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Of Russia’s years now dawns the worst of all ;
From the anointed head the crown will fall !

All love for little FFather is forgot

For dcath and famine are his peoples’ lot.
Consuming plague is stalking through the land ;
Unsheltered by a law’s protecting hand,

The blood of mothers and of babes runs red
‘Whilst flames incarnadine the rivers’ bed.

LERMONTOV, Prophecies, 182q.



FOREWORD

HIS book might be termed an historical biography rather

than a biographical novel. All events described herein

actually took place ; the words in quotation marks actually

were spoken. To be sure, certain indirect statements,
gleahed from memoirs and documents, have been presented as direct
quotations. Some of the minor occurrences, too, have been rearranged
as to sequence. No attempt has been made to portray the history
of Russia under Nicholas IT ; rather a picture has been presented of
the Czar’s life prior to, during, and after his reign. Although dealing
with recent history, the bizarre world which is depicted might well
be some saga of far-distant centuries.

The life of Nicholas IT can be comprehended only if it is regarded
as a myth, becausc the esoteric plane on which the Czar dwelt was
remotc from the lowlands of a workaday world. Hardly twenty years
separate us from the time of Nicholas II. Yet that epoch seems so
far removed that, in order to understand it, a number of prejudices
and conceptions, deeply rooted in the Western mind, must be suspended.

The tragic figure of Nicholas IT is one grossly misjudged in world
history. No reproach, no insinuation, no disparagement was spared
him during his lifetime. Even to-day—years after his death—the
Czar’s personality is distorted almost beyond recognition by exaggera-
tions, calumnies, and prejudices.

The guilt of this avalanche of lies and slander should, perhaps, be
attributed less to premeditated forgeries than to the yardstick with
which the ill-starred Czar usually is measured. Nicholas IT should not
suffer the sober scrutiny of a rational historian. Only from the exalted
height of irrational feeling can the life of the Emperor and Autocrat
of All the Russias be appreciated fully, and judged correctly. Only in
that light is it possible to recognize the radiant features of the bearer
of a mystical faith. As the Don Quixote of Autocracy, Nicholas II
necessarily became onc of the most unfortunate figures of his time
because of contradictions arising from the essence of his power on one
hand, and the outside world on the other.

If the present volume succeeds in conveying a clearer understanding
of the tragic fate of Nicholas II ; if the intrinsic reasons which induced
the imperial actions are easier to grasp; and if the reader perceives,
behind the thick wall of prejudice and ignorance, the human qualities
of a lonely victim destined to tread the path of autocracy, the author’s
purpose has been achieved.

MOHAMMED ESSAD-BEY.



CONTENTS

CHAPTER - TAGE
THE 13TH OF MaARcH, 1881 . . . . . . 13
II. GaATsHINA . . . . . . . . .17
oIII. DAvID AND GOLIATH . . . . . . . 23
IV. TaHE TrRIP AROUND THE WORLD . . . . . 31
V. Tracric InvLL . . . . . . . . 40
VI. THE JOURNEY OF DEATH . . . . . .47
VII, AT THE THRESNHOLD OF THE CENTURY . . . . 51
VIII. Cross AND CROWN . . . . . . . 0o
IX. THE CIRCLE NARROWS . . . . . . . 70
X. CrLoubps AROUND THE THRONE . . . . . )
XI. IN THE SHADOW OF THE GIANT . . . . . 9o
XII. Toe CONJURATION OF THE CZAREVITCH . . . . o8
XIIl. Tue FLEA Bite . . . . . . . . 107
XIV. TaE Cup . . . . . . . . « 11§
XV. RED SUNDAY . . . . . . . . 120
XVI. CzArR AND CESAR . . . . . . . 126
XVII. THE ASSASSINATION OF GRANDDUKE SERGIUS . . . 130
XVIII. THE PrEY . . . . . . . . . 137
XIX. Tae END OF ABSOLUTISM . . . . . . 143
XX. ‘“A CONSTITUTIONAL MONARCHY UNDER AN AUTOCRATIC
Czar"’ . . . . . . . . . 147
XXI. SroLyrIN . . . . . . . . . 186
XXII. Tue HER . . . . . . . . . 161
XXIII. STOLYPIN'S DEATH . . . . . . . . 166
XXIV. THE GOLDEN CAGE . . . . . . . 170
XXV, WnO SHALL PROTECT THE THRONE ? . . . . 177
XXVI. CzArR ALEXIUS’S JURODOVI . . . . . . 185
XXVII. THE CONFIDANTE . . . . . . . . 190
XXVIII. THE STARETZ . . . . . . . 104
XXIX. A MINISTER SPEAKS HIS MIND . . . . . 199

9



I0

CHAPTER

XXX.
XXXI.
XXXII.
XXXIII.
XXXIV,
XXXV,
XXXVI.
XXXVII.
XXXVIIIL.
XXXIX.
XL.

XLI.

CONTENTS
THREE HUNDRED YEARS . . . . .
WaRr . . . . . . . . .
Tne MAGICAL TRIUMVIRATE . . .

THE MINISTER OF THE IMPERIAL SourL .
CzAR AND ARMY

THE SHOT AGAINST Russia . .

THE REVOLT OF THE GRANDDUKES
Savez-vous ? L'EMPEREUR A ABDIQUE | .
THE PrISONERS OF CZARSKOJE SELO

A SIBERIAN WINTER

‘“ THE HOUSE OF SPECIAL PURPOSE *’
Tur ENp oF THE RoMANOVS .
BIBLIOGRAPHY

INDEX .



LIST OF ILLUSTRATIONS

Czar Nicuoras IT . . .

. . . . . . Frontispiece
Czar ALEXANDER III, FATHER oF Nicroras II . . . . "u.n u;;
Czar Nicnoras II AND THE CzARINA . . . . . . 48
THE DOwAGER-EMPRESS, MARIA FEODOROVNA . . . . . 64
NicHorLas II AND THE CZARINA WEARING THE RUSSIAN IMPERIAL

COSTUME OF THE MIDDLE AGES . . . . . . 8o
ST. PETERSBURG : THE WINTER PALACE . . . . . . 100
THE “ LittLe FATHER' WITH HIS SON . . . . . . 112
PorE GAPON, THE NOTORIOUS LABOUR LEADER . . . . . 132
POBEDONOSTSEV, SUPREME PROCURATOR OF THE HoLy SynoDp . . 148
CouNT WITTE, APPOINTED PRIME MINISTER IN 1905 . . . . 172
BaArON FREDERIKS, MINISTER OF THE IMPERIAL HOUSENOLD . . 200
STOLYFPIN, APPOINTED PREMIER IN 1906 . . . . . . 212
RASPUTIN, THE MONK WHO ‘' RULED ' Russia . . . . . 232
PRINCE YUSSUPOV, WHO ENDED RASPUTIN’'S CAREER . . . . 248
THE CzAR AND THE CZAREVITCH AT CZARSKOJE SELO . . . . 256
IraTiry HOUSE IN EKATERINBURG, WHERE THE ROMANOVS MET THEIR

FATE . . . . . . . . . . . . 268



NICHOLAS 11

CHAPTER ONE
. THE 13TH OF MARCH, 18871

HE heavy booming of the fortress clock tore through ths

frosty silence of St. Petersburg. The clock struck a quarter

to one. Slowly and ceremoniously, the bronze-ornamented

gates of the Winter Palace opened. Softly the silver bells
of the imperial troika jingled.

Surrounded by six Terek cossacks, the sixty-four-ycar-old Emperor
and Autocrat of All the Russias, the Most Orthodox Czar Alexander 11,
drove to the Sunday parade at the manége. Wrapped in his furs, his
large bluc eyes staring into distance, his brow furrowed, and his right
hand clenched into a fist, the Emperor resembled an angry demi-god
that day.

The many plots and assassinations in his country failed to ruffle
the Emperor. With his habitual punctuality he strolled in the park,
and reviewed parades. Having abolished serfdom in his country,
the Czar believed that he could trust his people.

As the troika followed its usual course, twelve-year-old Niki, oldest
grandson of the Czar, finished his Sunday luncheon in a distant room
of the Winter Palace. On occasions of state, Nicholas was addressed
as ‘‘ His Imperial Highness Grandduke Nicholai Alexandrovitch.”” At
such ceremonies he wore the uniform of an officer of the Preobrashensky
Guard and saluted his imperial grandfather in military fashion.

In that secluded corner of the Winter Palace, however, he was just
Niki. There he played in a sailor-suit, and was happy that luncheon
was over, that it had frozen outside, and that, at three o’clock in the
afternoon, together with Mother and Cousin Sandro, he would go ice
skating. At half-past two, Niki kissed his mother’s hand and, with
not a little anticipation, scrutinized the shining ice skates suspended
from the Grandduchess’s arm.

Mother and son stepped to the window. Before their eyes spread
the severe grandeur of the Palace Square. In the centre of the
gigantic rondel, like beauty turned into stone, arose the Alexander
Column. Before it, as if rooted to the ground, a lonely guardsman
stood motionless. Any minute now, thirteen-year-old Sandro, Niki’s
best friend, would appear on the scene.

One, two, three—the strokes of the clock sounded, breaking the
bewitched silence of the Palace Square. Simultaneously, as if these
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14 NICHOLAS 11

strokes mysteriously opened the door to another world, a terrific
detonation resounded. Mother and son stared at one another.

‘““A bomb!” the Grandduchess shouted, clutching Niki tightly.
And as their eyes roved across the Square the windows of the old
palace trembled from a second, even more terrific, explosion.

The Grandduchess rushed from the room, Niki at her heels. The
great vestibule in the basement of the palace was crowded with people.
Officers of the Guard, cossacks, servants, courtiers filled the room.

‘“ The Emperor has been assassinated,”” somebody cried.

** No, he is only severely wounded,” contradicted another.

Then there was quict. Niki’s eyes widened in terror as he saw
four huge cossacks carry in the bleeding body of the Czar through
the open door. Grandduke Michael showed them the way. Big, red
blotches appeared on the marble steps of the palace. Niki followed
the incarnadined track. In the study, the body of the Czar was gently
bedded upon a divan. Granddukes rushing about, pell-mell, presently
filled the room.

At the window, his broad back turned towards the room, stood
heir-apparent Alexander, Niki's father. Shaking with fright, Niki
gazed upon his dying grandfather, at once fascinated and revolted.
The right foot of the Czar had becn severed from the body, the left
had been terribly maimed. Innumerable wounds covered face and
body. One eye was closed, the other stared ahead, expressionless, in
the most fearsome fashion. Niki finally tore his own eyes away from
that prostrated hulk of thc man and looked about him. His mother,
Maria Feodorovna, stood beside him, her trembling hands still holding
the ice skates. Somebody touched Niki’s shoulder. It was Sandro,
the little grandduke, with whom he had arranged to go skating.

The great study was furnished in the style of the Empire. With its
innumerable pictures, art objects and bric-a-brac, it made an
over-decorated impression. A stifling silence prevailed now that
Transitoriness revealed its merciless grimace to the members of the
ruling house. The red blotches on the divan grew ever bigger and
darker. The Emperor’s heavy breathing turned into a death-rattle.

Niki trembled. In all its abrupt confusion, death entered his
consciousness. Until that day, the mention of death always had been
avoided in his presence. Members of the ruling house did not die ;
they merely rested in God.

A shrill scream rent the heavy silence. The door opened and a
tall woman in a pink dressing-gown rushed into the room. Her pale
face was distorted. She threw herself upon the body of the Emperor,
covering the blood-stained, disfigured face with fervent kisses. The
desperation of Princess Jurevskaya, morganatic consort of Alexander,
was genuine enough. She alone, perhaps, was the one human bei
in the entire palace who really had clung to him with a loyal love.

The grandduchesses began to weep. Niki’s eyes, too, filled with
tears. At that moment he felt the heavy hand of his father upon his
shoulder. ‘‘ Steady, now ! ’’ the heir-apparent whispered.
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The President of the St. Petersburg Police entered hastily in obvious
excitement. Approaching the heir to the throne, he breathlessly
reported details of the catastrophe.

After the parade, the Emperor had been driven through the
Engineers’ Alley to the Catherine Canal. Passing Michailov’s Garden,
an unknown passer-by threw a bomb in front of the troika. Two
cossacks and a boy fell to the ground. The Emperor remained
unharmed. Although Colonel Dvorjitzky, Commandant of the Palace
Guard, implored the Emperor to return to the palace immediately,
Alexander insisted upon alighting from the carriage. As he bent over
the injured, an excited bystander approached the monarch and asked :
‘“ Youare unhurt, Your Majesty ? *’

*“ Thank God, nothing happened to me,”” Alexander replied.

Hearing these words, the assassin, meanwhile caught and manacled,
raised his head, laughed grimly, and shouted : ‘* Don’t praise the day
before the evening.”’

At that very moment, an unknown man threw a second bomb
which exploded directly at the feet of the Emperor.

Here, the Police President’s recital was interrupted. The imperial
private physician approached the Empcror, felt his pulse, and solemnly
pronounced : ‘‘ His Majesty the Emperor has passed on.”

Everybody sank to their knces. A full head taller than anybody
else, the new Czar knelt at Niki's left side. The eyes of the granddukes
rested expectantly upon their new ruler.

At that moment Alexander 11I felt the heavy burden of Czardom
descend upon his shoulders, causing a sudden and remarkable change
in him. Niki observed his father, utterly bewildered. He was no
longer that friendly giant who bent thick silver roubles in his powerful
hands and tied iron rods into knots. There was a strange gleam in
the blue eyes of the new Czar. The realization that he now was
omnipotent Czar, by the Grace of God, had taken hold of him. His
broad chest and shoulders seemed to expand still more. The grand-
dukes felt that, in that magical moment, the shadow of the imperial
giant seemed to spread over his entire, vast realm.

Alexander 1IT arose. The Police President glanced up at him
timidly. ‘‘ What is Your Majesty’s command ? *’ he inquired.

‘““Command ? Oh, yes, of course,”” Alexander replicd. Then, gazing
severely at the official, he spoke : ‘‘ It appears the police have lost
their head completely. 1 herewith command that the Army take over
the maintenance of order in my residential city. The Council of
Ministers is to wait on me immediately at the Anitchkov Palace.”
So saying, Alexander indicated to his consort to follow him, With
firm tread, he left the room.

His small pale face pressed against the cold window pane, Nicholas
watched his father stride to his coach with gigantic steps through the
lines of his people. Mounted cossack® surrounded the Czar while
the ruddy afterglow of the setting sun reddened the steel of their lances.

Huzzas were shouted. Alexander greeted his subjects. Above the
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clamour of the multitude and the hoof-beats of the horses his mighty
voice resounded across the palace grounds: ‘‘I shall be a father to
my people.”’

The day after the bloody inauguration of his rule Alexander III
issued his first manifesto. It concluded with the words : ‘“We command
that all Our faithful subjects serve Us and Our heir to the throne,
Grandduke-Czarevitch Nicholai Alexandrovitch, in eternal fealty.”

While the manifesto of the Czar was proclaimed in the provinces of the
realm, the Anitchkov Palace, home of the imperial family, buzzed with
activity. With all possible speed, trunks were packed, orders were
issued, and preparations were made for an early departure.

The departure was very much in the nature of a flight. "It was
during the night, under cover of darkness, that the imperial family
left in carriages. Accompanied by cossacks, they were driven to the
station. The depot was surrounded by troops, the train alrcady wait-
ing. It bore the imperial family to the gloomy castle Gatshina, in
the neighbourhood of St. Petersburg.

In that dark and deserted palace, cut off from the entire world,
living more like a prisoner than a Czar, Alexander III spent the first
years of his reign. By his side, in the mouldy old rooms of the castle, a
frail boy grew up, with beautifully shaped eyes, slender limbs and
delicate, small hands—His Imperial Highness, the Grandduke-Czare-
vitch Nicolai Alexandrovitch, heir to the throne of All the Russias.



CHAPTER TWO
GATSHINA

LARGE park, its still pond mirroring the noble contours of
swans. Straight, clean, and deserted lanes. A zoological
garden, silent soldicrs guarding the cages behind which
animals prowl, sad and shy. The yellow, bare, and lifeless

palace, in the midst of the park, appears to be yet another cage in
which the mightiest man of Russia has voluntarily immured himself.

Gatshina ! Many years ago, cut off from the world like Alexander I1I,
a small pug-nosed man with a face of greenish hue and nervously
twitching lips dwelt herc. This ugly dwarf forced his soldiers to
drill on the dusty parade ground all day long, until they collapsed from
sheer exhaustion. This drilling lasted for fully twenty years. At last,
the lone occupant of Gatshina received word of the death of his mother,
Empress Catherina.

In dream-like ecstasy the little man mounted his steed and, at a
wild gallop, rushed through the darkness of the night until he had
covered the stretch that separated Gatshina from the Winter Palace.
Arrived there, he sprang off his horse and, with skipping gait, ascended
the marble staircase. Flunkeys opened the doors wide and Paul I,
in high riding boots, a long sword in his hand, and fiery-eyed, darted
into the salon of the Empress—and, simultaneously, into the history
of the world.

Somehow, the spirit of mad Paul remained over Gatshina. The
rulers of Russia avoided the gloomy palace until Alexander III isolated
himself there.

Surprisingly enough Alexander did not occupy the comfortable
rooms on the first floor. Instcad, he moved into the small mezzanine
where, in Paul’s time, only servitors had been quartered. The tiny,
mouldy rooms were furnished by the Emperor with upholstered
velvet furniture, arranged along the walls. The plain, cheap wallpaper
was covered with family photographs and only with the greatest
difficulty could a piano be placed in the largest room of the apartment.

_ The new Emperor intended to lead a retired, quiet family life in these
simple surroundings. As much as possible Czar and Czarina avoided
the ornate Winter Palace, where the marble staircase was incarnadined
with the blood of a Czar. Alexander III disliked visits of relatives as
much as state occasions. The seclusion of Gatshina allowed the
Czar to devote his entire time and enormous energy to the duties of
government.

Czar and Czarina lead an idyllic family life. The harmony and
happiness of their marriage was the first impression impinged upon

B 17



18 NICHOLAS IT

young Nicholas's consciousness. To be sure, Niki did not know that this
exemplary marriage had been incepted by accident.

The Danish Princess Dagmar originally had been chosen as consort
for Alexander’s older brother, Czarevitch Nicholai. Dagmar loved this
friendly, clegant man tenderly. When he died, shortly before the
wedding, the unbending will of the Emperor decreed that Princess
Dagmar must marry the next grandduke in line, the grim Alexander.
That the Princess, as Empress Maria Feodorovna, led a happy family
life after all was primarily due to the dogmatic and pedantic marital
fanaticism which imbued her husband.

Nicholas, the eldest scion of this marriage, was a sensitive and
silent child. He loved the animals of the Gatshina zoo but avoided
people, although they rarcly cnough intruded upon the privacy of
the imperial family. Stolid indifference characterized his early contacts
with people. The marked restraint which he manifested throughout his
life, in every gesture and impulse, may well have been the result of his
secluded childhood in Gatshina.

It was only in the summer, in the sub-tropical Livadia Castle in the
Crimea, or when visiting his grandparents in Denmark, that his odd
indifference disappeared for a few short wecks. When Nicholas
watched the distant sails of passing boats from a rock in Livadia,
his eyes would sparkle with boyish delight.

Niki's modest behaviour went hand in hand with an unshakeable
optimism. As a young child, he had formed the conviction that behind
the broad back of his father and under the blissful protection of an
invisible power, nothing evil could befall him. But only in the midst
of the closest family circle, while playing with his brothers or cousins,
did Nicholas dare emerge from that shell of neutral disinterestedness
which was his most outstanding characteristic.

Alexander III, as robust and unaffected as his style of living, left
nothing undone to make life bright for his five children. His three
sons, Nicholas, George, and Michael, and his two daughters, Xenia
and Olga, grew up at Gatshina in an atmosphere of marital bliss. When
the Emperor lifted one of his children high up in the air with his
powerful arms, his eyes glowed with paternal pride. And the eyes of
the children bespoke their admiration when this huge man, with
his strong fingers, tore whole decks of cards to pieces as if they were
slips of thin paper.

Although the mother always observed a certain European coolness
in her relations to her children, there was a spirit of rough and ready
affection between father and sons. Time and again, the inhabitants
of Gatshina observed the Czar, his arms thrown about his sons’
shoulders, driving in a carriage, his own mighty shoulders shaking with
laughter over some remark from his children.

Strangely enough, this ideal paterfamilias neglected to impress his
eldest son with the realization of his future importance and position.
In the circle of his family, the Czar refrained from everything which
reminded him of his governmental duties. Since he detested political
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conversations, the attention of the heir to the throne was exclusively
centred upon everyday details.

Alexander was absolutely sincere in the belief that the heir-apparent,
in order to rule effectively, would require neither an excellent education
not extraordinary gifts. He thought the Grace of God, which descends
upon a monarch at the moment of anointment, would endow his son
with the necessary attributes of a ruler to a far greater degree than all
the teachings of ordinary tutors or educators.

Young Nicholas dwelt in the patriarchical atmosphere of a peaceful,
noble housc, somewhat in the style of Turgenev. Liberal intercourse
among human beings and a clear discernment of the world as it really
was, were completely climinated. That other world which overtook
him in later years, behind the threshold of the palace, was, for Nicholas,
full of unusual, confusing and frightening occurrences.

In Gatshina, or at the summer castle Livadia, ensconced in the lap
of his gigantic father, life scemed simple and understandable. Through-
out his life Nicholas never succeeded in overcoming this physical
infantilism, artificially engendered and nurtured. Al his life long he
yearned for the narrow circle within which everything was so casy,
so certain, and so uncomplicated.

As he grew older Nicholas never was permitted to utter any opinion
about ministers, officials, or affairs of state. Although heir to the throne
and second man of the realm, Niki was considercd merely a subject of
his father Alexander and it would have been indeed surprising if he
suddenly had dared to express a personal opinion. The feeling of
complete safety within the walls of the palace encouraged in Nicholas
a vast indifference to all events that occurred outside the palace walls.

Niki never wished for toys other than thosc which happened to be
in his room. He had no desire for other playmates than the brothers
and cousins who surrounded him constantly. Childish curiosity and
interest in strange worlds was unknown to him. By a staggering event
the youthful mind of Nicholas had formed the belief that the world
outside the palace was full of bombs, conspiracies, and death itself. The
long series of plots against his grandfather’s life, and through which he
himself had lived half-consciously, had not passed without leaving
tell-tale traces in the soul and mind of the child.

Grandduke Alexander Nicolaievitch records in his memoirs that,
during the last years of the reign of Alexander II, the imperial family
had come to suspect a herald of death in every stranger, every guest,
and every lackey. A single step outside the palace might mean
catastrophe ! The wide world of mysterious people therefore appeared
to the child a fearsome place, constantly disseminating misfortune and
to be strictly shunned. Nicholas reacted with utter indifference to
this world which he was never permitted to enter and out of which,
he believed, only cvil came. Tales of the unknown world, occasionally
told to the Czarevitch by his nearest relatives, always ended with the
admonition that tragedy would overtake him if he so much as dared
leave the walls of Gatshina Castle. Young Nicholas had seen with his
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own eyes the dire fate that had befallen the old Emperor on the
13th of March, 1881.

If a teacher or a guest told Nicholas about the great steppes, or the
noisy cities of the country, there would appear on his face that distrust
and apathy for everything strange, unknown, and ncw which he was
destined to retain during his entire life.

The education provided by his father was not suited to free Nicholas
from his elementary feecling of suspicion. With great care—albeit
after his own rather odd taste—the Czar selected tutors for the heir
to the throne. While the boy’s general education was entrusted to
Mr. Heath, a wise and eclderly Englishman, scientific instruction
evolved upon Constantin Petrovitch Pobedonostsev, one of the highest
ecclesiastical officers of the realm, as infamous as he was famous.

Pobedonostsev enjoyed the reputation of being the most reactionary,
the most astute and cynical man in All the Russias. His appearance
was so repulsive as to be almost enervating. Cadaverous, with a
parchment-like skin and hollow cheeks, the small eyes of a lizard and
bloodless lips, he resembled a frightening spectre rather than an
educator of a young, sensitive prince. In his youth Pobedonostsev
had been Alexander III's tutor and the reactionary dogmas with which
he had instilled his pupil had decided the Emperor to appoint him as
mentor of his son.

Every ounce of his unflagging strength and energy Pobedonostsev
dedicated to the maintenance of canonical order within the Russian
Empire. Let the godless heretic peoples of the West roll in the mire of
liberal freedom ; in Holy Russia, under the watchful eye of Pobedo-
nostsev, not one stone, not one tree, not one official was permitted
to change a God-imposed status. To Pobedonostsev the Russian
Empire was the torch of God’s will on earth. Through centuries—
nay, through thousands of years—this realm was destined to pass on to
future generations the fundamental tenets of Orthodox Christianity,
and of unbending fealty to the Czar. The very essence of the Russian
Empire was its fight against the heathenish chaos inherent in humanity.
In the eyes of Pobedonostsev man was naught but the vessel of the
devil and the Evil One could be driven out only by the cross.

Of muggy nights, in his own apartment in St. Petersburg,
Pobedonostsev would indulge in dramatic exorcisms. In the presence of
ecclesiastical authorities he would labour over the body of an epileptic.
Pointing to the twitchings of his victim, he would pride himself on
driving out a demon. When battling Satan, by intoning magical
formulas, the malevolent old man must have seemed more like a
magician than the supreme head of the Russian Church.

It had been Pobedonostsev who had advised the Czar to isolate
himself in old Gatshina. The letters which he, as Procurator of the
Holy Synod, dispatched to the monarch breathed such reactionary
spirit that Alexander himself once admitted : ‘' One could freeze to
death, just listening to him all the time."”

This lonely and evil man had but one genuine friend. Every Satur-
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day, at about nine o’clock, a pale, lean man, with a small beard and
extraordinary magnetic eyes, visited him. Until far into the night, the
two men would debate the fate of the Empire and the spirit of Holy
Russia. The friend was none other than Feodor Dostoevsky, and the
friendship between the great poet and the great reactionary proves
that, after all, Pobedonostsev was more than an evil old man of
unswerving doctrines.

Pobedonostsev introduced the works oi Dostoevsky into the castles
of the granddukes. Alexander III always had a copy of The Demons
on his desk. Now and then the strange pair would drive to the palace
in a coach. There, the vouthful granddukes werc treated to prophetic
words from the poet on the spirit of Holy Russia.

When Dostoevsky died, Pobedonostsev wrote a heart-rending letter
to the Czar, pointing to the dcath of the poet as Russia’s greatest loss.
He wrote: ‘ To-day. Feodor Michailovitch Dostoevsky has been
interred in Nemsky Monastery. Ii is sad indeed that he is no longer
among us. For me, this is a most cruel loss. There is no one who can
assume his place.”’

Pobedonostsev was one of the best-educated people in Russia.
His enormous erudition, however, filled him with the deepest contempt
for the world of cxact sciences. The triumph of the conservative
spirit was not to be blocked by scientific scepticism ! 1t was concep-
tions and dogmas of this kind which guided the educator of the future
Czar.

Every morning, from eight to eleven, and every afternoon, from two
to six, Nicholas bent over scientific studies. During the rest of the day
he painted, went hunting, and played music with his tutor Heath.
Every minute of the eight-year plan of study for his pupil was carefully
supervised by Pobedonostsev.

According to old Russian tradition, the heir to the throne was
neither permitted to attend school nor to be reared together with
other children. Teachers chosen by Pobedonostsev had to journey to
Gatshina daily to instruct the young Czarevitch in his lessons. Aside
from languages, which he speedily mastered to such an extent that his
Russian frequently sounded as if it were translated from the English,
the subjects embraced religion, the history of the Orthodox Church,
and the comparative history of all faiths. Then there was Russian
litcrature and grammar, Russian history, world history, foreign
literature, geography as well as elementary and higher mathematics.

For this comprehensive curriculum, which was augmented by military
studies of all kinds, Pobedonostsev had invented a singular and
cynical method of instruction. Teachers were neither permitted to
subject their exalted pupil to tests, nor were they allowed to question
him. They entered, bowed deeply, delivered a lecture, and frequently
left with the uneasy feeling that, possibly, their pupil had paid no
attention whatever to their well-prepared talks. During these lessons,
Nicholas would remain motionless in his chair, his face merely express-

ing polite attention. He displayed the same indifferent equanimity
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to the words of his teachers as in later years when listening to the
reports of his ministers.

The various teachers, imparting diversified instruction, did not leave
an especially deep impression on him. *‘‘ Colonel Leer visited me for
a full hour and tired me terribly,”” Nicholas jotted into his diary. Of
General Pusirevsky, who supervised the military education of the heir
to the throne, he wrote: ‘' Pusirevsky was with me all morning.
He bored me so much that I almost fell asleep.”

Only Pobedonostsev and Heath had a decided influence on the
stolid, close-mouthed youth. Nicholas’s liking for sports, throughout
his life, was infused by the astute Britisher. From Pobedonostsev,
he accepted the secret wisdom of the magical power of Czardom. This
wisdom Pobedonostsev clothed in a phrase originated during the reign
of Nicholas I : while the French revolution had written on its banner
the words Liberty, Equality, Fraternity, the very foundation of
Czaristic absolutism were Orthodoxy, Autocracy, and Tradition.

The monotonous life at Gatshina and Livadia, or at one of the
Baltic Sea resorts, hermetic seclusion from the outer world, and
bloody memorics of the 13th of March, 1881, along with the reactionary
influence of the vencrable cynic, moulded young Nicholas.

The routine was interrupted by important events only rarely.
At seventeen, Nicholas was declared of age and took the triple oath of
a grandduke, of a subject, and of the heir to the throne. He was
made a member of the State Council and was apportioned a grandducal
appanage of 210,000 rubles a year.

His personal life was not touched by these events. Ecclesiastical
and secular teachers still unfolded to him the wisdom of past centuries,
while the stern glance of Pobedonostsev hovered over him. Residing
at Gatshina, far from the metropolis, listening to innumerable lectures
which left no greater impression than the bubbling of a distant fountain,
this mode of life eventually became second nature to him.

In his later life as Czar, Nicholas preferred quiet palaces outside the
great citics. There, with hands folded, he listened to the tedious reports
of his ministers. The only interruption of this monotonous routine
was the short span of time between the termination of his studies and
his succession to the throne.

In the year 18go, the Czarevitch’s diary contains the jubilant
entry: ‘' To-day I have definitely and forever finished studying.’
It was in that year that Nicholas moved into his own palace in
Peterhof and cntered upon the free life of a young grandduke.



CHAPTER THREE
DAVID AND GOLTATH

LEXANDER III reminded one of nothing so much as an
elongated rectangle. His mighty physique was square
throughout : his elongated skull, his reddish beard, his large
fleshy hands—all were consistently square in shape. Invari-

ably, Alexander III wore a double-breasted uniform, making his gigantic
figure appear cven more colossal. His personality had a touch of the
ornamental, the primordial and indestructible. He spoke in a loud and
deep voice which never changed its pitch ; the rare movements of his
hands were categorical, commanding, and forceful.

The Czar’s ideal was an autocratic, agronomical-feudalistic order of
things. Sarcastic tongues claimed that the quiescence which he
decreed was that of a cemetery. However, this was not so; by no
means was Alexander an cnemy of progress. True enough, progress had
to be inaugurated solely and exclusively by him. It was he who built
the great Trans-Siberian Railroad, longest in the world. It was he
who made possible the gigantic financial reform which founded Russia’s
wealth until 1905 ; he, too, erected schools, built canals, and financed
factories. But he ncver forgot that he had ascended the throne on
the 13th of March, 1881, the very day that a terrorist’s bomb had struck
down his father’s great bulk. It was this bloody event which decided
the entire conception of life of the last absolute autocrat of Europe.
He watched the clan of the world’s monarchs gradually vanish—an
observation which filled him with utter contempt for the crowned weak-
lings who granted written constitutions, thus escaping their innate
responsibility to rule by the Grace of God.

When the Russian ambassador at l.isbon submitted to the Czar a
report of the festive opening of the DPortuguese parliament,
Alexander III made the marginal note : ‘‘ Monkey business.”” When
the Turkish sultan considered a liberal reform, the Czar commented
bitterly : ‘“ He is no longer a sultan; he is just an old fogey.”” And
when King Milan of Serbia renounced his throne, the monarch penned
on the report the single short word : ** Oaf ! ”

It was Alexander’s wont to remark among his intimate circle :
‘“ How undignified is the position of a constitutional monarch! "
Every constitutional ruler incurred the hatred of the Czar. He called
Queen Victoria ‘‘ a gossipy old woman "’ ; William I1 he described as
‘“ a lunatic who might be expected to do almost anything.”” Even the
autocratic rulers of his time did not escape the sharp criticism of
Alexander III. The Shah of Persia, for example, he considered ‘‘a
beast,”” and when the Emir of Bokhara sent the Czar a contribution of
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a hundred thousand rubles to alleviate the famine on the Volga
Alexander opined: ‘‘Very nice of him. To be sure, he stole the
money.”’

In iis vast realm, the Czar permitted no sign, however slight, of
liberal thought. After the death of the Belgian Prince Balduin, the
Russian Minister of Foreign Affairs, ‘*in the name of the Imperial
Government,” expressed sympathy to the royal Belgian house. In
connection with this, the Czar wrote: ‘ What does he mean by
‘ Imperial Government’'? Thank God, we have no constitution.’”
From the Czar’s autocratic viewpoint there was no Government in
Russia at all. There was only the Czar, and the officials who had
to obey him.

Within a few years, the strong hands of the Czar throttled the
Liberalism to which his father had fallen victim—a development which
filled the old reactionary gencrals with enthusiasm. ‘‘He is like
Peter the Great with his knout ! ’’ Minister of War Vannovsky remarked
to Foreign Minister Giers. The latter shook his head sorrowfuilly.
‘““No,” he replied, ‘* it’s just the knout without Peter the Great.”

And yet Alexander III by no means proved the worst ruler in the
long line of Romanovs. In his soul he harboured a mighty one-sided
love for this miraculous, interminable Russia—the strongest and most
autocratic country in the world. To be sure, this love was as despotic,
self-willed, and gigantic as everything was about this strange man.
It was with intense pride that Alexander III surveyed All the Russias
and matching this pride was his great contempt for everything
foreign.

During one of many conflicts when Europe’s peace depended upon
the word of the Czar, Alexander IIT commanded the foreign diplomats
to wait on him in his palace, where he would acquaint them with his
all-highest decision. The diplomats appeared to a man, but the Czar
could be found nowhere. The excited Minister of Foreign Affairs first
searched the entire palace in vain, then the park. At last, he found
the Czar peacefully fishing in a pool. ‘‘ Your Majesty,” the Minister
cried, *‘ the whole of Europe is waiting for you.”

‘‘ Europe can wait if the Czar of Russia feels like fishing,” Alexander
replied with a scornful glance at his minister. Eventually, he appeared
before the diplomats and stated succinctly : ‘‘ As long as I live, there
will be no war in Europe |

The word of the Czar could be depended upon implicitly. Although
he spoke sparingly, he consistently kept his word. Abiding faith in
their Czar was, according to his opinion, the sole prerogative to which
his subjects were entitled.

Alexander’s own education had not been very comprehensive.
Therefore, it was his belief that, in order to rule his realm, a monarch
needed only sound common sense, and the help of God. Court cere-
monies, etiquettes, and comity were frowned upon by the Czar.
Ministers, in all candour, could tell him : ‘“ What Your Majesty just
stated, is plain nonsense.” If they were right, the Czar would not
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object to such blunt language. However, when Alexander noticed
that one of his ministers was leading a life not entirely above criticism,
he summoned a flunkey and, in the very midst of a cabinct council,
he pointed an accusing finger at the unfortunate statesman and
commanded : ‘‘ Throw that dirty dog out.”

Those ministers in whom he had confidence could rely upon him
completely. When Minister of Finance Witte proposed his great
financial reform, he waited on the Czar with the intention of submitting
a detailed outline of his objcctives. The Czar listened to Witte for a
time, only to interrupt with the remark: ‘* My decar Sergius Julie-
vitch, I am unable to follow your lecture. But I have full confidence
in you, and I herewith sanction your rcform.” And Alexander could
not be swayed when innumecrable objectors to Witte’s plan tried to
influence him, subsequently, against the financial reform. Witte's
plan, involving the devaluation of the rouble, materialized ; it was the
first devaluation of international importance.

Alexander III was not a particularly remarkable man. However,
he was the last of Russia’s rulers who realized precisely what it meant
to be Czar. His simple honesty, his gigantic physique, and his candid
disdain of everything forcign assured him of his power much more than
did the persecution of revolutionaries. Mighty, full of naive pride
in his Russian ways, Alexander strode through world history as the
last heir of a Christian-Byzantine, agronomical, pious, and autocratic
Russia. The very Colossus of Autocracy, he surrounded himself with
huge and fearless men, loud of voice, and plain of manner like himself.
Although devoid of all elegance, thcy were endowed with a dependable
intuition for the weal, the honour and the future of Holy Czarist Russia.

In the atmosphere of this tedious giant, Nicholas felt himself small,
forsaken, and overwhelmed. There was not one among his father’s
circle to befriend him ; indeed, his own father was not his friend.

It was Alexander’s intention to bequeath to his son and heir to the
throne two other treasures besides one-sixth of the world: Under-
standing of the last secrets of the realm and of the very essence of Czar-
dom ; and a standard of morals unyielding in their rigour. Alexander
himself was the most moral person within the boundaries of his Empire.
Aghast, and in shocked amazement, he regarded examples of loose
morality which, according to him, actually fermented revolutions.
In the eyes of Alexander III, adherence to the seventh commandment
was infinitely more important than education, wisdom, and love of
humanity.

The heir to the throne was an enigma to the Czar. His small, frail
figure, his soft face, the never-changing, always slightly bored ex-
pression in his eyes was something the Czar could not comprehend. To
be sure, the polite, empty words of the youth, his quiet manners, his
soft, unobtrusive ways, might hide a profound inner life and Byzantine
shrewdness—or just a limited mentality. As a Czar, Alexander leaned
towards the first assumption ; as a man, contemptuous of humanity
in general, the latter conclusion seemed more tenable.
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When a minister pointed out to the Czar that the time had come
to induct the heir to the thronc into affairs of state and suggested
that the Czarevitch be made Chairman of the Committee for the
Construction of the Trans-Siberian Railroad, the Czar appcared
surprised. “‘ Tell me,” he asked, ‘“ have you ever spoken to His
Imperial Highness, the Grandduke-Czarevitch? ' The minister
answered in the affirmative, whereupon the Czar exclaimed bitterly :
“Don’t tell me you never noticed that the Grandduke is a
dunce ! ”’

There never was an occasion for Alexander to reproach his son ;
on the other hand, there never was any reason to praisc the Czarevitch.
After having tca with his imperial parents, Nicholas never forgot to
say: ‘‘ Merci, maman,” or ‘‘ Merci, papa.”” Whenever there was
a birthday in the family, the Czarevitch was surc to send a present.
He was always attentive and polite; perhaps even {oo polite. Not
once, in the presence of the Czar, did he utter a desire, an opinion, or
evince the slightest emotion. It was as though he were covered with
a glossy lacquer.

When the Czarevitch atiended a comedy, he would laugh ; when he
witnessed a drama, his eyes would fill with tcars. Visiting the officers’
casinos, he stood stiffly at attention when a toast was proposed to the
Czar. But despite all this, Alexander had the uncomfortable feeling
that all these manifestations were not human emotions; rather,
they resembled astonishingly precise reactions of a perfect automaton.

It was almost with amazement that the gigantic Czar listened whenhis
young son, in a quiet, even voice, reported that hehad had tea with Uncle
Vladimir yesterday ; that he had had a wonderful time at the French
Theatre ; and that he was truly sorry to hear that Aunt Xenia had
caught cold. Powerful Alexander, who could twist iron rods with his
hands, never thought, for a moment, that his frail son, gazing upon
the tremendous bulk of his parent—observing, too, his unrestrained
mannerisms, and his stern expression—should experience something
akin to uneasiness, confusion, fear, or shyness. Nor did he know that
it was for this reason that the heir to the throne retired, snail-like,
into his shell of politeness which was as impersonal as it was complete.

The Czarevitch manifested the same reserved, impenetrable
equanimity at all public appcarances. Having been appointed Chair-
man of the Trans-Siberian Railroad, Nicholas punctually attended
the Committee meetings. He shook hands with each of the delegates
in turn, ensconced himself in his chair, opened the meeting, and then
kept silent for hours on end, inert and polite as ever. During all the
years that he presided over this Committee, he never once assumed a
definite position regarding the world-historical labours of the enterprise.
And yet not one member of the Committee could justifiably claim he
had ever noticed the slightest expression of boredom on the Czarevitch’s
features during all those meetings.

Nicholas evinced the same calm and courteous interest in all affairs
of state in which his father permitted him to participate. Just once—
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probably to the great gratification of the Czar—the Czarevitch displayed
a spirit of youthful exuberance. This frivolous neglect of state business
Nicholas himself describes in his diary as follows: ‘‘ I presided at the
State Council to-day. I simply ran away when the usefulness of
Latin instruction in high schools was discussed. I thought I would
die.”

Alexander, who had no undecrstanding for psychical complexes,
saw only one method to make of his obviously inhibited son a worthy
heir of Peter the Great and Ivan the Terrible—the route via the officers’
casino.

The hallowed rooms of an officers’ casino of a Guard regiment
attracted the very best Russia’s aristocracy had to offer their Czar.
The society of fricndly young men of good manners and high-sounding
names might prove helpful to the Grandduke. To be sure, Alexander I11
was no friend of the military. Even the best regiment of his Guards,
according to the Czar, was beset with no small threat to the morals of
the Czarevitch. The Guards were leading a frivolous life. Many of
the officers were heavy drinkers; worse yet, some kept mistresses.
The strait-laced Czar frowned on these love affairs. Whenever possible
he dismissed officers, exiled granddukes, and demanded the resignation
of generals who were so weak as to indulge man’s lower nature.

As far as drinking was concerned, the Czar was less prejudiced.
He considered drinking merely an expression of good old Russian ways ;
indeed, he himself liked to drink. Among the Guards, where the
imperial aversion to erotic excesses was only too well known, drinking
often assumed abominable, even morbid, manifestations. Once in a
regiment stationed at Czarskojc Selo, in the immediate neighbourhood
of the Czar’s residence, officers drank to such an extent that they
fell victim to a strange obsession. Their sodden brains were filled with
animalistic pictures and conceptions; they scemed deprived of
everything human. Primordial instincts awoke in them and clamoured
for primordial expression. Apparently, the subconscious creature of
prehistoric days took possession of their bodies. Like the victims
of Circe, the officers of the Guard suddenly secemed to change into
ferocious wolves. They tore off their uniforms and slunk about on all
fours, their commander leading them down the deserted streets.
They whined and barked and babbled in alcoholic frenzy until orderlies
brought out pails of champagne to them. Another time, the colonel
of a regiment of the Guards was found, very drunk and stark naked,
on the roof of his house, where he sat baying at the moon.

Nevertheless, Alexander decided there was no other way to develop
his son. After all, the Czarevitch knew nothing beyond the narrow,
musty rooms of the forbidding Gatshina palace. The wide world,
beginning beyond those walls, was a closed book to Nicholas. Perhaps
the drill of military service and forming new friendships would endow the
heir to the throne with a stronger spirit. Alexander carefully chose the
most suitable regiment and then explained to his son that he was
to be accepted into the comradely circle of the Life-Guard Hussars,



28 NICHOLAS 11

stationed at Czarskoje Selo. First there, and later in the Prcobra-
shensky Regiment—foremost among the Russian Guards—Nicholas
advanced as far as colonel, a rank he was to retain to his death.

Thus, to a bewilderment almost amounting to fright, the shy Czare-
vitch found himsclf, one day, in the officers’ casino at Czarskoje Sclo,
surrounded by gay faces. That the Grandduke-Czarevitch had become
a member of the regiment was the highest honour the Czar could accord
any unit of his Guards. The officers therefore strained every effort
to prove themselves worthy of this indication of imperial grace.

To his amazement, Nicholas noticed that the new world, now open
to him, attracted him strongly. Day after day he led his troops to
the drilling ground. The resonant bcat of the regimental march
sounded stimulatingly in his ears; dipping his sword, he joyfully
greeted the old regimental colours. It was then that he discovered
that he was not merely the first in a long line of grandducal aspirants
to the throne, but also a man of flesh and blood who shouted commands
at the top of his voice and shook hands with comrades and who, of
evenings, in the officers’ casino, would discuss the service with men of
equal station.

The officers’ casino took him by storm, becoming the first great and
lasting impression in the life of the future Czar. The spirit of splendid
comradeship, the blind confidence in one another, the nonchalant
hauteur with which misfortunes were met, made the officers’ corps seem
more like a distinguished English club than a regiment. To the day of
his abdication—except for his life within the intimate family circle—
Nicholas did not know any society superior to that which he found in
the casino of one of his aristocratic regiments.

The entire behaviour of the Czarevitch changed noticeably. No
longer was he so inhibited ; his hearty laughter rang out in the palace
as well as elsewhere. Time and again, he confessed in his diary : ‘ Came
home early in the morning.”” More and more often, the Czar was
informed that the Grandduke-Czarevitch appeared pleased with
military life and that his comrades liked him. True, now and then, his
stern reaction to the frivolous adventures of certain young officers
occasioned slight consternation among them—a fact which gratified
the Czar greatly. To all appearances, respect for the seventh command-
ment was a quality which the slender Czarevitch had inherited from
his huge father. It was this trait which, for some time, made Nicholas
the subject of discussion among the aristocratic officers who deemed
his squeamishness ‘‘rather ridiculous.”’

Now and then gossip would reach the Czarevitch to the effect that
one of his comrades kept a mistress, whereupon he would do everything
in his power to force the unfortunate officer to lead his love of the
moment to the altar. In many instances, these mistresses were not
exactly members of the St. Petersburg aristocracy, so that such mar-
riages often necessitated the officer’s resignation from the regiment. In
cases of this kind, the Czarevitch assumed the economic responsibility
for the young couple. Through his intervention, the bridegroom, by
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order of the Czar, found a position within the bureaucracy. Conse-
quently, at the time of Nicholas’s ascension to the throne, there were
governors and vice-governors galore, their more or less enforced
marriages having been arranged by the heir to the throne.

It was in the summer of 1890 that the Czarevitch’s squeamishness
came to an abrupt end. That summer, his regiment was encamped
at Krassnoje Selo for the great imperial manceuvres. Involving balls
and regimental festivitics, the conferring of titles and decorations,
such a manceuvre was not only a military but also a social event.

The great official balls were opened by the Czar in person. Placing
a powerful arm resolutcly around the Czarina, Alexander would grace-
fully waltz through the ballroom. The smaller, more intimate affairs,
arranged by the officers, always included a bevy of actresses and ballet
dancers, young ladies of the St. Petersburg demi-monde, and attractive
foreigners. The young Czarevitch, who showed himself to the world at
large for the first time, was enthusiastically welcomed everywhere.

The manceuvre where the Czar, with a single sweep of his sword,
commanded tens of thousand of his Guards, and the ensuing brilliant
affairs, enlivened by the lilting measures of the waltz ; the impressive
grandezza of the quadrille, and the spirited grace of the mazurka,
swept the young Czarevitch off his feet. In a revealing flash, the
indescribable pomp and glamour of imperial St. Pectersburg scemed
to unfold before his cyes in all its breath-taking and intoxicating beauty.

At one of these intimate balls, young Nicholas met the beautiful
Polish girl, Mathilde Kshesinskaja, member of the Imperial Ballet.
With the last notes of the waltz still ringing in his ears, Nicholas gazed
admiringly into the girl’s lovely dark eyes. He regarded her with a
gravity clearly indicating that he was a grandduke of merely twenty,
imbued with fear of the unknown and restrained by respect for the
seventh commandment.

Neither the young dancer nor the officers misread that glance. At
the next souper, Nicholas found himself seated beside Kshesinskaja.
This happened again and again. Before the manceuvres had come to
an end, it was reported to the Czar that the Grandduke had crossed
that delicate line which separated the youth from the man. And
beginning with that very day, Nicholas's diary repeatedly bears the
entry : ‘“ Had an argument with Father on account of Kshesinskaja.”
With all the authority of a Czar and a father, Alexander III reiterated
to his son what he had said to his frivolous father many years before
when he himself was still the Czarevitch : He who is destined to wear
the crown of the realm, and who is to receive the mystery of anoint-
ment, could not afford, before God and humanity, to keep a mistress.

To his father’s astonishment, Nicholas displayed the characteristic
obstinacy of a Romanov. He listened politely and attentively to the
Czar’s words and expressed his regret for grieving his imperial father
—but there was no change whatever in his relations with Kshesinskaja.
Amazed, Alexander discovered in the calm glances of his son the same
bold resoluteness with which Peter had re-created the realm ; Paul had
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exiled entire regiments from the drilling grounds to Siberia; and
Nicholas T had declared to his ministers: ‘‘ I can do everything. The
only thing I cannot do is to command my men to become pregnant.’’

For the time being, Alexander had to resign himself to this streak of
Romanov boldness. But before long a scandalous development enabled

him to bring upon the head of his son the unmitigated force of his
imperial anger.



CHAPTER FOUR
THE TRIP AROUND THE WORLD

FOGGY, wintery St. Petersburg morning steeped in drab
grey. The clock in the church steeple rang out the hour of
six and the guard at the gate of the Gatshina Palace was
changed. Two gigantic soldiers stood as if petrified at the

entrance to the castle. Their simple souls were painfully impressed
with the consciousness of their responsibility. Did it not devolve upon
them tc protect the Czar against the fog, against the void of St.
Petersburg, and against the cold creeping up from the Gulf of
Finland ?

At a quarter-past six, hoof-beats echoed in the still air. The guards
gazed about in startled surprise. Certainly it was most unusual for
anyone to visit the Czar at such an early hour. At last, a sled drawn
by three horses emerged from the fog. A liveried flunkey sprang from
the driver’s seat and opened the fur-lined door of the troika. The
soldiers saluted. The caller was none other than Prince Bariatintsky,
gencral en suife, and special friend of Czar Alexander III. Without
acknowledging the salute of the soldicrs, the Prince rushed into the
palace.

In the antechamber, a well-trained lackey helped the Prince out of
his greatcoat. The flunkey’'s face was as devoid of expression as a
sheet of blank paper. Nothing in the servant’s features betrayed that
he obscrved the Prince’s reddencd cycs, his right eyebrow elevated in
troubled despair and the crumpled ribbon of his many orders awry
on his breast. Breathing heavily as he lcaned on his stick and the arm
of the lackey the elderly nobleman ascended the staircase of the Gat-
shina Palace. After every third step he paused to wipc the perspiration
from his brow and stroke his Francis-Joseph beard, sighing in English :
‘“ My goodness ! *’

On the mezzanine, where the Czar’s private suite was located,
the aide-de-camp on duty received the General’s command : ‘* Announce
me to His Majesty immediately."

The aide-de-camp looked at Prince Bariatintsky in surprise. *‘ It is
hardly possible that His Majesty is up yet, Your Serene Highness.”

The old man raised a trembling hand, marked with blue veins, and,
pointing towards the door, snarled: ‘‘ Announce me immediately,
immediately, I say !’

The aide-de-camp shivered. He noticed how the Prince’s eyebrow
shot upward, and thought the decrepit old man might easily crumble
to dust at the very threshold of the Czar’s bedchamber. And so he
softly opened the door and vanished from view.
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Half an hour later, Bariatintsky stamped into the Czar’s study.
Alexander sat behind the desk in full uniform. When Bariatintsky
beheld his Emperor, he broke into wild sobbing. From his watery eyes
flowed dirty little tears which disappeared in the luxuriant Francis-
Joseph beard. Clasping his hands, and in a voice vibrant with emotion,
the Prince exclaimed : ‘‘ Your Majesty, a scandal, a terrible scandal

. . with a member of the dynasty involved ! *’

Alexander received the news scornfully. ‘‘ No doubt Duke L——
has been drinking too much again.”

‘“No, it is not that.”

‘“What then? ”’

“ Your Majesty,” Bariatintsky stammered, ‘‘ this time it is His
Imperial Highness, the Czarcvitch.”

Then he sat down and sadly, but none the less emphatically, reported:
‘“Last night His Imperial Highness, the Czarevitch, decided to
accompany a number of officers of his regiment to the well-known Kubat
Night Club. The Czarevitch ordered champagne, which was served
time and again. At two o’clock this morning the owner of the resort
drew his distinguished guests’ attention to the fact that closing hour
had approached. To this, His Imperial Highness, the Czarevitch,
remarked that he was not at all interested in the respective city
ordinances. Unfortunately, fifteen minutes later, the night club was
raided by the police. One member of the party, a colonel of the Guards,
emerged from the private dining-room and importuned the police
officer in charge—naturally without mentioning the presence of the
Czarevitch—to extend the closing time for once. However, the dutiful
police officer refused the request, whereupon the colonel attempted to
bribe him with a hundred roubles.

** The officer, incensed at this affront, assumed it his duty to make an
examplc of the case and promptly conveyed the facts to His Excellency,
the President of Police of the City of St. Petersburg, Gencral von Wahl.
The General immediately hastcned to the night club. To his amaze-
ment, when he entered the private dining-room, he found His Imperial
Highness, the Grandduke-Czarevitch, surrounded by officers of the
Guard. His Imperial Highness, apparently greatly upset by the sudden
appcarance of Wahl, demanded what right the latter had to intrude
upon his—the Czarevitch’s—private life. Von Wahl replied that such
interference was not only within his rights, but the duty he owed to his
all-highest master who had entrusted him with maintaining quiet and
order in his residential city. Thercupon, His Imperial Highness, the
Czarevitch, seized a crystal bowl filled with caviare and covered the
face and chest of His Excellency the President of Police, General von
Wahl, with the aforementioned fish product. At the same time, His
Imperial Highness remarked that von Wahl now presented the im-
pression of a dyed-in-the-wool negro. It was not before I myself
appeared on the scene that the affair was brought to an end.”

Prince Bariatintsky was an old experienced bureaucrat. Whenever
a situation appeared difficult he would resort to the language of official
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documents. While he delivered himself of his speech, the Czar remained
seated, his hands folded, without stirring once. Then, after Bariatint-
sky had finished, the monarch asked calmly: ‘‘ Who, besides the
officers of the Guard, was present in the private dining-room ? **

‘* Just a few ladies, Your Majesty.”

‘ What sort of ladies ?

‘‘ The ballet dancer, Madame Kshesinskaja, for example.”’

‘““Is that so ? ”’ The undertone of that remark almost set the Prince
choking. ‘‘Thank you, Bariatintsky,"” said the Czar, after a long silence,
fraught with significance. ‘‘ I appreciate your loyalty. Now go home
and sleep well.”

That day, at noon, the Czar received General von Wahl. The Presi-
dent of Policc stood at attention and, in choppy sentences, reported :
““Your Imperial Majesty, the all-highest uniform has been seriously
insulted by His Imperial Highness, the Czarevitch. A public affront
to the epaulets of a general . . . to the decorations Your Majesty
graciously placed on my chest . . . not to mention that my face was
smeared with caviar.”

After the General had ended, the Czar said: *‘T must reprimand
you, Walil. The private life of the Czarevitch is, under no circum-
stances, any of your concern. Where would we land if every policeman
pried into the lifc of members of the imperial family ? You knew
very well that your future Czar sat before you. IIowever, I shall be
lenient with you this time and leave you off with just a reprimand.
And now you may go home."”

At one o’clock, the Czar received the Czarevitch in a distant room
of the palace. The conversation between the Czar and his son never
came to light. Nevertheless, although all doors were tightly closed and
the adjacent rooms empty, certain courtiers claimed they had heard
thllmderous bellowing roars issuing from that distant corner of the
palace.

That evening, when father and son met at the imperial dinner table,
not even the best judge of mankind could have discerned the slightest
tell-tale reaction in their impenetrable features. Only after dinner
had been served did the Czar mention, in an offhand manner, that the
Czarevitch had now reached an age when, as future monarch, he should
obtain a good glimpsc of the world. For this reason, he had decided

.that the heir to the throne was to embark upon a cruise around the
world in order to complete his education. Old Prince Bariatintsky
was to be in charge of the trip. Besides, the Czarevitch was to be
accompanied by his brother, Grandduke George, the Greek Prince
Georgios, Prince Uchtomsky, and a few other officers. They would
‘start shortly, aboard the armoured cruiser 4sov’s Gedenken, commanded
by Admiral Lohmen.

A few weeks later, Nicholas boarded the iron-plated chamber which,
for a few months, was to separate him from the Kubat Night Club and

,the dancer Kshesinskaja. Nicholas was not resentful. After the
death of Alexander III he put General von Wahl in command of
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his entourage and even made him Vice-Minister of the Interior,
temporarily.

The Russian armoured-cruiser glided majestically through the
billowing waves of the Mediterranean. The sun’s rays beat upon its
shiny steel plates. On the foremast flew the black and yellow imperial
standard with the Romanov griffin. Two sailors stood guard over the
flag. They received double rations of soap, fresh linen twice a week,
and had been instructed how to comb their hair and keep their finger-
nails clean.

The holy-stoned deck of the armoured-cruiser was not unlike the
shiny parquet floor of the White Hall in the Winter Palace. The
parade uniforms of the crew drew attention to the fact that His
Imperial Highness, the Grandduke-Czarevitch, was aboard. Below,
in the captain’s cabin, sat Admiral Lohmen and Prince Bariatintsky,
arguing bitterly. In choice invectives they accused each other of
recklessness, a deplorable lack of patriotism, and light-mindedness in
general. Prince Bariatintsky insisted that four sailors should be
detailed to stand guard over the imperial standard, whereas the
Admiral considercd two men to be sufficient. This diffcrence in
opinion had not even been settled when the voyage came to an end.

On the bridge, beside the vice-admiral on duty, stood the bald-
headed, ugly, old Prince Uchtomsky. Perhaps in view of his bald
pate His Majesty, the Czar, had endowed the Prince with the rank of
official travel historian. The Prince was to write the story of the
all-highest cruise around the world. Uchtomsky, bleary-eyed, stared
into the dim distance, wearily awaiting an inspiration.

The deck chairs were occupied by the officers of the imperial entour-
age. The princes, Nicholas and George, were imbibing lemonade.
The Greek Prince Georgios told of Odysseys who once sailed the same
waters. The officers thought of their history lessons, of their Greek
vocabulary, and of the nymph Calypso. They thought of the six
months of boredom before them and shivered. No use to dwell upon
the nymph Calypso, for during those six long months ahead of them
not one female would be permitted to set foot on the cruiser. Naturally,
this stringent ruling created an extremely difficult situation for a group
of healthy young officers.

Grandduke George arose. His slim, almost girlish figure leaned
against the railing. His cheeks, usually so pale as to be almost trans-

- parent, were rosy from the fresh sea air. He was his father’s favourite
and in intimate corners of St. Petersburg salons venerable dignitaries
whispered that it was not entirely impossible that the gentle George
might ascend the throne of the Romanovs instead of Nicholas. But
now Grandduke George was as bored with this voyage as were all the
officers of the entourage. The terrible monotony of sky, water, and
decks had a soporific effect.

Somebody suggested emulating the English custom and arranging
deck games. Nicholas promptly assented, his youthful body yearning
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for exercise. Presently, a boisterous commotion ensued. Nicholas
and the Greek Prince were racing each other. Grandduke George
played hide-and-seek with two officers of the Guard. Prince
Uchtomsky, attracted by the noise, looked upon the young people in
disapproval as they laughed and shouted, disturbing the dignified
atmosphere of this educational voyage.

Hearty laughter resounded as a circle was formed in the centre
of which two officers wrestled. The prize was to be a glass of lemonade.
Grandduke George rushed over to his brother. ‘‘ Niki,”” he cried, ** do
you want to wrestle with me ? ”’

Nicholas divested himself of his coat. Bent slightly forward,
stretching his arms in the fashion of a ring athlete, he smiled at his
brother. Uchtomsky looked on, not quite certain whether it was correct
for two granddukes to interrupt imperially decreed boredom by a public
ring performance.

George threw his arms around Nicholas. The bodies of the two
brothers werc knotted in a clinch. A blue vein stood out prominently
on the forehead of the younger one. Beneath Nicholas’s rosy skin his
muscles tightened visibly. It was these muscles which decided George’s
fate—perhaps, even, the fate of the throne itself.

Step by step, a smile on his face, George retreated. Nicholas’ eyes
were bloodshot. Another second and George, according to the rules,
would touch the ground with both shoulders. Just onc more powerful
jerk, and Nicholas let go of his brother. A scream of horror. The
two brothers, in the heat of battle, had come too near the head of
the companionway. His hands flung upward, George plunged down the
steep staircase and landed on the iron plates of the lower deck. There
he lay in a heap, motionless. Breathing belabouredly, stunned by the
sudden accident, Nicholas gazed at the others in dazed helplessness.
Officers rushed down the companionway.

A thin trickle of blood dripped from George’s mouth. Carefully,
the officers lifted up the unconscious Prince. Ior a fleeting moment
their glances flashed across at Nicholas, who stood rooted to the spot.
Bariatintsky, arriving upon the scene breathless, an alarmed expression
(t)ﬁr his ashen face, stared into the distended grey eyes of the heir to the

one. '

The armoured-cruiser made for the nearest port. Obviously,
George was in no condition to continue the trip. The internal injuries
he had received were more serious that had been first assumed. He
coughed uninterruptedly and blood stained his handkerchief. The fall
had been too much for his frail body. A hidden, invisible disease
became apparent now. Back in Russia, physicians, tapping his weak
chest, had to admit that the Prince suffered from tuberculosis. In
a few short years George was doomed to die in the picturesque
Caucasian health resort, Abbas-Tuman.

In the muffied atmosphere of St. Petersburg salons, talk of a possible
change in the succession to the throne ceased abruptly. Instead, in
anxious whispers, the dignitaries spoke of the Grandduke-Czarevitch
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who was spreading misfortune about him. Born on the day of the
sufferer Job, he had inadvertently sounded his brother’s death knell.
Who knew but that he might bring even greater misfortunc upon the
Empire ?

This undercurrent of whispering was to accompany Nicholas through-
out his entire life. Nobody dared rcfer to the tragedy by so much as
a hint. However, from the strange reserved glances of his entourage,
from the depressing silence that ensued whenever conversation touched
the danger zone, it was easy enough to guess the suppressed thought :
Brother’s murderer.

The armoured-cruiser Asov’s Gedenken continued its voyage. Neither
Nicholas nor the officers surmised the tragic results of George’s accident
at that time. They actually envied the young Prince whose good
fortune it now was to return to his beloved regiment, and to the
enchanting atmosphere of St. Petersburg. TFor the other members
of the party, the road back to their regiment led via Egypt, India,
China and Japan.

It was in November that Asov’s Gedenken anchored in the harbour of
Alexandria. Nicholas, pale and quiet, was received with music, a deep
genuflection from the Russian consuls, and a handshake from the
Khedive.

The long journey failed to leave any lasting impression on the
Czarevitch. With his usual indifference he jotted into his diary that
Egypt was not very hot in the winter, that the pyramids were worth
seeing, and that, at Luxor, a nude belly-dancer unquestionably had
tried to seduce old Uchtomsky.

His diary was bare of all political observations. Only once Nicholas
noted, with apparent dismay, that, in Delhi, he had met too many
English soldiers in red uniforms. Egypt, India, China passed before
the disinterested eyes of the Czarevitch like so many pictures painted on
canvas. Mechanically, Nicholas shook innumerable hands, mounted
camcls, elephants and horses, or boarded railroad trains. He listened
to the learned explanations of Uchtomsky, and then returned to the
cruiser to relax in a deck chair and gaze contemplatively at that
magical line on the far horizon which seemed to divide heaven and
earth. Foreign countries held small interest for Nicholas; after all
his own country was vast enough.

In spring 1891 Asov’s Gedenken entered Japanese waters. Again
a round of hand-shaking, genuflections, and receptions ensued. The
little Japanese smiled, all gracious charm, and Nicholas remarked that
they appeared to him like monkeys pretending to be Europeans. It
was the first time a European heir to the throne set foot on the soil
of the Land of the Rising Sun. The Japanese did their utmost to offer
their best to this prince from a foreign land.

Nicholas visited the celebrated Lake Biwa on April 13th. The
Japanese guide told him of the old poets who sang of the celebrated
lake ; of the noble Samurai who, suffering from Welfschmerz, had sought
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to recapture the equanimity of their souls on the shores of the lake ;
of lovers who found redemption from their terrestrial sufferings in the
cool depths of the water. Nicholas gazed upon the Japanese dwarf trees
mirrored in the water and the strange, fantastic landscape. It recalled
the fairy-tale town, Kitish, to his mind, which is supposedly hidden
somewhere in Siberia bencath the waves of the holy Baikal Lake.

The Japanese city Ozu, situated on the shores of Lake Biwa, takes
pride in a celebrated and greatly venerated Buddha temple. After
luncheon the exalted guests were the first Europeans in the entire
world to visit this temple.

Even as Nicholas strode towards the Buddha temple, under the
blistering rays of the Japanese sun, a cold wind whistled through the
streets of St. Petersburg. Rain fell in torrents. At the bridge in
front of the Ministry of IForeign Affairs a long string of gilded carriages
with liveried lackeys was lined up. The windows of the ministry
blazed with light. Minister of I'orcign Affairs, Baron Giers, was
giving a banquet for forcign diplomats.

Under-Secretary of the Ministry, Count Lambsdorff, did not attend
the dinner. He worked in his office until eight o’clock. Then he slipped
into his coat and descended the broad marble staircase. At the foot
of it he recognized the wet, excited man rushing toward him to be
Secretary of Mails and Communications, Director Bisak. ‘‘I must talk
to the Minister immediately,” cried the distraught Bisak. Informed
that Baron Giers was at dinner, he clutched Lambsdorff’s arm anxiously.
The latter led the excited man into his study and Bisak slumped into
achair. “For Heaven’s sake,” he stammered, *‘ can you tell me who a
certain Bilandt in Tokio is ? ™’

‘“My dear man,”” Lambsdorff said in surprise, ‘‘ how should I know ? *’

‘“ You must advise me immediately,’”” Bisak implored.

Lambsdorff thumbed the international list of diplomats and ascer-
tained that Bilandt was the Swedish-Danish minister to the Imperial
Japanese court. ‘‘ Good Lord,” Bisak shouted in despair, ‘‘ that means
it’s recally serious. Just read this telegram which Bilandt sent to
Copenhagen and Stockholm and which I intercepted officially.”

He handed Lambsdorff a slip of paper. Lambsdorfi’s hands trembled
as he read : ‘* Russian Grandduke heir to throne wounded severely on
head with cutlass of Japanese policeman in city Ozu near Lake Biwa.
No detailsas yet.” Lambsdorff looked concerned. So far, neitherin the
ministry nor at the telegraph office, was anything known about the
incident.

_At half-past nine, the banquet over, Lambsdorff informed Baron
Giers. _The minister ordered an inquiry to be dispatched to Japan
Immediately. While the telegraph wires between Russia and Japan
carried messages back and forth, the two diplomats, profoundly shaken,
maintained a gloomy silence. Only once Giers exclaimed : ‘“ What a
terrible thing to happen! How can I dare to step before the Czar
to-morrow morning ? ’

At one o’'clock that night the Japanese ambassador appeared in
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the ministry. Obviously embarrassed, he reported that the religious
susceptibilities of a Japanese policeman had been offended by the
appearance of a European in the Buddha temple and he therefore
had attacked the Grandduke. TFortunately, the Greek Prince Georgios
had jumped upon the attacker and knocked the weapon out of his hand.
Thus the life of the young Czarevitch had been saved.

The next morning the Czar received the news with remarkable com-
posure. At the moment no details were available. After agonizing
hours of suspense, a telegram was received from the heir to the throne,
addressed to the Czarina. It recad: ‘‘ Have been gravely insulted by
a Japanese. My condition is excellent.”” The message greatly relieved
the Czar, who concluded that since the insult appeared more important
than the wound the injury could not be very dangerous. To be sure,
to an imperial prince, an insult was at least as painful as a wound.

In his later relations with the Japanese, Nicholas never forgot the
policeman of Ozu !

Towards noon another telegram arrived from Japan. The Govern-
ment, assuring the Czar of its inexpressible regret and mortification,
begged for all-highest forgiveness. In a marginal note on the telegram
the Czar wrote: ‘‘ Of course, we shall not require any other satisfac-
tion.” At the same time he telegraphed his ambassador in Tokio :
‘*“ The further sojourn of my son in Japan seems inadvisable. If
possible, it would be extremely desirable if the visit of some Japanese
prince could be politely declined by St. Petersburg. Inform the
Japanese Government that we are completely satisfied with the
graciousness shown by the Emperor, the Empress, and all the Princes.”

The head injury of the Czarevitch proved inconsequential ; the
powerful hand of Prince Georgios had interfered effectively. A few
days after the attack Nicholas set foot on the Siberian shore of his
realm. With fitting ceremony, the Czarevitch, as his first public act,
laid the corner-stone for the great Trans-Siberian Railroad.

From there, the sojourn was continued by horse and carriage.
Before the Czarevitch’'s eyes unfolded the endless Siberian steppes.
There were thousands of kilometres of a green plain, void of humanity,
wild and immeasurable. The far horizon was only occasionally studded
with the bulbous golden cupolas of churches, resembling so many
pyramids in a desert.

The whole of Siberia re-echoed with the ringing of church bells.
The chimes of the farthest monastery reverberated through the
primeval forest, reaching the ears of long-bearded Siberian mushsks,
and even travelling across the border to mysterious Tibet.

Mongolian nomads, monks and lamas, aborigines, demon wor-
shippers, magicians, and shepherds rushed towards the great highway to
inhale the dust stirred up by the carriage of the future Czar. Wherever
the grandducal carriage halted, eager crowds gathered. Monks and
mushiks knelt in the dust, crossing themselves, and sweeping the
Siberian soil with their long beards. Once, a Tibetan lama, a holy man
of great renown, approached Nicholas.
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The Czarevitch believed in holy men and miracle workers. The
face of the wise lama was as yellow and dry as parchment. Nicholas
permitted him to study the palm of his left hand. The oblique eyes
of the Tibetan lama widened in terror. In broken Russian, he whisp-
ered : ‘‘ From the funeral of a near male relative, Thou wilt go to Thine
own wedding. Thou art in danger but Thou wilt escape, and if Thou
completeth the fiftieth year of Thy lifc Thou wilt dic quietly in Thy
bed. I see much blood in the lines of Thy palm, therefore, be Thou
aware that only a good man can be a happy man.”

The soothsayer disappeared in the motley crowd. The troika
proceeded on its way, the little bells attached to the horses’ manes
jingling merrily. Nicholas observed innumerable bent backs, one of
which must belong to the lama. And so he waved a hand in their
direction.

Born on the 18th of May, 1868, his life ended in Siberia on the 16th
day of July, 1918, two months after his fiftieth birthday.



CHAPTER FIVE
TRAGIC IDYLL

LEXANDER III, chilled by the cold fogs from the Gulf of
Finland, felt genuine affection for the southlands. The
mighty monarch was proud and happy that snow-covered

: northern Russia had brought under its sway vast stretches
drenched by a subtropical sun the year round. In the south of his
realm, in the Crimea, where the Colossus Russia stares into the dim
distance of the Black Sea, the Czar built a palace for himself. Every
year the subtropical gardens of Castle Livadia re-cchoed with the
voices of the Czar’s children. The park was crowded with the glittering
uniforms of courtiers. Enchanted by thc beauty of the southern sea,
the Emperor would glance across the smooth waters which, on one shore,
mirrored the square beard of the Czar and reflected Stamboul’s ornate
mosques on the other.

In 1891 the Czar left for Castle Livadia, following his usual custom.
He stayed there until the middle of October and then returned to his
capital city. Two behemothian engines drew the imperial special train
through the plains. The Czar was impatient and so Minister of Trans-
portation Poljet, member of the imperial entourage, instructed the
engincer to drive the train as fast as possible. Although an excellent
admiral in the Czar’s navy, Poljet did not realize that the heavy train
was in danger of being derailed every time it rounded a curve at
excessive speed.

It was on the 30th of October, 1891, in the neighbourhood of the
station Borki. At noon hour the imperial family assembled in the
dining-car with the older members of the House of Romanov seated at
table. While flunkies served dinner the Czar glanced down from the
steep railroad embankment at the soldiers who, petrified with respect,
presented arms as the train rushed by.

Suddenly there was a deafening report. The dining-car shivered.
Plates clattered to the floor amidst shattered window panes; iron
crunched and heavy doors crumbled. Enveloped in a cloud of dust
the train hurtled down the steep embankment. The Czarina stumbled
and fell. The furniture was smashed like a set of toys when the heavy
wide iron wall of the railroad carriage folded up like cardboard. The
sudden impact broke the steel couplings of the car. As the dining-car
landed at the foot of the embankment, the roof crashed in.

Steel, brass, iron—all appurtenances of modern industry—apparently
stood rcady to crush the entire exalted house of the Czar under their
heavy weight. In that terrrifying moment the whole fate of a gigantic
empire was at stake. At that spot, on a railroad track near Borki, it

10
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appeared as if two antagonistic worlds fought each other, with the
younger one, armed with modern machinery, bent upon destroying the
stern dignity of the feudal dynasty.

It was then that Alexander ITII brought his enormous physical
strength into play. Momentarily, the calm, austerc giant was trans-
formed into a hero. While everybody else, paralysed with fear, stared
at the crumbling roof of the railroad carriage, the Czar jumped up,
counteracting the united force of steel and iron with the great strength
of his imperial shoulders. Like Atlas upholding the heavens, so
Alexander, with his hands and shoulders, supported the roof of the
buckling railroad coach.

For minutes the Czar fought this superhuman battle and remained
victor. He had saved his family. Not one passenger in the diner,
neither the Czarina nor her sons, suffered the least injury. When
help finally came to rclieve the Czar of his colossal burden, Alexander,
accompaniced by Nicholas and George, went to look after the wounded
and to offer them a few words of encouragement.

With the speed of lightning, information spread of the miraculous
escape of the Czar and his family. When Alexander returned to
St. Petersburg, a few days after the catastrophe, he was received by a
large crowd, among them cnthusiastic university students and high
school pupils. Their heads bared, their eyes shining joyously, they
looked upon their Czar, and suddenly the unstinted old Russian love
for Little Father Czar seemed to awaken anew in them. Alexander,
who had always looked upon the young intelligentsia as the most
dangerous enemy of his realm, was decply touched. He felt that now,
after ten years of his rule, the old bond between Czar and people, so
traigically torn asunder on the 13th of March, 1881, had been tied anew
at last.

However, the battle with the spirit of the Machine Age, which the
Czar had fought at Borki, was to leave its mark. Notwithstanding
annual prayers of thanks, henceforth to be offered by the Russian
multitude on every anniversary of the railroad disaster, the Czar’s
strength declined steadily as an aftcrmath of the internal injuries
he had suffered in the accident.

Alexander III constantly was losing weight now; it even became a
strenuous task for him to walk down the rows of invited guests at
large receptions. At gala dinners, imperial relatives observed with
alarm how the face of the Czar was moist with perspiration.

Like all the Romanovs, Alexander III had little confidence in
the wisdom of physicians. The life of the head of the Church, and of the
Czar of All the Russias, rested solely and exclusively in the Hands of
God and did not depend upon the deficient art of Court Medicus
Hirsch. Rumours of the sudden decrepitude of the monarch needed
no official confirmation. A mere glance was sufficient to realize that
this once robust man was fighting a losing battle with a grave malady.

In view of the Czar’s illness, Grandduke Michael, eldest uncle of
Alexander III, visited the Emperor in 1892 to discuss an important
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dynastic question with him. Grandduke-Czarevitch Nicholas was still
unmarried. If Russia’s ruler should pass away, a man would ascend
the throne who, temporarily, would be unable to provide legitimate
heirs. In Grandduke Michael’s eyes, this possibility involved serious
dangers for realm and dynasty.

Alexander III fully understood the problem and agreed that the
Czarevitch must marry. An exemplary husband, the Czar left the
choice of the future Czarina to his wife, Maria Feodorovna. A few
days later, Nicholas, to his embarrassment and surprise, was informed
that it was his parents’ wish to sce him married as soon as possible.
At the same time the Czarina made it clear to him that Princess Helen of
Orléans would be a suitable consort. Her father, Count of Paris, was
pretender to the French crown.

To be sure the anxious Czarina, who had so carefully and critically
considered all the available princesses of European courts, did not
know that Nicholas, two years earlier, had jotted into his diary the
brief sentence : ‘‘ It is the dream of my heart to marry Alix H. some
day.” This Alix H. was Princess Alice of Hesse-Darmstadt and
on the Rhine, cousin of Emperor William of Germany and grand-
daughter of Queen Victoria of England.

The Princess was fourteen years old when she entered the granite
gate of the Winter Palace for the first time. All the glamour, the
power, and the wealth of Russia revealed themselves to her in the
intoxicating grandeur of a great Court ball. Among the crowd of gold-
braided courtiers, bejewelled grandduchesses and beautiful ladies-in-
waiting, the little Princess noticed the slender figure and large, dreamy
grey eyes of a sixtecn-year-old youth who, in time, would be the
proud possessor of this palace, master of this brilliant Court, and ruler
of this entire vast empire. That festive evening, Alix and Nicholas
were inseparable. When, eventually, the young Princess returned to
her homeland, there remained forever anchored in the heart of Nicholas
the picture of a small blonde girl.

The young Princess was connected with Russia through her sister,
Grandduchess Elizabeth, who was the wife of Sergius, favourite brother
of Alexander III. The clever Grandduchess had observed the friend-
ship between the two children, and it was at her initiative that a few
years later Alix was invited for a six-weeks’ stay with the family of
the Czar at Peterhof.

This sojourn proved a deep disappointment to young Alix. While
at home, in Hesse-Darmstadt, her family already regarded her as the
future Czarina, and while Russian courtiers at first had received her
with extremely devout genuflections, nevertheless she could not fail
to notice that now the glances of the Czar and Czarina rested upon her
with unmistakable dislike.

The imperial couple disapproved of everything about Princess Alix.
She was German. She read poetry. She had a dreamy, almost affected
manner of speaking of things divine. Last, but not least, she was the
daughter of Grandduke Ludwig IV who, at the time his daughter made
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every effort to gain the affection of the imperial couple, indulged in an
outrageous flirtation with the wife of the Russian minister at the
Darmstadt Court. This was sufficient to arouse the wrath of the
straitlaced Czar against everything Hessian.

Of course, it did not take the experienced courtiers long to scent
the imperial attitude toward Alix. Consequently, their own bows
became stiffer, their glances cooler, their speeches more restrained.
The Hessian Princess, who had come to Russia on an embarrassing
quest for a husband, struck them as a ludicrous figure. Soon Alix
discovered that the clique of haughty courtiers had given her the
nickname of Hessian Fly. The significant glances, innuendoes, and
gesturcs hurt the young girl of nineteen like the lashes of a Russian
knout. To her, the imperial Court represented a world full of enemies,
and to the end of her days she never fully recovered from the humilia-
tion suffered at their hands. Later, as Czarina, she vainly sought to
strike the right note in her contact with the courtiers. The shyness
which induced her to withdraw from pomp and circumstance doubtless
was a result of the bitter cxperiences she had had during those
agonizing weeks in Petcrhof.

Then, too, the love which the heir to the throne bore her did not seem
to her too firmly rooted. Nicholas’s weak character was indeed
unable to cope with the parental will. When the Czarina proposed the
French Princess as a consort for him, Nicholas did not answer in the
negative. Instead, he timidly confided to his diary : ‘* Two ways are
open to me. I would like to choose one while Mother wants me to
decide on the other. What am I going to do in theend ? ”’

One year after her visit to Peterhof, Princess Alix came to Russia
again, this time to visit her sister. Nicholas desired nothing so much
as to drive out immediately to lljinskoe village, where the Princess
sojourned. However, when his mother interfered, he speedily gave in,
and not even an entry in his diary shows that it pained him to renounce
his impulse.

Once, when Queen Victoria, in the guarded language of the diplomat,
inquired at the Court of the Czar whether onc of the Russian grand-
dukes was interested in her granddaughter, Alexander III replied,
in unguarded and undiplomatic fashion, that the Grandduke-Czarevitch
Nicholas still was a very young man and not sufficiently developed to
contemplate marriage. He first was to serve in the army for some
time. Besides, his interest in Alix was merely a boyish infatuation,
sure to be forgotten before long.

Four years later, with the incipient illness of the Czar, the question
of marriage emerged to the foreground once more. The Czarina's
words became more pressing, the Czar’s glances more questioning.
Pictures of those who seemed suitable to wear the Romanov crown
were shown to young Nicholas. Throughout it all, the Czarevitch
remained so bored and so disinterested that the Czar concluded his
son would never marry.

After all attempts to force a decision had failed, the Czar instructed
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Grandduke Michacl : ““ You talk to Niki. It will be easier for you than
for me.” Grandduke Michael, eldest of the Romanov family, regarded
this order as a holy duty and hastened to obey. To his amazement,
he heard from the lips of the reserved, shy Czarevitch that he desired
nothing so much as marriage, but that he could find happiness only
by the side of the blonde Hessian Princess.

In the shadow of approaching death, the Czar bowed to his son’s
will. He gave Nicholas his paternal blessings and, on the 2nd of April,
1894, the Czarevitch departed for Coburg. There, in the presence of
Queen Victoria and Emperor William II, Alix’s brother, Grandduke
Ferdinand of llesse, was to be wedded to the daughter of the Duke
of Edinburgh and Saxc-Gotha. Officially, Nicholas was supposed to
represent his father at these nuptials ; unofficially, he was to become
engaged to Princess Alix.

Quiet little Nicholas, who loved to ice skate and who used to stroll
along the banks of the Neva River with his cousin Sandro, knew better
than anyone had expected how to represent his father with befitting
dignity. But as he suffered his foreign relatives to kiss his cheeks, as
he listened to the music of a popular operetta and as—wearing Prussian
uniform—he received the German Emperor at the station, his glance
ever wandercd to the pale and beautiful—if somewhat sct—face of Alix.

Law and custom demanded that Nicholas should ask his future wife
for her hand. His very soul shivered at the thought of baring his
hecart to his chosen bride. Veritably aflutter with expectation, Alix’s
relatives disregarded all prescribed etiquette and permitted the two
to spend hours on end alone each day. On these occasions Nicholas
lectured the young Princess on the superiority of the Greek-Catholic
religion over the Anglican, picked flowers and drank tea with her
and accompanied her on little walks in the park. His lips never could
pronounce that short, magical formula which would make the young
Princess his fiancée. The words simply froze on his lips. After one of
these mectings, Nicholas confided to his diary: ‘‘My very soul is
weary.”’

Itri,ook the efforts of the German Emperor to break the Czarevitch’s
spell of silent anguish. In the manner of a bold Hussar, he attacked
Nicholas'’s psychical inhibitions and the onslaught succeeded. The then
German Chancellor, Prince Bernhard von Biilow, reported on the affair
as follows : ‘‘ After Princess Alix and the Russian heir to the throne
had met day after day—not without noticeable embarrassment—
in- the old Castle Ehrenburg, Emperor William, in his impulsive and
aggressive manner, took the Czarevitch by the arm. He led Nicholas
to his room, told him to buckle on his sword and don his fur cap. Then
he pressed a few roses into his hand and said: ‘ And now go and
propose to Alix.” The same evening the engagement was announced.”

On the evening of the memorable 8th of April, 1894, Nicholas jotted
into his diary : ‘‘ Wonderful, unforgettable day of my life. Day of
my engagement to my dear beloved Alix. At ten o’clock in the morn-
ing, she came to call on Aunt Mienchen and there we declared our love.
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Decar God, what a mountain has finally fallen from my shoulders!
How happy Papa and Mama will be ! All day long 1 went about as if
in a dream, and I rcally did not know what had happened to me. It
seems unbelievable that I have a fiancée.”’

Thus was ushered in the family happiness of the most unhappy of
all czars. This joy in his family never left him; neither during
revolutions and wars, nor at the time of his dethronement. It was still
his on that dark day when, hand in hand with an aged, grey-haired
Alix, he descended the steps to the cellar of the Ipatjev-House in
Ekaterinburg to face the bullets of his murderers.

Two weeks after his engagement Nicholas left Coburg to receive
the congratulations of his people in distant, cold St. Petersburg and
the blessings of his dying father.

Grezt changes were occurring at the Court of St. Petersburg, with
the Czar’s condition growing visibly worse. Professor Sacharjin from
Moscow and Professor Leyden from Berlin meanwhile had arrived at
St. Petersburg only to agree that the Czar suffered from a hopeless form
of nephritis.

Information about the scrious illness of the monarch was kept
secret. Only Alexander himself, his wife and a few members of his
intimate entourage were complcetely informed about the Czar’s actual
condition. However, the others could not help but observe the tired
appearance of the monarch, the ashen skin, the sunken eycs, looking
at the world so sadly.

The Czarevitch, too, recognized his father’s condition. Dark hints
from high dignitaries, anxious glances from his mother, and the gener-
ally depresscd silence of the palace, were convincing enough intimations
warning him of imminent and tremendous changes.

But Nicholas refused to interpret these sad signs correctly. The
young Czarevitch fought against assuming the burden which, with his
father’s last breath, inescapably would fall upon his own shoulders.
He ignored his father’s illness with the same equanimity with which,
later, as ruler of his realm, he was to ignore wars, revolutions, and
defeats.

Shortly after his return to Gatshina, Nicholas appecared at his
stricken father’s bedside. In calm and courteous tones, he begged
permission to visit his fiancée in England. The tired giant regarded
his son sadly. His voice sounding strange, he asked his son to be
pat:;{nt for a few days longer ; just now, it was so hard for him to
speak.

A short time later an old friend of the monarch, Chief of the Political
Police, Count Tsherevin, visited Nicholas. He explained to the heir
to the throne that the time appeared most unpropitious for a trip to
England.

" But I spoke to the physicians,” Nicholas pointed out, ** and they
do not consider the Emperor seriously ill."”

) Perhqps not yet,” replied the General significantly, ‘‘ but imagine
if something happened during your absence ! ”’
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‘I have been assured that nothing is liable to happen,” the Czare-
vitch insisted stubbornly. ‘‘ Nothing will change my plans. Even
if the Czar is as sick as you say, I will have to leave. I cannot let
Alix wait so long."”’

‘* I beg of you, please be patient a little longer,” the General pleaded.
‘* The situation is far too serious for Your Imperial Highness to con-
template a journey.”

*“Oh, you are just a pessimist,” Nicholas cried angrily. ‘I have
promised Princess Alix that I shall spend the month of July with her and
I simply must keep my word. Besides, life here is so dreary these days
that it will be an excellent idea to get away from it for a little while.”

There was nothing else the General could say. In St. Petersburg’s
aristocratic circles, however, there were whisperings that a young man
starting out in that way would never come to a happy end.

On the 3rd of June Nicholas boarded the Polar Star and left for
England where he spent a few enjoyable weeks. Nothing intruded
upon the happiness of the lovers, not even the anticipation of imminent
events. It seemed to them as if the Czar’s fatal illness, the difficult days
they presently would have to face side by side, the vast country tremb-
ling with anxiety, all were events occurring on a far-distant planet.

Shortly before his departure, Alix jotted into Niki’s diary: ‘‘ Sur
cette page blanche, que ne puis-je y graver un seul mot : * le bonheur.’ ”’

To Nicholas this love became an island of happiness, whose blessed
peace must not be disturbed cither by personal worries or the outrages
of fortune. The enchanted isolation of these two lovers, amidst the
most gigantic storm of modern times, lasted for twenty-four years.
It comprises, perhaps, the strangest phenomenon in the enigmatic
psychology of Czar Nicholas II.

The prelude to this idyll of twenty-four years’ duration was con-
cluded in the middle of July when Nicholas departed from England to
repair to the Crimea with the imperial family. There, under the rays of
the southern sun, Alexander spent the last weeks of his life, fighting
a losing battle with his illness.



CHAPTER SIX
THE JOURNEY OF DEATH

N air of decp depression hovered over the realm of the Czar.
The marble magnificence of Kazan Cathedral in St.
Petersburg resounded from the deep bass voice of the
Metropolitan. The gilt cupolas of the sixteen hundred
churches of Moscow vibrated with the thunderous echoes of their
choirs. When the iron-clad gates of old monasterics opened in the snow-
covered steppes of Sibcria, tall tapers were revealed burning before the
stern icons of St. Nicholas and the picture of Holy Prince Alexander
Nevsky. In the magic twilight of the churches merged the simple
costumes of the mushiks, the colourful skirts of their womenfolk, the
flowing gowns of the popes, the solemn mien of the monks, and the
gala uniforms of officers and officials. Tn every monastery, cathedral,
and chapel of the vast empire, amid incense and flickering candles,
and whilst the devout were crossing themselves, there arose one great
supplication ‘‘ for the mightiest, most orthodox, most autocratic, most
gracious Emperor and Czar, Alexander IIT Alexandrovitch.”

Meanwhile, on the terrace of Livadia Castle, the stricken monarch
waited motionlessly. He felt that the pious prayers of the millions
of his subjects would remain unanswered. God’s stern will had
decreed an early end for him. Ministers flocked to Alexander’s sick-
bed ; autocratic power entrusted to the Czar must not be permitted
to lapse for a moment. The devout prayers and litanies were drowned
out by the iron severity of the Czar’s last ukases. Alexander worked
incessantly. The autocratic spirit of his last commands was to point
the way for his son.

As soon as the burden of ruling had been disposed of, Alexander
wearily dragged himself down to the shore. But even there, alongside
the blue sea, duties of representation would pursue him. Granddukes
came to visit him; officers of the army stood at attention before
him ; seemingly endless delegations arrived.

His hollow cheeks and dull eyes denoting inexpressible fatigue,
the Czar presided at the imperial dinner-table. With sad mien he
observed the succession of delicacies, calculated to tempt him, but
whose very appearance and taste revolted him. Only during the last
few weeks of his life did Alexander III dare to insist upon the fulfilment
of a desire he had harboured all along : dainty dishes were to disappear
from his board. The Peasant-Czar would please his palate, at least
during the last days of his terrestrial existence, with plain peasant fare.
Despite objections first raised by the Chief Master of Ceremonies, the
monarch’s wish was complied with, and simple dishes, prepared by a
peasant woman from the village, were set before the dying Czar.
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When his condition grew graver Alexander III refused to permit
physicians at his bedside. Father John of Kronstadt, known as a
preacher and faith healer, rushed to the Crimea. Resorting to ecstatic
prayers, religious raptures, and dark exorcisms, the pope wrestled with
the angel of death for the soul of the Czar. Actually foaming at the
mouth, he beat his breast and, choked with tears, he raised his distorted
face to the skies. His inarticulate babbling filled the little Court
chapel. He grasped the head of the Czar and breathed magical formulas
in his ear. Mysterious, secmi-heathenish peasant-Russia seemed personi-
fied in this saintly man. His hysterical prayers and transfigured face
were more in keeping with the dark powers of a Siberian shaman than
the pious dignity of a Christian cleric. This raving pope was the future
Czar’s first contact with the mystical and magical forces, destined to
play such a large part in his later life.

The pope’s powers proved as unavailing as the canisters of oxygen
with which the physicians sought to prolong the Czar’s life. Two
weeks before his death Alexander, with trembling hands, wrote a
telegram to Alix of Hesse. The future Czarina was to rush to his bedside
immediately.

That journey to the country of her fiancé assumed all the aspects of
a nightmare for Alix. The bride-to-be of the Czarevitch was welcomed
with the macabre sound of ecclesiastical litanies. In the excitement of
the moment the Master of Cercmonies had forgotten to hold a special
train ready at the border, and so the future Czarina had to travel
through the country that was soon to be hers, like any other mortal.
Through the windows of her compartment she noticed bewilderment
on the faces of the officials and tears in the eyes of the womenfolk.
She could not rid herself of the unhappy thought that all Russia had
donned mourning {o greet her.

Arrived in the Crimea, Alix found herself surrounded by sad and tear-
stained faces. Only with the greatest exertion was it possible for the
exhausted Czar to drag his broken body to a chair so that he might
welcome his futurc daughter-in-law.

The incoherent screaming of Father John, his wild and excited
demeanour, and the whole superstitious atmosphere which suddenly
surrounded her, left a never-to-be-forgotten impression in the sensitive
soul of the young Princess. Her fiancé’s confused and awkward
behaviour shook Alix to the very depths of her being. Five days after
her arrival she sought to remind him of his position and dignity. ‘‘ My
dear boy,” she wrote into his diary, ‘‘ command the physicians to
report to you first, each day, on the Czar's condition. You are the
eldest son of your father. You are the one to answer all questions.
Show your will and never permit others to forget who you are.” In
the shock of imminent death, Nicholas overlooked the pedantic tone
of these admonitions.

Alexander I1I died on the 1st of November, 1894, at three o'clock in
the afternoon, on the terrace of Livadia Castle. Father John of
Kronstadt remained at his bedside until the last, mumbling pious
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prayers into the Czar's ears. Grandduke Alexander Michailovitch, the
only one who could describe the death of the monarch in detail,
reported :

R It was on the 1st of November, 1894, that Niki and I stood on the
terrace of beautiful Livadia Castle, holding canisters of oxygen in our
hands. We remained with the Czar to the very last seccond. His end
was like his life. As death approached, Alexander, ever scorning
sonorous phrases and melodramatic effects, merely stammered a short
prayer and then bade the Empress good-bye. . . . Alexander’s death
definitely decided Russia’s fate. Everyone among the relatives,
courtiers, physicians and servants, surrounding the Czar's death-bed,
felt that, in him, Russia had lost that pillar which alone could protect
her from being plunged into an abyss. The heir to the throne fclt this
more than anybody else. At that moment, for the first and last time
in my life, I saw tears welling in his grey eyes. We embraced and
cried on one another’s shoulders. Niki could not collect his thoughts.
He knew that he was Emperor now and the great burden of that
responsibility simply crushed him. ‘Sandro, what am I to do?’ he
pleaded pathetically. ‘ What is going to become of Russia ? 1 am not
yet preparcd to be Czar. I don’t even know how to talk to the
ministers.” T tried to calm him. I enumerated all the persons on whom
he could depend. But in my innermost soul I understood that his
desperation was only too well founded and that we all faced
catastrophe.”

Dark clouds obscured the sky over Livadia on the evening of the
1st of November. During the night following the death of the Czar—
the first of Nicholas’s rule—a terrible storm raged around the palace.
The old, wooden edifice shook. With howling winds and roaring waves,
Nature greeted the new ruler.

For two weeks stormy weather followed the cortége of Alexander I1T.

Wherever the funeral train arrived, in Kiev, Moscow, Tver, St.
Petersburg, threatening clouds gathered in the heavens. His head bent
sadly, the young Czar was forced to wade, mile after mile, through
rain-drenched streets. Thus Nicholas II travelled from obsequies to
obsequies.
. Even the very hour when the mortal remains of Alexander IIT were
interred rain fell in torrents. While the coffin was taken to the fortress
of SS. Peter and Paul—where the dead Czar was to share his last abode
with imprisoned terrorists—heavy fog enveloped the cortége. Presently
snow flurries filled the air and darkness fell. For four hours the train
of mourners marched slowly through the wet gloom of the streets of
St. Petersburg.

The trip of the youthful Czar and his lovely fiancée was one long and
solemn funeral procession. For the first time since the mysterious death
of Alexander I, the body of a Czar was conveyed through the country.
Crowds congregated at every station. On the faces of the populace
were contradictory expressions : dutiful joy with which a new Czar
should be greeted, and the equally dutiful exhibition of mourning which
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was the dead Czar’s due. Hand in hand with his young fiancée,
Nicholas left the coach to attend funeral services at innumerable
monasteries.

“ We stopped at Borki and in Charkov where masses were read,”
Nicholas jotted into his diary. ‘‘ In Moscow,” he wrote, ‘‘ we carried
the coffin out of the train to the hearse. On the way to the Kremlin,
we stopped ten times because litanies werce to be sung in front of cvery
church. The coffin finally was brought to the Cathedral of the
Archangels. After the funeral services we prayed belore the relics of
the saints in Uspensky Cathedral.”

During the entire painful trip, Alix was at the side of the young
Czar. Onc day after the death of Alexander ITI she had been quietly
baptized, according to the rites of the Orthodox Church, in the ancient
chapel in Orianda. It was there, for the first time in her life, the German
Princess found her Protestant soul steeped in an ocean of Russian
mysticism. There, too, she was given the name of Alexandra
Feodorovna.

Russia received the young Princess with the funeral dirge of the
Metropolitans, with the stifling smoke of incense, arising from the
masses of requicm, and with the solemn cercmonial of the interment of
a czar. Flags at half-mast and the semi-darkness of old churches
grected Alix on every side.

No mundane stage manager could have arranged a sadder prologue
for the young imperial couple. Hardly four weeks after the death of
Alexander III, Alexandra Feodorovna walked to the altar in a white
bridal gown. Her own wedding secmed to her but a continuation of
those interminable funeral services.

The wedding ceremony was performed on the 26th of November,
1894, and on that day the new Czarina discarded mourning. At twelve
o’clock she entered the Arabian Hall where the young Czar, in the
uniform of the Hussars, awaited her. With slow step and solemn
mien the participants in the ceremony approached the chapel. The
heavy golden crowns were held over the heads of the imperial couple
by Granddukes Michael, Sergius, and Cyril, and by the -Greek Prince
Georgios who, a few years before, had saved the life of the Czarevitch
in the distant city of Ozu.

When Alexandra Feodorovna left the church, she was the legitimate
consort of a ruler of one hundred and sixty million people, comprising
one-sixth of the entire world, with palaces, estates, and jewels having
no equal anywhere on earth. The vision which fourteen-year old
Princess Alix had seen for the first time in the grandeur of a Court ball,
as she gazed into the grey eyes of Grandduke-Czarevitch Nicholas,
had matured into fulfilment at last.

At the threshold of Anitchkov Palace, the newlyweds, according to
old Russian custom, were received by the Empress-Mother, Maria
Feodorovna. She had done everything in her power to forestall this
marriage but to no avail. Now, however, she bowed deeply as she
presented a platter of salt and bread to the young couple.



CHAPTER SEVEN
AT THE THRESHOLD OF THE CENTURY

“ HE Russian Empire is ruled on the basis of indestructible
laws, promulgated by a superior, absolute power."’
This cighty-seventh clause in the fundamental law of the
Russian Empire was the only unchangeable law of Russia.
The astute Count Speransky who, under Nicholas I, had worded this
law, had attached special value to the expression ‘‘ indestructible laws.”’
In this definition he saw the only, self-imposed limitation of imperial
omnipotence. To be sure, it was the Emperor’s privilege to promul-
gate such laws as he saw fit, but these laws remained * indestructible.”
The Emperor himself had to observe them as long as he did not change
them. Accordingly, the Russian Empire was not a despotic, but
rather an autocratic, monarchy, founded on law.

While in England Gladstone was overthrown by the Parliament
for the last time ; while Lord Kitchener conquered the Sudan ; while
William II dreamed of socialistic reforms and dismisscd Bismarck ;
while Felix Faurc became President of the French Republic; and
while the United States had just celebrated the centenary of its
constitution and Italy warred on the Ethiopian Empire, Russia was
governed according to the indestructible principles of that autocratic
formula.

The rule of a Czar cncompassed 8,660,000 squarec miles and
160,000,000 inhabitants. Under this rule, the enormous expanse of
territory and the innumerable pcoples of Russia appeared as one
united, gigantic power which could conquer everything, achieve every-
thing, and decide everything in the world.

The Russian Empirc had been at war, almost uninterruptedly, for
three hundred years. Most of these wars terminated victoriously, and
the more brilliant the victories of the Czar’s army the stronger, the
mightier, and the more stable this country appeared before other
nations. “ Russia,” writes Witte, '* is basically a military imperium.
That alone assures Russia of her position in the eyes of foreign countries.
It is not because of our culture that we have been granted a leading
go:l,t,xon. Our influence rests exclusively upon the strength of our

st.

Within the borders of Russia, leading circles were imbued with

the consciousness of military superiority. Protected by ten million
bayonets, czardom not only could resist every exterior danger but
could mould conditions in Europe and Asia as it pleased.

The power of the Czar, in addition to ruling Russia, maintained and
nurtured monarchical order and God-imposed autocracy throughout
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the entirc world. When the Turkish sultan—oldest cnemy of the
Czar—was threatened by revolutionaries, Nicholas I did not hesitate to
place the entire might of his imperial army at the disposal of his
neighbour, in this way saving the sultan’s throne. During the
Hungarian revolution, the Czar considered it his duty to take a hand
in rescuing from ruin the realm of Emperor Francis Joseph. Amity
or enmity, hate or love, were forgotten when necessity demanded that
the monarchical principle be upheld somewhere in the world. Within
the boundaries of Russia, the God-imposed fealty to the Czar apparently
dwelt indelibly in the hearts of his subjects. Simultaneously, at the
command of the Czar, Russian troops, in the east and west, were
called upon to preserve monarchical rule. Like a torch, Russia’s
autlocracy burned brightly, shining above a chaotic Europe, shaken
to its very foundation by the parliamentary trend of Western
monarchies.

If, contrary to all expectations, the Czar should be assailed by doubts
as to the stability of his own realm, the governing circles had prepared
a whole arsenal of arguments to dispense imperial apprehensions.
Russia was not only the mightiest, but also the greatest empire of the
world. Embracing one-sixth of the globe, it possessed immeasurable
riches and was geographically impregnable. The citics of this vast
country flourished, new railroads criss-crossed the steppes, the national
wealth increased, and the finances of the realm were in the best
condition imaginable.

For centuries—indeed, since the days of John Kalitas—the country
had grown in extent and power continually. If, at the beginning of the
twentieth century, the young Czar had desired to enlarge his immeasur-
able empire, it would have been a trivial task to conquer China, Tibet,
Afghanistan, and Persia. General Kuropatkin, the unlucky Field-
Marshal in the Russo-Japanese War, reports in his memoirs that
Nicholas II at one time actually considered that possibility.

Its strong internal power, increasing riches, rising national wealth,
and geographical situation decided Russia’s relations with foreign
nations. Nicholas II ascended the throne of a much-feared country.
China and Persia, eastern neighbours of Russia, conducted themselves
like humble vassals. Even the British Empire, Russia’s only important
rival, for the first time in the course of its proud history, had to climb
down under the pressure of Alexander III.

-In 1885, when Anglophile Afghans trespassed upon Russian territory,
they were pursued by Russian troops far into the interior of Afghanistan
despite Great Britain’s protests. The Czar answered all English
objections by the mobilization of his Baltic squadrons—a gesture
which sufficed to change an incipient war into a peaceful conference.

In Europe, too, Alexander III left his heir to the throne stable and
secure conditions. The most outstanding world-historical changes in
Alexander’s foreign politics was his alliance with France, and his
estrangement from Germany. Since the days of the Napoleonic wars,
when Alexander I and Frederick William III had met, the Houses of
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Hohenzollern and of Romanov had been united by ties of friendship
and family. Only after Bismarck concluded an alliance with Russia’s
rival in the Balkans, Austria-Hungary, was this relationship disturbed.
Subsequently, in 18go, when Germany cancelled her secret reassurance
treaty with Russia, the bond of fricndship between the two dynasties
was definitely rent. Shortly after Count Shuvalov had been informed
by Reich-Chancellor Caprivi of Germany's rcfusal to renew the treaty,
the world at large was treated to the rare sight of Europe’s only
autocratic monarch fraternizing with Europe’s only important republic.

1t was on a foggy morning that a French fleet arrived at the harbour
of Kronstadt. Alexander III boarded one of the armoured-cruisers.
His reactionary courtiers thought the world was coming to an end
when the Emperor and Autocrat of All the Russias arose and bared
his head while listeming to the ** Marseillaise ’—the very strains which,
if intoned by subjects of the same Czar, would exile the transgressors
to Siberia. During this world-historical scene, the policy of future
decades was decided invisibly. Russia’s alliance with France was to
be a dependable safeguard against the Triple-Alliance of the Central
Powers ; it also was to furnish the basis for Germany’s later encircle-
ment. Alexander 1II knew well enough when to sacrifice his monarch-
istic principles to political expediency.

At the time of his ascension to the throne, Nicholas could look into
the future calmly. No cloud, no shadow darkened the horizon of his
omnipotence. Yet, beneath the serenc surface of Russia, something
threatening and uncanny seemed to be brewing. For a long time the
realm of the Czar had been secrctly seething with unrest ; a poisoned
atmosphere hovered over his enormous country. Beginning with the
death of Peter IT in 1730, until Alexander III, not one czar had died a
natural death. In the memory of the people. there always was some
bloody intrigue surrounding the demise of each monarch.

Peter IIT had been strangled by his wife. Thirty years later, the
lovers of this woman strangled, in turn, his son—ill-fated Paul.
Alexander, son of Paul, disappeared mysteriously and forever from his
palace. Poison had put an end to the life of his brother, Nicholas I,
and his heir, Alexander II, was torn to pieces by the bombs of terrorists.
The steps leading to the throne of Russian omnipotence were in-
carnadined and grim spectres hovered amidst the marble magnificence
of the palaces. It had required rivers of his peoples’ blood for Peter the
Great, as first emperor, to erect the edifice of Russian world power,
and blood soon became the symbol of its fate. Beneath the apparent
serenity of Russia, seemingly immersed in mystic slumber, boiled
a secret revolt that was as demoniacal as it was intangible.

Since the days of Alexander I, when regiments of Russian Guards
had been encamped on Paris boulevards, the face of the Empire had
changed. From that European campaign, the officers of the Guard
brought back with them as a trophy of victory the spirit of European
revolution. As a stone that is dropped into water causes ever wider
circles, so the spirit of the revolution gradually seized upon farther
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strata of the Russian people. Spreading from the palaces of the princes,
from the estates of the nobles, from the lecture halls of aristocratic
universities, this unquenchable spirit cventually pcrmeated the entire
thin laycr of urban, semi-bourgeors intelligentsia where it found a firm
footing.

On the 14th of December, 1825, the day of the Decembrists’ revolu-
tion, this spirit took possession of the streets of St. Petersburg. Then and
there began the long row of heroes, criminals, scoundrels, and idealists
who arose spectrally from out of the fog of St. Petersburg’s quarters.
The ideal of the French Revolution, draped in the barbaric vestment of
Russian nihilism, inspired the upper class of St. Petersburg’s youth.
However, ncither the touching heroism of St. Petersburg’s countesses,
nor the despicable crimes of half-demented nihilists, created any pro-
found impression on the Russian people. The heroic contempt for
death displayed by the revolutionaries, and the peasant customs
they affected in order to establish intimate contact with the masses,
failed to grip the souls of the Russian people to any marked degree.
When the nihilists succeeded in assassinating a czar in a public street,
for the first time in Russian history, the reaction of the peasantry
was a mysterious silence which neither could be interpreted as sympathy
for the murdered nor as admiration for his murderers.

Foreign obscrvers regarded St. Petersburg’s revolutionaries as the
first sign that declinc threatened the Empire. To them Russia became
a colossus with clay feet, cventually destined te be overthrown by the
power of European revolutionary idealogy.

Alexander III's entire life proved the falsity of this assumption.
Under the mighty fist of that ruler, revolutionaries disappeared even
as the devil flees before the sign of the cross. The powerful word of
an energetic, purposeful man—albeit none too wise—was sufficient
to exorcisc the demoniacal spook. Foreigners obscerved, to their
surprise, that the Russian Empire, whose imminent end they had
prophesied so confidently, had annihilated its opponents with one
terrific blow.

England’s evident complaisance, the eager offer of an alliance on the
part of France, a loan readily placed in Germany—these were Europe’s
acknowledgments of the Czar’s strong mecasures. Obviously, all
conspiracies and murders of the nihilists did not make so much as
a dent in the top layer of Russia’s scething masses. As for the stability
of the monarchy, revolutionary victories or defeats appeared as incon-
sequential as the floods along the Neva River for the peasants of the
Volga lowlands. The only serious danger threatening czardom—eventu-
ally bringing about its decline—lay in an entirely different direction.
That danger was embodied in the Russian peasant.

The enormous expanse of Russia’s plains is Nature’s gift to the
peasant. Agriculture is the sole occupation which this vast land
permits. Industry and commerce always were condemned to insuf-
ficient development. Russia’s unfortunate geo-political situation rested
upon the enormous empire like a curse of the Almighty.
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Russia’s mighty rivers flow through a majestic expanse, nearly
devoid of humanity. Their waves billow lazily between wide banks ;
along their shores, one hears the monotonous sing-song of haulers,
tugging at tow-ropes. Cattle slake their thirst in the waters of these
rivers, and the fierce Tatar, armed with bow and arrow, stares, slit-
eycd across the endless plains through which the rivers roll their
waters.

In Europe and Asia, busy merchant vessels travel along the gigantic
rivers. Towus and villages spring up on their banks. Like a golden
vein, the river threads its way through the country, distributing
wealth in its course and, amid peace and prosperity, citics grow ever
larger.

lg;l the Volga, llussia possesses the mightiest river in Europe ;
2300 miles long, it surpasscs the Rhine by 1600 miles. The three
mightiest rivers in Asia, Ob, Ycnisei, and Lena, are each almost as
long as the Yangtse with its 3100 miles, and none of them ever leaves
the borders of Russia.

Yet Russian rivers never developed into important arteries of
mercantile wealth., The direction of the beds which these bodies of water
have dug for themselves, since time immemorial, is Russia’s misfortune.
The gigantic Volga empties into the Caspian Sea, which has no connec-
tion with the open sea. Ob, Yenisci, and Lena, carry their cold waves
towards the Arctic Ocean, which is frozen over for three-fourths of
each year.

The world’s cheapest means of transportation—shipping by water
—thus excluded from Russia’s economy, the wealth of the country
lay fallow, and the inhabitants busied themselves with agriculture as
the only gainful occupation of the plains. When Russia’s industrial
workers numbered 2,900,000, not less than 96,800,000 subjects of the
Czar were peasants, with 88 per cent of all Russian exports consisting
of agricultural products. Consequently, the welfare, contentment and
comfort of the peasant were of infinitely greater importance to
czardom than the revolutionary speeches of a few hundred students
and intellectuals in St. Petersburg.

In past centuries Russia’s peasants had been serfs of noble land-
owners. Alexander II realized their age-old dream for liberation.
On the 3rd of March, 1861, the Czar promulgated his famous ukase
which terminated serfage. With this manifesto, thraldom was
abolished forever within the borders of Russia.

The peasants, until then property of their masters, naturally
possessed no land of their own. Therefore, it was incumbent upon that
Government which had granted them their frcedom to provide also
for the material comfort of the liberated peasants. Official Russia
formerly had dealt with thc mushiks only through the mediation of the
noble landowners ; now it faced a new task in helpless embarrassment.

To be sure, the Czar expropriated, for the peasants’ benefit, some of
the estates owned by the nobles. The distribution of this land,
however, encountered wellnigh insurmountable obstacles. Since it
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was of utmost importance to define, without delay, the new status
of the liberated pcasantry, nccessary reforms had to be enacted with
lightning-like speed. The lack of suitable governmental agencics,
officials, and surveyors, made it practically impossible to issue deeds
of grant to millions of new property owners, distributed over millions
of square miles. Besides, the police were unable to maintain law and
order in all those villages which, in the past, had been subject to the
will of the estate owner exclusively.

During this chaotic period of reformation the Government besought
the services of a Prussian official, Baron August von Haxthausen.
He had travelled throughout Russia extensively and, in his writings,
had elaborated upon the systems of obshishina, or mir, which he had
obscrved in distant parts of the Empire. According to this system
acreage was not deeded to an individual peasant, but to whole com-
munities, thus becoming the common property of all members of the
municipality. In turn, it devolved upon the communes to redistribute
this land among the peasants from time to time. Essentially, however,
the land remained the property of the mir, so that a peasant would
plough one field to-day and another to-morrow, without ever feeling
indigenous to any specific piece of ground. The mir also exerted
police functions. By decision of the communal council, members of
the community could be punished and even excluded from the common
property, or restrained from leaving the district.

On the 14th of December, 1893, Alexander IIT decreed that all land
apportioned to the liberated pcasants was unsaleable. Moreover,
communitics were to forbid peasants to leave their respective munici-
palities, unless they could offer extremely pertinent reasons. The
mushik's liberty was almost as limited as during the days of feudalism.
On certain occasions the mir would force peasants to remain in their
huts after ten o’clock at night. Besides, a mushik was allowed to leave
the community only if he restored to it, without demand for reimburse-
ment, all his cattle as well as his share in the communal land.

This strange system—half-medieval, half-socialistic—arising from
the awkwardness of the commonwealth, eventually became an integral
part of Russian world concept. Since the taxes imposed upon the
peasant’s land were very low, with only thirteen copecks for the
deciatine, to the outsider this system not only seemed practical
but very humane. Venerable philosophers of Slavophile tendency
declared the obshtshina to be the agrarian personification of the Russian
soul. Aksakov and Chomiakov insisted that this system realized the
unconscious dreams of the mushik. However, the learned socialists
with Western tendencies regarded communal exploitation of the land
as the beginning of a socialistic order whose fructifying warmth
eventually would develop other blossoms on the tree of Russian life.

The Slavophiles as well as the socialists obviously overlooked the fact
that, by the very nature of this system, the peasant, formerly the serf
of a noble landowner, had now been changed into the serf of the com-
munity and the police. Instead of being subjected to the arbitrary will
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of a single person, the peasant now was subject to the will and whims
of many. Besides, the land had been apportioned in such small
parcels that, with an increasing population, confined to a definitely
limited space, poverty and starvation appeared inevitable.

At the same time when 79 per cent of Russia’s agricultural export
was produced by only seven hundred aristocratic families, spread over
twenty million deciatines in Central Russia, peasants in these same
Central Russian provinces starved on their meagre soil. Of course,
there was no real scarcity of land in this vastest of all countries of the
world. While in western Europe 70 per cent of available land was
under tillage, only 4 per cent of the Czar’s domain was under the
plough. Nevertheless, any attempt of the peasants to colonize the
fertile and depopulated castern territories was quickly and com-
pletely thwarted by the landed gentry. The nobles were afraid that
if the peasants should emigrate to Siberia or Turkestan the subsequent
shortage of workers would raise wages in Central Russia.

It was the system of the obshtshina, and the rigid restraint imposed
on the peasant, which eventually resulted in indescribable impoverish-
ment among the people. The low purchasing power of the Russian
masses was best reflected by Russia’s trade balance. Although Russia
had 163 million inhabitants, spread over 8,600,000 square miles, her
import and export cqualled only that of Belgium, which had merely
7 million people crowded into 11,373 square miles. The average annual
income of a Russian, in pre-war days, amounted to 53 roubles as com-
pared to the 233 roubles of a IFrenchman, the 273 of a Briton, and the
345 of an American. In 1910, at the same time that the per capita
+avings of a Russian was 16 roubles, the Frenchman had put by
96 roubles, the Englishman 106, and the German 143.

Despite the fact that the budget of the Empire rose incessantly

—finally reaching high into the billions—per capita credit for the
Russian peasant, in 1905, amounted only to five copecks. During the
same period, agricultural credits in France amounted to 28 roubles,
in Germany to 35, and in America to as high as 60 roubles per head.
Naturally, the low purchasing power of the populace, combined with
the lowest taxes in all the world, necessitated a steady rise of national
loans. At the time when the per capita debt burden amounted to a mere
five copecks in the United States, every Russian was indebted to the
extent of 28 roubles. True enough, the finances of Russia were in
good order, making punctual amortization of the debt possible. Never-
theless, the very fact that enormous dcbts had to be contracted in
foreign countries furnished striking evidence of the surprising lack
of capital in Russia’s internal money markets.
__The low income of the population cannot be more drastically
illustrated than by the fact that a deciatine of timberland in Siberia
yielded a profit of only one copeck, while the same deciatine brought
29 roubles in Germany and 36 in France.

After the railroads had been developed, the enormous natural riches
of Russia demanded an ever-increasing expansion of her economics,
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especially as the abolition of serfdom had transformed Russia into
a private-capitalistic country. Towards the end of the reign of
Alexander ITI, corporative enterprises in Russia had reached fifteen
hundred in number, boasting a capital of three and a half billion
gold roubles. In general, however, intensive industrial development
remained limited because it was founded on the system of the barbaric,
feudal-socialistic obshishina under which the masses of the people
remained poverty-stricken.

The key that would open the gate of Russian wealth and, at the same
time, the door to political security, was the solution of the peasant
question : the successful metamorphosis of millions of pauperized
serfs of a communal collectivism into comfortable, loyal landowners.
For fully thirty-five years, Russian peasantry awaited the magic word
of the Czar which would abolish the mir. The peasants had served their
monarchs with devoted fealty for more than a thousand years. They
had conquered one-sixth of the entire globe for their czars. The
hundreds of foreign nations that had been subjected to Russia’s will
ultimately constituted 40 per cent of the Russian populace. In the
service of their czars, the peasants had built cities and erected palaces,
paid taxes and shed their blood in innumerable wars.

In the course of centurics, czardom, recognizing the usefulness of
its subjects, evinced marked solicitude for the weal of the peasant.
Vassili 1II liberated the peasants from the Tataric yoke; Ivan 1V
gave the provinces antonomous government, and Alexander IT abolished
serfage. The stern ukases of Alexander III, however, changed the
peasantry into children once more unable to exert their own will.
Moreover, these children were no longer provided for by their parents,
but, on the contrary, had to support their elders.

The peasants endured this status for thirty-five years and the longer
they waited the more threatening became their silence. Their sullen
resentment was not directed against czardom so much as against a
stupid, temporary expedient, raised to a world conception for no
other reason than that it had been the easiest thing to do. Those of
clear political vision could not fail to interpret from unmistakable—
albeit hardly noticeable—signs that behind this silence, pregnant with
meaning, lurked fearful developments.

When Grandduke Vladimir travelled through the Volga region
during the 'cighties of the last century, a significant incident had
occurred. In Samara a hundred-year-old peasant woman was brought
before him. The centenarian, for whom there was no difference
between a grandduke and the Czar himself, knelt at the feet of Vladimir,
covered his shoes with kisses, and cried in exultation.

‘“ Why are you crying, little mother ? *’ the Grandduke asked.

‘“ What else should I do?”’ sobbed the old woman. ‘‘This is the
second time now that God has permitted me to look upon a czar.”

‘“ Who, pray, was the first one ? "’

‘“ Our Little Father, our benefactor, the mighty Pugatshov.”

Vladimir, who had wisdom and understanding, immediately perceived
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the deep implication in the old woman’'s statement. He knew
that the peasants along the Volga looked upon the bandit leader
Pugatshov as upon a genuine czar. It had been Pugatshov who had
promised to distribute lJand among the peasants and, eventually, he
had paid for it with his life. Because of Vladimir’s genuinc interest
in the solution of the peasant problem, it remained the topic of general
discussion in the salons and governmental offices of the capital
throughout the reign of Nicholas IT.

It was the pcasants alone, and not the revolutionaries, not the
foreign countries, not the industrial workers, nor yet the intellectuals
who constituted the real danger to czarist rule. For the moment,
however, the mush. still displayed devout loyalty to Little Father
Czar, even though he was filled with bitter hatred for his laws.

The rule of Nicholas IT would determine whether the silence of the
masses would be aroused into jubilant acclaim, or into barbaric and
brutal revolt.



CHAPTER EIGHT
CROSS AND CROWN

OR two full years the old Kremlin city had awaited the cele-

bration of the holy coronation of Nicholas II. Now at last,

on his twenty-eighth birthday, he arrived in Moscow, wearing

the simple, dark green coat of a colonel of the Preobrashensky
Guards. A young man with blond hair, closely trimmed, pointed beard,
a physique at once frail and elegant, and long-lashed eyes of an odd
shape, the new Czar appearced before the dignitarics representing the
Church and estates of his rcalm. They asscmbled in the reception
pavilion, adjacent to the railway station, which had been especially
erected in old-Russian architecture for this great day.

The old, somnolent Asiatic city suddenly became alive, bedecking
itself with festive raiment. The polished gold of innumerable bulbous
church cupolas glcamed 'neath the sun’s hot rays ; bright red carpeting
enlivened the dingy narrow streets and garlands of flowers extended
from window to window. A multitude, large beyond counting, had
gathered in front of the reception pavilion.

As the young Czar mounted his dapple-grey steed at the railway
depot, sixteen thousand church bells rang out in greeting to the
young ruler ; louder and clearcr than all the other chimes sounded that
of Ivan Veliky, the ancient giant bell.

Attended by great ccremony, the Czar rode to the old Petrovsky
Palace, his face aglow with gracious benevolence. The people of
Moscow sank to their knees, the resonant measures of the national
hymn swelling in grand unison. It was the first time the new Czar
showed himself in festive celebration within the walls of the old city—
scene of the Romanov'’s rise to glory.

Ahead of Nicholas II, winding through the narrow streets, stretched
the ancient road of the czars. Once Ivan the Terrible had travelled
along here and the long beards of the boyars had swept the dust before
the hoofs of his horse. His face disfigured with fury, the Great Peter
had passed these very churches. With his own imperial hands he had
decapitated the rebellious Strelitzes in old Kremlin Square. Time was
when blood dripped from the high boots of an enraged czar; now,
blood-red carpets were spread for the feet of another ruler, Nicholas II
Alexandrovitch, the thirteenth of the Romanovs. Before him, in
abject veneration, bowed the descendants of those Strelitzes, boyars
and popes who once had erected the old city and studded it with golden
cupolas in the midst of the icy Russian steppes.

The people of Moscow observed the grey eyes shining with refulgent
joy in the calm and somewhat pale face of the Czar, and his slim hands
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as they held the reins of his dapple-grey steed. Looking upon his
narrow, aristocratic face, an inarticulate, wild love awoke in the multi-
tude for former, more robust, czars who had been increasers of the
Empire, protectors, and judges all in one.

The Czarina, garbed in whitc, a radiant smile lighting up her serious
features, resecmbled, in her blondcness, the old frescoes of which
Moscow churches abound.

Slowly the exalted couple threaded their way through the throngs.
The crowded streets, the very houses and churches, seemed transformed
into one happy and vibrant living being, paying homage to this
imperial pair. From the decorated windows of every house, office, and
store, exultant faces beamed upon their ruler. On this one day Moscow
forgot the mercantile frugality inherited from its forebears. A business
concern of medium size whose windows the Czar was to pass, spent
twenty-five thousand roubles on decorations designed to please the
imperial eye. A rich merchant paid forty thousand roubles for the
privilege of gazing upon the Czar from the show window of a
confectionery.

The dark clouds, the biting wind, and the downpour of rain which
greeted the new Czar, proved ineffective in dispersing the swarming
crowds. Fairly bursting with irrepressible curiosity, the people accom-
panied the young monarch and his consort to the very gates of the
palace.

On the evening of the imperial entry the gilded carriages of the
guests thronged the square in front of the palace. Courtiers, ministers,
princes of all the dynasties throughout the world entered the Czar’s
mighty mansion. By nine o’clock that evening no less than eight
thousand festively gilded coaches werc assembled in the vicinity of the
imperial palace.

In the great hall of the palace the Czar received the congratulations
of the world. The church bells had ceased ringing meanwhile, but now
hundreds of thousands of coloured bulbs and Chinese lanterns illumin-
ated the darkness of the Kremlin city like so many gleaming gems.
Broad beams of light flooded the golden cupolas of the churches ; the
roofs of the houses were stceped in multi-coloured hues. The whole
city seemed to delight in this blinding, festive illumination. Garlands
of lights were strung from one house to the next, and their bright
reflection tinted the drab, threatening Moscow sky.

While the frail young ruler, standing at the window of his palace,
gazed upon the sea of lights, flocks of innumerable crows and jackdaws
blotted the sky like a dark cloud. The bright illumination blinded the
birds, at the same time attracting them irresistibly. Like vultures
pouncing upon carrion, the crows and jackdaws swooped down upon
the gay, glittering bulbs strung along the roofs of Moscow. In the
dazzling glare of the multi-coloured rays they resembled, with their
widespread dark wings and their sharp, greedy beaks, apocalyptic

messengers of the nether world, dispatched to disturb the celebration
of the Orthodox Czar.
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Presently the clatter of broken glass was heard. The sharp beaks of
the birds were severing electric wires on the roofs. With frightened,
blanched faces the multitude gazed upon the havoc wrought by these
marauding birds. One after another the coloured lights flickered out
and, even as the inhabitants of Moscow mumbled words of apprehension
in one another’s ears, the dark birds disappeared into the gloomy sky
hanging heavily over the city.

On the morrow, when the first rays of the sun reddened the leaden
sky, and as the chimes of the church bells reverberated throughout the
city, a corps of agile workers mounted the roofs of Moscow. By ninc
o’clock, when the Czar left the palace and seventy-one shots were fired
to announce his coming, the last traces of the nocturnal visit had been
removed.

In the Kremlin, on the broad threshold of the Alexander Palace, the
representatives of the guilds bowed before the Czar. On heavy silver
platters, they presented bread and salt to their ruler. With his soft,
slender fingers, Nicholas touched the symbolic gifts. Surrounded by
granddukes and dignitaries, he entered the Alcxander Palace. The
empty, forbidding rooms exuded the spirit of past centuries.

In the great hall vencrable courtiers spread out the enormous flag
of the Empire. It covered half the hall and was adorned with heraldic
beasts, griffins, lions and eagles. Armorial bearings of different parts
of the Empire pictured the achievements of czars long since dcad.
There was the doublc-headed eagle which, once upon a time, Sophie
Paleolog had brought to Vassili III as her only dowry from Byzantium.
A small boat topped with a crown in a blue field told of the bold cossack
chieftain, Yermak, who once had laid the whole of Siberia at the feet
of the cruel Ivan. The white and red escutcheon next to it signified the
rebellious hetman, Bogdan Chmielnicki, who had humbly placed in the
hands of Czar Alexius the Ukraine together with the host of the cossacks.
As the number of the czars increased, so grew the number of the
escutcheons and heraldic beasts in the great flag of the Empire.

Mutely Nicholas II stared at the symbols of his glorious forcbears.
Next to the coat of arms of the Ukraine, he saw the pious Byzantine
cross above the Asiatic crescent. This cross had been erected by the
brilliant Prince Potemkin when he presented the sun-drenched Crimea
to the beautiful Catherine as a gift of love. Beside the cross, astride a
foam-covered steed, lance in hand, rode Holy George, the dragon-
slaying patron-saint of Georgia. It was Alexander I, victor over
Napoleon, who had extended his protecting hand over the land of the
dragon-slayer.

The eyes of the Czar widened. In the rustling of the old flag he sensed
the heart-beat of his Empire. The many czars, who in the course of
time had assembled these symbols, now seemed to look down upon the
heir expectantly from the walls of the hall.

Nicholas touched the flagstaff. In loud, calm and serious accents, he
pronounced the oath of the czars: ‘‘ Immaculately, T receive this flag,
and immaculately I shall pass it on to my heirs.”” With the courtiers
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folding the flag, the first act of the ceremony had come to an
end.

Czar and Czarina spent six days in prayer and pious contemplation
in the old palace of the czars. The Czar went from cathedral to
cathedral in ecclesiastical processions. In the mystic gloom of the
churches he kissed the remains of saints and the coffins of his forebears.
The great square, between the campanile of Ivan Veliky and the
cathedral of the Archangel Michael, overflowed with guests. Church
choirs sang in the Kremlin.

Only towards evening Czar and Czarina found a few moments for
themselves. But cven then their time was encroached upon by
preparations for the coronation.  While the crown of the Czar was an
heirloom of the 11ouse of the Romanovs, a new tiara had to be fashioned
for cach Czarina. The finest jewellers in St. Petersburg worked nine
full months on this headdress. Diamonds, two thousand in number,
and each absolutely flawless, were sct into the gold of the crown. The
Czarina herself looked upon the ornament with superstitious dread.
She feared her soft hair would be unable to carry such a heavy burden,
and was apprchensive lest the precious crown tumble from her head—
an ill-omen indeed !

Although the Czarina’s fears were unrealized that day, the date for
the coronation proved an unfortunate choice. The Court chamberlains,
the high dignitaries of the Church, the masters of ceremonies, and the
Metropolitan had set the coronation of the monarch for the seventh day
after his birthday, not realizing that it would fall on the r3th of
the month, according to the Russian calendar. Since the day of the
coronation had been decided months in advance, it could not be
postponed. In St. Petersburg, in Moscow, in the distant monastcries
of Siberia, and on the doorsills of little village churches, superstitious
people commented in awesome whispers that the thirteenth of the
Romanovs was to place the crown of the Empire on his hcad on the
13th day of the month.

Nicholas himself did not ponder on the coincident. The day on
which he, according to the old words of the Church, was to be anointed
“ Bishop of All Things Secular ’ surely could not be anything but
fortuitous for him !

Early that day the whole city resounded with the magnificent
carilion of the bells of Uspensky Cathedral. At eight o’clock in the
morning the participants in the coronation procession assembled in
the impressive edifice. Sombre candlelight shone upon the precious
stones covering entire walls of the cathedral. A heavy purple canopy
was spread over the throne. Granddukes, attired in the full regalia
of the Order of St. Andrew, surrounded the brocade-covered rostrum on
which the Czar was to receive the crown. The strict ritual of the
Byzantm_e coronation, laid down fifteen hundred years before in the
Book Epinagog, unfolded in all its gorgeous splendour.

At a quarter to ten heralds announced the approach of the imperial
couple. While the walls of the cathedral reverberated with the pious
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chant of the church choir, the oldest dignitaries of the realm slowly
marched into the cdifice, carrying the insignia of the Empire. On a
velvet cushion rested the great imperial crown. Resembling a mound of
myrtle, fashioned from gems, the court jeweller of Catherine the Great
had wrought it in the year 1762. The Byzantine cross of the crown
consisted of five enormous diamonds, held together by an unpolished
ruby. The head-band of the crown boasted twenty of the largest
diamonds in the world, while cleven big diamonds supported the cross ;
cach of the four circlets on cither side of the crown was embellished
with thirty-eight roseate pearls. A second dignitary carried the imperial
tiara—dating back to Alexander I—followed by others bearing the
jewelled insignia of the realm. On the velvet cushions they bore
gleamed the sword of the Empire, the orb of the Empire, the imperial
cloak, the golden sceptre, and the chain of the Order of the Holy
Apostle Andrew.

Behind the sparkling sea of precious stones appeared the Czar,
frail and wan, garbed in the simple, unadorned coat of a colonel, the
only order gleaming on his chest being that of sainted Prince Alexander
Nevsky. As the Czar slowly approached the canopy the audience stood
stiffly at attention. To the right of the canopy, on a dainty, finely
carved throne dating back to the days of Czar Alexius Michailovitch,
the Empress-Mother was ensconced. She leaned against the back-
rest which was flanked by two carved Byzantine angels, while the
hassock on which her feet rested was supported by four wooden
elephants. Pale of face and immovable, she scemed more like a statue
than a human being.

Accompanicd by a throng of venerable hierarchs, Czar and Czarina
ascended the fiftecn steps to the throne. The ringing of the bells and
the chant of the choir subsided, and the festive mysterium of the corona-
tion began in the ancicnt cathedral illuminated by the eerie light of tall
candles.

Standing beneath the heavy purple canopy, the Czar now became
part of the super-mundane glamour of the church. With his wrinkled
old hands, the Metropolitan of St. Petersburg unfolded the text of
the imperial oath before the Czar. In a clear and loud voice, Nicholas
repeated the old Slavonic phrases. He swore to preserve the principles
of Orthodox faith and imperial autocracy and to be alone responsible
-to God for the fate of people and country.

The words of the Czar fell like so many priceless gems from his lips ;
the words of the Metropolitan resounded in the solemn quiet of the
cathedral as he affirmed the imperial oath with the benediction :
‘* The blessings of the Holy Ghost be with Thou. Amen.”

Presently, the two oldest Metropolitans of Russia approached the
monarch and wrapped his frail figure in the imperial cloak of purple.
Next, Nicholas lifted the great crown from its cushion and himself
placed it upon his head as a symbol that he did not receive the crown
through the mediating hand of the Church, but directly from God.

The sceptre in his right hand and the orb of the Empire in his left,
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the Czar then ascended the throne. As soon as he was ensconced, the
Czarina slowly approached him. She knelt before him, crossing herself
fervently. Enthroned, the Czar removed the crown from his head
and for a moment touched the Czarina’s brow with it, thus denoting
that the Czarina’s prerogatives came neither from God nor from the
Church ; they were derived solely from the grace of the porphyrogenite
—he who was born to the purple.

Now Czar and Czarina sat enthroned. Before them appeared the
gold cloaked figure of the Protodeacon. His loud, deep voice ringing to
the rhythm of ecclesiastical chant, he read the entire imperial title, and
each syllable of each word of the great name resounded like festive
chimes issuing fromr the tower of czarist omnipotence.

The voice of the Protodcacon ceased. The Czar arose. Before him
the doors of the Holy of Holies were opcned. He entered. In the
semi-darkness of the sanctuary the Czar was endowed with the miracle
of anointment. To the accompaniment of mystical prayers, the
Mctropolitan touched the brow, eyes, nose, mouth, chest, and hands
of the Czar with a golden wand which he first had dipped into myrrh.
Then the ruler reached for the sacramental wafer with his own hand,
manifesting that he, the Anointed One, was also the Supreme Head of
the Church. Next the Metropolitan touched the brow of the Czarina
with his golden wand and the Czar placed the diamond tiara upon the
head of his consort.

Thus the ceremonial rites came to an end. The bells of the cathedral
announced to the city that the crown of the Romanovs once more
rested upon the head of an anointed monarch.

Nicholas II left the cathedral and mounted his steed to ride through
the streets, lined with people from all the regions of his far-flung realm.
There were slant-eyed Kirghizes ; Tckines, in multi-coloured, flowing
garments ; slender and elegant Georgians ; Samoyedes, Poles, Tatars,
and long-bearded, dignified mushiks ; village magistrates and church-
deacons from the provinces. One and all exultantly gazed upon their
newly crowned ruler.

The procession paused before every old church in the Kremlin.
Each chapel, each basilica was entitled to the honour of the imperial
visit. The long prayers seemed to tire the Czar. He looked pale and
distraught when he entered the small Basilica of the Archangels. While
the priest chanted the prayers, the Czar recalled how, two years ago,
the body of his father Alexander III had lain in state in the same
edifice. That time, too, the small room had been filled with incense and
a multitude also had assembled before the portal. Present and past
suddenly merged into one. The festive procession changed into a
funeral cortége. The prayers of thanks sounded strangely like litanies
for the departed. The Czar swayed. Instinctively his right hand gripped
for support and, with a metallic echo, the golden sceptre fell to the
ground. The white face of the Czar grew still paler. Solicitous
courtiers sprang forward and handed the sceptre back to him. Wheeling
around, Nicholas II hurriedly left the basilica. With the exception of
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the courtiers standing nearby, nobody had observed the incident. But

those who had witnessed it looked at each other in alarm and

}remblingly whispered : ‘‘ He was born on the day of the sufferer
ob.”

In the Red Square before the palace of the czars three hundred
thousand humans—representing more than a hundred peoples of his
realm—stood waiting. They had assembled as early as four o’clock in
the morning. Fully eleven hours these three hundred thousand had
waited for a glimpse of their Czar. The sun beat down upon them; a
heavy cloud of dust hung over the square. Dull and speechless, the
multitude waited. The mushiks werc imbued with the belief that every
pain, every worry, every sickness would disappear if, on the day of
coronation, they could catch just one glance of Him whom God had
blessed. On that day, Czar and God merged into a Holy Oneness.
For long hours the patient mushiks waited to partake of that blessing
of a living godhead.

It was not before three o’clock that the procession arrived at the
Kremlin gate. Heralds, popes, granddukes, ambassadors from every
corner of the world, and women bedecked with gold and diamonds,
passed by. The solitary figure of the new ruler, in simple uniform,
appeared on horseback before the dense throng. In humble wonder-
ment they sank to their knees. The Czar dismounted. Together with
the Czarina he strode across the threshold of the palace. Therc he
halted, turned around, and bowed deeply before the subjects of his
realm, three times touching the ground with his hand. The next
moment the magic picturc had vanished before the staring eyes of the
multitude.

In all the churches throughout the country thanksgiving services
were held. On this day of the coronation dancing and jubilation took
place everywhere, with the whole country steeped in official celebration.
Even allied France declared the day of the Czar’s coronation a school
holiday.

Upo)x,l the evening of the same day Czar and Czarina opened a Court
ball. And as the imperial couple glided across the marble floor of the
palace, flunkeys distributed ten thousand meals among the waiting
people in the courtyard. In the name of the Czar, each received a
half-pound of meat, a pound of bread, sausages, preserves and a bottle
of beer. During the entire night the guests danced in the palace, and
the people danced in the streets.

The programme of festive events ushered in that evening was to
come to its culmination on the 16th of May, the third day after the
coronation. On that day the people were to receive presents from the
Czar on Chodinsky Field near Moscow. Later the celebrated musical
director, Safonov, was to conduct a festival cantata in the presence
of the Czar. On the preceding night veritable pyramids of tin cups
were erected on the field, each bearing the Czar’s eagle ; bags of cake
and bread were heaped high. The distribution of all these gifts had

been set for early the following morning.



CROSS AND CROWN 67

In the years before the coronation, Chodinsky Field had served as
a drill ground for a sapper battalion. For this reason, the ground was
honeycombed with trenches. However, Governor-General of Moscow,
Grandduke Sergius, uncle of the Czar, did not deem it necessary to fill
in the deep ditches ; they merely were covered with wooden planks, a
procedure which seemed sufficient to him to assure the safety of the

ople.
peAptorrid humidity hung over Moscow on the 16th of May. It was so
oppressive as to be wellnigh unbearable. Nevertheless, even in the
early hours of the morning all entrances to Chodinsky Field were
jammed. In dull silence, five hundred thousand mushiks gathered
together on the diill ground. In the distance the first rays of the
rising sun crept over the pyramids of imperial tin cups. A pregnant,
mystic calm hovered over the field. The half-million people breathed
as one enormous, powerful animal. The atmosphere of the field became
heavy with the efluvium of thousands of human beings. The sticky,
stifling air bore down upon the multitude oppressively. Women,
children, and mushiks remained motionless like so many black clods of
Russian soil.

The air grew heavier and heavier. Nothing stirred. Slowly and
invisibly, a poisonous cloud seemed to descend upon the people, enter
their lungs, and throw the weaker of them to the ground. Women
swooned ; children screamed. Suddenly there awakened in the dull,
animal-like throng the primordial instinct of their forefathers. Wholly
unaware of the part they were playing, five hundred thousand mushiks
—as if driven by Fate—recapitulated on Chodinsky Field, in one short
moment, the entire, century-old history of Russia.

Apparently for no reason whatsoever their patient slave-like suffer-
ing and waiting suddenly gave way to bestial and brutal tumult. With
innate fatalism the unruly masses flung themselves in a chasm, reck-
lessly plunging into the very jaws of death so that those coming after
them could advance over their dead bodies towards the beckoning
goal : the shiny tin cups, bearing the imperial eagle.

At that very moment, when the maddened multitude broke through
the thin cordon of police, the history of untold millions of mushiks
—the history of the whole of Russia, indeed |—the tragic fate of the
last of the Czars himself, was symbolically depicted. Throwing to the
ground the police captain who shouted warningly and pointed to
the open ditches, the mass of humanity rolled across the field like an
enormous avalanche.

Maimed and mangled bodies filled the trenches. People tumbled
upon one another, shrieking and groaning in helpless despair. The
heavy boots of the mushiks crushed the limbs of those who had
stumbled. From the depth of the trenches arose the agonized cries
of the injured. The pyramids of tin cups tumbled. In a violent
paroxysm people fought for the glittering souvenirs, for the bags
of cake and bread, only to fall into the ditches and be stamped into
their own graves by the heedless mob. No police force in the world
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could have resisted the wild onrush of five hundred thousand raving
mushiks.

When the screaming, howling, babbling multitude had cleared the
field around nine o’clock, the trenches of Chodinsky Field were filled
with five thousand corpses, disfigured beyond identification. Nobody
knew how the catastrophe had started. Nobody could explain how this
horde of seemingly dull, long-suffering animals suddenly had changed
into so many wild beasts who, stirred by an inexplicable urge, had
rushed hcadlong into disaster.

At one o’clock, musicians—in deadly pallor—assembled on the
field. While wagons carted away the last of the dead through side
streets, Safonov stood waiting, baton in hand. At three o’clock, the
Czar, obviously distraught, appeared in the pavilion. He was sur-
rounded by granddukes and ambassadors. Expectant glances were
directed at the young monarch. With trembling hand Nicholas II
signaled for the music to begin. Over the ficld of slaughter, still damp
from an orgy of death, floated the festive measures of the cantata.

On the afternoon of that bloody day, the Czar announced that the
kin of each one who had perished would reccive one thousand roubles
from his private exchequer.

When the news spread all the granddukes in Moscow hastened to
the Czar’s palace. Shaken by the tragic events of the day, the younger
members of the House of Romanov demanded that all festivities be
cancelled immediately, that the Czar decrec public mourning, and that
Grandduke Sergius, Governor of Moscow, be dismissed. The older
granddukes considered these demands exaggerated. What had
happened appeared to them just an unavoidable accident which should
not be permitted to interrupt the holy ceremonies. It seemed especially
unreasonable to them that Grandduke Sergius should be dismissed
because, by such a punitive measure, the entire ruling house would be
publicly criticized.

The frail Czar listened to the speeches of his relatives silently. His
soul was burdened with the blood of five thousand of his subjects.
Only three days previously he had solemnly sworn to assume respon-
sibility before God for everything that occurred within the borders
of his realm. Now, he was depressed by the thoughts that what

.should have been the most festive day of his entire life had been
turned into a day of deep mourning, and that in exiling the favourite
brother of his father he would bring shame upon the dynastic honour.
Ever since childhood he had regarded his robust uncles with reverence
and respect. Directly after his coronation the young Czar found it
impossible to change from an obedient nephew into an autocratic
ruler.

Absent-mindedly he listened to the words of the young grandduke
Nicholai Michailovitch, the most liberal and learned of the House of
Romanov. His voice trembling with excitement, the young man
exorcized the spirits of the French kings and their brilliant fétes.

‘ Remember, Niki,” the Grandduke concluded, *‘ that the blood of
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thesc five thousand men, women, and children, will remain an cternal
blot of shame on your rule. Be careful to prevent your enemies from
saying that the young Czar danced while the most loyal of his subjects
were carted to the charnel house.”

The face of the monarch darkened and he left the room silently.
The festivities, however, were not cancelled.

On the cvening of that dreadful day, a gala ball was given by the
French ambassador, Count Montebello. Czar and Czarina had accepted
the invitation. At nine o’clock, the hall was crowded with troubled
diplomats and courticrs. An air of deep depression prevailed despite
the lovely melodies, issuing from the orchestra ; indeed, they seemed
like a dirge. The guests moved through the hall like ghosts. It
appalled them to look upon the smiling face of Grandduke Sergius.

At the scheduled hour the doors of the ballroom opened. Czar
and Czarina entered, the face of the monarch reflecting his unhappiness.
The leadcer of the orchestra signalled and the measures of the quadrille
filled the hall. The Czar danced the first figure with the Countess, the
Czarina with the Count Montcbello. As the Czar placed his arm about
the Countess the four young granddukes—Nicholas, Michael, George,
and Alexander—left the ballroom in a gesture of protest.

In a far corner of the ballroom stood a pot-beilied old man in
flowing silk garments. Ie had a thin, drooping moustache, a yellow
complexion, and small, wise, oblique eyes. He was His Excellency
Li-Chun-Tshan, Minister and Ambassador-Extraordinary of the
Empcror of China. Beside him stood the Czar’s Minister of Finance,
Sergius Julievitch Witte. The almond-shaped cyes of the Chinese
were glued, with inlcense curiosity, on the person of the Czar.

‘“ Your statesmen are inexpcrienced,” the Chinese ambassador
commented to the Russian minister. ‘‘ Now, when I was Governor
of Pe-Tshi-Li province, the plague swept my territory and people died
by the ten thousands. However, I wrote to the Emperor that every-
thing in my province wis in the best of order. Once, when the
Emperor inquired whether there was any sickness in my province, I
replied that in my territory there was no disease, and that the populace
permancntly enjoyed the best of health. Tell me, Mr. Minister, why
should I worry my Emperor ? ** And the protruding belly of the Chinese
shook with half-suppressed chuckles.

The Russian remained silent.

Even as the Czar danced and five thousand corpses were dragged to
the charnel house, and as Grandduke Sergius, smiling affably, strode
through the ballroom, the news of the bloody festival at Moscow spread
throughout the width and breadth of the land.

Aristocrats, officers, bureaucrats, popes and mushiks were harrowed
by the same cankerous thought : The unlucky Czar !

The unlucky Czar !



CHAPTER NINE
THE CIRCLE NARROWS

HE burdens of his reign weighed upon Nicholas as God'’s
punishment upon suffering Job.

With the same resignation with which his father had isolated

himself in the gloomy Gatshina Castle, Nicholas, from the

day Alexander 111 died, renounced all the pleasures Russia could offer

a young Czar. Visits to officers’ casinos, yachting on the smooth

waters of the Gulf of Finland, solitary walks, and attendance at
theatres became ever less frequent.

Like his mighty father and other Romanovs, Nicholas was deeply
imbued with the sacred solemnity of his imperial office. Unlike his
forebears, however, he lacked the monarchical interest in administra-
tive problems and that joyous intoxication springing from imperial
omnipotence. To Nicholas his reign was a God-imposed task, and the
eighteen hours which he conscientiousiy spent at his desk every day
appeared to him merely as a sacrificial duty on the altar of his forebears.
‘1 never go to bed until the last picce of paper has disappeared from
my desk,”” he remarked once to a circle of intimates, and frequently the
complaint appears in his diary: ‘‘ Again and again, these ministers
with their reports.”’

Oppressed by the solemn oath of a monarch, Nicholas II longed for
the tranquillity of a simple landowner. It was not his love for power
itself, but rather the consciousness that this power was decreed by
God which, throughout his life, prevented the pious ruler from
entrusting to others even a small fraction of his authority.

The official symbol of the Czar’s life was a small, paper-strewn
desk near the right window of his study in Czarskoje Selo. Supplica-
tions, petitions, reports, suggestions and denunciations from all parts
of the country were heaped upon this desk daily. The strict rules of
absolutism made it incumbent upon the Czar to read everything
-himself, and to sign all papers with his own hand. A splendid memory,
inherited from his forebears, enabled Nicholas II to wade through the
chaos with remarkable ease.

Constantly in contact with the different branches of the administra-
tion, Nicholas collected comprehensive information on the most
divergent topics. Nevertheless, the precious gift of synthesis was
withheld from him. The facts he collected never were sublimated into
knowledge. Although, on the one hand, the ministers admired the
Czar's ready grasp of things, on the other hand they were greatly
annoyed by his predilection for small and unessential details. In his
reign, as in his life, Nicholas was a miniaturist. In the same way in

70
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which the contrast between facts and knowledge remained a closed
book to the Czar, so the difference between administration and govern-
ment remained obscure to him.

The innumecrable orders which found their way from the Czar’s
desk into governmental offices usually refcrred to individual questions
of administration. Of course, the autocrat of the Eurasian continent
could only indicate principles of administration, and then merely in a
general way. The execution of the all-highest instructions, the actual
administration, had to be left to ministers, governors and officials.

In Nicholas’s eyes the Eurasian continent assumed the aspects of a
patrimonial estate where the lord of the manor must decide every
question himself. The ruler of the largest imperium in the world was
resolved to govern his immeasurable realm by applying the same
principles with which the old Muscovite granddukes had administrated
their small country.

Nicholas fought a hard, bitter, and hopeless battle for the administra-
tion of his patrimonial heritage. All measures decided upon by his
ministers, even those that had been formulated according to his own
instructions, struck Nicholas as forbidden interference with monarchic
prerogatives. Neverthcless, he lacked that firm tone, that natural
commanding manner with which the old czars had pronounced their
decisions, no matter how irrational at times. Paul I did not blush or
stammer when he prohibited his subjects to wear vests or to pronounce
the word ‘‘ representative.”” And according to rumour, Nicholas 1, in
all calmness, once ordered that a widow ‘‘ be considered a virgin.”
Nicholas II, however, suflercd severe scruples about dismissing a
minister who had incurred disfavour. Whenever the Czar decided that
a minister was to be removed from his post he would receive him in
audience with warm, friendly glances, discussing in detail with the
marked man measures which were to be carried out in the course of the
future. Nicholas would agree to all suggestions and would even set
the date for the next visit of the minister. Then, as soon as the minister
returned to his office, he would find a letter from the Czar, couched in
most gracious language, advising him of his dismissal.

The thin lips of the Czar rarely formed the word ‘ No.” But just as
he lacked the will to contradict his ministers energetically, so did it
prove impossible to win the Czar over to some measure which he could
not whole-heartedly approve. His innate courtesy and reticence pre-
vented him from propounding his will openly; yet the Byzantine
shrewdness with which he dexterously eluded his advisors served to
hide a stubborn streak.

Only once in his life, on the 30th of October, 1go5—the day the
constitution was promulgated—did a minister and a grandduke succeed
in forcing the Czar into acquiescence. To be sure, both were soon to
fcel the unmitigated severity of imperial disfavour, since Nicholas never
forgot humiliations.

. That disconcerting, habitual politeness of the Czar and his obvious
inability to display a steely will in all frankness, often were interpreted
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as insincerity, trickery, and Byzantinism. However, the Czar’s attitude
was primarily an cxpression of deep distrust of all uniformed ministers,
officials, and dignitaries, who interposed themselves between monarch
and people like a wall.

Deep down in Nicholas’s soul there burned a fierce desire to go over
the heads of his officials and deal directly with the people, who looked
upon him as if he were a veritable god. He longed to hear of their
tribulations from the very lips of his subjects, and not through the
mouths of old, pedantic ministers. The Czar’s confidence in men was
enhanced in inverted ratio to the number of their medals, dignities and
titles. The less known a man was, the less able to foist his will upon the
Czar, the more readily Nicholas IT would discuss questions of govern-
ment with him. Intuitively he felt that it was not the opinion of his
ministers, but rather the uncouth speceches of common folk that yielded
those truths which heavenly providence had chosen him to ascertain.

The isolated life of the Czar and the guards who watched every door
of his palaccs, offered insurmountable obstacles to this urge. The
number of personal acquaintances of the monarch was very limited.
His relation to the world in general was official and cold. Only by
a happy stroke of fortune would the name of a simple mortal occasion-
ally reach the car of the ruler. Usually, these messengers from a
freer world cnjoyed the Czar’s confidence to a much larger extent than
responsible ministers, officials and dignitaries whom he himself had
put in office.

Even during the first years of his rule the backstairs of his palaces
would reveal strange and adventurous figures from time to time.
In the darkness of night the shadow of some humdrum townsman or
mushik would slink past a guard. Led by a silent courticr to the Czar’s
room, the secret visitor would offer his simple wisdom to the ruler of
the mighty rcalm. First in the long line of secret advisers was a certain
Klopov, a small landowner of Central Russia. His activities were the
initial link in that long chain of odd events which eventually found a
bloody finale in Rasputin’s fantastic role.

The unimportant landowner Klopov, a kindly fanatic, had been
brought to the palace by a grandduke in 1897. Every injustice that
came to Klopov’s knowledge worked havoc on his sensitive soul. Life
scemed to him a valley of tears and he regarded the monarch as a God-
sent messenger, chosen to alleviate the sufferings of each single subject.

When Nicholas I introduced his much-feared secret police he decreed
that a handkerchief was to be worn visibly with the uniform. This
handkerchief was meant to symbolize that it devolved upon these
sleuths to dry the tears of widows and orphans. It was Klopov’s
ambition to become imperial tear-drier to Nicholas II. In order to
restore justice in his vast realm, Nicholas gave Klopov three hundred
roubles and a handwritten order in which all Russian authorities were
enjoined to do everything Klopov demanded of them.

Like another Haroun-al-Raschid, Klopov travelled all over Russia,
drying the tears of widows and liberating prisoners. By his presenta-
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tion of the imperial order, laws were arbitrarily suspended in favour of
those whom Klopov considered maltreated. The confusion that
resulted was indescribable. For wecks Klopov annulled prison terms,
granted pensions and, in general, brought succour to the Czar’s subjects,
until the ministers finally succeeded in inducing Nicholas to revoke the
prerogatives he had granted to the misguided idealist.

The basic principle that animated the Czar—that restless search for
direct contact with his people-——was by no means disturbed by this
experience. Quietly, imperceptibly, but with determination and
tenacity, the Czar continued the strange game to establish patriarchal
connections with his subjects.

In the same manner in which the Czar hid his inner strength behind
the mask of polite indecision, the Czarina attempted to disguise her
inherent weakness by assuming an air of cxaggerated firmness.
Alexandra Feodorovna had finely chiselled features, light cyes, and
straight brows. The deep lincs, visible at the corners of her mouth,
indicated a sad youth. She never reconciled herself to the early
death of her mother, the loss of two brothers and the humiliating
memorics of that painful period when she had been merely
tolerated at the brilliant Courts of the Russian, English, and German
monarchs.

Old Queen Victoria, who had shown especial interest in the mother-
less child, had seen to it that she received a strict Anglican education.
The world of the young princess was an odd mixture of profound
piety and girlish sentimentality. From his forebears Nicholas II had
inherited a contempt for money and an autocratic disrcgard for all the
rules of Court life. Princess Alix, reared within the narrow confines of
her native Court, was not only addicted to German thriftiness, but
enormously impressed by formal grandeur and obsolete customs.
The supercilious Russian courtiers were astonished when, at the very
first reception, the young Czarina, with remarkable persistence,
extended her hand to be kissed by the oldest and most dignified ladies
of the Court. Within the borders of Holy Russia it seemed unnecessary
that imperial omnipotence should demand such recognition.

The narrow environment of her native hearth was completely in
contrast with Alexandra Feodorovna’'s outlook on life. The Princess
of Hesse-Darmstadt was keenly aware that she was a granddaughter of
the Queen of England, and a cousin of the German Kaiser. Unfortun-
ately her mother had married a mere prince of a small grandduchy, thus
condemning young Alix to a back-seat among royalty. It was the ever-
present consciousness of this fact which weighed heavily upon the
young Princess’s soul. How easily she, too, might have become the
wife of an insignificant German princeling, forced to spend her life
in the disconsolate milieu of a tiny German garrison !

The thoughts of the young Princess soared from the sad, terrestrial
plane to the higher regions of the spirit. Theological mediations, for
which her Anglican education opened a wide field, always had charac-
terized the Hessian house. Analogous to the Romanovs, for many
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generations members of the Hessian dynasty had attempted to sur-
mount the bulwark of the official Church, eager to perceive with their
own eyes the celestial face of the Supreme Judge.

Among the forebears of the Princess was the Holy Elizabeth of
Hungary, and a picture of this mild martyr became the lodestar of
young Alix, guiding her through the dark terrestrial valley of tears.
The Princess’s mother had participated in religious movements whole-
heartedly, and her friendship for the celebrated theologist, David
Strauss, had strongly influenced the impressionable mind of the future
Czarina.

It was not until the Princess fell in love with the Russian heir to the
throne that she returned to reality from spheres far removed from
terrestrial doing. The hidden subterranean battle which she had to
fight for Nicholas, the ill-will which the old Czar and Czarina bore her,
and the contempt of the entire Russian Court which she struggled to
overcome, inflicted upon her pride a deep, never-healing wound. When
at last, despite all resistance, shc had gained her victory, she was left
with no illusions. She knew that ncither her charm nor her beauty were
responsible for her marriage ; rather, Alexander’s serious illness had
not allowed sufficient time to look around for a more suitable consort
for his son and heir.

In this way bitterness, suppressed haughtiness, and self-consciousness
were the basic traits of the Czarina's character just as piety, fatalism,
and suspicion ruled the soul of Nicholas II.

Every contact the Czarina made with the Russian Court, which once
had repulsed her so mercilessly, brought on a veritable spasm of revul-
sion. Her breath came belabouredly ; she blushed and the words died
upon her lips. At receptions, while the Empress-Mother indulged in
small talk with enviable poise, her daughter-in-law stood by awkwardly,
self-consciously, a forced, frozen smile on her face. Courtiers, never
suspecting that a Czarina could ever suffer from psychological inhibi-
tions, interpreted her aloof manner as presumption and supercilious
coldness. It was from the castles of the aristocracy that word of the
haughty Empress reached the kitchen of the servants, in turn to be
repeated in the streets of St. Petersburg and finally to be accepted as an
unquestionable fact in all strata of the Russian people.

Czar and Czarina never conceived the democratic idea of courting
the favour of their people. Peter the Great had eaten out of the same
bowl as his servant. Beautiful Elizabeth had danced the minuet
with any common soldier. Even Nicholas I had not considered it
beneath his imperial dignity to address passers-by on the streets. To
Nicholas II and Alexandra, however, it seemed undignified to invite
popularity in this manner. God had enthroned them above their
people, and the love of their people supposedly was passed on to the
imperial couple together with the burden of the crown. It was not the
monarch who must solicit the favour of his subjects ; on the contrary,
the people had to curry the favour of their monarch.

The strange religious fervour which imbued the Czarina impressed
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the sophisticated courtiers as odd and affected. For an Anglican
princess, only recently converted to the Orthodox faith, she seemed
much too intent upon furnishing an example of Russian piety. How-
ever, the ardour of a proselyte was in complete agreement with the entire
mental make-up of the young Czarina. The change of faith had not
been easy for her. A few days beforc her engagement, Nicholas wrote
into his diary: ‘‘ We talked until midnight, but in vain. She will
not change her faith and she is always weeping.”’

In order to justify her change of religion before her own conscience,
Alexandra Feodorovna had to be convinced that the Orthodox faith
was the best, the most beautiful, and the noblest in the entire world.
A born Russian could permit himself to look upon the solemn pomp of
his Church with a touch of ironic doubt. However, the Czarina—if
she was not to lose her self-esteem—had to accept, unconditionally, all
customs, rites, and mysteries of her newly adopted faith. The Russian
mysticism of the sixteenth century warred against the enlightecnment
which the lecture halls of Cambridge once had brought to this European
girl.

The Czarina ordered a chapel built in Czarskoje Selo with a sub-
terranean chamber where she might spend long hours in silent prayer.
Assiduously she studicd the Russian Church language. Her desk
was heaped with the writings of the old Muscovite mystics, and her entire
apartment crowded with icons. Embracing this new faith whole-
heartedly, her soul soared to the accompaniment of the chimes
reverberating from the steeples of Russia’s churches.

But neither the solemn chant of Slavonic prayers and all the tapers
in her subterranean crypt, nor yct her humble, pious immersion into
the new faith, could change the European princess into a genuine
Russian woman. The cloak of a dreamy, Russian mystic, merely
disguised the European underneath. The fatalistic belief in the
inevitability of a terrestrial destiny—that typically Russian belief
which imbued the Czar—never fully became part of the Empress,
despite her intense religiosity. Her soul overflowed with that European
unrest, that Faustic urge, which longs to shape events instead of accept-
ing them with pious equanimity. Lacking true strength of soul,
her Faustic urge frequently manifested itself as stubbornness and
greed for power.

While the Emperor always liked to think his acts were inspired by
God, the Empress, whenever she offered advice, would base her sugges-
tions upon logical arguments. Her inner restlessness, her endeavour
to mould fate herself, increasingly assumed the form of an exaggerated,
almost pathological, energy. She meddled in everything: Affairs of
state, Court questions, family problems, politics and religion, war
and government. With energetic words she pushed courtiers and
officials aside, and dictated her will in the honest conviction that
mundane fates should be guided by mundane hands. ‘‘ I must prove
myself a medicine for confused minds,”’ she once wrote to the Czar.
And in another letter she even penned the audacious words:
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‘ Invisibly, I wear trousers and, oh, how I yearn to prove it to these
idiots.”

Unlike his consort, Nicholas was convinced that God’s will assigns
man to a magic circle from which there is no escape. Secretary of
State, Polovzov, who knew the Czar intimately, wrote in his diary:
‘“* The Emperor believes man has no influence whatsoever on the
development of terrcstrial events. God does everything through His
Anointed One, the Czar. Consequently he need not accept the advice
of anyone else, merely following inspiration from on high.”

The Czar’s equanimity, sometimes assuming positively heroic forms,
did not spring from stoicism but from decep, sincere religion, truly
remarkable in its strength. Any outside interference in questions of
government appearcd to the Czar as a sin against God. The Czarina,
however, regarded such meddling merely as opposition to the preroga-
tives of her imperial husband. Her idca of the nature of the Czar’s
omnipotence was very vague and undefined, his power seeming as
limitless to her as his rcalm. That the omnipotence of the Czar found
a self-imposed limitation in the very laws he himself promulgated,
impressed the Czarina as a liberal, and therefore sacrilegious, thought.
To her mind the Czar was above thelaw. She considered the ministers,
who tried to explain to her that cven the Czar could go beyond the law
only if he rescinded it in principle, messengers of the revolution.
Throughout her life, Alexandra Ireodorovna never could distinguish
between autocracy and despotism, notwithstanding that Count
Speransky had defined this difference in the cighty-seventh clause of the
fundamental laws of the Russian Empire.

The crratic restlessness of the Czarina furnished a striking contrast
to the complete equanimity of her consort. While the Czar would accept
the worst blows of fortune with an admirable display of calmness, the
Czarina found it impossible even to extend her hand to a minister or
diplomat whom she disliked. If such a greeting was unavoidable,
the Czarina often suffered from a choking sensation in her throat,
rendering it virtually impossible for her to talk.

Many of the Czar’s habits and beliefs differed greatly from those of
his consort. Nicholas liked to take long, solitary walks, while the
Czarina preferred the isolation of her chapel. The Czar thought it
useless to resist the will of God and considered himself condemned to
rule. The Czarina thought she could move the whole world with her
words ; yet, all that was expected of her was to give Russia an heir
to the throne, having borne only daughters so far. The Czar wanted
to build a bridge to his people over the heads of his ministers. But the
Czarina attempted to establish a connection between herself and God
through the mediation of the Church.

Despite these differences, the life of the imperial couple was blessed
with an undisturbed, almost bowurgeoss, happiness. As much as
Nicholas II suffered under the burden of his reign, just as much he
yearned for the cosy hours of family life. The beautiful palace of Czar-
skoje Selo, where the imperial couple spent the greater part of the year,
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became an idyllic island of love on whosc shores fc rafiring wavei ??\‘
the raging Russian ocean broke powerlessly. <l NAR )

At an early hour each morning, a page, bearir a-’l()\)é bgruw,et.of :
flowers, hastencd to the suite of the Czarina.  Mitle Uhtér; ),xéher
lavender boudoir, the Czarina, reclining on a cl\ i(—bnm-ré\.c ved
the morning visit of her husband. The couple ad breakfa,
served to them by a coloured flunkey. After ;
short walk, the Czar repaired to his study, to the ob
ment of the Czarina. Every separation, even of the shortts n,
excited the Czarina to such an extent that the Emperor postponed
politically important trips if, for some reason, his consort could not
accompany him. Alexandra Feodorovna spent the hours which the
Czar had to dedicate to the business of ruling in tense anticipation.
Now and then, a short whistle issued from the Emperor’s study, where-
upon the Czarina flushed and promptly left her books—even her guests
—to follow her husband’s call in joyous cxcitement.

In their hours of congenial companionship, Nicholas called his
wife ‘‘ Sunshine ”’ while Alexandra had nicknamed her husband
“Scamp.” An historian of that time paints the marital happiness of
the imperial couple as follows : ** There never was a single unfriendly
word exchanged between them. At all times, both were inspired by a
tender consideration for each other and assiduously avoided hurting each
other even by a glance. From the very beginning of the marriage, to
their tragic end together, there always was something in their relations
and their manner of talking to cach other that reminded one of newly-
weds. Their mutual love never diminished in the slightest degree.”

The Czar’s diary contains many indications of his serene family
life which was interrupted only by the burdens of government. ‘‘ Again
I had to spend the morning receiving reports. In the afternoon, how-
cver, I took a walk through the park with Alix. It scems impossible
for us to be separated.”’—~-“ Because I was busy in the morning, 1 did
not see dear Alix at all. But in the afternoon we took a trip to Pavlovsk
to admire the beautiful sunset.””—** We had lots of time for ourselves
to-day. We had breakfast and dinner alone. It is impossible for me to
describe how happy life for two can be in Czarskoje Selo.”” To this
remark, the Czarina wrote the annotation : *‘ Your little wife adores
you.”

On free afternoons Czar and Czarina would sit together, glancing
through magazines and family albums, and talking over the incidents
of the day. The Czarina would sew, or dress dolls for her daughters,
and the Czar would read, in « voice trembling with emotion, from the
works of Dostoevsky, Tolstoy, Gogol, Turgeniev, and Tcheckov.

Only now and then was this quiet life interrupted by yachting in
the Gulf of Finland or trips to the Crimea. In the southland, the
Czar took his long walks or went bicycling, bathing, rowing, or played
tennis. Meanwhile the Czarina lit a camp-fire on an idyllic meadow
to prepare a meal of venison, bagged by the Czar, and mushrooms she
herself had gathered.
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In giving themselves over to this peaceful, secluded life and with-
drawing from the outside world, the imperial couple estranged them-
selves from generals, diplomats, politicians, and savants who once had
commingled at the magnificent Court of the czars. The happier this
intimate life became for the imperial couple, the larger grew the number
of those who remained uninvited. These outsiders felt slighted to the
point of insult, and sorcly missed the receptions and balls of old times.

As even the visits of relatives were limited, in the course of time
the dissatisfied grumbling of the aristocrats was presently joined by the
disapproving voices of imperial cousins and uncles. Gradually, the
imperial residence became very quiet. The social life of the capital
centred more and more in the salons of ladies, dabbling in politics, and
ever fewer ministers, courtiers, and relatives could boast of regular
contact with the Czar.

Alexander ITI, despite his isolation, had never neglected the necessary
duties of representation, but the Court of his son soon was deserted.
The negroes, at the threshold of the imperial rooms, stood sleepily at the
wide doors which very rarely now were thrown open to visitors.

The number of disgruntled aristocrats grew all the time. First in
cautious whispers, then louder and louder, the strangest rumours
were spread about the happy imperial couple. The Czarina, still remem-
bering those days before her engagement when she sensed a secret
opponent in every courtier and minister, made no effort to win over
the capital. The emptiness surrounding the little house at Czarskoje
Selo grew more pronounced all the time ; more and more, disconcerted
with the unworldly idyll of the imperial couple, aristocrats and
politicians fled into the salons of the disgruntled. Within the imperial
circle only a few people remained in intimate contact with the monarch.
Those few alone might conceivably have a hand in the political life of
Russia one day.



CHAPTER TEN
CLOUDS AROUND THE THRONE

their city ‘‘ Peter " after their great Czar. Returning from

the Duich town of Zaandam, where he had learned the

carpenter’s trade, Peter had built his proud new capital city
on the banks of the fourteen rivers.

Cold, solid granite clothed the Neva. Palaces lined the embankments
of the rivers and canals. Magnificent cathedrals threw their shadows
across the squares. On the granite of the Neva banks, the Italian
wizard Rastrelli crected the monumental grandcur of the Winter
Palace. Through the fog gleamed Falconet’s statue, immortalizing
the founder of the city on horseback, ascending a rock at full gallop
and pointing at the Neva triumphantly.

The curses of countless peasants upon whose very bones St. Peters-
burg had been erected hovered over the proud city. In the white nights
of St. Petersburg, in the quivering twilight of a pale, yellowish sun,
people were terrified by evil nightmares. The ice-covered city, steeped
in gloom, was seemingly bewitched and the thoughts, deeds, and
dreams of its inhabitants were heavy and depressed. Shadowy figures
seemed to dance around Rastrelli's masterpiece; greedy hands
stretched toward the palace. Bemedalled old men, ambitious youths,
parade generals, and parlour priests beleaguered all entrances to the
Czar’s abode. Conflicting desires, plans and hopes converged in the
marble halls of the palace, colliding with, or merging into, one another
—in the end to harass, like so many spectres, the pale, youngish man
who, from his desk, stared dreamily into the cold, enchanted distance
of the icy expanse.

During the first years of his reign the young Czar was surrounded,
as if by a solid wall, by a crowd of grandducal uncles and cousins.
Grandduke Alexander Michailovitch describes this clique in the most
sombre terms. He writes: ‘‘ Nicholas 1I spent the first years of his
reign at his desk, listening, with a feeling best described as alarm, to
avuncular advice and insinuations. Obviously, he was afraid to be
alone with his uncles. In the presence of others they accepted Nicholas’s
utterances as imperial commands. However, once they were alone
with their nephew, the difference in age immediately became noticeable.
The Last of the Czars used to heave a deep sigh whenever one of his
uncle’s visits would interrupt his work. The uncles always wanted
something of him. Uncle Nicholai Nicholaievitch considered himself
a great field-marshal ; Uncle Alexius Alexandrovitch desired to rule
the waves; Uncle Sergius Alexandrovitch felt impelled to change
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Moscow into a family estate; Uncle Vladimir Alexandrovitch was
interested in the arts. They all had their favourites—generals, admirals,
ballet dancers for whom something handsome should be done. Towards
six o’clock in the cvening the young Emperor was fatigued, depressed,
and stupefied. He regarded the picture of his father wistfully and
regretted that he lacked the ability and strong speech of that fear-
inspiring, supremc moulder of Russia’s fate. They all had feared
Alexander III as they feared fire.”

Only onc figure stood at the threshold of the imperial suite, blocking
the path of the relatives, and that was the young Czarina, Alexandra
Feodorovna. In the eyes of the proud granddukes, this little princess
who had become Empress overnight, ranked far behind the most distant
blood relatives of His Imperial Majesty. Remembering her unfortunate
quest for a husband, the relatives believed they could still dare to treat
the Empress like an insignificant little foreigner. Her demands for
full recognition amused the haughty princes. The more persistent
she was in her demands, the more critically the granddukes observed
every word, every gesture, even every costume the young Czarina
wore.

As early as the first few days of her marriage, Alexandra Fceodorovna
confided to her German friend, Countess Rantzau: ‘ The Emperor
is surrounded by granddukes and grandduchesses.”” Around the same
time, she wrote into her husband’s diary : * Do not permit anybody
to slight you or assume a predominating role.”” A few pages farther
on, she added, half-imploringly, half-admonishingly: ** Talk to me
about everything, dear hcart, you can have full confidence in
me."”’

While the young Czarina fought tenaciously to maintain her position
beside her husband, her relations to the imperial house grew increas-
ingly cool and official. In a talk with her lady-in-waiting, Madamc
Elizabeth Naryshkina-Kurakina, the Dowager-Empress complained
about her daughter-in-law : ‘‘ She never tclls me what she does, or
what she intends to do ; when we are together she speaks of everything
in the world except herself. I would be so happy if she would throw off
this reserve for once.”

That cool restraint towards people who once had nicknamed her
‘‘ Hessian Fly "’ and who now observed, with a mocking smile, her
piety, her marital happiness, her cvery word and gesture, was never
to leave the Empress. Her bourgeois sense of family, and her
monarchical pride, revolted against the constant disturbance of the
imperial duties, and the imperial family life, occasioned by the endless
visits and advice of intcrfering relatives. The sabre-rattling grand-
dukes, bedecked with medals, the grandduchesses dressed in the
height of fashion, and the stern mother-in-law appeared to the Czarina
as baleful messengers of that glittering, hateful world of St. Petersburg
which everlastingly sought to intrude upon her peaceful seclusion.

In an invisible but none the less bitter battle stretching over years,
Alexandra Feodorovna succeeded in gaining the undivided love and
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unswerving confidence of her husband. The tender love of the Czarina
was victorious over the calculating love of the relatives, and the more
Nicholas came to appreciate the simple joys of family life, the more
energetically he freed himsclf from shackles forged by the demands of
his relatives. _

Just as the Czar had lcast confidence in thuse ministers who displayed
the most medals and answered to the highest titles, so his distrust
was aimed primarily against those relatives who were closest to him
by ties of blood. The Byzantine politeness of the Czar disguised his
underlying suspicion and, conscquently, there never were embarrassing
scenes or arguments in the family.  Nevertheless, in the course of time,
the cloud of imperial disfavour darkened his relations to those nearest
of kin who should have Deen the natural pillars of throne and
monarchy.

While young, more distant, relatives still gloried in the sun of imperial
favour, it was soon known all over St. Petersburg that the distrust of
the monarch was primarily dirccted against the woman whose iron will
overshadowed the first years of his reign and who, until the very last,
preserved her remarkable personality : The Empress-Mother, Maria
Teodorovna.

Within the compass of the entirc history of modern times, no other
human being was unluckier and more persistently persecuted by cruel
fortune than Dowager-Empress, Maria Feodorovna. This fragile,
petite woman suffered the fate of a heroine in a classic tragedy. She
survived everybody and everything near and dear to her : Her husband,
the throne, and the Church. She survived the tragic murder of her
sons and grandsons, the debacle of the realm, the end of the dynasty,
and the assassination of the majority of her fricnds and relatives.
She was onc of the few who escaped the inferno, unseared, only to
carry the burden of life for many more years, impoverished, ill, and
half-forgotten by the world.

The premonition of future misfortunes cast its shadow, early, over
the countenance of Empress Maria. Her features were petrified into
a veritable mask. After the death of her husband, she never displayed
any emotional reaction. Neither smiles nor frowns ever appeared
on her face. During gala receptions, her eyes fell upon the guests
with mechanical graciousness and, at daily mass, they expressed,
just as automatically, prescribed piousness. Her mask-like face bespoke
such overpowering coldness that even members of her intimate circle
never probed into her soul. The masscs were spellbound with a super-
stitious awe of the Dowager-Empress. In the villages, among the
mushiks, and in the market-places, awestruck people whispered that the
Empress-Mother had the wrinkles of her face filled out with porcelain.
That Maria Feodorovna did not show her age, and that she could neither
laugh nor cry any longer, was because of this “‘ mask.”” She was
simply condemned to eternal youth ! The frigid face of the Dowager-
Empress hardly relaxed into a smile when she was informed of the birth
of her grandson, Czarevitch Alexius. It remained just as frozen



82 NICHOLAS 11

and devoid of interest, years later, when an imperial courier advised
her that Czar and Czarina had abdicated, and that the monarchy
was no more.

The Empress Maria was a Danish princess. ¥rom her homeland
she brought the coolness of her behaviour to the magnificent St. Peters-
burg Court. The imperial crown which graced her head for more than
a decade did not change her into a Russian woman. She spoke
Russian poorly and hardly ever wrote in the language of her adopted
country. TFor old dynastic reasons, she despised everything German,
including her daughter-in-law who was a German princess.

Every cvening, in the quictude of her study, the Empress reached
for the Court calendar and entered, in Danish, the incidents of the day,
relieving herself of anxiously hidden sccrets that troubled her soul.
Nobody in the world knew anything of the existence of this diary until
years later. The yellowed leaves record everything that occurred in
the life of this woman : Unsatisfied love, longing for sympathy, and
the premonition of imminent disaster. She perceived that the crown
rested none too firmly on the head of her son, yet her own clever hands
—so0 dextcerous in matters of intrigue—proved powerless to insure
that crown. Imbucd with the desire to see the Romanov crown upon
a head which she deemed more worthy «f it, she gazed about, perplexed.
But no one appeared suitable to her. Her youngest son, Michael, who
might have been her choice, was no longer eligible because he had
married a woman of Jewish blood and subsequently was banished to
Orel. From that moment on, the Empress would have nothing more to
do with him. To be sure, after Michael, there loomed up a long list of
more distant granddukes—all hopeless. The Empress worried over the
future of the Empire, intuitively sensing its decline.

Czar and Czarina were afraid of the Dowager-Empress.  Whencver
she appeared, leaning on a cane, the Czar would talk of the weather, of
flowers, or inquire about her health. Whenever she tried to warn her
son, Nicholas remarked politely: ‘I absolutely agree with you,
Mama.” But the Empress knew that, a moment later, he would
forget all she had said and she was deeply hurt. The Czar knew that
his mother disapproved of the German idyll of Czarskoje Sclo and he,
in turn, felt hurt. He also realized that, in the past, the old Empress
had exercised considerable power and, if she felt so impelled, she could
make usc of that power now.

Perhaps he even had caught some hint of the stupid, vicious gossip
that recently had spread throughout Russia. According to these
rumours, the old Empress had commanded an officer to shoot the Czar
so that her son Michael might ascend the throne. The officer, a faithful
subject, supposedly had appeared before the Czar, told him the truth,
whipped out a revolver and shot himself before the very eyes of his ruler.

To be sure the story was pure invention. But then, nothing
was really impossible in the House of Romanov. Had not Peter the
Great had his son murdered ? Had not Catherine the Great had her
husband strangled ? llad not the unfortunate Paul perished in the
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belief that it was his son’s scarf that had choked him ? Everything was
possible in the blood-stained glory of the House of Romanov.

After the rumour about the officer had died down, another story
sprang up. Harmless though it was, it could be traced directly to the
Dowager-Empress, and presently reached the cars of the Czar, It
was in the summer of 1902, in sunny Castle Livadia. A house had
been reserved in the village for Minister of Finance Witte. One day,
despite the terrific heat, the Imperial Chief Master of Ceremonies
appeared at this villa, attired in glittering uniform. ** Sergius Julie-
vitch,” he cried excitedly, ** 1 must talk to yon confidentially.”

Minister and courtier left the house. Amidst the old pines of the
park, the Chief Master of Ceremonies said, obviously worried : ** Of
course, you know, Sergius Julicvitch, that the Czar is ill.”’

" Why, it is just a touch of influenza.”’

“* Oh, that’s what the official report says. In reality,” the voice of
the courtier sank to a whisper, ** it's typhoid fever. In a mild form,
but just the same, it's typhoid.”

" Let’s hope His Majesty’s condition is in no way scrious,” Witte
countered quickly.

“ Not yet, not yet, but that is precisely the reason 1 am here, my
dear Witte. We must consider what is to be done if something does
happen to His Majesty.”

““ God save the Czar,”” Witte exclaimed fervently, crossing himself.
Then, frowning, he added: ‘I do not understand you. 1f some
mishap should befall the Emperor—God forbid !—after all, there are
laws that govern the succession to the throne. As long as there is no
direct male heir, Grandduke Michael, as the next cldest brother of
the Czar, would ascend the throne.”’

The courtier cleared his throat : ** Of course, generally speaking,
you are correct,”’ he said, ** but there is an especial, rather delicate point
which changes the whole situation. The Empress is pregnant, you must
know. Now imagine if the Czar dies and Grandduke Michael ascends
the throne, and then the Czarina gives birth to a rightful heir ! Just
think what an impossible situation that would create. Wouldn't it be
wiser, in case of His Imperial Majesty's demise, and until the confine-
ment of the Czarina, to form a regency counsel consisting of the
Czarina and the supreme dignitaries of the Church ? "’

Minister and courtier studied each other suspiciously ; each could

read the other’s thoughts. ‘‘ Lickspittle of the Czarina,” was writien
on the Minister’s face. ‘* Tutor to Grandduke Michacl,”” was mirrored
in the eyes of the courtier.
_ Witte broke the tense pause: ‘' Doubtless your reflections are
important, but somehow I cannot share them. The laws governing the
succession to the throne are the only unchangeable laws of the realm.
Nobody but Michael would ascend the throne. Of course, it must
somehow be made clear to Michael that, in case the Empress bears an
heir, he must abdicate in favour of this son.”

Even before that day was over the Czarina was informed of the
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conversation beneath the pines. She bit her lips; red splotches dis-
figured her pale face, but she never uttered a word. Witte was a
ower |

With the Czar convalescing—the typhoid fever had run its course
without any complication—the Czarina brought him to the yellow
beach beside the blue sea. Breathing heavily from excitement, she
told him about Witte and his betrayal of the imperial family. ‘* He
wanted to deprive our son—your son—of the throne.”

The Czar gazed at his consort, startled. What he had surmised for
years, but had not dared cxpress in words; what he had not even
dared to follow to its last logical conclusion, now became certainty in
his mind : Wittc was not only Grandduke Michael’s educator ; not
only the most popular man in Russia ; Witte also had been Alexander’s
most trusted minister and—more important than anything clse—after
Alexander’s death had become the one real friend of the Dowager-
Empress. Witte never would have profiered an opinion regarding
succession to the throne without knowing what the old Empress thought
of it. Thus, this threatening intrigue led directly to the stiff, forbidding
Court of Maria Feodorovna, and Witte was its most dangerous
exponent.

From that day onward Czar and Czarina harboured an incxorable
hatred for Witte. Nothing the gifted statesman did ever reconciled
them. They suffered him only as long as he was absolutely
indispensable and then rid themselves of him.

But they could not banish the Empress-Mother so easily. To be
sure, the tapping of her cane re-echoed through the marble halls of the
imperial palacc very rarely now. The atmosphere of their infrequently
shared dinners became increasingly icy. In the presence of the Dowager-
Empress neither politics nor the rearing of children, nor yet dynastic
questions were discussed.

Surrounded by her stiff Court, Empress Maria grew older. No word
of grief or complaint penetrated the walls of her palace. For her, life
passed with the mechanical regularity of a clock’s tick-tock. Day
after day Prince Shervashidse, intimate friend and Chief Master of
Ceremonies of the Empress-Mother, introduced a long row of granddukes
.and other visitors. The visitors kissed the imperial hand, stared shyly
at the rigid face of the Dowager-Empress, bolted down thei