CHAPTER XXVI

Tue Allies had originally planned to oceu hange
and the surrounding country in the middle of Jul
but later had postponed the move until August 3,
1918. Savinkov felt very bitter over this postpone=
ment, for somehow or other he had learned thefr
original intentions and had timed the revolt at Yaro-
slav to coincide with the coming of the Allies, with
wh%:nﬁhi then fe:pectec! to join forces,
nkov's force put up a gallant stand against
overwhelming odds azlil:l helft:l ou%a:!:mn days bd’m.}
ﬁ? mpimlate:ll, fdlmugh not before Savinkoy
0 escape. elt very certain that '
as the Allies landed at Arr:gngel the Bam
would try to intern me, as I was not a member of
Mr. Lockhart’s diplomatic mission, and I prepared for
this eventuality. It was decided that Sidney Reilly
and I should remain in Moscow after the Allied
Mission’s departure. He was to carry on his work
against the Bolsheviks, and I was to continue '
ﬂmi:p in Ukraine against the German army
50 my courier service going, [ felt quite
cheerful. Provided that the A]]ieg hng'ded in mfﬁm
numbers at Archangel I could give them any amount
of help and possibly even the chaotic situation which
had been created by the Bolsheviks could be cleared.
I had of course forgotten that it had never been
the policy of the Allies to land a sufficient force. I
was thinking that with twenty to thirty thousand
men we should have a fair chance of carrying out
what we wanted to do. I leave it to the reader’s
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imagination what T felt when 1 heard that we were
proposing to land for a start a force of just over a
thousand men. [ wanted the landing tponed
until it could be effected with a sufficient IJ::::E.

My sole means of communication with the Allied
commander in Northern Russia was my courier chain
through which it took twelve to fifteen days to get
a message, My only hope of holding up the landing
at Archangel was to sce the General O in Com-
mand personally, and to reach him in time it would
be necessary to go up by special train. The only

n who could authorize a special was Trotsky,
and I therefore decided to try to persuade him to
give me the special. I explained that the business
calling me to Murmansk was urgent and assumed
that E: would grant my request. Far from doing
50 he immediately suspected me of trying to escape.
I undertook to give my parole to return to Moscow,
and he laughed at me. 1 spoke of the many permits
he had given me from time to time to do work for
our common interest, and observed that I had never
abused Soviet confidence. He looked at the
which 1 held out to him, and said, “That is all over
now,” and tore them in half.

1 said, “Thank you!” turned my back on him and
left the room in a fury, slamming the door hard behind
me. 1 had no sooner returned to my room at the
Union Hotel than the telephone rang, and the voice
of one of my agents in the Cheka came over the wire
with the intelligence that an order had been given
by the Minister of War for me to be arrested immedi-
ately and that a warrant was even then being issued.

{ put down the receiver and with regret looked
round my room and possessions. There were my
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kit and sword, my photographs and favourite books”
one or two prized decorations, various smal things
| had bought to take back to England and souvenirs®
which | had picked up. The Mauser revolver so
recently acquired and my own Webley-Scott—al.<a
these things had to be left behind, shed so as not to”
encumber me in my new life as a spy.

| had already decided that | would not risk carry-
ing a revolver, for nine times out of ten a revolver is
of no earthly use and will seldom get a man out of a
tight corner. On the other hand, however smal it may
be, it is a bulky thing and is easily found when one's
person is searched; it was illegal to carry firearms.
| had decided to take, just for my own comfort, my
sword-stick, though | knew that under the circum-
stances in which | should live | would never use it.

Then | had a momentary but first-class attack of
nerves; in haf an hour | should be a spy outside the
law with no redress if caught, just a summary tria
and then up against awall. What afool | was . . .
bound to be caught. Why take off my uniform.’
It was a crazy thing to do. What good could | do,
ayway.-* "Steady,” | sad to mysdf, "you are
bound to fed like this. It is just Uke going over
the top, quite natural. Come on, get a move on or
you will never go."

| did not risk taking the lift. The Cheka some-
times acted very quickly. Instead | ran down the
saff-stairs and out into a yard. A few doors away
from the hotel there was a very large apartment
house with three or four entrances and many smal
flats. For the last two months one o these flats
had been mine. Nominally an elderly Russian woman
lived there and kept it tidy for me. She was a dear,
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desf old lady who had lost both her sons early in the
war. She knew that | was doing some political
work, but never asked any questions. | went to my
room, changed into a suit of mufti which | had worn
when going through Scandinavia, gave my kindly
friend dx months rent and a sum in addition which
would enable her to live for some time, and told her
that she would not see me again.

| went out by a different entrance from the one
| had used in entering, casually glanced round to
see that | was not being followed, stepped into a cab
and drove to the other end of Moscow. Here |
scrambled on to a tram which was already packed to
suffocation point and travelled by aroundabout way to
yet another part of the town where | rented a small flat.

It was a flat which had been sdlected by the chief
of my courier servicee He was a Russian cavary
ofiicer who had served with great distinction in the
early days of the war, a patriot, fearless, a first-class
judge of men and as good an organizer as | could
have wished for. It was essential to have a place
where the couriers could come on return from their
various missions, where they would rest for two or
three nights in safety and where he could visit them
daily. One of his acquaintances was a lady, the wife
of one of hisbrother officers who had been killed early
in the war. For reasons best known to herself she
had taken to the oldest profession in the world, and
had been making quite a far Hving on the Tverskaya
M-litza, the Bond Street of Moscow. But she was a
patriot, and she gladly undertook to put two rooms
of her four-roomed flat exclusively a my friend's
disposal, for which naturaly he paid her a good rent.
The vaue of such a flat was enormous. Even under
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