-Ministers
formed the first batch of the severd hundred victims of the
Terror who were shot a that time as areprisa for the attempted
assassindion of Lenin.

That same night Peters sent for me. "To-morrow," he said,
"we are sending you to the Kremlin. You will be done and
you will be more comfortable." In my presence he rang up
the Commandant of the Kremlin. "Are Citizen Lockhart's
rooms ready?' he asked peremptorily. The aswva was
obvioudy in the negative. "Never mind," sad Peers, "give
him Bidletsky's." Bidetsky was one of the ex-Ministers who
had been shot that afternoon. The alluson ssemed ominous.
The Kremlin was reserved only for the most unfortunate
political prisoners. Hitherto, not one had left it dive.

I was taken to the Kremlin on the evening of September 8th.
| was placed in an apartment in the Kavaarieski Korpus. My
new quarters were dean and comfortable. They consged of a
smdl hall, a sitting-room, a diminutive bedroom, a bathroom
—dad without a bath—and a tiny kitchen. The rooms in
former days had saved as a fla for one of the Ladiesin-
Waiting. Unfortunately, the windows on both sdes opened
on to corridors, so that | had no fresh air. Unfortunately, too,
| was not done, as Paters had promised | should be. | had a
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companion in misfortune, the Lett, Smidchen, who was the
cause of all our troubles and who was alleged to be my accom-
plice and agent. We spent thirty-six hours together, during
which | was afraid to exchange a word. Then he was taken
away. | nevar heard what happened to him. To thisday | do
not know whether he was shot or whether he was handsomey
rewarded for the part he had played in unmasking the " great
conspiracy/' There was one other drawback to my new prison.
On both ddes of my quarters | had sentries one for each
window. They were changed every four hours, and, as each
change had to come into my rooms to certify that | was there,
| was woken up every night at ten, two and six.

My sentries were mainly Letts, but there were also Russans,
Pdesand Hungarians. | had also an old man—a former servant
of the Kremlin—who did my rooms He was as kind as he
dared to be, but our conversation was limited and confined
grictly to requeds for the Bolshevik newspapers and for hot
water for my samovar. From thel zvestia |l learnt that the Allied
Governments had sent a fierce Note to the Bolsheviks, demand-
ing our immediate rdease and holding them sgparatdy and
jointly responsble for our safety. By way of reprisal England
had arrested Litvinoff and thrown him into prison. Chicherin
had replied to this protet with a note which st out our
alleged misdeads at great length, but which contained an offer
to let us go free in exchange for Litvinoff and other arresed
Russans in France and England. Chicherin's offer was to
ome extent reassuring. As, however, other setions of the
offidal newgpape continued to announce that | was to be
tried for my life, | was still far from certain of my rdease and
even of my personal safety.

My food inthe Kremlin wasthesameasin LoubiankaNo. 11
—soup, tea and potatoes Peters apologised for it, stating that
it was the same as that supplied to himself and his assgants
From what | had observed during my day in the Cheka head-
quarters, his gatement was true.

One of my firg ads after my arrival in the Kremlin, was
towriteto Peters on behalf of M oura and my gtaff. Once again
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my appeal was to his sene of decency. | told him my saff
was in no way respongble for anything | might or might not
have done. As far as Moura was concerned, | asked him what
satisfection he could have in making war on women. On the
third day he came to s.= me. He informed me that in all
probability | should be handed over to the Revolutionary
Tribunal for trial. He had, however, rdessad Moura. What
was more, he had given her permission to bring me food,
dothes, books and tobacco. Provided it was written in Russian
and given to him open, he offered to take a note from me to her.
At the same time he gave ingtructions to the Commandant of
the Kremlin that | was to have two hours exadse daily in the
open air. He was in amagnanimous mood. Lenin was now well
on the way to recovery. The news from the Bolshevik front wes
excdlent. The Bolsheviks had recaptured Urask from the
Czechs Kazan wes on the eve of capitulation.

Peters was true to his word. That afternoon | had concrete
proof of Moura's rdesge in the form of a basket with dothes,
books, tobacco, and such luxuries as ooffee and ham. There was,
too, along letter from her. Of coursg, it contained no news of
any sort, but it arrived seded. It was not to be read by the
prying eyes of my guards. Peters himself had stamped it with
the officdd sed of the Cheka with a footnote sgned in his own
bold handwriting: "Please ddiver this letter in ssded form.
It hes been read by me—Peters” This srange man, whose
interest | had somehow aroused, was determined to show me
that a Bolshevik could be as chivarous in smal maiters as any
bourgeois.

The dothes and the food—but eypeddly the dothes—
were a red boon. | had not taken off my suit or washed or
shaved for dx days. | was not to be relieved of my anxiety for
another fortnight. Only the night before, Krylenko, the Public
Prasecutor, had spoken at a meeting and, amid loud chears, had
announced that the Allied conspirators were to be tried by him
and that the criminal Lockhart would not excgpe his proper
punishment. From now on, however, my prison life wes to be
tolerably comfortable.
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Naturally, timelay heawvy on my hands. Gradually, however,
| evolved a kind or routine, which made the day pess more
rapidly. As soon as | was dressed, | sst down to play a Chinese
patience. (With my dothes and books Moura had endosed a
pack of cards) | played a kind of game with mysdf. With
Cdtic superdtition | sad to mysdf that, if | did not get it out,
the day would end in dissgter. It was an unhealthy excitement
in which | gambled my life agang the cards Fortunately for
my peece of mind, | never failed to get the patience out. Some
days, however, it was late in the afternoon before | sucoeeded.

My card-playing ended, | read. The books | read during my
three wesks in the Kremlin included : Thucydides, Renan's
"Souvenirs dEnfance et de Jaunesse" Ranke's "History of the
Popes/' Schiller's "Wallenstein,” Rostand's "L'Aiglon,”
Archenholtz's "History of the Seven Years War," Bdtzkes
"History of the War in Russa in 1812," Sudermann's
"Rosen," Macaulay's"Lifeand Letters,” Stevenson's " Travels
with a Donkey," Kipling's "Captains Courageous,” Wells'
"The Idand of Doctor Moreau," Holland Roses "Life of
Napoleon,” Carlyle's "French Revolution” and Lenin and
ZinoviefF's "Against the Current." | was a srious young man
in those days.

The preparation of my meds was another pastime. After
luncheon there was my walk in the Kremlin grounds. My first
wak was on September nth. It was the day on which the
Bolsheviks recagptured Kazan, and the Kremlin was a riot of
flags and red bunting. In the early days of the Bolshevik regime
the Kremlin was a fortress to which visitors were rardly, if ever,
admitted. Even at the time of my friendliest rdaions with the
Bolsheviks | had never cossed its threshold. My interviews
with Lenin, Trotsky, Chicherin and the other Commissars
had dways been outside its walls. Now | was able to s the
changes which had taken place since the October revolution.
The giant monument to Alexander the Second on the parade
ground had been dragged down from its huge pedestd. The
aoss which marked the spot where the Grand Duke Sarge had
been blown up had been removed.
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My sentry on that first day was a Pole. He walked besde
me with loaded rifle and was talkative and not unfriendly. He
informed me that he had frequently accompanied the Tsarist
ex-Minigterson their walks and that few prisonerswho entered
the Kremlin came out alive. The betting among his comrades
was two to one on that | would be shot.

On the whole, my sentries ware decent, sendble felows,
who made no attempt to jer at me. During my whole period of
captivity | sruck only one realy naty one—a sour-faced
curmudgeon, who swore at England, cursed me as an assassin,
and refusad to allow me even to send a message to the Com-
mandant. He was a Hungarian. The Letts were the bes.
Most of them were contemptuous of the Russans, whom they
regarded as inferiors. One Lett informed me that, if Russa
could have put a million non-Russian troops into the trenches
she could not have failed to win the war. Every time the Letts
advanced, he said, they were let down by the Russans, who
failed invariably to support them. He despised, too, the dirt
and laziness of the Russian troops. On the other hand, he had
a wholesome regpect for the Bolshevik leaders whom he
regarded as super-men.

Not all my sentries were Bolsheviks They were divided into
three dases fird, the ardent Communists, who convinced
one by their sncerity and by their devotion to their cause Of
theze there ware not many. Secondly, the shegp who went with
the crowd—Boalshevik to-day, Menshevik to-morrow. And,
thirdly—and these were the most numerous—the sceptical,
who bdlieved that in Russia anything was possble and every-
thing bad. All, however, were convinced that the revolution
had come to gay. Even those Letts, who were anxious to return
to Latvia, laughed at the possbility of a successful counter-
revolution. To them counter-revolution meant the restoration
of the land to the land-owners.

These walks were a wdcome relief to the monotony of my
exigence They kept me from thinking about mysdf, and,
although at first | could not refrain from indirect quegtions to
my guards regarding my own fate, the ansvers | received soon
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discouraged further attempts to satify my morbid curiosty.
Every day during my walk | paid avisit to alittle church built
in thewall of the Kremlin. It had alittle garden round it and
a famous ikon called " Our Lady of Unexpected Joy/* Before
thewar, inspired by the attractiveness of thettitle, | had written
ashort gory about it, which was published in the Morning Post,
Now it was to be for three wesks the shrine of my daily prayers

After my firs wesk in the Kremlin, Karachan cameto seme.
He was reticent about my own ca He, too, hinted that a
public trial was inevitable. He also informed me that Ree'
Marchand, a member of the French Mission, had furnished
the Bolsheviks with full proofs of an Allied meeting at the
American Consulate-General. At this meeting the Allied
representatives had discussed such measures as blowing up rail-
way bridges and cutting off Moscow and St. Petersburg from
their sources of food supplies. He had given, so Karachan said,
a full list of the names of those who were present. | laughed.
Most of my conversations with Karachan were conducted in a
tone of airy persflage. " That beats the Times,'" | said. " Bdieve
meor not, asyou like, thisisanother invention of your Cheka."

"lItistrue, ' hereplied. " Weshall publish theletter in aday
or two. Fortunatdly for you," he added with a grin, "you do
not ssam to have been present.”

Thegory wasmoreor lesstrue. Marchand had thrown in his
lot with the Bolsheviks. After the war he returned to France
and joined the French Communist Party. He renounced his
Communism in 1931.

Karachan a0 gave me news of the war and of the outsde
world. The neutral diplomatists had issued a violent protest
againg the Terror, from which | deduced that they wereworking
to ssaure our rdease The Allied foroes were making no progress
in Russa. The Bolsheviks had regigered further sucoesses
againg the Czechs and the Russan counter-revolutionary
forces On the other hand, the Allies were driving back the
Germans in the West. Austria and Bulgaria were on the verge
of collapse. He admitted that the Allies might now win thewar.

This was good news indeed. It was further sressed by the
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disclosure of the red object of Karachan's visit. He had come
to ascatan my views regarding the terms on which England
would be prepared to abandon her intervention and to make
peece with Russia. The Bolsheviks were prepared to offer an
amnesty to all counter-revolutionaries who would acogpt the
regime, and a free exit out of Russa to the Czechs and to the
Allies. Obvioudly, if the Bolsheviks were ready to discuss pesce
terms with the Allies, they were not going to shoot me. On the
other hand, the Allies were not likely to listen to any proposas
of this nature. On the whole, my hopes were raised by this
visit. Lenin, Karachan informed me, was now able to sit up
and to take nourishment.

The wek from September 14th to 21st wess wet and
miserable, and on two days | was unable to have my da.iiy walk.
| still received my daily messsges and my daily supply of
luxuries from Moura. She sent me, too, a fountain-pen and
svad note-books, and | amused myself by writing bad vase
and by keeping a strictly non-committal diary of my prison
life. | had, however, no more Bolshevik visitors and no news,
and, as | weas degping badly, | underwent a fresh period of
pessimism.

Spiridonova, who was imprisoned in the same corridor as
mysdlf, | saw often. We never spoke, athough we grested eech
other solemnly when we passed on our daily walks. She looked
ill and nervous, with great dark lines under her eyes She wes
clumsly and very cadesdy dressed, but might have been
quite pretty when young.

Another prisoner, whom | met occasondly on my walks,
wes Generd BruslofF. He had had an accident to his leg and
walked with difficulty with the aid of a stick. My diary sates
that "he looked ill, haggard, and very old, and that he had a
dy, foxy face" Yet another prisoner wes Sablin, the former
Soviet Commander, who had played a leading part in the Left
Socid-Revolutionary attempted coup d'foat in July. Good-
looking, with an attrective smile and blue eyes, he looked little
more than a boy.

The eminence of their prisoners evidently caused some
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amusement to our guards. One day my sentry piloted me to the
shrine where formerly had stood the satue of Alexander Il and
with pride pointed out to me a satence roughly chisdled on
the dde of the huge pedestal. The words, carved by one of our
sntries ran as follows " Here the Red Army soldiers of the
9th Lettish Rifles had the honour of walking with Brusloff,
L ockhart, Spiridonova and Sablin.” Theword " honour" wasin
inverted commas | reflected with grim morbidness that this
was the only datue excgpt a tombstone on which my name was
likely to figure.

On September 21st Karachan came to s= me again. He
was in high fettle over the Bolshevik sucoeses on the Volga.
The Red Army had captured Simbir sk and Buinsk and was now
full of confidence He brought me copies of The Call—a
Bolshevik newsshedt, printed in English, which was to be
digtributed by airplanes among the English troops on the
Archangd and Murmansk fronts. It contained a lurid account
of the so-called Allied Plot. My namefigured largdy in it, and
to my other crimes was now added the charge of having con-
cocted a fase treaty between Germany and Russa as a means
of inducing the Allied troops to fight againg the Bolsheviks.
The account, so the paper said, read "like a tae from the
Arabian Nights/* | pointed this passage out to Karachan and
congratulated him on the aptness of the smile. It was a fine
example of imaginative fiction. Karachan, who knew the cir-
amdances of my aret in evay detail, smiled blandly.
"Your Government,” he said, "is supporting the war againg
the revolution. Every kind of irregularity has been committed
by Allied agents in this country. You have become the symbol
of thex irregularities. In a dash betweaen two world forces the
individual has to suffer.”

The next day | recaved a surprise vist from Pees He
brought Moura with him. It was his birthday (he was thirty-
two), and, as he preferred giving presnts to receiving them, he
had brought Moura &as his birthday treat. | n more sanses than
one this was the mog thrilling moment of my captivity.
Peeas was in a reminiscent mood. He st down opposite me
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in Mosoow.
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held with the object of intensifying the famine. It was proposed to blow up certain bridges on the railways, and
wreck food trains, inorder that the population of Masoow and Petrograd should become so meddened by hunger as
to rise in revolt aganst the Soviet government.

Letters have been discovered with Mr. Lockhart's sgnature on official British government paper,
delegating this commander of Soviet troops to act on behdf of the British government.

The plot was discovered by the commander disclosing the whole stheme to the Soviet authorities.

Acting on this information the Soviet authorities on the night of Aug. 3l surprised a conspirative
mesting a which Mr. Lockhart wes present. Although Lockhart wes arretted, some of the conspirators escaped
and are now at large. They have carried out a portion of the ir plans. Trainloadsof food were blown up by them
a Voronezh. Documents wae seized at this meeting which showsthat the intention of the Allies as soon as they
had established their dictatorship in Masoow wes to dedare war on Germany and force Russia to fight again.
In order to find a pretext for this, a fictitious treaty between Russia and Germany was concocted which  presentee
the Soviet government as selling the independance of Russia to Germany. This forged treety wes to have besr
printed and scatered broadcast.

FELLOW WORKERS!

Here is positive evidence of the red purpose for which you have ben brought to Russia

You ae being used as the tools of your capitalists who are working here inclose unity with the agents
of bloodstained Tzarism, for the overthrow of the first Sociaist Republic, and the re-establishment of the forme
reign of oppression.

YOU ARE NOT FIGHTING FOR LIBERTY. YOU ARE FIGHTING TO CRUSH IT.
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Be honourable men. Remain loyal to your dass refuse to be the accomplices of a great crime.
Refuse t0° do the dirty work of your mesters.
G. TCHITCHERINE,
Peoples Commissary for Foreign Affaivs.
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a the smdl table near the back wall and began to tak of his
life as arevolutionary. He had become a Socidigt at the age of
fifteen. He had suffered exile and persecution. | listened only
fitfully. Moura, who weas standing behind Peters and in front
of me, was fiddling with my books, which stood on a smal
sde table surmounted by a long hanging mirror. She caught my
eyes held up a note, and dipped it into a book. | wes terrified.
A dight turn of his head, and Peters could s everything in
the mirror. | gave the tiniest of nods. Moura, however, ssemed
to think that | had not ssen and repeated the peformance.
My heart stopped beating, and this time | nodded like an
epileptic. Fortunately, Petars noticed nothing or dss Moura's
shrift would have been short. Although he gave me no nens
about my own fate beyond saying that preparations were being
made for my trial, he trested me in every other regpect with
great courtesy, questioned me sevad times about my treat-
ment by my sentries, and asked me if | were receiving Moura's
letters regularly and if | had any complaints to make. Then,
excusing himsdf on account of pressure of work for the
shortness of his visit and promising to bring Moura again, he
left me. Moura and | had hardly exchanged aword, but aready
| felt a new hope. It was as if | had Ieft the world and come
back to it again. As soon as they had gone, | rushed to the book
—it was Carlyle's "French Revolution"—and took out the
note. It wes veary shot—sx words only: "Say nothing—all
will be well." That night | could not deep.

The next day Peters came again. His second visit explained
his first. This time he was accompanied, not by Moura, but by
Asker, the Swvedish Consul-General, a man of great charm and
high ideds, who had laboured night and day to ssoure our
rdeese Peters went straight to the point. The neutra diplo-
matists had expressed concern about my fate They had been
much perturbed by rumours that | had been shot, that | wes
being subjected to Chinese torture. He had, therefore, brought
the Swedish Consul-General in order that he might persuede
himself by the proof of his own eyes (1) that | wes dive, and
(2) that | wes being well-treated. My conversation with Asker

Z
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wes regricted. We had to talk in Russan, and his knowledge
of the language was limited. Moreover, he was not allowed to
discuss my case with me. Having satidied himself that | weas
not being garved or tortured, he managed to say that everything
possible was being done on my behalf, and then he left.

On the following morning the Bolshevik Press broadcas a
gatement that, while the bourgeois Press throughout the world
was reading rumours of the terrible tortures to which | was
being subjected, | mysdf had denied them and had admitted
to the Swedish Consul-General that | was being treated with
evay courtesy.

My interview with Asker was not atogether satisactory.
The fact that he was not allowed to discuss my own case with
me degoressed me. If | was no longer afraid for my life, the
probability of a public trial and of a long term of imprison-
ment impressed itself more strongly than ever on my mind.
My apprehensons weae inceased by the publication in the
| zvestia the next morning of the disdosures of Marchand, the
French agent. It took the form of an open letter to Poincare®
and denounced in drong terms the counter-revolutionary
activities of the Allied agents in Russa. Although my name
was not mentioned in the letter and although | had never had
any connection with the activities, which had turned Marchand
againg his own country, the Bolshevik Press ssized on this
opportunity to rake up all the mud they could againg me.
Once again | was denounced as the ingigator of everything
true or untrue and asthe arch-criminal of diplomacy. | suppose
| should have felt flattered. | was by far the youngest of the
Allied representatives. Yet | had been singled out for solitary
confinement in the Kremlin, and my name had figuredin every
newgpaper as the ringleader of the Allied representatives
Doubtless, the Bolshevik attitude, so different in public and in
private towards mysdf, was determined soldy by reasons of
policy. | had known them moreintimately than any other Allied
representative. | had opposed intervention almost to the end.
It was necessary that they should do their best to discredit in
advance any evidence | might bring againg them. The American
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officials who were far more deeply implicated in Marchand's
disdosures than | was exaped not only arrest but all abusa
The Bolsheviks knew that Presdent Wilson, who was a
historian and who, therefore, remembered Napoleon, was very
lukewarm in his attitude towards the Russan policy of the
Allies. They were determined to do nothing to prgudice that
attitude.

The weather at this period was vary trying. There were days
when the sun shone and when the temperature wes as high as
in July. These ware days of hope. There were other days when
the wind blew and the rain beat down merciledy on the
Kremlin walls Winter wasalready in the air, and the cold and
the damp added to my depresson. My diary tels me that my
nerves, which hitherto had stood the strain of these strenuous
months remarkably well, were beginning to suffer.

On September 26th Karachan came to s me again. He was
as always, courteous and affable We had a further discusson
about the Allied stuation in Russa and the possbility of
opening up negatiations for peace He informed me that the
question of my trial had now been stled. It was not to take
place. He assumed that eventually | should be s free

When he had gone, | sat down and trandated into blank
vearse the Tell soliloquy from Schiller: " Through this deserted
valley mugt he pass'

Two days later Peers came in with Moura. It was sx
odock on a Saturday evening. He wes dressd in a leather
jacket and khaki trousers An enormous Mauser pistol was
drapped to his sde. There was a broad grin on his face He
told me that | was to be sa free on Tuesday. He would allow
me to go home for two days to pack. | thanked him, and
then he looked at me rather shespishly, put his hand into his
pocket, and pulled out a packet. "1 have a favour to ak of
you," he said. " When you reach London, will you give this
letter to my English wife?' At the same time he gave me a
sgned photograph of himself and showed me some snapshats of
hiswife. Almost before | could say " of course | will/' hedrew
back. " No," hesaid, "I shan't trouble you. As soon asyou're

Z*



340 MEMOIRS OF A BRITISH AGENT

out of hereyou'll blaphemeand curse measyour wor s enemy.”
He ssemed incapable of crediting any bourgeois with fedings of
humanity towards the proletariat.

| told him not to be a fool and to give me the letter. Palitics
apart, | bore him no grudge. | would remember his kindness
to Moura all my life. | took the letter. Later, of course |
ddivered it. Then hebegan to talk, first, about politics and the
plot. Headmitted openly in front of M our athat the Americans
were as greatly compromised in this busness as anyone dse
(Snce my arrest an American agent had been detected with
plans, concedled in a hollow walking-stick, of the digposition
of the Red Army.) He confessd that the evidence he had been
able to collect againg me was not very damaging. | was ether
afool or very dever. " | don't undersand you," hesaid. " Why
are you going back to England? Y ou have placed yoursdf in a
false position. Your career is finished. Your Government will
never forgiveyou. W hy don't you say hee? Y ou can be happy
and make your own life. We can give you work to do.
Capitalism isdoomed any way."

I shook my head, and he went away, wondering. He could
not understand how | could leave Moura. He left her alone
with me.

The reaction was wonderful. Although, except during the
first few days before it was dear that Lenin was going to re-
ocover, | was not really afraid that | should be shot, the strain
had been savere and | had never been surethat somelittlestraw
would not change everything againg me. We laughed and
cried alternatdy. Then we sattled down to talk. There was so
much to tdl—a whole month's gap during which | had heard
nothing of the outsde world, of my coleagues, of Moura
hersdf.

It was an incoherent, digointed conversation, interrupted
by numerous digressons, but little by little | pieced together
the whole sory. Moura had been in the women's prison.
My odleagues and a goodly number of the French had been
incarcerated in the " Butirky." Wardwell, the American, had
been heroic. He had wrung oconcessons from the Bolsheviks.
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Daily he had fed all the Allied prisoners and Moura as wel
with his own provisons. He had not lessened he alarm by
telling her that | was to be shot. For ten days there had been
great anxiety about my fate My solitary confinement had
baffled the neutral diplomatists. There had been a terrible
e between the Dutch Minister and Chicherin, during
which both men logt their tempers. The Dutch Minister was
persuaded that | was going to be shot and had teegraphed his
conviction to London. The British Government had replied
with a menacing note to the Bolsheviks. The whole situation
semed hopdess until Lenin was able to take a hand in affairs
After he recovered constiousness, his firg remark, it was said,
was " Stop the Terror/' Gradually the hot-heads on both sdes
cooled down, and out of chaos a stheme had been evolved
whereby we were to be exchanged for LitvinofF and other
Bolsheviks in England. There had been a long hitch before an
agreement could be reached. The British Government, who
had arreged LitvinofF, were not prepared to trust the Bolshe
viks. They would not allow LitvinofF to leave English soil
until | had crossed the Russian frontier. For days the negotia-
tions were sdetracked in this cul-desac. | had foressen this
difficulty when | had firs read of the proposal in the | zycstia.
| knew that the Bolsheviks cared little about LitvinofF, but
much about their own pregtige. The only way to deal with them
successfully in a matter like thiswas to take them at their word.
They would act up to it. Treated like bandits, they would
behave asbandits. | realised that the British Gover nment would
prefer the bandit treatment. This was precisdy what had
happened. Fortunately, Rex Legper, who advised M r . Balfour
during the negotiations, understood Bolshevik psychology. He
persuaded M r . Balfour to agree to let LitvinofF leave London
at the ssmetimeas| left Moscow, and M r . Balfour, in face of
the oppostion of the majority of the Cabinet, took his advice.
The Swvedes and Norwegians had now taken charge of the
negotiations We were to be allowed to aoss the Russan
frontier assoon asLitvinofF and hisparty reached Bergen.
During this exciting month there had been one episode in
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connection with our imprisonment which had made all Russa
laugh. When the mass arrest of the Allied represntatives began,
half a dozen dffidals, including Hicks and Grenard, the French
Consul-General, had taken refuge in the American Consulate-
General, which snce the rupture of reations had been taken
ova by the Norwegian Minister. Officially it was now the
Norwegian L egation.

The Bolsheviks soon tracked down the missng Allied
officials They wanted to arret them. At the same time, dis-
turbed by the consmuences of their raid on the British
Embassy in St. Petersburg, they had no wish to aeate another
breach of the law of nations. They would be correct. They
would not infringe diplomatic extra-territoriality. But they
would force the refugess to surrender by starving them out.

The Norwegian Legation was a large house with a small
dower house, where die beseged Allies dept, and a large garden.
It occupied the whole gpace between two Sde greds and both
ddes were entirely exposad to the public view. The Bolsheviks
surrounded the whole place with troops allowed no one to
enta the gates, and shut off the water supply and the dectric
light. Every day half Moscow assambled in the dreds to s the
fun. But the Allies never surrendered. They took their exardse
daily in the garden. Whenever it rained they rushed out with
bath tubs to collect die drops. So far from looking starved, they
sEmed to have grown fatter. They held out to the end.

The bath tubs were, in fact, make-bdieve. The dower house
cdlars contained the gores of the American Red Cross bully
bedf, milk, biscuits, butter, candles tobacco. In cutting off
the water supply the Cheka had forgotten one tap, which
was apparently connected with another main. Ample supplies
of food, dean and well-furnished quarters, and poker, played
by night behind heavily draped windows so as not to destroy
the Bolshevik delusion, made the lot of the beseged more
comfortable than that of their other colleagues in misfortune.

That night, when Moura left me, | st up late, smoking and
reviewing the situation. After the first joy of relief had evapo-
rated, my fedings changed to a degp depresson. My whole
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future ssamed without hope. My nerve had gone. Now that |
was to be st free, or rather to be sent out of Russia, | did not
want to go. | found mysef coming back again and again to
Peters proposal that | should remain in Russa with Mour a.
| gave it more condgderation than the English reader may
imagine. It was not so madly impossible as it ssemed. Sadoul
and Pascal, a young French officer of almost saint-like character,
had accepted a smilar proposal. There was Marchand. These
men were not wilful traitors. Like most of us, they had been
influenced by a catadysm which they realised would shake
the world to its foundations. There were moments when |
aked mysdf what | should do if | had to choose between the
civilisation of Wall Street and the barbarism of M oscow. Now,
however, | was not a free agent. | had become the centre of a
miniature world gorm—a something over whose body two
world sygems had been wrangling. | could never be a Bolshe-
vik. At this gage when the tdegraph wires of half Europe
had been working to sscure my rdease | could not forego my
official obligations.

The decison left me hepless and indifferent. Some time
before, an American newspaper, in criticisng American
diplomacy in Russia, had compared the American Ambassador
unfavourably with the " cold, experienced Lockhart with his
calculated and rdentless pursuit of British interests’ What
a satire it now ssamed on my conduct. How futile were the
personal wishes of the individual in this madstrom of inter-
national conflict.

M our a her sdf waswonder ful. ShewasHL Shehad atempera-
ture of over 100, but she made no complaint. She acoepted the
parting with Russan fatalism. She knew that there was no
other way.

For two moredays| waskept intheKremlin. M ourawaswith
me from morning till sundown. Together we packed my
belongings: my books, the pack of patience cards, the notes and
letters—some of them written on Cheka notepaper—which
she had sent me. We talked mainly of the pagt, avoiding as far
as possble all discusson of the future.
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On Tuesday, October ist, Karachan came to s&2= me and to
say good-bye. He told me that we were to leave the next day.
At three that afternoon | was reeasad and taken back under
exort to my flat. A sentry was pogted at the door, and | was
informed that | was under "house arrest.”

The flat was in a sad date Snce my second arrest it had
been occupied by a Cheka guard. | discovered that my pearl-
suds, my links, my new waterproof and a consgderable sum
of money had disappeared. The soldiers, too, had drunk all
our wine and appropriated our supplies of provisons. In their
sarch for compromising documents they had taken out the
linings of my chairs and sofa. They had even probed the wall-
papers Yet in the dosed typewriter in my study | found a piece
of paper, which had excaped ther attention and mine. It bore
the words "1 hereby certify that the firm of .. .. is good for
the sum of . . . ." Fortunately, the secretary, who had been
typing, had gone no farther.

Although | was not allowed to go out, there was no ban on
vigtors. That evening Asker came to sse me. He had been the
mogt effident and leve-headed of all the neutral representatives
He told me that at one moment | had been in serious danger of
being shot. | thanked him as best | could. He was a splendid
type of Swede, and to him more than to anyone we owed our
rdeese Wardwell, too, was another whose efforts on our
behalf left us with a debt we could never repay. Later, when
we returned to England, the British Government conferred the
Knighthood of the Order of St. Michael and St. George on the
neutral Ministers who had conducted the negotiations for our
rdeae | was able to secure for Wardwell, who asan American
could not accept an Order, a piece of dlver-plate with an
inscription conveying the gratitude of the British Government
for hisserviceson our behalf.

Y et another visitor was Liuba M alinina, the niece of Chelno-
koff. She informed me that she had become engaged to
"Hickie," who was still bdeaguered in the Norwegian Lega-
tion. Could | sscure his freedom for an hour the next day in
order that she might marry him?
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| promised to dowhat | could, and later in the evening, when
Peters came in to ssy good-bye, | put the question to him in the
half-joking, half-sentimental way which | knew would gpped
to him. h}t was amused. " N o one but amad Englishman,’ he
said, "would make a request of this nature at a time like this.
Nothing is impossible to such arace |'ll have to sse what |
cando." Hedid, and "Hickie" and Liuba were duly married
the next day.

The Wednesday of our departure was a busy day. There was
a letter from Peters gpologising for the theft of my belongings
and enclosing compensation, which | returned with a polite
note of thanks. There were long conversations with Asker about
the control of British interests and about the protection of
British subjects in Moscow. At sx odock in the evening the
sentry was taken avay from my front-hall, and a nine-thirty
Asker came with his motor car to teke me to the station.
There | found my French and English colleegues most of
whom had been taken straight from prison to the train. The
train itself was drawn up at a siding outside the station. As |
waked down the line, | wondered vagudy whether my col-
leegues would blame me for all they had endured. Everyone
wes srangdy silent and subdued. The train was in charge of a
platoon of Lettish soldiers, who were to conduct us to the
frontier. Their pressnce crested an amosphere of restraint.
I think we all felt that until we were out of Russa we could
not breathe fredy. There weae a few friends to se us off:
Moura, Wardwell, and some Russian rdaions of the newly-
married Mrs. Hicks. There was nothing tense or dramatic
about our farewell. There wes the usua Russian hitch about
the time of our departure, and we were kept waiting for severa
hours. In the cool, starlit night Moura and | discussed trivia
lities. We talked of everything except oursdves And then |
mede her go home with Wardwell. | watched her go until she
had disgppeared into the night. Then | turned into my dimly-
lit cariage to wait and to be done with my thoughts. It was
nearly two in the morning before our train, with many snorts
and sveard fdse gats, seamed dowly out of the station.
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The end, however, was not yet. After skirting St. Petersburg
—thelzvestia dedared that our train had been diverted lex the
infuriated populace should tear us limb from limb—we
reached BidoogrofF, the Russo-Finnish frontier sation, on
the Thursday evening. Our regoicings were premature. There
was no Finnish train to meet us The commander of our Lettish
exort had recdved the drictes orders not to allow us to
prooceed until he had receved definite confirmation of Lit-
vinofFs arrival at Bergen. There was no news of LitvinofF.
There was nothing to do but wait.

These three days at Bidoostr of F ssamed more trying than my
imprisonment. Now that everything wes over, | had given a
free rein to my depresson. We were cooped up in a dingy,
unheated train. We had provisons for ssveral days but not
for longer. Although | had no real fears that the Bolsheviks
would change ther mind and take us back to Moscow, the
possibility of a hitch could not be exduded. As the dday
dragged itsdlf out, nerves became srained and tempers frayed.
There were even hot-heads who counsdled making a dash by
night aoross the narrow srip of no-man'sland.

For me personally the nights were the worst ordeal. Now
| could hardly deep at all. | talked with Lavergne and Hicks.
Rather feebly we tried to justify oursdves repeeting all the
old arguments and consoling oursdves with the reflection
that, if the Allies had only taken our advice, they would not
have landed themsdves in such a mess | think we all realised
that in any drcumgances intervention would have been a
misgake. We foresaw dearly that we should be blamed and
that both the generals and the politicians would shdter them-
sHves behind the exause that they had been badly informed.

Mostly, however, | walked the platform by mysdf. |
wanted to be alone | dreaded the home-coming and the
questions | should have to face Fortunately, the weather was
fing, and under the starlit Northern sky | must have walked
for miles. Hopewas dead in my heart. | had no illusions about
my reception at home. For a few days | should figurein the
front page of the news. There would be nevgpaper men and
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photographers. | should be receved by the Crown Princess of
Sweden, by The King, by M r. Balfour. There would be relief
at my exape Had anything happened to me, there would have
been unpleasant complications and perhaps some twinges of
consdencss in Whitehall. Then | should be laid on the shelf.
My knowledge, at that time unique, of a complicated situation
would be allowed to go to rust. There is no one more quickly
neglected than the man on the spot whose policy becomes dis-
credited. And my policy was aready discredited in the eyes of
both the pro-Bolsheviks and of the interventionists. My future
was not pleasant to contemplate, and | subjected my consdence
to a svere cross-examination. Months before, when we had had
a dight altercation about a question of principle, Moura had
decribed me as " a little dever, but not dever enough; a little
grong, but not strong enough; a little weak, but not wesk
enough." Peters himself had described me as the man of the
"zolotaia seredina’'—the man of the golden mean—and had
degpised me. It ssemed then, it ssams to-day, a fair definition
of my character. And now | had left her. My cup of unhappiness
was full.

If these were my inmost thoughts, | had to kesp a brave
face in public. The piece had to be played through to the
end. There were some forty or fifty French and English on the
train. We had to kegp on good terms with the Lettish com-
mander and endeavour to induce him to expedite our departure.
Tokesp our spiritsup, | organised a great sies of tet matches
between the French and oursdves at pitch and toss We played
the sxies out with the platform for our pitch and with the
Lettish soldiers and the Russan sation offidals as our crowd.
They became almogt as excdted as we did. And, doubtless, to
them the sight of a silver-haired French general bending down
on his knee on the platform and measuring the disance between
the various rouble pieces with a pocket-handkerchief was
thrilling. If they thought us mad, they became quite human,
and it would have required little persuason to induce the
Lettish commander to take a hand in the game himsdf. He
refused, but there was obvious rductance in his refusal.
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Perhaps he was afraid that Moscow might consder his partici-
pation unproletarian. England, or rather Scotland, won the
sies In my Presbyterian youth | had played the game
diligently on the Scottish Sabbath, and, like the curate in the
music-hall song, who "won three out of four ‘cause he'd
played it before" we were the more experienced players.

The end of the tex matches saw the end of our troubles.
As we were picking up our coins, the commander came up with
a tdegram in his hand. Everything was in order. The Finnish
train was ready, and we were to leave immediately. He dso
brought us the Russan nengapers from St. Petersburg. They
were full of great news. Bulgaria had collapsed and had signed
an armigice. Austria was a suppliant for peace The Hinden-
burg line in the West had been broken. On my companions
the news acted like a tonic. M ost of them regarded their depar-
ture as a happy rdeass, as a nightmare that had been swallowed
up in a glorious morning. They could look forward to the
future with a new hope. In my heart there was no dation. My
physical body was going forward, but my thoughts were badk
in Moscow and in the country which | was leaving—probably
for ever.

FINIS
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