CHAPTER XVIII

Our train crawled along slowly. It was heavy and
long, the engine was old and dilapidated and was
bumning damp wood. We estimated that it would
take us about three hours to reach the spot where
the wily Commissar proposed to unhitch our wagons.

In the middle c::-l'l:l that cold and dark night, when
we judged the time to be ripe, Boyle and I stepped
out on the running board and then scrambled to the
carriage top, and lying flat on our stomachs awaited
“mu‘lns ulled ysicl

At last we up at a tiny wayside statio
where we we:ep halted Flb‘c:-r some yminu:u. Just 2
the train was starting a ruffianly figure, unshaven,
unkempt and filthy, stole along and uncoupled the
wagons. We dropped quietly to the ground and
crept up one on each side; then in the darkness of
the night the Colonel’s fist crashed out and the man
went down like a log. Hastily we recoupled the
trucks and the train moved forward, dragging our
four wagons along with it.

Throughout night we watched lest a further
attempt at uncoupling should be made. But whether
it was that the people at the staton which we had
left imagined that trucks were still standing in
the darkness there, or that it was too much trouble
to telephone the next station, no other attempt was
made to molest us that night.
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The train went ambling on through the snow-
covered countryside at about ten miles an hour.
This does not indicate our real rate of pro-
gress however, for we sometimes spent hours at
small stations waiting for engines, waiting for fuel,
waiting for engine-drivers, %hmevcr we did stop
at a station it was the signal for a free fight. The
carriages were packed with travellers as tight as they
could be and humanity swarmed on the top of every
car except our own, from which we ejected all in-
vaders, sometimes not without force. This work
had to be done by Boyle and myself. The two
Rumanians were useless, and we could not call on
Sandy to help us as, the murder of Russian officers
being a national pastime, we did not dare to let any-
one catch sight of him. For ten days Boyle and I
never removed our clothes. We took turns for
sleeping, but we were both always up at every station
or stop.

Atpﬂrimsk we ran into a bartle which was being
fought between the of the Soviet Republic
nnd'lfll:mseo of the Ukrainian Rada. S 2

e Soviet troops were trying to ca rian
station, which was being defended by d!n)tmrl}fhmmm
with machine-guns, reinforced by a couple of
armoured cars. Both sides fired indiscriminately at
the train. There were no killed, but about forty
people were wounded. For the first time our train
moved like an express, and we shot past that station
and did not pull up until we had passed it by three
or four mil?:s. 'len of our windows had been
smashed and the side of the car marked by bullets,
but thanks to the steel walls we had been compara-
tively safe,
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That night, when I was on duty, 1 ohserved a

glare in the sky and judged that there was trouble
ahead. The country into which we had now passed
was in the hands of the Soviets. As we approached
nearer to the glare I found that it was caused by a
vodka factory which had been accidentally set on
fire by looters during a debauch. Our train lurched
to a and instantly a swarm of people emerged
from the carriages and made for the factory.

It was a weird sight, the blazing factory, the snow-
covered fields and the hundreds of people rushing
across from our train to get a litle vodka for them-
selves. The crowd burst open the warchouse, and
men came staggering out from its doors carrying six
or seven bottles of vodka, Many of them could not
wait until they got back to the train, but knocked off
the head of a bottle and drank as they came. When
after an hour we moved forward we had hundreds of
drunken men aboard.

The following morning, when we pulled into one
of the larger stations, a grey, old wooden ramshackle
hﬁmd&: train was surrounded by a detachment
iyl g e

8 party and an guar a system-
atic search of the train. Stepping on to the platform
I walked up to the end of the train at which he had

and noted that he was doing his work wvery
thoroughly, and that he was an aggressive type of
bully. I went back to report 1o the Colonel and we
ordered Sandy and A. and O. to go to their bunks
and to remain there without talking or even daring
to cough. I took the further precaution of locking
their coupé doors with my pass-key.

By the time the Commissar, at the head of his
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party, had arrived at our carriage, 1 had decided that
a good bluff represented our only hope of -
and [ gave the Commissar the best salute L
muster, and gravely shook hands with him.

“You cannot bring your party into our carriage.
We are a Foreign Mission and are not subject to
search. By doing so you would violate the exterri-
toriality convention which exists between our country
and the Soviet Republic” A bit of me inside
chuckled, for I knew that our government was most
unlikely to recognize the Soviet Government for
many years to come, and for us to claim exterri-
toriality in our position was really the height of
impudence.

The Commissar hesitated for a moment. Then
his jaw set. He felt very strongly that it was his
duty 1o search our carriage.

“My friend,” 1 said, “you will be doing a grear
wrong if you do come in, and our country will never
forgive the insule.”

“Whar is your country#”* he asked.

To say thar we were English would not help us,
for at that time our country was neither popular nor
very much respected in Russia, so | replied, “We
a:‘:y[ile Canadian thﬁssinn.” o

“Canadian—Canadian.  Is that the American
Republic?" asked the simple Commissar.

“Yes, rather!” 1 replied. *Now look here, come
in and see Colonel Bn:;llje, the head of the Mission. 1
know that he will be very glad to make your acquaint-
ance, but you must leave your detachment here on
the platform and I will send them some Canadian
cigarettes.” The Commissar stepped in, while I dis-
tributed packets of Gold Flake among the soldiers,
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who apparently found “Canadian™ cigarettes very
much to their taste.

I introduced the Commissar to Boyle, produced
brandy, bread, ham, sausage and buttér and we had,
_much to Ivan's , an informal meal. I was

afraid that Ivan might let his feelings get the better
of him, and went along and explained that what we
were doing was absolutely necessary. He shoak his
head and said in a low tone, “If only the Commissar
would touch the Colonel I would be glad, for the
Colonel would kill him with a blow, and that would
be good, except if the pig bled on my carpets.” The
Colug.'-nd and Iphm:l let IEE& into the se};m of what we
were carrying, for we knew that was the safest way
of securing his help and co-operation; indeed, once
he realized that we were carrying royal treasure back
to the King and Queen of Rumania he ranked us
with peers of the realm at least. Ivan knew the
of the royal families of Europe backwards—
their names, their marriages and their relationships.
He knew infinitely more about the royal house of
Windsor than I did, and spoke of King George, the
Royal Family and their relations as if were per-
sonally known to him.

Our conduct, supplemented by the effects of
brandy, food and ci finall the
cﬂmy "s suspricimugr:tn? he rn};c dgr:dkmt
and took leave of Boyle with much clicking of
heels. But when we had passed into the corridor
of the carriage he turned to me and said, “And you
have this beautiful carriage all to yourselves?

I just look in at this coupé?” putting his hand
on the door of one which contasined the baskets of
treasure.
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“Of course,” said 1. He opened the door.

“What is this?"

“ Baskets,” lied.

“Baskets 2" ml::tpbc, with suspicion in his voice.

“Yes,” I said; " with decorations.”

“Decorations?” he queried.

“From the President of the American Republic
for Russian and Run?::;n bl::!&icrs.” I e my
VoIce as "'nleW a5

The Commissar positively beamed at me, and
naively asked whether 1 thought that I could get
him an American decoration as he would very much
like to have one. I said that I could not possibly

romise, but that I would telegraph to the President

m Kieff. He shook me warmly by the hand.
“Please, please do."

At last he was out of our carriage, and a few
minutes later the train moved on.

[t had been a very narrow escape. Once the true
character of our was known it was a hundred
to one that we should be held up and robbed of it.
Even in a law-abiding country that treasure would
{_'me been a fine prize and an irresistible tempration
or a of enterprising thieves.

Ea;lp;rngmt mu?;ling. when we were about 130
miles from Kieff, our train stopped in the middle of a
forest. There was nothing unusual in this, for it
had the habit of stopping at all sorts of queer places,
but when at the end of an hour we showed no signs
of moving I went along to investigate. The snow
around the railway track was five and six feet deep,
and it was no task to get through to the engine,
where 1 Immfil?mm the driver tha: the engine had
broken down, but that be was confident that in two
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or three hours he would be able to make the necessary

1 think I should explain here that there was
traffic on the lines, as communications had
entirely broken down by this time. Thus we ran
little risk of trains running into us, but at the same
time we could not hope that a train might come
along from Kiefl to take messages d;u tJ:E nearest
station or assist us in repairing our engine.
We had to do the best wcpa::oujgd uurse[vll;:g |

I was anxious. The black clouds were thr i
snow. I had no desire 1o be snowed up. Indeed,
it was by the merest chance that two j;ys bcfnw"J
we had come through this part of the country a snow
plough engine had cleared the tracks for nuguhheﬂﬁ'|

troop train.

Ifwhumlﬂt:r'[rﬂ:ummd to the engine. The
repairs were going along famously, and a little later
the engine-driver was satisfied that we could go on.
But now the stoker had his litde difficulty. He
had kept steam up as long as he could, but had run
Wdymtﬁfudmﬂmﬂsm pressure was

dly falling in the boilers.

4 can we do?" I asked. '

“Nothing,” replied the engine-driver and stoker

Somewhere and somehow we must find fuel.
Was there anything in the nei hood which
could be used as such? Boyle and 1 climbed on to
the cab of the engine anrly surv the country
around us. About three-quarters of a mile away we
saw that there had been a clearing made in the forest,
and we told the engine-driver to do his best to get us
as far as that. He did his best, but when the train
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came to a stop again it was still some hundreds of
yards short of it. Boyle and 1 went along and
reconnoitred. Luck was with us, for the crust of
snow was hard enough to bear our weight, and at
the very edge of the forest in the clearing we found
that there were some stacks of sawn and split logs.
Back we went to the train and called a meeting of

ssengers, to whom we explained that as the steam-

eating could not be kept up they would all be frozen
during the night and that somehow or other the
timber would have to be fetched. The gers
saw the point at once, and we organized a living
chain party which started to pass logs back to the
engine tender. Some of the men were almost up to
their armpits in the soft snow as :heﬁ passed logs
for all they were worth. 1 suppose the chain con-
sisted of some four hundred men and it was rather
an inspiring sight. Soon the tender was piled high
with wooden logs. Snow was used to replenish
the water supplies, and sufficient pressure raised in
the boilers to enable us to resume our journey to
Kieff.

Three hours later, firing told us that we had
reached the Ukrainian outpost, we pulled up with a
jar. The stoker had been hit, and the engine-driver
badly frightened. A Ukrainian detachment in pictur-
esque scarlet caps with magnificent golden tassels
came to investigate our train. had thought
we were a Bolshevik military detachment, and were
considerably relieved to find that it was just an
ordi train which also contained a
qufgmguﬂut when 1 reprimanded the com-
mander of the detachment for firing at a train without
finding out whether it was friend or enemy, he merely
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shrugged his shoulders and said he was sorry but
ve us to understand that he was taking

When we arrived the following night at Kieff
had taken us just over five days to do the trip :
Moscow which ordinarily should have taken twenty-
eight hours.
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CHAPTER XIX

Kierr isa Lﬁicmruque town with hundreds of churches,
and was the ancient capital of the Russian Empire.
It is situated between the rich metal and coal mining
area of the Donetz basin and the fertile black-earthed
region of the Steppes.

The Ukrainians—who used to be known as Little
Russians—are wide-headed, tall, long-limbed and broad-
shouldered. They are dark haired, and have dark
eyes, bright complexions and straight noses. The
women are small, more often than not beautiful, and
nearly always vivacious, and I hoped that we would
be able to rest for two or three at Kieff.

All thoughts of this vanished I had had a ralk
with the station-master, who said: “I hear you are
carrying a treasure with you. Why are you
doing so without an armed guard "

I assured him that we were doing nothing of the
kind, and at the same time learned that there would be
a train leaving for the Bessarabian frontier that night.

I discussed the station-master’s words with Boyle,
and we decided that it was essential to leave that
evening, and gave the necessary instructions to have
our carriage and wagons attached to the out-going
train,
At the end of November the Rada (parliament)
proclaimed Ukrainia to be a Republic and entered
into separate pedce negotiations with the Central
Powers at Brest Litovsk. This Ukrainian Government
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not need an interpreter. Accordingly Sandy remained
with me to guard the train, while A. and O. went to

GO SPY THE LAND

was composed chiefly of youthful idealists, and it
was a simple matter even then to predict that its

life would be of a very short duration. .
The streets of Kieff presented a most animated
spectacle. The military tailors of the town must have

made a fortune, for all the officers were in a hurry to

exchange their Russian uniforms for the new Ukrainian

ones, though out of economy the old grey miliary

great-coats were retained. They had also revived the
cockades and fantastically shaped, brightly-coloured
head-dress of the ancient 15th and 16th century national
costume of the Ukrainians. Everywhere were mll

men who looked splendid, wearing red, green and
y decorated with

blue velvet or plush head-gear lavi

iultl and silver braid, and set off with tassels or other
tions.

I spent some time driving round the town, and

then wallowed for a couple of hours in a hot bath

at the Continental Hotel. While at the hotel 1 met

an old friend who was in the Chevalier Guard, and

Mke English perfectly. He had distinguished
by conspicuous bravery on various occasions
in the early days of the war, and now wished to go
to Bessarabia. I saw the value of having one more
reliable man with us in case of danger, which became
more likely as our journey advanced, and so offered
to take him with us. Colonel Boyle approved of this

and Captain Y. to join us.
In the afternoon e went off to interview the
railway authorities at the headquarters of the South-

Western Railway, after which he intended to have a

bath before rejoining us. He went alone, for the

at the railway head rs and the hall portes
at the Continental Hotel spoke English, and he would
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see their Consul.

About seven o'clock our carriage and ns
were attached to the train which was due to leave
for Bessarabia ar eight o'clock.

At half-past seven the first bell announced the
impending rEE:mre of the train. There was no sign
of Boyle. The minutes went by as [ waited there.
The second bell cl out. Ten minutes to go.
Still no sign of Boyle. 1 n to be anxious.
could have happened to the Colonel? It could only
be something really serious which would detain him
at a time like this. 1 took a murn down the orm.
It was eight o'clock. The third and final clanged
out and Boyle had not arrived. More than anxious
over his absence I asked the station-master to dela
the departure of the train for fifteen minutes. It
was rather reluctantly that he agreed to do so, for
although there were only two or three trains per
day leaving Kieff in any direction he was trying
1o M?i:?i;h law, order, and punctuality in the
Ukrainian Republic.

The fifteen minutes sped by and still there was no
sign of Boyle. I would have had our carriage and
wagons disconnected, but as it was very doubtful
when another train would be leaving for the Bessa-
rabian frontier, I determined to hang on as long as
I possibly could. I engaged the good station-master
in conversarion, ted him with a cigar, and
insisted on him smoking it there and then, but nothing
| could do would make him take his eyes off the
clock. At half-past eight he arose and said firmly:
"The train is now going,” and I went back discon-
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solately to see that our carriages were disconnected
and to tell Sandy what had hap
But Sandy had observed something in my abse
;:ht"g‘ne;]mtlet may still arrive at any moment,” gai
m that our carriage is going, but thers
is no safety communication 1:%;& E};nc“nﬁ;d to our
wagon. If the station-master is working strictly 1o
;\.Fu]atinns he will have to have the wagon in fre
and our wagon linked to the engine by cord.”
Russian trains were connected to the engine by
means of a rope which was looped along the outside
of the carriages on keys and hung down almost leve
with the tops of the carriage windows. The rule was
that it should be an unknotted cord leading from
the engine to the last carriage. |
Sandy's idea was splendid. It meant that it would
be necessary to relink the whole train: the cord
rmﬂy was not Ic:;g enough to reach as far as the
two wagons and the was that it
]:m;hi; k::}lrgin it. v
station-master was a stickler for regulati
mdwhenlpointcdautthe:ﬁﬁicu]tynftheﬁ.
munication cord he gave the order that the train was
to be restrung. Tt took over half an hour in the
doing. T knew that the station-master would send
the train off the moment the work was finished, and
stood by with Sandy and Captain Y. to unhook our
ﬁtriﬁ:lgts from the train.

t it was not . At the very last moment
Boyle turned up clutching a parcel.
explained thar his business hT ﬁ him mucﬂll: [
ﬂq than he ex%etcmd, but that he should have got

in time had he not been caught in a street raid
and knocked nearly senseless by the explosion of a
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large bomb, the percussion of which had thrown him
inl;%l:a provision shop. The people in the shop had
been very kind to him, had brought him r with
brandy and insisted on his lying and when he
tried to get up they had forcibly prevented him from
doing so. They could not speak a word of English,
:ndnﬁcmuldnat make them understand that it was
important for him to get down to the station. He
hus to think of some other way. From the temporary
couch where he lay he could see a magnificent turkey
already cooked. It was only a few days to Christmas,
Boyle raised himself on his elbow and by signs intimated
his desire to buy the bird. The Samaritans
I suppose took this as a sign of his complete recovery,
mxﬁd up the bird for him and let him go.

r supper, when we were well under mnw
more, [ persuaded in Y. to bring out his ika,
He a beau voice and sang gipsy songs
exquisitely. We finished the evening with choruses,
and Ivan brought in long glasses of hot tea and lemon,
not without a t;‘:]od allowance of rum. It was a
perfectly delightful entertainment, and the train for
a change was doing the regular ten miles an hour.
Wtrssedthmughlhemrﬁmryof!h:l]hﬁnm
Republic without hindrance, and even crossed the
frontier which led into Soviet territory without being
stopped, for the guards on both sides were fast asleep.
And so at last we reached Jamerinka some forty
miles away from the Bessarabian frontier.

All the troubles we had so far encountered had
been fortuitous. Now that we had reached the last
stage of our journey we might expect to encounter
organized opposition and a serious attempt to take
the treasure Ef!rl:nrl:l us.
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Sandy and Captain Y. had got out a large-scale
map and were ticking off the miles and working
out the hour at which we should arrive ar Jassy
where th lenﬂdﬂffﬂﬂiﬂnlﬂnﬁhnllht
Captain Y's friends,

“Don’t you be s0 sure that we shall ever get 1
Jassy,” said the Colonel. “Our real troubles L
ahead of us.” And so it proved to be.

At Jamerinka we were not visited by a Commissag,
an event so unusual as to fill me with deep suspicion,
We were being left alone. To a man who
Russiathuwasnﬂtngmdsign. Our train movey
on and reached Vapnyarka. At Vapnyarka a nervous
station-master entered our carriage. |

“Orders have been given that no train is to le ve
for Bessarabia, and that your carriages are to be
shunted to a siding,” and without more ado he pros
ceeded to carry out the orders in question.

After a short time the gers came to the
conclusion that the Bahhevig had meant what they
said and that there would be no train for Bessarabia,
and accordingly took themselves off to the vill ge
either 1o put up there or to hire horses and slec
which would take them on their way.

Meanwhile I went to the station-master’s office
where I adopted a high-handed manner and des
manded an engine. And at that very moment a
w general turned up accompanied by hi
“You are under arrest,” he said.
“You must be mistaken,” 1 replied. “We have
produced the document.
He merely glanced at it and returned it with a
contemptuous raise of the shoulders.

GO0 5PY THE LAND

“We have no desire to examine your carriage or
your trucks,” he told me. “But you will not be
allowed to continue your journey. Your Mission is
covered by two batteries of guns eight hundred yards
away, and if you attempt to move they will open
fire.”

“When will we be allowed to go?” I demanded.

“I don’t know, perhaps never,” replied the rabid
general. “"We know you are stealing something from
Russia to give to Rumania.”

“"Come and have some tea,” said I, but he refused
and repeated that he would carry out his orders if
we tried to move.

I went back to our coupé. We decided that for
the moment we could do nothing, and that we must
play for time. So Captain Y., Sandy, and I passed
the time with picquet and drank hot tea.

The minutes seemed to creep by like hours, We
were on the verge of something portentous. My
mind went to zero hour at Ypres or on the Somme,
Captain Y. must have been thinking along the same
lines for he said, “1 feel just as 1 always feel on the
eve of battle.” A. and O. as usual were troublesome.
They fidgeted nervously and asked inane questions
as to what we were going to do.

Then we heard the noise of an engine exhaust.
Somewhere in the station yard there was an engine
with steam up, and out I went to investigate, It
dppeared that under the old régime a shunting engine
had been kept on duty at this station throughout the
twenty-four hours, and as no one had ever counter-
manded the order, despite the fact that there was
really nothing to shunt, there the engine had alwa
remained with steam up. I made friends with
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driver and fireman, gave them cigarettes, and took
some food along to them from our carriage. They
proved friendly, and utterly tired of the conditions
under which they were living, and they had many
tales to tell of their hardships. Boyle and 1 decided
that some time that night we would commandees
the shunting engine and make an attempt at escape.

Our first step was to send Sandy along to the
station-master’s office to create a row and to demand
further interviews with the authorities, He was also
told to find out where the station telephone and
telegraph lines were connected on the station. While
he was doing this Captain Y. and I went off to recon-
noitre the position of the batteries, and found them
with their guns trained on the station sure enough.
Some of the gun crews were standing by, while the
remainder were huddled round a mi e camp-fire.
When we reached the station again we found that a
small detachment of infantry had arrived to watch
us, who for their comfort had commandecred the
tiny waiting-room and left just one sentry outside
the door to watch our carriage,

We had supper, which was not a very cheerful
meal. Boyle conceived the idea of a concert
to show we did not care, and at the same time
to dispel any notion that we were conspiring to

esca
ﬁmmmngﬂmmd the soldi
muffied up in their grear sheepskin coats, g'uﬂ::ﬂ
mml:lou:carrlagemlishm. I told Ivan to tn;.
our largest samovar, a great copper tea urn,

Eﬂ:ﬁdylmadca’mngbr:woftu, f“tim
e largest copper cooking pot whi ¢ pantry
pmmd,mdaddedaugarmdthcmtmuofl‘
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whole bottle of rum and about half a bottle of
brandy. J

When all was ready I took it out to the soldiers,
and in a friendly manner suggested that they should
drink it with our good wishes in the station room.
Gladly, they carried off the pot, and even the sentry
followed them into the waiting-room to make sure
that he had his share.

What a beastly night it was! Clear enough, but
a howling wind swept that ill-lit station. Just a few
flickering oil lamps guttered here and there. Once
the soldiers had gone in to have the drink I had
brewed for them there was not a sign of life on the
station.

A piece of semi-detached iron roofing was flapping
;::unlitdnnuuﬂy in the darkness. Somewhere a dog

Wil
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CHAPTER XX

AcainsT that eerie background we were wor out
our plan of campaign. At midnight we were to tusn
out all the lights in the carriage, ar one o'clock acti

was to commence. Sandy was to cut the telep
and telegraph wires which we had marked, and
with his revolver to cover the door of the waitir
room in which the guard was gathered. If anyol
were to come out and give the alarm he was to she
and keep the door covered at all costs. For this
purpose we gave him two extra automatics and ag

ample supply of ammunition.
Captain ’1?' was to stand by the carriage and act asa

wart to Sandy if anything ha[:E’:k?t to him.

' le and T were to capture the shunting engine,

orce

crew to back it on to our carriage and compel
them to take us over the frontier.

wind caught up the snow on the ground and drove
icles of frozen ice into our faces and eyes. We
waited until Sandy had cut the wires and taken up his
post opposite the waiting-room door, then with
drawn revolvers Boyle and 1 boarded the engine
from opposite sides simultancously. The stoker was
raking the fire and so had his back to us. The driver
was dozing, his head resting between a pressure-
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gauge and a box. He awoke with a start. The
stoker spun round. They found themselves looking
into the muzzles of our revolvers. We told them
what was required of them. We promised to pay
them a substantial sum of money and obtain per-
mission for them to live in Hu;na.nin. And at last
they agreed to run the engine for us.

h fireman went off to set the points, and Boyle
went with him revolver in hand. I remained with
the engine-driver and told him that at the slightest
sign of treachery I would fill him with lead.

The points were set. Very slowly and silently
we ran down the line, but to me it seemed as if we
were making a terrible clatter. The howling wind
was, however, our ally. Thht ﬁfrgn&d;\lizr hal'.‘l]:ﬂd

ntly—ve ntl n to faithful 451. coupli
tg:uk }tlrhreﬂ ?;Ef:luryl;i_:utm, as the irons and the hpranki
artachments had become frozen, and we had ro pour
boiling water over them in order to loosen
without making any noise. At last we were hitched
on.
A low whistle from Boyle and Sandy ran up.
"“All correct, sir."

“Thank you,” said Boyle. “Get aboard.”

I remained on the engine. [ had been carefully
watching the driver during the manceuvre and knew
that if it came to a pinch 1 would be able to take
control. We were offi Would the barteries fire?

Over on the left 1 could see the glow of the camp-
fires round the batteries: but not a shot was fired.

As we cleared the station 1 saw the waiting-room
door open and two or three men come out and run
along the platform. It was bitterly cold, bur it was
excitement and not the frost which caused my teeth
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to chatter. Boyle had ordered that we should stop
when we had covered ten miles, and we pulled up
at a spot even more desolate and windswept thllt
the station itself. .

“1 am not going to take a chance,” said Boyle.
“We must destroy the telegraph wires. That is why
I wanted the rope.” '

In the wind we found it no task to throw
the rope over the telegraph wires whi THE!HIFIM-_E
some thirty feet high on their wnudwu. inally
however, by tying weights to the f the rope
we managed to get three or four strands over, :’iy
to find that all our combined efforts could not
the wires. Then the stoker came to the rescue :iz
the suggestion that we should tie the rope to the
engine tender. The wires parted with a clang and
We wefe on our way again.

But we had taken too long, and the people at the
station had managed to get a message th :
Twenty minutes later we saw ahead of us red lights
being frantically waved in the darkness, and as we
slowed down we made out that the gates at the level
crossing had been closed to bar our way. |

“Go through them,” I said to the engine-driver. |

“1 dare not, sir; it is too risky!”

1 gently prodded his ribs with my revolver. “Ga |
on,” T said. |

“Even if you shoot me I won't do it. I am |
sible for the lives in the train as well as myself.”
I knew that he was right and I knew that I was
right. I turned towards him and brought my knee
sharply into the pit of his stomach. He rolled on the
floor of the engine in agony.
I grabbed hold of LEZ ?;:m, pushed it forward
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and opened the throttle to its full. Wind, particles
of snow and Iging cinders stung my eyes and made
them water. Gaining speed with every second we
charged straight at the gates, and smashed into them
with a crash. There was a horrible jerk, while I
wondered whether we were going to keep the line,
and then the good old shunting engine carried every-
thing before it in its stride. On through the ni
we rushed.

Presently the engine-driver recovered.

“You are driving too fast,” he said; “we are
nearing a dangerous curve. Let me take charge,”
and my short career as an engine-driver was over.

“We must be near the Rumanian outposts now,”
muttered the engine-driver, and almost as the words
left his lips there was a terrific grinding, the engine
rocked and swayed and after a moment came to a
standstill against a mound which the Rumanian out-
post had piicd over the line as protection. Ahead of
us the outpost opened fire. 1 crouched down in the
engine cab until the fire ceased and yelled, “We are
friends,” and explained to a Rumanian officer that we
were an Allied Mission.

Qur nine days’ journey was over. The treasure
was safe. On Eh.ristmas Eve we arrived at Jassy,
From the frontier A. and O. had telegraphed the news
to the Treasury that they and the treasure were in
our care, As we pulled into the station two hundred
and fifty railway gendarmes closed round the small
train of four wagons and our special saloon. A
detachment of cavalry surrounded the gendarmes in
order to safl d in Rumanian territory the national
treasure which without escort had been brought all
the way from Moscow through a lawless countryside
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overrun by civil war. A. and O. were very happy.
They felt that at last their priceless was be

treated with the respect due to it. Boy I

me sardonically and smiled.

The Rumanian Minister of Foreign Affairs and the

Railway Minister were on the station to welcome
Half an hour later we were receiving the congratula-

tions and thanks of the Prime Minister, M. Bratiano
That evening we returned to 451 and made a

supper of the cold turkey Boyle had brought =
Kieff. Then at last we were able to take off our

clothes for the first time for ten days, and fall into an
untroubled sleep. _

In recognition of this service HM. the of
Rumania conferred on Colonel Boyle the Grand .
of the Crown of Rumania, and on me the Order of
the Star of Rumania. For a subsequent service
Boyle received the Grand Cross of the Star of Rumania
while 1 received the Order of the Crown of Rumania.
It was not until a year after the conclusion of hostilities
that T actually received these decorations, when on a
visit 10 Bukarest 1 was publicly invested with the
Crown. But HM. Queen Marie, with a kindness
which I immensely appreciated, summoned me to the
Kotrechinie Palace and in the course of a personal’
and informal audience decorated me with the Order
of the Star.
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CHAPTER XXI

Tue situation in Jassy was terrible. A small pro-
vincial town had been turned overnight into a capital
and had to house not only the court, the government
and the thousands of refugees, but also the Rumanian
general staff and the admiristrative branches of the
army together with the Foreign Missions and Em-
bassies. The result was chaotic. In 451 we lived in
comparative comfort, but we felt it necessary to take
our midday meal at the General Staff mess in order to
llneY in touch with the heads of the various branches.

cannot describe the misery of these midday
meals. Jassy was on starvation diet and the menu
never varied. It consisted of soup with shreds of
horseflesh and cabbage, follbwcdwg boiled, baked
or fried maize with one small piece of black bread and
was washed down by a pale pink, vinegar-like wine,
while coffee made from dried acorns, bitter and
beastly, ended this apology for a meal.

In the town peopleoﬁd every day of starvation,
and the mortality among children was terrible. Nor
were the beasts of the field spared. There was no
fodder for the horses, mules and oxen. It was
revolting to see their bones almost breaking through
their hides. One morning I witnessed a driver trying
to get one of two buffaloes yoked to a cart to rise
from the ground where it had settled from exhaustion.
He pulled and wgged, whipped and kicked at the beast
who simply refused to stir. Finally he picked up in
the road a small handful of wood shavings and after
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forcing them under the poor beast’s tail, set them on fire;
in agony the beast rose. Tears were streaming dows
;lle driver's face. Tﬁi: cart Icmwi?d along for abou
yards, then the buffalo colla f
e tion the driver unspanned I:hEP;::]TB[D and left
it in the road to die.
The Russian army in Rumania was givi ble.
Some of the divisions had gone Bolshevik, and thes
was an tion on foot to depose the King ang
Queen of Rumania. a
One corps in particular had been attacked by
German agents, and systematically starved by the
Bolsheviks in charge of its supply column, with the
purpose of making the men revolt and start looting
the impoverished countryside. At the request o
General Prezan, the Rumanian Chiel of Stafl, and
General Tcharbatcheff, the harassed Russian Com-
mander, Boyle and I went off to inspect the corps
and see what could be done. We found it in a really
bad way. The tales of starvation had not been
ted. But we found an e? means of im=
mly improving conditions. e had half the
horses of the corps shot, and the soldiers and civil
population received rations of horse-meat. As it was
winter the meat that was not immediately used
frozen and kept as reserve rations. The remainder
the horses now had sufficient fodder until such
as we could get at the root of the sabotage
supply column. We removed the people
by the simgit expedient of telling fiﬂ :
what they had been doing, and the comrades re-
membering the dreadful days of starvation were ready

to q:;::h offenders. )
Rumanian army was surrounded on three
4
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sides and was expecting daily to be stabbed in the
back by Russia. One of the coplest and bravest of
men was General Bertelot, the head of the French
military mission of some four hundred picked French
officers. Bertelot planned to meet every situation
and was d:m-rn.ineg to fight the Germans as long as
it was possible. His scheme of defence was known
as “the tiangle of death,” for he was prepared to
take on the Germans, Austrians, Hungarians, Bulgarians
and Bolsheviks simultaneously, and fight until the
supplies and ammunition given out; this plan
had the support of the King and Queen of Rumania
and the general staff. It was hard to conquer
depression, for everyone knew that it was only a
question of time before the enemy would overrun the
last corner of Rumanian territory and on into
the mining areas of the Donetz basin, where they
could get the supplies of coal and petrol they so
badly wanted from the Caucasus. But before they
did this Bertelot was determined to stand and make
the enemy pay dearly for their victory.

The situation was indeed something more than
desperate, and at all costs Russia had to be called off.
One evening, the Prime Minister, M. Bratiano, called
on us in company with M. Také Jonesco. We had
accomplished what seemed impossible in hringing the
Rumanian treasure safely from Moscow. Would we
now attempt a task even more hopeless of achieve-
ment, and try to prevent the Bolsheviks from carryi
out their threat of declaring war on Rumania? Také
Jonesco expressed the opinion that Rumania was
going to pay very dearly for her refusal 10 take
in the Peace negodations at Brest Litovsk.
Bolsheviks were determined to wipe out the Rumanian
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Royal Family and establish a Soviet régime.
were doing everything to pick a quarrel
t]]!'lgtrimu nm?';';ké Iunescngthuu%lht that, though they
ight deal with German enmity or Bolshevik intrigy
if could take them on separately, they had mni
chance if they were to be subject to the attack ©
both at once.
M. Bratiano also explained that Rumanian tre
were moving into Bessarabia where they woul
occupy strategic points along the River Dniester, m
with the purpose of occupying the country,
solely to protect Rumanian war supplies an
n. Like all the other larger governments ol
ussia, Bessarabia had declared herselt an autonomous
ublic. She was ruled by a council named the
ﬁml Tzerie, which was being courted by bot
Rumania and Soviet Russia each for their own ends
While the Rumanian decision to take up strategie
oints on the Dniester was quite understandable, we
that it would probably be the final pretext for

the Bolshevik declaration of war. Bratiano as well
as ourselves realized this danger, but in the position
felt that he had chosen the lesser of two evils,
M. Bratiano asked us to explain Rumania's positior

to Trotsky and laid stress on the following points:
1. That they could not and would not allow
Russian troops to leave their positions on

the front, march armed I:I'LN:N.IE:l umania and

Reillh% the country as the been doing.

| Russian troops would be allowed 0

leave Rumania as soon as transport was
available for systematic evacuation, but they

must leave their arms which would be re
turned as soon as transport could be arranged.
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1. The Rumanian troops would be withdrawn from
Bessarabia as soon as Rumanian
and stores had been transported into lrummim
The Rumanian Government had no territorial
designs on Bessarabia.

3. The Rumanian Government had not arrested
any of the Soviet delegates and if any arrests
had been made it was at the orders of the
Russian Commander-in-Chief, General Tcher-
batcheff.

4. They could not in future allow agitation by
Bolsheviks in the Rumanian army without
taking steps against the agitators.

Boyle and I had begun to feel that it was time for
us to return to Petrograd and accordingly we con-
sented to act as legates for the Rumanian Government.
We travelled by another route as far as Kieff so as to
avoid Vapnyarka, where we felt that we might not
have a good reception. Before we left I bought a
large oxidized silver Ingersol watch and had it engraved,
“In gratitude from the President of Canada,” in case
we ran into the Commissar who wanted a decoration.
A watch I felt, would do as well. It was a very
happy inspiration. We did meet him on our return
"mrn:'y. A rumour had reached him that he had
et a great treasure slip through his hands, and he
was none too friendly. But the gift of the watch
changed his attitude completely.

Petrograd looked a little
dilapidated, a little more id than when we were
last there. In the streets was no semblance of
law and order. Fighting between the Red Guards
and the anti-Bolsheviks was constant, and executions
in the streets were quite common.
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At this time the Cheka had only just been estab-
lished, and an important part of its work consisted in
the suppression of looting. -

At the outbreak of war the Tsar had decreed that
Russia should go dry, and while prohibition was not
very strictly observed it had been difficult to gep
vodka and wine. But now the last vestiges of the
restraint imic‘md by the Tsar and enforced by his
myrmidons had gone. The t idea of the rabble
was to get alcohol, and alcohol was ready to theis
hand. In all quarters, in the cellars of hotels, i
government warehouses, in private residences, there
were stores of the precious liquid, and the undis-
ciplined mob had started raiding such places, _

It was a terrible sight. Down would go ‘the
doors, and barrels of wine would be rolled into the
street and opened on the pavement. Bottles would
be carried out by the case, the necks knocked off

inst a wall and the contents drunk there and then.

ithin a few minutes would collect a great mob ¢
workmen, soldiers, sailors, cab-drivers and men and
women of every class. The gutters would run with
wine, and the streets be full of reeling
b:fnore the 1i|rl.'::‘l:i]itarg;-'l:‘gv.m.-rcl cmll]df n.t::; out,
n arrival in Petrograd I found it necessary to
make the acquaintance of the famous Jacob Peters,
who was head of the Cheka in that city. He was a
iet, sad-faced Lett, who had been a revolutionary
zl‘lluhis life. He really hated the work he was doing,
but felt that it was necessary. He had lived for
many years in exile in London, where his Englﬁ _
wife was stll living with their daughter. He was
extremely fond of them both and very distressed thaty
owing to the complete breakdown of the postal
I 54

+ g *

GO S5PY THE LAND

service, it was impossible to letters to them, and
he asked me as a favour to have a letter carried to
his wife by an English courier. He wrote the letter
before me and handed it to me in an unsealed envelope
and I was glad to be able to transmit it for him,
President Wilson's “Fourteen Point"” speech
had just been made. An American secret service
nt, Mr. Sissons, who worked under the cover of
:ﬁ: American Press Bureau, had the speech trans-
lated into German and Russian in record time, and
I rJ'.uir:!k wmﬂhing hl]k; a hundrtdl thousand bills were
posted up all over Petrograd. It was a very smart
iece of propaganda work, as was the way in which
Eimm managed to distribute the “Fourteen Point™
speech to the German army on the Russian front.
Intellectual Russia had not a very high opinion
of the “Fourteen Points” 1 was:%ﬂ:ussing them
one day with a well-informed Russian, who summed
up the Russian attitude when he shook his head
gravely and said, “The dear Lord God Himself could
ﬂn:ﬁ think of ten commandments in His interview
with Moses, but Wilson—true, it is five thousand years
later—has managed to think of fourteen.”
I do not think anyone realized at the time what
a part that “Fourteen Point” speech of President
was going to play. It was certainly not very
popular in and or France, but during the next
nine months it had tremendous influence in Germany.
For, when she discovered that she was being worn
down, she commenced to build her hopes on a peace
based on the Fourteen Points. Perhaps it would
have been better for the world to-day if the Fourteen
Points had been more closely followed and the Treaty
of Versailles never signed.
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It did not appear that we had come at the most
propitious time for delivering M. Bratiano’s message
to the Soviet Foreign Office. That very day the
Bolsheviks had thrown M. Diamandi, the Rumanian
Ambassador, into the fortress of St. Peter and Paul.
This last effort to precipitate a quarrel between the
two countries was a gross violation of the principle
of diplomatic immunity and contributed a -
to every ambassador in Petrograd, each one of whom
realized that unless something was done he might

shortly be sharing the fate of M, Diamandi.
1m’{'hi: Diplomatic Corps therefore made a united
démarche against the incarceration of Diamandi. At
the time Trotsky, Minister of Foreign Affairs, was
absent at Brest Litovsk for the negotiations, and so
it was Lenin and Zalkind who received the deputation
at the Smolny Institute.

Within an hour Boyle and I were at the Foreign
Office, whither Zalkind had moved from Smolny.

M. Zalkind was Deputy Foreign Commissar, a
most unpleasant hunchback with the viciousness of a
rat. He loathed England and despised Rumania, and
was as rude to us as he could ibly be. Both
Boyle and I had the greatest difficulty in refraining
from personal violence, and only kept our tempers
by 1: miracle, but naturally the interview came to
nothing, :

L:IE that night M. Diamandi was released and
diplomatic relations between the Soviet and Rumania
were broken off. M. Diamandi received his pass-

and promise of safe conduct to the Finnish
g::ﬁgr. e was to leave on the following day.
Before going to Rumania I had started a little private
bureau of information and during the evening one
156 !
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of my agents told me that orders had been given by
the evik secret service for M. Diamandi to be
murdered, and that a similar fate was to befall the
two deputies of the Constitutional Assembly and late
Ministers of the Kerensky Governments, Kokoshken
and Shingarev. We hurried round to the Rumanian
Embassy at once and warned M. Diamandi not to
leave his house unnecessarily and when he did start
for the frontier to see that he was properly guarded.
I am glad to say that he reached Fin ndinﬂfc?
and as far as I know is stll alive. But K. and S.
met the fare which had been designed for them.
They had originally been imprisoned in a damp, filthy
cell in 1113 St. Peter and Pﬂ:l]l“ fortress whence, having
contracte onia, on strong representations
of brother m were moved t:;ep the Marinsky
Hospital. But this failed to save them. Within a
day or two were brutally assassinated in their
sick beds at the hospital. The official Bolshevik
papers declared that this killing was the work of
agents provecatewrs, but all our evidence was to the
mnfﬂl’]ﬂ

Though we failed 10 avert war between Soviet
Russia and Rumania we entertained hopes that we
might be able to stop hostilities. But to do so we
must get at the man who was conducting the opera-
tions—Christian Rakovsky, who was far away in
South Russia,

To have suggested to the Soviet authorities that
Boyle and I should act as mediators between Russia
and Rumania would, of course, have been tactless in
the highest degree. But there are more ways than
one o hi.lljngacat, and fortune smiled on us again.
Commissar Nevski implored us to go to South
* 157
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Russia to get train-loads of crude oil and petrol into
Petrograd. The machine of State was going to
wrack and ruin for lack of all the essentials of modern
civilization. Hundreds of railway wagons were ruined
because there had been no crude oil 10 smear round
their axles.
Anywhere in a southerly direction suited our
Ed:pose and we joyfully accepted the task. We
made up our minds that we would get to
Rakovsky somehow or other. It was no light task
which we had set ourselves. For wecks now the
King's Messengers had been unable to travel between
Petrograd and Jassy, and there was a great accum

tion of containing mail, parc etc., for fi
British in the temporary Rumanian capital.
But we were so confident of our ultimate

that we offered 1o take these bags and Mr. Lind
(now Sir Francis Lindley, Ambassador Extraordinary,
and Minister Plenipotentiary at Lisbon) who was
then chargé d'affaires at Petrograd, was very glad
to hand them over 1o us.

I think that Ivan must have thought that the
bags contained further royal treasure, for he did
not once mention his carpets when they were taken
aboard 451. A Russian friend of ours, whom I
will call Majerﬂ@inedmﬂnthistﬁp. Our plan
was to go first to kov, and from there work our
way down to the Black Sea. All went well until we
were about a hundred miles from Kharkoy when, just
outside Orel, there was a head-on collision between our
train and another. I was thrown to the floor out of my
bunk, but pi myself up, pulled on a pair of gum
boots, mdpliﬁ&;mg a coal over my pyjamas went
out to investigate the damage. As a result of the

GO SPY THE LAND

collision our train had caught fire and was burning
furiously, while the wind was carrying the flames
along the train. However, we ized parties and
manﬁmd!ed the carriages which had not yet caught
fire away from the area of the conflagration.

Poor old 451 was badly damaged, our buffers
smashed and the lavatory and pantry telescoped into
one. In the moming she was towed back to Orel,
where we offered the repair shop a huge sum to mend
our car in twenty-four hours. Inspired by this
inducement, they worked like Trojans and com-
pleted the repairs in record time.

To while away the time the Major took us to
friends of his who had a delightful house on an estate
not far from the town. Our host and hostess were
living with their children in fear of their lives, and
everything, with the exception of the house itself,
had been confiscated and taken away from them.
Food was practically unobtainable; but the house
had a cellar marvellously stocked with old wine,
champagne and Napoleon brandy, which were used
more or less in its place.

The family owed their lives and the possession of
their house to an elderly, small, grey-haired English
E?;:mm who had been with them for many years,

had been bom in Finsbury Park, and was the
eldest of ten daughters of a doctor who practised in
North London. the revolution broke out she
marched down to the local Soviet and bullied them into
handing the house and her employers over to her
care. She had, I was told, a bitter tongue, knew all
the scallywags who were in the Soviet, and whenever
she was displeased would go down and lash them for
all she was worth. She was adored by the family,
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and to meet her at table one would imagine that §

could not say boo to a goose.
As soon as our car was ready we proceeded to

Kharkov, which was in the hands of the Bolsheviks,

The commander of the garrison had given himself

the title of Admiral and had at his disposal a detach-

ment of sailors who terrorized a town considerak

than Manchester,

e commander himself, as a
nursed a rancorous hatred for his own ﬁuth:r nd,
one day, when a more bitter quarrel than usual had
broken out between them, he had killed the old man
with a chopper. There was no mﬂul punishmen
for passionate crimes in Imperial Russia, and the

oung man, sentenced to imprisonment for life, had
een sent 1o the istand of Sakhalin. He had scapedl
from there at the outbreak of the revolution, and had
been very active in the capture of P : _:._:-
Bolsheviks. There could be no doubt that the man
was a homicidal maniac and Ihndm.eurtwnv
unpleasant interviews with him. *Off with his hu:l, g
was his formula for anyone who displeased him or
stood in his way, and the pirates round him were
not slow to carry out his instructions.
One day 1 saw two black-coated sailors empty &
erowded station platform by a wave of the hand.
The Western world has learned to think of the:
Cossacks as the terror of Russia, but ver
inspired one thousandth part of the fear
less than three months, the sailors of the Baltic and
the Black Sea managed to instil into the hearts of th

‘F}'IE?E was no hope of dmn% an]rth'mg in Kharkov
mththismmﬂ:ea:thehﬂd affairs, and so off we
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went to K sa-—a day's journey south, to inter-
view the ll?uﬁmk I%ﬁtzmalndu'-h-ﬂu ;hw
conducting a very ski e te
troops in Southern Russia. mensmtz Army
which later, under the command of General Denikin,
very nwly swept the Soviet power out of Russia.
Commissar Antonov, though only about thmy—
five years old, was a veteran muluuum.lz who had
spent many years in prison for political £
For his activities in the 190§ revolution h: had
been condemned to death, but the sentence had hm
commuted to twenty s’ imprisonment, d
which he had been confined on the terrible island of
Sakhalin. He was a thin, emaciated figure of a man
and wore dark blue s];;:mdu which gave him a most

sinister ap e was a brilliant strategist, a
man of acﬂcm :nd had the heart of a lion.

The innate hn and co of the man are
exemplified ollowing. Some weeks before

we rnet him hm:l been ea t'ured when the Whites
seized the Central telegraph and telephone office
during one of the risings in Petrograd. The coup
had been badly planned. The building had been
seized by cadets—boys of fifteen, sixteen and seven-
tH.'n rs old—who, when they saw that the position

opeless, took Antonov from the cellar in which

y had imprisoned him and promised to release
hlmlfhewnuldmgoﬂmeammmdmureﬁmmn
free pardon.

Antonov gave his word and was greeted with
thunderous cheers by the Red Guard when they
saw him come out of the building unharmed. For
the Red Guard who n:rmundednlghn building loved
Antonov and thirsted to wipe out the Whites who

i
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had captured him. At once he was surrounded b
delighted crowds, who crowded round, embrlﬁ
him and shaking him by the hand. “Now we will
go in and wipe out those White dogs.”

Then Antonov made himself heard above the din.
He said that a truce was to be made and the defenders
allowed to leave the building unmolested.

For a time it was uncertain which way the forrunes
of the day would go. The Red Guards were stub-
bﬂMtgﬂ iminecl m{r the nl?mm ti;y had
Pﬂ: mselves. Wi E‘.I:'}I' we ,u 1 s
walking back 10 the building. I will fire ml
on the Red Guard, and you will have to pass over
my dead body before you can ger at the defenders.”

We explained to Antonov our mission in the
matter of oil and supplies and added that no i
could really be done while a maniac was in charge of
Kharkov.

Antonov, who had known the man at Sakhalin
and, although he admired him as a fighter, realized
that he was quite unfitted for his present position, at
once had him transferred to a fighting hmm;ﬂ

On our suggestion Antonov then reinstated many of
the old experts and within twelve days the
supplies going north to Moscow and P m|
increased b)rn%o -seven per cent. )
Meantime the Soviet wete not prospering
at Brest Litovsk and the German army had com-
menced a systematic invasion of fresh Russian terri-
tory. This gave us our cue. We pointed out 1o
Antonov that the campaign which had been waged
by the Soviet troops against Rumania was only

ng Germany in a stronger and stronger position.
E:ﬂagmad with us. He was powerless to do anything

o2 |
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himself, but suggested that we should repeat what
we had told him to the Supreme Council at Sevastopol,
which was conducting the operations against Rumania.

At Sevastopol there had just been a terrible massacre
of the officers of the Black Sea Fleet by their men, The
news had spread throughout Russia, and the Soviets
had put the whole of the Crimea under mardal law.
Nevertheless Antonov gave us a permit to travel
there.

Two days later we had left the icy Steppes behind
us and entered a southern land basking in the sun-
shine of spring. However, the German secret service
had word of our enterprise and was determined to
stop us at all costs, We learned of their activities
from the honorary British consul, who was still in
residence at Kherson. They had thrown off all
disguise and were openly saying that in a few weeks
the Crimea would be occupied by the German army.
To this news they now added further information and
in honour of ourselves were circulating more dis-
quicting rumours, They said that seventy-nine British
warships had forced the Dardanelles and that a flotilla
was even now on its way to Sevastopol with the
avowed intention of smashing the Russian fleet and
_?‘tﬁcnislﬁng the men who had murdered their officers.

advance of this punitve ition was
coming by train in the of two British o
who were to have ev ing ready in Sevastopo
for the arrival of the fleet. The Germans had bought
a Sevastopol newspaper and, in the issue of the
very tht.nnrrl.ing of our visit, their tale was set out at

As we drew into Sevastopol, our eyes lighted on a
mob surging round the station, swarming over the
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platform, crowding the tracks, a mob frenzied with
_ the blood lust baying for our lives. I thoughe
of Dukhonin and shuddered. It was a crowd pres
cisely similar to that of Mohileff, and this time we
were the quarry. E
A villainous-looking specimen with a club-foot
boarded our carriage, and behind him came two
sailors with drawn revolvers. The club-footed man
had come with the most belligerent intentions, and a8
he spoke we could see that he was full of the rumours
circulated by the Germans, Then Boyle spoke, and
when Boyle men listened.
After two long hours of debate we succeeded in
allaying the suspicions of Commissar Spiro, for such
was the name of the club-footed man, and at last he
was convinced that we were not the advance party of
a British squadron. Meanwhile the crowd outside
was getting tired of waiting. There came frenzied
cries as its surged up once more. Spiro admitted
that we were in a tight corner, as it was the popular
intention to lynch us. However, Spiro was ne
coward. He went on the platform of our car a
the crowd into quiescence. Fina :
deputation of eight men came to our saloon to hea
our story. We went through it all again from the
beginning, and at the end of another hour we hac
con nllileﬂnd:.
It was dark when Boyle and I, Spi
and the dtpumﬂgng:u?;d out of our railway r:arng;:
made a speech in English which I translated,
at the head of the crowd we marched up to the
office of the German-owned newspaper which was
incontinently wrecked by the mob. |
The next day we learned that after the massacre of
16§ :
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the officers, Rakovsky and the Supreme Council had
moved from Sevastopol to Odessa.

At Sevastopol this new war against Rumania was
far from popular. The sailors wanted to be finished
with fighting, and here they were being organized
into detachments and sent by sea 1o Odessa l?;:ﬁgj
a new foe. At our suggestions they passed
tions demanding that the war should be st and
asked us to their resolutions to the Supreme
Council.

Qur stay at Sevastopol was very short, but it was
certainly full of achievement. Qur popularity soared.
From being the quarry of human bﬂmdhuands we
had suddenly become popular idols. Before we left,
the sailors of the Black Sea fleer organized a special
reception in our honour. In the morning we were
taken over the battlefields of the Crimean War, We
went over to the Malakhoff Redoubt; stood on the
spot from which the of the Light Bri had
been made; and mﬁ cmnmhghin which the
bodies of British soldiers had baenrguriﬂd after the
Crimean war.

The Bolshevik Commander-in-Chief of the Black

fleet was an ex-stoker and, at the luncheon
which followed, the official hostess was an ex-cook
who told me that she had borrowed her mistress's
best dress for the occasion. To make herself
look particularly beautiful she had put on a pair of
black silk mittens which were an ﬁcir]mm in her
mistress's family.

The whole function was naive in its simplicity, but
carried out on the part of our hosts with charm and
real friendliness. It was hard to believe that these
People could be the wild beasts who, only a week
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