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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.
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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

13



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



TRAGIC IDYLL 43

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.



TRAGIC IDYLL 45

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
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