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FOREWORD

It was not always the same man. For four generations

one man took the place of another, when a son suc-

ceeded his father. At times the man was an imbecile, helped

by others to appear able to do what was expected of him. And

at times daughters or wives of the family contrived to do his
work. The family were the Romanovs.

But always the member of the family served, although often
challenged or endangered, as the master of the Kremyl—the
Kremlin. The greatest member of this family, Peter the son of
Alexis, declared himself to be one “who does not have to an-
swer for any of his actions to anyone in the world.” Alone of
the family Peter endeavored to change the Kremlin into some-
thing else; when he could not manage to do that, he deserted it
and built himself a city elsewhere.

For the Kremlin was the citadel of the growing city of
Moscow. Fortified by its medieval walls, it dominated Mos-
cow. Rising above the Moskva River, from which the city had
its name, and the Kitaigorod, the abode of the nobility and
great merchants, it formed the nerve center of the old city of
the White Wall. Beyond that wall of whitish stone lay the
metropolis inhabited by many different people, within the
earthen or Red Wall. And beyond that, the villages and mon-
asteries stretched out into the wooded plain that was the heart
of ancient Rus.

In that plain the Volga took its rise, and the headwaters of
other rivers, the Dvina and Father Dnieper, that had served

A4

] I HIS is the story of a man, a city, and a land.



Vi FOREWORD

as thoroughtaresfor people in old time. Over those rivers the
Kreralin, f1eld dominion, but not always to where they dis-
charge'd ‘futo the outer seas. The dominion had been of Mos-
cow—Muscovy.

East of Moscow, beyond the Volga, lay a new land. It
stretched almost interminably along the eastern steppes
through the far rivers and the mountain barriers of the Eura-
sian continent, to the ocean known to the Muscovites as the
Eastern Ocean Sea. : .

Visitors from Europe in the west called this almost un-
mapped new land Independent Tatary, and they described it
as “an empire of settlements.” Certainly it lay within Mos-
cow’s grasp. Yet, as the Europeans understood, it was not yet
an empire under Moscow’s control. The settlements were too
new and they had stretched thousands of miles away from the
city.

In the middle of the seventeenth century, when Alexis had
become head of the Romanov family and in consequence Tsar
of All of Rus—the only name this embryo empire had—it was
by no means certain if he controlled the city itself. He did
hold mastery over the boyars and merchants of the inner
White City.

Nor was it certain during these four generations if the city
would succeed in dominating the vast area of the outer land,
or if in the end the hinterland of the continent would reject
and so destroy the city. :
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THE TWO GATES OF MUSCOVY

Grear Master

N THE YEAR 1648 the long wars had ended in the Ger-
I man states. They had lasted for thirty years. Although

peace had been made and signed by the victorious powers,
the Thirty Years War had left Europe bleeding and disillu-
sioned. The German states which had served as battlefields
had shrunk within their boundaries and had lost more than
two thirds their population. Even the victorious peoples la-
bored to fight hunger and plague in their homelands.

The Thirty Years’ War, however, had not affected Mus-
covy. During that long generation Moscow had become as
isolated from western Europe as at the time of the Tatar con-
quest. Although Muscovy had freed itself from the yoke of
the Tatar khans a good while ago, the older grandfathers of
the city families could still remember how Tatar horsemen
had raided into the suburbs. The yoke of the eastern despots
was gone, yet its impress remained on the minds of the Mus-
covites.

They had had their own Time of Troubles, as they called
it, after the death of the fierce and mystical Ivan the Terrible.
At the end of that time of fear and disintegration they had
chosen a new dynasty to rule in the Kremlin, calling out of
seclusion in a monastery a lame sixteen-year-old boy, Michael
Romanov by name. Michael Romanov had been a mild man,
particularly fond of clocks, and more than ready to be guided
by the patriarch, after he had wept and cried out at being
called to become Great Prince of Moscow and Tsar of All
Rus. '
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The year 1648 was the marriage year of Alexis, the son of
Michael Romanov. Gentler even than his father, Alexis let
himself be robed and paraded forth as ancient usage required,
for his councilors and boyars and the men who served him
to see the light of his eyes. In this, his nineteenth year, he had
married the girl of a great family. Maria had been selected
for him by his councilors, and the patriarch himself approved
of her, because both the young people were religious at heart.

Alexis, young, amiable, relishing a sly jest, liking to have
wine poured for him in the company of merry friends, could
recite his prayers without prompting-and he sang well in a
choir, often leading the other singers. Before the throne of
the patriarch the young tsar spoke of himself as “I, the sin-
ner . ..”

“A true servitor of the Most High,” another patriarch from
the east exclaimed, watching the handsome Alexis moving
quietly about the altar space of a great cathedral while the
choir chanted an age-old Kyrie eleison. The stranger was a
venerable soul, no less a person than Macarius of Antioch,
a visitor from the very gateway of the Holy Land.

When Alexis went forth from a gate of the Kremlin, people
ran and crowded together against the armed guards to catch
a glimpse of his flushed and smiling face. Monks and mer-
chants, soldiers and peasants on pilgrimage to Holy Mother
Moscow of the White Walls—they thought themselves fortu-
nate if he glanced their way. To them, Muscovites and visitors
alike, the nineteen-year-old master of the Kremlin was apart
from other human beings. In the opinion of the nobles he had
become the “born tsar”’; to the common folk he had become
the Veliki Gosudar, the Great Master. He was at the same
time their prince and their priest. Did he not appear on that
most joyful day, Palm Sunday, with robed clergy swinging
censers before him and behind him? That was a happy time,
when strangers kissed each other and sang at sight of the
waving branches!

Then the most ancient holy pictures of the shrines in the
Kremlin were carried forth for the multitude to behold. If
the sun shone through the clouds over the Red Place, its rays
did not illumine the jeweled hat and collar of Alexis because
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he walked under a canopy held by his servitors, the sons of
the highest noblemen. Only the grandfathers among the crowd
nodded their aged heads and muttered that the Tatar khans
of old days had appeared in like fashion under such canopies.

To most of the Muscovites, dwellers in that human warren
of makeshift wooden houses, the phenomena around them
seemed to be unchanging because nothing had changed within
their memories. The processions of the tsars, the ringing of
the great bells in the Kremlin towers, the incensing of the
priests, the bent heads, the bearded mouths moving in prayer
—all this was as it had been in ancient days. A promise and
a testimony of divine protection for their troubled lives. Any
slave of that multitude could go forward and offer a petition
for the eyes of the gentle tsar to read—or at least for the eyes
of his serving folk. To change this ancient usage would be
sinful, a surrender to Antichrist.

So reasoned the majority of the Muscovites, who guided
themselves by precedent and by parables, heedful of the in-
stinct that led them to seek protection. But some thought
otherwise. ‘

Foreigners in Moscow on business wondered at the Musco-
vites on such festival days, when middle-aged folk amused
themselves by sitting in swing seats, and boys fought mimic
battles with clubs while their fathers got drunk—liquor being
allowed them during a feast—and stretched out in the snow
or mud before tavern doors. To the foreigners who might
remember the splendor of the court of France under the boy
king, Louis XIV, the Muscovites appeared to be two centuries
behind the times, living still in the faint far dawn of a renais-
sance. “The only modern thing in Muscovy,” an Englishman
wrote home, “is the Yam, which is to say the horse-relay post
on the roads. And that they got from the Tatars.”

On the rare occasions when he left the Kremlin, Alexis
passed by some landmarks of progress. The tower over the
gate to the Red Place had a giant clock in it, set there by “the
English clockmaker” who had served his father. There was
also Tsar Kapushka, the enormous bronze cannon cast by an
Itdlian cannon maker for Tsar Ivan the Great. Because Tsar
Kapushka had been too heavy to move and too huge to be
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fired off without endangering the walls around him, he had
been placed on a pedestal for folk to see and admire—the only
monument inside the Kremlin.

Still more rarely did Alexis leave Moscow itself, to make
the day’s journey to the great Troitsko monastery, to hunt
afield with his following of boyars and dog tenders, or to
visit his rambling summer cottage in Ismailov by the river.
He liked particularly to climb to the Hill of the Sparrows
where he could look across at the blue and gold domes, the
white walls, and the tiny bridges of the city—telling himself
in silence that it did resemble Jerusalem.

So when he looked across at his city lying so majestically
beneath its canopy of white clouds the young tsar felt in him
a joy that was like pain. Was not this the Jerusalem of the
years to come? Did not that other hallowed Jerusalem remain
lifeless as a chained slave under the hand of the pagan Turks?
Its glory had passed, by God’s will, to other sanctuaries—to
ancient Antioch, to Constantinople, and now, with the loss
of Antioch and Constantinople, to his city of Moscow.

For Alexis thought only of simple things. You bowed your
head in prayer to make your submission to the power of the
everlasting God; you drank wine with friends because by its
warmth their merriment increased. . . .

Somewhere near the place of the sun’s setting in the west
reigned another mighty servitor of God, the Pope of the
Catholic faith pent up within the walls of the dark Vatican;
somewhere in the heights beneath the sun’s rising in the east
dwelt still another potentate, the Dalai Lama in his citadel
of Tibet. Of these others Alexis was aware because among
his thirteen books he had one cosmography that explained the
earth and the fortunes of its peoples since the catastrophe of
the Flood. Although this chronicle of the earth had been writ-
ten by a Lithuanian, Alexis could read it. And he read con-
scientiously, comparing the ideas of the Lithuanian scientist
with the fact that Jerusalem, by God’s will, would be an ever-
lasting city. It never crossed Alexis’ mind that he was himself
as much a prisoner within the walls of the Kremlin as the
popes within the Vatican, or the Dalai Lamas within the cloud-
touching Po-tala.



From mid-seventeenth-century drawing—Olearius

The OIld Russia; blessing before Moscow church on religious
festival



6 THE CITY AND THE TSAR

It was both simple and comforting to think about Moscow .
when he reined in his horse on the Hill of the Sparrows. Yet
he felt troubled in mind when he rode at foot pace through
the mud of Moscow’s alleys, in the stench of human dirt.

He felt vaguely that his own sins were responsible for that
stench, and for the sick faces that bowed to him—even in the
feasts of his teremz when he shared his own overflowing dishes
with his boyars, Alexis would flash out in temper, rushing to
beat the nearest man with his staff. In such outbreaks he had
never crippled a man, and he sent gifts to the offender after-
ward.

Another impulse seized on him, when he hurried his young
wife out of her apartments upstairs in the terem to a carriage
or sleigh, bidding the driver take the two of them at a gallop
out of the clock gate, along the river to a village or even up to
Troitsko in its gardens. True, in such swift rides—utterly dif-
ferent from the pace-by-pace parade into and out of the Red
Place—his wife Maria bundled up so that her white face, tinted
with rouge, could hardly be seen. At other times in duty
bound, Maria kept to ancient seclusion within the women’s
quarters, looking out at a feast from behind a screen, or out
at a service in the Usspensky cathedral from the grilled gallery
of the imperial ladies.

Alexis was aware, because his body servants told him, of the
jests that foreigners made about this seclusion of Muscovite
noblewomen. The foreign ambassadors and merchants called
it monastic and Byzantine—to keep women hidden from the
eyes of other men. But it was an ancient custom in Muscovy,
and who was so bound by it as the tsaritsa herself?

One of the foreigners, a certain Adam Olearius, had pub-
lished a book about the Muscovites in the German language
only the year before. Parts of the book had been read to the
young Alexis, who remembered Adam Olearius vaguely as a
neat foreigner with curled hair and waxed mustache but with-
out a beard. Olearius had been forever measuring things and
looking at the sun through a brass instrument called an astro-
labe. Some among the Muscovites believed him to ‘be a sor-
cerer. After he had left Muscovy he had written in his book:

“The greatest honor a Muscovite could do a friend is to let
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him see his wife . . . a nobleman led me after dinner into
another room where he told me that I could not have a greater

roof of his esteem than this. Immediately, I saw his wife come
1, clad in a festive dress and followed by a girl who carried a
flask of spirits and a silver cup. The lady touched the cup with
her lips and bade me empty it—three times. After that the
nobleman wanted me to kiss her, which surprised me greatly
because even in our country of Holstein we do not offer such
civility. That is why I wished to content myself with kissing
her hand. But he forced me so obligingly to kiss her mouth
that it was impossible to refrain from doing so.”

Alexis believed that the shrewd scientific Olearius had not
understood his Russian people.

These western notions did not agree, certainly, with ancient
Muscovite usage. It seemed both sumple and pleasant to Alexis
to borrow from the west such needful things as clocks and
cannon and books, while still keeping to the way of life of his
father, the first Romanov . . . as simple as stealing out to ride
with Maria in the fast sled, where he could feel her shoulder
touching his and watch the steam of her breath merge with
his.

Maria was not with him when the hands touched his reins.
He was riding in at a foot pace from Troitsko with his boyars
and grooms. At the city gate the crowd that waited, instead of
bending heads and shouting “Gosudar!” came around him
complaining, the lined faces sweating, the voices crying out
complaints. Some hands even plucked at his sleeves; after he
had listened to them he told them he was sorry they felt
wronged by the councilors who served him, and that he would
see that any offenders should be made honest.

But the younger boyars with him whipped the nearest of
the common crowd away from him with their nagaikas, and
peasants threw stones at his escort, not harming him but shout-
ing, “The tsar is kind—his dog boys bite us.”

After that day when hands touched him, crowds pressed
against the Kremlin gates, even after meat and beer had been
sent out to them. They demanded that the offending counci-
lors be put to death, and Alexis spoke to them again, feeling
tears in his eyes. . . . Smoke rose over Moscow when whole
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streets burned, and the guards of the gates were replaced by
foreign soldiers who stood their post with flintlocks raised and
drums beating. )

Alexis knew little more of the rioting than that. Two of his
councilors were sent away to exile in the east, and he heard
that the leaders of the rioting. had been made to feel their
deaths. After that outcry of the people, his councilors made
new laws, a new Uluzhenie of Alexis, binding the black or
common folk closely to the land on which they worked, and
forbidding them sinful amusements.

Like a wave rising on a wind-swept lake, the disturbance
spread. It spread along the thoroughfares of the rivers. Fisher-
folk of the northern rivers stripped government taxpayers to
their shirts; at Ustiug workers in the textile mills beat up in-
spectors. Cities like Pskov far from Moscow stormed and
raged, and fought soldiery sent to quiet them. On the western
frontier crowds broke into government warehouses and seized
the stores of grain.

The wave of restlessness had no single impulse. It went
against payment of tax money, against “German science” like
that of the mathematician Olearius, against the new laws for-
bidding singing and dancing or the movement of peasant fami-
lies from one property to another.

Not that the stubborn and ignorant people of the hamlets
understood in the least that this new law chained them to their
fields to work henceforth unceasingly as serfs. They simply
resented the ukaz that forbade them to change fields and mas-
ters on St. George’s day, after the last of the harvest was in.
The mass of the people held fast to the religion of old time, of
saints, fasts, and miracles. More than that, all these people had
in common a great craving for land, for good land to till.

The old faith and new land—such might have been the
creed of the moujik of Muscovy if he had been articulate
enough to utter it. By it he lived, after his fashion, in the toil-
some #zir or small community where tasks were shared, and
the folk invoked the village priest for the protection of the
saints of God. The life of the mir had developed not in the
few cities but in the many settlements scattered over a vast



THE TWO GATES OF MUSCOVY 9

and inhospitable land. The peasants feared anything that at-
tacked this ancient life of the mir. And when they feared a
thing they were apt to run away from it.

Even at nineteen years of age Alexis Romanov had an un-
derstanding of his people. He himself felt troubled when a
western invention like an astrolabe was held up to the sun, and
Maria protested and wept when the young, sharp-minded pa-
triarch, Nikon, forced people to read from a new book of
prayer. Was it not a sin to change what the saints had fash-
toned in elder days? What truth could ever be found greater
than the word of ancient truth?

“Be merciful to these rebellious folk,” Nikon warned his
young monarch. And Alexis granted mercy.

In the darkness of the Usspensky nave, where the walls
were stained with candle smoke, Alexis prayed for guidance.
He prayed to be preserved from the sickness of mind of the
Romanov family, from the misfortune that had made his
grandfathers exiles in the new land of the east, and, above all,
that his country of Muscovy should be preserved from a
second Time of Troubles such as his father had known.

It was not told him, because even the “eyes” of the govern-
ment hardly perceived it, how masses of people were in mo-
tion from the Moscow area toward the east. They followed
the frozen threads of the northern rivers. They trundled in
carts -along the highroad to Kazan and Perm. They escaped
from punishment in the rebellious cities of Novgorod and
Pskov by taking to the forest.

They wandered as only Slavs can wander, growing harvests
on the way, working for food or going without food, but
always tending east, to the water of the Volga.

Beyond the Volga there were fewer government garrisons
to stop them. They rode the empty salt barges up the Kama
River, they climbed the grassy shoulders of the Urals. By the
paths of charcoal burners they crossed the ridges to the eastern
slopes.

glipping by the customs stations, they followed bands of
hunters or colonists where no roads led, farther to the east.

Here, beyond the customs, they called themselves “free
wandering men.”
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Dezbnev the Hunter

In June of that year 1648 one hunter, Semyen Dezhnev,
ventured farthest east. On the records of the government post
at Yakutsk he is called a “cossack,” which meant a frontiers-
man under hire either as colonist or fighter. And what he ac-
tually did, unwittingly, was extraordinary.

With twenty-five hunters—one of the exploring groups by
which the Slavs had penetrated to farther Asia, more than a
year’s travel and more than a hundred degrees of longitude
east of Moscow—Semyen Dezhnev departed from the block-
house of Yakutsk. Passing through the coldest region on earth
(the Cold Pole), the Dezhnev band built two longboats of
hewn timber bound with hides, using reindeer skins for sails.
In the brief summer thaw when marsh water flooded the dark
rivers flowing toward the Arctic, the two boats of the cossacks
joined the expedition of a merchant Alexiev who had made his
way to this jumping-off place to hunt for a new supply of
sables, the most precious of furs.

Dezhnev had a fancy. On that bleakest of all frontiers he
had heard of a river named the Pogicha where birches grew
and corn could be planted, and sleek deer hunted. So the na-
tives said. But neither cossacks nor Muscovites had been able
to set eyes on the Pogicha. Sables for the merchant Alexiev?
Certainly, Dezhnev swore, there would be sables on the
Pogicha.

So in June the three boats passed down the last explored
river, the Kolima, into the ice-studded waters of the Arctic
where the sky lowered over their heads. Following the bare
coast eastward, they came upon no trace of the elusive
Pogicha, or of Alexiev’s sables.

Instead Alexiev was wounded by a spear fighting the fish-
skin-clad natives, the Chukchi whose only wealth consisted of
ivory tusks. And when they tried to round a great cape veiled
in mist, Alexiev’s boat was wrecked.

Later Dezhnev said in his report: “This cape is different
. . . lying north by northeast, it turns in a circle. On the near

side there is a stream, and beside the stream the Chukchi have
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built a thing like a tower of whalebone. Out from this cape
are two islands where Chukchi were seen with walrus tusks in
holes in their lips. On its far side the cape turns toward the
river Anadir.”

Wind drove Dezhnev’s ill-made boats out to those islands,
and then south. Mist hid the shore. Yet the cossacks were sail-
ing south instead of northeast. They did not know where.

In October Dezhnev’s boats were wrecked on this southern
shore and his party made their way back where natives told
them a river was. They found it at the tip of a great inlet,
without timber or native villages.

They had no gear for fishing. Twelve of the party sent up-
river died, all but two or three, from starvation. Dezhnev built
huts to winter in, and found out that his river was named the
Anadir. Next year they made a new boat and discovered a
sandbank where “sea cows” gathered and tusks were to be
picked up. This was all the wealth that Semyen Dezhnev had
1n his quest of six years for the Pogicha.

Still, he kept alive with his surviving comrades, exploring
their barren southern coast, finding more ivory or collecting
it by guns from the natives, who fought them savagely.

After 1650 other cossack bands reached them, coming
down the Anadir, overland from the Kolima. And with these
Dezhnev struggled for possession of his sandbank with its
yearly trove of a few walrus tusks.

When at last he returned to Yakutsk, he made his famous
report which fills about a page and a half. This he did because
he wanted it clearly understood that he had reached the sand-
bank by sea, in boats from the Kolima, while the other inter-
lopers had come across the heights by land. So the sandbank
and its tusks belonged to him, by right of discovery.

Unknowing, Dezhnev had made a greater discovery. His
“impassable” cape is actually the tip of Asia: its island§ are
those in Bering Strait between the cape and the western tip of
America. The cossack Dezhnev had discovered the end of the
Asiatic continent.

His report, written down, and signed, was put away among
piles of documents in the Yakutsk office, and there it lay for-
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gotten for nearly a century, until 1736. Of his discovery and
the forgetfulness of Yakutsk much was to come later on.*

Semyen Dezhnev, who had made the passage of an ice-filled
polar sea, to emerge in the mist-veiled waters of the Pacific
Ocean, survived the ordeal. But he was the only leader who
survived this particular quest for the elusive river Pogicha.
Alexiev, the merchant adventurer, had died of his wound. So a
Chukchi woman explained to Dezhnev. As for Alexiev’s com-
panions, “Their teeth fell out of their gums”—which meant
that scurvy had carried them off. As for the other explorers
who arrived at the sandbank on the Pacific side, Michael
Staduchin, a cossack from Yakutsk, disappeared on a venture
inland; Motora, another cossack, was killed by tribes up the
Anadir River from whom he had taken captives to sell. And
few of Dezhnev’s surviving companions returned to Yakutsk,
because the stubborn cossack spent years building more long-
boats in the limbo of the Arctic to search by sea for the miss-
ing Pogicha.

The Freebooters of Yakutsk

Few among the inhabitants of Yakutsk could have had any
interest in the story of Semyen Dezhnev when he found his
way back to that frontier town on the frozen Lena River.

The inhabitants of that blockhouse town—known as an
ostrog—had other more important matters to occupy them.
The handful of Muscovite soldiers, armed with matchlocks,
had the wooden towers of the gates to guard against hostile
tribesmen—no natives were allowed to spend the night within
the gates, except captured young women. The “Liths,” or for-
eign soldiers—prisoners of war shipped out from Moscow—had
their own barracks and families to provide for.

On the crest of the hill within the stockade, the voevode or
military governor had his “palace,” like a citadel, guarding the
priceless stocks of grain, honey, and wine shipped out so la-
boriously on heavy barges from river to river. The dyak or
secretary-inspector had all he could do to watch the governor.
The priests built a towering log church with whitewashed
cupola, and they quarreled with the governor who endeavored
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to exact furs by force from the natives instead of converting
them.

Icebound during the long winter months, and left to their
own devices for the most part by the far-off government at
Moscow, the people of Yakutsk struggled among themselves

Cap- 4.
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Russian explorers in Siberia, with short skis and dog sleds

and contrived ways to keep warm and alive, while they
dreamed of lush rivers, of gold and silver mines, of troves of
sables, ermine or black fox furs, the finding of which meant a
fortune gained and the chance to live, released from their
exile, in the comfortable cities of the west.

When they sallied out in bands to search through the snow-
bound forests for such will-o’-the-wisps, they found only the
reality of beaver skins, small hoards of silver coins to be plun-
dered, or fish-ivory and the tusks of mammoths buried in per-
petually frozen ground.
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Beyond the Urals, ghosts walked the forest—shades of great
conquistadors. The ghost of Irmak, the son of the Don, who
had driven the Tatars from the threshold of Sibir, and the
shade of that other ataman, Poyarkov, who had built a fleet
out of forest timber to sail down the last river, the Amur, and
come back alive with a thousand souls to sell as slaves.

Beyond the Urals such men as these gained dominions or
fortunes by their ready wit and tough consciences. Squire
Honey was one of them. A Pole, Khmielnevsky, a learned
soul who could read books in Latin, and quote an authority
named Ovid on the twin joys of life, drunkenness and love.
He had made a great name for himself in Moscow during the
late Time of Troubles. So he had been exiled beyond the
Urals, and jailed as well. But how could a log jail hold a man
of such superior education? After only a few years at the ter-
minus of Tobolsk the disciple of Ovid was given the rank of
squire and sent farther east to inspect the newest ostrog, which
was then Yeniseisk. Tobolsk, it seemed, was glad to be rid of
Squire Honey.

Thus freed, Squire Honey made an inspection journey that
became the talk of the folk from Tobolsk to Yeniseisk. First
he had only a few men to follow him, then he had an army;
first he had at his side only one Lithuanian girl, then she was
joined by a bevy of Tataresses.

Apparently he started with a portable still as well. By bor-
rowing stocks of government grain, he obtained a supply of
corn brandy. At that time a glass of brandy was worth a sable
skin, and ten sable skins could buy a woman. As he proceeded
on his journey, Squire Honey acquired a thousand sable skins,
without counting in beaver or fox. And he changed his Tatar
girls for Ostiaks.

At each post he explained that his new possessions were gifts
from voevodes down the road. So the voevode at that post
usually hastened to make a gift of his own—a keg of wine or
sack of precious tobacco. If he did not, this educated inspector
would shake his head ominously over the account books, and
hint that his friends in Tobolsk@would not be pleased with the
accounts.

At the native villages he gave the chieftains a little liquor or
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tobacco, and selected their best furs as gifts in exchange. His
Lithuanian girl, however, he would never sell.

Since Squire Honey traveled so slowly, in this fashion, news
of his manner of inspection caught up with him and passed
him. Again he found himself in jail, stripped of his rank,
wealth, and volunteer army. One voevode had sent all the way
to Tobolsk to discover that the inspector actually had no
powerful friends there. As before, however, he did not remain
long in jail.

It happened that the two voevodes of the town where he
was incarcerated had been quarreling and Squire Honey had
not been long behind a locked door, before the rival voevodes
began a civil war. Squire Honey’s educated tongue could tell
them about feuds such as that. To settle the war he was re-
leased. Whereupon he drew up a “plan for conquest of the
Lena River region” and he was shipped east again to carry it
out. He must have died on this-last journey because he never
reached the Lena.

But a greater than Khmielnevsky reached the Lena, and the
tale of his fortunes was told like the saga of Squire Honey’s
inspection. Yarka Khabarov, who came from Ustiug, had a
way of transforming things into money. When he moved east,
to the fur terminal of Mangazeia in the northern forest, the fur
trade was at its flood, and Yarka Khabarov turned skins into
money.

A few years later when Mangazeia burned down the boom
town was not rebuilt because the flood of furs was ebbing.
Khabarov moved east to the Lena. Where the river Kuta
portage joins the Lena he built a saltworks, getting as much
silver for his salt as other men did for smuggled tobacco. To
feed his workers this enterpriser tilled miles of land, and raised
corn to sell.

By the time Khabarov had become not a mere merchant
prince but a merchant emperor, the voevode of Yakutsk took
his holdings from him by a writ of authority and the guns of
soldiers. He moved a little way up the Lena and started new
plantations where the soil wasjrich. Again the governor of
Yakutsk interfered, sending out a draft of settlers to join
Yarka Khabarov’s followers.
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By this time the intelligent Khabarov had learned his lesson
—that settlements could be confiscated by better-armed rivals,
Settlements could not be moved away to safety.

So, having turned first furs and then salc and corn into
money, this great enterpriser tried a new field of enterprise b
moving about armed. The settlers from Yakutsk he drove
away by gunfire from his stockades, and speedily he went
himself to Yakutsk, where he raised an army of some hundred
and fifty adventurers easily enough by offering more pay than
the governor of Yakutsk. In that frontier metropolis there
were plenty of men like Dezhnev to follow a strong leader.
And Khabarov was not only strong but overbearing.

Under the circumstances the voevode of Yakutsk was not
only agreeable but eager that Khabarov should depart, with
full authority to find what enterprise he could undertake be-
yond the frontier, down the Amur River, where he would be
the neighbor, not of Yakutsk, but of the Chinese Manchus.

For years this energetic conquistador launched his fleets
down the Amur, toward rich grainlands and hamlets of human
beings who could be captured and sold. His small army was
supplied with cannon by the governor of Yakutsk. He cap-
tured a Manchu garrison town and made it his headquarters.
By stealing down the river in boats or making forced marches
farther into the fertile river basin, he managed to surprise vil-
lagers before the inhabitants could escape. Or if they did flee,
burdened with carts and herds, he overtook them. When they
shut themselves up in the hamlets, his cannon pounded the
wooden walls to pieces, and his freebooters surged in to take
captives. After one assault he reported:

“With prayers to God . . . after hard fighting we counted
six hundred and forty-one, big and little, killed. We took cap-
tive two hundred and forty-three women and girls, and one
hundred and eighteen children, with two hundred thirty-
seven horses.”

These captives, human and animal, could serve as slaves in
Khabarov’s new army of the Amur, or they could be sold for
money. He sold the best of them for forty to a hundred rubles
a head. The conquest grew along the Amur, yet fighting
broke out endemically among Khabarov’s own bands. Some of
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his cossacks moved away to start enterprises of their own;
more cossacks journeyed out from Yakutsk with powder and
lead.

Still, there was no proper place in the government scheme
of things for a Yarka Khabarov. He was summoned back to
Moscow, accused of cruelty, extortion, and murder, and his
greatest conquest was taken from him entre by the Siberian
Bureau.

However, Khabarov, the successful, was not punished. He
described in Moscow how a new empire could be extended
along the Amur, and grain and salt, furs and silver be had from
its inhabitants. Ermine could be found, and sold to the Chinese
—jewels could be mined from the mountains of that fortunate
land! Gravely Yarka Khabarov told the secretaries in Moscow
that the pillars of conquest of no less an explorer than Alexan-
der the Great had been found on his river “where the sun
rises beyond the mountain Karkaur.” Khabarov was pardoned,
given noble rank, and sent back to organize his conquest. To-
day out there a city is named for him.

Irmak of Sibir, Ivan Petlin, who found his way into and out
of the Great Wall of China, Khmielnevsky, Poyarkov the
ataman, and Yarka Khabarov—they had iron in them, they
went where devils feared to go. They kept and used the land
and human beings they found, in whatever way.

“Old dwellers” on the frontiers—not one of them came out
of Moscow—three of them Cossacks? from the free brother-
hoods of the steppes, they held tenaciously to their conquests,
not flitting on after game like hunters, or wandering the paths
between settlements like traders. Not one of them.started out
with the blessing of Moscow, or even with authorization
from Moscow. Irmak, the greatest of them, had been a Volga
brigand pursued by Muscovite officials, and Khmielnevsky
had been a jailbird of strange plumage.

No, they had gone their own way like the thousands of
“free wandering men” who crossed the invisible frontier of
the Urals after them, drawn for the most part by the wealth
to be gleaned from furs. The government agencies, following
cautiously behind, had also tapped this wealth by making it 2
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monopoly, by sending out dyaks to keep the accounts of the
new settlements, and by claiming a tribute of furs from the
natives. .

Never had the take of pelts been so enormous as after the
mid-seventeenth century. Yakutsk sent in the value of thirty
thousand rubles in a year. That had been the valuation of the
dyaks in the far east; in Furriers’ Row and the Sable Treasury
-in Moscow it was much greater. During these years single
hunters along the Lena could kill with clubs as many as a
dozen of the heedless sables that strayed into their camps in a
day. At that rate they were exterminating the valuable beasts.?
Already the explorers of the land’s end, Dezhnev, Motora, and
Staduchin and their comrades, had found the hunting bad be-
yond the Lena. The flood of furs and the resulting tide of
wealth that flowed westward to Moscow was destined to
dwindle by the end of the century.

Already hard reality was dispelling the hope of untold
wealth. Khmielnevsky had profited most from his portable
still; Khabarov had made his fortune from grainland and the
sale of captives, while Dezhnev had had to fight for his few
vory tusks.

By this time the bureaus of Moscow rather than the artels of
the frontier sought for fabulous fertile rivers, for mountains
of silver, for gold rock and precious stones shining with their
own fire—for simple iron, lead and tin, the metals Moscow
lacked utterly. “Sibir has a golden soil” was said in the Red
~Place, not on the frontier. Naturally, the tall tales told for
their own ends by the Khmielnevskys and Khabarovs did not
serve to disillusion the secretaries in the Kremlin about the
wealth of “Sibir.”

For by now this new land of the east had gained a name,
Sibir. It had been known vaguely as the new land beyond the
Urals, or as Tatary. The Tatar town of Sibir had become the
gateway of the migrants to the east, and the first Muscovite
terminal, Tobolsk, had been built close to it. Sibir had been the
Alamo rather than the Seven Cities of Cibola of this unknown
east, yet it gave the east its name. ‘

Sibir yielded the migrants soil rather than gold. Grassland
edged the headwaters of the great Arctic-flowing rivers. Here
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the illimitable hills were blue with timber, the rushing waters
so full of fish that often shoals of them would be forced out
on the banks. The feather-grass plains were so rife with deer
that herds of them could be driven and caught against a pali-
sade. It was this craving for soil to cultivate that anchored the
migrants to the new land in spite of great hardships.

The churches also took root in the new grouhd. The clergy
who followed the migrants across the Urals came prepared to
cultivate the earth as well as lead prayer; their small log
churches rose quickly enough in the best fields; the peasants of
their monasteries cleared the forest edge. The monasteries
themselves were built like blockhouses, with storage space for
grain and towers to shelter the congregations against raiders.

True, the first archbishop who ventured out to Tobolsk,
with a chest of holy relics for the new altars, had trouble sepa-
rating the monks from the nuns in this wilderness, and in sep-
arating priests from wine drinking. And when he wished to
canonize Irmak as a saint—to give to Tobolsk a saint of its own
—he found that the great pathfinder could not be named a
saint. The folk of the countryside remembered him too well.

These archbishops of Tobolsk, like the village priests else-
where, understood very well that the first need in the new
land was to feed the people. They devoted themselves, above
all, to acquiring acreage and “souls” to work the acres, until
very soon commands began to arrive from Moscow to the
voevode of Tobolsk to “watch carefully that the archbishop
does not seize any more land.”

The archbishops, however, developed skill in frustrating
such commands. From their side the Urals they petitioned
Moscow: how were the blind, the crippled, the starving and
homeless to be cared for, by God’s will, unless more acres
could be harvested?

One of them, Gerasim, fairly triumphed in this bloodless
battle of agriculture. As soon as he reached Tobolsk he peti-
tioned that his salary be paid in grain, not money. He besought
gifts of land, not money. In due time arrived an order from
Moscow that “the archbishop must not gain more land by do-
nation.” But Gerasim had anticipated such an order, and he
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had put settlers with a hastily built chapel on the disputed
ground. As the tsar had his “eyes” in Tobolsk to spy for him,
the archbishop had his “ears” in the halls of the Kremlin to
listen for him. To Moscow he wrote a truly heartbreaking
petition. How could he deprive poor people of their living, or
tear down a house of God? Again the victory was to the arch-
bishop.

When death came to Gerasim, the church of Tobolsk had
more than six hundred souls to sow and harvest, and more than
twelve thousand acres. It was secure against famine and the
anger of the voevode of Tobolsk. For the devout Alexis, son
of Michael, had been tsar during these last years of Gerasim,
and the young Alexis, of all people, had been least able to
refuse one of Gerasim’s soul-searching petitions.

Slowly, with all the tenacity of Slavs, out of this craving of
an illiterate peasantry for land, and this “old usage” of a back-
ward priesthood, a human core was being formed at the en-
trance to Siberia. For both the settler and the village priest,
unlike the conquistadors, had come to stay on the land.

The Tsar’s Plan and the Bureau's Performance

Strangely enough, as the seventeenth century drew toward
its end, these same settlers and priests became the most stable
force in the new dominion of Siberia.

There was of course a plan of government for this land.
Alexis, the Great Master, had issued in his Uluzhenie some
regulations for the people in the east. Mildly enough, the tsar
wished both the native folk and the settlers to be taxed only
moderately—at a tenth or so of their produce, crops and furs.
No natives were to be oppressed, forcibly converted, or en-
slaved by agents of Moscow.

Beyond the Urals, however, the intelligent plan did not
seem to operate. The folk there had a saying, “Moséow is far
and heaven is high.”” Alexis himself had never ventured far out
of sight of the Kremlin towers. The boyars who issued the
orders to be carried out in the three and a half million square
miles of “Siberia” occupied a few chambers in the Razriad or
Bureau of Military Affairs within the Kremlin. The secretaries
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who actually managed the accounts of the Sibirsky Prikaz or
Siberian Bureau had to submit their accounts in turn to the
Treasury, and naturally they desired to show as much revenue
taken in as possible, even after the fur trade dwindled, and
“gold rock” failed to materialize.

Roughly, the bureau regarded the new territory as a source
of taxation, a vast military encampment into which political
exiles might be sent to labor, as the powerful Razriad de-
manded. But the human integers of the plan had a way of
trying to make a profit for themselves. So the plan worked
itself out somewhat in this fashion:

I THE VOEVODES

The voevodes, for instance, the governors of the posts in
the east, should have been war veterans of the upper noble
class; actually they were often friends of the heads of the
Sibirsky Prikaz. Given good salaries, they were allowed to
journey eastward with wives and household serfs, and cart-
loads of wine and honey.

In coaches bearing the emblem of the two-headed eagle,
these voevodes often traveled for a year or more to reach their
posts, following not the roads—because there were no roads as
yet—but the traces of routes where post stations stood every
fifty versts—stations modeled on those of the Mongol yanz or
horse post, manned by yawmzschiks sent out by order of the
bureau, with horses, a stock of food for themselves, a pair of
watchdogs, and enough land to support their families. It was
the duty of the yamschik to take on to the next station every
traveler who could show the seal of the bureau. In summer
this often meant working a boat upstream along a river; in
winter the stage could be made more swiftly by sleigh on the
river ice. Often yamschiks disappeared- with their families to
seek better living elsewhere. So, more often than not, the post
stations did not exist.

Since the voevodes remained on duty only two or three
years, most of them exerted themselves to gather a private
stock of the best furs and the money available in their districts,
to carry back with them. Such accretions were explained as
“oifts” from the native headmen, or settlers. The dyaks, the
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secretaries who kept the post accounts, and the customs agent
who collected the official tax might be expected to overlook
such gifts, if they received similar gifts themselves. The exac-
tions of these governors and secretaries served to set them at
feud with the settlers, hunters, and priests of the post.

Alexis’ regulations forbade the departing voevode to leave
his citadel until the new voevode had checked his accounts.
But sables and ermine pelts could be hidden, and who could
prove where silver money came from? Customs inspectors at
the Ural frontier often found the mattresses of homecoming
voevodes stuffed with furs, and the voevodes themselves wear-
ing long coats of the finest dark sable or valuable black fox.
The bureau decreed that no voevode could bring out of Si-
beria more than an accountable increase over the money and
goods he took in. Many voevodes contrived to borrow money
and gear from friends, to register with the customs on their
entrance, and to return to their friends thereafter. Then the
home-coming voevodes could display their private stock of
furs and goods to the bureau’s inspectors at Verkhuturie, the
main control point in the Urals, and swear on the holy books
that they were bringing back no greater value than they had
taken out.

II THE PROFITEERS

The bureau that existed to glean taxes from the new land
could not check the rapacity and the ingenuity of its officials
in profiting for themselves. A copper pot at the Ilimsk post
was worth as many sable skins as would fill it; those same sable
skins smuggled back to Moscow would be worth three times
their price at Ilimsk. The voevode at Ilimsk, exiled to a river
in the wilderness of dark fir forest, was distant more than five
hundred miles by trail from higher authority in Irkutsk or
Yeniseisk. What was to prevent him from forcing his private
stock of trade goods—“iron implements,” woven cloth, cheap
beads—on the traders of the post, for good furs? The traders
in their turn could force the native villages to give up new furs
for the cheap goods. Khabarov took more than nine thousand
sable pelts from the northern Giliaks alone.
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The saying “No one comes back empty-handed from Si-
beria” became a proverb.

The Uluzhenie of the mild Alexis forbade officials to exact
more than the lawful yearly tax—of some eight skins—from a
native household. But the fur-bearing animals and native hunt-
ers alike tended to thin out in a voevode’s district. It was un-
questionably much simpler for the voevode to demand more
pelts from the surviving hunters than to explain in writing to
the secretaries of the bureau, four thousand miles distant in
Moscow, why the customary tax could not be collected. An
official who showed a profit usually escaped the vague threat
of “the tsar’s anger, and cruel punishment.” Alexis increased
the term of service of voevodes; the result was more fighting
between the voevodes’ henchmen and the “old dwellers” of
the settlements

III THE VUDKA MONOPOLY

Vudka added to the trouble. Officially the brewing and saie
of spirits was a state monopoly, as it had been under the Tatar
khans. In consequence the Sibirsky Prikaz operated public
pothouses throughout the eastern settlements and along the
post roads. Since the price of vudka, brandy, or plain honey
beer was fixed, the keepers of these kabacs or taverns thrived
by selling a glassful for a sable skin out the back doors.
Voevodes and some of the foreign soldiery had the right to
disuill spirits, not to sell them. But where such “wine,” as they
called it, could be sold for nearly five rubles (equivalent to
about four English pounds sterling in 1670) a wooden pailful,
voevodes often brewed a stock to hand over to their agents to
“feast the chieftains” of the native villages and to bring back
furs for every drink. The voevodes brewed these spirits from
precious grain abstracted from the public granaries.

IV THE GRAIN DEFICIENCY

In Moscow, where the boyars of the bureau climbed the
palace stairs with their accounts every month to bow to the
floor before Alexis and discuss their problems, the shortage of
grain in the east appeared to be one of the trials imposed on
them by God’s will. Every year the bureau sent, or tried to
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send, a boat caravan of grain out, even to Yakutsk, the farthest
terminal. These weighty grain barges had to be worked across
the northern rivers, across the Arctic gulfs, a journey of nearly
two years. Inevitably much of the caravan was lost or appro-
priated on the way. Muscovite agents, accustomed to a bread
staple, sickened on a diet of abundant fish and salt meat.

Attempts to transplant peasant cultivators to the Yakutsk
area failed, because many died on the journey out, and the
peasants could not bring crops of barley and oats out of the
strange soil in the fleeting summers. The peasants themselves
drifted away from the “sovereign’s land,” where they were
allowed only half their produce, to virgin territory where
they could keep all their crops. Such escaping serfs could be
caught in the Moscow area where the roads were guarded; in
the eastern lands they disappeared into the wilderness, or hired
out in strange settlements. Men were badly needed east of the
Urals—where some eighty thousand souls, including perhaps
fifteen thousand servants of the bureau, had pushed their tiny
habitations into the limbo of a continent.

V THE SOLDIERY

The bureau had drafted some two thousand soldiers for the
Siberian service. Each strelitz—matchlock firer—who began
the march across the Urals, convinced that he would never
return, had been given a ruble and a half to pay his way. Con-
tingents of Streltsi paid their own way, additionally, by loot-
ing villages along the road. On the appearance of such a
soldier draft, the settlers barred ¢heir gates and went out
armed with food and money to offer the marchers, if they
would pass on without tarrying.

If the marching Streltsi looted and then obliterated by fire
an outlying settlement, who was to enforce punishment on
them? Not the “Liths” or foreign soldiery—Poles and Lithu-
anians, Danes'and Ukrainians, either mercenaries or prisoners
of war—or the adventuring cossacks. Beyond the Urals such
troops as these would obey, in a pinch, only their own
leaders. ' .

Exile for the armed guards was worse beyond the Ob, out
on the great plateau swept by Arctic winds. At Yana, near
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where Dezhnev and Alexiev had built their first boats, the
longer half of the year was spent in twilight, in the grip of
extreme frost. No Russian women penetrated that far. And in
the winter bands of masterless men who had existed through
the summer in the forest came and besieged the stockaded
forts, driven by hunger.

Conditions were still worse for the Muscovites who had to
keep the out-camps, the “year men” who made the far fur-
collecting rounds. When their horses and weapons were
stolen by invisible thieves, they took dog sleds and skis from
the villages, and women as well. They could not adapt them-
selves to the land like the steppe-born Cossacks or the river-
bred Volga burlaki—boatmen. Even the Cossacks had a song
about this land:

Hard are the winter days, lad,
When your bide cracks open,
And ice grips your beart—
Abai—the sun is gone!

Hard are the winter days, lad!

VI ENSLAVEMENT OF ASIATICS

The bureau’s agents may have been told of the Uluzhenie
of the tsar in Moscow that forbade enslaving the eastern peo-
ples. Yet inevitably they acquired natives as body servants to
gather berries and wood, to guide them from village to village
and to “hunt with hawks.” If, in spite of that, they were near
starvation, .they loaded their guns and seized hostages from
these same villages, to exchange for food. Some of the native
Siberians declared that Muscovites had been seen to eat human
flesh when hungering

VII THE DESERTERS

The bureau punished desertion heavily. Leaders of deserters
were hanged, while searchers were knouted with the iron-
tipped lash if they returned without the missing men. Also, if
a man disappeared from a squad or company, the unit was
punished as a whole—which often led to the disappearance of
squads or companies as a whole.
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Then, too, the bureau had formed its military guards by
classes, the superiors being listed and paid as “boyars’ sons,”
the better pioneers as “cossacks,” while the foreigners were
kept apart in detachments of their own. This led to trouble
when different classes were immured together in a post like
Yakursk, especially in winter. At Yakutsk the cossacks peti-
tioned the voevode not to be sent out on expeditions with the
boyars’ sons (superior in rank to them). This petition com-
plained that the boyars’ sons brewed “wine” to sell from the
grain reserve, that they sent out wandering traders to collect
turs, thus sharing profits with the traders (instead of with the
cossacks, it seems), that the boyars’ sons took bribes to allow
hostages held by the cossacks to escape, while they tortured
their own hostages in the hope of getting ransom. Finally, the
cossacks claimed that such conduct on the part of the boyars’
sons caused the natives to waylay and kill cossacks.

On its part the bureau complained that its servingmen
tended to dress and act more like “Tatars,” while the bureau
itself began to hire Tatars to replace deserters, thus creating a
new class of armed servants, not according to plan.

By the r660s deserters from isolated posts like Ilimsk and
Yakutsk were drifting in strong bands over the heights
through the combative Mongols and Buriats, southerly to the
warmer basin of the Amur which lay beyond the authority of
the voevodes, being close to the Chinese frontier posts. Since
the bureau had set a reward of three rubles for the capture of
such deserters, the tribesmen had learned that they could
profit from the fugitives. The Buriat and Mongol horsemen
would examine a captured Muscovite to decide whether his
clothing and kit was worth more than three rubles; if not, they
would take him in to the nearest Russian post. In retaliation
the Russians often tied a captured Buriat to a tree and “put a
red cap on him”—a copper pot heated red-hot, and put over
his head.

This mutual retaliation between the war bands of the bu-
reau and the still powerful Mongols and Buriats did not help
to keep the peace along the far eastern frontier.

And always the bureau was vexed by the resentment of its
own servants beyond the Urals. That bitter resentment grew
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out of the pittance of pay given lower-class guards, inspec-
tors, and clerks in an area where boyars’ sons and higher offi-
cials waxed rich from loot and from withholding the pay of
their inferiors; it increased under the almost intolerable hard-
ships of the posts in northeastern Siberia. At all the posts the
military and clerical detachments resented the enforced labor
at building stockades and cultivating the adjacent ground. To
remedy this last, the bureau drafted skilled workmen and
peasants in the western towns and sent them into the Siberian
service. Whereupon many of the workmen and peasants dis-
appeared from the posts to join the growing ranks of the “free
wandering men.”

VIII MIGRATION FROM THE POSTS

Another phenomenon troubled the Siberian Bureau. The
posts themselves tended to disappear—especially in the north
—while settlements never marked on the maps tended to ap-
pear—especially in the south. The great northern terminal of
Mangazeia near the gulf of the Ob was now an ash heap
sprinkled with the huts of wanderers. The fur traffic from
which Khabarov had profited had ceased to pass through the
Mangazeia route forty ‘years after the post was built. Along
this same northern route, thousands of miles to the east, the
posts of Turukhansk and Yakutsk were half deserted. Their
stockades, churches, and warehouses still stood; their inhabit-
ants had drifted away to warmer climates, better soil, and
freedom from the authority of voevodes, in the south.

One portion of the population of Turukhansk and Yakutsk
remained fixed: the inmates of the katorguas or state prisons for
political exiles recently built there by order of the Razriad
which dictated the plan of the Siberian Bureau. The katorga
exiles could be called upon to do the labor of the missing in-
habitants of these northern posts. The icebound ostrog of
Yana could be manned only by a skeleton force of drafted
men.

On the other hand, newer settlements in the milder south-
east tended to grow unexpectedly and not according to the
bureau’s plan. Nerchinsk, founded on one of the headwaters
of the Amur, near the caravan route to the Great Wall of
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China, was thronged with human flotsam of the frontier.
Irkutsk, overlooking Baikal, the holy lake of the Mongol peo-
ples, had been almost unknown a generation after the building
of Yakutsk and Yana; now Irkutsk was developing into a large
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town. So large that the bureau built a katorga for women
there, near the nunnery.

The northern routes, of course, were being deserted be-
cause the fur intake that had brought them into being was
diminishing. The bureau made an attempt, late in the day, to
set aside areas as game preserves, to protect the better sort of
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gray squirrel, black fox, and sable. The chief consequence
was that independent hunters moved elsewhere.

Throughout its vast terrain, the bureau in Moscow watched
the spontancous migration of whole communities—priests,
hunters, peasants, and women. Such migration of a mir always
tended southerly toward fertile, grain-producing river valleys.
Such a self-sustaining human group could erect its log dwell-
ings and plow its new lands in a single summer.

So, while the old fur routes of the bureau were being de-
serted toward the end of the seventeenth century, the newer
routes of agricultural colonization were making a pattern of
their own that would endure. By 1685, the settlers produced
adequate grain supply at points as far east as Yeniseisk and
Irkutsk. They also discovered that the western breeds of cattle
thrived along the southern Siberian grasslands. No order of
the bureau could make these settlers remain where oats and
barley would not grow, or cattle survive.

The monasteries, as we have seen, followed their own
course, working their own lands and fortifying their new
buildings—actually taking some pains to report to Moscow
smaller holdings of land and peasantry than they in reality
possessed.

Although the elaborate plan of the Siberian Bureau was
failing in so many ways, it had a decisive effect on the growing
population east of the Urals. It created cleavages between the
military groups, such as the Liths, the true Cossacks, and the
musketeers of Moscow. By refusing to give the east a govern-
ing city—since all finances and operations had to stem from
the offices in the Kremlin, and Tobolsk near the Urals (the
ostensible center of eastern administration) actually served as
little more than the supply depot and message center for Mos-
cow—it allowed no large towns to grow up.

Insensibly during these decades of the seventeenth century
and not at all according to the bureau’s plan, the native peo-

les came more and more into servitude, while the Muscovites
who did not adhere to military discipline tended to become

outlaws.
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Nikifor Chernigovsky’s Republic

There was bound to be a Nikifor Chernigovsky. He was a
Pole, a prisoner of war, confined for a while in a Muscovite
katorga in the east. Being an educated man, he rose to be over-
seer of other prison laborers, and married a handsome Polish
girl. Early in the 1660s, still an exile, we hear of him as mana-
ger of the salt works (started by Khabarov) on the upper
Lena, not far from the post of Ilimsk.

Chernigovsky and his wife, it seems, occupied a comfort-
able house. So comfortable that the voevode of Ilimsk took to
paying them long visits. Until the night when the voevode
departed with Chernigovsky’s wife. The Pole, with some com-
panions, followed the track of the voevode’s party, and found
and killed him. Then Chernigovsky’s band went on to seize
the voevode’s property and arms at the Ilimsk blockhouse.

They could not stay on the Lena. Well armed and equipped,
they pushed east beyond the frontier posts, swinging south
out of the snowbound mountains, down to Khabarov’s old
hunting ground on the Amur. There they built boats, started
to sow crops and to raid and trade on their own. And there
they were joined by other fugitives, deserters from the
dreaded Yana post, cossacks from Yakutsk, survivors of earlier
expeditions to the Amur who had holed in along the tributary
streams. More than a thousand fugitive souls were on the
Amur that year.

Chernigovsky took command of these bands, and rebuilt
Khabarov’s town, which had been burned by Chinese border
troops. In that center of Albazin he nursed mto life what they
called a “Cossack republic.” The energetic Chernigovsky had
not found a Pogicha but he had created one. The valley
around Albazin’s stockade was cultivated. Since hunting par-
ties had not ravaged this territory, Chernigovsky’s hunters
brought in quantities of the finest sable and fox furs. Some of
the citizens of this new republic took Chinese wives and
traded with the Chinese merchants from Tsitsihar. Other citi-
zens raided the Chinese frontier posts.

In the course of time the Siberian Bureau in far-off Moscow
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assed on Chernigovsky’s affair and condemned him to death,
ordering “hard” knouting for his companions of the salt
works. But grain grew on the Amur. Groups of settlers fol-
lowed the cossacks to Albazin. Last appeared a monk carrying
a wonder-working ikon. Aided by the ikon, he started a mon-
astery in the best of the fields.

Word spread along the eastern frontier: “There is sanctu-
ary on the Amur.” :

In spite of his death sentence, Chernigovsky had been care-
ful to send occasional gifts of the choicest sables to the nearest
Muscovite voevodes. In exchange they sent him powder and
cannon. When a great merchants’ caravan made the journey
from Irkutsk to Peking, Chernigovsky took advantage of the
opportunity in 1674 to send a gift of specially fine sables to
the heads of the bureau at Moscow. He sent also a glowing
description of his conquest of the Amur.

In Moscow the heads of the bureau looked at their maps,
while the inspectors of the Sable Treasury examined the furs.
Together they reached the conclusion that Chernigovsky de-
served a pardon. The voevode killed by him had obviously
been incompetent, while Chernigovsky had added a new terri-
tory to the fur empire.

In 1676 this.new province with its town of Albazin was
added to the Muscovite dominion. The records yield some in-
teresting particulars of what took place in Albazin after that.
A katorga was set up there. In 1680 a voevode of Albazin was
killed by cossacks, who charged that he abused women.

In 1685 the Chinese sent an expedition up the Amur against
Albazin, captured it, and allowed the garrison and populace to
depart unharmed, with stores and arms.

So ended the very rudimentary republic Chernigovsky had
set up. The loss of Albazin, apparently only a frontier inci-
dent, was to have consequences both in the Manchu court of
Peking and in the Muscovite court.

As for the failure* of the early plan of the Sibirsky Prikaz,
it had very great consequences. The milder native peoples fell
into virtual slavery, allowed but not admitted by Moscow.
Those able to resist began to resist. Tobolsk itself was attacked
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by the Kirghiz. Farther east the Ostiaks, the eastern Kalmuks,
and finally the strong Buriats caused trouble in turn.

The resistance movement spread even to the long-subjected
Tungusi and Yakuts of the north (in the 1670s). This revolt
was broken by the Siberian garrisons with cruelty. But it was
not ended.

Paradoxically, while the chains of subjection were riveted
more firmly on these native peoples, the Muscovites who
crossed the Urals often escaped from bondage. Serfdom, now
a law in the west—at least where it could be enforced by the
authority of Moscow—had no hold as yet in the eastern colo-
nies. You might say that the Muscovites became illegally free
where the eastern peoples were illegally subjected.

The restlessness east of the Urals had been fanned by spo-
radic rebellion in the west. The flame of rebellion broke out,
to die away and reappear elsewhere—first in rioting through
the Moscow streets when a debased copper currency was
given out to the populace, then among subjected Finnish and
Tatar tribal groups, the Mordvas, Cheremiss, and Bashkirs,
soon to be jomed by Cossacks of the Don and Volga, led by
Stenka Razin,” “sailing with his falcons, down Mother Volga

. to the blue Caspian sea.”

While the western tribesmen fought for the overthrow of
Muscovite rule (1662—63), the peasants rose against the bar-
rier of serfdom, and the Cossacks and other still independent
groups against the voevodes and Prikazni or bureau agents
from Moscow. This popular reaction was suppressed only
with great difficulty by the Muscovite army, and only after
the frontier town of Astrakhan had held out as another “re-
public” like Chernigovsky’s.

Within Moscow itself, within the two-centuries-old battle-
ments of the Kremlin, Alexis had heard the firing when his
guardsmen had driven mobs away, down the streets. No one
knew for certain the total of the dead, and no one told Alexis
that five thousand or twelve thousand human beings might
have been slain. .

Reports made clear to him how the war in the Ukraine had
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displaced so many Cossack communities, causing them to mi-
grate east to the Don basin, the place called the “sanctuary of
peoples.” Because of the war and migration the grain crop of
the Ukraine had failed for several years. Then came the years
of famine, ending in an outbreak of plague. “The Time of
Ruin” the Ukrainians called it. And after that, the rebellion.

The Young Natalia

Like many another middle-aged man, after the death of his
first wife Alexis the son of Michael married a young girl. In
this case his choice had several consequences, among them
being the birth of his fourteenth child shortly after the festival
of St. Peter, the boy being christened Peter and known subse-
quently as Peter the Great.

The first wife, Maria Miloslavskaya, had grown more reli-
gious as time went on, while Alexis had mellowed perceptibly.
At forty-two years of age the Veliki Gosudar, the Great Mas-
ter of Rus, had been observed to stop his cortege in the streets
to watch a Punch-and-Judy show, or to appear of an evening
incognito at a house where musicians gathered with harpsi-
chord, flutes, and violins to play a thing unheard of, a sym-
phony. In fact Alexis had brought back a small heavy box
which played music of its own accord at his bedside. All this
was contrary to the code against devilish amusements.

Moreover the owner of the musical house did not conform
to ancient Russian custom. By birth he was Matviev, the son
of a dyak. His wife was a foreigner, a Scottish woman who
rode about the streets in an open European carriage and ap-
peared with naked face in the drawing room when the sym-
phonies were played. His library of books was foreign, printed
in Polish and Latin. Nor did Matviev conform in his habits.
For he and his Scottish wife, it seemed, preferred to talk with
Alexis about philosophy and such things rather than to obtain
honors at court. On his part, Alexis liked to listen, as he sipped
hot spiced wine; he called Matviev “Little Sergy” and made
him the unofficial foreign minister of All of Rus. When the
Ukrainian trouble came, Alexis made Little Sergy also minister
of Ukrainian affairs.
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It was all very unorthodox, even to the lovely dark-haired
girl Natalia Kirilovna Naryshkin, who waited upon Matviev’s
wife—she was a niece, of an obscure family with Tatar blood
in its ancestry. When Matviev remarked once that Natalia
was of an age to marry, Alexis agreed. “I will find a husband,”
he promised, “for the little pigeon.”

The next evening he announced that he would be the hus-
band.

Matviev would not believe that. Bending his head to the
floor, he cried, “My master, you would not destroy me!”

Skilled as he was in diplomacy, he realized instantly the
hatred he would arouse among the great boyar families and
particularly among the Miloslavsky clan, if the tsar were to
announce that he meant to marry a girl who had exhibited
herself publicly at Matviev’s house.

“No, Little Sergy,” Alexis said, “I would not do that.”

He had a way of contriving things, of picking out compe-
tent men to handle responsibility and letting them do so with-
out interference. Perhaps it was more than the physical charm
of the girl that he sought. When he returned from Matviev’s
house, he climbed to the guarded terem among the towers of
the Kremlin, where slept his two young sons Feodor and Ivan,
the one afflicted with a blood taint that weakened him, the
other a half-blind stammering imbecile. Apart from them lived
his six healthy surviving daughters.

These princesses of an empire, cloistered from public view,
had to conform to the life pattern of nuns. By ancient custom
they were allowed to ride forth only in closed sleighs, or to
hear a church service only within a curtained balcony. Such
tsarevnas could not talk face to face with young men of their
own kind. They could not marry. '

Alexis had given his daughters intelligent tutors, books, and
the best of servants. One of them, Sophia, had proved to be a
brilliant pupil, although she was thickset and homely, silent
and much given to writing diaries.

Perhaps Alexis sought in Natalia Naryshkin a vitality that-
he did not find in the terem which formed his home. At any
rate, he contrived his marriage in the customary way, by bid-
ding fifty-nine daughters of well-known boyars come before
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him to be candidates for the “sovereign’s delight.” The sixtieth
was Natalia. When the girls had been viewed for a day, and
during their sleep at night, Alexis announced that Natalia
would be the tsaritsa, his bride.

It is known of Natalia only that she was attractive and gay,
loving entertainment, with a “small mind.” Even as tsaritsa she
continued to drive out in one of Matviev’s European carriages
with her face unveiled.

After his marriage Alexis indulged in wilder entertainment,
to satisfy himself as well as Natalia. Not in the Kremlin but in
his rambling summerhouse near the Yauza River he had a
room fitted up with a stage, calling it the Room of Comedy,
and upon the stage a spectacle performed by actors improvised
from the foreign colony—German and Polish youths. Seated
alone in front of the stage, with the women screened in the
gallery, with elderly servants, attendant priests, and solemn
diplomats ranged discreetly in chairs behind him, he watched
from midmorning until dark such an unheard-of spectacle as
“The Tsaritsa Judith Cuts Off the Head of the Tsar Holo-
fernes.”

Think for a moment of that picture, of the thickset impas-
sive man with the tired wistful eyes sitting absorbed in a make-
shift throne seat while a score of apprentices from the foreign
colony—there were no other actors available—performed the
old, old story of Judith. It is amusing, certainly, when you
recall that the theater in Paris might be performing such an
adult and satirical thing as Moli¢re’s Le Malade lmaginaire,
while the Restoration comedies being played in England were
more sophisticated stuff than William Shakespeare ever
dreamed on.

Yet Alexis, the spectator, shared the craving of his people
for music and movement. Far from Moscow and unhampered
by the religious code, girls were dancing the chorovod under
the cherry blossoms of the Ukraine, Volga rivermen were
singing at their tow ropes. Villagers in the northern forests
crowded to watch mummers and dancing bears.

Successful in its first endeavor, Alexis’ Room of Comedy
staged the story of Esther. The spectators had no trouble in
identifying the young Natalia with Esther, and Alexis with
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Ahasuerus (“Xerxes”). After that Alexis had conjurers and a
chorus come into the dining hall during a feast. Cautiously,
and enjoying himself in the process, he was bridging the gap
between ancient Byzantine monasticism and the new ways of
Europe.

Among the women who watched the entertainments from
their screened galleries, there was silent strain. Natalia, now
pregnant, had six stepdaughters, some of them older than she.
Somewhere between these seven women and the two sickly
boys would fall the regency of All of Rus on Alexis’ death.
Because it was not customary to do so, he had not yet an-
nounced his successor. When Natalia gave birth to a boy, and
a healthy boy, the strain increased perceptibly. Although an
infant, Peter seemed to have all his wits, while at least one of
his half brothers was an idiot. Obviously some adult would
need to serve as regent, but who would that adult be?

Because their Siberian exile had thinned out the male Ro-
manovs, mutilating those who survived, Alexis remained the
only competent man of the family. And the family ties were
very strong in such a boyar family. The father ruled as master
and archpriest, to whom servile obedience must be given. If
this gosudar, this head of the family, should be disgraced or
exiled, the family shared his fate.

In Alexis’ time few of the ancient princely families survived
intact. They had been decimated or removed from their es-
tates by the inflexible anger of Ivan the Terrible; for nearly a
century the higher posts of the empire-to-be had been filled
by “men of the time” appointed by the tsar’s will, as Alexis
himself had just raised Matviev to boyar rank. Yet the families
newly raised to be near the person of the tsar displayed just as
much jealousy and sometimes more greed for gain than the
children of Rurik, the lords of ancient Kiev, Vladimir, and
Tver had shown in their time. Unlike the great nobility of
Europe, these “men of the time” had no chiteaux or castles of
their own, sustained by ancestral lands and revenues. They
dwelt for the most part in rambling houses squeezed into the
White City, as close as possible to the Kremlin; they were sus-
tained by awards from the Treasury. The scale of their suste-
nance was written down on the record of rank and privileges.
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Alexis had ordered this record roll destroyed. But there
were other records, and the families had excellent memories.

Of all the families, the two that had most at stake were the
Miloslavskys—the kindred of the dead Maria and the six sur-
viving daughters—and the obscure Naryshkins, who had
thronged into Moscow after Natalia’s marriage. By ancient

Contemporary medallion '
Tsar Alexis and his second wife Natalia Naryshkin—parents
of Peter

custom the kindred of a new tsaritsa received the posts closest
to the person of the tsar. That custom dated back to the time
when a gosudar’s life and succession became more secure n
the care of his children’s kinsmen than in the hands of his own
brothers and uncles, who might conceivably have a claim to
the throne.

Perhaps because he remembered too well the popular out-
cry twenty-odd years before at the misconduct of some of the
Miloslavskys whom he had made ministers, perhaps because he
sought to change the old usage, Alexis had given the highest
appointments to strangers who seemed to merit them, like
Matviev.
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So neither the Miloslavsky clan nor the Naryshkin family
held posts of power close to Alexis. The heads of the two
clans, both named Ivan, in fact, were kept at a distance from
the Great Master. Obviously Alexis meant to balance the
privilege and prestige of the rival families.

The consequence was only to postpone the reckoning.
Alexis, a wise moderator, still possessed as tsar the full power
of a despot; before his throne men prostrated themselves as
they had done formerly before the Tatar khans.

To that power Sophia had grown accustomed, vicariously.
It surrounded her with subservience, yet would forever be
denied her. She could not even be given in marriage to some-
one of royal blood in a distant land, as was the fashion in
Europe. As Tsarevna of Rus her lineage was held to be supe-
rior to pagan families of the west. She could only exist, robed
and secluded, condemned to death-in-life.

The men who visited Sophia sat respectfully on the other
side of the narrow hall, and hurried on to other duties. Simeon
of Polotsk, the brilliant western scholar who tutored the sis-
ters, wrote the dramas for the new Room of Comedy and in-
trigued Alexis with his poems and exhortations. Sophia had
been his best pupil; she was too old for books now. Those shy
monks of Kiev who discoursed in Latin and Greek had been
set to work as masters of the new Academy.

Stolid and silent, Sophia permitted herself to be robed and
disrobed in the cell-like chambers of the terem, often seeing
but never sharing the life of the young mother, Natalia, who
had to fear at worst only a mild reproof from Alexis.

Among the Miloslavsky clan and among Sophia’s servants
there began to be whispers that the newborn Peter brought ill
omen to the family. So unlike 2 Romanov he was. “Who ever
heard of a tsar’s son named Peter? Ivan, Dmitri, Feodor—such
are the rightful names of a tsar’s son. Big, he is, and boisterous
as a German or Tatar. Not like Ivan, not like Feodor!”

The First Favorites

Ancient custom had made Alexis the head of another family
numbering into the thousands. Always beyond the door,
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whether he slept or prayed in an ikon corner, they waited
patiently. Those who had the right to ascend the main stair-
way, the famous Red Stair of the palace, held themselves su-
perior to others. Early in the morning the boyars so favored
waited outside his sleeping chamber in full-length robes furred
and embroidered, with their beards combed, to know if the
Great Master would speak with them.

In the labyrinthian corridors, however, existed other throngs,
impoverished shadows, pensioners often bearing famous names.
They were “the upstairs poor” and Alexis nourished them for
his soul’s sake.

Actually, Alexis fed thousands daily in the many-columned
dining hall of the terem—and by the dishes carried forth from
the imperial kitchens to other dining halls. The dishes were
carried by an army of stewards, scullions, sons of boyars—
dishes heaped up with the produce of hundreds of orchards,
wheat fields, and cellars belonging throughout the lands to
Alexis himself. In a year the feasters at the tsar’s tables alone
would consume six hundred barrels of wine and honey mead.

This nourishing of a multitude was managed by the Bureau
of the Great Court. The Bureau of Stables cared for the horse
herds of the tsar. The Treasury kept count of his stocks of
furs, silk, cloth of gold, silver, and jewels. His expenses were
paid by the revenues of forty towns—there was no city the
size of Moscow in all of Rus—and the taxes levied upon many
trades in Moscow, such as the blacksmiths or the fishmongers.

Some thirty-seven of these bureaus functioned somehow or
other, squeezed into the Kremlin. There was a Bureau of
Brigands, and a Bureau of Secret Affairs. Generations passed
with hardly a change in the bureaus—the newest of them being
the Streletzky Prikaz (Musketeers), the Pushkarsky Prikaz
(Artillery), and the Sibirsky Prikaz, all dating back more
than half a century. For them, new taxes had been imposed.

Alexis’ remedy for the age-old inertia of the Moscow bu-
reaus had been to place new personalities over them. Few of
these personalities had been Muscovites or wealthy men. Ni-
kon, the brilliant patriarch of Rus, had been the son of a
northern peasant, a devourer of books. Nikon had been driven
and almost consumed by a fiery determination to bring order
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into the ancient liturgy of the land, and he had ended by an-
tagonizing the spirit of devout believers in the old, who held
that by changing signs and words the impatient Nikon was
attempting to alter ancient truth. Many of these Old Believers
had forsaken the churches, taking congregations with them.®

No doubt this Nikon, who was guided by visions, had
abused his power by striking his adversaries with terror. Yet
Alexis supported his friend, who as patriarch was his only
peer in the land. This support was not blindly given, for often
Alexis had attempted, however timidly, to guide the man who
should have been his spiritual guide. When Nikon, daringly,
demanded that the body of Philip, a saint slain by the anger of
Ivan the Terrible, should be transported from remote Solovet-
sky in the White Sea to the cathedral in Moscow, where
dwelt Alexis as the successor to Ivan, the tsar did not object.
Instead he wrote, carefully, a letter of propitiation to the mur-
dered Philip: “I beg for thy presence here, that by it may be
atoned the sin of my predecessor the Tsar Ivan. . . .”

And Nikon’s intention of staging before the people a dem-
onstration of penance to be imposed by him on the living tsar
fell flat. Incensed, he complained bitterly of the unholy con-
duct of the boyars who formed his escort on this strange pil-
grimage. Again Alexis wrote a letter, this time in gentle re-
proof to the man he venerated. In it he called the ambitious
Nikon his “cherished friend and fellow in the yoke, guardian
of my soul.” As for the offending boyars, he pointed out, “If
they were wise, you could reprove them; but to reprove fool-
ish men is like treading on their corns . . . no one can be
made to feel religion by force.”

The man Alexis had selected to deal with foreign affairs
was the most remarkable of this group of “yoke fellows.”
Athanasy Ordin Nastchokin came from the home of a clerk
in Pskov, where he had learned German and Swedish and had
accumulated a library—a rare achievement in the days when
few could read the native Slavonic, and when “Polish and
Latin writings” were banned intermittently by the Church.
Athanasy, as Alexis called him, was that rarest of combina-
tions, a natural diplomat of inflexible integrity. Not only did
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he refuse to violate a word of a treaty agreed on, but he re-
fused to let Alexis do so.

Although Athanasy thought as a Russian, and was whole-
heartedly intent on bringing order into disordered Rus, he un-
derstood Europeans very well. While he worked for them, he
criticized the Muscovites unmercifully, earning unpopularity
for himself by so doing. Even more than Alexis, he sought
the aid of western methods and new inventions such as astro-
labes, quadrants, firearms, and above all shipping. Because he
believed that the waterways from the Volga to the Baltic
were the lifeline of Rus, he ventured to build himself some-
thing never seen before on the Volga, a seagoing brig with
sails that could be set to make headway against the wind. By
degrees he put a serviceable fleet into operation on the Volga
and Caspian. (Ironically, his first brig, the Orel [Eagle] was
burned by Stenka Razin at Astrakhan.)

To keep Alexis thinking about the west, Athanasy used to
write out a daily gist of news for him to read, a primitive sort
of newspaper.

Besides the Volga artery, Athanasy’s other conviction was
the advantage of enduring peace with Poland, then far supe-
rior to Muscovy in culture. He even insisted on the return of
Kiev to Poland as promised in a treaty he had drawn. But
Alexis, who had as keen a sense of heritage as Ivan the Ter-
rible, would not hear to yielding up an ancient stronghold of
Rus.

“Athanasy,” he cried, “it’s a sin to throw away even a por-
tion of Orthodox bread.”

He did not mean, of course, that his stubborn chancellor
was throwing away hallowed bread. He meant that Orthodox
believers dwelt in that city on the Dnieper, hallowed by mem-
ories. To Alexis’ way of thinking, it would be a sin to disown
them. Kiev was kept in spite of the treaty agreement.

Tired of public criticism, and unable to reconcile his con-
viction as a statesman with his master’s religious zeal, Ordin
Nastchokin resigned his heavy responsibility—as Nikon had
resigned his strife-torn patriarchate—to retire to a monastery.
It was then that Alexis called upon Matviev to be “guardian
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of the sovereign seal’—in other words chancellor of the in-
choate empire.

And Little Sergy, along with his other heavy responsibili-
ties, took up the duty of educating Alexis, who was quite will-
ing to read anything written in Slavonic. With the aid of
Nicholas Spathary, a Greek, the following works were fur-
nished Alexis: an account of the prophet Daniel; an outline
of the marvels of arithmetic; a sketch of wisdom—The seven
sciences as revealed by the Muses; a word picture of the great
church of St. Sophia at Constantinople; The Book of Basil—
an account of hero kings from the times of David and Neb-
uchadnazzar.

A pathetic reading list, you will think, for the Great Mas-
ter of some millions of human beings. Yet it was a long step
forward from the books of earlier tsars, which had been al-
most entirely prayers and liturgy. Little Sergy and Athanasy
had talked with foreigners who had mastered Galileo’s con-
cept of an expanded universe and Descartes’s theory of the
human mind’s assimilation of the new sciences. Together—for
Alexis supported them stoutly—the “yoke fellows” were en-
deavoring to lift Russian minds out of the murk of Byzantine
superstition. They were the first open sponsors of the new
learning and they accomplished much because Alexis pro-
tected them. .

These pioneers were trying to catch up with two centuries
of lost time. Aware of the achievements of the Renaissance in
Europe, and the still more rapid advances made during the
seventeenth century, they understood only too well that the
minds of the mass of Russians still held to a medieval pattern.
In fact, Simeon of Polotsk caught the resemblance between
Alexis and Francis I. And he wrote a spirited memorandum to
his master, pointing out how that first modern king of France
had relied upon wise men to advise him, and how he had led
his people out of ignorance. “For what the sovereign loves,
his people also will learn to love.”

Alexis could understand that. If he could set his people an
example! He made such prodigious gifts to all who came near
him that the Treasury officials were at times troubled to find
the gifts their master had promised to bestow; in the darkness
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before Easter dawn Alexis made the round of the upstairs
poor and the prisoners in the labyrinth of the Kremlin. With
both hands he gave away presents.

He wanted to give back a pbrtion of land to each peasant
who labored as a state serf.

He was never able to meet many of the common folk face
to face, and not many of the nobulity imitated his piety. His
“yoke fellows” remained a chosen few. By elevating them
above the routine channels of government, he set a precedent
for ill as well as good. They were the first of the great favor-
ites who would play an increasingly important role in Russia.

Light from the West

Troubled by the vicissitudes of his reign, Alexis was quite
ready to believe that his own sins had brought misfortune on
his head. Patiently he listened to the exhortations of Simeon
Polotsk and even to the unknown preacher found in the Arc-
tic and brought to Moscow by one of the Stroganovs. This
stalwart preacher, instead of voicing the familiar sayings of
prophets and saints, stormed at those “bound to gold and car-
riages and serfs . . . full of words when ye are full of wine at
a pothouse, and silent as if speechless before Christ . . . la-
boring to please men, herding together like stinking goats.”

Alexis had no wish, or could not bring himself, to break
with the continuity of the past. It seemed to him that the folk
of Rus must hold to old beliefs and faith while learning some-
thing of the new science of the west. Although he wore the
time-honored regalia himself, he allowed men in European
dress—even in wigs—to come before him. One of his “yoke
fellows” built a monastery on the Kiev road. Here a score of
Kiev monks had the perpetual task of teaching other lan-
guages to all who asked to be taught.

Then there was “the strange Serb,” Krijanich, who came to
Moscow to learn, and who remained to teach. Krijanich, a
Catholic priest educated in Rome, had a vision of a united
Slavdom, and had journeyed to Moscow because he felt that
the tsar-had the power to join together the scattered Slavs—
“those upon the Danube, and those who are Poles . . . op-
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pressed by strangers, with the German yoke upon their
necks.”
Yet after dwelling in Moscow, Krijanich exclaims in anger,

. never was dominion so oppressive as this of the Mus-
covites! . . . let the tsar give command to close the offices
and shops that are not blessed by learning and understand-
ing!”

g[t is not of Alexis that Krijanich complains but of the over-
bearing manners and ignorance of the Muscovites, with their
barbaric clothing and armies of household serfs. “You can’t
even spit on your plate without a servant hurrying to take it
away . . . their clothes make you stow your handkerchief
in your hat, your money in your mouth, your knife and pa-
pers in the tops of your boots . . . truly in no other land is
such drunkenness to be found as here, where women and
priests as well as men are found wallowing in the mud of the
streets, ar 1 sometimes dead.”

Reading this—he is believed to have read all books published
in Slavonic up to his day—Alexis must have bethought him of
the evening when he felt very joyful with his boon com-
panions, when he ordered German organs and trumpets to be
played, and had to be helped back to his bed after he finished
his wine.

Probably Sophia read Krijanich’s book. At least we know
that a copy was owned by the handsome young Vasily Gali-
tzin, who did not drink himself under the table, who spoke
Latin fluently and sometimes talked with Sophia. Vasily Ga-
litzin was not at all like a timid monk of Kiev.

Childlike in his zeal, Krijanich pointed out the barbarism of
the Muscovites because he hoped they might raise themselves
out of barbarism, and because unless they did so he saw no
hope for his united Slavdom. He pointed out the way to that
unity, through mutual education and understanding. Unless
understanding could be gained, he felt that nothing could be
accomplished. In one of his sentences lies the key to mutual
relations among the Slavic peoples and between them and the
western Europeans. “The Slav fears,” Krijanich wrote,
“what he does not understand.”

Krijanich of course was not one of the fellowship centered

[13
.
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in Alexis, working patiently toward enlightenment from the
west. But like them he had stepped forth from Byzantine stag-
nation. Neither Alexis nor Sophia, the “brilliant pupil,” had
forsaken Byzantine customs, but they had begun to admire
western thought. With Krijanich they were looking toward
the west to remedy the ills of Muscovy. ‘

After the publication of his book—and possibly after the
discovery that he had been ordained a Roman priest—the vit-
riolic Krijanich was given a comfortable pension and sent to
live in Tobolsk.

Alexis Asks a Blessing

The affair of the Danzig book did not end so happily. It
came out of the childishness of the Ambassadors’ Bureau (be-
fore Nastchokin). That bureau had begun to ask f2r things
unaccountable to minds in the west, beyond the" invisible
Riga—Constantinople line. Once the bureau asked for the loan
of a Baltic port like Revel (Tallinn) because Muscovy had
no proper port on a navigable sea. Surprised, the Baltic envoys
replied that it would be better for the Muscovites to use their
own port of Archangel, in the Arctic waters. There the mat-
ter rested for the time being.

The Danzig book came into prominence because the bu-
reau and the Razriad wanted war with the Polish republic,
which was then in one of its sinking spells. The Ukraine
played a part in this plan. But Alexis, who was stll young,
wanted to regain Smolensk, the beautiful city on the Dnieper
at the western gate of Moscow. There were Orthodox shrines
in Smolensk. The book, it seems, was to serve as the pretext
for the war.

Published in Latin, the book contained a portrait of a Pol-
ish king with the caption, “He subdued Muscovy.” It also de-
scribed the Muscovites in unflattering terms. So the Muscovite
ambassador at Warsaw pointed out that it was an affront to
the honor of the present tsar to assert in print that his pred-
ecessor had been subdued by a king of Poland.

The diplomats at Warsaw explained, more amused than
alarmed, that no one in Warsaw had had a hand in publishing
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the offending volume. “Here in Poland,” they added, “all
kinds of books are printed, and they say what they like. For
that matter, you can publish what you like about us, in Mos-
cow. If it is amusing we'll laugh, but we won'’t call you to ac-
count for it.”

Still, the envoys of Muscovy insisted that the tsardom had
been injured, and that only the return of the frontier towns
granted to the Polish king of the portrait would redress the
injury of the words “he subdued Muscovy.”

Baffled, the Poles retorted that no one in Moscow seemed
to have sense enough to read Latin with understanding.
“Those words penned by a eulogist don’t 77z¢a72 anything!” ~

This the Muscovites would not believe, at least officially.
They countered with an ultimatum. The offending chapter
must be torn out of the Danzig book and burned in public by
the official hangman. The Poles, no longer amused, answered
that it was nonsense to think they could go through such an
act of public disgrace; but to satisfy the Muscovites the of-
fending chapter could be burned in private. The Muscovites
were not satisfied, and the Poles at last burned the pages in
the market place at Warsaw.

In spite of that, war was declared later by the Razriad. Be-
hind the argument over the book lay the age-old difference
in mentality of two peoples. To the cultured Poles the tsar
often seemed to be a funny man or a cruel monster; to the
Muscovites the tsar, however sickly or deficient, personified
their heritage of divine protection and mundane power.

To Alexis this war was not so much an adventure as a
sacred duty. The Muscovite generals commanding were sum-
moned into his presence for his blessing, and he at least took
seriously the ancient words “greater love hath no man” . . .
with tears he urged the commanders to pray and to show
mercy to those under them, as if caring for their own souls;
at the cathedral with his own hand he gave the sacramental
cup to the generals, one after the other. The “Decree to the
Generals” or written plan of campaign was laid upon the al-
tar, under the ikon, before being handed by Alexis to his offi-
cers.

And apparently Alexis had inserted something very unusual
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in this plan. Instead of making war in the usual way, it
seemed, these voevodes were to cross the frontier and march
into Poland without any attempt at destruction. They were
to march armed but bearing a message of peace, doing no in-
jury to people or to fields, merely summoning walled towns
to open their gates.

Whether this humamitarian aspect of invasion actually had
an effect, or whether the Muscovite armies were too power-
ful in numbers to be resisted at first, the result was that border
towns like Smolensk did open their gates without resistance.

That happy state of affairs did not continue long. The
march-through became a savage conflict which lasted inter-
mittently for thirteen years, ending only with the loss of two
Muscovite armies entire. Blessing and prayer at the cathedral
had not enabled the Muscovite generals to prevail through
the new quality of mercy or to remain victorious, although
Alexis had broken tradition a second time by visiting the en-
campments in person.

Urged by Nastchokin, Alexis agreed to a lasting peace with -
the Poles—but he kept Kiev.

However, Alexis had set a precedent. The unfortunate gen-
erals who did not achieve success through prayer were all
Russians. So were the “yoke fellows” chosen by Alexis, usu-
ally from the middle class. No foreigner was appointed to be
the head of any activity. Alexis’ generals were often advised,
for good or ill, by foreign officers, but the command lay in
their hands. He wanted his Russians to learn by experience,
~ while they were advised by foreigners. And that was what

they did.

Meanwhile the Muscovite state rested upon the edge of an
abyss. Alexis, aware of that, felt almost powerless to
strengthen the government of which he was the despotic head.
He was only the second Romanov; his dynasty had endured
little longer than his own lifetime. Yet already, in his middle
age, he felt that his dynasty was failing.

The abyss, stretching from the outmost earth wall of Mos-
cow to the far west, separated his people from the progressive
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minds of the west. When, two centuries before in the time of
the third Ivan, the first visitors from the west had found the
Muscovites backward and uncouth, the gap between the vis-
itors and the dwellers on the Moskva had been slight, easy to
close. Now it had grown greater because the westerners had
advanced while the Muscovites had stood still.

And now his people were becoming conscious of that abyss,
So many of them had seen and felt with their hands the better
foreign coins, carriages, seagoing ships, and medicines. The
firelocks from Sweden, the woolen cloth from England, the
pewter, the “iron implements.” And something momentous
was happening. His people were losing confidence in “ancient
usage.” True, they held stubbornly to the past; they would
not change ancient ways, but they were becoming uncertain
and afraid. Too often had Alexis heard “the outcry of the
people.” '

He knew the reason for that. The Muscovite state could
not meet the needs of the new empire, of All of Rus, stretch-
ing to Yakutsk, and to Astrakhan and Archangel. Muscovy
had grown up as a city, feeding upon the adjacent riverlands;
now the central power of an empire of land, it still fed itself,
drawing taxes, furs, timber, grain, and all the stuff of human
needs out of its expanding lands. Its voevodes fed themselves
from its far provinces. The mechanism of the bureaus only
served to draw sustenance toward Moscow; there existed no
mechanism to aid the far lands.

In its inertia the Muscovite government had found no
means to send supplies to the famine area of the Ukraine, or
to check the ravage of the plague, although it checked the
Volga uprisings with the guns of its Streltsi.

It was the greatness of Alexis Romanov that he could real-
ize this, and start his people toward change. Like them he
would not depart from the ancient way of life. You could
not, it seemed, take a step from the year 1473 into the year
1673. No, you would have to take your first step from the old
standing ground. Had not the inspired Nikon started by
changing the incoherent, misspelled prayer books? But Nikon
had gone too far—he had struck at the core of old belief, and
men had fled from the churches. The ancestors of the Stroga-
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novs had managed an empire in the Urals; now a Stroganov
dwelt in a town house across the Red Place, and spoke Polish,
traveling to Vienna, even. But he had found an Arctic
preacher for the good of his soul. You couldn’t destroy the
core of such men to teach them new ways. _

Athanasy had not craved his new model ships merely to
imitate the European shipping of this day; he had wanted to
carry commerce out of the old river routes into the blue Cas-
pian, or around to the Mediterranean. Otherwise Russian
goods would have to be loaded forever on Dutch or French
or English merchant craft. Andreas Vinius, the clever Dutch
planner, had helped build that new fleet for the Caspian.
Afterward they had sent Vinius to the magnificent French
court, where the glib Frenchmen had mocked him, asking
what kept the Muscovites so long from Christian courts. Vi-
nius answered, “Distance, and the will of the Almighty.”

When Alexis Romanov was divested of his regalia at night
to sleep, he dismissed the upstairs poor who sat around him
to recite their minstrels’ tales, and sometimes he played the
musical box, the gift of Little Sergy Matviev. He fed all who
came to his tables, charming them with his manner; he gave
away his enormous individual wealth, while he waited for
the day when the children, the boy and the newborn girl, of
his young wife should be educated in the western way. Then
he died quietly, when the Kremlin was snowbound in Janu-
ary 1676, after naming the sickly Feodor his successor.
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THE YOUNG WESTERNERS

Weakness of the Throne

EODOR was fourteen and half dead. At his coronation

he had to be supported by the arm of Ivan Miloslavsky.

With the great courage of an invalid, who seeks for noth-
ing for himself, he tried to rule as his father had done—seeking
the knowledge of the west. Like Alexis, he abolished the ar-
chaic Table of Ranks and welcomed about him men of quest-
ing mind who had shaved off their beards.

Yet he was handicapped by the ambitions of the Miloslav-
sky clan, and the lack of an able minister.

It was the weakness of the Kremlin that it had no power to
act except by the will of those closest to the throne. Matviev
suggested the appointment of the much younger Peter, who
would undoubtedly survive the ailing Feodor; but Little
Sergy was bound to the Naryshkin fortunes; he was exiled
beyond the Urals on a charge of witchcraft, having in his pos-
session such unblessed objects as musical boxes and incanta-
tions in Latin. Natalia and her son Peter were forbidden to
remain in the Kremlin.

Feodor showed the courage in him, and the impress of his
education—refusing to be greeted servilely as the “Great Mas-
ter” and having alphabet books made for the use of children,
and the rudiments of a university established in a monastery,
to teach Polish and ciphering. Perhaps at Sophia’s urging he
made Vasily Galitzin a boyar—who was to be known as the
“Great Galitzin.” What Feodor could not undertake himself,
he trusted this brilliant student to do for him. Thus favored,
Galitzin made no bones about breaking precedents.
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Sophia, now past her twentieth year, broke precedent also
in coming among the attendants of the bedchamber to nurse
Feodor, whose life meant to her the opportunity to break the
long immurement of the terem and to grasp the power that
she sensed for the first time after Alexis’ death. But Feodor
lived only six years, despite Sophia’s nursing.

No children survived him. He had taken one wife, with all
the customary Byzantine ceremonial. She had died after giv-
ing birth to a son christened Dmitri—one of the many Dmitris
who seemed to perish by some fatality as children in the
shadow of the Kremlin—who also died. Another woman had
married this young tsar, with his flesh rotting away. No issue
survived. '

Calling in of the Streltsi

Perhaps the family as a whole mourned the high-spirited
Feodor. The survivors were young for the most part, and in-
telligent enough. Like the favored Great Galitzin, they liked
to live in rooms made comfortable with Polish settees, cabi-
nets, and wall mirrors; they preferred that men should shave
off the old-fashioned beards and wear short European cloth-
ing instead of the cumbersome oriental robes. In short, they
desired innovations rather than the primitive procedure of
Russian life to which Alexis had adhered outwardly.

Perhaps, feeling so, they understood that it did not matter
greatly which child was robed, to sit on the throne, or what
woman held the greatest prestige because of that. Viewed
from within the Kremlin, the tsardom seemed immutable as
the massive walls themselves. The great bell tolled the death
of Feodor—the Vyestnik, the Summoner—as it had tolled for
other tsars before the Romanovs.

At its summons boyars and passers-by gathered in the space
before the cathedral, and when the patriarch, Joachim, asked
the throng who should be named to succeed Feodor, the
crowd answered readily, “Peter, the son of Alexis.” So they
had been instructed to answer by the messengers of the patri-
arch who had discussed that point with the heads of the most
prominent families the night before. Since Peter was only nine
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years old, his mother Natalia was named regent also, to spon-
sor him. Neither Peter nor his mother had been seen much in
the Kremlin the last few years; they were merely acceptable
names to be repeated. The tsardom would be as it had been
before, managed by the family, the patriarch, and the great
boyar heads like Dolgoruky and Sheremet’ev. Besides, the
populace had a liking for the boy and his handsome young
mother, upon whom the blessing of the good Alexis appeared
to rest.

There was consternation during the last service for Feodor
in the cathedral when the Tsarevna Sophia entered escorted
by Simeon of Polotsk and a group of monks. No imperial
princess had appeared at such a service before—only the
widow, among the women, might appear before the public at
such a time. Natalia was there, with Peter. And after a while
Natalia rose and left, before the service had ended. Sophia re-
mained.

The tension between the two women only reflected the
tension between the Miloslavsky and Naryshkin clans. During
Feodor’s short rule the Miloslavskys, headed by Ivan, had
taken for themselves the most important posts, such as control
of the Treasury. Now that Natalia was regent and the “Euro-
pean” Matviev had been recalled to take charge of affairs the
Miloslavskys feared that they would be torn away from the
throne and exiled. They confided their fears to Sophia, and to
officers of the Streltsi, the garrison of Moscow.

To these same officers Sophia and Ivan Miloslavsky confided
that now was an opportune time for them to assert their
grievances against the Naryshkins, and by so doing obtain
greater pay and privileges from the Miloslavskys.

hen Matviev drove into Moscow at last in his carriage,
some of the Streltsi warned him that there would be a rising
against the new regime of Natalia—“of that she-bear and her
cub.” Matviev hardly listened, saying, “I can take care of any
such rising.”

The experienced diplomat remembered only the Moscow
he had known under Alexis. When he satisfied himself that
rumors had been circulated by the Miloslavsky group that
the life of the idiot Ivan, brother of Feodor, was in danger
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under Natalia, he summoned the Guard regiment of Streltst
to the palace, and showed them Ivan with Natalia and the boy
Peter at the head of the Red Stair. “You see,” he argued, “the
life of no one is threatened by us.”

The Streltsi of that day had been long at peace, their sole
duty that of guarding Moscow, the Kremlin, and the imperial
inmates of the Kremlin. Formed under Ivan the Terrible, and
armed with firelocks, in that early effort to create a trained
standing army, the fourteen thousand “musketeers” occupied
the Suburb of the Streltsi, while the two thousand of the
Guard regiment manned the Kremlin gates—all of them priv-
ileged beyond other Muscovites in that they paid no taxes,
and could engage in trade for themselves while drawing sus-
tenance pay. In consequence most of them, married and quar-
tered comfortably, spent more time in the market places than
in drill, and had a lively interest in the affairs of the Treasury
as well as in their own Streltsi Bureau. They had become a
latter-day Praetorian Guard, nourishing some very real
grievances against voevodes who had tampered with their
pay.
Having lost touch with the situation and the mood of the
guardsmen, Matviev did not realize until too late that they
had come to the palace with the intention of killing the
stronger leaders of the Naryshkin group, of levying tribute on
the Treasury, and of gaining for themselves a voice in the or-
ders issued from this throne held by women and children.

One of their own colonels, a Dolgoruky, was the first to be
thrown from the head of the stair, upon the pikes of the Strel-
tsi below. Then they gripped Matviev, who held frantically
to the nine-year-old Peter. Tearing him from the boy, the
soldiers cut and slashed him until he died. Catching up Peter,
Natalia ran back into the living quarters of the tsars.

For three days, while the bells tolled high on the tower of
Ivan the Terrible, the Streltsi held the Kremlin approaches
and purged the city with blood. For three generations such
bloodshed had not been seen within the gates. The Streltst
had prepared a death list, in which Naryshkins and voevodes
of the Streltsi figured largely—the property of the condemned
to be confiscated by the government, and 240,000 rubles of
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back pay, so said the Streltsi, to be turned over to them. Nata-
lia ordered a payment made, but refused, weeping, to surren-
der her brother Ivan Naryshkin, who had been named head of
the Streltsi Bureau. “Do you want all of us to suffer,” de-
manded Sophia, “to protect him?” . .

The head of the Naryshkin clan was delivered up with the
others to be tortured—among them a foreigner, a German nat-
uralist who had been found with snakes preserved in alcohol
in his workroom.

One thing is clear. Among those around the throne only
Sophia had a clear plan to pursue, and on that plan she in-
sisted. The cloistered tsarevna now talked openly with com-
mittees from the soldiery, who in turn petitioned the council
of boyars and prelates that assembled under the eyes of the
Streltsi. At the end of a week Sophia had obtained every point
she demanded, as the only competent adult among the de-
scendants of Alexis. And every point served to humiliate the
despairing Natalia.

All Naryshkins were to be exiled, including Peter, who re-
mained tsar in name yet with the imbecile Ivan “sovereign
tsar”’—that is, Peter’s superior. Until the boys came of age,
Sophia was to be Regent of Rus. The Streltsi were paid off,
and pacified by the fine-sounding title of “Guard of the Great
Court,” while a column was erected in the adjoining Red
Place to honor their achievement in disposing of the Narysh-
kins. ,

Outside the walls of Moscow little was known of this, and
less heeded. Certain personalities had shifted about the throne,
and a new monument had appeared in the Red Place. But the
bureaus remained as before, and taxes were levied without
change.

Sull, two things had happened, because of the ambition of
the unwise Miloslavskys and the determination of Sophia,
that would have a latent effect on Muscovy. The old-line sol-
diery had seized a strategic position that they would not be al-
lowed to hold, and a nine-year-old boy had been frightened
to the core by the murder of his companions.
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The Ghosts of the Tatar Kbhans

Some ten years before then, during the last years of Alexis,
the eyes in the Kremlin had shifted perceptibly toward the
far east. In the west a firm peace had been made with Poland
as Nastchokin so long desired. Alexis himself became inter-
ested in the neglected eastern gateway of Rus for a number of
reasons. The value of the fur intake from Siberia was falling
steadily just at the time when trade could be resumed with
Europe through Bryansk and the Baltic shore. Also Cherni-
govsky’s strange republic was making overtures to the Siber-
sky Prikaz, from the Amur which might well be made the
waterway to the Eastern Ocean Sea.

It was then that the great trade caravan was made up, to
embark on the long transcontinental journey to Peking, to
discover that Chinese merchants would pay four times the
value of ermine and Arctic fox and even gray squirrel skins.
It would be only a short haul from the eastern Siberian ostrogs
to Chinese markets. The Chinese merchants had tea and other
desirable things to sell, but above all they had silk, which was
fancied by the Muscovites and craved by Europeans.

The Siberian Bureau wanted more Chinese silk. Acting as
always by imperial decree—Alexis being by far the greatest
merchant in the land—the bureau forbade private trade in the
finer furs, and proclaimed silk a monopoly of the state, while
it sent a voevode to assume command on the Amur. And it be-
came very curious about the still mysterious China. Was
China so strongly defended by its Great Wall? Of what, ex-
actly, did the strength of China consist? Could the eastern
gateway of Rus be pushed around or through the Great
Wall?

Very vividly in Muscovite minds lingered the memory of
the great Tatar khans who had ruled Asia, and especially of
Batu Khan of the Golden Horde who had ruled Muscovy. In
their thrust across the north of the continent, the Muscovites
had been following the old roads of the Tatars; they had come
upon Mongol shrines and even upon surviving Mongols be-
yond the Holy Lake (Baikal). These ghosts were very real
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to them. The more superstitious among them believed in
treasures of gold and jewels hidden away in the east, and in
some secret of power possessed by the men of the east. They
knew the Chinese emperor as the Bogdikhan (Heavenly-
great Khan) and Peking as Khanbaligh (City of the Khan).
For some reason inexplicable to Europeans, the Siberian Bu-
reau, the Razriad, and the Bureau of Ambassadors held all far
eastern affairs to be secret. Maps of the eastern coast and
routes thither could not be shown to foreigners. Such maps
named China “Kitai,” Cathay.

And now the ghosts of the ancient Tatars had materialized
in the Manchu Tatars of the unknown north who had passed
over the Amur and through the Great Wall, to conquer
“Cathay.”

Journal of Nicholas Spathary

In 1674, with the revival of their interest in the Amur and
China, the bureaus selected a very shrewd man to send as en-
voy to the court of the new khan. He was a foreigner, Nich-
olas Spathary, chief interpreter for the Razriad—a Greek who
had emerged from the Balkans with his nose clipped for
treachery, and with a truly amazing command of languages
(being known in Europe as the “polyglot man”).

Matviev must have had great confidence in Spathary, be-
cause he gave him credentials as ambassador and boyar (in-
stead of interpreter of the War Office), and briefed him about
what was known of the lands around China, including “the
island in the sea rich in gold and silver called Yapon [ Japan].”

Spathary’s added instructions make curious reading. He
was to “find out by all means, positively, whether in future
there would be friendship and intercourse between His Maj-
esty the Tsar and the Chinese Bogdikhan; also by what terri-
tories . . . and nomad lands it would be best to go, from Si-
beria to China . . . and how far it is from town to town,
from tribe to tribe, in versts or days?”

More than that, the talented Greek was to investigate pos-
sible water routes, and what manner of transport was used
along the different routes. “And especially what princes rule



THE YOUNG WESTERNERS 57

along these routes, of what peoples, and do they ill-treat cos-
sacks and traders, or do they pay tribute to His Majesty?
. . . Also what are their occupations? As to all this, he is to
make personal inquiry by every means of all people, and get
at the whole truth. He must write down everything with the
greatest accuracy, point by point, describing the ‘entire Chi-
nese empire.

“And m general he, Nicholas, whether in China or on the
way thither, is to further in all ways His Majesty’s interests
. . . also to seck everywhere to put forward His Majesty’s
name, and to speak in such manner as may serve to exalt the
honor of His Majesty.”

Now these are not general instructions to a full-powered
ambassador; they are orders given to an agent. The orders
even extend to Spathary’s return, since they bid him return
by the same route to Moscow, where he is to present himself
at a certain office before Matviev and the chief secretaries of
the bureau, with all his data written down, his routes study
carefully outlined, and his key map drawn. In terms of today,
this astute factotum of the Muscovite Foreign Office was to
journey to the Chinese court under cover as ambassador, to
make a strategical survey of all routes into China, to report as
an espionage agent on the new Manchu administration—be-
sides carrying on propaganda for Moscow, and the power of
the tsar.

But no one man could carry out all those orders. While
Nicholas Spathary, the “polyglot man,” might have attempted
to do so on a mission to the Turks at Constantinople or to the
Austrians at Vienna, he could not do so in this case because he
knew neither the Mongolian nor the Manchu-Chinese lan-
guages.

No, on their face the briefing from Matviev and the orders
written out by the bureau secretaries do not make sense. Yet
Little Sergy was experienced in foreign affairs. And if we read
between the lines, the directives do make sense.

Remember that neither Alexis nor Matviev had any first-
hand knowledge of All of Rus east of the Volga. In this year
of 1674 they had shifted their interest from the familiar west
to the almost unknown east. Unmistakably in doing so Mat-
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viev, if not Alexis, had found his Siberian Bureau untrust-
worthy, its records misleading (in his own briefing of Spa-
thary he describes Mongol princes as “t;ibute payers to His
Majesty” whereas the Mongols at that time were quite open
in their defiance of Muscovite authority; yet while Matviev
is mistaken in the information he must have had from the bu-
reau, he is correct enough in his information about the islands
south of China which were known to Dutch traders, and
which might have been described to Matviev by Andreas
Vinius—who evidently had Alexis’ confidence because he
served as ambassador to the French court).

Also Matviev must have been dissatisfied with the results of
previous embassies to Peking. Evidently he and Alexis wanted
urgently to discover whether the seemingly rich empire of the
Manchus could be invaded with the force at their disposal, or
whether they must fall back upon a trade relationship, and if
so of what kind. So Matviev refused to send another voevode
of the Sibirsky Prikaz to the east, relying instead upon a man
who had no tie-up with the bureau, and instructing him care-
fully to have his reports written before re-entering the Krem-
lin, and to report in person to Matviev as well as the bureau
secretaries.

Apparently Spathary was to report upon the actual condi-
tion of the great dominion in the east, which the inefficient
bureau had kept shrouded in mystery. An examination of his
letters sent back to Moscow show that he did exactly that, for
his journal begins at the Volga crossing and was dispatched
piecemeal to Matviev and Alexis.

Spathary satisfied himself, taking a long time on the way to
do so, that the Amur offered the only water route to China—
“for the two great streams [ Hoang-ho and Yangtze] that flow
through China south of Peking have their sources in the des-
erts where the Mongols dwell and the Kalmuks.”

On the Amur itself he pointed out where a fort could be
built to control the river so “the Chinese would be unable to
brings ships into the Amur.”

The overland routes he listed carefully, actually including
some known only to the Jesuit missionaries whom he met in
Peking. But even inland, knowing the Russian dependence on
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waterways, he pointed out where boats could get through.
His seventh land route started from Baikal into the hazardous
Mongol highlands via water to Lake Dalai (Great Lake)—“on
the shore of Dalai a fort might be built . . . which might be
reached by boats. There, too, can be found tin and silver, for
old workings are to be seen and the natives say the ores are
there even now. When we were in Selenginsk Fort [the ostrog
pushed south of Baikal only six years before] we sent people
for purposes of trade and to explore that road . . . with pack
animals the journey takes six weeks; riding, it can be done in
three. Even if entry were refused to Peking itself, one could
still trade outside the Wall in the watch-guard town [Kalgan].
In any case, Selenginsk cossacks have been sent . . . to find
out all about this road.”

Spathary drew his exhaustive findings from the frontier
guards, from traders returning from the Great Wall, from
Mongol envoys, but seldom if ever from the voevodes of the
bureau. :

From the terminal town of Yeniseisk he wrote to Matviev:
“This Yenisei country, my lord, is very fine, reminding me
of Wallachia—and the Yenisei River of the Danube, a very
great river and a merry one. And God has given abundance
of corn . . . and population.”

To Alexis, from the same town: “. . . I sought out there
Your Majesty’s cossacks and the trader Gavril Romanov who
not many days since arrived from China by way of Your
Majesty’s Selenginsk fort. The traders told me, Your Majes-
ty’s humble servant . . . that in Khanbaligh Russian deserters
told them secretly that if there were two thousand of Your
Majesty’s regular soldiers beyond Baikal at the present time,
it would be possible to bring into subjection under Your
Majesty’s high hand not only all the land beyond Baikal im-
mediately but all the land right up to the Great Wall of
China—the Bogdikhan being extremely weak, mightily afraid
of the cossacks, and greatly upset with his war with the
Chinese of the south.”

Now that is a piece of good intelligence—except for the
suggestion that the Manchu emperor had any fear of cossacks.

[11
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In that year (1675) the Manchu armies had suffered defeats in
the south, and were in danger of collapse.

Spathary found and questioned Mongol envoys in Yenisei
—“two from the Khutukhta Lama, their high priest, the head
of their religion as far as India.” And in his epistle to Matviev
he added: “The Mongols are mightily afraid of the cossacks.
And I seem to see, if Providence but wills it, the fear of God
and of the great Tsar fall upon the heathen of these countries,
so that they shall flee when no man pursueth! When I reach
the frontier, I shall see . . . what sort of population and arma-
ment they have.” :

This is special pleading of course. Aware that his great
sponsors desired to press toward China, Spathary was pointing
out encouraging signs to them. At the frontier he had a fol-
lowing of a hundred and fifty “cossacks and other people, all
being chosen men and well qualified” for the ostensible pur-
pose of building monasteries and churches—actually he was
sending out exploring parties over a wide territory along the
mystery-ridden frontier.

At Albazin he noted for Alexis’ attention: ‘“The Albazin
cossacks serve Your Majesty with the greatest zeal. . . . Be-
tween them, however, and the Nerchinsk voevode [at the
nearest frontier post] quarrels have arisen because they refused
to accept a certain Tobolsk boyar’s son sent by him to rule
over them, as this man wanted to establish a kabak and other
unworthy things in the fort. They begged him [i.e., the voe-
vode] to give them an experienced Trans-Baikal cossack as
chief, but he would not. . . . The voevodes before my arrival
told the cossacks to say nothing of this affair to me.” '

He had no way of knowing—because it took at least two
years to send a dispatch from the frontier to Moscow and
receive an answer—that Alexis had died and Matviev been
sent into exile. His last reports were being opened by the secre-
taries of the bureau itself!

To the Chinese officers at the first frontier post, Spathary
stated blandly that he had been sent “by the desire of His
Majesty the Tsar to maintain neighborly relations and friend-
ship with their master the Bogdikhan.”
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In Peking Spathary was received with very keen suspicion.
He was kept waiting in the “hickory palisade,” which seems
to have been the rude quarters to which Russians were con-
fined. The Manchu officials in that time of stress wanted to
examine closely this curious envoy of the “Urous Khakhan”
or Great Khan of Rus, who might be either a useful friend
or a potential enemy. And Spathary proved to be a match for
Chinese guile. '

In Moscow he had been given a duplicate set of papers,
identifying him as a general factotum or agent instead of the
ambassador he had claimed to be. When the Manchus refused
to receive him as ambassador from a monarch equal to K’ang
hsi, the Greek presented his alternate set of papers, and gained
a hearing. And, although confined to his quarters in Peking, he
‘brought out with him a very fine description of the Chinese
Empire. Not until very recently have scholars identified this
as, nearly word for word, the account already published by
one of the Jesuits at Peking and undoubtedly shown Spathary
by Father Verbiest, who befriended him there!

Nor were the Chinese entirely deceived by this inexplicable
ambassador-agent. Years later K’ang hsi, in a message to Peter,
complained of “the very perverse conduct of Mikolai who
formerly came from his kingdom.” “Mikolai” must have been
the brilliant Nicholas.

Spathary got back safely to Moscow after three years, with
his mass of valuable intelligence. Without his patron Matviev
he was rudely treated by the Sibirsky Prikaz—closely interro-
gated, and reduced to service as ordinary interpreter, on half
allowance. Nor was he permitted, it seems, to leave Moscow
again.

Look back for a moment at the group to which Spathary
had belonged before his disgrace, at the group of “yoke
fellows” gathered around Alexis—Nikon, Athanasy Ordin
Nastchokin, Little Sergy Matviev, Simeon Polotsk the stu-
dent, Andreas Vinius the merchant-adventurer. They had
been pioneers of a new movement, to change the ancient usage
of Rus gradually to western ways. They had made vital begin-
nings. After them, it was impossible to ignore the west.
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But they had been able to start in a new direction only the
educated minds within Moscow itself.

Shipments of political exiles to Siberia increased after the
suppression of the Volga revolt, because influential families
were being uprooted and sent to the eastern katorgas. These
families had to join in the labor of the settlements, not so much
because they had been condemned to labor as from the neces-
sity of sustaining life.

And like the earlier conquistadors of the Chernigovsky type
some of these Ukrainians assumed leadership in the new land.

What Father Gerbillon Witnessed

Almost as soon as the regency of Sophia Romanov began
in Moscow, a new personality made itself felt beyond the
Urals. The Great Galitzin, her lover and favorite, tried to
improve transportation by extending the yam, or post-road
chain, farther east to Yeniseisk, and by building a log road
thither across the marshy steppe. To do this he impressed the
families of exiles, which could not easily desert a post and
disappear into the wilderness.

After a while, in 1688, another new person with authority
appeared in the far east. Feodor Golovin, unlike Galitzin, knew
something about the east because he was the son of a former
voevode of Tobolsk, and he brought authority, as envoy, to
agree with the Manchu government as to the actual Russian
frontier, and the trade between the two nations.

Moscow’s latent interest in its eastern gateway had been
stirred by Spathary’s report, by the success of the great trade
caravan of 74, by the finding of silver and zinc around
Selenginsk (where Spathary had noticed outcroppings of
ores), and by persistent rumors of the growing power of the
Manchus.

With that power Russian detachments infiltrating down the
Amur corridor had come into ever sharper collision. Russians
who had reoccupied and fortified Albazin, the key to the
Amur, were promptly encircled by Chinese troops. Golovin,
a good diplomat, was expected to secure possession of the
Amur by treaty—to gain access to the sea and to the Manchu
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territories. (Spathary had advised the eastern voevodes to with-
draw from the Amur, but they paid him no attention.)

For the first time the Muscovites were to sit down with
ambassadors from Peking to draw a treaty between the nations
—in fact the first treaty between Europeans and the people of
the far east.

Father Jean Frangois Gerbillon, one of the Jesuits then in
the Peking mission, had been asked by K’ang hsi to go along
to enable his ambassadors to speak with the strange Musco-
vites. Gerbillon was well aware that the formidable border
peoples, the Mongols and the Buriats, had claimed the protec-
tion of K’ang hsi. The Manchus, having got their house in
order within China proper, were planning to push the edge
of their dominion westward through mid-Asia past Tibet—the
region Spathary had noted as being unexplored.

Golovin, who had only his year-old instructions from the
bureau at Moscow to guide him, hardly understood all that.
But he had sharp evidence of it on his journey out, when a
flood of leather-clad horsemen surrounded him at Selenginsk,
cutting him off from communication with the outer world.

These horsemen were actually a “wing,” the east Kalmuk
wing, of the Mongols, acting on advice from Peking. Penned
in the stockaded citadel of the town behind their cannon, the
Russians saw only elusive riders armed with bows so powerful
that their arrows pierced through the bodies of the garrison.
Their long matchlocks, aimed from a rest, could kill 2 man
at four hundred yards.

When the siege tightened around Selenginsk, the prisoners
were let out of the katorga to aid the garrison. Among them
happened to be Mogogrishny, a Cossack hetman of the
Ukraine, whose family had been exiled with him. Accustomed
to Tatar tactics, the Ukrainian took command, brought the
Muscovite soldiery out of the stockade to entrenchments in
the open, stopped the slaughter of the inhabitants, and eventu-
ally drove off the Kalmuks, thereby setting free the envoy of
the tsar.

When the massive procession of the Muscovite envoys en-
tered the border town of Nerchinsk to face the equally impos-
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ing cortege of the Chinese camped across the river, Father
Gerbillon found the task confronting him to be both difficult
and delicate. The Manchu T'z-jin or ambassadors wearing the
gold-embroidered dragons represented the Son of Everlasting
Heaven, who admitted no other monarch to be his equal, while
the Muscovites in satin and furs held no less an honor to belong
to the Great Master of Rus. Moreover the Chinese had rein-
forced their diplomacy with a small field army kept discreetly
in their rear, while the Muscovites, no whit more trustful, had
the cannon of Nerchinsk at their backs.

Father Gerbillon had to do a deal of parleying off the record
with the solitary Pole who could speak, in Latin, for Golovin
and his party. He worked out a way for the dignitaries to
meet without loss of face or fighting power. Since neither
party would enter the quarters of the other, two pavilions
were set up facing each other on the Nerchinsk bank of the
river. Into one of these pavilions the Muscovites paraded with
two hundred and sixty guards, with trumpets, drums, and bag-
pipes. sounding. Golovin came mounted, wearing over gold
brocade a sable coat “worth a thousand crowns at Peking,”
Gerbillon estimated. ’

Chagrined by this display, the Ta-jin crossed the river and
entered the facing pavilion with no more pomp than umbrellas
carried before them, but with two hundred and sixty guards.
In fact they nearly ended the negotiations by keeping an armed
reinforcement at the boats behind them. Gerbillon and the
Polish exile adjusted this interference with the balance of
power. The proceedings began by both Muscovites and Ta-jin
waiting, stubbornly seated, for the other side to speak first.

Both sides uttered compliments freely, to draw the other
out. Not until late in the day did Golovin, who had placed a
fine watch—Father Gerbillon admired it—on the table by him,
get down to business by suggesting that the wide Amur was
designed by nature to be an ideal boundary between states,
and so the Russians would agree to keep to the north side
of this river, even as far as the sea.

To this the Chinese rejoined—explaining themselves to Ger-
billon, who interpreted to the Pole, who explained to Golovin
—that the great Holy Lake (Baikal) and the mighty Lena
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River were even more fitting boundaries designed by nature,
and so the Russians might well agree to remain inland of them
(about fifteen hundred miles farther inland than the mouth of
the Amur).

On the second day, Gerbillon records, the Muscovites won
the contest as to who should speak first. The Chinese, getting
down to realities, demanded that the Russians confine them-
selves to Baikal and remove from Mongol territory, keeping
Nerchinsk only as an outlying trading post.

At this the Muscovites laughed. “How kind you are! To
allow us to keep what we already hold.”

The laughter made the Chinese fear they were losing face.
They ordered their pavilion dismantled, and prepared to leave.
Father Gerbillon and the Pole had to fall back on person-to-
person argument.

After several days maps were produced and the bargaining
narrowed down to the Nerchinsk line slanting northeast
through the main mountain range, the Khingan, toward the
Sea of Okhotsk, leaving the Amur clear to the Chinese. But
when Gerbillon carried the last details over to the Russians,
he was startled to hear Golovin declare he could accept noth-
ing but the Amur as far as Albazin. “Not an inch more will
be given up.” _

The Ta-jin, it seemed, were less surprised than the Jesuit
at the about-face of the Muscovites. They ordered up the regi-
ments held in reserve until then and surrounded Nerchinsk.
Soon after that—Golovin must have remembered his near cap-
ture in Selenginsk—the Muscovites sent an informal messen-
ger to Gerbillon, admitting that they would agree to the
Nerchinsk—-Okhotsk boundary.

Gerbillon relates that the Muscovites were “most happy” to
see him return. He got their agreement in writing. The Amur
was to be evacuated, and the stronghold of Albazin demolished
and abandoned.

At the signing of the copies of the new treaty, the Musco-
vite trumpets and drums sounded, envoys and Ta-jin drank
tea and wine together, exchanging presents. Golovin gave the
Chinese diplomats “a clock that sounded each hour, three
watches, two silver gilt vases, a telescope about four feet long,
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a looking-glass about a foot high, and some furs . . . worth
in all not more than five or six hundred crowns.” Gerbillon
himself was given a “few sables and ermines, of little value.”

The puzzle of the relative supremacy of Manchu emperor
and Muscovite tsar was neatly solved in the writing. The copy
of the treaty in Chinese, sealed and given to the Ta-jin, named
K’ang hsi with his title before “the two tsars” (actually Ivan
and Peter) while the copy in Russian, kept by Golovin, named
the tsars with their titles before K’ang hsi. The copy in Latin,
kept by Gerbillon, is believed to be the most accurate.

By this treaty Golovin withdrew his people from the eastern
gate of the Muscovite dominion, out of Mongol territory, to
the highlands around Baikal. But he secured authorization for
trade caravans to pass into China. Three years later such a
caravan carried in goods worth twenty-one thousand rubles,
and brought out silk and other merchandise valued in Moscow
at fifty thousand rubles. The scale of trade increased there-
after.*

The treaty of Nerchinsk was kept for more than a hundred
and fifty years.

Opening of the Baraba Steppe

For nearly that same hundred and fifty years the balance
of power lay with the horsemen of the steppe, the Buriats,
Mongols, and Kalmuk clans in this far east, because they had
behind them the unchallengeable strength of the disciplined
Manchu cavalry. By degrees the Buriats came under Russian
control, and some of the Kalmuks migrated away, but not
the Mongols. Chinese junks, not the flotillas of the Muscovite
conquistadors, sailed the Amur.

Moscow had never had sufficient armed strength in the east
to push through this eastern gate. Only the semblance of an
army had ever appeared beyond the Urals. The scattered
katorga guards, cossack colonists, foreign prisoners, and “free
wandering men” had never been welded together. The Chinese
razed and burned the fort of Albazin, the vestige of Cherni-
govsky’s republic that had become a military objective of two
growing empires.
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Almost at the same time the Manchus penetrated mid-Asia
beyond the Gobi. In so doing they drove westward as far as
the Volga steppes a portion of the Kalmuks who would be
heard from later.

Thereafter K’ang hsi’s—and Kien lung’s—wise colonial pol-
icy kept the restless steppe peoples, “those who dwell in felt
tents,” under the control of Peking. This policy aimed at in-
fluence through the lamas. Trade also increased along the old
caravan routes between the Great Wall and mid-Asia. For
at least a century this region lay under Chinese overlordship.

In the Russian north the Sibirsky Prikaz had no such co-
lonial policy. The Russian zone of occupation had been pushed
back into the more barren regions of extreme frost. Its centers
like Yakutsk and Irkutsk stagnated—a Ukrainian exile became
voevode of Yakutsk soon after the Nerchinsk treaty. By the
end of the seventeenth century we no longer hear of explorers
like Dezhnev or conquistadors like Khabarov.

Only the bleak peninsula of Kamchatka and the chain of
islands leading to America remained unexplored, in the far
east.

Instead, Siberia began to develop in a new direction, and
not at all according to plan. That direction was southerly, and
far back between the Urals and the headwaters of the great
Ob—far distant from the Siberian katorgas and the Manchu
frontier posts alike. It was where the Great Galitzin extended
his post road.

Here in the fertile marsh steppe the new drafts of Ukrain-
ians volunteered to turn aside and make settlements in the
steppe. Behind them followed Old Believers of the peasant
type, equally anxious to find a new land outside the authority
of government.

In the far east a secretary of a blockhouse post wrote a few
words in his ledger and thought no more of them. The words
traced in poor ink related how a cossack of the post had paid
a few kopeks in as “profit tax” on the sale of a native slave girl
who had belonged to the cossack.

This was only a routine entry. The enslavement of the native
peoples had been legalized by 169o. True, the Uluzhenie of
the late Tsar Alexis had demanded “‘that unto no man shall any
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Christian man sell himself.” Obviously, since the girl had been
neither a man nor a Christian, this law did not apply to her.
Besides, the Uluzhenie itself had been pretty well forgotten
by then. . . .

Toward the end of the century Old Believers were crossing
the Urals in their hundreds. Entire villages and communes
trudged afoot with their goods roped on oxen, and dogs draw-
ing their sledges. They had no papers from the Transport
Bureau; they did not show themselves at the barrier of the
customs guard at Verkhuturie where the post road wound
down to the marshy steppe; they did not sleep around the post
stations built by the Great Galitzin. They moved as animals
move along the charcoal burners’ trails in the blue spruce for-
est, and they lost themselves in the open steppe because they
were escaping from the law.

Raskolniki, Heretic Folk, believers in ancient truth, carry-
ing with them the now outlawed prayer books of old time,
carrying seed grain, ikons, children, and precious salt, they
disappeared from sight of the post road, following water to
the south.

A generation before when Nikon and the Moscow clergy
had started changing the ancient books and manner of pray-
ing, there had been only fierce arguments as to the way to
ucter the word “Jesus,” or whether to give a blessing with
two fingers or three.

From the pulpit of the Usspensky, Simeon Polotsk had
stormed at them, “You are rebels against wisdom!” But they
had been troubled, fearing to lose their souls by betraying
ancient truth for the new ways. Was it not a sin against God
to look for truth in geometry or astronomy? Truth could not
be changed like a woman’s festival dress.

When Nikon had ordered the old prayer books to be
burned, the good Tsar Alexis had whispered to him to bury
them instead. Nikon had called their champion, old Avvakum,
a madman. “We are madmen,” Avvakum had retorted, “for
the sake of Christ.”

Now Avvakum had burned at the stake, like firewood. The
monks of Solovetsky had been hung for rebelling against the
law. And the Old Believers trekked beyond the Urals.
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They were mocked. Folk in the settlements called them
Milk Drinkers, Spirit Fighters, Self-burners. They drank the
milk of their herds, they fought with axes and teeth to keep
their beards unshaved. Sometimes when they were caught
they shut themselves up in a hut and burned themselves.

In the marsh steppe where evil spirits ran with lights during
the hours of darkness, the Old Believers died of the marsh
sickness. Better that than to bow their head to their enemies,
the servants of Antichrist. But they did not starve. The streams
gave a miraculous draft of fish after the spring thaw; crops
could be gathered in along the moist banks in two months.

Year by year colonies of the Raskolniki penetrated farther
into this southern steppe, beyond the frontier ostrogs. They
came upon the cabin settlements of other fugitives; they built
churches in the stands of timber, to house the smuggled ikons.
Children were born who had never seen a road or heard the
sound of a church bell.

Beyond the last growth of spruce and birch, the colonists
discovered a lake where waterfowl swarmed, and Kirghiz
tribes grazed their sheep. The way was not too hard. Moses
had led his people out of the deserts by summoning water
from rocks; here they had a network of streams to follow up,
out of the dry plains into the lofty valleys watered by snow
that melted all summer long upon the higher ridges. Settle-
ments in such valleys were secure from raids. The colonists
bartered rugs, hides, and sheep from the Kirghiz who wan-
dered from valley to lowland as the grass changed.

After many years the colonists arrived at a smaller lake
higher up which they christened Slavtown Lake. Beyond,
their hunters sighted white peaks against the sky line, the
peaks of the Altai.

Here in space beyond control of the Sibirsky Prikaz the
colonists were cultivating the Baraba Steppe, toward the Altai
Mountains where Europeans had never set foot before.

Sophia’s Seat Bebind the Two Thrones

After the brief blood purge in the Kremlin in the spring of
1682, Moscow had lain inert as always after an internal dis-
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ruption. With Matviev dead and Natalia hurried somewhere
out of sight, there was no familiar person who could step to
the head of the Red Stair and issue a command.

Without such a command, there could be no impetus to
government. The bureaus of course had their heads, the four
hundred-odd churches had their revered patriarch, the boyars
of the great households in the Kitaigorod had their old-style
council in which to debate, Furriers’ Row had its masters of
trade, the Foreign Suburb out by the Yauza River had its
influential burghers and army officers. Yet no one in the teem-
ing city could plan or act coherently until it was known be-
yond a doubt who would hold power upstairs in the palace
of the Kremlin.

Certainly it would not be the fifteen-year-old Ivan, whose
responses had to be given by his maternal uncle Ivan Milo-
slavsky when he appeared to the people, or the even younger
Peter, who cared for nothing but the playthings he had un-
earthed in exploring the Arsenal. Power lay between the odd
combination of the six imperial princesses—of whom Sophia
had assumed the leadership—and the sixteen thousand Streltsi,
of whom an unknown but ambitious noble, a Prince Kho-
vansky, had taken command.

The Tsarevna Sophia behaved in unwonted fashion, sitting
concealed behind a curtain that hung between the two throne
seats of the boy tsars when they held an audience. When she
visited the Room of Comedy, she had plays performed for her
by French actors. Artists from Warsaw sat with her, to copy
her likeness with paint, as if it were an ikon’s face.

In old days the mother of Tsar Ivan the Terrible had exer-
cised power for a space through her men but she had never
called herself Regent of All of Rus, like Sophia.

“She is fat, with a head as large as a bushel, with hairs on
her face and tumors on her legs,” the French ambassador, Foy
de la Neuville, wrote. “But just as her body is short and coarse,
her mind is shrewd, unprejudiced, and full of policy. Although
she has never read Machiavelli, she understands all his maxims-
naturally.”

The gossip of the boyars’ palaces told more than that—how
this ill-favored but determined woman held violently to her
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“Little Vassy,” the gifted Galitzin, who besides his European
drawing room, with wall mirrors in which folk stared at them-
selves and shelves of proscribed books—Krijanich’s among
them—had a wife of his own with tall sons. Little Vassy and

Olearius

European ambassador received by tsar. The old, semi-Asiatic

ceremonial, with attendant councilors, guards holding axes up-

lifted, and water jar and towel for cleansing hands of tsar after
contact with heretic European

his Sophia had been heard to talk about mad projects, such as
teaching children to read French, and allowing serfs to leave
their owner’s land. ‘

Much of this came to the ears of the Streltsi in their suburb.
These musketeers of Moscow held control of the Kremlin;
their amour propre had been satisfied with the erection of the
victory monument to them in the Red Place; every man of
them had received twelve rubles in back pay, besides the satis-
faction of torturing the colonels who had withheld the pay.
To gain a new privilege all they need do was march to the
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Meeting Place, and demand it in the name of the new sover-
eign. Little Vassy of all men would hardly stand in their way
when they marched in their yellow boots, with green and red
kaftans aligned, carrying pikes and lighted matches for their
guns. Otherwise, in the way of duty all they had to do was
to run and put out fires in the streets.

“Yes,” said Cossacks from the frontier, “and kill flies.”

Whether, having tasted power, they felt the need of more
power, or whether they felt in a way peculiar to Slavs a sense
of guilt is not clear. Most of them had become Old Believers,
and perhaps they thought of purging the Church as well as
the dwellers upstairs. In any case they drew up a petition that
covered twenty sheets of foolscap and they marched to the
palace with Old Believer priests bearing old-fashioned candles
and ikons. They faced the patriarch himself, and cut short his
arguments by shouting, “Don’t prate to us about grammar—
we want to know what you believe!”

It was Sophia, seated there in full view of the throng of men,
who accepted the challenge of the marchers, and by so doing
sealed their fate. When the rival priesthoods—the clergy of
the palace and the monks of the Streltsi—were at the point
of tears and blows, she astonished them by bursting out: “If
this patriarch is a heretic, then my father Tsar Alexis was a
heretic . . . and we, the reigning tsars, are no tsars and we
have no right to rule thisland. . . . If we are heretics then we
must go to another town and tell there what befell us here!”

In that uproarious hour Sophia gained prestige and the be-
wildered soldiery lost what chance they may have had of hold-
ing Moscow. They could not understand what had happened;
they had harmed no one; they had only marched with a peti-
tion, and the woman whom they had befriended made them
appear guilty.

Khovansky, who saw their dilemma more clearly than most
of them, argued that they must occupy the Kremlin and en-
force their own orders—his own, he hoped—or be broken.
They could no longer exist as the military arm of Sophia,
who had turned against them.

But the majority of the Streltsi could not conceive of actual
rebellion; they had the loyalty of most Slavs to the tsardom
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itself, and the Kremlin with its tombs and hallowed halls of
the past seemed to be the embodiment of the vague somzething
they served. By turning the issue between herself and them
to the question of her orthodoxy and right to rule, Sophia had
rendered them almost helpless. After thinking it over for a
few days the Streltsi cut off the head of the monk who had
been most outspoken among them.

No open message came now from the chambers of the
regent to the quarters of the musketeers. Only the upstairs
poor came, furtively with their rosaries, to whisper in corners
with groups inclined to preserve themselves by befriending
Sophia again. Khovansky, the opportunist, kept an escort of
fifty men with him.

Sophia and her advisers forced the issue by withdrawing,
in full view of the public, to an outer village. Most of the
boyar families sympathized with her, and sympathized more
when she retired to the sanctuary of the Troitsko, as if for
protection against the enmity of the Streltsi. She could not be
persuaded to return to Moscow or emerge from the great
monastery with the boy tsars unless Khovansky would come
to confer with her.

It was as easily managed as that. Eventually the leader of
the Streltsi did go to Troitsko, and was captured and executed
on the way. Without their commander, the Streltsi soon sent
their submission to the monastery. Moved by their own sense
of guilt as well as by uncertainty, and mindful of their fam-
ilies, the Streltsi acknowledged that they had sinned against
the family of Alexis. No more than thirty of them were put
to death, but their column of victory was torn down, and
they lost their cherished regimental title of Guards of the
Great Court.

Probably to the end of their lives most of these phlegmatic
guardsmen never understood why they had been rewarded
for killing off some of the Naryshkin men, and had been pun-
ished because one monk during a debate on the truths of reli-
gion lifted a fist against the patriarch of Moscow.

Having lightly punished the ignorant Streltsi, Sophia and
her advisers kept the Guards intact, to balance the antagonism
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of the great boyar families like the Kuragins and Sheremet’evs.
In public she displayed kindness to Natalia and her son, yet
kept them away from the Kremlin as much as possible. Appar-
ently she had nothing to fear from the domestic-minded
Natalia.

In this family balance-of-power arrangement Sophia ap-
peared secure enough. In her joyous possession of the hand-
some and amiable Galitzin—she persuaded him eventually to
send his wife to a monastery—and feeding her starved emo-
tions, the dour-looking pupil ‘of Simeon Polotsk (and the
ghostly Machiavelli) must have felt that she was achieving
wonders. She listened to the advice of the monk Sylvester,
who was quite a translator; she employed a former clerk,
Shakovity, to do the dirty work that Galitzin would not do;
and, still young, she existed in a dream life of music with her
meals, and conferences with foreign ambassadors, vicariously
through Galitzin, who had taken upon himself the duty of
chief of the Bureau of Ambassadors. Bound up in her obses-
sion for Little Vassy, she did not realize that ourside the sub-
urbs and resorts of Moscow little was actually being accom-
plished by them or for them.

In Moscow Little Vassy built the first stone bridge and
started a vogue of stone town houses. He shaped his ideas
upon the thought of Alexis’ reign, and even De la Neuville
felt the impact of his ideas—of turning the great estates over
to the peasantry, who would in turn contribute taxes to the
Treasury, of sending nobles’ sons to the west to study, of
eternal friendship with Poland, the cultural mother of Rus.

“He was the most knowing lord of the Court at Moscow,”
wrote Father Avril, a French Jesuit who was trying to get
permission to travel through Siberia to Tatary. “He loved
strangers, particularly the French. It was rumored around that
his heart was as French as his name [actually a Lithuanian
name, like Miloslavsky]. He would willingly have granted us
a passage through Siberia, out of his admiration for Lowuis le
Grand.”

Father Avril observes shrewdly that Galitzin had authority
to grant the passports but could not risk the anger of the
bureaus and the council of the boyars, who “upon some point
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of honor” distrusted the foreign missionaries. Galitzin did what
he could, safely, for Father Avril, allowing him to copy an
excellent map of Siberia—most probably the one drawn by
Spathary. That talented Greek was resurrected from obscu-
rity and rewarded at long last for his achievement in the east.

Men like Father Avril and Foy de la Neuville were apt
judges of statesmanship as well as personality. It was De la
Neuville who coined the phrase “the Great Galitzin.” The
Frenchman had deep admuration for Little Vassy’s projects
in Moscow of that day for a permanent peace with the two
nations at the east and west gates, China and Poland (Galitzin
had sent Golovin to Nerchinsk), for “forty acre” tracts
turned-over to individual peasants, for a Foreign Suburb popu-
lated by technicians who had their own churches, theater, and
resorts, for permission granted to foreign priests to travel
and preach where they willed.

“All men,” Little Vassy declared stubbornly, “ought to be
equal before the law.”

During the thirteen years of Galitzin’s ascendancy—six
under Feodor, seven with Sophia—the city of Moscow en-
joyed peace, and a revival of trade through the two land
gates of the dominion. The long-contested frontier cities of
Smolensk and Kiev were possessed again. The city had, as
usual in a time of quiet, a physical abundance drawn from the
land itself. But Galitzin’s projects lacked the common sense
of Matviev’s measures, or the realism of Ordin Nastchokin’s
betterment, that sought first of all for what could be done.

Those thirteen years did bring about one decisive change.
The upper circles of Moscow lived in an atmosphere of nmo-
vation; plans became the topic of the time. As Alexis’ circle
had turned thought toward a new Russian life apart from the
ancient Byzantine, so Galatzin’s circles accepted as inevitable
a change to western ways from ancient usage. It was a case
of “Union Now.” To them the only question was how and
when? If Galitzin had had a little more time he might have
arrived at some kind of an answer. “He had too many ene-
mies,” Father Avril relates, simply.

Galitzin stood on uneasy ground. His decrees had to be
jssued in the names of the two boys, one incapable of under-
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standing, the other an absentee from the Kremlin except when
he was called in to be robed and seated before the prostration
of boyars and foreigners. However much Sophia doted on him,
Galitzin was not her husband, nor was she actually Tsaritsa
of Rus. If Galitzin had had the brutal purpose of a Khovansky
or of the ex-clerk Shakovity, he might have held to his ascend-
ancy. But he did not have that.
His own mistakes undermined him.

The Road to the Krim

There were reasons, of course, for Galitzin’s expedition
beyond the southern frontier to conquer the Krim khan.
That redoubtable Tatar dynasty still held the peninsula, the
“Crimea,” that controlled the shore of the Black Sea.

And just at that time the foreign ambassadors were agog
with the overthrow of the Grand Turk, and Sobiesky’s gallant
relief of Vienna. What could be more timely than for Galitzin
to use the long-disused field army of Rus to conquer the Krim
khan, the last ally of the Grand Turk, to gain for himself
glory like Sobiesky’s and for his state of Rus real recognition
among the concert of European powers? Galitzin himself
hoped to form a Holy Alliance of the European states against
the Turks.

Sophia felt the need of military acclaim for her hero.
Galitzin knew a bit about soldiering,” a bit about the Ukraine
. . . but he did not want to go.

There were long delays in preparation, and Galitzin reached
the edge of the wild steppe late in the summer when the grass
had dried up.

To her hero in the field of battle Sophia wrote: “Little
daddy mine, my hope in everything, may God grant you life!
This day is a day of full gladness for me, for our Saviour’s
name is being glorified by thee. As God once led Moses . .
so He leads us across the dry desert, by means of thee. Glory
be to Him! What can I do here as recompense for thy mighty
toil there—oh, thou, my joy, delight of my eyes . . .

The army returned unexpectedly in the fall, with some
thousands missing. In the Red Place where crowds collected,
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the soldiers told of famine in the dry steppe, of the break-
down of transport trains . . . of the fire that consumed the
sea of grass . . . no fodder for the animals. :

The blame for the fire had been laid on Samoilovich, the
Cossack hetman, who had quarreled with the officers of the
Streltst . . . he had been arrested on the march back . . .
sent to Siberia with his sons (where he served later as voevode
of Yakutsk).

The ill-fated army had not been able to get through the
steppe, to reach the Tatars in the Krim. Sophia praised the
valor of the soldiers, and gave each man a gold ruble. For the
commanders she had medals struck. But Galitzin knew he
must redeem the disaster, or be mocked. No one called him
to account openly; anger rose against him in the city.

“Two accidents befell him at almost the same time,” Father
Avril relates. “As he was going in his sled to the palace, a
common man flung himself into the sled and caught him by
the beard, to stab him with the knife that Muscovites carry
at the belt. The prince’s servants who followed the sled ran
up and stopped him . . . and a covered coffin was found at
the entrance of his own palace with a note in it that read:
Galitzin, if your next expedition turns out no better than the
first, you won’t escape this.”

It turned out only a shade better. A veteran Scottish officer,
Patrick Gordon, was given command of the infantry, while
Mazeppa, an able young Cossack, took the exile’s place. An
earlier start was made, but the transport bogged down in the
snow and mud at the frontier. _

By midsummer the army got across the steppe within sight
of the sea where luminous streaks of salt shone at night like
the souls of the dead seeking a resting place. Mazeppa’s Cos-
sacks kept off the lightly armed Tatars, but at the isthmus
leading to the Krim, the army found a desert ahead as well
as behind it, and food and transport failed again. Harried by
sandstorms and by thirst, it made its way back to Moscow.

There Sophia, who would not admit defeat, had a triumphal
arch built. Galitzin must parade through the Red Place.

Almost hysterical in her relief at his return and her anxiety
at the rumors of another disaster, she insisted on appearing
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herself in the procession of the clergy, to greet the commander
in chief.

Peter, the son of Natalia, brought from his village resort
to be robed for the occasion, showed his first public resent-
ment at his half sister’s conduct. The boy, now sixteen, refused
to greet Galitzin as tsar, to thank him for the victory he had
not won. Vigorously he objected to Sophia’s doing the same
thing. What tsarevna of the Romanovs, he argued, had done
anything so foolish?

Once before they had clashed, at Kazan, where Peter argued
that Sophia must not show herself with head unveiled in a
religious procession, and she retorted by snatching up an ikon
and walking out to the throng.

Now, at the palace, she greeted Galitzin, in Peter’s place,
and offered him a glass of brandy with her own hand.

She had squelched Peter in their first clash, but she had not
helped herself by doing so. Her victory parade without Tatar
prisoners and with many regiments missing stirred the watch-
ing throngs the wrong way. Old Believers prophesied that this
woman who had sold herself to Satan by breaking out of the
cloister would speedily fall from her evil triumph into hell.
The Streltsi, who had endured much in the two disasters,
hoped for the same thing.

Nothing was said openly. Sophia was weighed by mute
Slavic minds and found wanting, not because she had taken it
upon herself to be sovereign, but because she had failed to
display the power of a true sovereign of Rus.

She did what she could. Stubbornly pretending that Little
Vassy had conquered the steppe, she sent Shakovity south to

-build forts and make a show of advancing the frontier.

But after Little Vassy’s failures, her passion for him cooled.

In her anxiety, even Peter’s boyish activities assumed a men-
acing aspect. Peter had been instrumental in mocking her;
Peter, the boisterous, gawky stripling, was now of an age to
marry. Natalia had been approaching the great families, to
select the best match for him. Sophia let it be known through
the Kitaigorod that a Naryshkin like Peter would not be a
proper match for the nobility of Rus. Meanwhile Sophia’s
spies reported that Peter was sending to the Arsenal for toys
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for his playmates—for drums by the score, for trumpets,
matchlocks, and cannon. No one believed that Peter could be
serious about such things—Sophia’s information was accurate
on that point—yet, senselessly, she felt frightened because she
saw nothing ahead but a lessening of her power as Peter be-
came of age. She felt that Peter and his mother must be got
rid of, if she was to be safe. With the imbecile Ivan as tsar,
alone, she would be safe. Or so she thought.

Galitzin, disgusted by the victory parade, would hear of no
conspiracy against the surviving Naryshkins.

Oppressed by her fears, Sophia tried to conspire herself.
Only petty theatrical gestures resulted. Sophia turns again to
the Streltsi, offering a vast payment if the musketeers would
make public demand for her to be proclaimed tsaritsa.

“Demand to whom?” the Streltsi spokesmen retorted. “The
young tsars? The elder hasn’t sense enough to answer, and the
younger doesn’t care a kopek.”

Sophia recalls her one ruthless conspirator. Shakovity stages
a fake raid on a Strelitz barrack, kills a sergeant, passes the
word around that the Naryshkins engineered it. The musket-
eers will not rise to the bait.

But the adolescent Peter shows temper again, impulsively
demands Shakovity’s arrest, then on second thought releases
him quickly. A stupid blunder. Still, it gives Shakovity the
trace of a grievance. He collects a small armed band, starts for
Peter’s village. The interested Streltsi warn the boy. In the
middle of the night Peter, thoroughly frightened, hurries to a
horse without waiting to put on any clothes and rides to the
edge of a forest. There friends find him, and, sensing oppor-
tunity in such spectacular flight, lead him quickly to the time-
honored asylum of the great Troitsko monastery. Thither Pe-
ter’s mother and young sister hurry to join him. They find the
boy tsar weeping hysterically, beseeching aid from everyone.

Thither, after some quiet debate, marches the nearest regi-
ment of musketeers. It 1s clear to them that the most advanta-
geous move is to be the first to protect the young tsar
(Troitsko being both venerable and impregnable). Thither
hurries the patriarch of Moscow.

It is all rather like the second act of a trite drama. The real
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verdict is being cast against Sophia and Galitzin in the streets
of Moscow. And Sophia, understanding her defeat, finds her-
self in the situation she had prepared for the Streltsi seven
years before, helpless in possession of the Kremlin.

Outside the gates crowds begin to shout, “Time for you to
take the road to the convent.” Sophia appealed to a last possi-
ble force, the officers of the foreign regiments.

Suburb of the Foreigners

For some time the foreign colony had been thriving not in
Moscow but outside, a half hour’s ride, along the beautiful
little Yauza. Under Alexis the foreigners were liked, and under
the young westerners they were favored. They dwelt apart in
their Sloboda or village suburb because the Muscovites had a
deep-rooted aversion to Lutheran kirks and Catholic chapels
within the white walls of Holy Mother Moscow.

So the foreign merchants and professional soldiers and tech-
nical experts commuted into the city to do business and re-
tired to their Sloboda to relax around their fishponds and
taverns. They entertained new arrivals from beyond Constan-
tinople-Riga, exchanged the latest tidings from Amsterdam
or Edinburgh—the Dutch and the Scots were in the majority
just then—and waited impatiently for new editions of Erasmus
or John Milton. They married among themselves and were
buried in their varied cemeteries with the proper bell and
book because it was almost impossible to get permission from
the Ambassadors’ Bureau to leave Muscovy.

When a broom was hoisted to the city hall, the suburbanites
turned out of offices and dwellings to sweep the streets clean,
to cart away the dirt and fertilize their tulip and rose gardens
—a phenomenon that amused visiting Muscovites as much as
the strangers were puzzled by the annual Muscovite blessing
of the water, when the high clergy of the Kremlin cut a hole
in the thick ice of the Moskva and asperged the water of the
river.
~ Visitors emerging from the hardships of the post roads bear

witness to the gentle tempo of life in the Sloboda. “Most of
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the strangers have gardens which they carefully cultivate,”
writes Cornelius Le Bruyn, a conceited world voyager with a
gift for painting, after coming in from Le Hague. “They send
for the different fruits and flowers from home . . . we can-
not please the Russians better than by giving them nosegays.”
And in a Russian suburban village Le Bruyn is equally pleased
with his hosts. “The gentleman had an handsome wife, a
mighty good-natured sort of woman . . . who sat in a swing
to make us merry after dinner, with two pretty waiting maids
to swing her. The lady took a child in her lap and began to
sing with her maids very agreeably, begging us to excuse her
for not sending for music. When we thanked her, she carried
us to the pond and got us some fish to take fresh home. These
fish she dressed in the Russian way in her kitchen which was
after the Dutch manner. . . . When they entertain their
friends they sit down to table at ten in the morning and part
at one in the afternoon to go home to sleep.”

Master Le Bruyn’s host on this occasion was a rich man,
and the foreign folk in the Sloboda were also wealthy. Both
Muscovite property owners and Sloboda merchants held the
vantage point of middlemen—between the growing markets of
the eastern parts, the great trading fairs at Astrakhan and
Kazan, and the fur exchange at Leipzig and the shipbuilding
at Le Hague. Moscow tapped the transcontinental trade. Mus-
covite hemp, flax, wax, potash, tar, hides, and lumber all paid
toll or tax of some kind to Moscow, while the damask, linen,
lacquer work, gold, drugs, and perfumes flooding in from
China-way, from India and Isfahan and Bokhara, came up the
Volga or across Galitzin’s new road to be resold in Moscow.
This trade of course benefited only the family in the Kremlin
and the upper classes. It did not seep down to the Muscovite
peasantry, or the populations of the smaller towns.

Between this privileged upper class of Moscow and the
other six million-odd souls of Muscovy lay the grinding taxa-
tion of the bureaus, and the exaction of service, or serfdom.
And not even the profits of the great merchants of Furriers’
Row, or the estates of the new gentry like the Kuragins or
Tolstoys, were actually secured to them by law. All such
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property even to the serfs on the land lay at the disposal of the
Kremlin—a disposal which was, of course, subject to the will
of the nebulous tsar.

Thus around the theatrical duel between Sophia and the
Naryshkin mother and son gathered the anxiety, the greed, the
pride, and the prudence of all the other privileged families of
Moscow as well as the soldiery in the streets.

For the disposal of the tsardom lay in the decision of the
best-disciplined soldiery that could assemble outside the forti-
fied gate of the Troitsko—to declare for or against Natalia and
her son. And, with the Streltsi regiments hesitating, the deci-
sion really lay with the regiment best disciplined of all, the
foreign regiment, officered by Scots.

In this crisis the foreign adventurers of the Sloboda were
not directly concerned. They had their written contracts call-
ing for specific pay; they had their immunities; they could
brew prohibited liquor, smoke the forbidden tobacco—a sin in
the eyes of Old Believers—or even dance to the devilish sound
of bagpipes, while their women watched with naked faces,
clad in the silks and furbelows of Paris fashion.

Franz Timmermann, who smoked a porcelain pipe, could
discuss mathematics while building a house in the Sloboda
without being reported as a heretic; Karschten Brandt could
import masts and sails from Holland because he was supposed
to build ships. Patrick Gordon had to be paid his stipulated
salary as general of the army not because he was a general of
Muscovy but because he was a Scot who expected to be paid
in good florins or rix-dollars.

Even Francois Lefort was paid, although no one in the
bureaus seemed to know just why. This young Swiss, who had
got around Europe somehow by card money and tips, had
nearly starved after landing at Archangel. A big handsome
Rabelaisian youth with a knack of feasting friends, Francois
Lefort had attached himself comfortably to a rich widow, and
then had shifted to respectability by marrying a cousin of
Patrick Gordon. When Lutheran or Calvinist or Catholic fes-
tivals came around, Francgois Lefort served as the life of the
festival, and between festivals he staged three-day banquets.
After one such three-day party Patrick Gordon gave up
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drinking spirits. The herculean Lefort had no equal as a
drinker.

After twenty-eight years in Muscovy, Gordon of Auch-
leuchries had not reconciled himself to foreign exile. As a
youngster, a fugitive Jacobite, he had served in most of the
armies of Europe and had been persuaded by an ambassador
from Moscow to become a military expert under the tsars,
with command of a regiment. From the first Gordon had been
aggrieved; he had no sooner started to draw his pay than the
debased copper currency was issued, and from all the tsars—
Alexis, Feodor, and the two boys, with Sophia behind the cur-
tain, he had been able to obtain only one leave to visit his
native highlands and offer his respects to Charles II. “Stran-
gers,” he wrote of those in the Sloboda, and particularly of
the Scottish colony, “be looked upon as a company of hire-
lings, and at the best (as they say of women) but as necessaria
mala. No honors . . . to be expected here but military
no marrying with natives, strangers being looked upon by the
best sort as scarcely Christians, and by the plebeyans as meer
pagans . . . and the worst of all, the pay small.”

By then Patrick Gordon had an estate of his own, an Eng-
lish wife, children, servants. Because he was a man of tested
integrity, the most experienced general in the heterogeneous
Muscovite army, he had influence enough. Still he was con-
scious of the undercurrents around the Kremlin—of “‘rumors
unsafe to be uttered”—when he had been assailed as a heretic,
and when he had seen the Ukrainian Samoilovich arrested and
sent to Siberia without a hearing. (Gordon and the Ukrainian
hetman had once held the line of the Dnieper miraculously
against the much-dreaded Turks.)

It was to Patrick Gordon that Sophia sent her appeal in that
hot August of her overthrow. The Scot had served her regime
as dispassionately as he had served the capable Alexis. Now he
pondered the chances of the refugees at Troitsko. There the
patriarch and queen mother stood for stability, hence for regu-
lar payment of salaries. And the gangling Peter had become
a regular visitor to the Sloboda, which lay so near his exile
village of the Transfiguration (Preobrazhensky). Peter bad
a way of coming down-river in odd crafts, to listen to Tim-
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mermann’s exposition of mathematics. Yes, the foreigners
spent a deal of their time finding things to amuse Peter.

Obviously, Patrick Gordon preferred to have the inquisi-
tive Peter married and proclaimed sole Tsar of Rus than to
have to deal with the excitable Sophia and the idiotic Ivan.
Moreover Sophia’s latest actions appalled the soldier. She re-
fused to surrender the creature Shakovity; she summoned rep-
resentatives of the Streltsi to the Red Stair, to hear Ivan
stammer out 2 speech and to offer them—common soldiers—
glasses of vudka with her own hand.

Worse, in sheer desperation she tried to go herself to the
Troitsko to plead. She was turned back by guards on the road
at the spot where Khovansky had been murdered. As nearly
as the wary Gordon could tell, the invisible scales had been
tipped against Sophia. Galitzin admitted as much to him.

So he marched his picked regiment with the Scottish offi-
cers to the gate of the great Troitsko, and marched back es-
corting Peter and the patriarch to the Red Place. The Streltsi
guards on duty lifted no weapon against them. With white
and gold colors flying and drums sounding they marched on
into the Kremlin gate. Both Peter and the crowd assembled
around the gate seemed to enjoy the parade in.

Probably Peter never knew how carefully it had all been
arranged beforehand. The Streltsi and the dominant boyars of
Moscow had agreed that Sophia should go to the convent and
Peter to the palace. Even Galitzin had agreed.

The change-over within the family happened without stir,
without the ringing of the Vyestnik bell. Shakovity vanished
into the torture chambers, where he was joined by his few
companions among the Streltsi. The Great Galitzin received
his fate in writing signed by Peter. This De la Neuville re-

orts:
d “You are ordered by the tsar to betake yourself . . . far,
beneath the Arctic, and to stay there all your days.”

Sophia selected the Monastery of the Virgin, the one near-
est Moscow, to go to. As for Ivan, he was led aside by Peter,
who tried to explain why he was no longer to be robed as tsar.
Instead, Peter put on the ancient shapka, the jeweled, rimmed
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cap that had crowned Ivan the Terrible. Unal then Ivan the
imbecile had worn the ancient regalia and Peter had had to do
with makeshifts. _

The boyars who crowded in to bow the head to him, and
to exchange gifts and plans with the patriarch, Natalia, and
the rejuvenated Naryshkins, praised God that Peter Alex-
eivich showed none of the mind-sickness of the Romanovs.
Peter looked lusty, and certainly he was taller than any of
them by a hand’s length. (Actually, he grew to six feet eight
and a half inches.)

Under the benevolent patriarch, the oblivious Natalia—“My
hope and my life,” she said of Peter—and the agreeable boyars
the routine of the Kremlin assumed the placid, anti-liberal as-
pect of the old days before Alexis. There was no longer a
Great Galitzin to brew plans overnight. The only one uneasy
seemed to be Peter Alexeivich himself. He had wanted Galitzin
killed, and he told the boyars in council to send the bulk of
the Streltsi regiments away from Moscow, where they had
always been, to duty on the Polish and Ukrainian frontiers.

Still, the overgrown boy wandered moodily among the fa-
miliar landmarks of the Kremlin, avoiding the perpetual
throngs shuffling past the bell tower of Ivan Grozniy, avoiding
the herd of choir singers in their cassocks, bound for the
cathedral.

When the bells clanged out in cadence, he often sprang up
violently, looking about him for a doorway. In such a convul-
sion he hurried with his face twitching, past the upstairs poor
clutching their rosaries, and the terem doors where dwelt the
five tsarevnas, his half sisters.

At such times fear came to him with memories. Not of the
rush of the waterfall that had startled him when a child asleep
against his mother in a small boat—so the servants had told him
of his fright that kept him from the edge of water until he
Jearned to sit in boats without trembling, and to let the boats
take him out on the water. Now he often did that of his own
choice, enjoying the sense of freedom when water rushed
harmlessly against the boat’s sides. . . . The fear tightened
inside him when he approached the Red Stair, Wh_ere blood
had poured out of the bodies of men familiar to him. Some-
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times his throat tightened and he screamed when a cockroach
was crushed near him.

The fear centered within a ring of bearded faces and clutch-
ing hands. They moved at him as if to tear him, and then he
stiffened in convulsion, and ran——

He ran out of the doors, from the shadowy halls with hid-
den ceilings, into the open air. He ran down steps, to feel the
rough ground under him, and at times he walked away from
people, half running in his long stride, down to the river.
There, if he found a boat, he sat down in it, until he felt quiet
and relaxed.

After a few weeks Peter Alexeivich left the Kremlin, and
drove back to his village of the Transfiguration.

There he stayed because he liked it. There he had his own
playfellows, and the small wooden cottage near the river
where his sailboat lay moored, and where he could sleep
soundly, without nightmares. He did not sleep so well in the
labyrinth of the Kremlin’s vaulted halls.

Moreover near the village lay the one spot peculiarly his
own, the field with the play fort that he had christened Press-
burg and pronounced “Prespur.” There he liked best to be.

It was difficult, now that Peter Alexeivich had put on the
shapka of the Tsar of All of Rus and had become of legal age
—seventeen—to wear it, to keep him from doing what he
wanted to do.

The Fort and the Boar

Even at the first the influence of the west had been laid
upon him. His mother had been raised in the household of the
Scottish wife of Matviev. She had understood that musical
boxes did not operate by witchcraft.

Like any doting mother she had invoked the patriarch of
the Church to teach godliness to her child. The actual tutor
had been no Simeon Polotsk but a simple-minded old Russian
clerk, Zotov, who had some trouble in chanting liturgy, who
eased his soul with wine, tears, and prayers. Since Peter tired
easily of letters, Zotov showed him pictures of the ancient
heroes, particularly of Ivan and Alexis galloping their mettle-
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some horses against arrays of pagans. When pictures failed, he
would take Peter to sing with the choir. '

This quite normal system of education tended more and
more to play on Peter’s part, and to wine sipping on Zotov’s.
The notebooks kept by Natalia’s hero later showed that he
was never sure of his spelling, that sums beyond simple addi-
tion bothered him—that he preferred to draw imaginary de-
signs of things which never became completed. In fact Peter
was stupid, except that he developed skill in devising games.
But he had absorbed ancient Russian traditions, in a way pe-
culiar to himself. This schooling ended when he was ten, with
the first upheaval on the Red Stair, and his own inclination
thereafter to teach himself.

His very mild exile to the suburbs gave him the small river,
the quiet village of the Transfiguration, and the exciting
Sloboda as his area of activity—with an occasional visit to the
Troitsko to hear the talk of politics when necessary. There-
after Peter led exactly what we mean today when we speak of
a healthy outdoor life. Like any teen-age boy of today he
wandered restlessly from river to playground to the immensely
interesting homes of the foreigners, where he became familiar
not only with musical boxes and striking clocks but with
porcelain pipes and maps drawn to scale. He stayed out late at
night, wore any old clothes, tried to quaff down schnapps
manfully. In Moscow he ran to fires and hung around the
crowd when Vyestnik tolled.

So great was his dread of the Kremlin that he had avoided
entering its gates if possible, although he had seemed to go
through his paces as the “other” tsar cheerfully enough. At
that time he and Natalia had to live as pensioners of the
Sophia-Galitzin coterie, and, back of all the pretense of
royalty-on-sufferance, they had almost no actual money to
spend. Sophia had seen to that. Natalia had to borrow from the
patriarch and the treasurers at Troitsko. Peter seemed to be
indifferent to this near poverty at the time, but he did not
forget it. Actually during the years when he was a pensioner
of the Kremlin, Peter Alexeivich had less hard money than
Patrick Gordon, or Brandt.

He did have the privilege of taking what he liked from that
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warehouse of curiosities in the Kremlin, the Arsenal. There
the teen-age boy who had need of nothing except to amuse
himself found much of interest. At the first “a statue of the
Lord Christ and a German blunderbuss.” Later on he sent for
great quantities of “gunpowder, standards and pistols.” Not
precisely the articles a precocious student would select. True,
. there came 2 demand for “a globe of the world.” But it seemed
to do service more as a globe than as a 7appa 1undi because it
was returned to the Arsenal speedily for repairs. Much later
Peter did demand “a treatise on fire weapons”—and at the same
time “a funny ape.”

Peter commanded that the articles be sent, and he knew
exactly what he wanted at the moment. On a visit to the Ar-
senal he noticed a foreign astrolabe (nothing of the kind
being made in Muscovy at the time), and a courtier took pains
to bring him a better one from Paris. Immediately Peter
wanted to know how it worked, and Franz Timmermann at
the Sloboda tried to explain to him the mystery of angles by
which heights could be measured. This led to arguments about
rudimentary mathematics. In this way Peter acquired by dem-
onstration about as much mathematical knowledge as he
gained ability to read from the winebibbing Zotov. What in-
terested him was the thing itself, and the use of it. He wanted
to be told all about that very quickly.

After he was told, he could imitate an action readily enough.
But he could never devise a method for himself.

Once when he was examining the junk stored in a Romanov
lumberyard at Transfiguration, he and Timmermann came
across a sloop of a design unfamiliar to Peter. “It is an English
boat,” Timmermann assured him, “aye, and better than
others.”

“Why is it better?”

“Because it can be sailed close to the wind, and against the
wind.”®

Nothing of course would satisfy Peter but to try out the
English craft for himself. It did have good sailing qualities and
it served nicely to take the boy down the river to the Sloboda.

Very soon after that the Arsenal got a command request
from its tsar for all its ship models. Peter began to collect dif-
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ferent types of river craft, and sailing became one of his pas-
sions. His craze for small boats took him over to the lake at
Pereiaslavl, where Brandt was building a larger craft for the
Volga run. At once this lake became one of Peter’s favored
Iesorts.

The shipwrights let the absentee tsar use their tools, and
steer a finished ketch across the lake. They were placid Dutch-
men, and they treated the gangling Peter much like any other
fifteen-year-old boy. By then he had acquired a remarkable
smattering of High Dutch, mixed with German and a few
English and Latin words. Timmermann became “Mein
friendt.”

Like any other impetuous man working with foreigners
Peter began to use words as he needed them, few and matter-
of-fact, from whatever language. As long as he talked about
things these men of the Sloboda and shipyards understood
him well enough. Ideas were another matter.

The river and the Pereiaslavl lake meant release to the boy
who had to travel to the Kremlin only to put on musty regalia,
to stand and sit through exhausting ceremonies. On the lake
he could point his astrolabe at a star over the horizon, and
with a twist of his powerful hands turn the bow of his ship to
a new course.

The wooded lake with the gilded domes of the old town
reflected in it did not resemble Moscow in any way. It made
no demands on Peter, who quartered himself there in a cabin
overlooking the water, near the shipyards. This cabin had a
crude wooden eagle over the door, but no other mark of a
royal occupant. During a summer spent in this fashion on his
“little sea” Peter worked at building a yacht after a Dutch
design.

The passion for his fort equaled his love of ships. Old cus-
tom required that Muscovite princes grow up attended by
their own rude court of other boyars’ sons, and armed servi-
tors. It was a relic of the feudal druijina. In Peter’s case these
companions were a ragged crew, a few young nobles, many
grooms, dog boys, falconers, and such. As usual their main
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sport was the gang fight, in which two sides took positions
and fought it out with clubs, stones, and fists.

Peter’s coterie was called various names, “jolly grooms” and
“men of play.” Sophia called them blackguards. Peter had a
way of organizing the fights into first-rate sham battles. His
earliest crude earth fort on the Yauza was transformed by de-
grees into a military work of some pretensions, thanks to Tim-
mermann’s mathematics, and coaching by interested foreign
officers of the Sloboda. Hence the requisitions on the Arsenal.

It is very doubtful if Peter felt any desire to master the art
of fortification in the manner of a new Vauban. Pressburg,
under its varied pronunciations, became for him the center of
his activity, the test of his wits, and his achievement in imita-
tion of the foreign generals.

For the boy was quick to imitate. Among the hundred-odd
colonels in the Sloboda, he heard discussions of campaigns,
sieges, mines, blockades. Probably the hundred colonels em-
phasized how often they had been victorious. by this or that
expedient in which the various colonels—Brandenburgers,
Scots, Poles, and Swiss—had played a daring, even a heroic
part.

Much of what they explained to him Peter tried out at his
fort, sometimes with unfortunate results. Inevitably, some of
the foreign experts attended as observers and then as honorary
commanders on either side. Peter displayed remarkable per-
sistence in waging his mimic campaigns. After he mobilized
his “men of play” into two regiments, he needed uniforms for
them. When he needed more recruits, he impressed choirboys,
and servants, and even the dwarfs who had attended him to
church as a child. To attack fortified cannon, he needed new
weapons, such as an ingenious grenade caster. His companions
began to call him Bombardier Peter. He liked that.

It was only a game, and of course he had other anxieties.
He worked out his worries in experimenting with the things
of his fort at “Prespur.” As he had divorced himself from the
fear of the Red Stair, he was divorcing himself from higher
education, from the demands of the boyars and the concept of
the Muscovite tsardom by becoming Bombardier Peter.

Persistently Bombardier Peter avoided officials and official
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conferences. Too often at such meetings when tired or excited
his face would twitch, his head jerk down to the left, and his
body stiffen in convulsion. As time went on he seemed to
convince himself that he was working industriously when he
was merely playing.

At twenty-two Peter stood or rather strode around inces-
santly, six feet eight inches tall, his nervous strained head thrust
forward, his great hands always restless. He had been Tsar of
Rus in name for five years. And he had taken to traveling in
a carriage at a gallop within his orbit of the Kremlin, the
Transfiguration cottage, the river, and the lake.

His regiments named for two villages, the Transfiguration
and the Semenov, had grown to full strength. They had been
drilled by Patrick Gordon, for whom Peter had liking as well
as respect. The Scot contrived ingenious fireworks—“rockets
and firewheels”—which delighted Peter. There was now a
duly titled King of Pressburg, and a patriarch—Peter’s tutor,
the religious and bibulous Zotov. It almost seemed as if Peter
had a court of his own there on the river.

One thing was certain. Peter had guards enough of his own
now. In no way did he need to depend on the Streltsi. Up at
Pereiaslavl he had a miniature fleet of his own, armed with
serviceable cannon. His last requisition upon the Arsenal had
been “ammunition for all kinds of cannon.”

Perhaps because Peter’s incessant journeying about had no
greater visible results than the mimic state at Pressburg, rumors
ran about the countryside. These rumors declared that Peter
had bowed before the aging Zotov, greeting him as “Your
Drunken Holiness.” Also in the combats at the fort, dwarfs
were seen hurrying about, stabbing and shooting earnestly,
while no one dared punish them. Moreover, twenty-four men
had been killed in his last mimic battle, a full-scale siege of
Pressburg. A boy of the Dolgoruky family had been killed.

There was a strangeness about the whole Pressburg affair.
It had grown too great to be merely a game. Could the tsar at
Pressburg be ridiculing Moscow? Could he be joining himself
to the heretic Sloboda?
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In the Sloboda the matter-of-fact Patrick Gordon wrote
that 2 five-pound rocket made for Peter “took off the head of
a boyar.” The Pressburg regiments he dismissed as “ballet
dancers.”

The truth was that Peter had thrown himself entire into his
pastimes. A new quality was developing in him, stubbornness.
The fort had been an escape for him; now it must be brought
to accomplish something. But what? Evidently Peter did not
know. As a man grown, he was still playing, with unquestion-
able seriousness, the game of a boy of fourteen.

It was Francois Lefort who broke the impasse of the imita-
tion fort, the toy navy on the lake, and the half-real army. He
suggested that Peter extend his travels to Archangel, where he
could inspect some seagoing vessels and make a trial voyage
on the White Sea.

At this many bearded heads were shaken in the Kremlin.
Such a journey! No Great Master of Moscow had ever ven-
tured to Archangel at the edge of the Frozen Sea. After the
manner of mothers, Natalia made tearful protest. If Peter rmzusz
go he must promise not to set his foot upon a foreign ship that
might take him into God knew what peril on that sea of dark-
ness.

“Is the protection of God not there as well as here?” Peter
wrote her. Natalia had no answer to that. Apparently he had
got around his mother’s order successfully, yet he may well
have believed what he said. Did he not feel protected on the
deck of a sloop at Pereiaslavl?

Frangois Lefort

Of the young giant who was now his friend and patron, the
‘gargantuan Swiss adventurer said, “You can only guide him
where he wants to go himself. You can’t hold his interest un-
less you keep his affection.”

Affection there was between these two oversize men—Peter
Alexeivich being the taller, Francois Lefort the heavier. Both
were fluent in the German-Dutch-Slav patois of the Sloboda;
both sought amusement, Lefort to plan it, Peter to enjoy it. In
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his rambling wooden mansion Lefort could conjure up a pag-
eant, a shooting match, a songfest, or a garden party at little
or no notice. As chef, or master of ceremonies or simple exhi-
bitionist, he could drive dull care away.

His house, like a tavern, stood open to his friends. Women
who came there did not resemble in the least the Muscovite
women of the old fashion, bundled up like nuns. They laughed
at jests and made jests of their own; their bright dresses re-
vealed throats and legs. Lefort selected for Peter a vintner’s
daughter who pleased him immensely. She bound him to the
Sloboda with a new tie.

This tie was stronger than the bond of marriage. Nothing
about his marriage had held satisfaction for Peter. Contrived
at the eve of Sophia’s overthrow, while he had been a pen-
sioner still, it had kept him for only three months at the side
of a pallidly handsome girl, Eudoxia—brought up in the terem,
addicted to prayers and tears. When Eudoxia’s kinsmen had
swarmed in to argue for privileges and appointments, even
Natalia disliked this bride. Three months after his marriage,
Peter was back at Pereiaslavl without Eudoxia. Perhaps no
home could have contained the restless Peter at that time, but
certainly Eudoxia -and her relatives could not hold him to the
terem he detested.

Perhaps it was due more to the failure of his own marriage

than to Lefort’s contriving that Peter should have ordered a
new home for the Swiss man of all parts. It was a brick palace
with all the comforts of the west built into it, even a ballroom
and picture gallery. With such an establishment the gifted
Lefort could entertain on a grander scale, and Peter saw to it
that he did so.
- The new palace served as more than a banquet hall; for the
succession of officials from Moscow and the foreign ambassa-
dors who were always searching for the Great Master of Rus
could be received there without any effort on Peter’s part. He
could quarter himself in his escape cabins and appear in
Lefort’s drawing room only when he chose to do so.

He did not choose to do so often. About this time Patrick
Gordon—Patrick Ivanovich, as Peter called him—wrote: “I
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have been promised great rewards. . . . I have no doubt that
when the young Tsar himself takes the reins of government, I
shall receive satisfaction.”

The reins of government, however, stayed where they were
in the hands of the patriarch, and of the conscientious Golo-
vin, who had finished his work at the east gate of the empire.
What leadership there was came from one of Peter’s most
gifted “men of play,” Boris, the young cousin of the Great
Galitzin. Boris, careless as any scion of the great Slav families,
yet educated in the western way, had steered Peter through
the tense days at Troitsko.

So it was actually upon the small group of Troitsko that
Peter depended. Boris, seldom serious and rarely sober, shared
in Lefort’s mighty revelries with a grace Peter could not
match.

Peter’s efforts in that direction turned out strangely. Just
before the Archangel journey he conducted a marriage for
one of his jesters, a half-wit, Jacob by name. Jacob had been
even more amusing than the bevy of dwarfs, still his com-
panions.

Diplomats were summoned from Lefort’s house to-attend in
court attire the wedding arranged by the Tsar of Rus. Jacob
rode to church in Peter’s most impressive carriage, while the
diplomats found oxen supplied them as mounts, with attend-
ants in Falstaffian array leading swine and dogs behind them.
The wedding feast was held at Lefort’s, for three days.

hDuring the service in the church, Peter sang mightily in the
choir,

“Remember,” the puzzled diplomats warned each other
while they drank Lef%rt’s beer, “remember always that the
tsar 1s actually no more than a boy of six years.”

Not that they looked on this young giant of a tsar as a case
of arrested development. He was simply untaught. Actually
he had mastered no more than the hornbook of letters and the
chanted doxologies that a child in the west might learn by
rote. The diplomats had been uncomfortable on their oxen
plodding over ice-glazed ruts of a street. Yet, like Lefort,
Peter had picked up knowledge of a different kind in the
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alleys and water fronts where men retorted by spitting and
smacking good blows.

As for the mockery of a marriage, there had been Peter’s
disgruntlement with Eudoxia, and his animal satisfaction with
the vintner’s daughter. More than that. He really cherished
the fool Jacob—he had always been gentle with his half-wit
brother. Was it strange, then, that he staged, crudely enough,
a mockery of a marriage or saluted Zotov as “His Drunken
Holiness”?

Still, something more than good-natured fun was manifest-
ing itself in Peter’s vagaries. His exhibitions imitated Lefort’s
gargantuan banquets only up to a point. Beyond that irony
appears—not the irony of a western mind, but the ridicule of
the oriental mind that justifies itself by making its antagonists
appear foolish.

Under Peter’s gusty good humor savagery lay. The amusing
battles at Pressburg had ended often in bloodletting. After
Troitsko Peter had no thought of harming the helpless Ivan,
but he had wanted to make an end of the Great Galitzin until
Boris talked him out of it. He had been amused when his
dwarfs stabbed the full-grown “men of play.” Gordon had
not liked that.

This shadowy orientalism—no strange heritage in a Mus-
covite of that day—showed itself fleetingly in Peter’s relation-
ship with his companions of the Sloboda. They were no
favorites after the European manner but cup companions, de-
voted ones, to be ordered about, beaten, and cherished at the
same time. Turks, if not Mongols, had known such yuldash
and anda relationship, and the Slavs themselves had held to
such brotherhoods.

Make no mistake. These foreigners had been given no offi-
cial positions. Patrick Ivanovich remained a lieutenant general
in the employ of the Razriad. Lefort himself held no rank at
court; he merely served as Peter’s entertainer in chief, and
while Peter must have paid for the new casino-palace, there is
no record of regulat drafts on the Treasury drawn for Lefort.
The vintner’s daughter stayed in the Sloboda.

No, Peter had not brought his crew of intimates to the re-
sponsibilities of the Kremlin, as Sophia had done. He had tried
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to journey himself between the Kremlin and the Sloboda. At
his fort on the Yauza he had tried, instinctively, to build for
himself some milieu of his own, imitating the Sloboda and
apart from the Kremlin. In that he had failed.

One characteristic Peter revealed very clearly: his untiring
persistence. In his shuttling between the Kremlin gates and the
Sloboda he had been traversing two centuries of time. Life
within the citadel of Moscow remained very much as it had
been in western Europe in 1494, while the modern spirit of
1694 activated the Sloboda. Yet Peter was not reconciled to
giving up his meeting ground of the boyish fort on the river,
or his rendezvous with time at Lefort’s casino-palace.

The Swiss adventurer seemed to have an understanding of
Peter, and, after his fashion, to feel a responsibility for him.
Lefort was influencing Peter to do what the troubled giant
really craved—to escape for a while from his anxiety, to travel
at a gallop to a real sea and to ships that were more than
models or yachts on a lake.

The Storm on the Frozen Sea

The choice of Archangel for the journey’s end is surprising
at first thought, because it was the rudest of seaports, a jump-
- ing-off place facing Arctic waters, icebound for most of the
ear.
Y Yet what other seaport could be found? Azov, at the Don’s
mouth, was held by the Turks; along the Baltic the ports were
in the hands of the Swedes and others. Only one alternative
remained.

From the Pereiaslavl Lake itself Peter could have sailed
down the Volga to Astrakhan, a great terminal of the eastern
trade. Certainly the ghost of Ordin Nastchokin would have
cried for the eager young tsar to inspect this artery of the
Volga. But the southern steppe was by no means pacified after
the revolt of the generation before.

If Peter could have made his first journey to the Caspian, his
future and the trend of Russian development might have
taken a different course. In any case he went to Archangel on
the dim White Sea where Dutch seamen sheltered in log
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cabins told him of voyages under the midnight sun, of pas-
sages found through drifting ice floes. There he heard from
the skippers themselves of the search for a way by sea to
Cathay. For a space this venture caught at his imagination.

It was not easy to get Peter away from Archangel. He or-
dered a full-rigged ship from Holland, with forty-four can-
non, casks of French wine, and rare apes. Clad in the panta-
loons and smock of a Dutch sailor, he asked for details of the
lives of admirals like Van Tromp.

As he had absorbed the talk of the colonels in the gardens
of the Sloboda, he drank in the words of these rough-spoken
skippers who had seen the towers of Gothland emerge from
the mist, who had fought their way through the ice of the
Neva in flood. With them he lifted timbers in the drying sheds
or worked with his powerful hands along the ropewalks odor-
ous with hemp. Compared to this, the blue lake of Pereiaslavl
seemed no more than a man-made pond.

Taking a bark out to the islands of the White Sea in the
teeth of a gale, Peter found himself unable to cope with the
pounding seas. The wheel twisted itself in his grasp with a
force he had never known before. After a while the Dutch
skipper watching beside him took the wheel suddenly, saying,
“I know more about this than you do.”

Peter made no protest. Nor did he join the other passengers
who were praying for deliverance from wind and waves. In-
stead he watched the experienced seaman steer close to the
wind, keeping the sails drawing.

Along with his persistence Natalia’s spoiled son was show-
ing a remarkable inclination to take only a minor part in what
was going on—if all went well. At the fort on the Yauza he
had been content with the lowly rank of bombardier, letting
others be colonels of regiments and captains of batteries. Up at
Archangel the seamen called him “skipper” and this pleased
him. Bombardier Peter Alexeivich was also, by testimony of

hard-handed seamen Skipper Peter.
* In letters henceforth he sometimes signed himself: “Schiper
Fon schip santus profetities.” Interpreted, this means, “Skipper
of the Sainted Prophet.” Apparently he had been headed out
to meet his made-to-order frigate from Holland, the Prophet



08 THE CITY AND THE TSAR

itself, when he had found the storm too much for him. This
Dutch-built frigate delighted Skipper Peter, and there was no
weaning him away from it.

When Natalia died in Moscow, Peter grieved and wept,
hurrying south as fast as wheels and runners could take him.
Yet after three days among the throngs at the Kremlin he was
off to feast with Lefort at the new Sloboda palace, where the
Swiss had held state during his master’s absence, as a viceroy
incognito.
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Signature of Peter, in European lettering, at end of missive in
Russian script

Then, when there seemed to be most need for him to attend
to affairs of state, Peter was off to his arm of the sea again,
where the Propbet awaited him.

“The streets are covered with broken timbers,” Cornelius
Le Bruyn relates, “and so dangerous to cross that a man con-
tinually runs the hazard of falling. Besides, they are full of the
rubbish of houses which . . . looks like the ruins of a fire.”

This log town of Archangel—its only stone building being
the citadel, which was more of a warehouse, active for only
four summer months between the thawing and the freezing of
the ice—would not seem to be a place that could intrigue Peter
Alexeivich for so many months. Certainly his boon com-
panions of the Sloboda hardly appeared there.

Yet precisely in Archangel was he able to investigate Euro-
pean wares on the incoming ships, and to order cordage and
compasses for his own vessels. He ordered a great many can-
non from the Swedes, who, it seemed, possessed excellent iron.
Archangel itself could not have held him, any more than the
vast fir forest through which he rode to get there. It was the
outlook, the possibility of the port, that caught his fancy. As
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if he were sitting snowbound in a cabin looking through a
window open to the west.

Before long, and entirely on his own initiative, Peter was to
build such a port, giving on the west.

Foreigners like Brandt, who had to hibernate for one reason
or another in Archangel, made themselves snug enough. They
had rooms with stoves, with the wooden walls smoothed on
the inside. Brandt had paintings and even a harpischord that
he played. “They divert themselves with gaming, dancing,
drinking and eating,” Le Bruyn explains, “and even till it is
pretty late in the night.”” Into such a routine Peter fitted well.
This milieu brought all comers to the same level even more
than the fort on the Yauza. With brandy and constant talk he
could ease his restlessness. The heavy sleep of Arctic nights
kept him free from convulsions. He sang well, too, in the
choir of the Sleeping Virgin Church.

Moreover these merchants and skippers were real men of
affairs who argued hotly about pence but took orders for
thousands of rix-dollars. Since Peter could give such an order
with a casual word they treated him with honest respect. They
were practical. They weren’t in the least like the archpriests
who argued about Holy Writ, or the ambassadors who hid
God knew what contemptuous thoughts behind flowery com-
pliments. . . .

The months passed almost uncounted.

Kliuchevsky says that Peter would always be a guest in his
own home. He would also be a truant from his own govern-
ment for a long time.

During those months of isolation in Archangel, Peter’s eyes
were turned perforce to the west, not to the east. The native
folk of the coast, Lapps and Samoyeds, lived with and by ani-
mals—“more like bears than men,” Le Bruyn summed up. On
the island the monks of Solovetsky had been hanged nineteen
years before, and their monastery had been turned into a
katorga. Nothing of interest to be seen there. It was more
entertaining to chat with the Finns and Swedish officers who
came over by sled from the Wardhbuis and Viborg town to
buy the foreign tobacco.
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The half-forgotten monks of Solovetsky had avowed them-
selves to be OId Believers. Now the persecution of the Old
Believers throughout Rus reached its height. In their thou-
sands, fugitive Old Believers were spreading beyond the Urals,
seeking the farthest frontier settlements. Behind them govern-
ment posts moved only slowly, as log forts were pushed out
along the rude roads. In the Urals searchers had found iron ore
and silver depesits. These newcomers enlarged the villages
along the Great Galitzin’s road. :

Little of all this appeared in the maps and files of the Sibir-
sky Prikaz, and less could have reached Peter’s ears at Arch-
angel. The bureau itself hardly knew what was going on. It
had sent its third great trade caravan through the dangerous
Mongol country into the safety of the Great Wall of China.
Since it had 2 monopoly of the fur exports to Peking, its lead-
ers asked the Chinese ministers whether any other, illicit trad-
ers had appeared from Muscovite territory in the past year.
The Chinese smiled. “By our records,” they said, “about fifty
other caravans came.” On the records of the bureau its own
official traders took in goods to the value of thirty-one thou-
sand rubles, and returned with sixty-five thousand worth. Ad-
venturers, as mysterious as the independent traders who
crossed into China, discovered a new land. Rather it was a
giant promontory stretching into the Eastern Ocean Sea (the
Pacific). Cossacks who got through antagonistic native tribes
to enter the forbidding peninsula brought back a rich trove of
sables, red fox skins, and “sea otters.” They did not know how
great might be this new land that they called Kamchatka, but
they intended to return at all risks to reap a full harvest of the
valuable sables. .

At Archangel Peter looked at the maps in a new book
North and East Tartary, written by a Dutch explorer, Nicho-
las Witzen. He did think vaguely of sending ships to survey
this Arctic coast eastward.

There was nothing, then, to draw his imagination to the
east. He refused to return to Moscow to receive an embassy
from the great Shah of Persia.

Spathary was still translating for the bureau in Moscow, but
Peter had not talked with him, or seen his reports in the files
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of the bureau. At Archangel he had not read that book of
Nicholas Witzen’s. Unlike Alexis he did not read books.

There is no possibility that at Archangel Peter could have
felt the pull of the continent itself upon his people. He hardly
knew the varied peoples speaking so many different languages
that made up the population of All of Rus.

In those very months another Dutchman, Isbrant Ides, who
had gone with the second trade caravan to China (profit on
the books of the bureau, twenty-one thousand rubles yielding
fifty thousand), was writing the book of his journey to the
east. This book he was dedicating to: “The most Serene and
all-Powerful Tsar and Great Prince, PETER ALEXEIVICH, by the
grace of God, Emperor of the whole, Great, Little and White
Russia; Monarch of Moscow, Kiev, Vladimir, and Novgorod;
Great Duke of Smolensk, Tver, etc.”

So far these are the older, familiar titles of the great princes
of Moscow who had become tsars of Rus. But Ides adds other
titles of lands and peoples beyond and below the Volga.

“, .. Tsar of Kazan, Tsar of Astrakhan, Tsar of Sibir;
Lord of . . . Iugoria, Perm, Bulgar, etc. Lord and mighty
Prince of . . . the Ob, the Kond and of the whole North
[Frozen] Ses; Commander and Lord of the . . . Karthlian
princes, the Kabardian dominions, the Cherkassian princes [of
the Caucasus mountains] . . . and many other lands and ter-
ritories, extending East, West and North, the Inheritance of
his Ancestors.”

This list the politic Isbrant Ides had obtained from the Bu-
reau of Ceremony at Moscow. It was a grave offense for a
foreigner to omit any part of the imperial title. Upon many of
these regions written down as inherited, Moscow had only the
trace of a claim. In fact a little further on in his dedication Ides
writes “. . . your Imperial Majesty’s Dominions beyond Eu-
rope are for the most part unknown.”

. Upon such “dominions beyond Europe” the authority of
Moscow had been superimposed but not welded fast upon the
peoples. Ides, aware of that, hesitates in writing it down but
manages cleverly enough to get it into words that would flat-
ter the tsar. “My principal aim . . . is to give the whole
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World to know, that besides your Imperial Majesty’s known
Powerful Monarchy [i.e., Muscovy] there are many other un-
known foreign countries . . . and adjacent peoples who in
effect owe their safety and security to your Tsarish Majesty’s
good will and in course of time cannot avoid bowing down
and paying due homage to your Imperial Majesty’s Sovereign
Authority.”

In this phrasing Ides achieves something like a triumph of
diplomacy. Those nearby peoples who are “in effect” in-
debted to the young monarch’s benevolence will inevitably
“in course of time” acknowledge their subjection. Of course
the personality of the real Peter means nothing to the Dutch
courtier. If the idiot Ivan had been tsar, Ides would have writ-
ten the same words except for the name. (In fact he started to
address his dedication to the two brothers, but Ivan died.) He
was really eulogizing the Muscovite state, of which Peter was
titular head.

No, Peter could not have been aware of the persistent mi-
gration of his own people of Muscovy—under Moscow’s au-
thority—away from Moscow into the east.

When Peter made his next journey it was not to the east
but to the south. And it happened quite naturally.

The Ships Go Down to Azov

At the start of a balmy summer Bombardier Peter marched
with his jolly “men of play” down the pleasant river Don to
capture Azov from the Turks.

The idea had hardly originated with Peter himself. It was
an old idea, to go against the ghost of Batu Khan. Even the
clear-reasoning Krijanich had written: “. . . wars with Poles
and Lithuanians have been unprofitable. In our efforts against
the Tatars the Lord has given us success in Kazan, Astrakhan
and in Siberia . . . it is advisable for this land to keep peace
with all the Northern, Eastern and Western Peoples.”

In the south lay the Tatar and Turkish folk, holding, among
other things, the fortified town of Azov that closed the wide
mouth of the Don. For centuries the folk of Rus had been
pushing out, along their rivers, to gain access to the sea. (And
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Peter had just come down from the lonely little port of Arch-
angel that gave access only to the frozen White Sea.)

Peter, unlike Alexis, had not read Krijanich. But he had
heard of the effort of the Great Galitzin to conquer the south-
ern steppe. Galitzin had wanted to strike a blow at the Tatar-
Turk because that was the endeavor of the European powers
at the time, and because he had not wished the Poles, after the
spectacular victory of John Sobiesky at Vienna, to have the
sole credit for liberating the Balkan peoples from the Tatar-
Turk.

While the Polish monarchial republic was sunning itself in
one of its years of glory, the Muscovites were in darkest
shadow. Galitzin’s failure was remembered; from the restless
Ukraine the Cossack hetman, Mazeppa, sent warning that
Muscovy must accomplish somzething; in Constantinople—that
Galitzin had dreamed of entering—the Turkish sultans did not
mention the name, let alone the many titles, of the Tsar of All
of Rus.

All this was talked about in Moscow. Moreover, popular
opinion was growing skeptical about Peter Alexeivich. Not
entirely because he had absented himself among tobacco-
smoking strangers; Alexis himself had visited the houses of
such strangers, incognito. But Alexis had shown the light of
his eyes to his people; many times he had listened to them and
tried to make conditions easier for them. When had his son
ever done that?

So long as Natalia and the patriarch Joachim had lived, the
old ways had been followed in the Kremlin. Now Peter, the
son of Alexis, hid himself away in the pleasure house of a
stranger whose women ran about the house naked, like girls in
a hot bath, like lieshi of the marshes!

And apparently his advisers impressed on Peter the need of
showing leadership, in the public eye. It suited Peter perfectly
to journey away from Moscow with his new regiments of
Pressburg to a real campaign, to please the old soldier, his
friend Patrick Ivanovich, and to command the sullen Streltsi.
They would not make the mistake of Galitzin, of venturing
into the dry steppe; they would march with plenty of cannon
along the merry river Don. Peter’s best minds would com-
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mand—Lefort, Gordon, Golovin the diplomat; and Peter him-
self would go as bombardier . . . actually he went aiso as
Skipper Peter, embarking on makeshift sailing barges to jour-
ney almost all the way by water, down the Volga, to Tsaritsyn
and thence by portage to the Don.

In the frosts of November the motley field army was back
again in Moscow—most of it. There was no victory parade,
and the Turks, it seemed, were still in Azov. The Transfigura-
tion and Semenov and the Streltsi regiments had not been able
to capture a single trench at Azov. Peter laid the blame for
the failure on his German master of artillery, who had deserted
to the Turks.

Stubbornly he made sure that the army would not fail a
second time. Hastily his advisers appealed to the European
courts for experts in capturing fortresses. Vienna responded
with an artillery specialist, and one in mines. Konigsberg sent
a similar staff, Holland furnished artillerists, Venice an ad-
miral, with a model of a sailing galley. From the Dnieper the
Zaporogian Cossacks were summoned with their long saicks.
For Peter had never seen an actual warship.

Down on the Veronezh River, which flows into the Don,
soldiers, peasants, and Dutch carpenters were crowded into
the marshes that winter to build shipways. Out of green wood
shaped by unskilled hands lacking serviceable tools, some odd-
looking vessels were put together. The toy squadron on the
“little sea” of Pereiaslavl had proved useless.

Peter worked without rest, drawing on the experience he
had gained at Archangel, despondent and exultant by turns.
Out of the failure at Azov he had gained one clear conviction,
that the town would have to be cut off from the sea by the
ships he was building.

“Like Adam,” he wrote to the Sloboda, “I eat my bread in
the sweat of my brow.” Lefort sent him good beer and French
wine.

In the spring, with high water and warm weather, Peter’s
spirits rose. Lefort, he announced, would be admiral of the
new fleet; the largest galley should be christened the Princip-
ium, and Skipper Peter Alexeivich would navigate it. With
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two brigs of shallow Dutch design, four large galleys with
raking yards of Venetian type, and four small cratt to serve as
fire ships, he set sail again.

The second siege of Azov still revealed immaturity in Skip-
per Peter, still showed the imprint of Pressburg upon those
who served under him.

Since they numbered more than thirty thousand they had
no difficulty in surrounding the low hillock of Azov. The flo-
tilla blockaded the town, keeping off Turkish relief from the
Black Sea. Yet there matters rested. The Streltsi officers ad-
vised building a great ramp of earth against the wall of the
town, pushing it nearer by adding more earth until the wall
could be rushed. Gordon preferred to batter down a part of
the wall with artillery fire, but the cannon smoked and thun-
dered without visible result, until an unexpected counterattack
by the Turks in the town spiked the best of the guns. . . .
Then the belated German artillery experts arrived, smiling at
the half-finished earth ramp and the spiked batteries. . . .
The Zaporogian Cossacks in their saicks stormed the river-
bank.

Before then the tsar-commander had secluded himself in
Gordon’s tent, in the depth of despondency. At the Cossacks’
success, his spirits rebounded.

In boyish glee Peter wrote to his sister Natalia, who scolded
him for risking himself among bullets: “Little sister, I am
obeying you. I do not go to meet the shells and bullets; it is
they who come to meet me.”

Outnumbered and cut off from relief, the Turkish garrison
surrendered, with the honors of war.’

To Peter’s mind the victory was complete. His regiments
had not only won a battle, they had prevailed over the for-
midable Turks on the historic Black Sea, and freed the great
river Don.* Eagerly, aided by his new engineering staff, he
blocked out the site of a better port, which was christened
Taganrog. Happily he wrote to his old companion, the King
of Pressburg, “Mein Keneg—Your Majesty will hear how God
has favored your army. The people of Azov have surren-
dered.”
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Having sent the news to the mock king, the real king made
the rounds of his conquest in a whirlwind of activity. At the
great bend of the Don where the Cossacks had long been ac-
customed to drag their saicks through the marsh and up over
the rise to the Volga, Peter planned to excavate a canal. To
do this properly, he would send for more experts from Venice
and Holland.

With such physical activity he was well content. His im-
agination enlarged upon the canal. With the Don and Volga
linked together, ships could pass from the Black Sea to the
Caspian, from these landlocked seas up to Voronezh, and from
that center of the new shipbuilding up to Moscow itself. More
cargo craft would be needed, new designs. . . .

Azov, fortified, would be the port of the new colony. Two
or even three thousand peasant families would be moved down
from the north, while the useful Cossacks could have their
suburbs in the islands. To add strength, four hundred of the
nomad Kalmuks—those wanderers from the east—could be
quartered outside the walls, while two regiments of Muscovite
Streltsi served as permanent garrison. . . .

This time the return to Moscow was celebrated. In the ca-
thedral the great bell tolled. In the Red Place a triumphal arch
rose hurriedly. On one column of the arch a giant Hercules
trampled three Turks; on the other column Mars stood upon
three prostrate Tatars. At the head of the procession that
passed under the arch Admiral Lefort rode in a gilded sled.
Behind him, carrying only the pike that was his proper
weapon, walked Bombardier Peter, now promoted to be cap-
tain.

The crowd liked it. The new patriarch blessed the returning
soldiers for vanquishing the infidels. Old folks nodded, mur-
muring, “Lybuko—it pleases us.” So it had been, the bylini
singers said, when the great Tsar Ivan rode back from the
conquest of Kazan. _

The higher clergy and the boyar families were not so
pleased when they learned in their council that the expense of
new frigates would be levied on them; the richer merchants
would pay for bomb ketches and fire ships. In all a fleet of
sixty-four sail was to be built for the southern seas—one ship
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to every eight thousand souls around Moscow. And fifty sons
of boyars would be sent to learn navigation and shipbuilding
in Venice and Holland.

Peter Alexeivich, too, was pleased with himself, ingenu-
ously. He visited Eudoxia, the discarded woman who was still
his wife, and still Tsaritsa of Rus. In the Sloboda he went
straight to the vintner’s daughter. Both women had borne him
children. Now the vintner’s daughter nagged him about her
small cottage; it was a shabby affair, not even comfortable;
she needed a respectable bouse, no palace like the Swiss ad-
miral’s, but a dwelling with a stove in every room, where she
could entertain guests and make Peter and the children com-
fortable. He built it for her.

The vintners daughter, Anna Mons, had belonged to the
irresponsible Peter for eight years. Hers was a more sensitive
mind than his. By now she understood that she would have
neither love nor recognition from the young master of Rus.
‘With a house of her own she could turn her attention to other
men, unknown to Peter.

For Peter was displaying a stubborn loyalty to his Sloboda
companions. Each one who had shared his life possessed a
claim, as it were, upon him. Although he rarely spent two
days with the patrician Eudoxia, he was gentle with her.

Down at the Don’s mouth, however, the young master of
Rus had displayed a peculiarity. Driving about headlong in his
carriage, he had examined into things rather than people. Pass-
ing through the Cossack stanitzas with their whitewashed cot-
tages nestled in ravines, he had looked out at mills or cattle
herds. Somehow he had been afraid to go among the folk of
the cottages. By traveling among them so swiftly he withheld
his own anxiety from them, and prevented them from voicing
their anxieties in the incomprehensible Ukrainian speech.

Perhaps Peter put these Ukrainians out of his mind because
he thought of them as Mazeppa’s people.

For Mazeppa the boy Peter had one of his swift infatua-
tions. The hetman of the Ukraine, more than twice Peter’s
age, gray-haired, gifted with wit and speech, riding his splen-
did horse like a centaur, could control the wild masses of the
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Cossack Hosts. Like a wise old eagle he could gaze out over
the steppe and sense danger unseen by other eyes.

He knew the ways of the Poles, because he had served at
their court and learned the new science in their colleges. To
the Zaporogians he had come as a fugitive, to make himself
somehow their treasurer and adviser. Now he gave away
wealth with both hands, building churches and palaces where
he wished.

‘What matter if once he had been driven from the estate of
a Polish noble, stripped naked? The wife of the Pole had been
bewitching, it was said. Mazeppa’s eyes had power to make a
woman follow him. What matter if he were greedy for wealth
and honors, unlike the ancient hetmans of the Hosts? Wealth
and honors flowed to him as if by magic. Peter bestowed a
decoration on him, shyly.

Probably Peter never knew the whole truth of how
Mazeppa became hetman by order of the Great Galitzin, after
he had damned his predecessor Samoilovich, offering him up
to Galitzin as a scapegoat, while making a royal gift of gold
to the Muscovite. If he heard something of that, Peter did not
care, because he was fascinated by Mazeppa. . . .

No, Peter was satisfied that the restless Ukraine was safe in
Mazeppa’s hands.

When he heard of the capture of Azov, Isbrant Ides added
a new eulogy to his dedication. “Your Tsarish Majesty’s Men-
of-War and imposing Galleys have struck such a terror into
the Mouth of the Don, which has been closed for some Years,
that now it opens of itself; by which means the Black Sea is
made accessible and gives communication Southward and
Westward with the Mediterranean.”

The politic Dutchman added another thought, perhaps hop-
ing for a new commission for himself. “And the Caspian Sea,
which to the amazement of all Naturalists has no visible com-
munication with the Ocean, waits only for the honor of being
covered and adorned by your Majesty’s Naval Force, in order
to give an In-let and Out-let to immense Treasures in the
course of a regulated Trade to the East.”
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The Caspian Sea was to wait many years for this honor and
Ides was not to get another caravan to the east.

Atlasov’s Sixty Cossacks

While the courtier Ides was writing his supplication and the
city of Moscow was celebrating the freeing of the Don and
the recapture of Azov, a step was taken outward at the far end
of the continent.

Vladimir Atlasov had the job of fur checker at the Anadir
blockhouse, in the mist of the polar sea, the easternmost out-
post of the empire. Like Khabarov, this fur checker had a
knack of doing business for himself. The desolation of his post
was only equaled by the scarcity of its fur intake. Atlasov had
been sifting the colorful tales brought in by wanderers from
the “new land” that stretched into the open sea south ‘of him.
It was a case of the fabulous river Pogicha all over again.

This “new land” was guarded by warlike people who lived
on and by reindeer, who had firearms, who took rich “sea
otter” furs from the sea, who cherished a manuscript that no
one could read, washed up by the sea in some fashion known
only to God. . . .

Journeying to the nearest Siberian terminal, Yakutsk, Vladi-
mir Atlasov tried to persuade the voevode, who was a German,
to give him men and supplies for an expedition into this new
land of Kamchatka jutting into the sea. Failing to persuade the
voevode, Atlasov borrowed money himself in Yakutsk, bought
some supplies, and thus equipped, picked up the more restless
cossacks between Yakutsk and the coast. He got sixty men to
follow him, and added as many friendly natives, Yukaghirs.

Being experienced in such matters, the small expedition ac-
quired reindeer to draw the sleds, and to provide milk and
meat for the men. By giving presents and using arguments,
Vladimir Atlasov felt his way through the Koriaks, the tribal
group guarding the mountainous entrance to the new land.
These Koriaks, like many of the ancient Siberian peoples, had
a way of going berserk and attacking the Russians, of killing
themselves and their wives and children rather than submit to

rhe foreigners.
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Splitting his small force into two parties, to advance along
the coasts below the mountain spine of the Kamchatka penin-
sula, Atlasov penetrated where no Europeans had set foot be-
fore. He and his men were soon fighting for their lives, against
the Yukaghirs, who turned on them, moved by a silent im-
pulse to resist, and against the Koriaks, who raided the Russian
reindeer herds.

By getting his scattered parties together and by overawing
the people of Kamchatka itself, the Kamchadals, Atlasov was
able to explore almost to the southern end of the new land.
This being unravished hunting ground, he gained a rich toll of
fox furs and “sea otters.”

More than that, he got a mysterious manuscript guarded by
the superstitious Kamchadals, and also by happy accident a
shipwrecked stranger who could read it. Both the writing and
the man turned out to be Japanese. Not that Atlasov’s party
identified him as Japanese. The natives had called him a Rus-
sian, and obviously he was not that, although just as obviously
superior in intelligence to the Kamchadals. Moreover he had
come in a boat. So Atlasov kept him as a curiosity.

Another curiosity was the persistent talk of the Kamchadals
about islands, a chain of islands stretching toward the sun. On
clear days the explorers sighted the blur of land lying where
the natives pointed, to the south. These were to be identified
later as the Kurils, leading in turn to the larger islands of
Japan.

%‘he Kamchadals chattered about other islands, also forming
a chain, stretching into the northern mists. But these—the
Aleutians—the explorers did not see.

They had no knowledge of the newly explored continent
lying beyond the Aleutians. Although that continent of the
Americas had been written large upon the maps of such clever
Dutchmen as Abraham Ortelius and Willem Blaeu, the maps
printed in Amsterdam had not penetrated to Siberia, much less
to desolate Yakutsk.

One find dwarfed all others in the minds of Atlasov’s men.
The sables of Kamchatka had luxuriant, valuable fur. Quanti-
ties of these pelts were taken and packed. Atlasov decided that
he must hold his peninsula. Carefully he drew rough maps,
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and set up a cross, carving on it his identification, “The free
adventurer Vladimir Atlasov and his comrades.”

Since he was running out of men and—more important—out
of ammunition, Atlasov had to return to the mainland for sup-
port. Building an ostrog near the river and leaving there half
his survivors, he started back with fifteen cossacks and four
Yukaghirs, to retrace his journey of eighteen hundred miles,
crossing an arm of the sea in skin boats, crossing the barren
mountain ranges with the aid of reindeer.

At Yakutsk, trusting neither the voevode nor the Sibirsky
Prikaz, Atlasov decided to keep on journeying, to report his
exploration of the new land to the tsar in Moscow. To give
importance to his labors he took along as gifts more than six
thousand sables and ten “sea otters.” By then, in June 1700, he
heard that the new tsar had a liking for curiosities. So he took
along as well the shipwrecked man who seemed to have the
name of Denbe.

Behind the thirty thousand souls of the tsar’s army on the
river Don and the sixty comrades of the adventurer Atlasov
there had been the same compelling force, straining to free the
course of a river by pushing to the end of land itself, even to
the islands beyond the land. The army and the reindeer-keep-
ing buccaneers had been part of the migration that was thrust-
ing through barriers toward the outer seas of Eurasia.

In Moscow Peter lost the ebullition of the campaign in the
open steppe. Old tensions gripped him. Observers say that
when he put on the heavy regalia of the tsars to receive am-
bassadors he became flushed and wet with sweat; after a while
he forgot his prescribed speeches and said anything that came
into his head.

Informers from the streets told his companions of a persist-
ent antagonism among groups of the Streltsi, who had relished
neither their hard labor at shipbuilding in the swamps nor the
long marches into the steppe, and among Old Believers, who
asked what was in the heart of the tsar, to avoid his wife and
drink wine with heretics. And among boyars who asked why
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foreigners were set over them, and why they had to find the
money for sixty-four new ships.

A conspiracy there was, in that year 1697, and it found
Peter unprepared, yet its details remain very obscure. The
commonest story is that a certain Truikler, an old henchman
of Sophia’s, had met with two boyars, Old Believers both, to
try to capture Peter with the aid of some Streltsi. Word of
their meeting was brought hurriedly to the tsar, as he dined
at Lefort’s. Thereupon, so the tale runs, Peter quickly ex-
cused himself and walked alone to the house of Truikler and
his associates, sat down with them, filling them with conster-
nation until a guard detachment arrived to arrest them.
Whereupon Peter went back to his interrupted dinner.

This version of the capture of the conspirators did not men-
tion the circumstance that Peter had been dead drunk that
evening. :

Whatever actually happened, Truikler and two boyars
were hung up and hacked to pieces in the Red Place. There
was no public mention of Sophia. But orders were given to
dig out the body of Ivan Miloslavsky, her nearest of kin, from
its grave—to have it dragged by swine to the place of execu-
tion and left beneath the bleeding bodies of the men newly
condemned.

Peter had insisted on that. Before their deaths Truikler and
his companions had been tortured. They had confessed fully,
first that they had shared in the earlier Shakovity conspiracy,
second that they had intended to kill the tsar and blame the
foreigners publicly for the crime. Some of Peter’s advisers had
shaken their heads over such confessions, but Peter had re-
membered the thrusting hands of the Streltsi and the menac-
ing faces of the Old Believers. After that he agreed to go on
the tour of Europe.

This journey Frangois Lefort had been urging since Azov.
By it he hoped to accomplish several things, to provide his
master with an escape from the tension in Moscow, to allow
Peter to see himself the manners and inventions of the west,
so often discussed in the Sloboda, and probably to ‘enhance
the importance of Frangois Lefort. Before then, of course, no
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tsar of Moscow had ventured beyond his frontier. But Peter
was the man to break such precedents.

Surely the time favored the move. In the square at Warsaw
crowds had shouted “Vivat/” at the tidings from Azov. The
Muscovites and Galitzin had taken the first hesitating step to-
ward the concert of European courts. Lefort understood as
few others did how Peter reacted quickly and sensitively to
what was near him, while remaining dull to events elsewhere.

The deaths of Natalia, Joachim, and the imbecile Ivan had
left a vacuum. They had been at least the figureheads of the
rule of the old tsars. With Eudoxia put aside, Peter no longer
had a visible tie with Alexis’ dynasty. Already the populace
argued that he was no true son of Alexis but a bastard fathered
by some German foreigner, perhaps by Lefort himself. This,
Lefort believed, could be traced to Sophia. Instinctively he
felt that the uncertain Peter could not continue as he was—that
he must either step back into old usage, or step out into new.

Peter himself hung back at the prospect of venturing into
the physical life of the west. Yet he trusted the Swiss adven-
turer and after the Truikler disturbance he agreed to go. The
journey, however, must take him to northern ports like Arch-
angel, to the ports where ships were built, to the home of
Franz Timmermann. Moreover he would not cross the fron-
tier as tsar; Lefort as admiral and Golovin as chancellor must
be the official figures of the party—some kind of ambassadors
at large—while Captain Peter, hidden under another name,
would go as one of their attendants.
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THE TOUR OF EUROPE AND THE
INVASION

The Great Embassy

N THE early spring of 1697 the Baltic coast had recovered
I from the ravages of the Thirty Years’ War of fifty years
before. Its neat harbors and renovated castles reflected the
rococo tranquillity of its gentry, the herzogs, electors, state-
holders, burgomasters, duchesses, and all their conveniently
married kindred. Universities at Upsala and Liibeck reflected,
not too brilliantly, the pseudo-scientific spirit of a generation
that had barely digested, with its ample dinners, the irritable
expositions of a Tycho Brahe, the courtly letters of a Gott-
fried Leibnitz—not yet Reichsfreiberr Leibnitz—who had
managed to reconcile the concepts of Plato with the new con-
cept of particles of force that moved the universe.

These noble families of the Baltic were accustomed to
princes who might visit them incognito. Rarely did such a
prince travel as a person actually unknown; usually he came
after due notice that his visit was to be off the record, at-
tended by an aid and perhaps a valet. Under such transparent
disguise, this monsieur could discuss politics without hin-
drance, or perhaps visit a lady of his acquaintance.

That same spring the Great Embassy from Moscow ap-
peared at the gate of Riga, its first objective upon the Baltic,
with only a cryptic warning that its visit would be of great
importance. In the gate appeared first Cossack outriders and
troops of guardsmen on matched horses, followed by a clarion
blast from trumpets and drums, and halberdiers in close array
with other imperial guardsmen bearing the silvered axes of an-
cient Rus. The trio of ambassadors shone with embroidered
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cloth of gold edged with the costliest furs. Behind them rode
dark Kalmuk horsemen, trailed by a detachment of dwarfs, by
body servants, cupbearers, and grooms—more than two hun-
dred souls in all.

The impact of this visitation upon orderly Riga was very
great. Quarters provided for the Great Embassy proved insuf-
ficient, the food unacceptable. The greeting was worst of all,
because the Swedish military governor, a certain Graf Dahl-
berg, decided to avoid the Great Embassy by playing sick.

The situation worsened when a roughly dressed seaman,
Peter Mikhailov by name, went his rounds of the neat city,
staring at the steeples of the Komm and the St. Peter, sampling
the beer in the Weingartens, and insisting upon going over
the bastions and fortifications of the castle itself. Impassive
Swedish officers turned him away, whereupon hurried mes-
sages came from the ambassadors hinting that the giant sea-
man might be perhaps an Exalted Personage.

“The tsar?” retorted Dahlberg. “You informed me that the
tsar was at Voronezh with his ships.”

Other more agitated messages from Lefort and Golovin
had no greater effect on the Graf. The Swedes chose to be-
lieve that the Muscovite circus was a bit of trickery. In con-
sequence Skipper Peter Mikhailov did not get inside the fort.

Before that, no door had been barred to Peter.'He did not
forget the Swedes at Riga.

By the time the Great Embassy had paraded on to Kénigs-
berg in the sandy woods of Prussia, his identity was pretty
well known. Letters got ahead of him, describing the tsar—
“Tall, with his head shaking, his right arm never still and a
wart on his chéek.” The Prussian colonel at Konigsberg ac-
cepted Peter with a straight face, and taught him a deal about
the way to fire cannon. When the giant seaman chose to
spend the night in a wine garden or to remain out of sight in
his quarters while beer flowed and voices roared, the Prus-
sians (Brandenburgers) made no bones about it. Once when a
servant dropped a plate at a banquet, Peter sprang up, his face
convulsed.

Often he entertained his Prussian hosts by displaying his
skill at beating a drum.
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At the end of his stay the colonel presented him with a cer-
tificate that: “Peter Mikhailov may now be accepted as a
skilled master of fire weapons.”

Yet the celebrated Leibnitz failed to get past Peter’s attend-
ants to talk with him. Peter Mikhailov, it seemed, would talk
with strangers only about shipbuilding and gunnery and such
matters. In fact Peter turned his back when anyone spoke the
forbidden word “Sire.”

Nothing could have made him more conspicuous than his
incognito. A Muscovite tsar with the mind of a boy and the
manners of a bear at table, subject besides to extraordinary
convulsions, to claustrophobia when put into a small chamber
and to rage when he was quartered in a place with high ceil-
ings—this phenomenon stirred the curiosity of the nobility
throughout the German states. The Electresses of Branden-
burg and Hanover were “dying of curiosity to see him.”

At the castle of Koppenbriigge Peter agreed to meet and
sup with these ladies. Probably he was curious, as well, to
examine Furopean ladies other than the easygoing women of
the Sloboda. But when he found the building crowded with
people he retreated hastily into the village. When he was per-
suaded to enter the reception room he covered his face with
his hands, muttering in German, “I can’t speak! I can’t
speak!”

This is his old dread of strange people. When he is joined
by some of his companions, he manages better. In the court-
yard he drinks some wine quietly, and goes in to the table. He
does not know what to do with his napkin and forks. To the
time-honored question of all bothered hostesses—what does he
like best to do?—he answers bluntly, “I have no liking for
games, for hunting, or music. I like shipbuilding and fire-
works.” By way of proof he shows his calloused hands.

He does not come off badly, speaking a strange language,
under the sharp eyes of the electresses. One describes him as
having a nice brown skin and dark luminous eyes, looking
tired and a bit debauched, wildly timid and twitching uncon-
trollably. “If he were educated, his would be a fine mind, for
he has a quick understanding, and natural wit.”

Once at his ease, Peter really entertains the ladies, keeping
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them four hours at table, drinking toasts. Afterward, despite
his dislike of European music, he listens quietly to an Italian
singer, and calls in one of his own jesters to amuse the ladies.
Seeing quickly that they are not amused, he catches up a
broom, and beats the jester from the room.

He wishes to see the German ladies dance. The officers of
his suite who dance with them are mystified by the corsets
and whalebone stays that they feel upon the backs of their
partners. “The bones of these Germans are devilish hard,”
they tell Peter.

At such times his reactions are instinctive. Entering the lab-
oratory of Ruisch, the anatomist, he looks first at the body of
a young girl, laid out so carefully she seems to be smiling in
her sleep. He walks over and kisses her.

Later, he is fascinated by the anatomical theater of Boer-
haave, sitting there while bodies are dissected for students.
Some of his Muscovites find this hard to watch, and when
Peter notices their qualms he forces them to go up to the
human bodies and operate on them with their teeth.

A critical Englishman, Bishop Burnet, writes of him: “He
is a man of hot temper, soon inflamed and very brutal in his
passion . . . he is subject to convulsive motions all over his
body . . . he has a larger measure of knowledge than might
be expected from his education.

“A want of judgment with an instability of temper appear
in him too often and too evidently . . . ship carpentry was his
chief study and exercise while he stayed here; he wrought
much with his own hands, and made all about him work at
the models of ships. He told me he designed a great fleet at
Azuph [Azov] and with it to attack the Turkish Empire.
. . . He seemed apprehensive still of his sister’s intrigues.
. . . He is resolute but understands little of war and seemed
not at all inquisitive that way.”

The good bishop, like the Electress of Brandenburg, per-
ceives that Peter has a well-stored mind, even if badly edu-
cated. And he senses what few others realize in Peter. He 1is
resolute, but understands little of war.

Peter himself signs a letter “From one who wishes to learn,
and to share.”
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During the fourteen months’ tour of the Great Embassy,
Peter’s obsession was shipbuilding. When he left the Embassy
and sailed down the Rhine to the canals of Holland he found
himself in a seaman’s paradise. For a week under the alias of
Carpenter Peter he tried staying at Saardam, the village that
had been the home of his old friends in Pereiaslavl and Voro-
nezh. Although he bought a small boat and lodged himself
inconspicuously in a small cottage, he found the curiosity of
the village too much for him and left to resume his transparent
incognito with the Embassy at Amsterdam.

When he left Saardam he tossed fifty ducats to a servant
girl who had amused him. Often he tried to pay his way with
a few pennies, as if each one counted; then at times he left
enormous sums behind him.

At Amsterdam he stayed interminably, feeling at ease with
the kindly Dutch. Witzen, the explorer who had written
North and East Tartary—who knew more about Siberia than
the tsar—gave him access to the East Indiamen yards, and
there Peter questioned experts, notebook in hand, bought
treatises on navigation and naval law, and labored with the
shipwrights. He mastered the use of simple instruments like
compass and plane. But some of the jottings in his notebook
would be hard to follow. One described laying down the keel
of a ship: “After calculating roughly the area, start by making
a right angle at both ends.” He seemed to write as he spoke,
bluntly, hurriedly—the words making more sense to him than
to others.

There at Amsterdam Peter and his Russians may have built
a full-rigged ship with their own labor. But it is certain that
William III, aware of his ruling passion by then, ordered a
twenty-four gun yacht to be made for the tsar and fully
equipped. Upon this vessel, later on, Peter packed all his pur-
chases for shipment to Archangel.

There Peter investigated the sights and the newer sciences
with all his enthusiasm and unlimited energy, measuring
bridges, attending lectures on mechanics, as well as anatomy,
taking drawing lessons, watching portrait painters at work. At
a sawmill he nearly crippled himself by trying to stop the
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works, and he fared no better when he investigated the driv-
ing wheel of a silk factory.

“He is a good carpenter,” the workmen said of him when
he left, “and he knows something about building a ship.”

By instinct he seemed to feel that he needed to learn first
how things were made, and how they work