
CHAPTER XVIII 

OUR train crawled along slowly. It was heavy and 
long, the engine was old and dilapidated and was 
burning 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 of that cold and dark niglit, 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 
events. 

At last we pulled up at a tiny wayside station, 
where we were halted for some minutes. Just as 
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 the night we watched lest a further 
attempt at uncoupling should be made. But whether 
it was that the people at the station which we had 
left imagined that the 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 speed 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. Whenever 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. 

At Briansk we ran into a battle which was being 
fought between the troops of the Soviet Republic 
and those of the Ukrainian Rada. 

The Soviet troops were trying to capture Briansk 
station, which was being defended by the Ukrainians 
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 miles. Two 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, I observed 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 halt, 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 litde vodka for them­
selves. The crowd burst open the warehouse, 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 
building, the train was surrounded by a detachment 
of Bolshevik troops, while a Commissar at the head 
of a search party and an armed guard began 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 
begun and noted that he was doing his work very 
thoroughly, and that he was an aggressive type of 
bully. I went back to report to 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 coupe 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, I had decided that 
a good bluff represented our only hope of safety, 
and I gave the Commissar the best salute I could 
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 to search our carriage. 

"My friend," I said, "you will be doing a great 
wrong if you do come in, and our country will never 
forgive the insult." 

"What is your country.''" he asked. 
To say that we were English would not help us, 

for at that time our country was neither popular nor 
very much respected in Russia, so I replied, "We 
are the Canadian Mission." 

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

"Yes, rather!" I replied. "Now look here, come 
in and see Colonel Boyle, the head of the Mission. I 
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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