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by
HUGH WALPOLE

| HAVE been expecting this book for along time, and with very eager curiosity. So prejudiced did |
feel, not of necessity in its favour but at least in itsimportance, that | waited, without aword, for the
opinions of other critics, who had not, as | had, been in Russiawith Lockhart. They could not be
conscious, as | was, of his strangely contradictory and---to myself---singularly attractive personality. |
could be no fair judge of this book.

Myself, a my first reading of it, | was so aware of the sound of Lockhart's voice---an odd voice,
assertive and modest, arrogant and humorously depreciatory all at the same time---that | could not judge
it at all asliterature. It seemed to me scarcely to be written, to be too journalistic, and to be of a quite
thrilling interest. But all this was personal prejudice.

Then | discovered that the book had a remarkable effect on those who knew nothing of Lockhart and
cared less. It had two great qualities, they said---honesty and vivid actuality. And it had athird---the
direct revelation of the personality of amost unusual character. Thesethings | believe to be strictly true.
And, in addition, the book deals, in the main, with one of the really terrific crisesin the world's history.
Or, rather, with a series of them. Again and again, as one reads L ockhart's book, one feels that had a
chair been moved, a voice coughed, a man looked in a mirror the whole future of the world would have
changed its shape. But perhaps not. | myself find it very difficult to look back now on the sequence of
events after August 4th, 1914, and not believe in an undercurrent of destiny---and the end is certainly not
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yet. The second half of Lockhart's book is surely one of the most thrilling thingsin all the war records.
Y ou feel that he exaggerates nothing, sentimentalizes over nothing, is not shocked, nor disgusted, nor
frightened, nor exultant. A singularly passive young man, for it is as avery young man indeed that | still
think of him, because, when | first knew him as Vice-Consul of Moscow, he looked like a first-term
undergraduate who might get his place in the Freshman'strials at Rugby football.

His swift, unexcited pen-pictures of all the figures that crowded that odd stage are surely very
remarkable. Peters, for instance, by now a quite legendary figure, or Lenin advancing to the front of a
platform at arevolutionary meeting, the Englishmen, Buchanan, Cromie, Knox, Hicks, and the others.
And hisown personal courage and common sense is everywhere present, reminding me here of the
humorous insouciance of Y eats-Brown in Bengal Lancer and Golden Horn.

But the great and final quality of this record isits honesty. Here, in this book, there are many of the most
hotly-debated eventsin history. | suppose that there is no European alive today who, in an officia
position, was able at first hand to watch so long a sequence of the Russian crises as Lockhart. And it is
fortunate for usthat heis, by nature, so honest aman. Y ou can test it, if you like, by his extreme honesty
about himself. He conceal s nothing; he is not concerned to conceal anything. He isreally burning with a
passion for the truth, and he sinks all personal prejudice in hislove for it. When you consider, for
instance, the things that he must have suffered under the hands of the Bolshevik, Peters---notice how
Peters showed him the horror of the Russian priest going out to be shot---the fairness of his portrait of
that man is quite extraordinary. Especially | would like to draw the attention of readersto hiswords on
page 188 about our Ambassador, Sir George Buchanan, "that splendid old man,” as he calls him. And he
was a splendid old man, afterwards traduced, now at last beginning to be vindicated.

Thisisafine graphic contribution to history---one of the most honest and vivid that we have had.
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R. H. Bruce Lockhart
British Agent

BOOK ONE

MALAYAN NOVITIATE

"Bulan trang, bintang berchahaya;
Burong gaga mémakan padi.
Kéan Tuan ti' ada perchaya,
Bélah dada méllihat hati."

(The moon is clear. The stars shine bright above.
The crow isfeeding in the rice apart.

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

----- MALAYAN PANTUN.

CHAPTER ONE

IN my stormy and chequered life Chance has played more than her fair part. The fault has been my own.
Never at any time have | tried to be the complete master of my own fate. The strongest impulse of the
moment has governed all my actions. When chance has raised me to dazzling heights, | have received
her gifts with outstretched hands. When she has cast me down from my high pinnacle, | have accepted
her buffets without complaint. | have my hours of penance and regret. | am introspective enough to take
an interest in the examination of my own conscience. But this self-analysis has always been detached. It
has never been morbid. It has neither aided nor impeded the fluctuations of my varied career.

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

| was born in Anstruther in the county of Fife on September 2nd, 1887. My father was a preparatory
schoolmaster, who migrated to England in 1906. My mother was a Macgregor. My ancestors include
Bruces, Hamiltons, Cummings, Wallaces and Douglases, and | can trace a connection back to Boswell
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of Auchinleck. Thereisno drop of English blood in my veins.

My childhood memories are of little interest to any one except myself. My father was a keen Rugby
football player and a member of the Scottish Rugby Union Selection Committee. My mother's brothers
were well-known Scottish athletes. | therefore received my first "rugger” ball at the age of four and,
under the tuition of various Scottish Internationals, could drop agoal almost as soon as | could walk.
What is stranger is the fact that my father, who was no player, was also an ardent cricket enthusiast.
When my third brother was born, | clapped my hands and exclaimed delightedly: "Now we shall have
oneto bat, one to bowl, and one to keep wicket!" Then, repairing to the kitchen, | stole a raw beefsteak
and placed it in his cradle in order that he might the quicker develop bone and muscle. | was seven at the
time!

In other respects, my education was normal. | received my fair share of corporal punishment---chiefly
for playing football or cricket on the Sabbath, which my father observed strictly. At the age of twelve |
gained afoundation scholarship at Fettes, where | spent five years in the worship of athleticism. This
exaggerated devotion to games interfered sadly with my studies. In my first term at Fettes | wasfirst in
the Latin sentence paper set for the whole school, with the exception of the VIth form, and corrected by
the headmaster himself. During the rest of my school career | was never again within the first fifty, and,
although | succeeded in reaching the VIth form, | was a grievous disappointment to my parents. In order
to rid me of an unwholesome fetish, my father sent me to Berlin instead of allowing meto go to
Cambridge, where afew years later my second brother was to distinguish himself by obtaining two
Blues, forfeiting in the process the first-class "honours" in modern languages which otherwise he amost
certainly would have secured.

To Germany and to Professor Tilley | owe much. Tilley was an Australian who had become more
Prussian than the Prussians, even to the extent of dropping the "€" from his name and signing himself
after the manner of the great German soldier of fortune. His methods were spartan and pitiless, but he
showed me how to work---a virtue which, in spite of many backslidings, | have never entirely lost. He
taught me two other valuable |essons---respect for institutions and customs other than English and the
secret of mastering foreign languages. The first has helped me out all through my life in my relations
with foreigners. The second was to stand me in good stead when seven years later | went to Russia. If
Tilley is still alive, | hope he will see this tribute to his thoroughness. In my life his was the one
influence which | can describe as wholly beneficial.

From Berlin | was sent to Paris, where | came under the influence of that good and godly man, Paul
Passy. From him | acquired an excellent French accent and my first insight into Welsh revivalist
methods. Passy, who was the son of Frédéric Passy, the eminent French jurist and pacifist, was the
gentlest of Calvinists. As ayoung man he had wanted to be a missionary and, seriousin al things, he
had trained himself for his arduous career by eating rats. An affection of the lungs prevented this great
scholar from burying himself in the wilds of China or the remoter South Sea Islands. The heathens' loss
became science's gain, and today the name of Passy is linked eternally with the names of Sweet and
Viétor in the honours list of the pioneers of modern phonetics. In spite of his absorption in hislinguistic
studies, Passy never abandoned his good works or his reclamation of sinners. When first | knew him, he
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was under the influence of Evan Roberts, the Welsh evangelist, and for the only time in avaried career |
had the strange experience of appearing on the platform and singing Welsh revivalist hymnsin French
before a Paris lum audience. Passy said the prayers and played the harmonium with three fingers, while
| sang the solos supported by a chorus of three trembling English students.

If lifeis a succession of accidents, the seriesin my own life has been rapid. After three yearsin France
and Germany, | returned to England in order to undergo afinal preparation for the Indian Civil Service.
Fate and my own genius for drifting ruled otherwise. In 1908, my uncle, one of the pioneers of the
rubber-growing industry in the Malay States, came home from the East and fired my imagination with
wonderful tales of the fortunes that were to be made ailmost for the asking in that elusive and enchanting
land. Already the travel-bug had entered my blood, and in my desire for new worlds and new
adventures, | decided to throw in my lot with the rubber-planters and to go East.

My student days in Berlin and Paris had been serious and blameless. In Germany a passionate devotion
to Heine---even today | can recite by heart most of the Intermezzo and the Heimkehr---inspired me with
an innocent attachment to the daughter of a German naval officer. | sailed my boat on Wannsee by
moonlight. | sighed over my Pilsener on the terrace of a Schlachtensee café. | sang---in the presence of
her mother---the latest and most romantic Viennese and Berlin Lieder. And | mastered the German
language. But there were no adventures, no escapades, no excesses. In France | steeped myself in the
exotic sentimentalism of Loti, whom | once met and whose eccentricities and mincing manners failed to
cure me of an admiration which | feel to this day for the charm and beauty of his prose. But my tears
were shed over "Les Désenchantées' in solitude. | learnt the farewell letter of Djénane by heart. Three
years later it was to be of good service to me in my examination for the Consular Service. But | learnt it
for the mortification of my own soul. | made no attempt to imitate the long series of "Mariages de Loti."
Now the East was to |lead me along the broad highway of her unrestricted temptations.

CHAPTER TWO

NO journey will ever give me the same enchantment as that first voyage to Singapore. It remainsin the
memory as a delicious day-dream in which | can recall every incident and which never faillsto console
me in moments of sadness. Far more clearly than the numerous travelling companions | have since met,
| can see in my mind's eye the captain, the smoking-room steward, the deck hands, the obese and
romantic purser, and the three German naval officers who were my only serious rivals for first placein
the deck sports. But the real magic of that journey was. in the kaleidoscope of wonderful colours and
haunting landscapes which every twenty-four hours was unfolded before my eyes. This pageant |
enjoyed for myself and by myself. | rose in the dark to catch that first flutter of the breeze which heralds
the approach of the Eastern dawn and waited with a delicious tremor of anticipation until the great fire-
ball of the sun burst through the pall of greyness and revealed where sky ended and the calmest of seas
began. Alone in the bows | watched the saffron-tinted sunsets with their changing panoramas of ships
and armies, of kings and castles, of knights and fair women, of adventures far more enthralling and vivid

http://ww.gwpda.org/wwi-wwwi/BritAgent/BA01.htm (3 of 28)29.8.2006 17:02:24



R.H. Bruce Lockhart. British Agent. Book One. Malayan Novitiate.

than the most thrilling film-story. | was only twenty-one, and my thirst for knowledge was
unquenchable. | devoured every travel-book on which | could lay my hands. Some of the books | read
then are still among my greatest treasures. Jules Boissiere's "Fumeurs d'Opium™ remains the best book of
itskind that | know. Others, like Swettenham's "Unaddressed L etters,” which bearsits date on every
page, seem almost comic today. Then, however, they were tremendously real. Lod was my hero, and
like Lod | wrapped myself in a mantle of melancholy solitude. At ports| fled instinctively from my
countrymen and, unaccompanied by any fawning guide, explored at random what | conceived to be the
native quarters. With the exception of Victor Corkran, who, years older than myself, probably found a
whimsical pleasure in drawing me out and in listening to the extravagant dreams and confident
ambitions of an all-too-conceited, because self-conscious, youth, | made few friends. Nevertheless, he
was kind, and concealed his amusement behind a mask of sympathy. He had travelled widely and knew
strange scraps of history and folk-lore which were not to be found in guidebooks. On board the Buelow
he was a Roman in a horde of Goths, and today | am grateful to him for many a valuable lesson which,
doubtless, he was unaware that he was imparting.

Aboveal, | learned to appreciate the beauty of warm colours and luxuriant vegetation. An orchid in the
Malayan jungle meant more, means more to me today, than the most beautiful "cattleya' on the breast of
the most beautiful woman. The glowing warmth of the tropical sun became a necessity to my physical
existence and a stimulant to my mind. Even today | cannot think of those cloudless Eastern skies, those
long stretches of golden sand with their background of cooling palms and lofty casuarinas without a
feeling of longing which is amost akin to physical pain. Like Fauconnier's hero | have cometo believe
that every country where a man cannot live naked in all seasonsis condemned to work, to war, and to
the hampering restraint of moral codes. Today, the fogs of an English winter areto measgrim a
nightmare as the walls of my Bolshevik prison.

And yet in this Malaya, which | love, which remains as the pleasantest regret in my life, and which |
shall never see again, | was afailure. On my arrival in Singapore | was sent as a "creeper” to arubber
plantation outside Port Dickson. Earth knows no gem more beautiful than thistiny harbour which lies at
the entrance to the Straits of Malacca. At that time it was unspoilt by the intrusion of the white man. The
climate was almost perfect. Its coast-line was like an opal changing in colour with every angle of the
sun. The stillness of its nights, broken only by the gentle lapping of the sea on the casuarina-crested
shore, brought a peace which | shall never know again.

| enjoyed every minute of my year there. But | was an indifferent planter. The pungent odour of the
Tamil coolies| could not abide. | learnt enough of their language to carry out my duties. Today, beyond
stock-phrases of command and a string of oaths, | have forgotten every word. The Chinese, with their
automatic accuracy, made no appeal to me, and the actual estate work, the filling in of check rolls, the
keeping of accounts, bored me. My head-manager, a brother-in-law of the late Lord Forteviot, was easy-
going and benevolent to my shortcomings. Very quickly | entered into the life of the British planter. |
learnt to drink the inevitable "stengah" [Whisky and soda] . Once a month | went with my chief to the
neighbouring town of Seremban and imbibed vast quantities of gin "pahits" in the Sungel Ujong Club.
At week-ends | travelled about the country playing football and hockey and making hosts of new
acquaintances. The hospitality of the Malaya of those golden, prosperous days of 1908 was for a
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youngster ailmost overwhelming, and few there were who survived it unscathed.
During my stay at Port Dickson | had one minor triumph, the echo of which | hear faintly to this day.

Within afew months of my arrival in the country, | went up to Kuala Lumpur to play "rugger" for my
State, Negri Sembilan, against Selangor. Kuala Lumpur is the capital of Selangor and of the Federated
Malay States. Selangor itself has the largest white population of any State and, at that time, its "rugger”
side contained several international playersincluding that gargantuan and good-natured Scot, "Bobby"
Nelill. In those days Negri Sembilan could hardly muster fifteen "rugger” players. Certainly, we had
never beaten Selangor, and | doubt if we had ever beaten any other state. Notwithstanding the climate,
"rugger” isthe most popular of all spectaclesin Malaya, and, in spite of the apparent disparity in
strength between the two sides, alarge gathering of Europeans and natives turned out to see the match,
which was played on the Kuala Lumpur Padang. Those who witnessed this classic encounter were
rewarded with one of the greatest surprisesin the history of sport. The match was played about
Christmas time, and Selangor were not in training. Perhaps they rated their opponents alittle too lightly.
At any rate at half-time Selangor were leading by atry and a penalty goal dropped by the ponderous
"Bobby" to atry scored by myself. Soon after the beginning of the second half, it was obvious that
Selangor were tiring, and the crowd---a Selangor crowd---delighted at the prospect of a surprise victory,
cheered us on. | was fortunate enough to score a second try, and with five minutes to go the scores were
level. Then, from aline-out, abig New Zealander, who had played a sterling game for us, threw the ball
back to me, and from just inside half-way | dropped a goal.

We had perpetrated the greatest joke for years, and the Selangor team and the spectators were sportsmen
enough to appreciate it. | was carried off the field in triumph to the " Spotted Dog," the once famous club
which stands on the edge of the Padang. There | was surrounded by a host of people whose names | did
not know, but who were old Fettesians---Scotsmen, who knew my brother or my father, and who
slapped me on the back and insisted on standing me adrink. Long before dinner time | must have had a
drink, perhaps several drinks, with nearly every one in the room. By thetime | arrived at the F.M.S.
Hotel, where an official dinner was being given to the two teams, both teams and guests were in their
places. | was met at the door by "Bobby" Neill, who informed me that the chair was being taken by the
acting Resident-General, and that | had been unanimously voted into the place of honour on his right-
hand at the top table. Thiswas my first experience of the [imelight of publicity, and | did not like the
ordeal. My crowning achievement, however, was my conversation with the R.G., to whom | talked like a
father of my experiencesin the East. They must have been too vividly described, for he informed me
reprovingly that he was a married man.

"Tamil or Malay, sir?" | asked him politely.
"Hush!" he said. "I've three children."

"Black or white, sir?' | continued with irrepressible affability.
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Fortunately, he had a sense of humour and a blind eye for the failings of twenty-one, and, when next
year's match came round, he asked me to stay with him, came to see me play, and in his speech referred
to me---alas! no longer the fleet-footed speed-merchant of the previous year---as "faint yet pursuing.”

That fitful triumph had an unpleasant sequel. As the youngest and, therefore, most insignificant and
innocent member of the visiting team, | had been quartered with the parson, afine athlete but atrifle
strait-laced---especially for a padre in the tropics. Kuala Lumpur, like Rome, being built on seven hills, |
had some difficulty in finding the good man's bungalow in the early hours of the morning. Thanks,
however, to the faithful "Bobby" and to other kind friends | was steered safely to my room, and by a
great effort | succeeded in putting in an appearance at breakfast the next morning---Sunday morning
with athree-course Sunday breakfast to celebrate it! Cold water had done wonders, and | looked not too
bad, but my voice had gone. As| croaked out my answers to afusillade of questions regarding my health
and how | had slept, Mrs. Padre looked at me pityingly:

"Ah, Mr. Lockhart,” she said, "I told you, if you did not put your sweater on after the game, you would
get achill.”

With that she rushed from the table and brought me a glass of cough-mixture, which in that spirit of
shyness, which even to thisday | have never quite overcome. | was too weak to refuse. The result was
Instantaneous, and without aword | rushed from the room. Never before, or since, have | suffered as|
suffered on that Sunday morning. | often wonder how much Mrs. Padre knew. If she intended to teach
me alesson, the rewards of the schoolmaster can never have been sweeter.

These wild excursions, however, were but episodes in alife which in spite of the monotony of my work
provided me with countless new interests. The Malay gentleman at large, with his profound contempt for
work, made an instant appeal to me. | liked his attitude to life, his philosophy. A man who could fish and
hunt, who knew the mysteries of the rivers and forests, who could speak in metaphors and make lovein
"pantuns,” was a man after my own heart. | learnt his language with avidity. | studied his customs and
history. | found romance in the veiled mystery of hiswomen-folk. | devoted to my Malays the energy
and enthusiasm which should have been expended on the Tamil and Chinese coolies of my rubber estate.
Despising the unintellectual existence of the planter, | sought my friends among the younger government
officias. | showed them my poems. They invited me to admire their water-colours. There was one
soulful young man---today he has reached the heights of Colonial eminence---with whom | played duets
on the piano.

| made friends, too, with the Roman Catholic missionaries ---splendid fellows, voluntarily cutting
themselves off from Europe and even from the Europeans in the East and devoting their whole life to
tending their native flock and to reclaiming and educating the half-caste population.

In the columns of the local newspaper | made my first essay in journalism, and, although my morbid
efforts to expose the Japanese traffic in fallen women met with little favour, | achieved editorial
recognition and a demand for more work of asimilar nature as aresult of aleader on the defects of
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Esperanto. Above dl, | read, and read seriously. The average planter's library might contain a varied
selection of the prose and poetry of Kipling, but its chief stand-by in those days was the works of Hubert
Wales and James Blyth. | do not know what authors have taken their place today, but to me Hubert
Wales was neither lurid nor instructive. | made arule never to buy a novel, and to the weekly packet of
serious literature which | received from Singapore | owe my sanity and my escape from the clutches of
the Eastern Trinity of opium, drink and women. All three were to spread the net of their temptations
over me, but reading saved me from the worst effects of a combined offensive.

CHAPTER THREE

Twas my youthful craving for solitude which led me finally into serious trouble. | was always
tormenting my uncle with requests for ajob on my own. At last | was sent to open up anew estate at the
foot of the hills. The place, which for over ayear was to be my home, was ten miles away from any
European habitation. No white man had ever lived there before. The village on which my estate
bordered was the headquarters of a Sultan who had been deposed and who was, therefore, not too
friendly towards the English. My house, too, was a ramshackle affair, verandahless and, although
dlightly better than the ordinary Malay house, in no sense of the word a European bungalow. A death-
rate for malaria unequalled in the whole State did not enhance the attractions of the place. My only links
with civilisation were a push-bike and the Malay police corporal who lived two miles away.
Nevertheless, | was as happy as a mahout with a new elephant. During the day my time was fully
occupied. | had to make something out of nothing, an estate out of jungle, to build a house for myself, to
make roads and drains where none existed. There were, too, minor problems of administration which
were a source of constant interest and amusement to me: Malay contractors who had an excuse for every
backdliding; Tamil wives who practised polyandry on a strictly practical basis---two days for each of
their three husbands and arest on Sundays; an outraged "V ullimay" who complained that "Ramasamy"
had stolen his day; Chinese shopkeepers who drove hard bargains with my storekeeper, and Bombay
"chetties” who stood round on pay day and held my cooliesin their usurious clutch.

With this mixed collection | held sway as the sole representative of the British Rg). | dispensed justice
without fear or favour, and, if there were complaints against my authority, they never reached my ears.
During these first four months | was entirely care-free. | worked hard at my Malay. | wrote short stories
which subsequently earned the unsolicited encomiums of Clement Shorter and were published in the
"Sphere." | began anovel on Malay life---alas, never finished and now never likely to be---and |
continued my reading with praiseworthy diligence. For amusement there was football and shooting and
fishing. | felled a piece of land, laid out afootball ground, and initiated the Malays of the village into the
mysteries of "Soccer." In that glorious hour before sunset | shot "punai," the small Malay blue pigeon, as
they were flighting. | dabbed for "ikanharouan"---the coarse fish of the Malayan rice-ponds---with a
small live frog to take the place of a daddy-long-legs. Marvellous to relate, | made friends with the
deposed Sultan and especially with hiswife, the real ruler of the royal household and awizened up old
lady with betel-stained lips and an eye that would strike terror into the boldest heart. Rumour had it that
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she had committed every crime in the penal code and many offences against God and man which were
not included in that list of human shortcomings. She was, however, the Queen Victoria of her district,
and, although we subsequently became enemies, | bear her no grudge.

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

The whole estate, including my own bungalow, was served by alarge well, round and deep, with great
cracksin its earthy sides between the water and the surface. One morning, as | was breakfasting in
solitary state, there was a fiendish gibbering in the compound outside my office door. The chatter of
many tongues was accompanied by a chorus of women's wails. Infuriated, | rushed out to discover the
reason for this matitudinal interlude. A Tamil coolie was lying groaning on the ground. Two hundred of
his compatriots surrounded him, shrieking, explaining, imploring. A batch of Malays and the whole of
my Chinese household stood round to offer advice and see the end of the tragedy. The unfortunate.
wretch had been bitten by a snake. In jerks and pieces and with many contradictions, the wildly excited
crowd told its story. There was a cobra---a giant cobra. It was in the well. It had built its nest in a crack
in the side. It was afemale. There would be eggs and then young. The well was unapproachable,
Armagam had been bitten. The master must build a new well at once. With the aid of the estate
dispenser | lanced the two tiny blue puncturesin the wretch's leg, cauterised the wound, gave him a
bottle of gin, and sent him off in abullock cart to the hospital twelve miles away. (He recovered!) Then,
accompanied by two Tamil "Kenganies' and the Malay overseer, | went out to examine the well. My
rifle was still at Port Dickson. My gun | had lent to the District Officer at Jelebu. My only weapon was
my rat-shooting revolver. At the well all was still. The Tamil "Kengany" pointed out the hole some eight
feet down, in which the cobra had made her home, and with along bamboo pole my Malay overseer
hammered at the entrance. Then life moved with cinematic swiftness. There was awarning hiss. A black
hood showed itself at the hole, raised an angry head, and sent my companions running for their lives. |
took careful aim, fired and likewise retreated. There was a commotion from the well. Then all was till. |
had shot the cobra through the head. In its death struggle it had fallen from its hole into the water. The
victim of my wizardry was exposed to the public gaze and to the public awe. My reputation was made.
In future | could go anywhere.

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

To thisdanger | was no longer exposed. Even in the mining village it was well known (1) that | could
shoot rats and cobras with asingle bullet, (2) that | never travelled without my revolver, and (3) that |
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never carried money. | travelled, therefore, in peace. | confess, however, that nothing in life has thrilled
me quite so much asriding an ordinary push-bike through the jungle in the middle of the night. This
ordeal, terrifying and yet enchantingly mysterious, was my experience every time | went into the chief
town and stayed for dinner. As| had to be on my estate before six o'clock the next morning, | used to set
out on the return journey about midnight. From the fourth to the tenth milestone | did not pass asingle
house and for six miles| rode for dear life through aforest of giant trees which in the moonlight cast
fantastic shapes and shadows across my path. In the distance, like King Solomon's mountains, loomed
the hills of Jelebu, mysterious, intimate and yet unfriendly. In the face of this unknown world, which
quickened my senses, until like the soldier in the fairy-tale | could put my ear to the ground and hear
people whispering some miles away, | was afraid, but there was fascination in my fear. Always | was
glad when | reached home. But never was | too afraid to accept a dinner invitation in Seremban or to
face the journey home through the jungle. It was a good apprenticeship for Bolshevik Russia. Familiarity
soon conquers fear. | grew used to the nightly concert of owls and night-jars. Occasionally, | heard a
tiger roaring to its mate. Once | nearly ran into a black panther. But these were rare interludes, and in the
end, although | never quite conquered the feelings of eerieness, my fears left me.

| was now to seek other adventures. | have said that | cultivated good relations with the deposed Sultan
and hiswife. My diplomacy bore fruit, and shortly before the fast of Ramazan | received an invitation to
a"rong-geng"---akind of dancing competition at which the professional dancing girls dance and sing
Malay love quatrains. And as they sing, they throw challenges to the woul d-be poets and dancers among
the local youth. To the European it is not a particularly enthralling performance. The dancers do not
dance in couples, but shuffle side by side, the man endeavouring to follow the steps of the professional
lady. To the Maay, however, it is aromantic adventure with an irresistible sex appeal. Occasionally, a
young man, his blood heated to boiling point, will lose al restraint and try to hurl himself on one of the
girls. Then the local bodyguard steps into action and the delinquent is removed forcibly from the arena
for the rest of the evening. He is disgraced but envied.

A model of decorum and European propriety, | sat between the Sultan and his virile spouse. The Sultan,
old and shrivelled, maintained a dignified silence. His activities were confined to plying me with sweet
lemonade and whiskey. His virago was more voluble. She discoursed to me on the wickedness of the
younger generation and, particularly, of the young women. | enjoyed her conversation. According to
local report she had been the wickedest woman of her own generation. Her lovers had been as numerous
as the seeds of a mangosteen, but none had ventured to criticise her conduct or to exert the customary
Malay rights of ajealous husband or paramour. Even then, with her betel-stained lips and her wrinkled
face, she was more than a match for any man. She reminded me of Gagool in "King Solomon's Mines'
and inspired me with the same awe and respect.

On the whole, however, it was atedious entertainment. | did not dare to turn my head to inspect the
ladies of the "istana" who, with "sarongs" drawn over their heads, revealing only their dark, mysterious
eyes, stood behind me. | retired early, determined to requite the hospitality | had received by afar more
gorgeous spectacle. The next morning | engaged from a neighbouring state two "rong-geng” girls, whose
beauty was a byword even in this remote village. | cleared a space in my own compound, erected seats
and a miniature grandstand, and sent out invitations broadcast for the following week.
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The village, headed by the Court, turned up in full force. In the moonlight the bright "sarongs” of the
Malays acquired a new and strange splendour. The palm-trees, still as the night itself, cast a ghostly
shadow over the earthen floor. Myriads of stars shone from the dark blue canopy of heaven. It was a
ballet setting, of which Bakst himself might have been proud, and with the removal of the first restraint
my guests gave themselves up to full enjoyment of the sensuous scene! To add lustre to my own
brilliance, | had invited the Commissioner of Police, agenial Irishman, whom with some trepidation |
placed between the Sultan and his wife. | was thus free to organise the proceedings and to superintend
the arrangements for my guests. And then | saw her. She was standing among the ladies of the "istana’---
aradiant vision of brown lovelinessin a batik skirt and ared silk coat. A "sarong" of blue and red
squares was drawn over her head, exposing only the tiniest oval of aface and eyes which were as
unfathomabl e as the night.

CHAPTER FOUR

THERE are momentsin life which photograph themselves indelibly on the brain. This was such a
moment---what the French call the coup de foudre. | have been in one of the worst earthquakes in Japan.
| have seen Tsarist ministers shot before my eyes as a premonitory example of what my own fate was to
beif I did not speak the truth. | have had the roof lifted off my house by a"Sumatra." But none of these
cataclysms was as tremendous or as shattering as the first explosion of love in my heart when | saw
Amai. | was twenty-three. | had spent four years in France and Germany. | had been through my calf
love, but | had had no affairs, no dangerous attachments. | had been living for six months in splendid
isolation from my fellow countrymen. | had not spoken to awhite woman for over ayear. Stegped in an
unhealthy romanticism, | wasripe for temptation. My life was abnormal enough for me to take my
temptation with tragic seriousness. And serious it was in its consequences to both of us, changing the
course of both our lives.

For the rest of that evening | wasin afever. A fierce longing to be rid of my guests consumed me. | left
the Sultan and his malignant wife to the cares of the Commissioner and, crossing to the other side of the
arena, | walked up and down, staring across at the frail beauty of this Malayan girl, who had so suddenly
disturbed the monotony of my life. Just above her head there was a torchlight, which seemed to shine on
her alone, making her stand out like a pearl on a black background. And, indeed, she was passing fair for
aMalay, her skin being far lighter than the skin of the peasant women who worked in the fields. | was
soon to discover why.

L etting impatience get the better of discretion, | summoned St Woh, my Malay headman, whom | had
brought from Singapore and whose relations with the villagers were none too good.

"The girl standing behind the Sultan---who is she?' | whispered fiercely.
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His face never changed. Slowly he swept the arena with his eyes as though following the movements of
the dancers. He showed no astonishment. He roused no suspicion. Then, talking as though he was
discussing some detail of estate work, he answered slowly:

"The crow does not mate with the bird of Paradise. That is Amal, the Sultan's ward. She is married and
is about to divorce her husband. When the divorce is through, she will be married to the Sultan's cousin.”

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

The advice was good. | should have taken it. Instead, | set in motion such machinery as | possessed in
order to establish contact with my goddess. | took Si Woh into my confidence. Through him | enlisted
the services of an old woman attached to the "istana"---a betel-stained old hag who pleaded my suit for
me. My progress was slow, but | never relented. Every day at five o'clock Amai used to walk from her
house to the "istana," and every day at five o'clock | stood at the corner of the road to watch her pass.
We made no sign. | remained motionless. To have spoken would have ruined everything. She never
unveiled. She never slackened her pace. And on these daily two minutes of transient passing | lived for
six weeks. Then one evening, soon after the divorce proceedings had been completed, | went to my
usual trysting-place. The sun was setting and had settled like aball of fire on the highest mountain peak.
A cooling breeze brought arich fragrance from the jungle. | waited for afew minutes, drinking in the
warm beauty of the Malayan sunset, a gnawing hunger in my heart. For once the road was empty. My
eyes were fixed on the little footpath which led from her house to the road. At last she came, a crimson
"sarong" over her head and small green dlippers on her feet. Would she pass me by again as she had
passed me on so many occasions before---without a sign, without even a glance? She seemed to be
walking more slowly than usual. When she was nearly opposite me, she paused, drew her "sarong" back
until it showed the lotus-blossom in her hair, and looked straight into my eyes. Then, like a startled hare,
she turned and, quickening her steps, disappeared into the gathering darkness.

| went home on fire. | summoned Si Woh. | summoned the old "bidan" [the court medicine woman]. A
meeting---a real meeting---must be arranged at once.

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

Very deliberately | made my preparations. | oiled my revolver, put on apair of rubber-soled gym shoes,
and slipped an electric torch into my pocket. Then, trembling with excitement, | set out on my wild
adventure. | had about amile to walk through a narrow jungle path which led to a disused tin mine.
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There was the river to cross by arickety bamboo bridge which even by daylight was a balancing test for
any white man. It was not ajourney which | would have made for money. No woman will ever tempt me
to make it again. Fear lent speed to my limbs, and, when | arrived at the footpath across the rice fields by
which Amai had to come, | was a quarter of an hour before my time. The waiting was worse than the
walking. In the stillness of the Maayan night my hearing was intensified a hundred-fold. The harsh call
of the night-jar filled me with forebodings. A giant moth, attracted by my silver buttons, embedded itself
in the folds of my coat, striking terror into my heart. There was no moon---not a star in the sky.
Crouching on my haunches like a native, | waited, gun in hand, while the minutes passed in an agony of
slowness. Had the old "bidan" played atrick on me? If so, she would pay dearly for it on the morrow.
Had Amai's courage failed her at the last moment? For her the ordeal was a thousand times more
dangerous than for me. Then, when despair had amost driven me away, | heard a splash. Some living
creature had dlipped in the marshy water of the "Padi" field. Then silence, followed by afootstep, and,
before | could distinguish whether it was a man or beast, a figure loomed suddenly out of the darkness
not two pacesin front of me. | jumped to my feet. The figure stopped. A faint smell of perfume filled my
nostrils. She had come. It was Amai. For one fierce moment | held her in my arms, her body trembling
like the quivering of lalang grass at the first touch of the morning sun. Then, taking her by the hand, |

led her swiftly from the night down that murky jungle path, across that rickety bridge, back to the
friendly shelter of my bungalow. She was never to leave it again until | myself wasto be led, half-
corpse, half-man, on to the boat at Port Swettenham which was to bear me for ever from the shores of
Malaya.

The rest of the story isall tragedy or al comedy according to the romanticism or cynicism of the reader.
After that first night Amai remained in my bungalow. Her presence was not merely avisible proof of her
love; it was also inspired by fear of her own people. In short, the affair of Amai provoked a great
scandal. My bungalow underwent a kind of siege. My Malayan Gagool came to interview me on my
doorstep. She came to cgjole and entice and remained to threaten. She enlisted the services of her
nephew, aruling prince and a charming young man with whom | had frequently played football. His
embarrassment was great. He liked Europeans and he liked me. Over our "stengahs" we discussed the
situation from every angle. He offered me the fairest "houri" of his principality. But Amai | must
surrender. She was of the blood royal. It was an insult to his aunt and, worse still, it was dangerous to
me. The Maays of my village were not civilised like himself. There would be trouble---very serious
trouble. He shook his head and smiled, just like my Police Commissioner, but he might as well have
talked to the wind astried to over-ride my Scottish obstinacy. | did not wish to quarrel with the man, still
lessdid | wish to hurt his pride. The affair had made some stir even in European circles. It had reached
the ears of the Resident, and | had found it necessary to take counsel's opinion.

| went to Mr. C., an important government official, who had married a Malay, and who was a member of
afamily with a distinguished record of service in the East. His unofficial advice---his official advice was
like "Punch’'s" advice about marriage---was given from the dearly-bought store of his own oriental
wisdom.

"Thisisaquestion of face-saving," he said. "Y ou must gain time. Y ou must say you are preparing to
become a Mohammedan."
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In my interview with Gagool's nephew | bethought myself of this advice. When all else had failed, |
turned to him and said: "l am ready to become a Mohammedan. | have written to the Archbishop of
Canterbury to obtain the necessary permission.”

When aman is infatuated with awoman, there are almost no limits to the baseness of his conduct. In the
eyes of other men my conduct was base and sordid---but not in my own. To keep Amai | was prepared
to embrace Mohammedanism. It is not an episode in my life of which | am proud or for which | seek to
make my youth and my loneliness an excuse, but at the time it was---in the literal sense of the words---
deadly serious. It was not merely infatuation. Something of the lust of battle was in my soul---the same
spirit which in rugby football has aways made me prefer a struggle against odds to an easy victory. |
was playing alone hand against the world, and | was determined to play it to the last trick.

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

Andthen | fell ill. Day after day a particularly virulent form of malaria wasted my flesh and blood.
Every afternoon and every morning | ran atemperature with the regularity of an alarm clock. My doctor
came. Like every one else the good man was immersed in the rubber boom. His charge was by the mile,
and, as my estate was his most distant call, | could not afford him very often. He drenched me with
quinine, but to little purpose. As the months passed, my illness became aggravated by a constant
vomiting. | could not keep down any solid food. In three months my weight declined from twelve stone
eight, to under ten stone. | became depressed and miserable. All day | lay propped up in my long chair,
trying to read, cursing my half-caste assistants and the "kenganies' who came to disturb me about the
estate work, making myself a burden and a nuisance to every one. But Amai | would not give up. This
determination, this obstinacy, was the one thing that saved me from suicide.

For Amai herself | have nothing but praise. She was an incurable optimist. She was not afraid of any
man and she ran my house with arod of iron. Her cheerfulness, it is true, became a strain almost greater
than | could bear. She liked noise, which in Maaya means that she liked the gramophone. It was not safe
for her to go outside the compound. She, therefore, stayed at home and played "When the Trees are
White with Blossom, I'll Return." Today, | should break the record, or throw it at her head, but at that
time | was too weak. Instead, | made a martyr of myself. My only relief from the gramophone was the
piano. When | could bear the blossom of the trees no longer, | would offer to play the tin-kettle upright
which | had borrowed from my cousin. Amal would then help me to the piano-stool, put a shawl over
my shoulders, and sit beside me, while with chattering teeth and palsied fingers| strove to recall the
harmonies of my Viennese and Berlin days. Her taste in music was entirely primitive. Obvioudy, she
would have liked negro spirituals and, more than negro rhythmics, the languorous melodies of the
Tsiganes. But in those days the Blue Danube was the supreme thrill of her musical sensuousness, and, if
Wolff and Buresh could have descended on my bungalow with that combined artistry which has made
them supreme as exponents of the Viennese waltz, she would have transferred her affections on the spot.
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Perhaps | do her an injustice. She had her full share of pride of race. She despised the women who
worked in the fields. Theirregularity of her own position worried her not at all. Marriage and my own
Mohammedanism never entered her mind. As mistress of the only "Tuan" in the district, she held her
head proudly. She had the only gramophone and the only piano in the village. Moreover, she saved my
life. Suspecting that | was being poisoned, she allowed no food, which she had not prepared herself, to
pass my lips. And when | failed to recover, she sent St Woh for Dowden, the government doctor.

Dowden was a queer fellow---a cynical, morose Irishman, whom | had known in my Port Dickson days.
He was unhappy in the East and vented his unhappiness in an aggressiveness which made him
unpopular. His heart, however, was al gold, and, as the son of the Dublin Shakespeare and Shelley
professor, he appealed to me intellectually more than any other white man in Maaya. He was not
entitled to attend me professionally, but he was not the man to worry overmuch about questions of
etiguette. He came at once. He saw and he grunted. And that night he went into the bar of the Sungel
Ujong Club. The rubber boom was then at its height. Several planters, including my uncle, had made
vast fortunes on paper, and in the club drink flowed as it always seems to flow in moments of sudden
prosperity. My uncle was playing poker in the cardroom----high poker with an "ante" of a hundred
dollars. Dowden, who had something of the Bolshevik in his nature, tracked him down. My uncle had
just raised the stakes. The doctor poured a douche of cold water on his exuberance.

"If you don't want to lay out your stake in awhite man's coffin, you had better collect that nephew of
yours at once!"

My uncle was shocked. He acted immediately. The next morning he came out with two Chinese "boys"
in hiscar. In silence the "boys" packed my clothes. Wrapping me in blankets, my uncle carried meinto
the car. Amai had disappeared into the back room. She must have guessed what was happening, but she
never came forward. There was no farewell. But, as the car turned in the compound drive, the sun cast a
glint on her little silver dlippers which were lying neatly on the bottom step of my bungalow entrance.
They werethelast | saw of her---the last | was ever to see of her.

CHAPTER FIVE

TODAY, athough | have travelled farther afield both by land and sea than even most Scotsmen, | never
remember the name of a ship. | recall only vaguely the date and the route of my voyages. Perhaps it was
my illness; perhaps first impressions and the memories of early youth are more easily retained;
perhaps---and thisis true---the first home-coming is the one a man remembers best. The fact remains
that every moment of that long voyage from my uncle's bungalow in Seremban to my Highland homein
Scotland isimpressed on my mind as clearly asif it were yesterday. With great generosity my uncle sent
me to Japan for two months. His doctor had said that, once | were removed from the source of infection
and infatuation, | should be anew man in six weeks. But Dowden shook his head. He advised me to cut
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my traces and to go for good. | was given money and aticket to Y okohama. Maurice Foster, the
Worcestershire cricketer, brought me to Singapore. Ned Coke took charge of me on board the steamer.
He had |eft the Rifle Brigade for big business in rubber in Malayaand in real estate in Canada, and his
immense physique and vigorous personality overwhelmed me. | let myself be managed. The ship's
captain, a German with a Captain Kettle beard, was kindness itself. Perhaps the other passengers
objected to my constant retching. At any rate he gave me a cabin to myself on the upper deck. But the
voyage itself was a nightmare. The sickness and the vomiting would not stop. My clothes hung in loose
folds on my wasted frame. The other passengers had bets whether | should reach Japan aive. At
Shanghai | wastooill to go ashore. My eyes were too weak to allow me to read. | wanted to die and was
prepared to die. All day long | lay on my long chair and gazed with afixed vacant stare at the pleasant
panorama of hazy coast and island-studded sea. The ship's doctor had me watched in case | dlipped
overboard. But there was no thought of suicide in my mind---only an immense weariness of the body
and of the soul. | was well enough to appreciate the beauty of the Inland Sea. | was well enough to write
bad poetry---atrocious sonnets to Amai in which | still heard the surf beating upon Malaya's pam-
crested shore with regret for the life and the love | had lost. | was well enough, when we landed in

Y okohama, to hate the Japanese with all the prejudice of an Englishman who has worked with the
Chinese. But | was not well enough to eat. | wastoo ill to withstand Ned Coke.

With military precision he had already decided my fate. He was sailing for England via Canada in ten
days. If | wished to save my wretched carcass, | must sail with him. He had business in Canada which
would detain him six weeks. | should spend these six weeks in the "Rockies." | should take the sulphur
baths at Banff (of which more anon). The fever would leave my body, and | should land in Liverpool
and be restored to my parents in the same state of healthy and seraphic innocence in which | had left
them.

To meit seemed a complicated decision. Coke made it delightfully simple. He took meto a Tokio
doctor who confirmed Coke's views about my salvation. He telegraphed both to my father and to my
uncle for the necessary funds for this new journey, and both lots of money---more than double what was
necessary for my needs---arrived three days |later. He was the perfect organiser, and, if | qualify the
perfection later, | cast no reflection either on his merits or on my own gratitude. If | were dictator of
England at this moment, | should make him Earl of Leicester and |eader of the House of Lords. He
would soon find the necessary means of reinvigorating that palace of somnolence or, failing in histask,
he would, like Samson, remove it on his broad shoulders and deposit it gracefully in the Thames.

Having paid thistribute to my rescuer, | must return to the narrative of my voyage. Everything worked
out according to plan. Crossing the Pacific, | shivered and suffered tortures from ague. But at last |
began to take nourishment without ill effects. | could even watch with zest a British admiral (long since
dead) indulging in deck hockey with that ferocious youthfulness which makes us at once the envy and
the laughing-stock of foreigners. When we arrived at VVancouver, | was introduced to Robert Service and
for the first time for months the blood came back to my cheeks. | was a shy youth and could still blush,
and Service, then at the height of his fame, was the first British author | had met. He gave me
autographed copies of his"Songs of a Sourdough,” and his "Ballads of Cheechako." Today, with the rest
of my books, they are doubtless gracing the shelves of a Bolshevik library unless, which is highly
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probable, they have been burnt by the Moscow hangman as imperialistic effluvia and, therefore, noxious
to the Moscow nostrils.

In the smoking-room of the C.P.R. Hotel | heard delirious conversation about speculators in real estate
who had made millionsin anight, leaving in their trail aruin which has lasted to this day. There, too, for
thefirst time | heard the name of Max Aitken, who, having fought and beaten the millionaires of
Montreal, had gone to seek new fields of conquest in England. It is atribute to the honesty of my
romanticism, if not to the soundness of my judgment, that at that moment Max Aitken meant nothing to
me and Robert Service a good deal.

Bethat asit may, | read Service's books, had adrink with him, and sniffed the Canadian air. The
combined effort cured me of my infatuation for Amai and made me turn my eyes towards the West. And
so to Banff.

Patriotism is the most abused of al sentiments. In its best sense it expresses an animal instinct of self-
preservation. Initsworst it is tainted with material interests and such sordid things as money and self-
advancement. In the Englishman it manifestsitself in adumb contempt for everything that is not
English. The Scot has a more practical patriotism. His contempt for foreigners includes the Englishman,
but is carefully concealed. Hisjingoism is confined to cheering Scotland at Twickenham. Itisracial
rather than local. It concerns Scotland hardly at all. Its aim isthe glorification and self-satisfaction of the
Scot in whatever part of the globe the impulse of self-advancement drives him.

Thereis, however, another form of patriotism which may be truly expressed as love of country. Thisis
the actual love which isin every man for the place in which he was born and brought up. It may be
inspired by vanity, by the desire to see himself reflected again in the glory of hisyouth. It is especialy
strong in the man who has been brought up in beautiful surroundings, but it affects even the man from
Wigan. It is strongest of all in the Highlander.

Banff with its glorious background of fir and pine was to me the first breath of returning life. Rarely
have | felt so homesick, and this outpost of Scotland was already half-way home. The Rockies were
grander than the Grampians, but they were like the Grampians. The Bow River made a substitute for the
Spey. The village itself was named after a Scottish town not twenty miles away from the scenes of my
own early youth. | took Banff to my heart. | hired alaunch and explored the Bow River (alas! | was still
too weak to fish) and | visited the cold waters of Lake Louise and Lake Minnewanka. | talked with the
Indians in the settlement. | discovered Parkman and read him voraciously. | devoured stories of Soapy
Smith and the other brigands of the trail of '98. Klondyke was still on every one'slips. In every township
one found the scarred and frost-bitten victims of the gold rush. It was an age of romance---sordid enough
when one looked beneath the surface, but in the luxurious comfort of a C.P.R. Hotel no one wanted to
look. Motor-buses had not yet made the highways hideous. There was no army of American tourists to
fill the mountain air with their discordant rapture. Dangerous Dan McGrew was at any rate true to life
and "Soapy" himself a nearer descendant of Dick Turpin than Al Capone. Above all, the mountain
passes lit by the Arctic moon were a more fitting setting for romantic crime than the searchlights and
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machine-guns of the underground fastnesses of Cicero.

If it istrue that man creates his own atmosphere, Nature can make or mar the process, and in Banff
Nature was a powerful aly. | bathed myself in the romance of the Far West and felt better. | was now to
bathe in amore literal sense.

Ned Coke was the agent of my undoing. My health was his constant preoccupation. My progress
towards recovery delighted him, and, rightly, he took full credit for it. Unfortunately, he was unable to
leave well alone. He had the mind of a prospector, and he was always seeking new fields of exploration.
At Banff there were famous sul phur baths---open-air baths situated some 1,000 feet above sealevel. |
had spent three years in an unhealthy climate amost on the equator. | was suffering from as had an
attack of malaria as mortal man could withstand and, if the desire to live had returned, death had not yet
relaxed his grip on my enfeebled body. Common-sense might have pointed out to me the folly of
bathing in the open air in a high and cooler atitude. | had, however, little common-sense and less will-
power, and Coke was an experimentalist. He found an ally in the hotel doctor----a young enthusiast, who
was impressed by Coke's persuasiveness and wished to share in the credit of the discovery of sulphur as
asovereign cure for malaria. Perhaps my faith was not as strong as Naaman's. At any rate | bathed in
Banff's Jordan. | stayed in the bubbling sulphur the requisite number of minutes ordained by Coke and
his McGill University admirer. Unaided, but with chattering teeth, | returned to the hotel; within ten
minutes my temperature had risen to 103. | retired to bed. My friends piled blanket after blanket on top
of me. An hour later my temperature had risen another point. Gasping and half-delirious, | raved for
quinine. Prompted by Coke, the doctor gave me five grains of quinine and five grains of aspirin. Then
they both withdrew to |leave me to sleep. Fortunately, they left the bottles on my night-table. | made a
sign to Harry Stephenson, who had remained with me, and Harry gave me fifteen grains more of both
the quinine and the aspirin. For four hours | tossed in my delirium, half-way between life and death. And
then the sweat broke. | dripped through my sheets. | dripped through my mattress. My bed was like a
pool. But my temperature was down, and, limp and weary, | changed beds and slept myself back to life.

The rest of my homeward voyage was accomplished without incident. | stayed a week in Quebec, read
the "Chien d'Or," scaled the heights of Abraham and dreamed those first dreams of Empire which were
afterwards to make me awilling disciple of the policy of Lord Beaverbrook. The seeds of my Canadian
visit bore fruit in 1916, when | was the first Englishman to celebrate Empire Day in Russiain afitting
and official manner.

The only fiasco was the actual home-coming itself. If the blue skies of the Canadian autumn had
restored some of my former vigours, the fogs of Liverpool brought areturn of my malariaand with it a
fresh access of that moral cowardice which in moments of crisis has always been my banein life.

| returned to the bosom of my family who were then rusticating in the Highlands. There was, however,
no fatted calf for the returning prodigal. My mother welcomed me, as mothers will always welcome
their first born, that isto say, with gratitude to God for my escape from death and with sorrow for the
disappointment of her fondest hopes. My father, himself the most austere of moralists, has always been
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tolerance itsalf in his attitude towards others. No word of reproach fell from hislips. | am, however, on
my mother's side, a member of the Clan Gregarra, and until her death our family world moved on the
axis of my grandmother---an Atlas of awoman who supported on her broad shoulders a vast army of
children and grandchildren. She was a woman cast in the Napoleonic mould ---an avatar of the old
Highland Chieftains whose word was law and whose every whim a command which had to be fulfilled.
She supported the clan with a generosity which israre in these days, but the business of the clan was her
business, and woe betide the scapegoat whose delinquencies were brought to her notice by any other
members of the family than the offender himself.

She was arigid and austere Presbyterian who ruled her ministers with the same iron rod with which she
ruled her family. Nor was she tolerant of clerical opposition. On one occasion the elders of the Speyside
congregation over which she presided dared to select as parish minister a candidate against whom she
had turned her face. Her anger was as sharp as her decision. She deserted the church where her ancestors
were buried, and half amile away set up at her own expense a new church and a new manse for the
candidate whom she herself had approved. Not until the offending minister had passed away did she
relent. Then her repentance was as magnanimous as her anger had been petty. Her own church was
joined to the old church and converted into afree library and concert hall. The manse was sold for the
benefit of the parish, and she herself returned to the family pew in which she had sat in judgment on so
many sermons. Today her remains repose on the banks of the Spey beside those massive granite
boulders of which she herself had been in life the living embodiment.

She was a great woman, but like most Presbyterians she worshipped material success. At the time of my
return she had made a vast paper fortune out of her plantations in the Malay States. In Edinburgh she
was re-christened the Rubber Queen, and the flattery had gone to her head like new wine. Already she
saw herself controlling the Stock Exchange. Her financial success was the reward of her own foresight
and business acumen. She refused to see anything exceptional in this most exceptional of booms and,
heedless of the warnings of her brokers, she continued to buy rubber shares on afalling market Within a
few years her fortune had dwindled to proportions incommensurate with her scale of expenditure.

At that moment, however, her star was in the ascendant. Planters are not renowned for their intellectual
attainments. Y et every planter had made money out of the rubber boom. |, who had been a scholar, had
failed to profit by my golden opportunities. This was the measure of my business capacity in her eyes. |
was afool.

There was worse to come. The news of my moral delinquencies had preceded my arrival. There had
been gossip. My uncle had been accused of neglecting me, and, if he was too good a sportsman to bother
to defend himself, other relatives in the Malay States had undertaken the task for him. The shadow on
my grandmother's face, when she greeted me, was the shadow of Amai.

Every day | was made to feel myself amoral leper. | was dragged to church. If the sermon was not
actually preached at me, it was interpreted in that sense afterwards by my grandmother. The scarlet
woman was conjured up before my eyes on every conceivable occasion. | was too weak to fish or shoot.
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Instead, | went motoring with my grandmother. Every drive was the occasion for alecture. Every scene
of my boyhood was recalled and pointed to adorn amoral tale. | wastold to lift up my eyesto the hills,
until even my beloved Grampians became a plague-spot and a canker of self-torture. To thisday | hate
the right bank of the Spey, because that year my grandmother's shoot was on that bank.

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

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

CHAPTER SIX

Partial recovery, however, did not solve the question of my existence. The malaria had left me with an
impaired will-power and an unhealthy morbidness. If a certain amount of morbidity in the thoughts of a
young man is normal, the lack of will-power, which is a characteristic reaction of tropical fevers, is
serious and not easily remedied. | had no ambitions of any kind. In a delightfully vague manner | desired
to be an author. | was given a specia room in my father's home and there | sat through the winter,
writing sketches of Eastern life and short stories with morbid settings and unhappy endings. | engaged in
desultory correspondence with various literary agents. At the end of six months | had succeeded in
placing one short story and two articles. My receipts were smaller than my postage hill.

And then one May morning my father sent for me. There was nothing peremptory about the command,
no reproach in what he said. He talked to me---as | hope | shall be able to talk to my own son when his
turn comes---suggesting rather than ordering, studiously safeguarding my sensitiveness, solicitous only
of my welfare even if that welfare entailed more sacrifices and more self-denial on his part. He pointed
out to me what many others have pointed out before: that literature was a good crutch, but scarcely a
pair of legs, that | did not seem to be making much headway, and that security of occupation was the
master-key to happinessin life. At twenty-three | wastoo old for most government examinations. There
was, however, the general Consular Service. It was a career in which my knowledge of foreign
languages would reap their full benefit and which would give abundant scope to my literary ambitions.
Had not Bret Harte and Oliver Wendell Holmes been members of the American Consular Service? In
slow and measured sentences my father expounded the pleasures of alife of which he knew less than
nothing. Then, like the Fairy Godmother, he produced his surprise packet---a letter from John Morley
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announcing that he had been able to procure for me a nomination for the next examination. Y ears before,
my grandfather, a staunch Conservative and one of the earliest Imperialists, had opposed Morley at
Arbroath, and such is the sporting spirit of English political life that twenty years afterwards the great
man had seen fit to bestir himself on behalf of the grandson of the defeated candidate.

Before this new onslaught of my father's kindness, my defences broke down. Doubtless, his manner of
dealing with arecalcitrant and self-indulgent offspring was too gentle. But | have studied at close hand
the methods of the stern, relentless father, and the results have brought neither happiness to the parent
nor discipline to the children. If, viewed from the angle of material success, my life has been afailure,
my father has the consolation that in aflock of six | have been the only black sheep and that to al of us
he has remained not only awise counsellor but a friend and companion from whom not even the most
shameful secret need be withheld.

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

Before | could enter the precincts of Burlington House there were certain formalities to be fulfilled.
Almost immediately | had to undergo a personal inspection by a committee of Foreign Office
inquisitors. Dressed in my most sombre suit, | travelled to London, made my way to Downing Street,
and was piloted into along room on the first floor of the Foreign Office, where some forty or fifty
candidates sat waiting their turn in various degrees of nervousness. The procedure was simple but
tedious. At one end of the room there was a large door before which stood a Foreign Office messenger.
At intervals of ten minutes the door would open, an immaculately dressed young man with a sheet of
paper in his hand would whisper to the messenger, and the messenger, clearing his throat, would
announce in stentorian tones to the assembled innocents the next victim's name.

By the time my turn came the room was nearly empty and my nerves had gone back on me. | wasin
agony lest there had been some mistake and my name had been forgotten. | saw myself forced into
making some sheepish explanation. Only terror lest my boots should creak prevented me from tiptoeing
to the messenger to set my doubts at rest. Then, just when | had given up hope, the frock-coated
messenger raised his voice, and this time the rafters re-echoed with the name "Mr. Bruce Lockhart."
With flushed face and clammy hands | crossed the threshold of my fate and passed into the inner temple.
My mind was a blank. My carefully rehearsed answers were completely forgotten.

Fortunately, the inquisition was less formidable than the waiting. In anarrow oblong room six senior
officials sat at along table. For amoment | stood before them like a prize bull at a cattle show
undergoing the scrutiny of six pairs of bespectacled or bemonocled eyes. Then | was told to take a seat
on the other side of the table. Again there was a pause while the inquisitors rustled with their papers.
They were extracting my curriculum vitae---that record of suppressio veri and suggestio falsi which like
the questionnaire of an insurance company every candidate is obliged to produce before he can present
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himself for examination. Then, with the politeness of Stanley addressing Livingstone, the chairman
smiled at me benevolently: "Mr. Lockhart, | presume,” and, before | knew where | was, | was being
guestioned about my experiences as arubber planter. | imagine most of the inquisitors were interested
personally in the rubber market. At al events | underwent arapid cross-fire of questions about the merits
of different shares. As my knowledge was greater than that of my examiners, my confidence returned,
and | expanded with volubility and authority on the dangers and possibilities of the Malayan Eldorado. |
hope they took my advice. It was inspired with caution derived from the experiences of my own
overoptimistic relations.

Then, just when | felt completely at my case, | was brought back to earth with a sudden bump. Hitherto |
had been playing the schoolmaster to a band of attentive and enthusiastic schoolboys. Now the roles
were to be suddenly reversed. Across the smooth plains of this pleasant and entirely satisfactory
conversation came an icy blast from a stumpy little man with awrinkled forehead and iron-grey
moustache.

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

My knees rocked. Had the omniscience of the Foreign Office already discovered the escapade of Amai?
It had been glossed over in my testimonials. It did not figure in my curriculum vitae. The speaker was
Lord Tyrrell---at that time plain Mr. Tyrrell---and there and then, with an instinct which has rarely
played me false, | registered him as a potential enemy. With an effort | pulled myself together.

"I had avery bad attack of malaria," | said. And then | added feebly: "but I'm playing 'rugger’ again
now." This afterthought was a happy inspiration. A sportsman with a monocle and the lean spare figure
of an athlete came to my rescue.

"Areyou arelation of the Cambridge googly bowler?* he asked. (My brother---a double Blue and
"Rugger” International ---was then at the height of his athletic fame.)

"Heismy little brother,” | said simply. And with that password | received the officia blessing and
passed out again into the sunshine.

So far so good. There remained, however, the more serious obstacle of the written examination. The
more | considered my chances, the less | liked them. In that year of grace there were only four

vacancies. The number of registered candidates exceeded sixty. Practically al had been preparing for the
examination for several years. Several had been in the first twenty the previous year. Half a dozen had
taken first-class honours at Oxford and Cambridge. | had done no scholastic work of any kind for three
years. Now | had only ten weeks in which to prepare myself for an examination, which not only was
highly competitive, but which included among its obligatory subjects, law and economics. Of law | had
not read a single line. Political economy was to me an occult and mysterious science. Truly, indeed, the
outlook seemed hardly worth the effort.
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My father, however, was enthusiastically optimistic. | transferred myself to London and entered the most
successful "crammer" of those days. The experience plunged me into even deegper gloom. For one long
week | attended my classes with unfailing patience and punctuality. The other candidates were finishing
off where | was beginning, and the lectures on law and political economy---doubtless, admirably given,
but intended rightly for advanced students---were sheer waste of time. My despair roused me to action,
and | took arapid decision. | wrote to my father and told him that | must leave the "crammer” and that |
proposed taking my chance on the other subjects and engaging the services of the law coach and the
political economy coach for private tuition. My father agreed to the extra expense. As my feesfor the
term had been paid in advance, the "crammer" authorities made no objection.

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

My plan of campaign involved three hours a day with my coaches and whatever work | chose to do by
myself. There were, however, disturbing distractions. An uncle, who after ten years of incessant |abour
had made a fortune, had come to London to enjoy himself. He had fallen in love with a charming South
American who required a chaperon. He required some one to engage the attentions of the chaperon, and
the most tractable and easily managed some one was myself. He made me give up my modest rooms in
Bayswater and took meto live with him in his hotel. Every evening we dined en partie carrée, went to a
theatre and then to supper at the Ritz or the Carlton. It was scarcely the best preparation for a sadly
unprepared candidate, but with the supreme egotism which characterises most successful business men
my uncle had no idea of the harm he was doing. On the contrary, he hounded me off to my coaches
rooms every morning and informed me that if | failed to pass | should be cut out of hiswill. I laughed
and continued to drink his champagne. He has since married twice, and the chances of my heritage have
been wrecked, partly on the quicksands of my own follies, but mainly through the arrival into this world
of four flourishing cousins, who are young enough to be my own children. In the intervening years,
however, he has rewarded my chaperonage a thousandfold, and today, but for my reckless extravagance,
the sum total of his generosity would he yielding me an income of some five hundred pounds a year.

In this spirit of preparation | approached that fatal first week in August when with a strange lack of
consideration the Civil Service Commissioners unfold the doors of Burlington House to the youthful
hopes of the nation. | give a detailed account of the proceedings for the benefit of those pedagogues who
believe in the futility of all examinations. In my own experience they will find an ample justification for
their theories.

When on that Monday morning | took my place in. the queue of perspiring candidates, my prospects
were so poor asto relieve me personally of all anxiety. The disadvantages of my unpreparedness were
obvious. Against them | could set two advantages: | was more of a man of the world than my fellow-
competitors and, having, as | thought, no chance, | had no nerves. | had perhaps one other advantage and
certainly one enormous piece of luck. That summer was the hottest summer England had experienced
for many years, and | liked heat. That year, too, for the first time an essay was included in the French
and German papers---an innovation which had escaped the vigilance of the "crammers" and which |eft
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the candidates to their own slender resources. In the choice of subjects for the French essay was included
Kipling'stag of "East is East and West isWest." | fastened on it eagerly, drawing on my Malayan
experiences and paraphrasing whole pages of Loti which | knew by heart. | enjoyed that examination,
feeling completely at my case in the face of a new adventure. My one embarrassment was the paper on
political economy. There were ten questions of which we had to answer not more than six.
Unfortunately, my knowledge embraced only four. There was, however, one question on which | was a
minor expert. | wrote pages on it, scribbled short and non-committal answers to the three other
guestions, and then added a polite footnote to the effect that two hours was too short atime in which to
answer a paper of this nature.

On the Thursday evening, having completed my written papers, | said goodbye to my coaches, who had
worked with me every night of the examination. Aswe shook hands, my German mentor handed me a
sealed envelope.

"You will openit,” he said, "on the day the result is declared. The envelope contains my prophecy of the
successful candidates. | am rarely wrong."

As soon as he had gone, | opened the letter. He had placed me fourth, and in celebration of a joke which
was truly "kolossal" | dined at the Carlton and went to the theatre.

There remained only the oral examination on the next day to complete my ordeal, and | considered | was
entitled to some relaxation. Nevertheless, the oral examination was nearly my undoing. My German oral
was at ten in the morning. | do not know if my late night was to blame, but with the German examiner |
lost my head. He was altogether too suave and too enticing. Before | knew where | was, he had drawn
me into a conversation about Malaya. From that starting point he proceeded to question me, for hisown
edification, on the different processes of tapping rubber. Even in English thisis atechnical and difficult
basis for an ordinary conversation. In aforeign language it was frankly impossible, and, although my
knowledge of German was considerable, | knew that | had made a failure of my German oral. | left the
room cursing myself for my stupidity and determined not to be caught again in the same manner. When |
came out into the sunlight, | was in aquandary. My French oral---the climax of my week's ordeal---was
not until five o'clock in the afternoon. All my friends had left for Scotland or the Continent. How was |
to fill in the long blank between eleven and five? | hesitated and then stepped boldly across the street.
Opposite Burlington House was the "Bristol Bar," the favourite haunt of the foreign women who
frequented the London of the pre-war days. Stimulating my courage with a sherry and bitters, | made the
acquaintance of two elderly but extremely voluble Pompadours. | gave them a free luncheon and free
drinks, in return for which they talked French with me. | went for an hour's walk in the Green Park and
returned at three thirty for more alcohol and more French. By quarter to five my volubility was immense
and my accent almost perfect. Then at five minutes to five | walked steadily across the road for my
French oral.

Once again, like a convict with awarder, | was kept waiting in the long corridor until the examiner's cell
was free. Thistime, however, all trace of nervousness was gone, and | entered the room with the courage
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of a seasoned veteran. A mild-looking professor with pince-nez and a drooping moustache looked up
from his desk and placed the tips of hisfingers together.

"Can you tell me the name of the French Dreadnought recently launched at Brest?' he asked.
| shook my head and smiled.

"No, gir," | said with afine precision. "l do not know and | do not care. | have only half an hour in which
to prove to you that | know French aswell asyou do. Let me talk of other matters.”

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

"You are Professor S-----," | said, "and last week | reviewed a book of yours in the Maitre Phonétique.”

My conduct was a breach of the anonymity which is supposed to be enjoyed by all Civil Service
examiners, and the Professor promptly reproved me without admitting or denying the accuracy of my
identification. The damage, however, had been done. The conversation had been turned to phoneticsin
which science | was an expert and he only a beginner, and from that moment | was safe. For long past
the regulation period the Professor continued to be absorbed in our conversation. | had wound up the
main spring of hisinterest, and, when finally | said goodbye to him, | knew that, however badly | had
done in German, my French oral had been a brilliant success.

CHAPTER SEVEN

THAT night | left for the Highlands, and for the next four weeks | led a pleasant existence fishing in the
Spey and shooting my grandmother's grouse. As September approached, | experienced vague pangs of
uneasiness. | had prepared my parents for the disappointment which | had assured them was bound to
come. My pessimism did nothing to relieve their anxiety about my future. My grandmother, in
particular, continued to regard me as a scapegrace, who had no right to the good things of life. If | took a
second glass of port at dinner, | was sure to find her reproving eye fixed upon me. | lived in an
atmosphere of apprehensive disapproval and, resigning myself to an inevitable return to rubber-planting
and the East, | endeavoured to extract as much enjoyment as | could from these last opportunities of
luxury in much the same spirit as a condemned man eats a hearty breakfast before his execution.

Then on September 2nd, that blessed day which saw my birth, | went into the neighbouring town to play
around of golf. As| was putting on the third green, | was disturbed by awild yell. | looked up from my
ball and saw my two young brothers careering on bicycles across the mountainous slopes of our
Highland course. Norman, who was later to die glorioudly at Loos, had disappeared into a ditch. His
front wheel was buckled, but his face was radiant with excitement. He waved a paper triumphantly in the
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"You'rein," he gasped breathlessly. "You're first!"

| took the paper from his hands. It was true. There it stood in black and white: first, R. H. Bruce
Lockhart. | studied the cold marks sheet. | wasfirst by seventeen marks. Fifty marks covered the first
four candidates. | had done badly in German which was by far my best subject. | had qualified by one
mark in the mathematical paper. | was second in law and first in political economy. | had collected thirty-
five more marks in French than any other candidate. | had received ninety-nine marks out of a hundred
for my French oral. The Pompadours had doneit. | do not know if they are till aive. | never discovered
even their Christian names. But for such damage as | have inflicted on the might, maesty and dominion
of the British Empirein my official capacity, they---and they alone---must bear the full responsibility.

| abandoned my game and returned home to announce the glad tidings to my parents. They had recently
celebrated their silver wedding, and most of my numerous relations had assembled in the neighbourhood
for the event. Great, indeed, was my welcome. Never before or since have | felt so completely virtuous.
An unstamped envelope, bearing the inscription "On His Majesty's Service," had wrought a lightning
metamorphosis in my existence, and overnight | had passed from the ranks of the ne'er-do-weelsinto the
Vahalla of heroes. My grandmother took me to her ample bosom and with the infallibility of the truly
great announced firmly that she had always believed in my success. She sent for her bag. She sent for
her spectacles. And, there and then, she wrote me out a cheque for one hundred pounds. Her example
was contagious, and that afternoon | collected nearly two hundred poundsin tips. A few days later, with
my winnings still intact, | left for London in order to enter upon my official duties at the Foreign Office.

In that year of grace the Foreign Office was avery different place from what it istoday. Then it
combined space with elegance and ease. Now it is a rabbit-warren overrun by bespectacled typists and
serious-looking and rather badly dressed young men. In 1911 there were still elderly gentlemen who
wrote fastidiously with quill-pens. A certain standard of penmanship and a minute attention to margins
were still demanded from youthful draft-writers. Otherwise, it was aleisurely and not unpleasant
existence, fortified by regular hours and an adequate luncheon interval. If the hours were longer than
Palmerston’'s comparison with the fountains of Trafalgar Square, "which played from ten to four," they
were not aweariness of the flesh. Nor were they devoted entirely to work. In the department to which |
was attached desk-cricket flourished under the skilful guidance of Guy Locock, today the presiding
genius of the Federation of British Industries.

The war and the industry of Lord Curzon have destroyed this calm backwater in the rushing river of life.
The corridors, where one used to play football with the Resident-Clerks, are now lined with heavy cases
of archives. Staffs have been doubled. Papers have accumulated to such an extent that the conscientious

official has to work late into the night in order to complete his daily task. The Foreign Office now works
longer hours than most business houses. It has become efficient and more democratic.

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

In those days the procedure with regard to ajunior vice-consul was as follows:. before proceeding to a
foreign post he was required to spend three months in the Consular and Commercia departments of the
Foreign Office. Except for the fact that it gave me an opportunity to know some of the clerksin the
office, it was sheer waste of time. In view of the official attitude towards trade, these two departments
were the most inefficient in the Foreign Office. The senior clerks, who ran them, were men who had lost
all ambition and who had abandoned hope of further promotion. They were the last stepping-stones to
honourabl e retirement and a pension.

As head of the new list of vice-consuls, | was sent for my period of probation to the Consular
Department. My "chief" was Lord Dufferin---a kind and generous man, who smoked countless cigarettes
and who looked---and, indeed, was---a sick man. His only exaction from his subordinates was neatness,
his only passion---red ink. My first fortnight in the office was sheer misery comparable only with one's
first fortnight at a public school. Nobody spoke to me. Every day at eleven | made my appearance,
dressed in the stiffest of white collars and the regulation short black coat and striped trousers. | minuted
afew letters from distressed British subjects abroad. Occasionally | wrote a draft demanding the
repayment of sums advanced by British consuls to stranded seamen. Once | had a minor thrill. A letter
arrived addressed to His Majesty, and beginning with the words "My dear King." It was from ayoung
English girl of seventeen who had taken a post with a Russian landowner in the Volga district. She was
miles from any railway station, and her employer was making love to her in a particularly violent and
disgusting manner. This pathetic cry from the wilderness was given to me to answer, and my gorge rose
with indignant emotion. | wrote a strong minute which was approved with commendable despatch. The
telegraph wires were set in motion. The intervention of His Mg esty's Ambassador was requested, and
within thirty-six hours the little lady was set free and despatched at government expense to her homein
Ireland. For the first time | had put my finger on the Empire's pulse. | had tasted power and felt duly
elated.

On the whole, however, there was little to do, and | was left severely alone. Every day | lunched alone at
the "Ship." | could not share my meals with Kaye, my consular colleague in the department, as we had
aternate luncheon hours. Occasionally, in the corridors | passed the silently great and greatly silent
figures of the Foreign Office hierarchy. Furtively, | studied their gait and their mannerisms: the long,
raking stride of Sir Edward Grey, the automatic energy of Sir Eyre Crowe, the graceful elegance of Sir
lan Malcolm, and the ponderous roll of Sir Victor Wellesley. They were, however, vague and awe-
inspiring shadows in my existence, and they gave me proper sense of my own insignificance.
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Gradually, as| came to know Guy Locock better, my lot improved. We lunched together. With Sir
George Buchanan and Harold Nicholson he was one of the few Wellingtonians in the Foreign Office. As
my brothers were playing for Marlborough, | took him to see the Wellington v. Marlborough "rugger"
match. We played golf together. | was admitted to desk cricket and became an expert. From him | learnt
the historical gossip of the office---wondrous tales of the practical jokes of Lord Bertie and of other
stalwarts of bygone days. In return, with my weakness for self-revelation, | told him the story of my life.
Our friendship progressed so rapidly that within afew weeks | was able to induce him to listen to the
Eastern sketches which | had written and which English editors had been foolish enough to refuse.
Doubtless, he found the performance more amusing than the writing of consular minutes.

This literary entertainment, provided of course during office hours, led to a strange turn in my fortunes.
In the ordinary course of events, after completing my six weeks in the Consular Department, | should
have been transferred to the Commercia Department, where | should have come under the tutelage of
Sir Algernon Law, afierce disciplinarian, of whom every youngster stood in awe. There had been,
however, a change in my own department. Lord Dufferin had fallen ill and had been replaced
temporarily by Don Gregory, who was then a junior assistant. In the meantime the Agadir crisis had
broken out, and, as the political departments were working at high pressure, our staff had been reduced
in order to provide extra help. One afternoon, as | was reading a particularly touching tale of a Catholic
missionary in the East to Guy Locock, Don Gregory came into the room. The word "Catholic" must
have caught his ear.

"What's this?' he said in his pleasant, rather fussy manner.
Guy explained.
"We have aliterary geniusin the office," he said. "He's reading us a story about a Catholic missionary."

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

"We are very short-handed," he said. "Y ou will gain nothing by going to the Commercial Department or
by going abroad too soon. | can arrange for you to stay here for a bit to help us out. When the time
comes for you to go abroad, | shall see that you will lose nothing by this arrangement in the selection of
your post.”

Of course | accepted. | was then still an Episcopalian, although my sympathies with Roman Catholicism
were aready strong. This, however, was enough. The generous, warm-hearted Don liked Catholics.
What was more important he seemed to like me, and | owe him the full measure of my gratitude. Asa
departmental official he had few equals, and from him | learnt much that was to benefit me in future
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years. He put me wise about official life abroad. He told me much about Rumania, where he had been en
poste, and about Poland, in whose fate he was deeply interested. He greatly stimulated my interest in
Russia, which even then he realised was to be the storm-centre of Europe. Then, one evening about
Christmas time, he summoned me to his room and showed me a despatch. It was an intimation from our
Ambassador in St. Petersburg announcing that the Russian Government had approved my appointment
as British Vice-Consul in Moscow.

"You will haveto leavein afortnight,” he said with asmile.

Moscow! Like aflash the Russia of Seton Merriman---the only Russial knew---passed before my eyes.
Adventure, danger, romance photographed themselves in my mind. But one thought dominated
everything. Moscow was Europe. It was only three days away from home. Six weeks ago, but for my
luckless Eastern manuscripts, it was athousand to one that like all new vice-consuls | should have been
sent to Colon or Panama, or at the best, to Chicago or Pittsburgh. Gratefully | faltered out my thanks,
and that night | left the office for good to rush home to tell the good news to my parents and to prepare
for my departure.

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

}_: Book Two: The Moscow Pageant

}_: Table of Contents
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R. H. Bruce Lockhart
British Agent

BOOK TWO

THE MOSCOW PAGEANT

"People pass. One has eyes. One sees them.”
---FROM THE FRENCH

CHAPTER ONE

MY arrival in Moscow coincided with the visit of the British Parliamentary Delegation, which, on the
invitation of the Russian Government, had descended upon St. Petersburg and Moscow in that January
of 1912. It was an imposing body, headed by the Speaker of the House of Commons. Lord Ampthill,
Lord Derby, and Lord Weardal e represented the Peers, General Sir James Wolfe Murray the Army, Lord
Charles Beresford the Navy, and four Bishops the Church. There were many others, and altogether the
delegation was about eighty strong. Attached to it in the capacity of interpreter was the inimitable and
indispensable Maurice Baring. By the time it had reached Moscow, severa of its members had fallen by
the way and had returned home. The hospitality of St. Petersburg had been too much for them. Now the
remaining Parliamentarians had to face the far greater ordeal of Muscovite hospitality---an ordeal which
| was to share to the full.

On my arrival at the Brest Station | was met by Montgomery Grove, my new chief. He wasin full
uniform and was just dashing off to the ballet for the gala performance in honour of the British visitors.
Instructing the porter how to deal with my luggage, he whisked me into a sleigh, drove meto the
Metropole Hotel, pushed a bundle of invitation cards into my hand, and, depositing me with the hall
porter, rushed away to keep his engagement.

A little bewildered but full of curiosity | proceeded to examine my new surroundings. The hotel was full
to overflowing, and the room reserved for me was on the top floor.

Most of my neighbours were women, gaudily painted and gaudily dressed, who, after discovering by
exhaustive telephone inquiries both my innocence and my modest purse, lost all interest in this new
arrival. In any case, even had they so wished, Vice-Consuls could not compete with the Russian
merchants of those days.
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As | walked through the hall to the restaurant, my first impressions were of steaming furs, fat women
and big sleek men; of attractive servility in the underlings and of good-natured ostentation on the part of
the clients; of great wealth and crude coarseness, and yet a coarseness sufficiently exotic to dispel
repulsion. | had entered into a kingdom where money was the only God. Y et the God of roubles was
more lavish, more spendthrift, less harsh, than the God of dollars.

The restaurant was a blaze of light and colour. The long high room was surrounded by a balcony on all
sides. Along the balcony were gaily lit windows and doors opening into the private rooms-known in
Russia as "kabinets' where, hidden from prying eyes, dissolute youth and debauched old age trafficked
roubles and champagne for gipsy songs and gipsy love. | do my beloved gipsies awrong. Their morals
were better than most people's. They kept themselves for themselves. The mercenary love to which |
refer was Austrian, or Polish, or Jewish.

The restaurant itself was a maze of small tables. It was crowded by officersin badly cut uniforms,
Russian merchants with scented beards, German commercial travellers with sallow complexions and
close-cropped heads. And at every table awoman, at every table champagne---bad champagne at twenty-
five shillings a bottle. At the hotel end of the room was a high balustraded dais, where an orchestra,
resplendent in red coats, crashed out a Viennese waltz with afrenzy which drowned the popping of
corks and the clatter of dishes and finally by its increasing furor subdued the conversation. And in alittle
pulpit for himself, the Mephistophelian figure of Konchik---Konchik, the leader of the orchestra,
Konchik, the prince of cabaret violinists, Konchik---by that strange law of Nature which decrees that
every leader in Russia shall be foreign---the Czech.

As| drank my first glass of vodka and for the first time ate caviar asit should be eaten---on awarm
"kalatch,"[NOTE: Kalatch: awarm roll with a handle like abasket.] | realised | was in anew world, in
which primitiveness and decadence lived side by side. Had an eldritch soothsayer appeared before me
and foretold that seven years later | should again be sitting in that hall, that | should be alone, divorced
from all my friends and surrounded by Bolsheviks, that in the place where Konchik was now playing
Trotsky would be denouncing the Alliesin my presence, | should have laughed her to scorn. Yet it was
here that in 1918, as the guest of Trotsky, | was to attend my first meeting of the Bolshevist Central
Executive Committee and that | was to shake hands for the first and only time with Stalin.

At that moment, however, al my thoughts were fixed on Konchik. The tumultuous wave of the "Blue
Danube" had died down. From a "kabinet" had come a command for "I do not speak to you'---that song
once sung by Panina, the greatest of all gipsies. At its plaintive minor chords the room hushed, while
Konchik, hiseyes amost lost in hisfat face, made his violin croon and sob and finally fade away in a
whisper of despair and unrequited love.

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

eyes.
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That first night in Moscow, however, he was aking in apalace of his own, and it was with praiseworthy
resolution (alas! | make vain resolutions every time | make a change of surroundings) but with natural
reluctance that | dragged myself to bed at eleven o'clock. | was well pleased with Moscow. The clear
star-lit snow, the crisp, dry cold, the jingle of the sleighbells, and the strange silence of the snow-banked
streets, had stirred my pulses. Now Konchik's music had provided me with a new sensation, blinding me
to the defects of alife which was to put both my health and my character to an impossible test. To be
strictly truthful, my early departure from the restaurant was not entirely due to a newly acquired sense of
duty. Knowing nothing of Russia, | had assumed that thick clothes would be necessary to protect me
from the cold. | had, therefore, invested in the thickest of woollen underwear. Asin winter the
temperature of the average Russian room approaches that of a Turkish bath, | suffered acute discomfort.
After that first night | put these offences away from me and have never worn them since.

For the next three days|| lived in aturmoil of entertainment. | did not even see the Consulate. Instead, |
followed modestly at the heels of the delegation, lunching now with this corporation, now with that,
visiting monasteries and race-courses, attending gala performances at the theatre, shaking hands with
long-bearded generals and exchanging stilted compliments in French with the wives of the M oscow
merchants.

On the third day thisfierce round of festivities was wound up with an immense dinner given by the
Haritonenkos, the sugar kings of Moscow. | describe it in some detail because it gives an amazing
picture of the Moscow which existed before the war and which will never come again.

The Haritonenkos' house was an immense palace on the far side of the river just opposite the Kremlin.

To meet the British delegates every official, every notable, every millionaire, in Moscow had been
invited, and when | arrived | found a throng like a theatre queue struggling on the staircases. The whole
house was a fairyland of flowers brought all the way from Nice. Orchestras seemed to be playing in
every ante-chamber.

When finally | made my way upstairs, | waslost in a crowd in which | knew no one. | doubt eveniif |
shook hands with my host and hostess. But at long narrow tables vodka and the most delicious
"zakuski," both hot and cold, were being served by scores of waiters to the standing guests. | took a glass
of vodka and tried several of the unknown dishes. They were excellent. Then an English-speaking
Russian took pity on my loneliness, and | had more vodka and more "zakuski." It was long past the
appointed hour for dinner, but no one seemed to be moving, and presently it struck me that perhapsin
this strange country the people dined standing up. | had another vodka and a second portion of reindeer
tongue. Then, when my appetite was sated, a footman came along and handed me a card with a plan of
the table and my own particular place, and afew minutes later a huge procession made its way to the
dining-room. | do not wish to exaggerate. | say truthfully that I cannot remember the number of courses
or the different varieties of wine which accompanied them. But the meal lasted till eleven o'clock and
would have taxed the intestines of a giant. My immediate neighbours were a Miss von Meck, the
daughter of arailway magnate, and Commander Kahovsky, the Russian flag-lieutenant who had been
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attached to Lord Charles Beresford.

Miss von Meck spoke excellent English, and under the warm glow of her unaffected volubility my
shyness soon melted. Before the meal was half-way through she had given me alightning survey of
Anglo-Russian relations, a summary of the English and Russian characters, athumb-nail sketch of every
onein the room, and a detailed account of all her own realised and unrealised desires and ambitions.

Kahovsky, however, seemed nervous and ill-at-ease. | was soon to discover why. During dinner he was
called away from the room and never returned. The next day | learnt that he had gone to the telephone to
speak to his mistress, the wife of a Russian Governor, who lived in St. Petersburg. They had been on bad
terms for some time, and with dramatic instinct she had chosen this moment to tell him that all was over.
Kahovsky had then pulled out his revolver and, still holding the receiver, had put abullet through his
brain. It was very sad, very Russian, very hard on Lord Charles Beresford, and by way of example a
little dangerous for a young and highly impressionable Vice-Consul.

Dinner having dragged itself to an end, we again went upstairs to another vast room, where a stage had
been erected. Here for over an hour Geltzer, Mordkin and Balashova provided us with a delightful ballet
divertissement, and Sibor, the leading violinist of the "Big Theatre" orchestra, played Chopin nocturnes
to us.

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

| can still visualise those "troikas' standing before the house: the fur rugs; the drivers, with tiny fur-
capped heads protruding from the immense folds of their "shubas," for al the world like Gargantuan
golliwogs; the beautiful horses straining at their bits; below us, the ice-bound river lit up like asilver
thread by the moon, and immediately before us the ghostly towers of the Kremlin standing out like white
sentinels before the starry camp of night.

We took our places-two of usto each troika. The drivers purred to their horses, and in a second we were
off. For four glorious miles we tore at breakneck speed through the deserted streets, up the Tverskaia,
past the Brest Station, past the famous night establishment of Y ar, out into the Petrovsky Park, until with
stinging cheeks and icicles on the drivers' beards we drew up before the miniature crystal palace which
Is"Streilna."
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Asinadream | followed the others through the Palm Court, which is the main part of the building, into
alarge pine. walled "kabinet," with aroaring wood fire burning in an open fireplace. The proprietor
rubbed his hands and bowed. The headwaiter bowed without rubbing his hands. A host of waitersin
white uniforms bowed still lower and moved silently to their various tasks. In afew seconds the room
was prepared for the great ritual. We guests sat at alarge table near the fire. Before us was an open space
and behind it a semi-circle of chairsfor the gipsies. The wine waiter brought the champagne, and then
Maria Nikolaievna came in followed by eight gipsies, four with guitars, and four girls, with eyeslike
sloes and sinuous graceful bodies. Both men and women were dressed in the traditional gipsy costume,
the men with white-brocaded Russian shirts and coloured trousers, the girls in coloured silks with ared
silk kerchief round their heads.

When | met her that night for the first time, Maria Nikolaievna was a plump, heavy woman of forty. Her
face was lined, and there was awistful sadnessin her large, grey eyes. In repose she looked an old and
lonely woman, but when she spoke the linesin her face vanished into smiles, and one realised the
Immense reserves of strength which she could call upon at will. The cynic will say that her task in life
was to collect foolish and preferably rich young men, to sing to them, and to make them drink oceans of
champagne until their wealth or their father's wealth was transferred from their pockets to her own.
Commonsense may seem to be on the cynic's side, but there was nothing cynical in Maria Nikolaievna's
attitude towards life. She was an artist---in her own way, a great artist---who gave full value for her
money, and her kindness and generosity to those who were her friends came straight from the heart.

That night | heard her sing for the first time, and the memory of those great deep notes, which are the
secret of the best women gipsy singers, will remain with me until | die. That night, too, | drank my first
"charochka" to her singing. For anoviceit israther atrying ordeal. A large champagne glassisfilled to
the brim. The gipsy singer places it on a plate and, facing the guest who isto drink the "charochka,"
sings the following verse:

"Like a scented flower
Breathing out perfume,
Bring the brimming glass;
Let usdrink atoast.

Drink atoast to Roman,
Roman, our beloved,

And until he drinks it down
Pour him out no more."

The last four lines are a chorus, which is taken up with increasing frenzy by the whole troupe. The singer
then advances towards the guest whom she is honouring, and holds out the plate to him. He takes the
glass, bows low, stands erect, and then drinks the bumper in one draught, replacing the glass upside
down on the plate to show that he has not left a drop.

It is an intimate ritual. Only the guest's Christian name is used, and, as there is no Robert in Russian,

http://www.gwpda.org/wwi-wwwi/BritAgent/BA02.htm (5 of 26)29.8.2006 17:02:37



R.H. Bruce Lockhart. British Agent. Book Two. The Moscow Pageant.

there and then Maria Nikolaievna christened me "Roman," which is the Russian equivalent, and Roman
or Rdmochka | have remained to my Russian friends ever since.

Maria Nikolaievna's art, however, was, as | discovered even then, on afar higher plane than the singing
of mere drinking songs. When she sang alone, her voice now passionate, now appealing, then sinking to
an infinite sadness, my heart melted. This gipsy music, in fact, is more intoxicating, more dangerous,
than opium, or women, or drink, and, although champagne is a necessary adjunct to the enjoyment, there
isaplaintiveness in its appeal which to the Slav and Celtic racesis aimost irresistible. Far better than
words it expresses the pent-up and stifled desires of mankind. It induces a delicious melancholy which is
half-lyrical, half-sensuous. Something thereisin it of the boundless width of the Russian steppe. It isthe
uttermost antithesis of anything that is Anglo-Saxon. It breaks down all reserves of restraint. It will drive
aman to the money-lenders and even to crime. Doubtless, it isthe most primitive of all forms of music,
somewhat similar in its appeal (may the spirit of Maria Nikolaievna forgive me for this sacrilegious
comparison) to the negro spirituals. And it isvery costly. It has been responsible for the bulk of my
debts. Y et tomorrow, if | had thousands and the desire to squander them, there is no entertainment in
New York, Paris, Berlin or London or, indeed, anywhere in the world, which | should choose in
preference to agipsy evening at "Streilna’ in Moscow or at the VillaRhode in St. Petersburg. It isthe
only form of entertainment which has never bored me and which, if | yielded to the temptation, | know
would never fail to charm.

It would be foolish of meto pretend that my appreciation of gipsy music began on that first evening or,
rather, early morning at " Streilna." Knowing not aword of Russian, | was, in truth, alittle bewildered. |
did not know my companions well enough to allow aloose rein to my Celtic temperament, and the heat
of the room and the sweet champagne made my head ache. | was, therefore, not sorry when at six in the
morning the party broke up, and we made our way home. Then it wasthat | discovered the innate
subtlety of the Russian. Both in St. Petersburg and in Moscow he has his places of amusement far
outside the town---not for any sinister or licentious purpose but merely in order that the drive back may
cure him of the after-effects of his carouse. There is no such thing as a pick-me-up in Russia. The crisp,
dry winter air isall the tonic that is necessary. By the time | had reached my hotel, | wasfit enough to
begin the evening all over again.

The Russia of those first three days of my Moscow lifeis gone for ever. | do not know what has
happened to Miss von Meck. In 1930 her father---an old man of nearly seventy---was shot by the
Bolsheviks as a dangerous counter-revolutionary. The Haritonenkos are dead. Their son is dead. Their
elder daughter now lives in atwo-roomed servantless flat in Munich. In 1930 she came over to England
to protest to Lord Thomson, whom she had entertained in Russia, against the purchase of her father's
house by the British Government. The house to-day is the headquarters of the British Embassy in
Moscow. It wasfirst confiscated by the Bolsheviks and then sold by them to His Mgjesty's Government.

The next afternoon, much to its own and everybody else's relief, the delegation left for England. It was
to have one more adventure before it quitted Russian soil. Asthe train, which bore them back to sanity,
drew into Smolensk late in the evening, a delegation of Russian clergy, headed by the local Bishop,
stood on the platform to welcome it. They had come with bread and salt to greet the English Bishops.

http://www.gwpda.org/wwi-wwwi/BritAgent/BA02.htm (6 of 26)29.8.2006 17:02:37



R.H. Bruce Lockhart. British Agent. Book Two. The Moscow Pageant.

They found drawn blinds and darkened carriages. The unfortunate English were sleeping off the effects
of ten days' incessant feasting. The Russians, however, were insistent. They had faced the cold to see an
English Bishop, and an English Bishop they would see even in his nightshirt. At last the train conductor,
more terrified by his own clergy than by the prospective wrath of the foreign strangers, woke up
Maurice Baring. That great man was equal to the occasion, and the denouement was swift. Poking his
head out of the window, he addressed the clergy in his best Russian.

"Go in peace," he shouted. "The bishops are asleep.” And then to clinch the matter, he added
confidentially but firmly: "They're all drunk."

CHAPTER TWO

| F the exotic gaiety of these first three days was enough to turn the head of any young man, the
departure of the British delegation soon brought me to my senses. The first sight of. the British
Consulate was a shattering blow. It wasin the Consul's flat in a shabby side-street and consisted of a
single room. There was no messenger, no door-keeper. The Consul's maid opened the door and, if she
was out, | took her place. Montgomery Grove was a kind and tolerant chief, but he was married, had
three children, was without private means, and in, an extremely expensive post was shamefully
underpaid. He was far poorer than the majority of the local British colony, which was composed mainly
of Lancashiremen engaged in the cotton industry. Fortunately, the work was not very arduous. Every
morning from ten to one | sat in the little ante-room which was the Consular office. Its sole furniture
consisted of two desks, abookcase, a safe, amap of Russia and three chairs. If there was more than one
visitor, Montgomery Grove fetched another chair from his drawing-room. | sat with my back to my
chief, licked stamps, and whacked a typewriter. For the first few weeks | spent most of my timein
translating commercial reports from the local German newspaper and in typing out copies of a
stereotyped application in Russian for the renewal of the "permis de s§our,” which was required by
every foreigner in Russia and which was furnished by the local Russian Passport Department. We had,
of course, no clerk. Such Russian correspondence as was necessary was done by Montgomery Grove.
Before | had been six weeks in the Consulate | was tipped by afat Russian merchant for opening the
outside door for him. Fear of hurting his feelings made me pocket the twenty copecks.

| had seen much of officia lifein the Malay States. Even the young cadets had their punkah-wallahs,
their clerks, their uniformed messengers. They sat, too, in luxurious offices and maintained a dignity
which was respected by the whole business community. In Moscow the representative of the British
Empire was housed in surroundings of which a Malayan Sanitary Board inspector would have been
ashamed. Montgomery Grove, who had been a dashing and good-looking officer in an Indian cavalry
regiment, must have felt his position keenly. He was not in a position to entertain the rich Muscovite
merchants and made no attempt to do so. He carried out his duties without complaint, was a pillar of the
local English church, and steered a careful and on the whole skilful course through the rough waters of
local British sectional interests and jealousies.
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To myself the complete insignificance of my own position was a salutary lesson in humility, and, once |
had recovered from the first shock, | accepted the situation with resignation and even managed to derive
amusement fromit. | had, of course, to leave my hotel. In those days a Vice-Consul with a salary of
£300 a year could not afford to live at the Metropole, and the week | spent there cost me more than my
first month's salary. Moreover, it was essential for me to learn Russian. Indeed, in the absence of an
interpreter, Montgomery Grove could not go on leave until | did. | therefore transferred myself, body
and baggage, to the bosom of a Russian family. Here, | must confess, | had an extraordinary stroke of
luck. Every year half a dozen English officers came to Moscow to study Russian for their interpreter's
examination. To meet their needs a certain number of Russian families specialised in teaching Russian.
Most of them were squalid middle-class homes with nothing to recommend them in the way either of
comfort or of intellectual uplift. By good fortune, the one family which had a vacancy at the time of my
arrival, was the Ertels, and to the Ertels by the grace of God | went.

Madame Ertel, the head of the house, was the widow of Alexander Ertel, the well-known Russian
novelist and afriend of Tolstoy. She was a plump and rather delicate little woman of about fifty, very
intellectual, with a keen interest both in literature and in politics, fussy in acrisis, but a born teacher. She
had alarge flat with an excellent library on the Vozdvizenka. The other inmates of my new home were
her daughter, a dark-eyed temperamental young girl more like an Italian than a Russian, her niece, tall,
good-looking and English in appearance, an Armenian student called Reuben Ivanovitch (his surname,
like Michael Arlen's, | can never remember), and awondrously old lady, who was known as
"babushka,"[NOTE: Grandmother] who rarely spoke, and who appeared only at meal times. Into this
new and modest existence | plunged myself with my usual enthusiasm and my genius for adaptability.
My afternoons were my own, except on rare occasions, and | devoted them exclusively to the study of
Russian. Every day | had alesson from Madame Ertel and her daughter, and under their skilful tuition |
made rapid progress. They did their best, too, to make me one of the family, and, although | fedl that at
times | must have been a sore trial to them, we never exchanged an unpleasant word.

Thiswas awholly delightful and instructive period of my Russian existence. Long before | had mastered
enough Russian to take part in the general conversation, | suspected that the Ertels were bitterly opposed
to the Tsarist form of Government, and that their sympathies were with the Cadets and Social-
Revolutionarim As my Russian improved (in four months | could speak with considerable fluency), my
suspicions were confirmed, and the knowledge that | was living in an anti-Tsarist stronghold gave a new
thrill to my life and an added zest to my Russian studies. The thrill became almost a fear when one day
over evening teal was introduced to a woman whose husband had been shot during the 1905 revolution.
| mentioned this episode to Montgomery Grove, who shook his head gravely and warned meto be
careful. Nothing untoward, however, happened to me through this association. Later | was to realise that
al the Moscow intelligentsia shared the Ertelian view.

The Ertels, in fact, were typical representatives of the intelligentsia. When at ten o'clock every evening
they assembled round the samovar, they would sometimes sit far into the night discussing how to make
the world safe by revolution. But when the morning of action came they were fast asleep in bed. It was
very harmless, very hopeless, and very Russian. But for the War and the antiquated inefficiency of the
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Russian military organisation, the Tsar would still be on his throne.

L et me create no false impression. My Russian friends were not obsessed by revolution. Politics, in fact,
were reserved for special occasions such as unhappy political anniversaries or some outrageous political
sentence in the Russian courts. At other times the conversation was stimulating and instructive.

Many writers came to the house: old friends of the late M. Ertel; young men with plays to read and
novels to place; painters, musicians, actors and actresses; and, much impressed, | worshipped at the feet
of al of them. It was at Madame Ertel's that | first met Olga Knipper, the widow of Tchekov and the
leading Moscow tragedienne. It was Madame Ertel who first took me to see a Tchekov play performed
by the Moscow Art Theatre players in that sober, solemn theatre where applause was forbidden and
where alate arrival was shut out for the whole act.

During this period my life was divided into two watertight compartments. one, Russian and unofficial,
and the other official and mainly English. My own preference was for the Russian and unofficial.
Occasionally, | dined out at the houses of local British residents. More rarely | attended an official
banquet at the German Consulate-General. | paid afew formal calls on my Consular colleagues, and
once or twice aweek | went to the local British Club at the Hotel National. Of the rich Russians whom |
had met during the visit of the British delegation, | saw nothing. Very soon | discovered that of Society
with abig Sin Moscow there was none. There was a small handful of nobles, who kept entirely to
themselves. The rich merchants formed a group of their own. The intelligentsia were accessible, but only
to those who were brought into their circle. Outside their business relations the English and the Russians
remained severely apart.

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

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

Now Oriechovo-Zuevo was one of the storm-centres of Russian industrial unrest, and as an antidote to
vodka drinking and political agitation among his factory hands Charnock had instituted "soccer"
football. His factory team was then champion of the Moscow L eague.

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

At first there was some feeling against me, but | never regretted my decision. Later, when | came to
know these Northcountrymen better, | realised what splendid fellows they were. As for the Charnocks,
they have remained my firm friends ever since, and | have always counted my football experiences with
the Russian proletariat as a most valuable part of my Russian education. | fear the experience was more
profitable to me than to my club. | was, in fact, hardly worth my place. Nevertheless, these league
matches were great fun and excited immense enthusiasm. At Oriechovo we played before a crowd of ten
to fifteen thousand. Except by foreign teams we were rarely defeated. Certainly, Charnock's experiment
was a complete success. If it had been adopted in other mills, the effect on the character of the Russian
working-men might have been far-reaching.

In my Russian football career | had only one exciting episode. This was in Moscow, when my factory
team were playing the champion team of Germany. In an encouraging spirit of fairplay the Russian
Football Association had invited a German to referee. The Germans were considerably bigger than our
men and used their weight with unnecessary vigour. In particular, the German right half was unduly
rough towards a young English schoolboy of seventeen---a nephew of Charnock and a brilliant
footballer---who was playing outside-left to me. When the German had bowled him over most unfairly
for the fifth or sixth time, | lost my temper and addressed him in language which | admit | should never
have used in England. In atrice the referee was on my tracks.

"Becareful,” he said in excellent English. "l heard what you said. If you use language like that again, I'll
send you off the field."

Thewords | had used were not so very bad. They were an invocation to the Deity to blast the German
and to consign him to the nethermost depths of Hell. But for a moment | shuddered. Like aflash | saw
headlines in the English Press: "British Vice-Consul sent off the Feld for Foul Language,” and |
apologised abjectly and profusely. | told the referee my fears after the game.

“If I'd known who you were," he said with alaugh, "I should have had you off without a warning."

During those first months of preparation there was one other influence which affected my life. Thiswas
my friendship with George Bowen, ayoung "gunner" who was studying Russian at the expense of the
War Office. On the whole, | saw little of the military interpreters. Bowen, however, was an exception.
He was a sandy-haired little man, very serious and intelligent, but possessed of a quiet humour which
rarely misfired. We became great friends and dined together at |east once aweek, when we found relief
from our laboursin comparing the idiosyncrasies of our Russian teachers. He was a hard worker and, as
we made a kind of gastronomic competition out of our Russian knowledge (whoever was first "'stumped"
by aword in the menu paid for the dinner), our association did little harm to our Russian studies.
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By June we had both been six monthsin Moscow and were able to talk together with considerable
fluency---and inaccuracy---in "pidgin” Russian. With characteristic self-consciousness we did not
practise these exercisesin the streets, but reserved them for the seclusion of the parks and forests. We
lived frugally and modestly, and only rarely did we permit ourselves to depart from the rigid economy
which under Bowen's influence even | had learnt to practise.

There were, however, lapses. One digression in particular, nearly brought disaster initstrain. In July my
chief and his family had departed to the "dacha’---a kind of summer bungalow outside the town, whither
all Russians, except the poorest, repair in order to escape the torrid heat of the Moscow summer. My
family had gone to the country, leaving me alone in the flat. Bowen was "en villégiature” with his
family in a"dacha." | was lonely and miserable but still firm in my newlyfound asceticism. Then one
afternoon George Bowen walked into my flat. The sky was like ink. A storm was rolling up from the
south and the heat, which had melted the pavement to a soft pulp, was stupefying. With flushed face
George threw his hat on my bed and sank into a chair.

"I'm fed up,” he said. "This dacha existence has defeated me. We have five grown-ups and three children
in four rickety rooms. The walls are as thin as paper. The bugs stop my sleeping. The dog issick daily in
my room. Vasili Vasilievitch snores, and today | caught Maria Petrovria picking sprouts out of the dish
with a hairpin. I'm through with Puritanism. Tonight, I'm going Berserk!"

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

We closed the windows and, coatless, lay back in our chairs. The sweat poured down George'sfacein
streams. My head ached. It was an hour of bitter agony not unmingled with fear.

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

Very deliberately we laid our plans. George would stay the night with me. We would dine at the
Hermitage. Later we would go to the Aquarium. No expense would be spared.

Cheque-book in hand, we walked down to Muir and Mirrie-lces---the Harrods of Moscow---and handed
in our cheques. Each was for twenty-five pounds---a month's salary for me and more for the rarely
reckless George. With trepidation we watched the cashier's face. Hitherto, we had never cashed more
than ten pounds. He paid without a moment's hesitation. In those days the credit of British officials
abroad was still unassailable.

Happy and irresponsible, we drove into the beautiful summer gardens of the Hermitage. We chose our
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sterlet from the fish-tank fountain. We dined as young men generally do dine, recklessly, incongruously,
sampling al the unknown Russian dishes and drinking more vodka and champagne than were good for
us. Our extravagance commanded a new attention from the white-robed waiters, while in our honour
Krysh, the dleek Jewish violinist, played al his English repertory to us. The dinner was a prolonged one,
and we finished up with cigars and Napoleon brandy at ten roubles a glass. The brandy was not good;
certainly, Napoleon never tasted it. But fools must learn their lesson by experience. In my case the
lesson was well mastered. Since that day Napoleon brandy has never tempted me.

It was at the Aquarium afew hours later that the great adventure befell us. This vast open-air amusement
park was presided over by a negro called Thomas---a British subject with whom the Consulate was
frequently at variance over the engagement of young English girls as cabaret performers. The
entertainment he provided consisted of a perfectly respectabl e operette theatre, an equally respectable
open-air music hall, a definitely less respectable verandah café-chantant, and the inevitable chain of
private "kabinets" for gipsy-singing and private carouses. We had strolled into the café-chantant rather
late and, taking the best box, had settled down to watch what even in our exalted state seemed a dreary
performance. The rapid succession of talentless singers and dancers, who showed themselves on the
stage for two minutes, smirked, and then rushed off to the dressing-room to change and join the tables
below, soon wearied us, and even the "Macaroni Man," who drank incredible quantities of champagnein
an incredibly short space of time, failed to relieve the gloom which was rapidly descending on us. Then
suddenly the lightsin the hall were dimmed. The band struck up an English tune. The curtain went up,
and from the wings a young English girl---amazingly fresh and beautiful---tripped lightly to the centre of
the stage and did a song and dance act. Her voice was shrill and harsh. Her accent was Wigan at its
crudest. But she could dance, as Moscow had never seen an English girl dance. The audience rose to her.
So did two young and suddenly refreshed Englishmen. The head-waiter was summoned. Pencil and
paper were demanded, and then after bashful meditation---it was a new experience for both of us---we
sent acombined note inviting her to join us in our box. She came. Off the stage she was not so beautiful
as she had seemed ten minutes before. She was neither witty nor wicked. She had been on the stage
since she was fourteen and took life philosophically. But she was English, and the story of her career
thrilled us. | expect our shyness and our awkwardness amused her.

We were not allowed to enjoy our conversation without interruption. A waiter brought in a note and
handed it to our guest. She read it, begged to be excused for a minute, and left the room. Presently, we
heard high words outside the door---a male Cockney voice predominating. Then there was a scuffle and
afinal "blast you." The door opened and was hurriedly shut, and with flushed face our Lancashire lady
returned to us. What was the matter? It was nothing. There was an English jockey---a mad fellow,
always drunk, who was making her life aburden and a misery. We expressed our sympathy, ordered
more champagne, and in five minutes had forgotten all about the incident.

We were not allowed to forget for long. An hour later the door was again thrown open. Thistime
Thomas himself appeared, followed by a policeman. Outside the door was a mob of waiters and girls
with scared faces. The negro scratched his head. There had been an accident. Would Missie go at once?
The English jockey had shot himself.
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Suddenly sobered, we paid our bill and followed the girl to the shabby furnished rooms across the road
where the tragedy had taken place. We were prepared for the worst-scandal, possibly disgrace, and our
almost certain appearance as witnesses at the inquest. For both of us the matter seemed terribly serious.
In the circumstances the best course seemed to be to take Thomas into our confidence. He laughed at our
fears.

"I will make that ol' right, Mistah Lockhart," he said. "Bless yo' heart, the police won't worry you----or
the English Missie either. They's sho' used to tragedies like this, and this one has been comin' fo' along
time."

He was right. Indeed, to any one who was not a political suspect, above all, to any one who had some
official rank, the Russian police showed a deference which, if generally reinforced by the concrete of
hard cash, was not without its advantages. Still, some days were to elapse before our fears were finally
allayed, and it was with grim forebodings that | awoke the next morning---or rather the same morning---
to hear George Bowen splashing in his bath and crying to the Heavensto tell him who was the fool who
said: "Joy cometh with the morning."

In that summer of 1912 | had the good fortune to see the Emperor twice---a rare opportunity in Moscow,
for the Tsar of all the Russias seldom visited the ancient capital. The city had too many tragic memories
for him, and the horror of the shambles of the Khodynka Field, where at his coronation celebrations
hundreds of peasants were crushed to death, was ever present in his mind. Moscow, too, was the centre
of Radicalism and, as such, was anathema to the Empress. On the first occasion, the Tsar came to unvell
the statue to his father, the Emperor Alexander I11. It was a strictly official ceremony, attended only by
the nobles, the military and civil heads of departments, and a selected number of the leading merchants.
| remember the visit for two reasons: first, because for weeks before the Moscow police had pestered us
and, indeed, all the Consular Corps with idiotic questions regarding the political reliability of our various
nationals who lived anywhere near the route along which the Emperor was to pass, and, secondly,
because on his way to the Kremlin the Tsar stopped at the spot where the Grand Duke Serge had been
murdered, and knelt down alone on the cobbled stones and prayed. | could not help wondering what
thoughts must have flashed through the mind of this least-to-be-envied of monarchs, as he knelt on the
spot where the human debris of his uncle had once stained the ground. Boris Savinkoff, who had
planned the Grand Duke's murder, was then in exile. He was to come back again in 1917, to become
Minister of War in the Kerensky Government, to seek refuge once more in exile on the advent of the
Bolsheviks, and to return finally on that sinister and still unexplained mission when he cast hislot with
the present rulers of Russia only to throw himself or. to be thrown to his death from a Kremlin window
close to the spot where the Grand Duke met his fate. The occasion of the Emperor's second visit was the
centenary of Borodino and the liberation of Russia from the yoke of Napoleon. This time the celebration
was a national one and strikingly impressive in the demonstration of loyalty it aroused. Never have |
seen afiner body of men than the Cossack troops who formed the Emperor's bodyguard. Well may the
pre-war foreign military attachés be forgiven for over-estimating the military power of Russia. Yet the
real symbol of Russids strength was the frail bearded figure with the strange, wistful eyes, who rode at
the head of his troops and whose feeble shoulders seemed incapable of supporting the mantle of
autocracy which, like a shroud, hung over them. Even on that day, when revolution was far from most
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men's minds, the Tsar inspired pity and sympathy more than admiration. An Imperial visit was an ordeal
which, at any moment one felt might end in tragedy, and, as far as Moscow was concerned, every one
breathed a sigh of relief when the suspense was over and the Imperial train had left the city.

When the autumn came, | made another friend, who was to render me great services during my
apprenticeship in Moscow. Thiswas Michael Lykiardopoulos, the talented secretary of the Moscow Art
Theatre. "Lyki" was a strange, lovable creature; one-third Greek, one-third Russian, and one-third
English. His secretarial duties gave him afixed salary. Hisreal work in life was as a trandlator. He had
real literary flair, an excellent Russian prose style, and a quite remarkable knowledge of eight or nine
European languages. He knew most of the great writers of Europe and had translated their best works
into Russian. It was through him that | first met H. G. Wells, Robert Ross, Lytton Strachey, Granville-
Barker, Gordon Craig, Alastair Crowley, not to mention numerous hangers-ons of literature, who came
to Moscow to worship at the shrine of Russian art. In his spare time he acted as ballet critic for one of
the leading Moscow newspapers. He knew every onein the literary, artistic, and dramatic world of
Moscow, and through him, many doors, which otherwise would have remained closed. were opened to
me.

Poor "Lyki" During the war he ran our propaganda department in Moscow under my supervision---and
ran it very well. His temperament was far too volatile to give any value to his political judgment. A
Russian defeat depressed him almost to the point of suicide. The smallest victory drove him to the other
extreme. Towards the end of 1915 when he had made up his mind that Russiawas irretrievably ruined,
he made a hazardous journey on our behalf into Germany, travelling as a Greek tobacco merchant and
bringing back with him a mass of valuable information and a new optimism. The revolution finally
destroyed all his hopes and before the Bolsheviks had made their coup d'état he withdrew to Stockholm
and eventually to England. Like many Russian Liberals he became aviolent reactionary and spent most
of hisenergy in writing anti-Semitic articles for the English Press. He was a born journalist, living only
for the day, but his loyalty and his kindness to his friends were wonderful, and of all my Russian friends
(in spite of his mixed nationality | can never regard him as anything but Russian) he is the one whom |
miss most. He died in London in 1924.

CHAPTER THREE

AT theend of my first year in Russial returned to England to be married. Looking back on this
experiment from a disappointing and disillusioned middle age, | find my conduct in the highest degree
reprehensible. | had neither money nor position, and my prospects held out nothing more than a dreary
and penurious career in the worst-paid service in the world. My wife was an Australian called Turner.
Her grandfather had been the richest man in Queensland. On her father's death misfortune had overtaken
the estate, and her mother was unable to allow her more than a hundred or two ayear. My wife hersalf,
who was delicate, had been brought up in England and Switzerland. All her friends were rich or well to
do. She herself had been used to alife of luxury. To ask a girl who had been brought up in thisway and

http://www.gwpda.org/wwi-wwwi/BritAgent/BA02.htm (14 of 26)29.8.2006 17:02:37



R.H. Bruce Lockhart. British Agent. Book Two. The Moscow Pageant.

who was then only twenty-one to share with me alife of poverty in a semi-barbarous town like Moscow
was an effrontery for which thereis no excuse. It is atribute to her courage that she was able to adapt
herself so quickly to a situation which imposed so many hardships upon her. My marriage was a contract
from which | alone reaped any benefit.

Had | taken stock of myself at that time, | should have seen a young man of twenty-five, broad-
shouldered and broken-nosed with a squat, stumpy figure and a ridiculous gait. The young man's
character was a curious mixture of Lockhart caution and asceticism and Macgregor recklessness and self-
indulgence. Hitherto, the Macgregor had held the whip-hand over the Lockhart, and perhaps his chief
failing had been an all-too-Celtic tendency to confound licentiousness with romanticism. Such
accomplishments as he had---a good memory, afacility for languages, and a capacity for sudden bursts
of hard work---were largely nullified by alazy tolerance which always sought the easiest way out of any
difficulty, and by afatal disposition to sacrifice the future for the cheap applause of the moment. In
short, a still unformed and unattractive young man, whose self-consciousness at moments amounted
almost to adisease. Had any one told him that five years later he would be head of an important British
Mission at a crucial moment in his country's history, he would have smirked, put his head on one side,
and blushed with modesty.

This, | submit, is an accurate picture of myself as| was at the end of 1912. With marriage, however, my
life changed, and | made a serious effort to conform to the conventionalities of my new state. The result
was wholly beneficial. My night life was cast off, and around of irksome social duties took its place.
Intercourse with the British colony now became an obligation, and, as we were entertained, so we
entertained in return. | found, however, anew zest for work. | continued my Russian studies and, until
my wife learnt the language, | had to run the small flat we had taken, give ordersto the servants, and
superintend the household accounts. | read twice as much as when | was a bachelor. My knowledge of
Russian was now tolerably good, and there was the whole field of Russian literature to explore. | began,
too, to write for the English newspapers, not so much from any internal urge as from necessity. The
money was heeded in order to supplement our scanty income, and after alittle practice | found it not
difficult to earn. | rewrote and sold the short stories | had written in Malaya. | became afairly regular
contributor to the Morning Post and the Manchester Guardian, both of which newspapers were then
interested in sketches of Russian life, and | found aready home for more serious articles and even for
short stories in the numerous British reviews which then flourished. These literary efforts were written
under a pseudonym (in those days diplomatists and consuls were not allowed to write), but in my first
year as afree-lance journadlist | earned nearly £200, and by the time the war came and put a stop to these
activities, | was making a steady twenty-five to thirty pounds a month.

Nor did marriage interfere with my Russian friendships. On the contrary, it extended them. "Lyki" was a
constant visitor to our flat and requited our hospitality by bringing us into contact with the wide orbit of
his own literary, journalistic, and artistic world. At the end of my first eighteen monthsin Russial knew
most of the leaders of the Moscow intelligentsia.

This contact, necessitating asit did the constant discussion of politics, gave me my first interest in
foreign affairs. Through the Charnocks and other Englishmen connected with the cotton mills, | kept my

http://www.gwpda.org/wwi-wwwi/BritAgent/BA02.htm (15 of 26)29.8.2006 17:02:37



R.H. Bruce Lockhart. British Agent. Book Two. The Moscow Pageant.

finger on the pulse of industrial unrest. To complete my equipment as an intelligence officer there
remained only the nobility, the merchants---and the British Embassy---to conquer. With the Embassy in
St. Petersburg we had practically no contact. The German Consul-General might see his Ambassador
once amonth. French Consuls-General might reasonably hope to finish their careers as Ministers. But
between the two British services there was an impassable gulf which has not been satisfactorily bridged
to this day. Political reports from Moscow were not encouraged. Commercial queries were positively
discouraged. In the archives of the Moscow Consulate there is---or was---a letter from a certain British
Ambassador, which we used to pull out in moments of disgruntledness and which ran as follows: "Dear
Mr. ----- , Please remember that | am not here to be bothered with questions about trade.”

The inadequate equipment of the Moscow Consulate was not only a subject of grievanceto the
unfortunate Consular officers. It attracted the attention of British visitors, who were not slow to notice
that, of all the Great Powers, Great Britain was the only one which was not represented by a Consulate-
General. Invariably they expressed disgust, returned to England, and did nothing. There was one
exception. One wintry afternoon in 1913, when | was aone in the Consulate, there was aring at the
door. | sprang to my feet and admitted an elderly, well-dressed man with a beard who handed me his
card. His name was Tennant, and, although | did not realise it at the time, he was arelation of Mr.
Asquith, who was then Prime Minister. | took him into our dingy little room.

"Can | seethe Consul or the Vice-Consul?' he asked.
"The Consul isout," | replied. "I am the Vice-Consul."
He breathed heavily. The trudge up the three flights of stone stairs had shaken his wind.

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

"More like awater-closet than a Consul ate!”

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

The weeks, however, passed into months, and gradually | abandoned hope. When the summer came, we
shared a"dacha" with the Groves---alarge, roomy wooden house at Kosino beside a lake where there
were boats to row and pike and perch to catch. Thisrisky experiment opened with atragedy. My wife
had bought a new toy---a pedigreed French bulldog, called Pipo, who afterwards achieved immortality
by being painted by Korovin. Naturally, she took him to the "dacha." Although in the Moscow flat he
was as good as gold, hisfirst night in the country was a disaster. The train journey must have upset his
delicate congtitution, for in the middle of dinner he forgot himself in the most offensive sense, and the
carpet, anew investment of the Grove family, was irreparably ruined. Men are singularly ineffective on
these occasions, and for the rest of that meal Grove and | kept our eyes firmly glued to the table. In spite
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of thisinauspicious overture, the "dacha" concert turned out better than might have been expected. By
the morning Mrs. Grove's very just anger had evaporated. With tearful eyes my wife begged for her dog.
Pipo himself was profuse in his apologies. And Pipo remained.

With Pipo we had one more adventure, which might have ended disastrously for him and which for us
had unpleasant consequences. Close to the lake there was a holy pool, where pilgrims from far and wide
used to bathe in the hope of being cured of various diseases. One evening, when my wife was out
walking, she passed the pool and with a natural modesty hurried away from the mass of naked bodies
which sought relief from its stagnant waters. Pipo, however, was a gregarious animal and in a minute he
was splashing wildly among the pilgrims. There was a shriek from the pool. At first my wife thought the
bathers were playing with the dog, and she continued placidly on her way. Then the shriek grew into an
angry roar, and the dog came tearing down the path with twenty naked figures in hot pursuit. My wife
picked up her skirts and ran. Fortunately, the "dacha" was close at hand. Fortunately, too, | was at home.
For five minutes | harangued the nudities from the "dacha" steps, and in the end my argument, backed
by silver roubles, prevailed. More roubles had to be expended on the priest for the re-purification of the
waters, and altogether the adventure was more costly than amusing. At first, too, | was afraid lest the
outraged bathers might wreak their vengeance on the dog, and for some days Pipo had to be kept on a
chain. In this, however, | did the Russians an injustice. Having made their peace, they bore no malice,
and, asin future nothing would induce the dog to approach within a hundred yards of Siloam, no harm
resulted.

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

That summer, too, Sir Henry Wilson visited Moscow, and | dined with him and Colonel Knox, our
military attaché, at the Hermitage. Even in those days Sir Henry was fully alive to the dangers of the
European situation and had summed up all the possibilitiesin his far-seeing mind. In considering the
relative strength of the European Powers, he had worked out all his facts to the smallest detail. In his
opinion the French army was fully equal to the German. If ever it came to war, the Russian army would
be the extraweight which would load the scales overwhelmingly in France's favour. Sir Henry was not
the only expert whose judgments were to be rudely shattered by the tornado of 1914.

At the beginning of July came the repercussion to the Tennant visit. It came, too, in the form of what
Fleet Street calls abombshell. Moscow was elevated to a Consulate-General with alargely increased
office alowance. The Groves were transferred to Warsaw, and Charles Clive Bayley, formerly H.M.
Consul at New Y ork and a scion of afamily famousin Indian history, was appointed to reign in their
stead. | shed a sympathetic tear over the departure of the Groves (they had been very kind to us) and
with new hopes and new ambitions made ready to welcome my new chief.
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CHAPTER FOUR

CHARLES CLIVE BAYLEY wasthen in hisfifty-second year. He was a big, florid man with pouches
under his eyes. The eyes could both twinkle and flash. Such hair as he had left was fair. His body was
rather too heavy for hislegs and, when he coughed or laughed, the veins stood out on his forehead. As
he always laughed at his own stories, of which he had an inexhaustible fund (in two years | never heard
him repeat himself once), | was in constant apprehension lest he should die of apoplexy. He wore an
eyeglass and had a presence and a proper sense of his own importance.

He could speak neither French nor German. But he had served for ten years under Sir Thomas
Sanderson in New Y ork and knew all there was to know about running a Consular office. He combined
what the Americans call "drive" with dignity, and no man could take liberties with him.

What was more important, he had private means and was prepared to spend his own money on
maintaining his position as Consul-General. He took alarge flat for himself in the most fashionable
street in Moscow and leased an adequate office for the Consulate-General on the first floor of a new
house close at hand. He engaged an experienced clerk, two typists and a general factotum and
commissionaire called Alexander Nechaeff, who, as aformer Russian civil servant, knew every shortcut,
legal and illegal, through the red-tape maze of Russian, bureaucracy. In the eyes both of the Russians
and of our Consular colleagues we acquired a new prestige. Alexander saw to that. He at once invested
Bayley with the title of an Excellency, and within a month of his arrival every department, both civil and
military, in Moscow knew through the agency of the devoted Alexander that the new British Consul-
General was a man whose favour was worth courting and whose wrath was vastly to be feared. On
occasions Alexander overplayed his hand and, when we caught him using the Consular seal in order to
further his own personal ends, Bayley exploded. It required all my tact and all my pleading to prevent
the old scoundrel's immediate dismissal. A man who at a minute's notice could wangle a visa after office
hours or a sleeping berth to St. Petersburg, when the Wagon-L.its office had been sold out for days, was
not to be lightly discarded, and in the end Bayley relented.

Both in the office and outside it Bayley did his best to live up to the role for which the wily Alexander
had cast him. All hislife he had done himself well, and he knew how to entertain others. His wife, who
was born a Ricardo, backed him up to the best of her ability. She was akind, little woman, very shy and
very English, but very hospitable and always willing to put herself out to promote her husband's
interests. The Russians sat up and took notice. They ate the Bayley dinners. They liked the Bayley
cocktails, which | imagine he was the first man to introduce into Moscow. Almost they were prepared to
take him at Alexander's estimate.

A few rays of this new glory were reflected on me. In the office Bayley drove me hard. Speaking no
languages, he was dependent on my services for much of hisinformation. On the other hand, he taught
me how to run an office, how to handle all kinds and conditions of men, and how to coax or bully the
various departments of the Foreign Office at home. "If you can't get things by asking politely, you must
make yourself anuisance," he used to say. He lived up to his own precepts, "kow-towing" to no man,
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and, if necessity arose, making him self a nuisance both to the Foreign Office and to the Embassy. To
my astonishment | discovered that, by taking a high hand, he enhanced his own reputation. His stock
rose. He went to St. Petersburg to see the Ambassador and came back with a mandate to inspect the
other Consulatesin Russia. In spite of a"peppery" temper (as a young man he had been on the Gold
Coast and had acquired aliver) he was a splendid chief, and such meritsas| ever possessed as a
Consular Officer | owe entirely to his training. Outside the office he was like afather to me, and | was
never separated from him. At his house | met scores of people whom otherwise | should never have
known and whose friendship was afterwards to be of the greatest service to me during the war. Under
Bayley'stutelage | developed from a shy and ignorant youngster into a self-reliant and tolerably efficient
administrator.

In the spring of 1914 | had an amusing experience while | was in charge of the Consulate-General

during one of Bayley's tours of inspection. One Saturday afternoon | was summoned to the telephone by
the Pristaff [NOTE: A police inspector of adistrict; generally an ex-army officer] of the Tverskoi
district. Two Englishmen---anaval doctor and a Chief Petty Officer---had been arrested for shop-lifting.
| put on my coat and hurried round to the Pristaff's house. The Pristaff---a bullet-headed, pimply-faced
man with a military moustache, was polite but obdurate. The two men were under lock and key. They
had been caught red-handed. He was having teain his private apartment when | called, and did not seem
to relish my intrusion. At my request, however, he sent for the protocol and read it to me. On their own
showing the two men had been sent out from the Tyne on a warship which was being delivered to China,
and, having completed their mission, were returning to England viathe Trans-Siberian. During the four
hours' stop in Moscow they had gone into a shop, had picked out some handkerchiefs, some socks, and a
birch-wood cigarette case, and had put the goods in their pocket. Then, just as they were about to
produce the money to pay for them, they had been seized by a shop detective. It was not avery plausible
story. The evidence of the shop detective and of the policeman who had been called in to make the arrest
was damning. The detective swore that he had watched the petty officer dlip the cigarette case into his
pocket with all the skill of a professional thief.

The only point in the men's favour was that between them they had about eighty poundsin English
notes, and the total value of the goods found on them was less than three pounds. | made great play of
thisanomaly and also of the fact that a misunderstanding might have arisen over the language difficulty.
| requested an interview with the two men.

My eloquence, however, was vain. The Pristaff smiled condescendingly.
"Y ou have your duty to do, Mr. Consul," he said. "I have mine. It isabad case."

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

"Papa," he said excitedly, "we've won."
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Then he saw me, stared confusedly for amoment, rushed forward and shook me warmly by the hand.

"Mr. Lockhart,” he said, "you don't remember me. | played against you last year. I'm the centre-half of
the Union Club!" His face glowed. He dashed back to his father. "Papa, thisis Mr. Lockhart, who used to
play for the Morozovtsi---the best team in Russia. He must have tea with us."

The Pristaff frowned and then smiled.
"Forgive me," he said. "In discussing our business, | forgot all about tea."

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

"And what are you doing here, Mr. Lockhart?"

The father blushed.

"Mr. Lockhart has some official business to discuss with me. | think you had better go."
When the boy had gone, there was an awkward silence. Then the Pristaff cleared his throat.

"Mr. Consul," he said, "l have been thinking over this case. | am convinced that you are right and that a
British naval doctor with fifty poundsin his pocket would not steal a few worthless handkerchiefs. The
devil of it isthat the goods were, found in both the men's pockets. If only all the goods had been in the
gunner's pockets and we could call the doctor as witness, the case would not be so difficult."

He scratched his shaven head. Their he pushed the bell.
"Send me the policeman who made the protocol on this English case," he ordered.

The policeman appeared---a stout, honest fellow conscious of having done a good day's work and
expecting to be praised.

"Did you make this protocol ?* asked the Pristaff.
"Yes, sir."

"Did you find the goods in the pockets of both men?"
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"Yes, gir."

"Areyou quite sure?

"Yes, sir," said the policeman.

"Think again," roared the Pristaff in avoice of thunder.

The policeman blenched but made the same answer. Even for a Russian he was slow in the uptake.
The Pristaff returned to the charge.

"Do you think that a naval doctor, an officer of the English fleet, would steal a pair of socksand a
handkerchief?"

The policeman shuffled.
"Yes, sir---1 mean, no, sir," he ssammered.

"Fool," growled the Pristaff. "What do you mean? Do you mean that you found all the goods in the petty
officer's pocket and nothing in the pockets of the doctor?"

Thiswas said very slowly and deliberately, every word being punctuated with atap of alarge ruler on
the table.

This time even the policeman understood.

"Yes, sir," he whispered hoarsely.

The Pristaff tore up the protocol.

"Go," he said. "Draw up anew protocol at once and don't let me catch you out in inaccuracies again.”
He turned to me with a sheepish grin.

"That'sall | can do," he said. "The case will have to go before the magistrate. | warn you there will be
trouble over the detective, who is a pig-headed fellow and who in any case is paid by results. But at any
rate you have now awitness for the defence. The rest depends on you. | can release the doctor at once."

Football hasits uses. | thanked him profoundly, begged him to send the doctor round to my flat, and
rushed off to enlist the services of Alexander Wilenkin, the Consular lawyer.
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That same evening we laid our plans. The naval doctor stuck to his story that they had intended to pay
for the goods, and Wilenkin, who knew England ailmost as well as he knew Russia, saw hisway clear.
The petty officer would have to stand his trial. The doctor's evidence would he valuable, but the chief

witness for the defence was to be myself. This was Wilenkin's plan of campaign.

At once | raised objections. | was doubtful about the propriety of a British Consular officer appearing in
acase of thiskind. In any case | did not see how | could be of assistance.

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

Wilenkin, who belonged to arich Jewish family, had the reputation of being the best-dressed man in
Moscow, and in his defence of the two Englishmen clothes played an important part.

On the Tuesday we all appeared before the examining magistrate, Wilenkin and | complete in morning,
coats, striped trousers, monocles and top hats. Our entry into the squalid, crowded court made a
sensation.

The case opened badly. The shop detective gave his evidence with overwhelming effect. The petty
officer, dirty and unshaven after three days in prison, made an unfortunate impression on the bench.
Wilenkin's speech, however, was a masterpiece. Basing his defence on the fact that the two men were
well supplied with money, he pointed out the improbability of two such distinguished members of His
Majesty's Navy risking their careers for the sake of a handkerchief and a pair of socks. Englishmen were,
admittedly, queer people. They washed. They had a preference for clean linen. What more natural than
that they should profit by their stay in Moscow to permit themselves the luxury of awash and a clean
handkerchief? The detective had erred on the side of eagerness. Finally, the matter had a profound
political aspect. England and Russiawere now friends---almost Allies. One day---how soon no one
knew---they might be fighting side by side. Had the magistrate weighed in his mind the deplorable effect
amiscarriage of justice might have on the present happy state of Anglo-Russian relations? Autres pays,
autres moeurs, and in order to demonstrate that English customs were different from Russian he had
brought into this court avery busy man---the acting British Consul-General.

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

"Isit quite acommon occurrence in England for respectable people to enter a shop, pick up an article off
the counter and put it in their pocket before they have actually paid for it?' asked Wilenkin.

|IY%.II
"Have you done it on occasions yourself?"

"Yes," | answered without a blush.
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The petty officer left the court without a stain on his character. But that night every newspaper in
Moscow came out with large headlines: "British Consul in Moscow swears that in England shoppers
may put goods in their pocket before paying for them!"

My reputation, however, survived this sarcasm. | was beginning to know my Moscow.

Thiswas merely aminor achievement for Wilenkin. In peace time regarded by most people asafop, he
proved himself alion of Judah in the war. He was, in fact, the bravest Jew | have ever met. He was one
of the first Russiansto enlist as a volunteer. By his physical courage as much as by hisintelligence he
rose from the ranks to be a junior officer. He won the St. George's Cross for bravery in action.
Bemonocled and clean-shaven in his civil life, in war he grew a magnificent beard and mustachios.
When the first revolution came, he threw himself heart and soul into the task of persuading his men to
continue fighting. His skill as an orator raised him to the dignity of Vice-President of his Army Soviet,
and it was he who brought back to St. Petersburg the troops which suppressed the first Bolshevik
attempt at a coup d'état in July, 1917. After the Bolshevik revolution of November, 1917, he threw in his
lot with Savinkoff and had a hand in almost every counter-revolutionary plot against the new regime.
Hisindifference to danger amounted almost to foolhardiness, and on several occasions | warned him of
the risks he was running. In July, 1918, he was arrested in Moscow as a counter-revolutionary. He was
one of thefirst victims of the official terror, when, as areprisal for the attempt on Lenin'slife on
September 1st, 1918, the Bolsheviks shot seven hundred of their political opponents.

Throughout the spring and early summer of 1914 my life ran on active and pleasant lines. | had
sufficient work to keep me out of mischief. My interest in Russia and things Russian was amounting
amost to amania, and my ambition to make myself the best-informed Consular officer in Moscow was
well on the way to fulfilment. My pride was pleasantly titillated when the Austrian Consul-General
borrowed our annual report (written mainly by me) in order to paraphrase it as his own. In the past he
had always conferred this honour on his German colleagues. If | showed any dispositionto "let up,” a
judicious mixture of praise and exhortation from Bayley kept my nose to the grindstone. It has been my
fatein life to be the willing horse of various masters. My pleasures were few---alittle tennis, an
occasional game of billiards, and an odd week-end in the country. Yet | was not unhappy. My home life
was peaceful and undisturbed. Obvioudly, if | was the last person any woman should have married,
marriage was good for me.

In June, 1914, | had another surfeit of official entertainment. Admiral Beatty and a picked selection of
the officers of the First Battle Cruiser Squadron paid an official visit to Moscow. The youthful
appearance of the youngest Admiral since Nelson nearly led to my official undoing. Dressed in uniform
and cocked hat, | had been sent by Bayley to meet the train and to welcome Beatty on the platform. It
was my first encounter with the Navy, and | knew less than nothing of the distinguishing marks of the
different ranks. On the platform | found the Prefect, the Governor, the General commanding the
Moscow district, and other Russian officials to whom | should have to introduce the British admiral. The
train drew up, and out of the special carriage stepped a brisk young man who looked no older than
myself and whom | naturally supposed was Beatty's flag-lieutenant. | stood waiting for the emergence of
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the great man himself, and there was an awkward pause. It was ended very quickly by my supposed flag-
lieutenant.

"How do you do?' he said. "I'm Beatty. Introduce me and tell me whom | shake hands with first."

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

In my own defence | must admit that the Russians were equally astonished by Beatty's youthful ness.

The visit was a tremendous success. Beatty's officers, who included Admiral Halsey, Admiral Brock,
and several other captains, whose names were to become household words during the war, went down
with the Russians like adinner. Their clean-shaven, red-cheeked faces brought a breeze of health and
vigour into the parched atmosphere of the Moscow summer, and Beatty's square jaw and the jaunty
angle at which lid wore his cap gave alasting joy to the Moscow caricaturists, who were only too glad to
have this opportunity of contrasting the efficiency of the British Navy with the shortcomings of their
own. The climax to awhirlwind triumph came with Beatty's speech at a dinner given by thetownina
large marquee in the Sokolniki park. After a succession of dreary orators the English admiral arose, and
in avoice which would have carried through a gale, delivered a speech which stirred the sluggish
Muscovites to an extraordinary display of emotion. Never before had they seen an admiral who had not
a beard down to his knees. The military strength of Britain might be insignificant, but the British Navy
was the real thing. Today, | often wonder why Lord Beatty has never gone into politics. That voice of
his would wake even the sleepersin the House of Lords. It was afirst-rate performance, and hisvisit did
much to enhance British prestige.

Then came tragedy---swift as an eagle in its descent and pitiless in its consequences. On June 28th the
Archduke Franz Ferdinand was murdered, and, however secure London may have felt, Moscow realised
from the first moment that the red sun of war had already risen. It was at this time that a tragedy
occurred in my own family. In June my wife had been expecting a child. | had wished to send her home
and had written to my grandmother in the hope that she would provide the necessary financial
assistance. The reply had been stern and uncompromising. She herself had given birth to her first child
under abullock cart in New Zealand. A woman's place on those occasions was by her husband.

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

The crisis came on June 20th, and lasted all through the night. Inexperienced as | was, | soon realised
that the birth was complicated. It was one of the hottest nights | have ever known in Moscow or
anywhere else, and for hours on end | stood at the open window in the drawing-room, smoking cigarette
after cigarette and trying to keep my mind a blank. At three o'clock Schmidt came into the room. The
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sweat, streaming from his face, had dripped on to his white overalls.
"Itisdifficult,” he gasped, "very difficult. | must have another doctor!"

He gave me the number, and | rushed to the telephone. Hours seemed to pass. Again | resumed my stand
at the window, listening for the sound of the "droschke" wheels on the cobbled streets. After several
false alarms the doctor arrived---a young man, whose efficient manner inspired me with a new
confidence.

Then he disappeared into the bedroom, and again there was an immense silence. At five o'clock all was
over. Katja, the cook, tiptoed across the room, her apron up to her eyes. Then the young doctor cameiin.

"The mother isalive," he said gravely. "The girl will not live!"

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

"The child isdead?' | whispered. He nodded.

In adream | ordered coffee and biscuits for the doctors. In adream | saw them off at the door. Then | sat
down to wait for the morning. At seven o'clock my mother-in-law came in and took me into the room
which would have been our nursery.

The child was lying in a cot. They had dressed her in the clothes which for months past my wife had
been making for her. Her eyes were open. There was not a mark on the little waxen face. She looked so
fresh and sweet that it was impossible to believe that she was dead. The little cap which covered her
head concealed the fatal bruise.

Mechanically | went about the tasks of the day. | telephoned to Bayley to tell him what had happened. |
called on. the chaplain to see what could be done about the burial, and in the afternoon | walked down to
the Sadovayato order the tiny coffin. As| passed the Hermitage, a street-woman accosted me. | walked
past, and she came back to me. Silently | handed her five roubles; for a moment our eyes met; then she
turned and ran. | think she thought | was mad.

Two days later | made the long "trek" out to the German cemetery, carrying the coffin on my knees. The
sun beat down pitilessly from a cloudless sky, but | never felt the heat. An Englishman of seventy was
being buried, and it was among strangers that | stood, while the chaplain read the burial service and the
two coffins of the man who had lived hisfull life and of the nameless child were lowered into their
common grave ...

All through that burning July, while my wife lay in danger, first of her life and then of her reason, |
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toiled at the Consulate-General, striving to kill my thoughts with a surfeit of work. And, as the days
passed, the tension of the Russian people grew, until gradually it swelled into an angry murmur. Why
was England hanging back? As July broke into August, scores of people telephoned daily to know the
reason and, not receiving satisfaction, grumbled and threatened. Through the long white days troopsin
full marching kit tramped through the streets. singing their plaintive songs and leaving a cloud of dust in
their trail. The heart of Russiawas on fire with war.

On the morning of Wednesday, August 5th, | set out as usual on my short walk to the Consulate-
General. At the street corner opposite the office a crowd of demonstrators impeded my progress. A band
was playing, and raucous voices were calling for the Consul-General. Suddenly a man in the crowd
recognised me. "Way for the British Vice-Consul," he roared. Strong hands passed me over the heads of
the crowd to the entrance, while a thousand voices thundered: "Long live England.” A bearded student
kissed me on both cheeks. England had declared war on Germany. Another day's delay, and the
demonstrators would have smashed our windows.

}_: Book Three: War and Peace

}_: Table of Contents
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BOOK THREE

WAR AND PEACE

"Eine grosse Epoche hat das Jahrhundert geboren, aber
der grosse Moment findet ein kleines Geschlecht!'

(The century has given birth to a great epoch, but
the great moment finds a petty generation.)

---GOETHE

CHAPTER ONE

MY recollections of those first war months in Moscow are remarkably vivid, although today in the light
of after events they seem more like a strange dream than an actual experience. The contrast between
1914 and 1932 istoo great. | have to shut my eyes to recall the enthusiasm of those early days. Therein
the patchwork of my memory | see again those moving scenes at the station: the troops, grey with dust
and closely packed in cattle trucks; the vast crowd on the platform to wish them Godspeed; grave,
bearded fathers, wives and mothers smiling bravely through their tears and bringing gifts of flowers and
cigarettes; fat priests to bless the happy warriors. The crowd sways forward for a last handshake and a
last embrace. Thereis a shrill whistle from the engine. Then, with many false starts, the overloaded
train, as though reluctant to depart, crawls slowly out of the station and disappearsin the grey twilight of
the Moscow night. Silent and bare-headed, the crowd remains motionless until the last faint echo of the
song of the men, who are never to return, has faded into nothing. Then, shepherded by the gendarmes, it
files quietly out into the streets.

| come away with a hopefulness which overrides my better judgment. Here was a Russiawhich | had
never known---a Russiainspired by a patriotism which seemed to have its roots deep down in the soil. It
was, too, a sober Russia. The sale of vodka had been stopped, and an emotional religious fervour took
the place of the squalid intoxication which in previous wars had characterised the departure of Russian
soldiers.
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Among the bourgeoisie there was the same enthusiasm. The wives of the rich merchants vied with each
other in spending money on hospitals. There were gala performances at the State theatresin aid of the
Red Cross. There was an orgy of national anthems. Every night at the opera and the ballet the Imperia
orchestra played the national hymns of Russia, England, France and Belgium, while the audience stood
at attention in afervour of exalted patriotism. Later, especially when the number of Allied hymns
assumed the dimensions of a cricket score, the fervour evaporated, and the heavy-paunched Muscovites
groaned audibly at an ordeal which lasted over half an hour. But in those early weeks of 1914 Russian
patriotism had much on which to feed itself. The beginning of the war, indeed, was all Russia, and, as
the news of each Russian advance was made public, Moscow gave itself up to afull-throated rejoicing.
If there were pessimists at that moment, their voice was not raised in the market-place. Revolution was
not even a distant probability, although from the first day of the war every liberal-minded Russian hoped
that victory would bring constitutional reformsinitstrain.

In St. Petersburg, it istrue, these early Russian triumphs invoked covert sneers at the failure of the
Franco-British effort. In drawing-rooms one heard whispers about English faint-heartedness, and pro-
Germans spread slimy rumours about England's determination to fight until the last drop of Russian
blood. In Moscow, however, the tongues of the slanderers were silent, and enthusiasm for the Russian
victories was tempered by a generous sympathy for the difficulties of France and England.

Indeed, asfar as Russia was concerned, the heart of the Alliance was in Moscow. If ever Bayley or |
appeared in public, we received an ovation. At the "Bat" Nikita Baleieff would come before the curtain,
point us out, and say: "Tonight we have with us the representatives of our Ally, England.” The band
would then play "God Save the King," and the whole audience stood up and cheered. We pretended to
be bored by these unaccustomed attentions, vowed to each other that we would avoid them in future, and
returned as frequently as discretion permitted. There is no limit to the vanity of the very Great, and
Bayley and | were only two very ordinary mortals.

On September 10th we attended in full uniform a gala performance at the theatre in honour of the
capture of Lemberg by the Russians. | went with sadness in my heart. The German armies were on the
Marne, and the fate of Paris hung in the balance. My brothers were in France, and here was | taking part
in the celebrations of a Russian victory. Inside the theatre the uniforms of the officers made a brilliant
setting to the jewels and costly dresses of the women. The play was a Russian adaptation of Rostand's
"L'Aiglon," and Bayley and | shared a box near the stage and directly opposite the box occupied by the
French Consul-General. During the first act the Frenchman was called away. He remained absent for
some time. When he came back, his manner was agitated. Then the curtain fell, but the lights did not go
up. In aninstant the atmosphere became electrical. "The Russians had won another victory. They had
captured 100,000 prisoners. They had taken Przemyd." In the darkness rumour ran riot. Then the
footlights went up again; the orchestrafiled into their places, and ayoung girl of eighteen, the daughter
of the President of the French Chamber of Commerce, came on to the stage. With her white dress, her
face free of al make up, and her glorious golden hair, she looked like the Angel Gabriel. In her
trembling hands she held a dlip of paper.

The audience hushed itself in an expectant silence. Then, quivering with emotion and nervousness, the
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girl began to read: "The following official telegram has just been received from French headquarters.”
She stopped as if her tongue were chained. The tears streamed down her face.

Then, in a shrill crescendo, she cried: "Je suis heureux de vous annoncer victoire sur tout le front.---
Joffre."

The lights blazed up. The girl ran wildly off the stage, and in a storm of cheering the orchestra struck up
the Marseillaise. Bearded men kissed each other. Women smiled and wept at the same time. Then. asthe
orchestra broke into the chorus, a miracle happened. From the gallery above came the tramp of marching
feet, and four hundred French reservists, singing in a glorious unison, took up the refrain. They were
leaving for France the next day, and they sang the Marseillaise with al the passionate ardour of their
Latin temperament. It was epic. It was the last occasion on which Russia was to feel supremely
confident about the outcome of the war.

The capture of Lemberg had softened the grim defeat of Tannenberg. But the Tannenbergs were to be
repeated, and, although the Russians were to hold their own against the Austrians almost to the end, it
was already clear that they were no match for the Germans. Tannenberg, in fact, was the prelude to the
Russian revolution. It was a message of hope to Lenin. It gave a handle to the hidden army of agitators
in the factories and in the villages and, by destroying the pick of the Russian officers, it undermined the
war-spirit of a people who by nature and by the exigencies of the Russian climate have always been
incapable of any sustained effort.

Certainly, the transition from optimism to pessimism was not accomplished in one stage, and, if on the
Russian front there never was the same immobility asin France, there were long periods of monotonous
Inactivity.

The declinein morale was, in fact, gradual, and, asit became clear that the war was to be along one, life
stabilised itself. In Moscow, which was far removed from the front, the spirit of the bourgeoisie was by
no means discouraging. There was, it istrue, little attempt to economise or to make sacrifices. There was
no sentiment of public opinion against shirkers, and "embusqués" could find security in a Red Cross
organisation without fear of being handed a white feather. Theatres and places of amusement flourished
as in peace time, and, although the proletariat and the peasantry were deprived of their alcohol, no such
restrictions were imposed on the well-to-do classes. To replenish their private stock of wine they
required a permit, but, as the cost of living rose and since Russian officials were badly paid, permits
were easily obtainable. In restaurants the only difference was that one drank one's alcohol from a teapot
instead of from a bottle. As control became more lax, even the pretence of the teapot disappeared.

On the other hand, an immense and extremely valuable work was done by the so-called public
organisations, represented by the Union of Cities and by the Union of Zemstvos, in providing the army
with awhole network of hospitals and factories. Without this aid, the Russian military machine would
have broken down far sooner than it did. Y et, instead of stimulating this patriotic effort and encouraging
the public organisations in every way it could, the Russian Government did its best to hamper and curtail
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its activities. It may he said that the public organisations were politically ambitious, that they were
honey-combed with Liberalism and therefore a menace to the autocracy. Admittedly, both the Cities
Union and the Zemstvos Unions were controlled by Liberals who had a deep suspicion of St. Petersburg.
Admittedly, too, their headquarters were in Moscow, and Moscow was never popular with the Emperor.

But, in the beginning at any rate, their enthusiasm for the war was single-minded, and the political
aspirations, which came later, were the direct result of a policy of perpetual pin-pricks. It was the
tragedy of Russiathat the Tsar, dominated by a woman who was obsessed with the one ambition to hand
down the autocracy unimpaired to her son, never took the public organisations into his confidence. The
fact that gradually Moscow became more absorbed in the internal political struggle than in the war itself
was mainly the result of the Tsar's fatal obtuseness. And, although hisloyalty to his Allies remained
unshaken to the last, it was his failure to harness the loyalty of his own people which eventually cost him
his throne.

For me personally that first winter of 1914-1915 was a period of sadness relieved only by incessant hard
work. My wife had made a slow recovery from her illness. Her nerves were shattered, and she was
forced to enter a Russian sanatorium---an experience which did her little good and which, had | known
more about Russian sanatoria, | should never have allowed her to undergo. We gave up our flat and, in
the period of looking for a new one, took over afurnished flat from some English friends who had gone
to England. My days and frequently my nights were entirely absorbed by consular work, which the war
had more than trebled. In particular, the blockade and the manifold regulations controlling imports and
exports involved an immense amount of ciphering, most of which | had to do single-handed. M oscow,
too, had become an all-important political centre, and, as Bayley relied aimost entirely on me for his
political intelligence, my time was fully occupied. Another difficulty in my own case was the want of
money. My wife's confinement had been expensive. With the new importance of our position our socia
obligations had increased. The business community---and Moscow was the chief commercial city of
Russia---was prospering exceedingly from the lucrative war contracts which were being handed out
lavishly, and with the increased cost of living which this prosperity brought initstrain we were left at a
sore disadvantage both towards the Russians and towards our own English colony. Moreover, the war
had put an automatic end to my earnings from journalism. | was not permitted to write about the war.
The English newspapers were interested in nothing else.

A pleasant relief to the monotony of our existence at this time was the visit of Hugh Walpole, who
arrived in Moscow shortly after the outbreak of the war, and who remained with us for some months. He
was a frequent visitor to our flat, and his cheery optimism was a godsend to my wife. At that time he had
written several books, including "Fortitude," and already had his feet well planted on the ladder of
success. He was, however, entirely unspoilt, could still blush from an overwhelming self-consciousness,
and impressed me more as agreat, clumsy schoolboy, bubbling over with kindness and enthusiasm, than
as adignified author whose views were to be accepted with awe and respect. With the exception of
Bayley we took him to our hearts, and he repaid our friendship with a sympathy and kindness which
have never faded. With Bayley he was less successful.

Bayley, who was then a sick man, was a cynic and an autocrat. He mistrusted enthusiasts. Still more did
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he dislike contradiction. Hugh, whose enthusiasm for everything Russian knew no bounds, liked
argument and had views of hisown. He irritated Bayley, and | fancy the irritation was mutual.

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

My diary showsthat at this period | went out little and that such spare time as | had was spent in reading.
In the last fortnight of January, 1915, | read and finished "War and Peace" in Russian. Occasionally |
went with Walpole to the ballet and to the circus. It was with Hugh, too, that | first met Gorky---at
Nikita Baleeff's"Bat." In those days the "Bat" was the favourite haunt of literary and artistic Moscow.
Its performance did not begin until after the theatres had ended and many actors and actresses went there
to sup as much as to see the performance. The "Bat," in fact, started asakind of club of the Moscow Art
Theatre, Baleieff himself having been a member of the company and failed to make good in that severe
school. Today, histroupe, is aswell-known in Paris, London and New Y ork as ever it was in Russia, but
to my mind the performances have lost much of the delicious intimacy of those early Moscow days,
when there was no gulf between player and audience. Baleieff, incidentally, is an Armenian and belongs
to what was once arich family.

Gorky made a deep impression on me as much by his modesty as by histalent. His eyes are
extraordinarily expressive, and in them one can read at once that sympathy with human suffering which
Is the dominating influence on his character and which in the end was to drive him, after along period of
opposition, into the arms of the Bolsheviks. Today, Gorky writes more bitterly against the bourgeoisie
and against the moderate Socialists than the most violent "Chekist" in Moscow, but in spite of these
literary outbursts | refuse to believe that he has lost that fundamental kindness which in the past he never
failed to show to any case which deserved his pity. No one who has ever seen Gorky with children, with
animals, and with young authors, will ever credit him with the power to inflict harm or suffering on any
of hisfellow-creatures.

It was at the "Bat," too, that | first met Chaliapin. An hour before | had seen him at the operain "Boris,"
apart in which he is and looks every inch aking with the manners of a great aristocrat and with hands
which seemed to belong to some ancient Doge of Venice. The whole thing was atrick---a marvellous
example of that dramatic art which, as Stanislavsky always used to say, could have made him the
greatest actor in the world, had he chosen to abandon his singing for the drama. Off the stage the man
was still a peasant, with a peasant's appetite and the huge, strong hands of a son of the soil. In those days
Gorky used to tell agood story of Chaliapin. In their youth the two men were tramping the Volga district
in search of work. At Kazan atravelling impresario was looking for local talent to supplement his
chorus. He wanted a tenor and a bass. Two poorly clad applicants entered his ramshackle office and
were given an audition. The impresario took the tenor and rejected the bass. The tenor was Gorky. The
bass was Chaliapin.
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Moscow, always much more anti-German than St. Petersburg, was a perfect cesspool of rumours of pro-
German intrigues in high places. One entry in my diary in February, 1915, runs as follows: "Today an
officer telephoned to ask when England was going to rid Russia of 'the German woman'." This, of
course, was areference to the Empress, and my own comment was: "This s the third time that this kind
of thing has happened thisweek." It was to happen still more frequently as the months passed. To this
period, too, belongs the most popular Moscow story of the war. The Tsarevitch is seen crying in the
corridor of the Winter Palace. A general, who is leaving the Palace after an audience, stops and pats the
boy's head.

"What iswrong, my little man?"
The Tsarevitch replies, half-smiling, half-crying:

"When the Russians are beaten, papa cries. When the Germans are beaten, mama cries. When am | to
cry?’

Stories of this kind were repeated all over the country and did immense harm both among the industrial
proletariat and the peasantry. Moscow, in fact, lived on stories and rumours, and, if the spy-hunting
maniawas never as bad asin England and in France, there was considerabl e persecution both of the
Jews and of the Russians of German extraction. Not all the stories, however, were concerned with the
shortcomings of the autocracy. The German Kaiser received a considerable share of the wit and sarcasm
of the Muscovite humourists. Many of them are too coarse for print. Others have been told before. One,
however, is, | think, new to English readers. In the winter of 1915 the Kaiser visited Lodz and with a
view to placating the local population made a speech. His audience was, of course, mainly Jewish. As
they listened to him, they heard him refer, first to the Almighty and the All-Highest, then to God and
himself, and finally to himself and God. When the speech was ended, the leading Jews withdrew into a
corner to discuss the situation.

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

How strange and unreal these stories sound today. Then, however, they were the stock-in-trade of every
gossip and the staple entertainment of every salon.

CHAPTER TWO

| HAVE said that Bayley was a sick man. Lack of exercise, always the curse of the Moscow winter, and
overwork had undermined his health, and in April, 1915, he made up his mind to return to England and
to undergo the operation which for some time he had been told was necessary. With characteristic
kindness he insisted on my taking aweek's leave before his departure. It was the last real holiday | was

http://www.gwpda.org/wwi-wwwi/BritAgent/BA03.htm (6 of 57)29.8.2006 17:03:10



R.H. Bruce Lockhart. British Agent. Book Three: War and Peace.

ever to havein Russiaand | enjoyed every minute of it. Leaving Moscow still bound in the grip of
winter, | went to Kieff, the cradle of Russian history and the Holy City of the Orthodox Church. When |
woke up after my night in the train, | looked out on green fields and delicious white cottages glistening
in the warm sunshine. My travelling companion, an officer, who was returning to the front, greeted me
with asmile. "You will like Kieff. Y ou will find a better atmosphere here than in Moscow, let alone St.
Petersburg.” In the exuberance of my spirits | was prepared to believe anything. Actually, he spoke the
plain truth. Although full of wounded, Kieff had far more war-spirit than Moscow. Indeed, right up to
the revolution, the nearer one came to the front, the more optimistic was the prevailing sentiment. All
the best of Russia (with, admittedly, some of the worst elements) was in the trenches. It was the rear and
not the front which let the country down.

Aswe drew near to Kieff, we stopped for some considerable time at awayside station. A train, carrying
Austrian prisoners, was stranded in asiding. The prisoners, apparently unguarded, had slipped out of
their cattle trucks and were sprawling about on some wood-piles, enjoying the first warmth of the
Southern sun before continuing their long "trek" to Siberia. Poor devils. They looked as underfed as they
were wretchedly clad. In Moscow the news of the capture of so many thousands of prisoners had always
filled me with. afierce exultation. Here, face to face with the unfortunates themselves, | had only one
thought. Snodgrass, the American Consul-General, who was in charge of German interestsin Russia,
had given me a graphic account of the terrible conditions of the Russian prison-camps, and with a deep
pity in my heart | wondered how many of these poor fellows, some, doubtless, happy to be captured and
ignorant of the fate that lay ahead of them, would ever see their homes again. Then, as| stood at the
open window looking at them much as a visitor studies a new animal in the Zoo, one of the prisoners
began to sing the Intermezzo from Cavalleria Rusticana. He was a Croat, and the spring had warmed his
heart, bringing him memories of his Dalmatian home. He was sublimely unconscious of our train-load of
Russians. He was singing to please himself, and he sang as though his heart would burst. | do not know
who he was. Probably he was atenor from the Zagreb opera. But the effect of hisvoicein that tiny
station with its background of green fields and orchards was magical. His fellow-prisoners stopped their
pebble-throwing. The Russiansin our train rose from their seats and stood in silent admiration at the
windows. Then, when he had finished, Austrians and Russians combined in one spontaneous outburst of
applause, while from the carriages a hail of cigarettes, apples and sweetmeats descended on the
prisoners. The singer bowed gravely and turned his head away. Then the whistle went, and we passed on
our way.

| arrived at Kieff about mid-day on Good Friday and spent the afternoon wandering about the town and
looking at the churches, of which there are almost as many asin Moscow. Then, tired and rather lonely,
| went to bed at nine o'clock. The next day | was up betimes. The sun was streaming into my room, and |
was determined to make the best use of my temporary freedom. | am an American in my passion for
sightseeing, and | "did" Kieff with al the thoroughness of the typical American tourist. After Moscow it
was arelief to find hillsand areal river. The fine weather had brought the whole of the town into the
streets, Russians doing their Easter shopping and Jew shopkeepers catering for their needs. For, in spite
of its churches, Kieff isamost more Jewish than Christian. Every one seemed to be smiling. The news
from the Austrian front, for which Kieff was the base, was still good. Przemysl had fallen only afew
weeks before, and in the prevailing optimism | felt happier than | had felt for months.
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After luncheon | took a"droschke" and drove to the Vladimir Hill, where | left my driver and climbed
up to look at the view. In England or in America private enterprise would have built a hotel or a
sanatorium here. The Russians have put up a statue to St. VIadimir, who stands overlooking the Dnieper
with agreat crossin his hand. The Dnieper itself isanoble river---far more imposing than the Volga and
totally unlike any river | had ever seen. After more than three yearsin a plain without hills and without
seal found it more soul-satisfying than perhaps | should today.

Then | drove down to the Suspension Bridge to have alook at the town from the plain. For, strangely
enough, while Kieff itself isbuilt on a cluster of hills, all around the country is as flat as the plain round
Moscow. The white-roofed steamboats were already plying on the river. The trees were just coming into
bloom. The lilac was out, and by the roadside buttercups were growing in profusion. By its position
overlooking the river Kieff reminded me of Quebec, and, if Quebec has perhaps the finer site, the
picturesqueness of the Kieff architecture is more than sufficient compensation.

In the evening | went to Saint Sofiato attend the midnight service. In Moscow my visits to the Russian
church had always been on such official occasions as the Emperor's birthday or name-day. Always | had
been in, uniform and had stood among the elect on a square shut off from more humble worshippers.
Here at Kieff | was one of a crowd so dense that several people fainted. In spite of the discomfort, |
remained to the end, took part in the procession, and shared in the emotional uplift of the vast
congregation of peasants and pilgrims.

The pilgrims, pleasantly picturesque at a distance, were assembled in force, and on Easter Monday |
went to see them at the famous Kieff Lavra, which with the Troitse-Sergievski Monastery near Moscow
is the most celebrated holy place in Russia. So warm was the sun that | had to go back and take off my
waistcoat. When | arrived at the monastery church, a service was going on, and thousands of soldiers
were drawn up on the square outside. Pilgrims---bearded old men with limpid eyes and wizened-up old
women---were picnicking everywhere. In the church itself | found an aged philosopher in a corner
contentedly munching aloaf of black bread. He seemed supremely happy. From the church | went to the
catacombs---cold and unimpressive subterranean passages containing the bones of forgotten saints. In
front of each coffin was a collecting box by which sat a priest, and, as the footsore pilgrims clumsily
inserted their copecks, the priest leant forward over the relics of the dead and chanted: "Pray to God for
us." With a shudder | ascended into the sunshine and went out to a grassy plot on the cliff-edge. Here
three blind beggars, sitting about three paces apart, were reading aloud the Gospel with varying degrees
of success. One, ayoung man of not more than twenty-five, was wearing a soldier's uniform. If he had
lost his sight in the war, how had he learnt the Braille system so quickly? If not, why was he wearing a
soldier's uniform? | did not disturb his peace of mind by asking an indiscreet question, preferring to
regard him as a living member of that holy Russia which in those early days of the war had evoked the
emotional sympathies of my own countrymen.

Farther along the bank a gipsy with afortune-telling parrot was doing a lucrative trade with the soldiers.
The parrot was awell-trained bird and could give its customers the correct change up to about thirty
copecks. What with the necromancers and the priests, most of the soldiers and the pilgrims must have
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gone away with empty pockets. What was |left went to an old harpist who, to his own accompaniment,
sang Caucasian folk-songs in awheezy voice. It was al very peaceful, very harmless and very orderly.
Both pilgrims and soldiers had in a contented mind afull reward for their outlay.

In Kieff | had no adventures; yet the memory of the week | spent there remains more clearly fixed in my
mind than any other incident in the war. Perhapsit was the spell of the sunshine, or perhaps the contrast
with the excitement of my Moscow life which has left me with so lucid an impression of this episode.
Certainly, prolonged excitement can become as monotonous as the most vegetabl e existence, and in the
next three years exciting incidents were to tax my memory to its utmost capacity.

As| left Kieff, the weather broke, and the rain descended in torrents. The station was a desert of
depression, and, as | looked back over the railway-bridge, | felt grateful that the town had put on its
gayest colours for my special benefit. Y et my heart was weighed down with the thought that | was
leaving the south, the sunshine, and the smiling, laughing Ukrainians for the cold and cruel north. | did
Moscow and the Great Russians an injustice. When the collapse came, Kieff was to be the centre of the
worst atrocities of the revolution and the Ukrainians the perpetrators of the most brutal outrages.

On thereturn journey | had one minor adventure, which was due to Russian carelessness or to Russian
indifference to accepted Western conventions. | had to share a sleeper with alady. She was charming
and within the first hour had told me her life story. She had been afamous singer and, having amassed a
considerable fortune, had married a Guards officer. After six years of married life he had shot her in afit
of jealousy. The bullet had penetrated her neck. Since then she had been unable to sing. In her company
the hours passed unnoticed, and it was late before | retired to rest. There was, however, no romance
about the meeting. Although she carried her years well, she must then have been over sixty.

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

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

Events, however, were to prolong my period of responsibility. From Kieff | had returned to a M oscow
full of rumours and depression. Things were going badly on the German front. The Russian advance into
Austria had been checked. The heavy counter-attacks had already begun, and refugees were streaming
into the city and taxing its housing resources to the utmost. From my Socialist acquaintances | had
received disquieting reports regarding discontent and disorders among the new conscripts in the villages.
The wounded did not like going back..

The peasants objected to their sons being taken away from the fields. My English friendsin the
provincial textile factories had become increasingly anxious about the Socialist agitation among the
workmen. It had become anti-war as well as anti-Government. In Moscow itself there had been bread

http://www.gwpda.org/wwi-wwwi/BritAgent/BA03.htm (9 of 57)29.8.2006 17:03:10



R.H. Bruce Lockhart. British Agent. Book Three: War and Peace.

riots, and the Assistant-Prefect had been stoned. Sandetsky, the commander-in-chief of the Moscow
district and a gruff old patriot who hated Germans, had been removed from his post, and Prince

Y usupoff, the father of the young Prince who later was involved in the Rasputin murder, had been
appointed Governor-General in his place. The only reason for Sandetsky's dismissal, it was rumoured,
was an excess of patriotism. The Empress, whose work for the wounded was untiring, had given ikons to
the Russian soldiers and money to the German and Austrian prisoners. True or untrue as this report may
have been, Sandetsky had protested against the molly-coddling of prisonersin high quarters and had
been disgraced. The atmosphere was unhealthy. Confidence in the Russian arms had given way to a
conviction of German invincibility, and in every section of the Moscow population ruled bitter
resentment against the alleged pro-German policy of the Russian Government. The famous Russian
steam-roller, which English imagination had invented (incidentally, it was one of the stupidest
comparisons ever coined), had broken down.

Obviousdly, the situation called for action, and | sat down and completed two tasks on which | had been
working even before Bayley's departure. One was along report on the industrial unrest with afirst-hand
account of the aims of the Socialists. The other was a political report on the situation in Moscow. It was
pessimistic in tone and hinted at the probability of seriousriotsin the immediate future. Then, with some
trepidation, | sent them off to the Ambassador. | received a personal letter of thanks with arequest that
political reports should become aregular feature of my work.

My prediction of trouble received startling confirmation within a fortnight. On June 10th vast anti-
German riots broke out in Moscow, and for three days the city was in the hands of the mob. Every shop,
every factory, every private house, owned by a German or bearing a German name, was sacked and
looted. The country house of Knop, the great Russo-German millionaire, who more than any man had
hel ped to build up the Russian cotton-industry by importing English machinery and English managers,
was burnt to the ground. The mob, mad with drink, which it had procured from the wreckage of some
German-named wine merchant, showed no mercy. It cared nothing that its victims were Russian subjects
and in many cases men who, in spite of their names, could speak no German. At Zindel's, afactory in
the worst industrial area, the German-speaking manager, terrified into firing on the mob, was killed on
the spot. | went out into the streets to see the rioting with my own eyes. For the first twenty-four hours
the police could or would do nothing. Fires broke out in many quarters of the city, and, if there had been
awind, the disaster of 1812 might have repeated itself. On the Kuznetsky Most | stood and watched,
while hooligans sacked the leading piano store of Moscow. Bechsteins, Blithners, grand pianos, baby
grands and uprights, were hurled one by one from the various stories to the ground, where a high bonfire
completed the work of destruction. The crash of falling woodwork, the cruel tongues of flame, and the
raucous yelling of the mob swelled into aterrifying discord, which even the troops, who had been called
out, were at first unable to quell.

On the third day, after some shooting, the authorities were able to restore order. But, for the first time
since 1905, the mob had felt its power. Its appetite for disorder had been whetted.

In this holocaust a considerable amount of British property had been damaged, and | therefore called
immediately on the Prefect and on Prince Y usupoff, the Governor-General, to make my official protest.
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| found the unfortunate Prefect in a state of collapse. He knew that he would be held responsible---as
indeed he was. He was superseded within twenty-four hours. Prince Y usupoff, as one of the richest
landownersin Russia, was in adifferent situation. He was bitterly opposed to what he called the pro-
German "brakes" in St. Petersburg and he was inclined to take the view that the riots would have a
salutary effect on alukewarm Government.

Shortly afterwards Prince Y usupoff went on leave and never resumed his post. The account of his
dismissal or, as he called it, hisrefusal to return is amusing. Soon after the riots he gave adinner to
General Klimovitch, the new Prefect, and to Count Muravieff, the Governor of the province of Moscow.
Two days later Djunkowski, the Assistant Minister of the Interior and the head of the secret police, rang
up Muravieff from St. Petersburg and said to him.

"Two days ago you dined with Y usupoff!"
"Yes."

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

"Y ou drank a Mouton-Rothschild of 1884."
"Yes," said the astonished Muravieff, "but how the devil do you know all this?'
"Why," replied Djunkowski, "Klimovitch has just sent mein afull report.”

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

Klimovitch remained, and Y usupoff never returned.

The origin of the Moscow riotsis still shrouded in mystery, but | have aways held the view that the
Moscow Governor-General was greatly to blame in that he first tolerated what he apparently thought
was to be a healthy anti-German demonstration and did not intervene until the situation had become
highly dangerous.

As aresult of this deplorable affair | received arequest from the Ambassador asking me to cometo St.
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Petersburg to see him.

Looking back across the years, | find it hard to recapture the thrill which this message gave me. Vice-
Consuls, even acting Consuls-General, were not summoned every day to be consulted by Ambassadors.
For one awkward moment | wondered if in any respect my handling of affairs had been remissor if in
any way | could be held responsible for what had happened. | decided the question in my own favour
and consolidated my growing store of self-confidence. | took the precaution of calling on Michael
Chelnokoff, the Moscow Mayor and my best friend in Russia, to collect the latest political information.
Then, packing my bag, | set out for the station, where the indispensable Alexander had "wangled" me a
slegper to myself.

CHAPTER THREE

ALTHOUGH | had been three yearsin Russia, it was my first visit to St. Petersburg. It was also the first
time | wasto see Sir George Buchanan. Although today | have a hate of al towns, a city which is new to
me rarely fails to touch some side of my emotions. In one sense St. Petersburg did not disappoint me. It
IS, in truth, afar more beautiful city than Moscow, and the view---especially the winter view---from the
British Embassy, which has or had a noble site on the river opposite the fortress of Peter and Paul, is
amost fairy-like in its beauty. But even in summer, in the season of the white nights, St. Petersburg
aways seemed to me cold and grey. Beneath its lovely exterior its heart was chill. Never at any time did
it inspire me with the same friendly affection as Moscow.

On my arrival in the early morning | drove to the old Hotel de France, made a careful toilet, breakfasted,
and then walked across through the Palace Square to the Embassy. | had afeeling of uncomfortable
apprehension asif | was about to visit my dentist. Asa Scot | sometimes try to cure my inferiority
complex towards the English by a simulated contempt for their intellectual shortcomings. In the
presence of foreigners| am alion of self-confidence. The blustering swagger of the Americans only
increases the sense of my own importance. Russians always make me feel that | am a"grand seigneur.”
But the meek arrogance of an Englishman's modesty reduces me to the level of an awkward gawk. |
imagine that thisinferiority complex, which now cramps me more securely than ever, dates from that
day when | first entered the portals of the British Embassy.

As | made my way up one side of the broad double staircase, at the top of which the Ambassador used to
receive his guests and on which three years later the unfortunate Cromie was to be shot down and
trampled to death by Bolshevik soldiers, | felt like a schoolboy going to interview his headmaster. |
turned to the left and was shown into a kind of ante-room which opened out of the corridor. Here | was
met by Havery, the Chancery servant---a wonderful character, who had all the Englishman's contempt
for foreigners and whose penchant for grumbling was equalled only by his kindness of heart. | was given
achair and was told to wait. As the minutes passed, the anticipated pleasure which my visit had aroused
in me gave way to an increasing trepidation. The only member of the Embassy staff whom | knew was
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Colonel Knox, the military attaché. He was out. The Ambassador had fixed no time for my interview.

Obviously, every one was very busy. Perhaps | should have telephoned to ascertain the hour of my
appointment. | became nervous and ill-at-ease. An ultra-sensitive nature has been my curse all through
life. It---and it alone---is responsible for that reputation for cal culated insolence which | acquired---most
undeservedly---during my official career and which, later, was to cause avery high official in the
Foreign Office to stigmatise me as an "impudent schoolboy." Never has this sensitiveness frozen me into
such unnatural impotence as during that long drawn-out quarter of an hour in Havery's ante-room.

At last, alarge white door with an iron bar across it opened, and atall, athletic, and extremely good-
looking man of about thirty came out. It was "Benji" Bruce, the head of the Chancery and the inevitable
and indispensable favourite of every Ambassador under whom he has ever served. Telling me that the
Ambassador would see me in afew minutes, he took me into the Chancery and introduced me to the
other secretaries. Later, | was to know them better and appreciate their merits, but my first impression
was of atyping and telegraph bureau conducted by Old Etonians. At uncomfortably close quartersin a
large room, blocked with tables, sat half a dozen young men busily engaged in typing and ciphering.
That they did their task well, that "Benji" Bruce could type as fast as any professional typist and cipher
and decipher with astonishing speed is beside the point. Here was a collection of young men, all of
whom had had thousands of pounds spent on their education, who had passed a difficult examination,
yet who, in the middle of agreat war, in which their special knowledge might have been used to their
country's advantage, were occupied for hours on end in work which could have been performed just as
efficiently by a second-division clerk. This system, now fortunately abolished, was typical of the want of
imagination which reigned in Whitehall during at any rate the first two years of the war. Any side-show
mission---and in Russia there must have been a score---could command an almost unlimited supply of
money from the Treasury. The professional diplomatists, who, whatever their shortcomings may have
been, knew their job better than the amateurs, were left to carry on as in peace time, not because of any
danger of secrets being divulged, but merely because this system had been in force for generations and
because, in the Chief Clerk's Department in the Foreign Office there was no one with sufficient elasticity
of mind or force of character to insist on its being altered. No wonder that, after the war, many of the
younger diplomatists, weary of this senseless drudgery, sent in their resignations. Bruce was acasein
point. A man of strong and attractive personality, an excellent linguist, and a firm disciplinarian with a
real genius for organisation, he ran his Chancery with remarkable efficiency. If atrifle obstinate, as
becomes an Ulsterman, he served his various chiefs with passionate |oyalty.

When he resigned soon after the war, the Foreign office lost perhaps the best-equipped of its younger
diplomatists.

After | had kicked my heelsin the Chancery for twenty minutes, Havery came in and announced that the
Ambassador was free. As | entered the long study, in which afterwards | was to have so many
interviews, afrail-looking man with atired, sad expression in his eyes came forward to meet me. His
monocle, hisfinely-chiselled features, and his beautiful silver-grey hair gave him something of the
appearance of a stage-diplomat. But there was nothing artificial about his manner, or. indeed, about the
man himself---only a great charm and a wonderful power of inspiring loyalty, to which | yielded at once.
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His whole manner was so gentle that my nervousness left me instantaneously, and for an hour | talked to
him, telling him my fears and my anxieties about the situation, the shortage of munitions, the
subterranean propaganda against the war, the growing discontent of every class of the population with
the Government, the murmurs against the throne itself. He showed some surprise. "I thought the
atmosphere in Moscow was much healthier than in St. Petersburg,” he said rather sadly. Indeed, it was,
but | guessed that up to this point he had rated Moscow patriotism too highly. | had shaken afaith that
perhaps was never very strong.

| was asked to luncheon and was introduced to Lady Georgina, the Ambassador's wife. She was a
woman of strong likes and dislikes, which she made little attempt to conceal, and for some months she
never failed to greet me, whenever | came to St. Petersburg, with the remark: "Here comes the
pessimistic Mr. Lockhart." In every other respect, however, she showed me nothing but kindness, and,
although | never quite overcame my original awe, | counted myself among the fortunates who enjoyed
her favour. To Sir George himself she was everything that a wife should be, watching over his health
with tireless zeal, running his house like clockwork and never failing in that passion for punctuality
which in the Ambassador amounted almost to a mania. She was a big woman, and her heart wasin
proportion to her bulk.

Thisis no place in which to give an account of Sir George Buchanan's work in Russia, but | should like
to pay my tribute to the man himself. Every British official who was in Russia during the war years has
had inevitably to face the criticism which failure bringsin its train. And in British eyes the collapse of
Russiain 1917 was the greatest of all failures. The tendency, therefore, to seek scapegoats among their
own countrymen is strong. Sir George Buchanan's name has not escaped the calumniators either in
England or in Russia. | have heard ministers of the Crown declare that with a stronger British
Ambassador the revolution might have been avoided. There are Russians who with the basest ingratitude
have accused Sir George Buchanan of having instigated the revolution. Both criticisms can be dismissed
aswholly ridiculous. Indeed, the Russian accusation is a particularly cruel and baseless slander, which,
to the shame of London society, has been repeated without contradiction in London drawing-rooms by
Russians who have enjoyed British hospitality in high places. It isaform of vilification which no
personal sufferings can justify or ever excuse. Sir George Buchanan was a man whose every instinct was
opposed to revolution. Until the revolution came he always refused to meet and, actually, never did meet
any of the men who were responsible for the overthrow of Tsardom, nor did he either personally or
through his subordinates give any encouragement to their ambitions. Naturally he would have been
lacking in perspicacity if he had failed to foresee the catastrophe that was approaching, and in his duty if
he had been afraid to warn the Russian autocracy of the dangers which he saw threatening it. This
difficult task he undertook in a memorable conversation with the Emperor. | saw him just before he went
to see the Tsar. He informed me that if the Emperor received him sitting down all would be well. The
Tsar received him standing.

The Whitehall assertion that a stronger ambassador might have averted the final catastrophe is based on
afundamental ignorance of the traditions of the Russian autocracy. Contempt for foreignersisa
characteristic of the English race, but in this respect the attitude of the most insular John Bull is
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tolerance itself compared with the arrogant indifference of St. Petersburg society to the stranger within
its gates. With no long lineage and lessreal civilisation than one might expect from the luxury of itslife,
the Russian aristocracy lived in aworld of itsown. A foreign ambassador was not accepted merely
because he was an ambassador. If he was liked for his own socia qualities he was invited everywhere. If
not, he wasignored. It was not actual snobbishness. The Russian aristocracy was as hospitable as the
other sections of the Russian population. But it made its own selection of the recipients of its hospitality,
and frequently its choice was startling in its indiscrimination. During the war years a junior lieutenant in
the British Military Censor's office probably went to more parties in high places than all the members of
the Embassy put together.

To the aristocracy the complete absolutism of the Tsar was something more than areligion. It was the
rock on which its own sheltered existence was built. In its eyes the Emperor was the only real monarch
in the world, and for its own sake it was always ready to regard any attempt by foreign diplomatists to
influence him as an encroachment on the Imperial authority. The most efficient members of the
bureaucracy were Baltic barons---a class hidebound even today, in reaction. From the first they saw in
the war a danger to the autocracy, and England as the home of constitutional monarchy they regarded
with deep suspicion. Nor, for al his weakness, was the Emperor himself easily accessible or in any way,
except the most tactful, amenable to foreign influence. He would have resented as much as his advisers
any attempt by an English diplomatist to speak plainly to him.

Sir George Buchanan's task was therefore abnormally difficult. He had to overcome the political
prejudice against England which still remained from past differences of policy. He had to take into
consideration the peculiar susceptibilities of the ruling class. To suggest that because he walked warily
he was a weak man isto underrate his whole character. He had been selected for the St. Petersburg
Embassy because of the excellent work he had done at Sofia, and | doubt if there was any one in the
British diplomatic service who understood the Slav character better. If not a man of outstanding intellect
(he had the Scot's mistrust of brilliance), he had remarkable powers of intuition and an abundant supply
of common-sense. To Russian cleverness he opposed complete honesty and sincerity tempered with
caution. He won the full confidence of Sazonoff, the most reliable of the Tsarist ministers, and by the
vast bulk of the Russian population he was regarded as a man whose heart was in an Allied victory as
distinct from a purely English victory, and who would countenance no intrigues at the expense of
Russia. | say intentionally "the bulk of the Russian population,” for it is a mistake to imagine that Sir
George Buchanan was an unpopular figure in Russian society. Except in pro-German circles his
admirers among the aristocracy were numerous. It was only after the revolution that the nobility began
to murmur against him, seeking in him a scapegoat for their own failure and a cloak for their own loose
talk against the Emperor. More than all the resolutions of the Zemstvos and the Cities Unions, more than
all the agitation of the Socialists, it was the openly expressed criticism by Grand Dukes and highly
placed aristocrats which sapped the authority of the Imperial throne. When the history of Anglo-Russian
relations during these fateful yearsis seen in perspective, future generations will recognise how great
was the work accomplished by Sir George Buchanan in helping to keep Russiain the war for aslong as
she remained. Certainly, | can imagine no greater calamity to the English fortunes than an English
Ambassador in St. Petersburg who had tried to play the little Napoleon of Whitehall before the Emperor.
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Asachief Sir George Buchanan was delightful---a man in whom all thought of self was submerged in
the highest conception of duty. He was worshipped by his staff, and, when he took his daily walk to the
Russian Foreign Office, his hat cocked on one side, histall, lean figure slightly drooping under his many
cares, every Englishman felt that here as much as the diplomatic precincts of the Embassy itself was a
piece of the soil of England.

If there was one aspect of his character on which | should lay stress, it was his magnificent courage both
physical and moral. Physicaly, he did not know the meaning of the word "fear." Morally, he triumphed

completely over what | think was a natural inclination to the line of least resistance and faced without a

moment's hesitation situations and interviews which were repugnant to him.

To me he was unfailingly kind. Through the insignificance of my own position | was able to see people
whom neither he nor other members of his staff could see. | was thus enabled to supply him with
information which, provided it was correct, was of some value to him. Many an ambassador would have
taken this information as a matter of course and incorporated what he required in his own despatches.
Thiswas not Sir George's way. He not only gave me every encouragement both by letter and in personal
discussion, but he also sent my reports home to the Foreign Office---frequently with a covering despatch
of approval. Asaresult, | was given full credit for my work in London and on several occasions
received a personal letter of commendation from Sir Edward Grey. My head went allittle higher in the
air. | fought more fiercely with the Chief Clerk's department for increased office and personal
allowances. But to Sir George | was full of gratitude and of that respectful submission which gratitude
should always bring with it. Later, | wasto forfeit his goodwill by the anti-intervention attitude | adopted
after the Bolshevik revolution. But of all the men | have worked under in my career he was, with the
single exception of Lord Milner, the one who inspired in me the greatest affection and hero-worship, and
| am glad that, before he died, | was able to make my peace with him.

CHAPTER FOUR

| RETURNED to Moscow well pleased with my reception and greatly encouraged by the Ambassador's
request that | was to keep in close touch with him and to come to St. Petersburg whenever there was
anything important to discuss. Although | said nothing about my visit, the redoubtable Alexander was
not so silent, and very soon | found that both with the officials and with the politicians my prestige was
considerably enhanced. | expect that on Alexander's lips the story lost nothing in the telling and that in
the Governor-General's office and in the headquarters of the Zemstvos and Cities Unionsit was
broadcast that His Excellency the Acting British Consul-General (Alexander always omitted the Acting)
was now going regularly to St. Petersburg to consult if not actually to advise His Super-Excellency (in
Russia ambassadors wer e Super-Excellencies) the British Ambassador.

During that summer of 1915 | consolidated my friendship with Michagl Chelnokoff, the Moscow Mayor
and aformer vice-president of the Imperial Duma. Chelnokoff, a splendid type of Moscow merchant,
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grey-bearded, patriarchal, broad-shouldered and, in spite of a game leg, stout-hearted beyond most of his
compatriots, was a grand fellow. Although he was twenty years older than myself, we became the
closest friends, and through him not only did I come to know intimately all the Moscow political |eaders
like Prince Lvoff, Vasily Maklakoff, Manuiloff, Kokoshkin, and many others, but | also received copies
of the numerous secret resol utions which were passed by such bodies as the Moscow Municipality, the
Zemstvo Union, of which Prince Lvoff was head, and the Cities Union of which Chelnokoff himself was
the moving spirit. Sometimes | was even able to obtain in Moscow through the same source copies of
secret resolutions passed by the Cadet Party in St. Petersburg or of such documents as Rodzianko's | etter
to the Prime Minister and to send them to our Embassy in St. Petersburg before any one else had brought
them to its notice. These minor successes naturally added to my reputation as a "news-getter." Through
the Zemstvos and Cities Unions, too, | was of some service to the War Office. The Zemstvos and. the
Cities Union, though stupidly hampered by the Government, were the nearest Russian equivalent to our
Ministry of Munitions, and from Lvoff and Chelnokoff | received regularly the latest figures regarding
the output of every kind of war materials.

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

Then, however, came anew crisis. Things had gone from bad to worse on the Russian front. The retreat
in Galiciaand in the Carpathians did not affect Moscow so much except in the increase of wounded, but
the advance on Warsaw was different. For some weeks Polish refugees had been pouring into Moscow.
Now on July 19th came atelegram from Grove informing me that Warsaw was being evacuated and that
he and the remaining members of the British colony were leaving for Moscow immediately. Three days
later he arrived, and on the same day came atelegram from Bayley, informing me that he had been
appointed Consul-General in New Y ork and was returning to Moscow at once to pack up. | had noill-
will against the Groves. If | had any persona ambitions, | was unconscious of them. But | must confess
that this double-barrelled shock filled me with consternation. If Bayley went to New Y ork, Grove
obviously would take his place in Moscow, and, quite candidly, after Bayley | did not relish areturn to
the Grove régime.

On July 30th Bayley arrived, carrying a surprise-packet in demonstration against the police, which
ended as usual with a charge of mounted gendarmes.

The next day there was general disappointment at the false report, and, together with my French
colleague, | called on the Prefect to demand summary action against the editor and the publishers. He
received us with the usual official unctuousness. He had already anticipated our just indignation. He had
closed down the newspaper for the rest of the war. We expressed our gratitude in proper terms. After
this statement | was surprised to find the paper still continuing to appear, having changed its name from
Evening News to Evening Gazette. In every other respect it was identical with its predecessor. The
headlines and the type were the same. The erring editor of the day before had signed the leading article
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of today.

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

| do not profess ever to have mastered the psychology of the Tsarist police. | refuse, however, to believe
either initsefficiency or in its honesty. The dreaded "Okhrana' of the Seton Merriman novel was a myth
fearful more by its name than by its omniscience. It was an organisation run by bunglers and clever
crooks, and in it the bunglers outnumbered the brains by nine to one.

As the autumn advanced, the approaching tragedy of Russiaimpressed itself more and more on my
mind. Worse things were to happen than the fall of Warsaw. Y et the same defect of character which
made the Russian incapable of sustained effort helped to take the edge off his pessimism. No Muscovite
could continue for long to wring his hands. Actually, as blow succeeded blow, local patriotism
reasserted itself, and, if in St. Petersburg there were few people who believed in a Russian victory,
Moscow adopted the slogan that the war could not be won unless the dark influences in the capital were
eliminated. From this moment dates the first of the many resolutions demanding a ministry of national
defence or of public confidence.

At first these demands were modest enough. Moscow was prepared to accept legitimate Tsarist
ministers---that is, men like Krivoshein, Sazonoff, Samarin, Sherbatoff and others, who had no
connection with the political partiesin the Duma. It would at this stage have been simple enough for the
Tsar to have formed a new Ministry which would have satisfied public opinion, without going outside
the usual circle from which he chose his advisers. By giving in time the six inches of reform which were
necessary, he might have saved the yards which adisillusioned country was to take by force afterwards.
Those nearest him, however, saw the matter in another light. They told him that any concession now
would be regarded as afatal weakness and that the appetite of the reformers would only be whetted. This
was an argument which never failed to convince the Empress, and in consequence the Tsar's reply to
those who were working hardest for Russia's victory was to dissolve the Duma, to relieve the Grand
Duke Nicholas of his command, and to dismiss Samarin, Sherbatoff and Djunkowski, the three Ministers
who at the moment were most popular in Moscow.

The dissolution of the Duma provoked the usual strikes and protests. But the assumption of the Supreme
Command by the Tsar himself was the first milestone on the way to Golgotha. It was the most fatal of
the many blunders of the unfortunate Nicholas 11, for as Commander-in-Chief he became personally
responsible in the eyes of the people for the long succession of defeats which, owing to Russia’s
technical deficiencies, were now inevitable.

The dismissal of Samarin and Djunkowski was the indirect sequel of an episode of which | myself had
been a silent witness. One summer evening | was at Y ar, the most luxurious night-haunt of Moscow,
with some English visitors. As we watched the music-hall performance in the main-hall, there was a
violent fracas in one of the neighbouring "kabinets." Wild shrieks of women, a man's curses, broken
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glass and the banging of doors raised a discordant pandemonium. Head-waiters rushed upstairs. The
manager sent for the policeman who was always on duty at such establishments. But the row and the
roaring continued. There was more coming and going of waiters and policemen, and scratching of heads
and holding of councils. The cause of the disturbance was Rasputin---drunk and lecherous, and neither
police nor management dared evict him. The policeman telephoned to his divisional inspector, the
inspector telephoned to the Prefect. The Prefect telephoned to Djunkowski, who was Assistant Minister
of the Interior and head of all the police. Djunkowski, who was a former general and a man of high
character, gave orders that Rasputin, who, after all, was only an ordinary citizen and not even a priest,
should be arrested forthwith. Having disturbed every one's enjoyment for two hours, he was led away,
snarling and vowing vengeance, to the nearest police-station. He was released early next morning on
instructions from the highest quarters. He left the same day for St. Petersburg, and within twenty-four
hours Djunkowski was relieved of his post. Samarin's dismissal, which followed later, made avery
painful impression. A nobleman of splendid character, he was then Oberprokuror or Minister in Charge
of Church matters and one of the very best representatives of his class. No one but a madman could
accuse him of anything but the most orthodox conservative opinions or of any lack of loyalty to the
Emperor. Yet every Liberal and every Socialist respected him as an honest man, and the fact that the
Emperor could thus sacrifice one of hismost loyal advisers for a creature like Rasputin was accepted by
nearly every one in Moscow as a complete proof of the Tsar's incompetence. "Down with the
autocracy!" cried the Liberals. But even among the reactionaries there were those who said: "If the
autocracy isto flourish, give us a good autocrat.”

Thiswas the only occasion on which Rasputin came across my path. From time to time, however, | saw
the mark of the beast at Chelnokoff's house, where the Mayor would show me a short typewritten note
requesting him to fix up the bearer in a safe and comfortable job in the Cities Union. The note was
signed in an illiterate scrawl "G.R."---Grigori Rasputin. The requests were invariably turned down by
the sturdy Chelnokoff.

With the advent of winter---and in that year of 1915 it came early---a period of stagnation set in on the
front and with it came alull in the political discontent. Life went on.

My wife and | dined out six nightsin the week. Most days we had people to luncheon---English officers,
generals, admirals, colonels, captains, passing through Moscow on their way to the headquarters of the
various Russian armies. Once aweek my wife had a reception, and by some innate talent of her own
succeeded in making the wolves lie down with the lambs. She was especially delighted when she could
include a Socidlist or two in her bag. Nevertheless, everybody came---from the Commandant of the
Kremlin, the Governor, the Prefect and the Generals of the Moscow district (not all of the generals were
well disposed either to the Government or to the local authorities) down to the rich Moscow
millionaires, and the ballet dancers, the actors and writers, and the shy and rather awkward politicians of
the Left. There were, asfar as| remember, no contretemps, although on one occasion Sasha Kropotkina,
the daughter of that fine old anarchist, Prince Kropotkin, nearly came to blows with Countess
Kleinmichel over the lack of martial spirit in St. Petersburg. This mingling of the different sets of
Russians in Moscow was as good for them as it was useful to us. It broke down barriers which had never
been stormed before. It provided us with information of the most varying character.
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That there were Russians whose hearts were still set on victory was brought home to me in aremarkable
manner when my brother Norman waskilled at Loos. | did not receive the news until early in October.
We had been out in the country and were dining with some Russians at the Hermitage. My wife had
gone home to change her shoes. There she found the telegram and telephoned to me at the restaurant. It
was the first time that the death of some one | loved had come to me without warning, and in the
telephone box | broke down and cried bitterly. | told my Russian friends what had happened and went
home. The next morning nearly every Moscow newspaper had a very generous tribute to my brother and
to the heavy losses of the Scottish troops, and for daysto come | received letters of sympathy from
Russians of every class and rank. Many came from people | did not know even by sight. Most of them
ended with an expression of profound conviction of the ultimate triumph of the Allies.

It must not be thought, however, that my life was all tragedy. The strikes, the political discontent, the
defeats, stand out today like landmarksin agreat plain, but they were not everyday occurrences or even
an important part of my daily life. | had my own problems to tackle: committees to attend (the British
colony ran various enterprises for the wounded and the refugees; in addition, there were recruiting
committees, war supply committees, etc.) and an immense routine work at the Consulate which, apart
from my political work, was awholetimejob in itself. Some of my troubles were humorous; others
merely irritating. | could laugh when my wife rang me up at the Consulate to say that the servants had
gone on strike or rather refused to enter the flat, because there was an evil spirit, a Poltergeist, whose
chief offence seemed to be the breaking of valuable plates. Certainly, arare and precious ikon had fallen
by itself, and, as my wife took the servants' side, there was nothing for it but to enlist the services of the
priest. He came and for the sum of five roubles gave the Poltergeist a liberal sprinkling of holy water.
The flat was cleansed; the servants returned; and strangely enough, the queer noises and the breaking of
plates ceased.

L ess amusing were the frequent rows among my Consular staff, which had swollen considerably since
the influx of the British refugees from Warsaw., Bayley had |left me with alegacy in the person of
Francis Greenep, a once well-known London lawyer. Always very neatly dressed, he was a fine-looking
old man, and his silver hair and his monocle lent distinction to a staff of which | myself was amost the
most youthful member. When in the right mood, he had charming manners. His work, too, was
punctually and excellently done. But---and it was a big but---his temper was explosive and, as he was
always on the look-out for insults, there were many scenes. One day it would be Alexander who had
ruffled his dignity. Another time it would be St. Clair, the Vice-Consul from Warsaw, who had been
attached to me and who, although more Polish than Scottish, had all the pride of the ancient Scottish
family to which he belonged. Strange, difficult fellows they were: responsive to emotional appeals, but
not to be driven. | expect | tried them highly, and in my case living for months and indeed years on end
at high tension in asmall office, where one saw the same faces every day, was strain enough to break the
strongest nerves, and neither Greenep's nor St. Clair's were up to standard. | could manage the rows
between the various members of the staff. It was another matter when Greenep's wrath was unloosed on
visitorsto the office. For hisown sake | kept him as much as possible in his own room, but obviously |
could not prevent him from entering the main office in the execution of his duties. In along series of
incidents two had serious results. One morning, as | was deciphering atelegram in my own room, |
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heard an angry altercation from the outer office. Above the general din, | could hear Greenep's voice,
trembling with rage: "Do what you're told, sir, or leave the office!"

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

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

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

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

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

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

More serious was a similar episode in which Greenep affronted Baleleff, arich Armenian and a brother
of the famous Nikita. In his spare time Greenep supplemented his income by giving lessonsto rich
Russians. Baleieff was one of his pupils. Apparently there had been some trouble about payment. At any
rate, Greenep nursed agrievance. It found its outlet when one day Baleleff came into the Consulate to
obtain avisa. Unfortunately, Greenep was again in the main office, and the sight of the rich man, who he
alleged had done him out of his hard-earned roubles, maddened him. Once again | had to rush out and
make peace. Thistime, however, the consequences were more serious. There had been witnesses of the
incident, and Baleieff was determined to take hislegal remedy. Luckily, his lawyer was a great friend of
our own lawyer and was as anxious as | was to prevent a public scandal. Between us we worked out
every possible compromise which would satisfy Baleieff's wounded feelings and at the same time save
Greenep from dismissal. In the end Baleieff agreed to drop all proceedingsin return for a public apology
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to be made in the Presence of the Consular staff and of himself and hislawyer. The apology was to be
drafted by him.

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

Finally, he agreed. The apology was typed out, and with the lawyers | arranged the formalities for its
delivery. In the main office Fritz and the three lady typists sat like mummies at their desks. On the door
side of the counter stood Baltieff and his lawyer. | took up my own stand on the office side of the
counter. When all was ready, | walked to Greenep's room, brought him up before the counter, and put
the apology into his hands. He was in his best suit. His hair was carefully brushed. His monocle was
fixed firmly in his eye. His face was like a statue.

Only from the trembling paper in his hands could one suspect the suppressed rage.

"Shall | begin?' he said in an ominous whisper. He read through the idiotic document, arich flush
suffusing his cheeks until they became the colour of aturkey's comb, while Baleieff, fat and sweating
with fear, extracted what satisfaction he could from the Englishman's humiliation. When he had finished,
Greenep turned one awful glare at his enemy, crumpled up the paper in his hand and with a"There, you
may have your pound of flesh!" strode out of the room.

Today, the scene seems comic enough and, indeed, atrifle undignified as far as my own participation is
concerned. But at the time it was a serious business. Indeed, so great was Greenep's capacity for nursing
agrievance, that he might very easily have involved the Consulate-General in a scandal or in expensive
litigation and, certainly, inridicule.

There were, however, compensations. In November, 1915, the Ambassador wrote me a letter informing
me that the Foreign Office was so pleased with my work that | was to be left in charge of the Consulate-
General until the end of the war. | used this|letter with great effect in order to improve my financial
position, which, with my increased responsibilities, was becoming precarious. For sometime | had been
conducting a bitter correspondence with the Foreign Office. We were in the middle of agreat war. | was
being involved in far greater expenditure than ever Bayley had had to face, and | was receiving neither
increase of pay nor increase of office allowance. | enlisted the services of the Ambassador on my side.
They were given whole-heartedly. Very early on, he wrote to the Foreign Office saying: "Thereis
scarcely any Consular post of the same importance as Moscow at the present moment. It is the industrial
and, in a certain broad sense, the political, capital of Russia.... Y ou will have seen from Mr. Lockhart's
despatches the excellent work that has been done by that office since Mr. Clive Bayley's departure!’

Even Ambassadors, however, cannot disturb the unimaginative routine of the Chief Clerk's Department
or of the Treasury, and it was not in an obdurate Whitehall, but in the heart of my grandmother that Sir
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George Buchanan's letter was of serviceto me. The old lady, thrilled always by success, was delighted
by the Ambassador's encomiums. | knew just exactly how to launch my appeal. My brother Norman had
supplied the perfect form to all of us, when he was a small boy in hisfirst term at Marlborough. As his
birthday approached, he had written to his grandmother as follows:

"Dear Grannie,
| hope you are well. | am enjoying school very much

My birthday is next Tuesday. All the boys here have cameras and spend their time taking
snap-shots. The weather has been very good, and we have played more hockey than
'rugger.’ | am in the fourth form and my housemaster is called Taylor. His nicknameis
‘Trilby." He is a parson and he says prayers faster than any one | have ever heard. | hope
you are well, dear Grannie, and that you are not finding Edinburgh too cold. | wasfirst in
scripture last week.

Y our loving grandson,
NORMAN.
P.S.---1 have no camera.”

With the right bow in my hands-and thistime | had it, | could play a still better tune on thisfiddle. | gave
the old lady a glowing account of the Scots in Russia and the part the Bruces, the Gordons, the
Hamiltons, had played in building St. Petersburg and in winning Peter the Great's battles. Had not a

L earmonth---the very name of her house---provided Russia with her greatest poet? | dwelt on all the
famous people | had met. | described the dinners given by my colleagues and by my Russian friends. My
P.S. assured her of my unfailing belief in ultimate victory provided the cost of living could be kept
down. Perhapsin her dreams (I have said she was ambitious) she aready saw me rallying the spent
Russians to the attack. Perhaps she was amused by my artfulness in the same way as she had been
amused by my brother's hint about the camera. At any rate, just as he received his camera, so | received
my cheques---cheques, too, for generous amounts---which relieved my financial embarrassments and
enabled me at any rate to keep my end up.

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

As 1915 drew to its end, my political work increased. The Allies were now seriously anxious about the
Russian situation, and to my other labours was added the task of entertaining and shepherd