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For Rosemary James and Joseph DeSalvo






PREFACE

This narrative history tells the strange but true story of how America and the Western Allies invaded Russia, fought a war against the Red Army, and conspired to mount a coup d’état in Moscow and assassinate the first Soviet dictator, Vladimir Ilych Lenin. It’s also a study of the espionage careers of DeWitt Clinton Poole and Xenophon de Blumenthal Kalamatiano, two of the most important figures in the history of American intelligence.

The story includes plots, counterplots, secret missions, money laundering, a high-level sting operation, invasions, naval duels, hard-fought battles in the Russian snow, mutinies, murders, victories, and defeats. The characters include patriots, traitors, special agents, double agents, triple agents, executive agents, agents of influence, agents provocateurs, and at least one femme fatale.

The plot was initiated by U.S. Secretary of State Robert Lansing, a bored pacifist who doodled and daydreamed in Cabinet meetings until Lenin seized power in October 1917 and removed Russia from the World War, part of a secret deal the Bolsheviks had struck with Germany.1 With the Allies facing defeat on the western front, Lansing sprang into action and used his office as a bully pulpit to press for the overthrow of Lenin.

Lansing proposed that the United States install an Allied-friendly dictator in Moscow to get Russia back in the war. Despite President Wilson’s public posturing against interfering in the affairs of other nations, he told Lansing the Moscow coup had his “entire approval.” Lansing advised Wilson that using American funds to openly finance a foreign coup was probably illegal, so they enlisted the French and British to launder the money as U.S. aid to the Allies.

The U.S. State Department’s spymaster in Russia was Consul General Poole, a tennis star nicknamed Poodles. His main field officer was Kalamatiano, a Russian-American businessman in Moscow and former track star at the University of Chicago. Poole and Kalamatiano plotted their coup with the advice and consent of U.S. Ambassador David Francis. Despite his mellow image as a bourbon-sipping old Confederate gentleman, Francis was a determined man who once stood up to a Bolshevik lynch mob armed only with a shotgun.

At first, France was America’s premier partner in operations against Lenin. Ambassador Joseph Noulens set the pace by going on a crusade to collect 13 billion francs the Soviet government stole from French investors. Noulens was a grandiose monarchist who traveled like a rajah. He was assisted by General Jean Lavergne, chief of the French military mission to Russia, a hard-driving warrior who feared that each passing day was a lost opportunity to defeat the Bolsheviks.

Lavergne’s efforts were aided by Consul General Joseph-Fernand Grenard, an author and former explorer who dispatched agents across Russia to recruit resistance armies to march on Moscow in support of the Allied coup. One of Kalamatiano’s closest street associates was Henri de Verthamon, a French saboteur who wore a black trenchcoat and cap and slept with explosives under his bed. Another was the impressively named Charles Adolphe Faux-Pas Bidet, a former Paris cop who had worked the French case against Mata Hari.

In time, the British became equal partners in the Lenin Plot. London’s chief conspirators included Bruce Lockhart, a special agent of the Foreign Office. Lockhart was a dedicated footballer, a dyed-in-the-tartan Scot who didn’t particularly like the English. He was also a connoisseur of exotic Russian women, one of whom was later identified as a spy for the Soviets and the Germans.

Lockhart teamed up with Sidney Reilly, a Russian adventurer and profiteer hired by the British Secret Service. Reilly saw himself as a Napoléon reincarnated; at other times he thought he was Jesus Christ. One of Reilly’s biographers wrote that Ian Fleming told a contemporary at the London Sunday Times in 1953 that he had created James Bond after reading about Reilly’s exploits in the archives of British intelligence during World War II, a conversation verified by foreign correspondent Leonard Mosley. Lockhart was also mentioned as a possible inspiration for 007.2

Besides Reilly, the main Russian plotter was Boris Savinkov, the most infamous international terrorist of the time. He ran an anticommunist underground army that was hired to support the Allied coup. He was known as Bloody Boris and he had been killing tsarist officials for years; now he turned his sights on Reds and monarchist generals. He killed Russian style, with dagger, pistol, and bomb. Savinkov saw himself as a Nietzschean Superman but was more of a revolutionary Hamlet, haunted and conflicted. He was also a superstitious drug addict whose delusions included the belief that silk underwear protected him from bullets.

Savinkov and Reilly advanced the Lenin Plot from a simple kidnapping plan to a murder conspiracy. But the Western powers had not declared war on Russia. Thus, assassinating Lenin could have made America and the Allies party to an act of international terrorism.

Lenin was shot in August 1918, but survived. The Soviets responded by stepping up their Red Terror. Nearly 32,000 people, mostly Russians, were arrested. More than 6,000 of them were shot. Another 21,000 were sent to prisons or labor camps. When the Soviet secret police, the Cheka, started rounding up Western agents, they gunned down a British naval spy, Francis Cromie. Then they arrested Kalamatiano and sentenced him to death.

The military side of the Lenin Plot was an invasion of Russia by a Western force composed mostly of American and French combat troops, under British command. That force intended to seize Moscow to support the coup.3 They were led by British Brigadier General Edmund Ironside, the model for the spy Richard Hannay in a series of thrillers written by historian John Buchan.

The Lenin Plot is still remembered in Russia, Britain, and France, under various names. But John Cudahy, a U.S. army officer who wrote an account of his combat experience in Russia, said American veterans of the military invasion of Russia were “shunted off to civilian life and the whole embarrassing matter expunged from the record. All inquiry concerning the Expedition has been met by specious pleas in evasive avoidance.”4

When it came to decorating troops for their service against the Red Army, 73 Americans were cited by the British, 72 by the Russians, 52 by the French, and 14 by the United States. In some cases, entire American companies were cited for bravery, but not by the U.S. War Department.5 The public knew few details of the war until the 1920s, when veterans such as Cudahy started writing memoirs of their experiences.

That “evasive avoidance” described by John Cudahy would continue for years in Washington. When President Franklin Delano Roosevelt wrote a letter to the Soviets in 1933, proposing that diplomatic relations be restored between the United States and Russia, FDR claimed that a “happy tradition of friendship” had existed between Russia and America “for more than a century.”6 Later, President Ronald Reagan, when trying to establish better relations with the USSR, said on American television: “Tonight I want to speak to the people of the Soviet Union, to tell them it’s true that our governments have had serious differences, but our sons and daughters have never fought each other in war.”7



I first became interested in the Lenin Plot when I was a student at Tulane, living in an inner city brick pile that wasn’t air-conditioned. So in the hot months I took afternoon naps at the university library. It was there that I met an amiable, brandy-sipping old gentleman whose guayabera matched the white socks beneath his sandals. He was a native New Orleanian who had graduated from Tulane after the “first war.” Then he went to live a few years in Paris.

There he knew some Americans who had fought in America’s war against Soviet Russia.

Wait a minute. I’d never heard anything about that.

“Look it up,” he said. “You’ll see.”

So I did. At least I tried. But that was before the internet and keyword searches, and I had to thumb through dozens of trays of index cards to pursue the subject. I quickly found that the topic of “Russia, history of,” occupied most of the library’s third floor. To narrow my search I went up into the stacks and pulled down old bound copies of the London Times and a French news magazine, l’Illustration. Then bingo, sort of.

The Times called it the “Russian expeditions.” L’Illustration described it as “les événements en Russie.” Further investigation, in the pages of the Literary Digest, one of the American news magazines of that period, revealed the name by which it’s still known today. It wasn’t called an invasion of Russia or a war against Russia. Apparently that was not “politically accurate,” as old Bolsheviks liked to say. Instead, it was listed as the Allied Intervention in the Russian Civil War.

Armed with this new I-word, I was able to track down some documents in the National Archives in Washington and the Hoover Institution at Stanford. But this was my first serious research project and I quickly found that government records were often vague, misleading, contradictory, and subject to frustrating redactions. The State Department admits on their website that certain documents have been “edited” before being posted to the internet. They say that other documents, or parts thereof, have been omitted in order to “avoid impeding current diplomatic negotiations.” It seemed that “official” sources were best used as a starting point, simply as a clue to what really happened.

I didn’t want my story to be just a simple recitation of facts and figures, without a cohesive narrative, without a feeling of time, place, and mood. I wanted to peel the artichoke, layer by layer, and find out who the personalities really were. Those things I found in news accounts, interviews, autobiographies, memoirs, reminiscences, testimonies, and letters and papers left by eyewitnesses. My guides were Shelby Foote’s narrative study of the American Civil War and Teddy Roosevelt’s advice that written history should not only be interesting, but also lively.

But solving the mysteries of Western intrigues in Russia was a major endeavor. Often things didn’t make sense, as every researcher finds at various times. Certain details were supposed to fit neatly into the puzzle. But they didn’t.

What was I doing wrong?

I finally remembered something I’d been told by a young Russian I used to play pinballs with at a sports bar in Washington when I was a low-echelon editor at the Evening Star. He claimed to be an “accredited correspondent” for TASS, the Soviet news agency. It was a standard KGB cover, like “agricultural researcher.” It was a joke we shared. I saw him as a potential source for information from inside the Russian embassy. He probably saw me as an avenue for leaking disinformation to the press. Ultimately, we weren’t much help to one another in either of those areas.

But he told me something I found useful when writing this book. It was what he called the “riddle of the tea cup.” It was part of the Russian playbook for solving problems such as confirming the bona fides of a defector, and I found out later it had become a favorite story among Western spies.

You started with a pile of broken crockery. If you picked up a piece, you might say it came from a tea cup. But you couldn’t be certain. It might be a piece of Lenin’s chamber pot. Only after you put all the pieces together could you say that you held a tea cup in your hands. That was supposed to be the full picture. But beware of chips, cracks, and missing pieces, my friend warned.

I took his advice and tried to put together the pieces of the Lenin Plot. A few chips are still missing, but I think I’ve come up with a reasonably convincing example of a Russian tea cup, cracks and all.

If the term Cold War can be defined as an attempt to defeat another country economically, politically, ideologically, or militarily without the niceties of formal declarations of war, then it didn’t start after World War II, as the media and some historians would have us believe. It continues today, in electronic spying, by the largest arms race since the Reagan years, and by political meddling. According to Professor Dov H. Levin at the Institute for Politics and Strategy at Carnegie-Mellon University, the United States interfered in foreign elections eighty-one times, and the Soviet Union or Russia thirty-six times, between 1994 and 2000.8

The Lenin Plot was the true beginning of it all. More than a hundred years later, we still live in the shadow of 1918.






PART I THE FIRST ATTEMPT



Most of the people who engaged in this unsavory work had very little interest in the cause which they were paid to promote. They did not take their parts too seriously, and one or the other would occasionally go over to the opposite side, for espionage is an international and artistic profession, in which opinions matter less than the art of perfidy.

—Richard Lewinsohn, The Man behind the Scenes: the Career of Sir Basil Zaharoff1








1 A FORGOTTEN MAN


The first American spy to ever be sentenced to death in Russia sat in his Moscow cell on a cold November night waiting for his appointment with the firing squad. The roll call for execution started every night at ten o’clock after most of the day’s interrogations had been concluded. When the night shift came on, the guards were given the kill list. It was called the hour of terror. There was no ambiguity to it. If your name was called, it meant only one thing.

The cells were hidden away in damp and dark underground passageways. The American agent, Xenophon Kalamatiano, was held in a solitary confinement cell about six by eight feet, with an automobile headlight hanging from the ceiling to keep the chamber lit at all times. A small Judas hole in the door allowed guards to look in at regular intervals. And below that, a hatch allowed a cup of tea and a glop of buckwheat kasha or a bowl of watery fish soup to be passed to him. There was no proper bunk, just a shelf built onto the wall with a blanket on top. The toilet was a bucket on the floor that had to be emptied every morning. The cells smelled of urine, excrement, tobacco smoke, and unwashed bodies. Fleas, lice, roaches, bedbugs, and rats were constant companions.

The hour of terror was preceded by a period of quiet, as if the prisoners might be able to hide in their own silence. Even without watches, they knew the time as it approached. They sensed it collectively, instinctively, like hunted animals. Sometimes the guards wore felt boots so the condemned prisoners wouldn’t hear them coming. But within those close walls, the noise of a thrown bolt was amplified out of proportion, sounding like a guillotine blade banging home.

Some nights, nobody was called. But Marguerite Harrison, a U.S. military spy locked up in the same prison as Kalamatiano, said female inmates put on clean clothes every night just in case they were going to be shot.1 When the names were called, some of the prisoners went quietly, with defeat and resignation echoing in their footsteps. Others cried out, wept, begged for mercy. Prisoners who resisted were beaten into submission. Then there was no sound but the scrape of shoes on the floor as they were dragged out.

Tonight was no different. Kalamatiano, a young American from Illinois, sat in his cell, alert to the slightest sound. For a while, he’d had company as an agent from the Cheka, the secret police, was planted in his cell to pick up information. It wasn’t a very original tactic. Kalamatiano ignored the man.2

Now he was alone again. If Kalamatiano had possessed a mirror he would have seen a haggard fellow with a shaved head and eyes that held the look of homeless men who slept on sidewalk steam vents in winter.3 But he could handle that. This was not a resort. The thing that got to him was not knowing when he would get a call from the guards.

It hadn’t happened last night. Was it going to be tonight? How much time did he have left? Would his wife and his family back home ever find out what happened to him?

Three interrogators had been working on Kalamatiano. They questioned him two or three times a night, using a Mutt and Jeff routine. One Chekist played the bully, berating Kalamatiano and roughing him up. The second questioner was the logician. He pointed out that Washington had not protested Kalamatiano’s arrest. They weren’t claiming him. They had forsaken him. He was a forgotten man.

The third interrogator was the smoothie. He offered immunity if Kalamatiano would only give “satisfactory” testimony. Why not be reasonable? Let’s make a deal. Let’s conclude our business as gentlemen. Just sign this statement and we’ll get you out of this place. We’ll transfer you to a bright facility with a view of the river. There’ll be fresh air, good food, books, and a clinic. Otherwise, you’ll die in here.

One of the Cheka’s favorite techniques was to deliver this spiel to a sick and half-starved prisoner while the interrogator enjoyed a hot dinner at his desk. It might be accompanied by a pot of coffee, real coffee, not the sovieteski (barley substitute) the proletariat had to swallow. Maybe the Chekist finished off his repast with a glass of vintage Burgundy confiscated in a raid on a “subversive” wine shop.4 Then perhaps the smiling face behind the desk would light up an American cigarette. To a smoker like Kalamatiano, the sweet smell of quality tobacco was a torture in itself.

We are the only ones who can help you, the interrogator would purr. You see that, don’t you? It’s very simple. We help you and you help us. So, let’s ink the deal. This, with a gentle nudge of the pen across the desk.

Kalamatiano’s network of agents had been rolled up but he had not confessed to spying. He refused to be tricked into using the words “intelligence” or “espionage.” He insisted he was a businessman running an “information service” on Russian affairs for his consulate because newspaper reports were unreliable. To his credit, he also held fast to another cardinal rule of the spy trade: never sign anything.

Once you signed a “statement,” it would all be over. They would have what they wanted, so they might as well shoot you.

At first, executions were conducted in the basements of Cheka headquarters and in local prison yards. But municipal authorities complained that blood was flowing out sewers and polluting the Moscow River. So now many prisoners were taken into small nearby streets and shot there. Truck engines were started up to hide the sound of the gunfire.5 Later, the killings were done at a park where Dynamo, the local soccer team sponsored by the Cheka, played its games. Rival teams called Dynamo Musor (Garbage), which was slang for the police.

Finally, Kalamatiano’s interrogations stopped. A good sign? Had they believed his story? He waited in his cell.

Footsteps came down the corridor and stopped. His door was unlocked and pulled open.

The guards ordered him to get up and come with them.

This time his destination was not the office where he was usually questioned. Now he was stood up before a firing squad. His interrogators seemed to have run out of patience.

When you faced the rifles, you had a last chance to think it over. If you did sign the confession, maybe they really would commute your death sentence to a prison term, just to show the world what compassionate people they were. And later a pardon could be arranged, or a swap for a Russian held by the other side. There were stories circulating about prisoners who had cut deals like that. Yes, they were moved to more humane facilities. But then later Pravda (Truth), the official Communist Party newspaper, announced they had committed suicide by jumping out a window.

A prison window with no bars?

No thanks.

Kalamatiano took a last look of the world he never expected to see again.

“Lock and load,” the commander of the firing squad told his men.

The silence was broken as the rifles were cocked.

“Take your aim.”

Still no confession came forth.

“Fire.”






2 THE CHICAGO GROUP


Xenophon Kalamatiano’s wartime journey from Russia to America and then back to Moscow for a reservation on death row probably began with a letter he wrote on May 11, 1915, to Samuel N. Harper, 5728 Woodlawn Avenue, Chicago. Harper had been a classmate of Kalamatiano’s at the University of Chicago. They were the same age. They had graduated together.

“Referring to our past conversations on the subject,” Kalamatiano wrote, the United States had a great lack of men “trained for foreign fields.” Young German men went to different countries to complete their education, he noted, and in that way became “specially trained” for foreign work.

“I would propose that some American young men, interested and otherwise fitted for such a course, go directly to Russia with the purpose of staying there one to three years merely to become acquainted with the language and commercial customs of the country, with a view of using this knowledge as an asset in later life,” he continued.

If Harper approved of that idea and picked some suitable candidates, Kalamatiano wrote, “I would take up the matter further with our association” and possibly “be in a position to help them on the other side.”1 The reference was to the Russian Association of Commerce and Industry in Moscow. Kalamatiano was the American representative for the group.

Harper was almost certainly a recruiter for American intelligence, though he never admitted that in his letters and papers. Kalamatiano’s letter ostensibly doesn’t offer evidence of anything except Kalamatiano’s desire to offer the services of his Moscow company and possibly drum up some business in the process. The world war had just started, and America was neutral. Lenin was in exile, and the Bolsheviks posed no immediate threat to the West. The main concern of the Allies, including Russia, was Germany.

On the other hand, perhaps Kalamatiano foresaw coming problems and was making an early pitch to serve his country. His Moscow trade association would be in a good position to acquire confidential information from business associates. A letter he later wrote to Harper regarding U.S. army spy Marguerite Harrison shows that Kal was very savvy about Western operations in Russia.2

The biggest business deal America had ever cut with Russia was the purchase of Alaska, for two cents an acre. But that was in another century. Russia in 1915 was well known for ballet, Cossacks, Peter the Great, vodka, caviar, and some of the world’s best writers. But other than that, many Americans saw it as a backward place of fairy-tale uniforms, illiterate peasants, dirt roads, pogroms, and terrorists. In effect, a glorified Mexico. Why was Russia suddenly important again?

The answer to that, and to the mystery of Kalamatiano’s activities in Russia, begins with an examination of a certain “Chicago group” of Russophiles and information gatherers—businessman Charles Richard Crane, University of Chicago president William Rainey Harper, and his son Samuel N. Harper.



William Harper, PhD, an American Baptist from Ohio, was hired in 1891 as the first president of the one-year-old University of Chicago. He was thirty-five years old, a big man built like a wrestler, but with a kind face behind his scholarly spectacles. Dr. Harper was a visionary, a hard-driving manager, an impatient “dynamo in trousers.”3 He was a popular president. Students called him “the old man of the C.”4

But in 1900, after completing nine years of teaching classes, campaigning for donations, hiring instructors, and carrying out the other work required for fast construction of a major university from scratch, Dr. Harper was tired. He admitted this over tea one afternoon with Charles Crane, a younger gentleman he had known since first coming to Chicago. Crane was a wealthy philanthropist and world traveler who liked to be called simply Charlie.5 He offered to take Dr. Harper along on his next visit to Russia. President Harper snapped up the invitation and they set sail.

America did not have a Central Intelligence Agency or a National Security Agency at that time. Washington’s overseas spies were in the State Department, the Office of Naval Intelligence, and army military intelligence. But their effectiveness was hampered by politics and budgets. Incoming information was so scarce that reports by “casual” agents were solicited.6

Casuals were civilians such as businessmen, teachers, clergy, students, and vacationing families returning to the United States from foreign travels who could offer information on what they had seen abroad. But they were not trained in the finer points of intelligence gathering. Their reports were often vague, sloppy, confused, or contradictory. What Washington needed was a quiet army of patriotic men and women volunteers who could move about freely in foreign lands, who knew what to look for and whom to talk to, and who could pay their own expenses. Kalamatiano would later start out as a U.S. casual in Russia.

Charlie Crane had already created his own private club of casuals, and after that 1900 trip, President Harper persuaded his son Sam to come aboard.7 Crane and Sam Harper would become two of America’s most valuable intelligence sources during that chaotic time when Old Russia was changing as dramatically as America had changed after 1865. The team of Crane and Harper would provide mortised joints that held together the frame of America’s intelligence gathering in Russia until paid spies such as Xenophon Kalamatiano took over to recruit systemized, compartmentalized networks.



There weren’t many American experts on Russia at that time. Russian studies were a wide-open field. Dr. Harper convinced Sam to start spending six months every year in Russia and devoting his life to becoming an interpreter of that exotic land.

Sam was an honor student at U of C and a member of Alpha Delta Phi (the members called it the anti-fraternity fraternity). He was also a member of the mandolin club, the banjo club, and the glee club.8 But President Harper realized that a background like his own, in ancient languages, wouldn’t do his son much good in Russia if he wasn’t a linguist. He sent Sam to Paris for a year of studying modern languages.

Sam worked as a guard at the 1900 world’s fair, the Exposition Universelle, and roomed with a French family. He studied the language with his hosts while enjoying the fair and Paris nightlife. When Sam returned to Chicago two years later he admitted he hadn’t learned much French or Russian but had gained a valuable education in how to get around in a foreign country (and have a good time).

Back at the university, Sam took a Russian language course that Kalamatiano was teaching. “All Russians are proverbially bad teachers of Russian and I am afraid that Kalamatiano was no exception—at least, I did not learn much about the language,” Sam recalled.9

Charles Crane began taking Sam into his confidence on Russian matters, discussing that country with his young protégé and inviting him to sit in on conferences. Sam returned to Paris after graduation in 1903 to study Russian at the l’École des Langues Orientales Vivantes.

Sam moved in with a group of Russian students his second year in Paris. They turned out to be radicals. But they were nice boys, he thought, and he helped them address revolutionary literature to be mailed to Russia. Then Sam expressed what they considered some politically incorrect views. They turned on him. Their hostility got so vicious that he moved out. He was glad to, anyway. He said the place was “unhygienic.”10

Harper finally said goodbye to Paris. His next stop was that fabled country he had heard so much about: Old Russia.






3 AGENTS OF INFLUENCE


Frozen sparkles of Russian winter skated past the window of Samuel Harper’s compartment as his train pulled into Moscow in February 1904. He arrived on the day the Japanese launched a surprise attack on the Russian naval base at Port Arthur, a tactic that foreshadowed Pearl Harbor. The attack set off a nineteen-month war that resulted in defeat for Russia and an end to her expansionist ambitions in Asia. It was a humiliation for Tsar Nicholas II and contributed to the coming Russian Revolution of 1905.

Armed with an introduction from Charlie Crane and his own engaging American smile, along with an astrakhan on his head and an enormous pair of snow boots, Sam Harper tramped across Russia to talk with bureaucrats, journalists, workers, and peasants. He was welcomed with dependable Russian hospitality. But he would soon find a bitter taste beneath that pleasant flow of tea from the samovar.

On Sam’s second trip to Russia, in October 1904, he went to work full-time on Ambassador Robert Sanderson McCormick’s staff at the embassy in St. Petersburg. The job was arranged by Charles Crane. Charlie considered himself a “natural Democrat” and had already been a Russian adviser to President Grover Cleveland. But getting this appointment for Harper showed that Crane also had influence in the Republican administration of Theodore Roosevelt. Charlie Crane and Sam Harper moved freely in Russian government circles, making them “agents of influence” who used their positions not only to gain information but also to put in a word for American interests.

They didn’t use the word “spies.” They were “observers” collecting “information” and “advising” Washington. But what’s the difference between a political observer and a spy? It’s as slim as the blade of a dagger. Both gather information. They beg, borrow, buy, and steal it. The information is then used by their government in formulating foreign policy, including war. Even in peacetime the information can be used against certain industries, banks, or individuals in either enemy or friendly nations.

The main difference is how the collectors are treated by the host country. A political observer might be wined and dined and hit up for foreign aid. A spy working the same corridors could get hanged. The work that Crane and Harper did in Russia was precariously balanced between those definitions. “Political operatives” is probably a more accurate term for them.

Sam Harper’s cover was a press card from the Chicago Daily Tribune. A foreign correspondent’s credentials demanded a measure of respect, even if the paper was thin and the ink a bit blurred. Sam assured the real news correspondents in Russia that he wasn’t filing stories and had no intention of trying to scoop them. He shared his information with most of them, except for the Associated Press correspondent, whom he dismissed as “biased” against Russia. Sam was closest to German journalists. He thought they knew Russia better than the American reporters.1

Sam enrolled as a student at Moscow University (now Moscow State), a sanctuary for non-conformists and free thinkers. Campus radicals demanded a republican form of government for Russia. They marched to protest the war and they fought the police in the streets. But when the smoke cleared they sadly put on their student uniforms again and went back to class.

Sam was not a revolutionary. Like Crane, he was a true liberal, a man interested in all points of view. But his curiosity turned dangerous. One afternoon he and the American consul in Moscow stood outside a café watching a street demonstration. Cossacks and mounted police armed with whips, carbines, swords, and pistols attacked the students and killed nine of them. Afterward, Sam hid one of his Russian tutors for several days in his hotel room. Then, on January 22, 1905, in St. Petersburg, he witnessed one of Russia’s most notorious historical moments.

Russian workers singing hymns marched to the Winter Palace in the capital to air their grievances before the tsar, who liked to be called Batyushka (Little Father). But Nicholas wasn’t in town to give orders regarding the march, so soldiers, police, and Cossacks made their own decision to attack the crowd. Five hundred were killed; hundreds more were wounded. The massacre led to industrial strikes, peasant revolts, and military mutinies. Sam Harper was at the palace when the first shots were fired at the crowd. A Cossack chased him away and he didn’t stop running until he reached the American embassy. There, over tea, he treated the ambassador and his guests to a breathless account of the attack. Bloody Sunday, it was called. It set off the 1905 revolution.

Politicians in Western Europe feared the Russian Revolution would infect their own fiefdoms, so they intervened. According to Lenin’s first biographer, an emissary of the Crédit Lyonnais slipped into St. Petersburg on a ship with a barrel of gold for Nicholas, 2.250 million francs’ worth, to be precise (845,750,000 rubles). That loan, at 10 percent interest, was backed verbally by German and Austrian bankers. Their conditions: Nicholas had to restore order in the country and establish a parliament, a Russian Duma.2

Batyushka complied with the conditions, though in his own imperial fashion. He did set up the Duma, though it didn’t have much real power, and he later dissolved it several times when he didn’t like what they were doing. At the same time, he used mass terror to quash the revolution, first in the cities, then in the provinces with punitive expeditions. Pyotr Stolypin, the tsar’s German-born interior minister, was a reformist who gave religious freedom to Jews and set up insurance plans for workers, but when it came time to deal with radicals, his courts served up swift and harsh punishment. The hangman’s noose came to be known as “Stolypin’s necktie.”

Sam Harper expanded his investigations of the Russian situation. He began covering Duma sessions and reporting back to Ambassador McCormick, a Republican from the Chicago family that had founded International Harvester. Sam was most at home talking to the liberal or radical representatives rather than the conservatives. But he had his doubts about the extreme left.

“Often see the revolutionists, people whose last name one never asks,” he wrote in a letter to Crane. “But I recognize their emptiness and irresponsibility more clearly every day and dread to think what will happen if they succeed in their mad plan of setting up a genuine bloody revolution.”3

Sam almost got arrested several more times. Once it was while he was explaining to a crowd outside the Duma what was going on inside. Police dispersed the crowd and ran him off. He pushed his luck further by attending secret meetings of Social Democrats. There were raids, but his luck held and he got away.

Sam Harper returned to the University of Chicago in 1906 to teach Russian under a grant set up for him by Crane. It would pay Harper’s salary for several years to come. Sam began touring America when he had a chance, delivering lectures on Russia and setting up study centers where publishers, educators, and businessmen could get together and discuss events happening over there. Those conferences undoubtedly allowed Harper to act as a recruiter for Crane’s band of private intelligence agents.

Sam Harper was a close friend of Richard T. Crane II, Charlie’s son and another Chicagoan. Richard was working for the State Department, and after the war would become the first U.S. diplomat to the new nation of Czechoslovakia. Richard Crane was close to Joseph Patrick Tumulty, Wilson’s personal secretary. Through Tumulty and Richard Crane, Sam Harper was able to get Wilson’s ear on Russian affairs.4

One of Sam’s recruits might have been his old schoolmate, Xenophon Kalamatiano, though it’s not known when or where the approach took place, if one took place at all. Kalamatiano might have decided on his own to volunteer his services to the consulate in Moscow.

Harper’s information gathering expanded briefly to the United States when he accepted a political science fellowship at Columbia University in 1909. There in New York he got a taste of American radical chic. Anarchist Emma Goldman invited him to a dance thrown by her Mother Earth magazine. Sam was condescendingly introduced as a “bourgeois friend” of the group—leading him to reply that he smoked a cheaper brand of cigarette than they did. He was offended by their “disturbing” elitism and declared there was a “certain element of slumming” in such expeditions.5

Sam taught at the University of Liverpool from 1911 to 1913 and was editor of the Russian Review there. After his last year in England he was hired by the U.S. Department of Labor to tour Russia and expose spies of the Kaiser who were working in German steamship companies. That made him still another kind of agent, a paid operative for Washington.6



Charles Crane became an adviser on Russian affairs for Thomas Woodrow Wilson when the president first took office in 1913. Earlier, Crane had been appointed U.S. minister “designate” to China by President William Howard Taft. But Philander Chase Knox, Taft’s secretary of state, didn’t follow through and confirm the appointment, so Charlie resigned his appointment. Crane later wrote that his support of Russia in their war against Japan had offended certain Wall Street interests who feared he would not tolerate their “financial designs” in the Far East. Some companies, he said, notably United States Steel, had been burning up the phone lines to pressure “Sleepy Phil” Knox to nix his appointment.7

After that, Crane decided he’d had enough of the establishment Republicans and became a progressive. The term had a different meaning back then. These days, progressive is a substitute word for liberal. In Crane’s time a progressive was anyone who believed in honesty and efficiency in government. Teddy Roosevelt, a Republican, was a progressive. So was Wilson, a Democrat.

Charles Crane first met Wilson after he took over as president of Princeton University in 1902. Wilson was the son of a Presbyterian minister from Augusta, Georgia, and had witnessed first hand the Civil War and the devastating Reconstruction of the South engineered by Radical Republicans in Congress. It was an experience that left him convinced that war was a brutal and unchristian way of solving disagreements. After graduation from the College of New Jersey (now Princeton) and the University of Virginia Law School, Wilson earned a doctorate at Johns Hopkins University and began teaching political science. At that time he had a reputation as a conservative.

The Democratic machine in New Jersey, run by conservative party bosses, persuaded Wilson to run for governor in 1910. They intended to install him as their boy in Trenton. But he turned around and bit them. He campaigned on a reform ticket, won the governorship, then ran for president in 1912. As a progressive coming out of New Jersey’s reactionary Democratic party, Wilson was something of a “political freak,” in the words of Rudolph Forster, White House executive secretary.8

Wilson called his presidential platform the New Freedom, which stressed both individualism and states’ right. His opponents in the 1912 election were Teddy Roosevelt of the Progressive Party, Howard Taft for the Republicans, and Eugene Debs from the Socialist Party. Wilson received only 42 percent of the popular vote but won overwhelmingly in the electoral college. He would be only the second Democrat to be elected president in a seventy-two-year span, 1860–1932.

Wilson didn’t smoke, and drank only occasionally. He prayed and read his Bible daily, and wept over letters from old acquaintances. He was a trim man who dressed fashionably in tailored white suits and white patent leather shoes, giving him an image of both glamor and sanctimony seen in revivalists who worked Madison Square Garden. The press liked that. They saw him as an East Coast executive and a Southern gentleman, with Hollywood and the Bible thrown in for good measure. But French President Georges Clemenceau wasn’t so kind.

“He thinks he is another Jesus Christ come upon the Earth to reform men,” Clemenceau remarked.9

Wilson didn’t like his picture taken. When a camera was set up in his office he never smiled, giving the impression he was a stern old schoolmaster. Actually he was a charming and courtly man who liked to sing and dance, and was convinced he could have made it in Vaudeville. He often gave his Secret Service protection detail the slip so he could sneak out of the White House to take in a show at one of his favorite theatres. He liked ribald limericks and when riled up he could curse with the best of them. His idea of a good time, though, was an evening with family and friends in the White House parlor where he performed hilarious imitations of political hacks he’d known over the years.

But Wilson’s health was not good. He had high blood pressure and got headaches, nausea, and nervous exhaustion. His physician, Rear Admiral Cary T. Grayson, was always nearby. Wilson’s health apparently didn’t affect his reasoning during the war, but often forced him to stop work and go to bed for a while, losing valuable time demanded by affairs of state.

Some Wilson critics accused him of being an intellectual snob. One of those was Clinton Wallace Gilbert, an editor at the New York Tribune, a Republican newspaper that had beat the editorial drums for Southern Reconstruction. Gilbert compared Wilson to a “small boy who, when his companions refuse to play with him, says to himself that he is smarter than they are, gets higher marks in school, that he has a better gun than they have or that he, when he grows up, will be a great general while they are nobody.”10 Wilson, in turn, didn’t like New York. He dreaded making appearances there.

Charles Crane had been a big contributor to Wilson’s presidential bid and campaigned for him in Chicago. He saw Wilson as a progressive “prophet” ushering in a “new political era” of honesty.11 After the election, Crane sold most of his family business holdings to his brother, leaving him the time and money to pursue a life of travel, philanthropy, and reporting to Wilson on world affairs.

Crane’s reports on Russia helped prepare Wilson for the president’s coming role as one of the instigators of the Lenin Plot.






4 GO SEE THE ELEPHANT


The World War of 1914–1918 was probably the last era when spies—if not all officers and gentlemen—were at least products of the better schools and tailor shops. The same went for women spies, a good example being Marguerite Harrison, who came from a moneyed family in Maryland, attended private schools, and enjoyed a social whirlwind as a debutante before marrying.

Spies were not police officers. They were multilingual cosmopolitans, international in outlook and comfortable in casinos and embassy receptions where they enjoyed Champagne and caviar as they shook hands and sized up the crowd for potential recruits as agents. Later on, spying became a working-class trade, as evidenced by Morris and Lona Cohen and Julius and Ethel Rosenberg.1 But in the first two decades of the twentieth century, spies traveled in the highest social, diplomatic, and military circles and were dressed to kill (sometimes literally).

Xenophon Kalamatiano, with his spats and cane and his noble background in Russia, fit the required image. His glasses and his mop of thick brown hair lent him a look that was scholarly but not stuffy; he was a neat dresser but not a fop, favoring conservative three-piece suits that complimented his cover as a businessman. He was a physically fit athlete, a broad-shouldered man with a pleasant, slightly Mediterranean face. He was bright and affable, and fluent in several languages. His old-world charm put him at home in different countries and cultures. By 1915 he had been an established businessman in Russia for several years but also was as American as hot dogs and Jack Daniel’s Old No. 7. He spoke Russian without an English accent, and English without a Russian accent. His bona fides were solid.

Records show he was born July 13, 1882, in Paris, son of Verra Xenophontovna Kalamatiano. (Later in America she spelled it Vera.) The birth was registered at the Russian embassy and the Russian Church in Paris. Vera said she was single and did not list the father’s name, suggesting the child was illegitimate. According to Vera’s granddaughter, the father ranked somewhere in the Russian nobility and possibly was married. Vera named the baby after her father, Ksenofont (Xenophon) Dmitrevich Kalamatiano, an admiral in Russia’s Black Sea fleet. The family reportedly had emigrated to Russia from Greece in the 1700s.2

Vera later said she had lived in France for years.3 When she wrote a book, an American reviewer described her as a “countess.” In time, she would elevate her media status to “princess.”4 She had a friend who knew Leo Tolstoy, and in time Vera would go into business with the count.5

Vera married Constantine Paul (C.P.) de Blumenthal around 1895, when Xenophon was thirteen years old. The Blumenthal name was German but C.P. said his family had lived in Russia for generations. Indeed there were many Germanic Russians in the country. Nicholas II was a cousin of Germany’s Kaiser Wilhelm, and Tsarina Alexandra was originally known as Alix of Hesse and by Rhine. Vera took de Blumenthal as her married name. In college, Xenophon would hyphenate his surname as de Blumenthal-Kalamatiano.



C.P. de Blumenthal was a graduate of St. Petersburg Imperial University, with degrees in modern languages and law. He was practicing law in St. Petersburg when he married Vera. He was around thirty years old, she was about thirty-two. In a newspaper interview later, C.P. said he had held liberal political views in Russia and was connected to a secret group working for a constitutional form of government. In 1896, the year after C.P. married Vera, members of that organization were arrested in Moscow by the tsarist secret police, the Okhrana, predecessor to the Cheka. C.P. heard about this through friends, and with the temperature of Old Russia heating up, he decided to redeploy to a cooler clime.6

Vera and Xenophon were vacationing in Switzerland that summer. C.P. had a passport allowing him to leave Russia without difficulty and he expected to join them in the mountains for a while. But something happened. Perhaps the police closed in on him. He suddenly sold all his property that he could, and through friends he put mortgages on some real estate he owned in Ufa Province. (Encumbered property could not be seized by the government until the encumbrance was paid off.) He sent money to his wife and stepson in Switzerland, then went to Hamburg and sailed for the United States. He landed in New York with twenty-five dollars in his pocket.

C.P. settled in Bloomington, Illinois, a quiet green college town. He worked at a grocery store until he was fluent in English. Then in 1897 he got a job teaching third-year German at Illinois Wesleyan University, a small Methodist school in town.7 He also enrolled with advanced standing as a junior in the Wesleyan law school. He was described as a “courteous, polished gentleman.”8 Vera and Xenophon followed C.P. to Bloomington. They lived at 601 Locust Street on the East Side, a neighborhood of wide lawns and modest homes five blocks south of the Wesleyan campus.

C.P. became a naturalized American citizen. Through her marriage to C.P., Vera became a U.S. citizen, too. But there is some question as to whether Xenophon became a citizen through C.P., since Vera’s family in Russia blocked adoption attempts by de Blumenthal.9 Nevertheless, Xenophon claimed American citizenship and was later issued a U.S. passport.



At first, Xenophon attended public school in Bloomington. Then C.P. got a job teaching French, German, and Spanish at Culver Military Academy, a new but respected boarding school in Indiana.10 C.P. brought Xenophon to Culver and enrolled him, taking advantage of a tuition discount offered to children of faculty members. Vera stayed in Bloomington and taught French at Wesleyan.

Xenophon graduated with honors on June 8, 1899, and won a scholarship to the University of Chicago, which was already building an academic reputation. After Xenophon went to Chicago, Vera and C.P. moved there, too. C.P. got a job teaching at a boys school while Vera began importing lace from Russia with the assistance of Professor Pavel Milyukov, a historian in Russia. Vera sold the lace in America, returned the profits to the peasant weavers, and set up a fund in Russia to train new lace workers.11 She also published a volume of folk tales translated from Russian and began work on a children’s history of Peter the Great and a collection of Swiss legends. A reviewer of her folk tales described Vera as an “unselfish lover of humanity” and said that profits from the book would be turned over to her “poor compatriots” in Chicago and the American West.12

C.P. left Chicago after a while, probably to look for higher-paying positions. He taught at a state teachers’ college in Oklahoma and, in 1905, at a military academy in Los Angeles. Then he and Vera moved to Pasadena, California. C.P. introduced himself around town as “Captain” de Blumenthal, a courtesy title given faculty at military schools. They lived in the rear apartment of a bungalow at 35 North Euclid Avenue owned by the Hotel La Casa Grande.

C.P. and a Russian partner formed a business, the Realty Trust Company, to bring over thousands of Russian families who belonged to a persecuted Protestant brotherhood in Transcaucasia. The idea was to settle them on a farm, called Little Russia, across the border in Mexico.13 C.P. was the front man and business manager for the deal. The first hundred or so families that settled on the farm brought in the first year’s harvest at a profit of $35,000 ($870,000 today).

Then the scheme collapsed. Some of the farmers challenged the terms of their employment. They went on strike. C.P. disappeared. Where did he go? Where did the money go?

A bannerline across the front page of a Los Angeles newspaper screamed that C.P. might have been murdered on the farm.14 Then the press suggested suicide. Vera was reported “prostrate.” Reporters camped on her doorstep.

But to paraphrase Mark Twain, reports of Cap’n Blumenthal’s death were greatly exaggerated. Soon he was reported living in Mexico City as a rich oil man. Later he emerged in Moscow, on his way back to Ufa, ostensibly to visit his sick mother.

“Captain de Blumenthal was a man of a peculiar temperament,” Vera later told a reporter. “He was shy and of a shrinking nature, and a man who found it hard to face adversity. He was absolutely honest and generous to a fault.” She denied he had done anything dishonest. He was “disheartened and sick” after the mutiny on the farm and that’s why he left, she said.15

The couple divorced and Vera remained in Pasadena to continue selling Russian lace and returning the profits to workers back in the old country. C.P. would later work as a judge in Russia, and during the civil war he joined Admiral Alexander Vasilyevich Kolchak’s forces fighting the Red Army in Siberia.

Xenophon does not seem to have had much patience with his stepfather. While C.P. could not quite come to grips with his destiny, Xenophon was more organized and more focused, more in control of his life.16

In that world of the early twentieth century, the United States was mostly a land of small towns and farms. Few young people ventured very far from home. Those who later put on a uniform for the long trip over to the European battlefields would tell their folks that they were “going to see the elephant.” It was a joke based on the fact that in rural America the most exciting thing to happen, other than a meteor shower or church on Sunday, was usually the arrival of the circus. Going to see something as big and mysterious as an elephant was a life-changing event. So was going to war. It was also called a boy’s “great adventure” in life.

Xenophon Kalamatiano never served in the military. His great adventure was going to be spying in Revolutionary Russia.






5 XENOPHON THE TERRIBLE


Xenophon Kalamatiano was an academically average student at the University of Chicago, but his foreign languages courses, his athletic accomplishments, and his fraternity membership would all serve him well later as a spy in Russia.

Xenophon completed the junior college program in the College of Arts after seven quarters and two summer sessions, with courses heavy in Latin, French, German, and Hebrew. His grades weren’t particularly impressive, mostly Bs and Cs, with a few Ds here and there. He received his bachelor’s degree on August 29, 1902, with a B-minus average.1

Chicago developed a reputation as a sports powerhouse early on. The University of Chicago was a founding member of the Western Conference (now the Big Ten) and athletic director Amos Alonzo Stagg coached the Maroons to two national football championships. Kalamatiano’s game was track. On January 18, 1902, he set a university indoor record for the two-mile run, coming in at 10 minutes 30 seconds. In the Chicago YMCA meet on February 1, 1902, he scored second in the indoor mile run, assisting in the team’s 62–33 win. And at the Amateur Athletic Union championship indoor meet in Milwaukee on March 1, 1902, he was second in the two-mile race, with Chicago winning overall. He was secretary-treasurer of the track team his senior year.2

After graduation, Kalamatiano tutored French and Russian at the university and taught at the Princeton–Yale School, an affiliate of U of C. He was also a founding member of the Sigma Alpha Epsilon chapter on campus, forming ties that would help him later when he was in prison in Russia. The SAE national leader, William C. Levere, a former temperance campaigner and reporter for the Chicago Evening Post, took an instant liking to Xenophon. Levere predicted he would go far in the world.

“He was distinguished in appearance, with an air of Old World culture” and “exceedingly pleasant and companionable,” Levere wrote.3

Kalamatiano’s brothers in the frat house loved his thirteen-syllable name. At rush parties they sang “Xenophon de Blumenthal Kalamatiano” to the tune of “Maryland, My Maryland.”
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He admitted it was a great name. Because of his running speed, one of his nicknames was the Terrible Russian. The other was simply Kal. He signed his name as “X/Kal.”



After leaving Chicago, Kal taught school in Racine, Wisconsin, an industrial town of 30,000 on Lake Michigan just south of Milwaukee. He married Agnes McAvoy, a stenographer who worked for a lawyer. The McAvoys were a large family and apparently well-off, since they owned a livery company.5 Xenophon and Agnes had a daughter, Vera.

Kal changed jobs in late 1905, probably to better support his wife and daughter. He went to work as a salesman for the J.I. Case Threshing Machine Company in Racine. It was a peach of a job for a trainee, paying $125.00 a month.6 That’s over $3,000 in today’s currency. It wasn’t a bank president’s salary, but there were no income taxes or sales taxes back then. Above the front door stood a statue of the Case logo, Old Abe, the bald eagle mascot of Company C of the 8th Wisconsin Infantry. Case also made automobiles and entered three cars in the first Indianapolis 500, on May 30, 1911.

Case was the biggest farm machinery company in the United States. They had expanded to South America and Europe, and in 1899 opened their first Russian office. Kal’s employment record at Case shows that on October 1, 1908, he signed a new three-year contract and transferred to the Odessa office in Ukraine. With his Russian background and his social skills, he was a natural for the position.



For Kal it must have been an eerie experience returning to his homeland after so many years, like arriving in a town that was strange to him but where he nevertheless knew what to expect up every street. Odessa was the fourth largest city in Russia, a hot and humid collection of traditional Ukrainian buildings with French and Italian Mediterranean influences, built on hills overlooking the Black Sea. It was an important port and rail hub and a choice location for Western imports, especially in winter when North Russian docks were frozen in.

Kalamatiano got regular pay raises in Odessa. A favorable exchange rate between the dollar and the ruble allowed him to live well. Russia was primarily an agricultural nation and supplied more than a third of the world’s wheat. It was also the largest country in the world in land mass and the second biggest in population. But only two Russian factories could produce farm machinery, and one of them was tied up making artillery for the army. That left Russian growers dependent on imported machinery.7 Russia was a profitable market for American companies, and Case had sales and distribution offices not only in Odessa but also in Moscow.

Kalamatiano’s biggest competitor was International Harvester, which in 1910 began manufacturing farm machinery in a plant near Moscow. IH had a big advantage since it operated by royal decree and did not have to pay the import duties that interfered with Kal’s efforts at Case.8 Later on, the Soviets would adopt the hammer and sickle as the symbol of Red Russia. The hammer stood for industry, the sickle for agriculture. But the sickle was an antiquated tool used by small farmers, and by the time Kal arrived, most of Russia’s millions of acres were being harvested by machinery. A more accurate symbol for Russian farming might have been the IH logo, or Old Abe.

During Kal’s first year back in Russia he was at the top of the list of sixteen salesmen in Odessa. In January 1910 he was in second place. Then he left Case. He became an independent agent and went into a partnership with Claude M. Nankivel, an import-export broker in New York. They represented around thirty foreign companies doing business in Russia.9

It’s not clear how long Kalamatiano worked with Nankivel. But later on he said he was business manager for Case in Russia, 1912–1915, so apparently Kal went back to his old company after a couple of years with Nankivel.10 And business for Case was booming. The company reported worldwide sales of more than $12 million (almost a third of a billion in today’s dollars) and paid 7 percent on its preferred stock.11



Kal returned to the United States in 1915 as American representative of the Association of Commerce and Industry in Moscow. That group wanted to drop Germany as Russia’s top trading partner and move America into first place. Before war broke out, 50 to 60 percent of Russia’s total import/export trade was with Germany. But Allied blockades had shut that down.

“There is in Russia a strong movement on foot to interest the manufacturers of the United States in trading direct with Russia, and to cultivate closer commercial relations,” Kal told reporters in New York. The purpose of his trip back to America was not to “buy or to sell” but to explain to U.S. businessmen “what and how the Germans sold to Russia and why other countries have hitherto not done more business directly.” American goods “have been very successful” in Russia, he continued. He cited as an example the fact that Case had recently sold a hundred automobiles in Russia, “all we had in stock.”12

Kal gave his new American business address as the office of A.S. Postnikoff, formerly of International Harvester in Russia, at 1133–1135 Rookery Building, Chicago.13 Kal and Postnikoff organized a meeting of U.S. manufacturers on August 30, 1915, in the Hotel La Salle in Chicago. Postnikoff outlined his plan to establish an International Manufacturers’ Sales Company of America, headquartered in Chicago, with branch offices in New York and Moscow. He wanted to create a consortium of fifty manufacturers to cooperate in sales in Russia. Kal would run the Moscow end of things.

Sam Harper addressed the Chicago meeting as a longtime observer of Russia. He said the country contained “untold resources” but that Americans had not won their proper share of Russian trade because they lacked direct representation over there.14

William Chapin Huntington was also at the meeting. The thirty-one-year-old Huntington was an Iowan who held a doctorate in engineering from the Royal Technical College at Aix la Chappelle, Prussia, and a mechanical engineering degree from Columbia University. His specialty was metallurgy and he was fluent in French, German, and Russian. In Chicago he was a commercial agent for the U.S. Bureau of Foreign and Domestic Commerce. He would soon go to work for the U.S. ambassador to Russia and assist in the Lenin Plot.

The Chicago meeting came a few months after Kal wrote that letter to Sam Harper offering his services in Russia. Then Kal returned to Moscow to continue his work for his trade group. Before he left, though, he finished up a bit of legal business: a divorce from his wife. Agnes got custody of their daughter Vera, leaving Kal a man on his own again.






6 WASHINGTON NAPPING


The Russia that Xenophon Kalamatiano found on his final trip over was not the country he had left just a few months before. The old Russia of empires and tsars was dying. What replaced it put him on death row.

As Kal resumed his business interests in Moscow, the new war was only in its second year. The press at first referred to it simply as “the European war.” It had begun the way major events often do—in a place that many people had never heard of. In this case it was the quiet and picturesque old Alpine industrial town of Sarajevo, down close to the Adriatic Sea.

Sarajevo was capital of the Balkan provinces of Bosnia and Herzegovina, which Austria-Hungary had taken from the Ottoman Empire. Sarajevo’s streets were lined with both old Turkish and new European buildings, including Roman Catholic and Orthodox churches, synagogues, and mosques. Ancient ox carts shared the cobblestones with Europe’s first electric tram lines. With its dozens of nationalities and political points of view, Sarajevo was a place where East truly met West. And with such a clash of religions and cultures came dangerous politics.

Many Bosnians saw Austria-Hungary as an occupying power. So seven Bosnian teenagers armed with bombs and pistols gathered in Sarajevo on June 28, 1914, with murder on their minds. They had been trained by the Black Hand, a nationalist Serbian secret society. Their mission was to assassinate the Austrian heir apparent, Archduke Franz Ferdinand. Two of the plotters were sixteen years old. One was a Muslim.

The fifty-one-year-old Franz Ferdinand, looking very Germanic with his square jaw, crew cut, and handlebar mustache, was in Bosnia-Herzegovina to observe Austrian military summer exercises in the country. Actually, he was a mild-mannered pacifist who wanted to peacefully unify the Slavic peoples of the Balkans. But his visit to the country proved hot from the very start as the radiator of his car boiled over.

“Our journey starts with an extremely promising omen,” he noted sarcastically. “Here our car burns, and down there they will throw bombs at us.”1 Little did he know how true his prophesy would be.

The armed Bosnian boys waiting for the archduke did not consider themselves terrorists, but “patriots” who wanted their country to become part of a “greater Serbian empire.” Their idea of an assassination, though, seemed to be simply to stand on a sidewalk and throw a bomb. But how about an escape plan? A professional knows that’s the third important element. First the planning, then the killing, and finally the escape.

Franz Ferdinand and his wife Sophie rode up in their open car. She was a Czech and had been deemed unfit to join the House of Habsburg, meaning her children could never inherit the Austrian throne. But she and her husband were very much in love and they accepted what they could not change. She accompanied him everywhere. On this trip she had gone shopping in Sarajevo and had visited an orphanage.

One of the assassins tossed a grenade as the royals approached. Franz Ferdinand batted it down. It blew up in the street and injured about a dozen spectators, including one of the archduke’s men in a car behind. Franz Ferdinand rushed to city hall and marched up the steps, his plumed hat shaking with indignation. He confronted local officials and lodged an angry complaint about the reception he and his wife had just received.

“It is outrageous!” he said.

Then he and Sophie rode out again, this time to a hospital to visit people wounded in the bombing. One of the assassins, Gavrilo Princip, a nineteen-year-old consumptive, was waiting when the royal couple’s car passed in the street. He fired two shots with a Browning semi-automatic pistol.2 Sophie was hit in the stomach, Franz Ferdinand in the throat.

“Sophie dear, don’t die!” Franz Ferdinand cried out. “Stay alive for your children!”

But they both succumbed to their wounds and were dead on arrival at the hospital. Reporters noted that the assassination had occurred on an otherwise warm, pleasant, and quiet Sunday morning.

Eight plotters were arrested, convicted of treason and murder, and sentenced to prison. Princip would soon die of tuberculosis. In Vienna, Austrian Emperor Franz Joseph used the murders as an excuse to declare war on Serbia, a Slavic Orthodox nation culturally and politically tied to Russia. In response, Russia mobilized for war. That prompted Kaiser Wilhelm, who had wanted a “preventive war” for years, to attack Russia.

Then France, bound by treaty to Russia, went to war against Germany and Austria-Hungary. Britain, tied to France by treaty, jumped in next, and was joined by Japan. After that, the Ottoman Empire (Turkey) sided with Germany and Austria, creating the Triple Alliance. With the addition of Bulgaria, the name was changed to the Quadruple Alliance, then the Central Powers. Russia, France, and England were called the Triple Entente at first, but as other countries such as Italy joined their side they became known as the Allies.

On and on it went until thirty-two nations were banging away at one another in Europe, Asia, Africa, and the Middle East, with acts of political terror and sabotage extending to North and South America. Later on, the American press began to call it the World War. To England it was the Great War.

This was the big one that people had said would never come. But the major European powers had been competing in a massive arms race for years. Bigger guns and battleships were built, huge armies trained. Bombers, fighter planes, and submarines were developed, along with the most feared field weapons ever devised—machine guns, tanks, flame throwers, and poison gas.

American intelligence was not prepared for the war. United States military attachés had been assigned to consulates in Europe for years but mostly they acquired “open intelligence” from newspapers, academic journals, and government reports. Producing hard intelligence on war threats was beyond their realm.

Overall responsibility for U.S. Army intelligence sat with the Military Information Committee of the Department of War’s General Staff. But they were concerned mainly with keeping an eye on Mexico. When American forces landed in Veracruz in 1914, Captain Douglas MacArthur reported that army intelligence down there was “practically useless.”3 The U.S. Office of Naval Intelligence also had attachés to Europe, but again they were not concerned with political intrigues. They sent Washington reports on topics such as the light bulbs used in Italian warships.

That left the State Department as America’s chief source of foreign intelligence. They sent in information from legations and executive agents, but had no reliable system for indexing and storing the reports. In 1914 the memory banks of Washington headquarters were in the head of the oldest man in the office, seventy-two-year-old Alvey Augustus Adee, second assistant secretary of state. He had joined the diplomatic service in 1869, before the office had electric lights or telephones. But his memory was said to be prodigious. He read all incoming and outgoing paperwork, and in a few minutes could pull a report from a file twenty or thirty years old.

Unfortunately, when war broke out in 1914, Adee was on a three-month biking vacation. Others in the office were also on holiday to get away from Washington’s summer heat. Frank Mallett, vice-consul in Belgrade, wrote a dispatch on July 13 forecasting war between Austria-Hungary and Serbia, but because of State Department stinginess, he had to mail it instead of sending it by cable. It didn’t reach Washington until July 27, the day before Austria-Hungary started bombarding Belgrade to start the war. State was caught napping.4



At the start of hostilities, Russia boasted the biggest army in the world. Alfred Knox, a British military adviser sent to Russia, estimated that St. Petersburg could draw on a manpower pool of 15 million. More than 5 million were immediately mobilized, and 3 million sent to the front lines. The “Russian Steamroller,” they were called.5

A revealing look at what happened to the Russian Imperial Army in the war and how those events brought on the revolution and the rise of the Bolsheviks was recorded by a soldier, Maria Leontievna Botchkareva. Her eyewitness accounts are found in her autobiography, Yashka.6

Later on, during World War II, women combat soldiers would be fairly common in Russia. But Botchkareva was one of the first. She was an illiterate moujitchka (peasant woman) who had grown up barefoot and in rags on a farm near Tomsk, Siberia. Her father was a freed serf and a drunkard who beat his wife, leading Maria to marry at age sixteen just to get away from home. Her first husband was Afanasi Botchkarev; in the Russian style, her married name became Botchkareva. But he, too, was a drunkard, and once he tied Maria to a post and flogged her. After a failed suicide attempt, she left him and married Yakov Buk, aka Yasha.

Yasha was drafted for the war and taken prisoner by the Germans. Maria never heard from him again. But she was passionately patriotic and kept up with the fighting through the newspapers. There was “something holy” about the way Russia responded to the call to arms, she wrote. “It was an elevating, glorious, unforgettable moment.” She saw a new world coming, “a purged world, a happier and godlier one.” A voice told her to go to war herself and help save her country.7

Maria Botchkareva walked into the headquarters of the 25th Reserve Battalion and asked to see the commander.

For what? the clerk asked her.

“I want to enlist,” she announced.

The clerk looked her over, a stocky woman with long brown hair, a heavy face, and a determined expression. “Here is a baba who wants to enlist!” He and the other men in the office had a good laugh.

Botchkareva stood her ground. Seeing that she wasn’t going away, the clerk showed her in to see the adjutant. The adjutant repeated that a baba (woman) could not enlist. It was against the law. Again she demanded to see the commander. She got her interview, but the commander was just as resistant.

“I have no authority to enlist a woman even if I wanted to,” he told her.

Join the Red Cross, he suggested. That didn’t interest her. Then he thought of a way this matter could be settled. Send a telegram to the tsar asking for permission to enlist, he told her.

She did just that. But she had to borrow eight rubles from her mother to pay for the wire. Fine, Nicholas replied. Join up. When Maria’s mother heard that, she tore up her picture of the tsar. She would never pray for him again. “No, never!”

Botchkareva got her wish and enlisted, probably in 1915. She had to sleep in the barracks with the men, and for a while her nights in bed were interrupted by hands (hers) slapping other hands (theirs). Then she had to take showers with them. Men and women bathing together naked in rivers was not an uncommon sight in Russia, but still she kept to a corner by herself.

Fighting a war was men’s work. Women should be sweeping streets and cleaning out sewers. That’s what they told her. But she continued to stand her ground. After she didn’t report them for harassing her, and after she qualified on the firing range as a marksman, the boys figured she wasn’t so bad after all. They gave her the nickname Yashka, by which she would always be known. She became one of the gang. They even took her with them to a brothel. When the house got raided, the men scrambled out the windows, leaving her to get arrested.

She was taken to the military prison. The commander looked her over. What’s this, a baba in a uniform? What had she done?

Botchkareva assured him she was not in the practice of hanging around whorehouses. She had gone there with her comrades simply to “investigate” the place. Right. He ordered her to stand at attention for two hours, then get out.

A week later, Yashka’s regiment was deployed to the front. The local town turned out to cheer them as they marched to their train.

“I have never seen such a body of men in such high spirits as we were that February morning,” she said. “Woe to the Germans.”8



As it turned out, the Russian Imperial Army was not the monster machine it had first appeared to be. An Austrian military writer at the time described the Steamroller as a “heavyweight muscle-bound prizefighter who, because of his enormous bulk, lacked activity and quickness and would therefore be at the mercy of a lighter but more wiry and intelligent opponent.”9

General Aleksey Alekseyevich Brusilov, commander of the Russian Eighth Army, went further than that. He said the imperial army was doomed from the start. Stavka, Russia headquarters, had no competent mobilization plan or war strategy in 1914, he wrote. The army possessed few machine guns, and the ones they had were hauled around in horse carts. Railroads were single track, too slow for fast deployments. No trench mortars or hand grenades were available, and the army’s airplanes were outdated. Officers were insulated from their men. Code books were missing. Sometimes messages had to be sent in the clear.

Rifles were in short supply and many troops had to charge enemy machine guns without weapons of their own. They were told to pick up rifles from the dead. If they tried to turn back, they were shot down by their own combat police. The lack of weapons was due in part to incompetent and crooked government bureaucrats. Also, Russia was buying weapons from U.S. manufacturers who were not turning out massive amounts of arms the way European factories were doing. A Russian arms purchaser complained that U.S. factories were so slow in keeping up that shortages struck when guns were needed most.10

Massive infantry attacks sending thousands of troops charging wildly across open fields into concentrated enemy gunfire were an antiquated tactic from the days of the American Civil War. When that tactic collided against twentieth-century technology, the result was what President Wilson called the greatest disaster in history.

Another problem for Russia was that many peasant soldiers had no real understanding of the war, no enthusiasm for it. They enlisted simply because they were patriots like Botchkareva. It was expected of them. They trusted God and Little Father. They did not question what they were told to do.

“The result was that the men were led like sheep to the slaughter without knowing why—that is, at the whim of the tsar,” Brusilov said.11

Because of that, an alert observer even in 1915 could have heard the first rumblings of a coming upheaval in Russia.






7 A LAST HURRAH


The affection that Xenophon Kalamatiano felt for Russia was based on pleasant memories of a posh childhood, leavened with adult hopes and ambitions. But war had brought a measure of uncertainty and suspicion. Being an educated, cultured, well-dressed man of the world, though, Kal moved about easily as he pursued his business interests, undoubtedly taking advantage of his family’s social contacts.

Nicholas II had changed the name of St. Petersburg to the patriotic Russian form, Petrograd, for the war. Peter the Great had used slave labor to build the city out of swamps in the early 1700s, at almost the exact time that New Orleans was built, also out of swampland. He intended Piter to be his modern, sophisticated window on the West. Indeed, it was a dramatic change from the old capital of Moscow, which by comparison was a medieval country town of log cabins and dirt roads. The insignia of the Russian empire fit in well with Peter’s ideas—a two-headed eagle facing both east and west.

Nicholas had ordered a national prohibition on alcohol for the war but Kal and others who could afford it found that vodka and Champagne still flowed in the restaurants, cafés, and hotels. By 1916 the capital was booming with jobs, and Petrograd’s population had burst past two million. Factories operated full speed, turning out uniforms, boots, guns, wagons, and horse furniture. So many people had moved in from the country that only a third of the wartime population of Petrograd was local.

Apartments became scarce. The government tried to cope by building monolithic poured-concrete housing blocks. Many foreigners were trapped in the city by the blockades but their currency converted to rubles at a favorable exchange rate, allowing them to rent an entire house in Petrograd for what an apartment might cost in Paris.

But Kalamatiano had an increasingly difficult time financially. He couldn’t import any new tractors, threshers, or cars. He probably had to rely on service contracts for existing machinery. He got married again. His second wife was a thirty-year-old Muscovite, Ekaterina (Katherine) Kulikova (née Suslova). They were wed in November 1916. Katherine had been married before and had a nine-year-old son, Vladimir Sergeevich Kulikov, whom Kal adopted. But Kat and Kal had no children of their own.1

The Allied war plan called for France, Italy, and Britain to invade Germany and Austria-Hungary from the west while Russia attacked from the east. The Russian Steamroller had swept through Poland into East Prussia in 1914 and 1915, and from there Berlin was only 180 miles away. In a few weeks Cossacks would parade triumphantly down the Unter den Linden, Russian newspapers crowed.

But then Russia was defeated in six battles. The Russian march on the land of the “Huns” became a macabre dance of retreat and defeat. Two Russian armies got wiped out. Thousands were killed, hundreds of thousands wounded or taken prisoner. A general committed suicide. The Steamroller became a piece of junk lying rusted on the side of the road.

Botchkareva saved fifty wounded men after an attack on German trenches went bad. In the process, she was shot in a leg. When she returned to duty four months later, she got frostbite and had to go back to the hospital. Then she was shot in her other leg. After that third recovery, she was given a medal, promoted to corporal, and put in charge of eleven men. The men liked her. They trusted her. But the winter was severe. Life in the trenches was cruel.

“Death was a welcome visitor,” she said.2

Some ice-covered corpses were found in the sitting position, as if the men had simply been eating a meal or watching the front lines when caught in a hard wind. Supplies started to run out. Boots and coats were salvaged from the dead. When the snow thawed, the true extent of the Russian losses was revealed.

“Like mushrooms after a rain, the corpses lay thick everywhere and there was no count to the wounded,” Yashka wrote of that spring. “One could not make a step in No Man’s Land without striking a Russian or German body. Bloody feet, hands, sometimes heads, lay scattered in the mud.”3

The war had turned the new century old before its time. Russia was breaking down.



The tsar attempted to stem the losses. He sacked his brother, commander in chief Grand Duke Michael, and took over the army himself. That was done at the urging of the tsarina and their personal peasant guru and faith healer, Grigori Yefimovich Rasputin. Trouble was, Nicholas was a “mere child” in military matters, General Brusilov wrote, a dilettante at the mercy of bootlickers who flattered him to cover up their own inadequacies.

“We had no real supreme commander-in-chief,” Brusilov said. “War is not a pastime or a joke. It demands from its leaders a depth of knowledge which comes not only from the study of the profession of arms but also from the possession of natural talents which practice alone can bring to full stature… His lack of knowledge and ability, his weakness of character and his vacillating made him totally unfit for any such post.”4

Foreshadowing the later Western plots against Lenin, some Russian army officers conspired to turn out Nicholas in a coup. A fighter pilot offered to crash his plane into the imperial railcar in a suicide attack. Even Grand Duke Michael considered taking his command back by force. Some politicians in Petrograd decided to stage a putsch, replace Nicholas with his twelve-year-old son Alexis, and name Michael as regent. But Alexander Fyodorovich Kerensky, the Duma delegate who would later head the Russian Provisional Government, said those plots were “completely infantile” and never got off the ground.5

The Russians pinned their hopes for victory on the Brusilov Offensive of June 1916, fought in Austrian Galicia (now in Southwestern Ukraine). It began with a massive artillery attack. In two days Brusilov fired more shells than the United States had in her entire arsenal.6

After the softening-up barrage, three armies of Cossacks and Russian cavalry charged across the border. Behind them, infantrymen shouted “Hurrah!” while climbing out of their trenches for yet another charge through cannon fire and gas into enemy machine guns. Botchkareva was wounded again, this time by artillery shell fragments. One lodged in her spine and paralyzed her.

The Russians captured vast stretches of enemy territory in the Brusilov Offensive. But Turk reinforcements were rushed in to assist the Austrians and Germans, leaving Brusilov facing a pumped-up enemy force of 2.2 million. The arrival of cold weather mercifully halted operations in November.

The 1916 offensive was technically a success because Brusilov had broken the Austro-Hungarian army. But Russian casualties were staggering: 1.1 million dead, 1.9 million wounded or otherwise excused from service, 2 million missing or captured, 1 million deserted.7 Mother Russia in that one offensive had lost more of her sons than there were troops in the entire U.S. army, navy, marines, and national guard combined.

The war was a long hard struggle for Russia. A total of more than 14.5 million troops had been mobilized, and the fighting was costing 50 million rubles a day.8 Government bureaucrats remained faithful to the war because many were following tradition and getting fat by skimming money from military contracts. But Ivan Ivanov, the proverbial Russian man in the street, was tired of it. The long lines of wounded returning to Russia from the Brusilov Offensive and the trainloads of coffins portended the coming upheaval.

When Botchkareva returned to the front from the hospital that last time, she didn’t recognize the war she had left a few months before. Most of her comrades were dead or disabled. The catastrophic defeatism that would soon destroy the army had not yet set in, but Yashka noticed that young draftees didn’t trust their officers. They had no patience with the war. They wanted it to end.

“The spirit of 1914 was no more,” she said.9

The 1916 Brusilov offensive was the tsar’s last hurrah in the war. After New Year’s, the régime began to break down.

On January 9, 1917, 140,000 workers went on strike in Petrograd, 30,000 in Moscow. Additional strikes broke out in Baku, Nizhniy Novgorod, Novocherkassk, Voronezh, Kharkov, Rostov-on-Don, the Donbass, and other cities.10 The strikes were accompanied by street demonstrations. Ostensibly, people marched to commemorate the twelfth anniversary of the 1905 revolution. But the demonstrations were also a protest against the war and the dwindling food supplies. People had to stand in line for hours to get a potato or a chunk of meat while the rich lived in isolated splendor. The authorities responded by forbidding people to queue up before 6 A.M.

At the same time, mutinies broke out among the 330,000 soldiers stationed in Petrograd and the suburbs. The mutinies quickly spread to sailors in the Baltic Fleet. Some of the troops were anti-war. Others were incensed at the incompetence of the government and the tsar. Nicholas and his crooked bureaucrats were seen as the main impediments to victory in the war. Rumors spread about treason in the tsar’s court, and officers with Germanic names were singled out for suspicion.

The January demonstrations were twice as large as those the year before. Regiments of soldiers cheered the protestors as they marched past. Police were called out to disperse the crowds, and the strikes lasted only one day. But they showed a widespread dissatisfaction with the status quo that had been building since the Brusilov Offensive the year before.

Later on, some would call the Russian Revolution of 1917 the February Revolution. But the January disturbances were the true beginning of it all.






8 WHO’S IN CHARGE?


Xenophon Kalamatiano, Chapin Huntington, and Charles Crane were all in Russia during the winter of 1916–1917, watching storm clouds gather for what Maria Botchkareva called an “immense tragedy.” Huntington had arrived in Russia in June 1916 and spent that summer touring and exploring the country. Now in 1917 he was assigned to the embassy in Petrograd as a commercial attaché.

Crane continued talking to people in the government and in the Duma, acting as an agent of influence for Washington. His reports went to Ambassador David R. Francis in Petrograd for relay to Washington. Kalamatiano was trying to keep his import business afloat. He wasn’t officially working for the State Department yet but undoubtedly was sharing information as a casual agent.

That winter was one of the coldest on record. On February 23, 1917, the temperature in Petrograd dropped to 45 below freezing (ºF). Ice and snow shut down 57,000 trucks and 1,200 locomotives. Homes lost telephone and electrical service. Trolleys and ambulances operated only after streets were cleared. Supplies of coal and paraffin for heating ran out. Food could not be brought in. Meat, sugar, buckwheat, and potatoes disappeared from the tables of workers. The government set the bread ration to a quarter pound a day. Then bakeries ran out of flour.

It was difficult to work all day on a miserable chunk of bread, so some of the factory workers walked off their jobs after what passed for the lunch hour. Next day, women got tired of standing in line on frozen sidewalks in front of bakeries and began shouting “Give us bread!” Mounted police and Cossacks rode in to disperse them.

The following day, a general strike shut down the factories. Crowds of women marched to the Kazan Cathedral in Petrograd crying “Give us bread and we will go to work!” Workers and students streamed into the city center shouting “Down with the government! Down with the Romanovs! Down with the war!”

Mounted police charged the crowds and used whips to try and disperse them. It didn’t work. They had to fall back. The army was called in. But many of the soldiers sympathized with the crowds and began fraternizing with them. At six o’clock the police started shooting into the crowds. That set off street battles. Many were killed, especially on the Nevsky Prospekt, Petrograd’s main street. Then Cossacks and soldiers turned on the police and attacked them.

General E.A. Vertsinsky, the new commander of the 18th Army Corps, found that a reserve battalion of the Volyn regiment had rebelled and taken to the streets during the disorders in Petrograd. The district court building and the Transfiguration Cathedral were set on fire and the arsenal was seized, while General Zabudsky was killed.1

Huntington and Crane made daily reports to the embassy. The reports were coded, ciphered, and wired by Ambassador Francis to London for relay to Washington. But the British had a monopoly on transatlantic cable service, and London censors delayed the traffic before sending it along. That caused backlogs. The British said they did this to block information that might be useful to the Central Powers. But Americans suspected the English were being deliberately uncooperative because the United States had not yet taken sides in the war. London also held up cablegrams sent by U.S. businesses. That allowed the British to conduct industrial espionage against America by stealing trade secrets and the details of contracts.2

Thus, reports were increasingly sent to Washington by diplomatic couriers. They were U.S. Marines wearing civilian clothes. They took trains across the border into Finland, Norway, or Sweden, and then either boarded ships for America or transmitted their reports in code by wireless. Some couriers went the other direction, on the Trans-Siberian Railway to Vladivostok, and handed their reports over to new couriers who then sailed for San Francisco.

American agents in Russia used the State Department’s Green Cipher. It replaced the old Blue Cipher after a blue book was stolen from the Petrograd embassy. Code books were similar to dictionaries. They listed words and phrases alphabetically. But instead of definitions, the book assigned groups of numbers to the selected words. Then, as added security, the coded numbers were added to groups of ciphered numbers before being sent. Code books could run over 1,000 pages.3

The speed of events in Russia picked up quickly. The tsar dissolved the Duma. The delegates defied him and stayed in session around the clock. Kerensky, a lifelong populist lawyer and leader of the radical left in the Duma, shouted “Down with the government!” British agent Bruce Lockhart blamed the tsar’s shutdown on German agents provocateurs operating in palace circles. Lockhart said they wanted to provoke a revolution and force Russia into a separate peace with Berlin.4 Kerensky, too, charged that the palace was infiltrated by German agents.5

The Duma formed an executive committee and set up the Russian Provisional Government. An opposition group, the Soviet of Workmen’s and Soldiers’ Deputies, aka the Petrograd Soviet, was created to compete with the provisional government. Soviets (workers’ councils) were first formed in factories during the 1905 revolution for the purpose of making demands against the government. Lev (Leon) Davidovitch Trotsky was one of the early organizers. His 1905 soviet included a motley crew of radicals including Mensheviks, Bolsheviks, anarchists, and Socialist Revolutionaries (SRs). The SRs were formed in 1902 as a terrorist alternative to the Social Democrats (SDs). The SRs believed that peasants, not urban workers, were the revolutionary class, and that Russia could leap from feudalism to socialism without capitalism.

Many in the Petrograd Soviet of 1917 refused to recognize the new revolution. They hadn’t started it; therefore, it was not legitimate. Kerensky wrote that the Petrograd Soviet “from the very beginning tried to thwart the normal development and sound force of the revolution.”6

The throne was next to fall. Nicholas II had lost the support of his soldiers, his people, and his parliament. Now some of his top officers staged a quiet coup. It happened on a bitterly cold night as Nicholas was returning from Stavka to Tsarskoye Selo, his beloved country home. His train was diverted to Pskov, a small station southeast of Petrograd, near the Estonian border. There, rebellious soldiers surrounded the train in the deep snow. A group of the tsar’s generals entered his car for a talk. They advised him that Petrograd was in a state of anarchy. It would do no good to send in more troops, for they would just go over to the revolutionaries.

“Then what is to be done now?” he asked.

Alexander Ivanovich Guchkov, a former chairman of the Third Duma (1907–1912), replied, “You must abdicate the throne.” Guchkov was not exactly a close adviser to the tsar. He was a monarchist, all right, but he was also an Orthodox Old Believer who had been plotting a coup against Nicholas since 1915.

Suddenly Nicholas was a dead man whose friends had followed him to the grave, but not into it with him. He was all alone, with no more sycophants to assure him that he possessed the greatest military mind since Caesar. He took a walk outside on the station platform, then returned to his car and signed two documents of abdication. The first turned the crown over to his son, Alexis. Then he changed the abdication in favor of his brother, Grand Duke Michael. But Michael refused the throne.7 With that, 305 years of rule by the Romanovs ended. Guchkov was arrested that night by workers who thought he was part of the tsar’s inner circle.

The existing Fourth Duma proclaimed the country was now the Russian Revolutionary Republic. The new Russian Provisional Government scheduled elections for a constituent (constitutional) assembly to meet and decide what kind of political system the country would have in the future. Within two weeks, U.S. Ambassador Francis gave official diplomatic recognition to the fledgling new nation. France, Italy, and Britain soon followed.



Maria Botchkareva was at the front when news of the revolution arrived. The provisional government sent a manifesto urging the soldiers to hold the line against Germany and defend Russia’s new freedoms.

“Yes, we will!” the soldiers shouted.

But then they received the infamous Order No. 1 from the Petrograd Soviet. It abolished all army titles. Officers were to be disarmed and their epaulets torn from their tunics. Soldiers would elect committees to run the army and follow orders from the Petrograd Soviet, not the provisional government. Kerensky called it a “hothouse” creation by some people in the soviet who thought they had military minds.8

Those competing orders posed the big question of 1917: Who exactly was running the revolution—the Duma, or the Petrograd Soviet?

There were meetings, meetings, meetings, speeches, speeches, speeches. As a result of Order No. 1, duty was abandoned in the army. Orders were ignored. Everybody was his own commander.

“The front became a veritable insane asylum,” Botchkareva said.

German and Austrian forces on the other side of No Man’s Land greeted all this with smiles. Fraternization began. “Come over here for a drink of vodka!” enemy soldiers shouted to Russian troops made pliant by Bolshevik propaganda. By one estimate, 165 of Russia’s 220 front-line divisions fraternized with the enemy.9

Germans, Austrians, and Russians met in the middle of the field. Vodka flowed, courtesy of the Germans. Many Russian soldiers decided that the Germans and Austrians were true revolutionary, peace-loving comrades. They invited them back to their trenches for tea.

The Russians’ new “friends” thoroughly enjoyed themselves by using the occasion to scout out Russian artillery positions. Some Russian officers saw what was going on and tried to stop the fraternization. Their own troops threatened to kill them. The Germans and Austrians finally waved goodbye and carried the information they had gathered back to their own commanders. Then the enemy artillery started shooting again, this time zeroing in on the Russian guns.

It was a brilliant double-cross by the Germans and Austrians. They had made fools of the Bolshevik soldiers and it had cost only some bottles of vodka.



Some of Botchkareva’s troops refused to obey her orders. They insisted they were going to elect their own natchalnik (commander). She threatened to resign her commission and go home. Mikhail Vladimirovich Rodzianko, head of the Duma’s provisional committee, went to her aid. Rodzianko had been the chairman of the last Duma before the revolution. He favored a constitutional monarchy for Russia and was an enemy of the tsar’s wife, Empress Alexandra. Rodzianko had urged soldiers to ignore Order No. 1. He called Yashka a heroitchik, bought her a dress uniform, and paid her way to Petrograd to meet with Kerensky. That was in May 1917.

Botchkareva was a lieutenant now. She asked permission to form a First Russian Women’s Battalion of Death. Her idea was for women soldiers to go into battle as an example to wavering male comrades. Yashka vowed to restore discipline. No committees would be allowed. General Brusilov approved the idea. So did Kerensky.

Two thousand women volunteered for her battalion. But many couldn’t pass the physical. Others acted silly and childish, and she sent them home. Then Bolsheviks infiltrated the group. They persuaded some of the girls to form a committee and run the battalion themselves. Botchkareva refused to go along with that. She pared her group down to a trusted 300. They represented all levels of Russian society, from peasant to princess.

But then General Pietr Alexandrovich Polovtsev, second in command of the Petrograd military district, called her in and ordered her to form a committee.

“I won’t,” she said.

“Then there is nothing left but to disband your battalion.”

“If you wish.”

Polovtsev reported her to Kerensky, who at that time was the provisional government’s minister of war. He turned on Botchkareva in a rage. He banged his desk.

“I demand that you form a committee tomorrow!” he screamed. “Otherwise, I will reduce you to dust!”

“No!”

She stormed out, slamming the door behind her.

Her faithful survivors marched on Polovtsev’s office. The general, suddenly surrounded by 300 menacing women, agreed not to disband them. But he again demanded that Botchkareva allow a committee. Again she refused.

“I am a general!” he shouted. “I will kill you!”

Yashka tore her tunic open. “All right, you can kill me! Kill me!”

Polovtsev threw his hands up. “What the devil,” he said. “This is a demon, not a woman.”

The battalion was not disbanded. But the Bolshevik committee was.10

Yashka’s First Russian Women’s Battalion of Death faced its first trial by fire in the summer of 1917 in Petrograd when the Bolsheviks organized a protest march against the war. Botchkareva’s battalion was assigned to march in a counter demonstration. The battalion’s instructors were armed with revolvers, just in case.


OEBPS/e9781643133997/fonts/AGaramondPro-Regular.otf


OEBPS/e9781643133997/fonts/AGaramondPro-Bold.otf


OEBPS/e9781643133997/fonts/DINNextLTPro-Bold.otf


OEBPS/e9781643133997/fonts/AGaramondPro-Italic.otf


OEBPS/e9781643133997/fonts/AvenirLTStd-Black.otf


OEBPS/e9781643133997/xhtml/nav.xhtml


Contents



		Cover


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Preface


		Part I: The First Attempt

		Chapter 1: A Forgotten Man


		Chapter 2: The Chicago Group


		Chapter 3: Agents of Influence


		Chapter 4: Go See the Elephant


		Chapter 5: Xenophon the Terrible


		Chapter 6: Washington Napping


		Chapter 7: A Last Hurrah


		Chapter 8: Who’s in Charge?


		Chapter 9: Lenin’s German Key


		Chapter 10: The Yanks are Coming


		Chapter 11: Send in the Spies


		Chapter 12: Indoor Minds


		Chapter 13: Wanted: One Dictator


		Chapter 14: Money, Guns, Chaos







		Part II: Victory or Death

		Chapter 15: A Remarkable American


		Chapter 16: A Confederate at Court


		Chapter 17: Headhunters and Moles


		Chapter 18: The Invasion of Russia


		Chapter 19: First Shots Fired


		Chapter 20: The Savinkov Method


		Chapter 21: Murder them All


		Chapter 22: Gentleman and Hustler


		Chapter 23: Pariahs of the World


		Chapter 24: Everything on the Dot


		Chapter 25: Security breakdowns


		Chapter 26: A Traitor Exposed


		Chapter 27: “They Shot Lenin!”


		Chapter 28: Death Watch


		Chapter 29: A Terrorist’s Story


		Chapter 30: Black Saturday


		Chapter 31: No Mercy for Enemies


		Chapter 32: Caught in a Trap


		Chapter 33: The Sting







		Part III: Snow Trenches

		Chapter 34: Where is the Front?


		Chapter 35: Sanity Arrives


		Chapter 36: To the Wall


		Chapter 37: Risky Mission


		Chapter 38: A Poisoned Apple


		Chapter 39: Fighting for What?


		Chapter 40: Famine and Freedom







		A Final Word


		Photographs


		Acknowledgments


		About the Author


		Selected Bibliography


		Endnotes


		Index


		Copyright







Guide



		Cover


		Start of Content


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Preface


		Acknowledgments


		About the Author


		Endnotes


		Bibliography


		Index


		Copyright








		I


		III


		IV


		V


		VI


		VII


		VIII


		IX


		X


		XI


		XII


		1


		2


		3


		4


		5


		6


		7


		8


		9


		10


		11


		12


		13


		14


		15


		16


		17


		18


		19


		20


		21


		22


		23


		24


		25


		26


		27


		28


		29


		30


		31


		32


		33


		34


		35


		36


		37


		38


		39


		40


		41


		42


		43


		44


		45


		46


		47


		48


		49


		50


		51


		52


		53


		54


		55


		56


		57


		58


		59


		60


		61


		62


		63


		64


		65


		66


		67


		68


		69


		70


		71


		72


		73


		74


		75


		76


		77


		78


		79


		80


		81


		82


		83


		84


		85


		86


		87


		88


		89


		90


		91


		92


		93


		94


		95


		96


		97


		98


		99


		100


		101


		102


		103


		104


		105


		106


		107


		108


		109


		110


		111


		112


		113


		114


		115


		116


		117


		118


		119


		120


		121


		122


		123


		124


		125


		126


		127


		128


		129


		130


		131


		132


		133


		134


		135


		136


		137


		138


		139


		140


		141


		142


		143


		144


		145


		146


		147


		148


		149


		150


		151


		152


		153


		154


		155


		156


		157


		158


		159


		160


		161


		162


		163


		164


		165


		166


		167


		168


		169


		170


		171


		172


		173


		174


		175


		176


		177


		178


		179


		180


		181


		182


		183


		184


		185


		186


		187


		188


		189


		190


		191


		192


		193


		194


		195


		196


		197


		198


		199


		200


		201


		202


		203


		204


		205


		206


		207


		208


		209


		210


		211


		212


		213


		214


		215


		216


		217


		218


		219


		220


		221


		222


		223


		224


		225


		226


		227


		228


		229


		230


		231


		232


		233


		234


		235


		236


		237


		238


		239


		240


		241


		242


		243


		244


		245


		246


		247


		248


		249


		250


		251


		252


		253


		254


		255


		256


		257


		258


		259


		260


		261


		262


		263


		264


		265


		266


		267


		268


		269


		270


		271


		272


		273


		274


		275


		276


		277


		278


		279


		280


		281


		282


		283


		284


		285


		286


		287


		288


		289


		290


		291


		292


		293


		294


		295


		296


		297


		298


		299


		300


		301


		302


		303


		304


		305


		306


		307


		308


		309


		310


		311


		312


		313


		314


		315


		316


		317


		318


		319


		320


		321


		322


		323


		324


		325


		326


		327


		328


		329


		330


		331


		332


		333


		334


		335


		336


		337


		338


		339


		340


		341


		342


		343


		344


		345


		346


		347


		348


		349


		350


		351


		352


		353


		354


		355


		356


		357


		358


		359


		360


		361


		362


		363


		364


		365


		366


		367


		368


		369


		370


		371


		372


		373


		374


		375


		376


		379


		380


		381


		382


		383


		384


		385


		386


		387


		388








OEBPS/e9781643133997/images/9781643133997.jpg
B nR“Es e HR The Untold Story of America's
| ‘ Midnight War Against Russia





OEBPS/e9781643133997/images/title.jpg
THE

LENIN
PLOT

THE UNKNOWN STORY OF
AMERICA’'S WAR AGAINST RUSSIA

BARNES CARR

jucc

PEGASUS BOOKS
NEW YORK LONDON





OEBPS/e9781643133997/fonts/DINNextLTPro-Regular.otf


OEBPS/e9781643133997/fonts/TimesNew-Roman.ttf


